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The Child's Story 
 

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

He travelled along a rather dark path for some little time, without meeting anything, until 
at last he came to a beautiful child. So he said to the child, "What do you do here?" And 
the child said, "I am always at play. Come and play with me!"  

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

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

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

So he learned with that boy about Jupiter and Juno, and the Greeks and the Romans, and I 
don't know what, and learned more than I could tell--or he either, for he soon forgot a 
great deal of it. But, they were not always learning; they had the merriest games that ever 
were played. They rowed upon the river in summer, and skated on the ice in winter; they 
were active afoot, and active on horseback; at cricket, and all games at ball; at prisoner's 
base, hare and hounds, follow my leader, and more sports than I can think of; nobody 
could beat them. They had holidays too, and Twelfth cakes, and parties where they 
danced till midnight, and real Theatres where they saw palaces of real gold and silver rise 
out of the real earth, and saw all the wonders of the world at once. As to friends, they had 
such dear friends and so many of them, that I want the time to reckon them up. They were 



all young, like the handsome boy, and were never to be strange to one another all their 
lives through.  

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

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

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

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

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

Sometimes, they came to several avenues at once, and then they all stood still, and one of 
the children said, "Father, I am going to sea," and another said, "Father, I am going to 
India," and another, "Father, I am going to seek my fortune where I can," and another, 
"Father, I am going to Heaven!" So, with many tears at parting, they went, solitary, down 



those avenues, each child upon its way; and the child who went to Heaven, rose into the 
golden air and vanished.  

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

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

So, they came to an avenue that was darker than the rest, and were pressing forward on 
their journey without looking down it when the lady stopped.  

"My husband," said the lady. "I am called."  

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

 

 
 
 
  



A Christmas Tree 
 

I have been looking on, this evening, at a merry company of children assembled round 
that pretty German toy, a Christmas Tree. The tree was planted in the middle of a great 
round table, and towered high above their heads. It was brilliantly lighted by a multitude 
of little tapers; and everywhere sparkled and glittered with bright objects. There were 
rosy-cheeked dolls, hiding behind the green leaves; and there were real watches (with 
movable hands, at least, and an endless capacity of being wound up) dangling from 
innumerable twigs; there were French-polished tables, chairs, bedsteads, wardrobes, 
eight-day clocks, and various other articles of domestic furniture (wonderfully made, in 
tin, at Wolverhampton), perched among the boughs, as if in preparation for some fairy 
housekeeping; there were jolly, broad-faced little men, much more agreeable in 
appearance than many real men--and no wonder, for their heads took off, and showed 
them to be full of sugar-plums; there were fiddles and drums; there were tambourines, 
books, work-boxes, paint-boxes, sweetmeat-boxes, peep-show boxes, and all kinds of 
boxes; there were trinkets for the elder girls, far brighter than any grown-up gold and 
jewels; there were baskets and pincushions in all devices; there were guns, swords, and 
banners; there were witches standing in enchanted rings of pasteboard, to tell fortunes; 
there were teetotums, humming-tops, needle-cases, pen-wipers, smelling-bottles, 
conversation-cards, bouquet-holders; real fruit, made artificially dazzling with gold leaf; 
imitation apples, pears, and walnuts, crammed with surprises; in short, as a pretty child, 
before me, delightedly whispered to another pretty child, her bosom friend, "There was 
everything, and more." This motley collection of odd objects, clustering on the tree like 
magic fruit, and flashing back the bright looks directed towards it from every side--some 
of the diamond-eyes admiring it were hardly on a level with the table, and a few were 
languishing in timid wonder on the bosoms of pretty mothers, aunts, and nurses--made a 
lively realisation of the fancies of childhood; and set me thinking how all the trees that 
grow and all the things that come into existence on the earth, have their wild adornments 
at that well-remembered time.  

Being now at home again, and alone, the only person in the house awake, my thoughts 
are drawn back, by a fascination which I do not care to resist, to my own childhood. I 
begin to consider, what do we all remember best upon the branches of the Christmas Tree 
of our own young Christmas days, by which we climbed to real life.  

Straight, in the middle of the room, cramped in the freedom of its growth by no encircling 
walls or soon-reached ceiling, a shadowy tree arises; and, looking up into the dreamy 
brightness of its top-- for I observe in this tree the singular property that it appears to 
grow downward towards the earth--I look into my youngest Christmas recollections!  

All toys at first, I find. Up yonder, among the green holly and red berries, is the Tumbler 
with his hands in his pockets, who wouldn't lie down, but whenever he was put upon the 
floor, persisted in rolling his fat body about, until he rolled himself still, and brought 
those lobster eyes of his to bear upon me--when I affected to laugh very much, but in my 



heart of hearts was extremely doubtful of him. Close beside him is that infernal snuff-
box, out of which there sprang a demoniacal Counsellor in a black gown, with an 
obnoxious head of hair, and a red cloth mouth, wide open, who was not to be endured on 
any terms, but could not be put away either; for he used suddenly, in a highly magnified 
state, to fly out of Mammoth Snuff-boxes in dreams, when least expected. Nor is the frog 
with cobbler's wax on his tail, far off; for there was no knowing where he wouldn't jump; 
and when he flew over the candle, and came upon one's hand with that spotted back--red 
on a green ground--he was horrible. The cardboard lady in a blue-silk skirt, who was 
stood up against the candlestick to dance, and whom I see on the same branch, was 
milder, and was beautiful; but I can't say as much for the larger cardboard man, who used 
to be hung against the wall and pulled by a string; there was a sinister expression in that 
nose of his; and when he got his legs round his neck (which he very often did), he was 
ghastly, and not a creature to be alone with.  

When did that dreadful Mask first look at me? Who put it on, and why was I so 
frightened that the sight of it is an era in my life? It is not a hideous visage in itself; it is 
even meant to be droll, why then were its stolid features so intolerable? Surely not 
because it hid the wearer's face. An apron would have done as much; and though I should 
have preferred even the apron away, it would not have been absolutely insupportable, like 
the mask. Was it the immovability of the mask? The doll's face was immovable, but I was 
not afraid of HER. Perhaps that fixed and set change coming over a real face, infused into 
my quickened heart some remote suggestion and dread of the universal change that is to 
come on every face, and make it still? Nothing reconciled me to it. No drummers, from 
whom proceeded a melancholy chirping on the turning of a handle; no regiment of 
soldiers, with a mute band, taken out of a box, and fitted, one by one, upon a stiff and 
lazy little set of lazy-tongs; no old woman, made of wires and a brown-paper 
composition, cutting up a pie for two small children; could give me a permanent comfort, 
for a long time. Nor was it any satisfaction to be shown the Mask, and see that it was 
made of paper, or to have it locked up and be assured that no one wore it. The mere 
recollection of that fixed face, the mere knowledge of its existence anywhere, was 
sufficient to awake me in the night all perspiration and horror, with, "O I know it's 
coming! O the mask!"  

I never wondered what the dear old donkey with the panniers--there he is! was made of, 
then! His hide was real to the touch, I recollect. And the great black horse with the round 
red spots all over him--the horse that I could even get upon--I never wondered what had 
brought him to that strange condition, or thought that such a horse was not commonly 
seen at Newmarket. The four horses of no colour, next to him, that went into the waggon 
of cheeses, and could be taken out and stabled under the piano, appear to have bits of fur-
tippet for their tails, and other bits for their manes, and to stand on pegs instead of legs, 
but it was not so when they were brought home for a Christmas present. They were all 
right, then; neither was their harness unceremoniously nailed into their chests, as appears 
to be the case now. The tinkling works of the music- cart, I DID find out, to be made of 
quill tooth-picks and wire; and I always thought that little tumbler in his shirt sleeves, 
perpetually swarming up one side of a wooden frame, and coming down, head foremost, 
on the other, rather a weak-minded person--though good-natured; but the Jacob's Ladder, 



next him, made of little squares of red wood, that went flapping and clattering over one 
another, each developing a different picture, and the whole enlivened by small bells, was 
a mighty marvel and a great delight.  

Ah! The Doll's house!--of which I was not proprietor, but where I visited. I don't admire 
the Houses of Parliament half so much as that stone-fronted mansion with real glass 
windows, and door-steps, and a real balcony--greener than I ever see now, except at 
watering places; and even they afford but a poor imitation. And though it DID open all at 
once, the entire house-front (which was a blow, I admit, as cancelling the fiction of a 
staircase), it was but to shut it up again, and I could believe. Even open, there were three 
distinct rooms in it: a sitting-room and bed-room, elegantly furnished, and best of all, a 
kitchen, with uncommonly soft fire- irons, a plentiful assortment of diminutive utensils--
oh, the warming-pan!--and a tin man-cook in profile, who was always going to fry two 
fish. What Barmecide justice have I done to the noble feasts wherein the set of wooden 
platters figured, each with its own peculiar delicacy, as a ham or turkey, glued tight on to 
it, and garnished with something green, which I recollect as moss! Could all the 
Temperance Societies of these later days, united, give me such a tea-drinking as I have 
had through the means of yonder little set of blue crockery, which really would hold 
liquid (it ran out of the small wooden cask, I recollect, and tasted of matches), and which 
made tea, nectar. And if the two legs of the ineffectual little sugar-tongs did tumble over 
one another, and want purpose, like Punch's hands, what does it matter? And if I did once 
shriek out, as a poisoned child, and strike the fashionable company with consternation, by 
reason of having drunk a little teaspoon, inadvertently dissolved in too hot tea, I was 
never the worse for it, except by a powder!  

Upon the next branches of the tree, lower down, hard by the green roller and miniature 
gardening-tools, how thick the books begin to hang. Thin books, in themselves, at first, 
but many of them, and with deliciously smooth covers of bright red or green. What fat 
black letters to begin with! "A was an archer, and shot at a frog." Of course he was. He 
was an apple-pie also, and there he is! He was a good many things in his time, was A, and 
so were most of his friends, except X, who had so little versatility, that I never knew him 
to get beyond Xerxes or Xantippe--like Y, who was always confined to a Yacht or a Yew 
Tree; and Z condemned for ever to be a Zebra or a Zany. But, now, the very tree itself 
changes, and becomes a bean-stalk--the marvellous bean-stalk up which Jack climbed to 
the Giant's house! And now, those dreadfully interesting, double-headed giants, with their 
clubs over their shoulders, begin to stride along the boughs in a perfect throng, dragging 
knights and ladies home for dinner by the hair of their heads. And Jack--how noble, with 
his sword of sharpness, and his shoes of swiftness! Again those old meditations come 
upon me as I gaze up at him; and I debate within myself whether there was more than one 
Jack (which I am loth to believe possible), or only one genuine original admirable Jack, 
who achieved all the recorded exploits.  

Good for Christmas-time is the ruddy colour of the cloak, in which-- the tree making a 
forest of itself for her to trip through, with her basket--Little Red Riding-Hood comes to 
me one Christmas Eve to give me information of the cruelty and treachery of that 
dissembling Wolf who ate her grandmother, without making any impression on his 



appetite, and then ate her, after making that ferocious joke about his teeth. She was my 
first love. I felt that if I could have married Little Red Riding-Hood, I should have known 
perfect bliss. But, it was not to be; and there was nothing for it but to look out the Wolf in 
the Noah's Ark there, and put him late in the procession on the table, as a monster who 
was to be degraded. O the wonderful Noah's Ark! It was not found seaworthy when put in 
a washing-tub, and the animals were crammed in at the roof, and needed to have their 
legs well shaken down before they could be got in, even there- -and then, ten to one but 
they began to tumble out at the door, which was but imperfectly fastened with a wire 
latch--but what was THAT against it! Consider the noble fly, a size or two smaller than 
the elephant: the lady-bird, the butterfly--all triumphs of art! Consider the goose, whose 
feet were so small, and whose balance was so indifferent, that he usually tumbled 
forward, and knocked down all the animal creation. Consider Noah and his family, like 
idiotic tobacco-stoppers; and how the leopard stuck to warm little fingers; and how the 
tails of the larger animals used gradually to resolve themselves into frayed bits of string!  

Hush! Again a forest, and somebody up in a tree--not Robin Hood, not Valentine, not the 
Yellow Dwarf (I have passed him and all Mother Bunch's wonders, without mention), but 
an Eastern King with a glittering scimitar and turban. By Allah! two Eastern Kings, for I 
see another, looking over his shoulder! Down upon the grass, at the tree's foot, lies the 
full length of a coal-black Giant, stretched asleep, with his head in a lady's lap; and near 
them is a glass box, fastened with four locks of shining steel, in which he keeps the lady 
prisoner when he is awake. I see the four keys at his girdle now. The lady makes signs to 
the two kings in the tree, who softly descend. It is the setting-in of the bright Arabian 
Nights.  

Oh, now all common things become uncommon and enchanted to me. All lamps are 
wonderful; all rings are talismans. Common flower-pots are full of treasure, with a little 
earth scattered on the top; trees are for Ali Baba to hide in; beef-steaks are to throw down 
into the Valley of Diamonds, that the precious stones may stick to them, and be carried 
by the eagles to their nests, whence the traders, with loud cries, will scare them. Tarts are 
made, according to the recipe of the Vizier's son of Bussorah, who turned pastrycook 
after he was set down in his drawers at the gate of Damascus; cobblers are all Mustaphas, 
and in the habit of sewing up people cut into four pieces, to whom they are taken blind-
fold.  

Any iron ring let into stone is the entrance to a cave which only waits for the magician, 
and the little fire, and the necromancy, that will make the earth shake. All the dates 
imported come from the same tree as that unlucky date, with whose shell the merchant 
knocked out the eye of the genie's invisible son. All olives are of the stock of that fresh 
fruit, concerning which the Commander of the Faithful overheard the boy conduct the 
fictitious trial of the fraudulent olive merchant; all apples are akin to the apple purchased 
(with two others) from the Sultan's gardener for three sequins, and which the tall black 
slave stole from the child. All dogs are associated with the dog, really a transformed man, 
who jumped upon the baker's counter, and put his paw on the piece of bad money. All 
rice recalls the rice which the awful lady, who was a ghoule, could only peck by grains, 
because of her nightly feasts in the burial-place. My very rocking-horse,--there he is, with 



his nostrils turned completely inside-out, indicative of Blood!--should have a peg in his 
neck, by virtue thereof to fly away with me, as the wooden horse did with the Prince of 
Persia, in the sight of all his father's Court.  

Yes, on every object that I recognise among those upper branches of my Christmas Tree, 
I see this fairy light! When I wake in bed, at daybreak, on the cold, dark, winter 
mornings, the white snow dimly beheld, outside, through the frost on the window-pane, I 
hear Dinarzade. "Sister, sister, if you are yet awake, I pray you finish the history of the 
Young King of the Black Islands." Scheherazade replies, "If my lord the Sultan will 
suffer me to live another day, sister, I will not only finish that, but tell you a more 
wonderful story yet." Then, the gracious Sultan goes out, giving no orders for the 
execution, and we all three breathe again.  

At this height of my tree I begin to see, cowering among the leaves- -it may be born of 
turkey, or of pudding, or mince pie, or of these many fancies, jumbled with Robinson 
Crusoe on his desert island, Philip Quarll among the monkeys, Sandford and Merton with 
Mr. Barlow, Mother Bunch, and the Mask--or it may be the result of indigestion, assisted 
by imagination and over-doctoring--a prodigious nightmare. It is so exceedingly 
indistinct, that I don't know why it's frightful--but I know it is. I can only make out that it 
is an immense array of shapeless things, which appear to be planted on a vast 
exaggeration of the lazy-tongs that used to bear the toy soldiers, and to be slowly coming 
close to my eyes, and receding to an immeasurable distance. When it comes closest, it is 
worse. In connection with it I descry remembrances of winter nights incredibly long; of 
being sent early to bed, as a punishment for some small offence, and waking in two 
hours, with a sensation of having been asleep two nights; of the laden hopelessness of 
morning ever dawning; and the oppression of a weight of remorse.  

And now, I see a wonderful row of little lights rise smoothly out of the ground, before a 
vast green curtain. Now, a bell rings--a magic bell, which still sounds in my ears unlike 
all other bells--and music plays, amidst a buzz of voices, and a fragrant smell of orange-
peel and oil. Anon, the magic bell commands the music to cease, and the great green 
curtain rolls itself up majestically, and The Play begins! The devoted dog of Montargis 
avenges the death of his master, foully murdered in the Forest of Bondy; and a humorous 
Peasant with a red nose and a very little hat, whom I take from this hour forth to my 
bosom as a friend (I think he was a Waiter or an Hostler at a village Inn, but many years 
have passed since he and I have met), remarks that the sassigassity of that dog is indeed 
surprising; and evermore this jocular conceit will live in my remembrance fresh and 
unfading, overtopping all possible jokes, unto the end of time. Or now, I learn with bitter 
tears how poor Jane Shore, dressed all in white, and with her brown hair hanging down, 
went starving through the streets; or how George Barnwell killed the worthiest uncle that 
ever man had, and was afterwards so sorry for it that he ought to have been let off. Comes 
swift to comfort me, the Pantomime--stupendous Phenomenon!--when clowns are shot 
from loaded mortars into the great chandelier, bright constellation that it is; when 
Harlequins, covered all over with scales of pure gold, twist and sparkle, like amazing 
fish; when Pantaloon (whom I deem it no irreverence to compare in my own mind to my 
grandfather) puts red-hot pokers in his pocket, and cries "Here's somebody coming!" or 



taxes the Clown with petty larceny, by saying, "Now, I sawed you do it!" when 
Everything is capable, with the greatest ease, of being changed into Anything; and 
"Nothing is, but thinking makes it so." Now, too, I perceive my first experience of the 
dreary sensation-- often to return in after-life--of being unable, next day, to get back to 
the dull, settled world; of wanting to live for ever in the bright atmosphere I have quitted; 
of doting on the little Fairy, with the wand like a celestial Barber's Pole, and pining for a 
Fairy immortality along with her. Ah, she comes back, in many shapes, as my eye 
wanders down the branches of my Christmas Tree, and goes as often, and has never yet 
stayed by me!  

Out of this delight springs the toy-theatre,--there it is, with its familiar proscenium, and 
ladies in feathers, in the boxes!--and all its attendant occupation with paste and glue, and 
gum, and water colours, in the getting-up of The Miller and his Men, and Elizabeth, or 
the Exile of Siberia. In spite of a few besetting accidents and failures (particularly an 
unreasonable disposition in the respectable Kelmar, and some others, to become faint in 
the legs, and double up, at exciting points of the drama), a teeming world of fancies so 
suggestive and all-embracing, that, far below it on my Christmas Tree, I see dark, dirty, 
real Theatres in the day-time, adorned with these associations as with the freshest 
garlands of the rarest flowers, and charming me yet.  

But hark! The Waits are playing, and they break my childish sleep! What images do I 
associate with the Christmas music as I see them set forth on the Christmas Tree? Known 
before all the others, keeping far apart from all the others, they gather round my little bed. 
An angel, speaking to a group of shepherds in a field; some travellers, with eyes uplifted, 
following a star; a baby in a manger; a child in a spacious temple, talking with grave 
men; a solemn figure, with a mild and beautiful face, raising a dead girl by the hand; 
again, near a city gate, calling back the son of a widow, on his bier, to life; a crowd of 
people looking through the opened roof of a chamber where he sits, and letting down a 
sick person on a bed, with ropes; the same, in a tempest, walking on the water to a ship; 
again, on a sea-shore, teaching a great multitude; again, with a child upon his knee, and 
other children round; again, restoring sight to the blind, speech to the dumb, hearing to 
the deaf, health to the sick, strength to the lame, knowledge to the ignorant; again, dying 
upon a Cross, watched by armed soldiers, a thick darkness coming on, the earth 
beginning to shake, and only one voice heard, "Forgive them, for they know not what 
they do."  

Still, on the lower and maturer branches of the Tree, Christmas associations cluster thick. 
School-books shut up; Ovid and Virgil silenced; the Rule of Three, with its cool 
impertinent inquiries, long disposed of; Terence and Plautus acted no more, in an arena of 
huddled desks and forms, all chipped, and notched, and inked; cricket-bats, stumps, and 
balls, left higher up, with the smell of trodden grass and the softened noise of shouts in 
the evening air; the tree is still fresh, still gay. If I no more come home at Christmas-time, 
there will be boys and girls (thank Heaven! ) while the World lasts; and they do! Yonder 
they dance and play upon the branches of my Tree, God bless them, merrily, and my 
heart dances and plays too!  



And I do come home at Christmas. We all do, or we all should. We all come home, or 
ought to come home, for a short holiday--the longer, the better--from the great boarding-
school, where we are for ever working at our arithmetical slates, to take, and give a rest. 
As to going a visiting, where can we not go, if we will; where have we not been, when we 
would; starting our fancy from our Christmas Tree!  

Away into the winter prospect. There are many such upon the tree! On, by low-lying, 
misty grounds, through fens and fogs, up long hills, winding dark as caverns between 
thick plantations, almost shutting out the sparkling stars; so, out on broad heights, until 
we stop at last, with sudden silence, at an avenue. The gate-bell has a deep, half-awful 
sound in the frosty air; the gate swings open on its hinges; and, as we drive up to a great 
house, the glancing lights grow larger in the windows, and the opposing rows of trees 
seem to fall solemnly back on either side, to give us place. At intervals, all day, a 
frightened hare has shot across this whitened turf; or the distant clatter of a herd of deer 
trampling the hard frost, has, for the minute, crushed the silence too. Their watchful eyes 
beneath the fern may be shining now, if we could see them, like the icy dewdrops on the 
leaves; but they are still, and all is still. And so, the lights growing larger, and the trees 
falling back before us, and closing up again behind us, as if to forbid retreat, we come to 
the house.  

There is probably a smell of roasted chestnuts and other good comfortable things all the 
time, for we are telling Winter Stories-- Ghost Stories, or more shame for us--round the 
Christmas fire; and we have never stirred, except to draw a little nearer to it. But, no 
matter for that. We came to the house, and it is an old house, full of great chimneys 
where wood is burnt on ancient dogs upon the hearth, and grim portraits (some of them 
with grim legends, too) lower distrustfully from the oaken panels of the walls. We are a 
middle-aged nobleman, and we make a generous supper with our host and hostess and 
their guests--it being Christmas-time, and the old house full of company--and then we go 
to bed. Our room is a very old room. It is hung with tapestry. We don't like the portrait of 
a cavalier in green, over the fireplace. There are great black beams in the ceiling, and 
there is a great black bedstead, supported at the foot by two great black figures, who seem 
to have come off a couple of tombs in the old baronial church in the park, for our 
particular accommodation. But, we are not a superstitious nobleman, and we don't mind. 
Well! we dismiss our servant, lock the door, and sit before the fire in our dressing-gown, 
musing about a great many things. At length we go to bed. Well! we can't sleep. We toss 
and tumble, and can't sleep. The embers on the hearth burn fitfully and make the room 
look ghostly. We can't help peeping out over the counterpane, at the two black figures 
and the cavalier--that wicked- looking cavalier--in green. In the flickering light they seem 
to advance and retire: which, though we are not by any means a superstitious nobleman, 
is not agreeable. Well! we get nervous-- more and more nervous. We say "This is very 
foolish, but we can't stand this; we'll pretend to be ill, and knock up somebody." Well! we 
are just going to do it, when the locked door opens, and there comes in a young woman, 
deadly pale, and with long fair hair, who glides to the fire, and sits down in the chair we 
have left there, wringing her hands. Then, we notice that her clothes are wet. Our tongue 
cleaves to the roof of our mouth, and we can't speak; but, we observe her accurately. Her 
clothes are wet; her long hair is dabbled with moist mud; she is dressed in the fashion of 



two hundred years ago; and she has at her girdle a bunch of rusty keys. Well! there she 
sits, and we can't even faint, we are in such a state about it. Presently she gets up, and 
tries all the locks in the room with the rusty keys, which won't fit one of them; then, she 
fixes her eyes on the portrait of the cavalier in green, and says, in a low, terrible voice, 
"The stags know it!" After that, she wrings her hands again, passes the bedside, and goes 
out at the door. We hurry on our dressing-gown, seize our pistols (we always travel with 
pistols), and are following, when we find the door locked. We turn the key, look out into 
the dark gallery; no one there. We wander away, and try to find our servant. Can't be 
done. We pace the gallery till daybreak; then return to our deserted room, fall asleep, and 
are awakened by our servant (nothing ever haunts him) and the shining sun. Well! we 
make a wretched breakfast, and all the company say we look queer. After breakfast, we 
go over the house with our host, and then we take him to the portrait of the cavalier in 
green, and then it all comes out. He was false to a young housekeeper once attached to 
that family, and famous for her beauty, who drowned herself in a pond, and whose body 
was discovered, after a long time, because the stags refused to drink of the water. Since 
which, it has been whispered that she traverses the house at midnight (but goes especially 
to that room where the cavalier in green was wont to sleep), trying the old locks with the 
rusty keys. Well! we tell our host of what we have seen, and a shade comes over his 
features, and he begs it may be hushed up; and so it is. But, it's all true; and we said so, 
before we died (we are dead now) to many responsible people.  

There is no end to the old houses, with resounding galleries, and dismal state-
bedchambers, and haunted wings shut up for many years, through which we may ramble, 
with an agreeable creeping up our back, and encounter any number of ghosts, but (it is 
worthy of remark perhaps) reducible to a very few general types and classes; for, ghosts 
have little originality, and "walk" in a beaten track. Thus, it comes to pass, that a certain 
room in a certain old hall, where a certain bad lord, baronet, knight, or gentleman, shot 
himself, has certain planks in the floor from which the blood will not be taken out. You 
may scrape and scrape, as the present owner has done, or plane and plane, as his father 
did, or scrub and scrub, as his grandfather did, or burn and burn with strong acids, as his 
great- grandfather did, but, there the blood will still be--no redder and no paler--no more 
and no less--always just the same. Thus, in such another house there is a haunted door, 
that never will keep open; or another door that never will keep shut, or a haunted sound 
of a spinning-wheel, or a hammer, or a footstep, or a cry, or a sigh, or a horse's tramp, or 
the rattling of a chain. Or else, there is a turret-clock, which, at the midnight hour, strikes 
thirteen when the head of the family is going to die; or a shadowy, immovable black 
carriage which at such a time is always seen by somebody, waiting near the great gates in 
the stable-yard. Or thus, it came to pass how Lady Mary went to pay a visit at a large 
wild house in the Scottish Highlands, and, being fatigued with her long journey, retired to 
bed early, and innocently said, next morning, at the breakfast-table, "How odd, to have so 
late a party last night, in this remote place, and not to tell me of it, before I went to bed!" 
Then, every one asked Lady Mary what she meant? Then, Lady Mary replied, "Why, all 
night long, the carriages were driving round and round the terrace, underneath my 
window!" Then, the owner of the house turned pale, and so did his Lady, and Charles 
Macdoodle of Macdoodle signed to Lady Mary to say no more, and every one was silent. 
After breakfast, Charles Macdoodle told Lady Mary that it was a tradition in the family 



that those rumbling carriages on the terrace betokened death. And so it proved, for, two 
months afterwards, the Lady of the mansion died. And Lady Mary, who was a Maid of 
Honour at Court, often told this story to the old Queen Charlotte; by this token that the 
old King always said, "Eh, eh? What, what? Ghosts, ghosts? No such thing, no such 
thing!" And never left off saying so, until he went to bed.  

Or, a friend of somebody's whom most of us know, when he was a young man at college, 
had a particular friend, with whom he made the compact that, if it were possible for the 
Spirit to return to this earth after its separation from the body, he of the twain who first 
died, should reappear to the other. In course of time, this compact was forgotten by our 
friend; the two young men having progressed in life, and taken diverging paths that were 
wide asunder. But, one night, many years afterwards, our friend being in the North of 
England, and staying for the night in an inn, on the Yorkshire Moors, happened to look 
out of bed; and there, in the moonlight, leaning on a bureau near the window, steadfastly 
regarding him, saw his old college friend! The appearance being solemnly addressed, 
replied, in a kind of whisper, but very audibly, "Do not come near me. I am dead. I am 
here to redeem my promise. I come from another world, but may not disclose its secrets!" 
Then, the whole form becoming paler, melted, as it were, into the moonlight, and faded 
away.  

Or, there was the daughter of the first occupier of the picturesque Elizabethan house, so 
famous in our neighbourhood. You have heard about her? No! Why, SHE went out one 
summer evening at twilight, when she was a beautiful girl, just seventeen years of age, to 
gather flowers in the garden; and presently came running, terrified, into the hall to her 
father, saying, "Oh, dear father, I have met myself!" He took her in his arms, and told her 
it was fancy, but she said, "Oh no! I met myself in the broad walk, and I was pale and 
gathering withered flowers, and I turned my head, and held them up!" And, that night, 
she died; and a picture of her story was begun, though never finished, and they say it is 
somewhere in the house to this day, with its face to the wall.  

Or, the uncle of my brother's wife was riding home on horseback, one mellow evening at 
sunset, when, in a green lane close to his own house, he saw a man standing before him, 
in the very centre of a narrow way. "Why does that man in the cloak stand there!" he 
thought. "Does he want me to ride over him?" But the figure never moved. He felt a 
strange sensation at seeing it so still, but slackened his trot and rode forward. When he 
was so close to it, as almost to touch it with his stirrup, his horse shied, and the figure 
glided up the bank, in a curious, unearthly manner--backward, and without seeming to 
use its feet--and was gone. The uncle of my brother's wife, exclaiming, "Good Heaven! 
It's my cousin Harry, from Bombay!" put spurs to his horse, which was suddenly in a 
profuse sweat, and, wondering at such strange behaviour, dashed round to the front of his 
house. There, he saw the same figure, just passing in at the long French window of the 
drawing-room, opening on the ground. He threw his bridle to a servant, and hastened in 
after it. His sister was sitting there, alone. "Alice, where's my cousin Harry?" "Your 
cousin Harry, John?" "Yes. From Bombay. I met him in the lane just now, and saw him 
enter here, this instant." Not a creature had been seen by any one; and in that hour and 
minute, as it afterwards appeared, this cousin died in India.  



Or, it was a certain sensible old maiden lady, who died at ninety- nine, and retained her 
faculties to the last, who really did see the Orphan Boy; a story which has often been 
incorrectly told, but, of which the real truth is this--because it is, in fact, a story belonging 
to our family--and she was a connexion of our family. When she was about forty years of 
age, and still an uncommonly fine woman (her lover died young, which was the reason 
why she never married, though she had many offers), she went to stay at a place in Kent, 
which her brother, an Indian-Merchant, had newly bought. There was a story that this 
place had once been held in trust by the guardian of a young boy; who was himself the 
next heir, and who killed the young boy by harsh and cruel treatment. She knew nothing 
of that. It has been said that there was a Cage in her bedroom in which the guardian used 
to put the boy. There was no such thing. There was only a closet. She went to bed, made 
no alarm whatever in the night, and in the morning said composedly to her maid when 
she came in, "Who is the pretty forlorn-looking child who has been peeping out of that 
closet all night?" The maid replied by giving a loud scream, and instantly decamping. She 
was surprised; but she was a woman of remarkable strength of mind, and she dressed 
herself and went downstairs, and closeted herself with her brother. "Now, Walter," she 
said, "I have been disturbed all night by a pretty, forlorn-looking boy, who has been 
constantly peeping out of that closet in my room, which I can't open. This is some trick." 
"I am afraid not, Charlotte," said he, "for it is the legend of the house. It is the Orphan 
Boy. What did he do?" "He opened the door softly," said she, "and peeped out. 
Sometimes, he came a step or two into the room. Then, I called to him, to encourage him, 
and he shrunk, and shuddered, and crept in again, and shut the door." "The closet has no 
communication, Charlotte," said her brother, "with any other part of the house, and it's 
nailed up." This was undeniably true, and it took two carpenters a whole forenoon to get 
it open, for examination. Then, she was satisfied that she had seen the Orphan Boy. But, 
the wild and terrible part of the story is, that he was also seen by three of her brother's 
sons, in succession, who all died young. On the occasion of each child being taken ill, he 
came home in a heat, twelve hours before, and said, Oh, Mamma, he had been playing 
under a particular oak-tree, in a certain meadow, with a strange boy--a pretty, forlorn-
looking boy, who was very timid, and made signs! From fatal experience, the parents 
came to know that this was the Orphan Boy, and that the course of that child whom he 
chose for his little playmate was surely run.  

Legion is the name of the German castles, where we sit up alone to wait for the Spectre--
where we are shown into a room, made comparatively cheerful for our reception--where 
we glance round at the shadows, thrown on the blank walls by the crackling fire--where 
we feel very lonely when the village innkeeper and his pretty daughter have retired, after 
laying down a fresh store of wood upon the hearth, and setting forth on the small table 
such supper-cheer as a cold roast capon, bread, grapes, and a flask of old Rhine wine- -
where the reverberating doors close on their retreat, one after another, like so many peals 
of sullen thunder--and where, about the small hours of the night, we come into the 
knowledge of divers supernatural mysteries. Legion is the name of the haunted German 
students, in whose society we draw yet nearer to the fire, while the schoolboy in the 
corner opens his eyes wide and round, and flies off the footstool he has chosen for his 
seat, when the door accidentally blows open. Vast is the crop of such fruit, shining on our 
Christmas Tree; in blossom, almost at the very top; ripening all down the boughs!  



Among the later toys and fancies hanging there--as idle often and less pure--be the 
images once associated with the sweet old Waits, the softened music in the night, ever 
unalterable! Encircled by the social thoughts of Christmas-time, still let the benignant 
figure of my childhood stand unchanged! In every cheerful image and suggestion that the 
season brings, may the bright star that rested above the poor roof, be the star of all the 
Christian World! A moment's pause, O vanishing tree, of which the lower boughs are 
dark to me as yet, and let me look once more! I know there are blank spaces on thy 
branches, where eyes that I have loved have shone and smiled; from which they are 
departed. But, far above, I see the raiser of the dead girl, and the Widow's Son; and God 
is good! If Age be hiding for me in the unseen portion of thy downward growth, O may I, 
with a grey head, turn a child's heart to that figure yet, and a child's trustfulness and 
confidence!  

Now, the tree is decorated with bright merriment, and song, and dance, and cheerfulness. 
And they are welcome. Innocent and welcome be they ever held, beneath the branches of 
the Christmas Tree, which cast no gloomy shadow! But, as it sinks into the ground, I hear 
a whisper going through the leaves. "This, in commemoration of the law of love and 
kindness, mercy and compassion. This, in remembrance of Me!"  



Doctor Marigold 
 

I am a Cheap Jack, and my own father's name was Willum Marigold. It was in his 
lifetime supposed by some that his name was William, but my own father always 
consistently said, No, it was Willum. On which point I content myself with looking at the 
argument this way: If a man is not allowed to know his own name in a free country, how 
much is he allowed to know in a land of slavery? As to looking at the argument through 
the medium of the Register, Willum Marigold come into the world before Registers come 
up much,--and went out of it too. They wouldn't have been greatly in his line neither, if 
they had chanced to come up before him.  

I was born on the Queen's highway, but it was the King's at that time. A doctor was 
fetched to my own mother by my own father, when it took place on a common; and in 
consequence of his being a very kind gentleman, and accepting no fee but a tea-tray, I 
was named Doctor, out of gratitude and compliment to him. There you have me. Doctor 
Marigold.  

I am at present a middle-aged man of a broadish build, in cords, leggings, and a sleeved 
waistcoat the strings of which is always gone behind. Repair them how you will, they go 
like fiddle-strings. You have been to the theatre, and you have seen one of the wiolin- 
players screw up his wiolin, after listening to it as if it had been whispering the secret to 
him that it feared it was out of order, and then you have heard it snap. That's as exactly 
similar to my waistcoat as a waistcoat and a wiolin can be like one another.  

I am partial to a white hat, and I like a shawl round my neck wore loose and easy. Sitting 
down is my favourite posture. If I have a taste in point of personal jewelry, it is mother-
of-pearl buttons. There you have me again, as large as life.  

The doctor having accepted a tea-tray, you'll guess that my father was a Cheap Jack 
before me. You are right. He was. It was a pretty tray. It represented a large lady going 
along a serpentining up-hill gravel-walk, to attend a little church. Two swans had 
likewise come astray with the same intentions. When I call her a large lady, I don't mean 
in point of breadth, for there she fell below my views, but she more than made it up in 
heighth; her heighth and slimness was--in short the heighth of both.  

I often saw that tray, after I was the innocently smiling cause (or more likely screeching 
one) of the doctor's standing it up on a table against the wall in his consulting-room. 
Whenever my own father and mother were in that part of the country, I used to put my 
head (I have heard my own mother say it was flaxen curls at that time, though you 
wouldn't know an old hearth-broom from it now till you come to the handle, and found it 
wasn't me) in at the doctor's door, and the doctor was always glad to see me, and said, 
"Aha, my brother practitioner! Come in, little M.D. How are your inclinations as to 
sixpence?"  



You can't go on for ever, you'll find, nor yet could my father nor yet my mother. If you 
don't go off as a whole when you are about due, you're liable to go off in part, and two to 
one your head's the part. Gradually my father went off his, and my mother went off hers. 
It was in a harmless way, but it put out the family where I boarded them. The old couple, 
though retired, got to be wholly and solely devoted to the Cheap Jack business, and were 
always selling the family off. Whenever the cloth was laid for dinner, my father began 
rattling the plates and dishes, as we do in our line when we put up crockery for a bid, 
only he had lost the trick of it, and mostly let 'em drop and broke 'em. As the old lady had 
been used to sit in the cart, and hand the articles out one by one to the old gentleman on 
the footboard to sell, just in the same way she handed him every item of the family's 
property, and they disposed of it in their own imaginations from morning to night. At last 
the old gentleman, lying bedridden in the same room with the old lady, cries out in the 
old patter, fluent, after having been silent for two days and nights: "Now here, my jolly 
companions every one,--which the Nightingale club in a village was held, At the sign of 
the Cabbage and Shears, Where the singers no doubt would have greatly excelled, But for 
want of taste, voices and ears,--now, here, my jolly companions, every one, is a working 
model of a used-up old Cheap Jack, without a tooth in his head, and with a pain in every 
bone: so like life that it would be just as good if it wasn't better, just as bad if it wasn't 
worse, and just as new if it wasn't worn out. Bid for the working model of the old Cheap 
Jack, who has drunk more gunpowder-tea with the ladies in his time than would blow the 
lid off a washerwoman's copper, and carry it as many thousands of miles higher than the 
moon as naught nix naught, divided by the national debt, carry nothing to the poor-rates, 
three under, and two over. Now, my hearts of oak and men of straw, what do you say for 
the lot? Two shillings, a shilling, tenpence, eightpence, sixpence, fourpence. Twopence? 
Who said twopence? The gentleman in the scarecrow's hat? I am ashamed of the 
gentleman in the scarecrow's hat. I really am ashamed of him for his want of public spirit. 
Now I'll tell you what I'll do with you. Come! I'll throw you in a working model of a old 
woman that was married to the old Cheap Jack so long ago that upon my word and 
honour it took place in Noah's Ark, before the Unicorn could get in to forbid the banns by 
blowing a tune upon his horn. There now! Come! What do you say for both? I'll tell you 
what I'll do with you. I don't bear you malice for being so backward. Here! If you make 
me a bid that'll only reflect a little credit on your town, I'll throw you in a warming-pan 
for nothing, and lend you a toasting-fork for life. Now come; what do you say after that 
splendid offer? Say two pound, say thirty shillings, say a pound, say ten shillings, say 
five, say two and six. You don't say even two and six? You say two and three? No. You 
shan't have the lot for two and three. I'd sooner give it to you, if you was good-looking 
enough. Here! Missis! Chuck the old man and woman into the cart, put the horse to, and 
drive 'em away and bury 'em!" Such were the last words of Willum Marigold, my own 
father, and they were carried out, by him and by his wife, my own mother, on one and the 
same day, as I ought to know, having followed as mourner.  

My father had been a lovely one in his time at the Cheap Jack work, as his dying 
observations went to prove. But I top him. I don't say it because it's myself, but because it 
has been universally acknowledged by all that has had the means of comparison. I have 
worked at it. I have measured myself against other public speakers,--Members of 
Parliament, Platforms, Pulpits, Counsel learned in the law,--and where I have found 'em 



good, I have took a bit of imagination from 'em, and where I have found 'em bad, I have 
let 'em alone. Now I'll tell you what. I mean to go down into my grave declaring that of 
all the callings ill used in Great Britain, the Cheap Jack calling is the worst used. Why 
ain't we a profession? Why ain't we endowed with privileges? Why are we forced to take 
out a hawker's license, when no such thing is expected of the political hawkers? Where's 
the difference betwixt us? Except that we are Cheap Jacks and they are Dear Jacks, I 
don't see any difference but what's in our favour.  

For look here! Say it's election time. I am on the footboard of my cart in the market-
place, on a Saturday night. I put up a general miscellaneous lot. I say: "Now here, my free 
and independent woters, I'm a going to give you such a chance as you never had in all 
your born days, nor yet the days preceding. Now I'll show you what I am a going to do 
with you. Here's a pair of razors that'll shave you closer than the Board of Guardians; 
here's a flat-iron worth its weight in gold; here's a frying-pan artificially flavoured with 
essence of beefsteaks to that degree that you've only got for the rest of your lives to fry 
bread and dripping in it and there you are replete with animal food; here's a genuine 
chronometer watch in such a solid silver case that you may knock at the door with it 
when you come home late from a social meeting, and rouse your wife and family, and 
save up your knocker for the postman; and here's half-a- dozen dinner plates that you 
may play the cymbals with to charm baby when it's fractious. Stop! I'll throw in another 
article, and I'll give you that, and it's a rolling-pin; and if the baby can only get it well into 
its mouth when its teeth is coming and rub the gums once with it, they'll come through 
double, in a fit of laughter equal to being tickled. Stop again! I'll throw you in another 
article, because I don't like the looks of you, for you haven't the appearance of buyers 
unless I lose by you, and because I'd rather lose than not take money to-night, and that's a 
looking-glass in which you may see how ugly you look when you don't bid. What do you 
say now? Come! Do you say a pound? Not you, for you haven't got it. Do you say ten 
shillings? Not you, for you owe more to the tallyman. Well then, I'll tell you what I'll do 
with you. I'll heap 'em all on the footboard of the cart,--there they are! razors, flat watch, 
dinner plates, rolling-pin, and away for four shillings, and I'll give you sixpence for your 
trouble!" This is me, the Cheap Jack. But on the Monday morning, in the same market-
place, comes the Dear Jack on the hustings--his cart--and, what does he say? "Now my 
free and independent woters, I am a going to give you such a chance" (he begins just like 
me) "as you never had in all your born days, and that's the chance of sending Myself to 
Parliament. Now I'll tell you what I am a going to do for you. Here's the interests of this 
magnificent town promoted above all the rest of the civilised and uncivilised earth. Here's 
your railways carried, and your neighbours' railways jockeyed. Here's all your sons in the 
Post-office. Here's Britannia smiling on you. Here's the eyes of Europe on you. Here's 
uniwersal prosperity for you, repletion of animal food, golden cornfields, gladsome 
homesteads, and rounds of applause from your own hearts, all in one lot, and that's 
myself. Will you take me as I stand? You won't? Well, then, I'll tell you what I'll do with 
you. Come now! I'll throw you in anything you ask for. There! Church-rates, abolition of 
more malt tax, no malt tax, universal education to the highest mark, or uniwersal 
ignorance to the lowest, total abolition of flogging in the army or a dozen for every 
private once a month all round, Wrongs of Men or Rights of Women--only say which it 
shall be, take 'em or leave 'em, and I'm of your opinion altogether, and the lot's your own 



on your own terms. There! You won't take it yet! Well, then, I'll tell you what I'll do with 
you. Come! You are such free and independent woters, and I am so proud of you,--you 
are such a noble and enlightened constituency, and I AM so ambitious of the honour and 
dignity of being your member, which is by far the highest level to which the wings of the 
human mind can soar,--that I'll tell you what I'll do with you. I'll throw you in all the 
public-houses in your magnificent town for nothing. Will that content you? It won't? You 
won't take the lot yet? Well, then, before I put the horse in and drive away, and make the 
offer to the next most magnificent town that can be discovered, I'll tell you what I'll do. 
Take the lot, and I'll drop two thousand pound in the streets of your magnificent town for 
them to pick up that can. Not enough? Now look here. This is the very furthest that I'm a 
going to. I'll make it two thousand five hundred. And still you won't? Here, missis! Put 
the horse--no, stop half a moment, I shouldn't like to turn my back upon you neither for a 
trifle, I'll make it two thousand seven hundred and fifty pound. There! Take the lot on 
your own terms, and I'll count out two thousand seven hundred and fifty pound on the 
foot- board of the cart, to be dropped in the streets of your magnificent town for them to 
pick up that can. What do you say? Come now! You won't do better, and you may do 
worse. You take it? Hooray! Sold again, and got the seat!"  

These Dear Jacks soap the people shameful, but we Cheap Jacks don't. We tell 'em the 
truth about themselves to their faces, and scorn to court 'em. As to wenturesomeness in 
the way of puffing up the lots, the Dear Jacks beat us hollow. It is considered in the 
Cheap Jack calling, that better patter can be made out of a gun than any article we put up 
from the cart, except a pair of spectacles. I often hold forth about a gun for a quarter of an 
hour, and feel as if I need never leave off. But when I tell 'em what the gun can do, and 
what the gun has brought down, I never go half so far as the Dear Jacks do when they 
make speeches in praise of their guns--their great guns that set 'em on to do it. Besides, 
I'm in business for myself: I ain't sent down into the market-place to order, as they are. 
Besides, again, my guns don't know what I say in their laudation, and their guns do, and 
the whole concern of 'em have reason to be sick and ashamed all round. These are some 
of my arguments for declaring that the Cheap Jack calling is treated ill in Great Britain, 
and for turning warm when I think of the other Jacks in question setting themselves up to 
pretend to look down upon it.  

I courted my wife from the footboard of the cart. I did indeed. She was a Suffolk young 
woman, and it was in Ipswich marketplace right opposite the corn-chandler's shop. I had 
noticed her up at a window last Saturday that was, appreciating highly. I had took to her, 
and I had said to myself, "If not already disposed of, I'll have that lot." Next Saturday that 
come, I pitched the cart on the same pitch, and I was in very high feather indeed, keeping 
'em laughing the whole of the time, and getting off the goods briskly. At last I took out of 
my waistcoat-pocket a small lot wrapped in soft paper, and I put it this way (looking up at 
the window where she was). "Now here, my blooming English maidens, is an article, the 
last article of the present evening's sale, which I offer to only you, the lovely Suffolk 
Dumplings biling over with beauty, and I won't take a bid of a thousand pounds for from 
any man alive. Now what is it? Why, I'll tell you what it is. It's made of fine gold, and it's 
not broke, though there's a hole in the middle of it, and it's stronger than any fetter that 
ever was forged, though it's smaller than any finger in my set of ten. Why ten? Because, 



when my parents made over my property to me, I tell you true, there was twelve sheets, 
twelve towels, twelve table-cloths, twelve knives, twelve forks, twelve tablespoons, and 
twelve teaspoons, but my set of fingers was two short of a dozen, and could never since 
be matched. Now what else is it? Come, I'll tell you. It's a hoop of solid gold, wrapped in 
a silver curl-paper, that I myself took off the shining locks of the ever beautiful old lady 
in Threadneedle Street, London city; I wouldn't tell you so if I hadn't the paper to show, 
or you mightn't believe it even of me. Now what else is it? It's a man-trap and a handcuff, 
the parish stocks and a leg-lock, all in gold and all in one. Now what else is it? It's a 
wedding- ring. Now I'll tell you what I'm a going to do with it. I'm not a going to offer 
this lot for money; but I mean to give it to the next of you beauties that laughs, and I'll 
pay her a visit to-morrow morning at exactly half after nine o'clock as the chimes go, and 
I'll take her out for a walk to put up the banns." She laughed, and got the ring handed up 
to her. When I called in the morning, she says, "O dear! It's never you, and you never 
mean it?" "It's ever me," says I, "and I am ever yours, and I ever mean it." So we got 
married, after being put up three times--which, by the bye, is quite in the Cheap Jack way 
again, and shows once more how the Cheap Jack customs pervade society.  

She wasn't a bad wife, but she had a temper. If she could have parted with that one article 
at a sacrifice, I wouldn't have swopped her away in exchange for any other woman in 
England. Not that I ever did swop her away, for we lived together till she died, and that 
was thirteen year. Now, my lords and ladies and gentlefolks all, I'll let you into a secret, 
though you won't believe it. Thirteen year of temper in a Palace would try the worst of 
you, but thirteen year of temper in a Cart would try the best of you. You are kept so very 
close to it in a cart, you see. There's thousands of couples among you getting on like 
sweet ile upon a whetstone in houses five and six pairs of stairs high, that would go to the 
Divorce Court in a cart. Whether the jolting makes it worse, I don't undertake to decide; 
but in a cart it does come home to you, and stick to you. Wiolence in a cart is SO wiolent, 
and aggrawation in a cart is SO aggrawating.  

We might have had such a pleasant life! A roomy cart, with the large goods hung outside, 
and the bed slung underneath it when on the road, an iron pot and a kettle, a fireplace for 
the cold weather, a chimney for the smoke, a hanging-shelf and a cupboard, a dog and a 
horse. What more do you want? You draw off upon a bit of turf in a green lane or by the 
roadside, you hobble your old horse and turn him grazing, you light your fire upon the 
ashes of the last visitors, you cook your stew, and you wouldn't call the Emperor of 
France your father. But have a temper in the cart, flinging language and the hardest goods 
in stock at you, and where are you then? Put a name to your feelings.  

My dog knew as well when she was on the turn as I did. Before she broke out, he would 
give a howl, and bolt. How he knew it, was a mystery to me; but the sure and certain 
knowledge of it would wake him up out of his soundest sleep, and he would give a howl, 
and bolt. At such times I wished I was him.  

The worst of it was, we had a daughter born to us, and I love children with all my heart. 
When she was in her furies she beat the child. This got to be so shocking, as the child got 
to be four or five year old, that I have many a time gone on with my whip over my 



shoulder, at the old horse's head, sobbing and crying worse than ever little Sophy did. For 
how could I prevent it? Such a thing is not to be tried with such a temper--in a cart--
without coming to a fight. It's in the natural size and formation of a cart to bring it to a 
fight. And then the poor child got worse terrified than before, as well as worse hurt 
generally, and her mother made complaints to the next people we lighted on, and the 
word went round, "Here's a wretch of a Cheap Jack been a beating his wife."  

Little Sophy was such a brave child! She grew to be quite devoted to her poor father, 
though he could do so little to help her. She had a wonderful quantity of shining dark 
hair, all curling natural about her. It is quite astonishing to me now, that I didn't go 
tearing mad when I used to see her run from her mother before the cart, and her mother 
catch her by this hair, and pull her down by it, and beat her.  

Such a brave child I said she was! Ah! with reason.  

"Don't you mind next time, father dear," she would whisper to me, with her little face still 
flushed, and her bright eyes still wet; "if I don't cry out, you may know I am not much 
hurt. And even if I do cry out, it will only be to get mother to let go and leave off." What 
I have seen the little spirit bear--for me--without crying out!  

Yet in other respects her mother took great care of her. Her clothes were always clean 
and neat, and her mother was never tired of working at 'em. Such is the inconsistency in 
things. Our being down in the marsh country in unhealthy weather, I consider the cause 
of Sophy's taking bad low fever; but however she took it, once she got it she turned away 
from her mother for evermore, and nothing would persuade her to be touched by her 
mother's hand. She would shiver and say, "No, no, no," when it was offered at, and would 
hide her face on my shoulder, and hold me tighter round the neck.  

The Cheap Jack business had been worse than ever I had known it, what with one thing 
and what with another (and not least with railroads, which will cut it all to pieces, I 
expect, at last), and I was run dry of money. For which reason, one night at that period of 
little Sophy's being so bad, either we must have come to a dead- lock for victuals and 
drink, or I must have pitched the cart as I did.  

I couldn't get the dear child to lie down or leave go of me, and indeed I hadn't the heart to 
try, so I stepped out on the footboard with her holding round my neck. They all set up a 
laugh when they see us, and one chuckle-headed Joskin (that I hated for it) made the 
bidding, "Tuppence for her!"  

"Now, you country boobies," says I, feeling as if my heart was a heavy weight at the end 
of a broken sashline, "I give you notice that I am a going to charm the money out of your 
pockets, and to give you so much more than your money's worth that you'll only persuade 
yourselves to draw your Saturday night's wages ever again arterwards by the hopes of 
meeting me to lay 'em out with, which you never will, and why not? Because I've made 
my fortunes by selling my goods on a large scale for seventy-five per cent. less than I 
give for 'em, and I am consequently to be elevated to the House of Peers next week, by 



the title of the Duke of Cheap and Markis Jackaloorul. Now let's know what you want to-
night, and you shall have it. But first of all, shall I tell you why I have got this little girl 
round my neck? You don't want to know? Then you shall. She belongs to the Fairies. 
She's a fortune-teller. She can tell me all about you in a whisper, and can put me up to 
whether you're going to buy a lot or leave it. Now do you want a saw? No, she says you 
don't, because you're too clumsy to use one. Else here's a saw which would be a lifelong 
blessing to a handy man, at four shillings, at three and six, at three, at two and six, at two, 
at eighteen-pence. But none of you shall have it at any price, on account of your well-
known awkwardness, which would make it manslaughter. The same objection applies to 
this set of three planes which I won't let you have neither, so don't bid for 'em. Now I am 
a going to ask her what you do want." (Then I whispered, "Your head burns so, that I am 
afraid it hurts you bad, my pet," and she answered, without opening her heavy eyes, "Just 
a little, father.") "O! This little fortune-teller says it's a memorandum- book you want. 
Then why didn't you mention it? Here it is. Look at it. Two hundred superfine hot-
pressed wire-wove pages--if you don't believe me, count 'em--ready ruled for your 
expenses, an everlastingly pointed pencil to put 'em down with, a double-bladed penknife 
to scratch 'em out with, a book of printed tables to calculate your income with, and a 
camp-stool to sit down upon while you give your mind to it! Stop! And an umbrella to 
keep the moon off when you give your mind to it on a pitch-dark night. Now I won't ask 
you how much for the lot, but how little? How little are you thinking of? Don't be 
ashamed to mention it, because my fortune-teller knows already." (Then making believe 
to whisper, I kissed her,--and she kissed me.) "Why, she says you are thinking of as little 
as three and threepence! I couldn't have believed it, even of you, unless she told me. 
Three and threepence! And a set of printed tables in the lot that'll calculate your income 
up to forty thousand a year! With an income of forty thousand a year, you grudge three 
and sixpence. Well then, I'll tell you my opinion. I so despise the threepence, that I'd 
sooner take three shillings. There. For three shillings, three shillings, three shillings! 
Gone. Hand 'em over to the lucky man."  

As there had been no bid at all, everybody looked about and grinned at everybody, while 
I touched little Sophy's face and asked her if she felt faint, or giddy. "Not very, father. It 
will soon be over." Then turning from the pretty patient eyes, which were opened now, 
and seeing nothing but grins across my lighted grease-pot, I went on again in my Cheap 
Jack style. "Where's the butcher?" (My sorrowful eye had just caught sight of a fat young 
butcher on the outside of the crowd.) "She says the good luck is the butcher's. Where is 
he?" Everybody handed on the blushing butcher to the front, and there was a roar, and the 
butcher felt himself obliged to put his hand in his pocket, and take the lot. The party so 
picked out, in general, does feel obliged to take the lot--good four times out of six. Then 
we had another lot, the counterpart of that one, and sold it sixpence cheaper, which is 
always wery much enjoyed. Then we had the spectacles. It ain't a special profitable lot, 
but I put 'em on, and I see what the Chancellor of the Exchequer is going to take off the 
taxes, and I see what the sweetheart of the young woman in the shawl is doing at home, 
and I see what the Bishops has got for dinner, and a deal more that seldom fails to fetch 
em 'up in their spirits; and the better their spirits, the better their bids. Then we had the 
ladies' lot--the teapot, tea- caddy, glass sugar-basin, half-a-dozen spoons, and caudle-cup-
-and all the time I was making similar excuses to give a look or two and say a word or 



two to my poor child. It was while the second ladies' lot was holding 'em enchained that I 
felt her lift herself a little on my shoulder, to look across the dark street. "What troubles 
you, darling?" "Nothing troubles me, father. I am not at all troubled. But don't I see a 
pretty churchyard over there?" "Yes, my dear." "Kiss me twice, dear father, and lay me 
down to rest upon that churchyard grass so soft and green." I staggered back into the cart 
with her head dropped on my shoulder, and I says to her mother, "Quick. Shut the door! 
Don't let those laughing people see!" "What's the matter?" she cries. "O woman, woman," 
I tells her, "you'll never catch my little Sophy by her hair again, for she has flown away 
from you!"  

Maybe those were harder words than I meant 'em; but from that time forth my wife took 
to brooding, and would sit in the cart or walk beside it, hours at a stretch, with her arms 
crossed, and her eyes looking on the ground. When her furies took her (which was rather 
seldomer than before) they took her in a new way, and she banged herself about to that 
extent that I was forced to hold her. She got none the better for a little drink now and 
then, and through some years I used to wonder, as I plodded along at the old horse's head, 
whether there was many carts upon the road that held so much dreariness as mine, for all 
my being looked up to as the King of the Cheap Jacks. So sad our lives went on till one 
summer evening, when, as we were coming into Exeter, out of the farther West of 
England, we saw a woman beating a child in a cruel manner, who screamed, "Don't beat 
me! O mother, mother, mother!" Then my wife stopped her ears, and ran away like a wild 
thing, and next day she was found in the river.  

Me and my dog were all the company left in the cart now; and the dog learned to give a 
short bark when they wouldn't bid, and to give another and a nod of his head when I 
asked him, "Who said half a crown? Are you the gentleman, sir, that offered half a 
crown?" He attained to an immense height of popularity, and I shall always believe 
taught himself entirely out of his own head to growl at any person in the crowd that bid as 
low as sixpence. But he got to be well on in years, and one night when I was conwulsing 
York with the spectacles, he took a conwulsion on his own account upon the very 
footboard by me, and it finished him.  

Being naturally of a tender turn, I had dreadful lonely feelings on me arter this. I 
conquered 'em at selling times, having a reputation to keep (not to mention keeping 
myself), but they got me down in private, and rolled upon me. That's often the way with 
us public characters. See us on the footboard, and you'd give pretty well anything you 
possess to be us. See us off the footboard, and you'd add a trifle to be off your bargain. It 
was under those circumstances that I come acquainted with a giant. I might have been too 
high to fall into conversation with him, had it not been for my lonely feelings. For the 
general rule is, going round the country, to draw the line at dressing up. When a man 
can't trust his getting a living to his undisguised abilities, you consider him below your 
sort. And this giant when on view figured as a Roman.  

He was a languid young man, which I attribute to the distance betwixt his extremities. He 
had a little head and less in it, he had weak eyes and weak knees, and altogether you 
couldn't look at him without feeling that there was greatly too much of him both for his 



joints and his mind. But he was an amiable though timid young man (his mother let him 
out, and spent the money), and we come acquainted when he was walking to ease the 
horse betwixt two fairs. He was called Rinaldo di Velasco, his name being Pickleson.  

This giant, otherwise Pickleson, mentioned to me under the seal of confidence that, 
beyond his being a burden to himself, his life was made a burden to him by the cruelty of 
his master towards a step- daughter who was deaf and dumb. Her mother was dead, and 
she had no living soul to take her part, and was used most hard. She travelled with his 
master's caravan only because there was nowhere to leave her, and this giant, otherwise 
Pickleson, did go so far as to believe that his master often tried to lose her. He was such a 
very languid young man, that I don't know how long it didn't take him to get this story 
out, but it passed through his defective circulation to his top extremity in course of time.  

When I heard this account from the giant, otherwise Pickleson, and likewise that the poor 
girl had beautiful long dark hair, and was often pulled down by it and beaten, I couldn't 
see the giant through what stood in my eyes. Having wiped 'em, I give him sixpence (for 
he was kept as short as he was long), and he laid it out in two three-penn'orths of gin-and-
water, which so brisked him up, that he sang the Favourite Comic of Shivery Shakey, 
ain't it cold?--a popular effect which his master had tried every other means to get out of 
him as a Roman wholly in vain.  

His master's name was Mim, a wery hoarse man, and I knew him to speak to. I went to 
that Fair as a mere civilian, leaving the cart outside the town, and I looked about the back 
of the Vans while the performing was going on, and at last, sitting dozing against a 
muddy cart-wheel, I come upon the poor girl who was deaf and dumb. At the first look I 
might almost have judged that she had escaped from the Wild Beast Show; but at the 
second I thought better of her, and thought that if she was more cared for and more kindly 
used she would be like my child. She was just the same age that my own daughter would 
have been, if her pretty head had not fell down upon my shoulder that unfortunate night.  

To cut it short, I spoke confidential to Mim while he was beating the gong outside 
betwixt two lots of Pickleson's publics, and I put it to him, "She lies heavy on your own 
hands; what'll you take for her?" Mim was a most ferocious swearer. Suppressing that 
part of his reply which was much the longest part, his reply was, "A pair of braces." 
"Now I'll tell you," says I, "what I'm a going to do with you. I'm a going to fetch you 
half-a-dozen pair of the primest braces in the cart, and then to take her away with me." 
Says Mim (again ferocious), "I'll believe it when I've got the goods, and no sooner." I 
made all the haste I could, lest he should think twice of it, and the bargain was completed, 
which Pickleson he was thereby so relieved in his mind that he come out at his little back 
door, longways like a serpent, and give us Shivery Shakey in a whisper among the wheels 
at parting.  

It was happy days for both of us when Sophy and me began to travel in the cart. I at once 
give her the name of Sophy, to put her ever towards me in the attitude of my own 
daughter. We soon made out to begin to understand one another, through the goodness of 
the Heavens, when she knowed that I meant true and kind by her. In a very little time she 



was wonderful fond of me. You have no idea what it is to have anybody wonderful fond 
of you, unless you have been got down and rolled upon by the lonely feelings that I have 
mentioned as having once got the better of me.  

You'd have laughed--or the rewerse--it's according to your disposition--if you could have 
seen me trying to teach Sophy. At first I was helped--you'd never guess by what--
milestones. I got some large alphabets in a box, all the letters separate on bits of bone, 
and saying we was going to WINDSOR, I give her those letters in that order, and then at 
every milestone I showed her those same letters in that same order again, and pointed 
towards the abode of royalty. Another time I give her CART, and then chalked the same 
upon the cart. Another time I give her DOCTOR MARIGOLD, and hung a corresponding 
inscription outside my waistcoat. People that met us might stare a bit and laugh, but what 
did I care, if she caught the idea? She caught it after long patience and trouble, and then 
we did begin to get on swimmingly, I believe you! At first she was a little given to 
consider me the cart, and the cart the abode of royalty, but that soon wore off.  

We had our signs, too, and they was hundreds in number. Sometimes she would sit 
looking at me and considering hard how to communicate with me about something fresh,-
-how to ask me what she wanted explained,--and then she was (or I thought she was; 
what does it signify?) so like my child with those years added to her, that I half-believed 
it was herself, trying to tell me where she had been to up in the skies, and what she had 
seen since that unhappy night when she flied away. She had a pretty face, and now that 
there was no one to drag at her bright dark hair, and it was all in order, there was a 
something touching in her looks that made the cart most peaceful and most quiet, though 
not at all melancholy. [N.B. In the Cheap Jack patter, we generally sound it lemonjolly, 
and it gets a laugh.]  

The way she learnt to understand any look of mine was truly surprising. When I sold of a 
night, she would sit in the cart unseen by them outside, and would give a eager look into 
my eyes when I looked in, and would hand me straight the precise article or articles I 
wanted. And then she would clap her hands, and laugh for joy. And as for me, seeing her 
so bright, and remembering what she was when I first lighted on her, starved and beaten 
and ragged, leaning asleep against the muddy cart-wheel, it give me such heart that I 
gained a greater heighth of reputation than ever, and I put Pickleson down (by the name 
of Mim's Travelling Giant otherwise Pickleson) for a fypunnote in my will.  

This happiness went on in the cart till she was sixteen year old. By which time I began to 
feel not satisfied that I had done my whole duty by her, and to consider that she ought to 
have better teaching than I could give her. It drew a many tears on both sides when I 
commenced explaining my views to her; but what's right is right, and you can't neither by 
tears nor laughter do away with its character.  

So I took her hand in mine, and I went with her one day to the Deaf and Dumb 
Establishment in London, and when the gentleman come to speak to us, I says to him: 
"Now I'll tell you what I'll do with you, sir. I am nothing but a Cheap Jack, but of late 
years I have laid by for a rainy day notwithstanding. This is my only daughter (adopted), 



and you can't produce a deafer nor a dumber. Teach her the most that can be taught her in 
the shortest separation that can be named,--state the figure for it,--and I am game to put 
the money down. I won't bate you a single farthing, sir, but I'll put down the money here 
and now, and I'll thankfully throw you in a pound to take it. There!" The gentleman 
smiled, and then, "Well, well," says he, "I must first know what she has learned already. 
How do you communicate with her?" Then I showed him, and she wrote in printed 
writing many names of things and so forth; and we held some sprightly conversation, 
Sophy and me, about a little story in a book which the gentleman showed her, and which 
she was able to read. "This is most extraordinary," says the gentleman; "is it possible that 
you have been her only teacher?" "I have been her only teacher, sir," I says, "besides 
herself." "Then," says the gentleman, and more acceptable words was never spoke to me, 
"you're a clever fellow, and a good fellow." This he makes known to Sophy, who kisses 
his hands, claps her own, and laughs and cries upon it.  

We saw the gentleman four times in all, and when he took down my name and asked how 
in the world it ever chanced to be Doctor, it come out that he was own nephew by the 
sister's side, if you'll believe me, to the very Doctor that I was called after. This made our 
footing still easier, and he says to me:  

"Now, Marigold, tell me what more do you want your adopted daughter to know?"  

"I want her, sir, to be cut off from the world as little as can be, considering her 
deprivations, and therefore to be able to read whatever is wrote with perfect ease and 
pleasure."  

"My good fellow," urges the gentleman, opening his eyes wide, "why I can't do that 
myself!"  

I took his joke, and gave him a laugh (knowing by experience how flat you fall without 
it), and I mended my words accordingly.  

"What do you mean to do with her afterwards?" asks the gentleman, with a sort of a 
doubtful eye. "To take her about the country?"  

"In the cart, sir, but only in the cart. She will live a private life, you understand, in the 
cart. I should never think of bringing her infirmities before the public. I wouldn't make a 
show of her for any money."  

The gentleman nodded, and seemed to approve.  

"Well," says he, "can you part with her for two years?"  

"To do her that good,--yes, sir."  

"There's another question," says the gentleman, looking towards her,--"can she part with 
you for two years?"  



I don't know that it was a harder matter of itself (for the other was hard enough to me), 
but it was harder to get over. However, she was pacified to it at last, and the separation 
betwixt us was settled. How it cut up both of us when it took place, and when I left her at 
the door in the dark of an evening, I don't tell. But I know this; remembering that night, I 
shall never pass that same establishment without a heartache and a swelling in the throat; 
and I couldn't put you up the best of lots in sight of it with my usual spirit,--no, not even 
the gun, nor the pair of spectacles,--for five hundred pound reward from the Secretary of 
State for the Home Department, and throw in the honour of putting my legs under his 
mahogany arterwards.  

Still, the loneliness that followed in the cart was not the old loneliness, because there was 
a term put to it, however long to look forward to; and because I could think, when I was 
anyways down, that she belonged to me and I belonged to her. Always planning for her 
coming back, I bought in a few months' time another cart, and what do you think I 
planned to do with it? I'll tell you. I planned to fit it up with shelves and books for her 
reading, and to have a seat in it where I could sit and see her read, and think that I had 
been her first teacher. Not hurrying over the job, I had the fittings knocked together in 
contriving ways under my own inspection, and here was her bed in a berth with curtains, 
and there was her reading-table, and here was her writing-desk, and elsewhere was her 
books in rows upon rows, picters and no picters, bindings and no bindings, gilt-edged and 
plain, just as I could pick 'em up for her in lots up and down the country, North and South 
and West and East, Winds liked best and winds liked least, Here and there and gone 
astray, Over the hills and far away. And when I had got together pretty well as many 
books as the cart would neatly hold, a new scheme come into my head, which, as it 
turned out, kept my time and attention a good deal employed, and helped me over the two 
years' stile.  

Without being of an awaricious temper, I like to be the owner of things. I shouldn't wish, 
for instance, to go partners with yourself in the Cheap Jack cart. It's not that I mistrust 
you, but that I'd rather know it was mine. Similarly, very likely you'd rather know it was 
yours. Well! A kind of a jealousy began to creep into my mind when I reflected that all 
those books would have been read by other people long before they was read by her. It 
seemed to take away from her being the owner of 'em like. In this way, the question got 
into my head: Couldn't I have a book new-made express for her, which she should be the 
first to read?  

It pleased me, that thought did; and as I never was a man to let a thought sleep (you must 
wake up all the whole family of thoughts you've got and burn their nightcaps, or you 
won't do in the Cheap Jack line), I set to work at it. Considering that I was in the habit of 
changing so much about the country, and that I should have to find out a literary 
character here to make a deal with, and another literary character there to make a deal 
with, as opportunities presented, I hit on the plan that this same book should be a general 
miscellaneous lot,--like the razors, flat-iron, chronometer watch, dinner plates, rolling-
pin, and looking-glass,-- and shouldn't be offered as a single indiwidual article, like the 
spectacles or the gun. When I had come to that conclusion, I come to another, which shall 
likewise be yours.  



Often had I regretted that she never had heard me on the footboard, and that she never 
could hear me. It ain't that I am vain, but that you don't like to put your own light under a 
bushel. What's the worth of your reputation, if you can't convey the reason for it to the 
person you most wish to value it? Now I'll put it to you. Is it worth sixpence, fippence, 
fourpence, threepence, twopence, a penny, a halfpenny, a farthing? No, it ain't. Not worth 
a farthing. Very well, then. My conclusion was that I would begin her book with some 
account of myself. So that, through reading a specimen or two of me on the footboard, 
she might form an idea of my merits there. I was aware that I couldn't do myself justice. 
A man can't write his eye (at least I don't know how to), nor yet can a man write his 
voice, nor the rate of his talk, nor the quickness of his action, nor his general spicy way. 
But he can write his turns of speech, when he is a public speaker,--and indeed I have 
heard that he very often does, before he speaks 'em.  

Well! Having formed that resolution, then come the question of a name. How did I 
hammer that hot iron into shape? This way. The most difficult explanation I had ever had 
with her was, how I come to be called Doctor, and yet was no Doctor. After all, I felt that 
I had failed of getting it correctly into her mind, with my utmost pains. But trusting to her 
improvement in the two years, I thought that I might trust to her understanding it when 
she should come to read it as put down by my own hand. Then I thought I would try a 
joke with her and watch how it took, by which of itself I might fully judge of her 
understanding it. We had first discovered the mistake we had dropped into, through her 
having asked me to prescribe for her when she had supposed me to be a Doctor in a 
medical point of view; so thinks I, "Now, if I give this book the name of my 
Prescriptions, and if she catches the idea that my only Prescriptions are for her 
amusement and interest,--to make her laugh in a pleasant way, or to make her cry in a 
pleasant way,--it will be a delightful proof to both of us that we have got over our 
difficulty." It fell out to absolute perfection. For when she saw the book, as I had it got 
up,--the printed and pressed book,--lying on her desk in her cart, and saw the title, 
DOCTOR MARIGOLD'S PRESCRIPTIONS, she looked at me for a moment with 
astonishment, then fluttered the leaves, then broke out a laughing in the charmingest way, 
then felt her pulse and shook her head, then turned the pages pretending to read them 
most attentive, then kissed the book to me, and put it to her bosom with both her hands. I 
never was better pleased in all my life!  

But let me not anticipate. (I take that expression out of a lot of romances I bought for her. 
I never opened a single one of 'em--and I have opened many--but I found the romancer 
saying "let me not anticipate." Which being so, I wonder why he did anticipate, or who 
asked him to it.) Let me not, I say, anticipate. This same book took up all my spare time. 
It was no play to get the other articles together in the general miscellaneous lot, but when 
it come to my own article! There! I couldn't have believed the blotting, nor yet the 
buckling to at it, nor the patience over it. Which again is like the footboard. The public 
have no idea.  

At last it was done, and the two years' time was gone after all the other time before it, and 
where it's all gone to, who knows? The new cart was finished,--yellow outside, relieved 
with wermilion and brass fittings,--the old horse was put in it, a new 'un and a boy being 



laid on for the Cheap Jack cart,--and I cleaned myself up to go and fetch her. Bright cold 
weather it was, cart-chimneys smoking, carts pitched private on a piece of waste ground 
over at Wandsworth, where you may see 'em from the Sou'western Railway when not 
upon the road. (Look out of the right-hand window going down.)  

"Marigold," says the gentleman, giving his hand hearty, "I am very glad to see you."  

"Yet I have my doubts, sir," says I, "if you can be half as glad to see me as I am to see 
you."  

"The time has appeared so long,--has it, Marigold?"  

"I won't say that, sir, considering its real length; but--"  

"What a start, my good fellow!"  

Ah! I should think it was! Grown such a woman, so pretty, so intelligent, so expressive! I 
knew then that she must be really like my child, or I could never have known her, 
standing quiet by the door.  

"You are affected," says the gentleman in a kindly manner.  

"I feel, sir," says I, "that I am but a rough chap in a sleeved waistcoat."  

" I feel," says the gentleman, "that it was you who raised her from misery and 
degradation, and brought her into communication with her kind. But why do we converse 
alone together, when we can converse so well with her? Address her in your own way."  

"I am such a rough chap in a sleeved waistcoat, sir," says I, "and she is such a graceful 
woman, and she stands so quiet at the door!"  

"TRY if she moves at the old sign," says the gentleman.  

They had got it up together o' purpose to please me! For when I give her the old sign, she 
rushed to my feet, and dropped upon her knees, holding up her hands to me with pouring 
tears of love and joy; and when I took her hands and lifted her, she clasped me round the 
neck, and lay there; and I don't know what a fool I didn't make of myself, until we all 
three settled down into talking without sound, as if there was a something soft and 
pleasant spread over the whole world for us.  

[A portion is here omitted from the text, having reference to the sketches contributed by 
other writers; but the reader will be pleased to have what follows retained in a note:  

"Now I'll tell you what I am a-going to do with you. I am a-going to offer you the general 
miscellaneous lot, her own book, never read by anybody else but me, added to and 
completed by me after her first reading of it, eight-and-forty printed pages, six-and-ninety 



columns, Whiting's own work, Beaufort House to wit, thrown off by the steam-ingine, 
best of paper, beautiful green wrapper, folded like clean linen come home from the clear-
starcher's, and so exquisitely stitched that, regarded as a piece of needlework alone, it's 
better than the sampler of a seamstress undergoing a Competitive examination for 
Starvation before the Civil Service Commissioners--and I offer the lot for what? For eight 
pound? Not so much. For six pound? Less. For four pound. Why, I hardly expect you to 
believe me, but that's the sum. Four pound! The stitching alone cost half as much again. 
Here's forty-eight original pages, ninety-six original columns, for four pound. You want 
more for the money? Take it. Three whole pages of advertisements of thrilling interest 
thrown in for nothing. Read 'em and believe 'em. More? My best of wishes for your 
merry Christmases and your happy New Years, your long lives and your true prosperities. 
Worth twenty pound good if they are delivered as I send them. Remember! Here's a final 
prescription added, "To be taken for life," which will tell you how the cart broke down, 
and where the journey ended. You think Four Pound too much? And still you think so? 
Come! I'll tell you what then. Say Four Pence, and keep the secret."]  

So every item of my plan was crowned with success. Our reunited life was more than all 
that we had looked forward to. Content and joy went with us as the wheels of the two 
carts went round, and the same stopped with us when the two carts stopped. I was as 
pleased and as proud as a Pug-Dog with his muzzle black-leaded for a evening party, and 
his tail extra curled by machinery.  

But I had left something out of my calculations. Now, what had I left out? To help you to 
guess I'll say, a figure. Come. Make a guess and guess right. Nought? No. Nine? No. 
Eight? No. Seven? No. Six? No. Five? No. Four? No. Three? No. Two? No. One? No. 
Now I'll tell you what I'll do with you. I'll say it's another sort of figure altogether. There. 
Why then, says you, it's a mortal figure. No, nor yet a mortal figure. By such means you 
got yourself penned into a corner, and you can't help guessing a IMmortal figure. That's 
about it. Why didn't you say so sooner?  

Yes. It was a immortal figure that I had altogether left out of my Calculations. Neither 
man's, nor woman's, but a child's. Girl's or boy's? Boy's. "I, says the sparrow with my 
bow and arrow." Now you have got it.  

We were down at Lancaster, and I had done two nights more than fair average business 
(though I cannot in honour recommend them as a quick audience) in the open square 
there, near the end of the street where Mr. Sly's King's Arms and Royal Hotel stands. 
Mim's travelling giant, otherwise Pickleson, happened at the self-same time to be trying it 
on in the town. The genteel lay was adopted with him. No hint of a van. Green baize 
alcove leading up to Pickleson in a Auction Room. Printed poster, "Free list suspended, 
with the exception of that proud boast of an enlightened country, a free press. Schools 
admitted by private arrangement. Nothing to raise a blush in the cheek of youth or shock 
the most fastidious." Mim swearing most horrible and terrific, in a pink calico pay-place, 
at the slackness of the public. Serious handbill in the shops, importing that it was all but 
impossible to come to a right understanding of the history of David without seeing 
Pickleson.  



I went to the Auction Room in question, and I found it entirely empty of everything but 
echoes and mouldiness, with the single exception of Pickleson on a piece of red drugget. 
This suited my purpose, as I wanted a private and confidential word with him, which 
was: "Pickleson. Owing much happiness to you, I put you in my will for a fypunnote; but, 
to save trouble, here's fourpunten down, which may equally suit your views, and let us so 
conclude the transaction." Pickleson, who up to that remark had had the dejected 
appearance of a long Roman rushlight that couldn't anyhow get lighted, brightened up at 
his top extremity, and made his acknowledgments in a way which (for him) was 
parliamentary eloquence. He likewise did add, that, having ceased to draw as a Roman, 
Mim had made proposals for his going in as a conwerted Indian Giant worked upon by 
The Dairyman's Daughter. This, Pickleson, having no acquaintance with the tract named 
after that young woman, and not being willing to couple gag with his serious views, had 
declined to do, thereby leading to words and the total stoppage of the unfortunate young 
man's beer. All of which, during the whole of the interview, was confirmed by the 
ferocious growling of Mim down below in the pay-place, which shook the giant like a 
leaf.  

But what was to the present point in the remarks of the travelling giant, otherwise 
Pickleson, was this: "Doctor Marigold,"--I give his words without a hope of conweying 
their feebleness,--"who is the strange young man that hangs about your carts?"--"The 
strange young MAN?" I gives him back, thinking that he meant her, and his languid 
circulation had dropped a syllable. "Doctor," he returns, with a pathos calculated to draw 
a tear from even a manly eye, "I am weak, but not so weak yet as that I don't know my 
words. I repeat them, Doctor. The strange young man." It then appeared that Pickleson, 
being forced to stretch his legs (not that they wanted it) only at times when he couldn't be 
seen for nothing, to wit in the dead of the night and towards daybreak, had twice seen 
hanging about my carts, in that same town of Lancaster where I had been only two nights, 
this same unknown young man.  

It put me rather out of sorts. What it meant as to particulars I no more foreboded then 
than you forebode now, but it put me rather out of sorts. Howsoever, I made light of it to 
Pickleson, and I took leave of Pickleson, advising him to spend his legacy in getting up 
his stamina, and to continue to stand by his religion. Towards morning I kept a look out 
for the strange young man, and--what was more--I saw the strange young man. He was 
well dressed and well looking. He loitered very nigh my carts, watching them like as if he 
was taking care of them, and soon after daybreak turned and went away. I sent a hail after 
him, but he never started or looked round, or took the smallest notice.  

We left Lancaster within an hour or two, on our way towards Carlisle. Next morning, at 
daybreak, I looked out again for the strange young man. I did not see him. But next 
morning I looked out again, and there he was once more. I sent another hail after him, but 
as before he gave not the slightest sign of being anyways disturbed. This put a thought 
into my head. Acting on it I watched him in different manners and at different times not 
necessary to enter into, till I found that this strange young man was deaf and dumb.  



The discovery turned me over, because I knew that a part of that establishment where she 
had been was allotted to young men (some of them well off), and I thought to myself, "If 
she favours him, where am I? and where is all that I have worked and planned for?" 
Hoping- -I must confess to the selfishness--that she might not favour him, I set myself to 
find out. At last I was by accident present at a meeting between them in the open air, 
looking on leaning behind a fir-tree without their knowing of it. It was a moving meeting 
for all the three parties concerned. I knew every syllable that passed between them as 
well as they did. I listened with my eyes, which had come to be as quick and true with 
deaf and dumb conversation as my ears with the talk of people that can speak. He was a-
going out to China as clerk in a merchant's house, which his father had been before him. 
He was in circumstances to keep a wife, and he wanted her to marry him and go along 
with him. She persisted, no. He asked if she didn't love him. Yes, she loved him dearly, 
dearly; but she could never disappoint her beloved, good, noble, generous, and I-don't-
know-what-all father (meaning me, the Cheap Jack in the sleeved waistcoat) and she 
would stay with him, Heaven bless him! though it was to break her heart. Then she cried 
most bitterly, and that made up my mind.  

While my mind had been in an unsettled state about her favouring this young man, I had 
felt that unreasonable towards Pickleson, that it was well for him he had got his legacy 
down. For I often thought, "If it hadn't been for this same weak-minded giant, I might 
never have come to trouble my head and wex my soul about the young man." But, once 
that I knew she loved him,--once that I had seen her weep for him,--it was a different 
thing. I made it right in my mind with Pickleson on the spot, and I shook myself together 
to do what was right by all.  

She had left the young man by that time (for it took a few minutes to get me thoroughly 
well shook together), and the young man was leaning against another of the fir-trees,--of 
which there was a cluster, -with his face upon his arm. I touched him on the back. 
Looking up and seeing me, he says, in our deaf-and-dumb talk, "Do not be angry."  

"I am not angry, good boy. I am your friend. Come with me."  

I left him at the foot of the steps of the Library Cart, and I went up alone. She was drying 
her eyes.  

"You have been crying, my dear."  

"Yes, father."  

"Why?"  

"A headache."  

"Not a heartache?"  

"I said a headache, father."  



"Doctor Marigold must prescribe for that headache."  

She took up the book of my Prescriptions, and held it up with a forced smile; but seeing 
me keep still and look earnest, she softly laid it down again, and her eyes were very 
attentive.  

"The Prescription is not there, Sophy."  

"Where is it?"  

"Here, my dear."  

I brought her young husband in, and I put her hand in his, and my only farther words to 
both of them were these: "Doctor Marigold's last Prescription. To be taken for life." After 
which I bolted.  

When the wedding come off, I mounted a coat (blue, and bright buttons), for the first and 
last time in all my days, and I give Sophy away with my own hand. There were only us 
three and the gentleman who had had charge of her for those two years. I give the 
wedding dinner of four in the Library Cart. Pigeon-pie, a leg of pickled pork, a pair of 
fowls, and suitable garden stuff. The best of drinks. I give them a speech, and the 
gentleman give us a speech, and all our jokes told, and the whole went off like a sky- 
rocket. In the course of the entertainment I explained to Sophy that I should keep the 
Library Cart as my living-cart when not upon the road, and that I should keep all her 
books for her just as they stood, till she come back to claim them. So she went to China 
with her young husband, and it was a parting sorrowful and heavy, and I got the boy I had 
another service; and so as of old, when my child and wife were gone, I went plodding 
along alone, with my whip over my shoulder, at the old horse's head.  

Sophy wrote me many letters, and I wrote her many letters. About the end of the first 
year she sent me one in an unsteady hand: "Dearest father, not a week ago I had a darling 
little daughter, but I am so well that they let me write these words to you. Dearest and 
best father, I hope my child may not be deaf and dumb, but I do not yet know." When I 
wrote back, I hinted the question; but as Sophy never answered that question, I felt it to 
be a sad one, and I never repeated it. For a long time our letters were regular, but then 
they got irregular, through Sophy's husband being moved to another station, and through 
my being always on the move. But we were in one another's thoughts, I was equally sure, 
letters or no letters.  

Five years, odd months, had gone since Sophy went away. I was still the King of the 
Cheap Jacks, and at a greater height of popularity than ever. I had had a first-rate autumn 
of it, and on the twenty- third of December, one thousand eight hundred and sixty-four, I 
found myself at Uxbridge, Middlesex, clean sold out. So I jogged up to London with the 
old horse, light and easy, to have my Christmas- eve and Christmas-day alone by the fire 
in the Library Cart, and then to buy a regular new stock of goods all round, to sell 'em 
again and get the money.  



I am a neat hand at cookery, and I'll tell you what I knocked up for my Christmas-eve 
dinner in the Library Cart. I knocked up a beefsteak-pudding for one, with two kidneys, a 
dozen oysters, and a couple of mushrooms thrown in. It's a pudding to put a man in good 
humour with everything, except the two bottom buttons of his waistcoat. Having relished 
that pudding and cleared away, I turned the lamp low, and sat down by the light of the 
fire, watching it as it shone upon the backs of Sophy's books.  

Sophy's books so brought Sophy's self, that I saw her touching face quite plainly, before I 
dropped off dozing by the fire. This may be a reason why Sophy, with her deaf-and-dumb 
child in her arms, seemed to stand silent by me all through my nap. I was on the road, off 
the road, in all sorts of places, North and South and West and East, Winds liked best and 
winds liked least, Here and there and gone astray, Over the hills and far away, and still 
she stood silent by me, with her silent child in her arms. Even when I woke with a start, 
she seemed to vanish, as if she had stood by me in that very place only a single instant 
before.  

I had started at a real sound, and the sound was on the steps of the cart. It was the light 
hurried tread of a child, coming clambering up. That tread of a child had once been so 
familiar to me, that for half a moment I believed I was a-going to see a little ghost.  

But the touch of a real child was laid upon the outer handle of the door, and the handle 
turned, and the door opened a little way, and a real child peeped in. A bright little comely 
girl with large dark eyes.  

Looking full at me, the tiny creature took off her mite of a straw hat, and a quantity of 
dark curls fell about her face. Then she opened her lips, and said in a pretty voice,  

"Grandfather!"  

"Ah, my God!" I cries out. "She can speak!"  

"Yes, dear grandfather. And I am to ask you whether there was ever any one that I remind 
you of?"  

In a moment Sophy was round my neck, as well as the child, and her husband was a-
wringing my hand with his face hid, and we all had to shake ourselves together before we 
could get over it. And when we did begin to get over it, and I saw the pretty child a-
talking, pleased and quick and eager and busy, to her mother, in the signs that I had first 
taught her mother, the happy and yet pitying tears fell rolling down my face.  



George Silverman's Explanation 
 

FIRST CHAPTER  

IT happened in this wise -  

But, sitting with my pen in my hand looking at those words again, without descrying any 
hint in them of the words that should follow, it comes into my mind that they have an 
abrupt appearance. They may serve, however, if I let them remain, to suggest how very 
difficult I find it to begin to explain my explanation. An uncouth phrase: and yet I do not 
see my way to a better.  

SECOND CHAPTER  

IT happened in THIS wise -  

But, looking at those words, and comparing them with my former opening, I find they are 
the self-same words repeated. This is the more surprising to me, because I employ them 
in quite a new connection. For indeed I declare that my intention was to discard the 
commencement I first had in my thoughts, and to give the preference to another of an 
entirely different nature, dating my explanation from an anterior period of my life. I will 
make a third trial, without erasing this second failure, protesting that it is not my design 
to conceal any of my infirmities, whether they be of head or heart.  

THIRD CHAPTER  

NOT as yet directly aiming at how it came to pass, I will come upon it by degrees. The 
natural manner, after all, for God knows that is how it came upon me.  

My parents were in a miserable condition of life, and my infant home was a cellar in 
Preston. I recollect the sound of father's Lancashire clogs on the street pavement above, 
as being different in my young hearing from the sound of all other clogs; and I recollect, 
that, when mother came down the cellar-steps, I used tremblingly to speculate on her feet 
having a good or an ill- tempered look, - on her knees, - on her waist, - until finally her 
face came into view, and settled the question. From this it will be seen that I was timid, 
and that the cellar-steps were steep, and that the doorway was very low.  

Mother had the gripe and clutch of poverty upon her face, upon her figure, and not least 
of all upon her voice. Her sharp and high- pitched words were squeezed out of her, as by 
the compression of bony fingers on a leathern bag; and she had a way of rolling her eyes 
about and about the cellar, as she scolded, that was gaunt and hungry. Father, with his 
shoulders rounded, would sit quiet on a three-legged stool, looking at the empty grate, 
until she would pluck the stool from under him, and bid him go bring some money home. 
Then he would dismally ascend the steps; and I, holding my ragged shirt and trousers 



together with a hand (my only braces), would feint and dodge from mother's pursuing 
grasp at my hair.  

A worldly little devil was mother's usual name for me. Whether I cried for that I was in 
the dark, or for that it was cold, or for that I was hungry, or whether I squeezed myself 
into a warm corner when there was a fire, or ate voraciously when there was food, she 
would still say, 'O, you worldly little devil!' And the sting of it was, that I quite well knew 
myself to be a worldly little devil. Worldly as to wanting to be housed and warmed, 
worldly as to wanting to be fed, worldly as to the greed with which I inwardly compared 
how much I got of those good things with how much father and mother got, when, rarely, 
those good things were going.  

Sometimes they both went away seeking work; and then I would be locked up in the 
cellar for a day or two at a time. I was at my worldliest then. Left alone, I yielded myself 
up to a worldly yearning for enough of anything (except misery), and for the death of 
mother's father, who was a machine-maker at Birmingham, and on whose decease, I had 
heard mother say, she would come into a whole courtful of houses 'if she had her rights.' 
Worldly little devil, I would stand about, musingly fitting my cold bare feet into cracked 
bricks and crevices of the damp cellar-floor, - walking over my grandfather's body, so to 
speak, into the courtful of houses, and selling them for meat and drink, and clothes to 
wear.  

At last a change came down into our cellar. The universal change came down even as low 
as that, - so will it mount to any height on which a human creature can perch, - and 
brought other changes with it.  

We had a heap of I don't know what foul litter in the darkest corner, which we called 'the 
bed.' For three days mother lay upon it without getting up, and then began at times to 
laugh. If I had ever heard her laugh before, it had been so seldom that the strange sound 
frightened me. It frightened father too; and we took it by turns to give her water. Then 
she began to move her head from side to side, and sing. After that, she getting no better, 
father fell a-laughing and a-singing; and then there was only I to give them both water, 
and they both died.  

FOURTH CHAPTER  

WHEN I was lifted out of the cellar by two men, of whom one came peeping down alone 
first, and ran away and brought the other, I could hardly bear the light of the street. I was 
sitting in the road-way, blinking at it, and at a ring of people collected around me, but not 
close to me, when, true to my character of worldly little devil, I broke silence by saying, 
'I am hungry and thirsty!'  

'Does he know they are dead?' asked one of another.  

'Do you know your father and mother are both dead of fever?' asked a third of me 
severely.  



'I don't know what it is to be dead. I supposed it meant that, when the cup rattled against 
their teeth, and the water spilt over them. I am hungry and thirsty.' That was all I had to 
say about it.  

The ring of people widened outward from the inner side as I looked around me; and I 
smelt vinegar, and what I know to be camphor, thrown in towards where I sat. Presently 
some one put a great vessel of smoking vinegar on the ground near me; and then they all 
looked at me in silent horror as I ate and drank of what was brought for me. I knew at the 
time they had a horror of me, but I couldn't help it.  

I was still eating and drinking, and a murmur of discussion had begun to arise respecting 
what was to be done with me next, when I heard a cracked voice somewhere in the ring 
say, 'My name is Hawkyard, Mr. Verity Hawkyard, of West Bromwich.' Then the ring 
split in one place; and a yellow-faced, peak-nosed gentleman, clad all in iron-gray to his 
gaiters, pressed forward with a policeman and another official of some sort. He came 
forward close to the vessel of smoking vinegar; from which he sprinkled himself 
carefully, and me copiously.  

'He had a grandfather at Birmingham, this young boy, who is just dead too,' said Mr. 
Hawkyard.  

I turned my eyes upon the speaker, and said in a ravening manner, 'Where's his houses?'  

'Hah! Horrible worldliness on the edge of the grave,' said Mr. Hawkyard, casting more of 
the vinegar over me, as if to get my devil out of me. 'I have undertaken a slight - a very 
slight - trust in behalf of this boy; quite a voluntary trust: a matter of mere honour, if not 
of mere sentiment: still I have taken it upon myself, and it shall be (O, yes, it shall be!) 
discharged.'  

The bystanders seemed to form an opinion of this gentleman much more favourable than 
their opinion of me.  

'He shall be taught,' said Mr. Hawkyard, '(O, yes, he shall be taught!) but what is to be 
done with him for the present? He may be infected. He may disseminate infection.' The 
ring widened considerably. 'What is to be done with him?'  

He held some talk with the two officials. I could distinguish no word save 'Farm-house.' 
There was another sound several times repeated, which was wholly meaningless in my 
ears then, but which I knew afterwards to be 'Hoghton Towers.'  

'Yes,' said Mr. Hawkyard. 'I think that sounds promising; I think that sounds hopeful. 
And he can be put by himself in a ward, for a night or two, you say?'  

It seemed to be the police-officer who had said so; for it was he who replied, Yes! It was 
he, too, who finally took me by the arm, and walked me before him through the streets, 
into a whitewashed room in a bare building, where I had a chair to sit in, a table to sit at, 



an iron bedstead and good mattress to lie upon, and a rug and blanket to cover me. Where 
I had enough to eat too, and was shown how to clean the tin porringer in which it was 
conveyed to me, until it was as good as a looking-glass. Here, likewise, I was put in a 
bath, and had new clothes brought to me; and my old rags were burnt, and I was 
camphored and vinegared and disinfected in a variety of ways.  

When all this was done, - I don't know in how many days or how few, but it matters not, - 
Mr. Hawkyard stepped in at the door, remaining close to it, and said, 'Go and stand 
against the opposite wall, George Silverman. As far off as you can. That'll do. How do 
you feel?'  

I told him that I didn't feel cold, and didn't feel hungry, and didn't feel thirsty. That was 
the whole round of human feelings, as far as I knew, except the pain of being beaten.  

'Well,' said he, 'you are going, George, to a healthy farm-house to be purified. Keep in the 
air there as much as you can. Live an out-of-door life there, until you are fetched away. 
You had better not say much - in fact, you had better be very careful not to say anything - 
about what your parents died of, or they might not like to take you in. Behave well, and 
I'll put you to school; O, yes! I'll put you to school, though I'm not obligated to do it. I am 
a servant of the Lord, George; and I have been a good servant to him, I have, these five-
and-thirty years. The Lord has had a good servant in me, and he knows it.'  

What I then supposed him to mean by this, I cannot imagine. As little do I know when I 
began to comprehend that he was a prominent member of some obscure denomination or 
congregation, every member of which held forth to the rest when so inclined, and among 
whom he was called Brother Hawkyard. It was enough for me to know, on that day in the 
ward, that the farmer's cart was waiting for me at the street corner. I was not slow to get 
into it; for it was the first ride I ever had in my life.  

It made me sleepy, and I slept. First, I stared at Preston streets as long as they lasted; and, 
meanwhile, I may have had some small dumb wondering within me whereabouts our 
cellar was; but I doubt it. Such a worldly little devil was I, that I took no thought who 
would bury father and mother, or where they would be buried, or when. The question 
whether the eating and drinking by day, and the covering by night, would be as good at 
the farm-house as at the ward superseded those questions.  

The jolting of the cart on a loose stony road awoke me; and I found that we were 
mounting a steep hill, where the road was a rutty by- road through a field. And so, by 
fragments of an ancient terrace, and by some rugged outbuildings that had once been 
fortified, and passing under a ruined gateway we came to the old farm-house in the thick 
stone wall outside the old quadrangle of Hoghton Towers: which I looked at like a stupid 
savage, seeing no specially in, seeing no antiquity in; assuming all farm-houses to 
resemble it; assigning the decay I noticed to the one potent cause of all ruin that I knew, - 
poverty; eyeing the pigeons in their flights, the cattle in their stalls, the ducks in the pond, 
and the fowls pecking about the yard, with a hungry hope that plenty of them might be 
killed for dinner while I stayed there; wondering whether the scrubbed dairy vessels, 



drying in the sunlight, could be goodly porringers out of which the master ate his belly-
filling food, and which he polished when he had done, according to my ward experience; 
shrinkingly doubtful whether the shadows, passing over that airy height on the bright 
spring day, were not something in the nature of frowns, - sordid, afraid, unadmiring, - a 
small brute to shudder at.  

To that time I had never had the faintest impression of duty. I had had no knowledge 
whatever that there was anything lovely in this life. When I had occasionally slunk up the 
cellar-steps into the street, and glared in at shop-windows, I had done so with no higher 
feelings than we may suppose to animate a mangy young dog or wolf-cub. It is equally 
the fact that I had never been alone, in the sense of holding unselfish converse with 
myself. I had been solitary often enough, but nothing better.  

Such was my condition when I sat down to my dinner that day, in the kitchen of the old 
farm-house. Such was my condition when I lay on my bed in the old farm-house that 
night, stretched out opposite the narrow mullioned window, in the cold light of the moon, 
like a young vampire.  

FIFTH CHAPTER  

WHAT do I know of Hoghton Towers? Very little; for I have been gratefully unwilling to 
disturb my first impressions. A house, centuries old, on high ground a mile or so removed 
from the road between Preston and Blackburn, where the first James of England, in his 
hurry to make money by making baronets, perhaps made some of those remunerative 
dignitaries. A house, centuries old, deserted and falling to pieces, its woods and gardens 
long since grass-land or ploughed up, the Rivers Ribble and Darwen glancing below it, 
and a vague haze of smoke, against which not even the supernatural prescience of the 
first Stuart could foresee a counter-blast, hinting at steam-power, powerful in two 
distances.  

What did I know then of Hoghton Towers? When I first peeped in at the gate of the 
lifeless quadrangle, and started from the mouldering statue becoming visible to me like 
its guardian ghost; when I stole round by the back of the farm-house, and got in among 
the ancient rooms, many of them with their floors and ceilings falling, the beams and 
rafters hanging dangerously down, the plaster dropping as I trod, the oaken panels 
stripped away, the windows half walled up, half broken; when I discovered a gallery 
commanding the old kitchen, and looked down between balustrades upon a massive old 
table and benches, fearing to see I know not what dead-alive creatures come in and seat 
themselves, and look up with I know not what dreadful eyes, or lack of eyes, at me; when 
all over the house I was awed by gaps and chinks where the sky stared sorrowfully at me, 
where the birds passed, and the ivy rustled, and the stains of winter weather blotched the 
rotten floors; when down at the bottom of dark pits of staircase, into which the stairs had 
sunk, green leaves trembled, butterflies fluttered, and bees hummed in and out through 
the broken door-ways; when encircling the whole ruin were sweet scents, and sights of 
fresh green growth, and ever-renewing life, that I had never dreamed of, - I say, when I 



passed into such clouded perception of these things as my dark soul could compass, what 
did I know then of Hoghton Towers?  

I have written that the sky stared sorrowfully at me. Therein have I anticipated the 
answer. I knew that all these things looked sorrowfully at me; that they seemed to sigh or 
whisper, not without pity for me, 'Alas! poor worldly little devil!'  

There were two or three rats at the bottom of one of the smaller pits of broken staircase 
when I craned over and looked in. They were scuffling for some prey that was there; and, 
when they started and hid themselves close together in the dark, I thought of the old life 
(it had grown old already) in the cellar.  

How not to be this worldly little devil? how not to have a repugnance towards myself as I 
had towards the rats? I hid in a corner of one of the smaller chambers, frightened at 
myself, and crying (it was the first time I had ever cried for any cause not purely 
physical), and I tried to think about it. One of the farm- ploughs came into my range of 
view just then; and it seemed to help me as it went on with its two horses up and down 
the field so peacefully and quietly.  

There was a girl of about my own age in the farm-house family, and she sat opposite to 
me at the narrow table at meal-times. It had come into my mind, at our first dinner, that 
she might take the fever from me. The thought had not disquieted me then. I had only 
speculated how she would look under the altered circumstances, and whether she would 
die. But it came into my mind now, that I might try to prevent her taking the fever by 
keeping away from her. I knew I should have but scrambling board if I did; so much the 
less worldly and less devilish the deed would be, I thought.  

From that hour, I withdrew myself at early morning into secret corners of the ruined 
house, and remained hidden there until she went to bed. At first, when meals were ready, 
I used to hear them calling me; and then my resolution weakened. But I strengthened it 
again by going farther off into the ruin, and getting out of hearing. I often watched for her 
at the dim windows; and, when I saw that she was fresh and rosy, felt much happier.  

Out of this holding her in my thoughts, to the humanising of myself, I suppose some 
childish love arose within me. I felt, in some sort, dignified by the pride of protecting her, 
- by the pride of making the sacrifice for her. As my heart swelled with that new feeling, 
it insensibly softened about mother and father. It seemed to have been frozen before, and 
now to be thawed. The old ruin and all the lovely things that haunted it were not 
sorrowful for me only, but sorrowful for mother and father as well. Therefore did I cry 
again, and often too.  

The farm-house family conceived me to be of a morose temper, and were very short with 
me; though they never stinted me in such broken fare as was to be got out of regular 
hours. One night when I lifted the kitchen latch at my usual time, Sylvia (that was her 
pretty name) had but just gone out of the room. Seeing her ascending the opposite stairs, I 
stood still at the door. She had heard the clink of the latch, and looked round.  



'George,' she called to me in a pleased voice, 'to-morrow is my birthday; and we are to 
have a fiddler, and there's a party of boys and girls coming in a cart, and we shall dance. I 
invite you. Be sociable for once, George.'  

'I am very sorry, miss,' I answered; 'but I - but, no; I can't come.'  

'You are a disagreeable, ill-humoured lad,' she returned disdainfully; 'and I ought not to 
have asked you. I shall never speak to you again.'  

As I stood with my eyes fixed on the fire, after she was gone, I felt that the farmer bent 
his brows upon me.  

'Eh, lad!' said he; 'Sylvy's right. You're as moody and broody a lad as never I set eyes on 
yet.'  

I tried to assure him that I meant no harm; but he only said coldly, 'Maybe not, maybe 
not! There, get thy supper, get thy supper; and then thou canst sulk to thy heart's content 
again.'  

Ah! if they could have seen me next day, in the ruin, watching for the arrival of the cart 
full of merry young guests; if they could have seen me at night, gliding out from behind 
the ghostly statue, listening to the music and the fall of dancing feet, and watching the 
lighted farm-house windows from the quadrangle when all the ruin was dark; if they 
could have read my heart, as I crept up to bed by the back way, comforting myself with 
the reflection, 'They will take no hurt from me,' - they would not have thought mine a 
morose or an unsocial nature.  

It was in these ways that I began to form a shy disposition; to be of a timidly silent 
character under misconstruction; to have an inexpressible, perhaps a morbid, dread of 
ever being sordid or worldly. It was in these ways that my nature came to shape itself to 
such a mould, even before it was affected by the influences of the studious and retired life 
of a poor scholar.  

SIXTH CHAPTER  

BROTHER HAWKYARD (as he insisted on my calling him) put me to school, and told 
me to work my way. 'You are all right, George,' he said. 'I have been the best servant the 
Lord has had in his service for this five-and-thirty year (O, I have!); and he knows the 
value of such a servant as I have been to him (O, yes, he does!); and he'll prosper your 
schooling as a part of my reward. That's what HE'll do, George. He'll do it for me.'  

From the first I could not like this familiar knowledge of the ways of the sublime, 
inscrutable Almighty, on Brother Hawkyard's part. As I grew a little wiser, and still a 
little wiser, I liked it less and less. His manner, too, of confirming himself in a 
parenthesis, - as if, knowing himself, he doubted his own word, - I found distasteful. I 
cannot tell how much these dislikes cost me; for I had a dread that they were worldly.  



As time went on, I became a Foundation-boy on a good foundation, and I cost Brother 
Hawkyard nothing. When I had worked my way so far, I worked yet harder, in the hope 
of ultimately getting a presentation to college and a fellowship. My health has never been 
strong (some vapour from the Preston cellar cleaves to me, I think); and what with much 
work and some weakness, I came again to be regarded - that is, by my fellow-students - 
as unsocial.  

All through my time as a foundation-boy, I was within a few miles of Brother 
Hawkyard's congregation; and whenever I was what we called a leave-boy on a Sunday, I 
went over there at his desire. Before the knowledge became forced upon me that outside 
their place of meeting these brothers and sisters were no better than the rest of the human 
family, but on the whole were, to put the case mildly, as bad as most, in respect of giving 
short weight in their shops, and not speaking the truth, - I say, before this knowledge 
became forced upon me, their prolix addresses, their inordinate conceit, their daring 
ignorance, their investment of the Supreme Ruler of heaven and earth with their own 
miserable meannesses and littlenesses, greatly shocked me. Still, as their term for the 
frame of mind that could not perceive them to be in an exalted state of grace was the 
'worldly' state, I did for a time suffer tortures under my inquiries of myself whether that 
young worldly- devilish spirit of mine could secretly be lingering at the bottom of my 
non-appreciation.  

Brother Hawkyard was the popular expounder in this assembly, and generally occupied 
the platform (there was a little platform with a table on it, in lieu of a pulpit) first, on a 
Sunday afternoon. He was by trade a drysalter. Brother Gimblet, an elderly man with a 
crabbed face, a large dog's-eared shirt-collar, and a spotted blue neckerchief reaching up 
behind to the crown of his head, was also a drysalter and an expounder. Brother Gimblet 
professed the greatest admiration for Brother Hawkyard, but (I had thought more than 
once) bore him a jealous grudge.  

Let whosoever may peruse these lines kindly take the pains here to read twice my solemn 
pledge, that what I write of the language and customs of the congregation in question I 
write scrupulously, literally, exactly, from the life and the truth.  

On the first Sunday after I had won what I had so long tried for, and when it was certain 
that I was going up to college, Brother Hawkyard concluded a long exhortation thus:  

'Well, my friends and fellow-sinners, now I told you when I began, that I didn't know a 
word of what I was going to say to you (and no, I did not!), but that it was all one to me, 
because I knew the Lord would put into my mouth the words I wanted.'  

('That's it!' from Brother Gimblet.)  

'And he did put into my mouth the words I wanted.'  

('So he did!' from Brother Gimblet.)  



'And why?'  

('Ah, let's have that!' from Brother Gimblet.)  

'Because I have been his faithful servant for five-and-thirty years, and because he knows 
it. For five-and-thirty years! And he knows it, mind you! I got those words that I wanted 
on account of my wages. I got 'em from the Lord, my fellow-sinners. Down! I said, 
"Here's a heap of wages due; let us have something down, on account." And I got it 
down, and I paid it over to you; and you won't wrap it up in a napkin, nor yet in a towel, 
nor yet pocketankercher, but you'll put it out at good interest. Very well. Now, my 
brothers and sisters and fellow-sinners, I am going to conclude with a question, and I'll 
make it so plain (with the help of the Lord, after five-and-thirty years, I should rather 
hope!) as that the Devil shall not be able to confuse it in your heads, - which he would be 
overjoyed to do.'  

('Just his way. Crafty old blackguard!' from Brother Gimblet.)  

'And the question is this, Are the angels learned?'  

('Not they. Not a bit on it!' from Brother Gimblet, with the greatest confidence.)  

'Not they. And where's the proof? sent ready-made by the hand of the Lord. Why, there's 
one among us here now, that has got all the learning that can be crammed into him. I got 
him all the learning that could be crammed into him. His grandfather' (this I had never 
heard before) 'was a brother of ours. He was Brother Parksop. That's what he was. 
Parksop; Brother Parksop. His worldly name was Parksop, and he was a brother of this 
brotherhood. Then wasn't he Brother Parksop?'  

('Must be. Couldn't help hisself!' from Brother Gimblet.)  

'Well, he left that one now here present among us to the care of a brother-sinner of his 
(and that brother-sinner, mind you, was a sinner of a bigger size in his time than any of 
you; praise the Lord!), Brother Hawkyard. Me. I got him without fee or reward, - without 
a morsel of myrrh, or frankincense, nor yet amber, letting alone the honeycomb, - all the 
learning that could be crammed into him. Has it brought him into our temple, in the 
spirit? No. Have we had any ignorant brothers and sisters that didn't know round O from 
crooked S, come in among us meanwhile? Many. Then the angels are NOT learned; then 
they don't so much as know their alphabet. And now, my friends and fellow-sinners, 
having brought it to that, perhaps some brother present - perhaps you, Brother Gimblet - 
will pray a bit for us?'  

Brother Gimblet undertook the sacred function, after having drawn his sleeve across his 
mouth, and muttered, 'Well! I don't know as I see my way to hitting any of you quite in 
the right place neither.' He said this with a dark smile, and then began to bellow. What we 
were specially to be preserved from, according to his solicitations, was, despoilment of 
the orphan, suppression of testamentary intentions on the part of a father or (say) 



grandfather, appropriation of the orphan's house-property, feigning to give in charity to 
the wronged one from whom we withheld his due; and that class of sins. He ended with 
the petition, 'Give us peace!' which, speaking for myself, was very much needed after 
twenty minutes of his bellowing.  

Even though I had not seen him when he rose from his knees, steaming with perspiration, 
glance at Brother Hawkyard, and even though I had not heard Brother Hawkyard's tone 
of congratulating him on the vigour with which he had roared, I should have detected a 
malicious application in this prayer. Unformed suspicions to a similar effect had 
sometimes passed through my mind in my earlier school-days, and had always caused me 
great distress; for they were worldly in their nature, and wide, very wide, of the spirit that 
had drawn me from Sylvia. They were sordid suspicions, without a shadow of proof. 
They were worthy to have originated in the unwholesome cellar. They were not only 
without proof, but against proof; for was I not myself a living proof of what Brother 
Hawkyard had done? and without him, how should I ever have seen the sky look 
sorrowfully down upon that wretched boy at Hoghton Towers?  

Although the dread of a relapse into a stage of savage selfishness was less strong upon 
me as I approached manhood, and could act in an increased degree for myself, yet I was 
always on my guard against any tendency to such relapse. After getting these suspicions 
under my feet, I had been troubled by not being able to like Brother Hawkyard's manner, 
or his professed religion. So it came about, that, as I walked back that Sunday evening, I 
thought it would be an act of reparation for any such injury my struggling thoughts had 
unwillingly done him, if I wrote, and placed in his hands, before going to college, a full 
acknowledgment of his goodness to me, and an ample tribute of thanks. It might serve as 
an implied vindication of him against any dark scandal from a rival brother and 
expounder, or from any other quarter.  

Accordingly, I wrote the document with much care. I may add with much feeling too; for 
it affected me as I went on. Having no set studies to pursue, in the brief interval between 
leaving the Foundation and going to Cambridge, I determined to walk out to his place of 
business, and give it into his own hands.  

It was a winter afternoon, when I tapped at the door of his little counting-house, which 
was at the farther end of his long, low shop. As I did so (having entered by the back yard, 
where casks and boxes were taken in, and where there was the inscription, 'Private way to 
the counting-house'), a shopman called to me from the counter that he was engaged.  

'Brother Gimblet' (said the shopman, who was one of the brotherhood) 'is with him.'  

I thought this all the better for my purpose, and made bold to tap again. They were 
talking in a low tone, and money was passing; for I heard it being counted out.  

'Who is it?' asked Brother Hawkyard, sharply.  

'George Silverman,' I answered, holding the door open. 'May I come in?'  



Both brothers seemed so astounded to see me that I felt shyer than usual. But they looked 
quite cadaverous in the early gaslight, and perhaps that accidental circumstance 
exaggerated the expression of their faces.  

'What is the matter?' asked Brother Hawkyard.  

'Ay! what is the matter?' asked Brother Gimblet.  

'Nothing at all,' I said, diffidently producing my document: 'I am only the bearer of a 
letter from myself.'  

'From yourself, George?' cried Brother Hawkyard.  

'And to you,' said I.  

'And to me, George?'  

He turned paler, and opened it hurriedly; but looking over it, and seeing generally what it 
was, became less hurried, recovered his colour, and said, 'Praise the Lord!'  

'That's it!' cried Brother Gimblet. 'Well put! Amen.'  

Brother Hawkyard then said, in a livelier strain, 'You must know, George, that Brother 
Gimblet and I are going to make our two businesses one. We are going into partnership. 
We are settling it now. Brother Gimblet is to take one clear half of the profits (O, yes! he 
shall have it; he shall have it to the last farthing).'  

'D.V.!' said Brother Gimblet, with his right fist firmly clinched on his right leg.  

'There is no objection,' pursued Brother Hawkyard, 'to my reading this aloud, George?'  

As it was what I expressly desired should be done, after yesterday's prayer, I more than 
readily begged him to read it aloud. He did so; and Brother Gimblet listened with a 
crabbed smile.  

'It was in a good hour that I came here,' he said, wrinkling up his eyes. 'It was in a good 
hour, likewise, that I was moved yesterday to depict for the terror of evil-doers a 
character the direct opposite of Brother Hawkyard's. But it was the Lord that done it: I 
felt him at it while I was perspiring.'  

After that it was proposed by both of them that I should attend the congregation once 
more before my final departure. What my shy reserve would undergo, from being 
expressly preached at and prayed at, I knew beforehand. But I reflected that it would be 
for the last time, and that it might add to the weight of my letter. It was well known to the 
brothers and sisters that there was no place taken for me in THEIR paradise; and if I 
showed this last token of deference to Brother Hawkyard, notoriously in despite of my 



own sinful inclinations, it might go some little way in aid of my statement that he had 
been good to me, and that I was grateful to him. Merely stipulating, therefore, that no 
express endeavour should be made for my conversion, - which would involve the rolling 
of several brothers and sisters on the floor, declaring that they felt all their sins in a heap 
on their left side, weighing so many pounds avoirdupois, as I knew from what I had seen 
of those repulsive mysteries, - I promised.  

Since the reading of my letter, Brother Gimblet had been at intervals wiping one eye with 
an end of his spotted blue neckerchief, and grinning to himself. It was, however, a habit 
that brother had, to grin in an ugly manner even when expounding. I call to mind a 
delighted snarl with which he used to detail from the platform the torments reserved for 
the wicked (meaning all human creation except the brotherhood), as being remarkably 
hideous.  

I left the two to settle their articles of partnership, and count money; and I never saw 
them again but on the following Sunday. Brother Hawkyard died within two or three 
years, leaving all he possessed to Brother Gimblet, in virtue of a will dated (as I have 
been told) that very day.  

Now I was so far at rest with myself, when Sunday came, knowing that I had conquered 
my own mistrust, and righted Brother Hawkyard in the jaundiced vision of a rival, that I 
went, even to that coarse chapel, in a less sensitive state than usual. How could I foresee 
that the delicate, perhaps the diseased, corner of my mind, where I winced and shrunk 
when it was touched, or was even approached, would be handled as the theme of the 
whole proceedings?  

On this occasion it was assigned to Brother Hawkyard to pray, and to Brother Gimblet to 
preach. The prayer was to open the ceremonies; the discourse was to come next. Brothers 
Hawkyard and Gimblet were both on the platform; Brother Hawkyard on his knees at the 
table, unmusically ready to pray; Brother Gimblet sitting against the wall, grinningly 
ready to preach.  

'Let us offer up the sacrifice of prayer, my brothers and sisters and fellow-sinners.' Yes; 
but it was I who was the sacrifice. It was our poor, sinful, worldly-minded brother here 
present who was wrestled for. The now-opening career of this our unawakened brother 
might lead to his becoming a minister of what was called 'the church.' That was what HE 
looked to. The church. Not the chapel, Lord. The church. No rectors, no vicars, no 
archdeacons, no bishops, no archbishops, in the chapel, but, O Lord! many such in the 
church. Protect our sinful brother from his love of lucre. Cleanse from our unawakened 
brother's breast his sin of worldly- mindedness. The prayer said infinitely more in words, 
but nothing more to any intelligible effect.  

Then Brother Gimblet came forward, and took (as I knew he would) the text, 'My 
kingdom is not of this world.' Ah! but whose was, my fellow-sinners? Whose? Why, our 
brother's here present was. The only kingdom he had an idea of was of this world. ('That's 
it!' from several of the congregation.) What did the woman do when she lost the piece of 



money? Went and looked for it. What should our brother do when he lost his way? ('Go 
and look for it,' from a sister.) Go and look for it, true. But must he look for it in the right 
direction, or in the wrong? ('In the right,' from a brother.) There spake the prophets! He 
must look for it in the right direction, or he couldn't find it. But he had turned his back 
upon the right direction, and he wouldn't find it. Now, my fellow-sinners, to show you the 
difference betwixt worldly- mindedness and unworldly-mindedness, betwixt kingdoms 
not of this world and kingdoms OF this world, here was a letter wrote by even our 
worldly-minded brother unto Brother Hawkyard. Judge, from hearing of it read, whether 
Brother Hawkyard was the faithful steward that the Lord had in his mind only t'other day, 
when, in this very place, he drew you the picter of the unfaithful one; for it was him that 
done it, not me. Don't doubt that!  

Brother Gimblet then groaned and bellowed his way through my composition, and 
subsequently through an hour. The service closed with a hymn, in which the brothers 
unanimously roared, and the sisters unanimously shrieked at me, That I by wiles of 
worldly gain was mocked, and they on waters of sweet love were rocked; that I with 
mammon struggled in the dark, while they were floating in a second ark.  

I went out from all this with an aching heart and a weary spirit: not because I was quite so 
weak as to consider these narrow creatures interpreters of the Divine Majesty and 
Wisdom, but because I was weak enough to feel as though it were my hard fortune to be 
misrepresented and misunderstood, when I most tried to subdue any risings of mere 
worldliness within me, and when I most hoped that, by dint of trying earnestly, I had 
succeeded.  

SEVENTH CHAPTER  

MY timidity and my obscurity occasioned me to live a secluded life at college, and to be 
little known. No relative ever came to visit me, for I had no relative. No intimate friends 
broke in upon my studies, for I made no intimate friends. I supported myself on my 
scholarship, and read much. My college time was otherwise not so very different from 
my time at Hoghton Towers.  

Knowing myself to be unfit for the noisier stir of social existence, but believing myself 
qualified to do my duty in a moderate, though earnest way, if I could obtain some small 
preferment in the Church, I applied my mind to the clerical profession. In due sequence I 
took orders, was ordained, and began to look about me for employment. I must observe 
that I had taken a good degree, that I had succeeded in winning a good fellowship, and 
that my means were ample for my retired way of life. By this time I had read with several 
young men; and the occupation increased my income, while it was highly interesting to 
me. I once accidentally overheard our greatest don say, to my boundless joy, 'That he 
heard it reported of Silverman that his gift of quiet explanation, his patience, his amiable 
temper, and his conscientiousness made him the best of coaches.' May my 'gift of quiet 
explanation' come more seasonably and powerfully to my aid in this present explanation 
than I think it will!  



It may be in a certain degree owing to the situation of my college- rooms (in a corner 
where the daylight was sobered), but it is in a much larger degree referable to the state of 
my own mind, that I seem to myself, on looking back to this time of my life, to have been 
always in the peaceful shade. I can see others in the sunlight; I can see our boats' crews 
and our athletic young men on the glistening water, or speckled with the moving lights of 
sunlit leaves; but I myself am always in the shadow looking on. Not unsympathetically, - 
God forbid! - but looking on alone, much as I looked at Sylvia from the shadows of the 
ruined house, or looked at the red gleam shining through the farmer's windows, and 
listened to the fall of dancing feet, when all the ruin was dark that night in the 
quadrangle.  

I now come to the reason of my quoting that laudation of myself above given. Without 
such reason, to repeat it would have been mere boastfulness.  

Among those who had read with me was Mr. Fareway, second son of Lady Fareway, 
widow of Sir Gaston Fareway, baronet. This young gentleman's abilities were much 
above the average; but he came of a rich family, and was idle and luxurious. He presented 
himself to me too late, and afterwards came to me too irregularly, to admit of my being of 
much service to him. In the end, I considered it my duty to dissuade him from going up 
for an examination which he could never pass; and he left college without a degree. After 
his departure, Lady Fareway wrote to me, representing the justice of my returning half 
my fee, as I had been of so little use to her son. Within my knowledge a similar demand 
had not been made in any other case; and I most freely admit that the justice of it had not 
occurred to me until it was pointed out. But I at once perceived it, yielded to it, and 
returned the money -  

Mr. Fareway had been gone two years or more, and I had forgotten him, when he one day 
walked into my rooms as I was sitting at my books.  

Said he, after the usual salutations had passed, 'Mr. Silverman, my mother is in town 
here, at the hotel, and wishes me to present you to her.'  

I was not comfortable with strangers, and I dare say I betrayed that I was a little nervous 
or unwilling. 'For,' said he, without my having spoken, 'I think the interview may tend to 
the advancement of your prospects.'  

It put me to the blush to think that I should be tempted by a worldly reason, and I rose 
immediately.  

Said Mr. Fareway, as we went along, 'Are you a good hand at business?'  

'I think not,' said I.  

Said Mr. Fareway then, 'My mother is.'  

'Truly?' said I.  



'Yes: my mother is what is usually called a managing woman. Doesn't make a bad thing, 
for instance, even out of the spendthrift habits of my eldest brother abroad. In short, a 
managing woman. This is in confidence.'  

He had never spoken to me in confidence, and I was surprised by his doing so. I said I 
should respect his confidence, of course, and said no more on the delicate subject. We 
had but a little way to walk, and I was soon in his mother's company. He presented me, 
shook hands with me, and left us two (as he said) to business.  

I saw in my Lady Fareway a handsome, well-preserved lady of somewhat large stature, 
with a steady glare in her great round dark eyes that embarrassed me.  

Said my lady, 'I have heard from my son, Mr. Silverman, that you would be glad of some 
preferment in the church.' I gave my lady to understand that was so.  

'I don't know whether you are aware,' my lady proceeded, 'that we have a presentation to 
a living? I say WE have; but, in point of fact, I have.'  

I gave my lady to understand that I had not been aware of this.  

Said my lady, 'So it is: indeed I have two presentations, - one to two hundred a year, one 
to six. Both livings are in our county, - North Devonshire, - as you probably know. The 
first is vacant. Would you like it?'  

What with my lady's eyes, and what with the suddenness of this proposed gift, I was 
much confused.  

'I am sorry it is not the larger presentation,' said my lady, rather coldly; 'though I will not, 
Mr. Silverman, pay you the bad compliment of supposing that YOU are, because that 
would be mercenary, - and mercenary I am persuaded you are not.'  

Said I, with my utmost earnestness, 'Thank you, Lady Fareway, thank you, thank you! I 
should be deeply hurt if I thought I bore the character.'  

'Naturally,' said my lady. 'Always detestable, but particularly in a clergyman. You have 
not said whether you will like the living?'  

With apologies for my remissness or indistinctness, I assured my lady that I accepted it 
most readily and gratefully. I added that I hoped she would not estimate my appreciation 
of the generosity of her choice by my flow of words; for I was not a ready man in that 
respect when taken by surprise or touched at heart.  

'The affair is concluded,' said my lady; 'concluded. You will find the duties very light, 
Mr. Silverman. Charming house; charming little garden, orchard, and all that. You will be 
able to take pupils. By the bye! No: I will return to the word afterwards. What was I 
going to mention, when it put me out?'  



My lady stared at me, as if I knew. And I didn't know. And that perplexed me afresh.  

Said my lady, after some consideration, 'O, of course, how very dull of me! The last 
incumbent, - least mercenary man I ever saw, - in consideration of the duties being so 
light and the house so delicious, couldn't rest, he said, unless I permitted him to help me 
with my correspondence, accounts, and various little things of that kind; nothing in 
themselves, but which it worries a lady to cope with. Would Mr. Silverman also like to -? 
Or shall I -?'  

I hastened to say that my poor help would be always at her ladyship's service.  

'I am absolutely blessed,' said my lady, casting up her eyes (and so taking them off me for 
one moment), 'in having to do with gentlemen who cannot endure an approach to the idea 
of being mercenary!' She shivered at the word. 'And now as to the pupil.'  

'The -?' I was quite at a loss.  

'Mr. Silverman, you have no idea what she is. She is,' said my lady, laying her touch upon 
my coat-sleeve, 'I do verily believe, the most extraordinary girl in this world. Already 
knows more Greek and Latin than Lady Jane Grey. And taught herself! Has not yet, 
remember, derived a moment's advantage from Mr. Silverman's classical acquirements. 
To say nothing of mathematics, which she is bent upon becoming versed in, and in which 
(as I hear from my son and others) Mr. Silverman's reputation is so deservedly high!'  

Under my lady's eyes I must have lost the clue, I felt persuaded; and yet I did not know 
where I could have dropped it.  

'Adelina,' said my lady, 'is my only daughter. If I did not feel quite convinced that I am 
not blinded by a mother's partiality; unless I was absolutely sure that when you know her, 
Mr. Silverman, you will esteem it a high and unusual privilege to direct her studies, - I 
should introduce a mercenary element into this conversation, and ask you on what terms - 
'  

I entreated my lady to go no further. My lady saw that I was troubled, and did me the 
honour to comply with my request.  

EIGHTH CHAPTER  

EVERYTHING in mental acquisition that her brother might have been, if he would, and 
everything in all gracious charms and admirable qualities that no one but herself could 
be, - this was Adelina.  

I will not expatiate upon her beauty; I will not expatiate upon her intelligence, her 
quickness of perception, her powers of memory, her sweet consideration, from the first 
moment, for the slow-paced tutor who ministered to her wonderful gifts. I was thirty 



then; I am over sixty now: she is ever present to me in these hours as she was in those, 
bright and beautiful and young, wise and fanciful and good.  

When I discovered that I loved her, how can I say? In the first day? in the first week? in 
the first month? Impossible to trace. If I be (as I am) unable to represent to myself any 
previous period of my life as quite separable from her attracting power, how can I answer 
for this one detail?  

Whensoever I made the discovery, it laid a heavy burden on me. And yet, comparing it 
with the far heavier burden that I afterwards took up, it does not seem to me now to have 
been very hard to bear. In the knowledge that I did love her, and that I should love her 
while my life lasted, and that I was ever to hide my secret deep in my own breast, and she 
was never to find it, there was a kind of sustaining joy or pride, or comfort, mingled with 
my pain.  

But later on, - say, a year later on, - when I made another discovery, then indeed my 
suffering and my struggle were strong. That other discovery was -  

These words will never see the light, if ever, until my heart is dust; until her bright spirit 
has returned to the regions of which, when imprisoned here, it surely retained some 
unusual glimpse of remembrance; until all the pulses that ever beat around us shall have 
long been quiet; until all the fruits of all the tiny victories and defeats achieved in our 
little breasts shall have withered away. That discovery was that she loved me.  

She may have enhanced my knowledge, and loved me for that; she may have over-valued 
my discharge of duty to her, and loved me for that; she may have refined upon a playful 
compassion which she would sometimes show for what she called my want of wisdom, 
according to the light of the world's dark lanterns, and loved me for that; she may - she 
must - have confused the borrowed light of what I had only learned, with its brightness in 
its pure, original rays; but she loved me at that time, and she made me know it.  

Pride of family and pride of wealth put me as far off from her in my lady's eyes as if I had 
been some domesticated creature of another kind. But they could not put me farther from 
her than I put myself when I set my merits against hers. More than that. They could not 
put me, by millions of fathoms, half so low beneath her as I put myself when in 
imagination I took advantage of her noble trustfulness, took the fortune that I knew she 
must possess in her own right, and left her to find herself, in the zenith of her beauty and 
genius, bound to poor rusty, plodding me.  

No! Worldliness should not enter here at any cost. If I had tried to keep it out of other 
ground, how much harder was I bound to try to keep it out from this sacred place!  

But there was something daring in her broad, generous character, that demanded at so 
delicate a crisis to be delicately and patiently addressed. And many and many a bitter 
night (O, I found I could cry for reasons not purely physical, at this pass of my life!) I 
took my course.  



My lady had, in our first interview, unconsciously overstated the accommodation of my 
pretty house. There was room in it for only one pupil. He was a young gentleman near 
coming of age, very well connected, but what is called a poor relation. His parents were 
dead. The charges of his living and reading with me were defrayed by an uncle; and he 
and I were to do our utmost together for three years towards qualifying him to make his 
way. At this time he had entered into his second year with me. He was well-looking, 
clever, energetic, enthusiastic; bold; in the best sense of the term, a thorough young 
Anglo-Saxon.  

I resolved to bring these two together.  

NINTH CHAPTER  

SAID I, one night, when I had conquered myself, 'Mr. Granville,' - Mr. Granville 
Wharton his name was, - 'I doubt if you have ever yet so much as seen Miss Fareway.'  

'Well, sir,' returned he, laughing, 'you see her so much yourself, that you hardly leave 
another fellow a chance of seeing her.'  

'I am her tutor, you know,' said I.  

And there the subject dropped for that time. But I so contrived as that they should come 
together shortly afterwards. I had previously so contrived as to keep them asunder; for 
while I loved her, - I mean before I had determined on my sacrifice, - a lurking jealousy 
of Mr. Granville lay within my unworthy breast.  

It was quite an ordinary interview in the Fareway Park but they talked easily together for 
some time: like takes to like, and they had many points of resemblance. Said Mr. 
Granville to me, when he and I sat at our supper that night, 'Miss Fareway is remarkably 
beautiful, sir, remarkably engaging. Don't you think so?' 'I think so,' said I. And I stole a 
glance at him, and saw that he had reddened and was thoughtful. I remember it most 
vividly, because the mixed feeling of grave pleasure and acute pain that the slight 
circumstance caused me was the first of a long, long series of such mixed impressions 
under which my hair turned slowly gray.  

I had not much need to feign to be subdued; but I counterfeited to be older than I was in 
all respects (Heaven knows! my heart being all too young the while), and feigned to be 
more of a recluse and bookworm than I had really become, and gradually set up more and 
more of a fatherly manner towards Adelina. Likewise I made my tuition less imaginative 
than before; separated myself from my poets and philosophers; was careful to present 
them in their own light, and me, their lowly servant, in my own shade. Moreover, in the 
matter of apparel I was equally mindful; not that I had ever been dapper that way; but that 
I was slovenly now.  

As I depressed myself with one hand, so did I labour to raise Mr. Granville with the 
other; directing his attention to such subjects as I too well knew interested her, and 



fashioning him (do not deride or misconstrue the expression, unknown reader of this 
writing; for I have suffered!) into a greater resemblance to myself in my solitary one 
strong aspect. And gradually, gradually, as I saw him take more and more to these 
thrown-out lures of mine, then did I come to know better and better that love was 
drawing him on, and was drawing her from me.  

So passed more than another year; every day a year in its number of my mixed 
impressions of grave pleasure and acute pain; and then these two, being of age and free to 
act legally for themselves, came before me hand in hand (my hair being now quite white), 
and entreated me that I would unite them together. 'And indeed, dear tutor,' said Adelina, 
'it is but consistent in you that you should do this thing for us, seeing that we should 
never have spoken together that first time but for you, and that but for you we could 
never have met so often afterwards.' The whole of which was literally true; for I had 
availed myself of my many business attendances on, and conferences with, my lady, to 
take Mr. Granville to the house, and leave him in the outer room with Adelina.  

I knew that my lady would object to such a marriage for her daughter, or to any marriage 
that was other than an exchange of her for stipulated lands, goods, and moneys. But 
looking on the two, and seeing with full eyes that they were both young and beautiful; 
and knowing that they were alike in the tastes and acquirements that will outlive youth 
and beauty; and considering that Adelina had a fortune now, in her own keeping; and 
considering further that Mr. Granville, though for the present poor, was of a good family 
that had never lived in a cellar in Preston; and believing that their love would endure, 
neither having any great discrepancy to find out in the other, - I told them of my readiness 
to do this thing which Adelina asked of her dear tutor, and to send them forth, husband 
and wife, into the shining world with golden gates that awaited them.  

It was on a summer morning that I rose before the sun to compose myself for the 
crowning of my work with this end; and my dwelling being near to the sea, I walked 
down to the rocks on the shore, in order that I might behold the sun in his majesty.  

The tranquillity upon the deep, and on the firmament, the orderly withdrawal of the stars, 
the calm promise of coming day, the rosy suffusion of the sky and waters, the ineffable 
splendour that then burst forth, attuned my mind afresh after the discords of the night. 
Methought that all I looked on said to me, and that all I heard in the sea and in the air said 
to me, 'Be comforted, mortal, that thy life is so short. Our preparation for what is to 
follow has endured, and shall endure, for unimaginable ages.'  

I married them. I knew that my hand was cold when I placed it on their hands clasped 
together; but the words with which I had to accompany the action I could say without 
faltering, and I was at peace.  

They being well away from my house and from the place after our simple breakfast, the 
time was come when I must do what I had pledged myself to them that I would do, - 
break the intelligence to my lady.  



I went up to the house, and found my lady in her ordinary business- room. She happened 
to have an unusual amount of commissions to intrust to me that day; and she had filled 
my hands with papers before I could originate a word.  

'My lady,' I then began, as I stood beside her table.  

'Why, what's the matter?' she said quickly, looking up.  

'Not much, I would fain hope, after you shall have prepared yourself, and considered a 
little.'  

'Prepared myself; and considered a little! You appear to have prepared YOURSELF but 
indifferently, anyhow, Mr. Silverman.' This mighty scornfully, as I experienced my usual 
embarrassment under her stare.  

Said I, in self-extenuation once for all, 'Lady Fareway, I have but to say for myself that I 
have tried to do my duty.'  

'For yourself?' repeated my lady. 'Then there are others concerned, I see. Who are they?'  

I was about to answer, when she made towards the bell with a dart that stopped me, and 
said, 'Why, where is Adelina?'  

'Forbear! be calm, my lady. I married her this morning to Mr. Granville Wharton.'  

She set her lips, looked more intently at me than ever, raised her right hand, and smote 
me hard upon the cheek.  

'Give me back those papers! give me back those papers!' She tore them out of my hands, 
and tossed them on her table. Then seating herself defiantly in her great chair, and folding 
her arms, she stabbed me to the heart with the unlooked-for reproach, 'You worldly 
wretch!'  

'Worldly?' I cried. 'Worldly?'  

'This, if you please,' - she went on with supreme scorn, pointing me out as if there were 
some one there to see, - 'this, if you please, is the disinterested scholar, with not a design 
beyond his books! This, if you please, is the simple creature whom any one could 
overreach in a bargain! This, if you please, is Mr. Silverman! Not of this world; not he! 
He has too much simplicity for this world's cunning. He has too much singleness of 
purpose to be a match for this world's double-dealing. What did he give you for it?'  

'For what? And who?'  

'How much,' she asked, bending forward in her great chair, and insultingly tapping the 
fingers of her right hand on the palm of her left, - 'how much does Mr. Granville Wharton 



pay you for getting him Adelina's money? What is the amount of your percentage upon 
Adelina's fortune? What were the terms of the agreement that you proposed to this boy 
when you, the Rev. George Silverman, licensed to marry, engaged to put him in 
possession of this girl? You made good terms for yourself, whatever they were. He would 
stand a poor chance against your keenness.'  

Bewildered, horrified, stunned by this cruel perversion, I could not speak. But I trust that 
I looked innocent, being so.  

'Listen to me, shrewd hypocrite,' said my lady, whose anger increased as she gave it 
utterance; 'attend to my words, you cunning schemer, who have carried this plot through 
with such a practised double face that I have never suspected you. I had my projects for 
my daughter; projects for family connection; projects for fortune. You have thwarted 
them, and overreached me; but I am not one to be thwarted and overreached without 
retaliation. Do you mean to hold this living another month?'  

'Do you deem it possible, Lady Fareway, that I can hold it another hour, under your 
injurious words?'  

'Is it resigned, then?'  

'It was mentally resigned, my lady, some minutes ago.'  

Don't equivocate, sir. IS it resigned?'  

'Unconditionally and entirely; and I would that I had never, never come near it!'  

'A cordial response from me to THAT wish, Mr. Silverman! But take this with you, sir. If 
you had not resigned it, I would have had you deprived of it. And though you have 
resigned it, you will not get quit of me as easily as you think for. I will pursue you with 
this story. I will make this nefarious conspiracy of yours, for money, known. You have 
made money by it, but you have at the same time made an enemy by it. YOU will take 
good care that the money sticks to you; I will take good care that the enemy sticks to 
you.'  

Then said I finally, 'Lady Fareway, I think my heart is broken. Until I came into this 
room just now, the possibility of such mean wickedness as you have imputed to me never 
dawned upon my thoughts. Your suspicions - '  

'Suspicions! Pah!' said she indignantly. 'Certainties.'  

'Your certainties, my lady, as you call them, your suspicions as I call them, are cruel, 
unjust, wholly devoid of foundation in fact. I can declare no more; except that I have not 
acted for my own profit or my own pleasure. I have not in this proceeding considered 
myself. Once again, I think my heart is broken. If I have unwittingly done any wrong 
with a righteous motive, that is some penalty to pay.'  



She received this with another and more indignant 'Pah!' and I made my way out of her 
room (I think I felt my way out with my hands, although my eyes were open), almost 
suspecting that my voice had a repulsive sound, and that I was a repulsive object.  

There was a great stir made, the bishop was appealed to, I received a severe reprimand, 
and narrowly escaped suspension. For years a cloud hung over me, and my name was 
tarnished.  

But my heart did not break, if a broken heart involves death; for I lived through it.  

They stood by me, Adelina and her husband, through it all. Those who had known me at 
college, and even most of those who had only known me there by reputation, stood by me 
too. Little by little, the belief widened that I was not capable of what was laid to my 
charge. At length I was presented to a college-living in a sequestered place, and there I 
now pen my explanation. I pen it at my open window in the summer-time, before me, 
lying in the churchyard, equal resting-place for sound hearts, wounded hearts, and broken 
hearts. I pen it for the relief of my own mind, not foreseeing whether or no it will ever 
have a reader.  



Going into Society 
 

At one period of its reverses, the House fell into the occupation of a Showman. He was 
found registered as its occupier, on the parish books of the time when he rented the 
House, and there was therefore no need of any clue to his name. But, he himself was less 
easy to be found; for, he had led a wandering life, and settled people had lost sight of 
him, and people who plumed themselves on being respectable were shy of admitting that 
they had ever known anything of him. At last, among the marsh lands near the river's 
level, that lie about Deptford and the neighbouring market-gardens, a Grizzled Personage 
in velveteen, with a face so cut up by varieties of weather that he looked as if he had been 
tattooed, was found smoking a pipe at the door of a wooden house on wheels. The 
wooden house was laid up in ordinary for the winter, near the mouth of a muddy creek; 
and everything near it, the foggy river, the misty marshes, and the steaming market-
gardens, smoked in company with the grizzled man. In the midst of this smoking party, 
the funnel-chimney of the wooden house on wheels was not remiss, but took its pipe with 
the rest in a companionable manner.  

On being asked if it were he who had once rented the House to Let, Grizzled Velveteen 
looked surprised, and said yes. Then his name was Magsman? That was it, Toby 
Magsman--which lawfully christened Robert; but called in the line, from a infant, Toby. 
There was nothing agin Toby Magsman, he believed? If there was suspicion of such--
mention it!  

There was no suspicion of such, he might rest assured. But, some inquiries were making 
about that House, and would he object to say why he left it?  

Not at all; why should he? He left it, along of a Dwarf.  

Along of a Dwarf?  

Mr. Magsman repeated, deliberately and emphatically, Along of a Dwarf.  

Might it be compatible with Mr. Magsman's inclination and convenience to enter, as a 
favour, into a few particulars?  

Mr. Magsman entered into the following particulars.  

It was a long time ago, to begin with;--afore lotteries and a deal more was done away 
with. Mr. Magsman was looking about for a good pitch, and he see that house, and he 
says to himself, "I'll have you, if you're to be had. If money'll get you, I'll have you."  

The neighbours cut up rough, and made complaints; but Mr. Magsman don't know what 
they WOULD have had. It was a lovely thing. First of all, there was the canvass, 
representin the picter of the Giant, in Spanish trunks and a ruff, who was himself half the 
heighth of the house, and was run up with a line and pulley to a pole on the roof, so that 



his Ed was coeval with the parapet. Then, there was the canvass, representin the picter of 
the Albina lady, showing her white air to the Army and Navy in correct uniform. Then, 
there was the canvass, representin the picter of the Wild Indian a scalpin a member of 
some foreign nation. Then, there was the canvass, representin the picter of a child of a 
British Planter, seized by two Boa Constrictors--not that WE never had no child, nor no 
Constrictors neither. Similarly, there was the canvass, representin the picter of the Wild 
Ass of the Prairies--not that WE never had no wild asses, nor wouldn't have had 'em at a 
gift. Last, there was the canvass, representin the picter of the Dwarf, and like him too 
(considerin), with George the Fourth in such a state of astonishment at him as His 
Majesty couldn't with his utmost politeness and stoutness express. The front of the House 
was so covered with canvasses, that there wasn't a spark of daylight ever visible on that 
side. "MAGSMAN'S AMUSEMENTS," fifteen foot long by two foot high, ran over the 
front door and parlour winders. The passage was a Arbour of green baize and gardenstuff. 
A barrel-organ performed there unceasing. And as to respectability,--if threepence ain't 
respectable, what is?  

But, the Dwarf is the principal article at present, and he was worth the money. He was 
wrote up as MAJOR TPSCHOFFKI, OF THE IMPERIAL BULGRADERIAN 
BRIGADE. Nobody couldn't pronounce the name, and it never was intended anybody 
should. The public always turned it, as a regular rule, into Chopski. In the line he was 
called Chops; partly on that account, and partly because his real name, if he ever had any 
real name (which was very dubious), was Stakes.  

He was a un-common small man, he really was. Certainly not so small as he was made 
out to be, but where IS your Dwarf as is? He was a most uncommon small man, with a 
most uncommon large Ed; and what he had inside that Ed, nobody ever knowed but 
himself: even supposin himself to have ever took stock of it, which it would have been a 
stiff job for even him to do.  

The kindest little man as never growed! Spirited, but not proud. When he travelled with 
the Spotted Baby--though he knowed himself to be a nat'ral Dwarf, and knowed the 
Baby's spots to be put upon him artificial, he nursed that Baby like a mother. You never 
heerd him give a ill-name to a Giant. He DID allow himself to break out into strong 
language respectin the Fat Lady from Norfolk; but that was an affair of the 'art; and when 
a man's 'art has been trifled with by a lady, and the preference giv to a Indian, he ain't 
master of his actions.  

He was always in love, of course; every human nat'ral phenomenon is. And he was 
always in love with a large woman; I never knowed the Dwarf as could be got to love a 
small one. Which helps to keep 'em the Curiosities they are.  

One sing'ler idea he had in that Ed of his, which must have meant something, or it 
wouldn't have been there. It was always his opinion that he was entitled to property. He 
never would put his name to anything. He had been taught to write, by the young man 
without arms, who got his living with his toes (quite a writing master HE was, and taught 
scores in the line), but Chops would have starved to death, afore he'd have gained a bit of 



bread by putting his hand to a paper. This is the more curious to bear in mind, because 
HE had no property, nor hope of property, except his house and a sarser. When I say his 
house, I mean the box, painted and got up outside like a reg'lar six-roomer, that he used 
to creep into, with a diamond ring (or quite as good to look at) on his forefinger, and ring 
a little bell out of what the Public believed to be the Drawing-room winder. And when I 
say a sarser, I mean a Chaney sarser in which he made a collection for himself at the end 
of every Entertainment. His cue for that, he took from me: "Ladies and gentlemen, the 
little man will now walk three times round the Cairawan, and retire behind the curtain." 
When he said anything important, in private life, he mostly wound it up with this form of 
words, and they was generally the last thing he said to me at night afore he went to bed.  

He had what I consider a fine mind--a poetic mind. His ideas respectin his property never 
come upon him so strong as when he sat upon a barrel-organ and had the handle turned. 
Arter the wibration had run through him a little time, he would screech out, "Toby, I feel 
my property coming--grind away! I'm counting my guineas by thousands, Toby--grind 
away! Toby, I shall be a man of fortun! I feel the Mint a jingling in me, Toby, and I'm 
swelling out into the Bank of England!" Such is the influence of music on a poetic mind. 
Not that he was partial to any other music but a barrel-organ; on the contrary, hated it.  

He had a kind of a everlasting grudge agin the Public: which is a thing you may notice in 
many phenomenons that get their living out of it. What riled him most in the nater of his 
occupation was, that it kep him out of Society. He was continiwally saying, "Toby, my 
ambition is, to go into Society. The curse of my position towards the Public is, that it 
keeps me hout of Society. This don't signify to a low beast of a Indian; he an't formed for 
Society. This don't signify to a Spotted Baby; HE an't formed for Society.--I am."  

Nobody never could make out what Chops done with his money. He had a good salary, 
down on the drum every Saturday as the day came round, besides having the run of his 
teeth--and he was a Woodpecker to eat--but all Dwarfs are. The sarser was a little 
income, bringing him in so many halfpence that he'd carry 'em for a week together, tied 
up in a pocket-handkercher. And yet he never had money. And it couldn't be the Fat Lady 
from Norfolk, as was once supposed; because it stands to reason that when you have a 
animosity towards a Indian, which makes you grind your teeth at him to his face, and 
which can hardly hold you from Goosing him audible when he's going through his War-
Dance--it stands to reason you wouldn't under them circumstances deprive yourself, to 
support that Indian in the lap of luxury.  

Most unexpected, the mystery come out one day at Egham Races. The Public was shy of 
bein pulled in, and Chops was ringin his little bell out of his drawing-room winder, and 
was snarlin to me over his shoulder as he kneeled down with his legs out at the back-
door--for he couldn't be shoved into his house without kneeling down, and the premises 
wouldn't accommodate his legs--was snarlin, "Here's a precious Public for you; why the 
Devil don't they tumble up?" when a man in the crowd holds up a carrier-pigeon, and 
cries out, "If there's any person here as has got a ticket, the Lottery's just drawed, and the 
number as has come up for the great prize is three, seven, forty-two! Three, seven, forty-
two!" I was givin the man to the Furies myself, for calling off the Public's attention--for 



the Public will turn away, at any time, to look at anything in preference to the thing 
showed 'em; and if you doubt it, get 'em together for any indiwidual purpose on the face 
of the earth, and send only two people in late, and see if the whole company an't far more 
interested in takin particular notice of them two than of you-- I say, I wasn't best pleased 
with the man for callin out, and wasn't blessin him in my own mind, when I see Chops's 
little bell fly out of winder at a old lady, and he gets up and kicks his box over, exposin 
the whole secret, and he catches hold of the calves of my legs and he says to me, "Carry 
me into the wan, Toby, and throw a pail of water over me or I'm a dead man, for I've 
come into my property!"  

Twelve thousand odd hundred pound, was Chops's winnins. He had bought a half-ticket 
for the twenty-five thousand prize, and it had come up. The first use he made of his 
property, was, to offer to fight the Wild Indian for five hundred pound a side, him with a 
poisoned darnin-needle and the Indian with a club; but the Indian being in want of 
backers to that amount, it went no further.  

Arter he had been mad for a week--in a state of mind, in short, in which, if I had let him 
sit on the organ for only two minutes, I believe he would have bust--but we kep the organ 
from him--Mr. Chops come round, and behaved liberal and beautiful to all. He then sent 
for a young man he knowed, as had a wery genteel appearance and was a Bonnet at a 
gaming-booth (most respectable brought up, father havin been imminent in the livery 
stable line but unfort'nate in a commercial crisis, through paintin a old gray, ginger-bay, 
and sellin him with a Pedigree), and Mr. Chops said to this Bonnet, who said his name 
was Normandy, which it wasn't:  

"Normandy, I'm a goin into Society. Will you go with me?"  

Says Normandy: "Do I understand you, Mr. Chops, to hintimate that the 'ole of the 
expenses of that move will be borne by yourself?"  

"Correct," says Mr. Chops. "And you shall have a Princely allowance too."  

The Bonnet lifted Mr. Chops upon a chair, to shake hands with him, and replied in 
poetry, with his eyes seemingly full of tears:  

"My boat is on the shore,  
And my bark is on the sea,  
And I do not ask for more,  
But I'll Go:- along with thee."  

They went into Society, in a chay and four grays with silk jackets. They took lodgings in 
Pall Mall, London, and they blazed away.  

In consequence of a note that was brought to Bartlemy Fair in the autumn of next year by 
a servant, most wonderful got up in milk- white cords and tops, I cleaned myself and 
went to Pall Mall, one evening appinted. The gentlemen was at their wine arter dinner, 



and Mr. Chops's eyes was more fixed in that Ed of his than I thought good for him. There 
was three of 'em (in company, I mean), and I knowed the third well. When last met, he 
had on a white Roman shirt, and a bishop's mitre covered with leopard-skin, and played 
the clarionet all wrong, in a band at a Wild Beast Show.  

This gent took on not to know me, and Mr. Chops said: "Gentlemen, this is a old friend of 
former days:" and Normandy looked at me through a eye-glass, and said, "Magsman, 
glad to see you!"--which I'll take my oath he wasn't. Mr. Chops, to git him convenient to 
the table, had his chair on a throne (much of the form of George the Fourth's in the 
canvass), but he hardly appeared to me to be King there in any other pint of view, for his 
two gentlemen ordered about like Emperors. They was all dressed like May-Day--
gorgeous!--And as to Wine, they swam in all sorts.  

I made the round of the bottles, first separate (to say I had done it), and then mixed 'em 
all together (to say I had done it), and then tried two of 'em as half-and-half, and then 
t'other two. Altogether, I passed a pleasin evenin, but with a tendency to feel muddled, 
until I considered it good manners to get up and say, "Mr. Chops, the best of friends must 
part, I thank you for the wariety of foreign drains you have stood so 'ansome, I looks 
towards you in red wine, and I takes my leave." Mr. Chops replied, "If you'll just hitch 
me out of this over your right arm, Magsman, and carry me down-stairs, I'll see you out." 
I said I couldn't think of such a thing, but he would have it, so I lifted him off his throne. 
He smelt strong of Maideary, and I couldn't help thinking as I carried him down that it 
was like carrying a large bottle full of wine, with a rayther ugly stopper, a good deal out 
of proportion.  

When I set him on the door-mat in the hall, he kep me close to him by holding on to my 
coat-collar, and he whispers:  

"I ain't 'appy, Magsman."  

"What's on your mind, Mr. Chops?"  

"They don't use me well. They an't grateful to me. They puts me on the mantel-piece 
when I won't have in more Champagne-wine, and they locks me in the sideboard when I 
won't give up my property."  

"Get rid of 'em, Mr. Chops."  

"I can't. We're in Society together, and what would Society say?"  

"Come out of Society!" says I.  

"I can't. You don't know what you're talking about. When you have once gone into 
Society, you mustn't come out of it."  



"Then if you'll excuse the freedom, Mr. Chops," were my remark, shaking my head 
grave, "I think it's a pity you ever went in."  

Mr. Chops shook that deep Ed of his, to a surprisin extent, and slapped it half a dozen 
times with his hand, and with more Wice than I thought were in him. Then, he says, 
"You're a good fellow, but you don't understand. Good-night, go along. Magsman, the 
little man will now walk three times round the Cairawan, and retire behind the curtain." 
The last I see of him on that occasion was his tryin, on the extremest werge of 
insensibility, to climb up the stairs, one by one, with his hands and knees. They'd have 
been much too steep for him, if he had been sober; but he wouldn't be helped.  

It warn't long after that, that I read in the newspaper of Mr. Chops's being presented at 
court. It was printed, "It will be recollected"--and I've noticed in my life, that it is sure to 
be printed that it WILL be recollected, whenever it won't--"that Mr. Chops is the 
individual of small stature, whose brilliant success in the last State Lottery attracted so 
much attention." Well, I says to myself, Such is Life! He has been and done it in earnest 
at last. He has astonished George the Fourth!  

(On account of which, I had that canvass new-painted, him with a bag of money in his 
hand, a presentin it to George the Fourth, and a lady in Ostrich Feathers fallin in love 
with him in a bag-wig, sword, and buckles correct.)  

I took the House as is the subject of present inquiries--though not the honour of bein 
acquainted--and I run Magsman's Amusements in it thirteen months--sometimes one 
thing, sometimes another, sometimes nothin particular, but always all the canvasses 
outside. One night, when we had played the last company out, which was a shy company, 
through its raining Heavens hard, I was takin a pipe in the one pair back along with the 
young man with the toes, which I had taken on for a month (though he never drawed--
except on paper), and I heard a kickin at the street door. "Halloa!" I says to the young 
man, "what's up!" He rubs his eyebrows with his toes, and he says, "I can't imagine, Mr. 
Magsman"--which he never could imagine nothin, and was monotonous company.  

The noise not leavin off, I laid down my pipe, and I took up a candle, and I went down 
and opened the door. I looked out into the street; but nothin could I see, and nothin was I 
aware of, until I turned round quick, because some creetur run between my legs into the 
passage. There was Mr. Chops!  

"Magsman," he says, "take me, on the old terms, and you've got me; if it's done, say 
done!"  

I was all of a maze, but I said, "Done, sir."  

"Done to your done, and double done!" says he. "Have you got a bit of supper in the 
house?"  



Bearin in mind them sparklin warieties of foreign drains as we'd guzzled away at in Pall 
Mall, I was ashamed to offer him cold sassages and gin-and-water; but he took 'em both 
and took 'em free; havin a chair for his table, and sittin down at it on a stool, like hold 
times. I, all of a maze all the while.  

It was arter he had made a clean sweep of the sassages (beef, and to the best of my 
calculations two pound and a quarter), that the wisdom as was in that little man began to 
come out of him like prespiration.  

"Magsman," he says, "look upon me! You see afore you, One as has both gone into 
Society and come out."  

"O! You ARE out of it, Mr. Chops? How did you get out, sir?"  

"SOLD OUT!" says he. You never saw the like of the wisdom as his Ed expressed, when 
he made use of them two words.  

"My friend Magsman, I'll impart to you a discovery I've made. It's wallable; it's cost 
twelve thousand five hundred pound; it may do you good in life--The secret of this matter 
is, that it ain't so much that a person goes into Society, as that Society goes into a person."  

Not exactly keepin up with his meanin, I shook my head, put on a deep look, and said, 
"You're right there, Mr. Chops."  

"Magsman," he says, twitchin me by the leg, "Society has gone into me, to the tune of 
every penny of my property."  

I felt that I went pale, and though nat'rally a bold speaker, I couldn't hardly say, "Where's 
Normandy?"  

"Bolted. With the plate," said Mr. Chops.  

"And t'other one?" meaning him as formerly wore the bishop's mitre.  

"Bolted. With the jewels," said Mr. Chops.  

I sat down and looked at him, and he stood up and looked at me.  

"Magsman," he says, and he seemed to myself to get wiser as he got hoarser; "Society, 
taken in the lump, is all dwarfs. At the court of St. James's, they was all a doing my old 
business--all a goin three times round the Cairawan, in the hold court-suits and 
properties. Elsewheres, they was most of 'em ringin their little bells out of make-believes. 
Everywheres, the sarser was a goin round. Magsman, the sarser is the uniwersal 
Institution!"  



I perceived, you understand, that he was soured by his misfortunes, and I felt for Mr. 
Chops.  

"As to Fat Ladies," he says, giving his head a tremendious one agin the wall, "there's lots 
of THEM in Society, and worse than the original. HERS was a outrage upon Taste--
simply a outrage upon Taste--awakenin contempt--carryin its own punishment in the 
form of a Indian." Here he giv himself another tremendious one. "But THEIRS, 
Magsman, THEIRS is mercenary outrages. Lay in Cashmeer shawls, buy bracelets, strew 
'em and a lot of 'andsome fans and things about your rooms, let it be known that you give 
away like water to all as come to admire, and the Fat Ladies that don't exhibit for so 
much down upon the drum, will come from all the pints of the compass to flock about 
you, whatever you are. They'll drill holes in your 'art, Magsman, like a Cullender. And 
when you've no more left to give, they'll laugh at you to your face, and leave you to have 
your bones picked dry by Wulturs, like the dead Wild Ass of the Prairies that you deserve 
to be!" Here he giv himself the most tremendious one of all, and dropped.  

I thought he was gone. His Ed was so heavy, and he knocked it so hard, and he fell so 
stoney, and the sassagerial disturbance in him must have been so immense, that I thought 
he was gone. But, he soon come round with care, and he sat up on the floor, and he said 
to me, with wisdom comin out of his eyes, if ever it come:  

"Magsman! The most material difference between the two states of existence through 
which your unhappy friend has passed;" he reached out his poor little hand, and his tears 
dropped down on the moustachio which it was a credit to him to have done his best to 
grow, but it is not in mortals to command success,--"the difference this. When I was out 
of Society, I was paid light for being seen. When I went into Society, I paid heavy for 
being seen. I prefer the former, even if I wasn't forced upon it. Give me out through the 
trumpet, in the hold way, to-morrow."  

Arter that, he slid into the line again as easy as if he had been iled all over. But the organ 
was kep from him, and no allusions was ever made, when a company was in, to his 
property. He got wiser every day; his views of Society and the Public was luminous, 
bewilderin, awful; and his Ed got bigger and bigger as his Wisdom expanded it.  

He took well, and pulled 'em in most excellent for nine weeks. At the expiration of that 
period, when his Ed was a sight, he expressed one evenin, the last Company havin been 
turned out, and the door shut, a wish to have a little music.  

"Mr. Chops," I said (I never dropped the "Mr." with him; the world might do it, but not 
me); "Mr. Chops, are you sure as you are in a state of mind and body to sit upon the 
organ?"  

His answer was this: "Toby, when next met with on the tramp, I forgive her and the 
Indian. And I am."  



It was with fear and trembling that I began to turn the handle; but he sat like a lamb. I 
will be my belief to my dying day, that I see his Ed expand as he sat; you may therefore 
judge how great his thoughts was. He sat out all the changes, and then he come off.  

"Toby," he says, with a quiet smile, "the little man will now walk three times round the 
Cairawan, and retire behind the curtain."  

When we called him in the morning, we found him gone into a much better Society than 
mine or Pall Mall's. I giv Mr. Chops as comfortable a funeral as lay in my power, 
followed myself as Chief, and had the George the Fourth canvass carried first, in the form 
of a banner. But, the House was so dismal arterwards, that I giv it up, and took to the 
Wan again.  

"I don't triumph," said Jarber, folding up the second manuscript, and looking hard at 
Trottle. "I don't triumph over this worthy creature. I merely ask him if he is satisfied 
now?"  

"How can he be anything else?" I said, answering for Trottle, who sat obstinately silent. 
"This time, Jarber, you have not only read us a delightfully amusing story, but you have 
also answered the question about the House. Of course it stands empty now. Who would 
think of taking it after it had been turned into a caravan?" I looked at Trottle, as I said 
those last words, and Jarber waved his hand indulgently in the same direction.  

"Let this excellent person speak," said Jarber. "You were about to say, my good man?" -  

"I only wished to ask, sir," said Trottle doggedly, "if you could kindly oblige me with a 
date or two in connection with that last story?"  

"A date!" repeated Jarber. "What does the man want with dates!"  

"I should be glad to know, with great respect," persisted Trottle, "if the person named 
Magsman was the last tenant who lived in the House. It's my opinion--if I may be 
excused for giving it--that he most decidedly was not."  

With those words, Trottle made a low bow, and quietly left the room.  

There is no denying that Jarber, when we were left together, looked sadly discomposed. 
He had evidently forgotten to inquire about dates; and, in spite of his magnificent talk 
about his series of discoveries, it was quite as plain that the two stories he had just read, 
had really and truly exhausted his present stock. I thought myself bound, in common 
gratitude, to help him out of his embarrassment by a timely suggestion. So I proposed 
that he should come to tea again, on the next Monday evening, the thirteenth, and should 
make such inquiries in the meantime, as might enable him to dispose triumphantly of 
Trottle's objection.  



He gallantly kissed my hand, made a neat little speech of acknowledgment, and took his 
leave. For the rest of the week I would not encourage Trottle by allowing him to refer to 
the House at all. I suspected he was making his own inquiries about dates, but I put no 
questions to him.  

On Monday evening, the thirteenth, that dear unfortunate Jarber came, punctual to the 
appointed time. He looked so terribly harassed, that he was really quite a spectacle of 
feebleness and fatigue. I saw, at a glance, that the question of dates had gone against him, 
that Mr. Magsman had not been the last tenant of the House, and that the reason of its 
emptiness was still to seek.  

"What I have gone through," said Jarber, "words are not eloquent enough to tell. O 
Sophonisba, I have begun another series of discoveries! Accept the last two as stories laid 
on your shrine; and wait to blame me for leaving your curiosity unappeased, until you 
have heard Number Three."  

Number Three looked like a very short manuscript, and I said as much. Jarber explained 
to me that we were to have some poetry this time. In the course of his investigations he 
had stepped into the Circulating Library, to seek for information on the one important 
subject. All the Library-people knew about the House was, that a female relative of the 
last tenant, as they believed, had, just after that tenant left, sent a little manuscript poem 
to them which she described as referring to events that had actually passed in the House; 
and which she wanted the proprietor of the Library to publish. She had written no address 
on her letter; and the proprietor had kept the manuscript ready to be given back to her 
(the publishing of poems not being in his line) when she might call for it. She had never 
called for it; and the poem had been lent to Jarber, at his express request, to read to me.  

Before he began, I rang the bell for Trottle; being determined to have him present at the 
new reading, as a wholesome check on his obstinacy. To my surprise Peggy answered the 
bell, and told me, that Trottle had stepped out without saying where. I instantly felt the 
strongest possible conviction that he was at his old tricks: and that his stepping out in the 
evening, without leave, meant-- Philandering.  

Controlling myself on my visitor's account, I dismissed Peggy, stifled my indignation, 
and prepared, as politely as might be, to listen to Jarber.  



The Haunted House 
 
 

CHAPTER I -- THE MORTALS IN THE HOUSE  

Under none of the accredited ghostly circumstances, and environed by none of the 
conventional ghostly surroundings, did I first make acquaintance with the house which is 
the subject of this Christmas piece. I saw it in the daylight, with the sun upon it. There 
was no wind, no rain, no lightning, no thunder, no awful or unwonted circumstance, of 
any kind, to heighten its effect. More than that: I had come to it direct from a railway 
station: it was not more than a mile distant from the railway station; and, as I stood 
outside the house, looking back upon the way I had come, I could see the goods train 
running smoothly along the embankment in the valley. I will not say that everything was 
utterly commonplace, because I doubt if anything can be that, except to utterly 
commonplace people- -and there my vanity steps in; but, I will take it on myself to say 
that anybody might see the house as I saw it, any fine autumn morning.  

The manner of my lighting on it was this.  

I was travelling towards London out of the North, intending to stop by the way, to look at 
the house. My health required a temporary residence in the country; and a friend of mine 
who knew that, and who had happened to drive past the house, had written to me to 
suggest it as a likely place. I had got into the train at midnight, and had fallen asleep, and 
had woke up and had sat looking out of window at the brilliant Northern Lights in the 
sky, and had fallen asleep again, and had woke up again to find the night gone, with the 
usual discontented conviction on me that I hadn't been to sleep at all;--upon which 
question, in the first imbecility of that condition, I am ashamed to believe that I would 
have done wager by battle with the man who sat opposite me. That opposite man had had, 
through the night--as that opposite man always has--several legs too many, and all of 
them too long. In addition to this unreasonable conduct (which was only to be expected 
of him), he had had a pencil and a pocket-book, and had been perpetually listening and 
taking notes. It had appeared to me that these aggravating notes related to the jolts and 
bumps of the carriage, and I should have resigned myself to his taking them, under a 
general supposition that he was in the civil-engineering way of life, if he had not sat 
staring straight over my head whenever he listened. He was a goggle-eyed gentleman of a 
perplexed aspect, and his demeanour became unbearable.  

It was a cold, dead morning (the sun not being up yet), and when I had out-watched the 
paling light of the fires of the iron country, and the curtain of heavy smoke that hung at 
once between me and the stars and between me and the day, I turned to my fellow-
traveller and said:  

"I BEG your pardon, sir, but do you observe anything particular in me"? For, really, he 
appeared to be taking down, either my travelling-cap or my hair, with a minuteness that 
was a liberty.  



The goggle-eyed gentleman withdrew his eyes from behind me, as if the back of the 
carriage were a hundred miles off, and said, with a lofty look of compassion for my 
insignificance:  

"In you, sir?--B."  

"B, sir?" said I, growing warm.  

"I have nothing to do with you, sir," returned the gentleman; "pray let me listen--O."  

He enunciated this vowel after a pause, and noted it down.  

At first I was alarmed, for an Express lunatic and no communication with the guard, is a 
serious position. The thought came to my relief that the gentleman might be what is 
popularly called a Rapper: one of a sect for (some of) whom I have the highest respect, 
but whom I don't believe in. I was going to ask him the question, when he took the bread 
out of my mouth.  

"You will excuse me," said the gentleman contemptuously, "if I am too much in advance 
of common humanity to trouble myself at all about it. I have passed the night--as indeed I 
pass the whole of my time now--in spiritual intercourse."  

"O!" said I, somewhat snappishly.  

"The conferences of the night began," continued the gentleman, turning several leaves of 
his note-book, "with this message: 'Evil communications corrupt good manners.'"  

"Sound," said I; "but, absolutely new?"  

"New from spirits," returned the gentleman.  

I could only repeat my rather snappish "O!" and ask if I might be favoured with the last 
communication.  

"'A bird in the hand,'" said the gentleman, reading his last entry with great solemnity, "'is 
worth two in the Bosh.'"  

"Truly I am of the same opinion," said I; "but shouldn't it be Bush?"  

"It came to me, Bosh," returned the gentleman.  

The gentleman then informed me that the spirit of Socrates had delivered this special 
revelation in the course of the night. "My friend, I hope you are pretty well. There are 
two in this railway carriage. How do you do? There are seventeen thousand four hundred 
and seventy-nine spirits here, but you cannot see them. Pythagoras is here. He is not at 
liberty to mention it, but hopes you like travelling." Galileo likewise had dropped in, with 



this scientific intelligence. "I am glad to see you, AMICO. COME STA? Water will 
freeze when it is cold enough. ADDIO!" In the course of the night, also, the following 
phenomena had occurred. Bishop Butler had insisted on spelling his name, "Bubler," for 
which offence against orthography and good manners he had been dismissed as out of 
temper. John Milton (suspected of wilful mystification) had repudiated the authorship of 
Paradise Lost, and had introduced, as joint authors of that poem, two Unknown 
gentlemen, respectively named Grungers and Scadgingtone. And Prince Arthur, nephew 
of King John of England, had described himself as tolerably comfortable in the seventh 
circle, where he was learning to paint on velvet, under the direction of Mrs. Trimmer and 
Mary Queen of Scots.  

If this should meet the eye of the gentleman who favoured me with these disclosures, I 
trust he will excuse my confessing that the sight of the rising sun, and the contemplation 
of the magnificent Order of the vast Universe, made me impatient of them. In a word, I 
was so impatient of them, that I was mightily glad to get out at the next station, and to 
exchange these clouds and vapours for the free air of Heaven.  

By that time it was a beautiful morning. As I walked away among such leaves as had 
already fallen from the golden, brown, and russet trees; and as I looked around me on the 
wonders of Creation, and thought of the steady, unchanging, and harmonious laws by 
which they are sustained; the gentleman's spiritual intercourse seemed to me as poor a 
piece of journey-work as ever this world saw. In which heathen state of mind, I came 
within view of the house, and stopped to examine it attentively.  

It was a solitary house, standing in a sadly neglected garden: a pretty even square of some 
two acres. It was a house of about the time of George the Second; as stiff, as cold, as 
formal, and in as bad taste, as could possibly be desired by the most loyal admirer of the 
whole quartet of Georges. It was uninhabited, but had, within a year or two, been cheaply 
repaired to render it habitable; I say cheaply, because the work had been done in a surface 
manner, and was already decaying as to the paint and plaster, though the colours were 
fresh. A lop-sided board drooped over the garden wall, announcing that it was "to let on 
very reasonable terms, well furnished." It was much too closely and heavily shadowed by 
trees, and, in particular, there were six tall poplars before the front windows, which were 
excessively melancholy, and the site of which had been extremely ill chosen.  

It was easy to see that it was an avoided house--a house that was shunned by the village, 
to which my eye was guided by a church spire some half a mile off--a house that nobody 
would take. And the natural inference was, that it had the reputation of being a haunted 
house.  

No period within the four-and-twenty hours of day and night is so solemn to me, as the 
early morning. In the summer-time, I often rise very early, and repair to my room to do a 
day's work before breakfast, and I am always on those occasions deeply impressed by the 
stillness and solitude around me. Besides that there is something awful in the being 
surrounded by familiar faces asleep--in the knowledge that those who are dearest to us 
and to whom we are dearest, are profoundly unconscious of us, in an impassive state, 



anticipative of that mysterious condition to which we are all tending--the stopped life, the 
broken threads of yesterday, the deserted seat, the closed book, the unfinished but 
abandoned occupation, all are images of Death. The tranquillity of the hour is the 
tranquillity of Death. The colour and the chill have the same association. Even a certain 
air that familiar household objects take upon them when they first emerge from the 
shadows of the night into the morning, of being newer, and as they used to be long ago, 
has its counterpart in the subsidence of the worn face of maturity or age, in death, into the 
old youthful look. Moreover, I once saw the apparition of my father, at this hour. He was 
alive and well, and nothing ever came of it, but I saw him in the daylight, sitting with his 
back towards me, on a seat that stood beside my bed. His head was resting on his hand, 
and whether he was slumbering or grieving, I could not discern. Amazed to see him there, 
I sat up, moved my position, leaned out of bed, and watched him. As he did not move, I 
spoke to him more than once. As he did not move then, I became alarmed and laid my 
hand upon his shoulder, as I thought--and there was no such thing.  

For all these reasons, and for others less easily and briefly statable, I find the early 
morning to be my most ghostly time. Any house would be more or less haunted, to me, in 
the early morning; and a haunted house could scarcely address me to greater advantage 
than then.  

I walked on into the village, with the desertion of this house upon my mind, and I found 
the landlord of the little inn, sanding his door-step. I bespoke breakfast, and broached the 
subject of the house.  

"Is it haunted?" I asked.  

The landlord looked at me, shook his head, and answered, "I say nothing."  

"Then it IS haunted?"  

"Well!" cried the landlord, in an outburst of frankness that had the appearance of 
desperation--"I wouldn't sleep in it."  

"Why not?"  

"If I wanted to have all the bells in a house ring, with nobody to ring 'em; and all the 
doors in a house bang, with nobody to bang 'em; and all sorts of feet treading about, with 
no feet there; why, then," said the landlord, "I'd sleep in that house."  

"Is anything seen there?"  

The landlord looked at me again, and then, with his former appearance of desperation, 
called down his stable-yard for "Ikey!"  

The call produced a high-shouldered young fellow, with a round red face, a short crop of 
sandy hair, a very broad humorous mouth, a turned-up nose, and a great sleeved 



waistcoat of purple bars, with mother-of-pearl buttons, that seemed to be growing upon 
him, and to be in a fair way--if it were not pruned--of covering his head and overunning 
his boots.  

"This gentleman wants to know," said the landlord, "if anything's seen at the Poplars."  

"'Ooded woman with a howl," said Ikey, in a state of great freshness.  

"Do you mean a cry?"  

"I mean a bird, sir."  

"A hooded woman with an owl. Dear me! Did you ever see her?"  

"I seen the howl."  

"Never the woman?"  

"Not so plain as the howl, but they always keeps together."  

"Has anybody ever seen the woman as plainly as the owl?"  

"Lord bless you, sir! Lots."  

"Who?"  

"Lord bless you, sir! Lots."  

"The general-dealer opposite, for instance, who is opening his shop?"  

"Perkins? Bless you, Perkins wouldn't go a-nigh the place. No!" observed the young man, 
with considerable feeling; "he an't overwise, an't Perkins, but he an't such a fool as 
THAT."  

(Here, the landlord murmured his confidence in Perkins's knowing better.)  

"Who is--or who was--the hooded woman with the owl? Do you know?"  

"Well!" said Ikey, holding up his cap with one hand while he scratched his head with the 
other, "they say, in general, that she was murdered, and the howl he 'ooted the while."  

This very concise summary of the facts was all I could learn, except that a young man, as 
hearty and likely a young man as ever I see, had been took with fits and held down in 
'em, after seeing the hooded woman. Also, that a personage, dimly described as "a hold 
chap, a sort of one-eyed tramp, answering to the name of Joby, unless you challenged 
him as Greenwood, and then he said, 'Why not? and even if so, mind your own 



business,'" had encountered the hooded woman, a matter of five or six times. But, I was 
not materially assisted by these witnesses: inasmuch as the first was in California, and the 
last was, as Ikey said (and he was confirmed by the landlord), Anywheres.  

Now, although I regard with a hushed and solemn fear, the mysteries, between which and 
this state of existence is interposed the barrier of the great trial and change that fall on all 
the things that live; and although I have not the audacity to pretend that I know anything 
of them; I can no more reconcile the mere banging of doors, ringing of bells, creaking of 
boards, and such-like insignificances, with the majestic beauty and pervading analogy of 
all the Divine rules that I am permitted to understand, than I had been able, a little while 
before, to yoke the spiritual intercourse of my fellow- traveller to the chariot of the rising 
sun. Moreover, I had lived in two haunted houses--both abroad. In one of these, an old 
Italian palace, which bore the reputation of being very badly haunted indeed, and which 
had recently been twice abandoned on that account, I lived eight months, most tranquilly 
and pleasantly: notwithstanding that the house had a score of mysterious bedrooms, 
which were never used, and possessed, in one large room in which I sat reading, times 
out of number at all hours, and next to which I slept, a haunted chamber of the first 
pretensions. I gently hinted these considerations to the landlord. And as to this particular 
house having a bad name, I reasoned with him, Why, how many things had bad names 
undeservedly, and how easy it was to give bad names, and did he not think that if he and I 
were persistently to whisper in the village that any weird-looking old drunken tinker of 
the neighbourhood had sold himself to the Devil, he would come in time to be suspected 
of that commercial venture! All this wise talk was perfectly ineffective with the landlord, 
I am bound to confess, and was as dead a failure as ever I made in my life.  

To cut this part of the story short, I was piqued about the haunted house, and was already 
half resolved to take it. So, after breakfast, I got the keys from Perkins's brother-in-law (a 
whip and harness maker, who keeps the Post Office, and is under submission to a most 
rigorous wife of the Doubly Seceding Little Emmanuel persuasion), and went up to the 
house, attended by my landlord and by Ikey.  

Within, I found it, as I had expected, transcendently dismal. The slowly changing 
shadows waved on it from the heavy trees, were doleful in the last degree; the house was 
ill-placed, ill-built, ill-planned, and ill-fitted. It was damp, it was not free from dry rot, 
there was a flavour of rats in it, and it was the gloomy victim of that indescribable decay 
which settles on all the work of man's hands whenever it's not turned to man's account. 
The kitchens and offices were too large, and too remote from each other. Above stairs 
and below, waste tracts of passage intervened between patches of fertility represented by 
rooms; and there was a mouldy old well with a green growth upon it, hiding like a 
murderous trap, near the bottom of the back-stairs, under the double row of bells. One of 
these bells was labelled, on a black ground in faded white letters, MASTER B. This, they 
told me, was the bell that rang the most.  

"Who was Master B.?" I asked. "Is it known what he did while the owl hooted?"  

"Rang the bell," said Ikey.  



I was rather struck by the prompt dexterity with which this young man pitched his fur cap 
at the bell, and rang it himself. It was a loud, unpleasant bell, and made a very 
disagreeable sound. The other bells were inscribed according to the names of the rooms 
to which their wires were conducted: as "Picture Room," "Double Room," "Clock 
Room," and the like. Following Master B.'s bell to its source I found that young 
gentleman to have had but indifferent third-class accommodation in a triangular cabin 
under the cock-loft, with a corner fireplace which Master B. must have been exceedingly 
small if he were ever able to warm himself at, and a corner chimney- piece like a 
pyramidal staircase to the ceiling for Tom Thumb. The papering of one side of the room 
had dropped down bodily, with fragments of plaster adhering to it, and almost blocked up 
the door. It appeared that Master B., in his spiritual condition, always made a point of 
pulling the paper down. Neither the landlord nor Ikey could suggest why he made such a 
fool of himself.  

Except that the house had an immensely large rambling loft at top, I made no other 
discoveries. It was moderately well furnished, but sparely. Some of the furniture--say, a 
third--was as old as the house; the rest was of various periods within the last half-century. 
I was referred to a corn-chandler in the market-place of the county town to treat for the 
house. I went that day, and I took it for six months.  

It was just the middle of October when I moved in with my maiden sister (I venture to 
call her eight-and-thirty, she is so very handsome, sensible, and engaging). We took with 
us, a deaf stable- man, my bloodhound Turk, two women servants, and a young person 
called an Odd Girl. I have reason to record of the attendant last enumerated, who was one 
of the Saint Lawrence's Union Female Orphans, that she was a fatal mistake and a 
disastrous engagement.  

The year was dying early, the leaves were falling fast, it was a raw cold day when we 
took possession, and the gloom of the house was most depressing. The cook (an amiable 
woman, but of a weak turn of intellect) burst into tears on beholding the kitchen, and 
requested that her silver watch might be delivered over to her sister (2 Tuppintock's 
Gardens, Liggs's Walk, Clapham Rise), in the event of anything happening to her from 
the damp. Streaker, the housemaid, feigned cheerfulness, but was the greater martyr. The 
Odd Girl, who had never been in the country, alone was pleased, and made arrangements 
for sowing an acorn in the garden outside the scullery window, and rearing an oak.  

We went, before dark, through all the natural--as opposed to supernatural--miseries 
incidental to our state. Dispiriting reports ascended (like the smoke) from the basement in 
volumes, and descended from the upper rooms. There was no rolling-pin, there was no 
salamander (which failed to surprise me, for I don't know what it is), there was nothing in 
the house, what there was, was broken, the last people must have lived like pigs, what 
could the meaning of the landlord be? Through these distresses, the Odd Girl was 
cheerful and exemplary. But within four hours after dark we had got into a supernatural 
groove, and the Odd Girl had seen "Eyes," and was in hysterics.  



My sister and I had agreed to keep the haunting strictly to ourselves, and my impression 
was, and still is, that I had not left Ikey, when he helped to unload the cart, alone with the 
women, or any one of them, for one minute. Nevertheless, as I say, the Odd Girl had 
"seen Eyes" (no other explanation could ever be drawn from her), before nine, and by ten 
o'clock had had as much vinegar applied to her as would pickle a handsome salmon.  

I leave a discerning public to judge of my feelings, when, under these untoward 
circumstances, at about half-past ten o'clock Master B.'s bell began to ring in a most 
infuriated manner, and Turk howled until the house resounded with his lamentations!  

I hope I may never again be in a state of mind so unchristian as the mental frame in 
which I lived for some weeks, respecting the memory of Master B. Whether his bell was 
rung by rats, or mice, or bats, or wind, or what other accidental vibration, or sometimes 
by one cause, sometimes another, and sometimes by collusion, I don't know; but, certain 
it is, that it did ring two nights out of three, until I conceived the happy idea of twisting 
Master B.'s neck--in other words, breaking his bell short off--and silencing that young 
gentleman, as to my experience and belief, for ever.  

But, by that time, the Odd Girl had developed such improving powers of catalepsy, that 
she had become a shining example of that very inconvenient disorder. She would stiffen, 
like a Guy Fawkes endowed with unreason, on the most irrelevant occasions. I would 
address the servants in a lucid manner, pointing out to them that I had painted Master B.'s 
room and balked the paper, and taken Master B.'s bell away and balked the ringing, and if 
they could suppose that that confounded boy had lived and died, to clothe himself with no 
better behaviour than would most unquestionably have brought him and the sharpest 
particles of a birch-broom into close acquaintance in the present imperfect state of 
existence, could they also suppose a mere poor human being, such as I was, capable by 
those contemptible means of counteracting and limiting the powers of the disembodied 
spirits of the dead, or of any spirits?--I say I would become emphatic and cogent, not to 
say rather complacent, in such an address, when it would all go for nothing by reason of 
the Odd Girl's suddenly stiffening from the toes upward, and glaring among us like a 
parochial petrifaction.  

Streaker, the housemaid, too, had an attribute of a most discomfiting nature. I am unable 
to say whether she was of an usually lymphatic temperament, or what else was the matter 
with her, but this young woman became a mere Distillery for the production of the largest 
and most transparent tears I ever met with. Combined with these characteristics, was a 
peculiar tenacity of hold in those specimens, so that they didn't fall, but hung upon her 
face and nose. In this condition, and mildly and deplorably shaking her head, her silence 
would throw me more heavily than the Admirable Crichton could have done in a verbal 
disputation for a purse of money. Cook, likewise, always covered me with confusion as 
with a garment, by neatly winding up the session with the protest that the Ouse was 
wearing her out, and by meekly repeating her last wishes regarding her silver watch.  

As to our nightly life, the contagion of suspicion and fear was among us, and there is no 
such contagion under the sky. Hooded woman? According to the accounts, we were in a 



perfect Convent of hooded women. Noises? With that contagion downstairs, I myself 
have sat in the dismal parlour, listening, until I have heard so many and such strange 
noises, that they would have chilled my blood if I had not warmed it by dashing out to 
make discoveries. Try this in bed, in the dead of the night: try this at your own 
comfortable fire-side, in the life of the night. You can fill any house with noises, if you 
will, until you have a noise for every nerve in your nervous system.  

I repeat; the contagion of suspicion and fear was among us, and there is no such 
contagion under the sky. The women (their noses in a chronic state of excoriation from 
smelling-salts) were always primed and loaded for a swoon, and ready to go off with 
hair- triggers. The two elder detached the Odd Girl on all expeditions that were 
considered doubly hazardous, and she always established the reputation of such 
adventures by coming back cataleptic. If Cook or Streaker went overhead after dark, we 
knew we should presently hear a bump on the ceiling; and this took place so constantly, 
that it was as if a fighting man were engaged to go about the house, administering a touch 
of his art which I believe is called The Auctioneer, to every domestic he met with.  

It was in vain to do anything. It was in vain to be frightened, for the moment in one's own 
person, by a real owl, and then to show the owl. It was in vain to discover, by striking an 
accidental discord on the piano, that Turk always howled at particular notes and 
combinations. It was in vain to be a Rhadamanthus with the bells, and if an unfortunate 
bell rang without leave, to have it down inexorably and silence it. It was in vain to fire up 
chimneys, let torches down the well, charge furiously into suspected rooms and recesses. 
We changed servants, and it was no better. The new set ran away, and a third set came, 
and it was no better. At last, our comfortable housekeeping got to be so disorganised and 
wretched, that I one night dejectedly said to my sister: "Patty, I begin to despair of our 
getting people to go on with us here, and I think we must give this up."  

My sister, who is a woman of immense spirit, replied, "No, John, don't give it up. Don't 
be beaten, John. There is another way."  

"And what is that?" said I.  

"John," returned my sister, "if we are not to be driven out of this house, and that for no 
reason whatever, that is apparent to you or me, we must help ourselves and take the house 
wholly and solely into our own hands."  

"But, the servants," said I.  

"Have no servants," said my sister, boldly.  

Like most people in my grade of life, I had never thought of the possibility of going on 
without those faithful obstructions. The notion was so new to me when suggested, that I 
looked very doubtful. "We know they come here to be frightened and infect one another, 
and we know they are frightened and do infect one another," said my sister.  



"With the exception of Bottles," I observed, in a meditative tone.  

(The deaf stable-man. I kept him in my service, and still keep him, as a phenomenon of 
moroseness not to be matched in England.)  

"To be sure, John," assented my sister; "except Bottles. And what does that go to prove? 
Bottles talks to nobody, and hears nobody unless he is absolutely roared at, and what 
alarm has Bottles ever given, or taken! None."  

This was perfectly true; the individual in question having retired, every night at ten 
o'clock, to his bed over the coach-house, with no other company than a pitchfork and a 
pail of water. That the pail of water would have been over me, and the pitchfork through 
me, if I had put myself without announcement in Bottles's way after that minute, I had 
deposited in my own mind as a fact worth remembering. Neither had Bottles ever taken 
the least notice of any of our many uproars. An imperturbable and speechless man, he 
had sat at his supper, with Streaker present in a swoon, and the Odd Girl marble, and had 
only put another potato in his cheek, or profited by the general misery to help himself to 
beefsteak pie.  

"And so," continued my sister, "I exempt Bottles. And considering, John, that the house 
is too large, and perhaps too lonely, to be kept well in hand by Bottles, you, and me, I 
propose that we cast about among our friends for a certain selected number of the most 
reliable and willing--form a Society here for three months--wait upon ourselves and one 
another--live cheerfully and socially--and see what happens."  

I was so charmed with my sister, that I embraced her on the spot, and went into her plan 
with the greatest ardour.  

We were then in the third week of November; but, we took our measures so vigorously, 
and were so well seconded by the friends in whom we confided, that there was still a 
week of the month unexpired, when our party all came down together merrily, and 
mustered in the haunted house.  

I will mention, in this place, two small changes that I made while my sister and I were yet 
alone. It occurring to me as not improbable that Turk howled in the house at night, partly 
because he wanted to get out of it, I stationed him in his kennel outside, but unchained; 
and I seriously warned the village that any man who came in his way must not expect to 
leave him without a rip in his own throat. I then casually asked Ikey if he were a judge of 
a gun? On his saying, "Yes, sir, I knows a good gun when I sees her," I begged the favour 
of his stepping up to the house and looking at mine.  

"SHE'S a true one, sir," said Ikey, after inspecting a double- barrelled rifle that I bought 
in New York a few years ago. "No mistake about HER, sir."  

"Ikey," said I, "don't mention it; I have seen something in this house."  



"No, sir?" he whispered, greedily opening his eyes. "'Ooded lady, sir?"  

"Don't be frightened," said I. "It was a figure rather like you."  

"Lord, sir?"  

"Ikey!" said I, shaking hands with him warmly: I may say affectionately; "if there is any 
truth in these ghost-stories, the greatest service I can do you, is, to fire at that figure. And 
I promise you, by Heaven and earth, I will do it with this gun if I see it again!"  

The young man thanked me, and took his leave with some little precipitation, after 
declining a glass of liquor. I imparted my secret to him, because I had never quite 
forgotten his throwing his cap at the bell; because I had, on another occasion, noticed 
something very like a fur cap, lying not far from the bell, one night when it had burst out 
ringing; and because I had remarked that we were at our ghostliest whenever he came up 
in the evening to comfort the servants. Let me do Ikey no injustice. He was afraid of the 
house, and believed in its being haunted; and yet he would play false on the haunting 
side, so surely as he got an opportunity. The Odd Girl's case was exactly similar. She 
went about the house in a state of real terror, and yet lied monstrously and wilfully, and 
invented many of the alarms she spread, and made many of the sounds we heard. I had 
had my eye on the two, and I know it. It is not necessary for me, here, to account for this 
preposterous state of mind; I content myself with remarking that it is familiarly known to 
every intelligent man who has had fair medical, legal, or other watchful experience; that 
it is as well established and as common a state of mind as any with which observers are 
acquainted; and that it is one of the first elements, above all others, rationally to be 
suspected in, and strictly looked for, and separated from, any question of this kind.  

To return to our party. The first thing we did when we were all assembled, was, to draw 
lots for bedrooms. That done, and every bedroom, and, indeed, the whole house, having 
been minutely examined by the whole body, we allotted the various household duties, as 
if we had been on a gipsy party, or a yachting party, or a hunting party, or were 
shipwrecked. I then recounted the floating rumours concerning the hooded lady, the owl, 
and Master B.: with others, still more filmy, which had floated about during our 
occupation, relative to some ridiculous old ghost of the female gender who went up and 
down, carrying the ghost of a round table; and also to an impalpable Jackass, whom 
nobody was ever able to catch. Some of these ideas I really believe our people below had 
communicated to one another in some diseased way, without conveying them in words. 
We then gravely called one another to witness, that we were not there to be deceived, or 
to deceive--which we considered pretty much the same thing--and that, with a serious 
sense of responsibility, we would be strictly true to one another, and would strictly follow 
out the truth. The understanding was established, that any one who heard unusual noises 
in the night, and who wished to trace them, should knock at my door; lastly, that on 
Twelfth Night, the last night of holy Christmas, all our individual experiences since that 
then present hour of our coming together in the haunted house, should be brought to light 
for the good of all; and that we would hold our peace on the subject till then, unless on 
some remarkable provocation to break silence.  



We were, in number and in character, as follows:  

First--to get my sister and myself out of the way--there were we two. In the drawing of 
lots, my sister drew her own room, and I drew Master B.'s. Next, there was our first 
cousin John Herschel, so called after the great astronomer: than whom I suppose a better 
man at a telescope does not breathe. With him, was his wife: a charming creature to 
whom he had been married in the previous spring. I thought it (under the circumstances) 
rather imprudent to bring her, because there is no knowing what even a false alarm may 
do at such a time; but I suppose he knew his own business best, and I must say that if she 
had been MY wife, I never could have left her endearing and bright face behind. They 
drew the Clock Room. Alfred Starling, an uncommonly agreeable young fellow of eight-
and-twenty for whom I have the greatest liking, was in the Double Room; mine, usually, 
and designated by that name from having a dressing-room within it, with two large and 
cumbersome windows, which no wedges I was ever able to make, would keep from 
shaking, in any weather, wind or no wind. Alfred is a young fellow who pretends to be 
"fast" (another word for loose, as I understand the term), but who is much too good and 
sensible for that nonsense, and who would have distinguished himself before now, if his 
father had not unfortunately left him a small independence of two hundred a year, on the 
strength of which his only occupation in life has been to spend six. I am in hopes, 
however, that his Banker may break, or that he may enter into some speculation 
guaranteed to pay twenty per cent.; for, I am convinced that if he could only be ruined, 
his fortune is made. Belinda Bates, bosom friend of my sister, and a most intellectual, 
amiable, and delightful girl, got the Picture Room. She has a fine genius for poetry, 
combined with real business earnestness, and "goes in"--to use an expression of Alfred's--
for Woman's mission, Woman's rights, Woman's wrongs, and everything that is woman's 
with a capital W, or is not and ought to be, or is and ought not to be. "Most praiseworthy, 
my dear, and Heaven prosper you!" I whispered to her on the first night of my taking 
leave of her at the Picture-Room door, "but don't overdo it. And in respect of the great 
necessity there is, my darling, for more employments being within the reach of Woman 
than our civilisation has as yet assigned to her, don't fly at the unfortunate men, even 
those men who are at first sight in your way, as if they were the natural oppressors of 
your sex; for, trust me, Belinda, they do sometimes spend their wages among wives and 
daughters, sisters, mothers, aunts, and grandmothers; and the play is, really, not ALL 
Wolf and Red Riding-Hood, but has other parts in it." However, I digress.  

Belinda, as I have mentioned, occupied the Picture Room. We had but three other 
chambers: the Corner Room, the Cupboard Room, and the Garden Room. My old friend, 
Jack Governor, "slung his hammock," as he called it, in the Corner Room. I have always 
regarded Jack as the finest-looking sailor that ever sailed. He is gray now, but as 
handsome as he was a quarter of a century ago--nay, handsomer. A portly, cheery, well-
built figure of a broad-shouldered man, with a frank smile, a brilliant dark eye, and a rich 
dark eyebrow. I remember those under darker hair, and they look all the better for their 
silver setting. He has been wherever his Union namesake flies, has Jack, and I have met 
old shipmates of his, away in the Mediterranean and on the other side of the Atlantic, 
who have beamed and brightened at the casual mention of his name, and have cried, 
"You know Jack Governor? Then you know a prince of men!" That he is! And so 



unmistakably a naval officer, that if you were to meet him coming out of an Esquimaux 
snow-hut in seal's skin, you would be vaguely persuaded he was in full naval uniform.  

Jack once had that bright clear eye of his on my sister; but, it fell out that he married 
another lady and took her to South America, where she died. This was a dozen years ago 
or more. He brought down with him to our haunted house a little cask of salt beef; for, he 
is always convinced that all salt beef not of his own pickling, is mere carrion, and 
invariably, when he goes to London, packs a piece in his portmanteau. He had also 
volunteered to bring with him one "Nat Beaver," an old comrade of his, captain of a 
merchantman. Mr. Beaver, with a thick-set wooden face and figure, and apparently as 
hard as a block all over, proved to be an intelligent man, with a world of watery 
experiences in him, and great practical knowledge. At times, there was a curious 
nervousness about him, apparently the lingering result of some old illness; but, it seldom 
lasted many minutes. He got the Cupboard Room, and lay there next to Mr. Undery, my 
friend and solicitor: who came down, in an amateur capacity, "to go through with it," as 
he said, and who plays whist better than the whole Law List, from the red cover at the 
beginning to the red cover at the end.  

I never was happier in my life, and I believe it was the universal feeling among us. Jack 
Governor, always a man of wonderful resources, was Chief Cook, and made some of the 
best dishes I ever ate, including unapproachable curries. My sister was pastrycook and 
confectioner. Starling and I were Cook's Mate, turn and turn about, and on special 
occasions the chief cook "pressed" Mr. Beaver. We had a great deal of out-door sport and 
exercise, but nothing was neglected within, and there was no ill-humour or 
misunderstanding among us, and our evenings were so delightful that we had at least one 
good reason for being reluctant to go to bed.  

We had a few night alarms in the beginning. On the first night, I was knocked up by Jack 
with a most wonderful ship's lantern in his hand, like the gills of some monster of the 
deep, who informed me that he "was going aloft to the main truck," to have the 
weathercock down. It was a stormy night and I remonstrated; but Jack called my attention 
to its making a sound like a cry of despair, and said somebody would be "hailing a ghost" 
presently, if it wasn't done. So, up to the top of the house, where I could hardly stand for 
the wind, we went, accompanied by Mr. Beaver; and there Jack, lantern and all, with Mr. 
Beaver after him, swarmed up to the top of a cupola, some two dozen feet above the 
chimneys, and stood upon nothing particular, coolly knocking the weathercock off, until 
they both got into such good spirits with the wind and the height, that I thought they 
would never come down. Another night, they turned out again, and had a chimney-cowl 
off. Another night, they cut a sobbing and gulping water-pipe away. Another night, they 
found out something else. On several occasions, they both, in the coolest manner, 
simultaneously dropped out of their respective bedroom windows, hand over hand by 
their counterpanes, to "overhaul" something mysterious in the garden.  

The engagement among us was faithfully kept, and nobody revealed anything. All we 
knew was, if any one's room were haunted, no one looked the worse for it.  



CHAPTER II -- THE GHOST IN MASTER B.'S ROOM  

When I established myself in the triangular garret which had gained so distinguished a 
reputation, my thoughts naturally turned to Master B. My speculations about him were 
uneasy and manifold. Whether his Christian name was Benjamin, Bissextile (from his 
having been born in Leap Year), Bartholomew, or Bill. Whether the initial letter belonged 
to his family name, and that was Baxter, Black, Brown, Barker, Buggins, Baker, or Bird. 
Whether he was a foundling, and had been baptized B. Whether he was a lion-hearted 
boy, and B. was short for Briton, or for Bull. Whether he could possibly have been kith 
and kin to an illustrious lady who brightened my own childhood, and had come of the 
blood of the brilliant Mother Bunch?  

With these profitless meditations I tormented myself much. I also carried the mysterious 
letter into the appearance and pursuits of the deceased; wondering whether he dressed in 
Blue, wore Boots (he couldn't have been Bald), was a boy of Brains, liked Books, was 
good at Bowling, had any skill as a Boxer, even in his Buoyant Boyhood Bathed from a 
Bathing-machine at Bognor, Bangor, Bournemouth, Brighton, or Broadstairs, like a 
Bounding Billiard Ball?  

So, from the first, I was haunted by the letter B.  

It was not long before I remarked that I never by any hazard had a dream of Master B., or 
of anything belonging to him. But, the instant I awoke from sleep, at whatever hour of the 
night, my thoughts took him up, and roamed away, trying to attach his initial letter to 
something that would fit it and keep it quiet.  

For six nights, I had been worried this in Master B.'s room, when I began to perceive that 
things were going wrong.  

The first appearance that presented itself was early in the morning when it was but just 
daylight and no more. I was standing shaving at my glass, when I suddenly discovered, to 
my consternation and amazement, that I was shaving--not myself--I am fifty--but a boy. 
Apparently Master B.!  

I trembled and looked over my shoulder; nothing there. I looked again in the glass, and 
distinctly saw the features and expression of a boy, who was shaving, not to get rid of a 
beard, but to get one. Extremely troubled in my mind, I took a few turns in the room, and 
went back to the looking-glass, resolved to steady my hand and complete the operation in 
which I had been disturbed. Opening my eyes, which I had shut while recovering my 
firmness, I now met in the glass, looking straight at me, the eyes of a young man of four 
or five and twenty. Terrified by this new ghost, I closed my eyes, and made a strong 
effort to recover myself. Opening them again, I saw, shaving his cheek in the glass, my 
father, who has long been dead. Nay, I even saw my grandfather too, whom I never did 
see in my life.  



Although naturally much affected by these remarkable visitations, I determined to keep 
my secret, until the time agreed upon for the present general disclosure. Agitated by a 
multitude of curious thoughts, I retired to my room, that night, prepared to encounter 
some new experience of a spectral character. Nor was my preparation needless, for, 
waking from an uneasy sleep at exactly two o'clock in the morning, what were my 
feelings to find that I was sharing my bed with the skeleton of Master B.!  

I sprang up, and the skeleton sprang up also. I then heard a plaintive voice saying, 
"Where am I? What is become of me?" and, looking hard in that direction, perceived the 
ghost of Master B.  

The young spectre was dressed in an obsolete fashion: or rather, was not so much dressed 
as put into a case of inferior pepper-and- salt cloth, made horrible by means of shining 
buttons. I observed that these buttons went, in a double row, over each shoulder of the 
young ghost, and appeared to descend his back. He wore a frill round his neck. His right 
hand (which I distinctly noticed to be inky) was laid upon his stomach; connecting this 
action with some feeble pimples on his countenance, and his general air of nausea, I 
concluded this ghost to be the ghost of a boy who had habitually taken a great deal too 
much medicine.  

"Where am I?" said the little spectre, in a pathetic voice. "And why was I born in the 
Calomel days, and why did I have all that Calomel given me?"  

I replied, with sincere earnestness, that upon my soul I couldn't tell him.  

"Where is my little sister," said the ghost, "and where my angelic little wife, and where is 
the boy I went to school with?"  

I entreated the phantom to be comforted, and above all things to take heart respecting the 
loss of the boy he went to school with. I represented to him that probably that boy never 
did, within human experience, come out well, when discovered. I urged that I myself had, 
in later life, turned up several boys whom I went to school with, and none of them had at 
all answered. I expressed my humble belief that that boy never did answer. I represented 
that he was a mythic character, a delusion, and a snare. I recounted how, the last time I 
found him, I found him at a dinner party behind a wall of white cravat, with an 
inconclusive opinion on every possible subject, and a power of silent boredom absolutely 
Titanic. I related how, on the strength of our having been together at "Old Doylance's," he 
had asked himself to breakfast with me (a social offence of the largest magnitude); how, 
fanning my weak embers of belief in Doylance's boys, I had let him in; and how, he had 
proved to be a fearful wanderer about the earth, pursuing the race of Adam with 
inexplicable notions concerning the currency, and with a proposition that the Bank of 
England should, on pain of being abolished, instantly strike off and circulate, God knows 
how many thousand millions of ten-and-sixpenny notes.  

The ghost heard me in silence, and with a fixed stare. "Barber!" it apostrophised me when 
I had finished.  



"Barber?" I repeated--for I am not of that profession.  

"Condemned," said the ghost, "to shave a constant change of customers--now, me--now, 
a young man--now, thyself as thou art--now, thy father--now, thy grandfather; 
condemned, too, to lie down with a skeleton every night, and to rise with it every 
morning--"  

(I shuddered on hearing this dismal announcement.)  

"Barber! Pursue me!"  

I had felt, even before the words were uttered, that I was under a spell to pursue the 
phantom. I immediately did so, and was in Master B.'s room no longer.  

Most people know what long and fatiguing night journeys had been forced upon the 
witches who used to confess, and who, no doubt, told the exact truth--particularly as they 
were always assisted with leading questions, and the Torture was always ready. I 
asseverate that, during my occupation of Master B.'s room, I was taken by the ghost that 
haunted it, on expeditions fully as long and wild as any of those. Assuredly, I was 
presented to no shabby old man with a goat's horns and tail (something between Pan and 
an old clothesman), holding conventional receptions, as stupid as those of real life and 
less decent; but, I came upon other things which appeared to me to have more meaning.  

Confident that I speak the truth and shall be believed, I declare without hesitation that I 
followed the ghost, in the first instance on a broom-stick, and afterwards on a rocking-
horse. The very smell of the animal's paint--especially when I brought it out, by making 
him warm--I am ready to swear to. I followed the ghost, afterwards, in a hackney coach; 
an institution with the peculiar smell of which, the present generation is unacquainted, 
but to which I am again ready to swear as a combination of stable, dog with the mange, 
and very old bellows. (In this, I appeal to previous generations to confirm or refute me.) I 
pursued the phantom, on a headless donkey: at least, upon a donkey who was so 
interested in the state of his stomach that his head was always down there, investigating 
it; on ponies, expressly born to kick up behind; on roundabouts and swings, from fairs; in 
the first cab--another forgotten institution where the fare regularly got into bed, and was 
tucked up with the driver.  

Not to trouble you with a detailed account of all my travels in pursuit of the ghost of 
Master B., which were longer and more wonderful than those of Sinbad the Sailor, I will 
confine myself to one experience from which you may judge of many.  

I was marvellously changed. I was myself, yet not myself. I was conscious of something 
within me, which has been the same all through my life, and which I have always 
recognised under all its phases and varieties as never altering, and yet I was not the I who 
had gone to bed in Master B.'s room. I had the smoothest of faces and the shortest of legs, 
and I had taken another creature like myself, also with the smoothest of faces and the 



shortest of legs, behind a door, and was confiding to him a proposition of the most 
astounding nature.  

This proposition was, that we should have a Seraglio.  

The other creature assented warmly. He had no notion of respectability, neither had I. It 
was the custom of the East, it was the way of the good Caliph Haroun Alraschid (let me 
have the corrupted name again for once, it is so scented with sweet memories!), the usage 
was highly laudable, and most worthy of imitation. "O, yes! Let us," said the other 
creature with a jump, "have a Seraglio."  

It was not because we entertained the faintest doubts of the meritorious character of the 
Oriental establishment we proposed to import, that we perceived it must be kept a secret 
from Miss Griffin. It was because we knew Miss Griffin to be bereft of human 
sympathies, and incapable of appreciating the greatness of the great Haroun. Mystery 
impenetrably shrouded from Miss Griffin then, let us entrust it to Miss Bule.  

We were ten in Miss Griffin's establishment by Hampstead Ponds; eight ladies and two 
gentlemen. Miss Bule, whom I judge to have attained the ripe age of eight or nine, took 
the lead in society. I opened the subject to her in the course of the day, and proposed that 
she should become the Favourite.  

Miss Bule, after struggling with the diffidence so natural to, and charming in, her 
adorable sex, expressed herself as flattered by the idea, but wished to know how it was 
proposed to provide for Miss Pipson? Miss Bule--who was understood to have vowed 
towards that young lady, a friendship, halves, and no secrets, until death, on the Church 
Service and Lessons complete in two volumes with case and lock--Miss Bule said she 
could not, as the friend of Pipson, disguise from herself, or me, that Pipson was not one 
of the common.  

Now, Miss Pipson, having curly hair and blue eyes (which was my idea of anything 
mortal and feminine that was called Fair), I promptly replied that I regarded Miss Pipson 
in the light of a Fair Circassian.  

"And what then?" Miss Bule pensively asked.  

I replied that she must be inveigled by a Merchant, brought to me veiled, and purchased 
as a slave.  

[The other creature had already fallen into the second male place in the State, and was set 
apart for Grand Vizier. He afterwards resisted this disposal of events, but had his hair 
pulled until he yielded.]  

"Shall I not be jealous?" Miss Bule inquired, casting down her eyes.  



"Zobeide, no," I replied; "you will ever be the favourite Sultana; the first place in my 
heart, and on my throne, will be ever yours."  

Miss Bule, upon that assurance, consented to propound the idea to her seven beautiful 
companions. It occurring to me, in the course of the same day, that we knew we could 
trust a grinning and good- natured soul called Tabby, who was the serving drudge of the 
house, and had no more figure than one of the beds, and upon whose face there was 
always more or less black-lead, I slipped into Miss Bule's hand after supper, a little note 
to that effect; dwelling on the black-lead as being in a manner deposited by the finger of 
Providence, pointing Tabby out for Mesrour, the celebrated chief of the Blacks of the 
Hareem.  

There were difficulties in the formation of the desired institution, as there are in all 
combinations. The other creature showed himself of a low character, and, when defeated 
in aspiring to the throne, pretended to have conscientious scruples about prostrating 
himself before the Caliph; wouldn't call him Commander of the Faithful; spoke of him 
slightingly and inconsistently as a mere "chap;" said he, the other creature, "wouldn't 
play"--Play!--and was otherwise coarse and offensive. This meanness of disposition was, 
however, put down by the general indignation of an united Seraglio, and I became 
blessed in the smiles of eight of the fairest of the daughters of men.  

The smiles could only be bestowed when Miss Griffin was looking another way, and only 
then in a very wary manner, for there was a legend among the followers of the Prophet 
that she saw with a little round ornament in the middle of the pattern on the back of her 
shawl. But every day after dinner, for an hour, we were all together, and then the 
Favourite and the rest of the Royal Hareem competed who should most beguile the 
leisure of the Serene Haroun reposing from the cares of State--which were generally, as 
in most affairs of State, of an arithmetical character, the Commander of the Faithful being 
a fearful boggler at a sum.  

On these occasions, the devoted Mesrour, chief of the Blacks of the Hareem, was always 
in attendance (Miss Griffin usually ringing for that officer, at the same time, with great 
vehemence), but never acquitted himself in a manner worthy of his historical reputation. 
In the first place, his bringing a broom into the Divan of the Caliph, even when Haroun 
wore on his shoulders the red robe of anger (Miss Pipson's pelisse), though it might be 
got over for the moment, was never to be quite satisfactorily accounted for. In the second 
place, his breaking out into grinning exclamations of "Lork you pretties!" was neither 
Eastern nor respectful. In the third place, when specially instructed to say "Bismillah!" he 
always said "Hallelujah!" This officer, unlike his class, was too good-humoured 
altogether, kept his mouth open far too wide, expressed approbation to an incongruous 
extent, and even once--it was on the occasion of the purchase of the Fair Circassian for 
five hundred thousand purses of gold, and cheap, too--embraced the Slave, the Favourite, 
and the Caliph, all round. (Parenthetically let me say God bless Mesrour, and may there 
have been sons and daughters on that tender bosom, softening many a hard day since!)  



Miss Griffin was a model of propriety, and I am at a loss to imagine what the feelings of 
the virtuous woman would have been, if she had known, when she paraded us down the 
Hampstead Road two and two, that she was walking with a stately step at the head of 
Polygamy and Mahomedanism. I believe that a mysterious and terrible joy with which 
the contemplation of Miss Griffin, in this unconscious state, inspired us, and a grim sense 
prevalent among us that there was a dreadful power in our knowledge of what Miss 
Griffin (who knew all things that could be learnt out of book) didn't know, were the 
main- spring of the preservation of our secret. It was wonderfully kept, but was once 
upon the verge of self-betrayal. The danger and escape occurred upon a Sunday. We were 
all ten ranged in a conspicuous part of the gallery at church, with Miss Griffin at our 
head--as we were every Sunday--advertising the establishment in an unsecular sort of 
way--when the description of Solomon in his domestic glory happened to be read. The 
moment that monarch was thus referred to, conscience whispered me, "Thou, too, 
Haroun!" The officiating minister had a cast in his eye, and it assisted conscience by 
giving him the appearance of reading personally at me. A crimson blush, attended by a 
fearful perspiration, suffused my features. The Grand Vizier became more dead than 
alive, and the whole Seraglio reddened as if the sunset of Bagdad shone direct upon their 
lovely faces. At this portentous time the awful Griffin rose, and balefully surveyed the 
children of Islam. My own impression was, that Church and State had entered into a 
conspiracy with Miss Griffin to expose us, and that we should all be put into white sheets, 
and exhibited in the centre aisle. But, so Westerly--if I may be allowed the expression as 
opposite to Eastern associations--was Miss Griffin's sense of rectitude, that she merely 
suspected Apples, and we were saved.  

I have called the Seraglio, united. Upon the question, solely, whether the Commander of 
the Faithful durst exercise a right of kissing in that sanctuary of the palace, were its 
peerless inmates divided. Zobeide asserted a counter-right in the Favourite to scratch, and 
the fair Circassian put her face, for refuge, into a green baize bag, originally designed for 
books. On the other hand, a young antelope of transcendent beauty from the fruitful 
plains of Camden Town (whence she had been brought, by traders, in the half- yearly 
caravan that crossed the intermediate desert after the holidays), held more liberal 
opinions, but stipulated for limiting the benefit of them to that dog, and son of a dog, the 
Grand Vizier- -who had no rights, and was not in question. At length, the difficulty was 
compromised by the installation of a very youthful slave as Deputy. She, raised upon a 
stool, officially received upon her cheeks the salutes intended by the gracious Haroun for 
other Sultanas, and was privately rewarded from the coffers of the Ladies of the Hareem.  

And now it was, at the full height of enjoyment of my bliss, that I became heavily 
troubled. I began to think of my mother, and what she would say to my taking home at 
Midsummer eight of the most beautiful of the daughters of men, but all unexpected. I 
thought of the number of beds we made up at our house, of my father's income, and of 
the baker, and my despondency redoubled. The Seraglio and malicious Vizier, divining 
the cause of their Lord's unhappiness, did their utmost to augment it. They professed 
unbounded fidelity, and declared that they would live and die with him. Reduced to the 
utmost wretchedness by these protestations of attachment, I lay awake, for hours at a 
time, ruminating on my frightful lot. In my despair, I think I might have taken an early 



opportunity of falling on my knees before Miss Griffin, avowing my resemblance to 
Solomon, and praying to be dealt with according to the outraged laws of my country, if 
an unthought-of means of escape had not opened before me.  

One day, we were out walking, two and two--on which occasion the Vizier had his usual 
instructions to take note of the boy at the turn-pike, and if he profanely gazed (which he 
always did) at the beauties of the Hareem, to have him bowstrung in the course of the 
night--and it happened that our hearts were veiled in gloom. An unaccountable action on 
the part of the antelope had plunged the State into disgrace. That charmer, on the 
representation that the previous day was her birthday, and that vast treasures had been 
sent in a hamper for its celebration (both baseless assertions), had secretly but most 
pressingly invited thirty-five neighbouring princes and princesses to a ball and supper: 
with a special stipulation that they were "not to be fetched till twelve." This wandering of 
the antelope's fancy, led to the surprising arrival at Miss Griffin's door, in divers 
equipages and under various escorts, of a great company in full dress, who were 
deposited on the top step in a flush of high expectancy, and who were dismissed in tears. 
At the beginning of the double knocks attendant on these ceremonies, the antelope had 
retired to a back attic, and bolted herself in; and at every new arrival, Miss Griffin had 
gone so much more and more distracted, that at last she had been seen to tear her front. 
Ultimate capitulation on the part of the offender, had been followed by solitude in the 
linen-closet, bread and water and a lecture to all, of vindictive length, in which Miss 
Griffin had used expressions: Firstly, "I believe you all of you knew of it;" Secondly, 
"Every one of you is as wicked as another;" Thirdly, "A pack of little wretches."  

Under these circumstances, we were walking drearily along; and I especially, with my. 
Moosulmaun responsibilities heavy on me, was in a very low state of mind; when a 
strange man accosted Miss Griffin, and, after walking on at her side for a little while and 
talking with her, looked at me. Supposing him to be a minion of the law, and that my 
hour was come, I instantly ran away, with the general purpose of making for Egypt.  

The whole Seraglio cried out, when they saw me making off as fast as my legs would 
carry me (I had an impression that the first turning on the left, and round by the public-
house, would be the shortest way to the Pyramids), Miss Griffin screamed after me, the 
faithless Vizier ran after me, and the boy at the turnpike dodged me into a corner, like a 
sheep, and cut me off. Nobody scolded me when I was taken and brought back; Miss 
Griffin only said, with a stunning gentleness, This was very curious! Why had I run away 
when the gentleman looked at me?  

If I had had any breath to answer with, I dare say I should have made no answer; having 
no breath, I certainly made none. Miss Griffin and the strange man took me between 
them, and walked me back to the palace in a sort of state; but not at all (as I couldn't help 
feeling, with astonishment) in culprit state.  

When we got there, we went into a room by ourselves, and Miss Griffin called in to her 
assistance, Mesrour, chief of the dusky guards of the Hareem. Mesrour, on being 



whispered to, began to shed tears. "Bless you, my precious!" said that officer, turning to 
me; "your Pa's took bitter bad!"  

I asked, with a fluttered heart, "Is he very ill?"  

"Lord temper the wind to you, my lamb!" said the good Mesrour, kneeling down, that I 
might have a comforting shoulder for my head to rest on, "your Pa's dead!"  

Haroun Alraschid took to flight at the words; the Seraglio vanished; from that moment, I 
never again saw one of the eight of the fairest of the daughters of men.  

I was taken home, and there was Debt at home as well as Death, and we had a sale there. 
My own little bed was so superciliously looked upon by a Power unknown to me, hazily 
called "The Trade," that a brass coal-scuttle, a roasting-jack, and a birdcage, were obliged 
to be put into it to make a Lot of it, and then it went for a song. So I heard mentioned, and 
I wondered what song, and thought what a dismal song it must have been to sing!  

Then, I was sent to a great, cold, bare, school of big boys; where everything to eat and 
wear was thick and clumpy, without being enough; where everybody, largo and small, 
was cruel; where the boys knew all about the sale, before I got there, and asked me what I 
had fetched, and who had bought me, and hooted at me, "Going, going, gone!" I never 
whispered in that wretched place that I had been Haroun, or had had a Seraglio: for, I 
knew that if I mentioned my reverses, I should be so worried, that I should have to drown 
myself in the muddy pond near the playground, which looked like the beer.  

Ah me, ah me! No other ghost has haunted the boy's room, my friends, since I have 
occupied it, than the ghost of my own childhood, the ghost of my own innocence, the 
ghost of my own airy belief. Many a time have I pursued the phantom: never with this 
man's stride of mine to come up with it, never with these man's hands of mine to touch it, 
never more to this man's heart of mine to hold it in its purity. And here you see me 
working out, as cheerfully and thankfully as I may, my doom of shaving in the glass a 
constant change of customers, and of lying down and rising up with the skeleton allotted 
to me for my mortal companion.  



Holiday Romance 
 

PART I - INTRODUCTORY ROMANCE PROM THE PEN OF WILLIAM 
TINKLING, ESQ. (Aged eight.)  

THIS beginning-part is not made out of anybody's head, you know. It's real. You must 
believe this beginning-part more than what comes after, else you won't understand how 
what comes after came to be written. You must believe it all; but you must believe this 
most, please. I am the editor of it. Bob Redforth (he's my cousin, and shaking the table on 
purpose) wanted to be the editor of it; but I said he shouldn't because he couldn't. HE has 
no idea of being an editor.  

Nettie Ashford is my bride. We were married in the right-hand closet in the corner of the 
dancing-school, where first we met, with a ring (a green one) from Wilkingwater's toy-
shop. I owed for it out of my pocket-money. When the rapturous ceremony was over, we 
all four went up the lane and let off a cannon (brought loaded in Bob Redforth's 
waistcoat-pocket) to announce our nuptials. It flew right up when it went off, and turned 
over. Next day, Lieut.- Col. Robin Redforth was united, with similar ceremonies, to Alice 
Rainbird. This time the cannon burst with a most terrific explosion, and made a puppy 
bark.  

My peerless bride was, at the period of which we now treat, in captivity at Miss 
Grimmer's. Drowvey and Grimmer is the partnership, and opinion is divided which is the 
greatest beast. The lovely bride of the colonel was also immured in the dungeons of the 
same establishment. A vow was entered into, between the colonel and myself, that we 
would cut them out on the following Wednesday when walking two and two.  

Under the desperate circumstances of the case, the active brain of the colonel, combining 
with his lawless pursuit (he is a pirate), suggested an attack with fireworks. This, 
however, from motives of humanity, was abandoned as too expensive.  

Lightly armed with a paper-knife buttoned up under his jacket, and waving the dreaded 
black flag at the end of a cane, the colonel took command of me at two P.M. on the 
eventful and appointed day. He had drawn out the plan of attack on a piece of paper, 
which was rolled up round a hoop-stick. He showed it to me. My position and my full-
length portrait (but my real ears don't stick out horizontal) was behind a corner lamp-post, 
with written orders to remain there till I should see Miss Drowvey fall. The Drowvey 
who was to fall was the one in spectacles, not the one with the large lavender bonnet. At 
that signal I was to rush forth, seize my bride, and fight my way to the lane. There a 
junction would be effected between myself and the colonel; and putting our brides behind 
us, between ourselves and the palings, we were to conquer or die.  

The enemy appeared, - approached. Waving his black flag, the colonel attacked. 
Confusion ensued. Anxiously I awaited my signal; but my signal came not. So far from 
falling, the hated Drowvey in spectacles appeared to me to have muffled the colonel's 



head in his outlawed banner, and to be pitching into him with a parasol. The one in the 
lavender bonnet also performed prodigies of valour with her fists on his back. Seeing that 
all was for the moment lost, I fought my desperate way hand to hand to the lane. Through 
taking the back road, I was so fortunate as to meet nobody, and arrived there 
uninterrupted.  

It seemed an age ere the colonel joined me. He had been to the jobbing tailor's to be sewn 
up in several places, and attributed our defeat to the refusal of the detested Drowvey to 
fall. Finding her so obstinate, he had said to her, 'Die, recreant!' but had found her no 
more open to reason on that point than the other.  

My blooming bride appeared, accompanied by the colonel's bride, at the dancing-school 
next day. What? Was her face averted from me? Hah? Even so. With a look of scorn, she 
put into my hand a bit of paper, and took another partner. On the paper was pencilled, 
'Heavens! Can I write the word? Is my husband a cow?'  

In the first bewilderment of my heated brain, I tried to think what slanderer could have 
traced my family to the ignoble animal mentioned above. Vain were my endeavours. At 
the end of that dance I whispered the colonel to come into the cloak-room, and I showed 
him the note.  

'There is a syllable wanting,' said he, with a gloomy brow.  

'Hah! What syllable?' was my inquiry.  

'She asks, can she write the word? And no; you see she couldn't,' said the colonel, 
pointing out the passage.  

'And the word was?' said I.  

'Cow - cow - coward,' hissed the pirate-colonel in my ear, and gave me back the note.  

Feeling that I must for ever tread the earth a branded boy, - person I mean, - or that I must 
clear up my honour, I demanded to be tried by a court-martial. The colonel admitted my 
right to be tried. Some difficulty was found in composing the court, on account of the 
Emperor of France's aunt refusing to let him come out. He was to be the president. Ere 
yet we had appointed a substitute, he made his escape over the back-wall, and stood 
among us, a free monarch.  

The court was held on the grass by the pond. I recognised, in a certain admiral among my 
judges, my deadliest foe. A cocoa-nut had given rise to language that I could not brook; 
but confiding in my innocence, and also in the knowledge that the President of the United 
States (who sat next him) owed me a knife, I braced myself for the ordeal.  

It was a solemn spectacle, that court. Two executioners with pinafores reversed led me in. 
Under the shade of an umbrella I perceived my bride, supported by the bride of the 



pirate-colonel. The president, having reproved a little female ensign for tittering, on a 
matter of life or death, called upon me to plead, 'Coward or no coward, guilty or not 
guilty?' I pleaded in a firm tone, 'No coward and not guilty.' (The little female ensign 
being again reproved by the president for misconduct, mutinied, left the court, and threw 
stones.)  

My implacable enemy, the admiral, conducted the case against me. The colonel's bride 
was called to prove that I had remained behind the corner lamp-post during the 
engagement. I might have been spared the anguish of my own bride's being also made a 
witness to the same point, but the admiral knew where to wound me. Be still, my soul, no 
matter. The colonel was then brought forward with his evidence.  

It was for this point that I had saved myself up, as the turning- point of my case. Shaking 
myself free of my guards, - who had no business to hold me, the stupids, unless I was 
found guilty, - I asked the colonel what he considered the first duty of a soldier? Ere he 
could reply, the President of the United States rose and informed the court, that my foe, 
the admiral, had suggested 'Bravery,' and that prompting a witness wasn't fair. The 
president of the court immediately ordered the admiral's mouth to be filled with leaves, 
and tied up with string. I had the satisfaction of seeing the sentence carried into effect 
before the proceedings went further.  

I then took a paper from my trousers-pocket, and asked, 'What do you consider, Col. 
Redford, the first duty of a soldier? Is it obedience?'  

'It is,' said the colonel.  

'Is that paper - please to look at it - in your hand?'  

'It is,' said the colonel.  

'Is it a military sketch?'  

'It is,' said the colonel.  

'Of an engagement?'  

'Quite so,' said the colonel.  

'Of the late engagement?'  

'Of the late engagement.'  

'Please to describe it, and then hand it to the president of the court.'  

From that triumphant moment my sufferings and my dangers were at an end. The court 
rose up and jumped, on discovering that I had strictly obeyed orders. My foe, the admiral, 



who though muzzled was malignant yet, contrived to suggest that I was dishonoured by 
having quitted the field. But the colonel himself had done as much, and gave his opinion, 
upon his word and honour as a pirate, that when all was lost the field might be quitted 
without disgrace. I was going to be found 'No coward and not guilty,' and my blooming 
bride was going to be publicly restored to my arms in a procession, when an unlooked-for 
event disturbed the general rejoicing. This was no other than the Emperor of France's 
aunt catching hold of his hair. The proceedings abruptly terminated, and the court 
tumultuously dissolved.  

It was when the shades of the next evening but one were beginning to fall, ere yet the 
silver beams of Luna touched the earth, that four forms might have been descried slowly 
advancing towards the weeping willow on the borders of the pond, the now deserted 
scene of the day before yesterday's agonies and triumphs. On a nearer approach, and by a 
practised eye, these might have been identified as the forms of the pirate-colonel with his 
bride, and of the day before yesterday's gallant prisoner with his bride.  

On the beauteous faces of the Nymphs dejection sat enthroned. All four reclined under 
the willow for some minutes without speaking, till at length the bride of the colonel 
poutingly observed, 'It's of no use pretending any more, and we had better give it up.'  

'Hah!' exclaimed the pirate. 'Pretending?'  

'Don't go on like that; you worry me,' returned his bride.  

The lovely bride of Tinkling echoed the incredible declaration. The two warriors 
exchanged stony glances.  

'If,' said the bride of the pirate-colonel, 'grown-up people WON'T do what they ought to 
do, and WILL put us out, what comes of our pretending?'  

'We only get into scrapes,' said the bride of Tinkling.  

'You know very well,' pursued the colonel's bride, 'that Miss Drowvey wouldn't fall. You 
complained of it yourself. And you know how disgracefully the court-martial ended. As 
to our marriage; would my people acknowledge it at home?'  

'Or would my people acknowledge ours?' said the bride of Tinkling.  

Again the two warriors exchanged stony glances.  

'If you knocked at the door and claimed me, after you were told to go away,' said the 
colonel's bride, 'you would only have your hair pulled, or your ears, or your nose.'  

'If you persisted in ringing at the bell and claiming me,' said the bride of Tinkling to that 
gentleman, 'you would have things dropped on your head from the window over the 
handle, or you would be played upon by the garden-engine.'  



'And at your own homes,' resumed the bride of the colonel, 'it would be just as bad. You 
would be sent to bed, or something equally undignified. Again, how would you support 
us?'  

The pirate-colonel replied in a courageous voice, 'By rapine!' But his bride retorted, 
'Suppose the grown-up people wouldn't be rapined?' 'Then,' said the colonel, 'they should 
pay the penalty in blood.' - 'But suppose they should object,' retorted his bride, 'and 
wouldn't pay the penalty in blood or anything else?'  

A mournful silence ensued.  

'Then do you no longer love me, Alice?' asked the colonel.  

'Redforth! I am ever thine,' returned his bride.  

'Then do you no longer love me, Nettie?' asked the present writer.  

'Tinkling! I am ever thine,' returned my bride.  

We all four embraced. Let me not be misunderstood by the giddy. The colonel embraced 
his own bride, and I embraced mine. But two times two make four.  

'Nettie and I,' said Alice mournfully, 'have been considering our position. The grown-up 
people are too strong for us. They make us ridiculous. Besides, they have changed the 
times. William Tinkling's baby brother was christened yesterday. What took place? Was 
any king present? Answer, William.'  

I said No, unless disguised as Great-uncle Chopper.  

'Any queen?'  

There had been no queen that I knew of at our house. There might have been one in the 
kitchen: but I didn't think so, or the servants would have mentioned it.  

'Any fairies?'  

None that were visible.  

'We had an idea among us, I think,' said Alice, with a melancholy smile, 'we four, that 
Miss Grimmer would prove to be the wicked fairy, and would come in at the christening 
with her crutch-stick, and give the child a bad gift. Was there anything of that sort? 
Answer, William.'  

I said that ma had said afterwards (and so she had), that Great- uncle Chopper's gift was a 
shabby one; but she hadn't said a bad one. She had called it shabby, electrotyped, second-
hand, and below his income.  



'It must be the grown-up people who have changed all this,' said Alice. 'WE couldn't have 
changed it, if we had been so inclined, and we never should have been. Or perhaps Miss 
Grimmer IS a wicked fairy after all, and won't act up to it because the grown-up people 
have persuaded her not to. Either way, they would make us ridiculous if we told them 
what we expected.'  

'Tyrants!' muttered the pirate-colonel.  

'Nay, my Redforth,' said Alice, 'say not so. Call not names, my Redforth, or they will 
apply to pa.'  

'Let 'em,' said the colonel. 'I do not care. Who's he?'  

Tinkling here undertook the perilous task of remonstrating with his lawless friend, who 
consented to withdraw the moody expressions above quoted.  

'What remains for us to do?' Alice went on in her mild, wise way. 'We must educate, we 
must pretend in a new manner, we must wait.'  

The colonel clenched his teeth, - four out in front, and a piece of another, and he had been 
twice dragged to the door of a dentist- despot, but had escaped from his guards. 'How 
educate? How pretend in a new manner? How wait?'  

'Educate the grown-up people,' replied Alice. 'We part to-night. Yes, Redforth,' - for the 
colonel tucked up his cuffs, - 'part to- night! Let us in these next holidays, now going to 
begin, throw our thoughts into something educational for the grown-up people, hinting to 
them how things ought to be. Let us veil our meaning under a mask of romance; you, I, 
and Nettie. William Tinkling being the plainest and quickest writer, shall copy out. Is it 
agreed?'  

The colonel answered sulkily, 'I don't mind.' He then asked, 'How about pretending?'  

'We will pretend,' said Alice, 'that we are children; not that we are those grown-up people 
who won't help us out as they ought, and who understand us so badly.'  

The colonel, still much dissatisfied, growled, 'How about waiting?'  

'We will wait,' answered little Alice, taking Nettie's hand in hers, and looking up to the 
sky, 'we will wait - ever constant and true - till the times have got so changed as that 
everything helps us out, and nothing makes us ridiculous, and the fairies have come back. 
We will wait - ever constant and true - till we are eighty, ninety, or one hundred. And 
then the fairies will send US children, and we will help them out, poor pretty little 
creatures, if they pretend ever so much.'  



'So we will, dear,' said Nettie Ashford, taking her round the waist with both arms and 
kissing her. 'And now if my husband will go and buy some cherries for us, I have got 
some money.'  

In the friendliest manner I invited the colonel to go with me; but he so far forgot himself 
as to acknowledge the invitation by kicking out behind, and then lying down on his 
stomach on the grass, pulling it up and chewing it. When I came back, however, Alice 
had nearly brought him out of his vexation, and was soothing him by telling him how 
soon we should all be ninety.  

As we sat under the willow-tree and ate the cherries (fair, for Alice shared them out), we 
played at being ninety. Nettie complained that she had a bone in her old back, and it 
made her hobble; and Alice sang a song in an old woman's way, but it was very pretty, 
and we were all merry. At least, I don't know about merry exactly, but all comfortable.  

There was a most tremendous lot of cherries; and Alice always had with her some neat 
little bag or box or case, to hold things. In it that night was a tiny wine-glass. So Alice 
and Nettie said they would make some cherry-wine to drink our love at parting.  

Each of us had a glassful, and it was delicious; and each of us drank the toast, 'Our love at 
parting.' The colonel drank his wine last; and it got into my head directly that it got into 
his directly. Anyhow, his eyes rolled immediately after he had turned the glass upside 
down; and he took me on one side and proposed in a hoarse whisper, that we should 'Cut 
'em out still.'  

'How did he mean?' I asked my lawless friend.  

'Cut our brides out,' said the colonel, 'and then cut our way, without going down a single 
turning, bang to the Spanish main!'  

We might have tried it, though I didn't think it would answer; only we looked round and 
saw that there was nothing but moon-light under the willow-tree, and that our pretty, 
pretty wives were gone. We burst out crying. The colonel gave in second, and came to 
first; but he gave in strong.  

We were ashamed of our red eyes, and hung about for half-an-hour to whiten them. 
Likewise a piece of chalk round the rims, I doing the colonel's, and he mine, but 
afterwards found in the bedroom looking-glass not natural, besides inflammation. Our 
conversation turned on being ninety. The colonel told me he had a pair of boots that 
wanted soling and heeling; but he thought it hardly worth while to mention it to his 
father, as he himself should so soon be ninety, when he thought shoes would be more 
convenient. The colonel also told me, with his hand upon his hip, that he felt himself 
already getting on in life, and turning rheumatic. And I told him the same. And when they 
said at our house at supper (they are always bothering about something) that I stooped, I 
felt so glad!  



This is the end of the beginning-part that you were to believe most.  

PART II. - ROMANCE. FROM THE PEN OF MISS ALICE RAINBIRD (Aged 
seven.)  

THERE was once a king, and he had a queen; and he was the manliest of his sex, and she 
was the loveliest of hers. The king was, in his private profession, under government. The 
queen's father had been a medical man out of town.  

They had nineteen children, and were always having more. Seventeen of these children 
took care of the baby; and Alicia, the eldest, took care of them all. Their ages varied from 
seven years to seven months.  

Let us now resume our story.  

One day the king was going to the office, when he stopped at the fishmonger's to buy a 
pound and a half of salmon not too near the tail, which the queen (who was a careful 
housekeeper) had requested him to send home. Mr. Pickles, the fishmonger, said, 
'Certainly, sir; is there any other article? Good-morning.'  

The king went on towards the office in a melancholy mood; for quarter-day was such a 
long way off, and several of the dear children were growing out of their clothes. He had 
not proceeded far, when Mr. Pickles's errand-boy came running after him, and said, 'Sir, 
you didn't notice the old lady in our shop.'  

'What old lady?' inquired the king. 'I saw none.'  

Now the king had not seen any old lady, because this old lady had been invisible to him, 
though visible to Mr. Pickles's boy. Probably because he messed and splashed the water 
about to that degree, and flopped the pairs of soles down in that violent manner, that, if 
she had not been visible to him, he would have spoilt her clothes.  

Just then the old lady came trotting up. She was dressed in shot- silk of the richest 
quality, smelling of dried lavender.  

'King Watkins the First, I believe?' said the old lady.  

'Watkins,' replied the king, 'is my name.'  

'Papa, if I am not mistaken, of the beautiful Princess Alicia?' said the old lady.  

'And of eighteen other darlings,' replied the king.  

'Listen. You are going to the office,' said the old lady.  

It instantly flashed upon the king that she must be a fairy, or how could she know that?  



'You are right,' said the old lady, answering his thoughts. 'I am the good Fairy 
Grandmarina. Attend! When you return home to dinner, politely invite the Princess Alicia 
to have some of the salmon you bought just now.'  

'It may disagree with her,' said the king.  

The old lady became so very angry at this absurd idea, that the king was quite alarmed, 
and humbly begged her pardon.  

'We hear a great deal too much about this thing disagreeing, and that thing disagreeing,' 
said the old lady, with the greatest contempt it was possible to express. 'Don't be greedy. I 
think you want it all yourself.'  

The king hung his head under this reproof, and said he wouldn't talk about things 
disagreeing any more.  

'Be good, then,' said the Fairy Grandmarina, 'and don't. When the beautiful Princess 
Alicia consents to partake of the salmon, - as I think she will, - you will find she will 
leave a fish-bone on her plate. Tell her to dry it, and to rub it, and to polish it till it shines 
like mother-of-pearl, and to take care of it as a present from me.'  

'Is that all?' asked the king.  

'Don't be impatient, sir,' returned the Fairy Grandmarina, scolding him severely. 'Don't 
catch people short, before they have done speaking. Just the way with you grown-up 
persons. You are always doing it.'  

The king again hung his head, and said he wouldn't do so any more.  

'Be good, then,' said the Fairy Grandmarina, 'and don't! Tell the Princess Alicia, with my 
love, that the fish-bone is a magic present which can only be used once; but that it will 
bring her, that once, whatever she wishes for, PROVIDED SHE WISHES FOR IT AT 
THE RIGHT TIME. That is the message. Take care of it.'  

The king was beginning, 'Might I ask the reason?' when the fairy became absolutely 
furious.  

'WILL you be good, sir?' she exclaimed, stamping her foot on the ground. 'The reason for 
this, and the reason for that, indeed! You are always wanting the reason. No reason. 
There! Hoity toity me! I am sick of your grown-up reasons.'  

The king was extremely frightened by the old lady's flying into such a passion, and said 
he was very sorry to have offended her, and he wouldn't ask for reasons any more.  

'Be good, then,' said the old lady, 'and don't!'  



With those words, Grandmarina vanished, and the king went on and on and on, till he 
came to the office. There he wrote and wrote and wrote, till it was time to go home again. 
Then he politely invited the Princess Alicia, as the fairy had directed him, to partake of 
the salmon. And when she had enjoyed it very much, he saw the fish-bone on her plate, 
as the fairy had told him he would, and he delivered the fairy's message, and the Princess 
Alicia took care to dry the bone, and to rub it, and to polish it, till it shone like mother-of-
pearl.  

And so, when the queen was going to get up in the morning, she said, 'O, dear me, dear 
me; my head, my head!' and then she fainted away.  

The Princess Alicia, who happened to be looking in at the chamber- door, asking about 
breakfast, was very much alarmed when she saw her royal mamma in this state, and she 
rang the bell for Peggy, which was the name of the lord chamberlain. But remembering 
where the smelling-bottle was, she climbed on a chair and got it; and after that she 
climbed on another chair by the bedside, and held the smelling-bottle to the queen's nose; 
and after that she jumped down and got some water; and after that she jumped up again 
and wetted the queen's forehead; and, in short, when the lord chamberlain came in, that 
dear old woman said to the little princess, 'What a trot you are! I couldn't have done it 
better myself!'  

But that was not the worst of the good queen's illness. O, no! She was very ill indeed, for 
a long time. The Princess Alicia kept the seventeen young princes and princesses quiet, 
and dressed and undressed and danced the baby, and made the kettle boil, and heated the 
soup, and swept the hearth, and poured out the medicine, and nursed the queen, and did 
all that ever she could, and was as busy, busy, busy as busy could be; for there were not 
many servants at that palace for three reasons: because the king was short of money, 
because a rise in his office never seemed to come, and because quarter-day was so far off 
that it looked almost as far off and as little as one of the stars.  

But on the morning when the queen fainted away, where was the magic fish-bone? Why, 
there it was in the Princess Alicia's pocket! She had almost taken it out to bring the queen 
to life again, when she put it back, and looked for the smelling-bottle.  

After the queen had come out of her swoon that morning, and was dozing, the Princess 
Alicia hurried up-stairs to tell a most particular secret to a most particularly confidential 
friend of hers, who was a duchess. People did suppose her to be a doll; but she was really 
a duchess, though nobody knew it except the princess.  

This most particular secret was the secret about the magic fish- bone, the history of which 
was well known to the duchess, because the princess told her everything. The princess 
kneeled down by the bed on which the duchess was lying, full-dressed and wide awake, 
and whispered the secret to her. The duchess smiled and nodded. People might have 
supposed that she never smiled and nodded; but she often did, though nobody knew it 
except the princess.  



Then the Princess Alicia hurried down-stairs again, to keep watch in the queen's room. 
She often kept watch by herself in the queen's room; but every evening, while the illness 
lasted, she sat there watching with the king. And every evening the king sat looking at her 
with a cross look, wondering why she never brought out the magic fish-bone. As often as 
she noticed this, she ran up- stairs, whispered the secret to the duchess over again, and 
said to the duchess besides, 'They think we children never have a reason or a meaning!' 
And the duchess, though the most fashionable duchess that ever was heard of, winked her 
eye.  

'Alicia,' said the king, one evening, when she wished him good- night.  

'Yes, papa.'  

'What is become of the magic fish-bone?'  

'In my pocket, papa!'  

'I thought you had lost it?'  

'O, no, papa!'  

'Or forgotten it?'  

'No, indeed, papa.'  

And so another time the dreadful little snapping pug-dog, next door, made a rush at one 
of the young princes as he stood on the steps coming home from school, and terrified him 
out of his wits; and he put his hand through a pane of glass, and bled, bled, bled. When 
the seventeen other young princes and princesses saw him bleed, bleed, bleed, they were 
terrified out of their wits too, and screamed themselves black in their seventeen faces all 
at once. But the Princess Alicia put her hands over all their seventeen mouths, one after 
another, and persuaded them to be quiet because of the sick queen. And then she put the 
wounded prince's hand in a basin of fresh cold water, while they stared with their twice 
seventeen are thirty-four, put down four and carry three, eyes, and then she looked in the 
hand for bits of glass, and there were fortunately no bits of glass there. And then she said 
to two chubby-legged princes, who were sturdy though small, 'Bring me in the royal rag-
bag: I must snip and stitch and cut and contrive.' So these two young princes tugged at 
the royal rag-bag, and lugged it in; and the Princess Alicia sat down on the floor, with a 
large pair of scissors and a needle and thread, and snipped and stitched and cut and 
contrived, and made a bandage, and put it on, and it fitted beautifully; and so when it was 
all done, she saw the king her papa looking on by the door.  

'Alicia.'  

'Yes, papa.'  



'What have you been doing?'  

'Snipping, stitching, cutting, and contriving, papa.'  

'Where is the magic fish-bone?'  

'In my pocket, papa.'  

'I thought you had lost it?'  

'O, no, papa.'  

'Or forgotten it?'  

'No, indeed, papa.'  

After that, she ran up-stairs to the duchess, and told her what had passed, and told her the 
secret over again; and the duchess shook her flaxen curls, and laughed with her rosy lips.  

Well! and so another time the baby fell under the grate. The seventeen young princes and 
princesses were used to it; for they were almost always falling under the grate or down 
the stairs; but the baby was not used to it yet, and it gave him a swelled face and a black 
eye. The way the poor little darling came to tumble was, that he was out of the Princess 
Alicia's lap just as she was sitting, in a great coarse apron that quite smothered her, in 
front of the kitchen-fire, beginning to peel the turnips for the broth for dinner; and the 
way she came to be doing that was, that the king's cook had run away that morning with 
her own true love, who was a very tall but very tipsy soldier. Then the seventeen young 
princes and princesses, who cried at everything that happened, cried and roared. But the 
Princess Alicia (who couldn't help crying a little herself) quietly called to them to be still, 
on account of not throwing back the queen up-stairs, who was fast getting well, and said, 
'Hold your tongues, you wicked little monkeys, every one of you, while I examine baby!' 
Then she examined baby, and found that he hadn't broken anything; and she held cold 
iron to his poor dear eye, and smoothed his poor dear face, and he presently fell asleep in 
her arms. Then she said to the seventeen princes and princesses, 'I am afraid to let him 
down yet, lest he should wake and feel pain; be good, and you shall all be cooks.' They 
jumped for joy when they heard that, and began making themselves cooks' caps out of 
old newspapers. So to one she gave the salt-box, and to one she gave the barley, and to 
one she gave the herbs, and to one she gave the turnips, and to one she gave the carrots, 
and to one she gave the onions, and to one she gave the spice-box, till they were all 
cooks, and all running about at work, she sitting in the middle, smothered in the great 
coarse apron, nursing baby. By and by the broth was done; and the baby woke up, 
smiling, like an angel, and was trusted to the sedatest princess to hold, while the other 
princes and princesses were squeezed into a far-off corner to look at the Princess Alicia 
turning out the saucepanful of broth, for fear (as they were always getting into trouble) 
they should get splashed and scalded. When the broth came tumbling out, steaming 
beautifully, and smelling like a nosegay good to eat, they clapped their hands. That made 



the baby clap his hands; and that, and his looking as if he had a comic toothache, made all 
the princes and princesses laugh. So the Princess Alicia said, 'Laugh and be good; and 
after dinner we will make him a nest on the floor in a corner, and he shall sit in his nest 
and see a dance of eighteen cooks.' That delighted the young princes and princesses, and 
they ate up all the broth, and washed up all the plates and dishes, and cleared away, and 
pushed the table into a corner; and then they in their cooks' caps, and the Princess Alicia 
in the smothering coarse apron that belonged to the cook that had run away with her own 
true love that was the very tall but very tipsy soldier, danced a dance of eighteen cooks 
before the angelic baby, who forgot his swelled face and his black eye, and crowed with 
joy.  

And so then, once more the Princess Alicia saw King Watkins the First, her father, 
standing in the doorway looking on, and he said, 'What have you been doing, Alicia?'  

'Cooking and contriving, papa.'  

'What else have you been doing, Alicia?'  

'Keeping the children light-hearted, papa.'  

'Where is the magic fish-bone, Alicia?  

'In my pocket, papa.'  

'I thought you had lost it?'  

'O, no, papa!'  

'Or forgotten it?'  

'No, indeed, papa.'  

The king then sighed so heavily, and seemed so low-spirited, and sat down so miserably, 
leaning his head upon his hand, and his elbow upon the kitchen-table pushed away in the 
corner, that the seventeen princes and princesses crept softly out of the kitchen, and left 
him alone with the Princess Alicia and the angelic baby.  

'What is the matter, papa?'  

'I am dreadfully poor, my child.'  

'Have you no money at all, papa?'  

'None, my child.'  

'Is there no way of getting any, papa?'  



'No way,' said the king. 'I have tried very hard, and I have tried all ways.'  

When she heard those last words, the Princess Alicia began to put her hand into the 
pocket where she kept the magic fish-bone.  

'Papa,' said she, 'when we have tried very hard, and tried all ways, we must have done our 
very, very best?'  

'No doubt, Alicia.'  

'When we have done our very, very best, papa, and that is not enough, then I think the 
right time must have come for asking help of others.' This was the very secret connected 
with the magic fish-bone, which she had found out for herself from the good Fairy 
Grandmarina's words, and which she had so often whispered to her beautiful and 
fashionable friend, the duchess.  

So she took out of her pocket the magic fish-bone, that had been dried and rubbed and 
polished till it shone like mother-of-pearl; and she gave it one little kiss, and wished it 
was quarter-day. And immediately it WAS quarter-day; and the king's quarter's salary 
came rattling down the chimney, and bounced into the middle of the floor.  

But this was not half of what happened, - no, not a quarter; for immediately afterwards 
the good Fairy Grandmarina came riding in, in a carriage and four (peacocks), with Mr. 
Pickles's boy up behind, dressed in silver and gold, with a cocked-hat, powdered- hair, 
pink silk stockings, a jewelled cane, and a nosegay. Down jumped Mr. Pickles's boy, with 
his cocked-hat in his hand, and wonderfully polite (being entirely changed by 
enchantment), and handed Grandmarina out; and there she stood, in her rich shot-silk 
smelling of dried lavender, fanning herself with a sparkling fan.  

'Alicia, my dear,' said this charming old fairy, 'how do you do? I hope I see you pretty 
well? Give me a kiss.'  

The Princess Alicia embraced her; and then Grandmarina turned to the king, and said 
rather sharply, 'Are you good?' The king said he hoped so.  

'I suppose you know the reason NOW, why my god-daughter here,' kissing the princess 
again, 'did not apply to the fish-bone sooner?' said the fairy.  

The king made a shy bow.  

'Ah! but you didn't THEN?' said the fairy.  

The king made a shyer bow.  

'Any more reasons to ask for?' said the fairy.  



The king said, No, and he was very sorry.  

'Be good, then,' said the fairy, 'and live happy ever afterwards.'  

Then Grandmarina waved her fan, and the queen came in most splendidly dressed; and 
the seventeen young princes and princesses, no longer grown out of their clothes, came 
in, newly fitted out from top to toe, with tucks in everything to admit of its being let out. 
After that, the fairy tapped the Princess Alicia with her fan; and the smothering coarse 
apron flew away, and she appeared exquisitely dressed, like a little bride, with a wreath 
of orange- flowers and a silver veil. After that, the kitchen dresser changed of itself into a 
wardrobe, made of beautiful woods and gold and looking glass, which was full of dresses 
of all sorts, all for her and all exactly fitting her. After that, the angelic baby came in, 
running alone, with his face and eye not a bit the worse, but much the better. Then 
Grandmarina begged to be introduced to the duchess; and, when the duchess was brought 
down, many compliments passed between them.  

A little whispering took place between the fairy and the duchess; and then the fairy said 
out loud, 'Yes, I thought she would have told you.' Grandmarina then turned to the king 
and queen, and said, 'We are going in search of Prince Certainpersonio. The pleasure of 
your company is requested at church in half an hour precisely.' So she and the Princess 
Alicia got into the carriage; and Mr. Pickles's boy handed in the duchess, who sat by 
herself on the opposite seat; and then Mr. Pickles's boy put up the steps and got up 
behind, and the peacocks flew away with their tails behind.  

Prince Certainpersonio was sitting by himself, eating barley-sugar, and waiting to be 
ninety. When he saw the peacocks, followed by the carriage, coming in at the window it 
immediately occurred to him that something uncommon was going to happen.  

'Prince,' said Grandmarina, 'I bring you your bride.' The moment the fairy said those 
words, Prince Certainpersonio's face left off being sticky, and his jacket and corduroys 
changed to peach-bloom velvet, and his hair curled, and a cap and feather flew in like a 
bird and settled on his head. He got into the carriage by the fairy's invitation; and there he 
renewed his acquaintance with the duchess, whom he had seen before.  

In the church were the prince's relations and friends, and the Princess Alicia's relations 
and friends, and the seventeen princes and princesses, and the baby, and a crowd of the 
neighbours. The marriage was beautiful beyond expression. The duchess was bridesmaid, 
and beheld the ceremony from the pulpit, where she was supported by the cushion of the 
desk.  

Grandmarina gave a magnificent wedding-feast afterwards, in which there was 
everything and more to eat, and everything and more to drink. The wedding-cake was 
delicately ornamented with white satin ribbons, frosted silver, and white lilies, and was 
forty-two yards round.  



When Grandmarina had drunk her love to the young couple, and Prince Certainpersonio 
had made a speech, and everybody had cried, Hip, hip, hip, hurrah! Grandmarina 
announced to the king and queen that in future there would be eight quarter-days in every 
year, except in leap-year, when there would be ten. She then turned to Certainpersonio 
and Alicia, and said, 'My dears, you will have thirty-five children, and they will all be 
good and beautiful. Seventeen of your children will be boys, and eighteen will be girls. 
The hair of the whole of your children will curl naturally. They will never have the 
measles, and will have recovered from the whooping-cough before being born.'  

On hearing such good news, everybody cried out 'Hip, hip, hip, hurrah!' again.  

'It only remains,' said Grandmarina in conclusion, 'to make an end of the fish-bone.'  

So she took it from the hand of the Princess Alicia, and it instantly flew down the throat 
of the dreadful little snapping pug- dog, next door, and choked him, and he expired in 
convulsions.  

PART III. - ROMANCE. FROM THE PEN OF LIEUT.-COL. ROBIN 
REDFORTH (Aged nine.)  

THE subject of our present narrative would appear to have devoted himself to the pirate 
profession at a comparatively early age. We find him in command of a splendid schooner 
of one hundred guns loaded to the muzzle, ere yet he had had a party in honour of his 
tenth birthday.  

It seems that our hero, considering himself spited by a Latin- grammar master, demanded 
the satisfaction due from one man of honour to another. - Not getting it, he privately 
withdrew his haughty spirit from such low company, bought a second-hand pocket- 
pistol, folded up some sandwiches in a paper bag, made a bottle of Spanish liquorice-
water, and entered on a career of valour.  

It were tedious to follow Boldheart (for such was his name) through the commencing 
stages of his story. Suffice it, that we find him bearing the rank of Capt. Boldheart, 
reclining in full uniform on a crimson hearth-rug spread out upon the quarter-deck of his 
schooner 'The Beauty,' in the China seas. It was a lovely evening; and, as his crew lay 
grouped about him, he favoured them with the following melody:  

O landsmen are folly! O pirates are jolly! O diddleum Dolly, Di! CHORUS. - Heave yo.  

The soothing effect of these animated sounds floating over the waters, as the common 
sailors united their rough voices to take up the rich tones of Boldheart, may be more 
easily conceived than described.  

It was under these circumstances that the look-out at the masthead gave the word, 
'Whales!'  



All was now activity.  

'Where away?' cried Capt. Boldheart, starting up.  

'On the larboard bow, sir,' replied the fellow at the masthead, touching his hat. For such 
was the height of discipline on board of 'The Beauty,' that, even at that height, he was 
obliged to mind it, or be shot through the head.  

'This adventure belongs to me,' said Boldheart. 'Boy, my harpoon. Let no man follow;' 
and leaping alone into his boat, the captain rowed with admirable dexterity in the 
direction of the monster.  

All was now excitement.  

'He nears him!' said an elderly seaman, following the captain through his spy-glass.  

'He strikes him!' said another seaman, a mere stripling, but also with a spy-glass.  

'He tows him towards us!' said another seaman, a man in the full vigour of life, but also 
with a spy-glass.  

In fact, the captain was seen approaching, with the huge bulk following. We will not 
dwell on the deafening cries of 'Boldheart! Boldheart!' with which he was received, 
when, carelessly leaping on the quarter-deck, he presented his prize to his men. They 
afterwards made two thousand four hundred and seventeen pound ten and sixpence by it.  

Ordering the sail to be braced up, the captain now stood W.N.W. 'The Beauty' flew rather 
than floated over the dark blue waters. Nothing particular occurred for a fortnight, except 
taking, with considerable slaughter, four Spanish galleons, and a snow from South 
America, all richly laden. Inaction began to tell upon the spirits of the men. Capt. 
Boldheart called all hands aft, and said, 'My lads, I hear there are discontented ones 
among ye. Let any such stand forth.'  

After some murmuring, in which the expressions, 'Ay, ay, sir!' 'Union Jack,' 'Avast,' 
'Starboard,' 'Port,' 'Bowsprit,' and similar indications of a mutinous undercurrent, though 
subdued, were audible, Bill Boozey, captain of the foretop, came out from the rest. His 
form was that of a giant, but he quailed under the captain's eye.  

'What are your wrongs?' said the captain.  

'Why, d'ye see, Capt. Boldheart,' replied the towering manner, 'I've sailed, man and boy, 
for many a year, but I never yet know'd the milk served out for the ship's company's teas 
to be so sour as 'tis aboard this craft.'  

At this moment the thrilling cry, 'Man overboard!' announced to the astonished crew that 
Boozey, in stepping back, as the captain (in mere thoughtfulness) laid his hand upon the 



faithful pocket-pistol which he wore in his belt, had lost his balance, and was struggling 
with the foaming tide.  

All was now stupefaction.  

But with Capt. Boldheart, to throw off his uniform coat, regardless of the various rich 
orders with which it was decorated, and to plunge into the sea after the drowning giant, 
was the work of a moment. Maddening was the excitement when boats were lowered; 
intense the joy when the captain was seen holding up the drowning man with his teeth; 
deafening the cheering when both were restored to the main deck of 'The Beauty.' And, 
from the instant of his changing his wet clothes for dry ones, Capt. Boldheart had no such 
devoted though humble friend as William Boozey.  

Boldheart now pointed to the horizon, and called the attention of his crew to the taper 
spars of a ship lying snug in harbour under the guns of a fort.  

'She shall be ours at sunrise,' said he. 'Serve out a double allowance of grog, and prepare 
for action.'  

All was now preparation.  

When morning dawned, after a sleepless night, it was seen that the stranger was crowding 
on all sail to come out of the harbour and offer battle. As the two ships came nearer to 
each other, the stranger fired a gun and hoisted Roman colours. Boldheart then perceived 
her to be the Latin-grammar master's bark. Such indeed she was, and had been tacking 
about the world in unavailing pursuit, from the time of his first taking to a roving life.  

Boldheart now addressed his men, promising to blow them up if he should feel convinced 
that their reputation required it, and giving orders that the Latin-grammar master should 
be taken alive. He then dismissed them to their quarters, and the fight began with a 
broadside from 'The Beauty.' She then veered around, and poured in another. 'The 
Scorpion' (so was the bark of the Latin-grammar master appropriately called) was not 
slow to return her fire; and a terrific cannonading ensued, in which the guns of 'The 
Beauty' did tremendous execution.  

The Latin-grammar master was seen upon the poop, in the midst of the smoke and fire, 
encouraging his men. To do him justice, he was no craven, though his white hat, his short 
gray trousers, and his long snuff-coloured surtout reaching to his heels (the self-same coat 
in which he had spited Boldheart), contrasted most unfavourably with the brilliant 
uniform of the latter. At this moment, Boldheart, seizing a pike and putting himself at the 
head of his men, gave the word to board.  

A desperate conflict ensued in the hammock-nettings, - or somewhere in about that 
direction, - until the Latin-grammar master, having all his masts gone, his hull and 
rigging shot through, and seeing Boldheart slashing a path towards him, hauled down his 



flag himself, gave up his sword to Boldheart, and asked for quarter. Scarce had he been 
put into the captain's boat, ere 'The Scorpion' went down with all on board.  

On Capt. Boldheart's now assembling his men, a circumstance occurred. He found it 
necessary with one blow of his cutlass to kill the cook, who, having lost his brother in the 
late action, was making at the Latin-grammar master in an infuriated state, intent on his 
destruction with a carving-knife.  

Capt. Boldheart then turned to the Latin-grammar master, severely reproaching him with 
his perfidy, and put it to his crew what they considered that a master who spited a boy 
deserved.  

They answered with one voice, 'Death.'  

'It may be so,' said the captain; 'but it shall never be said that Boldheart stained his hour 
of triumph with the blood of his enemy. Prepare the cutter.'  

The cutter was immediately prepared.  

'Without taking your life,' said the captain, 'I must yet for ever deprive you of the power 
of spiting other boys. I shall turn you adrift in this boat. You will find in her two oars, a 
compass, a bottle of rum, a small cask of water, a piece of pork, a bag of biscuit, and my 
Latin grammar. Go! and spite the natives, if you can find any.'  

Deeply conscious of this bitter sarcasm, the unhappy wretch was put into the cutter, and 
was soon left far behind. He made no effort to row, but was seen lying on his back with 
his legs up, when last made out by the ship's telescopes.  

A stiff breeze now beginning to blow, Capt. Boldheart gave orders to keep her S.S.W., 
easing her a little during the night by falling off a point or two W. by W., or even by 
W.S., if she complained much. He then retired for the night, having in truth much need of 
repose. In addition to the fatigues he had undergone, this brave officer had received 
sixteen wounds in the engagement, but had not mentioned it.  

In the morning a white squall came on, and was succeeded by other squalls of various 
colours. It thundered and lightened heavily for six weeks. Hurricanes then set in for two 
months. Waterspouts and tornadoes followed. The oldest sailor on board - and he was a 
very old one - had never seen such weather. 'The Beauty' lost all idea where she was, and 
the carpenter reported six feet two of water in the hold. Everybody fell senseless at the 
pumps every day.  

Provisions now ran very low. Our hero put the crew on short allowance, and put himself 
on shorter allowance than any man in the ship. But his spirit kept him fat. In this 
extremity, the gratitude of Boozey, the captain of the foretop, whom our readers may 
remember, was truly affecting. The loving though lowly William repeatedly requested to 
be killed, and preserved for the captain's table.  



We now approach a change of affairs. One day during a gleam of sunshine, and when the 
weather had moderated, the man at the masthead - too weak now to touch his hat, besides 
its having been blown away - called out,  

'Savages!'  

All was now expectation.  

Presently fifteen hundred canoes, each paddled by twenty savages, were seen advancing 
in excellent order. They were of a light green colour (the savages were), and sang, with 
great energy, the following strain:  

Choo a choo a choo tooth. Muntch, muntch. Nycey! Choo a choo a choo tooth. Muntch, 
muntch. Nycey!  

As the shades of night were by this time closing in, these expressions were supposed to 
embody this simple people's views of the evening hymn. But it too soon appeared that the 
song was a translation of 'For what we are going to receive,' &c.  

The chief, imposingly decorated with feathers of lively colours, and having the majestic 
appearance of a fighting parrot, no sooner understood (he understood English perfectly) 
that the ship was 'The Beauty,' Capt. Boldheart, than he fell upon his face on the deck, 
and could not be persuaded to rise until the captain had lifted him up, and told him he 
wouldn't hurt him. All the rest of the savages also fell on their faces with marks of terror, 
and had also to be lifted up one by one. Thus the fame of the great Boldheart had gone 
before him, even among these children of Nature.  

Turtles and oysters were now produced in astonishing numbers; and on these and yams 
the people made a hearty meal. After dinner the chief told Capt. Boldheart that there was 
better feeding up at the village, and that he would be glad to take him and his officers 
there. Apprehensive of treachery, Boldheart ordered his boat's crew to attend him 
completely armed. And well were it for other commanders if their precautions - but let us 
not anticipate.  

When the canoes arrived at the beach, the darkness of the night was illumined by the light 
of an immense fire. Ordering his boat's crew (with the intrepid though illiterate William 
at their head) to keep close and be upon their guard, Boldheart bravely went on, arm in 
arm with the chief.  

But how to depict the captain's surprise when he found a ring of savages singing in 
chorus that barbarous translation of 'For what we are going to receive,' &c., which has 
been given above, and dancing hand in hand round the Latin-grammar master, in a 
hamper with his head shaved, while two savages floured him, before putting him to the 
fire to be cooked!  



Boldheart now took counsel with his officers on the course to be adopted. In the mean 
time, the miserable captive never ceased begging pardon and imploring to be delivered. 
On the generous Boldheart's proposal, it was at length resolved that he should not be 
cooked, but should be allowed to remain raw, on two conditions, namely:  

1. That he should never, under any circumstances, presume to teach any boy anything any 
more.  

2. That, if taken back to England, he should pass his life in travelling to find out boys 
who wanted their exercises done, and should do their exercises for those boys for 
nothing, and never say a word about it.  

Drawing the sword from its sheath, Boldheart swore him to these conditions on its 
shining blade. The prisoner wept bitterly, and appeared acutely to feel the errors of his 
past career.  

The captain then ordered his boat's crew to make ready for a volley, and after firing to re-
load quickly. 'And expect a score or two on ye to go head over heels,' murmured William 
Boozey; 'for I'm a-looking at ye.' With those words, the derisive though deadly William 
took a good aim.  

'Fire!'  

The ringing voice of Boldheart was lost in the report of the guns and the screeching of the 
savages. Volley after volley awakened the numerous echoes. Hundreds of savages were 
killed, hundreds wounded, and thousands ran howling into the woods. The Latin- 
grammar master had a spare night-cap lent him, and a long-tail coat, which he wore hind 
side before. He presented a ludicrous though pitiable appearance, and serve him right.  

We now find Capt. Boldheart, with this rescued wretch on board, standing off for other 
islands. At one of these, not a cannibal island, but a pork and vegetable one, he married 
(only in fun on his part) the king's daughter. Here he rested some time, receiving from the 
natives great quantities of precious stones, gold dust, elephants' teeth, and sandal wood, 
and getting very rich. This, too, though he almost every day made presents of enormous 
value to his men.  

The ship being at length as full as she could hold of all sorts of valuable things, Boldheart 
gave orders to weigh the anchor, and turn 'The Beauty's' head towards England. These 
orders were obeyed with three cheers; and ere the sun went down full many a hornpipe 
had been danced on deck by the uncouth though agile William.  

We next find Capt. Boldheart about three leagues off Madeira, surveying through his spy-
glass a stranger of suspicious appearance making sail towards him. On his firing a gun 
ahead of her to bring her to, she ran up a flag, which he instantly recognised as the flag 
from the mast in the back-garden at home.  



Inferring from this, that his father had put to sea to seek his long-lost son, the captain sent 
his own boat on board the stranger to inquire if this was so, and, if so, whether his father's 
intentions were strictly honourable. The boat came back with a present of greens and 
fresh meat, and reported that the stranger was 'The Family,' of twelve hundred tons, and 
had not only the captain's father on board, but also his mother, with the majority of his 
aunts and uncles, and all his cousins. It was further reported to Boldheart that the whole 
of these relations had expressed themselves in a becoming manner, and were anxious to 
embrace him and thank him for the glorious credit he had done them. Boldheart at once 
invited them to breakfast next morning on board 'The Beauty,' and gave orders for a 
brilliant ball that should last all day.  

It was in the course of the night that the captain discovered the hopelessness of 
reclaiming the Latin-grammar master. That thankless traitor was found out, as the two 
ships lay near each other, communicating with 'The Family' by signals, and offering to 
give up Boldheart. He was hanged at the yard-arm the first thing in the morning, after 
having it impressively pointed out to him by Boldheart that this was what spiters came to.  

The meeting between the captain and his parents was attended with tears. His uncles and 
aunts would have attended their meeting with tears too, but he wasn't going to stand that. 
His cousins were very much astonished by the size of his ship and the discipline of his 
men, and were greatly overcome by the splendour of his uniform. He kindly conducted 
them round the vessel, and pointed out everything worthy of notice. He also fired his 
hundred guns, and found it amusing to witness their alarm.  

The entertainment surpassed everything ever seen on board ship, and lasted from ten in 
the morning until seven the next morning. Only one disagreeable incident occurred. Capt. 
Boldheart found himself obliged to put his cousin Tom in irons, for being disrespectful. 
On the boy's promising amendment, however, he was humanely released after a few 
hours' close confinement.  

Boldheart now took his mother down into the great cabin, and asked after the young lady 
with whom, it was well known to the world, he was in love. His mother replied that the 
object of his affections was then at school at Margate, for the benefit of sea-bathing (it 
was the month of September), but that she feared the young lady's friends were still 
opposed to the union. Boldheart at once resolved, if necessary, to bombard the town.  

Taking the command of his ship with this intention, and putting all but fighting men on 
board 'The Family,' with orders to that vessel to keep in company, Boldheart soon 
anchored in Margate Roads. Here he went ashore well-armed, and attended by his boat's 
crew (at their head the faithful though ferocious William), and demanded to see the 
mayor, who came out of his office.  

'Dost know the name of yon ship, mayor?' asked Boldheart fiercely.  

'No,' said the mayor, rubbing his eyes, which he could scarce believe, when he saw the 
goodly vessel riding at anchor.  



'She is named "The Beauty,"' said the captain.  

'Hah!' exclaimed the mayor, with a start. 'And you, then, are Capt. Boldheart?'  

'The same.'  

A pause ensued. The mayor trembled.  

'Now, mayor,' said the captain, 'choose! Help me to my bride, or be bombarded.'  

The mayor begged for two hours' grace, in which to make inquiries respecting the young 
lady. Boldheart accorded him but one; and during that one placed William Boozey sentry 
over him, with a drawn sword, and instructions to accompany him wherever he went, and 
to run him through the body if he showed a sign of playing false.  

At the end of the hour the mayor re-appeared more dead than alive, closely waited on by 
Boozey more alive than dead.  

'Captain,' said the mayor, 'I have ascertained that the young lady is going to bathe. Even 
now she waits her turn for a machine. The tide is low, though rising. I, in one of our 
town-boats, shall not be suspected. When she comes forth in her bathing-dress into the 
shallow water from behind the hood of the machine, my boat shall intercept her and 
prevent her return. Do you the rest.'  

'Mayor,' returned Capt. Boldheart, 'thou hast saved thy town.'  

The captain then signalled his boat to take him off, and, steering her himself, ordered her 
crew to row towards the bathing-ground, and there to rest upon their oars. All happened 
as had been arranged. His lovely bride came forth, the mayor glided in behind her, she 
became confused, and had floated out of her depth, when, with one skilful touch of the 
rudder and one quivering stroke from the boat's crew, her adoring Boldheart held her in 
his strong arms. There her shrieks of terror were changed to cries of joy.  

Before 'The Beauty' could get under way, the hoisting of all the flags in the town and 
harbour, and the ringing of all the bells, announced to the brave Boldheart that he had 
nothing to fear. He therefore determined to be married on the spot, and signalled for a 
clergyman and clerk, who came off promptly in a sailing-boat named 'The Skylark.' 
Another great entertainment was then given on board 'The Beauty,' in the midst of which 
the mayor was called out by a messenger. He returned with the news that government had 
sent down to know whether Capt. Boldheart, in acknowledgment of the great services he 
had done his country by being a pirate, would consent to be made a lieutenant-colonel. 
For himself he would have spurned the worthless boon; but his bride wished it, and he 
consented.  

Only one thing further happened before the good ship 'Family' was dismissed, with rich 
presents to all on board. It is painful to record (but such is human nature in some cousins) 



that Capt. Boldheart's unmannerly Cousin Tom was actually tied up to receive three 
dozen with a rope's end 'for cheekiness and making game,' when Capt. Boldheart's lady 
begged for him, and he was spared. 'The Beauty' then refitted, and the captain and his 
bride departed for the Indian Ocean to enjoy themselves for evermore.  

PART IV. - ROMANCE FROM THE PEN OF MISS NETTIE ASHFORD (Aged 
half- past six.)  

THERE is a country, which I will show you when I get into maps, where the children 
have everything their own way. It is a most delightful country to live in. The grown-up 
people are obliged to obey the children, and are never allowed to sit up to supper, except 
on their birthdays. The children order them to make jam and jelly and marmalade, and 
tarts and pies and puddings, and all manner of pastry. If they say they won't, they are put 
in the corner till they do. They are sometimes allowed to have some; but when they have 
some, they generally have powders given them afterwards.  

One of the inhabitants of this country, a truly sweet young creature of the name of Mrs. 
Orange, had the misfortune to be sadly plagued by her numerous family. Her parents 
required a great deal of looking after, and they had connections and companions who 
were scarcely ever out of mischief. So Mrs. Orange said to herself, 'I really cannot be 
troubled with these torments any longer: I must put them all to school.'  

Mrs. Orange took off her pinafore, and dressed herself very nicely, and took up her baby, 
and went out to call upon another lady of the name of Mrs. Lemon, who kept a 
preparatory establishment. Mrs. Orange stood upon the scraper to pull at the bell, and 
give a ring- ting-ting.  

Mrs. Lemon's neat little housemaid, pulling up her socks as she came along the passage, 
answered the ring-ting-ting.  

'Good-morning,' said Mrs. Orange. 'Fine day. How do you do? Mrs. Lemon at home!'  

'Yes, ma'am.'  

'Will you say Mrs. Orange and baby?'  

'Yes, ma'am. Walk in.'  

Mrs. Orange's baby was a very fine one, and real wax all over. Mrs. Lemon's baby was 
leather and bran. However, when Mrs. Lemon came into the drawing-room with her baby 
in her arms, Mrs. Orange said politely, 'Good-morning. Fine day. How do you do? And 
how is little Tootleumboots?'  

'Well, she is but poorly. Cutting her teeth, ma'am,' said Mrs. Lemon.  

'O, indeed, ma'am!' said Mrs. Orange. 'No fits, I hope?'  



'No, ma'am.'  

'How many teeth has she, ma'am?'  

'Five, ma'am.'  

'My Emilia, ma'am, has eight,' said Mrs. Orange. 'Shall we lay them on the mantelpiece 
side by side, while we converse?'  

'By all means, ma'am,' said Mrs. Lemon. 'Hem!'  

'The first question is, ma'am,' said Mrs. Orange, 'I don't bore you?'  

'Not in the least, ma'am,' said Mrs. Lemon. 'Far from it, I assure you.'  

'Then pray HAVE you,' said Mrs. Orange, - 'HAVE you any vacancies?'  

'Yes, ma'am. How many might you require?'  

'Why, the truth is, ma'am,' said Mrs. Orange, 'I have come to the conclusion that my 
children,' - O, I forgot to say that they call the grown-up people children in that country! - 
'that my children are getting positively too much for me. Let me see. Two parents, two 
intimate friends of theirs, one godfather, two godmothers, and an aunt. HAVE you as 
many as eight vacancies?'  

'I have just eight, ma'am,' said Mrs. Lemon.  

'Most fortunate! Terms moderate, I think?'  

'Very moderate, ma'am.'  

'Diet good, I believe?'  

'Excellent, ma'am.'  

'Unlimited?'  

'Unlimited.'  

'Most satisfactory! Corporal punishment dispensed with?'  

'Why, we do occasionally shake,' said Mrs. Lemon, 'and we have slapped. But only in 
extreme cases.'  

'COULD I, ma'am,' said Mrs. Orange, - 'COULD I see the establishment?'  



'With the greatest of pleasure, ma'am,' said Mrs. Lemon.  

Mrs. Lemon took Mrs. Orange into the schoolroom, where there were a number of pupils. 
'Stand up, children,' said Mrs. Lemon; and they all stood up.  

Mrs. Orange whispered to Mrs. Lemon, 'There is a pale, bald child, with red whiskers, in 
disgrace. Might I ask what he has done?'  

'Come here, White,' said Mrs. Lemon, 'and tell this lady what you have been doing.'  

'Betting on horses,' said White sulkily.  

'Are you sorry for it, you naughty child?' said Mrs. Lemon.  

'No,' said White. 'Sorry to lose, but shouldn't be sorry to win.'  

'There's a vicious boy for you, ma'am,' said Mrs. Lemon. 'Go along with you, sir. This is 
Brown, Mrs. Orange. O, a sad case, Brown's! Never knows when he has had enough. 
Greedy. How is your gout, sir?'  

'Bad,' said Brown.  

'What else can you expect?' said Mrs. Lemon. 'Your stomach is the size of two. Go and 
take exercise directly. Mrs. Black, come here to me. Now, here is a child, Mrs. Orange, 
ma'am, who is always at play. She can't be kept at home a single day together; always 
gadding about and spoiling her clothes. Play, play, play, play, from morning to night, and 
to morning again. How can she expect to improve?'  

'Don't expect to improve,' sulked Mrs. Black. 'Don't want to.'  

'There is a specimen of her temper, ma'am,' said Mrs. Lemon. 'To see her when she is 
tearing about, neglecting everything else, you would suppose her to be at least good-
humoured. But bless you! ma'am, she is as pert and flouncing a minx as ever you met 
with in all your days!'  

'You must have a great deal of trouble with them, ma'am,' said Mrs. Orange.  

'Ah, I have, indeed, ma'am!' said Mrs. Lemon. 'What with their tempers, what with their 
quarrels, what with their never knowing what's good for them, and what with their always 
wanting to domineer, deliver me from these unreasonable children!'  

'Well, I wish you good-morning, ma'am,' said Mrs. Orange.  

'Well, I wish you good-morning, ma'am,' said Mrs. Lemon.  



So Mrs. Orange took up her baby and went home, and told the family that plagued her so 
that they were all going to be sent to school. They said they didn't want to go to school; 
but she packed up their boxes, and packed them off.  

'O dear me, dear me! Rest and be thankful!' said Mrs. Orange, throwing herself back in 
her little arm-chair. 'Those troublesome troubles are got rid of, please the pigs!'  

Just then another lady, named Mrs. Alicumpaine, came calling at the street-door with a 
ring-ting-ting.  

'My dear Mrs. Alicumpaine,' said Mrs. Orange, 'how do you do? Pray stay to dinner. We 
have but a simple joint of sweet-stuff, followed by a plain dish of bread and treacle; but, 
if you will take us as you find us, it will be SO kind!'  

'Don't mention it,' said Mrs. Alicumpaine. 'I shall be too glad. But what do you think I 
have come for, ma'am? Guess, ma'am.'  

'I really cannot guess, ma'am,' said Mrs. Orange.  

'Why, I am going to have a small juvenile party to-night,' said Mrs. Alicumpaine; 'and if 
you and Mr. Orange and baby would but join us, we should be complete.'  

'More than charmed, I am sure!' said Mrs. Orange.  

'So kind of you!' said Mrs. Alicumpaine. 'But I hope the children won't bore you?'  

'Dear things! Not at all,' said Mrs. Orange. 'I dote upon them.'  

Mr. Orange here came home from the city; and he came, too, with a ring-ting-ting.  

'James love,' said Mrs. Orange, 'you look tired. What has been doing in the city to-day?'  

'Trap, bat, and ball, my dear,' said Mr. Orange, 'and it knocks a man up.'  

'That dreadfully anxious city, ma'am,' said Mrs. Orange to Mrs. Alicumpaine; 'so 
wearing, is it not?'  

'O, so trying!' said Mrs. Alicumpaine. 'John has lately been speculating in the peg-top 
ring; and I often say to him at night, "John, IS the result worth the wear and tear?"'  

Dinner was ready by this time: so they sat down to dinner; and while Mr. Orange carved 
the joint of sweet-stuff, he said, 'It's a poor heart that never rejoices. Jane, go down to the 
cellar, and fetch a bottle of the Upest ginger-beer.'  



At tea-time, Mr. and Mrs. Orange, and baby, and Mrs. Alicumpaine went off to Mrs. 
Alicumpaine's house. The children had not come yet; but the ball-room was ready for 
them, decorated with paper flowers.  

'How very sweet!' said Mrs. Orange. 'The dear things! How pleased they will be!'  

'I don't care for children myself,' said Mr. Orange, gaping.  

'Not for girls?' said Mrs. Alicumpaine. 'Come! you care for girls?'  

Mr. Orange shook his head, and gaped again. 'Frivolous and vain, ma'am.'  

'My dear James,' cried Mrs. Orange, who had been peeping about, 'do look here. Here's 
the supper for the darlings, ready laid in the room behind the folding-doors. Here's their 
little pickled salmon, I do declare! And here's their little salad, and their little roast beef 
and fowls, and their little pastry, and their wee, wee, wee champagne!'  

'Yes, I thought it best, ma'am,' said Mrs. Alicumpaine, 'that they should have their supper 
by themselves. Our table is in the corner here, where the gentlemen can have their 
wineglass of negus, and their egg-sandwich, and their quiet game at beggar-my-
neighbour, and look on. As for us, ma'am, we shall have quite enough to do to manage 
the company.'  

'O, indeed, you may say so! Quite enough, ma'am,' said Mrs. Orange.  

The company began to come. The first of them was a stout boy, with a white top-knot 
and spectacles. The housemaid brought him in and said, 'Compliments, and at what time 
was he to be fetched!' Mrs. Alicumpaine said, 'Not a moment later than ten. How do you 
do, sir? Go and sit down.' Then a number of other children came; boys by themselves, 
and girls by themselves, and boys and girls together. They didn't behave at all well. Some 
of them looked through quizzing-glasses at others, and said, 'Who are those? Don't know 
them.' Some of them looked through quizzing-glasses at others, and said, 'How do?' Some 
of them had cups of tea or coffee handed to them by others, and said, 'Thanks; much!' A 
good many boys stood about, and felt their shirt-collars. Four tiresome fat boys WOULD 
stand in the doorway, and talk about the newspapers, till Mrs. Alicumpaine went to them 
and said, 'My dears, I really cannot allow you to prevent people from coming in. I shall 
be truly sorry to do it; but, if you put yourself in everybody's way, I must positively send 
you home.' One boy, with a beard and a large white waistcoat, who stood straddling on 
the hearth-rug warming his coat-tails, WAS sent home. 'Highly incorrect, my dear,' said 
Mrs. Alicumpaine, handing him out of the room, 'and I cannot permit it.'  

There was a children's band, - harp, cornet, and piano, - and Mrs. Alicumpaine and Mrs. 
Orange bustled among the children to persuade them to take partners and dance. But they 
were so obstinate! For quite a long time they would not be persuaded to take partners and 
dance. Most of the boys said, 'Thanks; much! But not at present.' And most of the rest of 
the boys said, 'Thanks; much! But never do.'  



'O, these children are very wearing!' said Mrs. Alicumpaine to Mrs. Orange.  

'Dear things! I dote upon them; but they ARE wearing,' said Mrs. Orange to Mrs. 
Alicumpaine.  

At last they did begin in a slow and melancholy way to slide about to the music; though 
even then they wouldn't mind what they were told, but would have this partner, and 
wouldn't have that partner, and showed temper about it. And they wouldn't smile, - no, 
not on any account they wouldn't; but, when the music stopped, went round and round the 
room in dismal twos, as if everybody else was dead.  

'O, it's very hard indeed to get these vexing children to be entertained!' said Mrs. 
Alicumpaine to Mrs. Orange.  

'I dote upon the darlings; but it is hard,' said Mrs. Orange to Mrs. Alicumpaine.  

They were trying children, that's the truth. First, they wouldn't sing when they were 
asked; and then, when everybody fully believed they wouldn't, they would. 'If you serve 
us so any more, my love,' said Mrs. Alicumpaine to a tall child, with a good deal of white 
back, in mauve silk trimmed with lace, 'it will be my painful privilege to offer you a bed, 
and to send you to it immediately.'  

The girls were so ridiculously dressed, too, that they were in rags before supper. How 
could the boys help treading on their trains? And yet when their trains were trodden on, 
they often showed temper again, and looked as black, they did! However, they all seemed 
to be pleased when Mrs. Alicumpaine said, 'Supper is ready, children!' And they went 
crowding and pushing in, as if they had had dry bread for dinner.  

'How are the children getting on?' said Mr. Orange to Mrs. Orange, when Mrs. Orange 
came to look after baby. Mrs. Orange had left baby on a shelf near Mr. Orange while he 
played at beggar-my- neighbour, and had asked him to keep his eye upon her now and 
then.  

'Most charmingly, my dear!' said Mrs. Orange. 'So droll to see their little flirtations and 
jealousies! Do come and look!'  

'Much obliged to you, my dear,' said Mr. Orange; 'but I don't care about children myself.'  

So Mrs. Orange, having seen that baby was safe, went back without Mr. Orange to the 
room where the children were having supper.  

'What are they doing now?' said Mrs. Orange to Mrs. Alicumpaine.  

'They are making speeches, and playing at parliament,' said Mrs. Alicumpaine to Mrs. 
Orange.  



On hearing this, Mrs. Orange set off once more back again to Mr. Orange, and said, 
'James dear, do come. The children are playing at parliament.'  

'Thank you, my dear,' said Mr. Orange, 'but I don't care about parliament myself.'  

So Mrs. Orange went once again without Mr. Orange to the room where the children 
were having supper, to see them playing at parliament. And she found some of the boys 
crying, 'Hear, hear, hear!' while other boys cried 'No, no!' and others, 'Question!' 'Spoke!' 
and all sorts of nonsense that ever you heard. Then one of those tiresome fat boys who 
had stopped the doorway told them he was on his legs (as if they couldn't see that he 
wasn't on his head, or on his anything else) to explain, and that, with the permission of 
his honourable friend, if he would allow him to call him so (another tiresome boy 
bowed), he would proceed to explain. Then he went on for a long time in a sing-song 
(whatever he meant), did this troublesome fat boy, about that he held in his hand a glass; 
and about that he had come down to that house that night to discharge what he would call 
a public duty; and about that, on the present occasion, he would lay his hand (his other 
hand) upon his heart, and would tell honourable gentlemen that he was about to open the 
door to general approval. Then he opened the door by saying, 'To our hostess!' and 
everybody else said 'To our hostess!' and then there were cheers. Then another tiresome 
boy started up in sing- song, and then half a dozen noisy and nonsensical boys at once. 
But at last Mrs. Alicumpaine said, 'I cannot have this din. Now, children, you have 
played at parliament very nicely; but parliament gets tiresome after a little while, and it's 
time you left off, for you will soon be fetched.'  

After another dance (with more tearing to rags than before supper), they began to be 
fetched; and you will be very glad to be told that the tiresome fat boy who had been on 
his legs was walked off first without any ceremony. When they were all gone, poor Mrs. 
Alicumpaine dropped upon a sofa, and said to Mrs. Orange, 'These children will be the 
death of me at last, ma'am, - they will indeed!'  

'I quite adore them, ma'am,' said Mrs. Orange; 'but they DO want variety.'  

Mr. Orange got his hat, and Mrs. Orange got her bonnet and her baby, and they set out to 
walk home. They had to pass Mrs. Lemon's preparatory establishment on their way.  

'I wonder, James dear,' said Mrs. Orange, looking up at the window, 'whether the 
precious children are asleep!'  

'I don't care much whether they are or not, myself,' said Mr. Orange.  

'James dear!'  

'You dote upon them, you know,' said Mr. Orange. 'That's another thing.'  

'I do,' said Mrs. Orange rapturously. 'O, I DO!'  



'I don't,' said Mr. Orange.  

'But I was thinking, James love,' said Mrs. Orange, pressing his arm, 'whether our dear, 
good, kind Mrs. Lemon would like them to stay the holidays with her.'  

'If she was paid for it, I daresay she would,' said Mr. Orange.  

'I adore them, James,' said Mrs. Orange, 'but SUPPOSE we pay her, then!'  

This was what brought that country to such perfection, and made it such a delightful 
place to live in. The grown-up people (that would be in other countries) soon left off 
being allowed any holidays after Mr. and Mrs. Orange tried the experiment; and the 
children (that would be in other countries) kept them at school as long as ever they lived, 
and made them do whatever they were told.  



The Holly Tree 
 

FIRST BRANCH -- MYSELF  

I have kept one secret in the course of my life. I am a bashful man. Nobody would 
suppose it, nobody ever does suppose it, nobody ever did suppose it, but I am naturally a 
bashful man. This is the secret which I have never breathed until now.  

I might greatly move the reader by some account of the innumerable places I have not 
been to, the innumerable people I have not called upon or received, the innumerable 
social evasions I have been guilty of, solely because I am by original constitution and 
character a bashful man. But I will leave the reader unmoved, and proceed with the object 
before me.  

That object is to give a plain account of my travels and discoveries in the Holly-Tree Inn; 
in which place of good entertainment for man and beast I was once snowed up.  

It happened in the memorable year when I parted for ever from Angela Leath, whom I 
was shortly to have married, on making the discovery that she preferred my bosom 
friend. From our school-days I had freely admitted Edwin, in my own mind, to be far 
superior to myself; and, though I was grievously wounded at heart, I felt the preference to 
be natural, and tried to forgive them both. It was under these circumstances that I 
resolved to go to America--on my way to the Devil.  

Communicating my discovery neither to Angela nor to Edwin, but resolving to write each 
of them an affecting letter conveying my blessing and forgiveness, which the steam-
tender for shore should carry to the post when I myself should be bound for the New 
World, far beyond recall,--I say, locking up my grief in my own breast, and consoling 
myself as I could with the prospect of being generous, I quietly left all I held dear, and 
started on the desolate journey I have mentioned.  

The dead winter-time was in full dreariness when I left my chambers for ever, at five 
o'clock in the morning. I had shaved by candle- light, of course, and was miserably cold, 
and experienced that general all-pervading sensation of getting up to be hanged which I 
have usually found inseparable from untimely rising under such circumstances.  

How well I remember the forlorn aspect of Fleet Street when I came out of the Temple! 
The street-lamps flickering in the gusty north- east wind, as if the very gas were contorted 
with cold; the white- topped houses; the bleak, star-lighted sky; the market people and 
other early stragglers, trotting to circulate their almost frozen blood; the hospitable light 
and warmth of the few coffee-shops and public-houses that were open for such 
customers; the hard, dry, frosty rime with which the air was charged (the wind had 
already beaten it into every crevice), and which lashed my face like a steel whip.  



It wanted nine days to the end of the month, and end of the year. The Post-office packet 
for the United States was to depart from Liverpool, weather permitting, on the first of the 
ensuing month, and I had the intervening time on my hands. I had taken this into 
consideration, and had resolved to make a visit to a certain spot (which I need not name) 
on the farther borders of Yorkshire. It was endeared to me by my having first seen 
Angela at a farmhouse in that place, and my melancholy was gratified by the idea of 
taking a wintry leave of it before my expatriation. I ought to explain, that, to avoid being 
sought out before my resolution should have been rendered irrevocable by being carried 
into full effect, I had written to Angela overnight, in my usual manner, lamenting that 
urgent business, of which she should know all particulars by-and-by- -took me 
unexpectedly away from her for a week or ten days.  

There was no Northern Railway at that time, and in its place there were stage-coaches; 
which I occasionally find myself, in common with some other people, affecting to lament 
now, but which everybody dreaded as a very serious penance then. I had secured the box-
seat on the fastest of these, and my business in Fleet Street was to get into a cab with my 
portmanteau, so to make the best of my way to the Peacock at Islington, where I was to 
join this coach. But when one of our Temple watchmen, who carried my portmanteau 
into Fleet Street for me, told me about the huge blocks of ice that had for some days past 
been floating in the river, having closed up in the night, and made a walk from the 
Temple Gardens over to the Surrey shore, I began to ask myself the question, whether the 
box-seat would not be likely to put a sudden and a frosty end to my unhappiness. I was 
heart-broken, it is true, and yet I was not quite so far gone as to wish to be frozen to 
death.  

When I got up to the Peacock,--where I found everybody drinking hot purl, in self-
preservation,--I asked if there were an inside seat to spare. I then discovered that, inside 
or out, I was the only passenger. This gave me a still livelier idea of the great inclemency 
of the weather, since that coach always loaded particularly well. However, I took a little 
purl (which I found uncommonly good), and got into the coach. When I was seated, they 
built me up with straw to the waist, and, conscious of making a rather ridiculous 
appearance, I began my journey.  

It was still dark when we left the Peacock. For a little while, pale, uncertain ghosts of 
houses and trees appeared and vanished, and then it was hard, black, frozen day. People 
were lighting their fires; smoke was mounting straight up high into the rarified air; and 
we were rattling for Highgate Archway over the hardest ground I have ever heard the ring 
of iron shoes on. As we got into the country, everything seemed to have grown old and 
gray. The roads, the trees, thatched roofs of cottages and homesteads, the ricks in farmers' 
yards. Out-door work was abandoned, horse-troughs at road- side inns were frozen hard, 
no stragglers lounged about, doors were close shut, little turnpike houses had blazing 
fires inside, and children (even turnpike people have children, and seem to like them) 
rubbed the frost from the little panes of glass with their chubby arms, that their bright 
eyes might catch a glimpse of the solitary coach going by. I don't know when the snow 
begin to set in; but I know that we were changing horses somewhere when I heard the 



guard remark, "That the old lady up in the sky was picking her geese pretty hard to-day." 
Then, indeed, I found the white down falling fast and thick.  

The lonely day wore on, and I dozed it out, as a lonely traveller does. I was warm and 
valiant after eating and drinking,-- particularly after dinner; cold and depressed at all 
other times. I was always bewildered as to time and place, and always more or less out of 
my senses. The coach and horses seemed to execute in chorus Auld Lang Syne, without a 
moment's intermission. They kept the time and tune with the greatest regularity, and rose 
into the swell at the beginning of the Refrain, with a precision that worried me to death. 
While we changed horses, the guard and coachman went stumping up and down the road, 
printing off their shoes in the snow, and poured so much liquid consolation into 
themselves without being any the worse for it, that I began to confound them, as it 
darkened again, with two great white casks standing on end. Our horses tumbled down in 
solitary places, and we got them up,--which was the pleasantest variety I had, for it 
warmed me. And it snowed and snowed, and still it snowed, and never left off snowing. 
All night long we went on in this manner. Thus we came round the clock, upon the Great 
North Road, to the performance of Auld Lang Syne by day again. And it snowed and 
snowed, and still it snowed, and never left off snowing.  

I forget now where we were at noon on the second day, and where we ought to have 
been; but I know that we were scores of miles behindhand, and that our case was growing 
worse every hour. The drift was becoming prodigiously deep; landmarks were getting 
snowed out; the road and the fields were all one; instead of having fences and hedge-rows 
to guide us, we went crunching on over an unbroken surface of ghastly white that might 
sink beneath us at any moment and drop us down a whole hillside. Still the coachman and 
guard-- who kept together on the box, always in council, and looking well about them--
made out the track with astonishing sagacity.  

When we came in sight of a town, it looked, to my fancy, like a large drawing on a slate, 
with abundance of slate-pencil expended on the churches and houses where the snow lay 
thickest. When we came within a town, and found the church clocks all stopped, the dial- 
faces choked with snow, and the inn-signs blotted out, it seemed as if the whole place 
were overgrown with white moss. As to the coach, it was a mere snowball; similarly, the 
men and boys who ran along beside us to the town's end, turning our clogged wheels and 
encouraging our horses, were men and boys of snow; and the bleak wild solitude to 
which they at last dismissed us was a snowy Sahara. One would have thought this 
enough: notwithstanding which, I pledge my word that it snowed and snowed, and still it 
snowed, and never left off snowing.  

We performed Auld Lang Syne the whole day; seeing nothing, out of towns and villages, 
but the track of stoats, hares, and foxes, and sometimes of birds. At nine o'clock at night, 
on a Yorkshire moor, a cheerful burst from our horn, and a welcome sound of talking, 
with a glimmering and moving about of lanterns, roused me from my drowsy state. I 
found that we were going to change.  



They helped me out, and I said to a waiter, whose bare head became as white as King 
Lear's in a single minute, "What Inn is this?"  

"The Holly-Tree, sir," said he.  

"Upon my word, I believe," said I, apologetically, to the guard and coachman, "that I 
must stop here."  

Now the landlord, and the landlady, and the ostler, and the post- boy, and all the stable 
authorities, had already asked the coachman, to the wide-eyed interest of all the rest of 
the establishment, if he meant to go on. The coachman had already replied, "Yes, he'd 
take her through it,"--meaning by Her the coach,--"if so be as George would stand by 
him." George was the guard, and he had already sworn that he would stand by him. So 
the helpers were already getting the horses out.  

My declaring myself beaten, after this parley, was not an announcement without 
preparation. Indeed, but for the way to the announcement being smoothed by the parley, I 
more than doubt whether, as an innately bashful man, I should have had the confidence to 
make it. As it was, it received the approval even of the guard and coachman. Therefore, 
with many confirmations of my inclining, and many remarks from one bystander to 
another, that the gentleman could go for'ard by the mail to-morrow, whereas to-night he 
would only be froze, and where was the good of a gentleman being froze--ah, let alone 
buried alive (which latter clause was added by a humorous helper as a joke at my 
expense, and was extremely well received), I saw my portmanteau got out stiff, like a 
frozen body; did the handsome thing by the guard and coachman; wished them good- 
night and a prosperous journey; and, a little ashamed of myself, after all, for leaving them 
to fight it out alone, followed the landlord, landlady, and waiter of the Holly-Tree up-
stairs.  

I thought I had never seen such a large room as that into which they showed me. It had 
five windows, with dark red curtains that would have absorbed the light of a general 
illumination; and there were complications of drapery at the top of the curtains, that went 
wandering about the wall in a most extraordinary manner. I asked for a smaller room, and 
they told me there was no smaller room.  

They could screen me in, however, the landlord said. They brought a great old japanned 
screen, with natives (Japanese, I suppose) engaged in a variety of idiotic pursuits all over 
it; and left me roasting whole before an immense fire.  

My bedroom was some quarter of a mile off, up a great staircase at the end of a long 
gallery; and nobody knows what a misery this is to a bashful man who would rather not 
meet people on the stairs. It was the grimmest room I have ever had the nightmare in; and 
all the furniture, from the four posts of the bed to the two old silver candle-sticks, was 
tall, high-shouldered, and spindle-waisted. Below, in my sitting-room, if I looked round 
my screen, the wind rushed at me like a mad bull; if I stuck to my arm-chair, the fire 
scorched me to the colour of a new brick. The chimney-piece was very high, and there 



was a bad glass--what I may call a wavy glass-- above it, which, when I stood up, just 
showed me my anterior phrenological developments,--and these never look well, in any 
subject, cut short off at the eyebrow. If I stood with my back to the fire, a gloomy vault of 
darkness above and beyond the screen insisted on being looked at; and, in its dim 
remoteness, the drapery of the ten curtains of the five windows went twisting and 
creeping about, like a nest of gigantic worms.  

I suppose that what I observe in myself must be observed by some other men of similar 
character in themselves; therefore I am emboldened to mention, that, when I travel, I 
never arrive at a place but I immediately want to go away from it. Before I had finished 
my supper of broiled fowl and mulled port, I had impressed upon the waiter in detail my 
arrangements for departure in the morning. Breakfast and bill at eight. Fly at nine. Two 
horses, or, if needful, even four.  

Tired though I was, the night appeared about a week long. In cases of nightmare, I 
thought of Angela, and felt more depressed than ever by the reflection that I was on the 
shortest road to Gretna Green. What had I to do with Gretna Green? I was not going that 
way to the Devil, but by the American route, I remarked in my bitterness.  

In the morning I found that it was snowing still, that it had snowed all night, and that I 
was snowed up. Nothing could get out of that spot on the moor, or could come at it, until 
the road had been cut out by labourers from the market-town. When they might cut their 
way to the Holly-Tree nobody could tell me.  

It was now Christmas-eve. I should have had a dismal Christmas-time of it anywhere, and 
consequently that did not so much matter; still, being snowed up was like dying of frost, a 
thing I had not bargained for. I felt very lonely. Yet I could no more have proposed to the 
landlord and landlady to admit me to their society (though I should have liked it--very 
much) than I could have asked them to present me with a piece of plate. Here my great 
secret, the real bashfulness of my character, is to be observed. Like most bashful men, I 
judge of other people as if they were bashful too. Besides being far too shamefaced to 
make the proposal myself, I really had a delicate misgiving that it would be in the last 
degree disconcerting to them.  

Trying to settle down, therefore, in my solitude, I first of all asked what books there were 
in the house. The waiter brought me a Book of Roads, two or three old Newspapers, a 
little Song-Book, terminating in a collection of Toasts and Sentiments, a little Jest- Book, 
an odd volume of Peregrine Pickle, and the Sentimental Journey. I knew every word of 
the two last already, but I read them through again, then tried to hum all the songs (Auld 
Lang Syne was among them); went entirely through the jokes,--in which I found a fund 
of melancholy adapted to my state of mind; proposed all the toasts, enunciated all the 
sentiments, and mastered the papers. The latter had nothing in them but stock 
advertisements, a meeting about a county rate, and a highway robbery. As I am a greedy 
reader, I could not make this supply hold out until night; it was exhausted by tea-time. 
Being then entirely cast upon my own resources, I got through an hour in considering 
what to do next. Ultimately, it came into my head (from which I was anxious by any 



means to exclude Angela and Edwin), that I would endeavour to recall my experience of 
Inns, and would try how long it lasted me. I stirred the fire, moved my chair a little to one 
side of the screen,--not daring to go far, for I knew the wind was waiting to make a rush 
at me, I could hear it growling,--and began.  

My first impressions of an Inn dated from the Nursery; consequently I went back to the 
Nursery for a starting-point, and found myself at the knee of a sallow woman with a fishy 
eye, an aquiline nose, and a green gown, whose specially was a dismal narrative of a 
landlord by the roadside, whose visitors unaccountably disappeared for many years, until 
it was discovered that the pursuit of his life had been to convert them into pies. For the 
better devotion of himself to this branch of industry, he had constructed a secret door 
behind the head of the bed; and when the visitor (oppressed with pie) had fallen asleep, 
this wicked landlord would look softly in with a lamp in one hand and a knife in the 
other, would cut his throat, and would make him into pies; for which purpose he had 
coppers, underneath a trap-door, always boiling; and rolled out his pastry in the dead of 
the night. Yet even he was not insensible to the stings of conscience, for he never went to 
sleep without being heard to mutter, "Too much pepper!" which was eventually the cause 
of his being brought to justice. I had no sooner disposed of this criminal than there started 
up another of the same period, whose profession was originally house-breaking; in the 
pursuit of which art he had had his right ear chopped off one night, as he was 
burglariously getting in at a window, by a brave and lovely servant-maid (whom the 
aquiline-nosed woman, though not at all answering the description, always mysteriously 
implied to be herself). After several years, this brave and lovely servant-maid was 
married to the landlord of a country Inn; which landlord had this remarkable 
characteristic, that he always wore a silk nightcap, and never would on any consideration 
take it off. At last, one night, when he was fast asleep, the brave and lovely woman lifted 
up his silk nightcap on the right side, and found that he had no ear there; upon which she 
sagaciously perceived that he was the clipped housebreaker, who had married her with 
the intention of putting her to death. She immediately heated the poker and terminated his 
career, for which she was taken to King George upon his throne, and received the 
compliments of royalty on her great discretion and valour. This same narrator, who had a 
Ghoulish pleasure, I have long been persuaded, in terrifying me to the utmost confines of 
my reason, had another authentic anecdote within her own experience, founded, I now 
believe, upon Raymond and Agnes, or the Bleeding Nun. She said it happened to her 
brother-in-law, who was immensely rich,--which my father was not; and immensely tall,-
-which my father was not. It was always a point with this Ghoul to present my clearest 
relations and friends to my youthful mind under circumstances of disparaging contrast. 
The brother-in-law was riding once through a forest on a magnificent horse (we had no 
magnificent horse at our house), attended by a favourite and valuable Newfoundland dog 
(we had no dog), when he found himself benighted, and came to an Inn. A dark woman 
opened the door, and he asked her if he could have a bed there. She answered yes, and 
put his horse in the stable, and took him into a room where there were two dark men. 
While he was at supper, a parrot in the room began to talk, saying, "Blood, blood! Wipe 
up the blood!" Upon which one of the dark men wrung the parrot's neck, and said he was 
fond of roasted parrots, and he meant to have this one for breakfast in the morning. After 
eating and drinking heartily, the immensely rich, tall brother-in-law went up to bed; but 



he was rather vexed, because they had shut his dog in the stable, saying that they never 
allowed dogs in the house. He sat very quiet for more than an hour, thinking and 
thinking, when, just as his candle was burning out, he heard a scratch at the door. He 
opened the door, and there was the Newfoundland dog! The dog came softly in, smelt 
about him, went straight to some straw in the corner which the dark men had said covered 
apples, tore the straw away, and disclosed two sheets steeped in blood. Just at that 
moment the candle went out, and the brother-in-law, looking through a chink in the door, 
saw the two dark men stealing up-stairs; one armed with a dagger that long (about five 
feet); the other carrying a chopper, a sack, and a spade. Having no remembrance of the 
close of this adventure, I suppose my faculties to have been always so frozen with terror 
at this stage of it, that the power of listening stagnated within me for some quarter of an 
hour.  

These barbarous stories carried me, sitting there on the Holly-Tree hearth, to the 
Roadside Inn, renowned in my time in a sixpenny book with a folding plate, representing 
in a central compartment of oval form the portrait of Jonathan Bradford, and in four 
corner compartments four incidents of the tragedy with which the name is associated,--
coloured with a hand at once so free and economical, that the bloom of Jonathan's 
complexion passed without any pause into the breeches of the ostler, and, smearing itself 
off into the next division, became rum in a bottle. Then I remembered how the landlord 
was found at the murdered traveller's bedside, with his own knife at his feet, and blood 
upon his hand; how he was hanged for the murder, notwithstanding his protestation that 
he had indeed come there to kill the traveller for his saddle-bags, but had been stricken 
motionless on finding him already slain; and how the ostler, years afterwards, owned the 
deed. By this time I had made myself quite uncomfortable. I stirred the fire, and stood 
with my back to it as long as I could bear the heat, looking up at the darkness beyond the 
screen, and at the wormy curtains creeping in and creeping out, like the worms in the 
ballad of Alonzo the Brave and the Fair Imogene.  

There was an Inn in the cathedral town where I went to school, which had pleasanter 
recollections about it than any of these. I took it next. It was the Inn where friends used to 
put up, and where we used to go to see parents, and to have salmon and fowls, and be 
tipped. It had an ecclesiastical sign,--the Mitre,--and a bar that seemed to be the next best 
thing to a bishopric, it was so snug. I loved the landlord's youngest daughter to 
distraction,--but let that pass. It was in this Inn that I was cried over by my rosy little 
sister, because I had acquired a black eye in a fight. And though she had been, that Holly-
Tree night, for many a long year where all tears are dried, the Mitre softened me yet.  

"To be continued to-morrow," said I, when I took my candle to go to bed. But my bed 
took it upon itself to continue the train of thought that night. It carried me away, like the 
enchanted carpet, to a distant place (though still in England), and there, alighting from a 
stage-coach at another Inn in the snow, as I had actually done some years before, I 
repeated in my sleep a curious experience I had really had there. More than a year before 
I made the journey in the course of which I put up at that Inn, I had lost a very near and 
dear friend by death. Every night since, at home or away from home, I had dreamed of 
that friend; sometimes as still living; sometimes as returning from the world of shadows 



to comfort me; always as being beautiful, placid, and happy, never in association with 
any approach to fear or distress. It was at a lonely Inn in a wide moorland place, that I 
halted to pass the night. When I had looked from my bedroom window over the waste of 
snow on which the moon was shining, I sat down by my fire to write a letter. I had 
always, until that hour, kept it within my own breast that I dreamed every night of the 
dear lost one. But in the letter that I wrote I recorded the circumstance, and added that I 
felt much interested in proving whether the subject of my dream would still be faithful to 
me, travel-tired, and in that remote place. No. I lost the beloved figure of my vision in 
parting with the secret. My sleep has never looked upon it since, in sixteen years, but 
once. I was in Italy, and awoke (or seemed to awake), the well-remembered voice 
distinctly in my ears, conversing with it. I entreated it, as it rose above my bed and soared 
up to the vaulted roof of the old room, to answer me a question I had asked touching the 
Future Life. My hands were still outstretched towards it as it vanished, when I heard a 
bell ringing by the garden wall, and a voice in the deep stillness of the night calling on all 
good Christians to pray for the souls of the dead; it being All Souls' Eve.  

To return to the Holly-Tree. When I awoke next day, it was freezing hard, and the 
lowering sky threatened more snow. My breakfast cleared away, I drew my chair into its 
former place, and, with the fire getting so much the better of the landscape that I sat in 
twilight, resumed my Inn remembrances.  

That was a good Inn down in Wiltshire where I put up once, in the days of the hard 
Wiltshire ale, and before all beer was bitterness. It was on the skirts of Salisbury Plain, 
and the midnight wind that rattled my lattice window came moaning at me from 
Stonehenge. There was a hanger-on at that establishment (a supernaturally preserved 
Druid I believe him to have been, and to be still), with long white hair, and a flinty blue 
eye always looking afar off; who claimed to have been a shepherd, and who seemed to be 
ever watching for the reappearance, on the verge of the horizon, of some ghostly flock of 
sheep that had been mutton for many ages. He was a man with a weird belief in him that 
no one could count the stones of Stonehenge twice, and make the same number of them; 
likewise, that any one who counted them three times nine times, and then stood in the 
centre and said, "I dare!" would behold a tremendous apparition, and be stricken dead. He 
pretended to have seen a bustard (I suspect him to have been familiar with the dodo), in 
manner following: He was out upon the plain at the close of a late autumn day, when he 
dimly discerned, going on before him at a curious fitfully bounding pace, what he at first 
supposed to be a gig-umbrella that had been blown from some conveyance, but what he 
presently believed to be a lean dwarf man upon a little pony. Having followed this object 
for some distance without gaining on it, and having called to it many times without 
receiving any answer, he pursued it for miles and miles, when, at length coming up with 
it, he discovered it to be the last bustard in Great Britain, degenerated into a wingless 
state, and running along the ground. Resolved to capture him or perish in the attempt, he 
closed with the bustard; but the bustard, who had formed a counter-resolution that he 
should do neither, threw him, stunned him, and was last seen making off due west. This 
weird main, at that stage of metempsychosis, may have been a sleep-walker or an 
enthusiast or a robber; but I awoke one night to find him in the dark at my bedside, 



repeating the Athanasian Creed in a terrific voice. I paid my bill next day, and retired 
from the county with all possible precipitation.  

That was not a commonplace story which worked itself out at a little Inn in Switzerland, 
while I was staying there. It was a very homely place, in a village of one narrow zigzag 
street, among mountains, and you went in at the main door through the cow-house, and 
among the mules and the dogs and the fowls, before ascending a great bare staircase to 
the rooms; which were all of unpainted wood, without plastering or papering,--like rough 
packing-cases. Outside there was nothing but the straggling street, a little toy church with 
a copper-coloured steeple, a pine forest, a torrent, mists, and mountain-sides. A young 
man belonging to this Inn had disappeared eight weeks before (it was winter-time), and 
was supposed to have had some undiscovered love affair, and to have gone for a soldier. 
He had got up in the night, and dropped into the village street from the loft in which he 
slept with another man; and he had done it so quietly, that his companion and fellow-
labourer had heard no movement when he was awakened in the morning, and they said, 
"Louis, where is Henri?" They looked for him high and low, in vain, and gave him up. 
Now, outside this Inn, there stood, as there stood outside every dwelling in the village, a 
stack of firewood; but the stack belonging to the Inn was higher than any of the rest, 
because the Inn was the richest house, and burnt the most fuel. It began to be noticed, 
while they were looking high and low, that a Bantam cock, part of the live stock of the 
Inn, put himself wonderfully out of his way to get to the top of this wood-stack; and that 
he would stay there for hours and hours, crowing, until he appeared in danger of splitting 
himself. Five weeks went on,--six weeks,--and still this terrible Bantam, neglecting his 
domestic affairs, was always on the top of the wood-stack, crowing the very eyes out of 
his head. By this time it was perceived that Louis had become inspired with a violent 
animosity towards the terrible Bantam, and one morning he was seen by a woman, who 
sat nursing her goitre at a little window in a gleam of sun, to catch up a rough billet of 
wood, with a great oath, hurl it at the terrible Bantam crowing on the wood-stack, and 
bring him down dead. Hereupon the woman, with a sudden light in her mind, stole round 
to the back of the wood-stack, and, being a good climber, as all those women are, 
climbed up, and soon was seen upon the summit, screaming, looking down the hollow 
within, and crying, "Seize Louis, the murderer! Ring the church bell! Here is the body!" I 
saw the murderer that day, and I saw him as I sat by my fire at the Holly-Tree Inn, and I 
see him now, lying shackled with cords on the stable litter, among the mild eyes and the 
smoking breath of the cows, waiting to be taken away by the police, and stared at by the 
fearful village. A heavy animal,--the dullest animal in the stables,--with a stupid head, 
and a lumpish face devoid of any trace of insensibility, who had been, within the 
knowledge of the murdered youth, an embezzler of certain small moneys belonging to his 
master, and who had taken this hopeful mode of putting a possible accuser out of his way. 
All of which he confessed next day, like a sulky wretch who couldn't be troubled any 
more, now that they had got hold of him, and meant to make an end of him. I saw him 
once again, on the day of my departure from the Inn. In that Canton the headsman still 
does his office with a sword; and I came upon this murderer sitting bound, to a chair, 
with his eyes bandaged, on a scaffold in a little market-place. In that instant, a great 
sword (loaded with quicksilver in the thick part of the blade) swept round him like a gust 
of wind or fire, and there was no such creature in the world. My wonder was, not that he 



was so suddenly dispatched, but that any head was left unreaped, within a radius of fifty 
yards of that tremendous sickle.  

That was a good Inn, too, with the kind, cheerful landlady and the honest landlord, where 
I lived in the shadow of Mont Blanc, and where one of the apartments has a zoological 
papering on the walls, not so accurately joined but that the elephant occasionally rejoices 
in a tiger's hind legs and tail, while the lion puts on a trunk and tusks, and the bear, 
moulting as it were, appears as to portions of himself like a leopard. I made several 
American friends at that Inn, who all called Mont Blanc Mount Blank,--except one good- 
humoured gentleman, of a very sociable nature, who became on such intimate terms with 
it that he spoke of it familiarly as "Blank;" observing, at breakfast, "Blank looks pretty 
tall this morning;" or considerably doubting in the courtyard in the evening, whether 
there warn't some go-ahead naters in our country, sir, that would make out the top of 
Blank in a couple of hours from first start--now!  

Once I passed a fortnight at an Inn in the North of England, where I was haunted by the 
ghost of a tremendous pie. It was a Yorkshire pie, like a fort,--an abandoned fort with 
nothing in it; but the waiter had a fixed idea that it was a point of ceremony at every meal 
to put the pie on the table. After some days I tried to hint, in several delicate ways, that I 
considered the pie done with; as, for example, by emptying fag-ends of glasses of wine 
into it; putting cheese-plates and spoons into it, as into a basket; putting wine-bottles into 
it, as into a cooler; but always in vain, the pie being invariably cleaned out again and 
brought up as before. At last, beginning to be doubtful whether I was not the victim of a 
spectral illusion, and whether my health and spirits might not sink under the horrors of an 
imaginary pie, I cut a triangle out of it, fully as large as the musical instrument of that 
name in a powerful orchestra. Human provision could not have foreseen the result--but 
the waiter mended the pie. With some effectual species of cement, he adroitly fitted the 
triangle in again, and I paid my reckoning and fled.  

The Holly-Tree was getting rather dismal. I made an overland expedition beyond the 
screen, and penetrated as far as the fourth window. Here I was driven back by stress of 
weather. Arrived at my winter-quarters once more, I made up the fire, and took another 
Inn.  

It was in the remotest part of Cornwall. A great annual Miners' Feast was being holden at 
the Inn, when I and my travelling companions presented ourselves at night among the 
wild crowd that were dancing before it by torchlight. We had had a break-down in the 
dark, on a stony morass some miles away; and I had the honour of leading one of the 
unharnessed post-horses. If any lady or gentleman, on perusal of the present lines, will 
take any very tall post-horse with his traces hanging about his legs, and will conduct him 
by the bearing-rein into the heart of a country dance of a hundred and fifty couples, that 
lady or gentleman will then, and only then, form an adequate idea of the extent to which 
that post- horse will tread on his conductor's toes. Over and above which, the post-horse, 
finding three hundred people whirling about him, will probably rear, and also lash out 
with his hind legs, in a manner incompatible with dignity or self-respect on his 
conductor's part. With such little drawbacks on my usually impressive aspect, I appeared 



at this Cornish Inn, to the unutterable wonder of the Cornish Miners. It was full, and 
twenty times full, and nobody could be received but the post-horse,--though to get rid of 
that noble animal was something. While my fellow-travellers and I were discussing how 
to pass the night and so much of the next day as must intervene before the jovial 
blacksmith and the jovial wheelwright would be in a condition to go out on the morass 
and mend the coach, an honest man stepped forth from the crowd and proposed his unlet 
floor of two rooms, with supper of eggs and bacon, ale and punch. We joyfully 
accompanied him home to the strangest of clean houses, where we were well entertained 
to the satisfaction of all parties. But the novel feature of the entertainment was, that our 
host was a chair-maker, and that the chairs assigned to us were mere frames, altogether 
without bottoms of any sort; so that we passed the evening on perches. Nor was this the 
absurdest consequence; for when we unbent at supper, and any one of us gave way to 
laughter, he forgot the peculiarity of his position, and instantly disappeared. I myself, 
doubled up into an attitude from which self-extrication was impossible, was taken out of 
my frame, like a clown in a comic pantomime who has tumbled into a tub, five times by 
the taper's light during the eggs and bacon.  

The Holly-Tree was fast reviving within me a sense of loneliness. I began to feel 
conscious that my subject would never carry on until I was dug out. I might be a week 
here,--weeks!  

There was a story with a singular idea in it, connected with an Inn I once passed a night at 
in a picturesque old town on the Welsh border. In a large double-bedded room of this Inn 
there had been a suicide committed by poison, in one bed, while a tired traveller slept 
unconscious in the other. After that time, the suicide bed was never used, but the other 
constantly was; the disused bedstead remaining in the room empty, though as to all other 
respects in its old state. The story ran, that whosoever slept in this room, though never so 
entire a stranger, from never so far off, was invariably observed to come down in the 
morning with an impression that he smelt Laudanum, and that his mind always turned 
upon the subject of suicide; to which, whatever kind of man he might be, he was certain 
to make some reference if he conversed with any one. This went on for years, until it at 
length induced the landlord to take the disused bedstead down, and bodily burn it,--bed, 
hangings, and all. The strange influence (this was the story) now changed to a fainter one, 
but never changed afterwards. The occupant of that room, with occasional but very rare 
exceptions, would come down in the morning, trying to recall a forgotten dream he had 
had in the night. The landlord, on his mentioning his perplexity, would suggest various 
commonplace subjects, not one of which, as he very well knew, was the true subject. But 
the moment the landlord suggested "Poison," the traveller started, and cried, "Yes!" He 
never failed to accept that suggestion, and he never recalled any more of the dream.  

This reminiscence brought the Welsh Inns in general before me; with the women in their 
round hats, and the harpers with their white beards (venerable, but humbugs, I am afraid), 
playing outside the door while I took my dinner. The transition was natural to the 
Highland Inns, with the oatmeal bannocks, the honey, the venison steaks, the trout from 
the loch, the whisky, and perhaps (having the materials so temptingly at hand) the Athol 
brose. Once was I coming south from the Scottish Highlands in hot haste, hoping to 



change quickly at the station at the bottom of a certain wild historical glen, when these 
eyes did with mortification see the landlord come out with a telescope and sweep the 
whole prospect for the horses; which horses were away picking up their own living, and 
did not heave in sight under four hours. Having thought of the loch-trout, I was taken by 
quick association to the Anglers' Inns of England (I have assisted at innumerable feats of 
angling by lying in the bottom of the boat, whole summer days, doing nothing with the 
greatest perseverance; which I have generally found to be as effectual towards the taking 
of fish as the finest tackle and the utmost science), and to the pleasant white, clean, 
flower-pot-decorated bedrooms of those inns, overlooking the river, and the ferry, and the 
green ait, and the church-spire, and the country bridge; and to the pearless Emma with the 
bright eyes and the pretty smile, who waited, bless her! with a natural grace that would 
have converted Blue-Beard. Casting my eyes upon my Holly-Tree fire, I next discerned 
among the glowing coals the pictures of a score or more of those wonderful English 
posting-inns which we are all so sorry to have lost, which were so large and so 
comfortable, and which were such monuments of British submission to rapacity and 
extortion. He who would see these houses pining away, let him walk from Basingstoke, 
or even Windsor, to London, by way of Hounslow, and moralise on their perishing 
remains; the stables crumbling to dust; unsettled labourers and wanderers bivouacking in 
the outhouses; grass growing in the yards; the rooms, where erst so many hundred beds of 
down were made up, let off to Irish lodgers at eighteenpence a week; a little ill-looking 
beer-shop shrinking in the tap of former days, burning coach-house gates for firewood, 
having one of its two windows bunged up, as if it had received punishment in a fight with 
the Railroad; a low, bandy-legged, brick-making bulldog standing in the doorway. What 
could I next see in my fire so naturally as the new railway-house of these times near the 
dismal country station; with nothing particular on draught but cold air and damp, nothing 
worth mentioning in the larder but new mortar, and no business doing beyond a conceited 
affectation of luggage in the hall? Then I came to the Inns of Paris, with the pretty 
apartment of four pieces up one hundred and seventy-five waxed stairs, the privilege of 
ringing the bell all day long without influencing anybody's mind or body but your own, 
and the not-too-much-for- dinner, considering the price. Next to the provincial Inns of 
France, with the great church-tower rising above the courtyard, the horse-bells jingling 
merrily up and down the street beyond, and the clocks of all descriptions in all the rooms, 
which are never right, unless taken at the precise minute when, by getting exactly twelve 
hours too fast or too slow, they unintentionally become so. Away I went, next, to the 
lesser roadside Inns of Italy; where all the dirty clothes in the house (not in wear) are 
always lying in your anteroom; where the mosquitoes make a raisin pudding of your face 
in summer, and the cold bites it blue in winter; where you get what you can, and forget 
what you can't: where I should again like to be boiling my tea in a pocket-handkerchief 
dumpling, for want of a teapot. So to the old palace Inns and old monastery Inns, in 
towns and cities of the same bright country; with their massive quadrangular staircases, 
whence you may look from among clustering pillars high into the blue vault of heaven; 
with their stately banqueting-rooms, and vast refectories; with their labyrinths of ghostly 
bedchambers, and their glimpses into gorgeous streets that have no appearance of reality 
or possibility. So to the close little Inns of the Malaria districts, with their pale attendants, 
and their peculiar smell of never letting in the air. So to the immense fantastic Inns of 
Venice, with the cry of the gondolier below, as he skims the corner; the grip of the watery 



odours on one particular little bit of the bridge of your nose (which is never released 
while you stay there); and the great bell of St. Mark's Cathedral tolling midnight. Next I 
put up for a minute at the restless Inns upon the Rhine, where your going to bed, no 
matter at what hour, appears to be the tocsin for everybody else's getting up; and where, 
in the table-d'hote room at the end of the long table (with several Towers of Babel on it at 
the other end, all made of white plates), one knot of stoutish men, entirely dressed in 
jewels and dirt, and having nothing else upon them, will remain all night, clinking 
glasses, and singing about the river that flows, and the grape that grows, and Rhine wine 
that beguiles, and Rhine woman that smiles and hi drink drink my friend and ho drink 
drink my brother, and all the rest of it. I departed thence, as a matter of course, to other 
German Inns, where all the eatables are soddened down to the same flavour, and where 
the mind is disturbed by the apparition of hot puddings, and boiled cherries, sweet and 
slab, at awfully unexpected periods of the repast. After a draught of sparkling beer from a 
foaming glass jug, and a glance of recognition through the windows of the student beer-
houses at Heidelberg and elsewhere, I put out to sea for the Inns of America, with their 
four hundred beds apiece, and their eight or nine hundred ladies and gentlemen at dinner 
every day. Again I stood in the bar-rooms thereof, taking my evening cobbler, julep, 
sling, or cocktail. Again I listened to my friend the General,--whom I had known for five 
minutes, in the course of which period he had made me intimate for life with two Majors, 
who again had made me intimate for life with three Colonels, who again had made me 
brother to twenty-two civilians,--again, I say, I listened to my friend the General, 
leisurely expounding the resources of the establishment, as to gentlemen's morning-room, 
sir; ladies' morning-room, sir; gentlemen's evening-room, sir; ladies' evening-room, sir; 
ladies' and gentlemen's evening reuniting-room, sir; music-room, sir; reading-room, sir; 
over four hundred sleeping- rooms, sir; and the entire planned and finited within twelve 
calendar months from the first clearing off of the old encumbrances on the plot, at a cost 
of five hundred thousand dollars, sir. Again I found, as to my individual way of thinking, 
that the greater, the more gorgeous, and the more dollarous the establishment was, the 
less desirable it was. Nevertheless, again I drank my cobbler, julep, sling, or cocktail, in 
all good-will, to my friend the General, and my friends the Majors, Colonels, and 
civilians all; full well knowing that, whatever little motes my beamy eyes may have 
descried in theirs, they belong to a kind, generous, large-hearted, and great people.  

I had been going on lately at a quick pace to keep my solitude out of my mind; but here I 
broke down for good, and gave up the subject. What was I to do? What was to become of 
me? Into what extremity was I submissively to sink? Supposing that, like Baron Trenck, I 
looked out for a mouse or spider, and found one, and beguiled my imprisonment by 
training it? Even that might be dangerous with a view to the future. I might be so far gone 
when the road did come to be cut through the snow, that, on my way forth, I might burst 
into tears, and beseech, like the prisoner who was released in his old age from the 
Bastille, to be taken back again to the five windows, the ten curtains, and the sinuous 
drapery.  

A desperate idea came into my head. Under any other circumstances I should have 
rejected it; but, in the strait at which I was, I held it fast. Could I so far overcome the 
inherent bashfulness which withheld me from the landlord's table and the company I 



might find there, as to call up the Boots, and ask him to take a chair,--and something in a 
liquid form,--and talk to me? I could, I would, I did.  

SECOND BRANCH -- THE BOOTS  

Where had he been in his time? he repeated, when I asked him the question. Lord, he had 
been everywhere! And what had he been? Bless you, he had been everything you could 
mention a'most!  

Seen a good deal? Why, of course he had. I should say so, he could assure me, if I only 
knew about a twentieth part of what had come in his way. Why, it would be easier for 
him, he expected, to tell what he hadn't seen than what he had. Ah! A deal, it would.  

What was the curiousest thing he had seen? Well! He didn't know. He couldn't momently 
name what was the curiousest thing he had seen- -unless it was a Unicorn, and he see him 
once at a Fair. But supposing a young gentleman not eight year old was to run away with 
a fine young woman of seven, might I think that a queer start? Certainly. Then that was a 
start as he himself had had his blessed eyes on, and he had cleaned the shoes they run 
away in--and they was so little that he couldn't get his hand into 'em.  

Master Harry Walmers' father, you see, he lived at the Elmses, down away by Shooter's 
Hill there, six or seven miles from Lunnon. He was a gentleman of spirit, and good-
looking, and held his head up when he walked, and had what you may call Fire about 
him. He wrote poetry, and he rode, and he ran, and he cricketed, and he danced, and he 
acted, and he done it all equally beautiful. He was uncommon proud of Master Harry as 
was his only child; but he didn't spoil him neither. He was a gentleman that had a will of 
his own and a eye of his own, and that would be minded. Consequently, though he made 
quite a companion of the fine bright boy, and was delighted to see him so fond of reading 
his fairy books, and was never tired of hearing him say my name is Norval, or hearing 
him sing his songs about Young May Moons is beaming love, and When he as adores 
thee has left but the name, and that; still he kept the command over the child, and the 
child was a child, and it's to be wished more of 'em was!  

How did Boots happen to know all this? Why, through being under- gardener. Of course 
he couldn't be under-gardener, and be always about, in the summer-time, near the 
windows on the lawn, a mowing, and sweeping, and weeding, and pruning, and this and 
that, without getting acquainted with the ways of the family. Even supposing Master 
Harry hadn't come to him one morning early, and said, "Cobbs, how should you spell 
Norah, if you was asked?" and then began cutting it in print all over the fence.  

He couldn't say he had taken particular notice of children before that; but really it was 
pretty to see them two mites a going about the place together, deep in love. And the 
courage of the boy! Bless your soul, he'd have throwed off his little hat, and tucked up his 
little sleeves, and gone in at a Lion, he would, if they had happened to meet one, and she 
had been frightened of him. One day he stops, along with her, where Boots was hoeing 
weeds in the gravel, and says, speaking up, "Cobbs," he says, "I like you." "Do you, sir? 



I'm proud to hear it." "Yes, I do, Cobbs. Why do I like you, do you think, Cobbs?" "Don't 
know, Master Harry, I am sure." "Because Norah likes you, Cobbs." "Indeed, sir? That's 
very gratifying." "Gratifying, Cobbs? It's better than millions of the brightest diamonds to 
be liked by Norah." "Certainly, sir." "You're going away, ain't you, Cobbs?" "Yes, sir." 
"Would you like another situation, Cobbs?" "Well, sir, I shouldn't object, if it was a good 
Inn." "Then, Cobbs," says he, "you shall be our Head Gardener when we are married." 
And he tucks her, in her little sky- blue mantle, under his arm, and walks away.  

Boots could assure me that it was better than a picter, and equal to a play, to see them 
babies, with their long, bright, curling hair, their sparkling eyes, and their beautiful light 
tread, a rambling about the garden, deep in love. Boots was of opinion that the birds 
believed they was birds, and kept up with 'em, singing to please 'em. Sometimes they 
would creep under the Tulip-tree, and would sit there with their arms round one another's 
necks, and their soft cheeks touching, a reading about the Prince and the Dragon, and the 
good and bad enchanters, and the king's fair daughter. Sometimes he would hear them 
planning about having a house in a forest, keeping bees and a cow, and living entirely on 
milk and honey. Once he came upon them by the pond, and heard Master Harry say, 
"Adorable Norah, kiss me, and say you love me to distraction, or I'll jump in head- 
foremost." And Boots made no question he would have done it if she hadn't complied. On 
the whole, Boots said it had a tendency to make him feel as if he was in love himself--
only he didn't exactly know who with.  

"Cobbs," said Master Harry, one evening, when Cobbs was watering the flowers, "I am 
going on a visit, this present Midsummer, to my grandmamma's at York."  

"Are you indeed, sir? I hope you'll have a pleasant time. I am going into Yorkshire, 
myself, when I leave here."  

"Are you going to your grandmamma's, Cobbs?"  

"No, sir. I haven't got such a thing."  

"Not as a grandmamma, Cobbs?"  

"No, sir."  

The boy looked on at the watering of the flowers for a little while, and then said, "I shall 
be very glad indeed to go, Cobbs,--Norah's going."  

"You'll be all right then, sir," says Cobbs, "with your beautiful sweetheart by your side."  

"Cobbs," returned the boy, flushing, "I never let anybody joke about it, when I can 
prevent them."  

"It wasn't a joke, sir," says Cobbs, with humility,--"wasn't so meant."  



"I am glad of that, Cobbs, because I like you, you know, and you're going to live with us.-
-Cobbs!"  

"Sir."  

"What do you think my grandmamma gives me when I go down there?"  

"I couldn't so much as make a guess, sir."  

"A Bank of England five-pound note, Cobbs."  

"Whew!" says Cobbs, "that's a spanking sum of money, Master Harry."  

"A person could do a good deal with such a sum of money as that,-- couldn't a person, 
Cobbs?"  

"I believe you, sir!"  

"Cobbs," said the boy, "I'll tell you a secret. At Norah's house, they have been joking her 
about me, and pretending to laugh at our being engaged,--pretending to make game of it, 
Cobbs!"  

"Such, sir," says Cobbs, "is the depravity of human natur."  

The boy, looking exactly like his father, stood for a few minutes with his glowing face 
towards the sunset, and then departed with, "Good-night, Cobbs. I'm going in."  

If I was to ask Boots how it happened that he was a-going to leave that place just at that 
present time, well, he couldn't rightly answer me. He did suppose he might have stayed 
there till now if he had been anyways inclined. But, you see, he was younger then, and he 
wanted change. That's what he wanted,--change. Mr. Walmers, he said to him when he 
gave him notice of his intentions to leave, "Cobbs," he says, "have you anythink to 
complain of? I make the inquiry because if I find that any of my people really has 
anythink to complain of, I wish to make it right if I can." "No, sir." says Cobbs; "thanking 
you, sir, I find myself as well sitiwated here as I could hope to be anywheres. The truth is, 
sir, that I'm a-going to seek my fortun'." "O, indeed, Cobbs!" he says; "I hope you may 
find it." And Boots could assure me--which he did, touching his hair with his bootjack, as 
a salute in the way of his present calling-- that he hadn't found it yet.  

Well, sir! Boots left the Elmses when his time was up, and Master Harry, he went down 
to the old lady's at York, which old lady would have given that child the teeth out of her 
head (if she had had any), she was so wrapped up in him. What does that Infant do,--for 
Infant you may call him and be within the mark,--but cut away from that old lady's with 
his Norah, on a expedition to go to Gretna Green and be married!  



Sir, Boots was at this identical Holly-Tree Inn (having left it several times since to better 
himself, but always come back through one thing or another), when, one summer 
afternoon, the coach drives up, and out of the coach gets them two children. The Guard 
says to our Governor, "I don't quite make out these little passengers, but the young 
gentleman's words was, that they was to be brought here." The young gentleman gets out; 
hands his lady out; gives the Guard something for himself; says to our Governor, "We're 
to stop here to- night, please. Sitting-room and two bedrooms will be required. Chops and 
cherry-pudding for two!" and tucks her, in her sky-blue mantle, under his arm, and walks 
into the house much bolder than Brass.  

Boots leaves me to judge what the amazement of that establishment was, when these two 
tiny creatures all alone by themselves was marched into the Angel,--much more so, when 
he, who had seen them without their seeing him, give the Governor his views of the 
expedition they was upon. "Cobbs," says the Governor, "if this is so, I must set off myself 
to York, and quiet their friends' minds. In which case you must keep your eye upon 'em, 
and humour 'em, till I come back. But before I take these measures, Cobbs, I should wish 
you to find from themselves whether your opinion is correct." "Sir, to you," says Cobbs, 
"that shall be done directly."  

So Boots goes up-stairs to the Angel, and there he finds Master Harry on a e-normous 
sofa,--immense at any time, but looking like the Great Bed of Ware, compared with him,-
-a drying the eyes of Miss Norah with his pocket-hankecher. Their little legs was entirely 
off the ground, of course, and it really is not possible for Boots to express to me how 
small them children looked.  

"It's Cobbs! It's Cobbs!" cries Master Harry, and comes running to him, and catching 
hold of his hand. Miss Norah comes running to him on t'other side and catching hold of 
his t'other hand, and they both jump for joy.  

"I see you a getting out, sir," says Cobbs. "I thought it was you. I thought I couldn't be 
mistaken in your height and figure. What's the object of your journey, sir?--
Matrimonial?"  

"We are going to be married, Cobbs, at Gretna Green," returned the boy. "We have run 
away on purpose. Norah has been in rather low spirits, Cobbs; but she'll be happy, now 
we have found you to be our friend."  

"Thank you, sir, and thank you, miss," says Cobbs, "for your good opinion. Did you bring 
any luggage with you, sir?"  

If I will believe Boots when he gives me his word and honour upon it, the lady had got a 
parasol, a smelling-bottle, a round and a half of cold buttered toast, eight peppermint 
drops, and a hair- brush,--seemingly a doll's. The gentleman had got about half a dozen 
yards of string, a knife, three or four sheets of writing- paper folded up surprising small, a 
orange, and a Chaney mug with his name upon it.  



"What may be the exact natur of your plans, sir?" says Cobbs.  

"To go on," replied the boy,--which the courage of that boy was something wonderful!--
"in the morning, and be married to-morrow."  

"Just so, sir," says Cobbs. "Would it meet your views, sir, if I was to accompany you?"  

When Cobbs said this, they both jumped for joy again, and cried out, "Oh, yes, yes, 
Cobbs! Yes!"  

"Well, sir," says Cobbs. "If you will excuse my having the freedom to give an opinion, 
what I should recommend would be this. I'm acquainted with a pony, sir, which, put in a 
pheayton that I could borrow, would take you and Mrs. Harry Walmers, Junior, (myself 
driving, if you approved,) to the end of your journey in a very short space of time. I am 
not altogether sure, sir, that this pony will be at liberty to-morrow, but even if you had to 
wait over to- morrow for him, it might be worth your while. As to the small account here, 
sir, in case you was to find yourself running at all short, that don't signify; because I'm a 
part proprietor of this inn, and it could stand over."  

Boots assures me that when they clapped their hands, and jumped for joy again, and 
called him "Good Cobbs!" and "Dear Cobbs!" and bent across him to kiss one another in 
the delight of their confiding hearts, he felt himself the meanest rascal for deceiving 'em 
that ever was born.  

"Is there anything you want just at present, sir?" says Cobbs, mortally ashamed of 
himself.  

"We should like some cakes after dinner," answered Master Harry, folding his arms, 
putting out one leg, and looking straight at him, "and two apples,--and jam. With dinner 
we should like to have toast-and-water. But Norah has always been accustomed to half a 
glass of currant wine at dessert. And so have I."  

"It shall be ordered at the bar, sir," says Cobbs; and away he went.  

Boots has the feeling as fresh upon him at this minute of speaking as he had then, that he 
would far rather have had it out in half-a- dozen rounds with the Governor than have 
combined with him; and that he wished with all his heart there was any impossible place 
where those two babies could make an impossible marriage, and live impossibly happy 
ever afterwards. However, as it couldn't be, he went into the Governor's plans, and the 
Governor set off for York in half an hour.  

The way in which the women of that house--without exception--every one of 'em--
married and single--took to that boy when they heard the story, Boots considers 
surprising. It was as much as he could do to keep 'em from dashing into the room and 
kissing him. They climbed up all sorts of places, at the risk of their lives, to look at him 



through a pane of glass. They was seven deep at the keyhole. They was out of their minds 
about him and his bold spirit.  

In the evening, Boots went into the room to see how the runaway couple was getting on. 
The gentleman was on the window-seat, supporting the lady in his arms. She had tears 
upon her face, and was lying, very tired and half asleep, with her head upon his shoulder.  

"Mrs. Harry Walmers, Junior, fatigued, sir?" says Cobbs.  

"Yes, she is tired, Cobbs; but she is not used to be away from home, and she has been in 
low spirits again. Cobbs, do you think you could bring a biffin, please?"  

"I ask your pardon, sir," says Cobbs. "What was it you--?"  

"I think a Norfolk biffin would rouse her, Cobbs. She is very fond of them."  

Boots withdrew in search of the required restorative, and when he brought it in, the 
gentleman handed it to the lady, and fed her with a spoon, and took a little himself; the 
lady being heavy with sleep, and rather cross. "What should you think, sir," says Cobbs, 
"of a chamber candlestick?" The gentleman approved; the chambermaid went first, up the 
great staircase; the lady, in her sky-blue mantle, followed, gallantly escorted by the 
gentleman; the gentleman embraced her at her door, and retired to his own apartment, 
where Boots softly locked him up.  

Boots couldn't but feel with increased acuteness what a base deceiver he was, when they 
consulted him at breakfast (they had ordered sweet milk-and-water, and toast and currant 
jelly, over- night) about the pony. It really was as much as he could do, he don't mind 
confessing to me, to look them two young things in the face, and think what a wicked old 
father of lies he had grown up to be. Howsomever, he went on a lying like a Trojan about 
the pony. He told 'em that it did so unfortunately happen that the pony was half clipped, 
you see, and that he couldn't be taken out in that state, for fear it should strike to his 
inside. But that he'd be finished clipping in the course of the day, and that to-morrow 
morning at eight o'clock the pheayton would be ready. Boots's view of the whole case, 
looking back on it in my room, is, that Mrs. Harry Walmers, Junior, was beginning to 
give in. She hadn't had her hair curled when she went to bed, and she didn't seem quite up 
to brushing it herself, and its getting in her eyes put her out. But nothing put out Master 
Harry. He sat behind his breakfast-cup, a tearing away at the jelly, as if he had been his 
own father.  

After breakfast, Boots is inclined to consider that they drawed soldiers,--at least, he 
knows that many such was found in the fire- place, all on horseback. In the course of the 
morning, Master Harry rang the bell,--it was surprising how that there boy did carry on,-- 
and said, in a sprightly way, "Cobbs, is there any good walks in this neighbourhood?"  

"Yes, sir," says Cobbs. "There's Love Lane."  



"Get out with you, Cobbs!"--that was that there boy's expression,-- "you're joking."  

"Begging your pardon, sir," says Cobbs, "there really is Love Lane. And a pleasant walk 
it is, and proud shall I be to show it to yourself and Mrs. Harry Walmers, Junior."  

"Norah, dear," said Master Harry, "this is curious. We really ought to see Love Lane. Put 
on your bonnet, my sweetest darling, and we will go there with Cobbs."  

Boots leaves me to judge what a Beast he felt himself to be, when that young pair told 
him, as they all three jogged along together, that they had made up their minds to give 
him two thousand guineas a year as head-gardener, on accounts of his being so true a 
friend to 'em. Boots could have wished at the moment that the earth would have opened 
and swallowed him up, he felt so mean, with their beaming eyes a looking at him, and 
believing him. Well, sir, he turned the conversation as well as he could, and he took 'em 
down Love Lane to the water-meadows, and there Master Harry would have drowned 
himself in half a moment more, a getting out a water-lily for her,--but nothing daunted 
that boy. Well, sir, they was tired out. All being so new and strange to 'em, they was tired 
as tired could be. And they laid down on a bank of daisies, like the children in the wood, 
leastways meadows, and fell asleep.  

Boots don't know--perhaps I do,--but never mind, it don't signify either way--why it made 
a man fit to make a fool of himself to see them two pretty babies a lying there in the clear 
still sunny day, not dreaming half so hard when they was asleep as they done when they 
was awake. But, Lord! when you come to think of yourself, you know, and what a game 
you have been up to ever since you was in your own cradle, and what a poor sort of a 
chap you are, and how it's always either Yesterday with you, or else To-morrow, and 
never To- day, that's where it is!  

Well, sir, they woke up at last, and then one thing was getting pretty clear to Boots, 
namely, that Mrs. Harry Walmerses, Junior's, temper was on the move. When Master 
Harry took her round the waist, she said he "teased her so;" and when he says, "Norah, 
my young May Moon, your Harry tease you?" she tells him, "Yes; and I want to go 
home!"  

A biled fowl, and baked bread-and-butter pudding, brought Mrs. Walmers up a little; but 
Boots could have wished, he must privately own to me, to have seen her more sensible of 
the woice of love, and less abandoning of herself to currants. However, Master Harry, he 
kept up, and his noble heart was as fond as ever. Mrs. Walmers turned very sleepy about 
dusk, and began to cry. Therefore, Mrs. Walmers went off to bed as per yesterday; and 
Master Harry ditto repeated.  

About eleven or twelve at night comes back the Governor in a chaise, along with Mr. 
Walmers and a elderly lady. Mr. Walmers looks amused and very serious, both at once, 
and says to our missis, "We are much indebted to you, ma'am, for your kind care of our 
little children, which we can never sufficiently acknowledge. Pray, ma'am, where is my 
boy?" Our missis says, "Cobbs has the dear child in charge, sir. Cobbs, show Forty!" 



Then he says to Cobbs, "Ah, Cobbs, I am glad to see you! I understood you was here!" 
And Cobbs says, "Yes, sir. Your most obedient, sir."  

I may be surprised to hear Boots say it, perhaps; but Boots assures me that his heart beat 
like a hammer, going up-stairs. "I beg your pardon, sir," says he, while unlocking the 
door; "I hope you are not angry with Master Harry. For Master Harry is a fine boy, sir, 
and will do you credit and honour." And Boots signifies to me, that, if the fine boy's 
father had contradicted him in the daring state of mind in which he then was, he thinks he 
should have "fetched him a crack," and taken the consequences.  

But Mr. Walmers only says, "No, Cobbs. No, my good fellow. Thank you!" And, the 
door being opened, goes in.  

Boots goes in too, holding the light, and he sees Mr. Walmers go up to the bedside, bend 
gently down, and kiss the little sleeping face. Then he stands looking at it for a minute, 
looking wonderfully like it (they do say he ran away with Mrs. Walmers); and then he 
gently shakes the little shoulder.  

"Harry, my dear boy! Harry!"  

Master Harry starts up and looks at him. Looks at Cobbs too. Such is the honour of that 
mite, that he looks at Cobbs, to see whether he has brought him into trouble.  

"I am not angry, my child. I only want you to dress yourself and come home."  

"Yes, pa."  

Master Harry dresses himself quickly. His breast begins to swell when he has nearly 
finished, and it swells more and more as he stands, at last, a looking at his father: his 
father standing a looking at him, the quiet image of him.  

"Please may I"--the spirit of that little creatur, and the way he kept his rising tears down!-
-"please, dear pa--may I--kiss Norah before I go?"  

"You may, my child."  

So he takes Master Harry in his hand, and Boots leads the way with the candle, and they 
come to that other bedroom, where the elderly lady is seated by the bed, and poor little 
Mrs. Harry Walmers, Junior, is fast asleep. There the father lifts the child up to the 
pillow, and he lays his little face down for an instant by the little warm face of poor 
unconscious little Mrs. Harry Walmers, Junior, and gently draws it to him,--a sight so 
touching to the chambermaids who are peeping through the door, that one of them calls 
out, "It's a shame to part 'em!" But this chambermaid was always, as Boots informs me, a 
soft-hearted one. Not that there was any harm in that girl. Far from it.  



Finally, Boots says, that's all about it. Mr. Walmers drove away in the chaise, having hold 
of Master Harry's hand. The elderly lady and Mrs. Harry Walmers, Junior, that was never 
to be (she married a Captain long afterwards, and died in India), went off next day. In 
conclusion, Boots put it to me whether I hold with him in two opinions: firstly, that there 
are not many couples on their way to be married who are half as innocent of guile as 
those two children; secondly, that it would be a jolly good thing for a great many couples 
on their way to be married, if they could only be stopped in time, and brought back 
separately.  

THIRD BRANCH -- THE BILL  

I had been snowed up a whole week. The time had hung so lightly on my hands, that I 
should have been in great doubt of the fact but for a piece of documentary evidence that 
lay upon my table.  

The road had been dug out of the snow on the previous day, and the document in question 
was my bill. It testified emphatically to my having eaten and drunk, and warmed myself, 
and slept among the sheltering branches of the Holly-Tree, seven days and nights.  

I had yesterday allowed the road twenty-four hours to improve itself, finding that I 
required that additional margin of time for the completion of my task. I had ordered my 
Bill to be upon the table, and a chaise to be at the door, "at eight o'clock to-morrow 
evening." It was eight o'clock to-morrow evening when I buckled up my travelling 
writing-desk in its leather case, paid my Bill, and got on my warm coats and wrappers. Of 
course, no time now remained for my travelling on to add a frozen tear to the icicles 
which were doubtless hanging plentifully about the farmhouse where I had first seen 
Angela. What I had to do was to get across to Liverpool by the shortest open road, there 
to meet my heavy baggage and embark. It was quite enough to do, and I had not an hour 
too much time to do it in.  

I had taken leave of all my Holly-Tree friends--almost, for the time being, of my 
bashfulness too--and was standing for half a minute at the Inn door watching the ostler as 
he took another turn at the cord which tied my portmanteau on the chaise, when I saw 
lamps coming down towards the Holly-Tree. The road was so padded with snow that no 
wheels were audible; but all of us who were standing at the Inn door saw lamps coming 
on, and at a lively rate too, between the walls of snow that had been heaped up on either 
side of the track. The chambermaid instantly divined how the case stood, and called to 
the ostler, "Tom, this is a Gretna job!" The ostler, knowing that her sex instinctively 
scented a marriage, or anything in that direction, rushed up the yard bawling, "Next four 
out!" and in a moment the whole establishment was thrown into commotion.  

I had a melancholy interest in seeing the happy man who loved and was beloved; and 
therefore, instead of driving off at once, I remained at the Inn door when the fugitives 
drove up. A bright-eyed fellow, muffled in a mantle, jumped out so briskly that he almost 
overthrew me. He turned to apologise, and, by heaven, it was Edwin!  



"Charley!" said he, recoiling. "Gracious powers, what do you do here?"  

"Edwin," said I, recoiling, "gracious powers, what do you do here?" I struck my forehead 
as I said it, and an insupportable blaze of light seemed to shoot before my eyes.  

He hurried me into the little parlour (always kept with a slow fire in it and no poker), 
where posting company waited while their horses were putting to, and, shutting the door, 
said:  

"Charley, forgive me!"  

"Edwin!" I returned. "Was this well? When I loved her so dearly! When I had garnered 
up my heart so long!" I could say no more.  

He was shocked when he saw how moved I was, and made the cruel observation, that he 
had not thought I should have taken it so much to heart.  

I looked at him. I reproached him no more. But I looked at him. "My dear, dear Charley," 
said he, "don't think ill of me, I beseech you! I know you have a right to my utmost 
confidence, and, believe me, you have ever had it until now. I abhor secrecy. Its 
meanness is intolerable to me. But I and my dear girl have observed it for your sake."  

He and his dear girl! It steeled me.  

"You have observed it for my sake, sir?" said I, wondering how his frank face could face 
it out so.  

"Yes!--and Angela's," said he.  

I found the room reeling round in an uncertain way, like a labouring, humming-top. 
"Explain yourself," said I, holding on by one hand to an arm-chair.  

"Dear old darling Charley!" returned Edwin, in his cordial manner, "consider! When you 
were going on so happily with Angela, why should I compromise you with the old 
gentleman by making you a party to our engagement, and (after he had declined my 
proposals) to our secret intention? Surely it was better that you should be able honourably 
to say, 'He never took counsel with me, never told me, never breathed a word of it.' If 
Angela suspected it, and showed me all the favour and support she could--God bless her 
for a precious creature and a priceless wife!--I couldn't help that. Neither I nor Emmeline 
ever told her, any more than we told you. And for the same good reason, Charley; trust 
me, for the same good reason, and no other upon earth!"  

Emmeline was Angela's cousin. Lived with her. Had been brought up with her. Was her 
father's ward. Had property.  



"Emmeline is in the chaise, my dear Edwin!" said I, embracing him with the greatest 
affection.  

"My good fellow!" said he, "do you suppose I should be going to Gretna Green without 
her?"  

I ran out with Edwin, I opened the chaise door, I took Emmeline in my arms, I folded her 
to my heart. She was wrapped in soft white fur, like the snowy landscape: but was warm, 
and young, and lovely. I put their leaders to with my own hands, I gave the boys a five- 
pound note apiece, I cheered them as they drove away, I drove the other way myself as 
hard as I could pelt.  

I never went to Liverpool, I never went to America, I went straight back to London, and I 
married Angela. I have never until this time, even to her, disclosed the secret of my 
character, and the mistrust and the mistaken journey into which it led me. When she, and 
they, and our eight children and their seven--I mean Edwin and Emmeline's, whose oldest 
girl is old enough now to wear white for herself, and to look very like her mother in it--
come to read these pages, as of course they will, I shall hardly fail to be found out at last. 
Never mind! I can bear it. I began at the Holly-Tree, by idle accident, to associate the 
Christmas time of year with human interest, and with some inquiry into, and some care 
for, the lives of those by whom I find myself surrounded. I hope that I am none the worse 
for it, and that no one near me or afar off is the worse for it. And I say, May the green 
Holly-Tree flourish, striking its roots deep into our English ground, and having its 
germinating qualities carried by the birds of Heaven all over the world!  



Hunted Down 
 

I.  

Most of us see some romances in life. In my capacity as Chief Manager of a Life 
Assurance Office, I think I have within the last thirty years seen more romances than the 
generality of men, however unpromising the opportunity may, at first sight, seem.  

As I have retired, and live at my ease, I possess the means that I used to want, of 
considering what I have seen, at leisure. My experiences have a more remarkable aspect, 
so reviewed, than they had when they were in progress. I have come home from the Play 
now, and can recall the scenes of the Drama upon which the curtain has fallen, free from 
the glare, bewilderment, and bustle of the Theatre.  

Let me recall one of these Romances of the real world.  

There is nothing truer than physiognomy, taken in connection with manner. The art of 
reading that book of which Eternal Wisdom obliges every human creature to present his 
or her own page with the individual character written on it, is a difficult one, perhaps, and 
is little studied. It may require some natural aptitude, and it must require (for everything 
does) some patience and some pains. That these are not usually given to it, - that numbers 
of people accept a few stock commonplace expressions of the face as the whole list of 
characteristics, and neither seek nor know the refinements that are truest, - that You, for 
instance, give a great deal of time and attention to the reading of music, Greek, Latin, 
French, Italian, Hebrew, if you please, and do not qualify yourself to read the face of the 
master or mistress looking over your shoulder teaching it to you, - I assume to be five 
hundred times more probable than improbable. Perhaps a little self-sufficiency may be at 
the bottom of this; facial expression requires no study from you, you think; it comes by 
nature to you to know enough about it, and you are not to be taken in.  

I confess, for my part, that I HAVE been taken in, over and over again. I have been taken 
in by acquaintances, and I have been taken in (of course) by friends; far oftener by 
friends than by any other class of persons. How came I to be so deceived? Had I quite 
misread their faces?  

No. Believe me, my first impression of those people, founded on face and manner alone, 
was invariably true. My mistake was in suffering them to come nearer to me and explain 
themselves away.  

II.  

The partition which separated my own office from our general outer office in the City 
was of thick plate-glass. I could see through it what passed in the outer office, without 
hearing a word. I had it put up in place of a wall that had been there for years, - ever since 
the house was built. It is no matter whether I did or did not make the change in order that 



I might derive my first impression of strangers, who came to us on business, from their 
faces alone, without being influenced by anything they said. Enough to mention that I 
turned my glass partition to that account, and that a Life Assurance Office is at all times 
exposed to be practised upon by the most crafty and cruel of the human race.  

It was through my glass partition that I first saw the gentleman whose story I am going to 
tell.  

He had come in without my observing it, and had put his hat and umbrella on the broad 
counter, and was bending over it to take some papers from one of the clerks. He was 
about forty or so, dark, exceedingly well dressed in black, - being in mourning, - and the 
hand he extended with a polite air, had a particularly well-fitting black-kid glove upon it. 
His hair, which was elaborately brushed and oiled, was parted straight up the middle; and 
he presented this parting to the clerk, exactly (to my thinking) as if he had said, in so 
many words: 'You must take me, if you please, my friend, just as I show myself. Come 
straight up here, follow the gravel path, keep off the grass, I allow no trespassing.'  

I conceived a very great aversion to that man the moment I thus saw him.  

He had asked for some of our printed forms, and the clerk was giving them to him and 
explaining them. An obliged and agreeable smile was on his face, and his eyes met those 
of the clerk with a sprightly look. (I have known a vast quantity of nonsense talked about 
bad men not looking you in the face. Don't trust that conventional idea. Dishonesty will 
stare honesty out of countenance, any day in the week, if there is anything to be got by 
it.)  

I saw, in the corner of his eyelash, that he became aware of my looking at him. 
Immediately he turned the parting in his hair toward the glass partition, as if he said to me 
with a sweet smile, 'Straight up here, if you please. Off the grass!'  

In a few moments he had put on his hat and taken up his umbrella, and was gone.  

I beckoned the clerk into my room, and asked, 'Who was that?'  

He had the gentleman's card in his hand. 'Mr. Julius Slinkton, Middle Temple.'  

'A barrister, Mr. Adams?'  

'I think not, sir.'  

'I should have thought him a clergyman, but for his having no Reverend here,' said I.  

'Probably, from his appearance,' Mr. Adams replied, 'he is reading for orders.'  

I should mention that he wore a dainty white cravat, and dainty linen altogether.  



'What did he want, Mr. Adams?'  

'Merely a form of proposal, sir, and form of reference.'  

'Recommended here? Did he say?'  

'Yes, he said he was recommended here by a friend of yours. He noticed you, but said 
that as he had not the pleasure of your personal acquaintance he would not trouble you.'  

'Did he know my name?'  

'O yes, sir! He said, "There IS Mr. Sampson, I see!"'  

'A well-spoken gentleman, apparently?'  

'Remarkably so, sir.'  

'Insinuating manners, apparently?'  

'Very much so, indeed, sir.'  

'Hah!' said I. 'I want nothing at present, Mr. Adams.'  

Within a fortnight of that day I went to dine with a friend of mine, a merchant, a man of 
taste, who buys pictures and books, and the first man I saw among the company was Mr. 
Julius Slinkton. There he was, standing before the fire, with good large eyes and an open 
expression of face; but still (I thought) requiring everybody to come at him by the 
prepared way he offered, and by no other.  

I noticed him ask my friend to introduce him to Mr. Sampson, and my friend did so. Mr. 
Slinkton was very happy to see me. Not too happy; there was no over-doing of the 
matter; happy in a thoroughly well-bred, perfectly unmeaning way.  

'I thought you had met,' our host observed.  

'No,' said Mr. Slinkton. 'I did look in at Mr. Sampson's office, on your recommendation; 
but I really did not feel justified in troubling Mr. Sampson himself, on a point in the 
everyday, routine of an ordinary clerk.'  

I said I should have been glad to show him any attention on our friend's introduction.  

'I am sure of that,' said he, 'and am much obliged. At another time, perhaps, I may be less 
delicate. Only, however, if I have real business; for I know, Mr. Sampson, how precious 
business time is, and what a vast number of impertinent people there are in the world.'  



I acknowledged his consideration with a slight bow. 'You were thinking,' said I, 'of 
effecting a policy on your life.'  

'O dear no! I am afraid I am not so prudent as you pay me the compliment of supposing 
me to be, Mr. Sampson. I merely inquired for a friend. But you know what friends are in 
such matters. Nothing may ever come of it. I have the greatest reluctance to trouble men 
of business with inquiries for friends, knowing the probabilities to be a thousand to one 
that the friends will never follow them up. People are so fickle, so selfish, so 
inconsiderate. Don't you, in your business, find them so every day, Mr. Sampson?'  

I was going to give a qualified answer; but he turned his smooth, white parting on me 
with its 'Straight up here, if you please!' and I answered 'Yes.'  

'I hear, Mr. Sampson,' he resumed presently, for our friend had a new cook, and dinner 
was not so punctual as usual, 'that your profession has recently suffered a great loss.'  

'In money?' said I.  

He laughed at my ready association of loss with money, and replied, 'No, in talent and 
vigour.'  

Not at once following out his allusion, I considered for a moment. 'HAS it sustained a 
loss of that kind?' said I. 'I was not aware of it.'  

'Understand me, Mr. Sampson. I don't imagine that you have retired. It is not so bad as 
that. But Mr. Meltham - '  

'O, to be sure!' said I. 'Yes! Mr. Meltham, the young actuary of the "Inestimable."'  

'Just so,' he returned in a consoling way.  

'He is a great loss. He was at once the most profound, the most original, and the most 
energetic man I have ever known connected with Life Assurance.'  

I spoke strongly; for I had a high esteem and admiration for Meltham; and my gentleman 
had indefinitely conveyed to me some suspicion that he wanted to sneer at him. He 
recalled me to my guard by presenting that trim pathway up his head, with its internal 
'Not on the grass, if you please - the gravel.'  

'You knew him, Mr. Slinkton.'  

'Only by reputation. To have known him as an acquaintance or as a friend, is an honour I 
should have sought if he had remained in society, though I might never have had the 
good fortune to attain it, being a man of far inferior mark. He was scarcely above thirty, I 
suppose?'  



'About thirty.'  

'Ah!' he sighed in his former consoling way. 'What creatures we are! To break up, Mr. 
Sampson, and become incapable of business at that time of life! - Any reason assigned 
for the melancholy fact?'  

('Humph!' thought I, as I looked at him. 'But I WON'T go up the track, and I WILL go on 
the grass.')  

'What reason have you heard assigned, Mr. Slinkton?' I asked, point-blank.  

'Most likely a false one. You know what Rumour is, Mr. Sampson. I never repeat what I 
hear; it is the only way of paring the nails and shaving the head of Rumour. But when 
YOU ask me what reason I have heard assigned for Mr. Meltham's passing away from 
among men, it is another thing. I am not gratifying idle gossip then. I was told, Mr. 
Sampson, that Mr. Meltham had relinquished all his avocations and all his prospects, 
because he was, in fact, broken- hearted. A disappointed attachment I heard, - though it 
hardly seems probable, in the case of a man so distinguished and so attractive.'  

'Attractions and distinctions are no armour against death,' said I.  

'O, she died? Pray pardon me. I did not hear that. That, indeed, makes it very, very sad. 
Poor Mr. Meltham! She died? Ah, dear me! Lamentable, lamentable!'  

I still thought his pity was not quite genuine, and I still suspected an unaccountable sneer 
under all this, until he said, as we were parted, like the other knots of talkers, by the 
announcement of dinner:  

'Mr. Sampson, you are surprised to see me so moved on behalf of a man whom I have 
never known. I am not so disinterested as you may suppose. I have suffered, and recently 
too, from death myself. I have lost one of two charming nieces, who were my constant 
companions. She died young - barely three-and-twenty; and even her remaining sister is 
far from strong. The world is a grave!'  

He said this with deep feeling, and I felt reproached for the coldness of my manner. 
Coldness and distrust had been engendered in me, I knew, by my bad experiences; they 
were not natural to me; and I often thought how much I had lost in life, losing 
trustfulness, and how little I had gained, gaining hard caution. This state of mind being 
habitual to me, I troubled myself more about this conversation than I might have troubled 
myself about a greater matter. I listened to his talk at dinner, and observed how readily 
other men responded to it, and with what a graceful instinct he adapted his subjects to the 
knowledge and habits of those he talked with. As, in talking with me, he had easily 
started the subject I might be supposed to understand best, and to be the most interested 
in, so, in talking with others, he guided himself by the same rule. The company was of a 
varied character; but he was not at fault, that I could discover, with any member of it. He 
knew just as much of each man's pursuit as made him agreeable to that man in reference 



to it, and just as little as made it natural in him to seek modestly for information when the 
theme was broached.  

As he talked and talked - but really not too much, for the rest of us seemed to force it 
upon him - I became quite angry with myself. I took his face to pieces in my mind, like a 
watch, and examined it in detail. I could not say much against any of his features 
separately; I could say even less against them when they were put together. 'Then is it not 
monstrous,' I asked myself, 'that because a man happens to part his hair straight up the 
middle of his head, I should permit myself to suspect, and even to detest him?'  

(I may stop to remark that this was no proof of my sense. An observer of men who finds 
himself steadily repelled by some apparently trifling thing in a stranger is right to give it 
great weight. It may be the clue to the whole mystery. A hair or two will show where a 
lion is hidden. A very little key will open a very heavy door.)  

I took my part in the conversation with him after a time, and we got on remarkably well. 
In the drawing-room I asked the host how long he had known Mr. Slinkton. He answered, 
not many months; he had met him at the house of a celebrated painter then present, who 
had known him well when he was travelling with his nieces in Italy for their health. His 
plans in life being broken by the death of one of them, he was reading with the intention 
of going back to college as a matter of form, taking his degree, and going into orders. I 
could not but argue with myself that here was the true explanation of his interest in poor 
Meltham, and that I had been almost brutal in my distrust on that simple head.  

III.  

On the very next day but one I was sitting behind my glass partition, as before, when he 
came into the outer office, as before. The moment I saw him again without hearing him, I 
hated him worse than ever.  

It was only for a moment that I had this opportunity; for he waved his tight-fitting black 
glove the instant I looked at him, and came straight in.  

'Mr. Sampson, good-day! I presume, you see, upon your kind permission to intrude upon 
you. I don't keep my word in being justified by business, for my business here - if I may 
so abuse the word - is of the slightest nature.'  

I asked, was it anything I could assist him in?  

'I thank you, no. I merely called to inquire outside whether my dilatory friend had been so 
false to himself as to be practical and sensible. But, of course, he has done nothing. I gave 
him your papers with my own hand, and he was hot upon the intention, but of course he 
has done nothing. Apart from the general human disinclination to do anything that ought 
to be done, I dare say there is a specially about assuring one's life. You find it like will-
making. People are so superstitious, and take it for granted they will die soon afterwards.'  



'Up here, if you please; straight up here, Mr. Sampson. Neither to the right nor to the left.' 
I almost fancied I could hear him breathe the words as he sat smiling at me, with that 
intolerable parting exactly opposite the bridge of my nose.  

'There is such a feeling sometimes, no doubt,' I replied; 'but I don't think it obtains to any 
great extent.'  

'Well,' said he, with a shrug and a smile, 'I wish some good angel would influence my 
friend in the right direction. I rashly promised his mother and sister in Norfolk to see it 
done, and he promised them that he would do it. But I suppose he never will.'  

He spoke for a minute or two on indifferent topics, and went away.  

I had scarcely unlocked the drawers of my writing-table next morning, when he 
reappeared. I noticed that he came straight to the door in the glass partition, and did not 
pause a single moment outside.  

'Can you spare me two minutes, my dear Mr. Sampson?'  

'By all means.'  

'Much obliged,' laying his hat and umbrella on the table; 'I came early, not to interrupt 
you. The fact is, I am taken by surprise in reference to this proposal my friend has made.'  

'Has he made one?' said I.  

'Ye-es,' he answered, deliberately looking at me; and then a bright idea seemed to strike 
him - 'or he only tells me he has. Perhaps that may be a new way of evading the matter. 
By Jupiter, I never thought of that!'  

Mr. Adams was opening the morning's letters in the outer office. 'What is the name, Mr. 
Slinkton?' I asked.  

'Beckwith.'  

I looked out at the door and requested Mr. Adams, if there were a proposal in that name, 
to bring it in. He had already laid it out of his hand on the counter. It was easily selected 
from the rest, and he gave it me. Alfred Beckwith. Proposal to effect a policy with us for 
two thousand pounds. Dated yesterday.  

'From the Middle Temple, I see, Mr. Slinkton.'  

'Yes. He lives on the same staircase with me; his door is opposite. I never thought he 
would make me his reference though.'  

'It seems natural enough that he should.'  



'Quite so, Mr. Sampson; but I never thought of it. Let me see.' He took the printed paper 
from his pocket. 'How am I to answer all these questions?'  

'According to the truth, of course,' said I.  

'O, of course!' he answered, looking up from the paper with a smile; 'I meant they were so 
many. But you do right to be particular. It stands to reason that you must be particular. 
Will you allow me to use your pen and ink?'  

'Certainly.'  

'And your desk?'  

'Certainly.'  

He had been hovering about between his hat and his umbrella for a place to write on. He 
now sat down in my chair, at my blotting- paper and inkstand, with the long walk up his 
head in accurate perspective before me, as I stood with my back to the fire.  

Before answering each question he ran over it aloud, and discussed it. How long had he 
known Mr. Alfred Beckwith? That he had to calculate by years upon his fingers. What 
were his habits? No difficulty about them; temperate in the last degree, and took a little 
too much exercise, if anything. All the answers were satisfactory. When he had written 
them all, he looked them over, and finally signed them in a very pretty hand. He 
supposed he had now done with the business. I told him he was not likely to be troubled 
any farther. Should he leave the papers there? If he pleased. Much obliged. Good-
morning.  

I had had one other visitor before him; not at the office, but at my own house. That visitor 
had come to my bedside when it was not yet daylight, and had been seen by no one else 
but by my faithful confidential servant.  

A second reference paper (for we required always two) was sent down into Norfolk, and 
was duly received back by post. This, likewise, was satisfactorily answered in every 
respect. Our forms were all complied with; we accepted the proposal, and the premium 
for one year was paid.  

IV.  

For six or seven months I saw no more of Mr. Slinkton. He called once at my house, but I 
was not at home; and he once asked me to dine with him in the Temple, but I was 
engaged. His friend's assurance was effected in March. Late in September or early in 
October I was down at Scarborough for a breath of sea-air, where I met him on the beach. 
It was a hot evening; he came toward me with his hat in his hand; and there was the walk 
I had felt so strongly disinclined to take in perfect order again, exactly in front of the 
bridge of my nose.  



He was not alone, but had a young lady on his arm.  

She was dressed in mourning, and I looked at her with great interest. She had the 
appearance of being extremely delicate, and her face was remarkably pale and 
melancholy; but she was very pretty. He introduced her as his niece, Miss Niner.  

'Are you strolling, Mr. Sampson? Is it possible you can be idle?'  

It WAS possible, and I WAS strolling.  

'Shall we stroll together?'  

'With pleasure.'  

The young lady walked between us, and we walked on the cool sea sand, in the direction 
of Filey.  

'There have been wheels here,' said Mr. Slinkton. 'And now I look again, the wheels of a 
hand-carriage! Margaret, my love, your shadow without doubt!'  

'Miss Niner's shadow?' I repeated, looking down at it on the sand.  

'Not that one,' Mr. Slinkton returned, laughing. 'Margaret, my dear, tell Mr. Sampson.'  

'Indeed,' said the young lady, turning to me, 'there is nothing to tell - except that I 
constantly see the same invalid old gentleman at all times, wherever I go. I have 
mentioned it to my uncle, and he calls the gentleman my shadow.'  

'Does he live in Scarborough?' I asked.  

'He is staying here.'  

'Do you live in Scarborough?'  

'No, I am staying here. My uncle has placed me with a family here, for my health.'  

'And your shadow?' said I, smiling.  

'My shadow,' she answered, smiling too, 'is - like myself - not very robust, I fear; for I 
lose my shadow sometimes, as my shadow loses me at other times. We both seem liable 
to confinement to the house. I have not seen my shadow for days and days; but it does 
oddly happen, occasionally, that wherever I go, for many days together, this gentleman 
goes. We have come together in the most unfrequented nooks on this shore.'  

'Is this he?' said I, pointing before us.  



The wheels had swept down to the water's edge, and described a great loop on the sand in 
turning. Bringing the loop back towards us, and spinning it out as it came, was a hand-
carriage, drawn by a man.  

'Yes,' said Miss Niner, 'this really is my shadow, uncle.'  

As the carriage approached us and we approached the carriage, I saw within it an old 
man, whose head was sunk on his breast, and who was enveloped in a variety of 
wrappers. He was drawn by a very quiet but very keen-looking man, with iron-gray hair, 
who was slightly lame. They had passed us, when the carriage stopped, and the old 
gentleman within, putting out his arm, called to me by my name. I went back, and was 
absent from Mr. Slinkton and his niece for about five minutes.  

When I rejoined them, Mr. Slinkton was the first to speak. Indeed, he said to me in a 
raised voice before I came up with him:  

'It is well you have not been longer, or my niece might have died of curiosity to know 
who her shadow is, Mr. Sampson.'  

'An old East India Director,' said I. 'An intimate friend of our friend's, at whose house I 
first had the pleasure of meeting you. A certain Major Banks. You have heard of him?'  

'Never.'  

'Very rich, Miss Niner; but very old, and very crippled. An amiable man, sensible - much 
interested in you. He has just been expatiating on the affection that he has observed to 
exist between you and your uncle.'  

Mr. Slinkton was holding his hat again, and he passed his hand up the straight walk, as if 
he himself went up it serenely, after me.  

'Mr. Sampson,' he said, tenderly pressing his niece's arm in his, 'our affection was always 
a strong one, for we have had but few near ties. We have still fewer now. We have 
associations to bring us together, that are not of this world, Margaret.'  

'Dear uncle!' murmured the young lady, and turned her face aside to hide her tears.  

'My niece and I have such remembrances and regrets in common, Mr. Sampson,' he 
feelingly pursued, 'that it would be strange indeed if the relations between us were cold or 
indifferent. If I remember a conversation we once had together, you will understand the 
reference I make. Cheer up, dear Margaret. Don't droop, don't droop. My Margaret! I 
cannot bear to see you droop!'  

The poor young lady was very much affected, but controlled herself. His feelings, too, 
were very acute. In a word, he found himself under such great need of a restorative, that 
he presently went away, to take a bath of sea-water, leaving the young lady and me sitting 



by a point of rock, and probably presuming - but that you will say was a pardonable 
indulgence in a luxury - that she would praise him with all her heart.  

She did, poor thing! With all her confiding heart, she praised him to me, for his care of 
her dead sister, and for his untiring devotion in her last illness. The sister had wasted 
away very slowly, and wild and terrible fantasies had come over her toward the end, but 
he had never been impatient with her, or at a loss; had always been gentle, watchful, and 
self-possessed. The sister had known him, as she had known him, to be the best of men, 
the kindest of men, and yet a man of such admirable strength of character, as to be a very 
tower for the support of their weak natures while their poor lives endured.  

'I shall leave him, Mr. Sampson, very soon,' said the young lady; 'I know my life is 
drawing to an end; and when I am gone, I hope he will marry and be happy. I am sure he 
has lived single so long, only for my sake, and for my poor, poor sister's.'  

The little hand-carriage had made another great loop on the damp sand, and was coming 
back again, gradually spinning out a slim figure of eight, half a mile long.  

'Young lady,' said I, looking around, laying my hand upon her arm, and speaking in a low 
voice, 'time presses. You hear the gentle murmur of that sea?'  

She looked at me with the utmost wonder and alarm, saying, 'Yes!'  

'And you know what a voice is in it when the storm comes?'  

'Yes!'  

'You see how quiet and peaceful it lies before us, and you know what an awful sight of 
power without pity it might be, this very night!'  

'Yes!'  

'But if you had never heard or seen it, or heard of it in its cruelty, could you believe that it 
beats every inanimate thing in its way to pieces, without mercy, and destroys life without 
remorse?'  

'You terrify me, sir, by these questions!'  

'To save you, young lady, to save you! For God's sake, collect your strength and collect 
your firmness! If you were here alone, and hemmed in by the rising tide on the flow to 
fifty feet above your head, you could not be in greater danger than the danger you are 
now to be saved from.'  

The figure on the sand was spun out, and straggled off into a crooked little jerk that ended 
at the cliff very near us.  



'As I am, before Heaven and the Judge of all mankind, your friend, and your dead sister's 
friend, I solemnly entreat you, Miss Niner, without one moment's loss of time, to come to 
this gentleman with me!'  

If the little carriage had been less near to us, I doubt if I could have got her away; but it 
was so near that we were there before she had recovered the hurry of being urged from 
the rock. I did not remain there with her two minutes. Certainly within five, I had the 
inexpressible satisfaction of seeing her - from the point we had sat on, and to which I had 
returned - half supported and half carried up some rude steps notched in the cliff, by the 
figure of an active man. With that figure beside her, I knew she was safe anywhere.  

I sat alone on the rock, awaiting Mr. Slinkton's return. The twilight was deepening and 
the shadows were heavy, when he came round the point, with his hat hanging at his 
button-hole, smoothing his wet hair with one of his hands, and picking out the old path 
with the other and a pocket-comb.  

'My niece not here, Mr. Sampson?' he said, looking about.  

'Miss Niner seemed to feel a chill in the air after the sun was down, and has gone home.'  

He looked surprised, as though she were not accustomed to do anything without him; 
even to originate so slight a proceeding.  

  

'I persuaded Miss Niner,' I explained.  

'Ah!' said he. 'She is easily persuaded - for her good. Thank you, Mr. Sampson; she is 
better within doors. The bathing-place was farther than I thought, to say the truth.'  

'Miss Niner is very delicate,' I observed.  

He shook his head and drew a deep sigh. 'Very, very, very. You may recollect my saying 
so. The time that has since intervened has not strengthened her. The gloomy shadow that 
fell upon her sister so early in life seems, in my anxious eyes, to gather over her, ever 
darker, ever darker. Dear Margaret, dear Margaret! But we must hope.'  

The hand-carriage was spinning away before us at a most indecorous pace for an invalid 
vehicle, and was making most irregular curves upon the sand. Mr. Slinkton, noticing it 
after he had put his handkerchief to his eyes, said;  

'If I may judge from appearances, your friend will be upset, Mr. Sampson.'  

'It looks probable, certainly,' said I.  

'The servant must be drunk.'  



'The servants of old gentlemen will get drunk sometimes,' said I.  

'The major draws very light, Mr. Sampson.'  

'The major does draw light,' said I.  

By this time the carriage, much to my relief, was lost in the darkness. We walked on for a 
little, side by side over the sand, in silence. After a short while he said, in a voice still 
affected by the emotion that his niece's state of health had awakened in him,  

'Do you stay here long, Mr. Sampson?'  

'Why, no. I am going away to-night.'  

'So soon? But business always holds you in request. Men like Mr. Sampson are too 
important to others, to be spared to their own need of relaxation and enjoyment.'  

'I don't know about that,' said I. 'However, I am going back.'  

'To London?'  

'To London.'  

'I shall be there too, soon after you.'  

I knew that as well as he did. But I did not tell him so. Any more than I told him what 
defensive weapon my right hand rested on in my pocket, as I walked by his side. Any 
more than I told him why I did not walk on the sea side of him with the night closing in.  

We left the beach, and our ways diverged. We exchanged goodnight, and had parted 
indeed, when he said, returning,  

'Mr. Sampson, MAY I ask? Poor Meltham, whom we spoke of, - dead yet?'  

'Not when I last heard of him; but too broken a man to live long, and hopelessly lost to 
his old calling.'  

'Dear, dear, dear!' said he, with great feeling. 'Sad, sad, sad! The world is a grave!' And so 
went his way.  

It was not his fault if the world were not a grave; but I did not call that observation after 
him, any more than I had mentioned those other things just now enumerated. He went his 
way, and I went mine with all expedition. This happened, as I have said, either at the end 
of September or beginning of October. The next time I saw him, and the last time, was 
late in November.  



V.  

I had a very particular engagement to breakfast in the Temple. It was a bitter north-
easterly morning, and the sleet and slush lay inches deep in the streets. I could get no 
conveyance, and was soon wet to the knees; but I should have been true to that 
appointment, though I had to wade to it up to my neck in the same impediments.  

The appointment took me to some chambers in the Temple. They were at the top of a 
lonely corner house overlooking the river. The name, MR. ALFRED BECKWITH, was 
painted on the outer door. On the door opposite, on the same landing, the name MR. 
JULIUS SLINKTON. The doors of both sets of chambers stood open, so that anything 
said aloud in one set could be heard in the other.  

I had never been in those chambers before. They were dismal, close, unwholesome, and 
oppressive; the furniture, originally good, and not yet old, was faded and dirty, - the 
rooms were in great disorder; there was a strong prevailing smell of opium, brandy, and 
tobacco; the grate and fire-irons were splashed all over with unsightly blotches of rust; 
and on a sofa by the fire, in the room where breakfast had been prepared, lay the host, 
Mr. Beckwith, a man with all the appearances of the worst kind of drunkard, very far 
advanced upon his shameful way to death.  

'Slinkton is not come yet,' said this creature, staggering up when I went in; 'I'll call him. - 
Halloa! Julius Caesar! Come and drink!' As he hoarsely roared this out, he beat the poker 
and tongs together in a mad way, as if that were his usual manner of summoning his 
associate.  

The voice of Mr. Slinkton was heard through the clatter from the opposite side of the 
staircase, and he came in. He had not expected the pleasure of meeting me. I have seen 
several artful men brought to a stand, but I never saw a man so aghast as he was when his 
eyes rested on mine.  

'Julius Caesar,' cried Beckwith, staggering between us, 'Mist' Sampson! Mist' Sampson, 
Julius Caesar! Julius, Mist' Sampson, is the friend of my soul. Julius keeps me plied with 
liquor, morning, noon, and night. Julius is a real benefactor. Julius threw the tea and 
coffee out of window when I used to have any. Julius empties all the water-jugs of their 
contents, and fills 'em with spirits. Julius winds me up and keeps me going. - Boil the 
brandy, Julius!'  

There was a rusty and furred saucepan in the ashes, - the ashes looked like the 
accumulation of weeks, - and Beckwith, rolling and staggering between us as if he were 
going to plunge headlong into the fire, got the saucepan out, and tried to force it into 
Slinkton's hand.  

'Boil the brandy, Julius Caesar! Come! Do your usual office. Boil the brandy!'  



He became so fierce in his gesticulations with the saucepan, that I expected to see him lay 
open Slinkton's head with it. I therefore put out my hand to check him. He reeled back to 
the sofa, and sat there panting, shaking, and red-eyed, in his rags of dressing-gown, 
looking at us both. I noticed then that there was nothing to drink on the table but brandy, 
and nothing to eat but salted herrings, and a hot, sickly, highly-peppered stew.  

'At all events, Mr. Sampson,' said Slinkton, offering me the smooth gravel path for the 
last time, 'I thank you for interfering between me and this unfortunate man's violence. 
However you came here, Mr. Sampson, or with whatever motive you came here, at least I 
thank you for that.'  

'Boil the brandy,' muttered Beckwith.  

Without gratifying his desire to know how I came there, I said, quietly, 'How is your 
niece, Mr. Slinkton?'  

He looked hard at me, and I looked hard at him.  

'I am sorry to say, Mr. Sampson, that my niece has proved treacherous and ungrateful to 
her best friend. She left me without a word of notice or explanation. She was misled, no 
doubt, by some designing rascal. Perhaps you may have heard of it.'  

'I did hear that she was misled by a designing rascal. In fact, I have proof of it.'  

'Are you sure of that?' said he.  

'Quite.'  

'Boil the brandy,' muttered Beckwith. 'Company to breakfast, Julius Caesar. Do your 
usual office, - provide the usual breakfast, dinner, tea, and supper. Boil the brandy!'  

The eyes of Slinkton looked from him to me, and he said, after a moment's consideration,  

'Mr. Sampson, you are a man of the world, and so am I. I will be plain with you.'  

'O no, you won't,' said I, shaking my head.  

'I tell you, sir, I will be plain with you.'  

'And I tell you you will not,' said I. 'I know all about you. YOU plain with any one? 
Nonsense, nonsense!'  

'I plainly tell you, Mr. Sampson,' he went on, with a manner almost composed, 'that I 
understand your object. You want to save your funds, and escape from your liabilities; 
these are old tricks of trade with you Office-gentlemen. But you will not do it, sir; you 
will not succeed. You have not an easy adversary to play against, when you play against 



me. We shall have to inquire, in due time, when and how Mr. Beckwith fell into his 
present habits. With that remark, sir, I put this poor creature, and his incoherent 
wanderings of speech, aside, and wish you a good morning and a better case next time.'  

While he was saying this, Beckwith had filled a half-pint glass with brandy. At this 
moment, he threw the brandy at his face, and threw the glass after it. Slinkton put his 
hands up, half blinded with the spirit, and cut with the glass across the forehead. At the 
sound of the breakage, a fourth person came into the room, closed the door, and stood at 
it; he was a very quiet but very keen-looking man, with iron-gray hair, and slightly lame.  

Slinkton pulled out his handkerchief, assuaged the pain in his smarting eyes, and dabbled 
the blood on his forehead. He was a long time about it, and I saw that in the doing of it, a 
tremendous change came over him, occasioned by the change in Beckwith, - who ceased 
to pant and tremble, sat upright, and never took his eyes off him. I never in my life saw a 
face in which abhorrence and determination were so forcibly painted as in Beckwith's 
then.  

'Look at me, you villain,' said Beckwith, 'and see me as I really am. I took these rooms, to 
make them a trap for you. I came into them as a drunkard, to bait the trap for you. You 
fell into the trap, and you will never leave it alive. On the morning when you last went to 
Mr. Sampson's office, I had seen him first. Your plot has been known to both of us, all 
along, and you have been counter- plotted all along. What? Having been cajoled into 
putting that prize of two thousand pounds in your power, I was to be done to death with 
brandy, and, brandy not proving quick enough, with something quicker? Have I never 
seen you, when you thought my senses gone, pouring from your little bottle into my 
glass? Why, you Murderer and Forger, alone here with you in the dead of night, as I have 
so often been, I have had my hand upon the trigger of a pistol, twenty times, to blow your 
brains out!'  

This sudden starting up of the thing that he had supposed to be his imbecile victim into a 
determined man, with a settled resolution to hunt him down and be the death of him, 
mercilessly expressed from head to foot, was, in the first shock, too much for him. 
Without any figure of speech, he staggered under it. But there is no greater mistake than 
to suppose that a man who is a calculating criminal, is, in any phase of his guilt, 
otherwise than true to himself, and perfectly consistent with his whole character. Such a 
man commits murder, and murder is the natural culmination of his course; such a man 
has to outface murder, and will do it with hardihood and effrontery. It is a sort of fashion 
to express surprise that any notorious criminal, having such crime upon his conscience, 
can so brave it out. Do you think that if he had it on his conscience at all, or had a 
conscience to have it upon, he would ever have committed the crime?  

Perfectly consistent with himself, as I believe all such monsters to be, this Slinkton 
recovered himself, and showed a defiance that was sufficiently cold and quiet. He was 
white, he was haggard, he was changed; but only as a sharper who had played for a great 
stake and had been outwitted and had lost the game.  



'Listen to me, you villain,' said Beckwith, 'and let every word you hear me say be a stab 
in your wicked heart. When I took these rooms, to throw myself in your way and lead 
you on to the scheme that I knew my appearance and supposed character and habits 
would suggest to such a devil, how did I know that? Because you were no stranger to me. 
I knew you well. And I knew you to be the cruel wretch who, for so much money, had 
killed one innocent girl while she trusted him implicitly, and who was by inches killing 
another.'  

Slinkton took out a snuff-box, took a pinch of snuff, and laughed.  

'But see here,' said Beckwith, never looking away, never raising his voice, never relaxing 
his face, never unclenching his hand. 'See what a dull wolf you have been, after all! The 
infatuated drunkard who never drank a fiftieth part of the liquor you plied him with, but 
poured it away, here, there, everywhere - almost before your eyes; who bought over the 
fellow you set to watch him and to ply him, by outbidding you in his bribe, before he had 
been at his work three days - with whom you have observed no caution, yet who was so 
bent on ridding the earth of you as a wild beast, that he would have defeated you if you 
had been ever so prudent - that drunkard whom you have, many a time, left on the floor 
of this room, and who has even let you go out of it, alive and undeceived, when you have 
turned him over with your foot - has, almost as often, on the same night, within an hour, 
within a few minutes, watched you awake, had his hand at your pillow when you were 
asleep, turned over your papers, taken samples from your bottles and packets of powder, 
changed their contents, rifled every secret of your life!'  

He had had another pinch of snuff in his hand, but had gradually let it drop from between 
his fingers to the floor; where he now smoothed it out with his foot, looking down at it 
the while.  

'That drunkard,' said Beckwith, 'who had free access to your rooms at all times, that he 
might drink the strong drinks that you left in his way and be the sooner ended, holding no 
more terms with you than he would hold with a tiger, has had his master-key for all your 
locks, his test for all your poisons, his clue to your cipher- writing. He can tell you, as 
well as you can tell him, how long it took to complete that deed, what doses there were, 
what intervals, what signs of gradual decay upon mind and body; what distempered 
fancies were produced, what observable changes, what physical pain. He can tell you, as 
well as you can tell him, that all this was recorded day by day, as a lesson of experience 
for future service. He can tell you, better than you can tell him, where that journal is at 
this moment.'  

Slinkton stopped the action of his foot, and looked at Beckwith.  

'No,' said the latter, as if answering a question from him. 'Not in the drawer of the 
writing-desk that opens with a spring; it is not there, and it never will be there again.'  

'Then you are a thief!' said Slinkton.  



Without any change whatever in the inflexible purpose, which it was quite terrific even to 
me to contemplate, and from the power of which I had always felt convinced it was 
impossible for this wretch to escape, Beckwith returned,  

'And I am your niece's shadow, too.'  

With an imprecation Slinkton put his hand to his head, tore out some hair, and flung it to 
the ground. It was the end of the smooth walk; he destroyed it in the action, and it will 
soon be seen that his use for it was past.  

Beckwith went on: 'Whenever you left here, I left here. Although I understood that you 
found it necessary to pause in the completion of that purpose, to avert suspicion, still I 
watched you close, with the poor confiding girl. When I had the diary, and could read it 
word by word, - it was only about the night before your last visit to Scarborough, - you 
remember the night? you slept with a small flat vial tied to your wrist, - I sent to Mr. 
Sampson, who was kept out of view. This is Mr. Sampson's trusty servant standing by the 
door. We three saved your niece among us.'  

Slinkton looked at us all, took an uncertain step or two from the place where he had 
stood, returned to it, and glanced about him in a very curious way, - as one of the meaner 
reptiles might, looking for a hole to hide in. I noticed at the same time, that a singular 
change took place in the figure of the man, - as if it collapsed within his clothes, and they 
consequently became ill-shapen and ill-fitting.  

'You shall know,' said Beckwith, 'for I hope the knowledge will be bitter and terrible to 
you, why you have been pursued by one man, and why, when the whole interest that Mr. 
Sampson represents would have expended any money in hunting you down, you have 
been tracked to death at a single individual's charge. I hear you have had the name of 
Meltham on your lips sometimes?'  

I saw, in addition to those other changes, a sudden stoppage come upon his breathing.  

'When you sent the sweet girl whom you murdered (you know with what artfully made-
out surroundings and probabilities you sent her) to Meltham's office, before taking her 
abroad to originate the transaction that doomed her to the grave, it fell to Meltham's lot to 
see her and to speak with her. It did not fall to his lot to save her, though I know he would 
freely give his own life to have done it. He admired her; - I would say he loved her 
deeply, if I thought it possible that you could understand the word. When she was 
sacrificed, he was thoroughly assured of your guilt. Having lost her, he had but one object 
left in life, and that was to avenge her and destroy you.'  

I saw the villain's nostrils rise and fall convulsively; but I saw no moving at his mouth.  

'That man Meltham,' Beckwith steadily pursued, 'was as absolutely certain that you could 
never elude him in this world, if he devoted himself to your destruction with his utmost 
fidelity and earnestness, and if he divided the sacred duty with no other duty in life, as he 



was certain that in achieving it he would be a poor instrument in the hands of Providence, 
and would do well before Heaven in striking you out from among living men. I am that 
man, and I thank God that I have done my work!'  

If Slinkton had been running for his life from swift-footed savages, a dozen miles, he 
could not have shown more emphatic signs of being oppressed at heart and labouring for 
breath, than he showed now, when he looked at the pursuer who had so relentlessly 
hunted him down.  

'You never saw me under my right name before; you see me under my right name now. 
You shall see me once again in the body, when you are tried for your life. You shall see 
me once again in the spirit, when the cord is round your neck, and the crowd are crying 
against you!'  

When Meltham had spoken these last words, the miscreant suddenly turned away his 
face, and seemed to strike his mouth with his open hand. At the same instant, the room 
was filled with a new and powerful odour, and, almost at the same instant, he broke into a 
crooked run, leap, start, - I have no name for the spasm, - and fell, with a dull weight that 
shook the heavy old doors and windows in their frames.  

That was the fitting end of him.  

When we saw that he was dead, we drew away from the room, and Meltham, giving me 
his hand, said, with a weary air,  

'I have no more work on earth, my friend. But I shall see her again elsewhere.'  

It was in vain that I tried to rally him. He might have saved her, he said; he had not saved 
her, and he reproached himself; he had lost her, and he was broken-hearted.  

'The purpose that sustained me is over, Sampson, and there is nothing now to hold me to 
life. I am not fit for life; I am weak and spiritless; I have no hope and no object; my day is 
done.'  

In truth, I could hardly have believed that the broken man who then spoke to me was the 
man who had so strongly and so differently impressed me when his purpose was before 
him. I used such entreaties with him, as I could; but he still said, and always said, in a 
patient, undemonstrative way, - nothing could avail him, - he was broken-hearted.  

He died early in the next spring. He was buried by the side of the poor young lady for 
whom he had cherished those tender and unhappy regrets; and he left all he had to her 
sister. She lived to be a happy wife and mother; she married my sister's son, who 
succeeded poor Meltham; she is living now, and her children ride about the garden on my 
walking-stick when I go to see her.  



The Lamplighter 
 

'If you talk of Murphy and Francis Moore, gentlemen,' said the lamplighter who was in 
the chair, 'I mean to say that neither of 'em ever had any more to do with the stars than 
Tom Grig had.'  

'And what had HE to do with 'em?' asked the lamplighter who officiated as vice.  

'Nothing at all,' replied the other; 'just exactly nothing at all.'  

'Do you mean to say you don't believe in Murphy, then?' demanded the lamplighter who 
had opened the discussion.  

'I mean to say I believe in Tom Grig,' replied the chairman. 'Whether I believe in 
Murphy, or not, is a matter between me and my conscience; and whether Murphy 
believes in himself, or not, is a matter between him and his conscience. Gentlemen, I 
drink your healths.'  

The lamplighter who did the company this honour, was seated in the chimney-corner of a 
certain tavern, which has been, time out of mind, the Lamplighters' House of Call. He sat 
in the midst of a circle of lamplighters, and was the cacique, or chief of the tribe.  

If any of our readers have had the good fortune to behold a lamplighter's funeral, they 
will not be surprised to learn that lamplighters are a strange and primitive people; that 
they rigidly adhere to old ceremonies and customs which have been handed down among 
them from father to son since the first public lamp was lighted out of doors; that they 
intermarry, and betroth their children in infancy; that they enter into no plots or 
conspiracies (for who ever heard of a traitorous lamplighter?); that they commit no 
crimes against the laws of their country (there being no instance of a murderous or 
burglarious lamplighter); that they are, in short, notwithstanding their apparently volatile 
and restless character, a highly moral and reflective people: having among themselves as 
many traditional observances as the Jews, and being, as a body, if not as old as the hills, 
at least as old as the streets. It is an article of their creed that the first faint glimmering of 
true civilisation shone in the first street-light maintained at the public expense. They trace 
their existence and high position in the public esteem, in a direct line to the heathen 
mythology; and hold that the history of Prometheus himself is but a pleasant fable, 
whereof the true hero is a lamplighter.  

'Gentlemen,' said the lamplighter in the chair, 'I drink your healths.'  

'And perhaps, Sir,' said the vice, holding up his glass, and rising a little way off his seat 
and sitting down again, in token that he recognised and returned the compliment, 'perhaps 
you will add to that condescension by telling us who Tom Grig was, and how he came to 
be connected in your mind with Francis Moore, Physician.'  



'Hear, hear, hear!' cried the lamplighters generally.  

'Tom Grig, gentlemen,' said the chairman, 'was one of us; and it happened to him, as it 
don't often happen to a public character in our line, that he had his what-you-may-call-it 
cast.'  

'His head?' said the vice.  

'No,' replied the chairman, 'not his head.'  

'His face, perhaps?' said the vice. 'No, not his face.' 'His legs?' 'No, not his legs.' Nor yet 
his arms, nor his hands, nor his feet, nor his chest, all of which were severally suggested.  

'His nativity, perhaps?'  

'That's it,' said the chairman, awakening from his thoughtful attitude at the suggestion. 
'His nativity. That's what Tom had cast, gentlemen.'  

'In plaster?' asked the vice.  

'I don't rightly know how it's done,' returned the chairman. 'But I suppose it was.'  

And there he stopped as if that were all he had to say; whereupon there arose a murmur 
among the company, which at length resolved itself into a request, conveyed through the 
vice, that he would go on. This being exactly what the chairman wanted, he mused for a 
little time, performed that agreeable ceremony which is popularly termed wetting one's 
whistle, and went on thus:  

'Tom Grig, gentlemen, was, as I have said, one of us; and I may go further, and say he 
was an ornament to us, and such a one as only the good old times of oil and cotton could 
have produced. Tom's family, gentlemen, were all lamplighters.'  

'Not the ladies, I hope?' asked the vice.  

'They had talent enough for it, Sir,' rejoined the chairman, 'and would have been, but for 
the prejudices of society. Let women have their rights, Sir, and the females of Tom's 
family would have been every one of 'em in office. But that emancipation hasn't come 
yet, and hadn't then, and consequently they confined themselves to the bosoms of their 
families, cooked the dinners, mended the clothes, minded the children, comforted their 
husbands, and attended to the house-keeping generally. It's a hard thing upon the women, 
gentlemen, that they are limited to such a sphere of action as this; very hard.  

'I happen to know all about Tom, gentlemen, from the circumstance of his uncle by his 
mother's side, having been my particular friend. His (that's Tom's uncle's) fate was a 
melancholy one. Gas was the death of him. When it was first talked of, he laughed. He 
wasn't angry; he laughed at the credulity of human nature. "They might as well talk," he 



says, "of laying on an everlasting succession of glow-worms;" and then he laughed again, 
partly at his joke, and partly at poor humanity.  

'In course of time, however, the thing got ground, the experiment was made, and they 
lighted up Pall Mall. Tom's uncle went to see it. I've heard that he fell off his ladder 
fourteen times that night, from weakness, and that he would certainly have gone on 
falling till he killed himself, if his last tumble hadn't been into a wheelbarrow which was 
going his way, and humanely took him home. "I foresee in this," says Tom's uncle 
faintly, and taking to his bed as he spoke - "I foresee in this," he says, "the breaking up of 
our profession. There's no more going the rounds to trim by daylight, no more dribbling 
down of the oil on the hats and bonnets of ladies and gentlemen when one feels in spirits. 
Any low fellow can light a gas-lamp. And it's all up." In this state of mind, he petitioned 
the government for - I want a word again, gentlemen - what do you call that which they 
give to people when it's found out, at last, that they've never been of any use, and have 
been paid too much for doing nothing?'  

'Compensation?' suggested the vice.  

'That's it,' said the chairman. 'Compensation. They didn't give it him, though, and then he 
got very fond of his country all at once, and went about saying that gas was a death-blow 
to his native land, and that it was a plot of the radicals to ruin the country and destroy the 
oil and cotton trade for ever, and that the whales would go and kill themselves privately, 
out of sheer spite and vexation at not being caught. At last he got right-down cracked; 
called his tobacco-pipe a gas-pipe; thought his tears were lamp- oil; and went on with all 
manner of nonsense of that sort, till one night he hung himself on a lamp-iron in Saint 
Martin's Lane, and there was an end of HIM.  

'Tom loved him, gentlemen, but he survived it. He shed a tear over his grave, got very 
drunk, spoke a funeral oration that night in the watch-house, and was fined five shillings 
for it, in the morning. Some men are none the worse for this sort of thing. Tom was one 
of 'em. He went that very afternoon on a new beat: as clear in his head, and as free from 
fever as Father Mathew himself.  

'Tom's new beat, gentlemen, was - I can't exactly say where, for that he'd never tell; but I 
know it was in a quiet part of town, where there were some queer old houses. I have 
always had it in my head that it must have been somewhere near Canonbury Tower in 
Islington, but that's a matter of opinion. Wherever it was, he went upon it, with a bran-
new ladder, a white hat, a brown holland jacket and trousers, a blue neck-kerchief, and a 
sprig of full- blown double wall-flower in his button-hole. Tom was always genteel in his 
appearance, and I have heard from the best judges, that if he had left his ladder at home 
that afternoon, you might have took him for a lord.  

'He was always merry, was Tom, and such a singer, that if there was any encouragement 
for native talent, he'd have been at the opera. He was on his ladder, lighting his first lamp, 
and singing to himself in a manner more easily to be conceived than described, when he 



hears the clock strike five, and suddenly sees an old gentleman with a telescope in his 
hand, throw up a window and look at him very hard.  

'Tom didn't know what could be passing in this old gentleman's mind. He thought it likely 
enough that he might be saying within himself, "Here's a new lamplighter - a good-
looking young fellow - shall I stand something to drink?" Thinking this possible, he 
keeps quite still, pretending to be very particular about the wick, and looks at the old 
gentleman sideways, seeming to take no notice of him.  

'Gentlemen, he was one of the strangest and most mysterious-looking files that ever Tom 
clapped his eyes on. He was dressed all slovenly and untidy, in a great gown of a kind of 
bed-furniture pattern, with a cap of the same on his head; and a long old flapped 
waistcoat; with no braces, no strings, very few buttons - in short, with hardly any of those 
artificial contrivances that hold society together. Tom knew by these signs, and by his not 
being shaved, and by his not being over-clean, and by a sort of wisdom not quite awake, 
in his face, that he was a scientific old gentleman. He often told me that if he could have 
conceived the possibility of the whole Royal Society being boiled down into one man, he 
should have said the old gentleman's body was that Body.  

'The old gentleman claps the telescope to his eye, looks all round, sees nobody else in 
sight, stares at Tom again, and cries out very loud:  

'"Hal-loa!"  

'"Halloa, Sir," says Tom from the ladder; "and halloa again, if you come to that."  

'"Here's an extraordinary fulfilment," says the old gentleman, "of a prediction of the 
planets."  

'"Is there?" says Tom. "I'm very glad to hear it."  

'"Young man," says the old gentleman, "you don't know me."  

'"Sir," says Tom, "I have not that honour; but I shall be happy to drink your health, 
notwithstanding."  

'"I read," cries the old gentleman, without taking any notice of this politeness on Tom's 
part - "I read what's going to happen, in the stars."  

'Tom thanked him for the information, and begged to know if anything particular was 
going to happen in the stars, in the course of a week or so; but the old gentleman, 
correcting him, explained that he read in the stars what was going to happen on dry land, 
and that he was acquainted with all the celestial bodies.  

'"I hope they're all well, Sir," says Tom, - "everybody."  



'"Hush!" cries the old gentleman. "I have consulted the book of Fate with rare and 
wonderful success. I am versed in the great sciences of astrology and astronomy. In my 
house here, I have every description of apparatus for observing the course and motion of 
the planets. Six months ago, I derived from this source, the knowledge that precisely as 
the clock struck five this afternoon a stranger would present himself - the destined 
husband of my young and lovely niece - in reality of illustrious and high descent, but 
whose birth would be enveloped in uncertainty and mystery. Don't tell me yours isn't," 
says the old gentleman, who was in such a hurry to speak that he couldn't get the words 
out fast enough, "for I know better."  

'Gentlemen, Tom was so astonished when he heard him say this, that he could hardly 
keep his footing on the ladder, and found it necessary to hold on by the lamp-post. There 
WAS a mystery about his birth. His mother had always admitted it. Tom had never 
known who was his father, and some people had gone so far as to say that even SHE was 
in doubt.  

'While he was in this state of amazement, the old gentleman leaves the window, bursts 
out of the house-door, shakes the ladder, and Tom, like a ripe pumpkin, comes sliding 
down into his arms.  

'"Let me embrace you," he says, folding his arms about him, and nearly lighting up his 
old bed-furniture gown at Tom's link. "You're a man of noble aspect. Everything 
combines to prove the accuracy of my observations. You have had mysterious 
promptings within you," he says; "I know you have had whisperings of greatness, eh?" he 
says.  

'"I think I have," says Tom - Tom was one of those who can persuade themselves to 
anything they like - "I've often thought I wasn't the small beer I was taken for."  

'"You were right," cries the old gentleman, hugging him again. "Come in. My niece 
awaits us."  

'"Is the young lady tolerable good-looking, Sir?" says Tom, hanging fire rather, as he 
thought of her playing the piano, and knowing French, and being up to all manner of 
accomplishments.  

'"She's beautiful!" cries the old gentleman, who was in such a terrible bustle that he was 
all in a perspiration. "She has a graceful carriage, an exquisite shape, a sweet voice, a 
countenance beaming with animation and expression; and the eye," he says, rubbing his 
hands, "of a startled fawn."  

'Tom supposed this might mean, what was called among his circle of acquaintance, "a 
game eye;" and, with a view to this defect, inquired whether the young lady had any cash.  



'"She has five thousand pounds," cries the old gentleman. "But what of that? what of that? 
A word in your ear. I'm in search of the philosopher's stone. I have very nearly found it - 
not quite. It turns everything to gold; that's its property."  

'Tom naturally thought it must have a deal of property; and said that when the old 
gentleman did get it, he hoped he'd be careful to keep it in the family.  

'"Certainly," he says, "of course. Five thousand pounds! What's five thousand pounds to 
us? What's five million?" he says. "What's five thousand million? Money will be nothing 
to us. We shall never be able to spend it fast enough."  

'"We'll try what we can do, Sir," says Tom.  

'"We will," says the old gentleman. "Your name?"  

'"Grig," says Tom.  

'The old gentleman embraced him again, very tight; and without speaking another word, 
dragged him into the house in such an excited manner, that it was as much as Tom could 
do to take his link and ladder with him, and put them down in the passage.  

'Gentlemen, if Tom hadn't been always remarkable for his love of truth, I think you 
would still have believed him when he said that all this was like a dream. There is no 
better way for a man to find out whether he is really asleep or awake, than calling for 
something to eat. If he's in a dream, gentlemen, he'll find something wanting in flavour, 
depend upon it.  

'Tom explained his doubts to the old gentleman, and said that if there was any cold meat 
in the house, it would ease his mind very much to test himself at once. The old gentleman 
ordered up a venison pie, a small ham, and a bottle of very old Madeira. At the first 
mouthful of pie and the first glass of wine, Tom smacks his lips and cries out, "I'm awake 
- wide awake;" and to prove that he was so, gentlemen, he made an end of 'em both.  

'When Tom had finished his meal (which he never spoke of afterwards without tears in 
his eyes), the old gentleman hugs him again, and says, "Noble stranger! let us visit my 
young and lovely niece." Tom, who was a little elevated with the wine, replies, "The 
noble stranger is agreeable!" At which words the old gentleman took him by the hand, 
and led him to the parlour; crying as he opened the door, "Here is Mr. Grig, the favourite 
of the planets!"  

'I will not attempt a description of female beauty, gentlemen, for every one of us has a 
model of his own that suits his own taste best. In this parlour that I'm speaking of, there 
were two young ladies; and if every gentleman present, will imagine two models of his 
own in their places, and will be kind enough to polish 'em up to the very highest pitch of 
perfection, he will then have a faint conception of their uncommon radiance.  



'Besides these two young ladies, there was their waiting-woman, that under any other 
circumstances Tom would have looked upon as a Venus; and besides her, there was a tall, 
thin, dismal-faced young gentleman, half man and half boy, dressed in a childish suit of 
clothes very much too short in the legs and arms; and looking, according to Tom's 
comparison, like one of the wax juveniles from a tailor's door, grown up and run to seed. 
Now, this youngster stamped his foot upon the ground and looked very fierce at Tom, 
and Tom looked fierce at him - for to tell the truth, gentlemen, Tom more than half 
suspected that when they entered the room he was kissing one of the young ladies; and 
for anything Tom knew, you observe, it might be HIS young lady - which was not 
pleasant.  

'"Sir," says Tom, "before we proceed any further, will you have the goodness to inform 
me who this young Salamander" - Tom called him that for aggravation, you perceive, 
gentlemen - "who this young Salamander may be?"  

'"That, Mr. Grig," says the old gentleman, "is my little boy. He was christened Galileo 
Isaac Newton Flamstead. Don't mind him. He's a mere child."  

'"And a very fine child too," says Tom - still aggravating, you'll observe - "of his age, and 
as good as fine, I have no doubt. How do you do, my man?" with which kind and 
patronising expressions, Tom reached up to pat him on the head, and quoted two lines 
about little boys, from Doctor Watts's Hymns, which he had learnt at a Sunday School.  

'It was very easy to see, gentlemen, by this youngster's frowning and by the waiting-
maid's tossing her head and turning up her nose, and by the young ladies turning their 
backs and talking together at the other end of the room, that nobody but the old 
gentleman took very kindly to the noble stranger. Indeed, Tom plainly heard the waiting-
woman say of her master, that so far from being able to read the stars as he pretended, she 
didn't believe he knew his letters in 'em, or at best that he had got further than words in 
one syllable; but Tom, not minding this (for he was in spirits after the Madeira), looks 
with an agreeable air towards the young ladies, and, kissing his hand to both, says to the 
old gentleman, "Which is which?"  

'"This," says the old gentleman, leading out the handsomest, if one of 'em could possibly 
be said to be handsomer than the other - "this is my niece, Miss Fanny Barker."  

'"If you'll permit me, Miss," says Tom, "being a noble stranger and a favourite of the 
planets, I will conduct myself as such." With these words, he kisses the young lady in a 
very affable way, turns to the old gentleman, slaps him on the back, and says, "When's it 
to come off, my buck?"  

'The young lady coloured so deep, and her lip trembled so much, gentlemen, that Tom 
really thought she was going to cry. But she kept her feelings down, and turning to the 
old gentleman, says, "Dear uncle, though you have the absolute disposal of my hand and 
fortune, and though you mean well in disposing of 'em thus, I ask you whether you don't 



think this is a mistake? Don't you think, dear uncle," she says, "that the stars must be in 
error? Is it not possible that the comet may have put 'em out?"  

'"The stars," says the old gentleman, "couldn't make a mistake if they tried. Emma," he 
says to the other young lady.  

'"Yes, papa," says she.  

'"The same day that makes your cousin Mrs. Grig will unite you to the gifted Mooney. 
No remonstrance - no tears. Now, Mr. Grig, let me conduct you to that hallowed ground, 
that philosophical retreat, where my friend and partner, the gifted Mooney of whom I 
have just now spoken, is even now pursuing those discoveries which shall enrich us with 
the precious metal, and make us masters of the world. Come, Mr. Grig," he says.  

'"With all my heart, Sir," replies Tom; "and luck to the gifted Mooney, say I - not so 
much on his account as for our worthy selves!" With this sentiment, Tom kissed his hand 
to the ladies again, and followed him out; having the gratification to perceive, as he 
looked back, that they were all hanging on by the arms and legs of Galileo Isaac Newton 
Flamstead, to prevent him from following the noble stranger, and tearing him to pieces.  

'Gentlemen, Tom's father-in-law that was to be, took him by the hand, and having lighted 
a little lamp, led him across a paved court-yard at the back of the house, into a very large, 
dark, gloomy room: filled with all manner of bottles, globes, books, telescopes, 
crocodiles, alligators, and other scientific instruments of every kind. In the centre of this 
room was a stove or furnace, with what Tom called a pot, but which in my opinion was a 
crucible, in full boil. In one corner was a sort of ladder leading through the roof; and up 
this ladder the old gentleman pointed, as he said in a whisper:  

'"The observatory. Mr. Mooney is even now watching for the precise time at which we 
are to come into all the riches of the earth. It will be necessary for he and I, alone in that 
silent place, to cast your nativity before the hour arrives. Put the day and minute of your 
birth on this piece of paper, and leave the rest to me."  

'"You don't mean to say," says Tom, doing as he was told and giving him back the paper, 
"that I'm to wait here long, do you? It's a precious dismal place."  

'"Hush!" says the old gentleman. "It's hallowed ground. Farewell!"  

'"Stop a minute," says Tom. "What a hurry you're in! What's in that large bottle yonder?"  

'"It's a child with three heads," says the old gentleman; "and everything else in 
proportion."  

'"Why don't you throw him away?" says Tom. "What do you keep such unpleasant things 
here for?"  



'"Throw him away!" cries the old gentleman. "We use him constantly in astrology. He's a 
charm."  

'"I shouldn't have thought it," says Tom, "from his appearance. MUST you go, I say?"  

'The old gentleman makes him no answer, but climbs up the ladder in a greater bustle 
than ever. Tom looked after his legs till there was nothing of him left, and then sat down 
to wait; feeling (so he used to say) as comfortable as if he was going to be made a 
freemason, and they were heating the pokers.  

'Tom waited so long, gentlemen, that he began to think it must be getting on for midnight 
at least, and felt more dismal and lonely than ever he had done in all his life. He tried 
every means of whiling away the time, but it never had seemed to move so slow. First, he 
took a nearer view of the child with three heads, and thought what a comfort it must have 
been to his parents. Then he looked up a long telescope which was pointed out of the 
window, but saw nothing particular, in consequence of the stopper being on at the other 
end. Then he came to a skeleton in a glass case, labelled, "Skeleton of a Gentleman - 
prepared by Mr. Mooney," - which made him hope that Mr. Mooney might not be in the 
habit of preparing gentlemen that way without their own consent. A hundred times, at 
least, he looked into the pot where they were boiling the philosopher's stone down to the 
proper consistency, and wondered whether it was nearly done. "When it is," thinks Tom, 
"I'll send out for six-penn'orth of sprats, and turn 'em into gold fish for a first 
experiment." Besides which, he made up his mind, gentlemen, to have a country-house 
and a park; and to plant a bit of it with a double row of gas-lamps a mile long, and go out 
every night with a French-polished mahogany ladder, and two servants in livery behind 
him, to light 'em for his own pleasure.  

'At length and at last, the old gentleman's legs appeared upon the steps leading through 
the roof, and he came slowly down: bringing along with him, the gifted Mooney. This 
Mooney, gentlemen, was even more scientific in appearance than his friend; and had, as 
Tom often declared upon his word and honour, the dirtiest face we can possibly know of, 
in this imperfect state of existence.  

'Gentlemen, you are all aware that if a scientific man isn't absent in his mind, he's of no 
good at all. Mr. Mooney was so absent, that when the old gentleman said to him, "Shake 
hands with Mr. Grig," he put out his leg. "Here's a mind, Mr. Grig!" cries the old 
gentleman in a rapture. "Here's philosophy! Here's rumination! Don't disturb him," he 
says, "for this is amazing!"  

'Tom had no wish to disturb him, having nothing particular to say; but he was so 
uncommonly amazing, that the old gentleman got impatient, and determined to give him 
an electric shock to bring him to - "for you must know, Mr. Grig," he says, "that we 
always keep a strongly charged battery, ready for that purpose." These means being 
resorted to, gentlemen, the gifted Mooney revived with a loud roar, and he no sooner 
came to himself than both he and the old gentleman looked at Tom with compassion, and 
shed tears abundantly.  



'"My dear friend," says the old gentleman to the Gifted, "prepare him."  

'"I say," cries Tom, falling back, "none of that, you know. No preparing by Mr. Mooney 
if you please."  

'"Alas!" replies the old gentleman, "you don't understand us. My friend, inform him of his 
fate. - I can't."  

'The Gifted mustered up his voice, after many efforts, and informed Tom that his nativity 
had been carefully cast, and he would expire at exactly thirty-five minutes, twenty-seven 
seconds, and five- sixths of a second past nine o'clock, a.m., on that day two months.  

'Gentlemen, I leave you to judge what were Tom's feelings at this announcement, on the 
eve of matrimony and endless riches. "I think," he says in a trembling voice, "there must 
be a mistake in the working of that sum. Will you do me the favour to cast it up again?" - 
"There is no mistake," replies the old gentleman, "it is confirmed by Francis Moore, 
Physician. Here is the prediction for to-morrow two months." And he showed him the 
page, where sure enough were these words - "The decease of a great person may be 
looked for, about this time."  

'"Which," says the old gentleman, "is clearly you, Mr. Grig."  

'"Too clearly," cries Tom, sinking into a chair, and giving one hand to the old gentleman, 
and one to the Gifted. "The orb of day has set on Thomas Grig for ever!"  

'At this affecting remark, the Gifted shed tears again, and the other two mingled their 
tears with his, in a kind - if I may use the expression - of Mooney and Co.'s entire. But 
the old gentleman recovering first, observed that this was only a reason for hastening the 
marriage, in order that Tom's distinguished race might be transmitted to posterity; and 
requesting the Gifted to console Mr. Grig during his temporary absence, he withdrew to 
settle the preliminaries with his niece immediately.  

'And now, gentlemen, a very extraordinary and remarkable occurrence took place; for as 
Tom sat in a melancholy way in one chair, and the Gifted sat in a melancholy way in 
another, a couple of doors were thrown violently open, the two young ladies rushed in, 
and one knelt down in a loving attitude at Tom's feet, and the other at the Gifted's. So far, 
perhaps, as Tom was concerned - as he used to say - you will say there was nothing 
strange in this: but you will be of a different opinion when you understand that Tom's 
young lady was kneeling to the Gifted, and the Gifted's young lady was kneeling to Tom.  

'"Halloa! stop a minute!" cries Tom; "here's a mistake. I need condoling with by 
sympathising woman, under my afflicting circumstances; but we're out in the figure. 
Change partners, Mooney."  

'"Monster!" cries Tom's young lady, clinging to the Gifted.  



'"Miss!" says Tom. "Is THAT your manners?"  

'"I abjure thee!" cries Tom's young lady. "I renounce thee. I never will be thine. Thou," 
she says to the Gifted, "art the object of my first and all-engrossing passion. Wrapt in thy 
sublime visions, thou hast not perceived my love; but, driven to despair, I now shake off 
the woman and avow it. Oh, cruel, cruel man!" With which reproach she laid her head 
upon the Gifted's breast, and put her arms about him in the tenderest manner possible, 
gentlemen.  

'"And I," says the other young lady, in a sort of ecstasy, that made Tom start - "I hereby 
abjure my chosen husband too. Hear me, Goblin!" - this was to the Gifted - "Hear me! I 
hold thee in the deepest detestation. The maddening interview of this one night has filled 
my soul with love - but not for thee. It is for thee, for thee, young man," she cries to Tom. 
"As Monk Lewis finely observes, Thomas, Thomas, I am thine, Thomas, Thomas, thou 
art mine: thine for ever, mine for ever!" with which words, she became very tender 
likewise.  

'Tom and the Gifted, gentlemen, as you may believe, looked at each other in a very 
awkward manner, and with thoughts not at all complimentary to the two young ladies. As 
to the Gifted, I have heard Tom say often, that he was certain he was in a fit, and had it 
inwardly.  

'"Speak to me! Oh, speak to me!" cries Tom's young lady to the Gifted.  

'"I don't want to speak to anybody," he says, finding his voice at last, and trying to push 
her away. "I think I had better go. I'm - I'm frightened," he says, looking about as if he 
had lost something.  

'"Not one look of love!" she cries. "Hear me while I declare - "  

'"I don't know how to look a look of love," he says, all in a maze. "Don't declare 
anything. I don't want to hear anybody."  

'"That's right!" cries the old gentleman (who it seems had been listening). "That's right! 
Don't hear her. Emma shall marry you to-morrow, my friend, whether she likes it or not, 
and SHE shall marry Mr. Grig."  

'Gentlemen, these words were no sooner out of his mouth than Galileo Isaac Newton 
Flamstead (who it seems had been listening too) darts in, and spinning round and round, 
like a young giant's top, cries, "Let her. Let her. I'm fierce; I'm furious. I give her leave. 
I'll never marry anybody after this - never. It isn't safe. She is the falsest of the false," he 
cries, tearing his hair and gnashing his teeth; "and I'll live and die a bachelor!"  

'"The little boy," observed the Gifted gravely, "albeit of tender years, has spoken wisdom. 
I have been led to the contemplation of woman-kind, and will not adventure on the 
troubled waters of matrimony."  



'"What!" says the old gentleman, "not marry my daughter! Won't you, Mooney? Not if I 
make her? Won't you? Won't you?"  

'"No," says Mooney, "I won't. And if anybody asks me any more, I'll run away, and never 
come back again."  

'"Mr. Grig," says the old gentleman, "the stars must be obeyed. You have not changed 
your mind because of a little girlish folly - eh, Mr. Grig?"  

'Tom, gentlemen, had had his eyes about him, and was pretty sure that all this was a 
device and trick of the waiting-maid, to put him off his inclination. He had seen her 
hiding and skipping about the two doors, and had observed that a very little whispering 
from her pacified the Salamander directly. "So," thinks Tom, "this is a plot - but it won't 
fit."  

'"Eh, Mr. Grig?" says the old gentleman.  

'"Why, Sir," says Tom, pointing to the crucible, "if the soup's nearly ready - "  

'"Another hour beholds the consummation of our labours," returned the old gentleman.  

'"Very good," says Tom, with a mournful air. "It's only for two months, but I may as well 
be the richest man in the world even for that time. I'm not particular, I'll take her, Sir. I'll 
take her."  

'The old gentleman was in a rapture to find Tom still in the same mind, and drawing the 
young lady towards him by little and little, was joining their hands by main force, when 
all of a sudden, gentlemen, the crucible blows up, with a great crash; everybody screams; 
the room is filled with smoke; and Tom, not knowing what may happen next, throws 
himself into a Fancy attitude, and says, "Come on, if you're a man!" without addressing 
himself to anybody in particular.  

'"The labours of fifteen years!" says the old gentleman, clasping his hands and looking 
down upon the Gifted, who was saving the pieces, "are destroyed in an instant!" - And I 
am told, gentlemen, by-the-bye, that this same philosopher's stone would have been 
discovered a hundred times at least, to speak within bounds, if it wasn't for the one 
unfortunate circumstance that the apparatus always blows up, when it's on the very point 
of succeeding.  

'Tom turns pale when he hears the old gentleman expressing himself to this unpleasant 
effect, and stammers out that if it's quite agreeable to all parties, he would like to know 
exactly what has happened, and what change has really taken place in the prospects of 
that company.  

'"We have failed for the present, Mr. Grig," says the old gentleman, wiping his forehead. 
"And I regret it the more, because I have in fact invested my niece's five thousand pounds 



in this glorious speculation. But don't be cast down," he says, anxiously - "in another 
fifteen years, Mr. Grig - "  

"Oh!" cries Tom, letting the young lady's hand fall. "Were the stars very positive about 
this union, Sir?"  

'"They were," says the old gentleman.  

'"I'm sorry to hear it," Tom makes answer, "for it's no go, Sir."  

'"No what!" cries the old gentleman.  

'"Go, Sir," says Tom, fiercely. "I forbid the banns." And with these words - which are the 
very words he used - he sat himself down in a chair, and, laying his head upon the table, 
thought with a secret grief of what was to come to pass on that day two months.  

'Tom always said, gentlemen, that that waiting-maid was the artfullest minx he had ever 
seen; and he left it in writing in this country when he went to colonize abroad, that he was 
certain in his own mind she and the Salamander had blown up the philosopher's stone on 
purpose, and to cut him out of his property. I believe Tom was in the right, gentlemen; 
but whether or no, she comes forward at this point, and says, "May I speak, Sir?" and the 
old gentleman answering, "Yes, you may," she goes on to say that "the stars are no doubt 
quite right in every respect, but Tom is not the man." And she says, "Don't you 
remember, Sir, that when the clock struck five this afternoon, you gave Master Galileo a 
rap on the head with your telescope, and told him to get out of the way?" "Yes, I do," 
says the old gentleman. "Then," says the waiting- maid, "I say he's the man, and the 
prophecy is fulfilled." The old gentleman staggers at this, as if somebody had hit him a 
blow on the chest, and cries, "He! why he's a boy!" Upon that, gentlemen, the 
Salamander cries out that he'll be twenty-one next Lady-day; and complains that his 
father has always been so busy with the sun round which the earth revolves, that he has 
never taken any notice of the son that revolves round him; and that he hasn't had a new 
suit of clothes since he was fourteen; and that he wasn't even taken out of nankeen frocks 
and trousers till he was quite unpleasant in 'em; and touches on a good many more family 
matters to the same purpose. To make short of a long story, gentlemen, they all talk 
together, and cry together, and remind the old gentleman that as to the noble family, his 
own grandfather would have been lord mayor if he hadn't died at a dinner the year before; 
and they show him by all kinds of arguments that if the cousins are married, the 
prediction comes true every way. At last, the old gentleman being quite convinced, gives 
in; and joins their hands; and leaves his daughter to marry anybody she likes; and they are 
all well pleased; and the Gifted as well as any of them.  

'In the middle of this little family party, gentlemen, sits Tom all the while, as miserable as 
you like. But, when everything else is arranged, the old gentleman's daughter says, that 
their strange conduct was a little device of the waiting-maid's to disgust the lovers he had 
chosen for 'em, and will he forgive her? and if he will, perhaps he might even find her a 
husband - and when she says that, she looks uncommon hard at Tom. Then the waiting-



maid says that, oh dear! she couldn't abear Mr. Grig should think she wanted him to 
marry her; and that she had even gone so far as to refuse the last lamplighter, who was 
now a literary character (having set up as a bill-sticker); and that she hoped Mr. Grig 
would not suppose she was on her last legs by any means, for the baker was very strong 
in his attentions at that moment, and as to the butcher, he was frantic. And I don't know 
how much more she might have said, gentlemen (for, as you know, this kind of young 
women are rare ones to talk), if the old gentleman hadn't cut in suddenly, and asked Tom 
if he'd have her, with ten pounds to recompense him for his loss of time and 
disappointment, and as a kind of bribe to keep the story secret.  

'"It don't much matter, Sir," says Tom, "I ain't long for this world. Eight weeks of 
marriage, especially with this young woman, might reconcile me to my fate. I think," he 
says, "I could go off easy after that." With which he embraces her with a very dismal 
face, and groans in a way that might move a heart of stone - even of philosopher's stone.  

'"Egad," says the old gentleman, "that reminds me - this bustle put it out of my head - 
there was a figure wrong. He'll live to a green old age - eighty-seven at least!"  

'"How much, Sir?" cries Tom.  

'"Eighty-seven!" says the old gentleman.  

'Without another word, Tom flings himself on the old gentleman's neck; throws up his 
hat; cuts a caper; defies the waiting-maid; and refers her to the butcher.  

'"You won't marry her!" says the old gentleman, angrily.  

'"And live after it!" says Tom. "I'd sooner marry a mermaid with a small-tooth comb and 
looking-glass."  

'"Then take the consequences," says the other.  

'With those words - I beg your kind attention here, gentlemen, for it's worth your notice - 
the old gentleman wetted the forefinger of his right hand in some of the liquor from the 
crucible that was spilt on the floor, and drew a small triangle on Tom's forehead. The 
room swam before his eyes, and he found himself in the watch- house.'  

'Found himself WHERE?' cried the vice, on behalf of the company generally.  

'In the watch-house,' said the chairman. 'It was late at night, and he found himself in the 
very watch-house from which he had been let out that morning.'  

'Did he go home?' asked the vice.  



'The watch-house people rather objected to that,' said the chairman; 'so he stopped there 
that night, and went before the magistrate in the morning. "Why, you're here again, are 
you?" says the magistrate, adding insult to injury; "we'll trouble you for five shillings 
more, if you can conveniently spare the money." Tom told him he had been enchanted, 
but it was of no use. He told the contractors the same, but they wouldn't believe him. It 
was very hard upon him, gentlemen, as he often said, for was it likely he'd go and invent 
such a tale? They shook their heads and told him he'd say anything but his prayers - as 
indeed he would; there's no doubt about that. It was the only imputation on his moral 
character that ever I heard of.'  

 



A Message from the Sea 
 

CHAPTER I -- THE VILLAGE  

"And a mighty sing'lar and pretty place it is, as ever I saw in all the days of my life!" said 
Captain Jorgan, looking up at it.  

Captain Jorgan had to look high to look at it, for the village was built sheer up the face of 
a steep and lofty cliff. There was no road in it, there was no wheeled vehicle in it, there 
was not a level yard in it. From the sea-beach to the cliff-top two irregular rows of white 
houses, placed opposite to one another, and twisting here and there, and there and here, 
rose, like the sides of a long succession of stages of crooked ladders, and you climbed up 
the village or climbed down the village by the staves between, some six feet wide or so, 
and made of sharp irregular stones. The old pack- saddle, long laid aside in most parts of 
England as one of the appendages of its infancy, flourished here intact. Strings of pack- 
horses and pack-donkeys toiled slowly up the staves of the ladders, bearing fish, and coal, 
and such other cargo as was unshipping at the pier from the dancing fleet of village boats, 
and from two or three little coasting traders. As the beasts of burden ascended laden, or 
descended light, they got so lost at intervals in the floating clouds of village smoke, that 
they seemed to dive down some of the village chimneys, and come to the surface again 
far off, high above others. No two houses in the village were alike, in chimney, size, 
shape, door, window, gable, roof-tree, anything. The sides of the ladders were musical 
with water, running clear and bright. The staves were musical with the clattering feet of 
the pack-horses and pack-donkeys, and the voices of the fishermen urging them up, 
mingled with the voices of the fishermen's wives and their many children. The pier was 
musical with the wash of the sea, the creaking of capstans and windlasses, and the airy 
fluttering of little vanes and sails. The rough, sea-bleached boulders of which the pier was 
made, and the whiter boulders of the shore, were brown with drying nets. The red-brown 
cliffs, richly wooded to their extremest verge, had their softened and beautiful forms 
reflected in the bluest water, under the clear North Devonshire sky of a November day 
without a cloud. The village itself was so steeped in autumnal foliage, from the houses 
lying on the pier to the topmost round of the topmost ladder, that one might have fancied 
it was out a bird's- nesting, and was (as indeed it was) a wonderful climber. And 
mentioning birds, the place was not without some music from them too; for the rook was 
very busy on the higher levels, and the gull with his flapping wings was fishing in the 
bay, and the lusty little robin was hopping among the great stone blocks and iron rings of 
the breakwater, fearless in the faith of his ancestors, and the Children in the Wood.  

Thus it came to pass that Captain Jorgan, sitting balancing himself on the pier-wall, 
struck his leg with his open hand, as some men do when they are pleased--and as he 
always did when he was pleased--and said, -  

"A mighty sing'lar and pretty place it is, as ever I saw in all the days of my life!"  



Captain Jorgan had not been through the village, but had come down to the pier by a 
winding side-road, to have a preliminary look at it from the level of his own natural 
element. He had seen many things and places, and had stowed them all away in a shrewd 
intellect and a vigorous memory. He was an American born, was Captain Jorgan,--a 
New-Englander,--but he was a citizen of the world, and a combination of most of the best 
qualities of most of its best countries.  

For Captain Jorgan to sit anywhere in his long-skirted blue coat and blue trousers, 
without holding converse with everybody within speaking distance, was a sheer 
impossibility. So the captain fell to talking with the fishermen, and to asking them 
knowing questions about the fishery, and the tides, and the currents, and the race of water 
off that point yonder, and what you kept in your eye, and got into a line with what else 
when you ran into the little harbour; and other nautical profundities. Among the men who 
exchanged ideas with the captain was a young fellow, who exactly hit his fancy,--a young 
fisherman of two or three and twenty, in the rough sea-dress of his craft, with a brown 
face, dark curling hair, and bright, modest eyes under his Sou'wester hat, and with a 
frank, but simple and retiring manner, which the captain found uncommonly taking. "I'd 
bet a thousand dollars," said the captain to himself, "that your father was an honest man!"  

"Might you be married now?" asked the captain, when he had had some talk with this 
new acquaintance.  

"Not yet."  

"Going to be?" said the captain.  

"I hope so."  

The captain's keen glance followed the slightest possible turn of the dark eye, and the 
slightest possible tilt of the Sou'wester hat. The captain then slapped both his legs, and 
said to himself, -  

"Never knew such a good thing in all my life! There's his sweetheart looking over the 
wall!"  

There was a very pretty girl looking over the wall, from a little platform of cottage, vine, 
and fuchsia; and she certainly dig not look as if the presence of this young fisherman in 
the landscape made it any the less sunny and hopeful for her.  

Captain Jorgan, having doubled himself up to laugh with that hearty good-nature which is 
quite exultant in the innocent happiness of other people, had undoubted himself, and was 
going to start a new subject, when there appeared coming down the lower ladders of 
stones, a man whom he hailed as "Tom Pettifer, Ho!" Tom Pettifer, Ho, responded with 
alacrity, and in speedy course descended on the pier.  



"Afraid of a sun-stroke in England in November, Tom, that you wear your tropical hat, 
strongly paid outside and paper-lined inside, here?" said the captain, eyeing it.  

"It's as well to be on the safe side, sir," replied Tom.  

"Safe side!" repeated the captain, laughing. "You'd guard against a sun-stroke, with that 
old hat, in an Ice Pack. Wa'al! What have you made out at the Post-office?"  

"It is the Post-office, sir."  

"What's the Post-office?" said the captain.  

"The name, sir. The name keeps the Post-office."  

"A coincidence!" said the captain. "A lucky bit! Show me where it is. Good-bye, 
shipmates, for the present! I shall come and have another look at you, afore I leave, this 
afternoon."  

This was addressed to all there, but especially the young fisherman; so all there 
acknowledged it, but especially the young fisherman. "He's a sailor!" said one to another, 
as they looked after the captain moving away. That he was; and so outspeaking was the 
sailor in him, that although his dress had nothing nautical about it, with the single 
exception of its colour, but was a suit of a shore-going shape and form, too long in the 
sleeves and too short in the legs, and too unaccommodating everywhere, terminating 
earthward in a pair of Wellington boots, and surmounted by a tall, stiff hat, which no 
mortal could have worn at sea in any wind under heaven; nevertheless, a glimpse of his 
sagacious, weather-beaten face, or his strong, brown hand, would have established the 
captain's calling. Whereas Mr. Pettifer--a man of a certain plump neatness, with a curly 
whisker, and elaborately nautical in a jacket, and shoes, and all things correspondent--
looked no more like a seaman, beside Captain Jorgan, than he looked like a sea-serpent.  

The two climbed high up the village,--which had the most arbitrary turns and twists in it, 
so that the cobbler's house came dead across the ladder, and to have held a reasonable 
course, you must have gone through his house, and through him too, as he sat at his work 
between two little windows,--with one eye microscopically on the geological formation 
of that part of Devonshire, and the other telescopically on the open sea,--the two climbed 
high up the village, and stopped before a quaint little house, on which was painted, 
"MRS. RAYBROCK, DRAPER;" and also "POST-OFFICE." Before it, ran a rill of 
murmuring water, and access to it was gained by a little plank-bridge.  

"Here's the name," said Captain Jorgan, "sure enough. You can come in if you like, 
Tom."  

The captain opened the door, and passed into an odd little shop, about six feet high, with 
a great variety of beams and bumps in the ceiling, and, besides the principal window 



giving on the ladder of stones, a purblind little window of a single pane of glass, peeping 
out of an abutting corner at the sun-lighted ocean, and winking at its brightness.  

"How do you do, ma'am?" said the captain. "I am very glad to see you. I have come a 
long way to see you."  

"Have you, sir? Then I am sure I am very glad to see you, though I don't know you from 
Adam."  

Thus a comely elderly woman, short of stature, plump of form, sparkling and dark of eye, 
who, perfectly clean and neat herself, stood in the midst of her perfectly clean and neat 
arrangements, and surveyed Captain Jorgan with smiling curiosity. "Ah! but you are a 
sailor, sir," she added, almost immediately, and with a slight movement of her hands, that 
was not very unlike wringing them; "then you are heartily welcome."  

"Thank'ee, ma'am," said the captain, "I don't know what it is, I am sure; that brings out 
the salt in me, but everybody seems to see it on the crown of my hat and the collar of my 
coat. Yes, ma'am, I am in that way of life."  

"And the other gentleman, too," said Mrs. Raybrock.  

"Well now, ma'am," said the captain, glancing shrewdly at the other gentleman, "you are 
that nigh right, that he goes to sea,--if that makes him a sailor. This is my steward, 
ma'am, Tom Pettifer; he's been a'most all trades you could name, in the course of his 
life,-- would have bought all your chairs and tables once, if you had wished to sell 'em,--
but now he's my steward. My name's Jorgan, and I'm a ship-owner, and I sail my own and 
my partners' ships, and have done so this five-and-twenty year. According to custom I am 
called Captain Jorgan, but I am no more a captain, bless your heart, than you are."  

"Perhaps you'll come into my parlour, sir, and take a chair?" said Mrs. Raybrock.  

"Ex-actly what I was going to propose myself, ma'am. After you."  

Thus replying, and enjoining Tom to give an eye to the shop, Captain Jorgan followed 
Mrs. Raybrock into the little, low back-room,-- decorated with divers plants in pots, tea-
trays, old china teapots, and punch-bowls,--which was at once the private sitting-room of 
the Raybrock family and the inner cabinet of the post-office of the village of Steepways.  

"Now, ma'am," said the captain, "it don't signify a cent to you where I was born, except--
" But here the shadow of some one entering fell upon the captain's figure, and he broke 
off to double himself up, slap both his legs, and ejaculate, "Never knew such a thing in all 
my life! Here he is again! How are you?"  

These words referred to the young fellow who had so taken Captain Jorgan's fancy down 
at the pier. To make it all quite complete he came in accompanied by the sweetheart 
whom the captain had detected looking over the wall. A prettier sweetheart the sun could 



not have shone upon that shining day. As she stood before the captain, with her rosy lips 
just parted in surprise, her brown eyes a little wider open than was usual from the same 
cause, and her breathing a little quickened by the ascent (and possibly by some 
mysterious hurry and flurry at the parlour door, in which the captain had observed her 
face to be for a moment totally eclipsed by the Sou'wester hat), she looked so charming, 
that the captain felt himself under a moral obligation to slap both his legs again. She was 
very simply dressed, with no other ornament than an autumnal flower in her bosom. She 
wore neither hat nor bonnet, but merely a scarf or kerchief, folded squarely back over the 
head, to keep the sun off,-- according to a fashion that may be sometimes seen in the 
more genial parts of England as well as of Italy, and which is probably the first fashion of 
head-dress that came into the world when grasses and leaves went out.  

"In my country," said the captain, rising to give her his chair, and dexterously sliding it 
close to another chair on which the young fisherman must necessarily establish himself,--
"in my country we should call Devonshire beauty first-rate!"  

Whenever a frank manner is offensive, it is because it is strained or feigned; for there 
may be quite as much intolerable affectation in plainness as in mincing nicety. All that 
the captain said and did was honestly according to his nature; and his nature was open 
nature and good nature; therefore, when he paid this little compliment, and expressed 
with a sparkle or two of his knowing eye, "I see how it is, and nothing could be better," 
he had established a delicate confidence on that subject with the family.  

"I was saying to your worthy mother," said the captain to the young man, after again 
introducing himself by name and occupation,--"I was saying to your mother (and you're 
very like her) that it didn't signify where I was born, except that I was raised on question- 
asking ground, where the babies as soon as ever they come into the world, inquire of their 
mothers, 'Neow, how old may you be, and wa'at air you a goin' to name me?'--which is a 
fact." Here he slapped his leg. "Such being the case, I may be excused for asking you if 
your name's Alfred?"  

"Yes, sir, my name is Alfred," returned the young man.  

"I am not a conjurer," pursued the captain, "and don't think me so, or I shall right soon 
undeceive you. Likewise don't think, if you please, though I do come from that country of 
the babies, that I am asking questions for question-asking's sake, for I am not. Somebody 
belonging to you went to sea?"  

"My elder brother, Hugh," returned the young man. He said it in an altered and lower 
voice, and glanced at his mother, who raised her hands hurriedly, and put them together 
across her black gown, and looked eagerly at the visitor.  

"No! For God's sake, don't think that!" said the captain, in a solemn way; "I bring no 
good tidings of him."  



There was a silence, and the mother turned her face to the fire and put her hand between 
it and her eyes. The young fisherman slightly motioned toward the window, and the 
captain, looking in that direction, saw a young widow, sitting at a neighbouring window 
across a little garden, engaged in needlework, with a young child sleeping on her bosom. 
The silence continued until the captain asked of Alfred, -  

"How long is it since it happened?"  

"He shipped for his last voyage better than three years ago."  

"Ship struck upon some reef or rock, as I take it," said the captain, "and all hands lost?"  

"Yes."  

"Wa'al!" said the captain, after a shorter silence, "Here I sit who may come to the same 
end, like enough. He holds the seas in the hollow of His hand. We must all strike 
somewhere and go down. Our comfort, then, for ourselves and one another is to have 
done our duty. I'd wager your brother did his!"  

"He did!" answered the young fisherman. "If ever man strove faithfully on all occasions 
to do his duty, my brother did. My brother was not a quick man (anything but that), but 
he was a faithful, true, and just man. We were the sons of only a small tradesman in this 
county, sir; yet our father was as watchful of his good name as if he had been a king."  

"A precious sight more so, I hope--bearing in mind the general run of that class of 
crittur," said the captain. "But I interrupt."  

"My brother considered that our father left the good name to us, to keep clear and true."  

"Your brother considered right," said the captain; "and you couldn't take care of a better 
legacy. But again I interrupt."  

"No; for I have nothing more to say. We know that Hugh lived well for the good name, 
and we feel certain that he died well for the good name. And now it has come into my 
keeping. And that's all."  

"Well spoken!" cried the captain. "Well spoken, young man! Concerning the manner of 
your brother's death,"--by this time the captain had released the hand he had shaken, and 
sat with his own broad, brown hands spread out on his knees, and spoke aside,-- 
"concerning the manner of your brother's death, it may be that I have some information to 
give you; though it may not be, for I am far from sure. Can we have a little talk alone?"  

The young man rose; but not before the captain's quick eye had noticed that, on the pretty 
sweetheart's turning to the window to greet the young widow with a nod and a wave of 
the hand, the young widow had held up to her the needlework on which she was engaged, 
with a patient and pleasant smile. So the captain said, being on his legs, -  



"What might she be making now?"  

"What is Margaret making, Kitty?" asked the young fisherman,--with one of his arms 
apparently mislaid somewhere.  

As Kitty only blushed in reply, the captain doubled himself up as far as he could, 
standing, and said, with a slap of his leg, -  

"In my country we should call it wedding-clothes. Fact! We should, I do assure you."  

But it seemed to strike the captain in another light too; for his laugh was not a long one, 
and he added, in quite a gentle tone, -  

"And it's very pretty, my dear, to see her--poor young thing, with her fatherless child 
upon her bosom--giving up her thoughts to your home and your happiness. It's very 
pretty, my dear, and it's very good. May your marriage be more prosperous than hers, and 
be a comfort to her too. May the blessed sun see you all happy together, in possession of 
the good name, long after I have done ploughing the great salt field that is never sown!"  

Kitty answered very earnestly, "O! Thank you, sir, with all my heart!" And, in her loving 
little way, kissed her hand to him, and possibly by implication to the young fisherman, 
too, as the latter held the parlour-door open for the captain to pass out.  

CHAPTER II -- THE MONEY  

"The stairs are very narrow, sir," said Alfred Raybrock to Captain Jorgan.  

"Like my cabin-stairs," returned the captain, "on many a voyage."  

"And they are rather inconvenient for the head."  

"If my head can't take care of itself by this time, after all the knocking about the world it 
has had," replied the captain, as unconcernedly as if he had no connection with it, "it's not 
worth looking after."  

Thus they came into the young fisherman's bedroom, which was as perfectly neat and 
clean as the shop and parlour below; though it was but a little place, with a sliding 
window, and a phrenological ceiling expressive of all the peculiarities of the house-roof. 
Here the captain sat down on the foot of the bed, and glancing at a dreadful libel on Kitty 
which ornamented the wall,--the production of some wandering limner, whom the captain 
secretly admired as having studied portraiture from the figure-heads of ships,--motioned 
to the young man to take the rush-chair on the other side of the small round table. That 
done, the captain put his hand in the deep breast-pocket of his long-skirted blue coat, and 
took out of it a strong square case-bottle,--not a large bottle, but such as may be seen in 
any ordinary ship's medicine-chest. Setting this bottle on the table without removing his 
hand from it, Captain Jorgan then spake as follows:-  



"In my last voyage homeward-bound," said the captain, "and that's the voyage off of 
which I now come straight, I encountered such weather off the Horn as is not very often 
met with, even there. I have rounded that stormy Cape pretty often, and I believe I first 
beat about there in the identical storms that blew the Devil's horns and tail off, and led to 
the horns being worked up into tooth-picks for the plantation overseers in my country, 
who may be seen (if you travel down South, or away West, fur enough) picking their 
teeth with 'em, while the whips, made of the tail, flog hard. In this last voyage, 
homeward-bound for Liverpool from South America, I say to you, my young friend, it 
blew. Whole measures! No half measures, nor making believe to blow; it blew! Now I 
warn't blown clean out of the water into the sky,--though I expected to be even that,--but 
I was blown clean out of my course; and when at last it fell calm, it fell dead calm, and a 
strong current set one way, day and night, night and day, and I drifted--drifted--drifted--
out of all the ordinary tracks and courses of ships, and drifted yet, and yet drifted. It 
behooves a man who takes charge of fellow-critturs' lives, never to rest from making 
himself master of his calling. I never did rest, and consequently I knew pretty well 
('specially looking over the side in the dead calm of that strong current) what dangers to 
expect, and what precautions to take against 'em. In short, we were driving head on to an 
island. There was no island in the chart, and, therefore, you may say it was ill-manners in 
the island to be there; I don't dispute its bad breeding, but there it was. Thanks be to 
Heaven, I was as ready for the island as the island was ready for me. I made it out myself 
from the masthead, and I got enough way upon her in good time to keep her off. I ordered 
a boat to be lowered and manned, and went in that boat myself to explore the island. 
There was a reef outside it, and, floating in a corner of the smooth water within the reef, 
was a heap of sea-weed, and entangled in that sea-weed was this bottle."  

Here the captain took his hand from the bottle for a moment, that the young fisherman 
might direct a wondering glance at it; and then replaced his band and went on:-  

"If ever you come--or even if ever you don't come--to a desert place, use you your eyes 
and your spy-glass well; for the smallest thing you see may prove of use to you; and may 
have some information or some warning in it. That's the principle on which I came to see 
this bottle. I picked up the bottle and ran the boat alongside the island, and made fast and 
went ashore armed, with a part of my boat's crew. We found that every scrap of 
vegetation on the island (I give it you as my opinion, but scant and scrubby at the best of 
times) had been consumed by fire. As we were making our way, cautiously and 
toilsomely, over the pulverised embers, one of my people sank into the earth breast-high. 
He turned pale, and 'Haul me out smart, shipmates,' says he, 'for my feet are among 
bones.' We soon got him on his legs again, and then we dug up the spot, and we found 
that the man was right, and that his feet had been among bones. More than that, they were 
human bones; though whether the remains of one man, or of two or three men, what with 
calcination and ashes, and what with a poor practical knowledge of anatomy, I can't 
undertake to say. We examined the whole island and made out nothing else, save and 
except that, from its opposite side, I sighted a considerable tract of land, which land I was 
able to identify, and according to the bearings of which (not to trouble you with my log) I 
took a fresh departure. When I got aboard again I opened the bottle, which was oilskin-
covered as you see, and glass- stoppered as you see. Inside of it," pursued the captain, 



suiting his action to his words, "I found this little crumpled, folded paper, just as you see. 
Outside of it was written, as you see, these words: 'Whoever finds this, is solemnly 
entreated by the dead to convey it unread to Alfred Raybrock, Steepways, North Devon, 
England.' A sacred charge," said the captain, concluding his narrative, "and, Alfred 
Raybrock, there it is!"  

"This is my poor brother's writing!"  

"I suppose so," said Captain Jorgan. "I'll take a look out of this little window while you 
read it."  

"Pray no, sir! I should be hurt. My brother couldn't know it would fall into such hands as 
yours."  

The captain sat down again on the foot of the bed, and the young man opened the folded 
paper with a trembling hand, and spread it on the table. The ragged paper, evidently 
creased and torn both before and after being written on, was much blotted and stained, 
and the ink had faded and run, and many words were wanting. What the captain and the 
young fisherman made out together, after much re-reading and much humouring of the 
folds of the paper, is given on the next page.  

The young fisherman had become more and more agitated, as the writing had become 
clearer to him. He now left it lying before the captain, over whose shoulder he had been 
reading it, and dropping into his former seat, leaned forward on the table and laid his face 
in his hands.  

"What, man," urged the captain, "don't give in! Be up and doing like a man!"  

"It is selfish, I know,--but doing what, doing what?" cried the young fisherman, in 
complete despair, and stamping his sea-boot on the ground.  

"Doing what?" returned the captain. "Something! I'd go down to the little breakwater 
below yonder, and take a wrench at one of the salt-rusted iron rings there, and either 
wrench it up by the roots or wrench my teeth out of my head, sooner than I'd do nothing. 
Nothing!" ejaculated the captain. "Any fool or fainting heart can do that, and nothing can 
come of nothing,--which was pretended to be found out, I believe, by one of them Latin 
critters," said the captain with the deepest disdain; "as if Adam hadn't found it out, afore 
ever he so much as named the beasts!"  

Yet the captain saw, in spite of his bold words, that there was some greater reason than he 
yet understood for the young man's distress. And he eyed him with a sympathising 
curiosity.  

"Come, come!" continued the captain, "Speak out. What is it, boy!"  



"You have seen how beautiful she is, sir," said the young man, looking up for the 
moment, with a flushed face and rumpled hair.  

"Did any man ever say she warn't beautiful?" retorted the captain. "If so, go and lick 
him."  

The young man laughed fretfully in spite of himself, and said -  

"It's not that, it's not that."  

"Wa'al, then, what is it?" said the captain in a more soothing tone.  

The young fisherman mournfully composed himself to tell the captain what it was, and 
began: "We were to have been married next Monday week--"  

"Were to have been!" interrupted Captain Jorgan. "And are to be? Hey?"  

Young Raybrock shook his head, and traced out with his fore-finger the words, "poor 
father's five hundred pounds," in the written paper.  

"Go along," said the captain. "Five hundred pounds? Yes?"  

"That sum of money," pursued the young fisherman, entering with the greatest 
earnestness on his demonstration, while the captain eyed him with equal earnestness, 
"was all my late father possessed. When he died, he owed no man more than he left 
means to pay, but he had been able to lay by only five hundred pounds."  

"Five hundred pounds," repeated the captain. "Yes?"  

"In his lifetime, years before, he had expressly laid the money aside to leave to my 
mother,--like to settle upon her, if I make myself understood."  

"Yes?"  

"He had risked it once--my father put down in writing at that time, respecting the money-
-and was resolved never to risk it again."  

"Not a spectator," said the captain. "My country wouldn't have suited him. Yes?"  

"My mother has never touched the money till now. And now it was to have been laid out, 
this very next week, in buying me a handsome share in our neighbouring fishery here, to 
settle me in life with Kitty."  

The captain's face fell, and he passed and repassed his sun-browned right hand over his 
thin hair, in a discomfited manner.  



"Kitty's father has no more than enough to live on, even in the sparing way in which we 
live about here. He is a kind of bailiff or steward of manor rights here, and they are not 
much, and it is but a poor little office. He was better off once, and Kitty must never marry 
to mere drudgery and hard living."  

The captain still sat stroking his thin hair, and looking at the young fisherman.  

"I am as certain that my father had no knowledge that any one was wronged as to this 
money, or that any restitution ought to be made, as I am certain that the sun now shines. 
But, after this solemn warning from my brother's grave in the sea, that the money is 
Stolen Money," said Young Raybrock, forcing himself to the utterance of the words, "can 
I doubt it? Can I touch it?"  

"About not doubting, I ain't so sure," observed the captain; "but about not touching--no--I 
don't think you can."  

"See then," said Young Raybrock, "why I am so grieved. Think of Kitty. Think what I 
have got to tell her!"  

His heart quite failed him again when he had come round to that, and he once more beat 
his sea-boot softly on the floor. But not for long; he soon began again, in a quietly 
resolute tone.  

"However! Enough of that! You spoke some brave words to me just now, Captain Jorgan, 
and they shall not be spoken in vain. I have got to do something. What I have got to do, 
before all other things, is to trace out the meaning of this paper, for the sake of the Good 
Name that has no one else to put it right. And still for the sake of the Good Name, and my 
father's memory, not a word of this writing must be breathed to my mother, or to Kitty, or 
to any human creature. You agree in this?"  

"I don't know what they'll think of us below," said the captain, "but for certain I can't 
oppose it. Now, as to tracing. How will you do?"  

They both, as by consent, bent over the paper again, and again carefully puzzled out the 
whole of the writing.  

"I make out that this would stand, if all the writing was here, 'Inquire among the old men 
living there, for'--some one. Most like, you'll go to this village named here?" said the 
captain, musing, with his finger on the name.  

"Yes! And Mr. Tregarthen is a Cornishman, and--to be sure!--comes from Lanrean."  

"Does he?" said the captain quietly. "As I ain't acquainted with him, who may he be?"  

"Mr. Tregarthen is Kitty's father."  



"Ay, ay!" cried the captain. "Now you speak! Tregarthen knows this village of Lanrean, 
then?"  

"Beyond all doubt he does. I have often heard him mention it, as being his native place. 
He knows it well."  

"Stop half a moment," said the captain. "We want a name here. You could ask Tregarthen 
(or if you couldn't I could) what names of old men he remembers in his time in those 
diggings? Hey?"  

"I can go straight to his cottage, and ask him now."  

"Take me with you," said the captain, rising in a solid way that had a most comfortable 
reliability in it, "and just a word more first. I have knocked about harder than you, and 
have got along further than you. I have had, all my sea-going life long, to keep my wits 
polished bright with acid and friction, like the brass cases of the ship's instruments. I'll 
keep you company on this expedition. Now you don't live by talking any more than I do. 
Clench that hand of yours in this hand of mine, and that's a speech on both sides."  

Captain Jorgan took command of the expedition with that hearty shake. He at once 
refolded the paper exactly as before, replaced it in the bottle, put the stopper in, put the 
oilskin over the stopper, confided the whole to Young Raybrock's keeping, and led the 
way down-stairs.  

But it was harder navigation below-stairs than above. The instant they set foot in the 
parlour the quick, womanly eye detected that there was something wrong. Kitty 
exclaimed, frightened, as she ran to her lover's side, "Alfred! What's the matter?" Mrs. 
Raybrock cried out to the captain, "Gracious! what have you done to my son to change 
him like this all in a minute?" And the young widow--who was there with her work upon 
her arm--was at first so agitated that she frightened the little girl she held in her hand, 
who hid her face in her mother's skirts and screamed. The captain, conscious of being 
held responsible for this domestic change, contemplated it with quite a guilty expression 
of countenance, and looked to the young fisherman to come to his rescue.  

"Kitty, darling," said Young Raybrock, "Kitty, dearest love, I must go away to Lanrean, 
and I don't know where else or how much further, this very day. Worse than that--our 
marriage, Kitty, must be put off, and I don't know for how long."  

Kitty stared at him, in doubt and wonder and in anger, and pushed him from her with her 
hand.  

"Put off?" cried Mrs. Raybrock. "The marriage put off? And you going to Lanrean! Why, 
in the name of the dear Lord?"  

"Mother dear, I can't say why; I must not say why. It would be dishonourable and 
undutiful to say why."  



"Dishonourable and undutiful?" returned the dame. "And is there nothing dishonourable 
or undutiful in the boy's breaking the heart of his own plighted love, and his mother's 
heart too, for the sake of the dark secrets and counsels of a wicked stranger? Why did you 
ever come here?" she apostrophised the innocent captain. "Who wanted you? Where did 
you come from? Why couldn't you rest in your own bad place, wherever it is, instead of 
disturbing the peace of quiet unoffending folk like us?"  

"And what," sobbed the poor little Kitty, "have I ever done to you, you hard and cruel 
captain, that you should come and serve me so?"  

And then they both began to weep most pitifully, while the captain could only look from 
the one to the other, and lay hold of himself by the coat collar.  

"Margaret," said the poor young fisherman, on his knees at Kitty's feet, while Kitty kept 
both her hands before her tearful face, to shut out the traitor from her view,--but kept her 
fingers wide asunder and looked at him all the time,--"Margaret, you have suffered so 
much, so uncomplainingly, and are always so careful and considerate! Do take my part, 
for poor Hugh's sake!"  

The quiet Margaret was not appealed to in vain. "I will, Alfred," she returned, "and I do. I 
wish this gentleman had never come near us;" whereupon the captain laid hold of himself 
the tighter; "but I take your part for all that. I am sure you have some strong reason and 
some sufficient reason for what you do, strange as it is, and even for not saying why you 
do it, strange as that is. And, Kitty darling, you are bound to think so more than any one, 
for true love believes everything, and bears everything, and trusts everything. And, 
mother dear, you are bound to think so too, for you know you have been blest with good 
sons, whose word was always as good as their oath, and who were brought up in as true a 
sense of honour as any gentleman in this land. And I am sure you have no more call, 
mother, to doubt your living son than to doubt your dead son; and for the sake of the dear 
dead, I stand up for the dear living."  

"Wa'al now," the captain struck in, with enthusiasm, "this I say, That whether your 
opinions flatter me or not, you are a young woman of sense, and spirit, and feeling; and 
I'd sooner have you by my side in the hour of danger, than a good half of the men I've 
ever fallen in with--or fallen out with, ayther."  

Margaret did not return the captain's compliment, or appear fully to reciprocate his good 
opinion, but she applied herself to the consolation of Kitty, and of Kitty's mother-in-law 
that was to have been next Monday week, and soon restored the parlour to a quiet 
condition.  

"Kitty, my darling," said the young fisherman, "I must go to your father to entreat him 
still to trust me in spite of this wretched change and mystery, and to ask him for some 
directions concerning Lanrean. Will you come home? Will you come with me, Kitty?"  



Kitty answered not a word, but rose sobbing, with the end of her simple head-dress at her 
eyes. Captain Jorgan followed the lovers out, quite sheepishly, pausing in the shop to 
give an instruction to Mr. Pettifer.  

"Here, Tom!" said the captain, in a low voice. "Here's something in your line. Here's an 
old lady poorly and low in her spirits. Cheer her up a bit, Tom. Cheer 'em all up."  

Mr. Pettifer, with a brisk nod of intelligence, immediately assumed his steward face, and 
went with his quiet, helpful, steward step into the parlour, where the captain had the great 
satisfaction of seeing him, through the glass door, take the child in his arms (who offered 
no objection), and bend over Mrs. Raybrock, administering soft words of consolation.  

"Though what he finds to say, unless he's telling her that 't'll soon be over, or that most 
people is so at first, or that it'll do her good afterward, I cannot imaginate!" was the 
captain's reflection as he followed the lovers.  

He had not far to follow them, since it was but a short descent down the stony ways to the 
cottage of Kitty's father. But short as the distance was, it was long enough to enable the 
captain to observe that he was fast becoming the village Ogre; for there was not a woman 
standing working at her door, or a fisherman coming up or going down, who saw Young 
Raybrock unhappy and little Kitty in tears, but he or she instantly darted a suspicious and 
indignant glance at the captain, as the foreigner who must somehow be responsible for 
this unusual spectacle. Consequently, when they came into Tregarthen's little garden,--
which formed the platform from which the captain had seen Kitty peeping over the wall,-
-the captain brought to, and stood off and on at the gate, while Kitty hurried to hide her 
tears in her own room, and Alfred spoke with her father, who was working in the garden. 
He was a rather infirm man, but could scarcely be called old yet, with an agreeable face 
and a promising air of making the best of things. The conversation began on his side with 
great cheerfulness and good humour, but soon became distrustful, and soon angry. That 
was the captain's cue for striking both into the conversation and the garden.  

"Morning, sir!" said Captain Jorgan. "How do you do?"  

"The gentleman I am going away with," said the young fisherman to Tregarthen.  

"O!" returned Kitty's father, surveying the unfortunate captain with a look of extreme 
disfavour. "I confess that I can't say I am glad to see you."  

"No," said the captain, "and, to admit the truth, that seems to be the general opinion in 
these parts. But don't be hasty; you may think better of me by-and-by."  

"I hope so," observed Tregarthen.  

"Wa'al, I hope so," observed the captain, quite at his ease; "more than that, I believe so,--
though you don't. Now, Mr. Tregarthen, you don't want to exchange words of mistrust 
with me; and if you did, you couldn't, because I wouldn't. You and I are old enough to 



know better than to judge against experience from surfaces and appearances; and if you 
haven't lived to find out the evil and injustice of such judgments, you are a lucky man."  

The other seemed to shrink under this remark, and replied, "Sir, I have lived to feel it 
deeply."  

"Wa'al," said the captain, mollified, "then I've made a good cast without knowing it. 
Now, Tregarthen, there stands the lover of your only child, and here stand I who know 
his secret. I warrant it a righteous secret, and none of his making, though bound to be of 
his keeping. I want to help him out with it, and tewwards that end we ask you to favour 
us with the names of two or three old residents in the village of Lanrean. As I am taking 
out my pocket-book and pencil to put the names down, I may as well observe to you that 
this, wrote atop of the first page here, is my name and address: 'Silas Jonas Jorgan, 
Salem, Massachusetts, United States.' If ever you take it in your head to run over any 
morning, I shall be glad to welcome you. Now, what may be the spelling of these said 
names?"  

"There was an elderly man," said Tregarthen, "named David Polreath. He may be dead."  

"Wa'al," said the captain, cheerfully, "if Polreath's dead and buried, and can be made of 
any service to us, Polreath won't object to our digging of him up. Polreath's down, 
anyhow."  

"There was another named Penrewen. I don't know his Christian name."  

"Never mind his Chris'en name," said the captain; "Penrewen, for short."  

"There was another named John Tredgear."  

"And a pleasant-sounding name, too," said the captain; "John Tredgear's booked."  

"I can recall no other except old Parvis."  

"One of old Parvis's fam'ly I reckon," said the captain, "kept a dry-goods store in New 
York city, and realised a handsome competency by burning his house to ashes. Same 
name, anyhow. David Polreath, Unchris'en Penrewen, John Tredgear, and old Arson 
Parvis."  

"I cannot recall any others at the moment."  

"Thank'ee," said the captain. "And so, Tregarthen, hoping for your good opinion yet, and 
likewise for the fair Devonshire Flower's, your daughter's, I give you my hand, sir, and 
wish you good day."  



Young Raybrock accompanied him disconsolately; for there was no Kitty at the window 
when he looked up, no Kitty in the garden when he shut the gate, no Kitty gazing after 
them along the stony ways when they begin to climb back.  

"Now I tell you what," said the captain. "Not being at present calculated to promote 
harmony in your family, I won't come in. You go and get your dinner at home, and I'll get 
mine at the little hotel. Let our hour of meeting be two o'clock, and you'll find me 
smoking a cigar in the sun afore the hotel door. Tell Tom Pettifer, my steward, to 
consider himself on duty, and to look after your people till we come back; you'll find he'll 
have made himself useful to 'em already, and will be quite acceptable."  

All was done as Captain Jorgan directed. Punctually at two o'clock the young fisherman 
appeared with his knapsack at his back; and punctually at two o'clock the captain jerked 
away the last feather- end of his cigar.  

"Let me carry your baggage, Captain Jorgan; I can easily take it with mine."  

"Thank'ee," said the captain. "I'll carry it myself. It's only a comb."  

They climbed out of the village, and paused among the trees and fern on the summit of 
the hill above, to take breath, and to look down at the beautiful sea. Suddenly the captain 
gave his leg a resounding slap, and cried, "Never knew such a right thing in all my life!"-
- and ran away.  

The cause of this abrupt retirement on the part of the captain was little Kitty among the 
trees. The captain went out of sight and waited, and kept out of sight and waited, until it 
occurred to him to beguile the time with another cigar. He lighted it, and smoked it out, 
and still he was out of sight and waiting. He stole within sight at last, and saw the lovers, 
with their arms entwined and their bent heads touching, moving slowly among the trees. 
It was the golden time of the afternoon then, and the captain said to himself, "Golden sun, 
golden sea, golden sails, golden leaves, golden love, golden youth,--a golden state of 
things altogether!"  

Nevertheless the captain found it necessary to hail his young companion before going out 
of sight again. In a few moments more he came up and they began their journey.  

"That still young woman with the fatherless child," said Captain Jorgan, as they fell into 
step, "didn't throw her words away; but good honest words are never thrown away. And 
now that I am conveying you off from that tender little thing that loves, and relies, and 
hopes, I feel just as if I was the snarling crittur in the picters, with the tight legs, the long 
nose, and the feather in his cap, the tips of whose moustaches get up nearer to his eyes the 
wickeder he gets."  

The young fisherman knew nothing of Mephistopheles; but he smiled when the captain 
stopped to double himself up and slap his leg, and they went along in right 
goodfellowship.  



 

Note:  Dickens didn't write chapters three and four and they are omitted in this edition. 
The story continues with Captain Jorgan and Alfred at Lanrean.  

 

   

CHAPTER V -- THE RESTITUTION  

Captain Jorgan, up and out betimes, had put the whole village of Lanrean under an 
amicable cross-examination, and was returning to the King Arthur's Arms to breakfast, 
none the wiser for his trouble, when he beheld the young fisherman advancing to meet 
him, accompanied by a stranger. A glance at this stranger assured the captain that he 
could be no other than the Seafaring Man; and the captain was about to hail him as a 
fellow-craftsman, when the two stood still and silent before the captain, and the captain 
stood still, silent, and wondering before them.  

"Why, what's this?" cried the captain, when at last he broke the silence. "You two are 
alike. You two are much alike. What's this?"  

Not a word was answered on the other side, until after the sea- faring brother had got hold 
of the captain's right hand, and the fisherman brother had got hold of the captain's left 
hand; and if ever the captain had had his fill of hand-shaking, from his birth to that hour, 
he had it then. And presently up and spoke the two brothers, one at a time, two at a time, 
two dozen at a time for the bewilderment into which they plunged the captain, until he 
gradually had Hugh Raybrock's deliverance made clear to him, and also unravelled the 
fact that the person referred to in the half- obliterated paper was Tregarthen himself.  

"Formerly, dear Captain Jorgan," said Alfred, "of Lanrean, you recollect? Kitty and her 
father came to live at Steepways after Hugh shipped on his last voyage."  

"Ay, ay!" cried the captain, fetching a breath. "Now you have me in tow. Then your 
brother here don't know his sister-in-law that is to be so much as by name?"  

"Never saw her; never heard of her!"  

"Ay, ay, ay!" cried the captain. "Why then we every one go back together--paper, writer, 
and all--and take Tregarthen into the secret we kept from him?"  

"Surely," said Alfred, "we can't help it now. We must go through with our duty."  

"Not a doubt," returned the captain. "Give me an arm apiece, and let us set this ship-
shape."  



So walking up and down in the shrill wind on the wild moor, while the neglected 
breakfast cooled within, the captain and the brothers settled their course of action.  

It was that they should all proceed by the quickest means they could secure to Barnstaple, 
and there look over the father's books and papers in the lawyer's keeping; as Hugh had 
proposed to himself to do if ever he reached home. That, enlightened or unenlightened, 
they should then return to Steepways and go straight to Mr. Tregarthen, and tell him all 
they knew, and see what came of it, and act accordingly. Lastly, that when they got there 
they should enter the village with all precautions against Hugh's being recognised by any 
chance; and that to the captain should be consigned the task of preparing his wife and 
mother for his restoration to this life.  

"For you see," quoth Captain Jorgan, touching the last head, "it requires caution any way, 
great joys being as dangerous as great griefs, if not more dangerous, as being more 
uncommon (and therefore less provided against) in this round world of ours. And besides, 
I should like to free my name with the ladies, and take you home again at your brightest 
and luckiest; so don't let's throw away a chance of success."  

The captain was highly lauded by the brothers for his kind interest and foresight.  

"And now stop!" said the captain, coming to a standstill, and looking from one brother to 
the other, with quite a new rigging of wrinkles about each eye; "you are of opinion," to 
the elder, "that you are ra'ather slow?"  

"I assure you I am very slow," said the honest Hugh.  

"Wa'al," replied the captain, "I assure you that to the best of my belief I am ra'ather smart. 
Now a slow man ain't good at quick business, is he?"  

That was clear to both.  

"You," said the captain, turning to the younger brother, "are a little in love; ain't you?"  

"Not a little, Captain Jorgan."  

"Much or little, you're sort preoccupied; ain't you?"  

It was impossible to be denied.  

"And a sort preoccupied man ain't good at quick business, is he?" said the captain.  

Equally clear on all sides.  

"Now," said the captain, "I ain't in love myself, and I've made many a smart run across 
the ocean, and I should like to carry on and go ahead with this affair of yours, and make a 
run slick through it. Shall I try? Will you hand it over to me?"  



They were both delighted to do so, and thanked him heartily.  

"Good," said the captain, taking out his watch. "This is half-past eight a.m., Friday 
morning. I'll jot that down, and we'll compute how many hours we've been out when we 
run into your mother's post- office. There! The entry's made, and now we go ahead."  

They went ahead so well that before the Barnstaple lawyer's office was open next 
morning, the captain was sitting whistling on the step of the door, waiting for the clerk to 
come down the street with his key and open it. But instead of the clerk there came the 
master, with whom the captain fraternised on the spot to an extent that utterly confounded 
him.  

As he personally knew both Hugh and Alfred, there was no difficulty in obtaining 
immediate access to such of the father's papers as were in his keeping. These were chiefly 
old letters and cash accounts; from which the captain, with a shrewdness and despatch 
that left the lawyer far behind, established with perfect clearness, by noon, the following 
particulars:-  

That one Lawrence Clissold had borrowed of the deceased, at a time when he was a 
thriving young tradesman in the town of Barnstaple, the sum of five hundred pounds. 
That he had borrowed it on the written statement that it was to be laid out in furtherance 
of a speculation which he expected would raise him to independence; he being, at the 
time of writing that letter, no more than a clerk in the house of Dringworth Brothers, 
America Square, London. That the money was borrowed for a stipulated period; but that, 
when the term was out, the aforesaid speculation failed, and Clissold was without means 
of repayment. That, hereupon, he had written to his creditor, in no very persuasive terms, 
vaguely requesting further time. That the creditor had refused this concession, declaring 
that he could not afford delay. That Clissold then paid the debt, accompanying the 
remittance of the money with an angry letter describing it as having been advanced by a 
relative to save him from ruin. That, in acknowlodging the receipt, Raybrock had 
cautioned Clissold to seek to borrow money of him no more, as he would never so risk 
money again.  

Before the lawyer the captain said never a word in reference to these discoveries. But 
when the papers had been put back in their box, and he and his two companions were 
well out of the office, his right leg suffered for it, and he said, -  

"So far this run's begun with a fair wind and a prosperous; for don't you see that all this 
agrees with that dutiful trust in his father maintained by the slow member of the 
Raybrock family?"  

Whether the brothers had seen it before or no, they saw it now. Not that the captain gave 
them much time to contemplate the state of things at their ease, for he instantly whipped 
them into a chaise again, and bore them off to Steepways. Although the afternoon was 
but just beginning to decline when they reached it, and it was broad day-light, still they 
had no difficulty, by dint of muffing the returned sailor up, and ascending the village 



rather than descending it, in reaching Tregarthen's cottage unobserved. Kitty was not 
visible, and they surprised Tregarthen sitting writing in the small bay-window of his little 
room.  

"Sir," said the captain, instantly shaking hands with him, pen and all, "I'm glad to see 
you, sir. How do you do, sir? I told you you'd think better of me by-and-by, and I 
congratulate you on going to do it."  

Here the captain's eye fell on Tom Pettifer Ho, engaged in preparing some cookery at the 
fire.  

"That critter," said the captain, smiting his leg, "is a born steward, and never ought to 
have been in any other way of life. Stop where you are, Tom, and make yourself useful. 
Now, Tregarthen, I'm going to try a chair."  

Accordingly the captain drew one close to him, and went on:-  

"This loving member of the Raybrock family you know, sir. This slow member of the 
same family you don't know, sir. Wa'al, these two are brothers,--fact! Hugh's come to life 
again, and here he stands. Now see here, my friend! You don't want to be told that he was 
cast away, but you do want to be told (for there's a purpose in it) that he was cast away 
with another man. That man by name was Lawrence Clissold."  

At the mention of this name Tregarthen started and changed colour. "What's the matter?" 
said the captain.  

"He was a fellow-clerk of mine thirty--five-and-thirty--years ago."  

"True," said the captain, immediately catching at the clew: "Dringworth Brothers, 
America Square, London City."  

The other started again, nodded, and said, "That was the house."  

"Now," pursued the captain, "between those two men cast away there arose a mystery 
concerning the round sum of five hundred pound."  

Again Tregarthen started, changing colour. Again the captain said, "What's the matter?"  

As Tregarthen only answered, "Please to go on," the captain recounted, very tersely and 
plainly, the nature of Clissold's wanderings on the barren island, as he had condensed 
them in his mind from the seafaring man. Tregarthen became greatly agitated during this 
recital, and at length exclaimed, -  

"Clissold was the man who ruined me! I have suspected it for many a long year, and now 
I know it."  



"And how," said the captain, drawing his chair still closer to Tregarthen, and clapping his 
hand upon his shoulder,--"how may you know it?"  

"When we were fellow-clerks," replied Tregarthen, "in that London house, it was one of 
my duties to enter daily in a certain book an account of the sums received that day by the 
firm, and afterward paid into the bankers'. One memorable day,--a Wednesday, the black 
day of my life,--among the sums I so entered was one of five hundred pounds."  

"I begin to make it out," said the captain. "Yes?"  

"It was one of Clissold's duties to copy from this entry a memorandum of the sums which 
the clerk employed to go to the bankers' paid in there. It was my duty to hand the money 
to Clissold; it was Clissold's to hand it to the clerk, with that memorandum of his writing. 
On that Wednesday I entered a sum of five hundred pounds received. I handed that sum, 
as I handed the other sums in the day's entry, to Clissold. I was absolutely certain of it at 
the time; I have been absolutely certain of it ever since. A sum of five hundred pounds 
was afterward found by the house to have been that day wanting from the bag, from 
Clissold's memorandum, and from the entries in my book. Clissold, being questioned, 
stood upon his perfect clearness in the matter, and emphatically declared that he asked no 
better than to be tested by 'Tregarthen's book.' My book was examined, and the entry of 
five hundred pounds was not there."  

"How not there," said the captain, "when you made it yourself?"  

Tregarthen continued:-  

"I was then questioned. Had I made the entry? Certainly I had. The house produced my 
book, and it was not there. I could not deny my book; I could not deny my writing. I 
knew there must be forgery by some one; but the writing was wonderfully like mine, and 
I could impeach no one if the house could not. I was required to pay the money back. I 
did so; and I left the house, almost broken-hearted, rather than remain there,--even if I 
could have done so,--with a dark shadow of suspicion always on me. I returned to my 
native place, Lanrean, and remained there, clerk to a mine, until I was appointed to my 
little post here."  

"I well remember," said the captain, "that I told you that if you had no experience of ill 
judgments on deceiving appearances, you were a lucky man. You went hurt at that, and I 
see why. I'm sorry."  

"Thus it is," said Tregarthen. "Of my own innocence I have of course been sure; it has 
been at once my comfort and my trial. Of Clissold I have always had suspicions almost 
amounting to certainty; but they have never been confirmed until now. For my daughter's 
sake and for my own I have carried this subject in my own heart, as the only secret of my 
life, and have long believed that it would die with me."  



"Wa'al, my good sir," said the captain cordially, "the present question is, and will be long, 
I hope, concerning living, and not dying. Now, here are our two honest friends, the loving 
Raybrock and the slow. Here they stand, agreed on one point, on which I'd back 'em 
round the world, and right across it from north to south, and then again from east to west, 
and through it, from your deepest Cornish mine to China. It is, that they will never use 
this same so-often-mentioned sum of money, and that restitution of it must be made to 
you. These two, the loving member and the slow, for the sake of the right and of their 
father's memory, will have it ready for you to-morrow. Take it, and ease their minds and 
mine, and end a most unfortunate transaction."  

Tregarthen took the captain by the hand, and gave his hand to each of the young men, but 
positively and finally answered No. He said, they trusted to his word, and he was glad of 
it, and at rest in his mind; but there was no proof, and the money must remain as it was. 
All were very earnest over this; and earnestness in men, when they are right and true, is 
so impressive, that Mr. Pettifer deserted his cookery and looked on quite moved.  

"And so," said the captain, "so we come--as that lawyer-crittur over yonder where we 
were this morning might--to mere proof; do we? We must have it; must we? How? From 
this Clissold's wanderings, and from what you say, it ain't hard to make out that there was 
a neat forgery of your writing committed by the too smart rowdy that was grease and 
ashes when I made his acquaintance, and a substitution of a forged leaf in your book for a 
real and torn leaf torn out. Now was that real and true leaf then and there destroyed? No,-
-for says he, in his drunken way, he slipped it into a crack in his own desk, because you 
came into the office before there was time to burn it, and could never get back to it 
arterwards. Wait a bit. Where is that desk now? Do you consider it likely to be in 
America Square, London City?"  

Tregarthen shook his head.  

"The house has not, for years, transacted business in that place. I have heard of it, and 
read of it, as removed, enlarged, every way altered. Things alter so fast in these times."  

"You think so," returned the captain, with compassion; "but you should come over and 
see me afore you talk about that. Wa'al, now. This desk, this paper,--this paper, this 
desk," said the captain, ruminating and walking about, and looking, in his uneasy 
abstraction, into Mr. Pettifer's hat on a table, among other things. "This desk, this paper,--
this paper, this desk," the captain continued, musing and roaming about the room, "I'd 
give--"  

However, he gave nothing, but took up his steward's hat instead, and stood looking into 
it, as if he had just come into church. After that he roamed again, and again said, "This 
desk, belonging to this house of Dringworth Brothers, America Square, London City--"  

Mr. Pettifer, still strangely moved, and now more moved than before, cut the captain off 
as he backed across the room, and bespake him thus:-  



"Captain Jorgan, I have been wishful to engage your attention, but I couldn't do it. I am 
unwilling to interrupt Captain Jorgan, but I must do it. I knew something about that 
house."  

The captain stood stock-still and looked at him,--with his (Mr. Pettifer's) hat under his 
arm.  

"You're aware," pursued his steward, "that I was once in the broking business, Captain 
Jorgan?"  

"I was aware," said the captain, "that you had failed in that calling, and in half the 
businesses going, Tom."  

"Not quite so, Captain Jorgan; but I failed in the broking business. I was partners with my 
brother, sir. There was a sale of old office furniture at Dringworth Brothers' when the 
house was moved from America Square, and me and my brother made what we call in 
the trade a Deal there, sir. And I'll make bold to say, sir, that the only thing I ever had 
from my brother, or from any relation,--for my relations have mostly taken property from 
me instead of giving me any,--was an old desk we bought at that same sale, with a crack 
in it. My brother wouldn't have given me even that, when we broke partnership, if it had 
been worth anything."  

"Where is that desk now?" said the captain.  

"Well, Captain Jorgan," replied the steward, "I couldn't say for certain where it is now; 
but when I saw it last,--which was last time we were outward bound,--it was at a very 
nice lady's at Wapping, along with a little chest of mine which was detained for a small 
matter of a bill owing."  

The captain, instead of paying that rapt attention to his steward which was rendered by 
the other three persons present, went to Church again, in respect of the steward's hat. And 
a most especially agitated and memorable face the captain produced from it, after a short 
pause.  

"Now, Tom," said the captain, "I spoke to you, when we first came here, respecting your 
constitutional weakness on the subject of sunstroke."  

"You did, sir."  

"Will my slow friend," said the captain, "lend me his arm, or I shall sink right back'ards 
into this blessed steward's cookery? Now, Tom," pursued the captain, when the required 
assistance was given, "on your oath as a steward, didn't you take that desk to pieces to 
make a better one of it, and put it together fresh,--or something of the kind?"  

"On my oath I did, sir," replied the steward.  



"And by the blessing of Heaven, my friends, one and all," cried the captain, radiant with 
joy,--"of the Heaven that put it into this Tom Pettifer's head to take so much care of his 
head against the bright sun,--he lined his hat with the original leaf in Tregarthen's 
writing,--and here it is!"  

With that the captain, to the utter destruction of Mr. Pettifer's favourite hat, produced the 
book-leaf, very much worn, but still legible, and gave both his legs such tremendous 
slaps that they were heard far off in the bay, and never accounted for.  

"A quarter past five p.m.," said the captain, pulling out his watch, "and that's thirty-three 
hours and a quarter in all, and a pritty run!"  

How they were all overpowered with delight and triumph; how the money was restored, 
then and there, to Tregarthen; how Tregarthen, then and there, gave it all to his daughter; 
how the captain undertook to go to Dringworth Brothers and re-establish the reputation of 
their forgotten old clerk; how Kitty came in, and was nearly torn to pieces, and the 
marriage was reappointed, needs not to be told. Nor how she and the young fisherman 
went home to the post-office to prepare the way for the captain's coming, by declaring 
him to be the mightiest of men, who had made all their fortunes,--and then dutifully 
withdrew together, in order that he might have the domestic coast entirely to himself. 
How he availed himself of it is all that remains to tell.  

Deeply delighted with his trust, and putting his heart into it, he raised the latch of the 
post-office parlour where Mrs. Raybrock and the young widow sat, and said, -  

"May I come in?"  

"Sure you may, Captain Jorgan!" replied the old lady. "And good reason you have to be 
free of the house, though you have not been too well used in it by some who ought to 
have known better. I ask your pardon."  

"No you don't, ma'am," said the captain, "for I won't let you. Wa'al, to be sure!"  

By this time he had taken a chair on the hearth between them.  

"Never felt such an evil spirit in the whole course of my life! There! I tell you! I could 
a'most have cut my own connection. Like the dealer in my country, away West, who 
when he had let himself be outdone in a bargain, said to himself, 'Now I tell you what! I'll 
never speak to you again.' And he never did, but joined a settlement of oysters, and 
translated the multiplication table into their language,--which is a fact that can be proved. 
If you doubt it, mention it to any oyster you come across, and see if he'll have the face to 
contradict it."  

He took the child from her mother's lap and set it on his knee.  



"Not a bit afraid of me now, you see. Knows I am fond of small people. I have a child, 
and she's a girl, and I sing to her sometimes."  

"What do you sing?" asked Margaret.  

"Not a long song, my dear.  

Silas Jorgan  
Played the organ.  

That's about all. And sometimes I tell her stories,--stories of sailors supposed to be lost, 
and recovered after all hope was abandoned." Here the captain musingly went back to his 
song, -  

Silas Jorgan  
Played the organ;  

repeating it with his eyes on the fire, as he softly danced the child on his knee. For he felt 
that Margaret had stopped working.  

"Yes," said the captain, still looking at the fire, "I make up stories and tell 'em to that 
child. Stories of shipwreck on desert islands, and long delay in getting back to civilised 
lauds. It is to stories the like of that, mostly, that  

Silas Jorgan  
Plays the organ."  

There was no light in the room but the light of the fire; for the shades of night were on the 
village, and the stars had begun to peep out of the sky one by one, as the houses of the 
village peeped out from among the foliage when the night departed. The captain felt that 
Margaret's eyes were upon him, and thought it discreetest to keep his own eyes on the 
fire.  

"Yes; I make 'em up," said the captain. "I make up stories of brothers brought together by 
the good providence of GOD,--of sons brought back to mothers, husbands brought back 
to wives, fathers raised from the deep, for little children like herself."  

Margaret's touch was on his arm, and he could not choose but look round now. Next 
moment her hand moved imploringly to his breast, and she was on her knees before him,-
-supporting the mother, who was also kneeling.  

"What's the matter?" said the captain. "What's the matter?  

Silas Jorgan  
Played the -----  



Their looks and tears were too much for him, and he could not finish the song, short as it 
was.  

"Mistress Margaret, you have borne ill fortune well. Could you bear good fortune equally 
well, if it was to come?"  

"I hope so. I thankfully and humbly and earnestly hope so!"  

"Wa'al, my dear," said the captain, "p'rhaps it has come. He's-- don't be frightened--shall I 
say the word--"  

"Alive?"  

"Yes!"  

The thanks they fervently addressed to Heaven were again too much for the captain, who 
openly took out his handkerchief and dried his eyes.  

"He's no further off," resumed the captain, "than my country. Indeed, he's no further off 
than his own native country. To tell you the truth, he's no further off than Falmouth. 
Indeed, I doubt if he's quite so fur. Indeed, if you was sure you could bear it nicely, and I 
was to do no more than whistle for him--"  

The captain's trust was discharged. A rush came, and they were all together again.  

This was a fine opportunity for Tom Pettifer to appear with a tumbler of cold water, and 
he presently appeared with it, and administered it to the ladies; at the same time soothing 
them, and composing their dresses, exactly as if they had been passengers crossing the 
Channel. The extent to which the captain slapped his legs, when Mr. Pettifer acquitted 
himself of this act of stewardship, could have been thoroughly appreciated by no one but 
himself; inasmuch as he must have slapped them black and blue, and they must have 
smarted tremendously.  



He couldn't stay for the wedding, having a few appointments to keep at the irreconcilable 
distance of about four thousand miles. So next morning all the village cheered him up to 
the level ground above, and there he shook hands with a complete Census of its 
population, and invited the whole, without exception, to come and stay several months 
with him at Salem, Mass., U.S. And there as he stood on the spot where he had seen that 
little golden picture of love and parting, and from which he could that morning 
contemplate another golden picture with a vista of golden years in it, little Kitty put her 
arms around his neck, and kissed him on both his bronzed cheeks, and laid her pretty face 
upon his storm-beaten breast, in sight of all,--ashamed to have called such a noble captain 
names. And there the captain waved his hat over his head three final times; and there he 
was last seen, going away accompanied by Tom Pettifer Ho, and carrying his hands in his 
pockets. And there, before that ground was softened with the fallen leaves of three more 
summers, a rosy little boy took his first unsteady run to a fair young mother's breast, and 
the name of that infant fisherman was Jorgan Raybrock.  

 
 



Mrs. Lirriper's Legacy 
 

CHAPTER I -- MRS. LIRRIPER RELATES HOW SHE WENT ON, AND WENT 
OVER  

Ah! It's pleasant to drop into my own easy-chair my dear though a little palpitating what 
with trotting up-stairs and what with trotting down, and why kitchen stairs should all be 
corner stairs is for the builders to justify though I do not think they fully understand their 
trade and never did, else why the sameness and why not more conveniences and fewer 
draughts and likewise making a practice of laying the plaster on too thick I am well 
convinced which holds the damp, and as to chimney-pots putting them on by guess-work 
like hats at a party and no more knowing what their effect will be upon the smoke bless 
you than I do if so much, except that it will mostly be either to send it down your throat 
in a straight form or give it a twist before it goes there. And what I says speaking as I find 
of those new metal chimneys all manner of shapes (there's a row of 'em at Miss 
Wozenham's lodging-house lower down on the other side of the way) is that they only 
work your smoke into artificial patterns for you before you swallow it and that I'd quite 
as soon swallow mine plain, the flavour being the same, not to mention the conceit of 
putting up signs on the top of your house to show the forms in which you take your 
smoke into your inside.  

Being here before your eyes my dear in my own easy-chair in my own quiet room in my 
own Lodging-House Number Eighty-one Norfolk Street Strand London situated midway 
between the City and St. James's--if anything is where it used to be with these hotels 
calling themselves Limited but called unlimited by Major Jackman rising up everywhere 
and rising up into flagstaffs where they can't go any higher, but my mind of those 
monsters is give me a landlord's or landlady's wholesome face when I come off a journey 
and not a brass plate with an electrified number clicking out of it which it's not in nature 
can be glad to see me and to which I don't want to be hoisted like molasses at the Docks 
and left there telegraphing for help with the most ingenious instruments but quite in vain-
-being here my dear I have no call to mention that I am still in the Lodgings as a business 
hoping to die in the same and if agreeable to the clergy partly read over at Saint 
Clement's Danes and concluded in Hatfield churchyard when lying once again by my 
poor Lirriper ashes to ashes and dust to dust.  

Neither should I tell you any news my dear in telling you that the Major is still a fixture 
in the Parlours quite as much so as the roof of the house, and that Jemmy is of boys the 
best and brightest and has ever had kept from him the cruel story of his poor pretty young 
mother Mrs. Edson being deserted in the second floor and dying in my arms, fully 
believing that I am his born Gran and him an orphan, though what with engineering since 
he took a taste for it and him and the Major making Locomotives out of parasols broken 
iron pots and cotton-reels and them absolutely a getting off the line and falling over the 
table and injuring the passengers almost equal to the originals it really is quite wonderful. 
And when I says to the Major, "Major can't you by ANY means give us a communication 



with the guard?" the Major says quite huffy, "No madam it's not to be done," and when I 
says "Why not?" the Major says, "That is between us who are in the Railway Interest 
madam and our friend the Right Honourable Vice-President of the Board of Trade" and if 
you'll believe me my dear the Major wrote to Jemmy at school to consult him on the 
answer I should have before I could get even that amount of unsatisfactoriness out of the 
man, the reason being that when we first began with the little model and the working 
signals beautiful and perfect (being in general as wrong as the real) and when I says 
laughing "What appointment am I to hold in this undertaking gentlemen?" Jemmy hugs 
me round the neck and tells me dancing, "You shall be the Public Gran" and 
consequently they put upon me just as much as ever they like and I sit a growling in my 
easy-chair.  

My dear whether it is that a grown man as clever as the Major cannot give half his heart 
and mind to anything--even a plaything--but must get into right down earnest with it, 
whether it is so or whether it is not so I do not undertake to say, but Jemmy is far out-
done by the serious and believing ways of the Major in the management of the United 
Grand Junction Lirriper and Jackman Great Norfolk Parlour Line, "For" says my Jemmy 
with the sparkling eyes when it was christened, "we must have a whole mouthful of name 
Gran or our dear old Public" and there the young rogue kissed me, "won't stump up." So 
the Public took the shares--ten at ninepence, and immediately when that was spent twelve 
Preference at one and sixpence--and they were all signed by Jemmy and countersigned by 
the Major, and between ourselves much better worth the money than some shares I have 
paid for in my time. In the same holidays the line was made and worked and opened and 
ran excursions and had collisions and burst its boilers and all sorts of accidents and 
offences all most regular correct and pretty. The sense of responsibility entertained by the 
Major as a military style of station-master my dear starting the down train behind time 
and ringing one of those little bells that you buy with the little coal-scuttles off the tray 
round the man's neck in the street did him honour, but noticing the Major of a night when 
he is writing out his monthly report to Jemmy at school of the state of the Rolling Stock 
and the Permanent Way and all the rest of it (the whole kept upon the Major's sideboard 
and dusted with his own hands every morning before varnishing his boots) I notice him 
as full of thought and care as full can be and frowning in a fearful manner, but indeed the 
Major does nothing by halves as witness his great delight in going out surveying with 
Jemmy when he has Jemmy to go with, carrying a chain and a measuring-tape and 
driving I don't know what improvements right through Westminster Abbey and fully 
believed in the streets to be knocking everything upside down by Act of Parliament. As 
please Heaven will come to pass when Jemmy takes to that as a profession!  

Mentioning my poor Lirriper brings into my head his own youngest brother the Doctor 
though Doctor of what I am sure it would be hard to say unless Liquor, for neither Physic 
nor Music nor yet Law does Joshua Lirriper know a morsel of except continually being 
summoned to the County Court and having orders made upon him which he runs away 
from, and once was taken in the passage of this very house with an umbrella up and the 
Major's hat on, giving his name with the door-mat round him as Sir Johnson Jones, 
K.C.B. in spectacles residing at the Horse Guards. On which occasion he had got into the 
house not a minute before, through the girl letting him on the mat when he sent in a piece 



of paper twisted more like one of those spills for lighting candles than a note, offering me 
the choice between thirty shillings in hand and his brains on the premises marked 
immediate and waiting for an answer. My dear it gave me such a dreadful turn to think of 
the brains of my poor dear Lirriper's own flesh and blood flying about the new oilcloth 
however unworthy to be so assisted, that I went out of my room here to ask him what he 
would take once for all not to do it for life when I found him in the custody of two 
gentlemen that I should have judged to be in the feather-bed trade if they had not 
announced the law, so fluffy were their personal appearance. "Bring your chains, sir," 
says Joshua to the littlest of the two in the biggest hat, "rivet on my fetters!" Imagine my 
feelings when I pictered him clanking up Norfolk Street in irons and Miss Wozenham 
looking out of window! "Gentlemen," I says all of a tremble and ready to drop "please to 
bring him into Major Jackman's apartments." So they brought him into the Parlours, and 
when the Major spies his own curly-brimmed hat on him which Joshua Lirriper had 
whipped off its peg in the passage for a military disguise he goes into such a tearing 
passion that he tips it off his head with his hand and kicks it up to the ceiling with his foot 
where it grazed long afterwards. "Major" I says "be cool and advise me what to do with 
Joshua my dead and gone Lirriper's own youngest brother." "Madam" says the Major 
"my advice is that you board and lodge him in a Powder Mill, with a handsome gratuity 
to the proprietor when exploded." "Major" I says "as a Christian you cannot mean your 
words." "Madam" says the Major "by the Lord I do!" and indeed the Major besides being 
with all his merits a very passionate man for his size had a bad opinion of Joshua on 
account of former troubles even unattended by liberties taken with his apparel. When 
Joshua Lirriper hears this conversation betwixt us he turns upon the littlest one with the 
biggest hat and says "Come sir! Remove me to my vile dungeon. Where is my mouldy 
straw?" My dear at the picter of him rising in my mind dressed almost entirely in 
padlocks like Baron Trenck in Jemmy's book I was so overcome that I burst into tears 
and I says to the Major, "Major take my keys and settle with these gentlemen or I shall 
never know a happy minute more," which was done several times both before and since, 
but still I must remember that Joshua Lirriper has his good feelings and shows them in 
being always so troubled in his mind when he cannot wear mourning for his brother. 
Many a long year have I left off my widow's mourning not being wishful to intrude, but 
the tender point in Joshua that I cannot help a little yielding to is when he writes "One 
single sovereign would enable me to wear a decent suit of mourning for my much-loved 
brother. I vowed at the time of his lamented death that I would ever wear sables in 
memory of him but Alas how short-sighted is man, How keep that vow when penniless!" 
It says a good deal for the strength of his feelings that he couldn't have been seven year 
old when my poor Lirriper died and to have kept to it ever since is highly creditable. But 
we know there's good in all of us,--if we only knew where it was in some of us,--and 
though it was far from delicate in Joshua to work upon the dear child's feelings when first 
sent to school and write down into Lincolnshire for his pocket-money by return of post 
and got it, still he is my poor Lirriper's own youngest brother and mightn't have meant not 
paying his bill at the Salisbury Arms when his affection took him down to stay a fortnight 
at Hatfield churchyard and might have meant to keep sober but for bad company. 
Consequently if the Major HAD played on him with the garden-engine which he got 
privately into his room without my knowing of it, I think that much as I should have 
regretted it there would have been words betwixt the Major and me. Therefore my dear 



though he played on Mr. Buffle by mistake being hot in his head, and though it might 
have been misrepresented down at Wozenham's into not being ready for Mr. Buffle in 
other respects he being the Assessed Taxes, still I do not so much regret it as perhaps I 
ought. And whether Joshua Lirriper will yet do well in life I cannot say, but I did hear of 
his coming, out at a Private Theatre in the character of a Bandit without receiving any 
offers afterwards from the regular managers.  

Mentioning Mr. Baffle gives an instance of there being good in persons where good is not 
expected, for it cannot be denied that Mr. Buffle's manners when engaged in his business 
were not agreeable. To collect is one thing, and to look about as if suspicious of the 
goods being gradually removing in the dead of the night by a back door is another, over 
taxing you have no control but suspecting is voluntary. Allowances too must ever be 
made for a gentleman of the Major's warmth not relishing being spoke to with a pen in 
the mouth, and while I do not know that it is more irritable to my own feelings to have a 
low-crowned hat with a broad brim kept on in doors than any other hat still I can 
appreciate the Major's, besides which without bearing malice or vengeance the Major is a 
man that scores up arrears as his habit always was with Joshua Lirriper. So at last my 
dear the Major lay in wait for Mr. Buffle, and it worrited me a good deal. Mr. Buffle 
gives his rap of two sharp knocks one day and the Major bounces to the door. "Collector 
has called for two quarters' Assessed Taxes" says Mr. Buffle. "They are ready for him" 
says the Major and brings him in here. But on the way Mr. Buffle looks about him in his 
usual suspicious manner and the Major fires and asks him "Do you see a Ghost sir?" "No 
sir" says Mr. Buffle. "Because I have before noticed you" says the Major "apparently 
looking for a spectre very hard beneath the roof of my respected friend. When you find 
that supernatural agent, be so good as point him out sir." Mr. Buffle stares at the Major 
and then nods at me. "Mrs. Lirriper sir" says the Major going off into a perfect steam and 
introducing me with his hand. "Pleasure of knowing her" says Mr. Buffle. "A--hum!--
Jemmy Jackman sir!" says the Major introducing himself. "Honour of knowing you by 
sight" says Mr. Buffle. "Jemmy Jackman sir" says the Major wagging his head sideways 
in a sort of obstinate fury "presents to you his esteemed friend that lady Mrs. Emma 
Lirriper of Eighty-one Norfolk Street Strand London in the County of Middlesex in the 
United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland. Upon which occasion sir," says the Major, 
"Jemmy Jackman takes your hat off." Mr. Buffle looks at his hat where the Major drops it 
on the floor, and he picks it up and puts it on again. "Sir" says the Major very red and 
looking him full in the face "there are two quarters of the Gallantry Taxes due and the 
Collector has called." Upon which if you can believe my words my dear the Major drops 
Mr. Buffle's hat off again. "This--" Mr. Buffle begins very angry with his pen in his 
mouth, when the Major steaming more and more says "Take your bit out sir! Or by the 
whole infernal system of Taxation of this country and every individual figure in the 
National Debt, I'll get upon your back and ride you like a horse!" which it's my belief he 
would have done and even actually jerking his neat little legs ready for a spring as it was. 
"This," says Mr. Buffle without his pen "is an assault and I'll have the law of you." "Sir" 
replies the Major "if you are a man of honour, your Collector of whatever may be due on 
the Honourable Assessment by applying to Major Jackman at the Parlours Mrs. Lirriper's 
Lodgings, may obtain what he wants in full at any moment."  



When the Major glared at Mr. Buffle with those meaning words my dear I literally 
gasped for a teaspoonful of salvolatile in a wine-glass of water, and I says "Pray let it go 
no farther gentlemen I beg and beseech of you!" But the Major could be got to do nothing 
else but snort long after Mr. Buffle was gone, and the effect it had upon my whole mass 
of blood when on the next day of Mr. Buffle's rounds the Major spruced himself up and 
went humming a tune up and down the street with one eye almost obliterated by his hat 
there are not expressions in Johnson's Dictionary to state. But I safely put the street door 
on the jar and got behind the Major's blinds with my shawl on and my mind made up the 
moment I saw danger to rush out screeching till my voice failed me and catch the Major 
round the neck till my strength went and have all parties bound. I had not been behind the 
blinds a quarter of an hour when I saw Mr. Buffle approaching with his Collecting-books 
in his hand. The Major likewise saw him approaching and hummed louder and himself 
approached. They met before the Airy railings. The Major takes off his hat at arm's length 
and says "Mr. Buffle I believe?" Mr. Buffle takes off HIS hat at arm's length and says 
"That is my name sir." Says the Major "Have you any commands for me, Mr. Buffle?" 
Says Mr. Buffle "Not any sir." Then my dear both of 'em bowed very low and haughty 
and parted, and whenever Mr. Buffle made his rounds in future him and the Major always 
met and bowed before the Airy railings, putting me much in mind of Hamlet and the 
other gentleman in mourning before killing one another, though I could have wished the 
other gentleman had done it fairer and even if less polite no poison.  

Mr. Buffle's family were not liked in this neighbourhood, for when you are a householder 
my dear you'll find it does not come by nature to like the Assessed, and it was considered 
besides that a one-horse pheayton ought not to have elevated Mrs. Buffle to that height 
especially when purloined from the Taxes which I myself did consider uncharitable. But 
they were NOT liked and there was that domestic unhappiness in the family in 
consequence of their both being very hard with Miss Buffle and one another on account 
of Miss Buffle's favouring Mr. Buffle's articled young gentleman, that it WAS whispered 
that Miss Buffle would go either into a consumption or a convent she being so very thin 
and off her appetite and two close- shaved gentlemen with white bands round their necks 
peeping round the corner whenever she went out in waistcoats resembling black 
pinafores. So things stood towards Mr. Buffle when one night I was woke by a frightful 
noise and a smell of burning, and going to my bedroom window saw the whole street in a 
glow. Fortunately we had two sets empty just then and before I could hurry on some 
clothes I heard the Major hammering at the attics' doors and calling out "Dress 
yourselves!--Fire! Don't be frightened!--Fire! Collect your presence of mind!--Fire! All 
right--Fire!" most tremenjously. As I opened my bedroom door the Major came tumbling 
in over himself and me, and caught me in his arms. "Major" I says breathless "where is 
it?" "I don't know dearest madam" says the Major--"Fire! Jemmy Jackman will defend 
you to the last drop of his blood--Fire! If the dear boy was at home what a treat this 
would be for him--Fire!" and altogether very collected and bold except that he couldn't 
say a single sentence without shaking me to the very centre with roaring Fire. We ran 
down to the drawing-room and put our heads out of window, and the Major calls to an 
unfeeling young monkey, scampering by be joyful and ready to split "Where is it?--Fire!" 
The monkey answers without stopping "O here's a lark! Old Buffle's been setting his 
house alight to prevent its being found out that he boned the Taxes. Hurrah! Fire!" And 



then the sparks came flying up and the smoke came pouring down and the crackling of 
flames and spatting of water and banging of engines and hacking of axes and breaking of 
glass and knocking at doors and the shouting and crying and hurrying and the heat and 
altogether gave me a dreadful palpitation. "Don't be frightened dearest madam," says the 
Major, "--Fire! There's nothing to be alarmed at--Fire! Don't open the street door till I 
come back--Fire! I'll go and see if I can be of any service--Fire! You're quite composed 
and comfortable ain't you?--Fire, Fire, Fire!" It was in vain for me to hold the man and 
tell him he'd be galloped to death by the engines--pumped to death by his over-exertions-
-wet-feeted to death by the slop and mess-- flattened to death when the roofs fell in--his 
spirit was up and he went scampering off after the young monkey with all the breath he 
had and none to spare, and me and the girls huddled together at the parlour windows 
looking at the dreadful flames above the houses over the way, Mr. Buffle's being round 
the corner. Presently what should we see but some people running down the street 
straight to our door, and then the Major directing operations in the busiest way, and then 
some more people and then--carried in a chair similar to Guy Fawkes- -Mr. Buffle in a 
blanket!  

My dear the Major has Mr. Buffle brought up our steps and whisked into the parlour and 
carted out on the sofy, and then he and all the rest of them without so much as a word 
burst away again full speed leaving the impression of a vision except for Mr. Buffle 
awful in his blanket with his eyes a rolling. In a twinkling they all burst back again with 
Mrs. Buffle in another blanket, which whisked in and carted out on the sofy they all burst 
off again and all burst back again with Miss Buffle in another blanket, which again 
whisked in and carted out they all burst off again and all burst back again with Mr. 
Buffle's articled young gentleman in another blanket--him a holding round the necks of 
two men carrying him by the legs, similar to the picter of the disgraceful creetur who has 
lost the fight (but where the chair I do not know) and his hair having the appearance of 
newly played upon. When all four of a row, the Major rubs his hands and whispers me 
with what little hoarseness he can get together, "If our dear remarkable boy was only at 
home what a delightful treat this would be for him!"  

My dear we made them some hot tea and toast and some hot brandy-and- water with a 
little comfortable nutmeg in it, and at first they were scared and low in their spirits but 
being fully insured got sociable. And the first use Mr. Buffle made of his tongue was to 
call the Major his Preserver and his best of friends and to say "My for ever dearest sir let 
me make you known to Mrs. Buffle" which also addressed him as her Preserver and her 
best of friends and was fully as cordial as the blanket would admit of. Also Miss Buffle. 
The articled young gentleman's head was a little light and he sat a moaning "Robina is 
reduced to cinders, Robina is reduced to cinders!" Which went more to the heart on 
account of his having got wrapped in his blanket as if he was looking out of a violinceller 
case, until Mr. Buffle says "Robina speak to him!" Miss Buffle says "Dear George!" and 
but for the Major's pouring down brandy-and-water on the instant which caused a 
catching in his throat owing to the nutmeg and a violent fit of coughing it might have 
proved too much for his strength. When the articled young gentleman got the better of it 
Mr. Buffle leaned up against Mrs. Buffle being two bundles, a little while in confidence, 
and then says with tears in his eyes which the Major noticing wiped, "We have not been 



an united family, let us after this danger become so, take her George." The young 
gentleman could not put his arm out far to do it, but his spoken expressions were very 
beautiful though of a wandering class. And I do not know that I ever had a much 
pleasanter meal than the breakfast we took together after we had all dozed, when Miss 
Buffle made tea very sweetly in quite the Roman style as depicted formerly at Covent 
Garden Theatre and when the whole family was most agreeable, as they have ever proved 
since that night when the Major stood at the foot of the Fire-Escape and claimed them as 
they came down--the young gentleman head-foremost, which accounts. And though I do 
not say that we should be less liable to think ill of one another if strictly limited to 
blankets, still I do say that we might most of us come to a better understanding if we kept 
one another less at a distance.  

Why there's Wozenham's lower down on the other side of the street. I had a feeling of 
much soreness several years respecting what I must still ever call Miss Wozenham's 
systematic underbidding and the likeness of the house in Bradshaw having far too many 
windows and a most umbrageous and outrageous Oak which never yet was seen in 
Norfolk Street nor yet a carriage and four at Wozenham's door, which it would have been 
far more to Bradshaw's credit to have drawn a cab. This frame of mind continued bitter 
down to the very afternoon in January last when one of my girls, Sally Rairyganoo which 
I still suspect of Irish extraction though family represented Cambridge, else why abscond 
with a bricklayer of the Limerick persuasion and be married in pattens not waiting till his 
black eye was decently got round with all the company fourteen in number and one horse 
fighting outside on the roof of the vehicle,--I repeat my dear my ill- regulated state of 
mind towards Miss Wozenham continued down to the very afternoon of January last past 
when Sally Rairyganoo came banging (I can use no milder expression) into my room 
with a jump which may be Cambridge and may not, and said "Hurroo Missis! Miss 
Wozenham's sold up!" My dear when I had it thrown in my face and conscience that the 
girl Sally had reason to think I could be glad of the ruin of a fellow-creeter, I burst into 
tears and dropped back in my chair and I says "I am ashamed of myself!"  

Well! I tried to settle to my tea but I could not do it what with thinking of Miss 
Wozenham and her distresses. It was a wretched night and I went up to a front window 
and looked over at Wozenham's and as well as I could make it out down the street in the 
fog it was the dismallest of the dismal and not a light to be seen. So at last I save to 
myself "This will not do," and I puts on my oldest bonnet and shawl not wishing Miss 
Wozenham to be reminded of my best at such a time, and lo and behold you I goes over 
to Wozenham's and knocks. "Miss Wozenham at home?" I says turning my head when I 
heard the door go. And then I saw it was Miss Wozenham herself who had opened it and 
sadly worn she was poor thing and her eyes all swelled and swelled with crying. "Miss 
Wozenham" I says "it is several years since there was a little unpleasantness betwixt us 
on the subject of my grandson's cap being down your Airy. I have overlooked it and I 
hope you have done the same." "Yes Mrs. Lirriper" she says in a surprise, I have." "Then 
my dear" I says "I should be glad to come in and speak a word to you." Upon my calling 
her my dear Miss Wozenham breaks out a crying most pitiful, and a not unfeeling elderly 
person that might have been better shaved in a nightcap with a hat over it offering a polite 
apology for the mumps having worked themselves into his constitution, and also for 



sending home to his wife on the bellows which was in his hand as a writing- desk, looks 
out of the back parlour and says "The lady wants a word of comfort" and goes in again. 
So I was able to say quite natural "Wants a word of comfort does she sir? Then please the 
pigs she shall have it!" And Miss Wozenham and me we go into the front room with a 
wretched light that seemed to have been crying too and was sputtering out, and I says 
"Now my dear, tell me all," and she wrings her hands and says "O Mrs. Lirriper that man 
is in possession here, and I have not a friend in the world who is able to help me with a 
shilling."  

It doesn't signify a bit what a talkative old body like me said to Miss Wozenham when 
she said that, and so I'll tell you instead my dear that I'd have given thirty shillings to 
have taken her over to tea, only I durstn't on account of the Major. Not you see but what I 
knew I could draw the Major out like thread and wind him round my finger on most 
subjects and perhaps even on that if I was to set myself to it, but him and me had so often 
belied Miss Wozenham to one another that I was shamefaced, and I knew she had 
offended his pride and never mine, and likewise I felt timid that that Rairyganoo girl 
might make things awkward. So I says "My dear if you could give me a cup of tea to 
clear my muddle of a head I should better understand your affairs." And we had the tea 
and the affairs too and after all it was but forty pound, and--There! she's as industrious 
and straight a creeter as ever lived and has paid back half of it already, and where's the 
use of saying more, particularly when it ain't the point? For the point is that when she was 
a kissing my hands and holding them in hers and kissing them again and blessing 
blessing blessing, I cheered up at last and I says "Why what a waddling old goose I have 
been my dear to take you for something so very different!" "Ah but I too" says she "how 
have I mistaken YOU!" "Come for goodness' sake tell me" I says "what you thought of 
me?" "O" says she "I thought you had no feeling for such a hard hand-to-mouth life as 
mine, and were rolling in affluence." I says shaking my sides (and very glad to do it for I 
had been a choking quite long enough) "Only look at my figure my dear and give me 
your opinion whether if I was in affluence I should be likely to roll in it? "That did it? We 
got as merry as grigs (whatever THEY are, if you happen to know my dear--I don't) and I 
went home to my blessed home as happy and as thankful as could be. But before I make 
an end of it, think even of my having misunderstood the Major! Yes! For next forenoon 
the Major came into my little room with his brushed hat in his hand and he begins "My 
dearest madam--" and then put his face in his hat as if he had just come into church. As I 
sat all in a maze he came out of his hat and began again. "My esteemed and beloved 
friend--" and then went into his hat again. "Major," I cries out frightened "has anything 
happened to our darling boy?" "No, no, no" says the Major "but Miss Wozenham has 
been here this morning to make her excuses to me, and by the Lord I can't get over what 
she told me." "Hoity toity, Major," I says "you don't know yet that I was afraid of you last 
night and didn't think half as well of you as I ought! So come out of church Major and 
forgive me like a dear old friend and I'll never do so any more." And I leave you to judge 
my dear whether I ever did or will. And how affecting to think of Miss Wozenham out of 
her small income and her losses doing so much for her poor old father, and keeping a 
brother that had had the misfortune to soften his brain against the hard mathematics as 
neat as a new pin in the three back represented to lodgers as a lumber-room and 
consuming a whole shoulder of mutton whenever provided!  



And now my dear I really am a going to tell you about my Legacy if you're inclined to 
favour me with your attention, and I did fully intend to have come straight to it only one 
thing does so bring up another. It was the month of June and the day before Midsummer 
Day when my girl Winifred Madgers--she was what is termed a Plymouth Sister, and the 
Plymouth Brother that made away with her was quite right, for a tidier young woman for 
a wife never came into a house and afterwards called with the beautifullest Plymouth 
Twins--it was the day before Midsummer Day when Winifred Madgers comes and says 
to me "A gentleman from the Consul's wishes particular to speak to Mrs. Lirriper." If 
you'll believe me my dear the Consols at the bank where I have a little matter for Jemmy 
got into my head, and I says "Good gracious I hope he ain't had any dreadful fall!" Says 
Winifred "He don't look as if he had ma'am." And I says "Show him in."  

The gentleman came in dark and with his hair cropped what I should consider too close, 
and he says very polite "Madame Lirrwiper!" I says, "Yes sir. Take a chair." "I come," 
says he "frrwom the Frrwench Consul's." So I saw at once that it wasn't the Bank of 
England. "We have rrweceived," says the gentleman turning his r's very curious and 
skilful, "frrwom the Mairrwie at Sens, a communication which I will have the honour to 
rrwead. Madame Lirrwiper understands Frrwench?" "O dear no sir!" says I. "Madame 
Lirriper don't understand anything of the sort." "It matters not," says the gentleman, "I 
will trrwanslate."  

With that my dear the gentleman after reading something about a Department and a 
Marie (which Lord forgive me I supposed till the Major came home was Mary, and never 
was I more puzzled than to think how that young woman came to have so much to do 
with it) translated a lot with the most obliging pains, and it came to this:- That in the town 
of Sons in France an unknown Englishman lay a dying. That he was speechless and 
without motion. That in his lodging there was a gold watch and a purse containing such 
and such money and a trunk containing such and such clothes, but no passport and no 
papers, except that on his table was a pack of cards and that he had written in pencil on 
the back of the ace of hearts: "To the authorities. When I am dead, pray send what is left, 
as a last Legacy, to Mrs. Lirriper Eighty-one Norfolk Street Strand London." When the 
gentleman had explained all this, which seemed to be drawn up much more methodical 
than I should have given the French credit for, not at that time knowing the nation, he put 
the document into my hand. And much the wiser I was for that you may be sure, except 
that it had the look of being made out upon grocery paper and was stamped all over with 
eagles.  

"Does Madame Lirrwiper" says the gentleman "believe she rrwecognises her unfortunate 
compatrrwiot?"  

You may imagine the flurry it put me into my dear to he talked to about my compatriots.  

I says "Excuse me. Would you have the kindness sir to make your language as simple as 
you can?"  



"This Englishman unhappy, at the point of death. This compatrrwiot afflicted," says the 
gentleman.  

"Thank you sir" I says "I understand you now. No sir I have not the least idea who this 
can be."  

"Has Madame Lirrwiper no son, no nephew, no godson, no frrwiend, no acquaintance of 
any kind in Frrwance?"  

"To my certain knowledge" says I "no relation or friend, and to the best of my belief no 
acquaintance."  

"Pardon me. You take Locataires?" says the gentleman.  

My dear fully believing he was offering me something with his obliging foreign 
manners,-- snuff for anything I knew,--I gave a little bend of my head and I says if you'll 
credit it, "No I thank you. I have not contracted the habit."  

The gentleman looks perplexed and says "Lodgers!"  

"Oh!" says I laughing. "Bless the man! Why yes to be sure!"  

"May it not be a former lodger?" says the gentleman. "Some lodger that you pardoned 
some rrwent? You have pardoned lodgers some rrwent?"  

"Hem! It has happened sir" says I, "but I assure you I can call to mind no gentleman of 
that description that this is at all likely to be."  

In short my dear, we could make nothing of it, and the gentleman noted down what I said 
and went away. But he left me the paper of which he had two with him, and when the 
Major came in I says to the Major as I put it in his hand "Major here's Old Moore's 
Almanac with the hieroglyphic complete, for your opinion."  

It took the Major a little longer to read than I should have thought, judging from the 
copious flow with which he seemed to be gifted when attacking the organ-men, but at last 
he got through it, and stood a gazing at me in amazement.  

"Major" I says "you're paralysed."  

"Madam" says the Major, "Jemmy Jackman is doubled up."  

Now it did so happen that the Major had been out to get a little information about 
railroads and steamboats, as our boy was coming home for his Midsummer holidays next 
day and we were going to take him somewhere for a treat and a change. So while the 
Major stood a gazing it came into my head to say to him "Major I wish you'd go and look 



at some of your books and maps, and see whereabouts this same town of Sens is in 
France."  

The Major he roused himself and he went into the Parlours and he poked about a little, 
and he came back to me and he says, "Sens my dearest madam is seventy-odd miles south 
of Paris."  

With what I may truly call a desperate effort "Major," I says "we'll go there with our 
blessed boy."  

If ever the Major was beside himself it was at the thoughts of that journey. All day long 
he was like the wild man of the woods after meeting with an advertisement in the papers 
telling him something to his advantage, and early next morning hours before Jemmy 
could possibly come home he was outside in the street ready to call out to him that we 
was all a going to France. Young Rosycheeks you may believe was as wild as the Major, 
and they did carry on to that degree that I says "If you two children ain't more orderly I'll 
pack you both off to bed." And then they fell to cleaning up the Major's telescope to see 
France with, and went out and bought a leather bag with a snap to hang round Jemmy, 
and him to carry the money like a little Fortunatus with his purse.  

  

If I hadn't passed my word and raised their hopes, I doubt if I could have gone through 
with the undertaking but it was too late to go back now. So on the second day after 
Midsummer Day we went off by the morning mail. And when we came to the sea which I 
had never seen but once in my life and that when my poor Lirriper was courting me, the 
freshness of it and the deepness and the airiness and to think that it had been rolling ever 
since and that it was always a rolling and so few of us minding, made me feel quite 
serious. But I felt happy too and so did Jemmy and the Major and not much motion on 
the whole, though me with a swimming in the head and a sinking but able to take notice 
that the foreign insides appear to be constructed hollower than the English, leading to 
much more tremenjous noises when bad sailors.  

But my dear the blueness and the lightness and the coloured look of everything and the 
very sentry-boxes striped and the shining rattling drums and the little soldiers with their 
waists and tidy gaiters, when we got across to the Continent--it made me feel as if I don't 
know what--as if the atmosphere had been lifted off me. And as to lunch why bless you if 
I kept a man-cook and two kitchen-maids I couldn't got it done for twice the money, and 
no injured young woman a glaring at you and grudging you and acknowledging your 
patronage by wishing that your food might choke you, but so civil and so hot and 
attentive and every way comfortable except Jemmy pouring wine down his throat by 
tumblers-full and me expecting to see him drop under the table.  

And the way in which Jemmy spoke his French was a real charm. It was often wanted of 
him, for whenever anybody spoke a syllable to me I says "Non-comprenny, you're very 
kind, but it's no use--Now Jemmy!" and then Jemmy he fires away at 'em lovely, the only 



thing wanting in Jemmy's French being as it appeared to me that he hardly ever 
understood a word of what they said to him which made it scarcely of the use it might 
have been though in other respects a perfect Native, and regarding the Major's fluency I 
should have been of the opinion judging French by English that there might have been a 
greater choice of words in the language though still I must admit that if I hadn't known 
him when he asked a military gentleman in a gray cloak what o'clock it was I should have 
took him for a Frenchman born.  

Before going on to look after my Legacy we were to make one regular day in Paris, and I 
leave you to judge my dear what a day THAT was with Jemmy and the Major and the 
telescope and me and the prowling young man at the inn door (but very civil too) that 
went along with us to show the sights. All along the railway to Paris Jemmy and the 
Major had been frightening me to death by stooping down on the platforms at stations to 
inspect the engines underneath their mechanical stomachs, and by creeping in and out I 
don't know where all, to find improvements for the United Grand Junction Parlour, but 
when we got out into the brilliant streets on a bright morning they gave up all their 
London improvements as a bad job and gave their minds to Paris. Says the prowling 
young man to me "Will I speak Inglis No?" So I says "If you can young man I shall take 
it as a favour," but after half-an-hour of it when I fully believed the man had gone mad 
and me too I says "Be so good as fall back on your French sir," knowing that then I 
shouldn't have the agonies of trying to understand him, which was a happy release. Not 
that I lost much more than the rest either, for I generally noticed that when he had 
described something very long indeed and I says to Jemmy "What does he say Jemmy?" 
Jemmy says looking with vengeance in his eye "He is so jolly indistinct!" and that when 
he had described it longer all over again and I says to Jemmy "Well Jemmy what's it all 
about?" Jemmy says "He says the building was repaired in seventeen hundred and four, 
Gran."  

Wherever that prowling young man formed his prowling habits I cannot be expected to 
know, but the way in which he went round the corner while we had our breakfasts and 
was there again when we swallowed the last crumb was most marvellous, and just the 
same at dinner and at night, prowling equally at the theatre and the inn gateway and the 
shop doors when we bought a trifle or two and everywhere else but troubled with a 
tendency to spit. And of Paris I can tell you no more my dear than that it's town and 
country both in one, and carved stone and long streets of high houses and gardens and 
fountains and statues and trees and gold, and immensely big soldiers and immensely little 
soldiers and the pleasantest nurses with the whitest caps a playing at skipping-rope with 
the bunchiest babies in the flattest caps, and clean table-cloths spread everywhere for 
dinner and people sitting out of doors smoking and sipping all day long and little plays 
being acted in the open air for little people and every shop a complete and elegant room, 
and everybody seeming to play at everything in this world. And as to the sparkling lights 
my dear after dark, glittering high up and low down and on before and on behind and all 
round, and the crowd of theatres and the crowd of people and the crowd of all sorts, it's 
pure enchantment. And pretty well the only thing that grated on me was that whether you 
pay your fare at the railway or whether you change your money at a money-dealer's or 
whether you take your ticket at the theatre, the lady or gentleman is caged up (I suppose 



by government) behind the strongest iron bars having more of a Zoological appearance 
than a free country.  

Well to be sure when I did after all get my precious bones to bed that night, and my 
Young Rogue came in to kiss me and asks "What do you think of this lovely lovely Paris, 
Gran?" I says "Jemmy I feel as if it was beautiful fireworks being let off in my head." 
And very cool and refreshing the pleasant country was next day when we went on to look 
after my Legacy, and rested me much and did me a deal of good.  

So at length and at last my dear we come to Sens, a pretty little town with a great two-
towered cathedral and the rooks flying in and out of the loopholes and another tower atop 
of one of the towers like a sort of a stone pulpit. In which pulpit with the birds skimming 
below him if you'll believe me, I saw a speck while I was resting at the inn before dinner 
which they made signs to me was Jemmy and which really was. I had been a fancying as 
I sat in the balcony of the hotel that an Angel might light there and call down to the 
people to be good, but I little thought what Jemmy all unknown to himself was a calling 
down from that high place to some one in the town.  

The pleasantest-situated inn my dear! Right under the two towers, with their shadows a 
changing upon it all day like a kind of a sundial, and country people driving in and out of 
the courtyard in carts and hooded cabriolets and such like, and a market outside in front 
of the cathedral, and all so quaint and like a picter. The Major and me agreed that 
whatever came of my Legacy this was the place to stay in for our holiday, and we also 
agreed that our dear boy had best not be checked in his joy that night by the sight of the 
Englishman if he was still alive, but that we would go together and alone. For you are to 
understand that the Major not feeling himself quite equal in his wind to the height to 
which Jemmy had climbed, had come back to me and left him with the Guide.  

So after dinner when Jemmy had set off to see the river, the Major went down to the 
Mairie, and presently came back with a military character in a sword and spurs and a 
cocked hat and a yellow shoulder-belt and long tags about him that he must have found 
inconvenient. And the Major says "The Englishman still lies in the same state dearest 
madam. This gentleman will conduct us to his lodging." Upon which the military 
character pulled off his cocked hat to me, and I took notice that he had shaved his 
forehead in imitation of Napoleon Bonaparte but not like.  

We wont out at the courtyard gate and past the great doors of the cathedral and down a 
narrow High Street where the people were sitting chatting at their shop doors and the 
children were at play. The military character went in front and he stopped at a pork-shop 
with a little statue of a pig sitting up, in the window, and a private door that a donkey was 
looking out of.  

When the donkey saw the military character he came slipping out on the pavement to turn 
round and then clattered along the passage into a back yard. So the coast being clear, the 
Major and me were conducted up the common stair and into the front room on the 
second, a bare room with a red tiled floor and the outside lattice blinds pulled close to 



darken it. As the military character opened the blinds I saw the tower where I had seen 
Jemmy, darkening as the sun got low, and I turned to the bed by the wall and saw the 
Englishman.  

It was some kind of brain fever he had had, and his hair was all gone, and some wetted 
folded linen lay upon his head. I looked at him very attentive as he lay there all wasted 
away with his eyes closed, and I says to the Major  

"I never saw this face before."  

The Major looked at him very attentive too, and he says "I never saw this face before."  

When the Major explained our words to the military character, that gentleman shrugged 
his shoulders and showed the Major the card on which it was written about the Legacy 
for me. It had been written with a weak and trembling hand in bed, and I knew no more 
of the writing than of the face. Neither did the Major.  

Though lying there alone, the poor creetur was as well taken care of as could be hoped, 
and would have been quite unconscious of any one's sitting by him then. I got the Major 
to say that we were not going away at present and that I would come back to-morrow and 
watch a bit by the bedside. But I got him to add--and I shook my head hard to make it 
stronger--"We agree that we never saw this face before."  

Our boy was greatly surprised when we told him sitting out in the balcony in the starlight, 
and he ran over some of those stories of former Lodgers, of the Major's putting down, 
and asked wasn't it possible that it might be this lodger or that lodger. It was not possible, 
and we went to bed.  

In the morning just at breakfast-time the military character came jingling round, and said 
that the doctor thought from the signs he saw there might be some rally before the end. 
So I says to the Major and Jemmy, "You two boys go and enjoy yourselves, and I'll take 
my Prayer Book and go sit by the bed." So I went, and I sat there some hours, reading a 
prayer for him poor soul now and then, and it was quite on in the day when he moved his 
hand.  

He had been so still, that the moment he moved I knew of it, and I pulled off my 
spectacles and laid down my book and rose and looked at him. From moving one hand he 
began to move both, and then his action was the action of a person groping in the dark. 
Long after his eyes had opened, there was a film over them and he still felt for his way 
out into light. But by slow degrees his sight cleared and his hands stopped. He saw the 
ceiling, he saw the wall, he saw me. As his sight cleared, mine cleared too, and when at 
last we looked in one another's faces, I started back, and I cries passionately:  

"O you wicked wicked man! Your sin has found you out!"  



For I knew him, the moment life looked out of his eyes, to be Mr. Edson, Jemmy's father 
who had so cruelly deserted Jemmy's young unmarried mother who had died in my arms, 
poor tender creetur, and left Jemmy to me.  

"You cruel wicked man! You bad black traitor!"  

With the little strength he had, he made an attempt to turn over on his wretched face to 
hide it. His arm dropped out of the bed and his head with it, and there he lay before me 
crushed in body and in mind. Surely the miserablest sight under the summer sun!  

"O blessed Heaven," I says a crying, "teach me what to say to this broken mortal! I am a 
poor sinful creetur, and the Judgment is not mine."  

As I lifted my eyes up to the clear bright sky, I saw the high tower where Jemmy had 
stood above the birds, seeing that very window; and the last look of that poor pretty 
young mother when her soul brightened and got free, seemed to shine down from it.  

"O man, man, man!" I says, and I went on my knees beside the bed; "if your heart is rent 
asunder and you are truly penitent for what you did, Our Saviour will have mercy on you 
yet!"  

As I leaned my face against the bed, his feeble hand could just move itself enough to 
touch me. I hope the touch was penitent. It tried to hold my dress and keep hold, but the 
fingers were too weak to close.  

I lifted him back upon the pillows and I says to him:  

"Can you hear me?"  

He looked yes.  

"Do you know me?"  

He looked yes, even yet more plainly.  

"I am not here alone. The Major is with me. You recollect the Major?"  

Yes. That is to say he made out yes, in the same way as before.  

"And even the Major and I are not alone. My grandson--his godson-- is with us. Do you 
hear? My grandson."  

The fingers made another trial to catch my sleeve, but could only creep near it and fall.  

"Do you know who my grandson is?"  



Yes.  

"I pitied and loved his lonely mother. When his mother lay a dying I said to her, 'My 
dear, this baby is sent to a childless old woman.' He has been my pride and joy ever since. 
I love him as dearly as if he had drunk from my breast. Do you ask to see my grandson 
before you die?"  

Yes.  

"Show me, when I leave off speaking, if you correctly understand what I say. He has 
been kept unacquainted with the story of his birth. He has no knowledge of it. No 
suspicion of it. If I bring him here to the side of this bed, he will suppose you to be a 
perfect stranger. It is more than I can do to keep from him the knowledge that there is 
such wrong and misery in the world; but that it was ever so near him in his innocent 
cradle I have kept from him, and I do keep from him, and I ever will keep from him, for 
his mother's sake, and for his own."  

He showed me that he distinctly understood, and the tears fell from his eyes.  

"Now rest, and you shall see him."  

So I got him a little wine and some brandy, and I put things straight about his bed. But I 
began to be troubled in my mind lest Jemmy and the Major might be too long of coming 
back. What with this occupation for my thoughts and hands, I didn't hear a foot upon the 
stairs, and was startled when I saw the Major stopped short in the middle of the room by 
the eyes of the man upon the bed, and knowing him then, as I had known him a little 
while ago.  

There was anger in the Major's face, and there was horror and repugnance and I don't 
know what. So I went up to him and I led him to the bedside, and when I clasped my 
hands and lifted of them up, the Major did the like.  

"O Lord" I says "Thou knowest what we two saw together of the sufferings and sorrows 
of that young creetur now with Thee. If this dying man is truly penitent, we two together 
humbly pray Thee to have mercy on him!"  

The Major says "Amen!" and then after a little stop I whispers him, "Dear old friend fetch 
our beloved boy." And the Major, so clever as to have got to understand it all without 
being told a word, went away and brought him.  

Never never never shall I forget the fair bright face of our boy when he stood at the foot 
of the bed, looking at his unknown father. And O so like his dear young mother then!  

"Jemmy" I says, "I have found out all about this poor gentleman who is so ill, and he did 
lodge in the old house once. And as he wants to see all belonging to it, now that he is 
passing away, I sent for you."  



"Ah poor man!" says Jemmy stepping forward and touching one of his hands with great 
gentleness. "My heart melts for him. Poor, poor man!"  

The eyes that were so soon to close for ever turned to me, and I was not that strong in the 
pride of my strength that I could resist them.  

"My darling boy, there is a reason in the secret history of this fellow-creetur lying as the 
best and worst of us must all lie one day, which I think would ease his spirit in his last 
hour if you would lay your cheek against his forehead and say, 'May God forgive you!'"  

"O Gran," says Jemmy with a full heart, "I am not worthy!" But he leaned down and did 
it. Then the faltering fingers made out to catch hold of my sleeve at last, and I believe he 
was a-trying to kiss me when he died.  

* * *  

There my dear! There you have the story of my Legacy in full, and it's worth ten times 
the trouble I have spent upon it if you are pleased to like it.  

You might suppose that it set us against the little French town of Sens, but no we didn't 
find that. I found myself that I never looked up at the high tower atop of the other tower, 
but the days came back again when that fair young creetur with her pretty bright hair 
trusted in me like a mother, and the recollection made the place so peaceful to me as I 
can't express. And every soul about the hotel down to the pigeons in the courtyard made 
friends with Jemmy and the Major, and went lumbering away with them on all sorts of 
expeditions in all sorts of vehicles drawn by rampagious cart- horses,--with heads and 
without,--mud for paint and ropes for harness,--and every new friend dressed in blue like 
a butcher, and every new horse standing on his hind legs wanting to devour and consume 
every other horse, and every man that had a whip to crack crack-crack-crack-crack-
cracking it as if it was a schoolboy with his first. As to the Major my dear that man lived 
the greater part of his time with a little tumbler in one hand and a bottle of small wine in 
the other, and whenever he saw anybody else with a little tumbler, no matter who it was,-
-the military character with the tags, or the inn-servants at their supper in the courtyard, 
or townspeople a chatting on a bench, or country people a starting home after market,--
down rushes the Major to clink his glass against their glasses and cry,--Hola! Vive 
Somebody! or Vive Something! as if he was beside himself. And though I could not quite 
approve of the Major's doing it, still the ways of the world are the ways of the world 
varying according to the different parts of it, and dancing at all in the open Square with a 
lady that kept a barber's shop my opinion is that the Major was right to dance his best and 
to lead off with a power that I did not think was in him, though I was a little uneasy at the 
Barricading sound of the cries that were set up by the other dancers and the rest of the 
company, until when I says "What are they ever calling out Jemmy?" Jemmy says, 
"They're calling out Gran, Bravo the Military English! Bravo the Military English!" 
which was very gratifying to my feelings as a Briton and became the name the Major was 
known by.  



But every evening at a regular time we all three sat out in the balcony of the hotel at the 
end of the courtyard, looking up at the golden and rosy light as it changed on the great 
towers, and looking at the shadows of the towers as they changed on all about us 
ourselves included, and what do you think we did there? My dear, if Jemmy hadn't 
brought some other of those stories of the Major's taking down from the telling of former 
lodgers at Eighty-one Norfolk Street, and if he didn't bring 'em out with this speech:  

"Here you are Gran! Here you are godfather! More of 'em! I'll read. And though you 
wrote 'em for me, godfather, I know you won't disapprove of my making 'em over to 
Gran; will you?"  

"No, my dear boy," says the Major. "Everything we have is hers, and we are hers."  

"Hers ever affectionately and devotedly J. Jackman, and J. Jackman Lirriper," cries the 
Young Rogue giving me a close hug. "Very well then godfather. Look here. As Gran is in 
the Legacy way just now, I shall make these stories a part of Gran's Legacy. I'll leave 'em 
to her. What do you say godfather?"  

"Hip hip Hurrah!" says the Major.  

"Very well then," cries Jemmy all in a bustle. "Vive the Military English! Vive the Lady 
Lirriper! Vive the Jemmy Jackman Ditto! Vive the Legacy! Now, you look out, Gran. 
And you look out, godfather. I'LL read! And I'll tell you what I'll do besides. On the last 
night of our holiday here when we are all packed and going away, I'll top up with 
something of my own."  

"Mind you do sir" says I.  

CHAPTER II -- MRS. LIRRIPER RELATES HOW JEMMY TOPPED UP  

Well my dear and so the evening readings of those jottings of the Major's brought us 
round at last to the evening when we were all packed and going away next day, and I do 
assure you that by that time though it was deliciously comfortable to look forward to the 
dear old house in Norfolk Street again, I had formed quite a high opinion of the French 
nation and had noticed them to be much more homely and domestic in their families and 
far more simple and amiable in their lives than I had ever been led to expect, and it did 
strike me between ourselves that in one particular they might be imitated to advantage by 
another nation which I will not mention, and that is in the courage with which they take 
their little enjoyments on little means and with little things and don't let solemn big-wigs 
stare them out of countenance or speechify them dull, of which said solemn big-wigs I 
have ever had the one opinion that I wish they were all made comfortable separately in 
coppers with the lids on and never let out any more.  

"Now young man," I says to Jemmy when we brought our chairs into the balcony that last 
evening, "you please to remember who was to 'top up.'"  



"All right Gran" says Jemmy. "I am the illustrious personage."  

But he looked so serious after he had made me that light answer, that the Major raised his 
eyebrows at me and I raised mine at the Major.  

"Gran and godfather," says Jemmy, "you can hardly think how much my mind has run on 
Mr. Edson's death."  

It gave me a little check. "Ah! it was a sad scene my love" I says, "and sad remembrances 
come back stronger than merry. But this" I says after a little silence, to rouse myself and 
the Major and Jemmy all together, "is not topping up. Tell us your story my dear."  

"I will" says Jemmy.  

"What is the date sir?" says I. "Once upon a time when pigs drank wine?"  

"No Gran," says Jemmy, still serious; "once upon a time when the French drank wine."  

Again I glanced at the Major, and the Major glanced at me.  

"In short, Gran and godfather," says Jemmy, looking up, "the date is this time, and I'm 
going to tell you Mr. Edson's story."  

The flutter that it threw me into. The change of colour on the part of the Major!  

"That is to say, you understand," our bright-eyed boy says, "I am going to give you my 
version of it. I shall not ask whether it's right or not, firstly because you said you knew 
very little about it, Gran, and secondly because what little you did know was a secret."  

I folded my hands in my lap and I never took my eyes off Jemmy as he went running on.  

"The unfortunate gentleman" Jemmy commences, "who is the subject of our present 
narrative was the son of Somebody, and was born Somewhere, and chose a profession 
Somehow. It is not with those parts of his career that we have to deal; but with his early 
attachment to a young and beautiful lady."  

I thought I should have dropped. I durstn't look at the Major; but I know what his state 
was, without looking at him.  

"The father of our ill-starred hero" says Jemmy, copying as it seemed to me the style of 
some of his story-books, "was a worldly man who entertained ambitious views for his 
only son and who firmly set his face against the contemplated alliance with a virtuous but 
penniless orphan. Indeed he went so far as roundly to assure our hero that unless he 
weaned his thoughts from the object of his devoted affection, he would disinherit him. At 
the same time, he proposed as a suitable match the daughter of a neighbouring gentleman 
of a good estate, who was neither ill-favoured nor unamiable, and whose eligibility in a 



pecuniary point of view could not be disputed. But young Mr. Edson, true to the first and 
only love that had inflamed his breast, rejected all considerations of self-advancement, 
and, deprecating his father's anger in a respectful letter, ran away with her."  

My dear I had begun to take a turn for the better, but when it come to running away I 
began to take another turn for the worse.  

"The lovers" says Jemmy "fled to London and were united at the altar of Saint Clement's 
Danes. And it is at this period of their simple but touching story that we find them 
inmates of the dwelling of a highly-respected and beloved lady of the name of Gran, 
residing within a hundred miles of Norfolk Street."  

I felt that we were almost safe now, I felt that the dear boy had no suspicion of the bitter 
truth, and I looked at the Major for the first time and drew a long breath. The Major gave 
me a nod.  

"Our hero's father" Jemmy goes on "proving implacable and carrying his threat into 
unrelenting execution, the struggles of the young couple in London were severe, and 
would have been far more so, but for their good angel's having conducted them to the 
abode of Mrs. Gran; who, divining their poverty (in spite of their endeavours to conceal it 
from her), by a thousand delicate arts smoothed their rough way, and alleviated the 
sharpness of their first distress."  

Here Jemmy took one of my hands in one of his, and began a marking the turns of his 
story by making me give a beat from time to time upon his other hand.  

"After a while, they left the house of Mrs. Gran, and pursued their fortunes through a 
variety of successes and failures elsewhere. But in all reverses, whether for good or evil, 
the words of Mr. Edson to the fair young partner of his life were, 'Unchanging Love and 
Truth will carry us through all!'"  

My hand trembled in the dear boy's, those words were so wofully unlike the fact.  

"Unchanging Love and Truth" says Jemmy over again, as if he had a proud kind of a 
noble pleasure in it, "will carry us through all! Those were his words. And so they fought 
their way, poor but gallant and happy, until Mrs. Edson gave birth to a child."  

"A daughter," I says.  

"No," says Jemmy, "a son. And the father was so proud of it that he could hardly bear it 
out of his sight. But a dark cloud overspread the scene. Mrs. Edson sickened, drooped, 
and died."  

"Ah! Sickened, drooped, and died!" I says.  



"And so Mr. Edson's only comfort, only hope on earth, and only stimulus to action, was 
his darling boy. As the child grew older, he grew so like his mother that he was her living 
picture. It used to make him wonder why his father cried when he kissed him. But 
unhappily he was like his mother in constitution as well as in face, and lo, died too before 
he had grown out of childhood. Then Mr. Edson, who had good abilities, in his 
forlornness and despair, threw them all to the winds. He became apathetic, reckless, lost. 
Little by little he sank down, down, down, down, until at last he almost lived (I think) by 
gaming. And so sickness overtook him in the town of Sens in France, and he lay down to 
die. But now that he laid him down when all was done, and looked back upon the green 
Past beyond the time when he had covered it with ashes, he thought gratefully of the 
good Mrs. Gran long lost sight of, who had been so kind to him and his young wife in the 
early days of their marriage, and he left the little that he had as a last Legacy to her. And 
she, being brought to see him, at first no more knew him than she would know from 
seeing the ruin of a Greek or Roman Temple, what it used to be before it fell; but at 
length she remembered him. And then he told her, with tears, of his regret for the 
misspent part of his life, and besought her to think as mildly of it as she could, because it 
was the poor fallen Angel of his unchanging Love and Constancy after all. And because 
she had her grandson with her, and he fancied that his own boy, if he had lived, might 
have grown to be something like him, he asked her to let him touch his forehead with his 
cheek and say certain parting words."  

Jemmy's voice sank low when it got to that, and tears filled my eyes, and filled the 
Major's.  

"You little Conjurer" I says, "how did you ever make it all out? Go in and write it every 
word down, for it's a wonder."  

Which Jemmy did, and I have repeated it to you my dear from his writing.  

Then the Major took my hand and kissed it, and said, "Dearest madam all has prospered 
with us."  

"Ah Major" I says drying my eyes, "we needn't have been afraid. We might have known 
it. Treachery don't come natural to beaming youth; but trust and pity, love and 
constancy,--they do, thank God!"  



Mrs. Lirriper's Lodgings 
 

CHAPTER I -- HOW MRS. LIRRIPER CARRIED ON THE BUSINESS  

Whoever would begin to be worried with letting Lodgings that wasn't a lone woman with 
a living to get is a thing inconceivable to me, my dear; excuse the familiarity, but it 
comes natural to me in my own little room, when wishing to open my mind to those that I 
can trust, and I should be truly thankful if they were all mankind, but such is not so, for 
have but a Furnished bill in the window and your watch on the mantelpiece, and farewell 
to it if you turn your back for but a second, however gentlemanly the manners; nor is 
being of your own sex any safeguard, as I have reason, in the form of sugar-tongs to 
know, for that lady (and a fine woman she was) got me to run for a glass of water, on the 
plea of going to be confined, which certainly turned out true, but it was in the Station-
house.  

Number Eighty-one Norfolk Street, Strand--situated midway between the City and St. 
James's, and within five minutes' walk of the principal places of public amusement--is my 
address. I have rented this house many years, as the parish rate-books will testify; and I 
could wish my landlord was as alive to the fact as I am myself; but no, bless you, not a 
half a pound of paint to save his life, nor so much, my dear, as a tile upon the roof, 
though on your bended knees.  

My dear, you never have found Number Eighty-one Norfolk Street Strand advertised in 
Bradshaw's Railway Guide, and with the blessing of Heaven you never will or shall so 
find it. Some there are who do not think it lowering themselves to make their names that 
cheap, and even going the lengths of a portrait of the house not like it with a blot in every 
window and a coach and four at the door, but what will suit Wozenham's lower down on 
the other side of the way will not suit me, Miss Wozenham having her opinions and me 
having mine, though when it comes to systematic underbidding capable of being proved 
on oath in a court of justice and taking the form of "If Mrs. Lirriper names eighteen 
shillings a week, I name fifteen and six," it then comes to a settlement between yourself 
and your conscience, supposing for the sake of argument your name to be Wozenham, 
which I am well aware it is not or my opinion of you would be greatly lowered, and as to 
airy bedrooms and a night-porter in constant attendance the less said the better, the 
bedrooms being stuffy and the porter stuff.  

It is forty years ago since me and my poor Lirriper got married at St. Clement's Danes, 
where I now have a sitting in a very pleasant pew with genteel company and my own 
hassock, and being partial to evening service not too crowded. My poor Lirriper was a 
handsome figure of a man, with a beaming eye and a voice as mellow as a musical 
instrument made of honey and steel, but he had ever been a free liver being in the 
commercial travelling line and travelling what he called a limekiln road--"a dry road, 
Emma my dear," my poor Lirriper says to me, "where I have to lay the dust with one 
drink or another all day long and half the night, and it wears me Emma"--and this led to 
his running through a good deal and might have run through the turnpike too when that 



dreadful horse that never would stand still for a single instant set off, but for its being 
night and the gate shut and consequently took his wheel, my poor Lirriper and the gig 
smashed to atoms and never spoke afterwards. He was a handsome figure of a man, and a 
man with a jovial heart and a sweet temper; but if they had come up then they never 
could have given you the mellowness of his voice, and indeed I consider photographs 
wanting in mellowness as a general rule and making you look like a new-ploughed field.  

My poor Lirriper being behindhand with the world and being buried at Hatfield church in 
Hertfordshire, not that it was his native place but that he had a liking for the Salisbury 
Arms where we went upon our wedding-day and passed as happy a fortnight as ever 
happy was, I went round to the creditors and I says "Gentlemen I am acquainted with the 
fact that I am not answerable for my late husband's debts but I wish to pay them for I am 
his lawful wife and his good name is dear to me. I am going into the Lodgings gentlemen 
as a business and if I prosper every farthing that my late husband owed shall be paid for 
the sake of the love I bore him, by this right hand." It took a long time to do but it was 
done, and the silver cream-jug which is between ourselves and the bed and the mattress in 
my room up-stairs (or it would have found legs so sure as ever the Furnished bill was up) 
being presented by the gentlemen engraved "To Mrs. Lirriper a mark of grateful respect 
for her honourable conduct" gave me a turn which was too much for my feelings, till Mr. 
Betley which at that time had the parlours and loved his joke says "Cheer up Mrs. 
Lirriper, you should feel as if it was only your christening and they were your godfathers 
and godmothers which did promise for you." And it brought me round, and I don't mind 
confessing to you my dear that I then put a sandwich and a drop of sherry in a little 
basket and went down to Hatfield church-yard outside the coach and kissed my hand and 
laid it with a kind of proud and swelling love on my husband's grave, though bless you it 
had taken me so long to clear his name that my wedding-ring was worn quite fine and 
smooth when I laid it on the green green waving grass.  

I am an old woman now and my good looks are gone but that's me my dear over the 
plate-warmer and considered like in the times when you used to pay two guineas on ivory 
and took your chance pretty much how you came out, which made you very careful how 
you left it about afterwards because people were turned so red and uncomfortable by 
mostly guessing it was somebody else quite different, and there was once a certain person 
that had put his money in a hop business that came in one morning to pay his rent and his 
respects being the second floor that would have taken it down from its hook and put it in 
his breast-pocket--you understand my dear--for the L, he says of the original--only there 
was no mellowness in HIS voice and I wouldn't let him, but his opinion of it you may 
gather from his saying to it "Speak to me Emma!" which was far from a rational 
observation no doubt but still a tribute to its being a likeness, and I think myself it WAS 
like me when I was young and wore that sort of stays.  

But it was about the Lodgings that I was intending to hold forth and certainly I ought to 
know something of the business having been in it so long, for it was early in the second 
year of my married life that I lost my poor Lirriper and I set up at Islington directly 
afterwards and afterwards came here, being two houses and eight-and- thirty years and 
some losses and a deal of experience.  



Girls are your first trial after fixtures and they try you even worse than what I call the 
Wandering Christians, though why THEY should roam the earth looking for bills and 
then coming in and viewing the apartments and stickling about terms and never at all 
wanting them or dreaming of taking them being already provided, is, a mystery I should 
be thankful to have explained if by any miracle it could be. It's wonderful they live so 
long and thrive so on it but I suppose the exercise makes it healthy, knocking so much 
and going from house to house and up and down-stairs all day, and then their pretending 
to be so particular and punctual is a most astonishing thing, looking at their watches and 
saying "Could you give me the refusal of the rooms till twenty minutes past eleven the 
day after to-morrow in the forenoon, and supposing it to be considered essential by my 
friend from the country could there be a small iron bedstead put in the little room upon 
the stairs?" Why when I was new to it my dear I used to consider before I promised and 
to make my mind anxious with calculations and to get quite wearied out with 
disappointments, but now I says "Certainly by all means" well knowing it's a Wandering 
Christian and I shall hear no more about it, indeed by this time I know most of the 
Wandering Christians by sight as well as they know me, it being the habit of each 
individual revolving round London in that capacity to come back about twice a year, and 
it's very remarkable that it runs in families and the children grow up to it, but even were it 
otherwise I should no sooner hear of the friend from the country which is a certain sign 
than I should nod and say to myself You're a Wandering Christian, though whether they 
are (as I HAVE heard) persons of small property with a taste for regular employment and 
frequent change of scene I cannot undertake to tell you.  

Girls as I was beginning to remark are one of your first and your lasting troubles, being 
like your teeth which begin with convulsions and never cease tormenting you from the 
time you cut them till they cut you, and then you don't want to part with them which 
seems hard but we must all succumb or buy artificial, and even where you get a will nine 
times out of ten you'll get a dirty face with it and naturally lodgers do not like good 
society to be shown in with a smear of black across the nose or a smudgy eyebrow. 
Where they pick the black up is a mystery I cannot solve, as in the case of the willingest 
girl that ever came into a house half-starved poor thing, a girl so willing that I called her 
Willing Sophy down upon her knees scrubbing early and late and ever cheerful but 
always smiling with a black face. And I says to Sophy, "Now Sophy my good girl have a 
regular day for your stoves and keep the width of the Airy between yourself and the 
blacking and do not brush your hair with the bottoms of the saucepans and do not meddle 
with the snuffs of the candles and it stands to reason that it can no longer be" yet there it 
was and always on her nose, which turning up and being broad at the end seemed to boast 
of it and caused warning from a steady gentleman and excellent lodger with breakfast by 
the week but a little irritable and use of a sitting-room when required, his words being 
"Mrs. Lirriper I have arrived at the point of admitting that the Black is a man and a 
brother, but only in a natural form and when it can't be got off." Well consequently I put 
poor Sophy on to other work and forbid her answering the door or answering a bell on 
any account but she was so unfortunately willing that nothing would stop her flying up 
the kitchen-stairs whenever a bell was heard to tingle. I put it to her "O Sophy Sophy for 
goodness' goodness' sake where does it come from?" To which that poor unlucky willing 
mortal--bursting out crying to see me so vexed replied "I took a deal of black into me 



ma'am when I was a small child being much neglected and I think it must be, that it 
works out," so it continuing to work out of that poor thing and not having another fault to 
find with her I says "Sophy what do you seriously think of my helping you away to New 
South Wales where it might not be noticed?" Nor did I ever repent the money which was 
well spent, for she married the ship's cook on the voyage (himself a Mulotter) and did 
well and lived happy, and so far as ever I heard it was NOT noticed in a new state of 
society to her dying day.  

In what way Miss Wozenham lower down on the other side of the way reconciled it to 
her feelings as a lady (which she is not) to entice Mary Anne Perkinsop from my service 
is best known to herself, I do not know and I do not wish to know how opinions are 
formed at Wozenham's on any point. But Mary Anne Perkinsop although I behaved 
handsomely to her and she behaved unhandsomely to me was worth her weight in gold as 
overawing lodgers without driving them away, for lodgers would be far more sparing of 
their bells with Mary Anne than I ever knew them to be with Maid or Mistress, which is a 
great triumph especially when accompanied with a cast in the eye and a bag of bones, but 
it was the steadiness of her way with them through her father's having failed in Pork. It 
was Mary Anne's looking so respectable in her person and being so strict in her spirits 
that conquered the tea-and-sugarest gentleman (for he weighed them both in a pair of 
scales every morning) that I have ever had to deal with and no lamb grew meeker, still it 
afterwards came round to me that Miss Wozenham happening to pass and seeing Mary 
Anne take in the milk of a milkman that made free in a rosy-faced way (I think no worse 
of him) with every girl in the street but was quite frozen up like the statue at Charing-
cross by her, saw Mary Anne's value in the lodging business and went as high as one 
pound per quarter more, consequently Mary Anne with not a word betwixt us says "If 
you will provide yourself Mrs. Lirriper in a month from this day I have already done the 
same," which hurt me and I said so, and she then hurt me more by insinuating that her 
father having failed in Pork had laid her open to it.  

My dear I do assure you it's a harassing thing to know what kind of girls to give the 
preference to, for if they are lively they get bell'd off their legs and if they are sluggish 
you suffer from it yourself in complaints and if they are sparkling-eyed they get made 
love to, and if they are smart in their persons they try on your Lodgers' bonnets and if 
they are musical I defy you to keep them away from bands and organs, and allowing for 
any difference you like in their heads their heads will be always out of window just the 
same. And then what the gentlemen like in girls the ladies don't, which is fruitful hot 
water for all parties, and then there's temper though such a temper as Caroline Maxey's I 
hope not often. A good- looking black-eyed girl was Caroline and a comely-made girl to 
your cost when she did break out and laid about her, as took place first and last through a 
new-married couple come to see London in the first floor and the lady very high and it 
WAS supposed not liking the good looks of Caroline having none of her own to spare, 
but anyhow she did try Caroline though that was no excuse. So one afternoon Caroline 
comes down into the kitchen flushed and flashing, and she says to me "Mrs. Lirriper that 
woman in the first has aggravated me past bearing," I says "Caroline keep your temper," 
Caroline says with a curdling laugh "Keep my temper? You're right Mrs. Lirriper, so I 
will. Capital D her!" bursts out Caroline (you might have struck me into the centre of the 



earth with a feather when she said it) "I'll give her a touch of the temper that I keep!" 
Caroline downs with her hair my dear, screeches and rushes up- stairs, I following as fast 
as my trembling legs could bear me, but before I got into the room the dinner-cloth and 
pink-and-white service all dragged off upon the floor with a crash and the new- married 
couple on their backs in the firegrate, him with the shovel and tongs and a dish of 
cucumber across him and a mercy it was summer-time. "Caroline" I says "be calm," but 
she catches off my cap and tears it in her teeth as she passes me, then pounces on the 
new-married lady makes her a bundle of ribbons takes her by the two ears and knocks the 
back of her head upon the carpet Murder screaming all the time Policemen running down 
the street and Wozenham's windows (judge of my feelings when I came to know it) 
thrown up and Miss Wozenham calling out from the balcony with crocodile's tears "It's 
Mrs. Lirriper been overcharging somebody to madness--she'll be murdered--I always 
thought so--Pleeseman save her!" My dear four of them and Caroline behind the 
chiffoniere attacking with the poker and when disarmed prize-fighting with her double 
fists, and down and up and up and down and dreadful! But I couldn't bear to see the poor 
young creature roughly handled and her hair torn when they got the better of her, and I 
says "Gentlemen Policemen pray remember that her sex is the sex of your mothers and 
sisters and your sweethearts, and God bless them and you!" And there she was sitting 
down on the ground handcuffed, taking breath against the skirting-board and them cool 
with their coats in strips, and all she says was "Mrs. Lirriper I'm sorry as ever I touched 
you, for you're a kind motherly old thing," and it made me think that I had often wished I 
had been a mother indeed and how would my heart have felt if I had been the mother of 
that girl! Well you know it turned out at the Police-office that she had done it before, and 
she had her clothes away and was sent to prison, and when she was to come out I trotted 
off to the gate in the evening with just a morsel of jelly in that little basket of mine to give 
her a mite of strength to face the world again, and there I met with a very decent mother 
waiting for her son through bad company and a stubborn one he was with his half-boots 
not laced. So out came Caroline and I says "Caroline come along with me and sit down 
under the wall where it's retired and eat a little trifle that I have brought with me to do 
you good," and she throws her arms round my neck and says sobbing "O why were you 
never a mother when there are such mothers as there are!" she says, and in half a minute 
more she begins to laugh and says "Did I really tear your cap to shreds?" and when I told 
her "You certainly did so Caroline" she laughed again and said while she patted my face 
"Then why do you wear such queer old caps you dear old thing? if you hadn't worn such 
queer old caps I don't think I should have done it even then." Fancy the girl! Nothing 
could get out of her what she was going to do except O she would do well enough, and 
we parted she being very thankful and kissing my hands, and I nevermore saw or heard of 
that girl, except that I shall always believe that a very genteel cap which was brought 
anonymous to me one Saturday night in an oilskin basket by a most impertinent young 
sparrow of a monkey whistling with dirty shoes on the clean steps and playing the harp 
on the Airy railings with a hoop-stick came from Caroline.  

What you lay yourself open to my dear in the way of being the object of uncharitable 
suspicions when you go into the Lodging business I have not the words to tell you, but 
never was I so dishonourable as to have two keys nor would I willingly think it even of 
Miss Wozenham lower down on the other side of the way sincerely hoping that it may 



not be, though doubtless at the same time money cannot come from nowhere and it is not 
reason to suppose that Bradshaws put it in for love be it blotty as it may. It IS a hardship 
hurting to the feelings that Lodgers open their minds so wide to the idea that you are 
trying to get the better of them and shut their minds so close to the idea that they are 
trying to get the better of you, but as Major Jackman says to me, "I know the ways of this 
circular world Mrs. Lirriper, and that's one of 'em all round it" and many is the little ruffle 
in my mind that the Major has smoothed, for he is a clever man who has seen much. Dear 
dear, thirteen years have passed though it seems but yesterday since I was sitting with my 
glasses on at the open front parlour window one evening in August (the parlours being 
then vacant) reading yesterday's paper my eyes for print being poor though still I am 
thankful to say a long sight at a distance, when I hear a gentleman come posting across 
the road and up the street in a dreadful rage talking to himself in a fury and d'ing and 
c'ing somebody. "By George!" says he out loud and clutching his walking-stick, "I'll go 
to Mrs. Lirriper's. Which is Mrs. Lirriper's?" Then looking round and seeing me he 
flourishes his hat right off his head as if I had been the queen and he says, "Excuse the 
intrusion Madam, but pray Madam can you tell me at what number in this street there 
resides a well-known and much-respected lady by the name of Lirriper?" A little flustered 
though I must say gratified I took off my glasses and courtesied and said "Sir, Mrs. 
Lirriper is your humble servant." "Astonishing!" says he. "A million pardons! Madam, 
may I ask you to have the kindness to direct one of your domestics to open the door to a 
gentleman in search of apartments, by the name of Jackman?" I had never heard the name 
but a politer gentleman I never hope to see, for says he, "Madam I am shocked at your 
opening the door yourself to no worthier a fellow than Jemmy Jackman. After you 
Madam. I never precede a lady." Then he comes into the parlours and he sniffs, and he 
says "Hah! These are parlours! Not musty cupboards" he says "but parlours, and no smell 
of coal-sacks." Now my dear it having been remarked by some inimical to the whole 
neighbourhood that it always smells of coal-sacks which might prove a drawback to 
Lodgers if encouraged, I says to the Major gently though firmly that I think he is 
referring to Arundel or Surrey or Howard but not Norfolk. "Madam" says he "I refer to 
Wozenham's lower down over the way-- Madam you can form no notion what 
Wozenham's is--Madam it is a vast coal-sack, and Miss Wozenham has the principles and 
manners of a female heaver--Madam from the manner in which I have heard her mention 
you I know she has no appreciation of a lady, and from the manner in which she has 
conducted herself towards me I know she has no appreciation of a gentleman--Madam 
my name is Jackman--should you require any other reference than what I have already 
said, I name the Bank of England--perhaps you know it!" Such was the beginning of the 
Major's occupying the parlours and from that hour to this the same and a most obliging 
Lodger and punctual in all respects except one irregular which I need not particularly 
specify, but made up for by his being a protection and at all times ready to fill in the 
papers of the Assessed Taxes and Juries and that, and once collared a young man with the 
drawing-room clock under his coat, and once on the parapets with his own hands and 
blankets put out the kitchen chimney and afterwards attending the summons made a most 
eloquent speech against the Parish before the magistrates and saved the engine, and ever 
quite the gentleman though passionate. And certainly Miss Wozenham's detaining the 
trunks and umbrella was not in a liberal spirit though it may have been according to her 
rights in law or an act I would myself have stooped to, the Major being so much the 



gentleman that though he is far from tall he seems almost so when he has his shirt-frill 
out and his frock-coat on and his hat with the curly brims, and in what service he was I 
cannot truly tell you my dear whether Militia or Foreign, for I never heard him even 
name himself as Major but always simple "Jemmy Jackman" and once soon after he came 
when I felt it my duty to let him know that Miss Wozenham had put it about that he was 
no Major and I took the liberty of adding "which you are sir" his words were "Madam at 
any rate I am not a Minor, and sufficient for the day is the evil thereof" which cannot be 
denied to be the sacred truth, nor yet his military ways of having his boots with only the 
dirt brushed off taken to him in the front parlour every morning on a clean plate and 
varnishing them himself with a little sponge and a saucer and a whistle in a whisper so 
sure as ever his breakfast is ended, and so neat his ways that it never soils his linen which 
is scrupulous though more in quality than quantity, neither that nor his mustachios which 
to the best of my belief are done at the same time and which are as black and shining as 
his boots, his head of hair being a lovely white.  

It was the third year nearly up of the Major's being in the parlours that early one morning 
in the month of February when Parliament was coming on and you may therefore 
suppose a number of impostors were about ready to take hold of anything they could get, 
a gentleman and a lady from the country came in to view the Second, and I well 
remember that I had been looking out of window and had watched them and the heavy 
sleet driving down the street together looking for bills. I did not quite take to the face of 
the gentleman though he was good-looking too but the lady was a very pretty young thing 
and delicate, and it seemed too rough for her to be out at all though she had only come 
from the Adelphi Hotel which would not have been much above a quarter of a mile if the 
weather had been less severe. Now it did so happen my dear that I had been forced to put 
five shillings weekly additional on the second in consequence of a loss from running 
away full dressed as if going out to a dinner-party, which was very artful and had made 
me rather suspicious taking it along with Parliament, so when the gentleman proposed 
three months certain and the money in advance and leave then reserved to renew on the 
same terms for six months more, I says I was not quite certain but that I might have 
engaged myself to another party but would step down-stairs and look into it if they would 
take a seat. They took a seat and I went down to the handle of the Major's door that I had 
already began to consult finding it a great blessing, and I knew by his whistling in a 
whisper that he was varnishing his boots which was generally considered private, 
however he kindly calls out "If it's you, Madam, come in," and I went in and told him.  

"Well, Madam," says the Major rubbing his nose--as I did fear at the moment with the 
black sponge but it was only his knuckle, he being always neat and dexterous with his 
fingers--"well, Madam, I suppose you would be glad of the money?"  

I was delicate of saying "Yes" too out, for a little extra colour rose into the Major's 
cheeks and there was irregularity which I will not particularly specify in a quarter which I 
will not name.  



"I am of opinion, Madam," says the Major, "that when money is ready for you--when it is 
ready for you, Mrs. Lirriper--you ought to take it. What is there against it, Madam, in this 
case up-stairs?"  

"I really cannot say there is anything against it, sir, still I thought I would consult you."  

"You said a newly-married couple, I think, Madam?" says the Major.  

I says "Ye-es. Evidently. And indeed the young lady mentioned to me in a casual way 
that she had not been married many months."  

The Major rubbed his nose again and stirred the varnish round and round in its little 
saucer with his piece of sponge and took to his whistling in a whisper for a few moments. 
Then he says "You would call it a Good Let, Madam?"  

"O certainly a Good Let sir."  

"Say they renew for the additional six months. Would it put you about very much Madam 
if--if the worst was to come to the worst?" said the Major.  

"Well I hardly know," I says to the Major. "It depends upon circumstances. Would YOU 
object Sir for instance?"  

"I?" says the Major. "Object? Jemmy Jackman? Mrs. Lirriper close with the proposal."  

So I went up-stairs and accepted, and they came in next day which was Saturday and the 
Major was so good as to draw up a Memorandum of an agreement in a beautiful round 
hand and expressions that sounded to me equally legal and military, and Mr. Edson 
signed it on the Monday morning and the Major called upon Mr. Edson on the Tuesday 
and Mr. Edson called upon the Major on the Wednesday and the Second and the parlours 
were as friendly as could be wished.  

The three months paid for had run out and we had got without any fresh overtures as to 
payment into May my dear, when there came an obligation upon Mr. Edson to go a 
business expedition right across the Isle of Man, which fell quite unexpected upon that 
pretty little thing and is not a place that according to my views is particularly in the way 
to anywhere at any time but that may be a matter of opinion. So short a notice was it that 
he was to go next day, and dreadfully she cried poor pretty, and I am sure I cried too 
when I saw her on the cold pavement in the sharp east wind--it being a very backward 
spring that year--taking a last leave of him with her pretty bright hair blowing this way 
and that and her arms clinging round his neck and him saying "There there there. Now let 
me go Peggy." And by that time it was plain that what the Major had been so 
accommodating as to say he would not object to happening in the house, would happen in 
it, and I told her as much when he was gone while I comforted her with my arm up the 
staircase, for I says "You will soon have others to keep up for my pretty and you must 
think of that."  



His letter never came when it ought to have come and what she went through morning 
after morning when the postman brought none for her the very postman himself 
compassionated when she ran down to the door, and yet we cannot wonder at its being 
calculated to blunt the feelings to have all the trouble of other people's letters and none of 
the pleasure and doing it oftener in the mud and mizzle than not and at a rate of wages 
more resembling Little Britain than Great. But at last one morning when she was too 
poorly to come running down-stairs he says to me with a pleased look in his face that 
made me next to love the man in his uniform coat though he was dripping wet "I have 
taken you first in the street this morning Mrs. Lirriper, for here's the one for Mrs. Edson." 
I went up to her bedroom with it as fast as ever I could go, and she sat up in bed when she 
saw it and kissed it and tore it open and then a blank stare came upon her. "It's very 
short!" she says lifting her large eyes to my face. "O Mrs. Lirriper it's very short!" I says 
"My dear Mrs. Edson no doubt that's because your husband hadn't time to write more just 
at that time." "No doubt, no doubt," says she, and puts her two hands on her face and 
turns round in her bed.  

I shut her softly in and I crept down-stairs and I tapped at the Major's door, and when the 
Major having his thin slices of bacon in his own Dutch oven saw me he came out of his 
chair and put me down on the sofa. "Hush!" says he, "I see something's the matter. Don't 
speak--take time." I says "O Major I'm afraid there's cruel work up-stairs." "Yes yes" says 
he "I had begun to be afraid of it--take time." And then in opposition to his own words he 
rages out frightfully, and says "I shall never forgive myself Madam, that I, Jemmy 
Jackman, didn't see it all that morning--didn't go straight up-stairs when my boot-sponge 
was in my hand--didn't force it down his throat--and choke him dead with it on the spot!"  

 The Major and me agreed when we came to ourselves that just at present we could do no 
more than take on to suspect nothing and use our best endeavours to keep that poor young 
creature quiet, and what I ever should have done without the Major when it got about 
among the organ-men that quiet was our object is unknown, for he made lion and tiger 
war upon them to that degree that without seeing it I could not have believed it was in 
any gentleman to have such a power of bursting out with fire-irons walking-sticks water-
jugs coals potatoes off his table the very hat off his head, and at the same time so furious 
in foreign languages that they would stand with their handles half-turned fixed like the 
Sleeping Ugly--for I cannot say Beauty.  

Ever to see the postman come near the house now gave me such I fear that it was a 
reprieve when he went by, but in about another ten days or a fortnight he says again, 
"Here's one for Mrs. Edson.--Is she pretty well?" "She is pretty well postman, but not 
well enough to rise so early as she used" which was so far gospel-truth.  

I carried the letter in to the Major at his breakfast and I says tottering "Major I have not 
the courage to take it up to her."  

"It's an ill-looking villain of a letter," says the Major.  

"I have not the courage Major" I says again in a tremble "to take it up to her."  



After seeming lost in consideration for some moments the Major says, raising his head as 
if something new and useful had occurred to his mind "Mrs. Lirriper, I shall never forgive 
myself that I, Jemmy Jackman, didn't go straight up-stairs that morning when my boot- 
sponge was in my hand--and force it down his throat--and choke him dead with it."  

"Major" I says a little hasty "you didn't do it which is a blessing, for it would have done 
no good and I think your sponge was better employed on your own honourable boots."  

So we got to be rational, and planned that I should tap at her bedroom door and lay the 
letter on the mat outside and wait on the upper landing for what might happen, and never 
was gunpowder cannon- balls or shells or rockets more dreaded than that dreadful letter 
was by me as I took it to the second floor.  

A terrible loud scream sounded through the house the minute after she had opened it, and 
I found her on the floor lying as if her life was gone. My dear I never looked at the face 
of the letter which was lying, open by her, for there was no occasion.  

Everything I needed to bring her round the Major brought up with his own hands, besides 
running out to the chemist's for what was not in the house and likewise having the 
fiercest of all his many skirmishes with a musical instrument representing a ball-room I 
do not know in what particular country and company waltzing in and out at folding-doors 
with rolling eyes. When after a long time I saw her coming to, I slipped on the landing till 
I heard her cry, and then I went in and says cheerily "Mrs. Edson you're not well my dear 
and it's not to be wondered at," as if I had not been in before. Whether she believed or 
disbelieved I cannot say and it would signify nothing if I could, but I stayed by her for 
hours and then she God ever blesses me! and says she will try to rest for her head is bad.  

"Major," I whispers, looking in at the parlours, "I beg and pray of you don't go out."  

The Major whispers, "Madam, trust me I will do no such a thing. How is she?"  

I says "Major the good Lord above us only knows what burns and rages in her poor mind. 
I left her sitting at her window. I am going to sit at mine."  

It came on afternoon and it came on evening. Norfolk is a delightful street to lodge in--
provided you don't go lower down--but of a summer evening when the dust and waste 
paper lie in it and stray children play in it and a kind of a gritty calm and bake settles on it 
and a peal of church-bells is practising in the neighbourhood it is a trifle dull, and never 
have I seen it since at such a time and never shall I see it evermore at such a time without 
seeing the dull June evening when that forlorn young creature sat at her open corner 
window on the second and me at my open corner window (the other corner) on the third. 
Something merciful, something wiser and better far than my own self, had moved me 
while it was yet light to sit in my bonnet and shawl, and as the shadows fell and the tide 
rose I could sometimes--when I put out my head and looked at her window below--see 
that she leaned out a little looking down the street. It was just settling dark when I saw 
HER in the street.  



So fearful of losing sight of her that it almost stops my breath while I tell it, I went down-
stairs faster than I ever moved in all my life and only tapped with my hand at the Major's 
door in passing it and slipping out. She was gone already. I made the same speed down 
the street and when I came to the corner of Howard Street I saw that she had turned it and 
was there plain before me going towards the west. O with what a thankful heart I saw her 
going along!  

She was quite unacquainted with London and had very seldom been out for more than an 
airing in our own street where she knew two or three little children belonging to 
neighbours and had sometimes stood among them at the street looking at the water. She 
must be going at hazard I knew, still she kept the by-streets quite correctly as long as they 
would serve her, and then turned up into the Strand. But at every corner I could see her 
head turned one way, and that way was always the river way.  

It may have been only the darkness and quiet of the Adelphi that caused her to strike into 
it but she struck into it much as readily as if she had set out to go there, which perhaps 
was the case. She went straight down to the Terrace and along it and looked over the iron 
rail, and I often woke afterwards in my own bed with the horror of seeing her do it. The 
desertion of the wharf below and the flowing of the high water there seemed to settle her 
purpose. She looked about as if to make out the way down, and she struck out the right 
way or the wrong way--I don't know which, for I don't know the place before or since--
and I followed her the way she went.  

It was noticeable that all this time she never once looked back. But there was now a great 
change in the manner of her going, and instead of going at a steady quick walk with her 
arms folded before her,--among the dark dismal arches she went in a wild way with her 
arms opened wide, as if they were wings and she was flying to her death.  

We were on the wharf and she stopped. I stopped. I saw her hands at her bonnet-strings, 
and I rushed between her and the brink and took her round the waist with both my arms. 
She might have drowned me, I felt then, but she could never have got quit of me.  

Down to that moment my mind had been all in a maze and not half an idea had I had in it 
what I should say to her, but the instant I touched her it came to me like magic and I had 
my natural voice and my senses and even almost my breath.  

"Mrs. Edson!" I says "My dear! Take care. How ever did you lose your way and stumble 
on a dangerous place like this? Why you must have come here by the most perplexing 
streets in all London. No wonder you are lost, I'm sure. And this place too! Why I 
thought nobody ever got here, except me to order my coals and the Major in the parlours 
to smoke his cigar!"--for I saw that blessed man close by, pretending to it.  

"Hah--Hah--Hum!" coughs the Major.  

"And good gracious me" I says," why here he is!"  



"Halloa! who goes there?" says the Major in a military manner.  

"Well!" I says, "if this don't beat everything! Don't you know us Major Jackman?"  

"Halloa!" says the Major. "Who calls on Jemmy Jackman?" (and more out of breath he 
was, and did it less like life than I should have expected.)  

"Why here's Mrs. Edson Major" I says, "strolling out to cool her poor head which has 
been very bad, has missed her way and got lost, and Goodness knows where she might 
have got to but for me coming here to drop an order into my coal merchant's letter-box 
and you coming here to smoke your cigar!--And you really are not well enough my dear" 
I says to her "to be half so far from home without me. And your arm will be very 
acceptable I am sure Major" I says to him "and I know she may lean upon it as heavy as 
she likes." And now we had both got her--thanks be Above!--one on each side.  

She was all in a cold shiver and she so continued till I laid her on her own bed, and up to 
the early morning she held me by the hand and moaned and moaned "O wicked, wicked, 
wicked!" But when at last I made believe to droop my head and be overpowered with a 
dead sleep, I heard that poor young creature give such touching and such humble thanks 
for being preserved from taking her own life in her madness that I thought I should have 
cried my eyes out on the counterpane and I knew she was safe.  

Being well enough to do and able to afford it, me and the Major laid our little plans next 
day while she was asleep worn out, and so I says to her as soon as I could do it nicely:  

"Mrs. Edson my dear, when Mr. Edson paid me the rent for these farther six months--"  

She gave a start and I felt her large eyes look at me, but I went on with it and with my 
needlework.  

"--I can't say that I am quite sure I dated the receipt right. Could you let me look at it?"  

She laid her frozen cold hand upon mine and she looked through me when I was forced to 
look up from my needlework, but I had taken the precaution of having on my spectacles.  

"I have no receipt" says she.  

"Ah! Then he has got it" I says in a careless way. "It's of no great consequence. A 
receipt's a receipt."  

From that time she always had hold of my hand when I could spare it which was 
generally only when I read to her, for of course she and me had our bits of needlework to 
plod at and neither of us was very handy at those little things, though I am still rather 
proud of my share in them too considering. And though she took to all I read to her, I 
used to fancy that next to what was taught upon the Mount she took most of all to His 
gentle compassion for us poor women and to His young life and to how His mother was 



proud of Him and treasured His sayings in her heart. She had a grateful look in her eyes 
that never never never will be out of mine until they are closed in my last sleep, and when 
I chanced to look at her without thinking of it I would always meet that look, and she 
would often offer me her trembling lip to kiss, much more like a little affectionate half 
broken-hearted child than ever I can imagine any grown person.  

One time the trembling of this poor lip was so strong and her tears ran down so fast that I 
thought she was going to tell me all her woe, so I takes her two hands in mine and I says:  

"No my dear not now, you had best not try to do it now. Wait for better times when you 
have got over this and are strong, and then you shall tell me whatever you will. Shall it be 
agreed?"  

With our hands still joined she nodded her head many times, and she lifted my hands and 
put them to her lips and to her bosom. "Only one word now my dear" I says. "Is there any 
one?"  

She looked inquiringly "Any one?"  

"That I can go to?"  

She shook her head.  

"No one that I can bring?"  

She shook her head.  

"No one is wanted by ME my dear. Now that may be considered past and gone."  

Not much more than a week afterwards--for this was far on in the time of our being so 
together--I was bending over at her bedside with my ear down to her lips, by turns 
listening for her breath and looking for a sign of life in her face. At last it came in a 
solemn way--not in a flash but like a kind of pale faint light brought very slow to the 
face.  

She said something to me that had no sound in it, but I saw she asked me:  

"Is this death?"  

And I says:  

"Poor dear poor dear, I think it is."  

Knowing somehow that she wanted me to move her weak right hand, I took it and laid it 
on her breast and then folded her other hand upon it, and she prayed a good good prayer 



and I joined in it poor me though there were no words spoke. Then I brought the baby in 
its wrappers from where it lay, and I says:  

"My dear this is sent to a childless old woman. This is for me to take care of."  

The trembling lip was put up towards my face for the last time, and I dearly kissed it.  

"Yes my dear," I says. "Please God! Me and the Major."  

I don't know how to tell it right, but I saw her soul brighten and leap up, and get free and 
fly away in the grateful look.  

* * *  

So this is the why and wherefore of its coming to pass my dear that we called him 
Jemmy, being after the Major his own godfather with Lirriper for a surname being after 
myself, and never was a dear child such a brightening thing in a Lodgings or such a 
playmate to his grandmother as Jemmy to this house and me, and always good and 
minding what he was told (upon the whole) and soothing for the temper and making 
everything pleasanter except when he grew old enough to drop his cap down 
Wozenham's Airy and they wouldn't hand it up to him, and being worked into a state I 
put on my best bonnet and gloves and parasol with the child in my hand and I says "Miss 
Wozenham I little thought ever to have entered your house but unless my grandson's cap 
is instantly restored, the laws of this country regulating the property of the Subject shall 
at length decide betwixt yourself and me, cost what it may." With a sneer upon her face 
which did strike me I must say as being expressive of two keys but it may have been a 
mistake and if there is any doubt let Miss Wozenham have the full benefit of it as is but 
right, she rang the bell and she says "Jane, is there a street-child's old cap down our 
Airy?" I says "Miss Wozenham before your housemaid answers that question you must 
allow me to inform you to your face that my grandson is NOT a street-child and is NOT 
in the habit of wearing old caps. In fact" I says "Miss Wozenham I am far from sure that 
my grandson's cap may not be newer than your own" which was perfectly savage in me, 
her lace being the commonest machine-make washed and torn besides, but I had been put 
into a state to begin with fomented by impertinence. Miss Wozenham says red in the face 
"Jane you heard my question, is there any child's cap down our Airy?" "Yes Ma'am" says 
Jane, "I think I did see some such rubbish a-lying there." "Then" says Miss Wozenham 
"let these visitors out, and then throw up that worthless article out of my premises." But 
here the child who had been staring at Miss Wozenham with all his eyes and more, 
frowns down his little eyebrows purses up his little mouth puts his chubby legs far apart 
turns his little dimpled fists round and round slowly over one another like a little coffee-
mill, and says to her "Oo impdent to mi Gran, me tut oor hi!" "O!" says Miss Wozenham 
looking down scornfully at the Mite "this is not a street-child is it not! Really!" I bursts 
out laughing and I says "Miss Wozenham if this ain't a pretty sight to you I don't envy 
your feelings and I wish you good-day. Jemmy come along with Gran." And I was still in 
the best of humours though his cap came flying up into the street as if it had been just 



turned on out of the water-plug, and I went home laughing all the way, all owing to that 
dear boy.  

The miles and miles that me and the Major have travelled with Jemmy in the dusk 
between the lights are not to be calculated, Jemmy driving on the coach-box which is the 
Major's brass-bound writing desk on the table, me inside in the easy-chair and the Major 
Guard up behind with a brown-paper horn doing it really wonderful. I do assure you my 
dear that sometimes when I have taken a few winks in my place inside the coach and 
have come half awake by the flashing light of the fire and have heard that precious pet 
driving and the Major blowing up behind to have the change of horses ready when we got 
to the Inn, I have half believed we were on the old North Road that my poor Lirriper 
knew so well. Then to see that child and the Major both wrapped up getting down to 
warm their feet and going stamping about and having glasses of ale out of the paper 
matchboxes on the chimney-piece is to see the Major enjoying it fully as much as the 
child I am very sure, and it's equal to any play when Coachee opens the coach-door to 
look in at me inside and say "Wery 'past that 'tage.--'Prightened old lady?"  

But what my inexpressible feelings were when we lost that child can only be compared to 
the Major's which were not a shade better, through his straying out at five years old and 
eleven o'clock in the forenoon and never heard of by word or sign or deed till half-past 
nine at night, when the Major had gone to the Editor of the Times newspaper to put in an 
advertisement, which came out next day four- and-twenty hours after he was found, and 
which I mean always carefully to keep in my lavender drawer as the first printed account 
of him. The more the day got on, the more I got distracted and the Major too and both of 
us made worse by the composed ways of the police though very civil and obliging and 
what I must call their obstinacy in not entertaining the idea that he was stolen. "We 
mostly find Mum" says the sergeant who came round to comfort me, which he didn't at 
all and he had been one of the private constables in Caroline's time to which he referred 
in his opening words when he said "Don't give way to uneasiness in your mind Mum, it'll 
all come as right as my nose did when I got the same barked by that young woman in 
your second floor"--says this sergeant "we mostly find Mum as people ain't over-anxious 
to have what I may call second-hand children. YOU'LL get him back Mum." "O but my 
dear good sir" I says clasping my hands and wringing them and clasping them again "he 
is such an uncommon child!" "Yes Mum" says the sergeant, "we mostly find that too 
Mum. The question is what his clothes were worth." "His clothes" I says "were not worth 
much sir for he had only got his playing-dress on, but the dear child!--" "All right Mum" 
says the sergeant. "You'll get him back Mum. And even if he'd had his best clothes on, it 
wouldn't come to worse than his being found wrapped up in a cabbage-leaf, a shivering in 
a lane." His words pierced my heart like daggers and daggers, and me and the Major ran 
in and out like wild things all day long till the Major returning from his interview with 
the Editor of the Times at night rushes into my little room hysterical and squeezes my 
hand and wipes his eyes and says "Joy joy--officer in plain clothes came up on the steps 
as I was letting myself in--compose your feelings--Jemmy's found." Consequently I 
fainted away and when I came to, embraced the legs of the officer in plain clothes who 
seemed to be taking a kind of a quiet inventory in his mind of the property in my little 
room with brown whiskers, and I says "Blessings on you sir where is the Darling!" and 



he says "In Kennington Station House." I was dropping at his feet Stone at the image of 
that Innocence in cells with murderers when he adds "He followed the Monkey." I says 
deeming it slang language "O sir explain for a loving grandmother what Monkey!" He 
says "Him in the spangled cap with the strap under the chin, as won't keep on--him as 
sweeps the crossings on a round table and don't want to draw his sabre more than he can 
help." Then I understood it all and most thankfully thanked him, and me and the Major 
and him drove over to Kennington and there we found our boy lying quite comfortable 
before a blazing fire having sweetly played himself to sleep upon a small accordion 
nothing like so big as a flat-iron which they had been so kind as to lend him for the 
purpose and which it appeared had been stopped upon a very young person.  

My dear the system upon which the Major commenced and as I may say perfected 
Jemmy's learning when he was so small that if the dear was on the other side of the table 
you had to look under it instead of over it to see him with his mother's own bright hair in 
beautiful curls, is a thing that ought to be known to the Throne and Lords and Commons 
and then might obtain some promotion for the Major which he well deserves and would 
be none the worse for (speaking between friends) L. S. D.-ically. When the Major first 
undertook his learning he says to me:  

"I'm going Madam," he says "to make our child a Calculating Boy.  

"Major," I says, "you terrify me and may do the pet a permanent injury you would never 
forgive yourself."  

"Madam," says the Major, "next to my regret that when I had my boot- sponge in my 
hand, I didn't choke that scoundrel with it--on the spot--"  

"There! For Gracious' sake," I interrupts, "let his conscience find him without sponges."  

"--I say next to that regret, Madam," says the Major "would be the regret with which my 
breast," which he tapped, "would be surcharged if this fine mind was not early cultivated. 
But mark me Madam," says the Major holding up his forefinger "cultivated on a principle 
that will make it a delight."  

"Major" I says "I will be candid with you and tell you openly that if ever I find the dear 
child fall off in his appetite I shall know it is his calculations and shall put a stop to them 
at two minutes' notice. Or if I find them mounting to his head" I says, "or striking 
anyways cold to his stomach or leading to anything approaching flabbiness in his legs, 
the result will be the same, but Major you are a clever man and have seen much and you 
love the child and are his own godfather, and if you feel a confidence in trying try."  

"Spoken Madam" says the Major "like Emma Lirriper. All I have to ask, Madam, is that 
you will leave my godson and myself to make a week or two's preparations for surprising 
you, and that you will give me leave to have up and down any small articles not actually 
in use that I may require from the kitchen."  



"From the kitchen Major?" I says half feeling as if he had a mind to cook the child.  

"From the kitchen" says the Major, and smiles and swells, and at the same time looks 
taller.  

So I passed my word and the Major and the dear boy were shut up together for half an 
hour at a time through a certain while, and never could I hear anything going on betwixt 
them but talking and laughing and Jemmy clapping his hands and screaming out 
numbers, so I says to myself "it has not harmed him yet" nor could I on examining the 
dear find any signs of it anywhere about him which was likewise a great relief. At last 
one day Jemmy brings me a card in joke in the Major's neat writing "The Messrs. Jemmy 
Jackman" for we had given him the Major's other name too "request the honour of Mrs. 
Lirriper's company at the Jackman Institution in the front parlour this evening at five, 
military time, to witness a few slight feats of elementary arithmetic." And if you'll believe 
me there in the front parlour at five punctual to the moment was the Major behind the 
Pembroke table with both leaves up and a lot of things from the kitchen tidily set out on 
old newspapers spread atop of it, and there was the Mite stood upon a chair with his rosy 
cheeks flushing and his eyes sparkling clusters of diamonds.  

"Now Gran" says he, "oo tit down and don't oo touch ler people"--for he saw with every 
one of those diamonds of his that I was going to give him a squeeze.  

"Very well sir" I says "I am obedient in this good company I am sure." And I sits down in 
the easy-chair that was put for me, shaking my sides.  

But picture my admiration when the Major going on almost as quick as if he was 
conjuring sets out all the articles he names, and says "Three saucepans, an Italian iron, a 
hand-bell, a toasting-fork, a nutmeg-grater, four potlids, a spice-box, two egg-cups, and a 
chopping-board--how many?" and when that Mite instantly cries "Tifteen, tut down tive 
and carry ler 'toppin-board" and then claps his hands draws up his legs and dances on his 
chair.  

My dear with the same astonishing ease and correctness him and the Major added up the 
tables chairs and sofy, the picters fenders and fire-irons their own selves me and the cat 
and the eyes in Miss Wozenham's head, and whenever the sum was done Young Roses 
and Diamonds claps his hands and draws up his legs and dances on his chair.  

The pride of the Major! ("HERE'S a mind Ma'am!" he says to me behind his hand.)  

Then he says aloud, "We now come to the next elementary rule,--which is called--"  

"Umtraction!" cries Jemmy.  

"Right," says the Major. "We have here a toasting-fork, a potato in its natural state, two 
potlids, one egg-cup, a wooden spoon, and two skewers, from which it is necessary for 



commercial purposes to subtract a sprat-gridiron, a small pickle-jar, two lemons, one 
pepper-castor, a blackbeetle-trap, and a knob of the dresser-drawer- -what remains?"  

"Toatin-fork!" cries Jemmy.  

"In numbers how many?" says the Major.  

"One!" cries Jemmy.  

("HERE'S a boy, Ma'am!" says the Major to me behind his hand.) Then the Major goes 
on:  

"We now approach the next elementary rule,--which is entitled--"  

"Tickleication" cries Jemmy.  

"Correct" says the Major.  

But my dear to relate to you in detail the way in which they multiplied fourteen sticks of 
firewood by two bits of ginger and a larding needle, or divided pretty well everything else 
there was on the table by the heater of the Italian iron and a chamber candlestick, and got 
a lemon over, would make my head spin round and round and round as it did at the time. 
So I says "if you'll excuse my addressing the chair Professor Jackman I think the period 
of the lecture has now arrived when it becomes necessary that I should take a good hug of 
this young scholar." Upon which Jemmy calls out from his station on the chair, "Gran oo 
open oor arms and me'll make a 'pring into 'em." So I opened my arms to him as I had 
opened my sorrowful heart when his poor young mother lay a dying, and he had his jump 
and we had a good long hug together and the Major prouder than any peacock says to me 
behind his hand, "You need not let him know it Madam" (which I certainly need not for 
the Major was quite audible) "but he IS a boy!"  

In this way Jemmy grew and grew and went to day-school and continued under the Major 
too, and in summer we were as happy as the days were long, and in winter we were as 
happy as the days were short and there seemed to rest a Blessing on the Lodgings for they 
as good as Let themselves and would have done it if there had been twice the 
accommodation, when sore and hard against my will I one day says to the Major.  

"Major you know what I am going to break to you. Our boy must go to boarding-school."  

It was a sad sight to see the Major's countenance drop, and I pitied the good soul with all 
my heart.  

"Yes Major" I says, "though he is as popular with the Lodgers as you are yourself and 
though he is to you and me what only you and me know, still it is in the course of things 
and Life is made of partings and we must part with our Pet."  



Bold as I spoke, I saw two Majors and half-a-dozen fireplaces, and when the poor Major 
put one of his neat bright-varnished boots upon the fender and his elbow on his knee and 
his head upon his hand and rocked himself a little to and fro, I was dreadfully cut up.  

"But" says I clearing my throat "you have so well prepared him Major--he has had such a 
Tutor in you--that he will have none of the first drudgery to go through. And he is so 
clever besides that he'll soon make his way to the front rank."  

"He is a boy" says the Major--having sniffed--"that has not his like on the face of the 
earth."  

"True as you say Major, and it is not for us merely for our own sakes to do anything to 
keep him back from being a credit and an ornament wherever he goes and perhaps even 
rising to be a great man, is it Major? He will have all my little savings when my work is 
done (being all the world to me) and we must try to make him a wise man and a good 
man, mustn't we Major?"  

"Madam" says the Major rising "Jemmy Jackman is becoming an older file than I was 
aware of, and you put him to shame. You are thoroughly right Madam. You are simply 
and undeniably right.--And if you'll excuse me, I'll take a walk."  

So the Major being gone out and Jemmy being at home, I got the child into my little 
room here and I stood him by my chair and I took his mother's own curls in my hand and 
I spoke to him loving and serious. And when I had reminded the darling how that he was 
now in his tenth year and when I had said to him about his getting on in life pretty much 
what I had said to the Major I broke to him how that we must have this same parting, and 
there I was forced to stop for there I saw of a sudden the well-remembered lip with its 
tremble, and it so brought back that time! But with the spirit that was in him he controlled 
it soon and he says gravely nodding through his tears, "I understand Gran--I know it 
MUST be, Gran--go on Gran, don't be afraid of ME." And when I had said all that ever I 
could think of, he turned his bright steady face to mine and he says just a little broken 
here and there "You shall see Gran that I can be a man and that I can do anything that is 
grateful and loving to you--and if I don't grow up to be what you would like to have me--
I hope it will be--because I shall die." And with that he sat down by me and I went on to 
tell him of the school of which I had excellent recommendations and where it was and 
how many scholars and what games they played as I had heard and what length of 
holidays, to all of which he listened bright and clear. And so it came that at last he says 
"And now dear Gran let me kneel down here where I have been used to say my prayers 
and let me fold my face for just a minute in your gown and let me cry, for you have been 
more than father--more than mother--more than brothers sisters friends--to me!" And so 
he did cry and I too and we were both much the better for it.  

From that time forth he was true to his word and ever blithe and ready, and even when 
me and the Major took him down into Lincolnshire he was far the gayest of the party 
though for sure and certain he might easily have been that, but he really was and put life 
into us only when it came to the last Good-bye, he says with a wistful look, "You 



wouldn't have me not really sorry would you Gran?" and when I says "No dear, Lord 
forbid!" he says "I am glad of that!" and ran in out of sight.  

But now that the child was gone out of the Lodgings the Major fell into a regularly 
moping state. It was taken notice of by all the Lodgers that the Major moped. He hadn't 
even the same air of being rather tall than he used to have, and if he varnished his boots 
with a single gleam of interest it was as much as he did.  

One evening the Major came into my little room to take a cup of tea and a morsel of 
buttered toast and to read Jemmy's newest letter which had arrived that afternoon (by the 
very same postman more than middle-aged upon the Beat now), and the letter raising him 
up a little I says to the Major:  

"Major you mustn't get into a moping way."  

The Major shook his head. "Jemmy Jackman Madam," he says with a deep sigh, "is an 
older file than I thought him."  

"Moping is not the way to grow younger Major."  

"My dear Madam," says the Major, "is there ANY way of growing younger?"  

Feeling that the Major was getting rather the best of that point I made a diversion to 
another.  

"Thirteen years! Thir-teen years! Many Lodgers have come and gone, in the thirteen 
years that you have lived in the parlours Major."  

"Hah!" says the Major warming. "Many Madam, many."  

"And I should say you have been familiar with them all?"  

"As a rule (with its exceptions like all rules) my dear Madam" says the Major, "they have 
honoured me with their acquaintance, and not unfrequently with their confidence."  

Watching the Major as he drooped his white head and stroked his black mustachios and 
moped again, a thought which I think must have been going about looking for an owner 
somewhere dropped into my old noddle if you will excuse the expression.  

"The walls of my Lodgings" I says in a casual way--for my dear it is of no use going 
straight at a man who mopes--"might have something to tell if they could tell it."  

The Major neither moved nor said anything but I saw he was attending with his shoulders 
my dear--attending with his shoulders to what I said. In fact I saw that his shoulders were 
struck by it.  



"The dear boy was always fond of story-books" I went on, like as if I was talking to 
myself. "I am sure this house--his own home--might write a story or two for his reading 
one day or another."  

The Major's shoulders gave a dip and a curve and his head came up in his shirt-collar. 
The Major's head came up in his shirt-collar as I hadn't seen it come up since Jemmy 
went to school.  

"It is unquestionable that in intervals of cribbage and a friendly rubber, my dear Madam," 
says the Major, "and also over what used to be called in my young times--in the salad 
days of Jemmy Jackman--the social glass, I have exchanged many a reminiscence with 
your Lodgers."  

My remark was--I confess I made it with the deepest and artfullest of intentions--"I wish 
our dear boy had heard them!"  

"Are you serious Madam?" asked the Major starting and turning full round.  

"Why not Major?"  

"Madam" says the Major, turning up one of his cuffs, "they shall be written for him."  

"Ah! Now you speak" I says giving my hands a pleased clap. "Now you are in a way out 
of moping Major!"  

"Between this and my holidays--I mean the dear boy's" says the Major turning up his 
other cuff, "a good deal may be done towards it."  

"Major you are a clever man and you have seen much and not a doubt of it."  

"I'll begin," says the Major looking as tall as ever he did, "to- morrow."  

My dear the Major was another man in three days and he was himself again in a week 
and he wrote and wrote and wrote with his pen scratching like rats behind the wainscot, 
and whether he had many grounds to go upon or whether he did at all romance I cannot 
tell you, but what he has written is in the left-hand glass closet of the little bookcase close 
behind you.  

CHAPTER II -- HOW THE PARLOURS ADDED A FEW WORDS  

I have the honour of presenting myself by the name of Jackman. I esteem it a proud 
privilege to go down to posterity through the instrumentality of the most remarkable boy 
that ever lived,--by the name of JEMMY JACKMAN LIRRIPER,--and of my most 
worthy and most highly respected friend, Mrs. Emma Lirriper, of Eighty-one, Norfolk 
Street, Strand, in the County of Middlesex, in the United Kingdom of Great Britain and 
Ireland.  



It is not for me to express the rapture with which we received that dear and eminently 
remarkable boy, on the occurrence of his first Christmas holidays. Suffice it to observe 
that when he came flying into the house with two splendid prizes (Arithmetic, and 
Exemplary Conduct), Mrs. Lirriper and myself embraced with emotion, and instantly 
took him to the Play, where we were all three admirably entertained.  

Nor is it to render homage to the virtues of the best of her good and honoured sex--whom, 
in deference to her unassuming worth, I will only here designate by the initials E. L.--that 
I add this record to the bundle of papers with which our, in a most distinguished degree, 
remarkable boy has expressed himself delighted, before re-consigning the same to the 
left-hand glass closet of Mrs. Lirriper's little bookcase.  

Neither is it to obtrude the name of the old original superannuated obscure Jemmy 
Jackman, once (to his degradation) of Wozenham's, long (to his elevation) of Lirriper's. If 
I could be consciously guilty of that piece of bad taste, it would indeed be a work of 
supererogation, now that the name is borne by JEMMY JACKMAN LIRRIPER.  

No, I take up my humble pen to register a little record of our strikingly remarkable boy, 
which my poor capacity regards as presenting a pleasant little picture of the dear boy's 
mind. The picture may be interesting to himself when he is a man.  

Our first reunited Christmas-day was the most delightful one we have ever passed 
together. Jemmy was never silent for five minutes, except in church-time. He talked as 
we sat by the fire, he talked when we were out walking, he talked as we sat by the fire 
again, he talked incessantly at dinner, though he made a dinner almost as remarkable as 
himself. It was the spring of happiness in his fresh young heart flowing and flowing, and 
it fertilised (if I may be allowed so bold a figure) my much-esteemed friend, and J. J. the 
present writer.  

There were only we three. We dined in my esteemed friend's little room, and our 
entertainment was perfect. But everything in the establishment is, in neatness, order, and 
comfort, always perfect. After dinner our boy slipped away to his old stool at my 
esteemed friend's knee, and there, with his hot chestnuts and his glass of brown sherry 
(really, a most excellent wine!) on a chair for a table, his face outshone the apples in the 
dish.  

We talked of these jottings of mine, which Jemmy had read through and through by that 
time; and so it came about that my esteemed friend remarked, as she sat smoothing 
Jemmy's curls:  

"And as you belong to the house too, Jemmy,--and so much more than the Lodgers, 
having been born in it,--why, your story ought to be added to the rest, I think, one of 
these days."  

Jemmy's eyes sparkled at this, and he said, "So I think, Gran."  



Then he sat looking at the fire, and then he began to laugh in a sort of confidence with the 
fire, and then he said, folding his arms across my esteemed friend's lap, and raising his 
bright face to hers. "Would you like to hear a boy's story, Gran?"  

"Of all things," replied my esteemed friend.  

"Would you, godfather?"  

"Of all things," I too replied.  

"Well, then," said Jemmy, "I'll tell you one."  

Here our indisputably remarkable boy gave himself a hug, and laughed again, musically, 
at the idea of his coming out in that new line. Then he once more took the fire into the 
same sort of confidence as before, and began:  

"Once upon a time, When pigs drank wine, And monkeys chewed tobaccer, 'Twas neither 
in your time nor mine, But that's no macker- -"  

"Bless the child!" cried my esteemed friend, "what's amiss with his brain?"  

"It's poetry, Gran," returned Jemmy, shouting with laughter. "We always begin stories 
that way at school."  

"Gave me quite a turn, Major," said my esteemed friend, fanning herself with a plate. 
"Thought he was light-headed!"  

"In those remarkable times, Gran and godfather, there was once a boy,--not me, you 
know."  

"No, no," says my respected friend, "not you. Not him, Major, you understand?"  

"No, no," says I.  

"And he went to school in Rutlandshire--"  

"Why not Lincolnshire?" says my respected friend.  

"Why not, you dear old Gran? Because I go to school in Lincolnshire, don't I?"  

"Ah, to be sure!" says my respected friend. "And it's not Jemmy, you understand, 
Major?"  

"No, no," says I.  



"Well!" our boy proceeded, hugging himself comfortably, and laughing merrily (again in 
confidence with the fire), before he again looked up in Mrs. Lirriper's face, "and so he 
was tremendously in love with his schoolmaster's daughter, and she was the most 
beautiful creature that ever was seen, and she had brown eyes, and she had brown hair all 
curling beautifully, and she had a delicious voice, and she was delicious altogether, and 
her name was Seraphina."  

"What's the name of YOUR schoolmaster's daughter, Jemmy?" asks my respected friend.  

"Polly!" replied Jemmy, pointing his forefinger at her. "There now! Caught you! Ha, ha, 
ha!"  

When he and my respected friend had had a laugh and a hug together, our admittedly 
remarkable boy resumed with a great relish:  

"Well! And so he loved her. And so he thought about her, and dreamed about her, and 
made her presents of oranges and nuts, and would have made her presents of pearls and 
diamonds if he could have afforded it out of his pocket-money, but he couldn't. And so 
her father--O, he WAS a Tartar! Keeping the boys up to the mark, holding examinations 
once a month, lecturing upon all sorts of subjects at all sorts of times, and knowing 
everything in the world out of book. And so this boy--"  

"Had he any name?" asks my respected friend.  

"No, he hadn't, Gran. Ha, ha! There now! Caught you again!"  

After this, they had another laugh and another hug, and then our boy went on.  

"Well! And so this boy, he had a friend about as old as himself at the same school, and 
his name (for He HAD a name, as it happened) was--let me remember--was Bobbo."  

"Not Bob," says my respected friend.  

"Of course not," says Jemmy. "What made you think it was, Gran? Well! And so this 
friend was the cleverest and bravest and best- looking and most generous of all the 
friends that ever were, and so he was in love with Seraphina's sister, and so Seraphina's 
sister was in love with him, and so they all grew up."  

"Bless us!" says my respected friend. "They were very sudden about it."  

"So they all grew up," our boy repeated, laughing heartily, "and Bobbo and this boy went 
away together on horseback to seek their fortunes, and they partly got their horses by 
favour, and partly in a bargain; that is to say, they had saved up between them seven and 
fourpence, and the two horses, being Arabs, were worth more, only the man said he 
would take that, to favour them. Well! And so they made their fortunes and came 
prancing back to the school, with their pockets full of gold, enough to last for ever. And 



so they rang at the parents' and visitors' bell (not the back gate), and when the bell was 
answered they proclaimed 'The same as if it was scarlet fever! Every boy goes home for 
an indefinite period!' And then there was great hurrahing, and then they kissed Seraphina 
and her sister,--each his own love, and not the other's on any account,--and then they 
ordered the Tartar into instant confinement."  

"Poor man!" said my respected friend.  

"Into instant confinement, Gran," repeated Jemmy, trying to look severe and roaring with 
laughter; "and he was to have nothing to eat but the boys' dinners, and was to drink half a 
cask of their beer every day. And so then the preparations were made for the two 
weddings, and there were hampers, and potted things, and sweet things, and nuts, and 
postage-stamps, and all manner of things. And so they were so jolly, that they let the 
Tartar out, and he was jolly too."  

"I am glad they let him out," says my respected friend, "because he had only done his 
duty."  

"O, but hadn't he overdone it, though!" cried Jemmy. "Well! And so then this boy 
mounted his horse, with his bride in his arms, and cantered away, and cantered on and on 
till he came to a certain place where he had a certain Gran and a certain godfather,--not 
you two, you know."  

"No, no," we both said.  

"And there he was received with great rejoicings, and he filled the cupboard and the 
bookcase with gold, and he showered it out on his Gran and his godfather because they 
were the two kindest and dearest people that ever lived in this world. And so while they 
were sitting up to their knees in gold, a knocking was heard at the street door, and who 
should it be but Bobbo, also on horseback with his bride in his arms, and what had he 
come to say but that he would take (at double rent) all the Lodgings for ever, that were 
not wanted by this a boy and this Gran and this godfather, and that they would all live 
together, and all be happy! And so they were, and so it never ended!"  

"And was there no quarrelling?" asked my respected friend, as Jemmy sat upon her lap 
and hugged her.  

"No! Nobody ever quarrelled."  

"And did the money never melt away?"  

"No! Nobody could ever spend it all."  

"And did none of them ever grow older?"  

"No! Nobody ever grew older after that."  



"And did none of them ever die?"  

"O, no, no, no, Gran!" exclaimed our dear boy, laying his cheek upon her breast, and 
drawing her closer to him. "Nobody ever died."  

"Ah, Major, Major!" says my respected friend, smiling benignly upon me, "this beats our 
stories. Let us end with the Boy's story, Major, for the Boy's story is the best that is ever 
told!"  

In submission to which request on the part of the best of women, I have here noted it 
down as faithfully as my best abilities, coupled with my best intentions, would admit, 
subscribing it with my name,  

J. JACKMAN. THE PARLOURS. MRS. LIRRIPER'S LODGINGS.  



Mugby Junction 
 

CHAPTER I -- BARBOX BROTHERS  

I  

"Guard! What place is this?"  

"Mugby Junction, sir."  

"A windy place!"  

"Yes, it mostly is, sir."  

"And looks comfortless indeed!"  

"Yes, it generally does, sir."  

"Is it a rainy night still?"  

"Pours, sir."  

"Open the door. I'll get out."  

"You'll have, sir," said the guard, glistening with drops of wet, and looking at the tearful 
face of his watch by the light of his lantern as the traveller descended, "three minutes 
here."  

"More, I think.--For I am not going on."  

"Thought you had a through ticket, sir?"  

"So I have, but I shall sacrifice the rest of it. I want my luggage."  

"Please to come to the van and point it out, sir. Be good enough to look very sharp, sir. 
Not a moment to spare."  

The guard hurried to the luggage van, and the traveller hurried after him. The guard got 
into it, and the traveller looked into it.  

"Those two large black portmanteaus in the corner where your light shines. Those are 
mine."  

"Name upon 'em, sir?"  



"Barbox Brothers."  

"Stand clear, sir, if you please. One. Two. Right!"  

Lamp waved. Signal lights ahead already changing. Shriek from engine. Train gone.  

"Mugby Junction!" said the traveller, pulling up the woollen muffler round his throat with 
both hands. "At past three o'clock of a tempestuous morning! So!"  

He spoke to himself. There was no one else to speak to. Perhaps, though there had been 
any one else to speak to, he would have preferred to speak to himself. Speaking to 
himself he spoke to a man within five years of fifty either way, who had turned grey too 
soon, like a neglected fire; a man of pondering habit, brooding carriage of the head, and 
suppressed internal voice; a man with many indications on him of having been much 
alone.  

He stood unnoticed on the dreary platform, except by the rain and by the wind. Those two 
vigilant assailants made a rush at him. "Very well," said he, yielding. "It signifies nothing 
to me to what quarter I turn my face."  

Thus, at Mugby Junction, at past three o'clock of a tempestuous morning, the traveller 
went where the weather drove him.  

Not but what he could make a stand when he was so minded, for, coming to the end of 
the roofed shelter (it is of considerable extent at Mugby Junction), and looking out upon 
the dark night, with a yet darker spirit-wing of storm beating its wild way through it, he 
faced about, and held his own as ruggedly in the difficult direction as he had held it in the 
easier one. Thus, with a steady step, the traveller went up and down, up and down, up and 
down, seeking nothing and finding it.  

A place replete with shadowy shapes, this Mugby Junction in the black hours of the four-
and-twenty. Mysterious goods trains, covered with palls and gliding on like vast weird 
funerals, conveying themselves guiltily away from the presence of the few lighted lamps, 
as if their freight had come to a secret and unlawful end. Half-miles of coal pursuing in a 
Detective manner, following when they lead, stopping when they stop, backing when 
they back. Red-hot embers showering out upon the ground, down this dark avenue, and 
down the other, as if torturing fires were being raked clear; concurrently, shrieks and 
groans and grinds invading the ear, as if the tortured were at the height of their suffering. 
Iron-barred cages full of cattle jangling by midway, the drooping beasts with horns 
entangled, eyes frozen with terror, and mouths too: at least they have long icicles (or 
what seem so) hanging from their lips. Unknown languages in the air, conspiring in red, 
green, and white characters. An earthquake, accompanied with thunder and lightning, 
going up express to London. Now, all quiet, all rusty, wind and rain in possession, lamps 
extinguished, Mugby Junction dead and indistinct, with its robe drawn over its head, like 
Caesar.  



Now, too, as the belated traveller plodded up and down, a shadowy train went by him in 
the gloom which was no other than the train of a life. From whatsoever intangible deep 
cutting or dark tunnel it emerged, here it came, unsummoned and unannounced, stealing 
upon him, and passing away into obscurity. Here mournfully went by a child who had 
never had a childhood or known a parent, inseparable from a youth with a bitter sense of 
his namelessness, coupled to a man the enforced business of whose best years had been 
distasteful and oppressive, linked to an ungrateful friend, dragging after him a woman 
once beloved. Attendant, with many a clank and wrench, were lumbering cares, dark 
meditations, huge dim disappointments, monotonous years, a long jarring line of the 
discords of a solitary and unhappy existence.  

"--Yours, sir?"  

The traveller recalled his eyes from the waste into which they had been staring, and fell 
back a step or so under the abruptness, and perhaps the chance appropriateness, of the 
question.  

"Oh! My thoughts were not here for the moment. Yes. Yes. Those two portmanteaus are 
mine. Are you a Porter?"  

"On Porter's wages, sir. But I am Lamps."  

The traveller looked a little confused.  

"Who did you say you are?"  

"Lamps, sir," showing an oily cloth in his hand, as farther explanation.  

"Surely, surely. Is there any hotel or tavern here?"  

"Not exactly here, sir. There is a Refreshment Room here, but--" Lamps, with a mighty 
serious look, gave his head a warning roll that plainly added--"but it's a blessed 
circumstance for you that it's not open."  

"You couldn't recommend it, I see, if it was available?"  

"Ask your pardon, sir. If it was -?"  

"Open?"  

"It ain't my place, as a paid servant of the company, to give my opinion on any of the 
company's toepics,"--he pronounced it more like toothpicks,--"beyond lamp-ile and 
cottons," returned Lamps in a confidential tone; "but, speaking as a man, I wouldn't 
recommend my father (if he was to come to life again) to go and try how he'd be treated 
at the Refreshment Room. Not speaking as a man, no, I would NOT."  



The traveller nodded conviction. "I suppose I can put up in the town? There is a town 
here?" For the traveller (though a stay-at- home compared with most travellers) had been, 
like many others, carried on the steam winds and the iron tides through that Junction 
before, without having ever, as one might say, gone ashore there.  

"Oh yes, there's a town, sir! Anyways, there's town enough to put up in. But," following 
the glance of the other at his luggage, "this is a very dead time of the night with us, sir. 
The deadest time. I might a'most call it our deadest and buriedest time."  

"No porters about?"  

"Well, sir, you see," returned Lamps, confidential again, "they in general goes off with 
the gas. That's how it is. And they seem to have overlooked you, through your walking to 
the furder end of the platform. But, in about twelve minutes or so, she may be up."  

"Who may be up?"  

"The three forty-two, sir. She goes off in a sidin' till the Up X passes, and then she"--here 
an air of hopeful vagueness pervaded Lamps--"does all as lays in her power."  

"I doubt if I comprehend the arrangement."  

"I doubt if anybody do, sir. She's a Parliamentary, sir. And, you see, a Parliamentary, or a 
Skirmishun--"  

"Do you mean an Excursion?"  

"That's it, sir.--A Parliamentary or a Skirmishun, she mostly DOES go off into a sidin'. 
But, when she CAN get a chance, she's whistled out of it, and she's whistled up into doin' 
all as,"--Lamps again wore the air of a highly sanguine man who hoped for the best,- -"all 
as lays in her power."  

He then explained that the porters on duty, being required to be in attendance on the 
Parliamentary matron in question, would doubtless turn up with the gas. In the meantime, 
if the gentleman would not very much object to the smell of lamp-oil, and would accept 
the warmth of his little room - The gentleman, being by this time very cold, instantly 
closed with the proposal.  

A greasy little cabin it was, suggestive, to the sense of smell, of a cabin in a Whaler. But 
there was a bright fire burning in its rusty grate, and on the floor there stood a wooden 
stand of newly trimmed and lighted lamps, ready for carriage service. They made a bright 
show, and their light, and the warmth, accounted for the popularity of the room, as borne 
witness to by many impressions of velveteen trousers on a form by the fire, and many 
rounded smears and smudges of stooping velveteen shoulders on the adjacent wall. 
Various untidy shelves accommodated a quantity of lamps and oil- cans, and also a 



fragrant collection of what looked like the pocket- handkerchiefs of the whole lamp 
family.  

As Barbox Brothers (so to call the traveller on the warranty of his luggage) took his seat 
upon the form, and warmed his now ungloved hands at the fire, he glanced aside at a little 
deal desk, much blotched with ink, which his elbow touched. Upon it were some scraps 
of coarse paper, and a superannuated steel pen in very reduced and gritty circumstances.  

From glancing at the scraps of paper, he turned involuntarily to his host, and said, with 
some roughness:  

"Why, you are never a poet, man?"  

Lamps had certainly not the conventional appearance of one, as he stood modestly 
rubbing his squab nose with a handkerchief so exceedingly oily, that he might have been 
in the act of mistaking himself for one of his charges. He was a spare man of about the 
Barbox Brothers time of life, with his features whimsically drawn upward as if they were 
attracted by the roots of his hair. He had a peculiarly shining transparent complexion, 
probably occasioned by constant oleaginous application; and his attractive hair, being cut 
short, and being grizzled, and standing straight up on end as if it in its turn were attracted 
by some invisible magnet above it, the top of his head was not very unlike a lamp-wick.  

"But, to be sure, it's no business of mine," said Barbox Brothers. "That was an 
impertinent observation on my part. Be what you like."  

"Some people, sir," remarked Lamps in a tone of apology, "are sometimes what they 
don't like."  

"Nobody knows that better than I do," sighed the other. "I have been what I don't like, all 
my life."  

"When I first took, sir," resumed Lamps, "to composing little Comic- Songs--like--"  

Barbox Brothers eyed him with great disfavour.  

"--To composing little Comic-Songs-like--and what was more hard--to singing 'em 
afterwards," said Lamps, "it went against the grain at that time, it did indeed."  

Something that was not all oil here shining in Lamps's eye, Barbox Brothers withdrew his 
own a little disconcerted, looked at the fire, and put a foot on the top bar. "Why did you 
do it, then?" he asked after a short pause; abruptly enough, but in a softer tone. "If you 
didn't want to do it, why did you do it? Where did you sing them? Public-house?"  

To which Mr. Lamps returned the curious reply: "Bedside."  



At this moment, while the traveller looked at him for elucidation, Mugby Junction started 
suddenly, trembled violently, and opened its gas eyes. "She's got up!" Lamps announced, 
excited. "What lays in her power is sometimes more, and sometimes less; but it's laid in 
her power to get up to-night, by George!"  

The legend "Barbox Brothers," in large white letters on two black surfaces, was very 
soon afterwards trundling on a truck through a silent street, and, when the owner of the 
legend had shivered on the pavement half an hour, what time the porter's knocks at the 
Inn Door knocked up the whole town first, and the Inn last, he groped his way into the 
close air of a shut-up house, and so groped between the sheets of a shut-up bed that 
seemed to have been expressly refrigerated for him when last made.  

II  

"You remember me, Young Jackson?"  

"What do I remember if not you? You are my first remembrance. It was you who told me 
that was my name. It was you who told me that on every twentieth of December my life 
had a penitential anniversary in it called a birthday. I suppose the last communication was 
truer than the first!"  

"What am I like, Young Jackson?"  

"You are like a blight all through the year to me. You hard-lined, thin-lipped, repressive, 
changeless woman with a wax mask on. You are like the Devil to me; most of all when 
you teach me religious things, for you make me abhor them."  

"You remember me, Mr. Young Jackson?" In another voice from another quarter.  

"Most gratefully, sir. You were the ray of hope and prospering ambition in my life. When 
I attended your course, I believed that I should come to be a great healer, and I felt almost 
happy--even though I was still the one boarder in the house with that horrible mask, and 
ate and drank in silence and constraint with the mask before me, every day. As I had done 
every, every, every day, through my school-time and from my earliest recollection."  

"What am I like, Mr. Young Jackson?"  

"You are like a Superior Being to me. You are like Nature beginning to reveal herself to 
me. I hear you again, as one of the hushed crowd of young men kindling under the power 
of your presence and knowledge, and you bring into my eyes the only exultant tears that 
ever stood in them."  

"You remember Me, Mr. Young Jackson?" In a grating voice from quite another quarter.  

"Too well. You made your ghostly appearance in my life one day, and announced that its 
course was to be suddenly and wholly changed. You showed me which was my 



wearisome seat in the Galley of Barbox Brothers. (When THEY were, if they ever were, 
is unknown to me; there was nothing of them but the name when I bent to the oar.) You 
told me what I was to do, and what to be paid; you told me afterwards, at intervals of 
years, when I was to sign for the Firm, when I became a partner, when I became the Firm. 
I know no more of it, or of myself."  

"What am I like, Mr. Young Jackson?"  

"You are like my father, I sometimes think. You are hard enough and cold enough so to 
have brought up an acknowledged son. I see your scanty figure, your close brown suit, 
and your tight brown wig; but you, too, wear a wax mask to your death. You never by a 
chance remove it--it never by a chance falls off--and I know no more of you."  

Throughout this dialogue, the traveller spoke to himself at his window in the morning, as 
he had spoken to himself at the Junction overnight. And as he had then looked in the 
darkness, a man who had turned grey too soon, like a neglected fire: so he now looked in 
the sun-light, an ashier grey, like a fire which the brightness of the sun put out.  

The firm of Barbox Brothers had been some offshoot or irregular branch of the Public 
Notary and bill-broking tree. It had gained for itself a griping reputation before the days 
of Young Jackson, and the reputation had stuck to it and to him. As he had imperceptibly 
come into possession of the dim den up in the corner of a court off Lombard Street, on 
whose grimy windows the inscription Barbox Brothers had for many long years daily 
interposed itself between him and the sky, so he had insensibly found himself a 
personage held in chronic distrust, whom it was essential to screw tight to every 
transaction in which he engaged, whose word was never to be taken without his attested 
bond, whom all dealers with openly set up guards and wards against. This character had 
come upon him through no act of his own. It was as if the original Barbox had stretched 
himself down upon the office floor, and had thither caused to be conveyed Young 
Jackson in his sleep, and had there effected a metempsychosis and exchange of persons 
with him. The discovery-- aided in its turn by the deceit of the only woman he had ever 
loved, and the deceit of the only friend he had ever made: who eloped from him to be 
married together--the discovery, so followed up, completed what his earliest rearing had 
begun. He shrank, abashed, within the form of Barbox, and lifted up his head and heart 
no more.  

But he did at last effect one great release in his condition. He broke the oar he had plied 
so long, and he scuttled and sank the galley. He prevented the gradual retirement of an 
old conventional business from him, by taking the initiative and retiring from it. With 
enough to live on (though, after all, with not too much), he obliterated the firm of Barbox 
Brothers from the pages of the Post- Office Directory and the face of the earth, leaving 
nothing of it but its name on two portmanteaus.  

"For one must have some name in going about, for people to pick up," he explained to 
Mugby High Street, through the Inn window, "and that name at least was real once. 



Whereas, Young Jackson!--Not to mention its being a sadly satirical misnomer for Old 
Jackson."  

He took up his hat and walked out, just in time to see, passing along on the opposite side 
of the way, a velveteen man, carrying his day's dinner in a small bundle that might have 
been larger without suspicion of gluttony, and pelting away towards the Junction at a 
great pace.  

"There's Lamps!" said Barbox Brothers. "And by the bye--"  

Ridiculous, surely, that a man so serious, so self-contained, and not yet three days 
emancipated from a routine of drudgery, should stand rubbing his chin in the street, in a 
brown study about Comic Songs.  

"Bedside?" said Barbox Brothers testily. "Sings them at the bedside? Why at the bedside, 
unless he goes to bed drunk? Does, I shouldn't wonder. But it's no business of mine. Let 
me see. Mugby Junction, Mugby Junction. Where shall I go next? As it came into my 
head last night when I woke from an uneasy sleep in the carriage and found myself here, I 
can go anywhere from here. Where shall I go? I'll go and look at the Junction by daylight. 
There's no hurry, and I may like the look of one Line better than another."  

But there were so many Lines. Gazing down upon them from a bridge at the Junction, it 
was as if the concentrating Companies formed a great Industrial Exhibition of the works 
of extraordinary ground spiders that spun iron. And then so many of the Lines went such 
wonderful ways, so crossing and curving among one another, that the eye lost them. And 
then some of them appeared to start with the fixed intention of going five hundred miles, 
and all of a sudden gave it up at an insignificant barrier, or turned off into a workshop. 
And then others, like intoxicated men, went a little way very straight, and surprisingly 
slued round and came back again. And then others were so chock-full of trucks of coal, 
others were so blocked with trucks of casks, others were so gorged with trucks of ballast, 
others were so set apart for wheeled objects like immense iron cotton-reels: while others 
were so bright and clear, and others were so delivered over to rust and ashes and idle 
wheelbarrows out of work, with their legs in the air (looking much like their masters on 
strike), that there was no beginning, middle, or end to the bewilderment.  

Barbox Brothers stood puzzled on the bridge, passing his right hand across the lines on 
his forehead, which multiplied while he looked down, as if the railway Lines were getting 
themselves photographed on that sensitive plate. Then was heard a distant ringing of bells 
and blowing of whistles. Then, puppet-looking heads of men popped out of boxes in 
perspective, and popped in again. Then, prodigious wooden razors, set up on end, began 
shaving the atmosphere. Then, several locomotive engines in several directions began to 
scream and be agitated. Then, along one avenue a train came in. Then, along another two 
trains appeared that didn't come in, but stopped without. Then, bits of trains broke off. 
Then, a struggling horse became involved with them. Then, the locomotives shared the 
bits of trains, and ran away with the whole.  



"I have not made my next move much clearer by this. No hurry. No need to make up my 
mind to-day, or to-morrow, nor yet the day after. I'll take a walk."  

It fell out somehow (perhaps he meant it should) that the walk tended to the platform at 
which he had alighted, and to Lamps's room. But Lamps was not in his room. A pair of 
velveteen shoulders were adapting themselves to one of the impressions on the wall by 
Lamps's fireplace, but otherwise the room was void. In passing back to get out of the 
station again, he learnt the cause of this vacancy, by catching sight of Lamps on the 
opposite line of railway, skipping along the top of a train, from carriage to carriage, and 
catching lighted namesakes thrown up to him by a coadjutor.  

"He is busy. He has not much time for composing or singing Comic Songs this morning, 
I take it."  

The direction he pursued now was into the country, keeping very near to the side of one 
great Line of railway, and within easy view of others. "I have half a mind,"' he said, 
glancing around, "to settle the question from this point, by saying, 'I'll take this set of 
rails, or that, or t'other, and stick to it.' They separate themselves from the confusion, out 
here, and go their ways."  

Ascending a gentle hill of some extent, he came to a few cottages. There, looking about 
him as a very reserved man might who had never looked about him in his life before, he 
saw some six or eight young children come merrily trooping and whooping from one of 
the cottages, and disperse. But not until they had all turned at the little garden-gate, and 
kissed their hands to a face at the upper window: a low window enough, although the 
upper, for the cottage had but a story of one room above the ground.  

Now, that the children should do this was nothing; but that they should do this to a face 
lying on the sill of the open window, turned towards them in a horizontal position, and 
apparently only a face, was something noticeable. He looked up at the window again. 
Could only see a very fragile, though a very bright face, lying on one cheek on the 
window-sill. The delicate smiling face of a girl or woman. Framed in long bright brown 
hair, round which was tied a light blue band or fillet, passing under the chin.  

He walked on, turned back, passed the window again, shyly glanced up again. No 
change. He struck off by a winding branch-road at the top of the hill--which he must 
otherwise have descended--kept the cottages in view, worked his way round at a distance 
so as to come out once more into the main road, and be obliged to pass the cottages again. 
The face still lay on the window-sill, but not so much inclined towards him. And now 
there were a pair of delicate hands too. They had the action of performing on some 
musical instrument, and yet it produced no sound that reached his ears.  

"Mugby Junction must be the maddest place in England," said Barbox Brothers, pursuing 
his way down the hill. "The first thing I find here is a Railway Porter who composes 
comic songs to sing at his bedside. The second thing I find here is a face, and a pair of 
hands playing a musical instrument that DON'T play!"  



The day was a fine bright day in the early beginning of November, the air was clear and 
inspiriting, and the landscape was rich in beautiful colours. The prevailing colours in the 
court off Lombard Street, London city, had been few and sombre. Sometimes, when the 
weather elsewhere was very bright indeed, the dwellers in those tents enjoyed a pepper-
and-salt-coloured day or two, but their atmosphere's usual wear was slate or snuff 
coloured.  

He relished his walk so well that he repeated it next day. He was a little earlier at the 
cottage than on the day before, and he could hear the children upstairs singing to a 
regular measure, and clapping out the time with their hands.  

"Still, there is no sound of any musical instrument," he said, listening at the corner, "and 
yet I saw the performing hands again as I came by. What are the children singing? Why, 
good Lord, they can never be singing the multiplication table?"  

They were, though, and with infinite enjoyment. The mysterious face had a voice 
attached to it, which occasionally led or set the children right. Its musical cheerfulness 
was delightful. The measure at length stopped, and was succeeded by a murmuring of 
young voices, and then by a short song which he made out to be about the current month 
of the year, and about what work it yielded to the labourers in the fields and farmyards. 
Then there was a stir of little feet, and the children came trooping and whooping out, as 
on the previous day. And again, as on the previous day, they all turned at the garden-gate, 
and kissed their hands--evidently to the face on the window-sill, though Barbox Brothers 
from his retired post of disadvantage at the corner could not see it.  

But, as the children dispersed, he cut off one small straggler--a brown-faced boy with 
flaxen hair--and said to him:  

"Come here, little one. Tell me, whose house is that?"  

The child, with one swarthy arm held up across his eyes, half in shyness, and half ready 
for defence, said from behind the inside of his elbow:  

"Phoebe's."  

"And who," said Barbox Brothers, quite as much embarrassed by his part in the dialogue 
as the child could possibly be by his, "is Phoebe?"  

To which the child made answer: "Why, Phoebe, of course."  

The small but sharp observer had eyed his questioner closely, and had taken his moral 
measure. He lowered his guard, and rather assumed a tone with him: as having 
discovered him to be an unaccustomed person in the art of polite conversation.  

"Phoebe," said the child, "can't be anybobby else but Phoebe. Can she?"  



"No, I suppose not."  

"Well," returned the child, "then why did you ask me?"  

Deeming it prudent to shift his ground, Barbox Brothers took up a new position.  

"What do you do there? Up there in that room where the open window is. What do you 
do there?"  

"Cool," said the child.  

"Eh?"  

"Co-o-ol," the child repeated in a louder voice, lengthening out the word with a fixed 
look and great emphasis, as much as to say: "What's the use of your having grown up, if 
you're such a donkey as not to understand me?"  

"Ah! School, school," said Barbox Brothers. "Yes, yes, yes. And Phoebe teaches you?"  

The child nodded.  

"Good boy."  

"Tound it out, have you?" said the child.  

"Yes, I have found it out. What would you do with twopence, if I gave it you?"  

"Pend it."  

The knock-down promptitude of this reply leaving him not a leg to stand upon, Barbox 
Brothers produced the twopence with great lameness, and withdrew in a state of 
humiliation.  

But, seeing the face on the window-sill as he passed the cottage, he acknowledged its 
presence there with a gesture, which was not a nod, not a bow, not a removal of his hat 
from his head, but was a diffident compromise between or struggle with all three. The 
eyes in the face seemed amused, or cheered, or both, and the lips modestly said: "Good-
day to you, sir."  

"I find I must stick for a time to Mugby Junction," said Barbox Brothers with much 
gravity, after once more stopping on his return road to look at the Lines where they went 
their several ways so quietly. "I can't make up my mind yet which iron road to take. In 
fact, I must get a little accustomed to the Junction before I can decide."  

So, he announced at the Inn that he was "going to stay on for the present," and improved 
his acquaintance with the Junction that night, and again next morning, and again next 



night and morning: going down to the station, mingling with the people there, looking 
about him down all the avenues of railway, and beginning to take an interest in the 
incomings and outgoings of the trains. At first, he often put his head into Lamps's little 
room, but he never found Lamps there. A pair or two of velveteen shoulders he usually 
found there, stooping over the fire, sometimes in connection with a clasped knife and a 
piece of bread and meat; but the answer to his inquiry, "Where's Lamps?" was, either that 
he was "t'other side the line," or, that it was his off-time, or (in the latter case) his own 
personal introduction to another Lamps who was not his Lamps. However, he was not so 
desperately set upon seeing Lamps now, but he bore the disappointment. Nor did he so 
wholly devote himself to his severe application to the study of Mugby Junction as to 
neglect exercise. On the contrary, he took a walk every day, and always the same walk. 
But the weather turned cold and wet again, and the window was never open.  

III  

At length, after a lapse of some days, there came another streak of fine bright hardy 
autumn weather. It was a Saturday. The window was open, and the children were gone. 
Not surprising, this, for he had patiently watched and waited at the corner until they 
WERE gone.  

"Good-day," he said to the face; absolutely getting his hat clear off his head this time.  

"Good-day to you, sir."  

"I am glad you have a fine sky again to look at."  

"Thank you, sir. It is kind if you."  

"You are an invalid, I fear?"  

"No, sir. I have very good health."  

"But are you not always lying down?"  

"Oh yes, I am always lying down, because I cannot sit up! But I am not an invalid."  

The laughing eyes seemed highly to enjoy his great mistake.  

"Would you mind taking the trouble to come in, sir? There is a beautiful view from this 
window. And you would see that I am not at all ill--being so good as to care."  

It was said to help him, as he stood irresolute, but evidently desiring to enter, with his 
diffident hand on the latch of the garden-gate. It did help him, and he went in.  

The room up-stairs was a very clean white room with a low roof. Its only inmate lay on a 
couch that brought her face to a level with the window. The couch was white too; and her 



simple dress or wrapper being light blue, like the band around her hair, she had an 
ethereal look, and a fanciful appearance of lying among clouds. He felt that she 
instinctively perceived him to be by habit a downcast taciturn man; it was another help to 
him to have established that understanding so easily, and got it over.  

There was an awkward constraint upon him, nevertheless, as he touched her hand, and 
took a chair at the side of her couch.  

"I see now," he began, not at all fluently, "how you occupy your hand. Only seeing you 
from the path outside, I thought you were playing upon something."  

She was engaged in very nimbly and dexterously making lace. A lace- pillow lay upon 
her breast; and the quick movements and changes of her hands upon it, as she worked, 
had given them the action he had misinterpreted.  

"That is curious," she answered with a bright smile. "For I often fancy, myself, that I play 
tunes while I am at work."  

"Have you any musical knowledge?"  

She shook her head.  

"I think I could pick out tunes, if I had any instrument, which could be made as handy to 
me as my lace-pillow. But I dare say I deceive myself. At all events, I shall never know."  

"You have a musical voice. Excuse me; I have heard you sing."  

"With the children?" she answered, slightly colouring. "Oh yes. I sing with the dear 
children, if it can be called singing."  

Barbox Brothers glanced at the two small forms in the room, and hazarded the 
speculation that she was fond of children, and that she was learned in new systems of 
teaching them?  

"Very fond of them," she said, shaking her head again; "but I know nothing of teaching, 
beyond the interest I have in it, and the pleasure it gives me when they learn. Perhaps 
your overhearing my little scholars sing some of their lessons has led you so far astray as 
to think me a grand teacher? Ah! I thought so! No, I have only read and been told about 
that system. It seemed so pretty and pleasant, and to treat them so like the merry Robins 
they are, that I took up with it in my little way. You don't need to be told what a very 
little way mine is, sir," she added with a glance at the small forms and round the room.  

All this time her hands were busy at her lace-pillow. As they still continued so, and as 
there was a kind of substitute for conversation in the click and play of its pegs, Barbox 
Brothers took the opportunity of observing her. He guessed her to be thirty. The charm of 
her transparent face and large bright brown eyes was, not that they were passively 



resigned, but that they were actively and thoroughly cheerful. Even her busy hands, 
which of their own thinness alone might have besought compassion, plied their task with 
a gay courage that made mere compassion an unjustifiable assumption of superiority, and 
an impertinence.  

He saw her eyes in the act of rising towards his, and he directed his towards the prospect, 
saying: "Beautiful, indeed!"  

"Most beautiful, sir. I have sometimes had a fancy that I would like to sit up, for once, 
only to try how it looks to an erect head. But what a foolish fancy that would be to 
encourage! It cannot look more lovely to any one than it does to me."  

Her eyes were turned to it, as she spoke, with most delighted admiration and enjoyment. 
There was not a trace in it of any sense of deprivation.  

"And those threads of railway, with their puffs of smoke and steam changing places so 
fast, make it so lively for me," she went on. "I think of the number of people who can go 
where they wish, on their business, or their pleasure; I remember that the puffs make 
signs to me that they are actually going while I look; and that enlivens the prospect with 
abundance of company, if I want company. There is the great Junction, too. I don't see it 
under the foot of the hill, but I can very often hear it, and I always know it is there. It 
seems to join me, in a way, to I don't know how many places and things that I shall never 
see."  

With an abashed kind of idea that it might have already joined himself to something he 
had never seen, he said constrainedly: "Just so."  

"And so you see, sir," pursued Phoebe, "I am not the invalid you thought me, and I am 
very well off indeed."  

"You have a happy disposition," said Barbox Brothers: perhaps with a slight excusatory 
touch for his own disposition.  

"Ah! But you should know my father," she replied. "His is the happy disposition!--Don't 
mind, sir!" For his reserve took the alarm at a step upon the stairs, and he distrusted that 
he would be set down for a troublesome intruder. "This is my father coming."  

The door opened, and the father paused there.  

"Why, Lamps!" exclaimed Barbox Brothers, starting from his chair. "How do you do, 
Lamps?"  

To which Lamps responded: "The gentleman for Nowhere! How do you DO, sir?"  

And they shook hands, to the greatest admiration and surprise of Lamp's daughter.  



"I have looked you up half-a-dozen times since that night," said Barbox Brothers, "but 
have never found you."  

"So I've heerd on, sir, so I've heerd on," returned Lamps. "It's your being noticed so often 
down at the Junction, without taking any train, that has begun to get you the name among 
us of the gentleman for Nowhere. No offence in my having called you by it when took by 
surprise, I hope, sir?"  

"None at all. It's as good a name for me as any other you could call me by. But may I ask 
you a question in the corner here?"  

Lamps suffered himself to be led aside from his daughter's couch by one of the buttons of 
his velveteen jacket.  

"Is this the bedside where you sing your songs?"  

Lamps nodded.  

The gentleman for Nowhere clapped him on the shoulder, and they faced about again.  

"Upon my word, my dear," said Lamps then to his daughter, looking from her to her 
visitor, "it is such an amaze to me, to find you brought acquainted with this gentleman, 
that I must (if this gentleman will excuse me) take a rounder."  

Mr. Lamps demonstrated in action what this meant, by pulling out his oily handkerchief 
rolled up in the form of a ball, and giving himself an elaborate smear, from behind the 
right ear, up the cheek, across the forehead, and down the other cheek to behind his left 
ear. After this operation he shone exceedingly.  

"It's according to my custom when particular warmed up by any agitation, sir," he offered 
by way of apology. "And really, I am throwed into that state of amaze by finding you 
brought acquainted with Phoebe, that I--that I think I will, if you'll excuse me, take 
another rounder." Which he did, seeming to be greatly restored by it.  

They were now both standing by the side of her couch, and she was working at her lace-
pillow. "Your daughter tells me," said Barbox Brothers, still in a half-reluctant 
shamefaced way, "that she never sits up."  

"No, sir, nor never has done. You see, her mother (who died when she was a year and 
two months old) was subject to very bad fits, and as she had never mentioned to me that 
she WAS subject to fits, they couldn't be guarded against. Consequently, she dropped the 
baby when took, and this happened."  

"It was very wrong of her," said Barbox Brothers with a knitted brow, "to marry you, 
making a secret of her infirmity.'  



"Well, sir!" pleaded Lamps in behalf of the long-deceased. "You see, Phoebe and me, we 
have talked that over too. And Lord bless us! Such a number on us has our infirmities, 
what with fits, and what with misfits, of one sort and another, that if we confessed to 'em 
all before we got married, most of us might never get married."  

"Might not that be for the better?"  

"Not in this case, sir," said Phoebe, giving her hand to her father.  

"No, not in this case, sir," said her father, patting it between his own.  

"You correct me," returned Barbox Brothers with a blush; "and I must look so like a 
Brute, that at all events it would be superfluous in me to confess to THAT infirmity. I 
wish you would tell me a little more about yourselves. I hardly knew how to ask it of you, 
for I am conscious that I have a bad stiff manner, a dull discouraging way with me, but I 
wish you would."  

"With all our hearts, sir," returned Lamps gaily for both. "And first of all, that you may 
know my name--"  

"Stay!" interposed the visitor with a slight flush. "What signifies your name? Lamps is 
name enough for me. I like it. It is bright and expressive. What do I want more?"  

"Why, to be sure, sir," returned Lamps. "I have in general no other name down at the 
Junction; but I thought, on account of your being here as a first-class single, in a private 
character, that you might--"  

The visitor waved the thought away with his hand, and Lamps acknowledged the mark of 
confidence by taking another rounder.  

"You are hard-worked, I take for granted?" said Barbox Brothers, when the subject of the 
rounder came out of it much dirtier than be went into it.  

Lamps was beginning, "Not particular so"--when his daughter took him up.  

"Oh yes, sir, he is very hard-worked. Fourteen, fifteen, eighteen hours a day. Sometimes 
twenty-four hours at a time."  

"And you," said Barbox Brothers, "what with your school, Phoebe, and what with your 
lace-making--"  

"But my school is a pleasure to me," she interrupted, opening her brown eyes wider, as if 
surprised to find him so obtuse. "I began it when I was but a child, because it brought me 
and other children into company, don't you see? THAT was not work. I carry it on still, 
because it keeps children about me. THAT is not work. I do it as love, not as work. Then 
my lace-pillow;" her busy hands had stopped, as if her argument required all her cheerful 



earnestness, but now went on again at the name; "it goes with my thoughts when I think, 
and it goes with my tunes when I hum any, and THAT'S not work. Why, you yourself 
thought it was music, you know, sir. And so it is to me."  

"Everything is!" cried Lamps radiantly. "Everything is music to her, sir."  

"My father is, at any rate," said Phoebe, exultingly pointing her thin forefinger at him. 
"There is more music in my father than there is in a brass band."  

"I say! My dear! It's very fillyillially done, you know; but you are flattering your father," 
he protested, sparkling.  

"No, I am not, sir, I assure you. No, I am not. If you could hear my father sing, you would 
know I am not. But you never will hear him sing, because he never sings to any one but 
me. However tired he is, he always sings to me when he comes home. When I lay here 
long ago, quite a poor little broken doll, he used to sing to me. More than that, he used to 
make songs, bringing in whatever little jokes we had between us. More than that, he often 
does so to this day. Oh! I'll tell of you, father, as the gentleman has asked about you. He 
is a poet, sir."  

"I shouldn't wish the gentleman, my dear," observed Lamps, for the moment turning 
grave, "to carry away that opinion of your father, because it might look as if I was given 
to asking the stars in a molloncolly manner what they was up to. Which I wouldn't at 
once waste the time, and take the liberty, my dear."  

"My father," resumed Phoebe, amending her text, "is always on the bright side, and the 
good side. You told me, just now, I had a happy disposition. How can I help it?"  

"Well; but, my dear," returned Lamps argumentatively, "how can I help it? Put it to 
yourself sir. Look at her. Always as you see her now. Always working--and after all, sir, 
for but a very few shillings a week--always contented, always lively, always interested in 
others, of all sorts. I said, this moment, she was always as you see her now. So she is, 
with a difference that comes to much the same. For, when it is my Sunday off and the 
morning bells have done ringing, I hear the prayers and thanks read in the touchingest 
way, and I have the hymns sung to me--so soft, sir, that you couldn't hear 'em out of this 
room--in notes that seem to me, I am sure, to come from Heaven and go back to it."  

It might have been merely through the association of these words with their sacredly 
quiet time, or it might have been through the larger association of the words with the 
Redeemer's presence beside the bedridden; but here her dexterous fingers came to a stop 
on the lace-pillow, and clasped themselves around his neck as he bent down. There was 
great natural sensibility in both father and daughter, the visitor could easily see; but each 
made it, for the other's sake, retiring, not demonstrative; and perfect cheerfulness, 
intuitive or acquired, was either the first or second nature of both. In a very few moments 
Lamps was taking another rounder with his comical features beaming, while Phoebe's 



laughing eyes (just a glistening speck or so upon their lashes) were again directed by 
turns to him, and to her work, and to Barbox Brothers.  

"When my father, sir," she said brightly, "tells you about my being interested in other 
people, even though they know nothing about me-- which, by the bye, I told you myself--
you ought to know how that comes about. That's my father's doing."  

"No, it isn't!" he protested.  

"Don't you believe him, sir; yes, it is. He tells me of everything he sees down at his work. 
You would be surprised what a quantity he gets together for me every day. He looks into 
the carriages, and tells me how the ladies are dressed--so that I know all the fashions! He 
looks into the carriages, and tells me what pairs of lovers he sees, and what new-married 
couples on their wedding trip-- so that I know all about that! He collects chance 
newspapers and books--so that I have plenty to read! He tells me about the sick people 
who are travelling to try to get better--so that I know all about them! In short, as I began 
by saying, he tells me everything he sees and makes out down at his work, and you can't 
think what a quantity he does see and make out."  

"As to collecting newspapers and books, my dear," said Lamps, "it's clear I can have no 
merit in that, because they're not my perquisites. You see, sir, it's this way: A Guard, he'll 
say to me, 'Hallo, here you are, Lamps. I've saved this paper for your daughter. How is 
she a-going on?' A Head-Porter, he'll say to me, 'Here! Catch hold, Lamps. Here's a 
couple of wollumes for your daughter. Is she pretty much where she were?' And that's 
what makes it double welcome, you see. If she had a thousand pound in a box, they 
wouldn't trouble themselves about her; but being what she is--that is, you understand," 
Lamps added, somewhat hurriedly, "not having a thousand pound in a box--they take 
thought for her. And as concerning the young pairs, married and unmarried, it's only 
natural I should bring home what little I can about THEM, seeing that there's not a 
Couple of either sort in the neighbourhood that don't come of their own accord to confide 
in Phoebe."  

She raised her eyes triumphantly to Barbox Brothers as she said:  

"Indeed, sir, that is true. If I could have got up and gone to church, I don't know how 
often I should have been a bridesmaid. But, if I could have done that, some girls in love 
might have been jealous of me, and, as it is, no girl is jealous of me. And my pillow 
would not have been half as ready to put the piece of cake under, as I always find it," she 
added, turning her face on it with a light sigh, and a smile at her father.  

The arrival of a little girl, the biggest of the scholars, now led to an understanding on the 
part of Barbox Brothers, that she was the domestic of the cottage, and had come to take 
active measures in it, attended by a pail that might have extinguished her, and a broom 
three times her height. He therefore rose to take his leave, and took it; saying that, if 
Phoebe had no objection, he would come again.  



He had muttered that he would come "in the course of his walks." The course of his 
walks must have been highly favourable to his return, for he returned after an interval of 
a single day.  

"You thought you would never see me any more, I suppose?" he said to Phoebe as he 
touched her hand, and sat down by her couch.  

"Why should I think so?" was her surprised rejoinder.  

"I took it for granted you would mistrust me."  

"For granted, sir? Have you been so much mistrusted?"  

"I think I am justified in answering yes. But I may have mistrusted, too, on my part. No 
matter just now. We were speaking of the Junction last time. I have passed hours there 
since the day before yesterday."  

"Are you now the gentleman for Somewhere?" she asked with a smile.  

"Certainly for Somewhere; but I don't yet know Where. You would never guess what I 
am travelling from. Shall I tell you? I am travelling from my birthday."  

Her hands stopped in her work, and she looked at him with incredulous astonishment.  

"Yes," said Barbox Brothers, not quite easy in his chair, "from my birthday. I am, to 
myself, an unintelligible book with the earlier chapters all torn out, and thrown away. My 
childhood had no grace of childhood, my youth had no charm of youth, and what can be 
expected from such a lost beginning?" His eyes meeting hers as they were addressed 
intently to him, something seemed to stir within his breast, whispering: "Was this bed a 
place for the graces of childhood and the charms of youth to take to kindly? Oh, shame, 
shame!"  

"It is a disease with me," said Barbox Brothers, checking himself, and making as though 
he had a difficulty in swallowing something, "to go wrong about that. I don't know how I 
came to speak of that. I hope it is because of an old misplaced confidence in one of your 
sex involving an old bitter treachery. I don't know. I am all wrong together."  

Her hands quietly and slowly resumed their work. Glancing at her, he saw that her eyes 
were thoughtfully following them.  

"I am travelling from my birthday," he resumed, "because it has always been a dreary day 
to me. My first free birthday coming round some five or six weeks hence, I am travelling 
to put its predecessors far behind me, and to try to crush the day--or, at all events, put it 
out of my sight--by heaping new objects on it."  

As he paused, she looked at him; but only shook her head as being quite at a loss.  



"This is unintelligible to your happy disposition," he pursued, abiding by his former 
phrase as if there were some lingering virtue of self-defence in it. "I knew it would be, 
and am glad it is. However, on this travel of mine (in which I mean to pass the rest of my 
days, having abandoned all thought of a fixed home), I stopped, as you have heard from 
your father, at the Junction here. The extent of its ramifications quite confused me as to 
whither I should go, FROM here. I have not yet settled, being still perplexed among so 
many roads. What do you think I mean to do? How many of the branching roads can you 
see from your window?"  

Looking out, full of interest, she answered, "Seven."  

"Seven," said Barbox Brothers, watching her with a grave smile. "Well! I propose to 
myself at once to reduce the gross number to those very seven, and gradually to fine them 
down to one--the most promising for me--and to take that."  

"But how will you know, sir, which IS the most promising?" she asked, with her 
brightened eyes roving over the view.  

"Ah!" said Barbox Brothers with another grave smile, and considerably improving in his 
ease of speech. "To be sure. In this way. Where your father can pick up so much every 
day for a good purpose, I may once and again pick up a little for an indifferent purpose. 
The gentleman for Nowhere must become still better known at the Junction. He shall 
continue to explore it, until he attaches something that he has seen, heard, or found out, at 
the head of each of the seven roads, to the road itself. And so his choice of a road shall be 
determined by his choice among his discoveries."  

Her hands still busy, she again glanced at the prospect, as if it comprehended something 
that had not been in it before, and laughed as if it yielded her new pleasure.  

"But I must not forget," said Barbox Brothers, "(having got so far) to ask a favour. I want 
your help in this expedient of mine. I want to bring you what I pick up at the heads of the 
seven roads that you lie here looking out at, and to compare notes with you about it. May 
I? They say two heads are better than one. I should say myself that probably depends 
upon the heads concerned. But I am quite sure, though we are so newly acquainted, that 
your head and your father's have found out better things, Phoebe, than ever mine of itself 
discovered."  

She gave him her sympathetic right hand, in perfect rapture with his proposal, and 
eagerly and gratefully thanked him.  

"That's well!" said Barbox Brothers. "Again I must not forget (having got so far) to ask a 
favour. Will you shut your eyes?"  

Laughing playfully at the strange nature of the request, she did so.  



"Keep them shut," said Barbox Brothers, going softly to the door, and coming back. "You 
are on your honour, mind, not to open you eyes until I tell you that you may?"  

"Yes! On my honour."  

"Good. May I take your lace-pillow from you for a minute?"  

Still laughing and wondering, she removed her hands from it, and he put it aside.  

"Tell me. Did you see the puffs of smoke and steam made by the morning fast-train 
yesterday on road number seven from here?"  

"Behind the elm-trees and the spire?"  

"That's the road," said Barbox Brothers, directing his eyes towards it.  

"Yes. I watched them melt away."  

"Anything unusual in what they expressed?"  

"No!" she answered merrily.  

"Not complimentary to me, for I was in that train. I went--don't open your eyes--to fetch 
you this, from the great ingenious town. It is not half so large as your lace-pillow, and lies 
easily and lightly in its place. These little keys are like the keys of a miniature piano, and 
you supply the air required with your left hand. May you pick out delightful music from 
it, my dear! For the present--you can open your eyes now--good-bye!"  

In his embarrassed way, he closed the door upon himself, and only saw, in doing so, that 
she ecstatically took the present to her bosom and caressed it. The glimpse gladdened his 
heart, and yet saddened it; for so might she, if her youth had flourished in its natural 
course, having taken to her breast that day the slumbering music of her own child's voice.  

CHAPTER II -- BARBOX BROTHERS AND CO.  

With good-will and earnest purpose, the gentleman for Nowhere began, on the very next 
day, his researches at the heads of the seven roads. The results of his researches, as he 
and Phoebe afterwards set them down in fair writing, hold their due places in this 
veracious chronicle. But they occupied a much longer time in the getting together than 
they ever will in the perusal. And this is probably the case with most reading matter, 
except when it is of that highly beneficial kind (for Posterity) which is "thrown off in a 
few moments of leisure" by the superior poetic geniuses who scorn to take prose pains.  

It must be admitted, however, that Barbox by no means hurried himself. His heart being 
in his work of good-nature, he revelled in it. There was the joy, too (it was a true joy to 
him), of sometimes sitting by, listening to Phoebe as she picked out more and more 



discourse from her musical instrument, and as her natural taste and ear refined daily upon 
her first discoveries. Besides being a pleasure, this was an occupation, and in the course 
of weeks it consumed hours. It resulted that his dreaded birthday was close upon him 
before he had troubled himself any more about it.  

The matter was made more pressing by the unforeseen circumstance that the councils 
held (at which Mr. Lamps, beaming most brilliantly, on a few rare occasions assisted) 
respecting the road to be selected were, after all, in nowise assisted by his investigations. 
For, he had connected this interest with this road, or that interest with the other, but could 
deduce no reason from it for giving any road the preference. Consequently, when the last 
council was holden, that part of the business stood, in the end, exactly where it had stood 
in the beginning.  

"But, sir," remarked Phoebe, "we have only six roads after all. Is the seventh road 
dumb?"  

"The seventh road? Oh!" said Barbox Brothers, rubbing his chin. "That is the road I took, 
you know, when I went to get your little present. That is ITS story. Phoebe."  

"Would you mind taking that road again, sir?" she asked with hesitation.  

"Not in the least; it is a great high-road after all."  

"I should like you to take it," returned Phoebe with a persuasive smile, "for the love of 
that little present which must ever be so dear to me. I should like you to take it, because 
that road can never be again like any other road to me. I should like you to take it, in 
remembrance of your having done me so much good: of your having made me so much 
happier! If you leave me by the road you travelled when you went to do me this great 
kindness," sounding a faint chord as she spoke, "I shall feel, lying here watching at my 
window, as if it must conduct you to a prosperous end, and bring you back some day."  

"It shall be done, my dear; it shall be done."  

So at last the gentleman for Nowhere took a ticket for Somewhere, and his destination 
was the great ingenious town.  

He had loitered so long about the Junction that it was the eighteenth of December when 
he left it. "High time," he reflected, as he seated himself in the train, "that I started in 
earnest! Only one clear day remains between me and the day I am running away from. I'll 
push onward for the hill-country to-morrow. I'll go to Wales."  

It was with some pains that he placed before himself the undeniable advantages to be 
gained in the way of novel occupation for his senses from misty mountains, swollen 
streams, rain, cold, a wild seashore, and rugged roads. And yet he scarcely made them out 
as distinctly as he could have wished. Whether the poor girl, in spite of her new resource, 
her music, would have any feeling of loneliness upon her now--just at first--that she had 



not had before; whether she saw those very puffs of steam and smoke that he saw, as he 
sat in the train thinking of her; whether her face would have any pensive shadow on it as 
they died out of the distant view from her window; whether, in telling him he had done 
her so much good, she had not unconsciously corrected his old moody bemoaning of his 
station in life, by setting him thinking that a man might be a great healer, if he would, and 
yet not be a great doctor; these and other similar meditations got between him and his 
Welsh picture. There was within him, too, that dull sense of vacuity which follows 
separation from an object of interest, and cessation of a pleasant pursuit; and this sense, 
being quite new to him, made him restless. Further, in losing Mugby Junction, he had 
found himself again; and he was not the more enamoured of himself for having lately 
passed his time in better company.  

But surely here, not far ahead, must be the great ingenious town. This crashing and 
clashing that the train was undergoing, and this coupling on to it of a multitude of new 
echoes, could mean nothing less than approach to the great station. It did mean nothing 
less. After some stormy flashes of town lightning, in the way of swift revelations of red 
brick blocks of houses, high red brick chimney- shafts, vistas of red brick railway arches, 
tongues of fire, blocks of smoke, valleys of canal, and hills if coal, there came the 
thundering in at the journey's end.  

Having seen his portmanteaus safely housed in the hotel he chose, and having appointed 
his dinner hour, Barbox Brothers went out for a walk in the busy streets. And now it 
began to be suspected by him that Mugby Junction was a Junction of many branches, 
invisible as well as visible, and had joined him to an endless number of by-ways. For, 
whereas he would, but a little while ago, have walked these streets blindly brooding, he 
now had eyes and thoughts for a new external world. How the many toiling people lived, 
and loved, and died; how wonderful it was to consider the various trainings of eye and 
hand, the nice distinctions of sight and touch, that separated them into classes of workers, 
and even into classes of workers at subdivisions of one complete whole which combined 
their many intelligences and forces, though of itself but some cheap object of use or 
ornament in common life; how good it was to know that such assembling in a multitude 
on their part, and such contribution of their several dexterities towards a civilising end, 
did not deteriorate them as it was the fashion of the supercilious Mayflies of humanity to 
pretend, but engendered among them a self-respect, and yet a modest desire to be much 
wiser than they were (the first evinced in their well-balanced bearing and manner of 
speech when he stopped to ask a question; the second, in the announcements of their 
popular studies and amusements on the public walls); these considerations, and a host of 
such, made his walk a memorable one. "I too am but a little part of a great whole," he 
began to think; "and to be serviceable to myself and others, or to be happy, I must cast 
my interest into, and draw it out of, the common stock."  

Although he had arrived at his journey's end for the day by noon, he had since insensibly 
walked about the town so far and so long that the lamp-lighters were now at their work in 
the streets, and the shops were sparkling up brilliantly. Thus reminded to turn towards his 
quarters, he was in the act of doing so, when a very little hand crept into his, and a very 
little voice said:  



"Oh! if you please, I am lost!"  

He looked down, and saw a very little fair-haired girl.  

"Yes," she said, confirming her words with a serious nod. "I am indeed. I am lost!"  

Greatly perplexed, he stopped, looked about him for help, descried none, and said, 
bending low.  

"Where do you live, my child?"  

"I don't know where I live," she returned. "I am lost."  

"What is your name?"  

"Polly."  

"What is your other name?"  

The reply was prompt, but unintelligible.  

Imitating the sound as he caught it, he hazarded the guess, "Trivits."  

"Oh no!" said the child, shaking her head. "Nothing like that."  

"Say it again, little one."  

An unpromising business. For this time it had quite a different sound.  

He made the venture, " Paddens?"  

"Oh no!" said the child. "Nothing like that."  

"Once more. Let us try it again, dear."  

A most hopeless business. This time it swelled into four syllables. "It can't be 
Tappitarver?" said Barbox Brothers, rubbing his head with his hat in discomfiture.  

"No! It ain't," the child quietly assented.  

On her trying this unfortunate name once more, with extraordinary efforts at distinctness, 
it swelled into eight syllables at least.  

"Ah! I think," said Barbox Brothers with a desperate air of resignation, "that we had 
better give it up."  



"But I am lost," said the child, nestling her little hand more closely in his, "and you'll take 
care of me, won't you?"  

If ever a man were disconcerted by division between compassion on the one hand, and 
the very imbecility of irresolution on the other, here the man was. "Lost!" he repeated, 
looking down at the child. "I am sure I am. What is to be done?"  

"Where do you live?" asked the child, looking up at him wistfully.  

"Over there," he answered, pointing vaguely in the direction of his hotel.  

"Hadn't we better go there?" said the child.  

"Really," he replied, "I don't know but what we had."  

So they set off, hand-in-hand. He, through comparison of himself against his little 
companion, with a clumsy feeling on him as if he had just developed into a foolish giant. 
She, clearly elevated in her own tiny opinion by having got him so neatly out of his 
embarrassment.  

"We are going to have dinner when we get there, I suppose?" said Polly.  

"Well," he rejoined, "I--Yes, I suppose we are."  

"Do you like your dinner?" asked the child.  

"Why, on the whole," said Barbox Brothers, "yes, I think I do."  

"I do mine," said Polly. "Have you any brothers and sisters?"  

"No. Have you?"  

"Mine are dead."  

"Oh!" said Barbox Brothers. With that absurd sense of unwieldiness of mind and body 
weighing him down, he would have not known how to pursue the conversation beyond 
this curt rejoinder, but that the child was always ready for him.  

"What," she asked, turning her soft hand coaxingly in his, "are you going to do to amuse 
me after dinner?"  

"Upon my soul, Polly," exclaimed Barbox Brothers, very much at a loss, "I have not the 
slightest idea!"  

"Then I tell you what," said Polly. "Have you got any cards at your house?"  



"Plenty," said Barbox Brothers in a boastful vein.  

"Very well. Then I'll build houses, and you shall look at me. You mustn't blow, you 
know."  

"Oh no," said Barbox Brothers. "No, no, no. No blowing. Blowing's not fair."  

He flattered himself that he had said this pretty well for an idiotic monster; but the child, 
instantly perceiving the awkwardness of his attempt to adapt himself to her level, utterly 
destroyed his hopeful opinion of himself by saying compassionately: "What a funny man 
you are!"  

Feeling, after this melancholy failure, as if he every minute grew bigger and heavier in 
person, and weaker in mind, Barbox gave himself up for a bad job. No giant ever 
submitted more meekly to be led in triumph by all-conquering Jack than he to be bound 
in slavery to Polly.  

"Do you know any stories?" she asked him.  

He was reduced to the humiliating confession: "No."  

"What a dunce you must be, mustn't you?" said Polly.  

He was reduced to the humiliating confession: "Yes."  

"Would you like me to teach you a story? But you must remember it, you know, and be 
able to tell it right to somebody else afterwards."  

He professed that it would afford him the highest mental gratification to be taught a story, 
and that he would humbly endeavour to retain it in his mind. Whereupon Polly, giving 
her hand a new little turn in his, expressive of settling down for enjoyment, commenced a 
long romance, of which every relishing clause began with the words: "So this," or, "And 
so this." As, "So this boy;" or, "So this fairy;" or, "And so this pie was four yards round, 
and two yards and a quarter deep." The interest of the romance was derived from the 
intervention of this fairy to punish this boy for having a greedy appetite. To achieve 
which purpose, this fairy made this pie, and this boy ate and ate and ate, and his cheeks 
swelled and swelled and swelled. There were many tributary circumstances, but the 
forcible interest culminated in the total consumption of this pie, and the bursting of this 
boy. Truly he was a fine sight, Barbox Brothers, with serious attentive face, and ear bent 
down, much jostled on the pavements of the busy town, but afraid of losing a single 
incident of the epic, lest he should be examined in it by-and-by, and found deficient.  

Thus they arrived at the hotel. And there he had to say at the bar, and said awkwardly 
enough; "I have found a little girl!"  



The whole establishment turned out to look at the little girl. Nobody knew her; nobody 
could make out her name, as she set it forth--except one chamber-maid, who said it was 
Constantinople-- which it wasn't.  

"I will dine with my young friend in a private room," said Barbox Brothers to the hotel 
authorities, "and perhaps you will be so good as to let the police know that the pretty 
baby is here. I suppose she is sure to be inquired for soon, if she has not been already. 
Come along, Polly."  

Perfectly at ease and peace, Polly came along, but, finding the stairs rather stiff work, 
was carried up by Barbox Brothers. The dinner was a most transcendant success, and the 
Barbox sheepishness, under Polly's directions how to mince her meat for her, and how to 
diffuse gravy over the plate with a liberal and equal hand, was another fine sight.  

"And now," said Polly, "while we are at dinner, you be good, and tell me that story I 
taught you."  

With the tremors of a Civil Service examination upon him, and very uncertain indeed, not 
only as to the epoch at which the pie appeared in history, but also as to the measurements 
of that indispensable fact, Barbox Brothers made a shaky beginning, but under 
encouragement did very fairly. There was a want of breadth observable in his rendering 
of the cheeks, as well as the appetite, of the boy; and there was a certain tameness in his 
fairy, referable to an under-current of desire to account for her. Still, as the first 
lumbering performance of a good-humoured monster, it passed muster.  

"I told you to be good," said Polly, "and you are good, ain't you?"  

"I hope so," replied Barbox Brothers.  

Such was his deference that Polly, elevated on a platform of sofa cushions in a chair at 
his right hand, encouraged him with a pat or two on the face from the greasy bowl of her 
spoon, and even with a gracious kiss. In getting on her feet upon her chair, however, to 
give him this last reward, she toppled forward among the dishes, and caused him to 
exclaim, as he effected her rescue: "Gracious Angels! Whew! I thought we were in the 
fire, Polly!"  

"What a coward you are, ain't you?" said Polly when replaced.  

"Yes, I am rather nervous," he replied. "Whew! Don't, Polly! Don't flourish your spoon, 
or you'll go over sideways. Don't tilt up your legs when you laugh, Polly, or you'll go 
over backwards. Whew! Polly, Polly, Polly," said Barbox Brothers, nearly succumbing to 
despair, "we are environed with dangers!"  

Indeed, he could descry no security from the pitfalls that were yawning for Polly, but in 
proposing to her, after dinner, to sit upon a low stool. "I will, if you will," said Polly. So, 
as peace of mind should go before all, he begged the waiter to wheel aside the table, 



bring a pack of cards, a couple of footstools, and a screen, and close in Polly and himself 
before the fire, as it were in a snug room within the room. Then, finest sight of all, was 
Barbox Brothers on his footstool, with a pint decanter on the rug, contemplating Polly as 
she built successfully, and growing blue in the face with holding his breath, lest he should 
blow the house down.  

"How you stare, don't you?" said Polly in a houseless pause.  

Detected in the ignoble fact, he felt obliged to admit, apologetically:  

"I am afraid I was looking rather hard at you, Polly."  

"Why do you stare?" asked Polly.  

"I cannot," he murmured to himself, "recall why.--I don't know, Polly."  

"You must be a simpleton to do things and not know why, mustn't you?" said Polly.  

In spite of which reproof, he looked at the child again intently, as she bent her head over 
her card structure, her rich curls shading her face. "It is impossible," he thought, "that I 
can ever have seen this pretty baby before. Can I have dreamed of her? In some sorrowful 
dream?"  

He could make nothing of it. So he went into the building trade as a journeyman under 
Polly, and they built three stories high, four stories high; even five.  

"I say! Who do you think is coming?" asked Polly, rubbing her eyes after tea.  

He guessed: "The waiter?"  

"No," said Polly, "the dustman. I am getting sleepy."  

A new embarrassment for Barbox Brothers!  

"I don't think I am going to be fetched to-night," said Polly. "What do you think?"  

He thought not, either. After another quarter of an hour, the dustman not merely 
impending, but actually arriving, recourse was had to the Constantinopolitan chamber-
maid: who cheerily undertook that the child should sleep in a comfortable and 
wholesome room, which she herself would share.  

"And I know you will be careful, won't you," said Barbox Brothers, as a new fear dawned 
upon him, "that she don't fall out of bed?"  



Polly found this so highly entertaining that she was under the necessity of clutching him 
round the neck with both arms as he sat on his footstool picking up the cards, and rocking 
him to and fro, with her dimpled chin on his shoulder.  

"Oh, what a coward you are, ain't you?" said Polly. "Do you fall out of bed?"  

"N--not generally, Polly."  

"No more do I."  

With that, Polly gave him a reassuring hug or two to keep him going, and then giving that 
confiding mite of a hand of hers to be swallowed up in the hand of the Constantinopolitan 
chamber-maid, trotted off, chattering, without a vestige of anxiety.  

He looked after her, had the screen removed and the table and chairs replaced, and still 
looked after her. He paced the room for half an hour. "A most engaging little creature, but 
it's not that. A most winning little voice, but it's not that. That has much to do with it, but 
there is something more. How can it be that I seem to know this child? What was it she 
imperfectly recalled to me when I felt her touch in the street, and, looking down at her, 
saw her looking up at me?"  

"Mr. Jackson!"  

With a start he turned towards the sound of the subdued voice, and saw his answer 
standing at the door.  

"Oh, Mr. Jackson, do not be severe with me! Speak a word of encouragement to me, I 
beseech you."  

"You are Polly's mother."  

"Yes."  

Yes. Polly herself might come to this, one day. As you see what the rose was in its faded 
leaves; as you see what the summer growth of the woods was in their wintry branches; so 
Polly might be traced, one day, in a careworn woman like this, with her hair turned grey. 
Before him were the ashes of a dead fire that had once burned bright. This was the 
woman he had loved. This was the woman he had lost. Such had been the constancy of 
his imagination to her, so had Time spared her under its withholding, that now, seeing 
how roughly the inexorable hand had struck her, his soul was filled with pity and 
amazement.  

He led her to a chair, and stood leaning on a corner of the chimney- piece, with his head 
resting on his hand, and his face half averted.  

"Did you see me in the street, and show me to your child?" he asked.  



"Yes."  

"Is the little creature, then, a party to deceit?"  

"I hope there is no deceit. I said to her, 'We have lost our way, and I must try to find mine 
by myself. Go to that gentleman, and tell him you are lost. You shall be fetched by-and-
by.' Perhaps you have not thought how very young she is?"  

"She is very self-reliant."  

"Perhaps because she is so young."  

He asked, after a short pause, "Why did you do this?"  

"Oh, Mr. Jackson, do you ask me? In the hope that you might see something in my 
innocent child to soften your heart towards me. Not only towards me, but towards my 
husband."  

He suddenly turned about, and walked to the opposite end of the room. He came back 
again with a slower step, and resumed his former attitude, saying:  

"I thought you had emigrated to America?"  

"We did. But life went ill with us there, and we came back."  

"Do you live in this town?"  

"Yes. I am a daily teacher of music here. My husband is a book- keeper."  

"Are you--forgive my asking--poor?"  

"We earn enough for our wants. That is not our distress. My husband is very, very ill of a 
lingering disorder. He will never recover--"  

"You check yourself. If it is for want of the encouraging word you spoke of, take it from 
me. I cannot forget the old time, Beatrice."  

"God bless you!" she replied with a burst of tears, and gave him her trembling hand.  

"Compose yourself. I cannot be composed if you are not, for to see you weep distresses 
me beyond expression. Speak freely to me. Trust me."  

She shaded her face with her veil, and after a little while spoke calmly. Her voice had the 
ring of Polly's.  



"It is not that my husband's mind is at all impaired by his bodily suffering, for I assure 
you that is not the case. But in his weakness, and in his knowledge that he is incurably ill, 
he cannot overcome the ascendancy of one idea. It preys upon him, embitters every 
moment of his painful life, and will shorten it."  

She stopping, he said again: "Speak freely to me. Trust me."  

"We have had five children before this darling, and they all lie in their little graves. He 
believes that they have withered away under a curse, and that it will blight this child like 
the rest."  

"Under what curse?"  

"Both I and he have it on our conscience that we tried you very heavily, and I do not 
know but that, if I were as ill as he, I might suffer in my mind as he does. This is the 
constant burden:- 'I believe, Beatrice, I was the only friend that Mr. Jackson ever cared to 
make, though I was so much his junior. The more influence he acquired in the business, 
the higher he advanced me, and I was alone in his private confidence. I came between 
him and you, and I took you from him. We were both secret, and the blow fell when he 
was wholly unprepared. The anguish it caused a man so compressed must have been 
terrible; the wrath it awakened inappeasable. So, a curse came to be invoked on our poor, 
pretty little flowers, and they fall.'"  

"And you, Beatrice," he asked, when she had ceased to speak, and there had been a 
silence afterwards, "how say you?"  

"Until within these few weeks I was afraid of you, and I believed that you would never, 
never forgive."  

"Until within these few weeks," he repeated. "Have you changed your opinion of me 
within these few weeks?"  

"Yes."  

"For what reason?"  

"I was getting some pieces of music in a shop in this town, when, to my terror, you came 
in. As I veiled my face and stood in the dark end of the shop, I heard you explain that you 
wanted a musical instrument for a bedridden girl. Your voice and manner were so 
softened, you showed such interest in its selection, you took it away yourself with so 
much tenderness of care and pleasure, that I knew you were a man with a most gentle 
heart. Oh, Mr. Jackson, Mr. Jackson, if you could have felt the refreshing rain of tears 
that followed for me!"  

Was Phoebe playing at that moment on her distant couch? He seemed to hear her.  



"I inquired in the shop where you lived, but could get no information. As I had heard you 
say that you were going back by the next train (but you did not say where), I resolved to 
visit the station at about that time of day, as often as I could, between my lessons, on the 
chance of seeing you again. I have been there very often, but saw you no more until to-
day. You were meditating as you walked the street, but the calm expression of your face 
emboldened me to send my child to you. And when I saw you bend your head to speak 
tenderly to her, I prayed to GOD to forgive me for having ever brought a sorrow on it. I 
now pray to you to forgive me, and to forgive my husband. I was very young, he was 
young too, and, in the ignorant hardihood of such a time of life, we don't know what we 
do to those who have undergone more discipline. You generous man! You good man! So 
to raise me up and make nothing of my crime against you!"--for he would not see her on 
her knees, and soothed her as a kind father might have soothed an erring daughter--"thank 
you, bless you, thank you!"  

When he next spoke, it was after having drawn aside the window curtain and looked out 
awhile. Then he only said:  

"Is Polly asleep?"  

"Yes. As I came in, I met her going away upstairs, and put her to bed myself."  

"Leave her with me for to-morrow, Beatrice, and write me your address on this leaf of 
my pocket-book. In the evening I will bring her home to you--and to her father."  

* * *  

"Hallo!" cried Polly, putting her saucy sunny face in at the door next morning when 
breakfast was ready: "I thought I was fetched last night?"  

"So you were, Polly, but I asked leave to keep you here for the day, and to take you home 
in the evening."  

"Upon my word!" said Polly. "You are very cool, ain't you?"  

However, Polly seemed to think it a good idea, and added: "I suppose I must give you a 
kiss, though you ARE cool."  

The kiss given and taken, they sat down to breakfast in a highly conversational tone.  

"Of course, you are going to amuse me?" said Polly.  

"Oh, of course!" said Barbox Brothers.  

In the pleasurable height of her anticipations, Polly found it indispensable to put down 
her piece of toast, cross one of her little fat knees over the other, and bring her little fat 
right hand down into her left hand with a business-like slap. After this gathering of 



herself together, Polly, by that time a mere heap of dimples, asked in a wheedling 
manner:  

"What are we going to do, you dear old thing?"  

"Why, I was thinking," said Barbox Brothers, "--but are you fond of horses, Polly?"  

"Ponies, I am," said Polly, "especially when their tails are long. But horses--n-no--too 
big, you know."  

"Well," pursued Barbox Brothers, in a spirit of grave mysterious confidence adapted to 
the importance of the consultation, "I did see yesterday, Polly, on the walls, pictures of 
two long-tailed ponies, speckled all over--"  

"No, no, NO!" cried Polly, in an ecstatic desire to linger on the charming details. "Not 
speckled all over!"  

"Speckled all over. Which ponies jump through hoops--"  

"No, no, NO!" cried Polly as before. "They never jump through hoops!"  

"Yes, they do. Oh, I assure you they do! And eat pie in pinafores- -"  

"Ponies eating pie in pinafores!" said Polly. "What a story-teller you are, ain't you?"  

"Upon my honour.--And fire off guns."  

(Polly hardly seemed to see the force of the ponies resorting to fire-arms.)  

"And I was thinking," pursued the exemplary Barbox, "that if you and I were to go to the 
Circus where these ponies are, it would do our constitutions good."  

"Does that mean amuse us?" inquired Polly. "What long words you do use, don't you?"  

Apologetic for having wandered out of his depth, he replied:  

"That means amuse us. That is exactly what it means. There are many other wonders 
besides the ponies, and we shall see them all. Ladies and gentlemen in spangled dresses, 
and elephants and lions and tigers."  

Polly became observant of the teapot, with a curled-up nose indicating some uneasiness 
of mind.  

"They never get out, of course," she remarked as a mere truism.  

"The elephants and lions and tigers? Oh, dear no!"  



"Oh, dear no!" said Polly. "And of course nobody's afraid of the ponies shooting 
anybody."  

"Not the least in the world."  

"No, no, not the least in the world," said Polly.  

"I was also thinking," proceeded Barbox, "that if we were to look in at the toy-shop, to 
choose a doll--"  

"Not dressed!" cried Polly with a clap of her hands. "No, no, NO, not dressed!"  

"Full-dressed. Together with a house, and all things necessary for housekeeping--"  

Polly gave a little scream, and seemed in danger of falling into a swoon of bliss.  

"What a darling you are!" she languidly exclaimed, leaning back in her chair. "Come and 
be hugged, or I must come and hug you."  

This resplendent programme was carried into execution with the utmost rigour of the law. 
It being essential to make the purchase of the doll its first feature--or that lady would 
have lost the ponies--the toy-shop expedition took precedence. Polly in the magic 
warehouse, with a doll as large as herself under each arm, and a neat assortment of some 
twenty more on view upon the counter, did indeed present a spectacle of indecision not 
quite compatible with unalloyed happiness, but the light cloud passed. The lovely 
specimen oftenest chosen, oftenest rejected, and finally abided by, was of Circassian 
descent, possessing as much boldness of beauty as was reconcilable with extreme 
feebleness of mouth, and combining a sky-blue silk pelisse with rose-coloured satin 
trousers, and a black velvet hat: which this fair stranger to our northern shores would 
seem to have founded on the portraits of the late Duchess of Kent. The name this 
distinguished foreigner brought with her from beneath the glowing skies of a sunny clime 
was (on Polly's authority) Miss Melluka, and the costly nature of her outfit as a 
housekeeper, from the Barbox coffers, may be inferred from the two facts that her silver 
tea-spoons were as large as her kitchen poker, and that the proportions of her watch 
exceeded those of her frying-pan. Miss Melluka was graciously pleased to express her 
entire approbation of the Circus, and so was Polly; for the ponies were speckled, and 
brought down nobody when they fired, and the savagery of the wild beasts appeared to be 
mere smoke--which article, in fact, they did produce in large quantities from their insides. 
The Barbox absorption in the general subject throughout the realisation of these delights 
was again a sight to see, nor was it less worthy to behold at dinner, when he drank to 
Miss Melluka, tied stiff in a chair opposite to Polly (the fair Circassian possessing an 
unbendable spine), and even induced the waiter to assist in carrying out with due 
decorum the prevailing glorious idea. To wind up, there came the agreeable fever of 
getting Miss Melluka and all her wardrobe and rich possessions into a fly with Polly, to 
be taken home. But, by that time, Polly had become unable to look upon such 
accumulated joys with waking eyes, and had withdrawn her consciousness into the 



wonderful Paradise of a child's sleep. "Sleep, Polly, sleep," said Barbox Brothers, as her 
head dropped on his shoulder; "you shall not fall out of this bed easily, at any rate!"  

What rustling piece of paper he took from his pocket, and carefully folded into the bosom 
of Polly's frock, shall not be mentioned. He said nothing about it, and nothing shall be 
said about it. They drove to a modest suburb of the great ingenious town, and stopped at 
the fore-court of a small house. "Do not wake the child," said Barbox Brothers softly to 
the driver; "I will carry her in as she is."  

Greeting the light at the opened door which was held by Polly's mother, Polly's bearer 
passed on with mother and child in to a ground-floor room. There, stretched on a sofa, lay 
a sick man, sorely wasted, who covered his eyes with his emaciated hand.  

"Tresham," said Barbox in a kindly voice, "I have brought you back your Polly, fast 
asleep. Give me your hand, and tell me you are better."  

The sick man reached forth his right hand, and bowed his head over the hand into which 
it was taken, and kissed it. "Thank you, thank you! I may say that I am well and happy."  

"That's brave," said Barbox. "Tresham, I have a fancy--Can you make room for me 
beside you here?"  

He sat down on the sofa as he said the words, cherishing the plump peachey cheek that 
lay uppermost on his shoulder.  

"I have a fancy, Tresham (I am getting quite an old fellow now, you know, and old 
fellows may take fancies into their heads sometimes), to give up Polly, having found her, 
to no one but you. Will you take her from me?"  

As the father held out his arms for the child, each of the two men looked steadily at the 
other.  

"She is very dear to you, Tresham?"  

"Unutterably dear."  

"God bless her! It is not much, Polly," he continued, turning his eyes upon her peaceful 
face as he apostrophized her, "it is not much, Polly, for a blind and sinful man to invoke a 
blessing on something so far better than himself as a little child is; but it would be much--
much upon his cruel head, and much upon his guilty soul--if he could be so wicked as to 
invoke a curse. He had better have a millstone round his neck, and be cast into the 
deepest sea. Live and thrive, my pretty baby!" Here he kissed her. "Live and prosper, and 
become in time the mother of other little children, like the Angels who behold The 
Father's face!"  

He kissed her again, gave her up gently to both her parents, and went out.  



But he went not to Wales. No, he never went to Wales. He went straightway for another 
stroll about the town, and he looked in upon the people at their work, and at their play, 
here, there, every- there, and where not. For he was Barbox Brothers and Co. now, and 
had taken thousands of partners into the solitary firm.  

He had at length got back to his hotel room, and was standing before his fire refreshing 
himself with a glass of hot drink which he had stood upon the chimney-piece, when he 
heard the town clocks striking, and, referring to his watch, found the evening to have so 
slipped away, that they were striking twelve. As he put up his watch again, his eyes met 
those of his reflection in the chimney- glass.  

"Why, it's your birthday already," he said, smiling. "You are looking very well. I wish 
you many happy returns of the day."  

He had never before bestowed that wish upon himself. "By Jupiter!" he discovered, "it 
alters the whole case of running away from one's birthday! It's a thing to explain to 
Phoebe. Besides, here is quite a long story to tell her, that has sprung out of the road with 
no story. I'll go back, instead of going on. I'll go back by my friend Lamps's Up X 
presently."  

He went back to Mugby Junction, and, in point of fact, he established himself at Mugby 
Junction. It was the convenient place to live in, for brightening Phoebe's life. It was the 
convenient place to live in, for having her taught music by Beatrice. It was the convenient 
place to live in, for occasionally borrowing Polly. It was the convenient place to live in, 
for being joined at will to all sorts of agreeable places and persons. So, he became settled 
there, and, his house standing in an elevated situation, it is noteworthy of him in 
conclusion, as Polly herself might (not irreverently) have put it:  

"There was an Old Barbox who lived on a hill,  
And if he ain't gone, he lives there still."  

Here follows the substance of what was seen, heard, or otherwise picked up, by the 
gentleman for Nowhere, in his careful study of the Junction.  

CHAPTER III -- THE BOY AT MUGBY  

I am the boy at Mugby. That's about what I am.  

You don't know what I mean? What a pity! But I think you do. I think you must. Look 
here. I am the boy at what is called The Refreshment Room at Mugby Junction, and 
what's proudest boast is, that it never yet refreshed a mortal being.  

Up in a corner of the Down Refreshment Room at Mugby Junction, in the height of 
twenty-seven cross draughts (I've often counted 'em while they brush the First-Class hair 
twenty-seven ways), behind the bottles, among the glasses, bounded on the nor'west by 
the beer, stood pretty far to the right of a metallic object that's at times the tea-urn and at 



times the soup-tureen, according to the nature of the last twang imparted to its contents 
which are the same groundwork, fended off from the traveller by a barrier of stale 
sponge-cakes erected atop of the counter, and lastly exposed sideways to the glare of Our 
Missis's eye--you ask a Boy so sitiwated, next time you stop in a hurry at Mugby, for 
anything to drink; you take particular notice that he'll try to seem not to hear you, that 
he'll appear in a absent manner to survey the Line through a transparent medium 
composed of your head and body, and that he won't serve you as long as you can possibly 
bear it. That's me.  

What a lark it is! We are the Model Establishment, we are, at Mugby. Other Refreshment 
Rooms send their imperfect young ladies up to be finished off by our Missis. For some of 
the young ladies, when they're new to the business, come into it mild! Ah! Our Missis, 
she soon takes that out of 'em. Why, I originally come into the business meek myself. But 
Our Missis, she soon took that out of ME.  

What a delightful lark it is! I look upon us Refreshmenters as ockipying the only proudly 
independent footing on the Line. There's Papers, for instance,--my honourable friend, if 
he will allow me to call him so,--him as belongs to Smith's bookstall. Why, he no more 
dares to be up to our Refreshmenting games than he dares to jump a top of a locomotive 
with her steam at full pressure, and cut away upon her alone, driving himself, at limited-
mail speed. Papers, he'd get his head punched at every compartment, first, second, and 
third, the whole length of a train, if he was to ventur to imitate my demeanour. It's the 
same with the porters, the same with the guards, the same with the ticket clerks, the same 
the whole way up to the secretary, traffic-manager, or very chairman. There ain't a one 
among 'em on the nobly independent footing we are. Did you ever catch one of them, 
when you wanted anything of him, making a system of surveying the Line through a 
transparent medium composed of your head and body? I should hope not.  

You should see our Bandolining Room at Mugby Junction. It's led to by the door behind 
the counter, which you'll notice usually stands ajar, and it's the room where Our Missis 
and our young ladies Bandolines their hair. You should see 'em at it, betwixt trains, 
Bandolining away, as if they was anointing themselves for the combat. When you're 
telegraphed, you should see their noses all a- going up with scorn, as if it was a part of 
the working of the same Cooke and Wheatstone electrical machinery. You should hear 
Our Missis give the word, "Here comes the Beast to be Fed!" and then you should see 'em 
indignantly skipping across the Line, from the Up to the Down, or Wicer Warsaw, and 
begin to pitch the stale pastry into the plates, and chuck the sawdust sangwiches under the 
glass covers, and get out the--ha, ha, ha!--the sherry,--O my eye, my eye!--for your 
Refreshment.  

It's only in the Isle of the Brave and Land of the Free (by which, of course, I mean to say 
Britannia) that Refreshmenting is so effective, so 'olesome, so constitutional a check 
upon the public. There was a Foreigner, which having politely, with his hat off, 
beseeched our young ladies and Our Missis for "a leetel gloss host prarndee," and having 
had the Line surveyed through him by all and no other acknowledgment, was a-
proceeding at last to help himself, as seems to be the custom in his own country, when 



Our Missis, with her hair almost a-coming un-Bandolined with rage, and her eyes 
omitting sparks, flew at him, cotched the decanter out of his hand, and said, "Put it down! 
I won't allow that!" The foreigner turned pale, stepped back with his arms stretched out in 
front of him, his hands clasped, and his shoulders riz, and exclaimed: "Ah! Is it possible, 
this! That these disdaineous females and this ferocious old woman are placed here by the 
administration, not only to empoison the voyagers, but to affront them! Great Heaven! 
How arrives it? The English people. Or is he then a slave? Or idiot?" Another time, a 
merry, wideawake American gent had tried the sawdust and spit it out, and had tried the 
Sherry and spit that out, and had tried in vain to sustain exhausted natur upon Butter-
Scotch, and had been rather extra Bandolined and Line-surveyed through, when, as the 
bell was ringing and he paid Our Missis, he says, very loud and good-tempered: "I tell 
Yew what 'tis, ma'arm. I la'af. Theer! I la'af. I Dew. I oughter ha' seen most things, for I 
hail from the Onlimited side of the Atlantic Ocean, and I haive travelled right slick over 
the Limited, head on through Jeerusalemm and the East, and likeways France and Italy, 
Europe Old World, and am now upon the track to the Chief Europian Village; but such an 
Institution as Yew, and Yewer young ladies, and Yewer fixin's solid and liquid, afore the 
glorious Tarnal I never did see yet! And if I hain't found the eighth wonder of 
monarchical Creation, in finding Yew and Yewer young ladies, and Yewer fixin's solid 
and liquid, all as aforesaid, established in a country where the people air not absolute 
Loo- naticks, I am Extra Double Darned with a Nip and Frizzle to the innermostest grit! 
Wheerfur--Theer!--I la'af! I Dew, ma'arm. I la'af!" And so he went, stamping and shaking 
his sides, along the platform all the way to his own compartment.  

I think it was her standing up agin the Foreigner as giv' Our Missis the idea of going over 
to France, and droring a comparison betwixt Refreshmenting as followed among the frog-
eaters, and Refreshmenting as triumphant in the Isle of the Brave and Land of the Free 
(by which, of course, I mean to say agin, Britannia). Our young ladies, Miss Whiff, Miss 
Piff, and Mrs. Sniff, was unanimous opposed to her going; for, as they says to Our Missis 
one and all, it is well beknown to the hends of the herth as no other nation except Britain 
has a idea of anythink, but above all of business. Why then should you tire yourself to 
prove what is already proved? Our Missis, however (being a teazer at all pints) stood out 
grim obstinate, and got a return pass by Southeastern Tidal, to go right through, if such 
should be her dispositions, to Marseilles.  

Sniff is husband to Mrs. Sniff, and is a regular insignificant cove. He looks arter the 
sawdust department in a back room, and is sometimes, when we are very hard put to it, 
let behind the counter with a corkscrew; but never when it can be helped, his demeanour 
towards the public being disgusting servile. How Mrs. Sniff ever come so far to lower 
herself as to marry him, I don't know; but I suppose he does, and I should think he wished 
he didn't, for he leads a awful life. Mrs. Sniff couldn't be much harder with him if he was 
public. Similarly, Miss Whiff and Miss Piff, taking the tone of Mrs. Sniff, they shoulder 
Sniff about when he IS let in with a corkscrew, and they whisk things out of his hands 
when in his servility he is a-going to let the public have 'em, and they snap him up when 
in the crawling baseness of his spirit he is a-going to answer a public question, and they 
drore more tears into his eyes than ever the mustard does which he all day long lays on to 
the sawdust. (But it ain't strong.) Once, when Sniff had the repulsiveness to reach across 



to get the milk-pot to hand over for a baby, I see Our Missis in her rage catch him by both 
his shoulders, and spin him out into the Bandolining Room.  

But Mrs. Sniff,--how different! She's the one! She's the one as you'll notice to be always 
looking another way from you, when you look at her. She's the one with the small waist 
buckled in tight in front, and with the lace cuffs at her wrists, which she puts on the edge 
of the counter before her, and stands a smoothing while the public foams. This smoothing 
the cuffs and looking another way while the public foams is the last accomplishment 
taught to the young ladies as come to Mugby to be finished by Our Missis; and it's always 
taught by Mrs. Sniff.  

When Our Missis went away upon her journey, Mrs. Sniff was left in charge. She did 
hold the public in check most beautiful! In all my time, I never see half so many cups of 
tea given without milk to people as wanted it with, nor half so many cups of tea with milk 
given to people as wanted it without. When foaming ensued, Mrs. Sniff would say: "Then 
you'd better settle it among yourselves, and change with one another." It was a most 
highly delicious lark. I enjoyed the Refreshmenting business more than ever, and was so 
glad I had took to it when young.  

Our Missis returned. It got circulated among the young ladies, and it as it might be 
penetrated to me through the crevices of the Bandolining Room, that she had Orrors to 
reveal, if revelations so contemptible could be dignified with the name. Agitation become 
awakened. Excitement was up in the stirrups. Expectation stood a- tiptoe. At length it was 
put forth that on our slacked evening in the week, and at our slackest time of that evening 
betwixt trains, Our Missis would give her views of foreign Refreshmenting, in the 
Bandolining Room.  

It was arranged tasteful for the purpose. The Bandolining table and glass was hid in a 
corner, a arm-chair was elevated on a packing- case for Our Missis's ockypation, a table 
and a tumbler of water (no sherry in it, thankee) was placed beside it. Two of the pupils, 
the season being autumn, and hollyhocks and dahlias being in, ornamented the wall with 
three devices in those flowers. On one might be read, "MAY ALBION NEVER 
LEARN;" on another "KEEP THE PUBLIC DOWN;" on another, "OUR 
REFRESHMENTING CHARTER." The whole had a beautiful appearance, with which 
the beauty of the sentiments corresponded.  

On Our Missis's brow was wrote Severity, as she ascended the fatal platform. (Not that 
that was anythink new.) Miss Whiff and Miss Piff sat at her feet. Three chairs from the 
Waiting Room might have been perceived by a average eye, in front of her, on which the 
pupils was accommodated. Behind them a very close observer might have discerned a 
Boy. Myself.  

"Where," said Our Missis, glancing gloomily around, "is Sniff?"  

"I thought it better," answered Mrs. Sniff, "that he should not be let to come in. He is 
such an Ass."  



"No doubt," assented Our Missis. "But for that reason is it not desirable to improve his 
mind?"  

"Oh, nothing will ever improve HIM," said Mrs. Sniff.  

"However," pursued Our Missis, "call him in, Ezekiel."  

I called him in. The appearance of the low-minded cove was hailed with disapprobation 
from all sides, on account of his having brought his corkscrew with him. He pleaded "the 
force of habit."  

"The force!" said Mrs. Sniff. "Don't let us have you talking about force, for Gracious' 
sake. There! Do stand still where you are, with your back against the wall."  

He is a smiling piece of vacancy, and he smiled in the mean way in which he will even 
smile at the public if he gets a chance (language can say no meaner of him), and he stood 
upright near the door with the back of his head agin the wall, as if he was a waiting for 
somebody to come and measure his heighth for the Army.  

"I should not enter, ladies," says Our Missis, "on the revolting disclosures I am about to 
make, if it was not in the hope that they will cause you to be yet more implacable in the 
exercise of the power you wield in a constitutional country, and yet more devoted to the 
constitutional motto which I see before me,"--it was behind her, but the words sounded 
better so,--"'May Albion never learn!'"  

Here the pupils as had made the motto admired it, and cried, "Hear! Hear! Hear!" Sniff, 
showing an inclination to join in chorus, got himself frowned down by every brow.  

"The baseness of the French," pursued Our Missis, "as displayed in the fawning nature of 
their Refreshmenting, equals, if not surpasses, anythink as was ever heard of the baseness 
of the celebrated Bonaparte."  

Miss Whiff, Miss Piff, and me, we drored a heavy breath, equal to saying, "We thought 
as much!" Miss Whiff and Miss Piff seeming to object to my droring mine along with 
theirs, I drored another to aggravate 'em.  

"Shall I be believed," says Our Missis, with flashing eyes, "when I tell you that no sooner 
had I set my foot upon that treacherous shore--"  

Here Sniff, either bursting out mad, or thinking aloud, says, in a low voice: "Feet. Plural, 
you know."  

The cowering that come upon him when he was spurned by all eyes, added to his being 
beneath contempt, was sufficient punishment for a cove so grovelling. In the midst of a 
silence rendered more impressive by the turned-up female noses with which it was 
pervaded, Our Missis went on:  



"Shall I be believed when I tell you, that no sooner had I landed," this word with a killing 
look at Sniff, "on that treacherous shore, than I was ushered into a Refreshment Room 
where there were--I do not exaggerate--actually eatable things to eat?"  

A groan burst from the ladies. I not only did myself the honour of jining, but also of 
lengthening it out.  

"Where there were," Our Missis added, "not only eatable things to eat, but also drinkable 
things to drink?"  

A murmur, swelling almost into a scream, ariz. Miss Piff, trembling with indignation, 
called out, "Name?"  

"I WILL name," said Our Missis. "There was roast fowls, hot and cold; there was 
smoking roast veal surrounded with browned potatoes; there was hot soup with (again I 
ask shall I be credited?) nothing bitter in it, and no flour to choke off the consumer; there 
was a variety of cold dishes set off with jelly; there was salad; there was--mark me! 
FRESH pastry, and that of a light construction; there was a luscious show of fruit; there 
was bottles and decanters of sound small wine, of every size, and adapted to every 
pocket; the same odious statement will apply to brandy; and these were set out upon the 
counter so that all could help themselves."  

Our Missis's lips so quivered, that Mrs. Sniff, though scarcely less convulsed than she 
were, got up and held the tumbler to them.  

"This," proceeds Our Missis, "was my first unconstitutional experience. Well would it 
have been if it had been my last and worst. But no. As I proceeded farther into that 
enslaved and ignorant land, its aspect became more hideous. I need not explain to this 
assembly the ingredients and formation of the British Refreshment sangwich?"  

Universal laughter,--except from Sniff, who, as sangwich-cutter, shook his head in a state 
of the utmost dejection as he stood with it agin the wall.  

"Well!" said Our Missis, with dilated nostrils. "Take a fresh, crisp, long, crusty penny 
loaf made of the whitest and best flour. Cut it longwise through the middle. Insert a fair 
and nicely fitting slice of ham. Tie a smart piece of ribbon round the middle of the whole 
to bind it together. Add at one end a neat wrapper of clean white paper by which to hold 
it. And the universal French Refreshment sangwich busts on your disgusted vision."  

A cry of "Shame!" from all--except Sniff, which rubbed his stomach with a soothing 
hand.  

"I need not," said Our Missis, "explain to this assembly the usual formation and fitting of 
the British Refreshment Room?"  

No, no, and laughter. Sniff agin shaking his head in low spirits agin the wall.  



"Well," said Our Missis, "what would you say to a general decoration of everythink, to 
hangings (sometimes elegant), to easy velvet furniture, to abundance of little tables, to 
abundance of little seats, to brisk bright waiters, to great convenience, to a pervading 
cleanliness and tastefulness positively addressing the public, and making the Beast 
thinking itself worth the pains?"  

Contemptuous fury on the part of all the ladies. Mrs. Sniff looking as if she wanted 
somebody to hold her, and everbody else looking as if they'd rayther not.  

"Three times," said Our Missis, working herself into a truly terrimenjious state,--"three 
times did I see these shameful things, only between the coast and Paris, and not counting 
either: at Hazebroucke, at Arras, at Amiens. But worse remains. Tell me, what would you 
call a person who should propose in England that there should be kept, say at our own 
model Mugby Junction, pretty baskets, each holding an assorted cold lunch and dessert 
for one, each at a certain fixed price, and each within a passenger's power to take away, to 
empty in the carriage at perfect leisure, and to return at another station fifty or a hundred 
miles farther on?"  

There was disagreement what such a person should be called. Whether revolutionise, 
atheist, Bright (I said him), or Un-English. Miss Piff screeched her shrill opinion last, in 
the words: "A malignant maniac!"  

"I adopt," says Our Missis, "the brand set upon such a person by the righteous indignation 
of my friend Miss Piff. A malignant maniac. Know, then, that that malignant maniac has 
sprung from the congenial soil of France, and that his malignant madness was in 
unchecked action on this same part of my journey."  

I noticed that Sniff was a-rubbing his hands, and that Mrs. Sniff had got her eye upon 
him. But I did not take more particular notice, owing to the excited state in which the 
young ladies was, and to feeling myself called upon to keep it up with a howl.  

"On my experience south of Paris," said Our Missis, in a deep tone, "I will not expatiate. 
Too loathsome were the task! But fancy this. Fancy a guard coming round, with the train 
at full speed, to inquire how many for dinner. Fancy his telegraphing forward the number 
of dinners. Fancy every one expected, and the table elegantly laid for the complete party. 
Fancy a charming dinner, in a charming room, and the head-cook, concerned for the 
honour of every dish, superintending in his clean white jacket and cap. Fancy the Beast 
travelling six hundred miles on end, very fast, and with great punctuality, yet being 
taught to expect all this to be done for it!"  

A spirited chorus of "The Beast!"  

I noticed that Sniff was agin a-rubbing his stomach with a soothing hand, and that he had 
drored up one leg. But agin I didn't take particular notice, looking on myself as called 
upon to stimulate public feeling. It being a lark besides.  



"Putting everything together," said Our Missis, "French Refreshmenting comes to this, 
and oh, it comes to a nice total! First: eatable things to eat, and drinkable things to drink."  

A groan from the young ladies, kep' up by me.  

"Second: convenience, and even elegance."  

Another groan from the young ladies, kep' up by me.  

"Third: moderate charges."  

This time a groan from me, kep' up by the young ladies.  

"Fourth:- and here," says Our Missis, "I claim your angriest sympathy,--attention, 
common civility, nay, even politeness!"  

Me and the young ladies regularly raging mad all together.  

"And I cannot in conclusion," says Our Missis, with her spitefullest sneer, "give you a 
completer pictur of that despicable nation (after what I have related), than assuring you 
that they wouldn't bear our constitutional ways and noble independence at Mugby 
Junction, for a single month, and that they would turn us to the right-about and put 
another system in our places, as soon as look at us; perhaps sooner, for I do not believe 
they have the good taste to care to look at us twice."  

The swelling tumult was arrested in its rise. Sniff, bore away by his servile disposition, 
had drored up his leg with a higher and a higher relish, and was now discovered to be 
waving his corkscrew over his head. It was at this moment that Mrs. Sniff, who had kep' 
her eye upon him like the fabled obelisk, descended on her victim. Our Missis followed 
them both out, and cries was heard in the sawdust department.  

You come into the Down Refreshment Room, at the Junction, making believe you don't 
know me, and I'll pint you out with my right thumb over my shoulder which is Our 
Missis, and which is Miss Whiff, and which is Miss Piff, and which is Mrs. Sniff. But 
you won't get a chance to see Sniff, because he disappeared that night. Whether he 
perished, tore to pieces, I cannot say; but his corkscrew alone remains, to bear witness to 
the servility of his disposition.  



Nobody's Story 
 

He lived on the bank of a mighty river, broad and deep, which was always silently rolling 
on to a vast undiscovered ocean. It had rolled on, ever since the world began. It had 
changed its course sometimes, and turned into new channels, leaving its old ways dry and 
barren; but it had ever been upon the flow, and ever was to flow until Time should be no 
more. Against its strong, unfathomable stream, nothing made head. No living creature, no 
flower, no leaf, no particle of animate or inanimate existence, ever strayed back from the 
undiscovered ocean. The tide of the river set resistlessly towards it; and the tide never 
stopped, any more than the earth stops in its circling round the sun.  

He lived in a busy place, and he worked very hard to live. He had no hope of ever being 
rich enough to live a month without hard work, but he was quite content, GOD knows, to 
labour with a cheerful will. He was one of an immense family, all of whose sons and 
daughters gained their daily bread by daily work, prolonged from their rising up betimes 
until their lying down at night. Beyond this destiny he had no prospect, and he sought 
none.  

There was over-much drumming, trumpeting, and speech-making, in the neighbourhood 
where he dwelt; but he had nothing to do with that. Such clash and uproar came from the 
Bigwig family, at the unaccountable proceedings of which race, he marvelled much. 
They set up the strangest statues, in iron, marble, bronze, and brass, before his door; and 
darkened his house with the legs and tails of uncouth images of horses. He wondered 
what it all meant, smiled in a rough good-humoured way he had, and kept at his hard 
work.  

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

"I don't understand all this," said he, rubbing his furrowed brow confusedly. "But it HAS 
a meaning, maybe, if I could find it out."  

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

"Oh!" said he. And he was glad to hear that.  

But, when he looked among the images in iron, marble, bronze, and brass, he failed to 
find a rather meritorious countryman of his, once the son of a Warwickshire wool-dealer, 
or any single countryman whomsoever of that kind. He could find none of the men whose 



knowledge had rescued him and his children from terrific and disfiguring disease, whose 
boldness had raised his forefathers from the condition of serfs, whose wise fancy had 
opened a new and high existence to the humblest, whose skill had filled the working 
man's world with accumulated wonders. Whereas, he did find others whom he knew no 
good of, and even others whom he knew much ill of.  

"Humph!" said he. "I don't quite understand it."  

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

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

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

"I don't understand this any the better," said he; "but I think it cannot be right. Nay, by the 
clouded Heaven above me, I protest against this as my wrong!"  

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

"Master, 'tis hard to bear--I know it--but be comforted. I would give you comfort, if I 
could."  



The Master thanked him from his heart, but, said he, "O you labouring men! The 
calamity began among you. If you had but lived more healthily and decently, I should not 
be the widowed and bereft mourner that I am this day."  

"Master," returned the other, shaking his head, "I have begun to understand a little that 
most calamities will come from us, as this one did, and that none will stop at our poor 
doors, until we are united with that great squabbling family yonder, to do the things that 
are right. We cannot live healthily and decently, unless they who undertook to manage us 
provide the means. We cannot be instructed unless they will teach us; we cannot be 
rationally amused, unless they will amuse us; we cannot but have some false gods of our 
own, while they set up so many of theirs in all the public places. The evil consequences 
of imperfect instruction, the evil consequences of pernicious neglect, the evil 
consequences of unnatural restraint and the denial of humanising enjoyments, will all 
come from us, and none of them will stop with us. They will spread far and wide. They 
always do; they always have done--just like the pestilence. I understand so much, I think, 
at last."  

But the Master said again, "O you labouring men! How seldom do we ever hear of you, 
except in connection with some trouble!"  

"Master," he replied, "I am Nobody, and little likely to be heard of (nor yet much wanted 
to be heard of, perhaps), except when there is some trouble. But it never begins with me, 
and it never can end with me. As sure as Death, it comes down to me, and it goes up from 
me."  

There was so much reason in what he said, that the Bigwig family, getting wind of it, and 
being horribly frightened by the late desolation, resolved to unite with him to do the 
things that were right--at all events, so far as the said things were associated with the 
direct prevention, humanly speaking, of another pestilence. But, as their fear wore off, 
which it soon began to do, they resumed their falling out among themselves, and did 
nothing. Consequently the scourge appeared again--low down as before--and spread 
avengingly upward as before, and carried off vast numbers of the brawlers. But not a man 
among them ever admitted, if in the least degree he ever perceived, that he had anything 
to do with it.  

So Nobody lived and died in the old, old, old way; and this, in the main, is the whole of 
Nobody's story.  



Had he no name, you ask? Perhaps it was Legion. It matters little what his name was. Let 
us call him Legion.  

If you were ever in the Belgian villages near the field of Waterloo, you will have seen, in 
some quiet little church, a monument erected by faithful companions in arms to the 
memory of Colonel A, Major B, Captains C, D and E, Lieutenants F and G, Ensigns H, I 
and J, seven non-commissioned officers, and one hundred and thirty rank and file, who 
fell in the discharge of their duty on the memorable day. The story of Nobody is the story 
of the rank and file of the earth. They bear their share of the battle; they have their part in 
the victory; they fall; they leave no name but in the mass. The march of the proudest of 
us, leads to the dusty way by which they go. O! Let us think of them this year at the 
Christmas fire, and not forget them when it is burnt out.  

 
 



The Perils of Certain English Prisoners 
 

CHAPTER I -- THE ISLAND OF SILVER-STORE  

It was in the year of our Lord one thousand seven hundred and forty- four, that I, Gill 
Davis to command, His Mark, having then the honour to be a private in the Royal 
Marines, stood a-leaning over the bulwarks of the armed sloop Christopher Columbus, in 
the South American waters off the Mosquito shore.  

My lady remarks to me, before I go any further, that there is no such christian-name as 
Gill, and that her confident opinion is, that the name given to me in the baptism wherein I 
was made, &c., was Gilbert. She is certain to be right, but I never heard of it. I was a 
foundling child, picked up somewhere or another, and I always understood my christian-
name to be Gill. It is true that I was called Gills when employed at Snorridge Bottom 
betwixt Chatham and Maidstone to frighten birds; but that had nothing to do with the 
Baptism wherein I was made, &c., and wherein a number of things were promised for me 
by somebody, who let me alone ever afterwards as to performing any of them, and who, I 
consider, must have been the Beadle. Such name of Gills was entirely owing to my 
cheeks, or gills, which at that time of my life were of a raspy description.  

My lady stops me again, before I go any further, by laughing exactly in her old way and 
waving the feather of her pen at me. That action on her part, calls to my mind as I look at 
her hand with the rings on it--Well! I won't! To be sure it will come in, in its own place. 
But it's always strange to me, noticing the quiet hand, and noticing it (as I have done, you 
know, so many times) a-fondling children and grandchildren asleep, to think that when 
blood and honour were up--there! I won't! not at present!--Scratch it out.  

She won't scratch it out, and quite honourable; because we have made an understanding 
that everything is to be taken down, and that nothing that is once taken down shall be 
scratched out. I have the great misfortune not to be able to read and write, and I am 
speaking my true and faithful account of those Adventures, and my lady is writing it, 
word for word.  

I say, there I was, a-leaning over the bulwarks of the sloop Christopher Columbus in the 
South American waters off the Mosquito shore: a subject of his Gracious Majesty King 
George of England, and a private in the Royal Marines.  

In those climates, you don't want to do much. I was doing nothing. I was thinking of the 
shepherd (my father, I wonder?) on the hillsides by Snorridge Bottom, with a long staff, 
and with a rough white coat in all weathers all the year round, who used to let me lie in a 
corner of his hut by night, and who used to let me go about with him and his sheep by 
day when I could get nothing else to do, and who used to give me so little of his victuals 
and so much of his staff, that I ran away from him--which was what he wanted all along, 
I expect--to be knocked about the world in preference to Snorridge Bottom. I had been 



knocked about the world for nine-and-twenty years in all, when I stood looking along 
those bright blue South American Waters. Looking after the shepherd, I may say. 
Watching him in a half-waking dream, with my eyes half-shut, as he, and his flock of 
sheep, and his two dogs, seemed to move away from the ship's side, far away over the 
blue water, and go right down into the sky.  

"It's rising out of the water, steady," a voice said close to me. I had been thinking on so, 
that it like woke me with a start, though it was no stranger voice than the voice of Harry 
Charker, my own comrade.  

"What's rising out of the water, steady?" I asked my comrade.  

"What?" says he. "The Island."  

"O! The Island!" says I, turning my eyes towards it. "True. I forgot the Island."  

"Forgot the port you're going to? That's odd, ain't it?"  

"It is odd," says I.  

"And odd," he said, slowly considering with himself, "ain't even. Is it, Gill?"  

He had always a remark just like that to make, and seldom another. As soon as he had 
brought a thing round to what it was not, he was satisfied. He was one of the best of men, 
and, in a certain sort of a way, one with the least to say for himself. I qualify it, because, 
besides being able to read and write like a Quarter-master, he had always one most 
excellent idea in his mind. That was, Duty. Upon my soul, I don't believe, though I 
admire learning beyond everything, that he could have got a better idea out of all the 
books in the world, if he had learnt them every word, and been the cleverest of scholars.  

My comrade and I had been quartered in Jamaica, and from there we had been drafted off 
to the British settlement of Belize, lying away West and North of the Mosquito coast. At 
Belize there had been great alarm of one cruel gang of pirates (there were always more 
pirates than enough in those Caribbean Seas), and as they got the better of our English 
cruisers by running into out-of-the-way creeks and shallows, and taking the land when 
they were hotly pressed, the governor of Belize had received orders from home to keep a 
sharp look-out for them along shore. Now, there was an armed sloop came once a-year 
from Port Royal, Jamaica, to the Island, laden with all manner of necessaries, to eat, and 
to drink, and to wear, and to use in various ways; and it was aboard of that sloop which 
had touched at Belize, that I was a-standing, leaning over the bulwarks.  

The Island was occupied by a very small English colony. It had been given the name of 
Silver-Store. The reason of its being so called, was, that the English colony owned and 
worked a silver-mine over on the mainland, in Honduras, and used this Island as a safe 
and convenient place to store their silver in, until it was annually fetched away by the 
sloop. It was brought down from the mine to the coast on the backs of mules, attended by 



friendly Indians and guarded by white men; from thence it was conveyed over to Silver- 
Store, when the weather was fair, in the canoes of that country; from Silver-Store, it was 
carried to Jamaica by the armed sloop once a-year, as I have already mentioned; from 
Jamaica, it went, of course, all over the world.  

How I came to be aboard the armed sloop, is easily told. Four-and- twenty marines under 
command of a lieutenant--that officer's name was Linderwood--had been told off at 
Belize, to proceed to Silver- Store, in aid of boats and seamen stationed there for the 
chase of the Pirates. The Island was considered a good post of observation against the 
pirates, both by land and sea; neither the pirate ship nor yet her boats had been seen by 
any of us, but they had been so much heard of, that the reinforcement was sent. Of that 
party, I was one. It included a corporal and a sergeant. Charker was corporal, and the 
sergeant's name was Drooce. He was the most tyrannical non-commissioned officer in 
His Majesty's service.  

The night came on, soon after I had had the foregoing words with Charker. All the 
wonderful bright colours went out of the sea and sky in a few minutes, and all the stars in 
the Heavens seemed to shine out together, and to look down at themselves in the sea, 
over one another's shoulders, millions deep. Next morning, we cast anchor off the Island. 
There was a snug harbour within a little reef; there was a sandy beach; there were cocoa-
nut trees with high straight stems, quite bare, and foliage at the top like plumes of 
magnificent green feathers; there were all the objects that are usually seen in those parts, 
and I am not going to describe them, having something else to tell about.  

Great rejoicings, to be sure, were made on our arrival. All the flags in the place were 
hoisted, all the guns in the place were fired, and all the people in the place came down to 
look at us. One of those Sambo fellows--they call those natives Sambos, when they are 
half-negro and half-Indian--had come off outside the reef, to pilot us in, and remained on 
board after we had let go our anchor. He was called Christian George King, and was 
fonder of all hands than anybody else was. Now, I confess, for myself, that on that first 
day, if I had been captain of the Christopher Columbus, instead of private in the Royal 
Marines, I should have kicked Christian George King--who was no more a Christian than 
he was a King or a George--over the side, without exactly knowing why, except that it 
was the right thing to do.  

But, I must likewise confess, that I was not in a particularly pleasant humour, when I 
stood under arms that morning, aboard the Christopher Columbus in the harbour of the 
Island of Silver-Store. I had had a hard life, and the life of the English on the Island 
seemed too easy and too gay to please me. "Here you are," I thought to myself, "good 
scholars and good livers; able to read what you like, able to write what you like, able to 
eat and drink what you like, and spend what you like, and do what you like; and much 
you care for a poor, ignorant Private in the Royal Marines! Yet it's hard, too, I think, that 
you should have all the half-pence, and I all the kicks; you all the smooth, and I all the 
rough; you all the oil, and I all the vinegar." It was as envious a thing to think as might 
be, let alone its being nonsensical; but, I thought it. I took it so much amiss, that, when a 



very beautiful young English lady came aboard, I grunted to myself, "Ah! you have got a 
lover, I'll be bound!" As if there was any new offence to me in that, if she had!  

She was sister to the captain of our sloop, who had been in a poor way for some time, and 
who was so ill then that he was obliged to be carried ashore. She was the child of a 
military officer, and had come out there with her sister, who was married to one of the 
owners of the silver-mine, and who had three children with her. It was easy to see that 
she was the light and spirit of the Island. After I had got a good look at her, I grunted to 
myself again, in an even worse state of mind than before, "I'll be damned, if I don't hate 
him, whoever he is!"  

My officer, Lieutenant Linderwood, was as ill as the captain of the sloop, and was carried 
ashore, too. They were both young men of about my age, who had been delicate in the 
West India climate. I even took that in bad part. I thought I was much fitter for the work 
than they were, and that if all of us had our deserts, I should be both of them rolled into 
one. (It may be imagined what sort of an officer of marines I should have made, without 
the power of reading a written order. And as to any knowledge how to command the 
sloop--Lord! I should have sunk her in a quarter of an hour!)  

However, such were my reflections; and when we men were ashore and dismissed, I 
strolled about the place along with Charker, making my observations in a similar spirit.  

It was a pretty place: in all its arrangements partly South American and partly English, 
and very agreeable to look at on that account, being like a bit of home that had got 
chipped off and had floated away to that spot, accommodating itself to circumstances as 
it drifted along. The huts of the Sambos, to the number of five- and-twenty, perhaps, were 
down by the beach to the left of the anchorage. On the right was a sort of barrack, with a 
South American Flag and the Union Jack, flying from the same staff, where the little 
English colony could all come together, if they saw occasion. It was a walled square of 
building, with a sort of pleasure-ground inside, and inside that again a sunken block like a 
powder magazine, with a little square trench round it, and steps down to the door. 
Charker and I were looking in at the gate, which was not guarded; and I had said to 
Charker, in reference to the bit like a powder magazine, "That's where they keep the 
silver you see;" and Charker had said to me, after thinking it over, "And silver ain't gold. 
Is it, Gill?" when the beautiful young English lady I had been so bilious about, looked out 
of a door, or a window--at all events looked out, from under a bright awning. She no 
sooner saw us two in uniform, than she came out so quickly that she was still putting on 
her broad Mexican hat of plaited straw when we saluted.  

"Would you like to come in," she said, "and see the place? It is rather a curious place."  

We thanked the young lady, and said we didn't wish to be troublesome; but, she said it 
could be no trouble to an English soldier's daughter, to show English soldiers how their 
countrymen and country-women fared, so far away from England; and consequently we 
saluted again, and went in. Then, as we stood in the shade, she showed us (being as 
affable as beautiful), how the different families lived in their separate houses, and how 



there was a general house for stores, and a general reading-room, and a general room for 
music and dancing, and a room for Church; and how there were other houses on the 
rising ground called the Signal Hill, where they lived in the hotter weather.  

"Your officer has been carried up there," she said, "and my brother, too, for the better air. 
At present, our few residents are dispersed over both spots: deducting, that is to say, such 
of our number as are always going to, or coming from, or staying at, the Mine."  

("He is among one of those parties," I thought, "and I wish somebody would knock his 
head off.")  

"Some of our married ladies live here," she said, "during at least half the year, as lonely 
as widows, with their children."  

"Many children here, ma'am?"  

"Seventeen. There are thirteen married ladies, and there are eight like me."  

There were not eight like her--there was not one like her--in the world. She meant single.  

"Which, with about thirty Englishmen of various degrees," said the young lady, "form the 
little colony now on the Island. I don't count the sailors, for they don't belong to us. Nor 
the soldiers," she gave us a gracious smile when she spoke of the soldiers, "for the same 
reason."  

"Nor the Sambos, ma'am," said I.  

"No."  

"Under your favour, and with your leave, ma'am," said I, "are they trustworthy?"  

"Perfectly! We are all very kind to them, and they are very grateful to us."  

"Indeed, ma'am? Now--Christian George King?--"  

"Very much attached to us all. Would die for us."  

She was, as in my uneducated way I have observed, very beautiful women almost always 
to be, so composed, that her composure gave great weight to what she said, and I 
believed it.  

Then, she pointed out to us the building like a powder magazine, and explained to us in 
what manner the silver was brought from the mine, and was brought over from the 
mainland, and was stored here. The Christopher Columbus would have a rich lading, she 
said, for there had been a great yield that year, a much richer yield than usual, and there 
was a chest of jewels besides the silver.  



When we had looked about us, and were getting sheepish, through fearing we were 
troublesome, she turned us over to a young woman, English born but West India bred, 
who served her as her maid. This young woman was the widow of a non-commissioned 
officer in a regiment of the line. She had got married and widowed at St. Vincent, with 
only a few months between the two events. She was a little saucy woman, with a bright 
pair of eyes, rather a neat little foot and figure, and rather a neat little turned-up nose. The 
sort of young woman, I considered at the time, who appeared to invite you to give her a 
kiss, and who would have slapped your face if you accepted the invitation.  

I couldn't make out her name at first; for, when she gave it in answer to my inquiry, it 
sounded like Beltot, which didn't sound right. But, when we became better acquainted--
which was while Charker and I were drinking sugar-cane sangaree, which she made in a 
most excellent manner--I found that her Christian name was Isabella, which they 
shortened into Bell, and that the name of the deceased non-commissioned officer was 
Tott. Being the kind of neat little woman it was natural to make a toy of--I never saw a 
woman so like a toy in my life--she had got the plaything name of Belltott. In short, she 
had no other name on the island. Even Mr. Commissioner Pordage (and he was a grave 
one!) formally addressed her as Mrs. Belltott, but, I shall come to Mr. Commissioner 
Pordage presently.  

The name of the captain of the sloop was Captain Maryon, and therefore it was no news 
to hear from Mrs. Belltott, that his sister, the beautiful unmarried young English lady, 
was Miss Maryon. The novelty was, that her christian-name was Marion too. Marion 
Maryon. Many a time I have run off those two names in my thoughts, like a bit of verse. 
Oh many, and many, and many a time!  

We saw out all the drink that was produced, like good men and true, and then took our 
leaves, and went down to the beach. The weather was beautiful; the wind steady, low, 
and gentle; the island, a picture; the sea, a picture; the sky, a picture. In that country there 
are two rainy seasons in the year. One sets in at about our English Midsummer; the other, 
about a fortnight after our English Michaelmas. It was the beginning of August at that 
time; the first of these rainy seasons was well over; and everything was in its most 
beautiful growth, and had its loveliest look upon it.  

"They enjoy themselves here," I says to Charker, turning surly again. "This is better than 
private-soldiering."  

We had come down to the beach, to be friendly with the boat's-crew who were camped 
and hutted there; and we were approaching towards their quarters over the sand, when 
Christian George King comes up from the landing-place at a wolf's-trot, crying, "Yup, 
So-Jeer!"-- which was that Sambo Pilot's barbarous way of saying, Hallo, Soldier! I have 
stated myself to be a man of no learning, and, if I entertain prejudices, I hope allowance 
may be made. I will now confess to one. It may be a right one or it may be a wrong one; 
but, I never did like Natives, except in the form of oysters.  



So, when Christian George King, who was individually unpleasant to me besides, comes 
a trotting along the sand, clucking, "Yup, So- Jeer!" I had a thundering good mind to let 
fly at him with my right. I certainly should have done it, but that it would have exposed 
me to reprimand.  

"Yup, So-Jeer!" says he. "Bad job."  

"What do you mean?" says I.  

"Yup, So-Jeer!" says he, "Ship Leakee."  

"Ship leaky?" says I.  

"Iss," says he, with a nod that looked as if it was jerked out of him by a most violent 
hiccup--which is the way with those savages.  

I cast my eyes at Charker, and we both heard the pumps going aboard the sloop, and saw 
the signal run up, "Come on board; hands wanted from the shore." In no time some of the 
sloop's liberty-men were already running down to the water's edge, and the party of 
seamen, under orders against the Pirates, were putting off to the Columbus in two boats.  

"O Christian George King sar berry sorry!" says that Sambo vagabond, then. "Christian 
George King cry, English fashion!" His English fashion of crying was to screw his black 
knuckles into his eyes, howl like a dog, and roll himself on his back on the sand. It was 
trying not to kick him, but I gave Charker the word, "Double-quick, Harry!" and we got 
down to the water's edge, and got on board the sloop.  

By some means or other, she had sprung such a leak, that no pumping would keep her 
free; and what between the two fears that she would go down in the harbour, and that, 
even if she did not, all the supplies she had brought for the little colony would be 
destroyed by the sea-water as it rose in her, there was great confusion. In the midst of it, 
Captain Maryon was heard hailing from the beach. He had been carried down in his 
hammock, and looked very bad; but he insisted on being stood there on his feet; and I 
saw him, myself, come off in the boat, sitting upright in the stern-sheets, as if nothing 
was wrong with him.  

A quick sort of council was held, and Captain Maryon soon resolved that we must all fall 
to work to get the cargo out, and that when that was done, the guns and heavy matters 
must be got out, and that the sloop must be hauled ashore, and careened, and the leak 
stopped. We were all mustered (the Pirate-Chace party volunteering), and told off into 
parties, with so many hours of spell and so many hours of relief, and we all went at it 
with a will. Christian George King was entered one of the party in which I worked, at his 
own request, and he went at it with as good a will as any of the rest. He went at it with so 
much heartiness, to say the truth, that he rose in my good opinion almost as fast as the 
water rose in the ship. Which was fast enough, and faster.  



Mr. Commissioner Pordage kept in a red-and-black japanned box, like a family lump-
sugar box, some document or other, which some Sambo chief or other had got drunk and 
spilt some ink over (as well as I could understand the matter), and by that means had 
given up lawful possession of the Island. Through having hold of this box, Mr. Pordage 
got his title of Commissioner. He was styled Consul too, and spoke of himself as 
"Government."  

He was a stiff-jointed, high-nosed old gentleman, without an ounce of fat on him, of a 
very angry temper and a very yellow complexion. Mrs. Commissioner Pordage, making 
allowance for difference of sex, was much the same. Mr. Kitten, a small, youngish, bald, 
botanical and mineralogical gentleman, also connected with the mine--but everybody 
there was that, more or less--was sometimes called by Mr. Commissioner Pordage, his 
Vice-commissioner, and sometimes his Deputy-consul. Or sometimes he spoke of Mr. 
Kitten, merely as being "under Government."  

The beach was beginning to be a lively scene with the preparations for careening the 
sloop, and with cargo, and spars, and rigging, and water-casks, dotted about it, and with 
temporary quarters for the men rising up there out of such sails and odds and ends as 
could be best set on one side to make them, when Mr. Commissioner Pordage comes 
down in a high fluster, and asks for Captain Maryon. The Captain, ill as he was, was 
slung in his hammock betwixt two trees, that he might direct; and he raised his head, and 
answered for himself.  

"Captain Maryon," cries Mr. Commissioner Pordage, "this is not official. This is not 
regular."  

"Sir," says the Captain, "it hath been arranged with the clerk and supercargo, that you 
should be communicated with, and requested to render any little assistance that may lie in 
your power. I am quite certain that hath been duly done."  

"Captain Maryon," replied Mr. Commissioner Pordage, "there hath been no written 
correspondence. No documents have passed, no memoranda have been made, no minutes 
have been made, no entries and counter- entries appear in the official muniments. This is 
indecent. I call upon you, sir, to desist, until all is regular, or Government will take this 
up."  

"Sir," says Captain Maryon, chafing a little, as he looked out of his hammock; "between 
the chances of Government taking this up, and my ship taking herself down, I much 
prefer to trust myself to the former."  

"You do, sir?" cries Mr. Commissioner Pordage.  

"I do, sir," says Captain Maryon, lying down again.  

"Then, Mr. Kitten," says the Commissioner, "send up instantly for my Diplomatic coat."  



He was dressed in a linen suit at that moment; but, Mr. Kitten started off himself and 
brought down the Diplomatic coat, which was a blue cloth one, gold-laced, and with a 
crown on the button.  

"Now, Mr. Kitten," says Pordage, "I instruct you, as Vice- commissioner, and Deputy-
consul of this place, to demand of Captain Maryon, of the sloop Christopher Columbus, 
whether he drives me to the act of putting this coat on?"  

"Mr. Pordage," says Captain Maryon, looking out of his hammock again, "as I can hear 
what you say, I can answer it without troubling the gentleman. I should be sorry that you 
should be at the pains of putting on too hot a coat on my account; but, otherwise, you 
may put it on hind-side before, or inside-out, or with your legs in the sleeves, or your 
head in the skirts, for any objection that I have to offer to your thoroughly pleasing 
yourself."  

"Very good, Captain Maryon," says Pordage, in a tremendous passion. "Very good, sir. 
Be the consequences on your own head! Mr. Kitten, as it has come to this, help me on 
with it."  

When he had given that order, he walked off in the coat, and all our names were taken, 
and I was afterwards told that Mr. Kitten wrote from his dictation more than a bushel of 
large paper on the subject, which cost more before it was done with, than ever could be 
calculated, and which only got done with after all, by being lost.  

Our work went on merrily, nevertheless, and the Christopher Columbus, hauled up, lay 
helpless on her side like a great fish out of water. While she was in that state, there was a 
feast, or a ball, or an entertainment, or more properly all three together, given us in 
honour of the ship, and the ship's company, and the other visitors. At that assembly, I 
believe, I saw all the inhabitants then upon the Island, without any exception. I took no 
particular notice of more than a few, but I found it very agreeable in that little corner of 
the world to see the children, who were of all ages, and mostly very pretty--as they 
mostly are. There was one handsome elderly lady, with very dark eyes and gray hair, that 
I inquired about. I was told that her name was Mrs. Venning; and her married daughter, a 
fair slight thing, was pointed out to me by the name of Fanny Fisher. Quite a child she 
looked, with a little copy of herself holding to her dress; and her husband, just come back 
from the mine, exceeding proud of her. They were a good-looking set of people on the 
whole, but I didn't like them. I was out of sorts; in conversation with Charker, I found 
fault with all of them. I said of Mrs. Venning, she was proud; of Mrs. Fisher, she was a 
delicate little baby-fool. What did I think of this one? Why, he was a fine gentleman. 
What did I say to that one? Why, she was a fine lady. What could you expect them to be 
(I asked Charker), nursed in that climate, with the tropical night shining for them, musical 
instruments playing to them, great trees bending over them, soft lamps lighting them, 
fire-flies sparkling in among them, bright flowers and birds brought into existence to 
please their eyes, delicious drinks to be had for the pouring out, delicious fruits to be got 
for the picking, and every one dancing and murmuring happily in the scented air, with the 
sea breaking low on the reef for a pleasant chorus.  



"Fine gentlemen and fine ladies, Harry?" I says to Charker. "Yes, I think so! Dolls! Dolls! 
Not the sort of stuff for wear, that comes of poor private soldiering in the Royal 
Marines!"  

However, I could not gainsay that they were very hospitable people, and that they treated 
us uncommonly well. Every man of us was at the entertainment, and Mrs. Belltott had 
more partners than she could dance with: though she danced all night, too. As to Jack 
(whether of the Christopher Columbus, or of the Pirate pursuit party, it made no 
difference), he danced with his brother Jack, danced with himself, danced with the moon, 
the stars, the trees, the prospect, anything. I didn't greatly take to the chief-officer of that 
party, with his bright eyes, brown face, and easy figure. I didn't much like his way when 
he first happened to come where we were, with Miss Maryon on his arm. "O, Captain 
Carton," she says, "here are two friends of mine!" He says, "Indeed? These two 
Marines?"--meaning Charker and self. "Yes," says she, "I showed these two friends of 
mine when they first came, all the wonders of Silver-Store." He gave us a laughing look, 
and says he, "You are in luck, men. I would be disrated and go before the mast to-
morrow, to be shown the way upward again by such a guide. You are in luck, men." 
When we had saluted, and he and the lady had waltzed away, I said, "You are a pretty 
follow, too, to talk of luck. You may go to the Devil!"  

Mr. Commissioner Pordage and Mrs. Commissioner, showed among the company on that 
occasion like the King and Queen of a much Greater Britain than Great Britain. Only two 
other circumstances in that jovial night made much separate impression on me. One was 
this. A man in our draft of marines, named Tom Packer, a wild unsteady young fellow, 
but the son of a respectable shipwright in Portsmouth Yard, and a good scholar who had 
been well brought up, comes to me after a spell of dancing, and takes me aside by the 
elbow, and says, swearing angrily:  

"Gill Davis, I hope I may not be the death of Sergeant Drooce one day!"  

Now, I knew Drooce had always borne particularly hard on this man, and I knew this 
man to be of a very hot temper: so, I said:  

"Tut, nonsense! don't talk so to me! If there's a man in the corps who scorns the name of 
an assassin, that man and Tom Packer are one."  

Tom wipes his head, being in a mortal sweat, and says he:  

"I hope so, but I can't answer for myself when he lords it over me, as he has just now 
done, before a woman. I tell you what, Gill! Mark my words! It will go hard with 
Sergeant Drooce, if ever we are in an engagement together, and he has to look to me to 
save him. Let him say a prayer then, if he knows one, for it's all over with him, and he is 
on his Death-bed. Mark my words!"  

I did mark his words, and very soon afterwards, too, as will shortly be taken down.  



The other circumstance that I noticed at that ball, was, the gaiety and attachment of 
Christian George King. The innocent spirits that Sambo Pilot was in, and the 
impossibility he found himself under of showing all the little colony, but especially the 
ladies and children, how fond he was of them, how devoted to them, and how faithful to 
them for life and death, for present, future, and everlasting, made a great impression on 
me. If ever a man, Sambo or no Sambo, was trustful and trusted, to what may be called 
quite an infantine and sweetly beautiful extent, surely, I thought that morning when I did 
at last lie down to rest, it was that Sambo Pilot, Christian George King.  

This may account for my dreaming of him. He stuck in my sleep, cornerwise, and I 
couldn't get him out. He was always flitting about me, dancing round me, and peeping in 
over my hammock, though I woke and dozed off again fifty times. At last, when I opened 
my eyes, there he really was, looking in at the open side of the little dark hut; which was 
made of leaves, and had Charker's hammock slung in it as well as mine.  

"So-Jeer!" says he, in a sort of a low croak. "Yup!"  

"Hallo!" says I, starting up. "What? You are there, are you?"  

"Iss," says he. "Christian George King got news."  

"What news has he got?"  

"Pirates out!"  

I was on my feet in a second. So was Charker. We were both aware that Captain Carton, 
in command of the boats, constantly watched the mainland for a secret signal, though, of 
course, it was not known to such as us what the signal was.  

Christian George King had vanished before we touched the ground. But, the word was 
already passing from hut to hut to turn out quietly, and we knew that the nimble barbarian 
had got hold of the truth, or something near it.  

In a space among the trees behind the encampment of us visitors, naval and military, was 
a snugly-screened spot, where we kept the stores that were in use, and did our cookery. 
The word was passed to assemble here. It was very quickly given, and was given (so far 
as we were concerned) by Sergeant Drooce, who was as good in a soldier point of view, 
as he was bad in a tyrannical one. We were ordered to drop into this space, quietly, 
behind the trees, one by one. As we assembled here, the seamen assembled too. Within 
ten minutes, as I should estimate, we were all here, except the usual guard upon the 
beach. The beach (we could see it through the wood) looked as it always had done in the 
hottest time of the day. The guard were in the shadow of the sloop's hull, and nothing was 
moving but the sea,--and that moved very faintly. Work had always been knocked off at 
that hour, until the sun grew less fierce, and the sea-breeze rose; so that its being holiday 
with us, made no difference, just then, in the look of the place. But I may mention that it 
was a holiday, and the first we had had since our hard work began. Last night's ball had 



been given, on the leak's being repaired, and the careening done. The worst of the work 
was over, and to-morrow we were to begin to get the sloop afloat again.  

We marines were now drawn up here under arms. The chace-party were drawn up 
separate. The men of the Columbus were drawn up separate. The officers stepped out into 
the midst of the three parties, and spoke so as all might hear. Captain Carton was the 
officer in command, and he had a spy-glass in his hand. His coxswain stood by him with 
another spy-glass, and with a slate on which he seemed to have been taking down signals.  

"Now, men!" says Captain Carton; "I have to let you know, for your satisfaction: Firstly, 
that there are ten pirate-boats, strongly manned and armed, lying hidden up a creek 
yonder on the coast, under the overhanging branches of the dense trees. Secondly, that 
they will certainly come out this night when the moon rises, on a pillaging and murdering 
expedition, of which some part of the mainland is the object. Thirdly--don't cheer, men!--
that we will give chace, and, if we can get at them, rid the world of them, please God!"  

Nobody spoke, that I heard, and nobody moved, that I saw. Yet there was a kind of ring, 
as if every man answered and approved with the best blood that was inside of him.  

"Sir," says Captain Maryon, "I beg to volunteer on this service, with my boats. My people 
volunteer, to the ship's boys."  

"In His Majesty's name and service," the other answers, touching his hat, "I accept your 
aid with pleasure. Lieutenant Linderwood, how will you divide your men?"  

I was ashamed--I give it out to be written down as large and plain as possible--I was heart 
and soul ashamed of my thoughts of those two sick officers, Captain Maryon and 
Lieutenant Linderwood, when I saw them, then and there. The spirit in those two 
gentlemen beat down their illness (and very ill I knew them to be) like Saint George 
beating down the Dragon. Pain and weakness, want of ease and want of rest, had no more 
place in their minds than fear itself. Meaning now to express for my lady to write down, 
exactly what I felt then and there, I felt this: "You two brave fellows that I had been so 
grudgeful of, I know that if you were dying you would put it off to get up and do your 
best, and then you would be so modest that in lying down again to die, you would hardly 
say, 'I did it!'"  

It did me good. It really did me good.  

But, to go back to where I broke off. Says Captain Carton to Lieutenant Linderwood, 
"Sir, how will you divide your men? There is not room for all; and a few men should, in 
any case, be left here."  

There was some debate about it. At last, it was resolved to leave eight Marines and four 
seamen on the Island, besides the sloop's two boys. And because it was considered that 
the friendly Sambos would only want to be commanded in case of any danger (though 
none at all was apprehended there), the officers were in favour of leaving the two non-



commissioned officers, Drooce and Charker. It was a heavy disappointment to them, just 
as my being one of the left was a heavy disappointment to me--then, but not soon 
afterwards. We men drew lots for it, and I drew "Island." So did Tom Packer. So of 
course, did four more of our rank and file.  

When this was settled, verbal instructions were given to all hands to keep the intended 
expedition secret, in order that the women and children might not be alarmed, or the 
expedition put in a difficulty by more volunteers. The assembly was to be on that same 
spot at sunset. Every man was to keep up an appearance, meanwhile, of occupying 
himself in his usual way. That is to say, every man excepting four old trusty seamen, who 
were appointed, with an officer, to see to the arms and ammunition, and to muffle the 
rullocks of the boats, and to make everything as trim and swift and silent as it could be 
made.  

The Sambo Pilot had been present all the while, in case of his being wanted, and had said 
to the officer in command, five hundred times over if he had said it once, that Christian 
George King would stay with the So-Jeers, and take care of the booffer ladies and the 
booffer childs--booffer being that native's expression for beautiful. He was now asked a 
few questions concerning the putting off of the boats, and in particular whether there was 
any way of embarking at the back of the Island: which Captain Carton would have half 
liked to do, and then have dropped round in its shadow and slanted across to the main. 
But, "No," says Christian George King. "No, no, no! Told you so, ten time. No, no, no! 
All reef, all rock, all swim, all drown!" Striking out as he said it, like a swimmer gone 
mad, and turning over on his back on dry land, and spluttering himself to death, in a 
manner that made him quite an exhibition.  

The sun went down, after appearing to be a long time about it, and the assembly was 
called. Every man answered to his name, of course, and was at his post. It was not yet 
black dark, and the roll was only just gone through, when up comes Mr. Commissioner 
Pordage with his Diplomatic coat on.  

"Captain Carton," says he, "Sir, what is this?"  

"This, Mr. Commissioner" (he was very short with him), "is an expedition against the 
Pirates. It is a secret expedition, so please to keep it a secret."  

"Sir," says Commissioner Pordage, "I trust there is going to be no unnecessary cruelty 
committed?"  

"Sir," returns the officer, "I trust not."  

"That is not enough, sir," cries Commissioner Pordage, getting wroth. "Captain Carton, I 
give you notice. Government requires you to treat the enemy with great delicacy, 
consideration, clemency, and forbearance."  



"Sir," says Captain Carton, "I am an English officer, commanding English Men, and I 
hope I am not likely to disappoint the Government's just expectations. But, I presume you 
know that these villains under their black flag have despoiled our countrymen of their 
property, burnt their homes, barbarously murdered them and their little children, and 
worse than murdered their wives and daughters?"  

"Perhaps I do, Captain Carton," answers Pordage, waving his hand, with dignity; 
"perhaps I do not. It is not customary, sir, for Government to commit itself."  

"It matters very little, Mr. Pordage, whether or no. Believing that I hold my commission 
by the allowance of God, and not that I have received it direct from the Devil, I shall 
certainly use it, with all avoidance of unnecessary suffering and with all merciful 
swiftness of execution, to exterminate these people from the face of the earth. Let me 
recommend you to go home, sir, and to keep out of the night-air."  

Never another syllable did that officer say to the Commissioner, but turned away to his 
men. The Commissioner buttoned his Diplomatic coat to the chin, said, "Mr. Kitten, 
attend me!" gasped, half choked himself, and took himself off.  

It now fell very dark, indeed. I have seldom, if ever, seen it darker, nor yet so dark. The 
moon was not due until one in the morning, and it was but a little after nine when our 
men lay down where they were mustered. It was pretended that they were to take a nap, 
but everybody knew that no nap was to be got under the circumstances. Though all were 
very quiet, there was a restlessness among the people; much what I have seen among the 
people on a race- course, when the bell has rung for the saddling for a great race with 
large stakes on it.  

At ten, they put off; only one boat putting off at a time; another following in five minutes; 
both then lying on their oars until another followed. Ahead of all, paddling his own 
outlandish little canoe without a sound, went the Sambo pilot, to take them safely outside 
the reef. No light was shown but once, and that was in the commanding officer's own 
hand. I lighted the dark lantern for him, and he took it from me when he embarked. They 
had blue lights and such like with them, but kept themselves as dark as Murder.  

The expedition got away with wonderful quietness, and Christian George King soon 
came back dancing with joy.  

"Yup, So-Jeer," says he to myself in a very objectionable kind of convulsions, "Christian 
George King sar berry glad. Pirates all be blown a-pieces. Yup! Yup!"  

My reply to that cannibal was, "However glad you may be, hold your noise, and don't 
dance jigs and slap your knees about it, for I can't abear to see you do it."  

I was on duty then; we twelve who were left being divided into four watches of three 
each, three hours' spell. I was relieved at twelve. A little before that time, I had 
challenged, and Miss Maryon and Mrs. Belltott had come in.  



"Good Davis," says Miss Maryon, "what is the matter? Where is my brother?"  

I told her what was the matter, and where her brother was.  

"O Heaven help him!" says she, clasping her hands and looking up-- she was close in 
front of me, and she looked most lovely to be sure; he is not sufficiently recovered, not 
strong enough for such strife!"  

"If you had seen him, miss," I told her, "as I saw him when he volunteered, you would 
have known that his spirit is strong enough for any strife. It will bear his body, miss, to 
wherever duty calls him. It will always bear him to an honourable life, or a brave death."  

"Heaven bless you!" says she, touching my arm. "I know it. Heaven bless you!"  

Mrs. Belltott surprised me by trembling and saying nothing. They were still standing 
looking towards the sea and listening, after the relief had come round. It continuing very 
dark, I asked to be allowed to take them back. Miss Maryon thanked me, and she put her 
arm in mine, and I did take them back. I have now got to make a confession that will 
appear singular. After I had left them, I laid myself down on my face on the beach, and 
cried for the first time since I had frightened birds as a boy at Snorridge Bottom, to think 
what a poor, ignorant, low-placed, private soldier I was.  

It was only for half a minute or so. A man can't at all times be quite master of himself, 
and it was only for half a minute or so. Then I up and went to my hut, and turned into my 
hammock, and fell asleep with wet eyelashes, and a sore, sore heart. Just as I had often 
done when I was a child, and had been worse used than usual.  

I slept (as a child under those circumstances might) very sound, and yet very sore at heart 
all through my sleep. I was awoke by the words, "He is a determined man." I had sprung 
out of my hammock, and had seized my firelock, and was standing on the ground, saying 
the words myself. "He is a determined man." But, the curiosity of my state was, that I 
seemed to be repeating them after somebody, and to have been wonderfully startled by 
hearing them.  

As soon as I came to myself, I went out of the hut, and away to where the guard was. 
Charker challenged:  

"Who goes there?"  

"A friend."  

"Not Gill?" says he, as he shouldered his piece.  

"Gill," says I.  

"Why, what the deuce do you do out of your hammock?" says he.  



"Too hot for sleep," says I; "is all right?"  

"Right!" says Charker, "yes, yes; all's right enough here; what should be wrong here? It's 
the boats that we want to know of. Except for fire-flies twinkling about, and the lonesome 
splashes of great creatures as they drop into the water, there's nothing going on here to 
ease a man's mind from the boats."  

The moon was above the sea, and had risen, I should say, some half- an-hour. As Charker 
spoke, with his face towards the sea, I, looking landward, suddenly laid my right hand on 
his breast, and said, "Don't move. Don't turn. Don't raise your voice! You never saw a 
Maltese face here?"  

"No. What do you mean?" he asks, staring at me.  

"Nor yet, an English face, with one eye and a patch across the nose?"  

"No. What ails you? What do you mean?"  

I had seen both, looking at us round the stem of a cocoa-nut tree, where the moon struck 
them. I had seen that Sambo Pilot, with one hand laid on the stem of the tree, drawing 
them back into the heavy shadow. I had seen their naked cutlasses twinkle and shine, like 
bits of the moonshine in the water that had got blown ashore among the trees by the light 
wind. I had seen it all, in a moment. And I saw in a moment (as any man would), that the 
signalled move of the pirates on the mainland was a plot and a feint; that the leak had 
been made to disable the sloop; that the boats had been tempted away, to leave the Island 
unprotected; that the pirates had landed by some secreted way at the back; and that 
Christian George King was a double-dyed traitor, and a most infernal villain.  

I considered, still all in one and the same moment, that Charker was a brave man, but not 
quick with his head; and that Sergeant Drooce, with a much better head, was close by. All 
I said to Charker was, "I am afraid we are betrayed. Turn your back full to the moonlight 
on the sea, and cover the stem of the cocoa-nut tree which will then be right before you, 
at the height of a man's heart. Are you right?"  

"I am right," says Charker, turning instantly, and falling into the position with a nerve of 
iron; "and right ain't left. Is it, Gill?"  

A few seconds brought me to Sergeant Drooce's hut. He was fast asleep, and being a 
heavy sleeper, I had to lay my hand upon him to rouse him. The instant I touched him he 
came rolling out of his hammock, and upon me like a tiger. And a tiger he was, except 
that he knew what he was up to, in his utmost heat, as well as any man.  

I had to struggle with him pretty hard to bring him to his senses, panting all the while (for 
he gave me a breather), "Sergeant, I am Gill Davis! Treachery! Pirates on the Island!"  



The last words brought him round, and he took his hands of. "I have seen two of them 
within this minute," said I. And so I told him what I had told Harry Charker.  

His soldierly, though tyrannical, head was clear in an instant. He didn't waste one word, 
even of surprise. "Order the guard," says he, "to draw off quietly into the Fort." (They 
called the enclosure I have before mentioned, the Fort, though it was not much of that.) 
"Then get you to the Fort as quick as you can, rouse up every soul there, and fasten the 
gate. I will bring in all those who are at the Signal Hill. If we are surrounded before we 
can join you, you must make a sally and cut us out if you can. The word among our men 
is, 'Women and children!'"  

He burst away, like fire going before the wind over dry reeds. He roused up the seven 
men who were off duty, and had them bursting away with him, before they know they 
were not asleep. I reported orders to Charker, and ran to the Fort, as I have never run at 
any other time in all my life: no, not even in a dream.  

The gate was not fast, and had no good fastening: only a double wooden bar, a poor 
chain, and a bad lock. Those, I secured as well as they could be secured in a few seconds 
by one pair of hands, and so ran to that part of the building where Miss Maryon lived. I 
called to her loudly by her name until she answered. I then called loudly all the names I 
knew--Mrs. Macey (Miss Maryon's married sister), Mr. Macey, Mrs. Venning, Mr. and 
Mrs. Fisher, even Mr. and Mrs. Pordage. Then I called out, "All you gentlemen here, get 
up and defend the place! We are caught in a trap. Pirates have landed. We are attacked!"  

At the terrible word "Pirates!"--for, those villains had done such deeds in those seas as 
never can be told in writing, and can scarcely be so much as thought of--cries and 
screams rose up from every part of the place. Quickly lights moved about from window 
to window, and the cries moved about with them, and men, women, and children came 
flying down into the square. I remarked to myself, even then, what a number of things I 
seemed to see at once. I noticed Mrs. Macey coming towards me, carrying all her three 
children together. I noticed Mr. Pordage in the greatest terror, in vain trying to get on his 
Diplomatic coat; and Mr. Kitten respectfully tying his pocket-handkerchief over Mrs. 
Pordage's nightcap. I noticed Mrs. Belltott run out screaming, and shrink upon the ground 
near me, and cover her face in her hands, and lie all of a bundle, shivering. But, what I 
noticed with the greatest pleasure was, the determined eyes with which those men of the 
Mine that I had thought fine gentlemen, came round me with what arms they had: to the 
full as cool and resolute as I could be, for my life-- ay, and for my soul, too, into the 
bargain!  

The chief person being Mr. Macey, I told him how the three men of the guard would be at 
the gate directly, if they were not already there, and how Sergeant Drooce and the other 
seven were gone to bring in the outlying part of the people of Silver-Store. I next urged 
him, for the love of all who were dear to him, to trust no Sambo, and, above all, if he 
could got any good chance at Christian George King, not to lose it, but to put him out of 
the world.  



"I will follow your advice to the letter, Davis," says he; "what next?"  

My answer was, "I think, sir, I would recommend you next, to order down such heavy 
furniture and lumber as can be moved, and make a barricade within the gate."  

"That's good again," says he: "will you see it done?"  

"I'll willingly help to do it," says I, "unless or until my superior, Sergeant Drooce, gives 
me other orders."  

He shook me by the hand, and having told off some of his companions to help me, 
bestirred himself to look to the arms and ammunition. A proper quick, brave, steady, 
ready gentleman!  

One of their three little children was deaf and dumb, Miss Maryon had been from the first 
with all the children, soothing them, and dressing them (poor little things, they had been 
brought out of their beds), and making them believe that it was a game of play, so that 
some of them were now even laughing. I had been working hard with the others at the 
barricade, and had got up a pretty good breast-work within the gate. Drooce and the 
seven men had come back, bringing in the people from the Signal Hill, and had worked 
along with us: but, I had not so much as spoken a word to Drooce, nor had Drooce so 
much as spoken a word to me, for we were both too busy. The breastwork was now 
finished, and I found Miss Maryon at my side, with a child in her arms. Her dark hair was 
fastened round her head with a band. She had a quantity of it, and it looked even richer 
and more precious, put up hastily out of her way, than I had seen it look when it was 
carefully arranged. She was very pale, but extraordinarily quiet and still.  

"Dear good Davis," said she, "I have been waiting to speak one word to you."  

I turned to her directly. If I had received a musket-ball in the heart, and she had stood 
there, I almost believe I should have turned to her before I dropped.  

"This pretty little creature," said she, kissing the child in her arms, who was playing with 
her hair and trying to pull it down, "cannot hear what we say--can hear nothing. I trust 
you so much, and have such great confidence in you, that I want you to make me a 
promise."  

"What is it, Miss?"  

"That if we are defeated, and you are absolutely sure of my being taken, you will kill 
me."  

"I shall not be alive to do it, Miss. I shall have died in your defence before it comes to 
that. They must step across my body to lay a hand on you."  



"But, if you are alive, you brave soldier." How she looked at me! "And if you cannot save 
me from the Pirates, living, you will save me, dead. Tell me so."  

Well! I told her I would do that at the last, if all else failed. She took my hand--my rough, 
coarse hand--and put it to her lips. She put it to the child's lips, and the child kissed it. I 
believe I had the strength of half a dozen men in me, from that moment, until the fight 
was over.  

All this time, Mr. Commissioner Pordage had been wanting to make a Proclamation to 
the Pirates to lay down their arms and go away; and everybody had been hustling him 
about and tumbling over him, while he was calling for pen and ink to write it with. Mrs. 
Pordage, too, had some curious ideas about the British respectability of her nightcap 
(which had as many frills to it, growing in layers one inside another, as if it was a white 
vegetable of the artichoke sort), and she wouldn't take the nightcap off, and would be 
angry when it got crushed by the other ladies who were handing things about, and, in 
short, she gave as much trouble as her husband did. But, as we were now forming for the 
defence of the place, they were both poked out of the way with no ceremony. The 
children and ladies were got into the little trench which surrounded the silver-house (we 
were afraid of leaving them in any of the light buildings, lest they should be set on fire), 
and we made the best disposition we could. There was a pretty good store, in point of 
amount, of tolerable swords and cutlasses. Those were issued. There were, also, perhaps a 
score or so of spare muskets. Those were brought out. To my astonishment, little Mrs. 
Fisher that I had taken for a doll and a baby, was not only very active in that service, but 
volunteered to load the spare arms.  

"For, I understand it well," says she, cheerfully, without a shake in her voice.  

"I am a soldier's daughter and a sailor's sister, and I understand it too," says Miss Maryon, 
just in the same way.  

Steady and busy behind where I stood, those two beautiful and delicate young women fell 
to handling the guns, hammering the flints, looking to the locks, and quietly directing 
others to pass up powder and bullets from hand to hand, as unflinching as the best of tried 
soldiers.  

Sergeant Drooce had brought in word that the pirates were very strong in numbers--over 
a hundred was his estimate--and that they were not, even then, all landed; for, he had seen 
them in a very good position on the further side of the Signal Hill, evidently waiting for 
the rest of their men to come up. In the present pause, the first we had had since the 
alarm, he was telling this over again to Mr. Macey, when Mr. Macey suddenly cried our: 
"The signal! Nobody has thought of the signal!"  

We knew of no signal, so we could not have thought of it.  

"What signal may you mean, sir?" says Sergeant Drooce, looking sharp at him.  



"There is a pile of wood upon the Signal Hill. If it could be lighted--which never has been 
done yet--it would be a signal of distress to the mainland."  

Charker cries, directly: "Sergeant Drooce, dispatch me on that duty. Give me the two men 
who were on guard with me to-night, and I'll light the fire, if it can be done."  

"And if it can't, Corporal--" Mr. Macey strikes in.  

"Look at these ladies and children, sir!" says Charker. "I'd sooner light myself, than not 
try any chance to save them."  

We gave him a Hurrah!--it burst from us, come of it what might--and he got his two men, 
and was let out at the gate, and crept away. I had no sooner come back to my place from 
being one of the party to handle the gate, than Miss Maryon said in a low voice behind 
me:  

"Davis, will you look at this powder? This is not right."  

I turned my head. Christian George King again, and treachery again! Sea-water had been 
conveyed into the magazine, and every grain of powder was spoiled!  

"Stay a moment," said Sergeant Drooce, when I had told him, without causing a 
movement in a muscle of his face: "look to your pouch, my lad. You Tom Packer, look to 
your pouch, confound you! Look to your pouches, all you Marines."  

The same artful savage had got at them, somehow or another, and the cartridges were all 
unserviceable. "Hum!" says the Sergeant. "Look to your loading, men. You are right so 
far?"  

Yes; we were right so far.  

"Well, my lads, and gentlemen all," says the Sergeant, "this will be a hand-to-hand affair, 
and so much the better."  

He treated himself to a pinch of snuff, and stood up, square- shouldered and broad-
chested, in the light of the moon--which was now very bright--as cool as if he was 
waiting for a play to begin. He stood quiet, and we all stood quiet, for a matter of 
something like half-an-hour. I took notice from such whispered talk as there was, how 
little we that the silver did not belong to, thought about it, and how much the people that 
it did belong to, thought about it. At the end of the half-hour, it was reported from the 
gate that Charker and the two were falling back on us, pursued by about a dozen.  

"Sally! Gate-party, under Gill Davis," says the Sergeant, "and bring 'em in! Like men, 
now!"  



We were not long about it, and we brought them in. "Don't take me," says Charker, 
holding me round the neck, and stumbling down at my feet when the gate was fast, "don't 
take me near the ladies or the children, Gill. They had better not see Death, till it can't be 
helped. They'll see it soon enough."  

"Harry!" I answered, holding up his head. "Comrade!"  

He was cut to pieces. The signal had been secured by the first pirate party that landed; his 
hair was all singed off, and his face was blackened with the running pitch from a torch.  

He made no complaint of pain, or of anything. "Good-bye, old chap," was all he said, 
with a smile. "I've got my death. And Death ain't life. Is it, Gill?"  

Having helped to lay his poor body on one side, I went back to my post. Sergeant Drooce 
looked at me, with his eyebrows a little lifted. I nodded. "Close up here men, and 
gentlemen all!" said the Sergeant. "A place too many, in the line."  

The Pirates were so close upon us at this time, that the foremost of them were already 
before the gate. More and more came up with a great noise, and shouting loudly. When 
we believed from the sound that they were all there, we gave three English cheers. The 
poor little children joined, and were so fully convinced of our being at play, that they 
enjoyed the noise, and were heard clapping their hands in the silence that followed.  

Our disposition was this, beginning with the rear. Mrs. Venning, holding her daughter's 
child in her arms, sat on the steps of the little square trench surrounding the silver-house, 
encouraging and directing those women and children as she might have done in the 
happiest and easiest time of her life. Then, there was an armed line, under Mr. Macey, 
across the width of the enclosure, facing that way and having their backs towards the 
gate, in order that they might watch the walls and prevent our being taken by surprise. 
Then there was a space of eight or ten feet deep, in which the spare arms were, and in 
which Miss Maryon and Mrs. Fisher, their hands and dresses blackened with the spoilt 
gunpowder, worked on their knees, tying such things as knives, old bayonets, and spear-
heads, to the muzzles of the useless muskets. Then, there was a second armed line, under 
Sergeant Drooce, also across the width of the enclosure, but facing to the gate. Then 
came the breastwork we had made, with a zigzag way through it for me and my little 
party to hold good in retreating, as long as we could, when we were driven from the gate. 
We all knew that it was impossible to hold the place long, and that our only hope was in 
the timely discovery of the plot by the boats, and in their coming back.  

I and my men were now thrown forward to the gate. From a spy-hole, I could see the 
whole crowd of Pirates. There were Malays among them, Dutch, Maltese, Greeks, 
Sambos, Negroes, and Convict Englishmen from the West India Islands; among the last, 
him with the one eye and the patch across the nose. There were some Portuguese, too, 
and a few Spaniards. The captain was a Portuguese; a little man with very large ear-rings 
under a very broad hat, and a great bright shawl twisted about his shoulders. They were 
all strongly armed, but like a boarding party, with pikes, swords, cutlasses, and axes. I 



noticed a good many pistols, but not a gun of any kind among them. This gave me to 
understand that they had considered that a continued roll of musketry might perhaps have 
been heard on the mainland; also, that for the reason that fire would be seen from the 
mainland they would not set the Fort in flames and roast us alive; which was one of their 
favourite ways of carrying on. I looked about for Christian George King, and if I had seen 
him I am much mistaken if he would not have received my one round of ball- cartridge in 
his head. But, no Christian George King was visible.  

A sort of a wild Portuguese demon, who seemed either fierce-mad or fierce-drunk--but, 
they all seemed one or the other--came forward with the black flag, and gave it a wave or 
two. After that, the Portuguese captain called out in shrill English, "I say you! English 
fools! Open the gate! Surrender!"  

As we kept close and quiet, he said something to his men which I didn't understand, and 
when he had said it, the one-eyed English rascal with the patch (who had stepped out 
when he began), said it again in English. It was only this. "Boys of the black flag, this is 
to be quickly done. Take all the prisoners you can. If they don't yield, kill the children to 
make them. Forward!" Then, they all came on at the gate, and in another half-minute 
were smashing and splitting it in.  

We struck at them through the gaps and shivers, and we dropped many of them, too; but, 
their very weight would have carried such a gate, if they had been unarmed. I soon found 
Sergeant Drooce at my side, forming us six remaining marines in line--Tom Packer next 
to me--and ordering us to fall back three paces, and, as they broke in, to give them our 
one little volley at short distance. "Then," says he, "receive them behind your breastwork 
on the bayonet, and at least let every man of you pin one of the cursed cockchafers 
through the body."  

We checked them by our fire, slight as it was, and we checked them at the breastwork. 
However, they broke over it like swarms of devils--they were, really and truly, more 
devils than men--and then it was hand to hand, indeed.  

We clubbed our muskets and laid about us; even then, those two ladies--always behind 
me--were steady and ready with the arms. I had a lot of Maltese and Malays upon me, 
and, but for a broadsword that Miss Maryon's own hand put in mine, should have got my 
end from them. But, was that all? No. I saw a heap of banded dark hair and a white dress 
come thrice between me and them, under my own raised right arm, which each time 
might have destroyed the wearer of the white dress; and each time one of the lot went 
down, struck dead.  

Drooce was armed with a broadsword, too, and did such things with it, that there was a 
cry, in half-a-dozen languages, of "Kill that sergeant!" as I knew, by the cry being raised 
in English, and taken up in other tongues. I had received a severe cut across the left arm a 
few moments before, and should have known nothing of it, except supposing that 
somebody had struck me a smart blow, if I had not felt weak, and seen myself covered 
with spouting blood, and, at the same instant of time, seen Miss Maryon tearing her dress 



and binding it with Mrs. Fisher's help round the wound. They called to Tom Packer, who 
was scouring by, to stop and guard me for one minute, while I was bound, or I should 
bleed to death in trying to defend myself. Tom stopped directly, with a good sabre in his 
hand.  

In that same moment--all things seem to happen in that same moment, at such a time--
half-a-dozen had rushed howling at Sergeant Drooce. The Sergeant, stepping back 
against the wall, stopped one howl for ever with such a terrible blow, and waited for the 
rest to come on, with such a wonderfully unmoved face, that they stopped and looked at 
him.  

"See him now!" cried Tom Packer. "Now, when I could cut him out! Gill! Did I tell you 
to mark my words?"  

I implored Tom Packer in the Lord's name, as well as I could in my faintness, to go to the 
Sergeant's aid.  

"I hate and detest him," says Tom, moodily wavering. "Still, he is a brave man." Then he 
calls out, "Sergeant Drooce, Sergeant Drooce! Tell me you have driven me too hard, and 
are sorry for it."  

The Sergeant, without turning his eyes from his assailants, which would have been 
instant death to him, answers.  

"No. I won't."  

"Sergeant Drooce!" cries Tom, in a kind of an agony. "I have passed my word that I 
would never save you from Death, if I could, but would leave you to die. Tell me you 
have driven me too hard and are sorry for it, and that shall go for nothing."  

One of the group laid the Sergeant's bald bare head open. The Sergeant laid him dead.  

"I tell you," says the Sergeant, breathing a little short, and waiting for the next attack, 
"no. I won't. If you are not man enough to strike for a fellow-soldier because he wants 
help, and because of nothing else, I'll go into the other world and look for a better man."  

Tom swept upon them, and cut him out. Tom and he fought their way through another 
knot of them, and sent them flying, and came over to where I was beginning again to feel, 
with inexpressible joy, that I had got a sword in my hand.  

They had hardly come to us, when I heard, above all the other noises, a tremendous cry of 
women's voices. I also saw Miss Maryon, with quite a new face, suddenly clap her two 
hands over Mrs. Fisher's eyes. I looked towards the silver-house, and saw Mrs. Venning--
standing upright on the top of the steps of the trench, with her gray hair and her dark 
eyes--hide her daughter's child behind her, among the folds of her dress, strike a pirate 
with her other hand, and fall, shot by his pistol.  



The cry arose again, and there was a terrible and confusing rush of the women into the 
midst of the struggle. In another moment, something came tumbling down upon me that I 
thought was the wall. It was a heap of Sambos who had come over the wall; and of four 
men who clung to my legs like serpents, one who clung to my right leg was Christian 
George King.  

"Yup, So-Jeer," says he, "Christian George King sar berry glad So- Jeer a prisoner. 
Christian George King been waiting for So-Jeer sech long time. Yup, yup!"  

What could I do, with five-and-twenty of them on me, but be tied hand and foot? So, I 
was tied hand and foot. It was all over now-- boats not come back--all lost! When I was 
fast bound and was put up against the wall, the one-eyed English convict came up with 
the Portuguese Captain, to have a look at me.  

"See!" says he. "Here's the determined man! If you had slept sounder, last night, you'd 
have slept your soundest last night, my determined man."  

The Portuguese Captain laughed in a cool way, and with the flat of his cutlass, hit me 
crosswise, as if I was the bough of a tree that he played with: first on the face, and then 
across the chest and the wounded arm. I looked him steady in the face without tumbling 
while he looked at me, I am happy to say; but, when they went away, I fell, and lay there.  

The sun was up, when I was roused and told to come down to the beach and be 
embarked. I was full of aches and pains, and could not at first remember; but, I 
remembered quite soon enough. The killed were lying about all over the place, and the 
Pirates were burying their dead, and taking away their wounded on hastily-made litters, 
to the back of the Island. As for us prisoners, some of their boats had come round to the 
usual harbour, to carry us off. We looked a wretched few, I thought, when I got down 
there; still, it was another sign that we had fought well, and made the enemy suffer.  

The Portuguese Captain had all the women already embarked in the boat he himself 
commanded, which was just putting off when I got down. Miss Maryon sat on one side of 
him, and gave me a moment's look, as full of quiet courage, and pity, and confidence, as 
if it had been an hour long. On the other side of him was poor little Mrs. Fisher, weeping 
for her child and her mother. I was shoved into the same boat with Drooce and Packer, 
and the remainder of our party of marines: of whom we had lost two privates, besides 
Charker, my poor, brave comrade. We all made a melancholy passage, under the hot sun 
over to the mainland. There, we landed in a solitary place, and were mustered on the sea 
sand. Mr. and Mrs. Macey and their children were amongst us, Mr. and Mrs. Pordage, 
Mr. Kitten, Mr. Fisher, and Mrs. Belltott. We mustered only fourteen men, fifteen 
women, and seven children. Those were all that remained of the English who had lain 
down to sleep last night, unsuspecting and happy, on the Island of Silver-Store.  

 



Note: Dickens didn't write the second chapter and it is omitted in this edition. In it the 
prisoners are firstly made a ransom of for the treasure left on the Island and then manage 
to escape from the Pirates.  

 

CHAPTER III -- THE RAFTS ON THE RIVER  

We contrived to keep afloat all that night, and, the stream running strong with us, to glide 
a long way down the river. But, we found the night to be a dangerous time for such 
navigation, on account of the eddies and rapids, and it was therefore settled next day that 
in future we would bring-to at sunset, and encamp on the shore. As we knew of no boats 
that the Pirates possessed, up at the Prison in the Woods, we settled always to encamp on 
the opposite side of the stream, so as to have the breadth of the river between our sleep 
and them. Our opinion was, that if they were acquainted with any near way by land to the 
mouth of this river, they would come up it in force, and retake us or kill us, according as 
they could; but that if that was not the case, and if the river ran by none of their secret 
stations, we might escape.  

When I say we settled this or that, I do not mean that we planned anything with any 
confidence as to what might happen an hour hence. So much had happened in one night, 
and such great changes had been violently and suddenly made in the fortunes of many 
among us, that we had got better used to uncertainty, in a little while, than I dare say most 
people do in the course of their lives.  

The difficulties we soon got into, through the off-settings and point-currents of the 
stream, made the likelihood of our being drowned, alone,--to say nothing of our being 
retaken--as broad and plain as the sun at noonday to all of us. But, we all worked hard at 
managing the rafts, under the direction of the seamen (of our own skill, I think we never 
could have prevented them from oversetting), and we also worked hard at making good 
the defects in their first hasty construction--which the water soon found out. While we 
humbly resigned ourselves to going down, if it was the will of Our Father that was in 
Heaven, we humbly made up our minds, that we would all do the best that was in us.  

And so we held on, gliding with the stream. It drove us to this bank, and it drove us to 
that bank, and it turned us, and whirled us; but yet it carried us on. Sometimes much too 
slowly; sometimes much too fast, but yet it carried us on.  

My little deaf and dumb boy slumbered a good deal now, and that was the case with all 
the children. They caused very little trouble to any one. They seemed, in my eyes, to get 
more like one another, not only in quiet manner, but in the face, too. The motion of the 
raft was usually so much the same, the scene was usually so much the same, the sound of 
the soft wash and ripple of the water was usually so much the same, that they were made 
drowsy, as they might have been by the constant playing of one tune. Even on the grown 
people, who worked hard and felt anxiety, the same things produced something of the 
same effect. Every day was so like the other, that I soon lost count of the days, myself, 



and had to ask Miss Maryon, for instance, whether this was the third or fourth? Miss 
Maryon had a pocket-book and pencil, and she kept the log; that is to say, she entered up 
a clear little journal of the time, and of the distances our seamen thought we had made, 
each night.  

So, as I say, we kept afloat and glided on. All day long, and every day, the water, and the 
woods, and sky; all day long, and every day, the constant watching of both sides of the 
river, and far a-head at every bold turn and sweep it made, for any signs of Pirate-boats, 
or Pirate-dwellings. So, as I say, we kept afloat and glided on. The days melting 
themselves together to that degree, that I could hardly believe my ears when I asked 
"How many now, Miss?" and she answered "Seven."  

To be sure, poor Mr. Pordage had, by about now, got his Diplomatic coat into such a state 
as never was seen. What with the mud of the river, what with the water of the river, what 
with the sun, and the dews, and the tearing boughs, and the thickets, it hung about him in 
discoloured shreds like a mop. The sun had touched him a bit. He had taken to always 
polishing one particular button, which just held on to his left wrist, and to always calling 
for stationery. I suppose that man called for pens, ink, and paper, tape, and scaling- wax, 
upwards of one thousand times in four-and-twenty hours. He had an idea that we should 
never get out of that river unless we were written out of it in a formal Memorandum; and 
the more we laboured at navigating the rafts, the more he ordered us not to touch them at 
our peril, and the more he sat and roared for stationery.  

Mrs. Pordage, similarly, persisted in wearing her nightcap. I doubt if any one but 
ourselves who had seen the progress of that article of dress, could by this time have told 
what it was meant for. It had got so limp and ragged that she couldn't see out of her eyes 
for it. It was so dirty, that whether it was vegetable matter out of a swamp, or weeds out 
of the river, or an old porter's-knot from England, I don't think any new spectator could 
have said. Yet, this unfortunate old woman had a notion that it was not only vastly 
genteel, but that it was the correct thing as to propriety. And she really did carry herself 
over the other ladies who had no nightcaps, and who were forced to tie up their hair how 
they could, in a superior manner that was perfectly amazing.  

I don't know what she looked like, sitting in that blessed nightcap, on a log of wood, 
outside the hut or cabin upon our raft. She would have rather resembled a fortune-teller in 
one of the picture-books that used to be in the shop windows in my boyhood, except for 
her stateliness. But, Lord bless my heart, the dignity with which she sat and moped, with 
her head in that bundle of tatters, was like nothing else in the world! She was not on 
speaking terms with more than three of the ladies. Some of them had, what she called, 
"taken precedence" of her--in getting into, or out of, that miserable little shelter!--and 
others had not called to pay their respects, or something of that kind. So, there she sat, in 
her own state and ceremony, while her husband sat on the same log of wood, ordering us 
one and all to let the raft go to the bottom, and to bring him stationery.  

What with this noise on the part of Mr. Commissioner Pordage, and what with the cries 
of Sergeant Drooce on the raft astern (which were sometimes more than Tom Packer 



could silence), we often made our slow way down the river, anything but quietly. Yet, 
that it was of great importance that no ears should be able to hear us from the woods on 
the banks, could not be doubted. We were looked for, to a certainty, and we might be 
retaken at any moment. It was an anxious time; it was, indeed, indeed, an anxious time.  

On the seventh night of our voyage on the rafts, we made fast, as usual, on the opposite 
side of the river to that from which we had started, in as dark a place as we could pick 
out. Our little encampment was soon made, and supper was eaten, and the children fell 
asleep. The watch was set, and everything made orderly for the night. Such a starlight 
night, with such blue in the sky, and such black in the places of heavy shade on the banks 
of the great stream!  

Those two ladies, Miss Maryon and Mrs. Fisher, had always kept near me since the night 
of the attack. Mr. Fisher, who was untiring in the work of our raft, had said to me:  

"My dear little childless wife has grown so attached to you, Davis, and you are such a 
gentle fellow, as well as such a determined one;" our party had adopted that last 
expression from the one-eyed English pirate, and I repeat what Mr. Fisher said, only 
because he said it; "that it takes a load off my mind to leave her in your charge."  

I said to him: "Your lady is in far better charge than mine, Sir, having Miss Maryon to 
take care of her; but, you may rely upon it, that I will guard them both--faithful and true."  

Says he: "I do rely upon it, Davis, and I heartily wish all the silver on our old Island was 
yours."  

That seventh starlight night, as I have said, we made our camp, and got our supper, and 
set our watch, and the children fell asleep. It was solemn and beautiful in those wild and 
solitary parts, to see them, every night before they lay down, kneeling under the bright 
sky, saying their little prayers at women's laps. At that time we men all uncovered, and 
mostly kept at a distance. When the innocent creatures rose up, we murmured "Amen!" 
all together. For, though we had not heard what they said, we know it must be good for 
us.  

At that time, too, as was only natural, those poor mothers in our company, whose 
children had been killed, shed many tears. I thought the sight seemed to console them 
while it made them cry; but, whether I was right or wrong in that, they wept very much. 
On this seventh night, Mrs. Fisher had cried for her lost darling until she cried herself 
asleep. She was lying on a little couch of leaves and such-like (I made the best little 
couch I could for them every night), and Miss Maryon had covered her, and sat by her, 
holding her hand. The stars looked down upon them. As for me, I guarded them.  

"Davis!" says Miss Maryon. (I am not going to say what a voice she had. I couldn't if I 
tried.)  

"I am here, Miss."  



"The river sounds as if it were swollen to-night."  

"We all think, Miss, that we are coming near the sea."  

"Do you believe now, we shall escape?"  

"I do now, Miss, really believe it." I had always said I did; but, I had in my own mind 
been doubtful.  

"How glad you will be, my good Davis, to see England again!"  

I have another confession to make that will appear singular. When she said these words, 
something rose in my throat; and the stars I looked away at, seemed to break into sparkles 
that fell down my face and burnt it.  

"England is not much to me, Miss, except as a name."  

"O, so true an Englishman should not say that!--Are you not well to- night, Davis?" Very 
kindly, and with a quick change.  

"Quite well, Miss."  

"Are you sure? Your voice sounds altered in my hearing."  

"No, Miss, I am a stronger man than ever. But, England is nothing to me."  

Miss Maryon sat silent for so long a while, that I believed she had done speaking to me 
for one time. However, she had not; for by-and- by she said in a distinct clear tone:  

"No, good friend; you must not say that England is nothing to you. It is to be much to 
you, yet--everything to you. You have to take back to England the good name you have 
earned here, and the gratitude and attachment and respect you have won here: and you 
have to make some good English girl very happy and proud, by marrying her; and I shall 
one day see her, I hope, and make her happier and prouder still, by telling her what noble 
services her husband's were in South America, and what a noble friend he was to me 
there."  

Though she spoke these kind words in a cheering manner, she spoke them 
compassionately. I said nothing. It will appear to be another strange confession, that I 
paced to and fro, within call, all that night, a most unhappy man, reproaching myself all 
the night long. "You are as ignorant as any man alive; you are as obscure as any man 
alive; you are as poor as any man alive; you are no better than the mud under your foot." 
That was the way in which I went on against myself until the morning.  

With the day, came the day's labour. What I should have done-- without the labour, I 
don't know. We were afloat again at the usual hour, and were again making our way 



down the river. It was broader, and clearer of obstructions than it had been, and it seemed 
to flow faster. This was one of Drooce's quiet days; Mr. Pordage, besides being sulky, 
had almost lost his voice; and we made good way, and with little noise.  

There was always a seaman forward on the raft, keeping a bright look-out. Suddenly, in 
the full heat of the day, when the children were slumbering, and the very trees and reeds 
appeared to be slumbering, this man--it was Short--holds up his hand, and cries with great 
caution: "Avast! Voices ahead!"  

We held on against the stream as soon as we could bring her up, and the other raft 
followed suit. At first, Mr. Macey, Mr. Fisher, and myself, could hear nothing; though 
both the seamen aboard of us agreed that they could hear voices and oars. After a little 
pause, however, we united in thinking that we could hear the sound of voices, and the dip 
of oars. But, you can hear a long way in those countries, and there was a bend of the river 
before us, and nothing was to be seen except such waters and such banks as we were now 
in the eighth day (and might, for the matter of our feelings, have been in the eightieth), of 
having seen with anxious eyes.  

It was soon decided to put a man ashore, who should creep through the wood, see what 
was coming, and warn the rafts. The rafts in the meantime to keep the middle of the 
stream. The man to be put ashore, and not to swim ashore, as the first thing could be 
more quickly done than the second. The raft conveying him, to get back into mid-stream, 
and to hold on along with the other, as well is it could, until signalled by the man. In case 
of danger, the man to shift for himself until it should be safe to take him on board again. I 
volunteered to be the man.  

We knew that the voices and oars must come up slowly against the stream; and our 
seamen knew, by the set of the stream, under which bank they would come. I was put 
ashore accordingly. The raft got off well, and I broke into the wood.  

Steaming hot it was, and a tearing place to get through. So much the better for me, since 
it was something to contend against and do. I cut off the bend of the river, at a great 
saving of space, came to the water's edge again, and hid myself, and waited. I could now 
hear the dip of the oars very distinctly; the voices had ceased.  

The sound came on in a regular tune, and as I lay hidden, I fancied the tune so played to 
be, "Chris'en--George--King! Chris'en-- George--King! Chris'en--George--King!" over 
and over again, always the same, with the pauses always at the same places. I had 
likewise time to make up my mind that if these were the Pirates, I could and would 
(barring my being shot) swim off to my raft, in spite of my wound, the moment I had 
given the alarm, and hold my old post by Miss Maryon.  

"Chris'en--George--King! Chris'en--George--King! Chris'en--George- -King!" coming 
up, now, very near.  



I took a look at the branches about me, to see where a shower of bullets would be most 
likely to do me least hurt; and I took a look back at the track I had made in forcing my 
way in; and now I was wholly prepared and fully ready for them.  

"Chris'en--George--King! Chris'en--George--King! Chris'en--George- -King!" Here they 
are!  

Who were they? The barbarous Pirates, scum of all nations, headed by such men as the 
hideous little Portuguese monkey, and the one- eyed English convict with the gash across 
his face, that ought to have gashed his wicked head off? The worst men in the world 
picked out from the worst, to do the cruellest and most atrocious deeds that ever stained 
it? The howling, murdering, black-flag waving, mad, and drunken crowd of devils that 
had overcome us by numbers and by treachery? No. These were English men in English 
boats--good blue-jackets and red-coats--marines that I knew myself, and sailors that knew 
our seamen! At the helm of the first boat, Captain Carton, eager and steady. At the helm 
of the second boat, Captain Maryon, brave and bold. At the helm of the third boat, an old 
seaman, with determination carved into his watchful face, like the figure-head of a ship. 
Every man doubly and trebly armed from head to foot. Every man lying-to at his work, 
with a will that had all his heart and soul in it. Every man looking out for any trace of 
friend or enemy, and burning to be the first to do good or avenge evil. Every man with his 
face on fire when he saw me, his countryman who had been taken prisoner, and hailed me 
with a cheer, as Captain Carton's boat ran in and took me on board.  

I reported, "All escaped, sir! All well, all safe, all here!"  

God bless me--and God bless them--what a cheer! It turned me weak, as I was passed on 
from hand to hand to the stern of the boat: every hand patting me or grasping me in some 
way or other, in the moment of my going by.  

"Hold up, my brave fellow," says Captain Carton, clapping me on the shoulder like a 
friend, and giving me a flask. "Put your lips to that, and they'll be red again. Now, boys, 
give way!"  

The banks flew by us as if the mightiest stream that ever ran was with us; and so it was, I 
am sure, meaning the stream to those men's ardour and spirit. The banks flew by us, and 
we came in sight of the rafts--the banks flew by us, and we came alongside of the rafts- -
the banks stopped; and there was a tumult of laughing and crying, and kissing and 
shaking of hands, and catching up of children and setting of them down again, and a wild 
hurry of thankfulness and joy that melted every one and softened all hearts.  

I had taken notice, in Captain Carton's boat, that there was a curious and quite new sort of 
fitting on board. It was a kind of a little bower made of flowers, and it was set up behind 
the captain, and betwixt him and the rudder. Not only was this arbour, so to call it, neatly 
made of flowers, but it was ornamented in a singular way. Some of the men had taken the 
ribbons and buckles off their hats, and hung them among the flowers; others had made 
festoons and streamers of their handkerchiefs, and hung them there; others had 



intermixed such trifles as bits of glass and shining fragments of lockets and tobacco-
boxes with the flowers; so that altogether it was a very bright and lively object in the 
sunshine. But why there, or what for, I did not understand.  

Now, as soon as the first bewilderment was over, Captain Carton gave the order to land 
for the present. But this boat of his, with two hands left in her, immediately put off again 
when the men were out of her, and kept off, some yards from the shore. As she floated 
there, with the two hands gently backing water to keep her from going down the stream, 
this pretty little arbour attracted many eyes. None of the boat's crew, however, had 
anything to say about it, except that it was the captain's fancy.  

The captain--with the women and children clustering round him, and the men of all ranks 
grouped outside them, and all listening--stood telling how the Expedition, deceived by its 
bad intelligence, had chased the light Pirate boats all that fatal night, and had still 
followed in their wake next day, and had never suspected until many hours too late that 
the great Pirate body had drawn off in the darkness when the chase began, and shot over 
to the Island. He stood telling how the Expedition, supposing the whole array of armed 
boats to be ahead of it, got tempted into shallows and went aground; but not without 
having its revenge upon the two decoy-boats, both of which it had come up with, 
overhand, and sent to the bottom with all on board. He stood telling how the Expedition, 
fearing then that the case stood as it did, got afloat again, by great exertion, after the loss 
of four more tides, and returned to the Island, where they found the sloop scuttled and the 
treasure gone. He stood telling how my officer, Lieutenant Linderwood, was left upon the 
Island, with as strong a force as could be got together hurriedly from the mainland, and 
how the three boats we saw before us were manned and armed and had come away, 
exploring the coast and inlets, in search of any tidings of us. He stood telling all this, with 
his face to the river; and, as he stood telling it, the little arbour of flowers floated in the 
sunshine before all the faces there.  

Leaning on Captain Carton's shoulder, between him and Miss Maryon, was Mrs. Fisher, 
her head drooping on her arm. She asked him, without raising it, when he had told so 
much, whether he had found her mother?  

"Be comforted! She lies," said the Captain gently, "under the cocoa-nut trees on the 
beach."  

"And my child, Captain Carton, did you find my child, too? Does my darling rest with 
my mother?"  

"No. Your pretty child sleeps," said the Captain, "under a shade of flowers."  

His voice shook; but there was something in it that struck all the hearers. At that moment 
there sprung from the arbour in his boat a little creature, clapping her hands and 
stretching out her arms, and crying, "Dear papa! Dear mamma! I am not killed. I am 
saved. I am coming to kiss you. Take me to them, take me to them, good, kind sailors!"  



Nobody who saw that scene has ever forgotten it, I am sure, or ever will forget it. The 
child had kept quite still, where her brave grandmamma had put her (first whispering in 
her ear, "Whatever happens to me, do not stir, my dear!"), and had remained quiet until 
the fort was deserted; she had then crept out of the trench, and gone into her mother's 
house; and there, alone on the solitary Island, in her mother's room, and asleep on her 
mother's bed, the Captain had found her. Nothing could induce her to be parted from him 
after he took her up in his arms, and he had brought her away with him, and the men had 
made the bower for her. To see those men now, was a sight. The joy of the women was 
beautiful; the joy of those women who had lost their own children, was quite sacred and 
divine; but, the ecstasies of Captain Carton's boat's crew, when their pet was restored to 
her parents, were wonderful for the tenderness they showed in the midst of roughness. As 
the Captain stood with the child in his arms, and the child's own little arms now clinging 
round his neck, now round her father's, now round her mother's, now round some one 
who pressed up to kiss her, the boat's crew shook hands with one another, waved their 
hats over their heads, laughed, sang, cried, danced--and all among themselves, without 
wanting to interfere with anybody--in a manner never to be represented. At last, I saw the 
coxswain and another, two very hard-faced men, with grizzled heads, who had been the 
heartiest of the hearty all along, close with one another, get each of them the other's head 
under his arm, and pommel away at it with his fist as hard as he could, in his excess of 
joy.  

When we had well rested and refreshed ourselves--and very glad we were to have some 
of the heartening things to eat and drink that had come up in the boats--we recommenced 
our voyage down the river: rafts, and boats, and all. I said to myself, it was a very 
different kind of voyage now, from what it had been; and I fell into my proper place and 
station among my fellow-soldiers.  

But, when we halted for the night, I found that Miss Maryon had spoken to Captain 
Carton concerning me. For, the Captain came straight up to me, and says he, "My brave 
fellow, you have been Miss Maryon's body-guard all along, and you shall remain so. 
Nobody shall supersede you in the distinction and pleasure of protecting that young 
lady." I thanked his honour in the fittest words I could find, and that night I was placed 
on my old post of watching the place where she slept. More than once in the night, I saw 
Captain Carton come out into the air, and stroll about there, to see that all was well. I 
have now this other singular confession to make, that I saw him with a heavy heart. Yes; 
I saw him with a heavy, heavy heart.  

In the day-time, I had the like post in Captain Carton's boat. I had a special station of my 
own, behind Miss Maryon, and no hands but hers ever touched my wound. (It has been 
healed these many long years; but, no other hands have ever touched it.) Mr. Pordage was 
kept tolerably quiet now, with pen and ink, and began to pick up his senses a little. Seated 
in the second boat, he made documents with Mr. Kitten, pretty well all day; and he 
generally handed in a Protest about something whenever we stopped. The Captain, 
however, made so very light of these papers, that it grew into a saying among the men, 
when one of them wanted a match for his pipe, "Hand us over a Protest, Jack!" As to 
Mrs. Pordage, she still wore the nightcap, and she now had cut all the ladies on account 



of her not having been formally and separately rescued by Captain Carton before 
anybody else. The end of Mr. Pordage, to bring to an end all I know about him, was, that 
he got great compliments at home for his conduct on these trying occasions, and that he 
died of yellow jaundice, a Governor and a K.C.B.  

Sergeant Drooce had fallen from a high fever into a low one. Tom Packer--the only man 
who could have pulled the Sergeant through it-- kept hospital aboard the old raft, and 
Mrs. Belltott, as brisk as ever again (but the spirit of that little woman, when things tried 
it, was not equal to appearances), was head-nurse under his directions. Before we got 
down to the Mosquito coast, the joke had been made by one of our men, that we should 
see her gazetted Mrs. Tom Packer, vice Belltott exchanged.  

When we reached the coast, we got native boats as substitutes for the rafts; and we rowed 
along under the land; and in that beautiful climate, and upon that beautiful water, the 
blooming days were like enchantment. Ah! They were running away, faster than any sea 
or river, and there was no tide to bring them back. We were coming very near the 
settlement where the people of Silver-Store were to be left, and from which we Marines 
were under orders to return to Belize.  

Captain Carton had, in the boat by him, a curious long-barrelled Spanish gun, and he had 
said to Miss Maryon one day that it was the best of guns, and had turned his head to me, 
and said:  

"Gill Davis, load her fresh with a couple of slugs, against a chance of showing how good 
she is."  

So, I had discharged the gun over the sea, and had loaded her, according to orders, and 
there it had lain at the Captain's feet, convenient to the Captain's hand.  

The last day but one of our journey was an uncommonly hot day. We started very early; 
but, there was no cool air on the sea as the day got on, and by noon the heat was really 
hard to bear, considering that there were women and children to bear it. Now, we 
happened to open, just at that time, a very pleasant little cove or bay, where there was a 
deep shade from a great growth of trees. Now, the Captain, therefore, made the signal to 
the other boats to follow him in and lie by a while.  

The men who were off duty went ashore, and lay down, but were ordered, for caution's 
sake, not to stray, and to keep within view. The others rested on their oars, and dozed. 
Awnings had been made of one thing and another, in all the boats, and the passengers 
found it cooler to be under them in the shade, when there was room enough, than to be in 
the thick woods. So, the passengers were all afloat, and mostly sleeping. I kept my post 
behind Miss Maryon, and she was on Captain Carton's right in the boat, and Mrs. Fisher 
sat on her right again. The Captain had Mrs. Fisher's daughter on his knee. He and the 
two ladies were talking about the Pirates, and were talking softly; partly, because people 
do talk softly under such indolent circumstances, and partly because the little girl had 
gone off asleep.  



I think I have before given it out for my Lady to write down, that Captain Carton had a 
fine bright eye of his own. All at once, he darted me a side look, as much as to say, 
"Steady--don't take on--I see something!"--and gave the child into her mother's arms. 
That eye of his was so easy to understand, that I obeyed it by not so much as looking 
either to the right or to the left out of a corner of my own, or changing my attitude the 
least trifle. The Captain went on talking in the same mild and easy way; but began--with 
his arms resting across his knees, and his head a little hanging forward, as if the heat were 
rather too much for him--began to play with the Spanish gun.  

"They had laid their plans, you see," says the Captain, taking up the Spanish gun across 
his knees, and looking, lazily, at the inlaying on the stock, "with a great deal of art; and 
the corrupt or blundering local authorities were so easily deceived;" he ran his left hand 
idly along the barrel, but I saw, with my breath held, that he covered the action of 
cocking the gun with his right--"so easily deceived, that they summoned us out to come 
into the trap. But my intention as to future operations--" In a flash the Spanish gun was at 
his bright eye, and he fired.  

All started up; innumerable echoes repeated the sound of the discharge; a cloud of bright-
coloured birds flew out of the woods screaming; a handful of leaves were scattered in the 
place where the shot had struck; a crackling of branches was heard; and some lithe but 
heavy creature sprang into the air, and fell forward, head down, over the muddy bank.  

"What is it?" cries Captain Maryon from his boat. All silent then, but the echoes rolling 
away.  

"It is a Traitor and a Spy," said Captain Carton, handing me the gun to load again. "And I 
think the other name of the animal is Christian George King!"  

Shot through the heart. Some of the people ran round to the spot, and drew him out, with 
the slime and wet trickling down his face; but his face itself would never stir any more to 
the end of time.  

"Leave him hanging to that tree," cried Captain Carton; his boat's crew giving way, and 
he leaping ashore. "But first into this wood, every man in his place. And boats! Out of 
gunshot!"  

It was a quick change, well meant and well made, though it ended in disappointment. No 
Pirates were there; no one but the Spy was found. It was supposed that the Pirates, unable 
to retake us, and expecting a great attack upon them to be the consequence of our escape, 
had made from the ruins in the Forest, taken to their ship along with the Treasure, and left 
the Spy to pick up what intelligence he could. In the evening we went away, and he was 
left hanging to the tree, all alone, with the red sun making a kind of a dead sunset on his 
black face.  

Next day, we gained the settlement on the Mosquito coast for which we were bound. 
Having stayed there to refresh seven days, and having been much commended, and 



highly spoken of, and finely entertained, we Marines stood under orders to march from 
the Town- Gate (it was neither much of a town nor much of a gate), at five in the 
morning.  

My officer had joined us before then. When we turned out at the gate, all the people were 
there; in the front of them all those who had been our fellow-prisoners, and all the 
seamen.  

"Davis," says Lieutenant Linderwood. "Stand out, my friend!"  

I stood out from the ranks, and Miss Maryon and Captain Carton came up to me.  

"Dear Davis," says Miss Maryon, while the tears fell fast down her face, "your grateful 
friends, in most unwillingly taking leave of you, ask the favour that, while you bear away 
with you their affectionate remembrance, which nothing can ever impair, you will also 
take this purse of money--far more valuable to you, we all know, for the deep attachment 
and thankfulness with which it is offered, than for its own contents, though we hope those 
may prove useful to you, too, in after life."  

I got out, in answer, that I thankfully accepted the attachment and affection, but not the 
money. Captain Carton looked at me very attentively, and stepped back, and moved 
away. I made him my bow as he stepped back, to thank him for being so delicate.  

"No, miss," said I, "I think it would break my heart to accept of money. But, if you could 
condescend to give to a man so ignorant and common as myself, any little thing you have 
worn--such as a bit of ribbon--"  

She took a ring from her finger, and put it in my hand. And she rested her hand in mine, 
while she said these words:  

"The brave gentlemen of old--but not one of them was braver, or had a nobler nature than 
you--took such gifts from ladies, and did all their good actions for the givers' sakes. If 
you will do yours for mine, I shall think with pride that I continue to have some share in 
the life of a gallant and generous man."  

For the second time in my life she kissed my hand. I made so bold, for the first time, as to 
kiss hers; and I tied the ring at my breast, and I fell back to my place.  

Then, the horse-litter went out at the gate with Sergeant Drooce in it; and the horse-litter 
went out at the gate with Mrs. Belltott in it; and Lieutenant Linderwood gave the word of 
command, "Quick march!" and, cheered and cried for, we went out of the gate too, 
marching along the level plain towards the serene blue sky, as if we were marching 
straight to Heaven.  

When I have added here that the Pirate scheme was blown to shivers, by the Pirate-ship 
which had the Treasure on board being so vigorously attacked by one of His Majesty's 



cruisers, among the West India Keys, and being so swiftly boarded and carried, that 
nobody suspected anything about the scheme until three-fourths of the Pirates were 
killed, and the other fourth were in irons, and the Treasure was recovered; I come to the 
last singular confession I have got to make.  

It is this. I well knew what an immense and hopeless distance there was between me and 
Miss Maryon; I well knew that I was no fitter company for her than I was for the angels; I 
well knew, that she was as high above my reach as the sky over my head; and yet I loved 
her. What put it in my low heart to be so daring, or whether such a thing ever happened 
before or since, as that a man so uninstructed and obscure as myself got his unhappy 
thoughts lifted up to such a height, while knowing very well how presumptuous and 
impossible to be realised they were, I am unable to say; still, the suffering to me was just 
as great as if I had been a gentleman. I suffered agony--agony. I suffered hard, and I 
suffered long. I thought of her last words to me, however, and I never disgraced them. If 
it had not been for those dear words, I think I should have lost myself in despair and 
recklessness.  

The ring will be found lying on my heart, of course, and will be laid with me wherever I 
am laid. I am getting on in years now, though I am able and hearty. I was recommended 
for promotion, and everything was done to reward me that could be done; but my total 
want of all learning stood in my way, and I found myself so completely out of the road to 
it that I could not conquer any learning, though I tried. I was long in the service, and I 
respected it, and was respected in it, and the service is dear to me at this present hour.  

At this present hour, when I give this out to my Lady to be written down, all my old pain 
has softened away, and I am as happy as a man can be, at this present fine old country-
house of Admiral Sir George Carton, Baronet. It was my Lady Carton who herself sought 
me out, over a great many miles of the wide world, and found me in Hospital wounded, 
and brought me here. It is my Lady Carton who writes down my words. My Lady was 
Miss Maryon. And now, that I conclude what I had to tell, I see my Lady's honoured gray 
hair droop over her face, as she leans a little lower at her desk; and I fervently thank her 
for being so tender as I see she is, towards the past pain and trouble of her poor, old, 
faithful, humble soldier.  



The Poor Relation's Story 
 

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

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

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

It is supposed, unless I mistake--the assembled members of our family will correct me if I 
do, which is very likely (here the poor relation looked mildly about him for 
contradiction); that I am nobody's enemy but my own. That I never met with any 
particular success in anything. That I failed in business because I was unbusiness-like and 
credulous--in not being prepared for the interested designs of my partner. That I failed in 
love, because I was ridiculously trustful--in thinking it impossible that Christiana could 
deceive me. That I failed in my expectations from my uncle Chill, on account of not 
being as sharp as he could have wished in worldly matters. That, through life, I have been 
rather put upon and disappointed in a general way. That I am at present a bachelor of 
between fifty-nine and sixty years of age, living on a limited income in the form of a 
quarterly allowance, to which I see that John our esteemed host wishes me to make no 
further allusion.  

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

I live in a lodging in the Clapham Road--a very clean back room, in a very respectable 
house--where I am expected not to be at home in the day-time, unless poorly; and which I 
usually leave in the morning at nine o'clock, on pretence of going to business. I take my 
breakfast--my roll and butter, and my half-pint of coffee--at the old-established coffee-
shop near Westminster Bridge; and then I go into the City--I don't know why--and sit in 
Garraway's Coffee House, and on 'Change, and walk about, and look into a few offices 
and counting-houses where some of my relations or acquaintance are so good as to 
tolerate me, and where I stand by the fire if the weather happens to be cold. I get through 
the day in this way until five o'clock, and then I dine: at a cost, on the average, of one and 



threepence. Having still a little money to spend on my evening's entertainment, I look 
into the old-established coffee-shop as I go home, and take my cup of tea, and perhaps 
my bit of toast. So, as the large hand of the clock makes its way round to the morning 
hour again, I make my way round to the Clapham Road again, and go to bed when I get 
to my lodging--fire being expensive, and being objected to by the family on account of its 
giving trouble and making a dirt.  

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

The only exception to this general rule is the child of my first cousin, Little Frank. I have 
a particular affection for that child, and he takes very kindly to me. He is a diffident boy 
by nature; and in a crowd he is soon run over, as I may say, and forgotten. He and I, 
however, get on exceedingly well. I have a fancy that the poor child will in time succeed 
to my peculiar position in the family. We talk but little; still, we understand each other. 
We walk about, hand in hand; and without much speaking he knows what I mean, and I 
know what he means. When he was very little indeed, I used to take him to the windows 
of the toy-shops, and show him the toys inside. It is surprising how soon he found out 
that I would have made him a great many presents if I had been in circumstances to do it.  

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

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

When I die in the Clapham Road, I shall not leave much more in this world than I shall 
take out of it; but, I happen to have a miniature of a bright-faced boy, with a curling head, 



and an open shirt-frill waving down his bosom (my mother had it taken for me, but I can't 
believe that it was ever like), which will be worth nothing to sell, and which I shall beg 
may he given to Frank. I have written my dear boy a little letter with it, in which I have 
told him that I felt very sorry to part from him, though bound to confess that I knew no 
reason why I should remain here. I have given him some short advice, the best in my 
power, to take warning of the consequences of being nobody's enemy but his own; and I 
have endeavoured to comfort him for what I fear he will consider a bereavement, by 
pointing out to him, that I was only a superfluous something to every one but him; and 
that having by some means failed to find a place in this great assembly, I am better out of 
it.  

Such (said the poor relation, clearing his throat and beginning to speak a little louder) is 
the general impression about me. Now, it is a remarkable circumstance which forms the 
aim and purpose of my story, that this is all wrong. This is not my life, and these are not 
my habits. I do not even live in the Clapham Road. Comparatively speaking, I am very 
seldom there. I reside, mostly, in a--I am almost ashamed to say the word, it sounds so 
full of pretension--in a Castle. I do not mean that it is an old baronial habitation, but still 
it is a building always known to every one by the name of a Castle. In it, I preserve the 
particulars of my history; they run thus:  

It was when I first took John Spatter (who had been my clerk) into partnership, and when 
I was still a young man of not more than five- and-twenty, residing in the house of my 
uncle Chill, from whom I had considerable expectations, that I ventured to propose to 
Christiana. I had loved Christiana a long time. She was very beautiful, and very winning 
in all respects. I rather mistrusted her widowed mother, who I feared was of a plotting 
and mercenary turn of mind; but, I thought as well of her as I could, for Christiana's sake. 
I never had loved any one but Christiana, and she had been all the world, and O far more 
than all the world, to me, from our childhood!  

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

Avarice was, unhappily, my uncle Chill's master-vice. Though he was rich, he pinched, 
and scraped, and clutched, and lived miserably. As Christiana had no fortune, I was for 
some time a little fearful of confessing our engagement to him; but, at length I wrote him 
a letter, saying how it all truly was. I put it into his hand one night, on going to bed.  

As I came down-stairs next morning, shivering in the cold December air; colder in my 
uncle's unwarmed house than in the street, where the winter sun did sometimes shine, and 
which was at all events enlivened by cheerful faces and voices passing along; I carried a 
heavy heart towards the long, low breakfast-room in which my uncle sat. It was a large 
room with a small fire, and there was a great bay window in it which the rain had marked 
in the night as if with the tears of houseless people. It stared upon a raw yard, with a 



cracked stone pavement, and some rusted iron railings half uprooted, whence an ugly out-
building that had once been a dissecting-room (in the time of the great surgeon who had 
mortgaged the house to my uncle), stared at it.  

We rose so early always, that at that time of the year we breakfasted by candle-light. 
When I went into the room, my uncle was so contracted by the cold, and so huddled 
together in his chair behind the one dim candle, that I did not see him until I was close to 
the table.  

As I held out my hand to him, he caught up his stick (being infirm, he always walked 
about the house with a stick), and made a blow at me, and said, "You fool!"  

"Uncle," I returned, "I didn't expect you to be so angry as this." Nor had I expected it, 
though he was a hard and angry old man.  

"You didn't expect!" said he; "when did you ever expect? When did you ever calculate, or 
look forward, you contemptible dog?"  

"These are hard words, uncle!"  

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

Betsy Snap was a withered, hard-favoured, yellow old woman--our only domestic--
always employed, at this time of the morning, in rubbing my uncle's legs. As my uncle 
adjured her to look at me, he put his lean grip on the crown of her head, she kneeling 
beside him, and turned her face towards me. An involuntary thought connecting them 
both with the Dissecting Room, as it must often have been in the surgeon's time, passed 
across my mind in the midst of my anxiety.  

"Look at the snivelling milksop!" said my uncle. "Look at the baby! This is the gentleman 
who, people say, is nobody's enemy but his own. This is the gentleman who can't say no. 
This is the gentleman who was making such large profits in his business that he must 
needs take a partner, t'other day. This is the gentleman who is going to marry a wife 
without a penny, and who falls into the hands of Jezabels who are speculating on my 
death!"  

I knew, now, how great my uncle's rage was; for nothing short of his being almost beside 
himself would have induced him to utter that concluding word, which he held in such 
repugnance that it was never spoken or hinted at before him on any account.  

"On my death," he repeated, as if he were defying me by defying his own abhorrence of 
the word. "On my death--death--Death! But I'll spoil the speculation. Eat your last under 
this roof, you feeble wretch, and may it choke you!"  



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

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

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

"As you will, sir," I returned; "but you deceive yourself, and wrong us, cruelly, if you 
suppose that there is any feeling at stake in this contract but pure, disinterested, faithful 
love."  

To this, he only replied, "You lie!" and not one other word.  

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

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

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

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

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

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

"God help me, Christiana!" said I. "You speak the truth."  



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

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

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

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

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

"You had, John," I returned.  

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

"All not worth mentioning, John Spatter," said I, "but certainly true."  

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

"Still not worth mentioning, my dear John Spatter," said I; "still, equally true."  



"And finding that I had a good head for business, and that I was really useful TO the 
business, you did not like to retain me in that capacity, and thought it an act of justice 
soon to make me your partner."  

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

"Now, my good friend," said John, drawing my arm through his, as he had had a habit of 
doing at school; while two vessels outside the windows of our counting-house--which 
were shaped like the stern windows of a ship--went lightly down the river with the tide, 
as John and I might then be sailing away in company, and in trust and confidence, on our 
voyage of life; "let there, under these friendly circumstances, be a right understanding 
between us. You are too easy, Michael. You are nobody's enemy but your own. If I were 
to give you that damaging character among our connexion, with a shrug, and a shake of 
the head, and a sigh; and if I were further to abuse the trust you place in me--"  

"But you never will abuse it at all, John," I observed.  

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

"Exactly so," said I.  

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

"My dear John Spatter," I assured him, "that is precisely what I mean."  

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

"My dear John Spatter," I interrupted, "I DON'T expect you to humour it. I want to 
correct it."  

"And I, too," said John.  

"Exactly so!" cried I. "We both have the same end in view; and, honourably seeking it, 
and fully trusting one another, and having but one interest, ours will be a prosperous and 
happy partnership."  



"I am sure of it!" returned John Spatter. And we shook hands most affectionately.  

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

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

Our eldest girl, who is very like her mother, married John Spatter's eldest son. Our two 
families are closely united in other ties of attachment. It is very pleasant of an evening, 
when we are all assembled together--which frequently happens--and when John and I talk 
over old times, and the one interest there has always been between us.  

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

Such is my Castle, and such are the real particulars of my life therein preserved. I often 
take Little Frank home there. He is very welcome to my grandchildren, and they play 
together. At this time of the year--the Christmas and New Year time--I am seldom out of 
my Castle. For, the associations of the season seem to hold me there, and the precepts of 
the season seem to teach me that it is well to be there.  

"And the Castle is--" observed a grave, kind voice among the company.  

"Yes. My Castle," said the poor relation, shaking his head as he still looked at the fire, "is 
in the Air. John our esteemed host suggests its situation accurately. My Castle is in the 
Air! I have done. Will you be so good as to pass the story?"  



The Schoolboy's Story 
 

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

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

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

Why, look at the pie-crust alone. There's no flakiness in it. It's solid--like damp lead. 
Then our fellows get nightmares, and are bolstered for calling out and waking other 
fellows. Who can wonder!  

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

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

In the Midsummer holidays, some of our fellows who lived within walking distance, used 
to come back and climb the trees outside the playground wall, on purpose to look at Old 
Cheeseman reading there by himself. He was always as mild as the tea--and THAT'S 
pretty mild, I should hope!--so when they whistled to him, he looked up and nodded; and 
when they said, "Halloa, Old Cheeseman, what have you had for dinner?" he said, 
"Boiled mutton;" and when they said, "An't it solitary, Old Cheeseman?" he said, "It is a 
little dull sometimes:" and then they said, "Well good-bye, Old Cheeseman!" and climbed 
down again. Of course it was imposing on Old Cheeseman to give him nothing but boiled 



mutton through a whole Vacation, but that was just like the system. When they didn't 
give him boiled mutton, they gave him rice pudding, pretending it was a treat. And saved 
the butcher.  

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

Of course Old Cheeseman used to be called by the names of all sorts of cheeses--Double 
Glo'sterman, Family Cheshireman, Dutchman, North Wiltshireman, and all that. But he 
never minded it. And I don't mean to say he was old in point of years--because he wasn't-
-only he was called from the first, Old Cheeseman.  

At last, Old Cheeseman was made second Latin Master. He was brought in one morning 
at the beginning of a new half, and presented to the school in that capacity as "Mr. 
Cheeseman." Then our fellows all agreed that Old Cheeseman was a spy, and a deserter, 
who had gone over to the enemy's camp, and sold himself for gold. It was no excuse for 
him that he had sold himself for very little gold--two pound ten a quarter and his 
washing, as was reported. It was decided by a Parliament which sat about it, that Old 
Cheeseman's mercenary motives could alone be taken into account, and that he had 
"coined our blood for drachmas." The Parliament took the expression out of the quarrel 
scene between Brutus and Cassius.  

When it was settled in this strong way that Old Cheeseman was a tremendous traitor, who 
had wormed himself into our fellows' secrets on purpose to get himself into favour by 
giving up everything he knew, all courageous fellows were invited to come forward and 
enrol themselves in a Society for making a set against him. The President of the Society 
was First boy, named Bob Tarter. His father was in the West Indies, and he owned, 
himself, that his father was worth Millions. He had great power among our fellows, and 
he wrote a parody, beginning -  

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

- and on in that way through more than a dozen verses, which he used to go and sing, 
every morning, close by the new master's desk. He trained one of the low boys, too, a 
rosy-cheeked little Brass who didn't care what he did, to go up to him with his Latin 
Grammar one morning, and say it so: NOMINATIVUS PRONOMINUM--Old 
Cheeseman, RARO EXPRIMITUR--was never suspected, NISI DISTINCTIONIS--of 
being an informer, AUT EMPHASIS GRATiA--until he proved one. UT--for instance, 
VOS DAMNASTIS--when he sold the boys. QUASI--as though, DICAT--he should say, 



PRETAEREA NEMO--I'm a Judas! All this produced a great effect on Old Cheeseman. 
He had never had much hair; but what he had, began to get thinner and thinner every day. 
He grew paler and more worn; and sometimes of an evening he was seen sitting at his 
desk with a precious long snuff to his candle, and his hands before his face, crying. But 
no member of the Society could pity him, even if he felt inclined, because the President 
said it was Old Cheeseman's conscience.  

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

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

Jane was Old Cheeseman's friend. The more the Society went against him, the more Jane 
stood by him. She used to give him a good- humoured look out of her still-room window, 
sometimes, that seemed to set him up for the day. She used to pass out of the orchard and 
the kitchen garden (always kept locked, I believe you!) through the playground, when she 
might have gone the other way, only to give a turn of her head, as much as to say "Keep 
up your spirits!" to Old Cheeseman. His slip of a room was so fresh and orderly that it 
was well known who looked after it while he was at his desk; and when our fellows saw a 
smoking hot dumpling on his plate at dinner, they knew with indignation who had sent it 
up.  

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



all communication with Jane was interdicted: and the President addressed the members 
on this convincing instance of Old Cheeseman's undermining.  

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

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

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

There was precious consternation among the members of the Society, now. Lots of them 
wanted to resign, and lots more began to try to make out that they had never belonged to 
it. However, the President stuck up, and said that they must stand or fall together, and that 
if a breach was made it should be over his body--which was meant to encourage the 
Society: but it didn't. The President further said, he would consider the position in which 
they stood, and would give them his best opinion and advice in a few days. This was 



eagerly looked for, as he knew a good deal of the world on account of his father's being 
in the West Indies.  

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

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

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

"Gentlemen," said the Reverend, presenting him, "our so long respected friend and 
fellow-pilgrim in the pleasant plains of knowledge, is desirous to offer a word or two. 
Attention, gentlemen, one and all!"  

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



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

Every fellow's hand came out of his desk, and the President suddenly began to cry.  

"My dear companions and old friends," said Old Cheeseman, "you have heard of my 
good fortune. I have passed so many years under this roof--my entire life so far, I may 
say--that I hope you have been glad to hear of it for my sake. I could never enjoy it 
without exchanging congratulations with you. If we have ever misunderstood one another 
at all, pray, my dear boys, let us forgive and forget. I have a great tenderness for you, and 
I am sure you return it. I want in the fulness of a grateful heart to shake hands with you 
every one. I have come back to do it, if you please, my dear boys."  

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

Then a snivelling little chap in a corner, who was always under some punishment or 
other, set up a shrill cry of "Success to Old Cheeseman! Hooray!" The Reverend glared 
upon him, and said, "MR. Cheeseman, sir." But, Old Cheeseman protesting that he liked 
his old name a great deal better than his new one, all our fellows took up the cry; and, for 
I don't know how many minutes, there was such a thundering of feet and hands, and such 
a roaring of Old Cheeseman, as never was heard.  

After that, there was a spread in the dining-room of the most magnificent kind. Fowls, 
tongues, preserves, fruits, confectionaries, jellies, neguses, barley-sugar temples, trifles, 
crackers--eat all you can and pocket what you like--all at Old Cheeseman's expense. After 
that, speeches, whole holiday, double and treble sets of all manners of things for all 
manners of games, donkeys, pony-chaises and drive yourself, dinner for all the masters at 
the Seven Bells (twenty pounds a-head our fellows estimated it at), an annual holiday and 
feast fixed for that day every year, and another on Old Cheeseman's birthday--Reverend 
bound down before the fellows to allow it, so that he could never back out--all at Old 
Cheeseman's expense.  

And didn't our fellows go down in a body and cheer outside the Seven Bells? O no!  



But there's something else besides. Don't look at the next story- teller, for there's more 
yet. Next day, it was resolved that the Society should make it up with Jane, and then be 
dissolved. What do you think of Jane being gone, though! "What? Gone for ever?" said 
our fellows, with long faces. "Yes, to be sure," was all the answer they could get. None of 
the people about the house would say anything more. At length, the first boy took upon 
himself to ask the Reverend whether our old friend Jane was really gone? The Reverend 
(he has got a daughter at home--turn-up nose, and red) replied severely, "Yes, sir, Miss 
Pitt is gone." The idea of calling Jane, Miss Pitt! Some said she had been sent away in 
disgrace for taking money from Old Cheeseman; others said she had gone into Old 
Cheeseman's service at a rise of ten pounds a year. All that our fellows knew, was, she 
was gone.  

It was two or three months afterwards, when, one afternoon, an open carriage stopped at 
the cricket field, just outside bounds, with a lady and gentleman in it, who looked at the 
game a long time and stood up to see it played. Nobody thought much about them, until 
the same little snivelling chap came in, against all rules, from the post where he was 
Scout, and said, "It's Jane!" Both Elevens forgot the game directly, and ran crowding 
round the carriage. It WAS Jane! In such a bonnet! And if you'll believe me, Jane was 
married to Old Cheeseman.  

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

The first time I ever saw them, I saw them in that way. There had been a good many 
changes among our fellows then, and it had turned out that Bob Tarter's father wasn't 
worth Millions! He wasn't worth anything. Bob had gone for a soldier, and Old 
Cheeseman had purchased his discharge. But that's not the carriage. The carriage stopped, 
and all our fellows stopped as soon as it was seen.  

"So you have never sent me to Coventry after all!" said the lady, laughing, as our fellows 
swarmed up the wall to shake hands with her. "Are you never going to do it?"  

"Never! never! never!" on all sides.  

I didn't understand what she meant then, but of course I do now. I was very much pleased 
with her face though, and with her good way, and I couldn't help looking at her--and at 
him too--with all our fellows clustering so joyfully about them.  

They soon took notice of me as a new boy, so I thought I might as well swarm up the 
wall myself, and shake hands with them as the rest did. I was quite as glad to see them as 
the rest were, and was quite as familiar with them in a moment.  

"Only a fortnight now," said Old Cheeseman, "to the holidays. Who stops? Anybody?"  



A good many fingers pointed at me, and a good many voices cried "He does!" For it was 
the year when you were all away; and rather low I was about it, I can tell you.  

"Oh!" said Old Cheeseman. "But it's solitary here in the holiday time. He had better come 
to us."  

So I went to their delightful house, and was as happy as I could possibly be. They 
understand how to conduct themselves towards boys, THEY do. When they take a boy to 
the play, for instance, they DO take him. They don't go in after it's begun, or come out 
before it's over. They know how to bring a boy up, too. Look at their own! Though he is 
very little as yet, what a capital boy he is! Why, my next favourite to Mrs. Cheeseman 
and Old Cheeseman, is young Cheeseman.  

So, now I have told you all I know about Old Cheeseman. And it's not much after all, I 
am afraid. Is it?  

 
 
 



The Seven Poor Travellers 
 

CHAPTER I -- IN THE OLD CITY OF ROCHESTER  

Strictly speaking, there were only six Poor Travellers; but, being a Traveller myself, 
though an idle one, and being withal as poor as I hope to be, I brought the number up to 
seven. This word of explanation is due at once, for what says the inscription over the 
quaint old door?  

RICHARD WATTS, Esq.  
by his Will, dated 22 Aug. 1579,  

founded this Charity  
for Six poor Travellers,  

who not being ROGUES, or PROCTORS,  
May receive gratis for one Night,  

Lodging, Entertainment,  
and Fourpence each.  

It was in the ancient little city of Rochester in Kent, of all the good days in the year upon 
a Christmas-eve, that I stood reading this inscription over the quaint old door in question. 
I had been wandering about the neighbouring Cathedral, and had seen the tomb of 
Richard Watts, with the effigy of worthy Master Richard starting out of it like a ship's 
figure-head; and I had felt that I could do no less, as I gave the Verger his fee, than 
inquire the way to Watts's Charity. The way being very short and very plain, I had come 
prosperously to the inscription and the quaint old door.  

"Now," said I to myself, as I looked at the knocker, "I know I am not a Proctor; I wonder 
whether I am a Rogue!"  

Upon the whole, though Conscience reproduced two or three pretty faces which might 
have had smaller attraction for a moral Goliath than they had had for me, who am but a 
Tom Thumb in that way, I came to the conclusion that I was not a Rogue. So, beginning 
to regard the establishment as in some sort my property, bequeathed to me and divers co-
legatees, share and share alike, by the Worshipful Master Richard Watts, I stepped 
backward into the road to survey my inheritance.  

I found it to be a clean white house, of a staid and venerable air, with the quaint old door 
already three times mentioned (an arched door), choice little long low lattice-windows, 
and a roof of three gables. The silent High Street of Rochester is full of gables, with old 
beams and timbers carved into strange faces. It is oddly garnished with a queer old clock 
that projects over the pavement out of a grave red-brick building, as if Time carried on 
business there, and hung out his sign. Sooth to say, he did an active stroke of work in 
Rochester, in the old days of the Romans, and the Saxons, and the Normans; and down to 
the times of King John, when the rugged castle--I will not undertake to say how many 



hundreds of years old then--was abandoned to the centuries of weather which have so 
defaced the dark apertures in its walls, that the ruin looks as if the rooks and daws had 
pecked its eyes out.  

I was very well pleased, both with my property and its situation. While I was yet 
surveying it with growing content, I espied, at one of the upper lattices which stood open, 
a decent body, of a wholesome matronly appearance, whose eyes I caught inquiringly 
addressed to mine. They said so plainly, "Do you wish to see the house?" that I answered 
aloud, "Yes, if you please." And within a minute the old door opened, and I bent my 
head, and went down two steps into the entry.  

"This," said the matronly presence, ushering me into a low room on the right, "is where 
the Travellers sit by the fire, and cook what bits of suppers they buy with their 
fourpences."  

"O! Then they have no Entertainment?" said I. For the inscription over the outer door was 
still running in my head, and I was mentally repeating, in a kind of tune, "Lodging, 
entertainment, and fourpence each."  

"They have a fire provided for 'em," returned the matron--a mighty civil person, not, as I 
could make out, overpaid; "and these cooking utensils. And this what's painted on a board 
is the rules for their behaviour. They have their fourpences when they get their tickets 
from the steward over the way,--for I don't admit 'em myself, they must get their tickets 
first,--and sometimes one buys a rasher of bacon, and another a herring, and another a 
pound of potatoes, or what not. Sometimes two or three of 'em will club their fourpences 
together, and make a supper that way. But not much of anything is to be got for 
fourpence, at present, when provisions is so dear."  

"True indeed," I remarked. I had been looking about the room, admiring its snug fireside 
at the upper end, its glimpse of the street through the low mullioned window, and its 
beams overhead. "It is very comfortable," said I.  

"Ill-conwenient," observed the matronly presence.  

I liked to hear her say so; for it showed a commendable anxiety to execute in no 
niggardly spirit the intentions of Master Richard Watts. But the room was really so well 
adapted to its purpose that I protested, quite enthusiastically, against her disparagement.  

"Nay, ma'am," said I, "I am sure it is warm in winter and cool in summer. It has a look of 
homely welcome and soothing rest. It has a remarkably cosey fireside, the very blink of 
which, gleaming out into the street upon a winter night, is enough to warm all Rochester's 
heart. And as to the convenience of the six Poor Travellers--"  

"I don't mean them," returned the presence. "I speak of its being an ill-conwenience to 
myself and my daughter, having no other room to sit in of a night."  



This was true enough, but there was another quaint room of corresponding dimensions on 
the opposite side of the entry: so I stepped across to it, through the open doors of both 
rooms, and asked what this chamber was for.  

"This," returned the presence, "is the Board Room. Where the gentlemen meet when they 
come here."  

Let me see. I had counted from the street six upper windows besides these on the ground-
story. Making a perplexed calculation in my mind, I rejoined, "Then the six Poor 
Travellers sleep upstairs?"  

My new friend shook her head. "They sleep," she answered, "in two little outer galleries 
at the back, where their beds has always been, ever since the Charity was founded. It 
being so very ill- conwenient to me as things is at present, the gentlemen are going to 
take off a bit of the back-yard, and make a slip of a room for 'em there, to sit in before 
they go to bed."  

"And then the six Poor Travellers," said I, "will be entirely out of the house?"  

"Entirely out of the house," assented the presence, comfortably smoothing her hands. 
"Which is considered much better for all parties, and much more conwenient."  

I had been a little startled, in the Cathedral, by the emphasis with which the effigy of 
Master Richard Watts was bursting out of his tomb; but I began to think, now, that it 
might be expected to come across the High Street some stormy night, and make a 
disturbance here.  

Howbeit, I kept my thoughts to myself, and accompanied the presence to the little 
galleries at the back. I found them on a tiny scale, like the galleries in old inn-yards; and 
they were very clean.  

 While I was looking at them, the matron gave me to understand that the prescribed 
number of Poor Travellers were forthcoming every night from year's end to year's end; 
and that the beds were always occupied. My questions upon this, and her replies, brought 
us back to the Board Room so essential to the dignity of "the gentlemen," where she 
showed me the printed accounts of the Charity hanging up by the window. From them I 
gathered that the greater part of the property bequeathed by the Worshipful Master 
Richard Watts for the maintenance of this foundation was, at the period of his death, 
mere marsh-land; but that, in course of time, it had been reclaimed and built upon, and 
was very considerably increased in value. I found, too, that about a thirtieth part of the 
annual revenue was now expended on the purposes commemorated in the inscription over 
the door; the rest being handsomely laid out in Chancery, law expenses, collectorship, 
receivership, poundage, and other appendages of management, highly complimentary to 
the importance of the six Poor Travellers. In short, I made the not entirely new discovery 
that it may be said of an establishment like this, in dear old England, as of the fat oyster 
in the American story, that it takes a good many men to swallow it whole.  



"And pray, ma'am," said I, sensible that the blankness of my face began to brighten as the 
thought occurred to me, "could one see these Travellers?"  

"Well!" she returned dubiously, "no!"  

"Not to-night, for instance!" said I.  

"Well!" she returned more positively, "no. Nobody ever asked to see them, and nobody 
ever did see them."  

As I am not easily balked in a design when I am set upon it, I urged to the good lady that 
this was Christmas-eve; that Christmas comes but once a year,--which is unhappily too 
true, for when it begins to stay with us the whole year round we shall make this earth a 
very different place; that I was possessed by the desire to treat the Travellers to a supper 
and a temperate glass of hot Wassail; that the voice of Fame had been heard in that land, 
declaring my ability to make hot Wassail; that if I were permitted to hold the feast, I 
should be found conformable to reason, sobriety, and good hours; in a word, that I could 
be merry and wise myself, and had been even known at a pinch to keep others so, 
although I was decorated with no badge or medal, and was not a Brother, Orator, Apostle, 
Saint, or Prophet of any denomination whatever. In the end I prevailed, to my great joy. It 
was settled that at nine o'clock that night a Turkey and a piece of Roast Beef should 
smoke upon the board; and that I, faint and unworthy minister for once of Master Richard 
Watts, should preside as the Christmas-supper host of the six Poor Travellers.  

I went back to my inn to give the necessary directions for the Turkey and Roast Beef, 
and, during the remainder of the day, could settle to nothing for thinking of the Poor 
Travellers. When the wind blew hard against the windows,--it was a cold day, with dark 
gusts of sleet alternating with periods of wild brightness, as if the year were dying 
fitfully,--I pictured them advancing towards their resting-place along various cold roads, 
and felt delighted to think how little they foresaw the supper that awaited them. I painted 
their portraits in my mind, and indulged in little heightening touches. I made them 
footsore; I made them weary; I made them carry packs and bundles; I made them stop by 
finger-posts and milestones, leaning on their bent sticks, and looking wistfully at what 
was written there; I made them lose their way; and filled their five wits with 
apprehensions of lying out all night, and being frozen to death. I took up my hat, and 
went out, climbed to the top of the Old Castle, and looked over the windy hills that slope 
down to the Medway, almost believing that I could descry some of my Travellers in the 
distance. After it fell dark, and the Cathedral bell was heard in the invisible steeple--quite 
a bower of frosty rime when I had last seen it--striking five, six, seven, I became so full 
of my Travellers that I could eat no dinner, and felt constrained to watch them still in the 
red coals of my fire. They were all arrived by this time, I thought, had got their tickets, 
and were gone in.--There my pleasure was dashed by the reflection that probably some 
Travellers had come too late and were shut out.  

After the Cathedral bell had struck eight, I could smell a delicious savour of Turkey and 
Roast Beef rising to the window of my adjoining bedroom, which looked down into the 



inn-yard just where the lights of the kitchen reddened a massive fragment of the Castle 
Wall. It was high time to make the Wassail now; therefore I had up the materials (which, 
together with their proportions and combinations, I must decline to impart, as the only 
secret of my own I was ever known to keep), and made a glorious jorum. Not in a bowl; 
for a bowl anywhere but on a shelf is a low superstition, fraught with cooling and 
slopping; but in a brown earthenware pitcher, tenderly suffocated, when full, with a 
coarse cloth. It being now upon the stroke of nine, I set out for Watts's Charity, carrying 
my brown beauty in my arms. I would trust Ben, the waiter, with untold gold; but there 
are strings in the human heart which must never be sounded by another, and drinks that I 
make myself are those strings in mine.  

The Travellers were all assembled, the cloth was laid, and Ben had brought a great billet 
of wood, and had laid it artfully on the top of the fire, so that a touch or two of the poker 
after supper should make a roaring blaze. Having deposited my brown beauty in a red 
nook of the hearth, inside the fender, where she soon began to sing like an ethereal 
cricket, diffusing at the same time odours as of ripe vineyards, spice forests, and orange 
groves,--I say, having stationed my beauty in a place of security and improvement, I 
introduced myself to my guests by shaking hands all round, and giving them a hearty 
welcome.  

I found the party to be thus composed. Firstly, myself. Secondly, a very decent man 
indeed, with his right arm in a sling, who had a certain clean agreeable smell of wood 
about him, from which I judged him to have something to do with shipbuilding. Thirdly, 
a little sailor-boy, a mere child, with a profusion of rich dark brown hair, and deep 
womanly-looking eyes. Fourthly, a shabby-genteel personage in a threadbare black suit, 
and apparently in very bad circumstances, with a dry suspicious look; the absent buttons 
on his waistcoat eked out with red tape; and a bundle of extraordinarily tattered papers 
sticking out of an inner breast-pocket. Fifthly, a foreigner by birth, but an Englishman in 
speech, who carried his pipe in the band of his hat, and lost no time in telling me, in an 
easy, simple, engaging way, that he was a watchmaker from Geneva, and travelled all 
about the Continent, mostly on foot, working as a journeyman, and seeing new 
countries,--possibly (I thought) also smuggling a watch or so, now and then. Sixthly, a 
little widow, who had been very pretty and was still very young, but whose beauty had 
been wrecked in some great misfortune, and whose manner was remarkably timid, 
scared, and solitary. Seventhly and lastly, a Traveller of a kind familiar to my boyhood, 
but now almost obsolete,--a Book-Pedler, who had a quantity of Pamphlets and Numbers 
with him, and who presently boasted that he could repeat more verses in an evening than 
he could sell in a twelvemonth.  

All these I have mentioned in the order in which they sat at table. I presided, and the 
matronly presence faced me. We were not long in taking our places, for the supper had 
arrived with me, in the following procession:  

Myself with the pitcher.  
Ben with Beer.  

Inattentive Boy with hot plates. Inattentive Boy with hot plates.  



THE TURKEY.  
Female carrying sauces to be heated on the spot.  

THE BEEF.  
Man with Tray on his head, containing Vegetables and Sundries.  

Volunteer Hostler from Hotel, grinning,  
And rendering no assistance.  

As we passed along the High Street, comet-like, we left a long tail of fragrance behind us 
which caused the public to stop, sniffing in wonder. We had previously left at the corner 
of the inn-yard a wall-eyed young man connected with the Fly department, and well 
accustomed to the sound of a railway whistle which Ben always carries in his pocket, 
whose instructions were, so soon as he should hear the whistle blown, to dash into the 
kitchen, seize the hot plum-pudding and mince-pies, and speed with them to Watts's 
Charity, where they would be received (he was further instructed) by the sauce-female, 
who would be provided with brandy in a blue state of combustion.  

All these arrangements were executed in the most exact and punctual manner. I never 
saw a finer turkey, finer beef, or greater prodigality of sauce and gravy;--and my 
Travellers did wonderful justice to everything set before them. It made my heart rejoice 
to observe how their wind and frost hardened faces softened in the clatter of plates and 
knives and forks, and mellowed in the fire and supper heat. While their hats and caps and 
wrappers, hanging up, a few small bundles on the ground in a corner, and in another 
corner three or four old walking-sticks, worn down at the end to mere fringe, linked this 
smug interior with the bleak outside in a golden chain.  

When supper was done, and my brown beauty had been elevated on the table, there was a 
general requisition to me to "take the corner;" which suggested to me comfortably 
enough how much my friends here made of a fire,--for when had I ever thought so highly 
of the corner, since the days when I connected it with Jack Horner? However, as I 
declined, Ben, whose touch on all convivial instruments is perfect, drew the table apart, 
and instructing my Travellers to open right and left on either side of me, and form round 
the fire, closed up the centre with myself and my chair, and preserved the order we had 
kept at table. He had already, in a tranquil manner, boxed the ears of the inattentive boys 
until they had been by imperceptible degrees boxed out of the room; and he now rapidly 
skirmished the sauce-female into the High Street, disappeared, and softly closed the door.  

This was the time for bringing the poker to bear on the billet of wood. I tapped it three 
times, like an enchanted talisman, and a brilliant host of merry-makers burst out of it, and 
sported off by the chimney,--rushing up the middle in a fiery country dance, and never 
coming down again. Meanwhile, by their sparkling light, which threw our lamp into the 
shade, I filled the glasses, and gave my Travellers, CHRISTMAS!--CHRISTMAS-EVE, 
my friends, when the shepherds, who were Poor Travellers, too, in their way, heard the 
Angels sing, "On earth, peace. Good-will towards men!"  

I don't know who was the first among us to think that we ought to take hands as we sat, in 
deference to the toast, or whether any one of us anticipated the others, but at any rate we 



all did it. We then drank to the memory of the good Master Richard Watts. And I wish his 
Ghost may never have had worse usage under that roof than it had from us.  

It was the witching time for Story-telling. "Our whole life, Travellers," said I, "is a story 
more or less intelligible,-- generally less; but we shall read it by a clearer light when it is 
ended. I, for one, am so divided this night between fact and fiction, that I scarce know 
which is which. Shall I beguile the time by telling you a story as we sit here?"  

They all answered, yes. I had little to tell them, but I was bound by my own proposal. 
Therefore, after looking for awhile at the spiral column of smoke wreathing up from my 
brown beauty, through which I could have almost sworn I saw the effigy of Master 
Richard Watts less startled than usual, I fired away.  

CHAPTER II -- THE STORY OF RICHARD DOUBLEDICK  

In the year one thousand seven hundred and ninety-nine, a relative of mine came limping 
down, on foot, to this town of Chatham. I call it this town, because if anybody present 
knows to a nicety where Rochester ends and Chatham begins, it is more than I do. He 
was a poor traveller, with not a farthing in his pocket. He sat by the fire in this very room, 
and he slept one night in a bed that will be occupied tonight by some one here.  

My relative came down to Chatham to enlist in a cavalry regiment, if a cavalry regiment 
would have him; if not, to take King George's shilling from any corporal or sergeant who 
would put a bunch of ribbons in his hat. His object was to get shot; but he thought he 
might as well ride to death as be at the trouble of walking.  

My relative's Christian name was Richard, but he was better known as Dick. He dropped 
his own surname on the road down, and took up that of Doubledick. He was passed as 
Richard Doubledick; age, twenty- two; height, five foot ten; native place, Exmouth, 
which he had never been near in his life. There was no cavalry in Chatham when he 
limped over the bridge here with half a shoe to his dusty feet, so he enlisted into a 
regiment of the line, and was glad to get drunk and forget all about it.  

You are to know that this relative of mine had gone wrong, and run wild. His heart was in 
the right place, but it was sealed up. He had been betrothed to a good and beautiful girl, 
whom he had loved better than she--or perhaps even he--believed; but in an evil hour he 
had given her cause to say to him solemnly, "Richard, I will never marry another man. I 
will live single for your sake, but Mary Marshall's lips"--her name was Mary Marshall--
"never address another word to you on earth. Go, Richard! Heaven forgive you!" This 
finished him. This brought him down to Chatham. This made him Private Richard 
Doubledick, with a determination to be shot.  

There was not a more dissipated and reckless soldier in Chatham barracks, in the year one 
thousand seven hundred and ninety-nine, than Private Richard Doubledick. He associated 
with the dregs of every regiment; he was as seldom sober as he could be, and was 



constantly under punishment. It became clear to the whole barracks that Private Richard 
Doubledick would very soon be flogged.  

Now the Captain of Richard Doubledick's company was a young gentleman not above 
five years his senior, whose eyes had an expression in them which affected Private 
Richard Doubledick in a very remarkable way. They were bright, handsome, dark eyes,--
what are called laughing eyes generally, and, when serious, rather steady than severe,--
but they were the only eyes now left in his narrowed world that Private Richard 
Doubledick could not stand. Unabashed by evil report and punishment, defiant of 
everything else and everybody else, he had but to know that those eyes looked at him for 
a moment, and he felt ashamed. He could not so much as salute Captain Taunton in the 
street like any other officer. He was reproached and confused,--troubled by the mere 
possibility of the captain's looking at him. In his worst moments, he would rather turn 
back, and go any distance out of his way, than encounter those two handsome, dark, 
bright eyes.  

One day, when Private Richard Doubledick came out of the Black hole, where he had 
been passing the last eight-and-forty hours, and in which retreat he spent a good deal of 
his time, he was ordered to betake himself to Captain Taunton's quarters. In the stale and 
squalid state of a man just out of the Black hole, he had less fancy than ever for being 
seen by the captain; but he was not so mad yet as to disobey orders, and consequently 
went up to the terrace overlooking the parade-ground, where the officers' quarters were; 
twisting and breaking in his hands, as he went along, a bit of the straw that had formed 
the decorative furniture of the Black hole.  

"Come in!" cried the Captain, when he had knocked with his knuckles at the door. Private 
Richard Doubledick pulled off his cap, took a stride forward, and felt very conscious that 
he stood in the light of the dark, bright eyes.  

There was a silent pause. Private Richard Doubledick had put the straw in his mouth, and 
was gradually doubling it up into his windpipe and choking himself.  

"Doubledick," said the Captain, "do you know where you are going to?"  

"To the Devil, sir?" faltered Doubledick.  

"Yes," returned the Captain. "And very fast."  

Private Richard Doubledick turned the straw of the Black hole in his month, and made a 
miserable salute of acquiescence.  

"Doubledick," said the Captain, "since I entered his Majesty's service, a boy of seventeen, 
I have been pained to see many men of promise going that road; but I have never been so 
pained to see a man make the shameful journey as I have been, ever since you joined the 
regiment, to see you."  



Private Richard Doubledick began to find a film stealing over the floor at which he 
looked; also to find the legs of the Captain's breakfast-table turning crooked, as if he saw 
them through water.  

"I am only a common soldier, sir," said he. "It signifies very little what such a poor brute 
comes to."  

"You are a man," returned the Captain, with grave indignation, "of education and superior 
advantages; and if you say that, meaning what you say, you have sunk lower than I had 
believed. How low that must be, I leave you to consider, knowing what I know of your 
disgrace, and seeing what I see."  

"I hope to get shot soon, sir," said Private Richard Doubledick; "and then the regiment 
and the world together will be rid of me."  

The legs of the table were becoming very crooked. Doubledick, looking up to steady his 
vision, met the eyes that had so strong an influence over him. He put his hand before his 
own eyes, and the breast of his disgrace-jacket swelled as if it would fly asunder.  

"I would rather," said the young Captain, "see this in you, Doubledick, than I would see 
five thousand guineas counted out upon this table for a gift to my good mother. Have you 
a mother?"  

"I am thankful to say she is dead, sir."  

"If your praises," returned the Captain, "were sounded from mouth to mouth through the 
whole regiment, through the whole army, through the whole country, you would wish she 
had lived to say, with pride and joy, 'He is my son!'"  

"Spare me, sir," said Doubledick. "She would never have heard any good of me. She 
would never have had any pride and joy in owning herself my mother. Love and 
compassion she might have had, and would have always had, I know but not--Spare me, 
sir! I am a broken wretch, quite at your mercy!" And he turned his face to the wall, and 
stretched out his imploring hand.  

"My friend--" began the Captain.  

"God bless you, sir!" sobbed Private Richard Doubledick.  

"You are at the crisis of your fate. Hold your course unchanged a little longer, and you 
know what must happen. I know even better than you can imagine, that, after that has 
happened, you are lost. No man who could shed those tears could bear those marks."  

"I fully believe it, sir," in a low, shivering voice said Private Richard Doubledick.  



"But a man in any station can do his duty," said the young Captain, "and, in doing it, can 
earn his own respect, even if his case should be so very unfortunate and so very rare that 
he can earn no other man's. A common soldier, poor brute though you called him just 
now, has this advantage in the stormy times we live in, that he always does his duty 
before a host of sympathising witnesses. Do you doubt that he may so do it as to be 
extolled through a whole regiment, through a whole army, through a whole country? 
Turn while you may yet retrieve the past, and try."  

"I will! I ask for only one witness, sir," cried Richard, with a bursting heart.  

"I understand you. I will be a watchful and a faithful one."  

I have heard from Private Richard Doubledick's own lips, that he dropped down upon his 
knee, kissed that officer's hand, arose, and went out of the light of the dark, bright eyes, 
an altered man.  

In that year, one thousand seven hundred and ninety-nine, the French were in Egypt, in 
Italy, in Germany, where not? Napoleon Bonaparte had likewise begun to stir against us 
in India, and most men could read the signs of the great troubles that were coming on. In 
the very next year, when we formed an alliance with Austria against him, Captain 
Taunton's regiment was on service in India. And there was not a finer non-commissioned 
officer in it,--no, nor in the whole line--than Corporal Richard Doubledick.  

In eighteen hundred and one, the Indian army were on the coast of Egypt. Next year was 
the year of the proclamation of the short peace, and they were recalled. It had then 
become well known to thousands of men, that wherever Captain Taunton, with the dark, 
bright eyes, led, there, close to him, ever at his side, firm as a rock, true as the sun, and 
brave as Mars, would be certain to be found, while life beat in their hearts, that famous 
soldier, Sergeant Richard Doubledick.  

Eighteen hundred and five, besides being the great year of Trafalgar, was a year of hard 
fighting in India. That year saw such wonders done by a Sergeant-Major, who cut his 
way single-handed through a solid mass of men, recovered the colours of his regiment, 
which had been seized from the hand of a poor boy shot through the heart, and rescued 
his wounded Captain, who was down, and in a very jungle of horses' hoofs and sabres,--
saw such wonders done, I say, by this brave Sergeant-Major, that he was specially made 
the bearer of the colours he had won; and Ensign Richard Doubledick had risen from the 
ranks.  

Sorely cut up in every battle, but always reinforced by the bravest of men,--for the fame 
of following the old colours, shot through and through, which Ensign Richard 
Doubledick had saved, inspired all breasts,--this regiment fought its way through the 
Peninsular war, up to the investment of Badajos in eighteen hundred and twelve. Again 
and again it had been cheered through the British ranks until the tears had sprung into 
men's eyes at the mere hearing of the mighty British voice, so exultant in their valour; 
and there was not a drummer-boy but knew the legend, that wherever the two friends, 



Major Taunton, with the dark, bright eyes, and Ensign Richard Doubledick, who was 
devoted to him, were seen to go, there the boldest spirits in the English army became wild 
to follow.  

One day, at Badajos,--not in the great storming, but in repelling a hot sally of the 
besieged upon our men at work in the trenches, who had given way,--the two officers 
found themselves hurrying forward, face to face, against a party of French infantry, who 
made a stand. There was an officer at their head, encouraging his men,--a courageous, 
handsome, gallant officer of five-and-thirty, whom Doubledick saw hurriedly, almost 
momentarily, but saw well. He particularly noticed this officer waving his sword, and 
rallying his men with an eager and excited cry, when they fired in obedience to his 
gesture, and Major Taunton dropped.  

It was over in ten minutes more, and Doubledick returned to the spot where he had laid 
the best friend man ever had on a coat spread upon the wet clay. Major Taunton's uniform 
was opened at the breast, and on his shirt were three little spots of blood.  

"Dear Doubledick," said he, "I am dying."  

"For the love of Heaven, no!" exclaimed the other, kneeling down beside him, and 
passing his arm round his neck to raise his head. "Taunton! My preserver, my guardian 
angel, my witness! Dearest, truest, kindest of human beings! Taunton! For God's sake!"  

The bright, dark eyes--so very, very dark now, in the pale face-- smiled upon him; and 
the hand he had kissed thirteen years ago laid itself fondly on his breast.  

"Write to my mother. You will see Home again. Tell her how we became friends. It will 
comfort her, as it comforts me."  

He spoke no more, but faintly signed for a moment towards his hair as it fluttered in the 
wind. The Ensign understood him. He smiled again when he saw that, and, gently turning 
his face over on the supporting arm as if for rest, died, with his hand upon the breast in 
which he had revived a soul.  

No dry eye looked on Ensign Richard Doubledick that melancholy day. He buried his 
friend on the field, and became a lone, bereaved man. Beyond his duty he appeared to 
have but two remaining cares in life,--one, to preserve the little packet of hair he was to 
give to Taunton's mother; the other, to encounter that French officer who had rallied the 
men under whose fire Taunton fell. A new legend now began to circulate among our 
troops; and it was, that when he and the French officer came face to face once more, there 
would be weeping in France.  

The war went on--and through it went the exact picture of the French officer on the one 
side, and the bodily reality upon the other-- until the Battle of Toulouse was fought. In 
the returns sent home appeared these words: "Severely wounded, but not dangerously, 
Lieutenant Richard Doubledick."  



At Midsummer-time, in the year eighteen hundred and fourteen, Lieutenant Richard 
Doubledick, now a browned soldier, seven-and- thirty years of age, came home to 
England invalided. He brought the hair with him, near his heart. Many a French officer 
had he seen since that day; many a dreadful night, in searching with men and lanterns for 
his wounded, had he relieved French officers lying disabled; but the mental picture and 
the reality had never come together.  

Though he was weak and suffered pain, he lost not an hour in getting down to Frome in 
Somersetshire, where Taunton's mother lived. In the sweet, compassionate words that 
naturally present themselves to the mind to-night, "he was the only son of his mother, and 
she was a widow."  

It was a Sunday evening, and the lady sat at her quiet garden- window, reading the Bible; 
reading to herself, in a trembling voice, that very passage in it, as I have heard him tell. 
He heard the words: "Young man, I say unto thee, arise!"  

He had to pass the window; and the bright, dark eyes of his debased time seemed to look 
at him. Her heart told her who he was; she came to the door quickly, and fell upon his 
neck.  

"He saved me from ruin, made me a human creature, won me from infamy and shame. O, 
God for ever bless him! As He will, He Will!"  

"He will!" the lady answered. "I know he is in heaven!" Then she piteously cried, "But O, 
my darling boy, my darling boy!"  

Never from the hour when Private Richard Doubledick enlisted at Chatham had the 
Private, Corporal, Sergeant, Sergeant-Major, Ensign, or Lieutenant breathed his right 
name, or the name of Mary Marshall, or a word of the story of his life, into any ear except 
his reclaimer's. That previous scene in his existence was closed. He had firmly resolved 
that his expiation should be to live unknown; to disturb no more the peace that had long 
grown over his old offences; to let it be revealed, when he was dead, that he had striven 
and suffered, and had never forgotten; and then, if they could forgive him and believe 
him--well, it would be time enough--time enough!  

But that night, remembering the words he had cherished for two years, "Tell her how we 
became friends. It will comfort her, as it comforts me," he related everything. It gradually 
seemed to him as if in his maturity he had recovered a mother; it gradually seemed to her 
as if in her bereavement she had found a son. During his stay in England, the quiet garden 
into which he had slowly and painfully crept, a stranger, became the boundary of his 
home; when he was able to rejoin his regiment in the spring, he left the garden, thinking 
was this indeed the first time he had ever turned his face towards the old colours with a 
woman's blessing!  

He followed them--so ragged, so scarred and pierced now, that they would scarcely hold 
together--to Quatre Bras and Ligny. He stood beside them, in an awful stillness of many 



men, shadowy through the mist and drizzle of a wet June forenoon, on the field of 
Waterloo. And down to that hour the picture in his mind of the French officer had never 
been compared with the reality.  

The famous regiment was in action early in the battle, and received its first check in 
many an eventful year, when he was seen to fall. But it swept on to avenge him, and left 
behind it no such creature in the world of consciousness as Lieutenant Richard 
Doubledick.  

Through pits of mire, and pools of rain; along deep ditches, once roads, that were 
pounded and ploughed to pieces by artillery, heavy waggons, tramp of men and horses, 
and the struggle of every wheeled thing that could carry wounded soldiers; jolted among 
the dying and the dead, so disfigured by blood and mud as to be hardly recognisable for 
humanity; undisturbed by the moaning of men and the shrieking of horses, which, newly 
taken from the peaceful pursuits of life, could not endure the sight of the stragglers lying 
by the wayside, never to resume their toilsome journey; dead, as to any sentient life that 
was in it, and yet alive,--the form that had been Lieutenant Richard Doubledick, with 
whose praises England rang, was conveyed to Brussels. There it was tenderly laid down 
in hospital; and there it lay, week after week, through the long bright summer days, until 
the harvest, spared by war, had ripened and was gathered in.  

Over and over again the sun rose and set upon the crowded city; over and over again the 
moonlight nights were quiet on the plains of Waterloo: and all that time was a blank to 
what had been Lieutenant Richard Doubledick. Rejoicing troops marched into Brussels, 
and marched out; brothers and fathers, sisters, mothers, and wives, came thronging 
thither, drew their lots of joy or agony, and departed; so many times a day the bells rang; 
so many times the shadows of the great buildings changed; so many lights sprang up at 
dusk; so many feet passed here and there upon the pavements; so many hours of sleep 
and cooler air of night succeeded: indifferent to all, a marble face lay on a bed, like the 
face of a recumbent statue on the tomb of Lieutenant Richard Doubledick.  

Slowly labouring, at last, through a long heavy dream of confused time and place, 
presenting faint glimpses of army surgeons whom he knew, and of faces that had been 
familiar to his youth,--dearest and kindest among them, Mary Marshall's, with a 
solicitude upon it more like reality than anything he could discern,--Lieutenant Richard 
Doubledick came back to life. To the beautiful life of a calm autumn evening sunset, to 
the peaceful life of a fresh quiet room with a large window standing open; a balcony 
beyond, in which were moving leaves and sweet-smelling flowers; beyond, again, the 
clear sky, with the sun full in his sight, pouring its golden radiance on his bed.  

It was so tranquil and so lovely that he thought he had passed into another world. And he 
said in a faint voice, "Taunton, are you near me?"  

A face bent over him. Not his, his mother's.  



"I came to nurse you. We have nursed you many weeks. You were moved here long ago. 
Do you remember nothing?"  

"Nothing."  

The lady kissed his cheek, and held his hand, soothing him.  

"Where is the regiment? What has happened? Let me call you mother. What has 
happened, mother?"  

"A great victory, dear. The war is over, and the regiment was the bravest in the field."  

His eyes kindled, his lips trembled, he sobbed, and the tears ran down his face. He was 
very weak, too weak to move his hand.  

"Was it dark just now?" he asked presently.  

"No."  

"It was only dark to me? Something passed away, like a black shadow. But as it went, 
and the sun--O the blessed sun, how beautiful it is!--touched my face, I thought I saw a 
light white cloud pass out at the door. Was there nothing that went out?"  

She shook her head, and in a little while he fell asleep, she still holding his hand, and 
soothing him.  

From that time, he recovered. Slowly, for he had been desperately wounded in the head, 
and had been shot in the body, but making some little advance every day. When he had 
gained sufficient strength to converse as he lay in bed, he soon began to remark that Mrs. 
Taunton always brought him back to his own history. Then he recalled his preserver's 
dying words, and thought, "It comforts her."  

One day he awoke out of a sleep, refreshed, and asked her to read to him. But the curtain 
of the bed, softening the light, which she always drew back when he awoke, that she 
might see him from her table at the bedside where she sat at work, was held undrawn; and 
a woman's voice spoke, which was not hers.  

"Can you bear to see a stranger?" it said softly. "Will you like to see a stranger?"  

"Stranger!" he repeated. The voice awoke old memories, before the days of Private 
Richard Doubledick.  

"A stranger now, but not a stranger once," it said in tones that thrilled him. "Richard, dear 
Richard, lost through so many years, my name--"  



He cried out her name, "Mary," and she held him in her arms, and his head lay on her 
bosom.  

"I am not breaking a rash vow, Richard. These are not Mary Marshall's lips that speak. I 
have another name."  

She was married.  

"I have another name, Richard. Did you ever hear it?"  

"Never!"  

He looked into her face, so pensively beautiful, and wondered at the smile upon it 
through her tears.  

"Think again, Richard. Are you sure you never heard my altered name?"  

"Never!"  

"Don't move your head to look at me, dear Richard. Let it lie here, while I tell my story. I 
loved a generous, noble man; loved him with my whole heart; loved him for years and 
years; loved him faithfully, devotedly; loved him without hope of return; loved him, 
knowing nothing of his highest qualities--not even knowing that he was alive. He was a 
brave soldier. He was honoured and beloved by thousands of thousands, when the mother 
of his dear friend found me, and showed me that in all his triumphs he had never 
forgotten me. He was wounded in a great battle. He was brought, dying, here, into 
Brussels. I came to watch and tend him, as I would have joyfully gone, with such a 
purpose, to the dreariest ends of the earth. When he knew no one else, he knew me. When 
he suffered most, he bore his sufferings barely murmuring, content to rest his head where 
your rests now. When he lay at the point of death, he married me, that he might call me 
Wife before he died. And the name, my dear love, that I took on that forgotten night--"  

"I know it now!" he sobbed. "The shadowy remembrance strengthens. It is come back. I 
thank Heaven that my mind is quite restored! My Mary, kiss me; lull this weary head to 
rest, or I shall die of gratitude. His parting words were fulfilled. I see Home again!"  

Well! They were happy. It was a long recovery, but they were happy through it all. The 
snow had melted on the ground, and the birds were singing in the leafless thickets of the 
early spring, when those three were first able to ride out together, and when people 
flocked about the open carriage to cheer and congratulate Captain Richard Doubledick.  

But even then it became necessary for the Captain, instead of returning to England, to 
complete his recovery in the climate of Southern France. They found a spot upon the 
Rhone, within a ride of the old town of Avignon, and within view of its broken bridge, 
which was all they could desire; they lived there, together, six months; then returned to 
England. Mrs. Taunton, growing old after three years--though not so old as that her 



bright, dark eyes were dimmed-- and remembering that her strength had been benefited 
by the change resolved to go back for a year to those parts. So she went with a faithful 
servant, who had often carried her son in his arms; and she was to be rejoined and 
escorted home, at the year's end, by Captain Richard Doubledick.  

She wrote regularly to her children (as she called them now), and they to her. She went to 
the neighbourhood of Aix; and there, in their own chateau near the farmer's house she 
rented, she grew into intimacy with a family belonging to that part of France. The 
intimacy began in her often meeting among the vineyards a pretty child, a girl with a 
most compassionate heart, who was never tired of listening to the solitary English lady's 
stories of her poor son and the cruel wars. The family were as gentle as the child, and at 
length she came to know them so well that she accepted their invitation to pass the last 
month of her residence abroad under their roof. All this intelligence she wrote home, 
piecemeal as it came about, from time to time; and at last enclosed a polite note, from the 
head of the chateau, soliciting, on the occasion of his approaching mission to that 
neighbourhood, the honour of the company of cet homme si justement celebre, Monsieur 
le Capitaine Richard Doubledick.  

Captain Doubledick, now a hardy, handsome man in the full vigour of life, broader across 
the chest and shoulders than he had ever been before, dispatched a courteous reply, and 
followed it in person. Travelling through all that extent of country after three years of 
Peace, he blessed the better days on which the world had fallen. The corn was golden, not 
drenched in unnatural red; was bound in sheaves for food, not trodden underfoot by men 
in mortal fight. The smoke rose up from peaceful hearths, not blazing ruins. The carts 
were laden with the fair fruits of the earth, not with wounds and death. To him who had 
so often seen the terrible reverse, these things were beautiful indeed; and they brought 
him in a softened spirit to the old chateau near Aix upon a deep blue evening.  

It was a large chateau of the genuine old ghostly kind, with round towers, and 
extinguishers, and a high leaden roof, and more windows than Aladdin's Palace. The 
lattice blinds were all thrown open after the heat of the day, and there were glimpses of 
rambling walls and corridors within. Then there were immense out-buildings fallen into 
partial decay, masses of dark trees, terrace-gardens, balustrades; tanks of water, too weak 
to play and too dirty to work; statues, weeds, and thickets of iron railing that seemed to 
have overgrown themselves like the shrubberies, and to have branched out in all manner 
of wild shapes. The entrance doors stood open, as doors often do in that country when the 
heat of the day is past; and the Captain saw no bell or knocker, and walked in.  

He walked into a lofty stone hall, refreshingly cool and gloomy after the glare of a 
Southern day's travel. Extending along the four sides of this hall was a gallery, leading to 
suites of rooms; and it was lighted from the top. Still no bell was to be seen.  

"Faith," said the Captain halting, ashamed of the clanking of his boots, "this is a ghostly 
beginning!"  



He started back, and felt his face turn white. In the gallery, looking down at him, stood 
the French officer--the officer whose picture he had carried in his mind so long and so 
far. Compared with the original, at last--in every lineament how like it was!  

He moved, and disappeared, and Captain Richard Doubledick heard his steps coming 
quickly down own into the hall. He entered through an archway. There was a bright, 
sudden look upon his face, much such a look as it had worn in that fatal moment.  

Monsieur le Capitaine Richard Doubledick? Enchanted to receive him! A thousand 
apologies! The servants were all out in the air. There was a little fete among them in the 
garden. In effect, it was the fete day of my daughter, the little cherished and protected of 
Madame Taunton.  

He was so gracious and so frank that Monsieur le Capitaine Richard Doubledick could 
not withhold his hand. "It is the hand of a brave Englishman," said the French officer, 
retaining it while he spoke. "I could respect a brave Englishman, even as my foe, how 
much more as my friend! I also am a soldier."  

"He has not remembered me, as I have remembered him; he did not take such note of my 
face, that day, as I took of his," thought Captain Richard Doubledick. "How shall I tell 
him?"  

The French officer conducted his guest into a garden and presented him to his wife, an 
engaging and beautiful woman, sitting with Mrs. Taunton in a whimsical old-fashioned 
pavilion. His daughter, her fair young face beaming with joy, came running to embrace 
him; and there was a boy-baby to tumble down among the orange trees on the broad 
steps, in making for his father's legs. A multitude of children visitors were dancing to 
sprightly music; and all the servants and peasants about the chateau were dancing too. It 
was a scene of innocent happiness that might have been invented for the climax of the 
scenes of peace which had soothed the Captain's journey.  

He looked on, greatly troubled in his mind, until a resounding bell rang, and the French 
officer begged to show him his rooms. They went upstairs into the gallery from which the 
officer had looked down; and Monsieur le Capitaine Richard Doubledick was cordially 
welcomed to a grand outer chamber, and a smaller one within, all clocks and draperies, 
and hearths, and brazen dogs, and tiles, and cool devices, and elegance, and vastness.  

"You were at Waterloo," said the French officer.  

"I was," said Captain Richard Doubledick. "And at Badajos."  

Left alone with the sound of his own stern voice in his ears, he sat down to consider, 
What shall I do, and how shall I tell him? At that time, unhappily, many deplorable duels 
had been fought between English and French officers, arising out of the recent war; and 
these duels, and how to avoid this officer's hospitality, were the uppermost thought in 
Captain Richard Doubledick's mind.  



He was thinking, and letting the time run out in which he should have dressed for dinner, 
when Mrs. Taunton spoke to him outside the door, asking if he could give her the letter 
he had brought from Mary. "His mother, above all," the Captain thought. "How shall I 
tell her?"  

"You will form a friendship with your host, I hope," said Mrs. Taunton, whom he 
hurriedly admitted, "that will last for life. He is so true-hearted and so generous, Richard, 
that you can hardly fail to esteem one another. If He had been spared," she kissed (not 
without tears) the locket in which she wore his hair, "he would have appreciated him with 
his own magnanimity, and would have been truly happy that the evil days were past 
which made such a man his enemy."  

She left the room; and the Captain walked, first to one window, whence he could see the 
dancing in the garden, then to another window, whence he could see the smiling prospect 
and the peaceful vineyards.  

"Spirit of my departed friend," said he, "is it through thee these better thoughts are rising 
in my mind? Is it thou who hast shown me, all the way I have been drawn to meet this 
man, the blessings of the altered time? Is it thou who hast sent thy stricken mother to me, 
to stay my angry hand? Is it from thee the whisper comes, that this man did his duty as 
thou didst,--and as I did, through thy guidance, which has wholly saved me here on 
earth,--and that he did no more?"  

He sat down, with his head buried in his hands, and, when he rose up, made the second 
strong resolution of his life,--that neither to the French officer, nor to the mother of his 
departed friend, nor to any soul, while either of the two was living, would he breathe 
what only he knew. And when he touched that French officer's glass with his own, that 
day at dinner, he secretly forgave him in the name of the Divine Forgiver of injuries.  

Here I ended my story as the first Poor Traveller. But, if I had told it now, I could have 
added that the time has since come when the son of Major Richard Doubledick, and the 
son of that French officer, friends as their fathers were before them, fought side by side in 
one cause, with their respective nations, like long-divided brothers whom the better times 
have brought together, fast united.  

CHAPTER III -- THE ROAD  

My story being finished, and the Wassail too, we broke up as the Cathedral bell struck 
Twelve. I did not take leave of my travellers that night; for it had come into my head to 
reappear, in conjunction with some hot coffee, at seven in the morning.  

As I passed along the High Street, I heard the Waits at a distance, and struck off to find 
them. They were playing near one of the old gates of the City, at the corner of a 
wonderfully quaint row of red- brick tenements, which the clarionet obligingly informed 
me were inhabited by the Minor-Canons. They had odd little porches over the doors, like 
sounding-boards over old pulpits; and I thought I should like to see one of the Minor-



Canons come out upon his top stop, and favour us with a little Christmas discourse about 
the poor scholars of Rochester; taking for his text the words of his Master relative to the 
devouring of Widows' houses.  

The clarionet was so communicative, and my inclinations were (as they generally are) of 
so vagabond a tendency, that I accompanied the Waits across an open green called the 
Vines, and assisted--in the French sense--at the performance of two waltzes, two polkas, 
and three Irish melodies, before I thought of my inn any more. However, I returned to it 
then, and found a fiddle in the kitchen, and Ben, the wall-eyed young man, and two 
chambermaids, circling round the great deal table with the utmost animation.  

I had a very bad night. It cannot have been owing to the turkey or the beef,--and the 
Wassail is out of the question--but in every endeavour that I made to get to sleep I failed 
most dismally. I was never asleep; and in whatsoever unreasonable direction my mind 
rambled, the effigy of Master Richard Watts perpetually embarrassed it.  

In a word, I only got out of the Worshipful Master Richard Watts's way by getting out of 
bed in the dark at six o'clock, and tumbling, as my custom is, into all the cold water that 
could be accumulated for the purpose. The outer air was dull and cold enough in the 
street, when I came down there; and the one candle in our supper- room at Watts's 
Charity looked as pale in the burning as if it had had a bad night too. But my Travellers 
had all slept soundly, and they took to the hot coffee, and the piles of bread-and-butter, 
which Ben had arranged like deals in a timber-yard, as kindly as I could desire.  

While it was yet scarcely daylight, we all came out into the street together, and there 
shook hands. The widow took the little sailor towards Chatham, where he was to find a 
steamboat for Sheerness; the lawyer, with an extremely knowing look, went his own way, 
without committing himself by announcing his intentions; two more struck off by the 
cathedral and old castle for Maidstone; and the book-pedler accompanied me over the 
bridge. As for me, I was going to walk by Cobham Woods, as far upon my way to 
London as I fancied.  

When I came to the stile and footpath by which I was to diverge from the main road, I 
bade farewell to my last remaining Poor Traveller, and pursued my way alone. And now 
the mists began to rise in the most beautiful manner, and the sun to shine; and as I went 
on through the bracing air, seeing the hoarfrost sparkle everywhere, I felt as if all Nature 
shared in the joy of the great Birthday.  

Going through the woods, the softness of my tread upon the mossy ground and among the 
brown leaves enhanced the Christmas sacredness by which I felt surrounded. As the 
whitened stems environed me, I thought how the Founder of the time had never raised his 
benignant hand, save to bless and heal, except in the case of one unconscious tree. By 
Cobham Hall, I came to the village, and the churchyard where the dead had been quietly 
buried, "in the sure and certain hope" which Christmas time inspired. What children 
could I see at play, and not be loving of, recalling who had loved them! No garden that I 
passed was out of unison with the day, for I remembered that the tomb was in a garden, 



and that "she, supposing him to be the gardener," had said, "Sir, if thou have borne him 
hence, tell me where thou hast laid him, and I will take him away." In time, the distant 
river with the ships came full in view, and with it pictures of the poor fishermen, mending 
their nets, who arose and followed him,--of the teaching of the people from a ship pushed 
off a little way from shore, by reason of the multitude,--of a majestic figure walking on 
the water, in the loneliness of night. My very shadow on the ground was eloquent of 
Christmas; for did not the people lay their sick where the more shadows of the men who 
had heard and seen him might fall as they passed along?  

Thus Christmas begirt me, far and near, until I had come to Blackheath, and had walked 
down the long vista of gnarled old trees in Greenwich Park, and was being steam-rattled 
through the mists now closing in once more, towards the lights of London. Brightly they 
shone, but not so brightly as my own fire, and the brighter faces around it, when we came 
together to celebrate the day. And there I told of worthy Master Richard Watts, and of my 
supper with the Six Poor Travellers who were neither Rogues nor Proctors, and from that 
hour to this I have never seen one of them again. 



The Signal Man 
 

"Halloa! Below there!"  

When he heard a voice thus calling to him, he was standing at the door of his box, with a 
flag in his hand, furled round its short pole. One would have thought, considering the 
nature of the ground, that he could not have doubted from what quarter the voice came; 
but instead of looking up to where I stood on the top of the steep cutting nearly over his 
head, he turned himself about, and looked down the Line. There was something 
remarkable in his manner of doing so, though I could not have said for my life what. But 
I know it was remarkable enough to attract my notice, even though his figure was 
foreshortened and shadowed, down in the deep trench, and mine was high above him, so 
steeped in the glow of an angry sunset, that I had shaded my eyes with my hand before I 
saw him at all.  

"Halloa! Below!"  

From looking down the Line, he turned himself about again, and, raising his eyes, saw 
my figure high above him.  

"Is there any path by which I can come down and speak to you?"  

He looked up at me without replying, and I looked down at him without pressing him too 
soon with a repetition of my idle question. Just then there came a vague vibration in the 
earth and air, quickly changing into a violent pulsation, and an oncoming rush that caused 
me to start back, as though it had force to draw me down. When such vapour as rose to 
my height from this rapid train had passed me, and was skimming away over the 
landscape, I looked down again, and saw him refurling the flag he had shown while the 
train went by.  

I repeated my inquiry. After a pause, during which he seemed to regard me with fixed 
attention, he motioned with his rolled-up flag towards a point on my level, some two or 
three hundred yards distant. I called down to him, "All right!" and made for that point. 
There, by dint of looking closely about me, I found a rough zigzag descending path 
notched out, which I followed.  

The cutting was extremely deep, and unusually precipitate. It was made through a 
clammy stone, that became oozier and wetter as I went down. For these reasons, I found 
the way long enough to give me time to recall a singular air of reluctance or compulsion 
with which he had pointed out the path.  

When I came down low enough upon the zigzag descent to see him again, I saw that he 
was standing between the rails on the way by which the train had lately passed, in an 
attitude as if he were waiting for me to appear. He had his left hand at his chin, and that 



left elbow rested on his right hand, crossed over his breast. His attitude was one of such 
expectation and watchfulness that I stopped a moment, wondering at it.  

I resumed my downward way, and stepping out upon the level of the railroad, and 
drawing nearer to him, saw that he was a dark sallow man, with a dark beard and rather 
heavy eyebrows. His post was in as solitary and dismal a place as ever I saw. On either 
side, a dripping-wet wall of jagged stone, excluding all view but a strip of sky; the 
perspective one way only a crooked prolongation of this great dungeon; the shorter 
perspective in the other direction terminating in a gloomy red light, and the gloomier 
entrance to a black tunnel, in whose massive architecture there was a barbarous, 
depressing, and forbidding air. So little sunlight ever found its way to this spot, that it had 
an earthy, deadly smell; and so much cold wind rushed through it, that it struck chill to 
me, as if I had left the natural world.  

Before he stirred, I was near enough to him to have touched him. Not even then removing 
his eyes from mine, he stepped back one step, and lifted his hand.  

This was a lonesome post to occupy (I said), and it had riveted my attention when I 
looked down from up yonder. A visitor was a rarity, I should suppose; not an unwelcome 
rarity, I hoped? In me, he merely saw a man who had been shut up within narrow limits 
all his life, and who, being at last set free, had a newly-awakened interest in these great 
works. To such purpose I spoke to him; but I am far from sure of the terms I used; for, 
besides that I am not happy in opening any conversation, there was something in the man 
that daunted me.  

He directed a most curious look towards the red light near the tunnel's mouth, and looked 
all about it, as if something were missing from it, and then looked it me.  

That light was part of his charge? Was it not?  

He answered in a low voice,--"Don't you know it is?"  

The monstrous thought came into my mind, as I perused the fixed eyes and the saturnine 
face, that this was a spirit, not a man. I have speculated since, whether there may have 
been infection in his mind.  

In my turn, I stepped back. But in making the action, I detected in his eyes some latent 
fear of me. This put the monstrous thought to flight.  

"You look at me," I said, forcing a smile, "as if you had a dread of me."  

"I was doubtful," he returned, "whether I had seen you before."  

"Where?"  

He pointed to the red light he had looked at.  



"There?" I said.  

Intently watchful of me, he replied (but without sound), "Yes."  

"My good fellow, what should I do there? However, be that as it may, I never was there, 
you may swear."  

"I think I may," he rejoined. "Yes; I am sure I may."  

His manner cleared, like my own. He replied to my remarks with readiness, and in well-
chosen words. Had he much to do there? Yes; that was to say, he had enough 
responsibility to bear; but exactness and watchfulness were what was required of him, 
and of actual work-- manual labour--he had next to none. To change that signal, to trim 
those lights, and to turn this iron handle now and then, was all he had to do under that 
head. Regarding those many long and lonely hours of which I seemed to make so much, 
he could only say that the routine of his life had shaped itself into that form, and he had 
grown used to it. He had taught himself a language down here,--if only to know it by 
sight, and to have formed his own crude ideas of its pronunciation, could be called 
learning it. He had also worked at fractions and decimals, and tried a little algebra; but he 
was, and had been as a boy, a poor hand at figures. Was it necessary for him when on 
duty always to remain in that channel of damp air, and could he never rise into the 
sunshine from between those high stone walls? Why, that depended upon times and 
circumstances. Under some conditions there would be less upon the Line than under 
others, and the same held good as to certain hours of the day and night. In bright weather, 
he did choose occasions for getting a little above these lower shadows; but, being at all 
times liable to be called by his electric bell, and at such times listening for it with 
redoubled anxiety, the relief was less than I would suppose.  

He took me into his box, where there was a fire, a desk for an official book in which he 
had to make certain entries, a telegraphic instrument with its dial, face, and needles, and 
the little bell of which he had spoken. On my trusting that he would excuse the remark 
that he had been well educated, and (I hoped I might say without offence) perhaps 
educated above that station, he observed that instances of slight incongruity in such wise 
would rarely be found wanting among large bodies of men; that he had heard it was so in 
workhouses, in the police force, even in that last desperate resource, the army; and that he 
knew it was so, more or less, in any great railway staff. He had been, when young (if I 
could believe it, sitting in that hut,--he scarcely could), a student of natural philosophy, 
and had attended lectures; but he had run wild, misused his opportunities, gone down, 
and never risen again. He had no complaint to offer about that. He had made his bed, and 
he lay upon it. It was far too late to make another.  

All that I have here condensed he said in a quiet manner, with his grave dark regards 
divided between me and the fire. He threw in the word, "Sir," from time to time, and 
especially when he referred to his youth,--as though to request me to understand that he 
claimed to be nothing but what I found him. He was several times interrupted by the little 
bell, and had to read off messages, and send replies. Once he had to stand without the 



door, and display a flag as a train passed, and make some verbal communication to the 
driver. In the discharge of his duties, I observed him to be remarkably exact and vigilant, 
breaking off his discourse at a syllable, and remaining silent until what he had to do was 
done.  

In a word, I should have set this man down as one of the safest of men to be employed in 
that capacity, but for the circumstance that while he was speaking to me he twice broke 
off with a fallen colour, turned his face towards the little bell when it did NOT ring, 
opened the door of the hut (which was kept shut to exclude the unhealthy damp), and 
looked out towards the red light near the mouth of the tunnel. On both of those occasions, 
he came back to the fire with the inexplicable air upon him which I had remarked, 
without being able to define, when we were so far asunder.  

Said I, when I rose to leave him, "You almost make me think that I have met with a 
contented man."  

(I am afraid I must acknowledge that I said it to lead him on.)  

"I believe I used to be so," he rejoined, in the low voice in which he had first spoken; "but 
I am troubled, sir, I am troubled."  

He would have recalled the words if he could. He had said them, however, and I took 
them up quickly.  

"With what? What is your trouble?"  

"It is very difficult to impart, sir. It is very, very difficult to speak of. If ever you make 
me another visit, I will try to tell you."  

"But I expressly intend to make you another visit. Say, when shall it be?"  

"I go off early in the morning, and I shall be on again at ten to- morrow night, sir."  

"I will come at eleven."  

He thanked me, and went out at the door with me. "I'll show my white light, sir," he said, 
in his peculiar low voice, "till you have found the way up. When you have found it, don't 
call out! And when you are at the top, don't call out!"  

His manner seemed to make the place strike colder to me, but I said no more than, "Very 
well."  

"And when you come down to-morrow night, don't call out! Let me ask you a parting 
question. What made you cry, 'Halloa! Below there!' to-night?"  

"Heaven knows," said I. "I cried something to that effect--"  



"Not to that effect, sir. Those were the very words. I know them well."  

"Admit those were the very words. I said them, no doubt, because I saw you below."  

"For no other reason?"  

"What other reason could I possibly have?"  

"You had no feeling that they were conveyed to you in any supernatural way?"  

"No."  

He wished me good-night, and held up his light. I walked by the side of the down Line of 
rails (with a very disagreeable sensation of a train coming behind me) until I found the 
path. It was easier to mount than to descend, and I got back to my inn without any 
adventure.  

Punctual to my appointment, I placed my foot on the first notch of the zigzag next night, 
as the distant clocks were striking eleven. He was waiting for me at the bottom, with his 
white light on. "I have not called out," I said, when we came close together; "may I speak 
now?" "By all means, sir." "Good-night, then, and here's my hand." "Good-night, sir, and 
here's mine." With that we walked side by side to his box, entered it, closed the door, and 
sat down by the fire.  

"I have made up my mind, sir," he began, bending forward as soon as we were seated, 
and speaking in a tone but a little above a whisper, "that you shall not have to ask me 
twice what troubles me. I took you for some one else yesterday evening. That troubles 
me."  

"That mistake?"  

"No. That some one else."  

"Who is it?"  

"I don't know."  

"Like me?"  

"I don't know. I never saw the face. The left arm is across the face, and the right arm is 
waved,--violently waved. This way."  

I followed his action with my eyes, and it was the action of an arm gesticulating, with the 
utmost passion and vehemence, "For God's sake, clear the way!"  



"One moonlight night," said the man, "I was sitting here, when I heard a voice cry, 
'Halloa! Below there!' I started up, looked from that door, and saw this Some one else 
standing by the red light near the tunnel, waving as I just now showed you. The voice 
seemed hoarse with shouting, and it cried, 'Look out! Look out!' And then attain, 'Halloa! 
Below there! Look out!' I caught up my lamp, turned it on red, and ran towards the 
figure, calling, 'What's wrong? What has happened? Where?' It stood just outside the 
blackness of the tunnel. I advanced so close upon it that I wondered at its keeping the 
sleeve across its eyes. I ran right up at it, and had my hand stretched out to pull the sleeve 
away, when it was gone."  

"Into the tunnel?" said I.  

"No. I ran on into the tunnel, five hundred yards. I stopped, and held my lamp above my 
head, and saw the figures of the measured distance, and saw the wet stains stealing down 
the walls and trickling through the arch. I ran out again faster than I had run in (for I had 
a mortal abhorrence of the place upon me), and I looked all round the red light with my 
own red light, and I went up the iron ladder to the gallery atop of it, and I came down 
again, and ran back here. I telegraphed both ways, 'An alarm has been given. Is anything 
wrong?' The answer came back, both ways, 'All well.'"  

Resisting the slow touch of a frozen finger tracing out my spine, I showed him how that 
this figure must be a deception of his sense of sight; and how that figures, originating in 
disease of the delicate nerves that minister to the functions of the eye, were known to 
have often troubled patients, some of whom had become conscious of the nature of their 
affliction, and had even proved it by experiments upon themselves. "As to an imaginary 
cry," said I, "do but listen for a moment to the wind in this unnatural valley while we 
speak so low, and to the wild harp it makes of the telegraph wires."  

That was all very well, he returned, after we had sat listening for a while, and he ought to 
know something of the wind and the wires,-- he who so often passed long winter nights 
there, alone and watching. But he would beg to remark that he had not finished.  

I asked his pardon, and he slowly added these words, touching my arm, -  

"Within six hours after the Appearance, the memorable accident on this Line happened, 
and within ten hours the dead and wounded were brought along through the tunnel over 
the spot where the figure had stood."  

A disagreeable shudder crept over me, but I did my best against it. It was not to be 
denied, I rejoined, that this was a remarkable coincidence, calculated deeply to impress 
his mind. But it was unquestionable that remarkable coincidences did continually occur, 
and they must be taken into account in dealing with such a subject. Though to be sure I 
must admit, I added (for I thought I saw that he was going to bring the objection to bear 
upon me), men of common sense did not allow much for coincidences in making the 
ordinary calculations of life.  



He again begged to remark that he had not finished.  

I again begged his pardon for being betrayed into interruptions.  

"This," he said, again laying his hand upon my arm, and glancing over his shoulder with 
hollow eyes, "was just a year ago. Six or seven months passed, and I had recovered from 
the surprise and shock, when one morning, as the day was breaking, I, standing at the 
door, looked towards the red light, and saw the spectre again." He stopped, with a fixed 
look at me.  

"Did it cry out?"  

"No. It was silent."  

"Did it wave its arm?"  

"No. It leaned against the shaft of the light, with both hands before the face. Like this."  

Once more I followed his action with my eyes. It was an action of mourning. I have seen 
such an attitude in stone figures on tombs.  

"Did you go up to it?"  

"I came in and sat down, partly to collect my thoughts, partly because it had turned me 
faint. When I went to the door again, daylight was above me, and the ghost was gone."  

"But nothing followed? Nothing came of this?"  

He touched me on the arm with his forefinger twice or thrice giving a ghastly nod each 
time:-  

"That very day, as a train came out of the tunnel, I noticed, at a carriage window on my 
side, what looked like a confusion of hands and heads, and something waved. I saw it just 
in time to signal the driver, Stop! He shut off, and put his brake on, but the train drifted 
past here a hundred and fifty yards or more. I ran after it, and, as I went along, heard 
terrible screams and cries. A beautiful young lady had died instantaneously in one of the 
compartments, and was brought in here, and laid down on this floor between us."  

Involuntarily I pushed my chair back, as I looked from the boards at which he pointed to 
himself.  

"True, sir. True. Precisely as it happened, so I tell it you."  

I could think of nothing to say, to any purpose, and my mouth was very dry. The wind 
and the wires took up the story with a long lamenting wail.  



He resumed. "Now, sir, mark this, and judge how my mind is troubled. The spectre came 
back a week ago. Ever since, it has been there, now and again, by fits and starts."  

"At the light?"  

"At the Danger-light."  

"What does it seem to do?"  

He repeated, if possible with increased passion and vehemence, that former gesticulation 
of, "For God's sake, clear the way!"  

Then he went on. "I have no peace or rest for it. It calls to me, for many minutes together, 
in an agonised manner, 'Below there! Look out! Look out!' It stands waving to me. It 
rings my little bell--"  

I caught at that. "Did it ring your bell yesterday evening when I was here, and you went 
to the door?"  

"Twice."  

"Why, see," said I, "how your imagination misleads you. My eyes were on the bell, and 
my ears were open to the bell, and if I am a living man, it did NOT ring at those times. 
No, nor at any other time, except when it was rung in the natural course of physical 
things by the station communicating with you."  

He shook his head. "I have never made a mistake as to that yet, sir. I have never confused 
the spectre's ring with the man's. The ghost's ring is a strange vibration in the bell that it 
derives from nothing else, and I have not asserted that the bell stirs to the eye. I don't 
wonder that you failed to hear it. But I heard it."  

"And did the spectre seem to be there, when you looked out?"  

"It WAS there."'  

"Both times?"  

He repeated firmly: "Both times."  

"Will you come to the door with me, and look for it now?"  

He bit his under lip as though he were somewhat unwilling, but arose. I opened the door, 
and stood on the step, while he stood in the doorway. There was the Danger-light. There 
was the dismal mouth of the tunnel. There were the high, wet stone walls of the cutting. 
There were the stars above them.  



"Do you see it?" I asked him, taking particular note of his face. His eyes were prominent 
and strained, but not very much more so, perhaps, than my own had been when I had 
directed them earnestly towards the same spot.  

"No," he answered. "It is not there."  

"Agreed," said I.  

We went in again, shut the door, and resumed our seats. I was thinking how best to 
improve this advantage, if it might be called one, when he took up the conversation in 
such a matter-of-course way, so assuming that there could be no serious question of fact 
between us, that I felt myself placed in the weakest of positions.  

"By this time you will fully understand, sir," he said, "that what troubles me so dreadfully 
is the question, What does the spectre mean?"  

I was not sure, I told him, that I did fully understand.  

"What is its warning against?" he said, ruminating, with his eyes on the fire, and only by 
times turning them on me. "What is the danger? Where is the danger? There is danger 
overhanging somewhere on the Line. Some dreadful calamity will happen. It is not to be 
doubted this third time, after what has gone before. But surely this is a cruel haunting of 
me. What can I do?"  

He pulled out his handkerchief, and wiped the drops from his heated forehead.  

"If I telegraph Danger, on either side of me, or on both, I can give no reason for it," he 
went on, wiping the palms of his hands. "I should get into trouble, and do no good. They 
would think I was mad. This is the way it would work,--Message: 'Danger! Take care!' 
Answer: 'What Danger? Where?' Message: 'Don't know. But, for God's sake, take care!' 
They would displace me. What else could they do?"  

His pain of mind was most pitiable to see. It was the mental torture of a conscientious 
man, oppressed beyond endurance by an unintelligible responsibility involving life.  

"When it first stood under the Danger-light," he went on, putting his dark hair back from 
his head, and drawing his hands outward across and across his temples in an extremity of 
feverish distress, "why not tell me where that accident was to happen,--if it must happen? 
Why not tell me how it could be averted,--if it could have been averted? When on its 
second coming it hid its face, why not tell me, instead, 'She is going to die. Let them keep 
her at home'? If it came, on those two occasions, only to show me that its warnings were 
true, and so to prepare me for the third, why not warn me plainly now? And I, Lord help 
me! A mere poor signal-man on this solitary station! Why not go to somebody with credit 
to be believed, and power to act?"  



When I saw him in this state, I saw that for the poor man's sake, as well as for the public 
safety, what I had to do for the time was to compose his mind. Therefore, setting aside all 
question of reality or unreality between us, I represented to him that whoever thoroughly 
discharged his duty must do well, and that at least it was his comfort that he understood 
his duty, though he did not understand these confounding Appearances. In this effort I 
succeeded far better than in the attempt to reason him out of his conviction. He became 
calm; the occupations incidental to his post as the night advanced began to make larger 
demands on his attention: and I left him at two in the morning. I had offered to stay 
through the night, but he would not hear of it.  

That I more than once looked back at the red light as I ascended the pathway, that I did 
not like the red light, and that I should have slept but poorly if my bed had been under it, 
I see no reason to conceal. Nor did I like the two sequences of the accident and the dead 
girl. I see no reason to conceal that either.  

But what ran most in my thoughts was the consideration how ought I to act, having 
become the recipient of this disclosure? I had proved the man to be intelligent, vigilant, 
painstaking, and exact; but how long might he remain so, in his state of mind? Though in 
a subordinate position, still he held a most important trust, and would I (for instance) like 
to stake my own life on the chances of his continuing to execute it with precision?  

Unable to overcome a feeling that there would be something treacherous in my 
communicating what he had told me to his superiors in the Company, without first being 
plain with himself and proposing a middle course to him, I ultimately resolved to offer to 
accompany him (otherwise keeping his secret for the present) to the wisest medical 
practitioner we could hear of in those parts, and to take his opinion. A change in his time 
of duty would come round next night, he had apprised me, and he would be off an hour or 
two after sunrise, and on again soon after sunset. I had appointed to return accordingly.  

Next evening was a lovely evening, and I walked out early to enjoy it. The sun was not 
yet quite down when I traversed the field-path near the top of the deep cutting. I would 
extend my walk for an hour, I said to myself, half an hour on and half an hour back, and 
it would then be time to go to my signal-man's box.  

Before pursuing my stroll, I stepped to the brink, and mechanically looked down, from 
the point from which I had first seen him. I cannot describe the thrill that seized upon me, 
when, close at the mouth of the tunnel, I saw the appearance of a man, with his left sleeve 
across his eyes, passionately waving his right arm.  



The nameless horror that oppressed me passed in a moment, for in a moment I saw that 
this appearance of a man was a man indeed, and that there was a little group of other 
men, standing at a short distance, to whom he seemed to be rehearsing the gesture he 
made. The Danger-light was not yet lighted. Against its shaft, a little low hut, entirely 
new to me, had been made of some wooden supports and tarpaulin. It looked no bigger 
than a bed.  

With an irresistible sense that something was wrong,--with a flashing self-reproachful 
fear that fatal mischief had come of my leaving the man there, and causing no one to be 
sent to overlook or correct what he did,--I descended the notched path with all the speed I 
could make.  

"What is the matter?" I asked the men.  

"Signal-man killed this morning, sir."  

"Not the man belonging to that box?"  

"Yes, sir."  

"Not the man I know?"  

"You will recognise him, sir, if you knew him," said the man who spoke for the others, 
solemnly uncovering his own head, and raising an end of the tarpaulin, "for his face is 
quite composed."  

"O, how did this happen, how did this happen?" I asked, turning from one to another as 
the hut closed in again.  

"He was cut down by an engine, sir. No man in England knew his work better. But 
somehow he was not clear of the outer rail. It was just at broad day. He had struck the 
light, and had the lamp in his hand. As the engine came out of the tunnel, his back was 
towards her, and she cut him down. That man drove her, and was showing how it 
happened. Show the gentleman, Tom."  

The man, who wore a rough dark dress, stepped back to his former place at the mouth of 
the tunnel.  

"Coming round the curve in the tunnel, sir," he said, "I saw him at the end, like as if I saw 
him down a perspective-glass. There was no time to check speed, and I knew him to be 
very careful. As he didn't seem to take heed of the whistle, I shut it off when we were 
running down upon him, and called to him as loud as I could call."  



"What did you say?"  

"I said, 'Below there! Look out! Look out! For God's sake, clear the way!'"  

I started.  

"Ah! it was a dreadful time, sir. I never left off calling to him. I put this arm before my 
eyes not to see, and I waved this arm to the last; but it was no use."  

Without prolonging the narrative to dwell on any one of its curious circumstances more 
than on any other, I may, in closing it, point out the coincidence that the warning of the 
Engine-Driver included, not only the words which the unfortunate Signal-man had 
repeated to me as haunting him, but also the words which I myself--not he--had attached, 
and that only in my own mind, to the gesticulation he had imitated.  

 



Somebody's Luggage 
 

CHAPTER I -- HIS LEAVING IT TILL CALLED FOR  

The writer of these humble lines being a Waiter, and having come of a family of Waiters, 
and owning at the present time five brothers who are all Waiters, and likewise an only 
sister who is a Waitress, would wish to offer a few words respecting his calling; first 
having the pleasure of hereby in a friendly manner offering the Dedication of the same 
unto JOSEPH, much respected Head Waiter at the Slamjam Coffee-house, London, E.C., 
than which a individual more eminently deserving of the name of man, or a more 
amenable honour to his own head and heart, whether considered in the light of a Waiter 
or regarded as a human being, do not exist.  

In case confusion should arise in the public mind (which it is open to confusion on many 
subjects) respecting what is meant or implied by the term Waiter, the present humble 
lines would wish to offer an explanation. It may not be generally known that the person 
as goes out to wait is NOT a Waiter. It may not be generally known that the hand as is 
called in extra, at the Freemasons' Tavern, or the London, or the Albion, or otherwise, is 
NOT a Waiter. Such hands may be took on for Public Dinners by the bushel (and you 
may know them by their breathing with difficulty when in attendance, and taking away 
the bottle ere yet it is half out); but such are NOT Waiters. For you cannot lay down the 
tailoring, or the shoemaking, or the brokering, or the green-grocering, or the pictorial- 
periodicalling, or the second-hand wardrobe, or the small fancy businesses,--you cannot 
lay down those lines of life at your will and pleasure by the half-day or evening, and take 
up Waitering. You may suppose you can, but you cannot; or you may go so far as to say 
you do, but you do not. Nor yet can you lay down the gentleman's- service when 
stimulated by prolonged incompatibility on the part of Cooks (and here it may be 
remarked that Cooking and Incompatibility will be mostly found united), and take up 
Waitering. It has been ascertained that what a gentleman will sit meek under, at home, he 
will not bear out of doors, at the Slamjam or any similar establishment. Then, what is the 
inference to be drawn respecting true Waitering? You must be bred to it. You must be 
born to it.  

Would you know how born to it, Fair Reader,--if of the adorable female sex? Then learn 
from the biographical experience of one that is a Waiter in the sixty-first year of his age.  

You were conveyed,--ere yet your dawning powers were otherwise developed than to 
harbour vacancy in your inside,--you were conveyed, by surreptitious means, into a 
pantry adjoining the Admiral Nelson, Civic and General Dining-Rooms, there to receive 
by stealth that healthful sustenance which is the pride and boast of the British female 
constitution. Your mother was married to your father (himself a distant Waiter) in the 
profoundest secrecy; for a Waitress known to be married would ruin the best of 
businesses,--it is the same as on the stage. Hence your being smuggled into the pantry, 
and that--to add to the infliction--by an unwilling grandmother. Under the combined 



influence of the smells of roast and boiled, and soup, and gas, and malt liquors, you 
partook of your earliest nourishment; your unwilling grandmother sitting prepared to 
catch you when your mother was called and dropped you; your grandmother's shawl ever 
ready to stifle your natural complainings; your innocent mind surrounded by uncongenial 
cruets, dirty plates, dish-covers, and cold gravy; your mother calling down the pipe for 
veals and porks, instead of soothing you with nursery rhymes. Under these untoward 
circumstances you were early weaned. Your unwilling grandmother, ever growing more 
unwilling as your food assimilated less, then contracted habits of shaking you till your 
system curdled, and your food would not assimilate at all. At length she was no longer 
spared, and could have been thankfully spared much sooner. When your brothers began 
to appear in succession, your mother retired, left off her smart dressing (she had 
previously been a smart dresser), and her dark ringlets (which had previously been 
flowing), and haunted your father late of nights, lying in wait for him, through all 
weathers, up the shabby court which led to the back door of the Royal Old Dust-Bin (said 
to have been so named by George the Fourth), where your father was Head. But the Dust-
Bin was going down then, and your father took but little,--excepting from a liquid point 
of view. Your mother's object in those visits was of a house- keeping character, and you 
was set on to whistle your father out. Sometimes he came out, but generally not. Come or 
not come, however, all that part of his existence which was unconnected with open 
Waitering was kept a close secret, and was acknowledged by your mother to be a close 
secret, and you and your mother flitted about the court, close secrets both of you, and 
would scarcely have confessed under torture that you know your father, or that your 
father had any name than Dick (which wasn't his name, though he was never known by 
any other), or that he had kith or kin or chick or child. Perhaps the attraction of this 
mystery, combined with your father's having a damp compartment, to himself, behind a 
leaky cistern, at the Dust-Bin,--a sort of a cellar compartment, with a sink in it, and a 
smell, and a plate-rack, and a bottle-rack, and three windows that didn't match each other 
or anything else, and no daylight,--caused your young mind to feel convinced that you 
must grow up to be a Waiter too; but you did feel convinced of it, and so did all your 
brothers, down to your sister. Every one of you felt convinced that you was born to the 
Waitering. At this stage of your career, what was your feelings one day when your father 
came home to your mother in open broad daylight,--of itself an act of Madness on the 
part of a Waiter,--and took to his bed (leastwise, your mother and family's bed), with the 
statement that his eyes were devilled kidneys. Physicians being in vain, your father 
expired, after repeating at intervals for a day and a night, when gleams of reason and old 
business fitfully illuminated his being, "Two and two is five. And three is sixpence." 
Interred in the parochial department of the neighbouring churchyard, and accompanied to 
the grave by as many Waiters of long standing as could spare the morning time from their 
soiled glasses (namely, one), your bereaved form was attired in a white neckankecher, 
and you was took on from motives of benevolence at The George and Gridiron, theatrical 
and supper. Here, supporting nature on what you found in the plates (which was as it 
happened, and but too often thoughtlessly, immersed in mustard), and on what you found 
in the glasses (which rarely went beyond driblets and lemon), by night you dropped 
asleep standing, till you was cuffed awake, and by day was set to polishing every 
individual article in the coffee-room. Your couch being sawdust; your counterpane being 
ashes of cigars. Here, frequently hiding a heavy heart under the smart tie of your white 



neckankecher (or correctly speaking lower down and more to the left), you picked up the 
rudiments of knowledge from an extra, by the name of Bishops, and by calling plate-
washer, and gradually elevating your mind with chalk on the back of the corner-box 
partition, until such time as you used the inkstand when it was out of hand, attained to 
manhood, and to be the Waiter that you find yourself.  

I could wish here to offer a few respectful words on behalf of the calling so long the 
calling of myself and family, and the public interest in which is but too often very 
limited. We are not generally understood. No, we are not. Allowance enough is not made 
for us. For, say that we ever show a little drooping listlessness of spirits, or what might be 
termed indifference or apathy. Put it to yourself what would your own state of mind be, if 
you was one of an enormous family every member of which except you was always 
greedy, and in a hurry. Put it to yourself that you was regularly replete with animal food 
at the slack hours of one in the day and again at nine p.m., and that the repleter you was, 
the more voracious all your fellow-creatures came in. Put it to yourself that it was your 
business, when your digestion was well on, to take a personal interest and sympathy in a 
hundred gentlemen fresh and fresh (say, for the sake of argument, only a hundred), whose 
imaginations was given up to grease and fat and gravy and melted butter, and abandoned 
to questioning you about cuts of this, and dishes of that,--each of 'em going on as if him 
and you and the bill of fare was alone in the world. Then look what you are expected to 
know. You are never out, but they seem to think you regularly attend everywhere. 
"What's this, Christopher, that I hear about the smashed Excursion Train? How are they 
doing at the Italian Opera, Christopher?" "Christopher, what are the real particulars of 
this business at the Yorkshire Bank?" Similarly a ministry gives me more trouble than it 
gives the Queen. As to Lord Palmerston, the constant and wearing connection into which 
I have been brought with his lordship during the last few years is deserving of a pension. 
Then look at the Hypocrites we are made, and the lies (white, I hope) that are forced upon 
us! Why must a sedentary-pursuited Waiter be considered to be a judge of horseflesh, and 
to have a most tremendous interest in horse-training and racing? Yet it would be half our 
little incomes out of our pockets if we didn't take on to have those sporting tastes. It is the 
same (inconceivable why!) with Farming. Shooting, equally so. I am sure that so regular 
as the months of August, September, and October come round, I am ashamed of myself 
in my own private bosom for the way in which I make believe to care whether or not the 
grouse is strong on the wing (much their wings, or drumsticks either, signifies to me, 
uncooked!), and whether the partridges is plentiful among the turnips, and whether the 
pheasants is shy or bold, or anything else you please to mention. Yet you may see me, or 
any other Waiter of my standing, holding on by the back of the box, and leaning over a 
gentleman with his purse out and his bill before him, discussing these points in a 
confidential tone of voice, as if my happiness in life entirely depended on 'em.  

I have mentioned our little incomes. Look at the most unreasonable point of all, and the 
point on which the greatest injustice is done us! Whether it is owing to our always 
carrying so much change in our right-hand trousers-pocket, and so many halfpence in our 
coat- tails, or whether it is human nature (which I were loth to believe), what is meant by 
the everlasting fable that Head Waiters is rich? How did that fable get into circulation? 
Who first put it about, and what are the facts to establish the unblushing statement? Come 



forth, thou slanderer, and refer the public to the Waiter's will in Doctors' Commons 
supporting thy malignant hiss! Yet this is so commonly dwelt upon--especially by the 
screws who give Waiters the least--that denial is vain; and we are obliged, for our credit's 
sake, to carry our heads as if we were going into a business, when of the two we are 
much more likely to go into a union. There was formerly a screw as frequented the 
Slamjam ere yet the present writer had quitted that establishment on a question of tea-ing 
his assistant staff out of his own pocket, which screw carried the taunt to its bitterest 
height. Never soaring above threepence, and as often as not grovelling on the earth a 
penny lower, he yet represented the present writer as a large holder of Consols, a lender 
of money on mortgage, a Capitalist. He has been overheard to dilate to other customers 
on the allegation that the present writer put out thousands of pounds at interest in 
Distilleries and Breweries. "Well, Christopher," he would say (having grovelled his 
lowest on the earth, half a moment before), "looking out for a House to open, eh? Can't 
find a business to be disposed of on a scale as is up to your resources, humph?" To such a 
dizzy precipice of falsehood has this misrepresentation taken wing, that the well-known 
and highly-respected OLD CHARLES, long eminent at the West Country Hotel, and by 
some considered the Father of the Waitering, found himself under the obligation to fall 
into it through so many years that his own wife (for he had an unbeknown old lady in that 
capacity towards himself) believed it! And what was the consequence? When he was 
borne to his grave on the shoulders of six picked Waiters, with six more for change, six 
more acting as pall-bearers, all keeping step in a pouring shower without a dry eye 
visible, and a concourse only inferior to Royalty, his pantry and lodgings was equally 
ransacked high and low for property, and none was found! How could it be found, when, 
beyond his last monthly collection of walking-sticks, umbrellas, and pocket-
handkerchiefs (which happened to have been not yet disposed of, though he had ever 
been through life punctual in clearing off his collections by the month), there was no 
property existing? Such, however, is the force of this universal libel, that the widow of 
Old Charles, at the present hour an inmate of the Almshouses of the Cork-Cutters' 
Company, in Blue Anchor Road (identified sitting at the door of one of 'em, in a clean 
cap and a Windsor arm-chair, only last Monday), expects John's hoarded wealth to be 
found hourly! Nay, ere yet he had succumbed to the grisly dart, and when his portrait was 
painted in oils life- size, by subscription of the frequenters of the West Country, to hang 
over the coffee-room chimney-piece, there were not wanting those who contended that 
what is termed the accessories of such a portrait ought to be the Bank of England out of 
window, and a strong-box on the table. And but for better-regulated minds contending for 
a bottle and screw and the attitude of drawing,--and carrying their point,--it would have 
been so handed down to posterity.  

I am now brought to the title of the present remarks. Having, I hope without offence to 
any quarter, offered such observations as I felt it my duty to offer, in a free country which 
has ever dominated the seas, on the general subject, I will now proceed to wait on the 
particular question.  

At a momentous period of my life, when I was off, so far as concerned notice given, with 
a House that shall be nameless,--for the question on which I took my departing stand was 
a fixed charge for waiters, and no House as commits itself to that eminently Un- English 



act of more than foolishness and baseness shall be advertised by me,--I repeat, at a 
momentous crisis, when I was off with a House too mean for mention, and not yet on 
with that to which I have ever since had the honour of being attached in the capacity of 
Head,* I was casting about what to do next. Then it were that proposals were made to me 
on behalf of my present establishment. Stipulations were necessary on my part, 
emendations were necessary on my part: in the end, ratifications ensued on both sides, 
and I entered on a new career.  

*Its name and address at length, with other full particulars, all editorially struck out. 

We are a bed business, and a coffee-room business. We are not a general dining business, 
nor do we wish it. In consequence, when diners drop in, we know what to give 'em as will 
keep 'em away another time. We are a Private Room or Family business also; but Coffee-
room principal. Me and the Directory and the Writing Materials and cetrer occupy a place 
to ourselves--a place fended of up a step or two at the end of the Coffee-room, in what I 
call the good old-fashioned style. The good old-fashioned style is, that whatever you 
want, down to a wafer, you must be olely and solely dependent on the Head Waiter for. 
You must put yourself a new-born Child into his hands. There is no other way in which a 
business untinged with Continental Vice can be conducted. (It were bootless to add, that 
if languages is required to be jabbered and English is not good enough, both families and 
gentlemen had better go somewhere else.)  

When I began to settle down in this right-principled and well- conducted House, I 
noticed, under the bed in No. 24 B (which it is up a angle off the staircase, and usually 
put off upon the lowly- minded), a heap of things in a corner. I asked our Head 
Chambermaid in the course of the day,  

"What are them things in 24 B?"  

To which she answered with a careless air, "Somebody's Luggage."  

Regarding her with a eye not free from severity, I says, "Whose Luggage?"  

Evading my eye, she replied,  

"Lor! How should I know!"  

- Being, it may be right to mention, a female of some pertness, though acquainted with 
her business.  

A Head Waiter must be either Head or Tail. He must be at one extremity or the other of 
the social scale. He cannot be at the waist of it, or anywhere else but the extremities. It is 
for him to decide which of the extremities.  

On the eventful occasion under consideration, I give Mrs. Pratchett so distinctly to 
understand my decision, that I broke her spirit as towards myself, then and there, and for 



good. Let not inconsistency be suspected on account of my mentioning Mrs. Pratchett as 
"Mrs.," and having formerly remarked that a waitress must not be married. Readers are 
respectfully requested to notice that Mrs. Pratchett was not a waitress, but a 
chambermaid. Now a chambermaid MAY be married; if Head, generally is married,--or 
says so. It comes to the same thing as expressing what is customary. (N.B. Mr. Pratchett 
is in Australia, and his address there is "the Bush.")  

Having took Mrs. Pratchett down as many pegs as was essential to the future happiness of 
all parties, I requested her to explain herself.  

"For instance," I says, to give her a little encouragement, "who is Somebody?"  

"I give you my sacred honour, Mr. Christopher," answers Pratchett, "that I haven't the 
faintest notion."  

But for the manner in which she settled her cap-strings, I should have doubted this; but in 
respect of positiveness it was hardly to be discriminated from an affidavit.  

"Then you never saw him?" I followed her up with.  

"Nor yet," said Mrs. Pratchett, shutting her eyes and making as if she had just took a pill 
of unusual circumference,--which gave a remarkable force to her denial,--"nor yet any 
servant in this house. All have been changed, Mr. Christopher, within five year, and 
Somebody left his Luggage here before then."  

Inquiry of Miss Martin yielded (in the language of the Bard of A.1.) "confirmation 
strong." So it had really and truly happened. Miss Martin is the young lady at the bar as 
makes out our bills; and though higher than I could wish considering her station, is 
perfectly well-behaved.  

Farther investigations led to the disclosure that there was a bill against this Luggage to 
the amount of two sixteen six. The Luggage had been lying under the bedstead of 24 B 
over six year. The bedstead is a four-poster, with a deal of old hanging and valance, and 
is, as I once said, probably connected with more than 24 Bs,-- which I remember my 
hearers was pleased to laugh at, at the time.  

I don't know why,--when DO we know why?--but this Luggage laid heavy on my mind. I 
fell a wondering about Somebody, and what he had got and been up to. I couldn't satisfy 
my thoughts why he should leave so much Luggage against so small a bill. For I had the 
Luggage out within a day or two and turned it over, and the following were the items:- A 
black portmanteau, a black bag, a desk, a dressing-case, a brown-paper parcel, a hat-box, 
and an umbrella strapped to a walking-stick. It was all very dusty and fluey. I had our 
porter up to get under the bed and fetch it out; and though he habitually wallows in dust,--
swims in it from morning to night, and wears a close-fitting waistcoat with black 
calimanco sleeves for the purpose,--it made him sneeze again, and his throat was that hot 
with it that it was obliged to be cooled with a drink of Allsopp's draft.  



The Luggage so got the better of me, that instead of having it put back when it was well 
dusted and washed with a wet cloth,--previous to which it was so covered with feathers 
that you might have thought it was turning into poultry, and would by-and-by begin to 
Lay,--I say, instead of having it put back, I had it carried into one of my places down-
stairs. There from time to time I stared at it and stared at it, till it seemed to grow big and 
grow little, and come forward at me and retreat again, and go through all manner of 
performances resembling intoxication. When this had lasted weeks,-- I may say months, 
and not be far out,--I one day thought of asking Miss Martin for the particulars of the 
Two sixteen six total. She was so obliging as to extract it from the books,--it dating 
before her time,--and here follows a true copy:  

Coffee-Room. 1856. No. 4.   

Feb. 2d,   

 £  s. d. 
Pen and Paper: 
Port Negus 
Ditto 
Pen and paper 
Tumbler broken 
Brandy 
Pen and paper 
Anchovy toast 
Pen and paper 
Bed 

0  0  6 
0  2  0 
0  2  0 
0  0  6 
0  2  6 
0  2  0 
0  0  6 
0  2  6 
0  0  6 
0  3  0 

Carried forward 0 16 0 

His clothes wasn't bad, what there was of 'em. His dressing-case was poor,--not a particle 
of silver stopper,--bottle apertures with nothing in 'em, like empty little dog-kennels,--and 
a most searching description of tooth-powder diffusing itself around, as under a deluded 
mistake that all the chinks in the fittings was divisions in teeth. His clothes I parted with, 
well enough, to a second-hand dealer not far from St. Clement's Danes, in the Strand,--
him as the officers in the Army mostly dispose of their uniforms to, when hard pressed 
with debts of honour, if I may judge from their coats and epaulets diversifying the 
window with their backs towards the public. The same party bought in one lot the 
portmanteau, the bag, the desk, the dressing-case, the hat-box, the umbrella, strap, and 
walking-stick. On my remarking that I should have thought those articles not quite in his 
line, he said: "No more ith a man'th grandmother, Mithter Chrithtopher; but if any man 
will bring hith grandmother here, and offer her at a fair trifle below what the'll feth with 
good luck when the'th thcoured and turned--I'll buy her!"  

These transactions brought me home, and, indeed, more than home, for they left a 
goodish profit on the original investment. And now there remained the writings; and the 
writings I particular wish to bring under the candid attention of the reader.  



I wish to do so without postponement, for this reason. That is to say, namely, viz. i.e., as 
follows, thus:- Before I proceed to recount the mental sufferings of which I became the 
prey in consequence of the writings, and before following up that harrowing tale with a 
statement of the wonderful and impressive catastrophe, as thrilling in its nature as 
unlooked for in any other capacity, which crowned the ole and filled the cup of 
unexpectedness to overflowing, the writings themselves ought to stand forth to view. 
Therefore it is that they now come next. One word to introduce them, and I lay down my 
pen (I hope, my unassuming pen) until I take it up to trace the gloomy sequel of a mind 
with something on it.  

He was a smeary writer, and wrote a dreadful bad hand. Utterly regardless of ink, he 
lavished it on every undeserving object--on his clothes, his desk, his hat, the handle of his 
tooth-brush, his umbrella. Ink was found freely on the coffee-room carpet by No. 4 table, 
and two blots was on his restless couch. A reference to the document I have given entire 
will show that on the morning of the third of February, eighteen fifty-six, he procured his 
no less than fifth pen and paper. To whatever deplorable act of ungovernable composition 
he immolated those materials obtained from the bar, there is no doubt that the fatal deed 
was committed in bed, and that it left its evidences but too plainly, long afterwards, upon 
the pillow-case.  

He had put no Heading to any of his writings. Alas! Was he likely to have a Heading 
without a Head, and where was HIS Head when he took such things into it? In some 
cases, such as his Boots, he would appear to have hid the writings; thereby involving his 
style in greater obscurity. But his Boots was at least pairs,--and no two of his writings can 
put in any claim to be so regarded. Here follows (not to give more specimens) what was 
found in  

CHAPTER II -- HIS BOOTS  

"Eh! well then, Monsieur Mutuel! What do I know, what can I say? I assure you that he 
calls himself Monsieur The Englishman."  

"Pardon. But I think it is impossible," said Monsieur Mutuel,--a spectacled, snuffy, 
stooping old gentleman in carpet shoes and a cloth cap with a peaked shade, a loose blue 
frock-coat reaching to his heels, a large limp white shirt-frill, and cravat to correspond,--
that is to say, white was the natural colour of his linen on Sundays, but it toned down 
with the week.  

"It is," repeated Monsieur Mutuel, his amiable old walnut-shell countenance very walnut-
shelly indeed as he smiled and blinked in the bright morning sunlight,--"it is, my 
cherished Madame Bouclet, I think, impossible!"  

"Hey!" (with a little vexed cry and a great many tosses of her head.) "But it is not 
impossible that you are a Pig!" retorted Madame Bouclet, a compact little woman of 
thirty-five or so. "See then,--look there,--read! 'On the second floor Monsieur L'Anglais.' 
Is it not so?"  



"It is so," said Monsieur Mutuel.  

"Good. Continue your morning walk. Get out!" Madame Bouclet dismissed him with a 
lively snap of her fingers.  

The morning walk of Monsieur Mutuel was in the brightest patch that the sun made in the 
Grande Place of a dull old fortified French town. The manner of his morning walk was 
with his hands crossed behind him; an umbrella, in figure the express image of himself, 
always in one hand; a snuffbox in the other. Thus, with the shuffling gait of the Elephant 
(who really does deal with the very worst trousers-maker employed by the Zoological 
world, and who appeared to have recommended him to Monsieur Mutuel), the old 
gentleman sunned himself daily when sun was to be had--of course, at the same time 
sunning a red ribbon at his button-hole; for was he not an ancient Frenchman?  

Being told by one of the angelic sex to continue his morning walk and get out, Monsieur 
Mutuel laughed a walnut-shell laugh, pulled off his cap at arm's length with the hand that 
contained his snuffbox, kept it off for a considerable period after he had parted from 
Madame Bouclet, and continued his morning walk and got out, like a man of gallantry as 
he was.  

The documentary evidence to which Madame Bouclet had referred Monsieur Mutuel was 
the list of her lodgers, sweetly written forth by her own Nephew and Bookkeeper, who 
held the pen of an Angel, and posted up at the side of her gateway, for the information of 
the Police: "Au second, M. L'Anglais, Proprietaire." On the second floor, Mr. The 
Englishman, man of property. So it stood; nothing could be plainer.  

Madame Bouclet now traced the line with her forefinger, as it were to confirm and settle 
herself in her parting snap at Monsieur Mutuel, and so placing her right hand on her hip 
with a defiant air, as if nothing should ever tempt her to unsnap that snap, strolled out 
into the Place to glance up at the windows of Mr. The Englishman. That worthy 
happening to be looking out of window at the moment, Madame Bouclet gave him a 
graceful salutation with her head, looked to the right and looked to the left to account to 
him for her being there, considered for a moment, like one who accounted to herself for 
somebody she had expected not being there, and reentered her own gateway. Madame 
Bouclet let all her house giving on the Place in furnished flats or floors, and lived up the 
yard behind in company with Monsieur Bouclet her husband (great at billiards), an 
inherited brewing business, several fowls, two carts, a nephew, a little dog in a big 
kennel, a grape-vine, a counting- house, four horses, a married sister (with a share in the 
brewing business), the husband and two children of the married sister, a parrot, a drum 
(performed on by the little boy of the married sister), two billeted soldiers, a quantity of 
pigeons, a fife (played by the nephew in a ravishing manner), several domestics and 
supernumeraries, a perpetual flavour of coffee and soup, a terrific range of artificial rocks 
and wooden precipices at least four feet high, a small fountain, and half-a-dozen large 
sunflowers.  



Now the Englishman, in taking his Appartement,--or, as one might say on our side of the 
Channel, his set of chambers,--had given his name, correct to the letter, LANGLEY. But 
as he had a British way of not opening his mouth very wide on foreign soil, except at 
meals, the Brewery had been able to make nothing of it but L'Anglais. So Mr. The 
Englishman he had become and he remained.  

"Never saw such a people!" muttered Mr. The Englishman, as he now looked out of 
window. "Never did, in my life!"  

This was true enough, for he had never before been out of his own country,--a right little 
island, a tight little island, a bright little island, a show-fight little island, and full of merit 
of all sorts; but not the whole round world.  

"These chaps," said Mr. The Englishman to himself, as his eye rolled over the Place, 
sprinkled with military here and there, "are no more like soldiers--" Nothing being 
sufficiently strong for the end of his sentence, he left it unended.  

This again (from the point of view of his experience) was strictly correct; for though 
there was a great agglomeration of soldiers in the town and neighbouring country, you 
might have held a grand Review and Field-day of them every one, and looked in vain 
among them all for a soldier choking behind his foolish stock, or a soldier lamed by his 
ill-fitting shoes, or a soldier deprived of the use of his limbs by straps and buttons, or a 
soldier elaborately forced to be self-helpless in all the small affairs of life. A swarm of 
brisk, bright, active, bustling, handy, odd, skirmishing fellows, able to turn cleverly at 
anything, from a siege to soup, from great guns to needles and thread, from the 
broadsword exercise to slicing an onion, from making war to making omelets, was all 
you would have found.  

What a swarm! From the Great Place under the eye of Mr. The Englishman, where a few 
awkward squads from the last conscription were doing the goose-step--some members of 
those squads still as to their bodies, in the chrysalis peasant-state of Blouse, and only 
military butterflies as to their regimentally-clothed legs--from the Great Place, away 
outside the fortifications, and away for miles along the dusty roads, soldiers swarmed. All 
day long, upon the grass-grown ramparts of the town, practising soldiers trumpeted and 
bugled; all day long, down in angles of dry trenches, practising soldiers drummed and 
drummed. Every forenoon, soldiers burst out of the great barracks into the sandy 
gymnasium-ground hard by, and flew over the wooden horse, and hung on to flying 
ropes, and dangled upside-down between parallel bars, and shot themselves off wooden 
platforms,--splashes, sparks, coruscations, showers of soldiers. At every corner of the 
town-wall, every guard-house, every gateway, every sentry-box, every drawbridge, every 
reedy ditch, and rushy dike, soldiers, soldiers, soldiers. And the town being pretty well all 
wall, guard-house, gateway, sentry-box, drawbridge, reedy ditch, and rushy dike, the 
town was pretty well all soldiers.  

What would the sleepy old town have been without the soldiers, seeing that even with 
them it had so overslept itself as to have slept its echoes hoarse, its defensive bars and 



locks and bolts and chains all rusty, and its ditches stagnant! From the days when 
VAUBAN engineered it to that perplexing extent that to look at it was like being knocked 
on the head with it, the stranger becoming stunned and stertorous under the shock of its 
incomprehensibility,-- from the days when VAUBAN made it the express incorporation 
of every substantive and adjective in the art of military engineering, and not only twisted 
you into it and twisted you out of it, to the right, to the left, opposite, under here, over 
there, in the dark, in the dirt, by the gateway, archway, covered way, dry way, wet way, 
fosse, portcullis, drawbridge, sluice, squat tower, pierced wall, and heavy battery, but 
likewise took a fortifying dive under the neighbouring country, and came to the surface 
three or four miles off, blowing out incomprehensible mounds and batteries among the 
quiet crops of chicory and beet-root,--from those days to these the town had been asleep, 
and dust and rust and must had settled on its drowsy Arsenals and Magazines, and grass 
had grown up in its silent streets.  

On market-days alone, its Great Place suddenly leaped out of bed. On market-days, some 
friendly enchanter struck his staff upon the stones of the Great Place, and instantly arose 
the liveliest booths and stalls, and sittings and standings, and a pleasant hum of chaffering 
and huckstering from many hundreds of tongues, and a pleasant, though peculiar, 
blending of colours,--white caps, blue blouses, and green vegetables,--and at last the 
Knight destined for the adventure seemed to have come in earnest, and all the Vaubanois 
sprang up awake. And now, by long, low-lying avenues of trees, jolting in white-hooded 
donkey-cart, and on donkey-back, and in tumbril and wagon, and cart and cabriolet, and 
afoot with barrow and burden,--and along the dikes and ditches and canals, in little peak- 
prowed country boats,--came peasant-men and women in flocks and crowds, bringing 
articles for sale. And here you had boots and shoes, and sweetmeats and stuffs to wear, 
and here (in the cool shade of the Town-hall) you had milk and cream and butter and 
cheese, and here you had fruits and onions and carrots, and all things needful for your 
soup, and here you had poultry and flowers and protesting pigs, and here new shovels, 
axes, spades, and bill- hooks for your farming work, and here huge mounds of bread, and 
here your unground grain in sacks, and here your children's dolls, and here the cake-
seller, announcing his wares by beat and roll of drum. And hark! fanfaronade of trumpets, 
and here into the Great Place, resplendent in an open carriage, with four gorgeously-
attired servitors up behind, playing horns, drums, and cymbals, rolled "the Daughter of a 
Physician" in massive golden chains and ear-rings, and blue-feathered hat, shaded from 
the admiring sun by two immense umbrellas of artificial roses, to dispense (from motives 
of philanthropy) that small and pleasant dose which had cured so many thousands! 
Toothache, earache, headache, heartache, stomach-ache, debility, nervousness, fits, 
fainting, fever, ague, all equally cured by the small and pleasant dose of the great 
Physician's great daughter! The process was this,--she, the Daughter of a Physician, 
proprietress of the superb equipage you now admired with its confirmatory blasts of 
trumpet, drum, and cymbal, told you so: On the first day after taking the small and 
pleasant dose, you would feel no particular influence beyond a most harmonious 
sensation of indescribable and irresistible joy; on the second day you would be so 
astonishingly better that you would think yourself changed into somebody else; on the 
third day you would be entirely free from disorder, whatever its nature and however long 
you had had it, and would seek out the Physician's Daughter to throw yourself at her feet, 



kiss the hem of her garment, and buy as many more of the small and pleasant doses as by 
the sale of all your few effects you could obtain; but she would be inaccessible,--gone for 
herbs to the Pyramids of Egypt,--and you would be (though cured) reduced to despair! 
Thus would the Physician's Daughter drive her trade (and briskly too), and thus would the 
buying and selling and mingling of tongues and colours continue, until the changing 
sunlight, leaving the Physician's Daughter in the shadow of high roofs, admonished her to 
jolt out westward, with a departing effect of gleam and glitter on the splendid equipage 
and brazen blast. And now the enchanter struck his staff upon the stones of the Great 
Place once more, and down went the booths, the sittings and standings, and vanished the 
merchandise, and with it the barrows, donkeys, donkey-carts, and tumbrils, and all other 
things on wheels and feet, except the slow scavengers with unwieldy carts and meagre 
horses clearing up the rubbish, assisted by the sleek town pigeons, better plumped out 
than on non-market days. While there was yet an hour or two to wane before the autumn 
sunset, the loiterer outside town-gate and drawbridge, and postern and double-ditch, 
would see the last white- hooded cart lessening in the avenue of lengthening shadows of 
trees, or the last country boat, paddled by the last market-woman on her way home, 
showing black upon the reddening, long, low, narrow dike between him and the mill; and 
as the paddle-parted scum and weed closed over the boat's track, he might be comfortably 
sure that its sluggish rest would be troubled no more until next market-day.  

As it was not one of the Great Place's days for getting out of bed, when Mr. The 
Englishman looked down at the young soldiers practising the goose-step there, his mind 
was left at liberty to take a military turn.  

"These fellows are billeted everywhere about," said he; "and to see them lighting the 
people's fires, boiling the people's pots, minding the people's babies, rocking the people's 
cradles, washing the people's greens, and making themselves generally useful, in every 
sort of unmilitary way, is most ridiculous! Never saw such a set of fellows,--never did in 
my life!"  

All perfectly true again. Was there not Private Valentine in that very house, acting as sole 
housemaid, valet, cook, steward, and nurse, in the family of his captain, Monsieur le 
Capitaine de la Cour,--cleaning the floors, making the beds, doing the marketing, 
dressing the captain, dressing the dinners, dressing the salads, and dressing the baby, all 
with equal readiness? Or, to put him aside, he being in loyal attendance on his Chief, was 
there not Private Hyppolite, billeted at the Perfumer's two hundred yards off, who, when 
not on duty, volunteered to keep shop while the fair Perfumeress stepped out to speak to a 
neighbour or so, and laughingly sold soap with his war-sword girded on him? Was there 
not Emile, billeted at the Clock-maker's, perpetually turning to of an evening, with his 
coat off, winding up the stock? Was there not Eugene, billeted at the Tinman's, 
cultivating, pipe in mouth, a garden four feet square, for the Tinman, in the little court, 
behind the shop, and extorting the fruits of the earth from the same, on his knees, with the 
sweat of his brow? Not to multiply examples, was there not Baptiste, billeted on the poor 
Water-carrier, at that very instant sitting on the pavement in the sunlight, with his martial 
legs asunder, and one of the Water-carrier's spare pails between them, which (to the 
delight and glory of the heart of the Water-carrier coming across the Place from the 



fountain, yoked and burdened) he was painting bright-green outside and bright-red 
within? Or, to go no farther than the Barber's at the very next door, was there not 
Corporal Theophile -  

"No," said Mr. The Englishman, glancing down at the Barber's, "he is not there at 
present. There's the child, though."  

A mere mite of a girl stood on the steps of the Barber's shop, looking across the Place. A 
mere baby, one might call her, dressed in the close white linen cap which small French 
country children wear (like the children in Dutch pictures), and in a frock of homespun 
blue, that had no shape except where it was tied round her little fat throat. So that, being 
naturally short and round all over, she looked, behind, as if she had been cut off at her 
natural waist, and had had her head neatly fitted on it.  

"There's the child, though."  

To judge from the way in which the dimpled hand was rubbing the eyes, the eyes had 
been closed in a nap, and were newly opened. But they seemed to be looking so intently 
across the Place, that the Englishman looked in the same direction.  

"O!" said he presently. "I thought as much. The Corporal's there."  

The Corporal, a smart figure of a man of thirty, perhaps a thought under the middle size, 
but very neatly made,--a sunburnt Corporal with a brown peaked beard,--faced about at 
the moment, addressing voluble words of instruction to the squad in hand. Nothing was 
amiss or awry about the Corporal. A lithe and nimble Corporal, quite complete, from the 
sparkling dark eyes under his knowing uniform cap to his sparkling white gaiters. The 
very image and presentment of a Corporal of his country's army, in the line of his 
shoulders, the line of his waist, the broadest line of his Bloomer trousers, and their 
narrowest line at the calf of his leg.  

Mr. The Englishman looked on, and the child looked on, and the Corporal looked on (but 
the last-named at his men), until the drill ended a few minutes afterwards, and the 
military sprinkling dried up directly, and was gone. Then said Mr. The Englishman to 
himself, "Look here! By George!" And the Corporal, dancing towards the Barber's with 
his arms wide open, caught up the child, held her over his head in a flying attitude, caught 
her down again, kissed her, and made off with her into the Barber's house.  

Now Mr. The Englishman had had a quarrel with his erring and disobedient and 
disowned daughter, and there was a child in that case too. Had not his daughter been a 
child, and had she not taken angel-flights above his head as this child had flown above 
the Corporal's?  

"He's a "--National Participled--"fool!" said the Englishman, and shut his window.  



But the windows of the house of Memory, and the windows of the house of Mercy, are 
not so easily closed as windows of glass and wood. They fly open unexpectedly; they 
rattle in the night; they must be nailed up. Mr. The Englishman had tried nailing them, 
but had not driven the nails quite home. So he passed but a disturbed evening and a worse 
night.  

By nature a good-tempered man? No; very little gentleness, confounding the quality with 
weakness. Fierce and wrathful when crossed? Very, and stupendously unreasonable. 
Moody? Exceedingly so. Vindictive? Well; he had had scowling thoughts that he would 
formally curse his daughter, as he had seen it done on the stage. But remembering that the 
real Heaven is some paces removed from the mock one in the great chandelier of the 
Theatre, he had given that up.  

And he had come abroad to be rid of his repudiated daughter for the rest of his life. And 
here he was.  

At bottom, it was for this reason, more than for any other, that Mr. The Englishman took 
it extremely ill that Corporal Theophile should be so devoted to little Bebelle, the child at 
the Barber's shop. In an unlucky moment he had chanced to say to himself, "Why, 
confound the fellow, he is not her father!" There was a sharp sting in the speech which 
ran into him suddenly, and put him in a worse mood. So he had National Participled the 
unconscious Corporal with most hearty emphasis, and had made up his mind to think no 
more about such a mountebank.  

But it came to pass that the Corporal was not to be dismissed. If he had known the most 
delicate fibres of the Englishman's mind, instead of knowing nothing on earth about him, 
and if he had been the most obstinate Corporal in the Grand Army of France, instead of 
being the most obliging, he could not have planted himself with more determined 
immovability plump in the midst of all the Englishman's thoughts. Not only so, but he 
seemed to be always in his view. Mr. The Englishman had but to look out of window, to 
look upon the Corporal with little Bebelle. He had but to go for a walk, and there was the 
Corporal walking with Bebelle. He had but to come home again, disgusted, and the 
Corporal and Bebelle were at home before him. If he looked out at his back windows 
early in the morning, the Corporal was in the Barber's back yard, washing and dressing 
and brushing Bebelle. If he took refuge at his front windows, the Corporal brought his 
breakfast out into the Place, and shared it there with Bebelle. Always Corporal and 
always Bebelle. Never Corporal without Bebelle. Never Bebelle without Corporal.  

Mr. The Englishman was not particularly strong in the French language as a means of 
oral communication, though he read it very well. It is with languages as with people,--
when you only know them by sight, you are apt to mistake them; you must be on 
speaking terms before you can be said to have established an acquaintance.  

For this reason, Mr. The Englishman had to gird up his loins considerably before he 
could bring himself to the point of exchanging ideas with Madame Bouclet on the subject 
of this Corporal and this Bebelle. But Madame Bouclet looking in apologetically one 



morning to remark, that, O Heaven! she was in a state of desolation because the lamp-
maker had not sent home that lamp confided to him to repair, but that truly he was a 
lamp-maker against whom the whole world shrieked out, Mr. The Englishman seized the 
occasion.  

"Madame, that baby--"  

"Pardon, monsieur. That lamp."  

"No, no, that little girl."  

"But, pardon!" said Madame Bonclet, angling for a clew, "one cannot light a little girl, or 
send her to be repaired?"  

"The little girl--at the house of the barber."  

"Ah-h-h!" cried Madame Bouclet, suddenly catching the idea with her delicate little line 
and rod. "Little Bebelle? Yes, yes, yes! And her friend the Corporal? Yes, yes, yes, yes! 
So genteel of him,-- is it not?"  

"He is not -?"  

"Not at all; not at all! He is not one of her relations. Not at all!"  

"Why, then, he--"  

"Perfectly!" cried Madame Bouclet, "you are right, monsieur. It is so genteel of him. The 
less relation, the more genteel. As you say."  

"Is she -?"  

"The child of the barber?" Madame Bouclet whisked up her skilful little line and rod 
again. "Not at all, not at all! She is the child of--in a word, of no one."  

"The wife of the barber, then -?"  

"Indubitably. As you say. The wife of the barber receives a small stipend to take care of 
her. So much by the month. Eh, then! It is without doubt very little, for we are all poor 
here."  

"You are not poor, madame."  

"As to my lodgers," replied Madame Bouclet, with a smiling and a gracious bend of her 
head, "no. As to all things else, so-so."  

"You flatter me, madame."  



"Monsieur, it is you who flatter me in living here."  

Certain fishy gasps on Mr. The Englishman's part, denoting that he was about to resume 
his subject under difficulties, Madame Bouclet observed him closely, and whisked up her 
delicate line and rod again with triumphant success.  

"O no, monsieur, certainly not. The wife of the barber is not cruel to the poor child, but 
she is careless. Her health is delicate, and she sits all day, looking out at window. 
Consequently, when the Corporal first came, the poor little Bebelle was much neglected."  

"It is a curious--" began Mr. The Englishman.  

"Name? That Bebelle? Again you are right, monsieur. But it is a playful name for 
Gabrielle."  

"And so the child is a mere fancy of the Corporal's?" said Mr. The Englishman, in a 
gruffly disparaging tone of voice.  

"Eh, well!" returned Madame Bouclet, with a pleading shrug: "one must love something. 
Human nature is weak."  

("Devilish weak," muttered the Englishman, in his own language.)  

"And the Corporal," pursued Madame Bouclet, "being billeted at the barber's,--where he 
will probably remain a long time, for he is attached to the General,--and finding the poor 
unowned child in need of being loved, and finding himself in need of loving,--why, there 
you have it all, you see!"  

Mr. The Englishman accepted this interpretation of the matter with an indifferent grace, 
and observed to himself, in an injured manner, when he was again alone: "I shouldn't 
mind it so much, if these people were not such a"--National Participled--"sentimental 
people!"  

There was a Cemetery outside the town, and it happened ill for the reputation of the 
Vaubanois, in this sentimental connection, that he took a walk there that same afternoon. 
To be sure there were some wonderful things in it (from the Englishman's point of view), 
and of a certainty in all Britain you would have found nothing like it. Not to mention the 
fanciful flourishes of hearts and crosses in wood and iron, that were planted all over the 
place, making it look very like a Firework-ground, where a most splendid pyrotechnic 
display might be expected after dark, there were so many wreaths upon the graves, 
embroidered, as it might be, "To my mother," "To my daughter," "To my father," "To my 
brother," "To my sister," "To my friend," and those many wreaths were in so many stages 
of elaboration and decay, from the wreath of yesterday, all fresh colour and bright beads, 
to the wreath of last year, a poor mouldering wisp of straw! There were so many little 
gardens and grottos made upon graves, in so many tastes, with plants and shells and 
plaster figures and porcelain pitchers, and so many odds and ends! There were so many 



tributes of remembrance hanging up, not to be discriminated by the closest inspection 
from little round waiters, whereon were depicted in glowing lines either a lady or a 
gentleman with a white pocket-handkerchief out of all proportion, leaning, in a state of 
the most faultless mourning and most profound affliction, on the most architectural and 
gorgeous urn! There were so many surviving wives who had put their names on the 
tombs of their deceased husbands, with a blank for the date of their own departure from 
this weary world; and there were so many surviving husbands who had rendered the same 
homage to their deceased wives; and out of the number there must have been so many 
who had long ago married again! In fine, there was so much in the place that would have 
seemed more frippery to a stranger, save for the consideration that the lightest paper 
flower that lay upon the poorest heap of earth was never touched by a rude hand, but 
perished there, a sacred thing!  

"Nothing of the solemnity of Death here," Mr. The Englishman had been going to say, 
when this last consideration touched him with a mild appeal, and on the whole he walked 
out without saying it. "But these people are," he insisted, by way of compensation, when 
he was well outside the gate, "they are so"--Participled--"sentimental!"  

His way back lay by the military gymnasium-ground. And there he passed the Corporal 
glibly instructing young soldiers how to swing themselves over rapid and deep 
watercourses on their way to Glory, by means of a rope, and himself deftly plunging off a 
platform, and flying a hundred feet or two, as an encouragement to them to begin. And 
there he also passed, perched on a crowning eminence (probably the Corporal's careful 
hands), the small Bebelle, with her round eyes wide open, surveying the proceeding like a 
wondering sort of blue and white bird.  

"If that child was to die," this was his reflection as he turned his back and went his way,--
"and it would almost serve the fellow right for making such a fool of himself,--I suppose 
we should have him sticking up a wreath and a waiter in that fantastic burying-ground."  

Nevertheless, after another early morning or two of looking out of window, he strolled 
down into the Place, when the Corporal and Bebelle were walking there, and touching his 
hat to the Corporal (an immense achievement), wished him Good-day.  

"Good-day, monsieur."  

"This is a rather pretty child you have here," said Mr. The Englishman, taking her chin in 
his hand, and looking down into her astonished blue eyes.  

"Monsieur, she is a very pretty child," returned the Corporal, with a stress on his polite 
correction of the phrase.  

"And good?" said the Englishman.  

"And very good. Poor little thing!"  



"Hah!" The Englishman stooped down and patted her cheek, not without awkwardness, 
as if he were going too far in his conciliation. "And what is this medal round your neck, 
my little one?"  

Bebelle having no other reply on her lips than her chubby right fist, the Corporal offered 
his services as interpreter.  

"Monsieur demands, what is this, Bebelle?"  

"It is the Holy Virgin," said Bebelle.  

"And who gave it you?" asked the Englishman.  

"Theophile."  

"And who is Theophile?"  

Bebelle broke into a laugh, laughed merrily and heartily, clapped her chubby hands, and 
beat her little feet on the stone pavement of the Place.  

"He doesn't know Theophile! Why, he doesn't know any one! He doesn't know 
anything!" Then, sensible of a small solecism in her manners, Bebelle twisted her right 
hand in a leg of the Corporal's Bloomer trousers, and, laying her cheek against the place, 
kissed it.  

"Monsieur Theophile, I believe?" said the Englishman to the Corporal.  

"It is I, monsieur."  

"Permit me." Mr. The Englishman shook him heartily by the hand and turned away. But 
he took it mighty ill that old Monsieur Mutuel in his patch of sunlight, upon whom he 
came as he turned, should pull off his cap to him with a look of pleased approval. And he 
muttered, in his own tongue, as he returned the salutation, "Well, walnut-shell! And what 
business is it of YOURS?"  

Mr. The Englishman went on for many weeks passing but disturbed evenings and worse 
nights, and constantly experiencing that those aforesaid windows in the houses of 
Memory and Mercy rattled after dark, and that he had very imperfectly nailed them up. 
Likewise, he went on for many weeks daily improving the acquaintance of the Corporal 
and Bebelle. That is to say, he took Bebelle by the chin, and the Corporal by the hand, 
and offered Bebelle sous and the Corporal cigars, and even got the length of changing 
pipes with the Corporal and kissing Bebelle. But he did it all in a shamefaced way, and 
always took it extremely ill that Monsieur Mutuel in his patch of sunlight should note 
what he did. Whenever that seemed to be the case, he always growled in his own tongue, 
"There you are again, walnut-shell! What business is it of yours?"  



In a word, it had become the occupation of Mr. The Englishman's life to look after the 
Corporal and little Bebelle, and to resent old Monsieur Mutuel's looking after HIM. An 
occupation only varied by a fire in the town one windy night, and much passing of water-
buckets from hand to hand (in which the Englishman rendered good service), and much 
beating of drums,--when all of a sudden the Corporal disappeared.  

Next, all of a sudden, Bebelle disappeared.  

She had been visible a few days later than the Corporal,--sadly deteriorated as to washing 
and brushing,--but she had not spoken when addressed by Mr. The Englishman, and had 
looked scared and had run away. And now it would seem that she had run away for good. 
And there lay the Great Place under the windows, bare and barren.  

In his shamefaced and constrained way, Mr. The Englishman asked no question of any 
one, but watched from his front windows and watched from his back windows, and 
lingered about the Place, and peeped in at the Barber's shop, and did all this and much 
more with a whistling and tune-humming pretence of not missing anything, until one 
afternoon when Monsieur Mutuel's patch of sunlight was in shadow, and when, according 
to all rule and precedent, he had no right whatever to bring his red ribbon out of doors, 
behold here he was, advancing with his cap already in his hand twelve paces off!  

Mr. The Englishman had got as far into his usual objurgation as, "What bu-si- " when he 
checked himself.  

"Ah, it is sad, it is sad! Helas, it is unhappy, it is sad!" Thus old Monsieur Mutuel, 
shaking his gray head.  

"What busin- at least, I would say, what do you mean, Monsieur Mutuel?"  

"Our Corporal. Helas, our dear Corporal!"  

"What has happened to him?"  

"You have not heard?"  

"No."  

"At the fire. But he was so brave, so ready. Ah, too brave, too ready!"  

"May the Devil carry you away!" the Englishman broke in impatiently; "I beg your 
pardon,--I mean me,--I am not accustomed to speak French,--go on, will you?"  

"And a falling beam--"  

"Good God!" exclaimed the Englishman. "It was a private soldier who was killed?"  



"No. A Corporal, the same Corporal, our dear Corporal. Beloved by all his comrades. The 
funeral ceremony was touching,--penetrating. Monsieur The Englishman, your eyes fill 
with tears."  

"What bu-si- "  

"Monsieur The Englishman, I honour those emotions. I salute you with profound respect. 
I will not obtrude myself upon your noble heart."  

Monsieur Mutuel,--a gentleman in every thread of his cloudy linen, under whose 
wrinkled hand every grain in the quarter of an ounce of poor snuff in his poor little tin 
box became a gentleman's property,--Monsieur Mutuel passed on, with his cap in his 
hand.  

"I little thought," said the Englishman, after walking for several minutes, and more than 
once blowing his nose, "when I was looking round that cemetery--I'll go there!"  

Straight he went there, and when he came within the gate he paused, considering whether 
he should ask at the lodge for some direction to the grave. But he was less than ever in a 
mood for asking questions, and he thought, "I shall see something on it to know it by."  

In search of the Corporal's grave he went softly on, up this walk and down that, peering 
in, among the crosses and hearts and columns and obelisks and tombstones, for a recently 
disturbed spot. It troubled him now to think how many dead there were in the cemetery,- 
-he had not thought them a tenth part so numerous before,--and after he had walked and 
sought for some time, he said to himself, as he struck down a new vista of tombs, "I 
might suppose that every one was dead but I."  

Not every one. A live child was lying on the ground asleep. Truly he had found 
something on the Corporal's grave to know it by, and the something was Bebelle.  

With such a loving will had the dead soldier's comrades worked at his resting-place, that 
it was already a neat garden. On the green turf of the garden Bebelle lay sleeping, with 
her cheek touching it. A plain, unpainted little wooden Cross was planted in the turf, and 
her short arm embraced this little Cross, as it had many a time embraced the Corporal's 
neck. They had put a tiny flag (the flag of France) at his head, and a laurel garland.  

Mr. The Englishman took off his hat, and stood for a while silent. Then, covering his 
head again, he bent down on one knee, and softly roused the child.  

"Bebelle! My little one!"  

Opening her eyes, on which the tears were still wet, Bebelle was at first frightened; but 
seeing who it was, she suffered him to take her in his arms, looking steadfastly at him.  

"You must not lie here, my little one. You must come with me."  



"No, no. I can't leave Theophile. I want the good dear Theophile."  

"We will go and seek him, Bebelle. We will go and look for him in England. We will go 
and look for him at my daughter's, Bebelle."  

"Shall we find him there?"  

"We shall find the best part of him there. Come with me, poor forlorn little one. Heaven 
is my witness," said the Englishman, in a low voice, as, before he rose, he touched the 
turf above the gentle Corporal's breast, "that I thankfully accept this trust!"  

It was a long way for the child to have come unaided. She was soon asleep again, with 
her embrace transferred to the Englishman's neck. He looked at her worn shoes, and her 
galled feet, and her tired face, and believed that she had come there every day.  

He was leaving the grave with the slumbering Bebelle in his arms, when he stopped, 
looked wistfully down at it, and looked wistfully at the other graves around. "It is the 
innocent custom of the people," said Mr. The Englishman, with hesitation. "I think I 
should like to do it. No one sees."  

Careful not to wake Bebelle as he went, he repaired to the lodge where such little tokens 
of remembrance were sold, and bought two wreaths. One, blue and white and glistening 
silver, "To my friend;" one of a soberer red and black and yellow, "To my friend." With 
these he went back to the grave, and so down on one knee again. Touching the child's lips 
with the brighter wreath, he guided her hand to hang it on the Cross; then hung his own 
wreath there. After all, the wreaths were not far out of keeping with the little garden. To 
my friend. To my friend.  

Mr. The Englishman took it very ill when he looked round a street corner into the Great 
Place, carrying Bebelle in his arms, that old Mutuel should be there airing his red ribbon. 
He took a world of pains to dodge the worthy Mutuel, and devoted a surprising amount of 
time and trouble to skulking into his own lodging like a man pursued by Justice. Safely 
arrived there at last, he made Bebelle's toilet with as accurate a remembrance as he could 
bring to bear upon that work of the way in which he had often seen the poor Corporal 
make it, and having given her to eat and drink, laid her down on his own bed. Then he 
slipped out into the barber's shop, and after a brief interview with the barber's wife, and a 
brief recourse to his purse and card-case, came back again with the whole of Bebelle's 
personal property in such a very little bundle that it was quite lost under his arm.  

As it was irreconcilable with his whole course and character that he should carry Bebelle 
off in state, or receive any compliments or congratulations on that feat, he devoted the 
next day to getting his two portmanteaus out of the house by artfulness and stealth, and to 
comporting himself in every particular as if he were going to run away,--except, indeed, 
that he paid his few debts in the town, and prepared a letter to leave for Madame Bouclet, 
enclosing a sufficient sum of money in lieu of notice. A railway train would come 



through at midnight, and by that train he would take away Bebelle to look for Theophile 
in England and at his forgiven daughter's.  

At midnight, on a moonlight night, Mr. The Englishman came creeping forth like a 
harmless assassin, with Bebelle on his breast instead of a dagger. Quiet the Great Place, 
and quiet the never-stirring streets; closed the cafes; huddled together motionless their 
billiard-balls; drowsy the guard or sentinel on duty here and there; lulled for the time, by 
sleep, even the insatiate appetite of the Office of Town-dues.  

Mr. The Englishman left the Place behind, and left the streets behind, and left the 
civilian-inhabited town behind, and descended down among the military works of 
Vauban, hemming all in. As the shadow of the first heavy arch and postern fell upon him 
and was left behind, as the shadow of the second heavy arch and postern fell upon him 
and was left behind, as his hollow tramp over the first drawbridge was succeeded by a 
gentler sound, as his hollow tramp over the second drawbridge was succeeded by a 
gentler sound, as he overcame the stagnant ditches one by one, and passed out where the 
flowing waters were and where the moonlight, so the dark shades and the hollow sounds 
and the unwholesomely locked currents of his soul were vanquished and set free. See to 
it, Vaubans of your own hearts, who gird them in with triple walls and ditches, and with 
bolt and chain and bar and lifted bridge,--raze those fortifications, and lay them level with 
the all-absorbing dust, before the night cometh when no hand can work!  

All went prosperously, and he got into an empty carriage in the train, where he could lay 
Bebelle on the seat over against him, as on a couch, and cover her from head to foot with 
his mantle. He had just drawn himself up from perfecting this arrangement, and had just 
leaned back in his own seat contemplating it with great satisfaction, when he became 
aware of a curious appearance at the open carriage window,--a ghostly little tin box 
floating up in the moon-light, and hovering there.  

He leaned forward, and put out his head. Down among the rails and wheels and ashes, 
Monsieur Mutuel, red ribbon and all!  

"Excuse me, Monsieur The Englishman," said Monsieur Mutuel, holding up his box at 
arm's length, the carriage being so high and he so low; "but I shall reverence the little box 
for ever, if your so generous hand will take a pinch from it at parting."  

Mr. The Englishman reached out of the window before complying, and-- without asking 
the old fellow what business it was of his--shook hands and said, "Adieu! God bless 
you!"  

"And, Mr. The Englishman, God bless YOU!" cried Madame Bouclet, who was also 
there among the rails and wheels and ashes. "And God will bless you in the happiness of 
the protected child now with you. And God will bless you in your own child at home. 
And God will bless you in your own remembrances. And this from me!"  



He had barely time to catch a bouquet from her hand, when the train was flying through 
the night. Round the paper that enfolded it was bravely written (doubtless by the nephew 
who held the pen of an Angel), "Homage to the friend of the friendless."  

"Not bad people, Bebelle!" said Mr. The Englishman, softly drawing the mantle a little 
from her sleeping face, that he might kiss it, "though they are so--"  

Too "sentimental" himself at the moment to be able to get out that word, he added 
nothing but a sob, and travelled for some miles, through the moonlight, with his hand 
before his eyes.  

CHAPTER III -- HIS BROWN-PAPER PARCEL  

My works are well known. I am a young man in the Art line. You have seen my works 
many a time, though it's fifty thousand to one if you have seen me. You say you don't 
want to see me? You say your interest is in my works, and not in me? Don't be too sure 
about that. Stop a bit.  

Let us have it down in black and white at the first go off, so that there may be no 
unpleasantness or wrangling afterwards. And this is looked over by a friend of mine, a 
ticket writer, that is up to literature. I am a young man in the Art line--in the Fine-Art 
line. You have seen my works over and over again, and you have been curious about me, 
and you think you have seen me. Now, as a safe rule, you never have seen me, and you 
never do see me, and you never will see me. I think that's plainly put--and it's what 
knocks me over.  

If there's a blighted public character going, I am the party.  

It has been remarked by a certain (or an uncertain,) philosopher, that the world knows 
nothing of its greatest men. He might have put it plainer if he had thrown his eye in my 
direction. He might have put it, that while the world knows something of them that 
apparently go in and win, it knows nothing of them that really go in and don't win. There 
it is again in another form--and that's what knocks me over.  

Not that it's only myself that suffers from injustice, but that I am more alive to my own 
injuries than to any other man's. Being, as I have mentioned, in the Fine-Art line, and not 
the Philanthropic line, I openly admit it. As to company in injury, I have company 
enough. Who are you passing every day at your Competitive Excruciations? The 
fortunate candidates whose heads and livers you have turned upside down for life? Not 
you. You are really passing the Crammers and Coaches. If your principle is right, why 
don't you turn out to-morrow morning with the keys of your cities on velvet cushions, 
your musicians playing, and your flags flying, and read addresses to the Crammers and 
Coaches on your bended knees, beseeching them to come out and govern you? Then, 
again, as to your public business of all sorts, your Financial statements and your Budgets; 
the Public knows much, truly, about the real doers of all that! Your Nobles and Right 



Honourables are first-rate men? Yes, and so is a goose a first-rate bird. But I'll tell you 
this about the goose;--you'll find his natural flavour disappointing, without stuffing.  

Perhaps I am soured by not being popular? But suppose I AM popular. Suppose my 
works never fail to attract. Suppose that, whether they are exhibited by natural light or by 
artificial, they invariably draw the public. Then no doubt they are preserved in some 
Collection? No, they are not; they are not preserved in any Collection. Copyright? No, 
nor yet copyright. Anyhow they must be somewhere? Wrong again, for they are often 
nowhere.  

Says you, "At all events, you are in a moody state of mind, my friend." My answer is, I 
have described myself as a public character with a blight upon him--which fully accounts 
for the curdling of the milk in THAT cocoa-nut.  

Those that are acquainted with London are aware of a locality on the Surrey side of the 
river Thames, called the Obelisk, or, more generally, the Obstacle. Those that are not 
acquainted with London will also be aware of it, now that I have named it. My lodging is 
not far from that locality. I am a young man of that easy disposition, that I lie abed till it's 
absolutely necessary to get up and earn something, and then I lie abed again till I have 
spent it.  

It was on an occasion when I had had to turn to with a view to victuals, that I found 
myself walking along the Waterloo Road, one evening after dark, accompanied by an 
acquaintance and fellow-lodger in the gas-fitting way of life. He is very good company, 
having worked at the theatres, and, indeed, he has a theatrical turn himself, and wishes to 
be brought out in the character of Othello; but whether on account of his regular work 
always blacking his face and hands more or less, I cannot say.  

"Tom," he says, "what a mystery hangs over you!"  

"Yes, Mr. Click"--the rest of the house generally give him his name, as being first, front, 
carpeted all over, his own furniture, and if not mahogany, an out-and-out imitation--"yes, 
Mr. Click, a mystery does hang over me."  

"Makes you low, you see, don't it?" says he, eyeing me sideways.  

"Why, yes, Mr. Click, there are circumstances connected with it that have," I yielded to a 
sigh, "a lowering effect."  

"Gives you a touch of the misanthrope too, don't it?" says he. "Well, I'll tell you what. If I 
was you, I'd shake it of."  

"If I was you, I would, Mr. Click; but, if you was me, you wouldn't."  

"Ah!" says he, "there's something in that."  



When we had walked a little further, he took it up again by touching me on the chest.  

"You see, Tom, it seems to me as if, in the words of the poet who wrote the domestic 
drama of The Stranger, you had a silent sorrow there."  

"I have, Mr. Click."  

"I hope, Tom," lowering his voice in a friendly way, "it isn't coining, or smashing?"  

"No, Mr. Click. Don't be uneasy."  

"Nor yet forg- " Mr. Click checked himself, and added, "counterfeiting anything, for 
instance?"  

"No, Mr. Click. I am lawfully in the Art line--Fine-Art line--but I can say no more."  

"Ah! Under a species of star? A kind of malignant spell? A sort of a gloomy destiny? A 
cankerworm pegging away at your vitals in secret, as well as I make it out?" said Mr. 
Click, eyeing me with some admiration.  

I told Mr. Click that was about it, if we came to particulars; and I thought he appeared 
rather proud of me.  

Our conversation had brought us to a crowd of people, the greater part struggling for a 
front place from which to see something on the pavement, which proved to be various 
designs executed in coloured chalks on the pavement stones, lighted by two candles stuck 
in mud sconces. The subjects consisted of a fine fresh salmon's head and shoulders, 
supposed to have been recently sent home from the fishmonger's; a moonlight night at 
sea (in a circle); dead game; scroll-work; the head of a hoary hermit engaged in devout 
contemplation; the head of a pointer smoking a pipe; and a cherubim, his flesh creased as 
in infancy, going on a horizontal errand against the wind. All these subjects appeared to 
me to be exquisitely done.  

On his knees on one side of this gallery, a shabby person of modest appearance who 
shivered dreadfully (though it wasn't at all cold), was engaged in blowing the chalk-dust 
off the moon, toning the outline of the back of the hermit's head with a bit of leather, and 
fattening the down-stroke of a letter or two in the writing. I have forgotten to mention 
that writing formed a part of the composition, and that it also--as it appeared to me--was 
exquisitely done. It ran as follows, in fine round characters: "An honest man is the 
noblest work of God. 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 0. Pounds s. d. Employment in an office is humbly 
requested. Honour the Queen. Hunger is a 0 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1 sharp thorn. Chip chop, 
cherry chop, fol de rol de ri do. Astronomy and mathematics. I do this to support my 
family."  

Murmurs of admiration at the exceeding beauty of this performance went about among 
the crowd. The artist, having finished his touching (and having spoilt those places), took 



his seat on the pavement, with his knees crouched up very nigh his chin; and halfpence 
began to rattle in.  

"A pity to see a man of that talent brought so low; ain't it?" said one of the crowd to me.  

"What he might have done in the coach-painting, or house- decorating!" said another 
man, who took up the first speaker because I did not.  

"Why, he writes--alone--like the Lord Chancellor!" said another man.  

"Better," said another. "I know his writing. He couldn't support his family this way."  

Then, a woman noticed the natural fluffiness of the hermit's hair, and another woman, her 
friend, mentioned of the salmon's gills that you could almost see him gasp. Then, an 
elderly country gentleman stepped forward and asked the modest man how he executed 
his work? And the modest man took some scraps of brown paper with colours in 'em out 
of his pockets, and showed them. Then a fair-complexioned donkey, with sandy hair and 
spectacles, asked if the hermit was a portrait? To which the modest man, casting a 
sorrowful glance upon it, replied that it was, to a certain extent, a recollection of his 
father. This caused a boy to yelp out, "Is the Pinter a smoking the pipe your mother?" 
who was immediately shoved out of view by a sympathetic carpenter with his basket of 
tools at his back.  

At every fresh question or remark the crowd leaned forward more eagerly, and dropped 
the halfpence more freely, and the modest man gathered them up more meekly. At last, 
another elderly gentleman came to the front, and gave the artist his card, to come to his 
office to-morrow, and get some copying to do. The card was accompanied by sixpence, 
and the artist was profoundly grateful, and, before he put the card in his hat, read it 
several times by the light of his candles to fix the address well in his mind, in case he 
should lose it. The crowd was deeply interested by this last incident, and a man in the 
second row with a gruff voice growled to the artist, "You've got a chance in life now, 
ain't you?" The artist answered (sniffing in a very low-spirited way, however), "I'm 
thankful to hope so." Upon which there was a general chorus of "You are all right," and 
the halfpence slackened very decidedly.  

I felt myself pulled away by the arm, and Mr. Click and I stood alone at the corner of the 
next crossing.  

"Why, Tom," said Mr. Click, "what a horrid expression of face you've got!"  

"Have I?" says I.  

"Have you?" says Mr. Click. "Why, you looked as if you would have his blood."  

"Whose blood?"  



"The artist's."  

"The artist's?" I repeated. And I laughed, frantically, wildly, gloomily, incoherently, 
disagreeably. I am sensible that I did. I know I did.  

Mr. Click stared at me in a scared sort of a way, but said nothing until we had walked a 
street's length. He then stopped short, and said, with excitement on the part of his 
forefinger:  

"Thomas, I find it necessary to be plain with you. I don't like the envious man. I have 
identified the cankerworm that's pegging away at YOUR vitals, and it's envy, Thomas."  

"Is it?" says I.  

"Yes, it is," says be. "Thomas, beware of envy. It is the green- eyed monster which never 
did and never will improve each shining hour, but quite the reverse. I dread the envious 
man, Thomas. I confess that I am afraid of the envious man, when he is so envious as you 
are. Whilst you contemplated the works of a gifted rival, and whilst you heard that rival's 
praises, and especially whilst you met his humble glance as he put that card away, your 
countenance was so malevolent as to be terrific. Thomas, I have heard of the envy of 
them that follows the Fine-Art line, but I never believed it could be what yours is. I wish 
you well, but I take my leave of you. And if you should ever got into trouble through 
knifeing--or say, garotting--a brother artist, as I believe you will, don't call me to 
character, Thomas, or I shall be forced to injure your case."  

Mr. Click parted from me with those words, and we broke off our acquaintance.  

I became enamoured. Her name was Henrietta. Contending with my easy disposition, I 
frequently got up to go after her. She also dwelt in the neighbourhood of the Obstacle, 
and I did fondly hope that no other would interpose in the way of our union.  

To say that Henrietta was volatile is but to say that she was woman. To say that she was 
in the bonnet-trimming is feebly to express the taste which reigned predominant in her 
own.  

She consented to walk with me. Let me do her the justice to say that she did so upon trial. 
"I am not," said Henrietta, "as yet prepared to regard you, Thomas, in any other light than 
as a friend; but as a friend I am willing to walk with you, on the understanding that softer 
sentiments may flow."  

We walked.  

Under the influence of Henrietta's beguilements, I now got out of bed daily. I pursued my 
calling with an industry before unknown, and it cannot fail to have been observed at that 
period, by those most familiar with the streets of London, that there was a larger supply. 
But hold! The time is not yet come!  



One evening in October I was walking with Henrietta, enjoying the cool breezes wafted 
over Vauxhall Bridge. After several slow turns, Henrietta gaped frequently (so 
inseparable from woman is the love of excitement), and said, "Let's go home by 
Grosvenor Place, Piccadilly, and Waterloo"--localities, I may state for the information of 
the stranger and the foreigner, well known in London, and the last a Bridge.  

"No. Not by Piccadilly, Henrietta," said I.  

"And why not Piccadilly, for goodness' sake?" said Henrietta.  

Could I tell her? Could I confess to the gloomy presentiment that overshadowed me? 
Could I make myself intelligible to her? No.  

"I don't like Piccadilly, Henrietta."  

"But I do," said she. "It's dark now, and the long rows of lamps in Piccadilly after dark 
are beautiful. I WILL go to Piccadilly!"  

Of course we went. It was a pleasant night, and there were numbers of people in the 
streets. It was a brisk night, but not too cold, and not damp. Let me darkly observe, it was 
the best of all nights- -FOR THE PURPOSE.  

As we passed the garden wall of the Royal Palace, going up Grosvenor Place, Henrietta 
murmured:  

"I wish I was a Queen!"  

"Why so, Henrietta?"  

"I would make YOU Something," said she, and crossed her two hands on my arm, and 
turned away her head.  

Judging from this that the softer sentiments alluded to above had begun to flow, I adapted 
my conduct to that belief. Thus happily we passed on into the detested thoroughfare of 
Piccadilly. On the right of that thoroughfare is a row of trees, the railing of the Green 
Park, and a fine broad eligible piece of pavement.  

"Oh my!" cried Henrietta presently. "There's been an accident!"  

I looked to the left, and said, "Where, Henrietta?"  

"Not there, stupid!" said she. "Over by the Park railings. Where the crowd is. Oh no, it's 
not an accident, it's something else to look at! What's them lights?"  

She referred to two lights twinkling low amongst the legs of the assemblage: two candles 
on the pavement.  



"Oh, do come along!" cried Henrietta, skipping across the road with me. I hung back, but 
in vain. "Do let's look!"  

Again, designs upon the pavement. Centre compartment, Mount Vesuvius going it (in a 
circle), supported by four oval compartments, severally representing a ship in heavy 
weather, a shoulder of mutton attended by two cucumbers, a golden harvest with distant 
cottage of proprietor, and a knife and fork after nature; above the centre compartment a 
bunch of grapes, and over the whole a rainbow. The whole, as it appeared to me, 
exquisitely done.  

The person in attendance on these works of art was in all respects, shabbiness excepted, 
unlike the former personage. His whole appearance and manner denoted briskness. 
Though threadbare, he expressed to the crowd that poverty had not subdued his spirit, or 
tinged with any sense of shame this honest effort to turn his talents to some account. The 
writing which formed a part of his composition was conceived in a similarly cheerful 
tone. It breathed the following sentiments: "The writer is poor, but not despondent. To a 
British 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 0 Public he Pounds S. d. appeals. Honour to our brave Army! 
And also 0 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1 to our gallant Navy. BRITONS STRIKE the A B C D E F G 
writer in common chalks would be grateful for any suitable employment HOME! 
HURRAH!" The whole of this writing appeared to me to be exquisitely done.  

But this man, in one respect like the last, though seemingly hard at it with a great show of 
brown paper and rubbers, was only really fattening the down-stroke of a letter here and 
there, or blowing the loose chalk off the rainbow, or toning the outside edge of the 
shoulder of mutton. Though he did this with the greatest confidence, he did it (as it struck 
me) in so ignorant a manner, and so spoilt everything he touched, that when he began 
upon the purple smoke from the chimney of the distant cottage of the proprietor of the 
golden harvest (which smoke was beautifully soft), I found myself saying aloud, without 
considering of it:  

"Let that alone, will you?"  

"Halloa!" said the man next me in the crowd, jerking me roughly from him with his 
elbow, "why didn't you send a telegram? If we had known you was coming, we'd have 
provided something better for you. You understand the man's work better than he does 
himself, don't you? Have you made your will? You're too clever to live long."  

"Don't be hard upon the gentleman, sir," said the person in attendance on the works of art, 
with a twinkle in his eye as he looked at me; "he may chance to be an artist himself. If so, 
sir, he will have a fellow-feeling with me, sir, when I"--he adapted his action to his words 
as he went on, and gave a smart slap of his hands between each touch, working himself 
all the time about and about the composition--"when I lighten the bloom of my grapes--
shade off the orange in my rainbow--dot the i of my Britons--throw a yellow light into 
my cow-cum-BER--insinuate another morsel of fat into my shoulder of mutton--dart 
another zigzag flash of lightning at my ship in distress!"  



He seemed to do this so neatly, and was so nimble about it, that the halfpence came 
flying in.  

"Thanks, generous public, thanks!" said the professor. "You will stimulate me to further 
exertions. My name will be found in the list of British Painters yet. I shall do better than 
this, with encouragement. I shall indeed."  

"You never can do better than that bunch of grapes," said Henrietta. "Oh, Thomas, them 
grapes!"  

"Not better than THAT, lady? I hope for the time when I shall paint anything but your 
own bright eyes and lips equal to life."  

"(Thomas, did you ever?) But it must take a long time, sir," said Henrietta, blushing, "to 
paint equal to that."  

"I was prenticed to it, miss," said the young man, smartly touching up the composition--
"prenticed to it in the caves of Spain and Portingale, ever so long and two year over."  

There was a laugh from the crowd; and a new man who had worked himself in next me, 
said, "He's a smart chap, too; ain't he?"  

"And what a eye!" exclaimed Henrietta softly.  

"Ah! He need have a eye," said the man.  

"Ah! He just need," was murmured among the crowd.  

"He couldn't come that 'ere burning mountain without a eye," said the man. He had got 
himself accepted as an authority, somehow, and everybody looked at his finger as it 
pointed out Vesuvius. "To come that effect in a general illumination would require a eye; 
but to come it with two dips--why, it's enough to blind him!"  

That impostor, pretending not to have heard what was said, now winked to any extent 
with both eyes at once, as if the strain upon his sight was too much, and threw back his 
long hair--it was very long--as if to cool his fevered brow. I was watching him doing it, 
when Henrietta suddenly whispered, "Oh, Thomas, how horrid you look!" and pulled me 
out by the arm.  

Remembering Mr. Click's words, I was confused when I retorted, "What do you mean by 
horrid?"  

"Oh gracious! Why, you looked," said Henrietta, "as if you would have his blood."  

I was going to answer, "So I would, for twopence--from his nose," when I checked 
myself and remained silent.  



We returned home in silence. Every step of the way, the softer sentiments that had 
flowed, ebbed twenty mile an hour. Adapting my conduct to the ebbing, as I had done to 
the flowing, I let my arm drop limp, so as she could scarcely keep hold of it, and I wished 
her such a cold good-night at parting, that I keep within the bounds of truth when I 
characterise it as a Rasper.  

In the course of the next day I received the following document:  

"Henrietta informs Thomas that my eyes are open to you. I must ever wish you well, but 
walking and us is separated by an unfarmable abyss. One so malignant to superiority--Oh 
that look at him!--can never never conduct  

HENRIETTA  

P.S.--To the altar."  

Yielding to the easiness of my disposition, I went to bed for a week, after receiving this 
letter. During the whole of such time, London was bereft of the usual fruits of my labour. 
When I resumed it, I found that Henrietta was married to the artist of Piccadilly.  

Did I say to the artist? What fell words were those, expressive of what a galling 
hollowness, of what a bitter mockery! I--I--I--am the artist. I was the real artist of 
Piccadilly, I was the real artist of the Waterloo Road, I am the only artist of all those 
pavement-subjects which daily and nightly arouse your admiration. I do 'em, and I let 'em 
out. The man you behold with the papers of chalks and the rubbers, touching up the 
down-strokes of the writing and shading off the salmon, the man you give the credit to, 
the man you give the money to, hires--yes! and I live to tell it!--hires those works of art 
of me, and brings nothing to 'em but the candles.  

Such is genius in a commercial country. I am not up to the shivering, I am not up to the 
liveliness, I am not up to the wanting-employment-in-an-office move; I am only up to 
originating and executing the work. In consequence of which you never see me; you 
think you see me when you see somebody else, and that somebody else is a mere 
Commercial character. The one seen by self and Mr. Click in the Waterloo Road can only 
write a single word, and that I taught him, and it's MULTIPLICATION--which you may 
see him execute upside down, because he can't do it the natural way. The one seen by self 
and Henrietta by the Green Park railings can just smear into existence the two ends of a 
rainbow, with his cuff and a rubber--if very hard put upon making a show--but he could 
no more come the arch of the rainbow, to save his life, than he could come the moon-
light, fish, volcano, shipwreck, mutton, hermit, or any of my most celebrated effects.  

To conclude as I began: if there's a blighted public character going, I am the party. And 
often as you have seen, do see, and will see, my Works, it's fifty thousand to one if you'll 
ever see me, unless, when the candles are burnt down and the Commercial character is 
gone, you should happen to notice a neglected young man perseveringly rubbing out the 
last traces of the pictures, so that nobody can renew the same. That's me.  



CHAPTER IV -- HIS WONDERFUL END  

It will have been, ere now, perceived that I sold the foregoing writings. From the fact of 
their being printed in these pages, the inference will, ere now, have been drawn by the 
reader (may I add, the gentle reader?) that I sold them to One who never yet--*  

*The remainder of this complimentary sentence editorially struck out.  

Having parted with the writings on most satisfactory terms,--for, in opening negotiations 
with the present Journal, was I not placing myself in the hands of One of whom it may be 
said, in the words of Another, {2,}--resumed my usual functions. But I too soon 
discovered that peace of mind had fled from a brow which, up to that time, Time had 
merely took the hair off, leaving an unruffled expanse within.  

It were superfluous to veil it,--the brow to which I allude is my own.  

Yes, over that brow uneasiness gathered like the sable wing of the fabled bird, as--as no 
doubt will be easily identified by all right- minded individuals. If not, I am unable, on the 
spur of the moment, to enter into particulars of him. The reflection that the writings must 
now inevitably get into print, and that He might yet live and meet with them, sat like the 
Hag of Night upon my jaded form. The elasticity of my spirits departed. Fruitless was the 
Bottle, whether Wine or Medicine. I had recourse to both, and the effect of both upon my 
system was witheringly lowering.  

In this state of depression, into which I subsided when I first began to revolve what could 
I ever say if He--the unknown--was to appear in the Coffee-room and demand reparation, 
I one forenoon in this last November received a turn that appeared to be given me by the 
finger of Fate and Conscience, hand in hand. I was alone in the Coffee-room, and had just 
poked the fire into a blaze, and was standing with my back to it, trying whether heat 
would penetrate with soothing influence to the Voice within, when a young man in a cap, 
of an intelligent countenance, though requiring his hair cut, stood before me.  

"Mr. Christopher, the Head Waiter?"  

"The same."  

The young man shook his hair out of his vision,--which it impeded,-- to a packet from his 
breast, and handing it over to me, said, with his eye (or did I dream?) fixed with a 
lambent meaning on me, "THE PROOFS."  

Although I smelt my coat-tails singeing at the fire, I had not the power to withdraw them. 
The young man put the packet in my faltering grasp, and repeated,--let me do him the 
justice to add, with civility:  

"THE PROOFS. A. Y. R."  



With those words he departed.  

A. Y. R.? And You Remember. Was that his meaning? At Your Risk. Were the letters 
short for THAT reminder? Anticipate Your Retribution. Did they stand for THAT 
warning? Out-dacious Youth Repent? But no; for that, a O was happily wanting, and the 
vowel here was a A.  

I opened the packet, and found that its contents were the foregoing writings printed just 
as the reader (may I add the discerning reader?) peruses them. In vain was the reassuring 
whisper,--A.Y.R., All the Year Round,--it could not cancel the Proofs. Too appropriate 
name. The Proofs of my having sold the Writings.  

My wretchedness daily increased. I had not thought of the risk I ran, and the defying 
publicity I put my head into, until all was done, and all was in print. Give up the money 
to be off the bargain and prevent the publication, I could not. My family was down in the 
world, Christmas was coming on, a brother in the hospital and a sister in the rheumatics 
could not be entirely neglected. And it was not only ins in the family that had told on the 
resources of one unaided Waitering; outs were not wanting. A brother out of a situation, 
and another brother out of money to meet an acceptance, and another brother out of his 
mind, and another brother out at New York (not the same, though it might appear so), had 
really and truly brought me to a stand till I could turn myself round. I got worse and 
worse in my meditations, constantly reflecting "The Proofs," and reflecting that when 
Christmas drew nearer, and the Proofs were published, there could be no safety from hour 
to hour but that He might confront me in the Coffee-room, and in the face of day and his 
country demand his rights.  

The impressive and unlooked-for catastrophe towards which I dimly pointed the reader 
(shall I add, the highly intellectual reader?) in my first remarks now rapidly approaches.  

It was November still, but the last echoes of the Guy Foxes had long ceased to 
reverberate. We was slack,--several joints under our average mark, and wine, of course, 
proportionate. So slack had we become at last, that Beds Nos. 26, 27, 28, and 31, having 
took their six o'clock dinners, and dozed over their respective pints, had drove away in 
their respective Hansoms for their respective Night Mail-trains and left us empty.  

I had took the evening paper to No. 6 table,--which is warm and most to be preferred,--
and, lost in the all-absorbing topics of the day, had dropped into a slumber. I was recalled 
to consciousness by the well-known intimation, "Waiter!" and replying, "Sir!" found a 
gentleman standing at No. 4 table. The reader (shall I add, the observant reader?) will 
please to notice the locality of the gentleman,--AT NO. 4 TABLE.  

He had one of the newfangled uncollapsable bags in his hand (which I am against, for I 
don't see why you shouldn't collapse, while you are about it, as your fathers collapsed 
before you), and he said:  

"I want to dine, waiter. I shall sleep here to-night."  



"Very good, sir. What will you take for dinner, sir?"  

"Soup, bit of codfish, oyster sauce, and the joint."  

"Thank you, sir."  

I rang the chambermaid's bell; and Mrs. Pratchett marched in, according to custom, 
demurely carrying a lighted flat candle before her, as if she was one of a long public 
procession, all the other members of which was invisible.  

In the meanwhile the gentleman had gone up to the mantelpiece, right in front of the fire, 
and had laid his forehead against the mantelpiece (which it is a low one, and brought him 
into the attitude of leap-frog), and had heaved a tremenjous sigh. His hair was long and 
lightish; and when he laid his forehead against the mantelpiece, his hair all fell in a dusty 
fluff together over his eyes; and when he now turned round and lifted up his head again, 
it all fell in a dusty fluff together over his ears. This give him a wild appearance, similar 
to a blasted heath.  

"O! The chambermaid. Ah!" He was turning something in his mind. "To be sure. Yes. I 
won't go up-stairs now, if you will take my bag. It will be enough for the present to know 
my number.--Can you give me 24 B?"  

(O Conscience, what a Adder art thou!)  

Mrs. Pratchett allotted him the room, and took his bag to it. He then went back before the 
fire, and fell a biting his nails.  

"Waiter!" biting between the words, "give me," bite, "pen and paper; and in five 
minutes," bite, "let me have, if you please," bite, "a", bite, "Messenger."  

Unmindful of his waning soup, he wrote and sent off six notes before he touched his 
dinner. Three were City; three West-End. The City letters were to Cornhill, Ludgate-hill, 
and Farringdon Street. The West-End letters were to Great Marlborough Street, New 
Burlington Street, and Piccadilly. Everybody was systematically denied at every one of 
the six places, and there was not a vestige of any answer. Our light porter whispered to 
me, when he came back with that report, "All Booksellers."  

But before then he had cleared off his dinner, and his bottle of wine. He now--mark the 
concurrence with the document formerly given in full!--knocked a plate of biscuits off 
the table with his agitated elber (but without breakage), and demanded boiling brandy- 
and-water.  

Now fully convinced that it was Himself, I perspired with the utmost freedom. When he 
became flushed with the heated stimulant referred to, he again demanded pen and paper, 
and passed the succeeding two hours in producing a manuscript which he put in the fire 
when completed. He then went up to bed, attended by Mrs. Pratchett. Mrs. Pratchett (who 



was aware of my emotions) told me, on coming down, that she had noticed his eye rolling 
into every corner of the passages and staircase, as if in search of his Luggage, and that, 
looking back as she shut the door of 24 B, she perceived him with his coat already thrown 
off immersing himself bodily under the bedstead, like a chimley-sweep before the 
application of machinery.  

The next day--I forbear the horrors of that night--was a very foggy day in our part of 
London, insomuch that it was necessary to light the Coffee-room gas. We was still alone, 
and no feverish words of mine can do justice to the fitfulness of his appearance as he sat 
at No. 4 table, increased by there being something wrong with the meter.  

Having again ordered his dinner, he went out, and was out for the best part of two hours. 
Inquiring on his return whether any of the answers had arrived, and receiving an 
unqualified negative, his instant call was for mulligatawny, the cayenne pepper, and 
orange brandy.  

Feeling that the mortal struggle was now at hand, I also felt that I must be equal to him, 
and with that view resolved that whatever he took I would take. Behind my partition, but 
keeping my eye on him over the curtain, I therefore operated on Mulligatawny, Cayenne 
Pepper, and Orange Brandy. And at a later period of the day, when he again said, 
"Orange Brandy," I said so too, in a lower tone, to George, my Second Lieutenant (my 
First was absent on leave), who acts between me and the bar.  

Throughout that awful day he walked about the Coffee-room continually. Often he came 
close up to my partition, and then his eye rolled within, too evidently in search of any 
signs of his Luggage. Half-past six came, and I laid his cloth. He ordered a bottle of old 
Brown. I likewise ordered a bottle of old Brown. He drank his. I drank mine (as nearly as 
my duties would permit) glass for glass against his. He topped with coffee and a small 
glass. I topped with coffee and a small glass. He dozed. I dozed. At last, "Waiter!"--and 
he ordered his bill. The moment was now at hand when we two must be locked in the 
deadly grapple.  

Swift as the arrow from the bow, I had formed my resolution; in other words, I had 
hammered it out between nine and nine. It was, that I would be the first to open up the 
subject with a full acknowledgment, and would offer any gradual settlement within my 
power. He paid his bill (doing what was right by attendance) with his eye rolling about 
him to the last for any tokens of his Luggage. One only time our gaze then met, with the 
lustrous fixedness (I believe I am correct in imputing that character to it?) of the well- 
known Basilisk. The decisive moment had arrived.  

With a tolerable steady hand, though with humility, I laid The Proofs before him.  

"Gracious Heavens!" he cries out, leaping up, and catching hold of his hair. "What's this? 
Print!"  



"Sir," I replied, in a calming voice, and bending forward, "I humbly acknowledge to 
being the unfortunate cause of it. But I hope, sir, that when you have heard the 
circumstances explained, and the innocence of my intentions--"  

To my amazement, I was stopped short by his catching me in both his arms, and pressing 
me to his breast-bone; where I must confess to my face (and particular, nose) having 
undergone some temporary vexation from his wearing his coat buttoned high up, and his 
buttons being uncommon hard.  

"Ha, ha, ha!" he cries, releasing me with a wild laugh, and grasping my hand. "What is 
your name, my Benefactor?"  

"My name, sir" (I was crumpled, and puzzled to make him out), "is Christopher; and I 
hope, sir, that, as such, when you've heard my ex- "  

"In print!" he exclaims again, dashing the proofs over and over as if he was bathing in 
them.--"In print!! O Christopher! Philanthropist! Nothing can recompense you,--but what 
sum of money would be acceptable to you?"  

I had drawn a step back from him, or I should have suffered from his buttons again.  

"Sir, I assure you, I have been already well paid, and--"  

"No, no, Christopher! Don't talk like that! What sum of money would be acceptable to 
you, Christopher? Would you find twenty pounds acceptable, Christopher?"  

However great my surprise, I naturally found words to say, "Sir, I am not aware that the 
man was ever yet born without more than the average amount of water on the brain as 
would not find twenty pounds acceptable. But--extremely obliged to you, sir, I'm sure;" 
for he had tumbled it out of his purse and crammed it in my hand in two bank-notes; "but 
I could wish to know, sir, if not intruding, how I have merited this liberality?"  

"Know then, my Christopher," he says, "that from boyhood's hour I have unremittingly 
and unavailingly endeavoured to get into print. Know, Christopher, that all the 
Booksellers alive--and several dead- -have refused to put me into print. Know, 
Christopher, that I have written unprinted Reams. But they shall be read to you, my friend 
and brother. You sometimes have a holiday?"  

Seeing the great danger I was in, I had the presence of mind to answer, "Never!" To make 
it more final, I added, "Never! Not from the cradle to the grave."  

"Well," says he, thinking no more about that, and chuckling at his proofs again. "But I am 
in print! The first flight of ambition emanating from my father's lowly cot is realised at 
length! The golden bow"--he was getting on,--"struck by the magic hand, has emitted a 
complete and perfect sound! When did this happen, my Christopher?"  



"Which happen, sir?"  

"This," he held it out at arms length to admire it,--"this Per- rint."  

When I had given him my detailed account of it, he grasped me by the hand again, and 
said:  

"Dear Christopher, it should be gratifying to you to know that you are an instrument in 
the hands of Destiny. Because you ARE."  

A passing Something of a melancholy cast put it into my head to shake it, and to say, 
"Perhaps we all are."  

"I don't mean that," he answered; "I don't take that wide range; I confine myself to the 
special case. Observe me well, my Christopher! Hopeless of getting rid, through any 
effort of my own, of any of the manuscripts among my Luggage,--all of which, send them 
where I would, were always coming back to me,--it is now some seven years since I left 
that Luggage here, on the desperate chance, either that the too, too faithful manuscripts 
would come back to me no more, or that some one less accursed than I might give them 
to the world. You follow me, my Christopher?"  

"Pretty well, sir." I followed him so far as to judge that he had a weak head, and that the 
Orange, the Boiling, and Old Brown combined was beginning to tell. (The Old Brown, 
being heady, is best adapted to seasoned cases.)  

"Years elapsed, and those compositions slumbered in dust. At length, Destiny, choosing 
her agent from all mankind, sent You here, Christopher, and lo! the Casket was burst 
asunder, and the Giant was free!"  

He made hay of his hair after he said this, and he stood a-tiptoe.  

"But," he reminded himself in a state of excitement, "we must sit up all night, my 
Christopher. I must correct these Proofs for the press. Fill all the inkstands, and bring me 
several new pens."  



He smeared himself and he smeared the Proofs, the night through, to that degree that 
when Sol gave him warning to depart (in a four- wheeler), few could have said which 
was them, and which was him, and which was blots. His last instructions was, that I 
should instantly run and take his corrections to the office of the present Journal. I did so. 
They most likely will not appear in print, for I noticed a message being brought round 
from Beauford Printing House, while I was a throwing this concluding statement on 
paper, that the ole resources of that establishment was unable to make out what they 
meant. Upon which a certain gentleman in company, as I will not more particularly 
name,--but of whom it will be sufficient to remark, standing on the broad basis of a wave-
girt isle, that whether we regard him in the light of,--* laughed, and put the corrections in 
the fire.  

* The remainder of this complimentary parenthesis editorially struck out.  

 



Sunday under Three Heads 
 

DEDICATION 
To The Right Reverend 

THE BISHOP OF LONDON  

MY LORD,  

You were among the first, some years ago, to expatiate on the vicious addiction of the 
lower classes of society to Sunday excursions; and were thus instrumental in calling forth 
occasional demonstrations of those extreme opinions on the subject, which are very 
generally received with derision, if not with contempt.  

Your elevated station, my Lord, affords you countless opportunities of increasing the 
comforts and pleasures of the humbler classes of society - not by the expenditure of the 
smallest portion of your princely income, but by merely sanctioning with the influence of 
your example, their harmless pastimes, and innocent recreations.  

That your Lordship would ever have contemplated Sunday recreations with so much 
horror, if you had been at all acquainted with the wants and necessities of the people who 
indulged in them, I cannot imagine possible. That a Prelate of your elevated rank has the 
faintest conception of the extent of those wants, and the nature of those necessities, I do 
not believe.  

For these reasons, I venture to address this little Pamphlet to your Lordship's 
consideration. I am quite conscious that the outlines I have drawn, afford but a very 
imperfect description of the feelings they are intended to illustrate; but I claim for them 
one merit - their truth and freedom from exaggeration. I may have fallen short of the 
mark, but I have never overshot it: and while I have pointed out what appears to me, to be 
injustice on the part of others, I hope I have carefully abstained from committing it 
myself.  

I am, 
My Lord,  
Your Lordship's most obedient,  
Humble Servant,  
TIMOTHY SPARKS.  
JUNE, 1836.  

   

CHAPTER I - AS IT IS  



There are few things from which I derive greater pleasure, than walking through some of 
the principal streets of London on a fine Sunday, in summer, and watching the cheerful 
faces of the lively groups with which they are thronged. There is something, to my eyes 
at least, exceedingly pleasing in the general desire evinced by the humbler classes of 
society, to appear neat and clean on this their only holiday. There are many grave old 
persons, I know, who shake their heads with an air of profound wisdom, and tell you that 
poor people dress too well now-a-days; that when they were children, folks knew their 
stations in life better; that you may depend upon it, no good will come of this sort of 
thing in the end, - and so forth: but I fancy I can discern in the fine bonnet of the 
working-man's wife, or the feather-bedizened hat of his child, no inconsiderable evidence 
of good feeling on the part of the man himself, and an affectionate desire to expend the 
few shillings he can spare from his week's wages, in improving the appearance and 
adding to the happiness of those who are nearest and dearest to him. This may be a very 
heinous and unbecoming degree of vanity, perhaps, and the money might possibly be 
applied to better uses; it must not be forgotten, however, that it might very easily be 
devoted to worse: and if two or three faces can be rendered happy and contented, by a 
trifling improvement of outward appearance, I cannot help thinking that the object is very 
cheaply purchased, even at the expense of a smart gown, or a gaudy riband. There is a 
great deal of very unnecessary cant about the over-dressing of the common people. There 
is not a manufacturer or tradesman in existence, who would not employ a man who takes 
a reasonable degree of pride in the appearance of himself and those about him, in 
preference to a sullen, slovenly fellow, who works doggedly on, regardless of his own 
clothing and that of his wife and children, and seeming to take pleasure or pride in 
nothing.  

The pampered aristocrat, whose life is one continued round of licentious pleasures and 
sensual gratifications; or the gloomy enthusiast, who detests the cheerful amusements he 
can never enjoy, and envies the healthy feelings he can never know, and who would put 
down the one and suppress the other, until he made the minds of his fellow-beings as 
besotted and distorted as his own; - neither of these men can by possibility form an 
adequate notion of what Sunday really is to those whose lives are spent in sedentary or 
laborious occupations, and who are accustomed to look forward to it through their whole 
existence, as their only day of rest from toil, and innocent enjoyment.  

The sun that rises over the quiet streets of London on a bright Sunday morning, shines till 
his setting, on gay and happy faces. Here and there, so early as six o'clock, a young man 
and woman in their best attire, may be seen hurrying along on their way to the house of 
some acquaintance, who is included in their scheme of pleasure for the day; from 
whence, after stopping to take "a bit of breakfast," they sally forth, accompanied by 
several old people, and a whole crowd of young ones, bearing large hand-baskets full of 
provisions, and Belcher handkerchiefs done up in bundles, with the neck of a bottle 
sticking out at the top, and closely-packed apples bulging out at the sides, - and away 
they hurry along the streets leading to the steam-packet wharfs, which are already 
plentifully sprinkled with parties bound for the same destination. Their good humour and 
delight know no bounds - for it is a delightful morning, all blue over head, and nothing 
like a cloud in the whole sky; and even the air of the river at London Bridge is something 



to them, shut up as they have been, all the week, in close streets and heated rooms. There 
are dozens of steamers to all sorts of places - Gravesend, Greenwich, and Richmond; and 
such numbers of people, that when you have once sat down on the deck, it is all but a 
moral impossibility to get up again - to say nothing of walking about, which is entirely 
out of the question. Away they go, joking and laughing, and eating and drinking, and 
admiring everything they see, and pleased with everything they hear, to climb Windmill 
Hill, and catch a glimpse of the rich corn-fields and beautiful orchards of Kent; or to 
stroll among the fine old trees of Greenwich Park, and survey the wonders of Shooter's 
Hill and Lady James's Folly; or to glide past the beautiful meadows of Twickenham and 
Richmond, and to gaze with a delight which only people like them can know, on every 
lovely object in the fair prospect around. Boat follows boat, and coach succeeds coach, 
for the next three hours; but all are filled, and all with the same kind of people - neat and 
clean, cheerful and contented.  

They reach their places of destination, and the taverns are crowded; but there is no 
drunkenness or brawling, for the class of men who commit the enormity of making 
Sunday excursions, take their families with them: and this in itself would be a check upon 
them, even if they were inclined to dissipation, which they really are not. Boisterous their 
mirth may be, for they have all the excitement of feeling that fresh air and green fields 
can impart to the dwellers in crowded cities, but it is innocent and harmless. The glass is 
circulated, and the joke goes round; but the one is free from excess, and the other from 
offence; and nothing but good humour and hilarity prevail.  

In streets like Holborn and Tottenham Court Road, which form the central market of a 
large neighbourhood, inhabited by a vast number of mechanics and poor people, a few 
shops are open at an early hour of the morning; and a very poor man, with a thin and 
sickly woman by his side, may be seen with their little basket in hand, purchasing the 
scanty quantity of necessaries they can afford, which the time at which the man receives 
his wages, or his having a good deal of work to do, or the woman's having been out 
charing till a late hour, prevented their procuring over-night. The coffee-shops too, at 
which clerks and young men employed in counting-houses can procure their breakfasts, 
are also open. This class comprises, in a place like London, an enormous number of 
people, whose limited means prevent their engaging for their lodgings any other 
apartment than a bedroom, and who have consequently no alternative but to take their 
breakfasts at a coffee-shop, or go without it altogether. All these places, however, are 
quickly closed; and by the time the church bells begin to ring, all appearance of traffic 
has ceased. And then, what are the signs of immorality that meet the eye? Churches are 
well filled, and Dissenters' chapels are crowded to suffocation. There is no preaching to 
empty benches, while the drunken and dissolute populace run riot in the streets.  

Here is a fashionable church, where the service commences at a late hour, for the 
accommodation of such members of the congregation - and they are not a few - as may 
happen to have lingered at the Opera far into the morning of the Sabbath; an excellent 
contrivance for poising the balance between God and Mammon, and illustrating the ease 
with which a man's duties to both, may be accommodated and adjusted. How the 
carriages rattle up, and deposit their richly- dressed burdens beneath the lofty portico! 



The powdered footmen glide along the aisle, place the richly-bound prayer-books on the 
pew desks, slam the doors, and hurry away, leaving the fashionable members of the 
congregation to inspect each other through their glasses, and to dazzle and glitter in the 
eyes of the few shabby people in the free seats. The organ peals forth, the hired singers 
commence a short hymn, and the congregation condescendingly rise, stare about them, 
and converse in whispers. The clergyman enters the reading-desk, - a young man of noble 
family and elegant demeanour, notorious at Cambridge for his knowledge of horse-flesh 
and dancers, and celebrated at Eton for his hopeless stupidity. The service commences. 
Mark the soft voice in which he reads, and the impressive manner in which he applies his 
white hand, studded with brilliants, to his perfumed hair. Observe the graceful emphasis 
with which he offers up the prayers for the King, the Royal Family, and all the Nobility; 
and the nonchalance with which he hurries over the more uncomfortable portions of the 
service, the seventh commandment for instance, with a studied regard for the taste and 
feeling of his auditors, only to be equalled by that displayed by the sleek divine who 
succeeds him, who murmurs, in a voice kept down by rich feeding, most comfortable 
doctrines for exactly twelve minutes, and then arrives at the anxiously expected 'Now to 
God,' which is the signal for the dismissal of the congregation. The organ is again heard; 
those who have been asleep wake up, and those who have kept awake, smile and seem 
greatly relieved; bows and congratulations are exchanged, the livery servants are all 
bustle and commotion, bang go the steps, up jump the footmen, and off rattle the 
carriages: the inmates discoursing on the dresses of the congregation, and congratulating 
themselves on having set so excellent an example to the community in general, and 
Sunday-pleasurers in particular.  

Enter a less orthodox place of religious worship, and observe the contrast. A small close 
chapel with a white-washed wall, and plain deal pews and pulpit, contains a closely-
packed congregation, as different in dress, as they are opposed in manner, to that we have 
just quitted. The hymn is sung - not by paid singers, but by the whole assembly at the 
loudest pitch of their voices, unaccompanied by any musical instrument, the words being 
given out, two lines at a time, by the clerk. There is something in the sonorous quavering 
of the harsh voices, in the lank and hollow faces of the men, and the sour solemnity of the 
women, which bespeaks this a strong-hold of intolerant zeal and ignorant enthusiasm. 
The preacher enters the pulpit. He is a coarse, hard-faced man of forbidding aspect, clad 
in rusty black, and bearing in his hand a small plain Bible from which he selects some 
passage for his text, while the hymn is concluding. The congregation fall upon their 
knees, and are hushed into profound stillness as he delivers an extempore prayer, in 
which he calls upon the Sacred Founder of the Christian faith to bless his ministry, in 
terms of disgusting and impious familiarity not to be described. He begins his oration in a 
drawling tone, and his hearers listen with silent attention. He grows warmer as he 
proceeds with his subject, and his gesticulation becomes proportionately violent. He 
clenches his fists, beats the book upon the desk before him, and swings his arms wildly 
about his head. The congregation murmur their acquiescence in his doctrines: and a short 
groan, occasionally bears testimony to the moving nature of his eloquence. Encouraged 
by these symptoms of approval, and working himself up to a pitch of enthusiasm 
amounting almost to frenzy, he denounces sabbath-breakers with the direst vengeance of 
offended Heaven. He stretches his body half out of the pulpit, thrusts forth his arms with 



frantic gestures, and blasphemously calls upon The Deity to visit with eternal torments, 
those who turn aside from the word, as interpreted and preached by - himself. A low 
moaning is heard, the women rock their bodies to and fro, and wring their hands; the 
preacher's fervour increases, the perspiration starts upon his brow, his face is flushed, and 
he clenches his hands convulsively, as he draws a hideous and appalling picture of the 
horrors preparing for the wicked in a future state. A great excitement is visible among his 
hearers, a scream is heard, and some young girl falls senseless on the floor. There is a 
momentary rustle, but it is only for a moment - all eyes are turned towards the preacher. 
He pauses, passes his handkerchief across his face, and looks complacently round. His 
voice resumes its natural tone, as with mock humility he offers up a thanksgiving for 
having been successful in his efforts, and having been permitted to rescue one sinner 
from the path of evil. He sinks back into his seat, exhausted with the violence of his 
ravings; the girl is removed, a hymn is sung, a petition for some measure for securing the 
better observance of the Sabbath, which has been prepared by the good man, is read; and 
his worshipping admirers struggle who shall be the first to sign it.  

But the morning service has concluded, and the streets are again crowded with people. 
Long rows of cleanly-dressed charity children, preceded by a portly beadle and a 
withered schoolmaster, are returning to their welcome dinner; and it is evident, from the 
number of men with beer-trays who are running from house to house, that no 
inconsiderable portion of the population are about to take theirs at this early hour. The 
bakers' shops in the humbler suburbs especially, are filled with men, women, and 
children, each anxiously waiting for the Sunday dinner. Look at the group of children 
who surround that working man who has just emerged from the baker's shop at the corner 
of the street, with the reeking dish, in which a diminutive joint of mutton simmers above 
a vast heap of half-browned potatoes. How the young rogues clap their hands, and dance 
round their father, for very joy at the prospect of the feast: and how anxiously the 
youngest and chubbiest of the lot, lingers on tiptoe by his side, trying to get a peep into 
the interior of the dish. They turn up the street, and the chubby- faced boy trots on as fast 
as his little legs will carry him, to herald the approach of the dinner to 'Mother' who is 
standing with a baby in her arms on the doorstep, and who seems almost as pleased with 
the whole scene as the children themselves; whereupon 'baby' not precisely understanding 
the importance of the business in hand, but clearly perceiving that it is something 
unusually lively, kicks and crows most lustily, to the unspeakable delight of all the 
children and both the parents: and the dinner is borne into the house amidst a shouting of 
small voices, and jumping of fat legs, which would fill Sir Andrew Agnew with 
astonishment; as well it might, seeing that Baronets, generally speaking, eat pretty 
comfortable dinners all the week through, and cannot be expected to understand what 
people feel, who only have a meat dinner on one day out of every seven.  

The bakings being all duly consigned to their respective owners, and the beer-man having 
gone his rounds, the church bells ring for afternoon service, the shops are again closed, 
and the streets are more than ever thronged with people; some who have not been to 
church in the morning, going to it now; others who have been to church, going out for a 
walk; and others - let us admit the full measure of their guilt - going for a walk, who have 
not been to church at all. I am afraid the smart servant of all work, who has been loitering 



at the corner of the square for the last ten minutes, is one of the latter class. She is 
evidently waiting for somebody, and though she may have made up her mind to go to 
church with him one of these mornings, I don't think they have any such intention on this 
particular afternoon. Here he is, at last. The white trousers, blue coat, and yellow 
waistcoat - and more especially that cock of the hat - indicate, as surely as inanimate 
objects can, that Chalk Farm and not the parish church, is their destination. The girl 
colours up, and puts out her hand with a very awkward affectation of indifference. He 
gives it a gallant squeeze, and away they walk, arm in arm, the girl just looking back 
towards her 'place' with an air of conscious self-importance, and nodding to her fellow-
servant who has gone up to the two-pair-of- stairs window, to take a full view of 'Mary's 
young man,' which being communicated to William, he takes off his hat to the fellow- 
servant: a proceeding which affords unmitigated satisfaction to all parties, and impels the 
fellow-servant to inform Miss Emily confidentially, in the course of the evening, 'that the 
young man as Mary keeps company with, is one of the most genteelest young men as 
ever she see.'  

The two young people who have just crossed the road, and are following this happy 
couple down the street, are a fair specimen of another class of Sunday - pleasurers. There 
is a dapper smartness, struggling through very limited means, about the young man, 
which induces one to set him down at once as a junior clerk to a tradesman or attorney. 
The girl no one could possibly mistake. You may tell a young woman in the employment 
of a large dress- maker, at any time, by a certain neatness of cheap finery and humble 
following of fashion, which pervade her whole attire; but unfortunately there are other 
tokens not to be misunderstood - the pale face with its hectic bloom, the slight distortion 
of form which no artifice of dress can wholly conceal, the unhealthy stoop, and the short 
cough - the effects of hard work and close application to a sedentary employment, upon a 
tender frame. They turn towards the fields. The girl's countenance brightens, and an 
unwonted glow rises in her face. They are going to Hampstead or Highgate, to spend 
their holiday afternoon in some place where they can see the sky, the fields, and trees, 
and breathe for an hour or two the pure air, which so seldom plays upon that poor girl's 
form, or exhilarates her spirits.  

I would to God, that the iron-hearted man who would deprive such people as these of 
their only pleasures, could feel the sinking of heart and soul, the wasting exhaustion of 
mind and body, the utter prostration of present strength and future hope, attendant upon 
that incessant toil which lasts from day to day, and from month to month; that toil which 
is too often protracted until the silence of midnight, and resumed with the first stir of 
morning. How marvellously would his ardent zeal for other men's souls, diminish after a 
short probation, and how enlightened and comprehensive would his views of the real 
object and meaning of the institution of the Sabbath become!  

The afternoon is far advanced - the parks and public drives are crowded. Carriages, gigs, 
phaetons, stanhopes, and vehicles of every description, glide smoothly on. The 
promenades are filled with loungers on foot, and the road is thronged with loungers on 
horseback. Persons of every class are crowded together, here, in one dense mass. The 
plebeian, who takes his pleasure on no day but Sunday, jostles the patrician, who takes 



his, from year's end to year's end. You look in vain for any outward signs of profligacy or 
debauchery. You see nothing before you but a vast number of people, the denizens of a 
large and crowded city, in the needful and rational enjoyment of air and exercise.  

It grows dusk. The roads leading from the different places of suburban resort, are 
crowded with people on their return home, and the sound of merry voices rings through 
the gradually darkening fields. The evening is hot and sultry. The rich man throws open 
the sashes of his spacious dining-room, and quaffs his iced wine in splendid luxury. The 
poor man, who has no room to take his meals in, but the close apartment to which he and 
his family have been confined throughout the week, sits in the tea-garden of some famous 
tavern, and drinks his beer in content and comfort. The fields and roads are gradually 
deserted, the crowd once more pour into the streets, and disperse to their several homes; 
and by midnight all is silent and quiet, save where a few stragglers linger beneath the 
window of some great man's house, to listen to the strains of music from within: or stop 
to gaze upon the splendid carriages which are waiting to convey the guests from the 
dinner-party of an Earl.  

There is a darker side to this picture, on which, so far from its being any part of my 
purpose to conceal it, I wish to lay particular stress. In some parts of London, and in 
many of the manufacturing towns of England, drunkenness and profligacy in their most 
disgusting forms, exhibit in the open streets on Sunday, a sad and a degrading spectacle. 
We need go no farther than St. Giles's, or Drury Lane, for sights and scenes of a most 
repulsive nature. Women with scarcely the articles of apparel which common decency 
requires, with forms bloated by disease, and faces rendered hideous by habitual 
drunkenness - men reeling and staggering along - children in rags and filth - whole streets 
of squalid and miserable appearance, whose inhabitants are lounging in the public road, 
fighting, screaming, and swearing - these are the common objects which present 
themselves in, these are the well-known characteristics of, that portion of London to 
which I have just referred.  

And why is it, that all well-disposed persons are shocked, and public decency 
scandalised, by such exhibitions?  

These people are poor - that is notorious. It may be said that they spend in liquor, money 
with which they might purchase necessaries, and there is no denying the fact; but let it be 
remembered that even if they applied every farthing of their earnings in the best possible 
way, they would still be very - very poor. Their dwellings are necessarily uncomfortable, 
and to a certain degree unhealthy. Cleanliness might do much, but they are too crowded 
together, the streets are too narrow, and the rooms too small, to admit of their ever being 
rendered desirable habitations. They work very hard all the week. We know that the 
effect of prolonged and arduous labour, is to produce, when a period of rest does arrive, a 
sensation of lassitude which it requires the application of some stimulus to overcome. 
What stimulus have they? Sunday comes, and with it a cessation of labour. How are they 
to employ the day, or what inducement have they to employ it, in recruiting their stock of 
health? They see little parties, on pleasure excursions, passing through the streets; but 
they cannot imitate their example, for they have not the means. They may walk, to be 



sure, but it is exactly the inducement to walk that they require. If every one of these men 
knew, that by taking the trouble to walk two or three miles he would be enabled to share 
in a good game of cricket, or some athletic sport, I very much question whether any of 
them would remain at home.  

But you hold out no inducement, you offer no relief from listlessness, you provide 
nothing to amuse his mind, you afford him no means of exercising his body. Unwashed 
and unshaven, he saunters moodily about, weary and dejected. In lieu of the wholesome 
stimulus he might derive from nature, you drive him to the pernicious excitement to be 
gained from art. He flies to the gin-shop as his only resource; and when, reduced to a 
worse level than the lowest brute in the scale of creation, he lies wallowing in the kennel, 
your saintly lawgivers lift up their hands to heaven, and exclaim for a law which shall 
convert the day intended for rest and cheerfulness, into one of universal gloom, bigotry, 
and persecution.  

CHAPTER II - AS SABBATH BILLS WOULD MAKE IT  

The provisions of the bill introduced into the House of Commons by Sir Andrew Agnew, 
and thrown out by that House on the motion for the second reading, on the 18th of May 
in the present year, by a majority of 32, may very fairly be taken as a test of the length to 
which the fanatics, of which the honourable Baronet is the distinguished leader, are 
prepared to go. No test can be fairer; because while on the one hand this measure may be 
supposed to exhibit all that improvement which mature reflection and long deliberation 
may have suggested, so on the other it may very reasonably be inferred, that if it be quite 
as severe in its provisions, and to the full as partial in its operation, as those which have 
preceded it and experienced a similar fate, the disease under which the honourable 
Baronet and his friends labour, is perfectly hopeless, and beyond the reach of cure.  

The proposed enactments of the bill are briefly these:- All work is prohibited on the 
Lord's day, under heavy penalties, increasing with every repetition of the offence. There 
are penalties for keeping shops open - penalties for drunkenness - penalties for keeping 
open houses of entertainment - penalties for being present at any public meeting or 
assembly - penalties for letting carriages, and penalties for hiring them - penalties for 
travelling in steam-boats, and penalties for taking passengers - penalties on vessels 
commencing their voyage on Sunday - penalties on the owners of cattle who suffer them 
to be driven on the Lord's day - penalties on constables who refuse to act, and penalties 
for resisting them when they do. In addition to these trifles, the constables are invested 
with arbitrary, vexatious, and most extensive powers; and all this in a bill which sets out 
with a hypocritical and canting declaration that 'nothing is more acceptable to God than 
the TRUE AND SINCERE worship of Him according to His holy will, and that it is the 
bounden duty of Parliament to promote the observance of the Lord's day, by protecting 
every class of society against being required to sacrifice their comfort, health, religious 
privileges, and conscience, for the convenience, enjoyment, or supposed advantage of 
any other class on the Lord's day'! The idea of making a man truly moral through the 
ministry of constables, and sincerely religious under the influence of penalties, is worthy 



of the mind which could form such a mass of monstrous absurdity as this bill is 
composed of.  

The House of Commons threw the measure out certainly, and by so doing retrieved the 
disgrace - so far as it could be retrieved - of placing among the printed papers of 
Parliament, such an egregious specimen of legislative folly; but there was a degree of 
delicacy and forbearance about the debate that took place, which I cannot help thinking 
as unnecessary and uncalled for, as it is unusual in Parliamentary discussions. If it had 
been the first time of Sir Andrew Agnew's attempting to palm such a measure upon the 
country, we might well understand, and duly appreciate, the delicate and compassionate 
feeling due to the supposed weakness and imbecility of the man, which prevented his 
proposition being exposed in its true colours, and induced this Hon. Member to bear 
testimony to his excellent motives, and that Noble Lord to regret that he could not - 
although he had tried to do so - adopt any portion of the bill. But when these attempts 
have been repeated, again and again; when Sir Andrew Agnew has renewed them session 
after session, and when it has become palpably evident to the whole House that  

His impudence of proof in every trial,  
Kens no polite, and heeds no plain denial -  

it really becomes high time to speak of him and his legislation, as they appear to deserve, 
without that gloss of politeness, which is all very well in an ordinary case, but rather out 
of place when the liberties and comforts of a whole people are at stake.  

In the first place, it is by no means the worst characteristic of this bill, that it is a bill of 
blunders: it is, from beginning to end, a piece of deliberate cruelty, and crafty injustice. If 
the rich composed the whole population of this country, not a single comfort of one 
single man would be affected by it. It is directed exclusively, and without the exception 
of a solitary instance, against the amusements and recreations of the poor. This was the 
bait held out by the Hon. Baronet to a body of men, who cannot be supposed to have any 
very strong sympathies in common with the poor, because they cannot understand their 
sufferings or their struggles. This is the bait, which will in time prevail, unless public 
attention is awakened, and public feeling exerted, to prevent it.  

Take the very first clause, the provision that no man shall be allowed to work on Sunday - 
'That no person, upon the Lord's day, shall do, or hire, or employ any person to do any 
manner of labour, or any work of his or her ordinary calling.' What class of persons does 
this affect? The rich man? No. Menial servants, both male and female, are specially 
exempted from the operation of the bill. 'Menial servants' are among the poor people. The 
bill has no regard for them. The Baronet's dinner must be cooked on Sunday, the Bishop's 
horses must be groomed, and the Peer's carriage must be driven. So the menial servants 
are put utterly beyond the pale of grace; - unless indeed, they are to go to heaven through 
the sanctity of their masters, and possibly they might think even that, rather an uncertain 
passport.  



There is a penalty for keeping open, houses of entertainment. Now, suppose the bill had 
passed, and that half-a-dozen adventurous licensed victuallers, relying upon the 
excitement of public feeling on the subject, and the consequent difficulty of conviction 
(this is by no means an improbable supposition), had determined to keep their houses and 
gardens open, through the whole Sunday afternoon, in defiance of the law. Every act of 
hiring or working, every act of buying or selling, or delivering, or causing anything to be 
bought or sold, is specifically made a separate offence - mark the effect. A party, a man 
and his wife and children, enter a tea- garden, and the informer stations himself in the 
next box, from whence he can see and hear everything that passes. 'Waiter!' says the 
father. 'Yes. Sir.' 'Pint of the best ale!' 'Yes, Sir.' Away runs the waiter to the bar, and gets 
the ale from the landlord. Out comes the informer's note-book - penalty on the father for 
hiring, on the waiter for delivering, and on the landlord for selling, on the Lord's day. But 
it does not stop here. The waiter delivers the ale, and darts off, little suspecting the 
penalties in store for him. 'Hollo,' cries the father, 'waiter!' 'Yes, Sir.' 'Just get this little 
boy a biscuit, will you?' 'Yes, Sir.' Off runs the waiter again, and down goes another case 
of hiring, another case of delivering, and another case of selling; and so it would go on 
AD INFINITUM, the sum and substance of the matter being, that every time a man or 
woman cried 'Waiter!' on Sunday, he or she would be fined not less than forty shillings, 
nor more than a hundred; and every time a waiter replied, 'Yes, Sir,' he and his master 
would be fined in the same amount: with the addition of a new sort of window duty on 
the landlord, to wit, a tax of twenty shillings an hour for every hour beyond the first one, 
during which he should have his shutters down on the Sabbath.  

With one exception, there are perhaps no clauses in the whole bill, so strongly illustrative 
of its partial operation, and the intention of its framer, as those which relate to travelling 
on Sunday. Penalties of ten, twenty, and thirty pounds, are mercilessly imposed upon 
coach proprietors who shall run their coaches on the Sabbath; one, two, and ten pounds 
upon those who hire, or let to hire, horses and carriages upon the Lord's day, but not one 
syllable about those who have no necessity to hire, because they have carriages and 
horses of their own; not one word of a penalty on liveried coachmen and footmen. The 
whole of the saintly venom is directed against the hired cabriolet, the humble fly, or the 
rumbling hackney-coach, which enables a man of the poorer class to escape for a few 
hours from the smoke and dirt, in the midst of which he has been confined throughout the 
week: while the escutcheoned carriage and the dashing cab, may whirl their wealthy 
owners to Sunday feasts and private oratorios, setting constables, informers, and 
penalties, at defiance. Again, in the description of the places of public resort which it is 
rendered criminal to attend on Sunday, there are no words comprising a very fashionable 
promenade. Public discussions, public debates, public lectures and speeches, are 
cautiously guarded against; for it is by their means that the people become enlightened 
enough to deride the last efforts of bigotry and superstition. There is a stringent provision 
for punishing the poor man who spends an hour in a news- room, but there is nothing to 
prevent the rich one from lounging away the day in the Zoological Gardens.  

There is, in four words, a mock proviso, which affects to forbid travelling 'with any 
animal' on the Lord's day. This, however, is revoked, as relates to the rich man, by a 
subsequent provision. We have then a penalty of not less than fifty, nor more than one 



hundred pounds, upon any person participating in the control, or having the command of 
any vessel which shall commence her voyage on the Lord's day, should the wind prove 
favourable. The next time this bill is brought forward (which will no doubt be at an early 
period of the next session of Parliament) perhaps it will be better to amend this clause by 
declaring, that from and after the passing of the act, it shall be deemed unlawful for the 
wind to blow at all upon the Sabbath. It would remove a great deal of temptation from the 
owners and captains of vessels.  

The reader is now in possession of the principal enacting clauses of Sir Andrew Agnew's 
bill, with the exception of one, for preventing the killing or taking of 'FISH, OR OTHER 
WILD ANIMALS,' and the ordinary provisions which are inserted for form's sake in all 
acts of Parliament. I now beg his attention to the clauses of exemption.  

They are two in number. The first exempts menial servants from any rest, and all poor 
men from any recreation: outlaws a milkman after nine o'clock in the morning, and 
makes eating-houses lawful for only two hours in the afternoon; permits a medical man to 
use his carriage on Sunday, and declares that a clergyman may either use his own, or hire 
one.  

The second is artful, cunning, and designing; shielding the rich man from the possibility 
of being entrapped, and affecting at the same time, to have a tender and scrupulous 
regard, for the interests of the whole community. It declares, 'that nothing in this act 
contained, shall extend to works of piety, charity, or necessity.'  

What is meant by the word 'necessity' in this clause? Simply this - that the rich man shall 
be at liberty to make use of all the splendid luxuries he has collected around him, on any 
day in the week, because habit and custom have rendered them 'necessary' to his easy 
existence; but that the poor man who saves his money to provide some little pleasure for 
himself and family at lengthened intervals, shall not be permitted to enjoy it. It is not 
'necessary' to him:- Heaven knows, he very often goes long enough without it. This is the 
plain English of the clause. The carriage and pair of horses, the coachman, the footman, 
the helper, and the groom, are 'necessary' on Sundays, as on other days, to the bishop and 
the nobleman; but the hackney-coach, the hired gig, or the taxed cart, cannot possibly be 
'necessary' to the working-man on Sunday, for he has it not at other times. The sumptuous 
dinner and the rich wines, are 'necessaries' to a great man in his own mansion: but the 
pint of beer and the plate of meat, degrade the national character in an eating-house.  

Such is the bill for promoting the true and sincere worship of God according to his Holy 
Will, and for protecting every class of society against being required to sacrifice their 
health and comfort on the Sabbath. Instances in which its operation would be as unjust as 
it would be absurd, might be multiplied to an endless amount; but it is sufficient to place 
its leading provisions before the reader. In doing so, I have purposely abstained from 
drawing upon the imagination for possible cases; the provisions to which I have referred, 
stand in so many words upon the bill as printed by order of the House of Commons; and 
they can neither be disowned, nor explained away.  



Let us suppose such a bill as this, to have actually passed both branches of the legislature; 
to have received the royal assent; and to have come into operation. Imagine its effect in a 
great city like London.  

Sunday comes, and brings with it a day of general gloom and austerity. The man who has 
been toiling hard all the week, has been looking towards the Sabbath, not as to a day of 
rest from labour, and healthy recreation, but as one of grievous tyranny and grinding 
oppression. The day which his Maker intended as a blessing, man has converted into a 
curse. Instead of being hailed by him as his period of relaxation, he finds it remarkable 
only as depriving him of every comfort and enjoyment. He has many children about him, 
all sent into the world at an early age, to struggle for a livelihood; one is kept in a 
warehouse all day, with an interval of rest too short to enable him to reach home, another 
walks four or five miles to his employment at the docks, a third earns a few shillings 
weekly, as an errand boy, or office messenger; and the employment of the man himself, 
detains him at some distance from his home from morning till night. Sunday is the only 
day on which they could all meet together, and enjoy a homely meal in social comfort; 
and now they sit down to a cold and cheerless dinner: the pious guardians of the man's 
salvation having, in their regard for the welfare of his precious soul, shut up the bakers' 
shops. The fire blazes high in the kitchen chimney of these well-fed hypocrites, and the 
rich steams of the savoury dinner scent the air. What care they to be told that this class of 
men have neither a place to cook in - nor means to bear the expense, if they had?  

Look into your churches - diminished congregations, and scanty attendance. People have 
grown sullen and obstinate, and are becoming disgusted with the faith which condemns 
them to such a day as this, once in every seven. And as you cannot make people religious 
by Act of Parliament, or force them to church by constables, they display their feeling by 
staying away.  

Turn into the streets, and mark the rigid gloom that reigns over everything around. The 
roads are empty, the fields are deserted, the houses of entertainment are closed. Groups of 
filthy and discontented-looking men, are idling about at the street corners, or sleeping in 
the sun; but there are no decently-dressed people of the poorer class, passing to and fro. 
Where should they walk to? It would take them an hour, at least, to get into the fields, 
and when they reached them, they could procure neither bite nor sup, without the 
informer and the penalty. Now and then, a carriage rolls smoothly on, or a well-mounted 
horseman, followed by a liveried attendant, canters by; but with these exceptions, all is as 
melancholy and quiet as if a pestilence had fallen on the city.  

 Bend your steps through the narrow and thickly-inhabited streets, and observe the sallow 
faces of the men and women who are lounging at the doors, or lolling from the windows. 
Regard well the closeness of these crowded rooms, and the noisome exhalations that rise 
from the drains and kennels; and then laud the triumph of religion and morality, which 
condemns people to drag their lives out in such stews as these, and makes it criminal for 
them to eat or drink in the fresh air, or under the clear sky. Here and there, from some 
half-opened window, the loud shout of drunken revelry strikes upon the ear, and the noise 
of oaths and quarrelling - the effect of the close and heated atmosphere - is heard on all 



sides. See how the men all rush to join the crowd that are making their way down the 
street, and how loud the execrations of the mob become as they draw nearer. They have 
assembled round a little knot of constables, who have seized the stock-in-trade, heinously 
exposed on Sunday, of some miserable walking-stick seller, who follows clamouring for 
his property. The dispute grows warmer and fiercer, until at last some of the more furious 
among the crowd, rush forward to restore the goods to their owner. A general conflict 
takes place; the sticks of the constables are exercised in all directions; fresh assistance is 
procured; and half a dozen of the assailants are conveyed to the station-house, struggling, 
bleeding, and cursing. The case is taken to the police-office on the following morning; 
and after a frightful amount of perjury on both sides, the men are sent to prison for 
resisting the officers, their families to the workhouse to keep them from starving: and 
there they both remain for a month afterwards, glorious trophies of the sanctified 
enforcement of the Christian Sabbath. Add to such scenes as these, the profligacy, 
idleness, drunkenness, and vice, that will be committed to an extent which no man can 
foresee, on Monday, as an atonement for the restraint of the preceding day; and you have 
a very faint and imperfect picture of the religious effects of this Sunday legislation, 
supposing it could ever be forced upon the people.  

But let those who advocate the cause of fanaticism, reflect well upon the probable issue 
of their endeavours. They may by perseverance, succeed with Parliament. Let them 
ponder on the probability of succeeding with the people. You may deny the concession of 
a political question for a time, and a nation will bear it patiently. Strike home to the 
comforts of every man's fireside - tamper with every man's freedom and liberty - and one 
month, one week, may rouse a feeling abroad, which a king would gladly yield his crown 
to quell, and a peer would resign his coronet to allay.  

It is the custom to affect a deference for the motives of those who advocate these 
measures, and a respect for the feelings by which they are actuated. They do not deserve 
it. If they legislate in ignorance, they are criminal and dishonest; if they do so with their 
eyes open, they commit wilful injustice; in either case, they bring religion into contempt. 
But they do NOT legislate in ignorance. Public prints, and public men, have pointed out 
to them again and again, the consequences of their proceedings. If they persist in 
thrusting themselves forward, let those consequences rest upon their own heads, and let 
them be content to stand upon their own merits.  

It may be asked, what motives can actuate a man who has so little regard for the comfort 
of his fellow-beings, so little respect for their wants and necessities, and so distorted a 
notion of the beneficence of his Creator. I reply, an envious, heartless, ill- conditioned 
dislike to seeing those whom fortune has placed below him, cheerful and happy - an 
intolerant confidence in his own high worthiness before God, and a lofty impression of 
the demerits of others - pride, selfish pride, as inconsistent with the spirit of Christianity 
itself, as opposed to the example of its Founder upon earth.  

To these may be added another class of men - the stern and gloomy enthusiasts, who 
would make earth a hell, and religion a torment: men who, having wasted the earlier part 
of their lives in dissipation and depravity, find themselves when scarcely past its 



meridian, steeped to the neck in vice, and shunned like a loathsome disease. Abandoned 
by the world, having nothing to fall back upon, nothing to remember but time mis-spent, 
and energies misdirected, they turn their eyes and not their thoughts to Heaven, and 
delude themselves into the impious belief, that in denouncing the lightness of heart of 
which they cannot partake, and the rational pleasures from which they never derived 
enjoyment, they are more than remedying the sins of their old career, and - like the 
founders of monasteries and builders of churches, in ruder days - establishing a good set 
claim upon their Maker.  

CHAPTER III - AS IT MIGHT BE MADE  

The supporters of Sabbath Bills, and more especially the extreme class of Dissenters, lay 
great stress upon the declarations occasionally made by criminals from the condemned 
cell or the scaffold, that to Sabbath-breaking they attribute their first deviation from the 
path of rectitude; and they point to these statements, as an incontestable proof of the evil 
consequences which await a departure from that strict and rigid observance of the 
Sabbath, which they uphold. I cannot help thinking that in this, as in almost every other 
respect connected with the subject, there is a considerable degree of cant, and a very great 
deal of wilful blindness. If a man be viciously disposed - and with very few exceptions, 
not a man dies by the executioner's hands, who has not been in one way or other a most 
abandoned and profligate character for many years - if a man be viciously disposed, there 
is no doubt that he will turn his Sunday to bad account, that he will take advantage of it, 
to dissipate with other bad characters as vile as himself; and that in this way, he may trace 
his first yielding to temptation, possibly his first commission of crime, to an infringement 
of the Sabbath. But this would be an argument against any holiday at all. If his holiday 
had been Wednesday instead of Sunday, and he had devoted it to the same improper uses, 
it would have been productive of the same results. It is too much to judge of the character 
of a whole people, by the confessions of the very worst members of society. It is not fair, 
to cry down things which are harmless in themselves, because evil-disposed men may 
turn them to bad account. Who ever thought of deprecating the teaching poor people to 
write, because some porter in a warehouse had committed forgery? Or into what man's 
head did it ever enter, to prevent the crowding of churches, because it afforded a 
temptation for the picking of pockets?  

When the Book of Sports, for allowing the peasantry of England to divert themselves 
with certain games in the open air, on Sundays, after evening service, was published by 
Charles the First, it is needless to say the English people were comparatively rude and 
uncivilised. And yet it is extraordinary to how few excesses it gave rise, even in that day, 
when men's minds were not enlightened, or their passions moderated, by the influence of 
education and refinement. That some excesses were committed through its means, in the 
remoter parts of the country, and that it was discontinued in those places, in consequence, 
cannot be denied: but generally speaking, there is no proof whatever on record, of its 
having had any tendency to increase crime, or to lower the character of the people.  

The Puritans of that time, were as much opposed to harmless recreations and healthful 
amusements as those of the present day, and it is amusing to observe that each in their 



generation, advance precisely the same description of arguments. In the British Museum, 
there is a curious pamphlet got up by the Agnews of Charles's time, entitled 'A Divine 
Tragedie lately acted, or a Collection of sundry memorable examples of God's 
Judgements upon Sabbath Breakers, and other like Libertines in their unlawful Sports, 
happening within the realme of England, in the compass only of two yeares last past, 
since the Booke (of Sports) was published, worthy to be knowne and considered of all 
men, especially such who are guilty of the sinne, or archpatrons thereof.' This amusing 
document, contains some fifty or sixty veritable accounts of balls of fire that fell into 
churchyards and upset the sporters, and sporters that quarrelled, and upset one another, 
and so forth: and among them is one anecdote containing an example of a rather different 
kind, which I cannot resist the temptation of quoting, as strongly illustrative of the fact, 
that this blinking of the question has not even the recommendation of novelty.  

'A woman about Northampton, the same day that she heard the booke for sports read, 
went immediately, and having 3. pence in her purse, hired a fellow to goe to the next 
towne to fetch a Minstrell, who coming, she with others fell a dauncing, which continued 
within night; at which time shee was got with child, which at the birth shee murthering, 
was detected and apprehended, and being converted before the justice, shee confessed it, 
and withal told the occasion of it, saying it was her falling to sport on the Sabbath, upon 
the reading of the Booke, so as for this treble sinfull act, her presumptuous profaning of 
the Sabbath, wh. brought her adultory and that murther. Shee was according to the Law 
both of God and man, put to death. Much sinne and misery followeth upon Sabbath-
breaking.'  

It is needless to say, that if the young lady near Northampton had 'fallen to sport' of such 
a dangerous description, on any other day but Sunday, the first result would probably 
have been the same: it never having been distinctly shown that Sunday is more 
favourable to the propagation of the human race than any other day in the week. The 
second result - the murder of the child - does not speak very highly for the amiability of 
her natural disposition; and the whole story, supposing it to have had any foundation at 
all, is about as much chargeable upon the Book of Sports, as upon the Book of Kings. 
Such 'sports' have taken place in Dissenting Chapels before now; but religion has never 
been blamed in consequence; nor has it been proposed to shut up the chapels on that 
account.  

The question, then, very fairly arises, whether we have any reason to suppose that 
allowing games in the open air on Sundays, or even providing the means of amusement 
for the humbler classes of society on that day, would be hurtful and injurious to the 
character and morals of the people.  

I was travelling in the west of England a summer or two back, and was induced by the 
beauty of the scenery, and the seclusion of the spot, to remain for the night in a small 
village, distant about seventy miles from London. The next morning was Sunday; and I 
walked out, towards the church. Groups of people - the whole population of the little 
hamlet apparently - were hastening in the same direction. Cheerful and good-humoured 
congratulations were heard on all sides, as neighbours overtook each other, and walked 



on in company. Occasionally I passed an aged couple, whose married daughter and her 
husband were loitering by the side of the old people, accommodating their rate of 
walking to their feeble pace, while a little knot of children hurried on before; stout young 
labourers in clean round frocks; and buxom girls with healthy, laughing faces, were 
plentifully sprinkled about in couples, and the whole scene was one of quiet and tranquil 
contentment, irresistibly captivating. The morning was bright and pleasant, the hedges 
were green and blooming, and a thousand delicious scents were wafted on the air, from 
the wild flowers which blossomed on either side of the footpath. The little church was 
one of those venerable simple buildings which abound in the English counties; half 
overgrown with moss and ivy, and standing in the centre of a little plot of ground, which, 
but for the green mounds with which it was studded, might have passed for a lovely 
meadow. I fancied that the old clanking bell which was now summoning the congregation 
together, would seem less terrible when it rung out the knell of a departed soul, than I had 
ever deemed possible before - that the sound would tell only of a welcome to calmness 
and rest, amidst the most peaceful and tranquil scene in nature.  

I followed into the church - a low-roofed building with small arched windows, through 
which the sun's rays streamed upon a plain tablet on the opposite wall, which had once 
recorded names, now as undistinguishable on its worn surface, as were the bones beneath, 
from the dust into which they had resolved. The impressive service of the Church of 
England was spoken - not merely READ - by a grey- headed minister, and the responses 
delivered by his auditors, with an air of sincere devotion as far removed from affectation 
or display, as from coldness or indifference. The psalms were accompanied by a few 
instrumental performers, who were stationed in a small gallery extending across the 
church at the lower end, over the door: and the voices were led by the clerk, who, it was 
evident, derived no slight pride and gratification from this portion of the service. The 
discourse was plain, unpretending, and well adapted to the comprehension of the hearers. 
At the conclusion of the service, the villagers waited in the churchyard, to salute the 
clergyman as he passed; and two or three, I observed, stepped aside, as if communicating 
some little difficulty, and asking his advice. This, to guess from the homely bows, and 
other rustic expressions of gratitude, the old gentleman readily conceded. He seemed 
intimately acquainted with the circumstances of all his parishioners; for I heard him 
inquire after one man's youngest child, another man's wife, and so forth; and that he was 
fond of his joke, I discovered from overhearing him ask a stout, fresh-coloured young 
fellow, with a very pretty bashful-looking girl on his arm, 'when those banns were to be 
put up?' - an inquiry which made the young fellow more fresh-coloured, and the girl more 
bashful, and which, strange to say, caused a great many other girls who were standing 
round, to colour up also, and look anywhere but in the faces of their male companions.  

As I approached this spot in the evening about half an hour before sunset, I was surprised 
to hear the hum of voices, and occasionally a shout of merriment from the meadow 
beyond the churchyard; which I found, when I reached the stile, to be occasioned by a 
very animated game of cricket, in which the boys and young men of the place were 
engaged, while the females and old people were scattered about: some seated on the grass 
watching the progress of the game, and others sauntering about in groups of two or three, 
gathering little nosegays of wild roses and hedge flowers. I could not but take notice of 



one old man in particular, with a bright-eyed grand- daughter by his side, who was giving 
a sunburnt young fellow some instructions in the game, which he received with an air of 
profound deference, but with an occasional glance at the girl, which induced me to think 
that his attention was rather distracted from the old gentleman's narration of the fruits of 
his experience. When it was his turn at the wicket, too, there was a glance towards the 
pair every now and then, which the old grandfather very complacently considered as an 
appeal to his judgment of a particular hit, but which a certain blush in the girl's face, and 
a downcast look of the bright eye, led me to believe was intended for somebody else than 
the old man, - and understood by somebody else, too, or I am much mistaken.  

I was in the very height of the pleasure which the contemplation of this scene afforded 
me, when I saw the old clergyman making his way towards us. I trembled for an angry 
interruption to the sport, and was almost on the point of crying out, to warn the cricketers 
of his approach; he was so close upon me, however, that I could do nothing but remain 
still, and anticipate the reproof that was preparing. What was my agreeable surprise to see 
the old gentleman standing at the stile, with his hands in his pockets, surveying the whole 
scene with evident satisfaction! And how dull I must have been, not to have known till 
my friend the grandfather (who, by- the-bye, said he had been a wonderful cricketer in 
his time) told me, that it was the clergyman himself who had established the whole thing: 
that it was his field they played in; and that it was he who had purchased stumps, bats, 
ball, and all!  

It is such scenes as this, I would see near London, on a Sunday evening. It is such men as 
this, who would do more in one year to make people properly religious, cheerful, and 
contented, than all the legislation of a century could ever accomplish.  

It will be said - it has been very often - that it would be matter of perfect impossibility to 
make amusements and exercises succeed in large towns, which may be very well adapted 
to a country population. Here, again, we are called upon to yield to bare assertions on 
matters of belief and opinion, as if they were established and undoubted facts. That there 
is a wide difference between the two cases, no one will be prepared to dispute; that the 
difference is such as to prevent the application of the same principle to both, no 
reasonable man, I think, will be disposed to maintain. The great majority of the people 
who make holiday on Sunday now, are industrious, orderly, and well-behaved persons. It 
is not unreasonable to suppose that they would be no more inclined to an abuse of 
pleasures provided for them, than they are to an abuse of the pleasures they provide for 
themselves; and if any people, for want of something better to do, resort to criminal 
practices on the Sabbath as at present observed, no better remedy for the evil can be 
imagined, than giving them the opportunity of doing something which will amuse them, 
and hurt nobody else.  

The propriety of opening the British Museum to respectable people on Sunday, has lately 
been the subject of some discussion. I think it would puzzle the most austere of the 
Sunday legislators to assign any valid reason for opposing so sensible a proposition. The 
Museum contains rich specimens from all the vast museums and repositories of Nature, 
and rare and curious fragments of the mighty works of art, in bygone ages: all calculated 



to awaken contemplation and inquiry, and to tend to the enlightenment and improvement 
of the people. But attendants would be necessary, and a few men would be employed 
upon the Sabbath. They certainly would; but how many? Why, if the British Museum, 
and the National Gallery, and the Gallery of Practical Science, and every other exhibition 
in London, from which knowledge is to be derived and information gained, were to be 
thrown open on a Sunday afternoon, not fifty people would be required to preside over 
the whole: and it would take treble the number to enforce a Sabbath bill in any three 
populous parishes.  

I should like to see some large field, or open piece of ground, in every outskirt of 
London, exhibiting each Sunday evening on a larger scale, the scene of the little country 
meadow. I should like to see the time arrive, when a man's attendance to his religious 
duties might be left to that religious feeling which most men possess in a greater or less 
degree, but which was never forced into the breast of any man by menace or restraint. I 
should like to see the time when Sunday might be looked forward to, as a recognised day 
of relaxation and enjoyment, and when every man might feel, what few men do now, that 
religion is not incompatible with rational pleasure and needful recreation.  

How different a picture would the streets and public places then present! The museums, 
and repositories of scientific and useful inventions, would be crowded with ingenious 
mechanics and industrious artisans, all anxious for information, and all unable to procure 
it at any other time. The spacious saloons would be swarming with practical men: humble 
in appearance, but destined, perhaps, to become the greatest inventors and philosophers 
of their age. The labourers who now lounge away the day in idleness and intoxication, 
would be seen hurrying along, with cheerful faces and clean attire, not to the close and 
smoky atmosphere of the public- house but to the fresh and airy fields. Fancy the pleasant 
scene. Throngs of people, pouring out from the lanes and alleys of the metropolis, to 
various places of common resort at some short distance from the town, to join in the 
refreshing sports and exercises of the day - the children gambolling in crowds upon the 
grass, the mothers looking on, and enjoying themselves the little game they seem only to 
direct; other parties strolling along some pleasant walks, or reposing in the shade of the 
stately trees; others again intent upon their different amusements. Nothing should be 
heard on all sides, but the sharp stroke of the bat as it sent the ball skimming along the 
ground, the clear ring of the quoit, as it struck upon the iron peg: the noisy murmur of 
many voices, and the loud shout of mirth and delight, which would awaken the echoes far 
and wide, till the fields rung with it. The day would pass away, in a series of enjoyments 
which would awaken no painful reflections when night arrived; for they would be 
calculated to bring with them, only health and contentment. The young would lose that 
dread of religion, which the sour austerity of its professors too often inculcates in 
youthful bosoms; and the old would find less difficulty in persuading them to respect its 
observances. The drunken and dissipated, deprived of any excuse for their misconduct, 
would no longer excite pity but disgust. Above all, the more ignorant and humble class of 
men, who now partake of many of the bitters of life, and taste but few of its sweets, 
would naturally feel attachment and respect for that code of morality, which, regarding 
the many hardships of their station, strove to alleviate its rigours, and endeavoured to 
soften its asperity.  



This is what Sunday might be made, and what it might be made without impiety or 
profanation. The wise and beneficent Creator who places men upon earth, requires that 
they shall perform the duties of that station of life to which they are called, and He can 
never intend that the more a man strives to discharge those duties, the more he shall be 
debarred from happiness and enjoyment. Let those who have six days in the week for all 
the world's pleasures, appropriate the seventh to fasting and gloom, either for their own 
sins or those of other people, if they like to bewail them; but let those who employ their 
six days in a worthier manner, devote their seventh to a different purpose. Let divines set 
the example of true morality: preach it to their flocks in the morning, and dismiss them to 
enjoy true rest in the afternoon; and let them select for their text, and let Sunday 
legislators take for their motto, the words which fell from the lips of that Master, whose 
precepts they misconstrue, and whose lessons they pervert - 'The Sabbath was made for 
man, and not man to serve the Sabbath.'  



To Be Read at Dusk 
 

One, two, three, four, five. There were five of them.  

Five couriers, sitting on a bench outside the convent on the summit of the Great St. 
Bernard in Switzerland, looking at the remote heights, stained by the setting sun as if a 
mighty quantity of red wine had been broached upon the mountain top, and had not yet 
had time to sink into the snow.  

This is not my simile. It was made for the occasion by the stoutest courier, who was a 
German. None of the others took any more notice of it than they took of me, sitting on 
another bench on the other side of the convent door, smoking my cigar, like them, and - 
also like them - looking at the reddened snow, and at the lonely shed hard by, where the 
bodies of belated travellers, dug out of it, slowly wither away, knowing no corruption in 
that cold region.  

The wine upon the mountain top soaked in as we looked; the mountain became white; the 
sky, a very dark blue; the wind rose; and the air turned piercing cold. The five couriers 
buttoned their rough coats. There being no safer man to imitate in all such proceedings 
than a courier, I buttoned mine.  

The mountain in the sunset had stopped the five couriers in a conversation. It is a sublime 
sight, likely to stop conversation. The mountain being now out of the sunset, they 
resumed. Not that I had heard any part of their previous discourse; for indeed, I had not 
then broken away from the American gentleman, in the travellers' parlour of the convent, 
who, sitting with his face to the fire, had undertaken to realise to me the whole progress 
of events which had led to the accumulation by the Honourable Ananias Dodger of one of 
the largest acquisitions of dollars ever made in our country.  

'My God!' said the Swiss courier, speaking in French, which I do not hold (as some 
authors appear to do) to be such an all- sufficient excuse for a naughty word, that I have 
only to write it in that language to make it innocent; 'if you talk of ghosts - '  

'But I DON'T talk of ghosts,' said the German.  

'Of what then?' asked the Swiss.  

'If I knew of what then,' said the German, 'I should probably know a great deal more.'  

It was a good answer, I thought, and it made me curious. So, I moved my position to that 
corner of my bench which was nearest to them, and leaning my back against the convent 
wall, heard perfectly, without appearing to attend.  

'Thunder and lightning!' said the German, warming, 'when a certain man is coming to see 
you, unexpectedly; and, without his own knowledge, sends some invisible messenger, to 



put the idea of him into your head all day, what do you call that? When you walk along a 
crowded street - at Frankfort, Milan, London, Paris - and think that a passing stranger is 
like your friend Heinrich, and then that another passing stranger is like your friend 
Heinrich, and so begin to have a strange foreknowledge that presently you'll meet your 
friend Heinrich - which you do, though you believed him at Trieste - what do you call 
THAT?'  

'It's not uncommon, either,' murmured the Swiss and the other three.  

'Uncommon!' said the German. 'It's as common as cherries in the Black Forest. It's as 
common as maccaroni at Naples. And Naples reminds me! When the old Marchesa 
Senzanima shrieks at a card- party on the Chiaja - as I heard and saw her, for it happened 
in a Bavarian family of mine, and I was overlooking the service that evening - I say, 
when the old Marchesa starts up at the card-table, white through her rouge, and cries, 
"My sister in Spain is dead! I felt her cold touch on my back!" - and when that sister IS 
dead at the moment - what do you call that?'  

'Or when the blood of San Gennaro liquefies at the request of the clergy - as all the world 
knows that it does regularly once a-year, in my native city,' said the Neapolitan courier 
after a pause, with a comical look, 'what do you call that?'  

'THAT!' cried the German. 'Well, I think I know a name for that.'  

'Miracle?' said the Neapolitan, with the same sly face.  

The German merely smoked and laughed; and they all smoked and laughed.  

'Bah!' said the German, presently. 'I speak of things that really do happen. When I want to 
see the conjurer, I pay to see a professed one, and have my money's worth. Very strange 
things do happen without ghosts. Ghosts! Giovanni Baptista, tell your story of the 
English bride. There's no ghost in that, but something full as strange. Will any man tell 
me what?'  

As there was a silence among them, I glanced around. He whom I took to be Baptista was 
lighting a fresh cigar. He presently went on to speak. He was a Genoese, as I judged.  

'The story of the English bride?' said he. 'Basta! one ought not to call so slight a thing a 
story. Well, it's all one. But it's true. Observe me well, gentlemen, it's true. That which 
glitters is not always gold; but what I am going to tell, is true.'  

He repeated this more than once.  

Ten years ago, I took my credentials to an English gentleman at Long's Hotel, in Bond 
Street, London, who was about to travel - it might be for one year, it might be for two. He 
approved of them; likewise of me. He was pleased to make inquiry. The testimony that he 



received was favourable. He engaged me by the six months, and my entertainment was 
generous.  

He was young, handsome, very happy. He was enamoured of a fair young English lady, 
with a sufficient fortune, and they were going to be married. It was the wedding-trip, in 
short, that we were going to take. For three months' rest in the hot weather (it was early 
summer then) he had hired an old place on the Riviera, at an easy distance from my city, 
Genoa, on the road to Nice. Did I know that place? Yes; I told him I knew it well. It was 
an old palace with great gardens. It was a little bare, and it was a little dark and gloomy, 
being close surrounded by trees; but it was spacious, ancient, grand, and on the seashore. 
He said it had been so described to him exactly, and he was well pleased that I knew it. 
For its being a little bare of furniture, all such places were. For its being a little gloomy, 
he had hired it principally for the gardens, and he and my mistress would pass the 
summer weather in their shade.  

'So all goes well, Baptista?' said he.  

'Indubitably, signore; very well.'  

We had a travelling chariot for our journey, newly built for us, and in all respects 
complete. All we had was complete; we wanted for nothing. The marriage took place. 
They were happy. I was happy, seeing all so bright, being so well situated, going to my 
own city, teaching my language in the rumble to the maid, la bella Carolina, whose heart 
was gay with laughter: who was young and rosy.  

The time flew. But I observed - listen to this, I pray! (and here the courier dropped his 
voice) - I observed my mistress sometimes brooding in a manner very strange; in a 
frightened manner; in an unhappy manner; with a cloudy, uncertain alarm upon her. I 
think that I began to notice this when I was walking up hills by the carriage side, and 
master had gone on in front. At any rate, I remember that it impressed itself upon my 
mind one evening in the South of France, when she called to me to call master back; and 
when he came back, and walked for a long way, talking encouragingly and affectionately 
to her, with his hand upon the open window, and hers in it. Now and then, he laughed in a 
merry way, as if he were bantering her out of something. By-and-by, she laughed, and 
then all went well again.  

It was curious. I asked la bella Carolina, the pretty little one, Was mistress unwell? - No. 
- Out of spirits? - No. - Fearful of bad roads, or brigands? - No. And what made it more 
mysterious was, the pretty little one would not look at me in giving answer, but WOULD 
look at the view.  

But, one day she told me the secret.  

'If you must know,' said Carolina, 'I find, from what I have overheard, that mistress is 
haunted.'  



'How haunted?'  

'By a dream.'  

'What dream?'  

'By a dream of a face. For three nights before her marriage, she saw a face in a dream - 
always the same face, and only One.'  

'A terrible face?'  

'No. The face of a dark, remarkable-looking man, in black, with black hair and a grey 
moustache - a handsome man except for a reserved and secret air. Not a face she ever 
saw, or at all like a face she ever saw. Doing nothing in the dream but looking at her 
fixedly, out of darkness.'  

'Does the dream come back?'  

'Never. The recollection of it is all her trouble.'  

'And why does it trouble her?'  

Carolina shook her head.  

'That's master's question,' said la bella. 'She don't know. She wonders why, herself. But I 
heard her tell him, only last night, that if she was to find a picture of that face in our 
Italian house (which she is afraid she will) she did not know how she could ever bear it.'  

Upon my word I was fearful after this (said the Genoese courier) of our coming to the old 
palazzo, lest some such ill-starred picture should happen to be there. I knew there were 
many there; and, as we got nearer and nearer to the place, I wished the whole gallery in 
the crater of Vesuvius. To mend the matter, it was a stormy dismal evening when we, at 
last, approached that part of the Riviera. It thundered; and the thunder of my city and its 
environs, rolling among the high hills, is very loud. The lizards ran in and out of the 
chinks in the broken stone wall of the garden, as if they were frightened; the frogs 
bubbled and croaked their loudest; the sea-wind moaned, and the wet trees dripped; and 
the lightning - body of San Lorenzo, how it lightened!  

We all know what an old palace in or near Genoa is - how time and the sea air have 
blotted it - how the drapery painted on the outer walls has peeled off in great flakes of 
plaster - how the lower windows are darkened with rusty bars of iron - how the courtyard 
is overgrown with grass - how the outer buildings are dilapidated - how the whole pile 
seems devoted to ruin. Our palazzo was one of the true kind. It had been shut up close for 
months. Months? - years! - it had an earthy smell, like a tomb. The scent of the orange 
trees on the broad back terrace, and of the lemons ripening on the wall, and of some 
shrubs that grew around a broken fountain, had got into the house somehow, and had 



never been able to get out again. There was, in every room, an aged smell, grown faint 
with confinement. It pined in all the cupboards and drawers. In the little rooms of 
communication between great rooms, it was stifling. If you turned a picture - to come 
back to the pictures - there it still was, clinging to the wall behind the frame, like a sort of 
bat.  

The lattice-blinds were close shut, all over the house. There were two ugly, grey old 
women in the house, to take care of it; one of them with a spindle, who stood winding 
and mumbling in the doorway, and who would as soon have let in the devil as the air. 
Master, mistress, la bella Carolina, and I, went all through the palazzo. I went first, 
though I have named myself last, opening the windows and the lattice-blinds, and 
shaking down on myself splashes of rain, and scraps of mortar, and now and then a 
dozing mosquito, or a monstrous, fat, blotchy, Genoese spider.  

When I had let the evening light into a room, master, mistress, and la bella Carolina, 
entered. Then, we looked round at all the pictures, and I went forward again into another 
room. Mistress secretly had great fear of meeting with the likeness of that face - we all 
had; but there was no such thing. The Madonna and Bambino, San Francisco, San 
Sebastiano, Venus, Santa Caterina, Angels, Brigands, Friars, Temples at Sunset, Battles, 
White Horses, Forests, Apostles, Doges, all my old acquaintances many times repeated? - 
yes. Dark, handsome man in black, reserved and secret, with black hair and grey 
moustache, looking fixedly at mistress out of darkness? - no.  

At last we got through all the rooms and all the pictures, and came out into the gardens. 
They were pretty well kept, being rented by a gardener, and were large and shady. In one 
place there was a rustic theatre, open to the sky; the stage a green slope; the coulisses, 
three entrances upon a side, sweet-smelling leafy screens. Mistress moved her bright 
eyes, even there, as if she looked to see the face come in upon the scene; but all was well.  

'Now, Clara,' master said, in a low voice, 'you see that it is nothing? You are happy.'  

Mistress was much encouraged. She soon accustomed herself to that grim palazzo, and 
would sing, and play the harp, and copy the old pictures, and stroll with master under the 
green trees and vines all day. She was beautiful. He was happy. He would laugh and say 
to me, mounting his horse for his morning ride before the heat:  

'All goes well, Baptista!'  

'Yes, signore, thank God, very well.'  

We kept no company. I took la bella to the Duomo and Annunciata, to the Cafe, to the 
Opera, to the village Festa, to the Public Garden, to the Day Theatre, to the Marionetti. 
The pretty little one was charmed with all she saw. She learnt Italian - heavens! 
miraculously! Was mistress quite forgetful of that dream? I asked Carolina sometimes. 
Nearly, said la bella - almost. It was wearing out.  



One day master received a letter, and called me.  

'Baptista!'  

'Signore!'  

'A gentleman who is presented to me will dine here to-day. He is called the Signor 
Dellombra. Let me dine like a prince.'  

It was an odd name. I did not know that name. But, there had been many noblemen and 
gentlemen pursued by Austria on political suspicions, lately, and some names had 
changed. Perhaps this was one. Altro! Dellombra was as good a name to me as another.  

When the Signor Dellombra came to dinner (said the Genoese courier in the low voice, 
into which he had subsided once before), I showed him into the reception-room, the great 
sala of the old palazzo. Master received him with cordiality, and presented him to 
mistress. As she rose, her face changed, she gave a cry, and fell upon the marble floor.  

Then, I turned my head to the Signor Dellombra, and saw that he was dressed in black, 
and had a reserved and secret air, and was a dark, remarkable-looking man, with black 
hair and a grey moustache.  

Master raised mistress in his arms, and carried her to her own room, where I sent la bella 
Carolina straight. La bella told me afterwards that mistress was nearly terrified to death, 
and that she wandered in her mind about her dream, all night.  

Master was vexed and anxious - almost angry, and yet full of solicitude. The Signor 
Dellombra was a courtly gentleman, and spoke with great respect and sympathy of 
mistress's being so ill. The African wind had been blowing for some days (they had told 
him at his hotel of the Maltese Cross), and he knew that it was often hurtful. He hoped 
the beautiful lady would recover soon. He begged permission to retire, and to renew his 
visit when he should have the happiness of hearing that she was better. Master would not 
allow of this, and they dined alone.  

He withdrew early. Next day he called at the gate, on horse-back, to inquire for mistress. 
He did so two or three times in that week.  

What I observed myself, and what la bella Carolina told me, united to explain to me that 
master had now set his mind on curing mistress of her fanciful terror. He was all 
kindness, but he was sensible and firm. He reasoned with her, that to encourage such 
fancies was to invite melancholy, if not madness. That it rested with herself to be herself. 
That if she once resisted her strange weakness, so successfully as to receive the Signor 
Dellombra as an English lady would receive any other guest, it was for ever conquered. 
To make an end, the signore came again, and mistress received him without marked 
distress (though with constraint and apprehension still), and the evening passed serenely. 
Master was so delighted with this change, and so anxious to confirm it, that the Signor 



Dellombra became a constant guest. He was accomplished in pictures, books, and music; 
and his society, in any grim palazzo, would have been welcome.  

I used to notice, many times, that mistress was not quite recovered. She would cast down 
her eyes and droop her head, before the Signor Dellombra, or would look at him with a 
terrified and fascinated glance, as if his presence had some evil influence or power upon 
her. Turning from her to him, I used to see him in the shaded gardens, or the large half-
lighted sala, looking, as I might say, 'fixedly upon her out of darkness.' But, truly, I had 
not forgotten la bella Carolina's words describing the face in the dream.  

After his second visit I heard master say:  

'Now, see, my dear Clara, it's over! Dellombra has come and gone, and your 
apprehension is broken like glass.'  

'Will he - will he ever come again?' asked mistress.  

'Again? Why, surely, over and over again! Are you cold?' (she shivered).  

'No, dear - but - he terrifies me: are you sure that he need come again?'  

'The surer for the question, Clara!' replied master, cheerfully.  

But, he was very hopeful of her complete recovery now, and grew more and more so 
every day. She was beautiful. He was happy.  

'All goes well, Baptista?' he would say to me again.  

'Yes, signore, thank God; very well.'  

We were all (said the Genoese courier, constraining himself to speak a little louder), we 
were all at Rome for the Carnival. I had been out, all day, with a Sicilian, a friend of 
mine, and a courier, who was there with an English family. As I returned at night to our 
hotel, I met the little Carolina, who never stirred from home alone, running distractedly 
along the Corso.  

'Carolina! What's the matter?'  

'O Baptista! O, for the Lord's sake! where is my mistress?'  

'Mistress, Carolina?'  

'Gone since morning - told me, when master went out on his day's journey, not to call her, 
for she was tired with not resting in the night (having been in pain), and would lie in bed 
until the evening; then get up refreshed. She is gone! - she is gone! Master has come 



back, broken down the door, and she is gone! My beautiful, my good, my innocent 
mistress!'  

The pretty little one so cried, and raved, and tore herself that I could not have held her, 
but for her swooning on my arm as if she had been shot. Master came up - in manner, 
face, or voice, no more the master that I knew, than I was he. He took me (I laid the little 
one upon her bed in the hotel, and left her with the chamber-women), in a carriage, 
furiously through the darkness, across the desolate Campagna. When it was day, and we 
stopped at a miserable post-house, all the horses had been hired twelve hours ago, and 
sent away in different directions. Mark me! by the Signor Dellombra, who had passed 
there in a carriage, with a frightened English lady crouching in one corner.  

I never heard (said the Genoese courier, drawing a long breath) that she was ever traced 
beyond that spot. All I know is, that she vanished into infamous oblivion, with the 
dreaded face beside her that she had seen in her dream.  

'What do you call THAT?' said the German courier, triumphantly. 'Ghosts! There are no 
ghosts THERE! What do you call this, that I am going to tell you? Ghosts! There are no 
ghosts HERE!'  

I took an engagement once (pursued the German courier) with an English gentleman, 
elderly and a bachelor, to travel through my country, my Fatherland. He was a merchant 
who traded with my country and knew the language, but who had never been there since 
he was a boy - as I judge, some sixty years before.  

His name was James, and he had a twin-brother John, also a bachelor. Between these 
brothers there was a great affection. They were in business together, at Goodman's Fields, 
but they did not live together. Mr. James dwelt in Poland Street, turning out of Oxford 
Street, London; Mr. John resided by Epping Forest.  

Mr. James and I were to start for Germany in about a week. The exact day depended on 
business. Mr. John came to Poland Street (where I was staying in the house), to pass that 
week with Mr. James. But, he said to his brother on the second day, 'I don't feel very 
well, James. There's not much the matter with me; but I think I am a little gouty. I'll go 
home and put myself under the care of my old housekeeper, who understands my ways. If 
I get quite better, I'll come back and see you before you go. If I don't feel well enough to 
resume my visit where I leave it off, why YOU will come and see me before you go.' Mr. 
James, of course, said he would, and they shook hands - both hands, as they always did - 
and Mr. John ordered out his old-fashioned chariot and rumbled home.  

It was on the second night after that - that is to say, the fourth in the week - when I was 
awoke out of my sound sleep by Mr. James coming into my bedroom in his flannel-
gown, with a lighted candle. He sat upon the side of my bed, and looking at me, said:  

'Wilhelm, I have reason to think I have got some strange illness upon me.'  



I then perceived that there was a very unusual expression in his face.  

'Wilhelm,' said he, 'I am not afraid or ashamed to tell you what I might be afraid or 
ashamed to tell another man. You come from a sensible country, where mysterious things 
are inquired into and are not settled to have been weighed and measured - or to have been 
unweighable and unmeasurable - or in either case to have been completely disposed of, 
for all time - ever so many years ago. I have just now seen the phantom of my brother.'  

I confess (said the German courier) that it gave me a little tingling of the blood to hear it.  

'I have just now seen,' Mr. James repeated, looking full at me, that I might see how 
collected he was, 'the phantom of my brother John. I was sitting up in bed, unable to 
sleep, when it came into my room, in a white dress, and regarding me earnestly, passed 
up to the end of the room, glanced at some papers on my writing-desk, turned, and, still 
looking earnestly at me as it passed the bed, went out at the door. Now, I am not in the 
least mad, and am not in the least disposed to invest that phantom with any external 
existence out of myself. I think it is a warning to me that I am ill; and I think I had better 
be bled.'  

I got out of bed directly (said the German courier) and began to get on my clothes, 
begging him not to be alarmed, and telling him that I would go myself to the doctor. I 
was just ready, when we heard a loud knocking and ringing at the street door. My room 
being an attic at the back, and Mr. James's being the second-floor room in the front, we 
went down to his room, and put up the window, to see what was the matter.  

'Is that Mr. James?' said a man below, falling back to the opposite side of the way to look 
up.  

'It is,' said Mr. James, 'and you are my brother's man, Robert.'  

'Yes, Sir. I am sorry to say, Sir, that Mr. John is ill. He is very bad, Sir. It is even feared 
that he may be lying at the point of death. He wants to see you, Sir. I have a chaise here. 
Pray come to him. Pray lose no time.'  

Mr. James and I looked at one another. 'Wilhelm,' said he, 'this is strange. I wish you to 
come with me!' I helped him to dress, partly there and partly in the chaise; and no grass 
grew under the horses' iron shoes between Poland Street and the Forest.  

Now, mind! (said the German courier) I went with Mr. James into his brother's room, and 
I saw and heard myself what follows.  

His brother lay upon his bed, at the upper end of a long bed- chamber. His old 
housekeeper was there, and others were there: I think three others were there, if not four, 
and they had been with him since early in the afternoon. He was in white, like the figure - 
necessarily so, because he had his night-dress on. He looked like the figure - necessarily 
so, because he looked earnestly at his brother when he saw him come into the room.  



But, when his brother reached the bed-side, he slowly raised himself in bed, and looking 
full upon him, said these words:  

'JAMES, YOU HAVE SEEN ME BEFORE, TO-NIGHT - AND YOU KNOW IT!'  

And so died!  

I waited, when the German courier ceased, to hear something said of this strange story. 
The silence was unbroken. I looked round, and the five couriers were gone: so noiselessly 
that the ghostly mountain might have absorbed them into its eternal snows. By this time, I 
was by no means in a mood to sit alone in that awful scene, with the chill air coming 
solemnly upon me - or, if I may tell the truth, to sit alone anywhere. So I went back into 
the convent- parlour, and, finding the American gentleman still disposed to relate the 
biography of the Honourable Ananias Dodger, heard it all out.  



Tom Tiddler's Ground 
 

CHAPTER I--PICKING UP SOOT AND CINDERS  

"And why Tom Tiddler's ground?" said the Traveller.  

"Because he scatters halfpence to Tramps and such-like," returned the Landlord, "and of 
course they pick 'em up. And this being done on his own land (which it IS his own land, 
you observe, and were his family's before him), why it is but regarding the halfpence as 
gold and silver, and turning the ownership of the property a bit round your finger, and 
there you have the name of the children's game complete. And it's appropriate too," said 
the Landlord, with his favourite action of stooping a little, to look across the table out of 
window at vacancy, under the window-blind which was half drawn down. "Leastwise it 
has been so considered by many gentlemen which have partook of chops and tea in the 
present humble parlour."  

The Traveller was partaking of chops and tea in the present humble parlour, and the 
Landlord's shot was fired obliquely at him.  

"And you call him a Hermit?" said the Traveller.  

"They call him such," returned the Landlord, evading personal responsibility; "he is in 
general so considered."  

"What IS a Hermit?" asked the Traveller.  

"What is it?" repeated the Landlord, drawing his hand across his chin.  

"Yes, what is it?"  

The Landlord stooped again, to get a more comprehensive view of vacancy under the 
window-blind, and--with an asphyxiated appearance on him as one unaccustomed to 
definition--made no answer.  

"I'll tell you what I suppose it to be," said the Traveller. "An abominably dirty thing."  

"Mr. Mopes is dirty, it cannot be denied," said the Landlord.  

"Intolerably conceited."  

"Mr. Mopes is vain of the life he leads, some do say," replied the Landlord, as another 
concession.  

"A slothful, unsavoury, nasty reversal of the laws of human mature," said the Traveller; 
"and for the sake of GOD'S working world and its wholesomeness, both moral and 



physical, I would put the thing on the treadmill (if I had my way) wherever I found it; 
whether on a pillar, or in a hole; whether on Tom Tiddler's ground, or the Pope of Rome's 
ground, or a Hindoo fakeer's ground, or any other ground."  

"I don't know about putting Mr. Mopes on the treadmill," said the Landlord, shaking his 
head very seriously. "There ain't a doubt but what he has got landed property."  

"How far may it be to this said Tom Tiddler's ground?" asked the Traveller.  

"Put it at five mile," returned the Landlord.  

"Well! When I have done my breakfast," said the Traveller, "I'll go there. I came over 
here this morning, to find it out and see it."  

"Many does," observed the Landlord.  

The conversation passed, in the Midsummer weather of no remote year of grace, down 
among the pleasant dales and trout-streams of a green English county. No matter what 
county. Enough that you may hunt there, shoot there, fish there, traverse long grass-
grown Roman roads there, open ancient barrows there, see many a square mile of richly 
cultivated land there, and hold Arcadian talk with a bold peasantry, their country's pride, 
who will tell you (if you want to know) how pastoral housekeeping is done on nine 
shillings a week.  

Mr. Traveller sat at his breakfast in the little sanded parlour of the Peal of Bells village 
alehouse, with the dew and dust of an early walk upon his shoes--an early walk by road 
and meadow and coppice, that had sprinkled him bountifully with little blades of grass, 
and scraps of new hay, and with leaves both young and old, and with other such fragrant 
tokens of the freshness and wealth of summer. The window through which the landlord 
had concentrated his gaze upon vacancy was shaded, because the morning sun was hot 
and bright on the village street. The village street was like most other village streets: wide 
for its height, silent for its size, and drowsy in the dullest degree. The quietest little 
dwellings with the largest of window-shutters (to shut up Nothing as carefully as if it 
were the Mint, or the Bank of England) had called in the Doctor's house so suddenly, that 
his brass door-plate and three stories stood among them as conspicuous and different as 
the doctor himself in his broadcloth, among the smock-frocks of his patients. The village 
residences seemed to have gone to law with a similar absence of consideration, for a 
score of weak little lath-and- plaster cabins clung in confusion about the Attorney's red-
brick house, which, with glaring door-steps and a most terrific scraper, seemed to serve 
all manner of ejectments upon them. They were as various as labourers--high-shouldered, 
wry-necked, one-eyed, goggle- eyed, squinting, bow-legged, knock-knee'd, rheumatic, 
crazy. Some of the small tradesmen's houses, such as the crockery-shop and the harness-
maker, had a Cyclops window in the middle of the gable, within an inch or two of its 
apex, suggesting that some forlorn rural Prentice must wriggle himself into that 
apartment horizontally, when he retired to rest, after the manner of the worm. So 
bountiful in its abundance was the surrounding country, and so lean and scant the village, 



that one might have thought the village had sown and planted everything it once 
possessed, to convert the same into crops. This would account for the bareness of the 
little shops, the bareness of the few boards and trestles designed for market purposes in a 
corner of the street, the bareness of the obsolete Inn and Inn Yard, with the ominous 
inscription "Excise Office" not yet faded out from the gateway, as indicating the very last 
thing that poverty could get rid of. This would also account for the determined 
abandonment of the village by one stray dog, fast lessening in the perspective where the 
white posts and the pond were, and would explain his conduct on the hypothesis that he 
was going (through the act of suicide) to convert himself into manure, and become a part 
proprietor in turnips or mangold-wurzel.  

Mr. Traveller having finished his breakfast and paid his moderate score, walked out to the 
threshold of the Peal of Bells, and, thence directed by the pointing finger of his host, 
betook himself towards the ruined hermitage of Mr. Mopes the hermit.  

For, Mr. Mopes, by suffering everything about him to go to ruin, and by dressing himself 
in a blanket and skewer, and by steeping himself in soot and grease and other nastiness, 
had acquired great renown in all that country-side--far greater renown than he could ever 
have won for himself, if his career had been that of any ordinary Christian, or decent 
Hottentot. He had even blanketed and skewered and sooted and greased himself, into the 
London papers. And it was curious to find, as Mr. Traveller found by stopping for a new 
direction at this farm-house or at that cottage as he went along, with how much accuracy 
the morbid Mopes had counted on the weakness of his neighbours to embellish him. A 
mist of home-brewed marvel and romance surrounded Mopes, in which (as in all fogs) 
the real proportions of the real object were extravagantly heightened. He had murdered 
his beautiful beloved in a fit of jealousy and was doing penance; he had made a vow 
under the influence of grief; he had made a vow under the influence of a fatal accident; 
he had made a vow under the influence of religion; he had made a vow under the 
influence of drink; he had made a vow under the influence of disappointment; he had 
never made any vow, but "had got led into it" by the possession of a mighty and most 
awful secret; he was enormously rich, he was stupendously charitable, he was profoundly 
learned, he saw spectres, he knew and could do all kinds of wonders. Some said he went 
out every night, and was met by terrified wayfarers stalking along dark roads, others said 
he never went out, some knew his penance to be nearly expired, others had positive 
information that his seclusion was not a penance at all, and would never expire but with 
himself. Even, as to the easy facts of how old he was, or how long he had held verminous 
occupation of his blanket and skewer, no consistent information was to be got, from those 
who must know if they would. He was represented as being all the ages between five-
and-twenty and sixty, and as having been a hermit seven years, twelve, twenty, thirty,--
though twenty, on the whole, appeared the favourite term.  

"Well, well!" said Mr. Traveller. "At any rate, let us see what a real live Hermit looks 
like."  

So, Mr. Traveller went on, and on, and on, until he came to Tom Tiddler's Ground.  



It was a nook in a rustic by-road, which the genius of Mopes had laid waste as 
completely, as if he had been born an Emperor and a Conqueror. Its centre object was a 
dwelling-house, sufficiently substantial, all the window-glass of which had been long ago 
abolished by the surprising genius of Mopes, and all the windows of which were barred 
across with rough-split logs of trees nailed over them on the outside. A rickyard, hip-high 
in vegetable rankness and ruin, contained outbuildings from which the thatch had lightly 
fluttered away, on all the winds of all the seasons of the year, and from which the planks 
and beams had heavily dropped and rotted. The frosts and damps of winter, and the heats 
of summer, had warped what wreck remained, so that not a post or a board retained the 
position it was meant to hold, but everything was twisted from its purpose, like its owner, 
and degraded and debased. In this homestead of the sluggard, behind the ruined hedge, 
and sinking away among the ruined grass and the nettles, were the last perishing 
fragments of certain ricks: which had gradually mildewed and collapsed, until they 
looked like mounds of rotten honeycomb, or dirty sponge. Tom Tiddler's ground could 
even show its ruined water; for, there was a slimy pond into which a tree or two had 
fallen--one soppy trunk and branches lay across it then--which in its accumulation of 
stagnant weed, and in its black decomposition, and in all its foulness and filth, was almost 
comforting, regarded as the only water that could have reflected the shameful place 
without seeming polluted by that low office.  

Mr. Traveller looked all around him on Tom Tiddler's ground, and his glance at last 
encountered a dusky Tinker lying among the weeds and rank grass, in the shade of the 
dwelling-house. A rough walking- staff lay on the ground by his side, and his head rested 
on a small wallet. He met Mr. Traveller's eye without lifting up his head, merely 
depressing his chin a little (for he was lying on his back) to get a better view of him.  

"Good day!" said Mr. Traveller.  

"Same to you, if you like it," returned the Tinker.  

"Don't YOU like it? It's a very fine day."  

"I ain't partickler in weather," returned the Tinker, with a yawn.  

Mr. Traveller had walked up to where he lay, and was looking down at him. "This is a 
curious place," said Mr. Traveller.  

"Ay, I suppose so!" returned the Tinker. "Tom Tiddler's ground, they call this."  

"Are you well acquainted with it?"  

"Never saw it afore to-day," said the Tinker, with another yawn, "and don't care if I never 
see it again. There was a man here just now, told me what it was called. If you want to 
see Tom himself, you must go in at that gate." He faintly indicated with his chin a little 
mean ruin of a wooden gate at the side of the house.  



"Have you seen Tom?"  

"No, and I ain't partickler to see him. I can see a dirty man anywhere."  

"He does not live in the house, then?" said Mr. Traveller, casting his eyes upon the house 
anew.  

"The man said," returned the Tinker, rather irritably,--"him as was here just now, 'this 
what you're a laying on, mate, is Tom Tiddler's ground. And if you want to see Tom,' he 
says, 'you must go in at that gate.' The man come out at that gate himself, and he ought to 
know."  

"Certainly," said Mr. Traveller.  

"Though, perhaps," exclaimed the Tinker, so struck by the brightness of his own idea, 
that it had the electric effect upon him of causing him to lift up his head an inch or so, 
"perhaps he was a liar! He told some rum 'uns--him as was here just now, did about this 
place of Tom's. He says--him as was here just now--'When Tom shut up the house, mate, 
to go to rack, the beds was left, all made, like as if somebody was a-going to sleep in 
every bed. And if you was to walk through the bedrooms now, you'd see the ragged 
mouldy bedclothes a heaving and a heaving like seas. And a heaving and a heaving with 
what?' he says. 'Why, with the rats under 'em.'"  

"I wish I had seen that man," Mr. Traveller remarked.  

"You'd have been welcome to see him instead of me seeing him," growled the Tinker; 
"for he was a long-winded one."  

Not without a sense of injury in the remembrance, the Tinker gloomily closed his eyes. 
Mr. Traveller, deeming the Tinker a short-winded one, from whom no further breath of 
information was to be derived, betook himself to the gate.  

Swung upon its rusty hinges, it admitted him into a yard in which there was nothing to be 
seen but an outhouse attached to the ruined building, with a barred window in it. As there 
were traces of many recent footsteps under this window, and as it was a low window, and 
unglazed, Mr. Traveller made bold to peep within the bars. And there to be sure he had a 
real live Hermit before him, and could judge how the real dead Hermits used to look.  

He was lying on a bank of soot and cinders, on the floor, in front of a rusty fireplace. 
There was nothing else in the dark little kitchen, or scullery, or whatever his den had been 
originally used as, but a table with a litter of old bottles on it. A rat made a clatter among 
these bottles, jumped down, and ran over the real live Hermit on his way to his hole, or 
the man in HIS hole would not have been so easily discernible. Tickled in the face by the 
rat's tail, the owner of Tom Tiddler's ground opened his eyes, saw Mr. Traveller, started 
up, and sprang to the window.  



"Humph!" thought Mr. Traveller, retiring a pace or two from the bars. "A compound of 
Newgate, Bedlam, a Debtors' Prison in the worst time, a chimney-sweep, a mudlark, and 
the Noble Savage! A nice old family, the Hermit family. Hah!"  

Mr. Traveller thought this, as he silently confronted the sooty object in the blanket and 
skewer (in sober truth it wore nothing else), with the matted hair and the staring eyes. 
Further, Mr. Traveller thought, as the eye surveyed him with a very obvious curiosity in 
ascertaining the effect they produced, "Vanity, vanity, vanity! Verily, all is vanity!"  

"What is your name, sir, and where do you come from?" asked Mr. Mopes the Hermit--
with an air of authority, but in the ordinary human speech of one who has been to school.  

Mr. Traveller answered the inquiries.  

"Did you come here, sir, to see ME?"  

"I did. I heard of you, and I came to see you.--I know you like to be seen." Mr. Traveller 
coolly threw the last words in, as a matter of course, to forestall an affectation of 
resentment or objection that he saw rising beneath the grease and grime of the face. They 
had their effect.  

"So," said the Hermit, after a momentary silence, unclasping the bars by which he had 
previously held, and seating himself behind them on the ledge of the window, with his 
bare legs and feet crouched up, "you know I like to be seen?"  

Mr. Traveller looked about him for something to sit on, and, observing a billet of wood in 
a corner, brought it near the window. Deliberately seating himself upon it, he answered, 
"Just so."  

Each looked at the other, and each appeared to take some pains to get the measure of the 
other.  

"Then you have come to ask me why I lead this life," said the Hermit, frowning in a 
stormy manner. "I never tell that to any human being. I will not be asked that."  

"Certainly you will not be asked that by me," said Mr. Traveller, "for I have not the 
slightest desire to know."  

"You are an uncouth man," said Mr. Mopes the Hermit.  

"You are another," said Mr. Traveller.  

The Hermit, who was plainly in the habit of overawing his visitors with the novelty of his 
filth and his blanket and skewer, glared at his present visitor in some discomfiture and 
surprise: as if he had taken aim at him with a sure gun, and his piece had missed fire.  



"Why do you come here at all?" he asked, after a pause.  

"Upon my life," said Mr. Traveller, "I was made to ask myself that very question only a 
few minutes ago--by a Tinker too."  

As he glanced towards the gate in saying it, the Hermit glanced in that direction likewise.  

"Yes. He is lying on his back in the sunlight outside," said Mr, Traveller, as if he had 
been asked concerning the man, "and he won't come in; for he says--and really very 
reasonably--'What should I come in for? I can see a dirty man anywhere.'"  

"You are an insolent person. Go away from my premises. Go!" said the Hermit, in an 
imperious and angry tone.  

"Come, come!" returned Mr. Traveller, quite undisturbed. "This is a little too much. You 
are not going to call yourself clean? Look at your legs. And as to these being your 
premises:- they are in far too disgraceful a condition to claim any privilege of ownership, 
or anything else."  

The Hermit bounced down from his window-ledge, and cast himself on his bed of soot 
and cinders.  

"I am not going," said Mr. Traveller, glancing in after him; "you won't get rid of me in 
that way. You had better come and talk."  

"I won't talk," said the Hermit, flouncing round to get his back towards the window.  

"Then I will," said Mr. Traveller. "Why should you take it ill that I have no curiosity to 
know why you live this highly absurd and highly indecent life? When I contemplate a 
man in a state of disease, surely there is no moral obligation on me to be anxious to know 
how he took it."  

After a short silence, the Hermit bounced up again, and came back to the barred window.  

"What? You are not gone?" he said, affecting to have supposed that he was.  

"Nor going," Mr. Traveller replied: "I design to pass this summer day here."  

"How dare you come, sir, upon my promises--" the Hermit was returning, when his 
visitor interrupted him.  

"Really, you know, you must NOT talk about your premises. I cannot allow such a place 
as this to be dignified with the name of premises."  

"How dare you," said the Hermit, shaking his bars, "come in at my gate, to taunt me with 
being in a diseased state?"  



"Why, Lord bless my soul," returned the other, very composedly, "you have not the face 
to say that you are in a wholesome state? Do allow me again to call your attention to your 
legs. Scrape yourself anywhere--with anything--and then tell me you are in a wholesome 
state. The fact is, Mr. Mopes, that you are not only a Nuisance--"  

"A Nuisance?" repeated the Hermit, fiercely.  

"What is a place in this obscene state of dilapidation but a Nuisance? What is a man in 
your obscene state of dilapidation but a Nuisance? Then, as you very well know, you 
cannot do without an audience, and your audience is a Nuisance. You attract all the 
disreputable vagabonds and prowlers within ten miles around, by exhibiting yourself to 
them in that objectionable blanket, and by throwing copper money among them, and 
giving them drink out of those very dirty jars and bottles that I see in there (their 
stomachs need be strong!); and in short," said Mr. Traveller, summing up in a quietly and 
comfortably settled manner, "you are a Nuisance, and this kennel is a Nuisance, and the 
audience that you cannot possibly dispense with is a Nuisance, and the Nuisance is not 
merely a local Nuisance, because it is a general Nuisance to know that there CAN BE 
such a Nuisance left in civilisation so very long after its time."  

"Will you go away? I have a gun in here," said the Hermit.  

"Pooh!"  

"I HAVE!"  

"Now, I put it to you. Did I say you had not? And as to going away, didn't I say I am not 
going away? You have made me forget where I was. I now remember that I was 
remarking on your conduct being a Nuisance. Moreover, it is in the last and lowest 
degree inconsequent foolishness and weakness."  

"Weakness?" echoed the Hermit.  

"Weakness," said Mr. Traveller, with his former comfortably settled final air.  

"I weak, you fool?" cried the Hermit, "I, who have held to my purpose, and my diet, and 
my only bed there, all these years?"  

"The more the years, the weaker you," returned Mr. Traveller. "Though the years are not 
so many as folks say, and as you willingly take credit for. The crust upon your face is 
thick and dark, Mr. Mopes, but I can see enough of you through it, to see that you are still 
a young man."  

"Inconsequent foolishness is lunacy, I suppose?" said the Hermit.  

"I suppose it is very like it," answered Mr. Traveller.  



"Do I converse like a lunatic?"  

"One of us two must have a strong presumption against him of being one, whether or no. 
Either the clean and decorously clad man, or the dirty and indecorously clad man. I don't 
say which."  

"Why, you self-sufficient bear," said the Hermit, "not a day passes but I am justified in 
my purpose by the conversations I hold here; not a day passes but I am shown, by 
everything I hear and see here, how right and strong I am in holding my purpose."  

Mr. Traveller, lounging easily on his billet of wood, took out a pocket pipe and began to 
fill it. "Now, that a man," he said, appealing to the summer sky as he did so, "that a man--
even behind bars, in a blanket and skewer--should tell me that he can see, from day to 
day, any orders or conditions of men, women, or children, who can by any possibility 
teach him that it is anything but the miserablest drivelling for a human creature to quarrel 
with his social nature--not to go so far as to say, to renounce his common human 
decency, for that is an extreme case; or who can teach him that he can in any wise 
separate himself from his kind and the habits of his kind, without becoming a deteriorated 
spectacle calculated to give the Devil (and perhaps the monkeys) pleasure,--is something 
wonderful! I repeat," said Mr. Traveller, beginning to smoke, "the unreasoning hardihood 
of it is something wonderful--even in a man with the dirt upon him an inch or two thick--
behind bars-- in a blanket and skewer!"  

The Hermit looked at him irresolutely, and retired to his soot and cinders and lay down, 
and got up again and came to the bars, and again looked at him irresolutely, and finally 
said with sharpness: "I don't like tobacco."  

"I don't like dirt," rejoined Mr. Traveller; "tobacco is an excellent disinfectant. We shall 
both be the better for my pipe. It is my intention to sit here through this summer day, until 
that blessed summer sun sinks low in the west, and to show you what a poor creature you 
are, through the lips of every chance wayfarer who may come in at your gate."  

"What do you mean?" inquired the Hermit, with a furious air.  

"I mean that yonder is your gate, and there are you, and here am I; I mean that I know it 
to be a moral impossibility that any person can stray in at that gate from any point of the 
compass, with any sort of experience, gained at first hand, or derived from another, that 
can confute me and justify you."  

"You are an arrogant and boastful hero," said the Hermit. "You think yourself profoundly 
wise."  

"Bah!" returned Mr. Traveller, quietly smoking. "There is little wisdom in knowing that 
every man must be up and doing, and that all mankind are made dependent on one 
another."  



"You have companions outside," said the Hermit. "I am not to be imposed upon by your 
assumed confidence in the people who may enter."  

"A depraved distrust," returned the visitor, compassionately raising his eyebrows, "of 
course belongs to your state, I can't help that."  

"Do you mean to tell me you have no confederates?"  

"I mean to tell you nothing but what I have told you. What I have told you is, that it is a 
moral impossibility that any son or daughter of Adam can stand on this ground that I put 
my foot on, or on any ground that mortal treads, and gainsay the healthy tenure on which 
we hold our existence."  

"Which is," sneered the Hermit, "according to you--"  

"Which is," returned the other, "according to Eternal Providence, that we must arise and 
wash our faces and do our gregarious work and act and re-act on one another, leaving 
only the idiot and the palsied to sit blinking in the corner. Come!" apostrophising the 
gate. "Open Sesame! Show his eyes and grieve his heart! I don't care who comes, for I 
know what must come of it!"  

With that, he faced round a little on his billet of wood towards the gate; and Mr. Mopes, 
the Hermit, after two or three ridiculous bounces of indecision at his bed and back again, 
submitted to what he could not help himself against, and coiled himself on his window- 
ledge, holding to his bars and looking out rather anxiously.  

 

Dickens didn't write chapters 2 to 5 and they are omitted in this edition.  

 

   

CHAPTER VI--PICKING UP MISS KIMMEENS  

The day was by this time waning, when the gate again opened, and, with the brilliant 
golden light that streamed from the declining sun and touched the very bars of the sooty 
creature's den, there passed in a little child; a little girl with beautiful bright hair. She 
wore a plain straw hat, had a door-key in her hand, and tripped towards Mr. Traveller as 
if she were pleased to see him and were going to repose some childish confidence in him, 
when she caught sight of the figure behind the bars, and started back in terror.  

"Don't be alarmed, darling!" said Mr. Traveller, taking her by the hand.  

"Oh, but I don't like it!" urged the shrinking child; "it's dreadful."  



"Well! I don't like it either," said Mr. Traveller.  

"Who has put it there?" asked the little girl. "Does it bite?"  

"No,--only barks. But can't you make up your mind to see it, my dear?" For she was 
covering her eyes.  

"O no no no!" returned the child. "I cannot bear to look at it!"  

Mr. Traveller turned his head towards his friend in there, as much as to ask him how he 
liked that instance of his success, and then took the child out at the still open gate, and 
stood talking to her for some half an hour in the mellow sunlight. At length he returned, 
encouraging her as she held his arm with both her hands; and laying his protecting hand 
upon her head and smoothing her pretty hair, he addressed his friend behind the bars as 
follows:  

Miss Pupford's establishment for six young ladies of tender years, is an establishment of a 
compact nature, an establishment in miniature, quite a pocket establishment. Miss 
Pupford, Miss Pupford's assistant with the Parisian accent, Miss Pupford's cook, and Miss 
Pupford's housemaid, complete what Miss Pupford calls the educational and domestic 
staff of her Lilliputian College.  

Miss Pupford is one of the most amiable of her sex; it necessarily follows that she 
possesses a sweet temper, and would own to the possession of a great deal of sentiment if 
she considered it quite reconcilable with her duty to parents. Deeming it not in the bond, 
Miss Pupford keeps it as far out of sight as she can--which (God bless her!) is not very 
far.  

Miss Pupford's assistant with the Parisian accent, may be regarded as in some sort an 
inspired lady, for she never conversed with a Parisian, and was never out of England--
except once in the pleasure- boat Lively, in the foreign waters that ebb and flow two 
miles off Margate at high water. Even under those geographically favourable 
circumstances for the acquisition of the French language in its utmost politeness and 
purity, Miss Pupford's assistant did not fully profit by the opportunity; for the pleasure-
boat, Lively, so strongly asserted its title to its name on that occasion, that she was 
reduced to the condition of lying in the bottom of the boat pickling in brine--as if she 
were being salted down for the use of the Navy--undergoing at the same time great 
mental alarm, corporeal distress, and clear-starching derangement.  

When Miss Pupford and her assistant first foregathered, is not known to men, or pupils. 
But, it was long ago. A belief would have established itself among pupils that the two 
once went to school together, were it not for the difficulty and audacity of imagining 
Miss Pupford born without mittens, and without a front, and without a bit of gold wire 
among her front teeth, and without little dabs of powder on her neat little face and nose. 
Indeed, whenever Miss Pupford gives a little lecture on the mythology of the misguided 
heathens (always carefully excluding Cupid from recognition), and tells how Minerva 



sprang, perfectly equipped, from the brain of Jupiter, she is half supposed to hint, "So I 
myself came into the world, completely up in Pinnock, Mangnall, Tables, and the use of 
the Globes."  

Howbeit, Miss Pupford and Miss Pupford's assistant are old old friends. And it is thought 
by pupils that, after pupils are gone to bed, they even call one another by their christian 
names in the quiet little parlour. For, once upon a time on a thunderous afternoon, when 
Miss Pupford fainted away without notice, Miss Pupford's assistant (never heard, before 
or since, to address her otherwise than as Miss Pupford) ran to her, crying out, "My 
dearest Euphemia!" And Euphemia is Miss Pupford's christian name on the sampler (date 
picked out) hanging up in the College-hall, where the two peacocks, terrified to death by 
some German text that is waddling down-hill after them out of a cottage, are scuttling 
away to hide their profiles in two immense bean-stalks growing out of flower-pots.  

Also, there is a notion latent among pupils, that Miss Pupford was once in love, and that 
the beloved object still moves upon this ball. Also, that he is a public character, and a 
personage of vast consequence. Also, that Miss Pupford's assistant knows all about it. 
For, sometimes of an afternoon when Miss Pupford has been reading the paper through 
her little gold eye-glass (it is necessary to read it on the spot, as the boy calls for it, with 
ill- conditioned punctuality, in an hour), she has become agitated, and has said to her 
assistant "G!" Then Miss Pupford's assistant has gone to Miss Pupford, and Miss Pupford 
has pointed out, with her eye-glass, G in the paper, and then Miss Pupford's assistant has 
read about G, and has shown sympathy. So stimulated has the pupil- mind been in its 
time to curiosity on the subject of G, that once, under temporary circumstances 
favourable to the bold sally, one fearless pupil did actually obtain possession of the paper, 
and range all over it in search of G, who had been discovered therein by Miss Pupford not 
ten minutes before. But no G could be identified, except one capital offender who had 
been executed in a state of great hardihood, and it was not to be supposed that Miss 
Pupford could ever have loved HIM. Besides, he couldn't be always being executed. 
Besides, he got into the paper again, alive, within a month.  

On the whole, it is suspected by the pupil-mind that G is a short chubby old gentleman, 
with little black sealing-wax boots up to his knees, whom a sharply observant pupil, Miss 
Linx, when she once went to Tunbridge Wells with Miss Pupford for the holidays, 
reported on her return (privately and confidentially) to have seen come capering up to 
Miss Pupford on the Promenade, and to have detected in the act of squeezing Miss 
Pupford's hand, and to have heard pronounce the words, "Cruel Euphemia, ever thine!"--
or something like that. Miss Linx hazarded a guess that he might be House of Commons, 
or Money Market, or Court Circular, or Fashionable Movements; which would account 
for his getting into the paper so often. But, it was fatally objected by the pupil-mind, that 
none of those notabilities could possibly be spelt with a G.  

There are other occasions, closely watched and perfectly comprehended by the pupil-
mind, when Miss Pupford imparts with mystery to her assistant that there is special 
excitement in the morning paper. These occasions are, when Miss Pupford finds an old 
pupil coming out under the head of Births, or Marriages. Affectionate tears are invariably 



seen in Miss Pupford's meek little eyes when this is the case; and the pupil-mind, 
perceiving that its order has distinguished itself--though the fact is never mentioned by 
Miss Pupford--becomes elevated, and feels that it likewise is reserved for greatness.  

Miss Pupford's assistant with the Parisian accent has a little more bone than Miss 
Pupford, but is of the same trim orderly diminutive cast, and, from long contemplation, 
admiration, and imitation of Miss Pupford, has grown like her. Being entirely devoted to 
Miss Pupford, and having a pretty talent for pencil-drawing, she once made a portrait of 
that lady: which was so instantly identified and hailed by the pupils, that it was done on 
stone at five shillings. Surely the softest and milkiest stone that ever was quarried, 
received that likeness of Miss Pupford! The lines of her placid little nose are so 
undecided in it that strangers to the work of art are observed to be exceedingly perplexed 
as to where the nose goes to, and involuntarily feel their own noses in a disconcerted 
manner. Miss Pupford being represented in a state of dejection at an open window, 
ruminating over a bowl of gold fish, the pupil-mind has settled that the bowl was 
presented by G, and that he wreathed the bowl with flowers of soul, and that Miss 
Pupford is depicted as waiting for him on a memorable occasion when he was behind his 
time.  

The approach of the last Midsummer holidays had a particular interest for the pupil-mind, 
by reason of its knowing that Miss Pupford was bidden, on the second day of those 
holidays, to the nuptials of a former pupil. As it was impossible to conceal the fact--so 
extensive were the dress-making preparations--Miss Pupford openly announced it. But, 
she held it due to parents to make the announcement with an air of gentle melancholy, as 
if marriage were (as indeed it exceptionally has been) rather a calamity. With an air of 
softened resignation and pity, therefore, Miss Pupford went on with her preparations: and 
meanwhile no pupil ever went up- stairs, or came down, without peeping in at the door of 
Miss Pupford's bedroom (when Miss Pupford wasn't there), and bringing back some 
surprising intelligence concerning the bonnet.  

The extensive preparations being completed on the day before the holidays, an 
unanimous entreaty was preferred to Miss Pupford by the pupil-mind--finding expression 
through Miss Pupford's assistant-- that she would deign to appear in all her splendour. 
Miss Pupford consenting, presented a lovely spectacle. And although the oldest pupil was 
barely thirteen, every one of the six became in two minutes perfect in the shape, cut, 
colour, price, and quality, of every article Miss Pupford wore.  

Thus delightfully ushered in, the holidays began. Five of the six pupils kissed little Kitty 
Kimmeens twenty times over (round total, one hundred times, for she was very popular), 
and so went home. Miss Kitty Kimmeens remained behind, for her relations and friends 
were all in India, far away. A self-helpful steady little child is Miss Kitty Kimmeens: a 
dimpled child too, and a loving.  

So, the great marriage-day came, and Miss Pupford, quite as much fluttered as any bride 
could be (G! thought Miss Kitty Kimmeens), went away, splendid to behold, in the 
carriage that was sent for her. But not Miss Pupford only went away; for Miss Pupford's 



assistant went away with her, on a dutiful visit to an aged uncle-- though surely the 
venerable gentleman couldn't live in the gallery of the church where the marriage was to 
be, thought Miss Kitty Kimmeens--and yet Miss Pupford's assistant had let out that she 
was going there. Where the cook was going, didn't appear, but she generally conveyed to 
Miss Kimmeens that she was bound, rather against her will, on a pilgrimage to perform 
some pious office that rendered new ribbons necessary to her best bonnet, and also 
sandals to her shoes.  

"So you see," said the housemaid, when they were all gone, "there's nobody left in the 
house but you and me, Miss Kimmeens."  

"Nobody else," said Miss Kitty Kimmeens, shaking her curls a little sadly. "Nobody!"  

"And you wouldn't like your Bella to go too; would you, Miss Kimmeens?" said the 
housemaid. (She being Bella.)  

"N-no," answered little Miss Kimmeens.  

"Your poor Bella is forced to stay with you, whether she likes it or not; ain't she, Miss 
Kimmeens?"  

"DON'T you like it?" inquired Kitty.  

"Why, you're such a darling, Miss, that it would be unkind of your Bella to make 
objections. Yet my brother-in-law has been took unexpected bad by this morning's post. 
And your poor Bella is much attached to him, letting alone her favourite sister, Miss 
Kimmeens."  

"Is he very ill?" asked little Kitty.  

"Your poor Bella has her fears so, Miss Kimmeens," returned the housemaid, with her 
apron at her eyes. "It was but his inside, it is true, but it might mount, and the doctor said 
that if it mounted he wouldn't answer." Here the housemaid was so overcome that Kitty 
administered the only comfort she had ready: which was a kiss.  

"If it hadn't been for disappointing Cook, dear Miss Kimmeens," said the housemaid, 
"your Bella would have asked her to stay with you. For Cook is sweet company, Miss 
Kimmeens, much more so than your own poor Bella."  

"But you are very nice, Bella."  

"Your Bella could wish to be so, Miss Kimmeens," returned the housemaid, "but she 
knows full well that it do not lay in her power this day."  

With which despondent conviction, the housemaid drew a heavy sigh, and shook her 
head, and dropped it on one side.  



"If it had been anyways right to disappoint Cook," she pursued, in a contemplative and 
abstracted manner, "it might have been so easy done! I could have got to my brother-in-
law's, and had the best part of the day there, and got back, long before our ladies come 
home at night, and neither the one nor the other of them need never have known it. Not 
that Miss Pupford would at all object, but that it might put her out, being tender-hearted. 
Hows'ever, your own poor Bella, Miss Kimmeens," said the housemaid, rousing herself, 
"is forced to stay with you, and you're a precious love, if not a liberty."  

"Bella," said little Kitty, after a short silence.  

"Call your own poor Bella, your Bella, dear," the housemaid besought her.  

"My Bella, then."  

"Bless your considerate heart!" said the housemaid.  

"If you would not mind leaving me, I should not mind being left. I am not afraid to stay 
in the house alone. And you need not be uneasy on my account, for I would be very 
careful to do no harm."  

"O! As to harm, you more than sweetest, if not a liberty," exclaimed the housemaid, in a 
rapture, "your Bella could trust you anywhere, being so steady, and so answerable. The 
oldest head in this house (me and Cook says), but for its bright hair, is Miss Kimmeens. 
But no, I will not leave you; for you would think your Bella unkind."  

"But if you are my Bella, you MUST go," returned the child.  

"Must I?" said the housemaid, rising, on the whole with alacrity. "What must be, must be, 
Miss Kimmeens. Your own poor Bella acts according, though unwilling. But go or stay, 
your own poor Bella loves you, Miss Kimmeens."  

It was certainly go, and not stay, for within five minutes Miss Kimmeens's own poor 
Bella--so much improved in point of spirits as to have grown almost sanguine on the 
subject of her brother-in-law-- went her way, in apparel that seemed to have been 
expressly prepared for some festive occasion. Such are the changes of this fleeting world, 
and so short-sighted are we poor mortals!  

When the house door closed with a bang and a shake, it seemed to Miss Kimmeens to be 
a very heavy house door, shutting her up in a wilderness of a house. But, Miss Kimmeens 
being, as before stated, of a self-reliant and methodical character, presently began to 
parcel out the long summer-day before her.  

And first she thought she would go all over the house, to make quite sure that nobody 
with a great-coat on and a carving-knife in it, had got under one of the beds or into one of 
the cupboards. Not that she had ever before been troubled by the image of anybody 
armed with a great-coat and a carving-knife, but that it seemed to have been shaken into 



existence by the shake and the bang of the great street- door, reverberating through the 
solitary house. So, little Miss Kimmeens looked under the five empty beds of the five 
departed pupils, and looked, under her own bed, and looked under Miss Pupford's bed, 
and looked under Miss Pupford's assistants bed. And when she had done this, and was 
making the tour of the cupboards, the disagreeable thought came into her young head, 
What a very alarming thing it would be to find somebody with a mask on, like Guy 
Fawkes, hiding bolt upright in a corner and pretending not to be alive! However, Miss 
Kimmeens having finished her inspection without making any such uncomfortable 
discovery, sat down in her tidy little manner to needlework, and began stitching away at a 
great rate.  

The silence all about her soon grew very oppressive, and the more so because of the odd 
inconsistency that the more silent it was, the more noises there were. The noise of her 
own needle and thread as she stitched, was infinitely louder in her ears than the stitching 
of all the six pupils, and of Miss Pupford, and of Miss Pupford's assistant, all stitching 
away at once on a highly emulative afternoon. Then, the schoolroom clock conducted 
itself in a way in which it had never conducted itself before--fell lame, somehow, and yet 
persisted in running on as hard and as loud as it could: the consequence of which 
behaviour was, that it staggered among the minutes in a state of the greatest confusion, 
and knocked them about in all directions without appearing to get on with its regular 
work. Perhaps this alarmed the stairs; but be that as it might, they began to creak in a 
most unusual manner, and then the furniture began to crack, and then poor little Miss 
Kimmeens, not liking the furtive aspect of things in general, began to sing as she stitched. 
But, it was not her own voice that she heard--it was somebody else making believe to be 
Kitty, and singing excessively flat, without any heart--so as that would never mend 
matters, she left off again.  

By-and-by the stitching became so palpable a failure that Miss Kitty Kimmeens folded 
her work neatly, and put it away in its box, and gave it up. Then the question arose about 
reading. But no; the book that was so delightful when there was somebody she loved for 
her eyes to fall on when they rose from the page, had not more heart in it than her own 
singing now. The book went to its shelf as the needlework had gone to its box, and, since 
something MUST be done-- thought the child, "I'll go put my room to rights."  

She shared her room with her dearest little friend among the other five pupils, and why 
then should she now conceive a lurking dread of the little friend's bedstead? But she did. 
There was a stealthy air about its innocent white curtains, and there were even dark hints 
of a dead girl lying under the coverlet. The great want of human company, the great need 
of a human face, began now to express itself in the facility with which the furniture put 
on strange exaggerated resemblances to human looks. A chair with a menacing frown 
was horribly out of temper in a corner; a most vicious chest of drawers snarled at her 
from between the windows. It was no relief to escape from those monsters to the looking-
glass, for the reflection said, "What? Is that you all alone there? How you stare!" And the 
background was all a great void stare as well.  



The day dragged on, dragging Kitty with it very slowly by the hair of her head, until it 
was time to eat. There were good provisions in the pantry, but their right flavour and 
relish had evaporated with the five pupils, and Miss Pupford, and Miss Pupford's 
assistant, and the cook and housemaid. Where was the use of laying the cloth 
symmetrically for one small guest, who had gone on ever since the morning growing 
smaller and smaller, while the empty house had gone on swelling larger and larger? The 
very Grace came out wrong, for who were "we" who were going to receive and be 
thankful? So, Miss Kimmeens was NOT thankful, and found herself taking her dinner in 
very slovenly style--gobbling it up, in short, rather after the manner of the lower animals, 
not to particularise the pigs.  

But, this was by no means the worst of the change wrought out in the naturally loving and 
cheery little creature as the solitary day wore on. She began to brood and be suspicious. 
She discovered that she was full of wrongs and injuries. All the people she knew, got 
tainted by her lonely thoughts and turned bad.  

It was all very well for Papa, a widower in India, to send her home to be educated, and to 
pay a handsome round sum every year for her to Miss Pupford, and to write charming 
letters to his darling little daughter; but what did he care for her being left by herself, 
when he was (as no doubt he always was) enjoying himself in company from morning till 
night? Perhaps he only sent her here, after all, to get her out of the way. It looked like it--
looked like it to-day, that is, for she had never dreamed of such a thing before.  

And this old pupil who was being married. It was unsupportably conceited and selfish in 
the old pupil to be married. She was very vain, and very glad to show off; but it was 
highly probable that she wasn't pretty; and even if she were pretty (which Miss 
Kimmeens now totally denied), she had no business to be married; and, even if marriage 
were conceded, she had no business to ask Miss Pupford to her wedding. As to Miss 
Pupford, she was too old to go to any wedding. She ought to know that. She had much 
better attend to her business. She had thought she looked nice in the morning, but she 
didn't look nice. She was a stupid old thing. G was another stupid old thing. Miss 
Pupford's assistant was another. They were all stupid old things together.  

More than that: it began to be obvious that this was a plot. They had said to one another, 
"Never mind Kitty; you get off, and I'll get off; and we'll leave Kitty to look after herself. 
Who cares for her?" To be sure they were right in that question; for who DID care for 
her, a poor little lonely thing against whom they all planned and plotted? Nobody, 
nobody! Here Kitty sobbed.  

At all other times she was the pet of the whole house, and loved her five companions in 
return with a child's tenderest and most ingenuous attachment; but now, the five 
companions put on ugly colours, and appeared for the first time under a sullen cloud. 
There they were, all at their homes that day, being made much of, being taken out, being 
spoilt and made disagreeable, and caring nothing for her. It was like their artful 
selfishness always to tell her when they came back, under pretence of confidence and 
friendship, all those details about where they had been, and what they had done and seen, 



and how often they had said, "O! If we had only darling little Kitty here!" Here indeed! I 
dare say! When they came back after the holidays, they were used to being received by 
Kitty, and to saying that coming to Kitty was like coming to another home. Very well 
then, why did they go away? If the meant it, why did they go away? Let them answer 
that. But they didn't mean it, and couldn't answer that, and they didn't tell the truth, and 
people who didn't tell the truth were hateful. When they came back next time, they should 
be received in a new manner; they should be avoided and shunned.  

And there, the while she sat all alone revolving how ill she was used, and how much 
better she was than the people who were not alone, the wedding breakfast was going on: 
no question of it! With a nasty great bride-cake, and with those ridiculous orange-
flowers, and with that conceited bride, and that hideous bridegroom, and those heartless 
bridesmaids, and Miss Pupford stuck up at the table! They thought they were enjoying 
themselves, but it would come home to them one day to have thought so. They would all 
be dead in a few years, let them enjoy themselves ever so much. It was a religious 
comfort to know that.  

It was such a comfort to know it, that little Miss Kitty Kimmeens suddenly sprang from 
the chair in which she had been musing in a corner, and cried out, "O those envious 
thoughts are not mine, O this wicked creature isn't me! Help me, somebody! I go wrong, 
alone by my weak self! Help me, anybody!"  

"--Miss Kimmeens is not a professed philosopher, sir," said Mr. Traveller, presenting her 
at the barred window, and smoothing her shining hair, "but I apprehend there was some 
tincture of philosophy in her words, and in the prompt action with which she followed 
them. That action was, to emerge from her unnatural solitude, and look abroad for 
wholesome sympathy, to bestow and to receive. Her footsteps strayed to this gate, 
bringing her here by chance, as an apposite contrast to you. The child came out, sir. If 
you have the wisdom to learn from a child (but I doubt it, for that requires more wisdom 
than one in your condition would seem to possess), you cannot do better than imitate the 
child, and come out too--from that very demoralising hutch of yours."  

CHAPTER VII -- PICKING UP THE TINKER  

It was now sunset. The Hermit had betaken himself to his bed of cinders half an hour ago, 
and lying on it in his blanket and skewer with his back to the window, took not the 
smallest heed of the appeal addressed to him.  

All that had been said for the last two hours, had been said to a tinkling accompaniment 
performed by the Tinker, who had got to work upon some villager's pot or kettle, and was 
working briskly outside. This music still continuing, seemed to put it into Mr. Traveller's 
mind to have another word or two with the Tinker. So, holding Miss Kimmeens (with 
whom he was now on the most friendly terms) by the hand, he went out at the gate to 
where the Tinker was seated at his work on the patch of grass on the opposite side of the 
road, with his wallet of tools open before him, and his little fire smoking.  



"I am glad to see you employed," said Mr. Traveller.  

"I am glad to BE employed," returned the Tinker, looking up as he put the finishing 
touches to his job. "But why are you glad?"  

I thought you were a lazy fellow when I saw you this morning."  

"I was only disgusted," said the Tinker.  

"Do you mean with the fine weather?"  

"With the fine weather?" repeated the Tinker, staring.  

"You told me you were not particular as to weather, and I thought--"  

"Ha, ha! How should such as me get on, if we WAS particular as to weather? We must 
take it as it comes, and make the best of it. There's something good in all weathers. If it 
don't happen to be good for my work to-day, it's good for some other man's to-day, and 
will come round to me to-morrow. We must all live."  

"Pray shake hands," said Mr. Traveller.  

"Take care, sir," was the Tinker's caution, as he reached up his hand in surprise; "the 
black comes off."  

"I am glad of it," said Mr. Traveller. "I have been for several hours among other black 
that does not come off."  

"You are speaking of Tom in there?"  

"Yes."  

"Well now," said the Tinker, blowing the dust off his job: which was finished. "Ain't it 
enough to disgust a pig, if he could give his mind to it?"  

"If he could give his mind to it," returned the other, smiling, "the probability is that he 
wouldn't be a pig."  

"There you clench the nail," returned the Tinker. "Then what's to be said for Tom?"  

"Truly, very little."  

"Truly nothing you mean, sir," said the Tinker, as he put away his tools.  

"A better answer, and (I freely acknowledge) my meaning. I infer that he was the cause 
of your disgust?"  



"Why, look'ee here, sir," said the Tinker, rising to his feet, and wiping his face on the 
corner of his black apron energetically; "I leave you to judge!--I ask you!--Last night I 
has a job that needs to be done in the night, and I works all night. Well, there's nothing in 
that. But this morning I comes along this road here, looking for a sunny and soft spot to 
sleep in, and I sees this desolation and ruination. I've lived myself in desolation and 
ruination; I knows many a fellow-creetur that's forced to live life long in desolation and 
ruination; and I sits me down and takes pity on it, as I casts my eyes about. Then comes 
up the long-winded one as I told you of, from that gate, and spins himself out like a 
silkworm concerning the Donkey (if my Donkey at home will excuse me) as has made it 
all--made it of his own choice! And tells me, if you please, of his likewise choosing to go 
ragged and naked, and grimy-- maskerading, mountebanking, in what is the real hard lot 
of thousands and thousands! Why, then I say it's a unbearable and nonsensical piece of 
inconsistency, and I'm disgusted. I'm ashamed and disgusted!"  

"I wish you would come and look at him," said Mr. Traveller, clapping the Tinker on the 
shoulder.  

"Not I, sir," he rejoined. "I ain't a going to flatter him up by looking at him!"  

"But he is asleep."  

"Are you sure he is asleep?" asked the Tinker, with an unwilling air, as he shouldered his 
wallet.  

"Sure."  

"Then I'll look at him for a quarter of a minute," said the Tinker, "since you so much wish 
it; but not a moment longer."  

They all three went back across the road; and, through the barred window, by the dying 
glow of the sunset coming in at the gate--which the child held open for its admission--he 
could be pretty clearly discerned lying on his bed.  

"You see him?" asked Mr. Traveller.  

"Yes," returned the Tinker, "and he's worse than I thought him."  

Mr. Traveller then whispered in few words what he had done since morning; and asked 
the Tinker what he thought of that?  

"I think," returned the Tinker, as he turned from the window, "that you've wasted a day 
on him."  

"I think so too; though not, I hope, upon myself. Do you happen to be going anywhere 
near the Peal of Bells?"  



"That's my direct way, sir," said the Tinker.  

"I invite you to supper there. And as I learn from this young lady that she goes some 
three-quarters of a mile in the same direction, we will drop her on the road, and we will 
spare time to keep her company at her garden gate until her own Bella comes home."  

So, Mr. Traveller, and the child, and the Tinker, went along very amicably in the sweet-
scented evening; and the moral with which the Tinker dismissed the subject was, that he 
said in his trade that metal that rotted for want of use, had better be left to rot, and 
couldn't rot too soon, considering how much true metal rotted from over-use and hard 
service.  



The Trial for Murder 
 

I have always noticed a prevalent want of courage, even among persons of superior 
intelligence and culture, as to imparting their own psychological experiences when those 
have been of a strange sort. Almost all men are afraid that what they could relate in such 
wise would find no parallel or response in a listener's internal life, and might be 
suspected or laughed at. A truthful traveller, who should have seen some extraordinary 
creature in the likeness of a sea-serpent, would have no fear of mentioning it; but the 
same traveller, having had some singular presentiment, impulse, vagary of thought, 
vision (so-called), dream, or other remarkable mental impression, would hesitate 
considerably before he would own to it. To this reticence I attribute much of the obscurity 
in which such subjects are involved. We do not habitually communicate our experiences 
of these subjective things as we do our experiences of objective creation. The 
consequence is, that the general stock of experience in this regard appears exceptional, 
and really is so, in respect of being miserably imperfect.  

In what I am going to relate, I have no intention of setting up, opposing, or supporting, 
any theory whatever. I know the history of the Bookseller of Berlin, I have studied the 
case of the wife of a late Astronomer Royal as related by Sir David Brewster, and I have 
followed the minutest details of a much more remarkable case of Spectral Illusion 
occurring within my private circle of friends. It may be necessary to state as to this last, 
that the sufferer (a lady) was in no degree, however distant, related to me. A mistaken 
assumption on that head might suggest an explanation of a part of my own case,--but only 
a part,--which would be wholly without foundation. It cannot be referred to my 
inheritance of any developed peculiarity, nor had I ever before any at all similar 
experience, nor have I ever had any at all similar experience since.  

It does not signify how many years ago, or how few, a certain murder was committed in 
England, which attracted great attention. We hear more than enough of murderers as they 
rise in succession to their atrocious eminence, and I would bury the memory of this 
particular brute, if I could, as his body was buried, in Newgate Jail. I purposely abstain 
from giving any direct clue to the criminal's individuality.  

When the murder was first discovered, no suspicion fell--or I ought rather to say, for I 
cannot be too precise in my facts, it was nowhere publicly hinted that any suspicion fell--
on the man who was afterwards brought to trial. As no reference was at that time made to 
him in the newspapers, it is obviously impossible that any description of him can at that 
time have been given in the newspapers. It is essential that this fact be remembered.  

Unfolding at breakfast my morning paper, containing the account of that first discovery, I 
found it to be deeply interesting, and I read it with close attention. I read it twice, if not 
three times. The discovery had been made in a bedroom, and, when I laid down the paper, 
I was aware of a flash--rush--flow--I do not know what to call it,--no word I can find is 
satisfactorily descriptive,--in which I seemed to see that bedroom passing through my 
room, like a picture impossibly painted on a running river. Though almost instantaneous 



in its passing, it was perfectly clear; so clear that I distinctly, and with a sense of relief, 
observed the absence of the dead body from the bed.  

It was in no romantic place that I had this curious sensation, but in chambers in 
Piccadilly, very near to the corner of St. James's Street. It was entirely new to me. I was 
in my easy-chair at the moment, and the sensation was accompanied with a peculiar 
shiver which started the chair from its position. (But it is to be noted that the chair ran 
easily on castors.) I went to one of the windows (there are two in the room, and the room 
is on the second floor) to refresh my eyes with the moving objects down in Piccadilly. It 
was a bright autumn morning, and the street was sparkling and cheerful. The wind was 
high. As I looked out, it brought down from the Park a quantity of fallen leaves, which a 
gust took, and whirled into a spiral pillar. As the pillar fell and the leaves dispersed, I saw 
two men on the opposite side of the way, going from West to East. They were one behind 
the other. The foremost man often looked back over his shoulder. The second man 
followed him, at a distance of some thirty paces, with his right hand menacingly raised. 
First, the singularity and steadiness of this threatening gesture in so public a thoroughfare 
attracted my attention; and next, the more remarkable circumstance that nobody heeded 
it. Both men threaded their way among the other passengers with a smoothness hardly 
consistent even with the action of walking on a pavement; and no single creature, that I 
could see, gave them place, touched them, or looked after them. In passing before my 
windows, they both stared up at me. I saw their two faces very distinctly, and I knew that 
I could recognise them anywhere. Not that I had consciously noticed anything very 
remarkable in either face, except that the man who went first had an unusually lowering 
appearance, and that the face of the man who followed him was of the colour of impure 
wax.  

I am a bachelor, and my valet and his wife constitute my whole establishment. My 
occupation is in a certain Branch Bank, and I wish that my duties as head of a 
Department were as light as they are popularly supposed to be. They kept me in town that 
autumn, when I stood in need of change. I was not ill, but I was not well. My reader is to 
make the most that can be reasonably made of my feeling jaded, having a depressing 
sense upon me of a monotonous life, and being "slightly dyspeptic." I am assured by my 
renowned doctor that my real state of health at that time justifies no stronger description, 
and I quote his own from his written answer to my request for it.  

As the circumstances of the murder, gradually unravelling, took stronger and stronger 
possession of the public mind, I kept them away from mine by knowing as little about 
them as was possible in the midst of the universal excitement. But I knew that a verdict of 
Wilful Murder had been found against the suspected murderer, and that he had been 
committed to Newgate for trial. I also knew that his trial had been postponed over one 
Sessions of the Central Criminal Court, on the ground of general prejudice and want of 
time for the preparation of the defence. I may further have known, but I believe I did not, 
when, or about when, the Sessions to which his trial stood postponed would come on.  

My sitting-room, bedroom, and dressing-room, are all on one floor. With the last there is 
no communication but through the bedroom. True, there is a door in it, once 



communicating with the staircase; but a part of the fitting of my bath has been--and had 
then been for some years--fixed across it. At the same period, and as a part of the same 
arrangement,--the door had been nailed up and canvased over.  

I was standing in my bedroom late one night, giving some directions to my servant before 
he went to bed. My face was towards the only available door of communication with the 
dressing-room, and it was closed. My servant's back was towards that door. While I was 
speaking to him, I saw it open, and a man look in, who very earnestly and mysteriously 
beckoned to me. That man was the man who had gone second of the two along 
Piccadilly, and whose face was of the colour of impure wax.  

The figure, having beckoned, drew back, and closed the door. With no longer pause than 
was made by my crossing the bedroom, I opened the dressing-room door, and looked in. I 
had a lighted candle already in my hand. I felt no inward expectation of seeing the figure 
in the dressing-room, and I did not see it there.  

Conscious that my servant stood amazed, I turned round to him, and said: "Derrick, could 
you believe that in my cool senses I fancied I saw a--" As I there laid my hand upon his 
breast, with a sudden start he trembled violently, and said, "O Lord, yes, sir! A dead man 
beckoning!"  

Now I do not believe that this John Derrick, my trusty and attached servant for more than 
twenty years, had any impression whatever of having seen any such figure, until I 
touched him. The change in him was so startling, when I touched him, that I fully believe 
he derived his impression in some occult manner from me at that instant.  

I bade John Derrick bring some brandy, and I gave him a dram, and was glad to take one 
myself. Of what had preceded that night's phenomenon, I told him not a single word. 
Reflecting on it, I was absolutely certain that I had never seen that face before, except on 
the one occasion in Piccadilly. Comparing its expression when beckoning at the door 
with its expression when it had stared up at me as I stood at my window, I came to the 
conclusion that on the first occasion it had sought to fasten itself upon my memory, and 
that on the second occasion it had made sure of being immediately remembered.  

I was not very comfortable that night, though I felt a certainty, difficult to explain, that 
the figure would not return. At daylight I fell into a heavy sleep, from which I was 
awakened by John Derrick's coming to my bedside with a paper in his hand.  

This paper, it appeared, had been the subject of an altercation at the door between its 
bearer and my servant. It was a summons to me to serve upon a Jury at the forthcoming 
Sessions of the Central Criminal Court at the Old Bailey. I had never before been 
summoned on such a Jury, as John Derrick well knew. He believed--I am not certain at 
this hour whether with reason or otherwise--that that class of Jurors were customarily 
chosen on a lower qualification than mine, and he had at first refused to accept the 
summons. The man who served it had taken the matter very coolly. He had said that my 



attendance or non-attendance was nothing to him; there the summons was; and I should 
deal with it at my own peril, and not at his.  

For a day or two I was undecided whether to respond to this call, or take no notice of it. I 
was not conscious of the slightest mysterious bias, influence, or attraction, one way or 
other. Of that I am as strictly sure as of every other statement that I make here. Ultimately 
I decided, as a break in the monotony of my life, that I would go.  

The appointed morning was a raw morning in the month of November. There was a dense 
brown fog in Piccadilly, and it became positively black and in the last degree oppressive 
East of Temple Bar. I found the passages and staircases of the Court-House flaringly 
lighted with gas, and the Court itself similarly illuminated. I THINK that, until I was 
conducted by officers into the Old Court and saw its crowded state, I did not know that 
the Murderer was to be tried that day. I THINK that, until I was so helped into the Old 
Court with considerable difficulty, I did not know into which of the two Courts sitting my 
summons would take me. But this must not be received as a positive assertion, for I am 
not completely satisfied in my mind on either point.  

I took my seat in the place appropriated to Jurors in waiting, and I looked about the Court 
as well as I could through the cloud of fog and breath that was heavy in it. I noticed the 
black vapour hanging like a murky curtain outside the great windows, and I noticed the 
stifled sound of wheels on the straw or tan that was littered in the street; also, the hum of 
the people gathered there, which a shrill whistle, or a louder song or hail than the rest, 
occasionally pierced. Soon afterwards the Judges, two in number, entered, and took their 
seats. The buzz in the Court was awfully hushed. The direction was given to put the 
Murderer to the bar. He appeared there. And in that same instant I recognised in him the 
first of the two men who had gone down Piccadilly.  

If my name had been called then, I doubt if I could have answered to it audibly. But it 
was called about sixth or eighth in the panel, and I was by that time able to say, "Here!" 
Now, observe. As I stepped into the box, the prisoner, who had been looking on 
attentively, but with no sign of concern, became violently agitated, and beckoned to his 
attorney. The prisoner's wish to challenge me was so manifest, that it occasioned a pause, 
during which the attorney, with his hand upon the dock, whispered with his client, and 
shook his head. I afterwards had it from that gentleman, that the prisoner's first affrighted 
words to him were, "AT ALL HAZARDS, CHALLENGE THAT MAN!" But that, as he 
would give no reason for it, and admitted that he had not even known my name until he 
heard it called and I appeared, it was not done.  

Both on the ground already explained, that I wish to avoid reviving the unwholesome 
memory of that Murderer, and also because a detailed account of his long trial is by no 
means indispensable to my narrative, I shall confine myself closely to such incidents in 
the ten days and nights during which we, the Jury, were kept together, as directly bear on 
my own curious personal experience. It is in that, and not in the Murderer, that I seek to 
interest my reader. It is to that, and not to a page of the Newgate Calendar, that I beg 
attention.  



  

I was chosen Foreman of the Jury. On the second morning of the trial, after evidence had 
been taken for two hours (I heard the church clocks strike), happening to cast my eyes 
over my brother jurymen, I found an inexplicable difficulty in counting them. I counted 
them several times, yet always with the same difficulty. In short, I made them one too 
many.  

I touched the brother jurymen whose place was next me, and I whispered to him, "Oblige 
me by counting us." He looked surprised by the request, but turned his head and counted. 
"Why," says he, suddenly, "we are Thirt-; but no, it's not possible. No. We are twelve."  

According to my counting that day, we were always right in detail, but in the gross we 
were always one too many. There was no appearance--no figure--to account for it; but I 
had now an inward foreshadowing of the figure that was surely coming.  

The Jury were housed at the London Tavern. We all slept in one large room on separate 
tables, and we were constantly in the charge and under the eye of the officer sworn to 
hold us in safe-keeping. I see no reason for suppressing the real name of that officer. He 
was intelligent, highly polite, and obliging, and (I was glad to hear) much respected in the 
City. He had an agreeable presence, good eyes, enviable black whiskers, and a fine 
sonorous voice. His name was Mr. Harker.  

When we turned into our twelve beds at night, Mr. Harker's bed was drawn across the 
door. On the night of the second day, not being disposed to lie down, and seeing Mr. 
Harker sitting on his bed, I went and sat beside him, and offered him a pinch of snuff. As 
Mr. Harker's hand touched mine in taking it from my box, a peculiar shiver crossed him, 
and he said, "Who is this?"  

Following Mr. Harker's eyes, and looking along the room, I saw again the figure I 
expected,--the second of the two men who had gone down Piccadilly. I rose, and 
advanced a few steps; then stopped, and looked round at Mr. Harker. He was quite 
unconcerned, laughed, and said in a pleasant way, "I thought for a moment we had a 
thirteenth juryman, without a bed. But I see it is the moonlight."  

Making no revelation to Mr. Harker, but inviting him to take a walk with me to the end of 
the room, I watched what the figure did. It stood for a few moments by the bedside of 
each of my eleven brother jurymen, close to the pillow. It always went to the right-hand 
side of the bed, and always passed out crossing the foot of the next bed. It seemed, from 
the action of the head, merely to look down pensively at each recumbent figure. It took 
no notice of me, or of my bed, which was that nearest to Mr. Harker's. It seemed to go out 
where the moonlight came in, through a high window, as by an aerial flight of stairs.  

Next morning at breakfast, it appeared that everybody present had dreamed of the 
murdered man last night, except myself and Mr. Harker.  



I now felt as convinced that the second man who had gone down Piccadilly was the 
murdered man (so to speak), as if it had been borne into my comprehension by his 
immediate testimony. But even this took place, and in a manner for which I was not at all 
prepared.  

On the fifth day of the trial, when the case for the prosecution was drawing to a close, a 
miniature of the murdered man, missing from his bedroom upon the discovery of the 
deed, and afterwards found in a hiding-place where the Murderer had been seen digging, 
was put in evidence. Having been identified by the witness under examination, it was 
handed up to the Bench, and thence handed down to be inspected by the Jury. As an 
officer in a black gown was making his way with it across to me, the figure of the second 
man who had gone down Piccadilly impetuously started from the crowd, caught the 
miniature from the officer, and gave it to me with his own hands, at the same time saying, 
in a low and hollow tone,--before I saw the miniature, which was in a locket,--"I WAS 
YOUNGER THEN, AND MY FACE WAS NOT THEN DRAINED OF BLOOD." It 
also came between me and the brother juryman to whom I would have given the 
miniature, and between him and the brother juryman to whom he would have given it, 
and so passed it on through the whole of our number, and back into my possession. Not 
one of them, however, detected this.  

At table, and generally when we were shut up together in Mr. Harker's custody, we had 
from the first naturally discussed the day's proceedings a good deal. On that fifth day, the 
case for the prosecution being closed, and we having that side of the question in a 
completed shape before us, our discussion was more animated and serious. Among our 
number was a vestryman,--the densest idiot I have ever seen at large,--who met the 
plainest evidence with the most preposterous objections, and who was sided with by two 
flabby parochial parasites; all the three impanelled from a district so delivered over to 
Fever that they ought to have been upon their own trial for five hundred Murders. When 
these mischievous blockheads were at their loudest, which was towards midnight, while 
some of us were already preparing for bed, I again saw the murdered man. He stood 
grimly behind them, beckoning to me. On my going towards them, and striking into the 
conversation, he immediately retired. This was the beginning of a separate series of 
appearances, confined to that long room in which we were confined. Whenever a knot of 
my brother jurymen laid their heads together, I saw the head of the murdered man among 
theirs. Whenever their comparison of notes was going against him, he would solemnly 
and irresistibly beckon to me.  

It will be borne in mind that down to the production of the miniature, on the fifth day of 
the trial, I had never seen the Appearance in Court. Three changes occurred now that we 
entered on the case for the defence. Two of them I will mention together, first. The figure 
was now in Court continually, and it never there addressed itself to me, but always to the 
person who was speaking at the time. For instance: the throat of the murdered man had 
been cut straight across. In the opening speech for the defence, it was suggested that the 
deceased might have cut his own throat. At that very moment, the figure, with its throat 
in the dreadful condition referred to (this it had concealed before), stood at the speaker's 
elbow, motioning across and across its windpipe, now with the right hand, now with the 



left, vigorously suggesting to the speaker himself the impossibility of such a wound 
having been self-inflicted by either hand. For another instance: a witness to character, a 
woman, deposed to the prisoner's being the most amiable of mankind. The figure at that 
instant stood on the floor before her, looking her full in the face, and pointing out the 
prisoner's evil countenance with an extended arm and an outstretched finger.  

The third change now to be added impressed me strongly as the most marked and striking 
of all. I do not theorise upon it; I accurately state it, and there leave it. Although the 
Appearance was not itself perceived by those whom it addressed, its coming close to such 
persons was invariably attended by some trepidation or disturbance on their part. It 
seemed to me as if it were prevented, by laws to which I was not amenable, from fully 
revealing itself to others, and yet as if it could invisibly, dumbly, and darkly overshadow 
their minds. When the leading counsel for the defence suggested that hypothesis of 
suicide, and the figure stood at the learned gentleman's elbow, frightfully sawing at its 
severed throat, it is undeniable that the counsel faltered in his speech, lost for a few 
seconds the thread of his ingenious discourse, wiped his forehead with his handkerchief, 
and turned extremely pale. When the witness to character was confronted by the 
Appearance, her eyes most certainly did follow the direction of its pointed finger, and rest 
in great hesitation and trouble upon the prisoner's face. Two additional illustrations will 
suffice. On the eighth day of the trial, after the pause which was every day made early in 
the afternoon for a few minutes' rest and refreshment, I came back into Court with the 
rest of the Jury some little time before the return of the Judges. Standing up in the box 
and looking about me, I thought the figure was not there, until, chancing to raise my eyes 
to the gallery, I saw it bending forward, and leaning over a very decent woman, as if to 
assure itself whether the Judges had resumed their seats or not. Immediately afterwards 
that woman screamed, fainted, and was carried out. So with the venerable, sagacious, and 
patient Judge who conducted the trial. When the case was over, and he settled himself 
and his papers to sum up, the murdered man, entering by the Judges' door, advanced to 
his Lordship's desk, and looked eagerly over his shoulder at the pages of his notes which 
he was turning. A change came over his Lordship's face; his hand stopped; the peculiar 
shiver, that I knew so well, passed over him; he faltered, "Excuse me, gentlemen, for a 
few moments. I am somewhat oppressed by the vitiated air;" and did not recover until he 
had drunk a glass of water.  

Through all the monotony of six of those interminable ten days,--the same Judges and 
others on the bench, the same Murderer in the dock, the same lawyers at the table, the 
same tones of question and answer rising to the roof of the court, the same scratching of 
the Judge's pen, the same ushers going in and out, the same lights kindled at the same 
hour when there had been any natural light of day, the same foggy curtain outside the 
great windows when it was foggy, the same rain pattering and dripping when it was 
rainy, the same footmarks of turnkeys and prisoner day after day on the same sawdust, 
the same keys locking and unlocking the same heavy doors,--through all the wearisome 
monotony which made me feel as if I had been Foreman of the Jury for a vast cried of 
time, and Piccadilly had flourished coevally with Babylon, the murdered man never lost 
one trace of his distinctness in my eyes, nor was he at any moment less distinct than 
anybody else. I must not omit, as a matter of fact, that I never once saw the Appearance 



which I call by the name of the murdered man look at the Murderer. Again and again I 
wondered, "Why does he not?" But he never did.  

Nor did he look at me, after the production of the miniature, until the last closing minutes 
of the trial arrived. We retired to consider, at seven minutes before ten at night. The 
idiotic vestryman and his two parochial parasites gave us so much trouble that we twice 
returned into Court to beg to have certain extracts from the Judge's notes re-read. Nine of 
us had not the smallest doubt about those passages, neither, I believe, had any one in the 
Court; the dunder-headed triumvirate, having no idea but obstruction, disputed them for 
that very reason. At length we prevailed, and finally the Jury returned into Court at ten 
minutes past twelve.  

The murdered man at that time stood directly opposite the Jury-box, on the other side of 
the Court. As I took my place, his eyes rested on me with great attention; he seemed 
satisfied, and slowly shook a great gray veil, which he carried on his arm for the first 
time, over his head and whole form. As I gave in our verdict, "Guilty," the veil collapsed, 
all was gone, and his place was empty.  

The Murderer, being asked by the Judge, according to usage, whether he had anything to 
say before sentence of Death should be passed upon him, indistinctly muttered something 
which was described in the leading newspapers of the following day as "a few rambling, 
incoherent, and half-audible words, in which he was understood to complain that he had 
not had a fair trial, because the Foreman of the Jury was prepossessed against him." The 
remarkable declaration that he really made was this: "MY LORD, I KNEW I WAS A 
DOOMED MAN, WHEN THE FOREMAN OF MY JURY CAME INTO THE BOX. 
MY LORD, I KNEW HE WOULD NEVER LET ME OFF, BECAUSE, BEFORE I 
WAS TAKEN, HE SOMEHOW GOT TO MY BEDSIDE IN THE NIGHT, WOKE ME, 
AND PUT A ROPE ROUND MY NECK."  



What Christmas Is As We Grow Older 
 

Time was, with most of us, when Christmas Day encircling all our limited world like a 
magic ring, left nothing out for us to miss or seek; bound together all our home 
enjoyments, affections, and hopes; grouped everything and every one around the 
Christmas fire; and made the little picture shining in our bright young eyes, complete.  

Time came, perhaps, all so soon, when our thoughts over-leaped that narrow boundary; 
when there was some one (very dear, we thought then, very beautiful, and absolutely 
perfect) wanting to the fulness of our happiness; when we were wanting too (or we 
thought so, which did just as well) at the Christmas hearth by which that some one sat; 
and when we intertwined with every wreath and garland of our life that some one's name.  

That was the time for the bright visionary Christmases which have long arisen from us to 
show faintly, after summer rain, in the palest edges of the rainbow! That was the time for 
the beatified enjoyment of the things that were to be, and never were, and yet the things 
that were so real in our resolute hope that it would be hard to say, now, what realities 
achieved since, have been stronger!  

What! Did that Christmas never really come when we and the priceless pearl who was 
our young choice were received, after the happiest of totally impossible marriages, by the 
two united families previously at daggers--drawn on our account? When brothers and 
sisters-in-law who had always been rather cool to us before our relationship was effected, 
perfectly doted on us, and when fathers and mothers overwhelmed us with unlimited 
incomes? Was that Christmas dinner never really eaten, after which we arose, and 
generously and eloquently rendered honour to our late rival, present in the company, then 
and there exchanging friendship and forgiveness, and founding an attachment, not to be 
surpassed in Greek or Roman story, which subsisted until death? Has that same rival long 
ceased to care for that same priceless pearl, and married for money, and become 
usurious? Above all, do we really know, now, that we should probably have been 
miserable if we had won and worn the pearl, and that we are better without her?  

That Christmas when we had recently achieved so much fame; when we had been carried 
in triumph somewhere, for doing something great and good; when we had won an 
honoured and ennobled name, and arrived and were received at home in a shower of tears 
of joy; is it possible that THAT Christmas has not come yet?  

And is our life here, at the best, so constituted that, pausing as we advance at such a 
noticeable mile-stone in the track as this great birthday, we look back on the things that 
never were, as naturally and full as gravely as on the things that have been and are gone, 
or have been and still are? If it be so, and so it seems to be, must we come to the 
conclusion that life is little better than a dream, and little worth the loves and strivings 
that we crowd into it?  



No! Far be such miscalled philosophy from us, dear Reader, on Christmas Day! Nearer 
and closer to our hearts be the Christmas spirit, which is the spirit of active usefulness, 
perseverance, cheerful discharge of duty, kindness and forbearance! It is in the last 
virtues especially, that we are, or should be, strengthened by the unaccomplished visions 
of our youth; for, who shall say that they are not our teachers to deal gently even with the 
impalpable nothings of the earth!  

Therefore, as we grow older, let us be more thankful that the circle of our Christmas 
associations and of the lessons that they bring, expands! Let us welcome every one of 
them, and summon them to take their places by the Christmas hearth.  

Welcome, old aspirations, glittering creatures of an ardent fancy, to your shelter 
underneath the holly! We know you, and have not outlived you yet. Welcome, old 
projects and old loves, however fleeting, to your nooks among the steadier lights that 
burn around us. Welcome, all that was ever real to our hearts; and for the earnestness that 
made you real, thanks to Heaven! Do we build no Christmas castles in the clouds now? 
Let our thoughts, fluttering like butterflies among these flowers of children, bear witness! 
Before this boy, there stretches out a Future, brighter than we ever looked on in our old 
romantic time, but bright with honour and with truth. Around this little head on which the 
sunny curls lie heaped, the graces sport, as prettily, as airily, as when there was no scythe 
within the reach of Time to shear away the curls of our first-love. Upon another girl's face 
near it--placider but smiling bright--a quiet and contented little face, we see Home fairly 
written. Shining from the word, as rays shine from a star, we see how, when our graves 
are old, other hopes than ours are young, other hearts than ours are moved; how other 
ways are smoothed; how other happiness blooms, ripens, and decays--no, not decays, for 
other homes and other bands of children, not yet in being nor for ages yet to be, arise, and 
bloom and ripen to the end of all!  

Welcome, everything! Welcome, alike what has been, and what never was, and what we 
hope may be, to your shelter underneath the holly, to your places round the Christmas 
fire, where what is sits open- hearted! In yonder shadow, do we see obtruding furtively 
upon the blaze, an enemy's face? By Christmas Day we do forgive him! If the injury he 
has done us may admit of such companionship, let him come here and take his place. If 
otherwise, unhappily, let him go hence, assured that we will never injure nor accuse him.  

On this day we shut out Nothing!  

"Pause," says a low voice. "Nothing? Think!"  

"On Christmas Day, we will shut out from our fireside, Nothing."  

"Not the shadow of a vast City where the withered leaves are lying deep?" the voice 
replies. "Not the shadow that darkens the whole globe? Not the shadow of the City of the 
Dead?"  



Not even that. Of all days in the year, we will turn our faces towards that City upon 
Christmas Day, and from its silent hosts bring those we loved, among us. City of the 
Dead, in the blessed name wherein we are gathered together at this time, and in the 
Presence that is here among us according to the promise, we will receive, and not 
dismiss, thy people who are dear to us!  

Yes. We can look upon these children angels that alight, so solemnly, so beautifully 
among the living children by the fire, and can bear to think how they departed from us. 
Entertaining angels unawares, as the Patriarchs did, the playful children are unconscious 
of their guests; but we can see them--can see a radiant arm around one favourite neck, as 
if there were a tempting of that child away. Among the celestial figures there is one, a 
poor misshapen boy on earth, of a glorious beauty now, of whom his dying mother said it 
grieved her much to leave him here, alone, for so many years as it was likely would 
elapse before he came to her-- being such a little child. But he went quickly, and was laid 
upon her breast, and in her hand she leads him.  

There was a gallant boy, who fell, far away, upon a burning sand beneath a burning sun, 
and said, "Tell them at home, with my last love, how much I could have wished to kiss 
them once, but that I died contented and had done my duty!" Or there was another, over 
whom they read the words, "Therefore we commit his body to the deep," and so 
consigned him to the lonely ocean and sailed on. Or there was another, who lay down to 
his rest in the dark shadow of great forests, and, on earth, awoke no more. O shall they 
not, from sand and sea and forest, be brought home at such a time!  

There was a dear girl--almost a woman--never to be one--who made a mourning 
Christmas in a house of joy, and went her trackless way to the silent City. Do we 
recollect her, worn out, faintly whispering what could not be heard, and falling into that 
last sleep for weariness? O look upon her now! O look upon her beauty, her serenity, her 
changeless youth, her happiness! The daughter of Jairus was recalled to life, to die; but 
she, more blest, has heard the same voice, saying unto her, "Arise for ever!"  

We had a friend who was our friend from early days, with whom we often pictured the 
changes that were to come upon our lives, and merrily imagined how we would speak, 
and walk, and think, and talk, when we came to be old. His destined habitation in the City 
of the Dead received him in his prime. Shall he be shut out from our Christmas 
remembrance? Would his love have so excluded us? Lost friend, lost child, lost parent, 
sister, brother, husband, wife, we will not so discard you! You shall hold your cherished 
places in our Christmas hearts, and by our Christmas fires; and in the season of immortal 
hope, and on the birthday of immortal mercy, we will shut out Nothing!  

The winter sun goes down over town and village; on the sea it makes a rosy path, as if the 
Sacred tread were fresh upon the water. A few more moments, and it sinks, and night 
comes on, and lights begin to sparkle in the prospect. On the hill-side beyond the 
shapelessly-diffused town, and in the quiet keeping of the trees that gird the village-
steeple, remembrances are cut in stone, planted in common flowers, growing in grass, 
entwined with lowly brambles around many a mound of earth. In town and village, there 



are doors and windows closed against the weather, there are flaming logs heaped high, 
there are joyful faces, there is healthy music of voices. Be all ungentleness and harm 
excluded from the temples of the Household Gods, but be those remembrances admitted 
with tender encouragement! They are of the time and all its comforting and peaceful 
reassurances; and of the history that re-united even upon earth the living and the dead; 
and of the broad beneficence and goodness that too many men have tried to tear to 
narrow shreds.  



The Wreck of the Golden Mary 
 

THE WRECK  

I was apprenticed to the Sea when I was twelve years old, and I have encountered a great 
deal of rough weather, both literal and metaphorical. It has always been my opinion since 
I first possessed such a thing as an opinion, that the man who knows only one subject is 
next tiresome to the man who knows no subject. Therefore, in the course of my life I 
have taught myself whatever I could, and although I am not an educated man, I am able, I 
am thankful to say, to have an intelligent interest in most things.  

A person might suppose, from reading the above, that I am in the habit of holding forth 
about number one. That is not the case. Just as if I was to come into a room among 
strangers, and must either be introduced or introduce myself, so I have taken the liberty 
of passing these few remarks, simply and plainly that it may be known who and what I 
am. I will add no more of the sort than that my name is William George Ravender, that I 
was born at Penrith half a year after my own father was drowned, and that I am on the 
second day of this present blessed Christmas week of one thousand eight hundred and 
fifty-six, fifty-six years of age.  

When the rumour first went flying up and down that there was gold in California--which, 
as most people know, was before it was discovered in the British colony of Australia--I 
was in the West Indies, trading among the Islands. Being in command and likewise part-
owner of a smart schooner, I had my work cut out for me, and I was doing it. 
Consequently, gold in California was no business of mine.  

But, by the time when I came home to England again, the thing was as clear as your hand 
held up before you at noon-day. There was Californian gold in the museums and in the 
goldsmiths' shops, and the very first time I went upon 'Change, I met a friend of mine (a 
seafaring man like myself), with a Californian nugget hanging to his watch-chain. I 
handled it. It was as like a peeled walnut with bits unevenly broken off here and there, 
and then electrotyped all over, as ever I saw anything in my life.  

I am a single man (she was too good for this world and for me, and she died six weeks 
before our marriage-day), so when I am ashore, I live in my house at Poplar. My house at 
Poplar is taken care of and kept ship-shape by an old lady who was my mother's maid 
before I was born. She is as handsome and as upright as any old lady in the world. She is 
as fond of me as if she had ever had an only son, and I was he. Well do I know wherever 
I sail that she never lays down her head at night without having said, "Merciful Lord! 
bless and preserve William George Ravender, and send him safe home, through Christ 
our Saviour!" I have thought of it in many a dangerous moment, when it has done me no 
harm, I am sure.  

In my house at Poplar, along with this old lady, I lived quiet for best part of a year: 
having had a long spell of it among the Islands, and having (which was very uncommon 



in me) taken the fever rather badly. At last, being strong and hearty, and having read 
every book I could lay hold of, right out, I was walking down Leadenhall Street in the 
City of London, thinking of turning-to again, when I met what I call Smithick and 
Watersby of Liverpool. I chanced to lift up my eyes from looking in at a ship's 
chronometer in a window, and I saw him bearing down upon me, head on.  

It is, personally, neither Smithick, nor Watersby, that I here mention, nor was I ever 
acquainted with any man of either of those names, nor do I think that there has been any 
one of either of those names in that Liverpool House for years back. But, it is in reality 
the House itself that I refer to; and a wiser merchant or a truer gentleman never stepped.  

"My dear Captain Ravender," says he. "Of all the men on earth, I wanted to see you most. 
I was on my way to you."  

"Well!" says I. "That looks as if you WERE to see me, don't it?" With that I put my arm 
in his, and we walked on towards the Royal Exchange, and when we got there, walked up 
and down at the back of it where the Clock-Tower is. We walked an hour and more, for 
he had much to say to me. He had a scheme for chartering a new ship of their own to take 
out cargo to the diggers and emigrants in California, and to buy and bring back gold. Into 
the particulars of that scheme I will not enter, and I have no right to enter. All I say of it 
is, that it was a very original one, a very fine one, a very sound one, and a very lucrative 
one beyond doubt.  

He imparted it to me as freely as if I had been a part of himself. After doing so, he made 
me the handsomest sharing offer that ever was made to me, boy or man--or I believe to 
any other captain in the Merchant Navy--and he took this round turn to finish with:  

"Ravender, you are well aware that the lawlessness of that coast and country at present, is 
as special as the circumstances in which it is placed. Crews of vessels outward-bound, 
desert as soon as they make the land; crews of vessels homeward-bound, ship at 
enormous wages, with the express intention of murdering the captain and seizing the gold 
freight; no man can trust another, and the devil seems let loose. Now," says he, "you 
know my opinion of you, and you know I am only expressing it, and with no singularity, 
when I tell you that you are almost the only man on whose integrity, discretion, and 
energy--" &c., &c. For, I don't want to repeat what he said, though I was and am sensible 
of it.  

Notwithstanding my being, as I have mentioned, quite ready for a voyage, still I had 
some doubts of this voyage. Of course I knew, without being told, that there were 
peculiar difficulties and dangers in it, a long way over and above those which attend all 
voyages. It must not be supposed that I was afraid to face them; but, in my opinion a man 
has no manly motive or sustainment in his own breast for facing dangers, unless he has 
well considered what they are, and is able quietly to say to himself, "None of these perils 
can now take me by surprise; I shall know what to do for the best in any of them; all the 
rest lies in the higher and greater hands to which I humbly commit myself." On this 
principle I have so attentively considered (regarding it as my duty) all the hazards I have 



ever been able to think of, in the ordinary way of storm, shipwreck, and fire at sea, that I 
hope I should be prepared to do, in any of those cases, whatever could be done, to save 
the lives intrusted to my charge.  

As I was thoughtful, my good friend proposed that he should leave me to walk there as 
long as I liked, and that I should dine with him by-and-by at his club in Pall Mall. I 
accepted the invitation and I walked up and down there, quarter-deck fashion, a matter of 
a couple of hours; now and then looking up at the weathercock as I might have looked up 
aloft; and now and then taking a look into Cornhill, as I might have taken a look over the 
side.  

All dinner-time, and all after dinner-time, we talked it over again. I gave him my views of 
his plan, and he very much approved of the same. I told him I had nearly decided, but not 
quite. "Well, well," says he, "come down to Liverpool to-morrow with me, and see the 
Golden Mary." I liked the name (her name was Mary, and she was golden, if golden 
stands for good), so I began to feel that it was almost done when I said I would go to 
Liverpool. On the next morning but one we were on board the Golden Mary. I might have 
known, from his asking me to come down and see her, what she was. I declare her to 
have been the completest and most exquisite Beauty that ever I set my eyes upon.  

We had inspected every timber in her, and had come back to the gangway to go ashore 
from the dock-basin, when I put out my hand to my friend. "Touch upon it," says I, "and 
touch heartily. I take command of this ship, and I am hers and yours, if I can get John 
Steadiman for my chief mate."  

John Steadiman had sailed with me four voyages. The first voyage John was third mate 
out to China, and came home second. The other three voyages he was my first officer. At 
this time of chartering the Golden Mary, he was aged thirty-two. A brisk, bright, blue-
eyed fellow, a very neat figure and rather under the middle size, never out of the way and 
never in it, a face that pleased everybody and that all children took to, a habit of going 
about singing as cheerily as a blackbird, and a perfect sailor.  

We were in one of those Liverpool hackney-coaches in less than a minute, and we cruised 
about in her upwards of three hours, looking for John. John had come home from Van 
Diemen's Land barely a month before, and I had heard of him as taking a frisk in 
Liverpool. We asked after him, among many other places, at the two boarding-houses he 
was fondest of, and we found he had had a week's spell at each of them; but, he had gone 
here and gone there, and had set off "to lay out on the main-to'-gallant-yard of the highest 
Welsh mountain" (so he had told the people of the house), and where he might be then, or 
when he might come back, nobody could tell us. But it was surprising, to be sure, to see 
how every face brightened the moment there was mention made of the name of Mr. 
Steadiman.  

We were taken aback at meeting with no better luck, and we had wore ship and put her 
head for my friends, when as we were jogging through the streets, I clap my eyes on John 
himself coming out of a toyshop! He was carrying a little boy, and conducting two 



uncommon pretty women to their coach, and he told me afterwards that he had never in 
his life seen one of the three before, but that he was so taken with them on looking in at 
the toyshop while they were buying the child a cranky Noah's Ark, very much down by 
the head, that he had gone in and asked the ladies' permission to treat him to a tolerably 
correct Cutter there was in the window, in order that such a handsome boy might not 
grow up with a lubberly idea of naval architecture.  

We stood off and on until the ladies' coachman began to give way, and then we hailed 
John. On his coming aboard of us, I told him, very gravely, what I had said to my friend. 
It struck him, as he said himself, amidships. He was quite shaken by it. "Captain 
Ravender," were John Steadiman's words, "such an opinion from you is true 
commendation, and I'll sail round the world with you for twenty years if you hoist the 
signal, and stand by you for ever!" And now indeed I felt that it was done, and that the 
Golden Mary was afloat.  

Grass never grew yet under the feet of Smithick and Watersby. The riggers were out of 
that ship in a fortnight's time, and we had begun taking in cargo. John was always aboard, 
seeing everything stowed with his own eyes; and whenever I went aboard myself early or 
late, whether he was below in the hold, or on deck at the hatchway, or overhauling his 
cabin, nailing up pictures in it of the Blush Roses of England, the Blue Belles of 
Scotland, and the female Shamrock of Ireland: of a certainty I heard John singing like a 
blackbird.  

We had room for twenty passengers. Our sailing advertisement was no sooner out, than 
we might have taken these twenty times over. In entering our men, I and John (both 
together) picked them, and we entered none but good hands--as good as were to be found 
in that port. And so, in a good ship of the best build, well owned, well arranged, well 
officered, well manned, well found in all respects, we parted with our pilot at a quarter 
past four o'clock in the afternoon of the seventh of March, one thousand eight hundred 
and fifty-one, and stood with a fair wind out to sea.  

It may be easily believed that up to that time I had had no leisure to be intimate with my 
passengers. The most of them were then in their berths sea-sick; however, in going 
among them, telling them what was good for them, persuading them not to be there, but 
to come up on deck and feel the breeze, and in rousing them with a joke, or a comfortable 
word, I made acquaintance with them, perhaps, in a more friendly and confidential way 
from the first, than I might have done at the cabin table.  

Of my passengers, I need only particularise, just at present, a bright-eyed blooming 
young wife who was going out to join her husband in California, taking with her their 
only child, a little girl of three years old, whom he had never seen; a sedate young woman 
in black, some five years older (about thirty as I should say), who was going out to join a 
brother; and an old gentleman, a good deal like a hawk if his eyes had been better and not 
so red, who was always talking, morning, noon, and night, about the gold discovery. But, 
whether he was making the voyage, thinking his old arms could dig for gold, or whether 



his speculation was to buy it, or to barter for it, or to cheat for it, or to snatch it anyhow 
from other people, was his secret. He kept his secret.  

These three and the child were the soonest well. The child was a most engaging child, to 
be sure, and very fond of me: though I am bound to admit that John Steadiman and I were 
borne on her pretty little books in reverse order, and that he was captain there, and I was 
mate. It was beautiful to watch her with John, and it was beautiful to watch John with her. 
Few would have thought it possible, to see John playing at bo-peep round the mast, that 
he was the man who had caught up an iron bar and struck a Malay and a Maltese dead, as 
they were gliding with their knives down the cabin stair aboard the barque Old England, 
when the captain lay ill in his cot, off Saugar Point. But he was; and give him his back 
against a bulwark, he would have done the same by half a dozen of them. The name of 
the young mother was Mrs. Atherfield, the name of the young lady in black was Miss 
Coleshaw, and the name of the old gentleman was Mr. Rarx.  

As the child had a quantity of shining fair hair, clustering in curls all about her face, and 
as her name was Lucy, Steadiman gave her the name of the Golden Lucy. So, we had the 
Golden Lucy and the Golden Mary; and John kept up the idea to that extent as he and the 
child went playing about the decks, that I believe she used to think the ship was alive 
somehow--a sister or companion, going to the same place as herself. She liked to be by 
the wheel, and in fine weather, I have often stood by the man whose trick it was at the 
wheel, only to hear her, sitting near my feet, talking to the ship. Never had a child such a 
doll before, I suppose; but she made a doll of the Golden Mary, and used to dress her up 
by tying ribbons and little bits of finery to the belaying-pins; and nobody ever moved 
them, unless it was to save them from being blown away.  

Of course I took charge of the two young women, and I called them "my dear," and they 
never minded, knowing that whatever I said was said in a fatherly and protecting spirit. I 
gave them their places on each side of me at dinner, Mrs. Atherfield on my right and 
Miss Coleshaw on my left; and I directed the unmarried lady to serve out the breakfast, 
and the married lady to serve out the tea. Likewise I said to my black steward in their 
presence, "Tom Snow, these two ladies are equally the mistresses of this house, and do 
you obey their orders equally;" at which Tom laughed, and they all laughed.  

Old Mr. Rarx was not a pleasant man to look at, nor yet to talk to, or to be with, for no 
one could help seeing that he was a sordid and selfish character, and that he had warped 
further and further out of the straight with time. Not but what he was on his best 
behaviour with us, as everybody was; for we had no bickering among us, for'ard or aft. I 
only mean to say, he was not the man one would have chosen for a messmate. If choice 
there had been, one might even have gone a few points out of one's course, to say, "No! 
Not him!" But, there was one curious inconsistency in Mr. Rarx. That was, that he took 
an astonishing interest in the child. He looked, and I may add, he was, one of the last of 
men to care at all for a child, or to care much for any human creature. Still, he went so far 
as to be habitually uneasy, if the child was long on deck, out of his sight. He was always 
afraid of her falling overboard, or falling down a hatchway, or of a block or what not 
coming down upon her from the rigging in the working of the ship, or of her getting some 



hurt or other. He used to look at her and touch her, as if she was something precious to 
him. He was always solicitous about her not injuring her health, and constantly entreated 
her mother to be careful of it. This was so much the more curious, because the child did 
not like him, but used to shrink away from him, and would not even put out her hand to 
him without coaxing from others. I believe that every soul on board frequently noticed 
this, and not one of us understood it. However, it was such a plain fact, that John 
Steadiman said more than once when old Mr. Rarx was not within earshot, that if the 
Golden Mary felt a tenderness for the dear old gentleman she carried in her lap, she must 
be bitterly jealous of the Golden Lucy.  

Before I go any further with this narrative, I will state that our ship was a barque of three 
hundred tons, carrying a crew of eighteen men, a second mate in addition to John, a 
carpenter, an armourer or smith, and two apprentices (one a Scotch boy, poor little 
fellow). We had three boats; the Long-boat, capable of carrying twenty-five men; the 
Cutter, capable of carrying fifteen; and the Surf-boat, capable of carrying ten. I put down 
the capacity of these boats according to the numbers they were really meant to hold.  

We had tastes of bad weather and head-winds, of course; but, on the whole we had as fine 
a run as any reasonable man could expect, for sixty days. I then began to enter two 
remarks in the ship's Log and in my Journal; first, that there was an unusual and amazing 
quantity of ice; second, that the nights were most wonderfully dark, in spite of the ice.  

For five days and a half, it seemed quite useless and hopeless to alter the ship's course so 
as to stand out of the way of this ice. I made what southing I could; but, all that time, we 
were beset by it. Mrs. Atherfield after standing by me on deck once, looking for some 
time in an awed manner at the great bergs that surrounded us, said in a whisper, "O! 
Captain Ravender, it looks as if the whole solid earth had changed into ice, and broken 
up!" I said to her, laughing, "I don't wonder that it does, to your inexperienced eyes, my 
dear." But I had never seen a twentieth part of the quantity, and, in reality, I was pretty 
much of her opinion.  

However, at two p.m. on the afternoon of the sixth day, that is to say, when we were 
sixty-six days out, John Steadiman who had gone aloft, sang out from the top, that the sea 
was clear ahead. Before four p.m. a strong breeze springing up right astern, we were in 
open water at sunset. The breeze then freshening into half a gale of wind, and the Golden 
Mary being a very fast sailer, we went before the wind merrily, all night.  

I had thought it impossible that it could be darker than it had been, until the sun, moon, 
and stars should fall out of the Heavens, and Time should be destroyed; but, it had been 
next to light, in comparison with what it was now. The darkness was so profound, that 
looking into it was painful and oppressive--like looking, without a ray of light, into a 
dense black bandage put as close before the eyes as it could be, without touching them. I 
doubled the look-out, and John and I stood in the bow side-by-side, never leaving it all 
night. Yet I should no more have known that he was near me when he was silent, without 
putting out my arm and touching him, than I should if he had turned in and been fast 



asleep below. We were not so much looking out, all of us, as listening to the utmost, both 
with our eyes and ears.  

Next day, I found that the mercury in the barometer, which had risen steadily since we 
cleared the ice, remained steady. I had had very good observations, with now and then the 
interruption of a day or so, since our departure. I got the sun at noon, and found that we 
were in Lat. 58 degrees S., Long. 60 degrees W., off New South Shetland; in the 
neighbourhood of Cape Horn. We were sixty-seven days out, that day. The ship's 
reckoning was accurately worked and made up. The ship did her duty admirably, all on 
board were well, and all hands were as smart, efficient, and contented, as it was possible 
to be.  

When the night came on again as dark as before, it was the eighth night I had been on 
deck. Nor had I taken more than a very little sleep in the day-time, my station being 
always near the helm, and often at it, while we were among the ice. Few but those who 
have tried it can imagine the difficulty and pain of only keeping the eyes open--physically 
open--under such circumstances, in such darkness. They get struck by the darkness, and 
blinded by the darkness. They make patterns in it, and they flash in it, as if they had gone 
out of your head to look at you. On the turn of midnight, John Steadiman, who was alert 
and fresh (for I had always made him turn in by day), said to me, "Captain Ravender, I 
entreat of you to go below. I am sure you can hardly stand, and your voice is getting 
weak, sir. Go below, and take a little rest. I'll call you if a block chafes." I said to John in 
answer, "Well, well, John! Let us wait till the turn of one o'clock, before we talk about 
that." I had just had one of the ship's lanterns held up, that I might see how the night went 
by my watch, and it was then twenty minutes after twelve.  

At five minutes before one, John sang out to the boy to bring the lantern again, and when 
I told him once more what the time was, entreated and prayed of me to go below. 
"Captain Ravender," says he, "all's well; we can't afford to have you laid up for a single 
hour; and I respectfully and earnestly beg of you to go below." The end of it was, that I 
agreed to do so, on the understanding that if I failed to come up of my own accord within 
three hours, I was to be punctually called. Having settled that, I left John in charge. But I 
called him to me once afterwards, to ask him a question. I had been to look at the 
barometer, and had seen the mercury still perfectly steady, and had come up the 
companion again to take a last look about me--if I can use such a word in reference to 
such darkness--when I thought that the waves, as the Golden Mary parted them and 
shook them off, had a hollow sound in them; something that I fancied was a rather 
unusual reverberation. I was standing by the quarter-deck rail on the starboard side, when 
I called John aft to me, and bade him listen. He did so with the greatest attention. Turning 
to me he then said, "Rely upon it, Captain Ravender, you have been without rest too long, 
and the novelty is only in the state of your sense of hearing." I thought so too by that 
time, and I think so now, though I can never know for absolute certain in this world, 
whether it was or not.  

When I left John Steadiman in charge, the ship was still going at a great rate through the 
water. The wind still blew right astern. Though she was making great way, she was under 



shortened sail, and had no more than she could easily carry. All was snug, and nothing 
complained. There was a pretty sea running, but not a very high sea neither, nor at all a 
confused one.  

I turned in, as we seamen say, all standing. The meaning of that is, I did not pull my 
clothes off--no, not even so much as my coat: though I did my shoes, for my feet were 
badly swelled with the deck. There was a little swing-lamp alight in my cabin. I thought, 
as I looked at it before shutting my eyes, that I was so tired of darkness, and troubled by 
darkness, that I could have gone to sleep best in the midst of a million of flaming gas-
lights. That was the last thought I had before I went off, except the prevailing thought that 
I should not be able to get to sleep at all.  

I dreamed that I was back at Penrith again, and was trying to get round the church, which 
had altered its shape very much since I last saw it, and was cloven all down the middle of 
the steeple in a most singular manner. Why I wanted to get round the church I don't 
know; but I was as anxious to do it as if my life depended on it. Indeed, I believe it did in 
the dream. For all that, I could not get round the church. I was still trying, when I came 
against it with a violent shock, and was flung out of my cot against the ship's side. 
Shrieks and a terrific outcry struck me far harder than the bruising timbers, and amidst 
sounds of grinding and crashing, and a heavy rushing and breaking of water--sounds I 
understood too well--I made my way on deck. It was not an easy thing to do, for the ship 
heeled over frightfully, and was beating in a furious manner.  

I could not see the men as I went forward, but I could hear that they were hauling in sail, 
in disorder. I had my trumpet in my hand, and, after directing and encouraging them in 
this till it was done, I hailed first John Steadiman, and then my second mate, Mr. William 
Rames. Both answered clearly and steadily. Now, I had practised them and all my crew, 
as I have ever made it a custom to practise all who sail with me, to take certain stations 
and wait my orders, in case of any unexpected crisis. When my voice was heard hailing, 
and their voices were heard answering, I was aware, through all the noises of the ship and 
sea, and all the crying of the passengers below, that there was a pause. "Are you ready, 
Rames?"-- "Ay, ay, sir!"--"Then light up, for God's sake!" In a moment he and another 
were burning blue-lights, and the ship and all on board seemed to be enclosed in a mist of 
light, under a great black dome.  

The light shone up so high that I could see the huge Iceberg upon which we had struck, 
cloven at the top and down the middle, exactly like Penrith Church in my dream. At the 
same moment I could see the watch last relieved, crowding up and down on deck; I could 
see Mrs. Atherfield and Miss Coleshaw thrown about on the top of the companion as they 
struggled to bring the child up from below; I could see that the masts were going with the 
shock and the beating of the ship; I could see the frightful breach stove in on the 
starboard side, half the length of the vessel, and the sheathing and timbers spirting up; I 
could see that the Cutter was disabled, in a wreck of broken fragments; and I could see 
every eye turned upon me. It is my belief that if there had been ten thousand eyes there, I 
should have seen them all, with their different looks. And all this in a moment. But you 
must consider what a moment.  



I saw the men, as they looked at me, fall towards their appointed stations, like good men 
and true. If she had not righted, they could have done very little there or anywhere but 
die--not that it is little for a man to die at his post--I mean they could have done nothing 
to save the passengers and themselves. Happily, however, the violence of the shock with 
which we had so determinedly borne down direct on that fatal Iceberg, as if it had been 
our destination instead of our destruction, had so smashed and pounded the ship that she 
got off in this same instant and righted. I did not want the carpenter to tell me she was 
filling and going down; I could see and hear that. I gave Rames the word to lower the 
Long-boat and the Surf-boat, and I myself told off the men for each duty. Not one hung 
back, or came before the other. I now whispered to John Steadiman, "John, I stand at the 
gangway here, to see every soul on board safe over the side. You shall have the next post 
of honour, and shall be the last but one to leave the ship. Bring up the passengers, and 
range them behind me; and put what provision and water you can got at, in the boats. 
Cast your eye for'ard, John, and you'll see you have not a moment to lose."  

My noble fellows got the boats over the side as orderly as I ever saw boats lowered with 
any sea running, and, when they were launched, two or three of the nearest men in them 
as they held on, rising and falling with the swell, called out, looking up at me, "Captain 
Ravender, if anything goes wrong with us, and you are saved, remember we stood by 
you!"--"We'll all stand by one another ashore, yet, please God, my lads!" says I. "Hold on 
bravely, and be tender with the women."  

The women were an example to us. They trembled very much, but they were quiet and 
perfectly collected. "Kiss me, Captain Ravender," says Mrs. Atherfield, "and God in 
heaven bless you, you good man!" "My dear," says I, "those words are better for me than 
a life-boat." I held her child in my arms till she was in the boat, and then kissed the child 
and handed her safe down. I now said to the people in her, "You have got your freight, 
my lads, all but me, and I am not coming yet awhile. Pull away from the ship, and keep 
off!"  

That was the Long-boat. Old Mr. Rarx was one of her complement, and he was the only 
passenger who had greatly misbehaved since the ship struck. Others had been a little 
wild, which was not to be wondered at, and not very blamable; but, he had made a 
lamentation and uproar which it was dangerous for the people to hear, as there is always 
contagion in weakness and selfishness. His incessant cry had been that he must not be 
separated from the child, that he couldn't see the child, and that he and the child must go 
together. He had even tried to wrest the child out of my arms, that he might keep her in 
his. "Mr. Rarx," said I to him when it came to that, "I have a loaded pistol in my pocket; 
and if you don't stand out of the gang- way, and keep perfectly quiet, I shall shoot you 
through the heart, if you have got one." Says he, "You won't do murder, Captain 
Ravender!" "No, sir," says I, "I won't murder forty-four people to humour you, but I'll 
shoot you to save them." After that he was quiet, and stood shivering a little way off, 
until I named him to go over the side.  

The Long-boat being cast off, the Surf-boat was soon filled. There only remained aboard 
the Golden Mary, John Mullion the man who had kept on burning the blue-lights (and 



who had lighted every new one at every old one before it went out, as quietly as if he had 
been at an illumination); John Steadiman; and myself. I hurried those two into the Surf-
boat, called to them to keep off, and waited with a grateful and relieved heart for the 
Long-boat to come and take me in, if she could. I looked at my watch, and it showed me, 
by the blue-light, ten minutes past two. They lost no time. As soon as she was near 
enough, I swung myself into her, and called to the men, "With a will, lads! She's reeling!" 
We were not an inch too far out of the inner vortex of her going down, when, by the blue-
light which John Mullion still burnt in the bow of the Surf-boat, we saw her lurch, and 
plunge to the bottom head-foremost. The child cried, weeping wildly, "O the dear Golden 
Mary! O look at her! Save her! Save the poor Golden Mary!" And then the light burnt 
out, and the black dome seemed to come down upon us.  

I suppose if we had all stood a-top of a mountain, and seen the whole remainder of the 
world sink away from under us, we could hardly have felt more shocked and solitary than 
we did when we knew we were alone on the wide ocean, and that the beautiful ship in 
which most of us had been securely asleep within half an hour was gone for ever. There 
was an awful silence in our boat, and such a kind of palsy on the rowers and the man at 
the rudder, that I felt they were scarcely keeping her before the sea. I spoke out then, and 
said, "Let every one here thank the Lord for our preservation!" All the voices answered 
(even the child's), "We thank the Lord!" I then said the Lord's Prayer, and all hands said it 
after me with a solemn murmuring. Then I gave the word "Cheerily, O men, Cheerily!" 
and I felt that they were handling the boat again as a boat ought to be handled.  

The Surf-boat now burnt another blue-light to show us where they were, and we made for 
her, and laid ourselves as nearly alongside of her as we dared. I had always kept my boats 
with a coil or two of good stout stuff in each of them, so both boats had a rope at hand. 
We made a shift, with much labour and trouble, to got near enough to one another to 
divide the blue-lights (they were no use after that night, for the sea-water soon got at 
them), and to get a tow-rope out between us. All night long we kept together, sometimes 
obliged to cast off the rope, and sometimes getting it out again, and all of us wearying for 
the morning--which appeared so long in coming that old Mr. Rarx screamed out, in spite 
of his fears of me, "The world is drawing to an end, and the sun will never rise any 
more!"  

When the day broke, I found that we were all huddled together in a miserable manner. 
We were deep in the water; being, as I found on mustering, thirty-one in number, or at 
least six too many. In the Surf-boat they were fourteen in number, being at least four too 
many. The first thing I did, was to get myself passed to the rudder--which I took from 
that time--and to get Mrs. Atherfield, her child, and Miss Coleshaw, passed on to sit next 
me. As to old Mr. Rarx, I put him in the bow, as far from us as I could. And I put some of 
the best men near us in order that if I should drop there might be a skilful hand ready to 
take the helm.  

The sea moderating as the sun came up, though the sky was cloudy and wild, we spoke 
the other boat, to know what stores they had, and to overhaul what we had. I had a 
compass in my pocket, a small telescope, a double-barrelled pistol, a knife, and a fire-box 



and matches. Most of my men had knives, and some had a little tobacco: some, a pipe as 
well. We had a mug among us, and an iron spoon. As to provisions, there were in my 
boat two bags of biscuit, one piece of raw beef, one piece of raw pork, a bag of coffee, 
roasted but not ground (thrown in, I imagine, by mistake, for something else), two small 
casks of water, and about half-a-gallon of rum in a keg. The Surf-boat, having rather 
more rum than we, and fewer to drink it, gave us, as I estimated, another quart into our 
keg. In return, we gave them three double handfuls of coffee, tied up in a piece of a 
handkerchief; they reported that they had aboard besides, a bag of biscuit, a piece of beef, 
a small cask of water, a small box of lemons, and a Dutch cheese. It took a long time to 
make these exchanges, and they were not made without risk to both parties; the sea 
running quite high enough to make our approaching near to one another very hazardous. 
In the bundle with the coffee, I conveyed to John Steadiman (who had a ship's compass 
with him), a paper written in pencil, and torn from my pocket-book, containing the course 
I meant to steer, in the hope of making land, or being picked up by some vessel--I say in 
the hope, though I had little hope of either deliverance. I then sang out to him, so as all 
might hear, that if we two boats could live or die together, we would; but, that if we 
should be parted by the weather, and join company no more, they should have our 
prayers and blessings, and we asked for theirs. We then gave them three cheers, which 
they returned, and I saw the men's heads droop in both boats as they fell to their oars 
again.  

These arrangements had occupied the general attention advantageously for all, though (as 
I expressed in the last sentence) they ended in a sorrowful feeling. I now said a few words 
to my fellow-voyagers on the subject of the small stock of food on which our lives 
depended if they were preserved from the great deep, and on the rigid necessity of our 
eking it out in the most frugal manner. One and all replied that whatever allowance I 
thought best to lay down should be strictly kept to. We made a pair of scales out of a thin 
scrap of iron-plating and some twine, and I got together for weights such of the heaviest 
buttons among us as I calculated made up some fraction over two ounces. This was the 
allowance of solid food served out once a-day to each, from that time to the end; with the 
addition of a coffee-berry, or sometimes half a one, when the weather was very fair, for 
breakfast. We had nothing else whatever, but half a pint of water each per day, and 
sometimes, when we were coldest and weakest, a teaspoonful of rum each, served out as 
a dram. I know how learnedly it can be shown that rum is poison, but I also know that in 
this case, as in all similar cases I have ever read of--which are numerous--no words can 
express the comfort and support derived from it. Nor have I the least doubt that it saved 
the lives of far more than half our number. Having mentioned half a pint of water as our 
daily allowance, I ought to observe that sometimes we had less, and sometimes we had 
more; for much rain fell, and we caught it in a canvas stretched for the purpose.  

Thus, at that tempestuous time of the year, and in that tempestuous part of the world, we 
shipwrecked people rose and fell with the waves. It is not my intention to relate (if I can 
avoid it) such circumstances appertaining to our doleful condition as have been better 
told in many other narratives of the kind than I can be expected to tell them. I will only 
note, in so many passing words, that day after day and night after night, we received the 
sea upon our backs to prevent it from swamping the boat; that one party was always kept 



baling, and that every hat and cap among us soon got worn out, though patched up fifty 
times, as the only vessels we had for that service; that another party lay down in the 
bottom of the boat, while a third rowed; and that we were soon all in boils and blisters 
and rags.  

The other boat was a source of such anxious interest to all of us that I used to wonder 
whether, if we were saved, the time could ever come when the survivors in this boat of 
ours could be at all indifferent to the fortunes of the survivors in that. We got out a tow-
rope whenever the weather permitted, but that did not often happen, and how we two 
parties kept within the same horizon, as we did, He, who mercifully permitted it to be so 
for our consolation, only knows. I never shall forget the looks with which, when the 
morning light came, we used to gaze about us over the stormy waters, for the other boat. 
We once parted company for seventy-two hours, and we believed them to have gone 
down, as they did us. The joy on both sides when we came within view of one another 
again, had something in a manner Divine in it; each was so forgetful of individual 
suffering, in tears of delight and sympathy for the people in the other boat.  

I have been wanting to get round to the individual or personal part of my subject, as I call 
it, and the foregoing incident puts me in the right way. The patience and good disposition 
aboard of us, was wonderful. I was not surprised by it in the women; for all men born of 
women know what great qualities they will show when men will fail; but, I own I was a 
little surprised by it in some of the men. Among one-and-thirty people assembled at the 
best of times, there will usually, I should say, be two or three uncertain tempers. I knew 
that I had more than one rough temper with me among my own people, for I had chosen 
those for the Long-boat that I might have them under my eye. But, they softened under 
their misery, and were as considerate of the ladies, and as compassionate of the child, as 
the best among us, or among men--they could not have been more so. I heard scarcely 
any complaining. The party lying down would moan a good deal in their sleep, and I 
would often notice a man--not always the same man, it is to be understood, but nearly all 
of them at one time or other--sitting moaning at his oar, or in his place, as he looked 
mistily over the sea. When it happened to be long before I could catch his eye, he would 
go on moaning all the time in the dismallest manner; but, when our looks met, he would 
brighten and leave off. I almost always got the impression that he did not know what 
sound he had been making, but that he thought he had been humming a tune.  

Our sufferings from cold and wet were far greater than our sufferings from hunger. We 
managed to keep the child warm; but, I doubt if any one else among us ever was warm 
for five minutes together; and the shivering, and the chattering of teeth, were sad to hear. 
The child cried a little at first for her lost playfellow, the Golden Mary; but hardly ever 
whimpered afterwards; and when the state of the weather made it possible, she used now 
and then to be held up in the arms of some of us, to look over the sea for John 
Steadiman's boat. I see the golden hair and the innocent face now, between me and the 
driving clouds, like an angel going to fly away.  

It had happened on the second day, towards night, that Mrs. Atherfield, in getting Little 
Lucy to sleep, sang her a song. She had a soft, melodious voice, and, when she had 



finished it, our people up and begged for another. She sang them another, and after it had 
fallen dark ended with the Evening Hymn. From that time, whenever anything could be 
heard above the sea and wind, and while she had any voice left, nothing would serve the 
people but that she should sing at sunset. She always did, and always ended with the 
Evening Hymn. We mostly took up the last line, and shed tears when it was done, but not 
miserably. We had a prayer night and morning, also, when the weather allowed of it.  

Twelve nights and eleven days we had been driving in the boat, when old Mr. Rarx began 
to be delirious, and to cry out to me to throw the gold overboard or it would sink us, and 
we should all be lost. For days past the child had been declining, and that was the great 
cause of his wildness. He had been over and over again shrieking out to me to give her all 
the remaining meat, to give her all the remaining rum, to save her at any cost, or we 
should all be ruined. At this time, she lay in her mother's arms at my feet. One of her little 
hands was almost always creeping about her mother's neck or chin. I had watched the 
wasting of the little hand, and I knew it was nearly over.  

The old man's cries were so discordant with the mother's love and submission, that I 
called out to him in an angry voice, unless he held his peace on the instant, I would order 
him to be knocked on the head and thrown overboard. He was mute then, until the child 
died, very peacefully, an hour afterwards: which was known to all in the boat by the 
mother's breaking out into lamentations for the first time since the wreck--for, she had 
great fortitude and constancy, though she was a little gentle woman. Old Mr. Rarx then 
became quite ungovernable, tearing what rags he had on him, raging in imprecations, and 
calling to me that if I had thrown the gold overboard (always the gold with him!) I might 
have saved the child. "And now," says he, in a terrible voice, "we shall founder, and all 
go to the Devil, for our sins will sink us, when we have no innocent child to bear us up!" 
We so discovered with amazement, that this old wretch had only cared for the life of the 
pretty little creature dear to all of us, because of the influence he superstitiously hoped 
she might have in preserving him! Altogether it was too much for the smith or armourer, 
who was sitting next the old man, to bear. He took him by the throat and rolled him under 
the thwarts, where he lay still enough for hours afterwards.  

All that thirteenth night, Miss Coleshaw, lying across my knees as I kept the helm, 
comforted and supported the poor mother. Her child, covered with a pea-jacket of mine, 
lay in her lap. It troubled me all night to think that there was no Prayer-Book among us, 
and that I could remember but very few of the exact words of the burial service. When I 
stood up at broad day, all knew what was going to be done, and I noticed that my poor 
fellows made the motion of uncovering their heads, though their heads had been stark 
bare to the sky and sea for many a weary hour. There was a long heavy swell on, but 
otherwise it was a fair morning, and there were broad fields of sunlight on the waves in 
the east. I said no more than this: "I am the Resurrection and the Life, saith the Lord. He 
raised the daughter of Jairus the ruler, and said she was not dead but slept. He raised the 
widow's son. He arose Himself, and was seen of many. He loved little children, saying, 
Suffer them to come unto Me and rebuke them not, for of such is the kingdom of heaven. 
In His name, my friends, and committed to His merciful goodness!" With those words I 



laid my rough face softly on the placid little forehead, and buried the Golden Lucy in the 
grave of the Golden Mary.  

Having had it on my mind to relate the end of this dear little child, I have omitted 
something from its exact place, which I will supply here. It will come quite as well here 
as anywhere else.  

Foreseeing that if the boat lived through the stormy weather, the time must come, and 
soon come, when we should have absolutely no morsel to eat, I had one momentous point 
often in my thoughts. Although I had, years before that, fully satisfied myself that the 
instances in which human beings in the last distress have fed upon each other, are 
exceedingly few, and have very seldom indeed (if ever) occurred when the people in 
distress, however dreadful their extremity, have been accustomed to moderate 
forbearance and restraint; I say, though I had long before quite satisfied my mind on this 
topic, I felt doubtful whether there might not have been in former cases some harm and 
danger from keeping it out of sight and pretending not to think of it. I felt doubtful 
whether some minds, growing weak with fasting and exposure and having such a terrific 
idea to dwell upon in secret, might not magnify it until it got to have an awful attraction 
about it. This was not a new thought of mine, for it had grown out of my reading. 
However, it came over me stronger than it had ever done before--as it had reason for 
doing-- in the boat, and on the fourth day I decided that I would bring out into the light 
that unformed fear which must have been more or less darkly in every brain among us. 
Therefore, as a means of beguiling the time and inspiring hope, I gave them the best 
summary in my power of Bligh's voyage of more than three thousand miles, in an open 
boat, after the Mutiny of the Bounty, and of the wonderful preservation of that boat's 
crew. They listened throughout with great interest, and I concluded by telling them, that, 
in my opinion, the happiest circumstance in the whole narrative was, that Bligh, who was 
no delicate man either, had solemnly placed it on record therein that he was sure and 
certain that under no conceivable circumstances whatever would that emaciated party, 
who had gone through all the pains of famine, have preyed on one another. I cannot 
describe the visible relief which this spread through the boat, and how the tears stood in 
every eye. From that time I was as well convinced as Bligh himself that there was no 
danger, and that this phantom, at any rate, did not haunt us.  

Now, it was a part of Bligh's experience that when the people in his boat were most cast 
down, nothing did them so much good as hearing a story told by one of their number. 
When I mentioned that, I saw that it struck the general attention as much as it did my 
own, for I had not thought of it until I came to it in my summary. This was on the day 
after Mrs. Atherfield first sang to us. I proposed that, whenever the weather would 
permit, we should have a story two hours after dinner (I always issued the allowance I 
have mentioned at one o'clock, and called it by that name), as well as our song at sunset. 
The proposal was received with a cheerful satisfaction that warmed my heart within me; 
and I do not say too much when I say that those two periods in the four-and-twenty hours 
were expected with positive pleasure, and were really enjoyed by all hands. Spectres as 
we soon were in our bodily wasting, our imaginations did not perish like the gross flesh 



upon our bones. Music and Adventure, two of the great gifts of Providence to mankind, 
could charm us long after that was lost.  

The wind was almost always against us after the second day; and for many days together 
we could not nearly hold our own. We had all varieties of bad weather. We had rain, hail, 
snow, wind, mist, thunder and lightning. Still the boats lived through the heavy seas, and 
still we perishing people rose and fell with the great waves.  

Sixteen nights and fifteen days, twenty nights and nineteen days, twenty-four nights and 
twenty-three days. So the time went on. Disheartening as I knew that our progress, or 
want of progress, must be, I never deceived them as to my calculations of it. In the first 
place, I felt that we were all too near eternity for deceit; in the second place, I knew that 
if I failed, or died, the man who followed me must have a knowledge of the true state of 
things to begin upon. When I told them at noon, what I reckoned we had made or lost, 
they generally received what I said in a tranquil and resigned manner, and always 
gratefully towards me. It was not unusual at any time of the day for some one to burst out 
weeping loudly without any new cause; and, when the burst was over, to calm down a 
little better than before. I had seen exactly the same thing in a house of mourning. 

During the whole of this time, old Mr. Rarx had had his fits of calling out to me to throw 
the gold (always the gold!) overboard, and of heaping violent reproaches upon me for not 
having saved the child; but now, the food being all gone, and I having nothing left to 
serve out but a bit of coffee-berry now and then, he began to be too weak to do this, and 
consequently fell silent. Mrs. Atherfield and Miss Coleshaw generally lay, each with an 
arm across one of my knees, and her head upon it. They never complained at all. Up to 
the time of her child's death, Mrs. Atherfield had bound up her own beautiful hair every 
day; and I took particular notice that this was always before she sang her song at night, 
when everyone looked at her. But she never did it after the loss of her darling; and it 
would have been now all tangled with dirt and wet, but that Miss Coleshaw was careful 
of it long after she was herself, and would sometimes smooth it down with her weak thin 
hands.  

We were past mustering a story now; but one day, at about this period, I reverted to the 
superstition of old Mr. Rarx, concerning the Golden Lucy, and told them that nothing 
vanished from the eye of God, though much might pass away from the eyes of men. "We 
were all of us," says I, "children once; and our baby feet have strolled in green woods 
ashore; and our baby hands have gathered flowers in gardens, where the birds were 
singing. The children that we were, are not lost to the great knowledge of our Creator. 
Those innocent creatures will appear with us before Him, and plead for us. What we were 
in the best time of our generous youth will arise and go with us too. The purest part of our 
lives will not desert us at the pass to which all of us here present are gliding. What we 
were then, will be as much in existence before Him, as what we are now." They were no 
less comforted by this consideration, than I was myself; and Miss Coleshaw, drawing my 
ear nearer to her lips, said, "Captain Ravender, I was on my way to marry a disgraced and 
broken man, whom I dearly loved when he was honourable and good. Your words seem 
to have come out of my own poor heart." She pressed my hand upon it, smiling.  



Twenty-seven nights and twenty-six days. We were in no want of rain-water, but we had 
nothing else. And yet, even now, I never turned my eyes upon a waking face but it tried 
to brighten before mine. O, what a thing it is, in a time of danger and in the presence of 
death, the shining of a face upon a face! I have heard it broached that orders should be 
given in great new ships by electric telegraph. I admire machinery as much is any man, 
and am as thankful to it as any man can be for what it does for us. But it will never be a 
substitute for the face of a man, with his soul in it, encouraging another man to be brave 
and true. Never try it for that. It will break down like a straw.  

I now began to remark certain changes in myself which I did not like. They caused me 
much disquiet. I often saw the Golden Lucy in the air above the boat. I often saw her I 
have spoken of before, sitting beside me. I saw the Golden Mary go down, as she really 
had gone down, twenty times in a day. And yet the sea was mostly, to my thinking, not 
sea neither, but moving country and extraordinary mountainous regions, the like of which 
have never been beheld. I felt it time to leave my last words regarding John Steadiman, in 
case any lips should last out to repeat them to any living ears. I said that John had told me 
(as he had on deck) that he had sung out "Breakers ahead!" the instant they were audible, 
and had tried to wear ship, but she struck before it could be done. (His cry, I dare say, had 
made my dream.) I said that the circumstances were altogether without warning, and out 
of any course that could have been guarded against; that the same loss would have 
happened if I had been in charge; and that John was not to blame, but from first to last 
had done his duty nobly, like the man he was. I tried to write it down in my pocket-book, 
but could make no words, though I knew what the words were that I wanted to make. 
When it had come to that, her hands--though she was dead so long--laid me down gently 
in the bottom of the boat, and she and the Golden Lucy swung me to sleep.  

All That Follows, Was Written By John Steadiman, Chief Mate:  

On the twenty-sixth day after the foundering of the Golden Mary at sea, I, John 
Steadiman, was sitting in my place in the stern-sheets of the Surf-boat, with just sense 
enough left in me to steer--that is to say, with my eyes strained, wide-awake, over the 
bows of the boat, and my brains fast asleep and dreaming--when I was roused upon a 
sudden by our second mate, Mr. William Rames.  

"Let me take a spell in your place," says he. "And look you out for the Long-boat astern. 
The last time she rose on the crest of a wave, I thought I made out a signal flying aboard 
her."  

We shifted our places, clumsily and slowly enough, for we were both of us weak and 
dazed with wet, cold, and hunger. I waited some time, watching the heavy rollers astern, 
before the Long-boat rose a-top of one of them at the same time with us. At last, she was 
heaved up for a moment well in view, and there, sure enough, was the signal flying 
aboard of her--a strip of rag of some sort, rigged to an oar, and hoisted in her bows.  

"What does it mean?" says Rames to me in a quavering, trembling sort of voice. "Do they 
signal a sail in sight?"  



"Hush, for God's sake!" says I, clapping my hand over his mouth. "Don't let the people 
hear you. They'll all go mad together if we mislead them about that signal. Wait a bit, till 
I have another look at it."  

I held on by him, for he had set me all of a tremble with his notion of a sail in sight, and 
watched for the Long-boat again. Up she rose on the top of another roller. I made out the 
signal clearly, that second time, and saw that it was rigged half-mast high.  

"Rames," says I, "it's a signal of distress. Pass the word forward to keep her before the 
sea, and no more. We must get the Long-boat within hailing distance of us, as soon as 
possible."  

I dropped down into my old place at the tiller without another word- -for the thought 
went through me like a knife that something had happened to Captain Ravender. I should 
consider myself unworthy to write another line of this statement, if I had not made up my 
mind to speak the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth--and I must, therefore, 
confess plainly that now, for the first time, my heart sank within me. This weakness on 
my part was produced in some degree, as I take it, by the exhausting effects of previous 
anxiety and grief.  

Our provisions--if I may give that name to what we had left--were reduced to the rind of 
one lemon and about a couple of handsfull of coffee-berries. Besides these great 
distresses, caused by the death, the danger, and the suffering among my crew and 
passengers, I had had a little distress of my own to shake me still more, in the death of the 
child whom I had got to be very fond of on the voyage out--so fond that I was secretly a 
little jealous of her being taken in the Long-boat instead of mine when the ship 
foundered. It used to be a great comfort to me, and I think to those with me also, after we 
had seen the last of the Golden Mary, to see the Golden Lucy, held up by the men in the 
Long-boat, when the weather allowed it, as the best and brightest sight they had to show. 
She looked, at the distance we saw her from, almost like a little white bird in the air. To 
miss her for the first time, when the weather lulled a little again, and we all looked out for 
our white bird and looked in vain, was a sore disappointment. To see the men's heads 
bowed down and the captain's hand pointing into the sea when we hailed the Long-boat, a 
few days after, gave me as heavy a shock and as sharp a pang of heartache to bear as ever 
I remember suffering in all my life. I only mention these things to show that if I did give 
way a little at first, under the dread that our captain was lost to us, it was not without 
having been a good deal shaken beforehand by more trials of one sort or another than 
often fall to one man's share.  

I had got over the choking in my throat with the help of a drop of water, and had steadied 
my mind again so as to be prepared against the worst, when I heard the hail (Lord help 
the poor fellows, how weak it sounded!) -  

"Surf-boat, ahoy!"  



I looked up, and there were our companions in misfortune tossing abreast of us; not so 
near that we could make out the features of any of them, but near enough, with some 
exertion for people in our condition, to make their voices heard in the intervals when the 
wind was weakest.  

I answered the hail, and waited a bit, and heard nothing, and then sung out the captain's 
name. The voice that replied did not sound like his; the words that reached us were:  

"Chief-mate wanted on board!"  

Every man of my crew knew what that meant as well as I did. As second officer in 
command, there could be but one reason for wanting me on board the Long-boat. A groan 
went all round us, and my men looked darkly in each other's faces, and whispered under 
their breaths:  

"The captain is dead!"  

I commanded them to be silent, and not to make too sure of bad news, at such a pass as 
things had now come to with us. Then, hailing the Long-boat, I signified that I was ready 
to go on board when the weather would let me--stopped a bit to draw a good long breath-
-and then called out as loud as I could the dreadful question:  

"Is the captain dead?"  

The black figures of three or four men in the after-part of the Long-boat all stooped down 
together as my voice reached them. They were lost to view for about a minute; then 
appeared again--one man among them was held up on his feet by the rest, and he hailed 
back the blessed words (a very faint hope went a very long way with people in our 
desperate situation): "Not yet!"  

The relief felt by me, and by all with me, when we knew that our captain, though unfitted 
for duty, was not lost to us, it is not in words--at least, not in such words as a man like me 
can command--to express. I did my best to cheer the men by telling them what a good 
sign it was that we were not as badly off yet as we had feared; and then communicated 
what instructions I had to give, to William Rames, who was to be left in command in my 
place when I took charge of the Long-boat. After that, there was nothing to be done, but 
to wait for the chance of the wind dropping at sunset, and the sea going down afterwards, 
so as to enable our weak crews to lay the two boats alongside of each other, without 
undue risk--or, to put it plainer, without saddling ourselves with the necessity for any 
extraordinary exertion of strength or skill. Both the one and the other had now been 
starved out of us for days and days together.  

At sunset the wind suddenly dropped, but the sea, which had been running high for so 
long a time past, took hours after that before it showed any signs of getting to rest. The 
moon was shining, the sky was wonderfully clear, and it could not have been, according 
to my calculations, far off midnight, when the long, slow, regular swell of the calming 



ocean fairly set in, and I took the responsibility of lessening the distance between the 
Long-boat and ourselves.  

It was, I dare say, a delusion of mine; but I thought I had never seen the moon shine so 
white and ghastly anywhere, either on sea or on land, as she shone that night while we 
were approaching our companions in misery. When there was not much more than a 
boat's length between us, and the white light streamed cold and clear over all our faces, 
both crews rested on their oars with one great shudder, and stared over the gunwale of 
either boat, panic-stricken at the first sight of each other.  

"Any lives lost among you?" I asked, in the midst of that frightful silence.  

The men in the Long-bout huddled together like sheep at the sound of my voice.  

"None yet, but the child, thanks be to God!" answered one among them.  

And at the sound of his voice, all my men shrank together like the men in the Long-boat. 
I was afraid to let the horror produced by our first meeting at close quarters after the 
dreadful changes that wet, cold, and famine had produced, last one moment longer than 
could be helped; so, without giving time for any more questions and answers, I 
commanded the men to lay the two boats close alongside of each other. When I rose up 
and committed the tiller to the hands of Rames, all my poor follows raised their white 
faces imploringly to mine. "Don't leave us, sir," they said, "don't leave us." "I leave you," 
says I, "under the command and the guidance of Mr. William Rames, as good a sailor as I 
am, and as trusty and kind a man as ever stepped. Do your duty by him, as you have done 
it by me; and remember to the last, that while there is life there is hope. God bless and 
help you all!" With those words I collected what strength I had left, and caught at two 
arms that were held out to me, and so got from the stern-sheets of one boat into the stern-
sheets of the other.  

"Mind where you step, sir," whispered one of the men who had helped me into the Long-
boat. I looked down as he spoke. Three figures were huddled up below me, with the 
moonshine falling on them in ragged streaks through the gaps between the men standing 
or sitting above them. The first face I made out was the face of Miss Coleshaw, her eyes 
were wide open and fixed on me. She seemed still to keep her senses, and, by the 
alternate parting and closing of her lips, to be trying to speak, but I could not hear that she 
uttered a single word. On her shoulder rested the head of Mrs. Atherfield. The mother of 
our poor little Golden Lucy must, I think, have been dreaming of the child she had lost; 
for there was a faint smile just ruffling the white stillness of her face, when I first saw it 
turned upward, with peaceful closed eyes towards the heavens. From her, I looked down 
a little, and there, with his head on her lap, and with one of her hands resting tenderly on 
his cheek--there lay the Captain, to whose help and guidance, up to this miserable time, 
we had never looked in vain,--there, worn out at last in our service, and for our sakes, lay 
the best and bravest man of all our company. I stole my hand in gently through his 
clothes and laid it on his heart, and felt a little feeble warmth over it, though my cold 
dulled touch could not detect even the faintest beating. The two men in the stern-sheets 



with me, noticing what I was doing--knowing I loved him like a brother--and seeing, I 
suppose, more distress in my face than I myself was conscious of its showing, lost 
command over themselves altogether, and burst into a piteous moaning, sobbing 
lamentation over him. One of the two drew aside a jacket from his feet, and showed me 
that they were bare, except where a wet, ragged strip of stocking still clung to one of 
them. When the ship struck the Iceberg, he had run on deck leaving his shoes in his cabin. 
All through the voyage in the boat his feet had been unprotected; and not a soul had 
discovered it until he dropped! As long as he could keep his eyes open, the very look of 
them had cheered the men, and comforted and upheld the women. Not one living creature 
in the boat, with any sense about him, but had felt the good influence of that brave man in 
one way or another. Not one but had heard him, over and over again, give the credit to 
others which was due only to himself; praising this man for patience, and thanking that 
man for help, when the patience and the help had really and truly, as to the best part of 
both, come only from him. All this, and much more, I heard pouring confusedly from the 
men's lips while they crouched down, sobbing and crying over their commander, and 
wrapping the jacket as warmly and tenderly as they could over is cold feet. It went to my 
heart to check them; but I knew that if this lamenting spirit spread any further, all chance 
of keeping alight any last sparks of hope and resolution among the boat's company would 
be lost for ever. Accordingly I sent them to their places, spoke a few encouraging words 
to the men forward, promising to serve out, when the morning came, as much as I dared, 
of any eatable thing left in the lockers; called to Rames, in my old boat, to keep as near us 
as he safely could; drew the garments and coverings of the two poor suffering women 
more closely about them; and, with a secret prayer to be directed for the best in bearing 
the awful responsibility now laid on my shoulders, took my Captain's vacant place at the 
helm of the Long-boat.  

This, as well as I can tell it, is the full and true account of how I came to be placed in 
charge of the lost passengers and crew of the Golden Mary, on the morning of the 
twenty-seventh day after the ship struck the Iceberg, and foundered at sea.  
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