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THE MISEiTS DAUGÍITER.

BOOK THE FIRST.

RANDULPH C R EW .

CHAPTER I.

TUE MISER*S DWELLING IN THE LITTLE SANCTUARY.— OPPOSITE NEIGIIBOURS.— P E T E R  

POKEUICII AND TUE FAIR TIIOMASINE.^—-JACOB P O ST .— RANDULPH CREW .

J.\ a large, crazy, old-fashioned house at Ihe corner of the 
LiltleSanctuary in Westminster, and facing the abbey, dwelt, in 
tbc year 1744, a person named Scarve. From hisextraordinarily 
penurious habits, he received the appellation Starve, and was 
generally denominated by his neighbours “ Miser Starve.” 
Tew, if any, of those who thus designated him, knew mueh 
about him, nőne of them being allovved to cross his threshold ; 
bút there was an air, even externally, about his dwelling, strong- 
Jy indicative of his parsimonious character. Most of the W i n ­
dows in the upper stories, which, as is usual wilh habitations 
of Ihat dato, far overhung the lower, were boarded up,- and 
those not thus closed were so covered wilh dúst and dirt thai it 
was impossible to discern any object íhrough them. Many paris 
of the building were in a ruinous condition, and, where the 
dilapidations were not dangerous, were leit in that state •, bút 
wherever somé repairs were absolutely necessary to keep the 
structure togelher, they were rnade in the readiest and cheapest 
manner. The porch alone preserved its original character. It 
Projected far beyond the doorway, and was ornamenled with 

,e arms of a former occupant of the habitation, carved in hold 
ie 1 111 oak? and supported by two mermaids sculptured in the 
same wood. All the lower Windows were strongly grated, and



darkcned likcthc upper with long-accumulated dust. The door 
was kept constantly bolted and barred, even in the day-time; 
and the whole building had a dingy, dismal, and dungeon-like
aspect. *

Mr. Scarve’s opposite neighbour, who was as curious as 
opposite neighbours generally are, and who was a mercer named 
Deacle, used to spend hours with his wife and daughter, who 
were as curious as himself, in reconnoitring the miser’s dwell- 
ing. But their curiosity was rarely, if ever, gratified, except 
that they occasionally saw some member of the family go forth, 
or return. Another constant spy upon the mysterious abode 
was Peter Pokerich, a voung barber and perruquier, occupying 
the next house to the mercer, but whose motives were not, like 
the other’s, entirely those of curiosity. Having completed bis 
apprenticeship about a twelvemonth before, Peter Pokerich 
had atthat time settled in the Little Sanctuary, and had already 
obtained a fair share of business, being much employed in 
dressing the wigs of the lawyers frequenting Westminster Hall. 
He was a smart, dapper little fellow, with no contemptible opi- 
nion of himself, either as to mental or personal qualifications, 
and being determined to push his fortune with the sex, had, 
in the first instance, paid very marked attentions to the mercer’s 
daughter, Thomasine, or, as she was styled by her admirers,
“ the Fair Thomasine;” and these attentions, it was pretty evi­
dent, were not altogether unacceptable. Just, however, as he 
was on the eve of declaring himself, and soliciting the hand of 
the fair Thomasine, with little apprehension of a refusal, he 
accidentally beheld the miser’s daughter, Hilda Scarve, and his 
inflammable heart taking fire at her beauty, which was indeed 
sufliciently ravishing to captivate a colder breast than his, he 
thenceforth became her slave, and could no longer endure the 
auburn locks, the hazel orbs, the pretty features, and plump 
little person, of the fair Thomasine, which had once appeared 
so altractive in his eyes. Another consideratiori was not without 
its weight in turning the scale of his aiTections. Hildas father 
was reputed to he of immense wcalth; she was his only child, 
at least so it was generally understood, and would, of course, 
inherit the whole of his vast hoards: and as, furthermore, he 
was an.old man, it could not, in the course of nature, be very 
long before the properly must Come to her. This consideratiori 
decided Peter in favour of the miser’s daughter, and it was the 
hopeof obtaining a glimpse of her that made lrirn play the spy
upon her father’s dwelling.

The repairs previously alluded to were made by the miser s ser­
vant, Jacob Post, who, on this occasion, stepped over the way to 
borrow a ladder írom Mr. Deacle. For reasons of his own, the



mercer readily complied with the reqaest, and when Jacob’s 
Work was done, and he brought back the ladder, he was invited 
by its owner Io bis back parlour, where Mrs. Deacle and the 
fair Thomasine wereseated, and where a substantial repast was 
laid out. Jacob was requested to sit down, and with some hesi- 
tation complied. A plate, loaded with cold beel, was next 
offered him, and he cleared it in an inconceivably short space 
of time. The plate was again filled, and again emptied, and as 
his appetite seemed in no ways stayed, and the edgebone was 
nearly bared, a large remnant of a potato pie in a brown 
earlhenware dish was substituted. To the astonishment of the 
party, he soon disposed of it. These viands requiring to be 
washed down, Mr. Deacle took ajug of ale, which stood atone 
corner of the table, and pouring out a large foaming glass, 
offered it to bis guest, winking as he did so at his wife, as much 
as to say, “ W e have him now.” Whether or not Jacob saw 
the wink is of little import: he took the glass, drained it to the 
last drop, and sprang to his feet.

“ Why, you’re not going?” cried Mr. Deacle.
‘‘ Yes, I am,” replied Jacob, in his deep, gruff voice.

Mr Dee^I~^Ut stop *?ve sornething to say to you,” rejoined

“ Master’Il wonder what Fm doing here so long,” returned 
Jacob. “ He watched me cross over with the ladder.”

“ You should have thought of that before you sat down,” re- 
marked Mrs. Deacle, somewhat spitefully. “ If you would draw 
another jug of ale, my lőve, I dare say Mr. Jacob would risk 
incurring bis master’s displeasure, and stay a few minutes 
longer.”

“ No, I wouldn’t,” replied Jacob, looking *at the same time 
wistfully at the jug. “ No, I wouldn’t,” he added, slightly 
softening bis tone.

Irv him,” whispered Mrs. Deacle to her spouse.
Mi . Deacle took the hint, and likewise took up the jug, and 

winking at his wile, proceeded to a side door, opening upon a 
ílight of stone steps, evidently leading to the lower part of the 
premises, and disappeared. With true feminine tact, Mrs. 
Deacle had perceived Jacob’s weak point. Ile seemed spcll- 
bound. The temptation of the “ other jug” was irresistible. He 
scratched his forehead with the point of his great thumb-nail, 
pushed up the little brown seratch wig covering the top of bis 
bead, still higher, glanced at the door, but did not attempt to 
withdraw. The figure he now cut was so ridiculous that both 
ladies burst into screams of laughter. Not in the slightest degree 
disconcerted, Jacob maintained his posilion, and eyed tliem with 
a look so steril that their merriment spcedilv died off in a quavör.



The Formidable predominated over the Ridiculous in Jacob’s 
appearance. He was six feet two in height, with a large-boned 
frame, not encumbered with too much ilesh, and immense hands 
and feet. Though slightly in-kneed, he held himself as erect as 
an old soldier. He had a grim black muzzle, a wide mouth gar- 
nished with keen white teeth, the masticatory powers of which 
he had just so satisfactorily exhibited, thick and jetty eyebrows, 
and an enormous nose slightly tinged towards its extremity 
with a mulberry hue. He wbre an old gray cloth coat, of the 
formal cut in vogue about twenty years before, with a row of 
plate buttons extending from the collar to the skirts, as well as 
others on the pockets, and which, though it only reached to 
bis knees, must have dangled down to its original owner’s 
ancles. Ilis waistcoat was of the same material as the upper 
garment, and evidently dated back to the same remote period. 
A dirty neckcloth, looking positively white from its contrast 
with his swarthy chin, was twisted round his throat. He pos- 
sessed great personal strength, and, indeed, was reported to 
have driven off, sirigle-handed, three housebreakers, who had 
contrived one night to effect an entrance into his master’s ha- 
bitation. It was thought that the miser retained him as much 
for seif defence as for his olher Services; and it was even said 
that in some money-lending transactions in which Mr. Scarve 
had been engaged with suspicious characters, Jacob stood by 
on guard.

By the time, the mercer had returned with a jug, whose 
frothing head made Jacob’s mouth water. Seeing the effect pro- 
duced on Ilim, Mr. Deacle indulged in a sly chuckle.

“ A h! Jacob,” he said, feigning a commiserating tone, “ I 
fear you don’t get such liquor as this with your master. He 
don’tbrew over-strong—not too much malt and hops, eil?”

“ That’s true enough, Sir,” replied Jacob, gruilly.
“ Do you get any ale at all, Jacob?” inquired Mr. Deacle.
“ N o,” replied Jacob, in a tone so abrupt that it made the 

good dame Start, and elicited a slight scream from the fair Tho­
masine.

“ ’Odd’s precious!” exclaimed Mrs. Deacle, “ how thefellow 
does frighten one. And so you have no ale?”—(Jacob shook 
his head)—“ nor small beer?”—(another negative)—“ then what 
do you drinlt, for wine or spirits must be out of the question? ” 

“ Treacle-beer,” rejoined Jacob \ “ andlittle enough of that.” 
“ So I should think,” remarked Mr. Deacle, cunninglv. 

“ Come, come, friend Jacob !—this may be very well for your 
master, but it wont do with me. Your nose would never keep 
its goodly colour on such thin potations.”



A grim smile crossed Jacob’s face, and he tapped the feaiure 
inquestion.

“ I understand,” replied the mercer, winking; “ private cellar, 
ah/ Perfectly right, Jacob. Private larder, too, Pli be svvorn. 
You couldn’t live on Miser Starve’s—I mean, Mr, Scarve’s— 
allowance. Impossible Jacob—impossible! Take a glass, Jacob. 
Your master must be very rieh, ehP”

“ I don’t know,” replied Jacob, after tossing off the glass ; 
“ he doesn’t live like a rieh man.”

“ There I differ from you, Jacob,” returned the mercer; “ he 
lives like a miser, and misers are always rieh.”

“ Maybe,” replied Jacob, turning away.
“ Stop, stop! ” cried the mercer—“ you must finish this jug 

before you go. Are you the only servant in the house ? ”
“ Ih e  only möf/i-servant,” replied Jacob, looking as if he did 

not relish the question; “ bút there’s sometimes a cheervfoman, 
and the two ladies does for themselves.”

“ Do for themselves!” ejaculated Mrs. Deacle. u How dread- 
fu l! ”

“ Dreadful, indeed!” echoed the fair Thomasine, with an 
expression ofineffable disgust, theatrically fineinits effect.

e 1,1 shoulcl like to see Ihe inside of your master’s house, 
Jacob; I confess,” pursued Mrs. Deacle.

“ You wouldn’t wish to repeat the visit, ma’am, if you had 
once been there,” he answered, drily.

“ I hope the miser doesn’t ill-treat his daughter,” said the fair 
ihomasine. “ Poor thing, how I pity her! Such a sweet 
creature, and such a tyrant of a father! ”

“ She’s not ill-treated, miss,” rejoined Jacob, gruflly; “ and 
she’s not so much to be pitied as you suppose; nor is master a 
tyrant, by 110 means, miss.”

“ Don’tbe offended, Jacob,” interposed the mercer, pouring 
out a glass, and handing it to him. “  Women always fancy 
themselves ill-treated either by their fathers, husbands, or bro- 
thers—-all except their lovers, eh, Jacob?”

“ l ’m sure, my lőve, nobody can say I complain,” said Mrs. 
Deacle.

jNor I, father, added Thomasine; “ as to lovers, I know 
nothing about them, and don’t desire to know.”

“ Bless m e! how you take one up,” rejoined Mr. Deacle, 
sharply. “ Nobody does say that either of you complains. 
Surely, Jacob, the old lady whom I always see with your mas- 
tcr’s daughter can’t be her mother?”

‘‘ No, she’s her aunt,” replied Jacob.
‘ On the father’s side?”

“ Mother’s.”



“ I thought as much ; and her name is:----- ?”
Jacob looked as though he would have said, “ What’s that 

to you ?” but he answered, “ Mrs. Clinton.”
“ You’ll think me rather curious, Jacob,” pursued the raercer,

“ bút I should like toknow the name ol'your master’s daughter. 
W hatis it, eh?”

“ Hilda,” replied Jacob.
“ Hilda! dear me—a very Singular name,” cried Mrs. Deacle.
“ Singular, indeed! but sweetly prettv,” sighed the fair Tho­

masine.
“ Probably a family name,” remarked the mercer. “  Well, 

Miss Hilda’s a charming creature, Jacob,—charming.”
“ She is charmin1,” repeated Jacob, emphatically.
“ Not very well dressed though,” muttered the mercer, as if 

speaking to himself; and then he added aloud—(i She’Il be a 
great catch, Jacob,—a great catch. Any engagement—any one 
in view—any Iover, eh ?”

“ No one,” replied Jacob. “ Unless,” he added, bursting 
intő a horse laugh, “ it’s your next door neighbour, Peter Po- 
kerich, the barber.”

“ Peter Pokerich! ” screamed the fair Thomasine, starting to 
her feet, and assuming an attitűdé of distraction.

‘ ‘ Mercy on us! what’s the matter, Tommy ? ” cried the mercer, 
in surprise.

“ Don’t ask me, father,” rejoined the young lady, gasping 
like a tragic actress, and passing her hand across her brow as if 
to clear ofTsome imaginary hair,—her own auburn tresses being 
trimly secured beneath a pretty little fly cap. “ Teil me, Jacob,” 
she added, catching his arm, “ is my—is Peter—is thefaithless * 
one Hilda Scarve’s lover?—has he declared his passión? is he 
accepted?—teil me all, Jacob, and whatever effort it may cost me,
I will bear it.”

“ l ’ve nothing more to teil than this,” replied Jacob, who 
listened with imperturbable calmness to this passionate and 
touching address;—“ he has lately taken to followin’ young 
missis when she goes out to walk with her aunt.”

“ But has not dared to address her, Jacob?” cried the fair 
Thomasine, breathlessly.

“ Not tili t’other day,” replied Jacob, “ and then he stopped 
her just as she was enterin’ the house. Luckily, I was there, 
and I guv1 hirn a taste of my crab-stick, which PU engage he’ll 
remember.”

“ Cudgelled!—Peter false, and cudgelled!—cruel, vet kind, 
Jacob! ” cried the fair Thomasine, relaxing her hold, and stag­
gering back. “ This is too much—support me, mother! ”



“ What’s the matter with you,Tommy, I sav?—are you going 
distracted?” cried the mercer.

“ Fetch the ratafia, my dcar, and don't ask questions,” replied 
his wife. “ Don’t you see there’s been a secret attachment? ” she 
added,in an under tone—“ Ihat deceitful little barber has played 
her false. But Fll bring him to his senses, H l warrant Ihm. Poor 
thing! this is just the state 1 was thrown intő when I heard of 
your going to Stourbridge Fair with cousin Sally. The ratafia! 
the ratafia!—quick! quick! ”

The mercer opened a cupboard, took out the cordial, gave it 
to his wife, and then motioning Jacob to follow him, rushed out 
of the room so precipitately, that he overset a person who was 
listening at the door, and who proved to be no other than Peter 
Pokerich.

“ What! you here, S ir!” cried Mr. Deacle, in astonishment. 
“ Then you’ve heard what has passed. Go in to my daughter, 
and make her mind easy directly.”

“ If he doesn’t Pli give him another taste of the crabstick,” 
added Jacob.

“ But it would be highly indecorous—highly improper, in me 
to go in just now, Mr. Deacle,” remonstrated Peter.

“ Not more indecorous, or improper, than listening at the 
door,” rejoined the mercer. “ Go in directly, Sir.”

“ Ay, g o !” added Jacob, menacingly.
And Peter, seeing Opposition in vain, opened the door and 

srieaked in. A stifled scream and an hysterical laugh succeeded 
his entrance.

The mercer accompanied Jacob to the Street door : and, as 
he passed through the shop, pointed out the different rieh stuffs 
to him.

“ I' wish you could induce your young mistress to come and 
look atmy assortment of stuffs,” he said; “ it is the choicest in 
town, though I say it, who shouldn’t say it. l ’ve garden silks, 
Italian silks, brocades, tissues, cloth of silver, ditto gold, fine 
Mantua silks, right Genoa velvets, English ditto, embossed 
ditto. Or if she wants commoner stuff, l ’ve fine thread satins, 
both striped and plain,fine Mohair silks, satinets, burdets, Per- 
sianets, Norwich crapes, anterines, silks for hoods and scarfs, 
hair camlets, sagathees,shalloons, and right Scotch plaids. Can 
you recollect all these articles?”

“ I should need a heiter memory than I have to recollect 
half of ’em,” replied Jacob.

“ I would send her some stuffs to look at, if you think her 
father wouldn’t object,” said the mercer : “ this black velvet 
would suit her exactlv, or this rieh Italian silk.”

“ It would cost me my place to take them,” replied Jacob;



“ and yet, as you say Ihey would become her purely. But it’s 
of no use thinkin’ of them,” he added, walking away.

“ One word more, Jacob,” said Mr. Deacle, detaining him, 
and whispering in his ear—“ I didn’t like to ask the question 
before the women— but they do sav your master’s a Papist and 
a Jacobite.”

“ jWho say so?” cried Jacob, loudly and gruifly. “ Speakup, 
and teil m e! ”

“ W hy, the neighbours,” repliedthe mercer, somewhat ab- 
ashed.

“ Then teil ’em from me Ihat it’s a lie,” rejoined Jacob. And, 
heedless of anv further attempts to detain him, he strode 
away.

One night, about a month after the incident above related, 
which took place at the latter end of April, 1744, justas Peter 
Pokerich was in the act of sliutting up bis shop, he observed a 
horseman turn out of King-slreet, and ride towards him. It was 
sulTiciently light to enable him to discover, on anearer approach, 
that the stranger was a young man, about one or two and 
twenty, with a tall, well-proportioned figure, at once vigorous 
and symmetrical, extremely regulär and finely-formed features, 
glowing with health and manly beauty,and slightly, though not 
unbecomingly, embrowned by exposure to thesun. Apparently 
disdaining to follow the fashion of the period, or proud of bis 
own waving, brown locks, the young man suffered them to fall 
in their native luxuriance over his shoulder. The fashion of his 
dark green riding dress—which, ill made as it appeared in the 
eyes of the knowing barber, revealed his fine figure to great 
advantage—as well as his general appearance, proclaimed him 
from the country. Looking hard at Peter as he advanced, the 
stranger drew up beside him.

“ Can you teil me where Mr. Scarve lives?” he asked.
Peter started, and starcd at his interrogator in speechless as- 

tonishment. The young man looked surprised in his turn, and 
repeated the inquiry.

“ Miser Starve—bég pardon!—Mr. Scarve? but he’s generaliy 
known by the former name hereabouts,” cried Peter. “ Oh yes, 
sir ; I do know where Mr. Scarve lives.”

“ Then, probably, you will have the goodness to direct me to 
the house,” returned the young man. “ This is the Little 
Sanctuary, is it not?”

“ Yes, sir! y e s !” replied Peter. “ But what may he your 
business with Miser Starve—bég pardon again!—Mr. Scarve?”

“ My business is not of much consequence,” rejoined the 
young man, somewhat coldly and haughtily, “ but it refers to 
Mr. Scarve himself.”



“ Bég pardon, sir—no oflence, I hope,” returned Peter, in a 
deprecatory tone; “ but Mr. Starve-bless me ! how my tongue 
runs—Mr. Scarve is such a very odd man. He wont see you 
unless your business is very particular. Will you favour me 
with your name, sir ?

“ My name is Randulph Crew,” returned thestranger.
“ Crew—Crew! ” repeated Peter; “ that should be a Cheshire 

name. Excuse the liberty, bút are you írom that county, sir!”
“ Iám—I am !” replied the other, impatiently.
“ Ah! knew it at once, sir. Can’t deceive me,” rejoined 

Peter. “ Fine head of hair, sir, very fme-, but must lose it. 
Very well for Cheshire—but wont do in London. Ladies will 
laugh at you. Nothing so ungenteel as one’s own hair. Pve a 
fine head of hair myself, but can’t wear it. Must have a perüké. 
Perukes are as essential to a gentleman now-a-days as lace to 
his clothes. I ’ve wigs of all sorts, all fashions, all prices : the 
minor-bob; the Sunday buckle 5 the bob-major 5 the apothecary’s 
bush-, the physical and chirurgical tie5 the scratch, or blood’s 
skull covering; the Jehu’s Jemmy, or white-and-all-white \ the 
campaign\ and the Ramellies. Step in, and Pli shew you the 
last new perriwig—the Villiers—brought in by the great beau 
of that name—heard of him, I dare say, sir,—and which all our 
bnghts, smarts, putts, and jemnfies are wearing. I’ve the 
counterpart of Beau Villiers’s own perriwig, which between 
ourselves for it must go no further—lobtainedfrom his gentle­
man, Mr. Crackenthorpe Cripps. It’squite a wonder. Do step 
in, sir, and lookat it. It’ll quite ravish you.”

‘ Ihank you, friend; I am content with the covering nature 
has given my head,” replied Randulph.

“ And with very good reason, sir,” replied Peter 5 but fa- 
shion, sir,—fashion is arbitrary, and has decreed that no man 
shall wear his own hair. Therefore, you must, perforce, sir, 
adopt the perriwig.”

“ Will you shew me Mr. Scarve’s residence, or must I ap- 
ply for inlormation elsewhere?” cricd the young man, wearied 
with the barber’s loquacity.

“ Not so fast, sir not so fast,” replied Peter. “ I must teil you 
somcthing about the old gentleman first. Do you ltnow Ilim, sir?”

Randulph Crew uttered a hasty negative.
“ Then 1 d o ” pursued Peter. “ Terrible miser, sir-terri- 

ble!—denies himself all the comforts ofexistence—makes his 
family and servants live upon a bare boné for a week—thinks 
01 nothing but his gold—and, as to his daughter—”

‘‘ Oh, he has a daughter, has he?” interrupted Randulph. 
í£ 1 was not aware of it. Is she at all likc him?”



Ci Like him !—no ! ” echoed Peter. She’s beautiful beyond de- 
scriplion.” But thinking such commendation rather injudicious 
in the present case, he checked himself as mal-adroitlv as a 
horse pulled up toosuddenly, andadded, “ At leastsome people 
say so 5 but, fór my own part, I can see nothing to admire in 
her.”

“ Well, perhaps I may judge for myself,” observed Randulph. 
“ Perhaps you may, ” quavered Peter. “ He’s just the man to 

captivate her,” he thought. “ I wish I could misdirect him 5 but 
most probably Jacob wont admit hijn.”

“ And novv, friend, will you shew me the house ? ” cried 
Randulph.

“ With pleasure, sir—with pleasure,” replied Peter, pointing 
to the opposite habitation-, “ there it is—at the corner.”

Yexed at having been so long and so unnecessarily detain- 
ed, Randulph Crew turnéd his horse’s head, and dismounting 
before the miser’s door, knocked loudly against it with the hüt­
end of his heavy riding-whip. Peter anxiously watched his pro- 
ceedings 5 but as no answer was returned to the summons, he 
began to hope the young man would go away 5 but in this he 
was disappointed, for the latter renewed his application, and 
did not desist tili checked by the gruff voice of Jacob Post, who 
shouted from a little grated window, through which he recon- 
noitred the intruder— “ Halloo ! what’s the matter?—who’s 
there?”

“ Is Mr. Scarve at home?” äsked Randulph. “ I want to see 
him.”

“ Then you can’t,” rejoined Jacob, in his harshest accents, 
but which sounded like music in the ears of the attentive Peter.

“ But I must, and will,” rejoined Randulph in a pereraptory 
tone. “ I have a packet to deliver to him—to his own hands— 
an important packet. Teil him that.”

“ A Jacobite, PH be sworn,” cried Peter to himself. “ I must 
watch him narrowly. I should feel gratified in being the means 
of hanging the young man.”

“ Well, Pli take your message to my master,” growled Jacob, 
after a short pause. “ But I must scrutimse you a little before 
I admit you. You seem to me, as far as I can make out, to have 
a good deal of the cut of a highwayman about you.”

“ He, he, he!—good, Jacob—good! ” tittered Peter.
Some minutes elapsed before Jacob, who had disappeared, 

returned. A heavy tread was heard along the passage leading 
to the door, succeeded by the rattling of a chain, the clanking 
of bars, and the shooting back of a couple of ponderous bolts. 
The door was then thrown open, and exhibited the great gaunt 
figure of Jacob, holding a lantern in one hand, the light of which



he threw full upon the face of the young man, while lie kept 
theother hand, which grasped the redoubted crabstick, out of 
view. Satisfied, at length, with the investigation, he growled 
forth, “ It ’ll do. Master ’ll see you. You may come in.”

“ That for your trouble, friend,” said Randulph, slipping a 
Crown intő Jacob’s hand, as he tied his horse’s briddle to a ring 
in the door-post.

“ I wonder what thisisgiven l'or?” muttered Jacob, as hepoc- 
keted the coin. “ It’s the only suspicious thingI’ve noticed about 
him. I must keep an eye upon him. Bút I dare say hc only 
wants to see young missis, and she’s worth more than twenty 
crowns to look at.”

Thus ruminating, he admitted Randulph into the passage, 
locked and bolted the door, took the light out of the lantern, 
and piacing it in a copper candlestick, led the way towards a 
back room.

While the door was being fastened, Peter Pokerich darted 
across the way, shouting to Randulph, “ I’H take care of your 
horse, sir.” No attention, however, being paid to the offer, he 
hurrried back for a light, and began carefully to examine the 
saddle, peering into the holsters, and trying to open the saddle- 
bags, to see whether he could obtain any clue to the supposed 
Jacobite principies of the owner.

CHAPTER II.

THE MISER AND HIS DAU6 H T E R .— RANDULPH DELIVERS THE PACKET TO THE FO RM ER.— •

ITS RECEPTION.

F o l l o w in g  his conductor along the passage, the boards o f  
which, heing totally destitute of carpet or cloth, sounded hol- 
lowly beneath their feet-, Randulph Crew glanced at the bare 
walls, the dusty and cobweb-festooned ceiling, and the staircase, 
as devoid of covering as the passage, and could not but admit 
that the account given him by the barber of Mr. Scarve’s miserly 
habits was not exaggerated. Little time, however, was allowed 
him for reflection. Jacob marched quickly on, and pushing open 
a door on the right, ushered him into his master’s presence.

Mr. Scarve was an old man, and looked rnuch older than he 
reaíly was—being only sixty-five, whereas he appeared like 
eighty. Uis frame was pinched, as if by self-denial, and preter- 
naturally withered and sbrivelled; and there was a thin, hag-



gard, and almost hungry, look about his face, extremely pain- 
ful to contemplate. His features were strongly marked, and 
sharp, and his eye gray, keen, and piercing. He was dressed in 
a threadbare cloth robe, trimmed with sable, and wore a velvet 
nightcap, lined with cotton, on his head. The rest of his habi- 
liments were darned and patched in an unseemly manner. Be- 
side him was a small table, on which was laid a ragged and dirty 
cloth, covered with the remains of his scanty meal, which Ran- 
dulph’s arrival had interrupted. Part of a stale loaf, a slice of 
cheese, and a little salt, constituted the repast.

Everything in the room bespoke the avaricious character of 
its owner. The paneled walls were without hangings or decor- 
ation of any kind. The room itself, it was evident, had known 
better days and richer garniture. It was plain, but handsome in 
its character, and boasted a large and well-carved chimmey- 
piece, and a window filled with stained glass displaying the ar- 
morial bearings of the former possessor of the house, though 
now patched in many places with paper, and stopped up in 
others with olds rags. This window was strongly grated, and 
the bars were secured in their turn by a large padlock, placed 
inside the room. Over the chimney-piece were placed a couple 
of large blue and white china bottles, with dried everlasting 
flowers stuck in the necks. There were only two chairs in the 
room, and a stool. The best chair was appropriated by the mi­
ser himself. It was an old-fashioned affair, with great wooden 
arms, and a liard leathern back, polished, like a well-blacked 
shoe, by frequent use. A few coals, carefully piled intő a little 
pyramid, burnt within the bars, as if to shew the emptiness of the 
grate, and diffused a slight gleam, like a mocking laugh, but no sort 
of heat. Beside it sat Mrs. Clinton, an elderiy maidén lady, al­
most as wintry-looking and pinched as her brother-in-law. This 
antiquated lady had a long, thin neck, a turned-up nőse, and a 
skin as yellow as parchment; but the expression of lier counte- 
nance, though rather sharp and frosty, was kindly. She wore a 
close-fitling gown of dark camlet, with short, tight sleeves, 
that by no means concealed the angularities of her figure. Her 
hair, which was still dark as in her youth, was gathered up 
closely behind, and surmounted by the small muslin cap then 
in vogue.

The object, however, that chiefly riveted Randulph’s atten­
tion on his entrance was neither the miser himself, nor his 
sister-in-law—it was his daughter. Her beauty was soextraor- 
dinary that it acted like a surprise upon him, occasioning a 
thrill of delight, mingled with a feeling of embarrassment. 
Rising as he entered the room, she gracefully, and with much 
natural dignity, returned his salutation, which, through inad-



vertence, he addressed almost exclusively to her. Hilda Scarve’s 
age might be guessed at nineteen. She was tall, exquisitely 
proportioned, with a pale, elear complexion, set off by her rieh 
raven tresses, which, totally unrestrained, showered down in a 
thickcloud over her shoulders. Her eyes were large and dark, 
luminous, bút steady, and indicated firmness of character. Her 
look was grave and sedate, and there was great determination in 
her beautifully-formed but closely-compressed lips. Her aspect 
and deportment exhibited the most perfect self-command, and 
whatever effect might be produeed upon her by the sudden en- 
tranee of the handsome visitor, not a glancé was suffered to 
reveal it, while he, on the contrary, could not repress the ad- 
miration excited by her beauty. He was, liowever, speedily 
recalled to himself by the miser, who, rapping the table im- 
patiently, exclaimed, in a querulous tone, “ Your business, sir? 
—your business?”

“ I have come to deliver this to you, sir,” replied Randulph, 
producing a small packet, and handing it to the miser. “ I 
should teil you, sir,” he added, in a voice of emotion, “ that it 
was my father’s wish that this packet should be given to you a 
year after h,s death-but not before.”
f o r w . r d  In T  fÜthr r’S ”ame ” cried the miser> bending eagerly iorward, and shading his eyes so as to enable him to see the
young man more distinctly, “ was—w a s ~ ”

u i be ,same as mY °wn, Randulph Crew,” was the reply. 
pW  ~ h e a v e n ! ” ex claimedthemiser, fallingback in his 

ir’ . and *s dead ? —my friend—my old friend! ” And he
TJ-n S Pand âce’ as to hide his emotion. 
m d a bent anxiously over him, and tried to soothe him, but 

ne pushed her gently away.
“ Having discharged my mission, I will now take my leave,”

after a slight pause durino which he looked on
fn ° n,S1bment- “ 1 WÍU Cal1 9t SOme 0ther tÍme? MÍSScarve, to speak to your father respecting the packet.”

cn • 0,f Sfr^ f clicd Rdda> hastily. “ Somé old and secret 
spring of affection has been touched. I entreat you lo wait tili he 
recovers. He will be better presently.”

iS- b8ttef n?w’” rePlied the miser, uncovering his face ; 
ie fit is past; but it was sharp while it Iasted. Randulph 

rew, he added, faintly, and Stretching out his thin liand to 
n?’ i i I a m glad to see you. Years ago, I knew your father 

weil. But unhappy circumstances separated us, and since then 
i  Mave seen nothing of him. I fancied him alive, and well, and 

PI7 ’ and y°ur sudden announcement of his death gave me a
STn Sh^Ck‘ Your father was a S°öd man, Randulph—a good man, and a kind one.”



“ He was, indeed, sir,” rejoined the young man, in a broken 
voice, the tears starting to his eyes.

“ But somewhat careless in money matters, Randulph— 
thoughtless and extravagant,” pursued the miser. “ Nay, I 
mean nothing disrespectful to his memory,” he added, seeing 
tiie young man’s colour heighten. “ His faults were those of 
an over-generous nature. He was no man’s enemy but 
his own. He once had a fine property, but I fear he dissi- 
pated it.”

“ At all events, he greatly embarrassed it, sir,” replied Ran­
dulph 5 “ an d l lament to say, that the Situation of his aflairs 
preyed upon his spirits, and no doubt hastened his end.”

“ I feared it would be so,” said the miser, shaking his head. 
“ But the estates were entailed. They are yours now, and 
unembarrassed.”

“ They might have been so, s ir /’ replied the young man-, 
“ but I have foregone the advantage I could have taken of ray 
father’s creditors, and have placed the estates in their hands, 
and for their benefit.”

“ You don’t mean to say you have been guilty of such in- 
credible folly, for I can call it nothing e ise!” cried the miser, 
in a sharp and angry tone, and starting to his feet. “ W hat! 
give the estates to the very men who ruined your father! Have 
you been rash and unadvised enough to break down the barriers 
the law had built around you for your protection, and let in the 
enemy into the very heart of the citadel ? It is the height of folly 
—of madness!”

“ Folly or not, sir,” returned the young man, haughtily, “ I do 
not repent the step I have taken. My first consideration was to 
preserve the memory of my father unblemished.”

“ Unblemished!—pshaw!” cried the miser. “ You would have 
cleared the spots from your father’s name much more eöectually 
if you had kept fast'hold of the estates, instead of reducing 
yourself to the condition of a beggar.”

“ Father!” exclaimed Hilda, uneasily—“ father, you speak 
t.oo strongly—much too strongly.”

“ I am no beggar, sir,” replied Randulph, with difficulty re- 
pressing his anger, “ nor will I allow such a term to be applied 
to me bv you or any man. Farewell, sir.” And he would have 
left the room, if he had not been detained by the imploring looks 
of Hilda.

“ Well, then, you are reduced to the condition of a poor man, 
if you prefer the term—though I think it synonymous with that 
of beggar—and therefore must be a dependent one,” said the 
miser, who seemed utterly reckless of the pain he was inflicting. 
“ But for your own folly, you might now be worth three thou-



sand a-year,—ay, three thousand a-year!~for I knew your 
father’s renlal. Why, you are more thoughtless, more improvi- 
dent than him wbo went before you. You have sold your birlh- 
right fór less Ihan a mess of pottage. You have sold it for a 
Phantom, a shade, a Word,—and those who have bought it 
laugh at you, deride you. Out upon such folly! Three thousand 
a-year gone lo feed those birds of prey—those vultures—that 
ravened upon your falber’s vitals whilc living, and now riot 
upon bis oirspring—ifs  monstrous, intolerable! Oh! if lh a d  
eit my alTairs in such a condition, and my daughter were to act 

thus I should not rest in my grave! ”

man 1? S,Uch a case’ 1 should act PreciselY a« this gentle­man has acted, iather,” rcjoined Hilda.
nf mnn« §P“  one inorant of the world, and of the value 

név, Hilda,” cried (he miser, turning to her. “ Heaven 
j e  praised! you will nevcr he in such a Situation. I shan’t leave 
jou much—not much—bút what I do leave will be unembar- 
rassed. 1t will be your own, too; no husband shall have the 
Power to touch a fari hing of it.”

\ carc’ falber," rejoined Hilda, “ and do not clo»

shall b ^ f h S n d ’s.“1" 01 COnliUi0nS- K 1 marr>' " hal 1 have

S S i ^ ^ í " PaSSÍOn’ “ ifI
“ No more of this, dear fallier,” slie rejoined, calm ly “ I

£oi„et Z  U?aUght ° i !m",nying’ ,and “  is nccilcss 10 disc^  'he urj. , ailses- Recollect, also, there is a stranger present.”
the timMn fr i f Iied misCr’ recoverinS himself. “ This is not
m is u n T r l a ° ? P Jh* SUlF í t’ but 1 wont have mY mtentions 
und i 1 .st00íJ* Afid now,” he added, sinking into the chair,
I r p m l f ' ’ Randulph, “ let me inquire afteryour molher? 
creature' sn, Ur 'veb as Sophia Beechcroft, and a charming
Nav reslr' in " aS' Y° U rcsemb,e her more than your father. 
w h i’h ?  y° Ur bIushes* 1 don,t mea" t0 flatter you. That 
Jhich is a beauty in a woman is a dcfcct in a man • and your
one l pH 011̂  'v°uld become your sister, if you have one, betler than yourself.” J

rnaL^ef dy’ IC<i° ‘.ned Randulph, again reddening “ you make strangely free with me.”- 5

ioinedmn de ^  Wl?  YT t falher belbre you, young man,” re­
miiül ii 10 m,ser’ and d Was for telling bim a piece of mv 
m nd that 1 lost Ins friendship. More’s the pitv!—more’s the

rpt» W.°Uld haVG served him if he would have let me. Hut 
io rtiurn t0 your mother. You acted unjusllv to her, as well 
as Jo yourself, in not rclaining the famiiv cstates.” ’

motlier bas her own private property to live on,” replied



Randulph, who winced undcr the slinging observations of Üie 
miser.

“ And what’s tbat?” rejoined Mr. Scarve; “ abeggarlv—I 
cravc vour pardon—a pitiful hundred a-year, or so. Not Ihat a 
hundred a-year is  pitiful, bút it must be so to her, with her no- 
tions and habits.”

“ There y o u  are mistaken, sir,” replied Randulph; “ my mo- 
ther is  entirely reconciled to her S itu a tio n , and liv e s  accord- 
ingly.”

“ I am glad to hear it,” replied the miser, in a sceptical tone-, 
“ I own I did not give her credit for so much self-governance, 
bút I hope it is so.”

“ Hope, s ir ! ” cried Randulph, angrily ; “ is my word 
doubted ? ”

“ Not in the least,” rejoined the miser, drily; “ but young 
people are apl to take things on trust. And now, as you have 
íooled away your fortune, may I ask what you are about to do 
to retrieve it? What profession,—or, rather, what trade do you 
propose to follow ? ”

“ I shall follow neither trade nor profession, Mr. Scarve,” 
replied Randulph. “ My means, though small, enable me to live 
as a gentleman.”

“ Hum! ” cried the miser. “ I suppose, however, you would 
not object to some employmerit. An idle man is alwavs an 
expensive man. But what brought you to London?”

“ My chief motive was to deliver Ihat packet to you,” replied 
Randulph. “ But I must own I was not altogether uninfluenced 
by a desire to see this great city, which I have nevcr belield 
since I was a mere boy, and too young to remcmber it.”

“ You are a mere boy stili,” rejoined the miser 5 “ and if you 
will take my advice, you will go back more quicklv than you 
came. But I know you wont, so it’s idle to ürge you. Youth 
will rusli headlong to déstruction. Young man, you don’t know 
what is bcfore you, but IMI teli you—it’s ruin—ruin—ruin!— 
d’ye hear me?—ruin!”

“ I hear you, sir,” rcplied Randulph, frowming.
“ Ilum !” said the miser, shrugging his shoulders, “ so you 

wont be advised? But it’s the way with all young people, and 
I ought not to expect you to prove an exception. i suppose you 
mean to stay with your two uncles, Ábel and Trussell Beech- 
croft?”

“ Such is my intenlion,” replied Randulph.
“ I have not seen them for years,” pursued Scarve; “ but if 

you are not acquainted with them, 1 will give you their charac- 
ters in brief. Ábel is sour, but sure Trussell, pleasant, plau­
sible, but hollow. And you will judge of my candour when I



toll you that lhe first hates me, while the latter is well disposed 
towardsme. lo u w d l take to the one and dislike the other 

1J'°“ will find out your error in time. Mind what I sav And 
now let us look at the packet, for I liave kept you here too Ion- 
and have nothing to olFer you.”

“ 1 here's nearly a glass 'of wine Ieft in the bottle in the 
cupooíu-d, interposed Jacob, who had stood stock stiil during 

lewhole of this interview, with thecandle in his hand. “ Per- 
iaps the gentleman would like it after his journey.”

Hold your tongue, sirrah,” cried the rniser, sharply, “ and 
T w ii , L C!T  ~ I10Uvith your iinSers’ knave!” he added, as 
unor 1 !mniensö di^its tü the tufled wick* and stamped 

he CaSt U 0n lhe il00r* “ What can this
disclosina n T h m esee>” he continucd, breaking theseal and
smo i m ’ Which he opeiied’ and found itcontained a
S ~ m: As 1,(3 g!anced at ifc’ a shade came °ver his 
if «ince; ,,C d I10t attempt t0 read üie letter> but folding 

nf !  \C T ?  ?iece 0f paper’ unlocked a small, strong box,
within it benealh lhe table’ and placed thc™ Poth

to IlaVdulph^ ?n°anVlH ored t o n ^  y° UI,g m an’” hc said
“ T shnll lA rrio V ° ne’ and more coI(%  than before •

“ Í shall 1 f i8""! y° U SOmC ° ther time* Good night.” ’1 shdl be truly happy to call here again, s ir ” renlied
Randulph, Iooking earnestiy at Hilda.

hastily!C° b’ '’h"'V Mr‘ CrCW t0 1,10 <loor>” cried lhe miscr,

“ -  *'nS0l'*ng.

tioninIJ i e a"ghtCr nayer stirs abroat!,” replied Ilie miser, mo- 
night ” \ 'Z n u l V ' '  ' 1  hei'e ’ g(,t ™" e ° ne- Go0!l night, good 
-lepiuied w h h ,; t sr c TOitor>” hc adllcJ> to Hilda, as Jacob 

I b h • M *.oung man.
and unlocked 0iheddooraCed | he candIein lho lantern, unbolted
Pokerich standing besidéu^ hSoSrséng ^  ^  f0Und Peler

“  You may thank me thai vn„ . *
the latter. People in London , J ' 0” ? 1S-,n0t g<lnc* sir’” said
villagersin Cheshire. Well, von’™ ! ! ? - !  Se° T *  “
« f. What do you think of ifim and nf hfc “PP ’“ 1 n;f„ „  . , , • , , »dna of Ins daughtcr?

“ Koi V t , , n * admiI'ing her,” replied Ilandulph.
“ Did lm I („milin® :r * cncd Jacob, with a hoarse laugh 
love of her nmi“ i°m, i  n’U d,mir® h«r ? Why, lie's flying with 
loolcs— ho f ho rb e no doubt’ waä ieak,us of your good

“ You're insolent, Mr. Jacob,” rejoined Peter, angrily.



“ What! you want another taste of my crabstick, do you?” 
said Jacob. “ It’s close at band.”

“ Don’t quarret, friends,” laughed Randulph, springing into 
the saddle. “ Good night, Jacob. I shall hope, ere long, to 
see your old master and young mistress again.” Sc saving, he 
struck spurs into his steed, and rode oll* in the direction of 
Westminster Bridge.

“ W ell,” said Peter, as he crossed oyer the way to bis own 
dwelling, “ I’ve managed to get a letter out of bis saddle-bag, 
at all events. Perhaps it ’ll teil me wbo and what he is, and 
whether he’s a Jacobite and Papist. If so, let him look to him- 
self-, for as sure as my name’s Peter Pokerich, Pli hang him. 
And now for the letter.”

CHAPTER III.

T H E  B R O T H E R S  B E E C IIC B O E T .— M B . JL’K E S .— TITE A n R IV A L .— T IIE  W A LK  I S  S A IS T  JA M E S  S 

P A U K .— R A S O l’L P Il’ s  IS T K O D U C T IO S  T O  B EA E V IL L IE U S  AND LA D T B B A B A Z O S .

T iie two brothers Beechcroft, Randulph’s uncles, lived in a 
retired house in Lambeth, dose to the river, and a little to the 
west of the palace. Both were middle-aged men, that is to say, 
—for it is difilcult to determine what is the middle age now-a- 
days, though it was not quite so diflicult to fix the period in the 
last Century,—one was fifty-six, and the other ten years younger, 
and both bachelors. That they lived together, and in this 
retired way, was not so much matter of choice as of necessity 
on the part of the younger brother, Trussell, for he w’ould liave 
preferred, if it had been in his power, a gayer kind of life. But 
fortunc decreed it otherwise. The falber of the brothers was a 
weallhy merchant, wbo, being delermincd to make an elder 
son, left thebulk of bis prpperty, except some tritling bequests 
to bis daughter Sophia (Randulph’s molher) and Trussell, to his 
first-born Abel. Abel, however, behayed very handsomely upon 
the occasion. Ile instantly made over to his brother and sister 
what he considered their rightful share of the properly. In 
ncilher case did the gift prosper. Trussell soon squandcred 
away his modicum in gaming and cvery other sort of extrava- 
gance, whilc Sophia’s portion was dissipaled, though in a ditTe- 
rent way, by her thoughlless and improvident husband. There 
are, indeed, so many ways of gctting rid of money, that it is dif- 
ficult to say which is the most cxpeditious 5 nor would it be



easy to teil whether Trussell or bis sister was longest benefited 
by their brother’s bounty. A small sum bad been settled upon 
Mrs. Crew by her father, at tbe time of her marriage, and on 
thisshe now lived.

Completely reduced in circumstances, Trussell was tbrown 
upon bis brother, who very kindly reccived bim, but compelied 
bim to live in bis own quiet manner. This not suiting the inore 
mercurial brother, be more than once tried to live on his own 
resources \ but, íailing in tbe attempt, be was compelied to 
come back to tbe old quarters. Now that age bad somewhat 
calmed him, he was more reconciled to bis Situation. Having 
little money to spend, for bis brother, of course, regulated his 
a o\\ance, becouldnot indulge in anyofthe dearer amusements 
— ic could neitber play nor frequent the more expensive coffee- 

ouses, clubs, tbeatres, opera, or other places of public enter- 
nment, except on rare occasions. But he was daily to be seen 

sauntering on the Mall, or in Piccadillv, and as he bad a tolera- 
ly exlensive acquaintance with tbe beau mondc, be was at no 

loss for society. Tbc Cocoa-Treeand W bile’s werc too extrava- 
t,an for bim, tbe Smyrna and the St. James’s too exclusively
fron !Cp n ^ I 0Un,S ?Ian’s 100 milUary -O ld  Man’s too much 
„ T f  . y s!«c;k-J0bbers,-and Little Man’s by sharpers,— 
so ne slruck a middle course, arul adopted tbe British. This was 
( Uiing the daj-time; but alter the play, if by chance he went 
thilher, he wonld drop into Tom’s or Will’s coffee-houses, to 
Jalk over the performance—to plav a game at piequet—or to 
ose a iaIf-crown at faro. But nothing would tempt him to risk 

tven ic smallest sum at hazard. The ordinaries he rarely at- 
tended never, indeed, unless inviled by a friend to dine with 
bim at one of them.

Such was Trussell Beechcrofl’s daily routine. Perfectly well 
bable Un  ̂ P0^s^ei  ̂ ru;inne>’s , good taste, and impertur-
it w k  tle wasan acceptable companion everywbere, and
,1 .1!lafrer oi surprise to all tliat he bad not got on better in 

, ' r ' j . 1 usseh was about the middle height, somewhat cor- 
pulent and sbort-necked, and bad a round, lull face. Ile was by 
110 means handsome, nor bad he ever been so, but his features 
veie t ecr et y piepossessing. He was scrupulously neat in his 

a ire, and a little, perhaps, too altentive to personal decoration 
for an elderly gentleman : at least, bis brother thought so.

Abel Bcechcroft was a verv different character. Some early 
uisappointmentin life, in a matter of the heart, it was reported, 
«aü soured bis ternper, and given a misantbropic turn to bis 
m ■ lie mingled little with tbe worid, and when he did so it
fobie°nIrrt0 fUrn‘sh himself with fresh material for railing at its 

Le was a conürmed woman-bater, sbunned tbe society



of the sex, and never would see bis sister after her marriagc, 
because she liad in some way or other, tliough in what was never 
disclosed, been connected with thc bittercst event in bis life. In 
person, Abel was sbort, tbin, and slightly deformed, having 
very high sboulders, almost amounting to a bump; and bis neck, 
being short, like bis brolher’s, bis large chin almost reposed 
upon bis ebest. Mis features were somewbat coarse, witb a 
long, prominent nose, and pointed chin,but bis broad, massive 
forehead, and keengray eyes, gave a great, degree ofintclligence 
to them, while bis shrewd, satirical oxpression redeemed them 
írom anytbing like a common-place character.

It bas been said Ihat be lived quielly, bút be also lived very 
comfortably. Notbing could be more snug than bis relreat at 
Lambetb, witb its fine garden, its green-houses and hot-houses, 
its walls covered with fruit-trees, and its summer-house, with 
Windows commanding the river, and frescóed ceiling, painted 
in the time of Charles the Secoint, at which epoch the house 
was built, and the garden laid out. Then he bad some cboice 
pictures of the Flemish sebool, two or three of Charles’s beau- 
ties, undoubted Originals, by Lelv and Rneller, but placed in 
his brother’s room, lo be out of bis own sight—an arrangement 
to which Trussell raised no objection; plenty of old china, and 
old japanned cabinets-, a good library, in which the old poets, 
the old dramatists, and the old chroniclers., found a place: and, 
above all, a large cellar abundantlv stocked with old winc. He 
was, in fact, by no means indifferent lo good chcer, and 
enjoyed life, in his own way, with a keen zest. He had an old 
bufier who managed all for bim, ícr be would never sulfer a 
female servant to conie into bis sight $ and this person, Josiah 
Jukes, or, as he was generaliy called, Mr. Jukes, was thc only 
person that ever presumed to contradict bim.

- Abel Beechcroft, who bad expectcd bis nepbew’s arrival early 
. in the day, and bad, in fact, waited dinner for bim—a compli- 
fment he:yery rarely paid to anv one—became, as he did not 
•appear, waspish and peevish to a degree tbat bis brotber’s 
patiönce could bardly tolerate. Ile grumbled during the wbole 

-o f dinner, which be declared was uneatable, and when the clotb 
wras removed, began to find fault witb the wine.

! “ This bottle is corked,” be said, as be lasted the first glass;
“ all the fault of that boy. I wisb I bad never promised to ré­
céivé bim. I dare say some accident bas happened to bim. I 
hope it may turn out so.”

“ You don’t hope any such thing, sir,” remarked Mr. Jukes, 
a little, round, rosy, good-bumoured-looking man, in a plain 
livery— “ you don’t hope any such tbing, so don’t belie your- 
self, and do your kind heart an injuslice. The wine’s not



corked,” he added, taking the bottle to tlie sideboard, and tast- I 
ing it, “ Try another glass. Your palate’s out of order.”

“  And weil it may be, Jukes,” replied Abel, “ for my diges- 
lion bas been sadly dislurbed by tiiis waiting. Ab! I find I was 
mistaken,” he added, tasting the glass poured out for bim ;
“ there is nothing the matter with the wine.”

“ On the contrary, sir, I think it an excellent bottle,” re- 
marked Jrussell, “ and I propose that we drink our worthy 
sister’s good health—Heaven bless her! how much I should like 
to see lier!—and her son’s sal'eand speedy arrival.”

‘ Come, ssr, you cannot refuse thatpledge,” said Air. Jukes, 
filling Ins master’s glass. “ I must drink it myself,” he added, 
i,eu w a[ryi,1S l̂e bottle to the sideboard.
T 1 u woruter what we shall find Randulph like? ” mused 
■ lussell, “ for we bave not secn him since he was a liltlefellow  
not higher than this table, when his poor father brought him to 
town.” 1 ö

“  %  the same tokén that his poor father borrowed two thou- 
sand pounds of me at the time, every farthing of which I lost,’- 
growled Abel.

matter, sir. You never feit the loss, so 
AWiat does lt sigmfy ?” remarked Air. Jukes.

I ve no doubt Randulph will be a yery fine young man,” 
pursued Trussell. Sophia writes word that he is her exact 
image, andshe was certainly the finest woman of her day.”
<£ ‘‘a Y, a y ! ” cried Abel, shrugging his shoulders uneasily. 

Change the subject, brother—change the suhjcct.” 
bor some minutes there was a profomul silenee, which was 

at length broken by Abel.
“ I suppose you mean to take this young lad, if he comes, to 

see^all thesights, brother?” he remarked.
“ Oh, ofeourse, sir—of course,” replied Trussell; “ I must 

mtroducehim to the world—shewhim all the public places and 
public characters and give him a slight taste of town life.” 

lu t  it be a very sligh t taste, brother,” rejoinpd Abel, 
sharply, and not enough to give him an appetite for such per- 
riicious food. Our nephevv must be perfectly unsophislicated, 
and, I doubt not, from what I hear of him—and, indeed, know 
of h im -a  youth of excellent principies. I think his conduct, in 
surrendering his estates to his father’s creditors, noble. I have 
gí'eat hopes of him, and if he turns out well, will take care he 
ooes not lose, in the end, by his disinterestedness. Bút Ihat de- 
pends upon himself, and in some degree on you.”

‘‘ On m e,sir!—how so?” asked Trussell.
“ Jhus,” replied the eldcr brother—“ th u s: he is coming to 

tow n; you will give him cerlain introductions; these may turn



out to his advantage—may raise him in society, in the world. If 
so, well and good. But if you only teach him to ape the follies 
and vices of those of a higher rank than himself—if you make 
him a weak and frivolous, and, perhaps, a vicious character—if, 
in short, you expose Iliin to a test which he cannot bear, I cast 
him olT, and will have nothing to do wilh him.”

“ And provided he answers your expeclations, do you pro- 
pose to leave him a fortune, sir, or to give him one?” inquired 
Trussell, curiously.

“ Why do you ask, brother— why do you ask?” dcmanded 
Abel, cyeing him narrowly from beneath bis great bentbrows.

“ Nav, I only asked out of mere curiosity, sir,” repliedTrus­
sell, seizing the bottle in somé confusion. “ I could have no 
other motive.”

Abel coughcd drily.
“ TU bring you more wine in a moment, genllemen,” inter- 

posed Mr. Jukes •, “ the bottle’s empty, Mr. T r u s s e l l .”
“ So it is, Mr. Jukes,” replied Trussell. “ Well, U l do my 

best, sir, to be a Mentor to him, and 1 hope I may succeed in 
carrying him through the fiery furnace unscalhed. But you 
mustn’t be too hard upon him if he should he guilty of some 
slight indiscrclion. You must recollcct, sir, Ihat we have been 
young ourselves; and that few men have their passions so much 
under control as yourself.”

“ 1 !” exclaimed Abei, with bitter contempt. “ You aremock- 
ing me, brother. But go on.”

“Tve nothing more to add, sir,” replied Trussell.
“ Then I have,” said Abel, in a low, deep tone, and bending 

towards his brother. “ Trussell, one word moreon this subject, 
and I dismiss it. Whether I make my nephew my heir or not, 
will make no diiference to you. YVhat 1 have done, I have 
done, and I shall do no more. You can have no motive, there- 
fore, for Jeading him astray.”

“ I am grieved you should think me capable of such a base 
design,” replied Trussell, colouring deeply; “ but I will take no 
oífence at what you sav. I know my own heart and intentions 
too well.”

“ I only gave you a hint, brother,” replied Abel, chuckling. 
“ I know that a shrewd man of the world—that is, a clever 
scoundrel—would act in such a way, and if hesuccceded, would 
be applauded for his conduct. I am glad you take the caution 
in good part.”

llere, Mr. Jukes opporlunely entered with a fresh bottle of 
wine, which proved in admirable condition; and Abel having 
expended his ill humour, the conversation was carried on in a 
much more agrecable mariner for an hour, when bolh brothers



adjourned to the garden, and smoked a pipe in the summer- 
house. It was a charming evening; and the river, which was 
studded with boats, presented a lively and pleasant sight. As 
night drew on, however, Abel, in späte of himself, could not 
conceal his uneasiness.

“ Something must havchappened to the lad, Jukes,” hesaid: 
“ my mind misgives me. He has beeil robhed, and perhaps 
maltreated, by some of the highwaymen haunting Finchley 
Common.”

“ Poh ! poh ! don’t make yourself uneasy,” replied Mr. Jukes. 
“ He’ll be here presently, l ’H warrant him. What has he to be 
robbed of?”

“ Nothing much—that’s certain,” replied Abel. “ Bút it is 
getting late. It must be near ten o’clock. He wont be even in 
time for supper.”

“ I’ve ordered supper to be kept back an hour, sir,”, said 
Mr. Jukes.

“ Thedevil you have!” cried Abel, angrily. “ And do you 
think U l submit to such an arrangement? Would you ruin my 
digestion, rascal ? My stomach is as regulär as clockwork. Serve 
it directly, sirrah!”

As Mr. Jukes departcd to see his masler’s commands obeyed, 
he was agreeably surprised by a loud knoeking at the outer 
door, and, waddling thither, with the other servants, as fast 
as he could, was enchanted to find the summons proceeded 
írom the expected gucst. Randulph’s horse was taken Charge of, 
and he himself spcedily ushered inlo thepresence ofhis uncles, 
who bolli welcomed him warmly and affectionalely—(hough 
Abel could not help mixing up with his greetings some reproofs 
for his late arrival. Randulph explained Ihat several delays had 
occurred to him on his journey, and concluded by an account 
of his visit to Mr. Scarve. At the mention of this name, Ran­
dulph observed bolli his uncles Iook extremely blank. Uncle 
Abel, in particular, seemed angry and disconcerted.

“ You must never go near that house again,” said the latter, 
at length, in an authoritative tone. “ Mark me—on pain of my 
displeasure, I forbid it.”

“ Why so, uncle?” asked Randulph, whohadbeen schooled 
by his mother to treat Abel with great deference.

“ Don’t ask me,” replied Abel. “ It is sufficient that I forbid 
you.”

Randulph feit disposed to remonstrate, more especially as the 
figure of the beautiful Hilda rose before his recolleclion •, but 
uncle Abel at (hat moment lurning away, his sleeve was plucked 
by uncle Trussell, who whispered in his car, “ Don’t disobey 
him, or you will mar your future fortunes.”



Thus advised, Ihe young man made no reply. Soon after this, 
supper was served. Many qucstions were put to his nephew by 
uncle Trussell respecting his sister, her state of health, and other 
matters, all of which were answered very satisfactorily. The time 
fór parting, liowever, came, and Randulph was not sorry to 
retre. The only thing that dwelt in his mind, and elouded his 
satisfaction, was uncle Abcl’s peremptory interdiction against 
his visíts to thc miser, and he feit he should have dilhculty in 
obssrving it.

“ It is stränge,” he thought, “ that mv mother should never 
have answered anv of my inquiries respecting Mr. Scarve. She 
seemed as mysterious as my uncles. I don’t much like the old 
miser. But Ihe daughter is charming. Ileigho! I must posi- 
tively see her again, even if I incur unele Abel’s sovereign dis- 
pleasure.”

Next morning, the uncles and their nephew met at breakfast, 
at an early hour, when the subjecls discussed on the previous 
night were renewed. Now that he had completely shaken off 
the fatigue of his journey, Randulph looked so handsome, that 
both his relations were greatly taken with him, and, on the con- 
clusion of some remark, uncle Abel said, as if unconsciously, 
“ He is, indeed, very like his mother.”

Some few hours were then spent by the young man in arran- 
ging his little wardrobe, and in looking out some letters which he 
had promised to deliver. He missed one, however, and after 
turning over every article he possessed more than a dozen limes, 
concluded he had lost it. What made the matter morc provoking 
was, that he could not recollect to whom it was addressed. As 
he had received it amongst others from his mother, to whom it 
had been committed by a fricnd, he mcntioned its loss in a dis- 
patch which he proceedcd to writo to her, and also detailed his 
safearrival, and the impressions made upon him by his uncles, 
and by the miser and his daughter, whose beauty he highly 
extolled. His letter concluded, he went down stairs, and found 
both his uncles prepared for a stroll. Accordinglv, they all three 
sallied forth, and, Crossing Westminster Bridge, shaped their 
course towards Saint James’s Park. As they passed the Little 
Sanctuary, Randulph could not help gazing towards the dun- 
geon-like dwelling which enshrined her wbo had made so deep 
an impression upon him. Uncle Abel noticed his look, and, 
partly divining the cause of it, said, “ Rememher what I told 
you. Disobey me, and you will rue it.”

Randulph would have made some replv, but he was checked 
bv a significant glancé from uncle Trussell.

Passing through the Gate House, thev entered the Park by a 
small doorway at the end of Prince’s-court. It was nowr noon,



and a warm and genial day. The avenues of trees then extend- 
ing between this point and Rosamond’s Pond were crowded 
with persons of both sex, and of all ranks, summoned forth by 
the finencss of tlie weather.

Amused by Ihe scene, Randulph gazed witb much curiosity 
at all presented lo bis view. Passing by tlie Decoy, the party 
skirted the great canal, and, leaving Rosamond’s Pond on the 
left, proceeded towards Buckingham llouse.

Just at this junclure, uncle Trussell caught sigb.t of a gay 
party approaching, and exclaimed, in a joyful tone, to bis 
nephew, “ As Ilive, weare most fortunate! There is the leader 
of fashion, Beau \ illiers, coming towards us. You shall know 
him, nephew—you shall know him! The ladies he is walking 
with are Lady Brabazon and the Ilonourable Clemenlina Braba- 
zon—a íine girl, Clemenlina—a remarkably íine girl-, perfect in 
style and manners—quitc a loast among the sparks. The old 
fellow at her side, Sir Singleton Spinke, was a great beau in his 
time, though never equal to Villiers, who far surpasses even his 
Prototype, Beau Tieiding, in style and taste. You shall know 
them all.”

“ And nice acquaintances you will make!” remarked uncle 
Ábel, sneeringly.

“ Never mind him, Randulph,” whispered uncle Trussell. 
“ If you know this set, and they like you, you may know whom 
you please. Beau Villiers commands all society, from the highest
down lo—to------”

“ Mr. "Trussell Beechcroft,” rcplied uncle Ábel.
“ Well, down to me, if you please,” rejoined uncle Trussell, 

“ and that shews it docs not extend too low. Bút, Randulph, 
I beg you to look at tbc beau. Did you ever see a íiner man?” 

“ He is verv handsome, certainly,” replied Randulph, “ and 
remarkably well dressed.”

“ ile is a greal coxcomb, a great rake, and a great gamesíer, 
Randulph,” said uncle Ábel; “ beware of him.”

“ Tush, never mind what he says!” rejoined uncle Trussell, 
who really wished to have the éclat of introducing his handsome 
nephew to the beau. “ Comc along!”

So saving, he took hisnephew’sarm, and hurried him forvvard. 
Pushing llieir wav through, they soon approached the sentry-box 
opposite Buckingham House, near which they cncountered the 
parly in question.

Beau  ̂ illiers, who was, indeed, a remarkably handsome man, 
and dressed in the extremity of the modc, wore a light-blue 
embossed velvet eoat, embruidered with silver, with broad cufís 
similarly ornamented •, a white waistcoat of the richest silk, 
likewise laced with silver*, and tawny velvet breeches partly



covered with pcarl-coloured silk hose, drawn above the knee, 
and secured with siiver garters. Ilis dress was completed by 
shoes of black Spanisb lealher, fastened by large diamond 
buckles, and a superb Ramillies perriwig of the lightest ilaxen 
hair, which seto ffh is  brilliant complexion, and iine eyes, to 
admiration. Ile carried a three-cornered hat, fringed with 
feathers, and a clouded cane, mounted with a valuable pebble.

Near the beau, walked Lady Brabazon, a gorgeous dame of 
about iive-and-forty, and still possessed of great personal at- 
tractions, which she omitted no means of displaying. She wore 
a hoop, and a white and siiver satin sack. Struck by Randulph’s 
figure at a distance, she had pointed bim out to the beau, who 
thereupon vouchsafed to look towards bim. Behind Lady Bra­
bazon, came her daughter Clementina, a very pretty and very 
affected blonde of two-and-lwenty, with an exccssively delicate 
complexion, fair hair, surnmer blue eyes, and a very mineing 
gait. She was exquisitely dressed in the last riew mode, with a 
small escaloped lace cap, her hair crisply curled at the sides, a 
Iriplerowof pearls round her neck,and a diamondcross atlached 
to the chain; and though she prctendcd to be interested in the 
discourse of (he old knight, it was evident her rcgards wereat- 
tracted by the handsomc young stranger.

As to th e  o ld  b e a u , h e  w a s , in d e e d , su p r e m e ly  r id ic u lo u s . He 
w a s a lt ir c d  in  a r ic h ly  e m b r o id er ed  c in n a m o n -c o lo u r e d  v e lv e t  
■coat, w ith  fü r  cu ffs  o f  a p r e p o s te r o u s  s iz e ,  e a ch  a s  la r g e  a s a  
m o d e r n  m u ff. His p a n ta lo o n  le g s  w e r e  c o v e r e d  w ith  p in k  silk  
h o s e ;  b is  w r in k le d  fea  tu res w e r e  r o u g e d  a n d  b ep a tch ed  •, a n d  
h is  w ig  w a s  tied  w ith  a la rg e  b o w , a n d  h ad  su c h  an im m e n se  
q u e u e  to  it, th a t it  lo o k e d  a s  if  a P a ta g o n ia n  d r a g o n -I ly  h a d  
p e r c h c d  o n  th e  b a c k  o f h i s  n e c k . Lady B rab azon  w a s  a tte n d e d  
b v  a litt le  b la ck  p a g e , in  a tu rb á n  a n d  c a stcr n  d r e ss , w h o  had  
C harge o f  her fa v o u r ite  la p -d o g .

While uncle Abel drew 011 one side to allow the introduction 
to take place, and to witness it, uncle Trussell stepped forward, 
and, bowing obsequiously to Beau Yilliers, pointed to Ilan- 
dulph, who stood 011 his right.

“  Permit me,” he said, “ to introduce my ncphew, Mr. Ran- 
dulph Crew, to you, Mr. Villiers. He is fresh i'rom thecountry. 
Bút even there, your reputation has reached him. ”

“ I am happy to makc his acquaintance, ” rcplied the beau, 
courteously returnirig Randulph’s bow, and eycing him curiouslv 
at Ihe same time. “ ün my failh, your ladyship,” he added, 
aloud, to Lady Brabazon, "the young man is not amiss, but 
destroyed by his wretched equipments and rustic air. ”

“ I really think something may be made of him, ” returned



Lady Brabazon, in the same loud and confidential tone. 
Mr. Trussell Beechcroft, introduce your nephew.”

“ Willi the grcatest plcasure, your ladyship,” replied Trus­
sell, obeying her bebest.

“ Come withus, ” said Lady Brabazon, to Bandulph, after 
the ceremony had been gone through, “ My daughter — 
Mr. Crew,” she added as they passed along. “ By the byer 
who was that stränge old man I saw walking with you 
just now?”

“ Who? ” rejoined Randulph, evasively, for he feit ashamed, 
he knew not why, of acknowledging his uncle.

“ There he is ,” said Lady Brabazon, poinling with her fan 
backwards, “ he is staring hard at us, and looks exactly likc a 
bailiff. ”

“ It is my uncle Abel, ” replied Bandulph, in some confusion.
“ Your uncle Abel!” cried Lady Brabazon, with a scream of 

laughter. “ Then the sooner you get rid of uncle Abel the 
better."

Abel could nothear the words, but he hcard the laugh, and 
saw the gesture, as well as his nephew’s confusion, and knew 
tliat he was the object of it. Ile turnéd away in the opposite 
direction, muttering to himsell as he went, “ So, he has taken. 
the first step.M

CIIAPTER IV.

ABEJ. BEECIICROFt ’s  SEN 5IBIL1TT.—-IMS INSTRUCTION» TO M R. JL 'K E S .— A SECOND N EPHEW » 

—  TUE LOAN. — M R. C U lPP s’s  SENSE OF HONOLT..— TIIE B tllD E .

U n c l e  A b e l  returncd home by himself about two o’clock, 
in a very ill humour indeed, and, vouchsaíing no answer to 

, Mr. Jukes, who smilinglv inquired where he had left the two 
genfiemen, proceeded at once to the library. Knowing the 
peculiarity of his master’s temper, the discreet buller left him 
to himself, but ventured, unsummoned, into his presence in 
about half an hour, and found him in the act of learing up a let- 
ter, and throwing the fragments into the grate.

“ Whatbrings you here, sir?” cried Abel, turning sharplv 
upon him. “ I didn’t ring the beli.”

“ I know you didn’t, sir, ” replied Mr. Jukes 5 “ but I was 
cerlain you wanted rne, nevertlieless.”

“ You were cerlain of no such thing, sirrah, ” rejoined Ábel, 
in a tone Ihat contradicled the asperity of his words, “ and you 
presumc too much on your long Services.”



“ I don’t presume too much on your kindness,” rejoined 
Mr. Jukes, inaccents oddly enough compounded of familiarity 
and respect. 41 sec plainly that somcthiug has gone wrong, 
and perhaps I may be able to set it right. ”

“ Well, slmt the door, Jukes,” returned Abel, seating him- 
self, “ and put the window down,—vvhy was itleft open ?—you 
know I can’t bear a draught. What do vou Iliink of mv né­
pbe w ? ”

“ Tliat lie’s a remarkably fine young man, sir,” replicd the 
butler. “ I haven’t seen a handsomer man this manv a day. 
And Mr. TrusseJl wasquite right when hesaid he was like your 
sister. l le ’s the perfect picture of her as she was when— ”

“ Ncver mind the likeness, Jukes, ” interrupted Abel, hastily; 
44 I don’t want to know what you think of bis good looks. 
They’re obvious enough—too obvious by far—for, trust me, 
whatever you may think ot the matter, it is a great misfortune 
in a man to be too handsomc. What I wish to taave is your 
opinion of bis disposition. ”

“ I think it equal to bis good looks, sir,” replied the butler, 
prornptly. “ It will be stränge indeed, if he doesn’t turn out a 
fine character. ”

Hum ! ” exclaimed Mr. Abel, with one of bis sneers, “ so 
that is your opinion, Mr. Jukes. I thought you a better judge,” 

“ l see what you’re driving at, sir, ” replied the butler 5 “ but 
it wont answer with me. You’re displeased with yournephew, 
and want me to disparage bim ; but I teil you plainly, I wont. 
And if I were foolish enough, and base enough, to do so, no one 
would be more angry with me than yourself. I think Mr. flan- 
dulph a veryfine young man, and a very promising young man; 
and I’m truly happy to lind, since you’re never Iikelv to marry, 
that you’ll have such a worthy successor. ”

Accustomed as he was to bis master’s fitful humour, Mr. Jukes 
was not prepared for the cflect wiiich bis words produced, or 
he would havecutoff bis tonguesooner than have uttered them. 
Abel, who was gazing at bim fixedly as he commenced, cast 
down bis eyes at the close ol his speech, and pressed bis hand 
convulsively to his brow. Ile remained silent for some mo- 
ments, and (hen, givingvent to his suppres.sed respiration in a 
groan, walked to the window, and appeared to be looking out 
into the garden. Mr. Jukes allowed him to remain undistürbed 
for a few minutes, and then approached him.

“ Ihn extreme!y sorryfor what 1 said, sir,” he remarked, pe- 
nitentially; “ I ought to have known better. ”

“ lou said nothing, Jukes,” replied Abel, sadly, yet kindly,
“ but what [ ought to have heard unmoved, and I am ashamed 
of my own weakness. It is not because I shall go childless to



the grave that I have exhibited this emotion, but because your 
allusion has opened old wounds, and brought tbc past too pal- 
pably and painfullv before me. You knovv Ibe secrets of my 
heart, and will understand what a (rain of emotion a chance 
word mightawaken. I am an old man, Jukes,—callous in feel- 
ing on most points—but there is one point 011 vvhich I am as 
sensitive as ever. Jt is Ihat disappointment— tliat blighting 
which I mct with from—from—I cannot bring myself to utter 
her name. The wound I then received is incurable." I shallbear 
it to my dying dav.”

“ I hope not, sir—I hope not,” sympathised the butler.
“ I hate the sex, Jukes!” cried Abel, almost fiercely. “ There 

is no failh,no honesty in it—any more than there is true friend- 
ship in men. Inever vet knew a woman whom I could tho— 
roughly esteem—nor a man on wnose friendship I could en- 
tirely rely. If I could rnake an exceptíon in the latter case, it 
would be in favour of yourself.”

“ And if servant was ever true to bis master, I am true to 
you, sir,” replied Mr. Jukes, carnestly. “ But you expect too 
much from human nature. Our imperfect condition is to blame, 
not ourselves. In my opinion, there arc more true-hearted wo­
men than the reverse ; and I should be sorry to think otherwise. 
But if you search the world over for one who could come up 
to your notions of pcrfection, I fear you would not find her. The 
best of women havesomcfaults, and the worst many redeeming 
qualities. But with all thcir faults they arc the best part of Crea­
tion. So at least I think, and so you would think too, sir, if 
your choice liad not been so unhappily fixed.”

“ Do not advert to it again, Jukes,” cried Abel, repressing a 
pang.

“ I’ve done, sir—I’ve done!” rejoined Mr. Jukes, hastily. 
“ And now may I venture to ask what has displeased you with 
your nephew ? ”

“ Perhaps I ouglit not to he angry with hirn,” replied Abel; 
“ but I watched bim closclv during bis inlrcduction to Beau 
\  illiers and Lady Brabazon on the Mall Ihis morn ing, and saw7 that 
he was completely dazzled by them. Nay, I clearly detected, by 
ccrtain looks and gestures that passed belween hirn and Lady 
Brazcn, for such should be her title, that shc put bim to the 
blush about his relationship to me. I do not blame bim for Ihis, 
bccause I know what effect appearances have upon voung per- 
sons, and how' diílicult it is to understand real worth when set 
against the glitler of rank and fashion, however worlhless or 
vicious the latter may be. I do not blame hirn, I sav, but I la- 
ment that he did not bearhis first trial better.”

“ You should blame Ladv Brabazon, not hirn, sir,” rejoined



Mr. Jukes. “ Somc ladies of her rank liave a way of abashing 
modest young men, and delight in doing it. And then I’m sure 
I may teil you, without olTence, Ihat your dress is scarcely be- 
coming your real Station in life. No, sir, I don’t wonder Mr. 
Randulph felt a little embarrassed. I might just as well com- 
plain of my graceless nephew, Crackenlhorpe Cripps, who 
serves Mr. Yilliers, the very gentleman you’ve mentioned. The 
rascal will never own me if he meets me in the Park, though 
he’s extremely glad to call me ‘ nunks,’ and vvheedle me out of 
a crown at other limes. But whal do I care for bis impertinence ? 
Nothing at all.”

“ W ell, Jukes, perhaps you are right,” said Abel, after a mo- 
ment’s reflection; “ and perhaps I am guilty of as much weak- 
ness as my nephew himself, in feeling hurt by the matter. I had 
written to his mother on the subject 5 but I have just destroyed 
the letter.”

“ Fm glad to hear it, sir,” replied Mr. Jukes.
“ And now there is anotlier point, about which I feel consi- 

derable uneasiness,” pursued Abel. “ Randulph, as you know, 
lias seen Hilda Scarve-, and, short as the interview was, it was 
long enough itseemsfor her to produce a strong impression upon 
him. Now,” he continued, sternly, and emphatically, “ he never 
sliall inarry that girl, with my consent!—never, Jukes! And if 
he should marry her, he shall never have a shilling of mine. I 
have forbiddcn him to visit the house; but I am apprehensive 
he will disobey my injunctions. If he goes there without my 
knowledge, I will shut my door against him.”

“ If you do so, you will act very harshly, and very unjustlv, 
sir,” replied Mr. Jukes, “ and s o l  teil you beforehand.”

“ The fault will be his own,” rcjoined Abel, coldly. “ I have 
warncd him. It must he your part to see Jacob Post, if the fel- 
low is still with the miser, and ascerlain whether Randulph 
Yisits the house. Dy’c understand?”

“ Perfectly,” replied Jukes; “ but I don't Iike the job.”
“ Like it or not, you will do as I bid you,” continued Abel, 

percmptorily. “ And you have not yet received the w holeof 
your instructions. You say that your nephew serves Mr. 'Sil­
bers. Bribe him to bring word what Randulph does in his mas- 
ter’s society; whether he games, drinks, or riots—in a word, 
liow he goes on.”

“ There will be no necessity (0 bribo Crackenlhorpe to teil all 
this,” returned Mr. Jukes. “ But I repeat, I don’t Iike such 
underhand proceedings. Thev're unworthy of you.”

“ It is the only way of arriving at the truth,” replied Abel. 
“ And now Ieave me. I must write to my sister about this Scarve



—curse on the name—and will desire her to interdict lier son 
from going near the house.”

“ In my humble opinion you are taking the precise course to 
attract him thither, sir,” rejoinedMr. Jukes. “ Ifh e neverde- 
sired to go before, he willdo so riow. Jt’s human nature, sir.. 
Teil me not to open that cupboard, and I should long to do it. 
Recollect Bluebeard, sir.”

“ Bluebeard be hanged! ” cried Abel, angrily. “ Go and look 
after dinner. Serve it at í'our to a momenf I wont wait an in­
stant for them—not an instant.”

The butler bovved and rctired, while Abel commenced a se- 
cond letter to bis sister.

As Mr. Jukes approached the butler’s pantry, whither he 
repaired after quitting his master, he was startied by hearing a 
voice issue írom it, singing with some taste, bút in a very affect- 
ed style, the following snatch :—

“  I h aye  bcen  in lo v e , and in  d cbt, and in  drink,
T his m any and m any a year;

A nd thcse arc threc p lagu es, enougli, I should th ink,
For onc poor m ortal to bear .”

“ There’s my rascally nephew, Crackenthorpe,” muttered 
Mr. Jukes. “ I wont see him. IJe’s come upon his old errand.” 

Here the singer again exalted his voice

“  T here’s nothing but m oney can eure m e,
And rid m e o f all m y p a in ;

’T w ill pay all m y debts, and rem ove a ll m y lets,
And m y m istress, that cannot endure m e ,

W ill love m e, and loye  m e aga in .
Fal de ra l.”

“ Ay, money’s always the burden o f  his song,” muttered 
Mr. Jukes. “ Ilowever, I must see him, I suppose. My master’s 
O rders are  p e r e m p to r y .”

With this, he pushed open the door, and discovered his ne­
phew leaning in a very careless attitűdé against the table. 
Mr. Crackenthorpe Cripps was a young man of about three and 
twenty, of very dissipated appearance, with a slim, well-pro- 
portioned iigure, and tolerably good features, only marred by 
an expression of cunning and assurance. He was dressed in a 
cast-offsuit of his master’s, and, beingprecisely thesame height, 
and nearly the same make, as the renowned beau, his elothes 
fitted him remarkably well. He would scarcely have been taken 
for a valet, for in defiance of the regulations against the wear- 
ing of offensive weapons by footmen, then somewhat strictlv 
cnforced, from the quarrefs arising among those gentry, he

3



carried a silver-hilted sword. His coat was of scarlet, trimmed 
with gold sornewhat tarnished, but still presenting a sufliciently 
gay appearance; his waislcoat of green flowered silk; his 
hreeches of yellow velvet; his cravat was laced; and the queue 
of his wig was left unfastened, allowing the hair to float negli- 
gently over his shoulders, to add, no doubt, to the rakish air he 
affected. A clouded cane, with a large silken tassel, completed 
his equiprnent. Frora his air, his dress, and his prelensions,this 
coxcomb was known amongst his fraternity as Beau Cripps—a 
title of which he was not a little vain, and strove to support. 
On seeing his uncle, the valet did not alter his position, but con- 
tented himself with waving his hand condescendingly to him.

“ How arc you, nunks?” he said. “ Give you the bon jo u r,
■ as we hucks say. Sweet old sóul, how I love thee! Ton rep ! 
’tis a pleas ure rallier than a duty to visit thee.”

“ I heg you’ll nevcr put yourself to any trouble on my 
account, nephew,” replied Mr. Jukes, sornewhat testily  ̂ “ and 
I must request, whenever vou visit this house in future, that 
vou’ll bear in mind the Situation I hold in it. Amuse yourself 
with your opera buiiads elsewhere.”

“ Cudslid, nunks!” cried Mr. Cripps, “ vou are far more 
particular than the Duke of Doncaster’s gentleman himself. Why 
I do what I like whcn I visit him.”

“ Perhaps so,” rejoined Mr. Jukes-, “ but you sha’n’t do 
what you like here, 1 promise you.”

“ Devii take me, if I ever heard a better jest,” cried Mr. 
Cripps, forcing a laugh-, “ hűt you were always a wit, nunks.

; Try my snush. You’ll lind it excellent. It’s the heau’s own 
mixture, ’pon rep! ”

“ And the heau’s own box, I ’ll he sworn, nephew,” replied 
Mr. Jukes, helping himself to a pinch. “ W ell,” he added, 
s o r n e w h a t  mollified hv the attention, “ will you take anything
aiter your walk ? ”

“ Walk, nunks! ” echoed Mr. Cripps, with a look ofsupreme 
oontempt. “ Do you think I would walk wliile there was a con- 
veyance to he had? No 5 a coach and a pair of skulls hrought 
me hither. But since you press me, I don’t mind a glass of 
Bordeaux, or Ilhenish. I know old Abel has a prime cellar, so 
suppose we táp a flask. Mrs. Nicholson, our housekeeper, per- 
suaded me to swallow a cup of green tea before 1 left home, 
and, plague on’t! it has shattered my nerves sadly.”

“ It’s tliepunch you swallowed last night that has shattered 
your nerves, nephew, and not the tea,” rejoined Mr. Jukes, 
shaking his head : “ I can’t give you claret, or hock, hűt if a
glass of ale would sit well on your stornach ”

“ A glass of ale! ” repealed Mr. Cripps, with infinite disgust.



“ Faugh! H l none, of it. And as to punch, know, O ignorant 
nunks, that the liquors quafled by me last night were cham­
pagne, burgundy, and hermitage. Thou starest, bút ’tis a fact, 
’pon rep!

“  L et us drink and be m crry,
D ancc, jok e, and rejo icc,

W ith claret and sherry,
Theorbo and voice.

The changcablc w orid  
To our joy  is un just;

A ll treasure’s un certain ,
So dow n w ith  your dust.

“ Apropos of ‘ dust/it was on that verv subject I came hither. 
.1 want you to post the cole, nunks—to come down with the 
rhino—to disburse.”

“ I guessed your errand, Crackenlhorpe,” replied Mr. Jukes. 
‘ ‘ You’ve been gaming, sirrah! ”

“ Why, i’faith, nunks, I must confess to a trifle lost at pic- 
quetto the duke’s gentleman,” replied Mr. Cripps.

“ What do you call a trifle, eh, nephew?” inquiredMr. Jukes. 
“ W hy—why—” hesitated Mr. Cripps, applying to the snufF- 

box, and endeavouring to carry off bis embarrassment by ad­
ditional assurance—“ twenty crowns—not a farthing more, 
’pon rep! ”

“ Twenty crowns!” exclaimed Mr. Jukes, raising his hands 
in unfeigned astonishment. “ A valet drink champagne and 
burgundy, and lose twenty crowns at picquet! What will the 
world come to ? ”

“ No sermonizing, nunks,” replied Mr. Cripps, “ but down 
with the dust, as I said before. What will you let me have?”

“ A crown, if it will rid me of you,” rejoined Mr. Jukes, im- 
patiently.

“ Devii take me if I stir wilhout ten crow n s!” replied 
Mr. Cripps. “ Therefore, if you desire my absence, you will 
come down at once. Ten, by this light—ten.”

“ Well, anything to gctrid of you,” replied Mr. Jukes 5 “ but 
this is the last advance H l ever make.”

“ So you alwavs say, nunks,” lauglied the valet; “ but I’ll 
refund it in a week, ’pon rep! ”

“ Idon’texpect it,” rejoined Mr. Jukes,unlockinga cupboard, 
and opening a drawer within it, from which he took ten crown- 
picces. “ llemember, these are my savings, nephew.”

“ And you couldn’t, apply them to a betler purpose than in 
assisting your sister’s son,” returned the valet, coolly pocketing 
the money. ‘‘ M ille rem ercim cns! — sha’n’t forget the favour,



’ponrep! Butl’vetrespassed (oo rnuch on your time. A u revo ir1 
I kiss yourhand, nunks.”

“ Not so fast, Crackenthorpe,” replied Mr. Jukes. “ You 
must do me a service in return for my loan. My master’s ne- 
phew, Mr. Randulph Crew, has just been inlroduced to Mr. 
Villiers; and my master fears, and wilh reason, that this intro- 
duction will lead to little good. Bút, be that as it mav, you 
must bring me accurate information of all tlieir proeeedings.”

“ Rely upon knowing everything, nunks,” replied Mr. Cripps. 
“ I haven’t done yet,” pursued Mr. Jukes. “ There is a cer-

lain Mr. Scarve, who lives in the Little Sanctuary ”
“ What, the miser, whom folks nickname Starve?” inter- 

rupted Cripps. “ I know bim. My master has borrowed large 
sums of money from him. But what of bim, nunks?”

“ Why, I wisli to ascertain whether Mr. Randulph ever visits 
the house—that’s all” rejoined Mr. Jukes.

“ W hat! old Abel isafraid of his nephewborrowing money, 
eli?” replied Mr. Cripps, laughing. “ Weíl, that can be easily 
managed. A perruquier whom I patronise,—Peter Pokerich by 
name,—lives opposite old Starve’s dwelling, and must know his 
servant, if he kecps one; if not, he must know the miser him- 
self. 1*11 get what you want from hím, never fear. Any further 
commands?” he added, cocking his hat jauntily, and gracefully 
twirling his cane, preparatory to his departure.

Before Mr. Jukes could reply, the door wasopened, and Abel 
Beechcroft entered the room. Hestared sosternly atMr. Cripps, 
that the confidence of thelattcr completelv deserted him, and, 
hastily taking off his hat, he wou'd have relreated, if Abel had 
not stopped him.

“ What arc you doing here, rascal?” heasked.
“ Only come to see my uncle, ’pon rep, Mr. Beechcroft!” 

stammered the valet.
“ Only come to roh him of his gains, knave, you mean,” re­

joined Abel, sarcastically. “ But hark ye, sirrahj! I,like my butler, 
have a plague of a nephew, and he has just become acquainled 
with your master—your foppish, rakish,5gambling master,— 
and I cannoL hope will cscape the taint of such infectious so- 
ciety. Now, I want to knowhow quickly,'and to what extent, he 
liecomcs corruptcd by it. You must plav the spy upon him, 
fellow.”

“ My uncle has told me your request, Mr. Beechcroft,” re­
joined Mr. Cripps 5 “ but reallv, ’pon rep ! ifjvou pul the matter 
in such an objectionable light—if you term it ‘ piaying the spy’ 
—Icannot, consistently with my—my rep-rep-reputalion, com- 
ply with your request.”

‘ í What, you are scrupulous, eh, rascal?” laughed Abel, de-



risively, “ and affectas nice a senseof honour as yourmaster? 
But, like him, you have your price. Bring me the information I 
require, and you sliall have double the sum, whatever it may be, 
out of which you have just cajoled your uncle.”

“ That will be twenty crowns, Mr. Beechcroft,” rfeplied Mr. 
Cripps. “ You’re a slirewd judge of human nature, sir, ’pon 
rep! and have discovered my weak point. No Cripps was ever 
proof against a bribe.”

“ Then the bargain is concluded,” replied Abel, impatiently. 
“ See bim outof the house, Mr. Jukes. And then let this letter 
be taken to the post. A h ! I hear my brother’s and my nephew’s 
voices in the hall. Point out Mr. Randulph to your nephew, 
Jukes.”

The*butler nodded, and departed wilh the valet, while Abel 
returned to Ihe library. Trussell and Randulph were talking 
and laughing in the hall. On seeing Mr. Cripps, the former 
instantly directed his nephew’s attention to liim.

“ As I live,” he cried, “ there is Beau Yilliers’ gentleman, 
Mr. Cripps. You must knovv him, Randulph. It is not amiss to 
be on terms even with the servants of the great. Mr. Cripps, a 
word with you. There’s a bow, Randulph,—the true diving 
bow, bringing the bair before, with the proper water-spaniel 
shake afterwards, to restore it to its place. Then did you ever 
see such a wig, such a cravat, or such a sword-knot?”

“ Never on a footman, unquestionably,” replied Randulph. 
“ Mr. Cripps,” continued Trussel, “ this is my nephew% 

Air. Randulph Crew,—a young gentleman new to the world, as 
I need scarcely teil you. Me has just been presented to your 
master, and, 1 flatter myself, bas already won his regards.”

“ Delighted to liear it, Mr. Trussell—delighted,” repied Air. 
Cripps, with another diving bow;—“ but not surprised. Fine 
young man, ’pon rep! andjonly wants the je  ne sais quoi air, 
which my master will speedily impart to him, to be perfect. Egad, 
my master must look (o his laureis, Mr. Trussell, or your ne­
phew may roh him of ’em—ha! ha! Condescend to try my snush, 
Sir? It’s the beau’s mixture, with a slight improvement ofm y  
own.”

“ rI hankye, thankyc, Air. Cripps,” said Trussell, plunging bis 
fingers into the proffered box.

“ What is it to be lo-night, Sir ? ” inquired Air. Cripps—“ the 
ridotto atRanelagh, theFrench play at the Haymarket, orLady 
Fazakerly’s drum?”

“ I’faith, I don't know,” replied Trussell, a littlc embarrassed. 
“ The truth is,” he added, in an under-tone, “ mv brother is 
rather straight-laeed. He has prejudices to which we must occa- 
sionally succumb.”



Mr. Cripps smiled significantly, and regaled his nosirils with 
a very large pinch of snufF.

“ You’ll take care of my nephew’s interest with your master, 
Mr. Cripps,” whispered Trussell, slipping a crown at the same 
time inlo his hand.

“ As of my own, Mr. Trussell, ’pon rep! ” replied Mr. Cripps, 
in the same tone.

With this, he inclined his person almost to the ground, and 
departed.

“ Well, Tye made a tolerable thing of it to-day, ’pon rep! ” 
\ he muttered to himself, as he whisked out of the house. “ Done 

nunks out of ten crowns—got the promise of twenty from old 
Abel—received one from Trussell. This Randulph Crew seems 
to bring me good luck. On my way home TU eall on the little 
barber—put him on the miser’s scent. Something is to be made 
of this, I perceive. To-night I shall try my hand at the dice-box. 
at the Duke’s.

“ M yfortu n e, I h o p e , is rcscrvcd for this cast,
To m ake m c a saver for all m y life  p ast;
Be lucky this once, d ice ! ’tis all I irnplore,
TU reform  then en tirc ly , and tcm pt you no m ore.”

In this way, he weht on soliloquizingand singing tili he reach- 
ed his boat, which lay off the stairs near the palace, and, jump- 
ing into it, ordered the waterman, with the air of a lord, 
and several very fashionable imprecations, to row to Parliament 
Stairs.

CHAPTER Y.

A B E L  A G A IN  C A U T IO N S U IS  N E P IIE W  A G A IN ST  T U E  M IS E r ’ s  D A U G IIT E R .

U n c l e  A b e l  did not join his nephew and brother tili dinner 
was served, and took little part in the conversation that oc- 
curred during the meal. Habituated to his humours, Trussell 
was as lively and amusing as ever, and rattled away like a young 
man ; but Itandulph could not help being oppressed by his elder 
uncle’s grave looks. He also feit, he scareely knew why, dissa- 
tisfled with himself, and wished to regain Abel’s esteem. Thus 
the dinner passed off-, the cloth was removed, and the wine 
placed on the board. The glasses were filled by the attentive 
Mr. Jukes, who took especial care that on this occasion one of 
the oldest and choiccst bottles should be brought forth, and his



a tten tio n  w a s  sp e e d ilv  r e w a r d e d  b y  a v e r y  b e n e fic ia l c h a n g e  in  
h is  m a ste r ’s tem p er .

“ Weil, Randulph,” said Abel, while sipping his second glass, 
“ how do you like your new society?”

“ I have seen so little of it at present, Sir,” replied the young 
man, “ That I can form no precise opinion •, bút I must say, that 
I think Mr. \illiers the best-bred man I have ever met with, 
Lady Brabazon a woman of infinite spirit and wit, and her
daughter, Clemcntina ”

“ T h e  m o st b e a u tifu l c rea tu re  y o u  e v e r  b e h e ld ! ” su p p lie d  
A b e l, la u g h in g  d r ily  5 “  a n d  y o u  h a v e  a lrea d y  lo s t  yo u r  h ea rt lo  
h e r .”

“ So far from thinking her the most beautiful creature I ever 
beheld,” returned Randulph, “ she is not to compare with— 
with ”

He was about to add the name of the miser’s daughter, but 
the looks of his uncles, bolh of which were fixed on him, though 
with a very different expression, checked him.

“ Iknow  what you are about to say, Randulph,” observed 
uncle Abel, sternly, “ you were going lo mention Hilda Scarve. 
Once for all, let me caution you agairist alluding to her. I have a 
particular reason for disliking her father—for hating him, in- 
deed, for my feelings towards him are of the bitlerest kind,— 
an dl cannotendure to hear of any one connected with bim.”

“ W ell, sir, your wishes shall be obeyed, so far as it is in my 
power to obey them,” replied Randulph 5 “ but I should not be 
dealing frankly with you, if I did not teli you Ihat I think them 
a little unreasonable. I can casily understand that Mr. Scarve
may have offended you, but his daughter ”

“ Randulph,” criedAbel, fixing his prey eye upon him, “ you 
are in love with that girl, or rather, you fancy yourself so •, for 
love, though sown at once, requires time to bring it lo maturity. 
You must subdue this passión, if you entertain it. The daughter 
of such a man must inhcritsome of his bad qualilies.”

“ There I think you are unjust, sir,” rejoined Randulph. 
“ And, grant that the father may be objectionable, the mother,
whom sheevidently takes alter, may have been ”

“ Randulph! ” exclaimed Abel, interrupting him with a sharp 
cry, “ would you drive me mad ? ”

“ What have I said, sir?” asked the young man, in asto- 
nishmenf.

“ For heaven’s sake, hold your tongue!” whispered uncle 
Trussell, who had in vain been endeavouring to attract his 
nephew’s attention. “ Don’t you see he can’t bear to talk of 
these Scarves ? ”

Randulph was greatly disconcerted. In vain he tried to rally 5



ro subject for conversation occurred to him; but at last uncle 
Trussell came to bis relief.

“ W e are going to breakfast with Beau Villiers to-morrow 
morning, sir,” he said to bis brother. “ W e were asked to Lady 
Fazakerly’s drum to-night; and Lady Brabazon invited us to ac- 
company her to Ranelagh.”

“ And wliy didn’t you go?” asked Abel, peevishly.
“ Because, sir, I thought it might not be agreeable to you,” 

returned Trussell.
“ Pshaw! what care I about it! ” rejoined Abel. “ Plunge 

your Charge over bead and ears in dissipation! Surféit him, as 
the grocers do their apprentices with sweets! Never mind me 
in fulure. Do what you will.”

Uncle Trussell winked at Randulph.
“ W e’ll take him at his word,” he whispered.
But Randulph took no notice of thesignal. His heart was too 

fully occupied with Hilda Scarve •, and he felt a rising dislike to 
uncle Abel which hecouldnot conquer. Excusing himself from 
taking more wine, he repaired to the garden, and entered the 
summer-house, where he gazed at the broad and beautiful river 
flowing past it, and the venerable Abbey on the opposite shore, 
near which she dwelt whom he now began to acknowledge was 
mistress of his heart.

CHAPTER VI.

T U E  M IS E R  AN D  JA C O B .1— A T IIIU D  N E P 1 IE W . A D IN N E R  A T  T U E  M IS E r ’ s .  Ü IL D a ’ s

OPISION OF HER COUSIN.

N o t i i i n g  very particular occurred at the miser’sdweliingafter 
Randulph’s departure. Air. Scarve took a large account-book 
from the box beneath his table, together with several papers, 
from which he proceeded to make extracts; and he thus em- 
ployed himself for more than an hour and a half, wrhen, his 
farthing candle having burnt down into the socket, he intimated 
to his daughter and Mrs. Clinton that it was time to retire 
to rest

“ You have sat up longer than usual,” he said, “ and I have 
been so busy that I quite forgot to bid you to go to bed. Hilda, 
your cousin, Philip Frewin, will diné here to-morrow.”

“ You have told me thatbefore, sir,” she replied, coldly.
“  And I have told you also, that it is my wish you should ré­

céivé him graciously,” rejoined the miser. 44 Dornt say a word



more on the subject. Good night, daughter—good night, sister 
Clinton. Here, Jacob, light the Iadies up stairs! I have settled 
my accounts, and don’t want the candle.”

Jacob obeyed, and the ladies were conducted to their room, 
to retire to rest, as usual, in the dark.

A momenl afterwards, Jacob returned, and set the expiring 
candle on the table.

“ Well, Jacob,” said the miser to him, “ what did you think 
of our visitor to-day ? ”

“ What did yo u  think of him, sir,” returned Jacob, eva- 
sively.

“ Pretty well,” replied Mr. Scarve. “ Not wanting in good 
looks—but improvident—thoughtless, in the extreme.”

“ Don’t think so,” rejoined Jacob, gruilly.
“ You’re no judge of character,” rejoined the miser, sbarply. 

“ I read the spendthrift in bis whole appearance and demean- 
our. In short, Jacob, I would rather see no more of bim. If 
he should call again, which is not unlikely, though I gave him 
a broad enough hint that his visits would be anything but 
agreeable, you will deny me and my daughter to him.” 

“ W hat!” exclaimed Jacob, “ do you mean to shut your 
doors against the son of your old friend? Is that acting like a 
gentleman, let alone a Christian?”

“ The lad is a scapegrace, Jacob—a senseless, romantic, 
scapegrace,” rejoined the miser.

“ Don’t think so,” replied Jacob.
“ Ile has given away his fortune,” said the miser.
“ Hc’ll get it back in time,” was the rejoindcr.
“ Jacob, you are a fool! ” said the miser.
“ Fool or not,” replied Jacob, “ it'I were you, I would marry 

my daughter to that young man.”
“ When I ask your advice on the subject, it will be time 

enough to ofTer it,” rejoined tbc miser. “ You may now retire, 
Jacob. But first go over the house, and sec that all’s safe. I  
thought I heard a nőise in the cellar last night.”

“ It was the rats, sir,” replied Jacob.
“ Indeed!” replied the miser-, “ then the rats make a pretty 

clattcring wilh their jaws. Jacob, I suspect it was you.”
“ Well, then, it w as  me,” replied Jacob, deggedly.
“ Oh! you confess it?” replied the miser, uneasily. “ Where 

do you get your victuals front? Who supplies you with them, 
eh?”

“ Never you mind, sir,” replied Jacob j “ so as it doesn’t cost 
you anythin’, you needn’t care.”

“ True, true!” replied the miser; “ and yet I should like to 
know how you get your food.”



“ I don’t steal it,” replied Jacob. “ But see, Ihe candle’s 
goin’ out—you had better go to bed.”

“ You’re right, Jacob,” said the old man. “ Good night! Be 
.sure you look to the house.”

With this, he crept off to his own chamber, and, just as he 
xeached it, the candle expired.

Mr. Scarve always arose at day-break, and generally spent 
two or three hours before breakfast at his accounts. On the 
morning following the events previously related, he remained 
longer than usual in his own room, and when summoned to 
breakfast by Mrs. Clinton at nine o’clock, he descended with a 
large deed under his arm. The family breakfast consisted of 
milk and water, the proportions being one-third of the former 
liquid to two of the latter—a small loaf of bread, but neither 
butter nor meat. Of this meagre fare all parties partook spa- 
ringly, and the meal was soon ended. Ililda had generally little 
appetite, but on this occasion s h e  ate l e s s  than u s u a l ,  and her 
father remarked it.

“ I fear you are not well to-day,” he said; “ I am sorry for 
it, for I wished you to be in good looks to receive your cousin.” 

“ I have no wish to see him,” she replied, with a look of 
inexpressible disgust.

“ Then you have no wish to please me,” he rejoined.
The miser made no further remark at the time, but when the 

scanty remains of breakfast were removed, and he was left 
alone with his daughter, he said—“ Hilda, I want a word with 
you. I have long desired to converse with you seriously on a 
subject nearest my heart. It relates to your cousin, Philip 
Frewin. You can scarcely be ignorant that he seeks your hand. 
Fut if you are ignorant of his intentions, I must now acquaint 
you with them. I have a very high opinion of him, mot merely 
because he is my nephew, but because he is a very prudent, 
careful person, and will take care of what he has got. He is 
directly the reverse of the weak young man who was here last 
night.”

“ So he appears, sir,” replied Hilda, significantly.
“ Philip is very rieh, Hilda,” pursued the miser; “ he is worth 

fifty thousand pounds, if he is worth a penny. And, in short, it 
is my pleasure, if he should propose to you, as I expect he will, 
that you accept him.”

“ Then it is fit, dear father, that you should know what my 
answer will be to his proposal,” she replied.

“ What will it be?” asked the miser.
“ A positive and decided refusal,” she returned.
“  Hilda!” exclaimed the miser, furiouslv—“ Hilda!”



“ Do not urge me further, falher,” she rejoined, calmly; 
u upon this point I am firm.”

“ You are captivated by the fair face and showy figure of the 
prodigal who was here last night,” cried Mr. Scarve, carried 
away by bis passión •, “ but mark me, I will never consent to 
such a match. If you wed him, neither he nor you, nor any 
child or ehildren of yours, shall ever have a penny of mine!— 
n i  disinherit you all! He is a beggar, and a beggar’s wife you 
shall be. If Ihe fool had but kept last hold of the estates, all 
might have beeil well—I might have consenled; but as it is, I 
will nevcr listen to his suit. No, Ililda,” he continued, modera- 
ting himself, “ the husbandfor you is Philip Frewin, my sister’s 
son—one who knows the value of money, and will take care of 
it,—one who hates extravagance in all ways. I can commend 
him as a Ihoroughly well-principled, well-conducted young 
man.”

“ He may be all you describe,—though I doubt it,” she 
replied; “  but I do not dcsire to marry.”

“  Tush!” rejoined the miser, impatiently—“ every woman 
desires to marry. l l  is her first object—what she is brought up 
for—the end and aim of her existence.”

“ But surely, falber,” replied Hilda, with a half smile7 
“ every woman desires to marry the man she loves. Her lieart 
must have something to do with her choice.”

“ Pshaw!” cried the miser, u  inere idle talk,—mere girl’s 
fancy. Before you have been married a week, you will love 
your busband better than any man in the world. A husband 
should not he chosen for bis good looks, but for bis good qua- 
lities ; for his pecuniary, rather than his personal advantages,* 
and for his ability to take care of you, your properly, and your 
ehildren. Such a one is Philip Frewin—such a one is not Ran- 
dulph Crew.”

“ 1 wish you would not mention Itandulph Crew so often, 
father,” replied Hilda, in some little confusion 5 “ I do not 
understand why his name should be brought forward.”

“ Nor I ,” rejoined the miser; “ and I 11 take care not to 
mention it again. But enough bas been said on the subject. You 
know my wishes; don’t dispute Ihem. Go to your chamber!” 
And he turnéd away from her to pore over the deed before 
him. Hilda gazed at him for a moment, irresolutely, and then 
sighing deeply, withdrew.

A guest being expected at dinner, some little preparation was 
made. The repast was to consist of a few ribs of beef baked 
upon half a dozen potatoes, followed by a small batter pudding, 
likewise baked.

Punctually at two o’cloek, at which hour the miser dined, a



knock was heard at tlie door, and Jacob, answering the sum- 
mons, admitted a tall, thin young man, with very sharp fcatures, 
dressed m an old worn-out grey cloth coat, wilh plated metai 
buttons, that might have belonged to his grandfather; a tattered 
plush waistcoat; darned worsted hose; a scratch wig, looking as 
if it had been picked up in the kennel; and old shoes, with high 
quarters fastened by small iron buckles. This extraordinary 
personage was welcomod with great cordiality by his uncle, 
who seemed to contemplate his miserable appearance with the 
utmost satisfaction.

Hilda, however, would scarcely behave civilly to him, though 
the young man paid her great attention, and whenever her 
father’s back was turnéd, put on a manner that filled her with 
disgust. At tbc close of dinner, the miser called for wine, and a 
hottle was brought him, containingbarely a glass, as was proved 
when Jacob poured it out. Mr. Scarve pressed his nephew to 
take it, but the young man declined. The m ise r  then raised the 
glass to bis lips, but put il down untasted, observing—.“ No, I 
don’t require it—indeed, I am better without it. Put it back 
again, Jacob. Idrinkyour health, nephew, in a glass of water.” 

“ And I return the pledge in the same wholesome beverage,” 
returned Philip Frewin. “ I never take any other, sir,” he 
added, ogling Hilda in an intolerable manner. “ I drink to you, 
fair cousin.” Andas he spoke, he gulped down a large draught, 
but with a very bad grace.

“ I don’t think, for all he says, that he’s accustomed to such 
draughts,” thought Jacob. “ He doesn’t look like a water- 
drinker.”

Dinner was no sooner over than Ililda withdrew with her 
aunt to her own room-, nor would she, tliough her father sent 
Jacob to summon her, return.

“ Girls have stränge fancies, Philip,” he said to his nephew. 
“ Her mother was just as whimsical. I don’t think, though she 
married me, that she cared for me.”

“ Since I have your consent to the match, sir, Ihat is all I 
care for,” replied Philip. “ Love will come in good time. My 
cousin Hilda is a charming girl, and would be a prize without a
penny, but with what you propose to give her ”

“ To leave her, Philip—to leave her—not to give her!” in- 
terrupted the miser, hastily. “ I shall give her nothing during 
mv lifetime.”

“ Not make any settlement?” asked Philip, uneasily.
“ None whatever,” replied the miser-, “ but I shall require a 

settlement on your part. You are rieh, Philip, and can make a 
good settlement.”

“ No settlement on your part, uncle!” muttered Frewin,



£< and a large one demanded on m ine! This requires consider- 
ation.”

“ No it doesn’t,” said the miser, sharply; “ for if you hesi- 
tate, you shan’t have her. My daughter shall not be refused by 
any man, even by my sister’s son. You shall take her on my 
terms, or not at all.”

“ I will gladlv take her so, uncle,” replied Philip.
“ You will do wisely,” rejoined the miser, more calmly. “ And

now I’ve good news for you, Phil—rare news! You know__
for our attorney, Diggs, will have told you—Ihat I have ad- 
vanced fourteen thousand pounds to Sir Bulkeley Price, on the 
mortgage of one of bis eslates in Flintshire. Now, the estate is 
worth upwards of twenty thousand pounds—perhaps more, be- 
cause there are several copper mines upon it. Well, I have 
given Sir Bulkeley notice to pay over the money. He has paid 
no attention to the application ; and if I do not receive the mo­
ney at six o'clock, at which hour it must be paid, or tendered, 
X shali foreclose—yes, foreclose, nephew—and the estates will 
become mine—your wife’s hereafter, and your children’s.”

“ And mine. ” thought Philip. “ I sincerely congratulate 
you, uncle,” he added, aloud, “ and hope nothing may happen 
to deprive you of your rights.”

“ Nothing is likely to happen now, Philip,” replied Mr. 
Scarve. “ The estate is as good as ray own—I have just been 
reading over the description of it in the deed of mortgage—and 
a noble estate it is. But, since Hilda wont come down, it is 
scarcely worth while for you to stay longer. Come and dine 
with me this day weck and I will try and tlx the day. Mean- 
while, I will speak with my daughter, and bring her to her 
senses.”

“ I am glad to hear you say so, uncle,” rejoined Philip, “ for 
I almost began to fear there might be a rival in the case.”

“ A rival!—pshaw!” cricd the miser, with a slightly embar- 
rassed look. “ It is true that Mr. Randulph Crew called here 
last night;—he is a yery handsome young man, and iit to win 
a girl’s hcart. But I don’t think Hilda heeded bim.”

“ Xndeed, sir!” replied Philip, uneasily. “ Well, nevermind 
what impression he made—she is mine, if you give her to me.” 

“ And that I do, nephew—on the terms I have mentioncdr 
but no other,” rejoined the miser. “ Tuesday ncxt, at two. 
Jacob, shew Mr. Frewin to the door. Good bye, nephew—  
good bye! ”

Philip was then ushered forlh by Jacob, who eved him surlily 
askance, as he conducted him to the door, and shook bis hand 
behind bis back as he deparled.



“ That skinilint shall never marry my young missis,” he 
muttered, “ if I can prevent it.”

On reaching King-street, Philip Frewin snapped bis fingers 
derisively in the air, and quickening his pace, did not stop tili 
hereached the door of a tavern in the Rhenish Wine-yard, in 
that Street, and entering it, proceeded at once lo a private room. 
Then, bursting intő a loud laugh, he dashed his old wig to the 
ground, and trampled upon i t ; threw off his tattered coat and 
waistcoat, and proceeded to rid himself of the rest of his attire. 
He next equipped himself in a smart suit of green velvet, put 
cn a campaign wig, and added laceruilles to his shirt.

“ l ’m glad to get rid ofthose horrid masquerade habiliments,” 
he muttered*, “  the part is a devilish disagreeable one to act. 
But no matter—it is worth playing! My fair cousin will like me 
all the better when she knows my real character. And now I 
must hasten to Diggs, to teil bim how I’ve prospered, and in­
struet him how to proceed.”

On being informed by Jacob of her obnoxious cousin’s de- 
parture, Hilda came down stairs with her aunt, and bore her 
father’s reproaclies with a meekness that, instead of allaying his 
fury, served to increase it. At length, she ventured to say, 
<cWhy doyou wishme married,sir? I am quite content a s l am, 
and could not be happier. I think—nay, I am sure—if I quitted 
you, you wouldfeel very desolate.”

“ Weigh that over before it’s too late,” interposed Jacob. 
“ I’m sure I  should feel very desolate. I don’t think l ’d stop 
with you.”

“ Ilold your tongue, sirrah! ” cried the miser, sharply. “ I 
can live very well alonc, Hilda,” he added, turning to her, “ and 
I should like to see you comfortablv settled before I die. I don’t 
want you to become the prey of an adventurer.”

“ If that is all you are afraid of, father, you may rest quite 
easy,” she replied. “ And do not suppose I speak from any 
feeling of prejudice, buti think you are dcceived in my cousin.” 

“ Deceived, Hilda ! In what way?” asked the miser.
“ By his apparent carefulness—by the manner in which he 

seems to adapt himself to your notions and peculiarities,” she 
replied. “ Recollect, too, that, owing to circumstances, you 
have seen and known so little of him, that, but for the fact of 
his being your nephew, he might be an entire stranger. 1* orgive 
me, sir, if I say you are not acting in this case with your usual 
caution. You trust too much to Philip’s own representations. ’ 

“ You think so,” said the miser—“ but you are wrong. I have 
inade inquiries through one who would not deceive me—my 
attorney, Mr. Diggs—and I am assured that Philip is the most 
careful person brealhing.”



“ I hope you don’t except yourself,” muttered Jacob.
“ In fact, I hcar nolhing but good of bim from Diggs,” pur- 

sued the miser, not choosing to notice the remark; “ and what 
is better, I knovv—for I have seen the will—that his father left 
bim fifty thousand pounds—üfty thousand pounds, Hilda!—  
twenty of whicb he shall settle on vou.”

“ Do not suffer this notion to get possession of you, I entreat, 
dear father,” she replied. “ If he had a millión of money, I  
would never marrv Philip Frewin ! ”

Here, Mrs. Clinton, who had in vain endeavoured to throwin 
a word, interposed, and engaged Hilda in conversation. The 
miser referred to his morlgage-deed; and the descriplion of the 
estate, which helooked upon as his own, restored himto good 
temper.

CHAPTER VII.

T IIE  PA Y M E N T  O F  T H E  M O R T G A G E  M O N E Y .

N e a r l y  an hour having elapsed, Mr. Scarve arose, and called 
to Jacob, who had retired to the cellar. The summons not being 
answered as expeditiously as he desired, he called again, and 
Jacob made his appearance, brushing the moislure from his lips, 
and trying to swallow down a huge morsel that stuck in his 
throat.

“ You have been eating, rascal!” cried the miser, “ and 
drinking to o ! Faugh! how the knave smells of beer! ”

“ If I h a v e  b e e n  e a t in 1 an d  d r in k in ’ ” sa id  Jacob, Clearing h i s  
th r o a t  b y  a v io le n t  efTort, “ it  h a s n ’t b e e n  at y o u r  e x p e n s e . ’”

“ Well, go and see what’s o’clock,” said the miser; who did 
not appear particularly angry.

“ What’s o’clock! ” exclaimed Jacob, insurprise. “ W h y l’ve 
lived with you these twenty ycars, and never was sent on such 
a message before. What do you want to know what’s o’clock 
for ? ”

“ What’s that tovou, sirrah?” rejoined the miser, with more 
anger in his words than in his tones or looks. “ B utl’H teil you 
thus much, I never in my life wished a day to he passed so much 
as Id o  this?”

“ You excite my curiosity, father,” said Ililda. “ Why do you 
wish it passed ?”

“ Becausc, if a ccrtain sum of money is not paid to me before 
six o’clock, I shall be the possessor of one of the iinest estates



in W ales,” replied the miser. “ It must nowbe.five; inanother 
hour I shall be safe—safe, Hilda!—the mortgage will be fore- 
closed—the estate mine! Mr. Diggs will be here at six. If I ob- 
tain Ihis prize, Jacob, you sball drink my health in the glass of 
wine I put back in the bottle.”

“ Then it’ll be the first time I ever so drunk it,” replied Jacob. 
“ Take care it isn’t the last, you Ihankless variét! ” rejoined 

the miser. “ Don’t stand chattering there! Go and see what’s 
o’clock,”

As Jacob departed to obev his injunction, Mr. Scarve paced to 
and fro within the room, rubbing his hands, and chuckling to 
himself. Five minutes nearlv elapsed before Jacob returnedj 
and when he did so, it was with a countenance of very peculiar 
significance.

“ Well, is it five ? ” cried the miser.
“ No •, it’s fourteen,” replied Jacob.
“ Fourteen!” exclaimed the miser. “ What do you mean? 

You’re drunk, sirrah—drunk on the promise of a glass of wine.” 
“ No, I’m not,” replied Jacob. “ I mean that there’s a troop 

of fourteen horsemen at the door. There!—don’t you liear ’em? 
They make nőise enough, I should think.”

And as he spoke, a loud knocking, mixed with shouts and 
laughter, came sounding down the passage.

“ It is the mortgage-money, father,” said Hilda.
“ It is—damnation! ” cried the miser, stamping on the 

ground.
“ At first, I took the troop fór a gang of highwaymen,” said 

Jacob, “ when their leader, a fat, bloated old fellow, calls out to 
me, in an imperious tone, ‘Teil your master, the miser,’ says he, 
4 ihat Sir Bulkeley Price has brought him his money. He is not 
yet owner of an estate in Flintshire.’ And then all his followers 
hurst out a-Iaughin’ 5 and I don’t think they’ve done yet.”

“ Curses on Ihem ! ” cried the miser, furiously, “ and on him 
too ! They sha’n’t enter my dwelling. I wont receive the money. 
Send themaway! Teil them Fm notat hoine, Jacob.”

“ It wont do, sir,” replied Jacob-, “ they know you’re at 
horne, for I told ’em so. And as to refusing the money, why 
should you do that? They’ve brought it in great bags—bags of 
gold, of five hundred pounds each,”

“ Five hundred devils! ” cried the miser, foaming with rage. 
“ What! bring suchasum as Ihat inbroad day! I shall beex- 
posed to all my prying neighbours.”

“ That you will,” rejoined Jacob : “ they’re all at the Win­
dows, looking on. There’s Mr. Deaclc, the mercer, over the 
way, and his wife and daughter and the inquisitive little bar- 
ber, next door and the ironmonger’s wife and her familv at



(ho Blackamoor’s Head; and the vintner’s at the Man-in-lhe- 
Moon, and ”

“ Hold your peace,” cried the miser, furiously, “ or Pllstrangle 
you! Pli not be insulled thus by anv man! Fetcli me my
sword! ”

“ Fa'ther!” exclaimed Hilda, “ why do you excile yourself 
thus? Sir Bulkeley Price has but done what was right 5 he bas 
brought you back your money.”

“ What is it o’clock, Jacob?—did you ascertain that?” cried 
the miser.

“ Not íive, sir—not five,” replied Jacob.
“ Oh! perdilion seize him ! he is in time,” cried the miser. 

“ But 1 11 be revenged, 1*11 have his blood, if I can’t have the es- 
täte. My sword, Jacob! What! you wont move? Nay, then, 
111 fetch it myself.” And opening a side-door, he rushed up a 
small llight of steps, leading to bis bed-room.

“ Some mischief will happen, Jacob,” cried Hilda, with a 
terrihed look. “ I never saw my father so agitated betöre. I’ll 
go forth myself, and entreat Sir ßulkeley to depart.”

“ Don’t expose yourself to the insults of his scrvants, miss,” 
rejoined Jacob. “ I did not teil master a quarter what they said 
of him.”

But despite his entreaties, and those of her aunt, who also 
endeavoured to detain her, she rushed forth, followed by Jacob.

On gaining the street, Hilda found Jacob’s Statement perfectly 
corrcct. A troop of fourteen horsemen, with Sir Bulkeley Price 
at their head, were drawn up in front of the house. Most of 
them were well mounted, though a few of the number rode 
stout Welch ponies. All had swords at their sides, and pistols in 
their holsters, as was needful from the amount of money they 
carried; every man having becn provided with two bags, each 
containing five hundred pounds in gold, slung over his saddle- 
bow. A pile of these precious sacks lay at the door, and some of 
the men were now adding lo,the heap, while others were un- 
slingirig bags from their comrades’saddles. The whole Company 
were in high glee, and laughing loudly. The leader of the troopU, 
Sir Bulkeley Price, was a stout, portly gentleman, whoseswollen 
inflamed cheeks and mulberry nose shewed he was by no means 
indifferent to the pleasures of the tahle. A claret coloured velvet 
riding-coat, bultoned to the thront, displayed his full ehest and 
rather commanding figure to advantage; while a well-powdered, 
full-bottomed perriwig contrasted strongly with his rubicund 
and fierv visage. Hilda’s appearance created a great Sensation 
among the lookers-on, and especially attracted the attention of 
the barber, who was chaltering with Mr. Peacle ahout the oc- 
currence, and of the fair Thomasine, who was leaning out of

4



an upper window, just above her father’s sign of the Three 
Pigeons.

“ There’s Miss Scarve! ” cried Peter, calling to Thomasine. 
“ I see her,” replied the mercer’s daughter. “ Poor thing, 

how I pity her—to be exposed to such insults! I Iong to ily lo 
her assistance.”

“ Do, d o !” cried Peter. “ FII fly with you.”
“ No, dön’t,” said Mr. Deacle: “ you had better not inter­

iere. Lordbless me! I wonder what it all means.”
Heedless of what was passing around her, for she heard her 

father’s furious voice in the passage, Hilda rushed towards Sir 
Bulkeley Price, and, in a tone of the most earnest entreaty, 
cried, “  Oh, sir, I implore you to go away! My father is fear- 
fully incensed—some mischief will happen!”

“ You are Mr. Scarve’s daughter, I presume?” returned Sir 
Bulkeley, politely taking off bis hat. “ I should never have 
suspected him of owning aught so beautiful. But why should I 
go away, Miss Scarve? I am merely come to pay your father a 
sum of money which I borrowed from him.”

“ But it is the manner of paying it, sir,—the public manner, 
— the exposure, that incenses him,” cried Hilda. “ I would not 
for twice the amount, that this hadhappened.”

“ I dare say not,” replied Sir Bulkeley; “ but your father has 
forced me into the measure. My estate would have been forfeited, 
if I had not repaid the money by six o’clock. It is as unpleasant 
to me as it can be to him ; but I had no alternative.”

At this moment, a loud, angry cry was heard at the door, 
and the miser appeared, brandishing his drawn sword at it. Ilis 
mad career was opposed by Jacob, whose wig was knocked off 
in his endeavours to push him backwards.

“  Villain!” cried the miser, shaking his hand at Sir Bulkeley 
—“ Villáin, you shall repent your insolence! Release me, 
Jacob! Let me get at him!”

“ No you sha’n’t!” replied Jacob, who had to exert all his 
strenglh, such was the miser’s fury, to keep him back.

Mr. Scarve’s vociferations of rage were now drowned by the 
hootings andjeersof the Welch baronet’s attendants, who did 
all in their power to incense him further. Terrilied by the cries, 
Hilda clasped her liands in agony, and again addressed herseif 
to Sir Bulkeley.

“ As you are a gentleman, sir, I beseech you to withdraw,” 
she said.

“ Such an appeal, and from such lips, is irresistible,” re­
plied Sir Bulkeley, again raising his hat.

“ He is no gentleman, Hilda!” shrieked her father, who



overheard what was said. u Come away, girl, I command you 
—leave him to m e!”

“ Well crowed, oldcock!” cried one of the attendants, in 
mockery. And all laughed jeeringly, as before.

“ Hold your tongues, you saucy knaves!” cried Jacob, fierce- 
ly regarding them, “ or, as soon as l ’m at liberty, I’ll break 
some of your addle pates.”

“ For pity’s sake,—go, g o !” cried Hilda to the baronet, 
“ and take the money with you. Another time will do for pay­
ment.”

“ Pardon me, Miss Scarve,” replied Sir Bulkeley 5 “ another 
time will not do. I mustn’t jeopardize my estate. Mr. Scarve,” 
be shouted to the miser, “ here is your money,— fourteen 
thousand pounds, in gold. Friends,” he added, looking round 
at the crowd of spectators in the Street, and at the Windows, 
“ I call you all to witness, that this money is paid before six 
o’clock. I will take your word, Miss Scarve, for a receipt, and 
for the delivering up of the mortgage deeds.”

“ Take hence your money, villáin!” vociferated the miser; 
“ I want none of it.”

This exclamation was followed by a roar of derisive laughler 
from the baronet’s attendants.

“ Silence them—oh, silence them, sir!” cried Hilda, implo- 
ringly.

Sir Bulkeley looked majestically round, and his attendants 
became instantly mute. At the same time, Jacob forced Mr. 
Scarve into the house; and Hilda, hastily expressing her thanks 
to the baronet, withdrew. In a few seconds, the whole of the 
bags of money were collected, and placed 011 the threshold. 
Sir Bulkeley would not, however, depart tili Jacob returned, 
when he committed the heap to his custody.

“ What have you done with your master?” he asked.
“ He has lainted, and his daughter is tending him,” replied 

Jacob.
“ Well, take him that restoralive,” rejoined Sir Bulkeley, 

pointing to the inoney-bags 5 “ it will spcedily rcvive bim.”
So saying, he rode olT with his followers, amid the acclama- 

tions of the spectators. The same persons next bcgan to hoot 
Jacob, and even seemed disposed to assail him •, bút being now 
provided with his crabstick, he presented such a menacing and 
formidablc appearance, that those nearesl him slunk oll.

In the hurry of the moment, it has been omitted to mention, 
that when Hilda retired, the fair Thomasine uttered a scream, 
and fainted. Made a wäre of the circumstance, both by the cry 
and the disappearance of the mercer and his wife frorn the 
W in d o w s ,  Peter Pokerich quitted his own dwelling, and ilew to



rentier aid. With somo liltle diiliculty, the sensitive danisel 
was brought to herseif*, but when restored to consciousness, 
she was very palpitaling and hysterical, and leaned against the 
wall, with her head upon her hand, in the attitűdé o ia  tragie 
heroine.

“ Oh, the indignities that that sweet creature has endured!” 
she gasped. “ She is a model of íilial piety, and more to he 
admired than the Grecian Daughter.”

“ Much more,” said Peter, “ though I don’t reeollect the 
particular attractions of the lady vou mention.”

“ Would I were her friend!” cried the fair Thomasine. 
“ Would I might pour mv sorrows into her sympathetic 
bosom!”

“ What hinders you from doing so?” asked the barber.
An hysterical sob was all the fair Thomasine’s ans wer.
“ Fourteen thousand pounds!” exclaimed Peter, almost un- 

consciously. “ What a fortune Hilda Scarve will b e!”
“ She would be a fortune without a farthing,” cried the fair 

Thomasine.
Meantime, the crowd dispersed \ but not before Jacob had 

noliced some suspicious-looking personages eyeing the bags of 
treasure lying at the door in a very alarming manner.

“ J. shall have to keep strict watch to-night,” he thought. 
“ Such a public delivery of money as this is almost an inducc- 
ment to robbery. We ought to have a couple of watchmen.”

Thus ruminating, he removed the whole of the bags, twenty- 
eight in number, and each containing five hundred pounds, 
into the passage. He then locked, bolted, and barred the door 
and afterwards conveyed the treasure into the room generally 
used by Mr. Scarve.

The miser, as he had staled to Sir Bulkeley, had fainted. The 
unhappy man recovered just as Jacob brcught in the last two 
bags, and seeing the treasure before him, ultered a wild shriek, 
brokc from liis daughter and sister-in-láw, who were tending 
him, and, throwing himself upon the heap, relapsed into in- 
sensibililv.



CHAPTER VIII.

T H E  M Y ST E R IO U S L E T T E R .— T H E  LA N D LO R D  O P  T H E  R O S E  AND C R O W N . — C O R D W E L L

F IR E B R A S .

I t  will now be necessary, for a short space, to retrace the 
current of our story. Peter Pokerich, as related in a previous 
chapter, crossed over to his own house with the letter he had 
abstracled from Randulph’s saddle-bags, and immediately pro- 
ceeding to examine it, found it was addressed to Mr. Cordwell 
Firebras, at the Rose and Crown, Gardiner’s-street, Petty 
France. This not tending greatly to enlighten him, he tried io 
obtain a peep at its contents by pressing down the sides between 
bis finger and thumb •, but not being able to make out anything 
in this way, his curiosity got the master of him, and he broke 
the seal; but so dexterously and carefully, that he feit confi­
dent he could restore the letter to its original appearance, if 
necdful. He then read as follows :—

“ F r i e n d  C o r d w e l l ,— The bearer of this letter is just the 
man you want. He’s a bold rider *, always in at the dealhj and 
as rash and da ring as our young squire himself. The game I 
sent you was seized by the keepers, as perhaps you may have 
heard*, but TU forward another basket shorlly bv a safer con- 
veyance. Don’t be in a hurry about coming over to u s; and teil 
the young squire we can’t promise him much sport this season. 
The game is plenty, but our kennel is but thinly stockcd. The 
old pack is nearly broken up; Talbot and Ringwood havebeen 
’ticed away by old George’s keeper; and we shall do no good, 
unless the great squire on t’other side of the river will send us 
a strong pack of harriers, of the best French breed. W e want 
some Scotch terriers sadly, for the rats are greatly on the in-- 
crcase. If the young squire can manage this, the sooncr he 
comes the better, but not otherwise. Meanwhilc, I again ad- 
vise you to engage the bearer of this letter.

“ Your assured friend,
“  N e d  P o y n t o n . ”

This letter was a complete enigma to the barber. Ile read it 
over‘and over again, but could make neilher head nor tail of it. 
He could not help thinking that more was mcant than met the 
eye, but still he could not penetrate the mystery. He deter- 
mined, however, to call the next morning at the Rose and



Crown to make some inquiries after Mr. Cordweli Firebras, 
whose name had something mysterious and extraordinary about 
it that piqued his curiosity. And with this intention he retired 
torest.

“ After all,” said Peter, as he laid his head on his pillow, 
“ I shouldn’t wonder if that young man turnéd out a poacher. 
Now I think of it, he certainly looks like one. Nobody bút a 
poacher would prefer his own hair to a wig.” '

Sallying forth betimes the next day, he repaired to the Rose 
and Crown, which was a short distance from his own dwelling, 
and inquired of the potboy at the door whether a gentleman of 
the name of Cordwell Firebras lodged there. The potboy could 
give him no answer, bút, applying to the Chamberlain, he was 
told that Mr. Firebras frequented the house, but did not lodge 
there.

“ He generally comes in the evening,” said the man *, “ and if 
you have any message to leave for him, I will deliver it.”

“ What sort of man is he?” inquired the barber.
Before the Chamberlain could reply, the landlord made his 

appearance, and on being informed of the barber’s inquiry, asked 
him what he wanted with Mr. Cordwell Firebras.

“ A gentleman who lias a lelter for him called at my shop 
last night,” said Peter, “ and wishcd me to inquire whether lie 
was still here,—that’s all.”

“ Pray step this way, sir,” rejoined the landlord, ushering 
Peter intő an inner room.

Here the landlord took up a chair, and, knocking it three 
times on the floor, without offering it to bis guest, sat down. 
Not exactly knowing what to make of this singular reception, 
Peter took up a chair, knocked it in like manner, and sat down 
opposite the landlord. The landlord then tapped his nőse, and 
Peter, not to be behindhand, imitated the gesture.

“  All’s right,” said the landlord.
“ All’s right,” echoed Peter.
“ Where did you leave them?” asked the landlord.
“ Leave whom?” asked Peter, in surprise.
The landlord’s countenance altered, and he looked very hard 

at him.
“ What wigs do you wear, friend?” he asked.
“ On week days, a minor bob, and on Sundays or holidays, 

a bag,” replied Peter, in increased astonishment.
“ Hark ye, friend!” said the landlord, eyeing his guest wilh 

some suspicion, “ can you teli me where the king is? ’
“ At Saint James’s Palace, I suppose,” replied Peter, inno-



“ T o b e su r e !” replied the landlord, laughing, and getting 
up *, “ to be sure! Good morning, sir! ”

“ Stop! stop!” cried Peter, “ I didn’t come here to answer 
idle questions. I want to know something about Mr. Cordwell 
Firebras.”

“ I know nothing about him, sir,” replied the landlord, eva- 
sively—“ you must apply elsewhere.”

Thus baflled, Peter was obliged to return to his own dwell- 
in g ; and bis mind was so fully occupied with Randulph Crew 
and the mvsterious Cordwell Firebras, that he could scarcely 
attend to his business. About tour o’olock, as he was sitting in 
his shop, combing out a flaxen perriwig, Mr. Crackenthorpe 
Cripps camein, and, ílinging himself intő a seat, said—“ Scatter 
some pulvilio over me, Pokerich! for the tar and paint of the 
wherry I liave just quitted have quite overcome me.”

Having recovered breath, the valet then proceeded to explain 
the business with which he had been charged by his uncle, and 
he found a ready agent in the barber, who, however, explained 
lo him the difliculty of obtaining any precise information of what 
passed in the miser’s dwelling. While discussing this matter, it 
occurred to Peter that Mr. Cripps was a proper person to con­
suit about the mysterious letter. He knew that the valet was a 
person of no particular scruples, and might be safely confided 
in. He therefore shewed him the letter. Mr. Cripps read it over 
twice or thrice, and at last said—“ Egad, I cannot teil what to 
make of it, but I’ll soon find out the meaning of the riddle. 
Make it up again, and FII deliver it myself to Mr. Cord well 
Firebras.”

“ When will you take it?” asked the barber, after he had care- 
fully fastened up the seal.

“ At once,” replied Mr. Cripps. “ Fm in the humour for an 
adventure. FII return directly, and report mv success.”

He accordingly set forth, and encountering an empty chair as 
he entered the area in front of the Abbey, got intő it, and told 
the bearers to proceed to the Rose and Crown. Arrived there, 
with all the assurance he could muster, he strulted into the bar, 
and, llourishing his cane, inquired for Mr. Cordwell Firebra*s. 
The landlord stared at him somewhat suspiciously, but returned 
no answer; and Mr. Cripps, calling to mind the barber’s account 
of bis interview, took up a chair, as if accidentally, and struck it 
thrice on the floor. This Operation acted like magic on the land­
lord. He made a peculiar sign in return, and said—“ He is not 
here now, s ir ; indeed, he seldom visits us, except in an even- 
ing. But you’ll find him at his lodgings, in Ship Yard, not a 
slonc’s throw from this.” And he added, in a lower tone, as



Mr. Cripps bowed in acknowledgment—“ The club meets here, 
sir.”

“ Oh, indeed!” exclaimed Mr. Cripps. “ What! every night?”
“ Every Friday night, at eleven,” replied the landlord. “ Hut 

rnay I ask you, sir, where the king is?”
“ Over the water,” rejoined Cripps; and hethoughtto him- 

self, “ A nice Jacobite’s nest I’ve stumbled upon now, i’faith.”
“ I see il’s all right,” said the landlord, smiling. And he ac- 

companied the valet to the door, u sh ered him to his chair, and 
told the bearers where to take him. Mr. Cripps speedily arrived 
at his destination, and was deposited at the door of a small and 
unpretending-looking house. A middle-aged woman of respect- 
able appearance answercd his knock, and informed him that 
Air. Cordwell Firebras lodged there, but she was not certain 
whether he was within. Judging from her manner that she only 
wished to ascertain whether her lodger would receive him, 
Mr. Cripps thought it better to secure the interview by deliver- 
ing his credentials. He did so accordinglv, and the result was 
such as he anticipated. She returned in a few minutes, saving 
that Mr. Firebras w as  at home, and would be happy to see him.

Mustering all his resolution, Air. Cripps strutted after her, 
and was ushered intő a small room, in which was a middle-aged 
gentleman, who immediatelyadvanced towards him. Air. Cripps 
had suflicient knowledge oi the world to see at once that he had 
a very dangerous person to deal with, and that it behoved him 
to be cáréiul how he proceeded. Never had he seen such broad 
shoulders, such muscular legs, and such a burly frame, as were 
possessed by the individual beforehim. Mr. Cord well Firebras 
was a little below the middle height, and his squareness of 
íigure, aided by a loose coat of dark brown cloth, edged with 
silver, which reached half way down his legs, made him look 
almost as broad as long. His features were somewhat coarse, his 
cheek bones high, his complexion light, and his beard, brows, 
and eyelashes of a sandy hue. Altogether, he had the look of a 
Scotsman. His chin was large and broad, evincing the utmost 
determination, mixed with considerable craftiness; his mouth 
wide, his nose broad and flat, and his eves of a light grav. He 
wore a flaxen bob wig, which harmonized well with his light 
complexion, and carried abroad-bladed sword, evidently intend- 
cd more for use than Ornament. To tliis not very prepossessing 
exterior, Air. Cordwell Firebras added easy, afíable, and almost 
gracclul manners. It was quite clear to Air. Cripps that he was 
acting upon the instructioris of his correspondent, for he receiv- 
ed him with the greatest cordiality, shook him by the band, and 
motioned him to be seated. It did not escape Air. Cripps, in the 
liasty survey he took of the room, that there was a basket-hilted



sword in the corner, together with a brace of long barrelled 
silver-mounted pistols, and a Highland dirk. Nor did he fail to 
notice tbat the window opened upon a small garden, skirting 
Saint James’s Park, thus offering a ready means ofescape, ifre- 
quired. These things considered, Mr. Cripps did not feel en- 
tirely at his ease, and it required all hiseffrontery to enable him 
to go through with his part. Whether it was that Cordwell 
Firebras perceived his uneasiness, or that his quick perception 
of character detected the imposition attempted to be practised 
upon him, is immaterial, but his countenance suddenly changed, 
and the affable, almost courlier-like manner with which he had 
commenced, gave way to a stern scrutinizing glancé and freezing 
dcmeanour that made the valet tremble. They were alone *, for 
having ushered Mr. Cripps into the room, the elderly fcmalc 
retired, closing the door after her.

“ You are lately from the country, sir, I believe?” asked 
Firebras.

“ Just arrived, sir,” replied Mr. Cripps, taking out his snuff- 
box to hide his confusion—“ allow meto oíYer you a pinch.”

Firebras bowed and accepted the ofíer. A peculiar smile, 
which the valet did not like, crossed his features.

“ I must compliment you upon your air and manner, sir,” 
said Firebras, in a tone of slight irony *, “ they are anything but 
rustic. But may I now ask whom I have the honour of address- 
ing?”

“ Mr. Randulph Crew! ” replied the valet, confidently.
“ Randulph C rew !” exclaimed Firebras, almost starting. 

“ What! the son of mv old friend, Randulph Crew? Impos- 
sible! ”

“ I am not aware that my father enjoyed the honour of your 
friendship, sir,” replied the valet, who began to fear he had got 
on ticklish ground, “ but my name is Randulph Crew, and so 
was my father’s beforeme.”

Though the day was by no means chilly, there was a small 
fire burning in the grate. Mr. Cordwell Firebras placed the 
letter which he held in 1ns hand hefore it, and certain lines of 
writing, traced in invisible ink, inslantly appeared. These he 
eagerly scanned.

“ It is useless to trifle longer, sir,” he cried, turning suddenly 
upon the valet. “ You are an impostor. For what purpose are 
you come hither? Answer me, or you,r lile shall pay the forfeit 
of your rashness.”

As he spoke, he drew his sword. Mr. Cripps, though greatly 
alarmed, drew likewise, but his blade was instantly beatcnfrom 
his grasp by Firebras.

“ Raise a crv, and you are a dead man!” pursued the latter,



locking the door, and puttingthc key in his pocket. “ Who are 
you, sirrah?”

My name is Grackenthorpe Cripps, and I am chief valet to 
Beau Villiers,” returned the other, bowing.

“ You are a spy, rascal! ” cried Firebras. “ You have come 
on an errand, of the danger of which you were ignorant. But 
you will get nothing for your pains.”

“ Pardon me, Mr. Firebras,” said the valet, who was by no 
means destitute of courage, or, at all events, of the quality next 
in value to it—seli-possession. “ I have gained my object. I 
have discovered the existence of a Jacobite club, of which you 
are a member. 1 have discovered that there is a plot hatch- 
ing in Cheshire, and can easily find out who is implicatedin it; 

.and I have only to give information to a magistrate, anil vour 
arrest must follow.”

“ Well, sir, replied Firebras, calmly—u well, sir?”
“ But I have 110 such intention,” continued Mr. Cripps;

“ your secret is safe with me, provided ”
“ You are paid for your silence—ha?”
“ Precisely, Mr. Firebras. lam  not a Jacobite, neither am I 

an Ilanoverian ; and I care as little for the Elector, as I do for 
young Perkin. The fact is, you are in my power, sir, and I shall 
make the most of my position. Buy me, and I will deal with you 
fairly.”

“ Hűm! ” said Firebras, Ioolting fixedly at Ilim; “ well, I w ill 
employ you, and will also make it worth your while to be true 
to me. Randulph Crew has of course lost this letter. I will not 
inquire how it came intő your hands; but he cannot be aware 
that it has reached me. Mv correspondent says he is about to 
visit his uncle, Mr. Ábel Beechcroft, and cautionsmeagainst that 
gentleman.”

“ And with reason, sir,” remarked Mr. Cripps; “ I also, 
advise you to bewarc of him. My uncle is Mr. Beechcroft’s 
butler.”

“ Then, from your connexion, you may malerially aid me in 
my designs upon this young man,” said Firebras. “ You must 
take a letter from me to him.”

“ With pleasure,” rcplied Mr. Cripps; “ and it fortunately 
happens that he is to breakfast with my master to-morrow 
morning, when I can easily deliver it.”

“ Good,” replied Firebras, “ I will prepare it at once.”
With this, he sat down to a side table on which writing 

materials were placed, and with much deliberation penned a 
dispatch, and sealed it. He then opened a secret drawer, and 
took out íive guineas, which he gave to the valet.

“ It is perhaps a needless piece of trouble to seal the letter,”



he observed, significantly 5 “ but you will learn notbing by 
opening it beyond Ibe fact that I desire an interview with Mr. 
Crew. I know I can trust you.”

“ Oh, you may trust to my honour, Mr. Firebras, ’pon rep!” 
said the valet, placing bis band upon his breast.

“ I trust to the value you place on your own safety, Mr. 
Cripps,” replied Firebras, significantly. “ Attempt to play me 
false, and notbing shall savé you from my vengeance! I bave 
secret agents who will find sure means of rcacliing you.”

These words were pronounced in a tone and with a look that 
impressed Mr. Cripps with a full sense of the speaker’s power 
of executing his threat.

“ You need be under no apprehension about me, Mr. Fire­
bras,” he said.

“ I am under none, fellow!” rejoined the other, laughing 
scornfully-, “ or you should never quit this room alive. Come to 
me to-morrow night at ten. I may have more work for you.” 

“ Willingly,” replied Mr. Cripps.
Firebras then unlocked the door, and let out the valet, who 

was ushered to his chair by the elderly female. As he took his 
placc within it, having first ordered the bearers to convey bim 
to the spot where they took him up, he muttered to himself— 
“ So the adventure has terminated very satisfactorily. This Ran- 
dulph Crew seems destined to malte my fortune. Everybody 
pays me to play the spy upon him. That Cordwell Firebras is 
an awkward cuslomer. He has an eye that loolts through one, 
and seems to penetrate one’s very soul. It wont do to play cross 
with him. But I must trump up some story to delude the little 
barber. I’U teil him that nothing is to be made of it—put him 
off in some way.”

Thus musing, he was conveycd to the entrance of the Little 
Sanctuary, where he alighted, discharged the chair, and bent 
his steps towards Peter Pokerich’s shop, with the full determi- 
nation of putting his design into execution.

CHAPTER IX.

t u e  s t u a n g e u  a t  t u e  e a u b e h ’ s .

N o t w i t i i s t a n d i n g  his engagement to Beau Villiers, Ran- 
dulph, accustomed to early hours, andblessed, moreover, with 
a very healthy appetite, needed no urging on the part of Mr. 
Jukes to sit down at eight o’clock, on the second morning after 
his arrival in town, to a sort of prcliminary breakfast with Uncle



Abel. Glad of Ilie excuse for a little extra indulgence in repose, 
Trusseli did not rise tili late, and Randulph was therefore left to 
a töte-a-töte with his elder uncle. Whether it was that Abel was 
in a better humour than before, or that be was not fretted by 
Trusseli, whose remarks, however well meant, generally tended 
to excite his cynical propensities, Randulph could not teil, but 
he certainly found him more agreeable than he had previously 
thought him. Abel questioned his nephew narrowly as to his 
tastes and pursuits, and seemed pleased with the answers 
he received. In fact, things went on so prosperously that Mr. 
Jukes, who was carving a fine Westphalia harn at the well- 
spread sideboard, suspended his operations to rub his hands 
with delight. Abel noticed his exhilaration, and guessing the 
cause, could not refrain from smiling, and Randulph thought he 
had never seen so pleasant a smile before. Abel’s heart, indeed, 
it was evident, was warming towards his nephew; and he made 
no aitempt to check the kindly feeling. Ile descanted with mucii 
force and truth on the dangers to which a young man must be 
exposed on his ßrst enlrance into the world, but exhibited far 

f  less straightlacedness than might have been expected. He ad- 
vised his nephew to mix with society, but not to become a part 
of it 5 to use, but not abuse, the advantages nature had given 
him; and to push his fortune to the utmost; displaying through- 
out the whole discourse a shrewdness of Observation, a nice per- 
ception of character, and a knowledge of the world, for which 
Randulph had not given him credit, and which raised him ma- 
teriaily in his opinion. On one point orily, the young man 
thought him guilty of injustice—namely, in the bitter and dis- 
paraging view he took of women. On this head, therefore, he 
ventured to ditTer with him, and his zeal and earnestness ap- 
peared to interest Abel. When he had done, the old man 
shrugged his shoulders, and contented himself with saying, 
“ You’ll think differently, one day,”

Randulph would have replied, but a plate of harn, accom- 
panied by a significant look from the discreet buttler, warned 
him not to pursue the subject further. Accordinglv, he was 
silent, and Abel returned to his exposition and dissection of 
society with the same earnestness as before.

About half-past ten, Trusseli made his appearance. He was 
dressed with unusual care, had a world of the iinesl lace at his 
wrists and on his breast; and wore a green velvet coat, richlv 
embroidered, a satin waistcoatof the same colour, woven with 
gold, and diamond buckles at his knees, as well as on his shoes. 
I he only part of his attire which appeared to be neglected was 
his peruke, and this did not escape Abel’s attention, as hescanned 
him contempluously from head to foot.



“ It’s all very well,” ne said, drily; “ vou are suilicienüy be- 
laced and be-scented to iit you for tlie beau’s societv; but your 
wig is out of order.”

“ Wby you don’t surely tbink I am going in Ibis old peruke, 
sir?” rejoined Trussell, smiling. “ No, no ! Fm not quite so 
careless. Fve sent my best perriwig to be dressed by Peter Poke- 
rich, the barber in the Little Sanctuary, and mean to put it on 
as wc pass on our way to Spring Gardens, where, as you know, 
Mr. Villiers resides.”

“ A barber in the Little Sanctuary ! ” cried Randulph 5 “ wby 
be must be the very person I met when—”

Here a stern look from uncle Abel slopped him, and called 
the colour to bis cheeks.

“ Why did you send it there?” remarked Abel, angrily, to 
bis brother. “ Was there no other barber nearer at band? ” 

“ Ob yes, sir, plenty,” replied Trussell; “ but Pokerich un- 
derstands the mode, and I desired to appear to advantage on 
this occasion. I wish 1 could induce you to adopt the present 
fashion, Randulph. Your own hair is certainly yerv fine, but a 
perriwig would be far more becoming.”

“ Be natural as long as you can, and keep your own hair, 
Randulph,” said Ábel.

“ I intend to do so, sir,” replied the voung man.
“ But at all events, your dress must be improvcd,” pursued 

Trussell. “ I will introduce you to M. Desmartins, the French 
tailor, in Piccadilly. He will make you quite another thing.” 

“ And empty vour purse at the same time,” sneered Ábel. 
“ Wear out the dress you have on. It’s almost new.”

“ It is quite new,” said Randulph, a little abashed. “ It was 
made expressly for my visit to town, by Stracey, of Chester, 
who works for all the best people in the county.”

“ Stracey, of Chester—ha! ha! ” exclaimed uncle Trussell, 
jeeringly. “ You had belter put by Mr. Stracey for your return. 
But it is time we startod. I must stop a fevv minutes at Poke- 
rich’s .”

They then set forth, and it was with a throbbing heart that 
tbc young man again found himself beside the dwelling of the 
miser’s daughter. He gazed eagerly at it, in the hopc of caíching 
a glimpseof Hilda, but could discern nothing through the barred 
and dust-begrimed Windows.

“ May 1 ask wliat is the cause of uncle Abel’s aversion to 
Mr. Scarve?” he inquired of Trussell.

“ J would rather nőt be questioned on tbat subject,” replied 
the other, “ because I am quite sure, if I told you, Ábel would 
discover, from your manner, that I had disclosed his secret. By 
the bye,” he added, “ is Hilda Scarve reallv a íine girl?”



Randulph returned a rapturous affirmative.
“ Egad, then,” pursued Trussell, as if debating some matter 

with himself, “ I don’t know whether one speculation vvould 
not be as good as t’other! ”

“ What do yoa mean, unclc ? ” inquired Randulpli.
“ Why, that a marriage with Hilda Scarve might answer as 

well as waiting for AbeFs money,” replied Trussell; “  the 
miser must be immensely rieh—immenselv! I’ll call on bim 
one of these days, and sound liim on the subject of the union.’’

“ Recollect your brother’s injunctions, s ir !” rejoined Ran­
dulph, who was, however, so enchanted by the proposition, that 
he could have ilung his arms round his uncle’s neck, and hugged 
liim— “ it may be hazardous.”

“ Tut—tu t!” exclaimed Trussell, “  he’ll never hear of it. 
Ih ey  have 110 sort of eommunication. AbeJ. hates him like the 
devil—as well he may. Bút I must not say more. And herewe 
are at Pokerich’s .”

With this, he, entered Peter’s shop. The little barber was en- 
gaged at the moment in shaving a customer, and called to 
his apprentice to set chairs for the new comers. He did not at 
first notice Randulph, who was bchind his uncle; but when the 
young man came full into view, his hand trembled so mucii that 
the razor slipped, infiieting a slight wound ón the chin of the 
gentleman he was shaving.

“ Have a care, fellow ! ” cried this person, angrily; “ you have 
cut me.”

“ Ten thousand pardons, sir,” apologized Peter; “ it is not 
much, sir—a mere triíle—a little sticking-plaster will set all to 
rights.”

So saying, he very dexterously wiped off the lather, and bath- 
ing the gentleman’s cheek with warm water, speedily succeeded 
in stanching the blood. He then iinished shaving him, and tak- 
ing a light llaxen wig from a block hard by, fitted it ón his head. 
This done, the gentleman arose, walked towards a glass to 
ascertain the extent of the injury he had received, and finding 
it very trifling, laughed good-humouredly. He was a middle- 
sized man, remarkably squarely and powerfully built; and as 
the barber assisted him to put on his coat, and fasten on his 
sword, Randulph could not help noticing his great apparent 
strength of frame.

“ You have not a very steady hand, friend,” remarked the 
stranger, as he took out his purse to pay the barber.

“ I never made such a mistake before, sir,” replied Peter; 
“ never, on my honour.”

“ ihen  I suppose it was this young gentleman who startled



you,” replied the other, laughing, “ for the accident occurred 
just as he entered your shop.”

“ Wliy, really, I was rathcr surprised to see hím, I must 
o w n ” returned Peter. “ Mr. Randulph Crew, your most obe­
dient.”

“ W h at!” cried the stranger, with a look of astonishment. 
“ Is this Mr. Randulph Crew! ”

Jt was now Randulph’s turn to vappear surprised.
“ You will wonder at my exclamation, sir,” pursued the 

stranger, advancing towards him 5 “ bút I knew a gentleman of 
y o u r  name, which is 110t a very common one, in Cheshire, years 
ago,—knew him intimately.”

“ Probably my father,” said Randulph.
“ He is well, I hopc?” asked the other.
“ Alas ! sir, I lost him a year ago,” replied Randulph.
Here the conversation dropped, for the stranger seemed a 

little embarrassed, as if he had something to say, and yet did 
not know how to set about it. He glanced at Trussell, who had 
taken his seat, and was submitting bis bald pale to Peter, whilc 
the lalter was adjusting upon it, with the utmost care, a very 
wcll-powdered peruke.

“ Is that a relative of yours?” asked the stranger of Randulph. 
“ My uncle, sir,” replied the young man.
“ Indeed !” exclaimed the stranger. And he again hesitated. 
“ A very singulär person,” thought Randulph.
“ There,” cried Trussell, rising and looking at himself in the 

glass; “ that’ll do—capital—capital!”
“ Mr. Scarve lives over the way, barber, I béliévé?” said the 

stranger to Peter.
“ He does, sir,” replied the lalter. “ That’s the house. A 

very stränge affair occurred there yestcr-evening.”
“ Wliat might that be?” inquired the stranger.
“ W hy,” replied the barber, “ about five o’clock the whole 

street was alarmed by the arrival of a troop of fourteen horse- 
men, each with a thousand pounds in a couple of bags at bis 
saddle-bow. W ell, sir, these horsemen stopped at the miser’s 
door, and threw down their bags before ít; and it turnéd out to 
be the payment of the sum of fourteen thousand pounds bor- 
rowed from old Starve—bég pardon, Scarve,—on mortgage, by 
Sir Bulkeley Price, and which the latter was obliged to pay at a 
certain time, or bis estate would have been foreclosed. It was 
a near run for Sir Bulkeley; he only just saved bis distance. 
A h! you should have seen how the old miser raved and swore 
when he found himself robbed of bis prey. But for bis daugh- 
ter’s interference, he would certainly have laid violent hands on 
the knight. Ha! ha!”



Randulph, whose breast was agitated witli conilicting feel- 
ings, was about lo question llie barber further as to Hilda’s 
conduct on tbe occasion, when he was checked by tbestranger, 
who, turnirtg hastilv to Peter, said, “ This is an unheard-of 
mode of paving mortgagc-monev,—and so large a sum too. Are 
you sure it was as much as fourteen thousand pounds?”

“ As that Í have a comb in my band,” replied tbe barber. 
ie And it was paid in gold too 51 beard the chink of the metal 
myself. Besides, Sir Bulkeley called upon me, together with the 
other spectators, to witness tbe payment.”

“ You surprise me !” exclaimed tbe stranger; “ I must have 
a word with Mr. Scarve on the subjeci. Good morning,gentIe- 
men. Mr. Randulph Crew, we may possibly meet again.” And 
raising bis hat, he walked across the Street, and knocked at the 
miser’s door.

Who is that stränge person?” asked Trussell of Peter.
“ Haven’t the least idea, sir,” replied the barber. “ He came 

in here to be shaved 5 that’s all I know of bim. Never ask cus- 
tomer’s names.”

R.andulph, meanwhile, ran to the door, lo see how the 
stranger would be received, and was somewhat chagrined to 
lind that Jacob, alter reconnoitring bim according to custom, 
and detaining him while he consulted bis master, admitted him. 

“ He will see Hilda,” sighed the young man.
“ Come, ncphew, com e!” cried Trussell, impatiently. “ We 

shall be late.”
Sorely against bis will, Randulph suffered himself to be 

dragged away, and Ihey proceeded along King-street, in the 
direction of Spring Gardens.

CHAPTER X.

T H E  BEAU’ s  L E V E E .— T IIE  B R E A K F A S T .* — T H E  E M B A R K A T IO N  EO R  T H E  F O L L Y .

B e a u  V i l l i e r s ’s  residence looked upon Saint James’s Park, 
and had a small garden attached to it. It was by no means a 
large house, but exquisilely furnished; tbe whole of the inter­
nal decorations being French, and in the gorgeous taste of Louis 
the Fourteenth. The visitors were admitted by a couple of 
powdered lacqueys in rieh liveries of scarlet faced with white, 
and passing a large, snow white French poodle of a peculiar 
breed, lying on a rüg near the door, traversed a hall crowded 
with busls, statues, bronzes, and large porcelain jars. A page,



in a fanciful coslume, who might have played a part in one of 
Watteau’s pictures, met them at Ihe foot of the stairs, and 
mounting before them, ushered them along a corridor to the 
entrance of a chamber, before which stood two grinning Afri- 
cans, arrayed in Oriental habiliments, and wearing great brass 
ear-rings, and large muslin turbans adorned with brazen cres- 
cents. One of them threw open the door, and the two visitors 
entered a waiting-room, in which a number of persons were 
assembled, most of whom being known to Trussell he verv 
courteously returned thcir salutations.

Ah, JTion am i, Desmartins,” he said, to a little bowing and 
cringing personage, very ill dressed, (as ta-ilors are apt to be,) 
írom whose pocket depended a measuring-tape, while he carried 
a pattern-book under bis arm, “ how are you ? This is my ne- 
phew, Desmartins. I have told him he must put himself under 
your skilful hands.”

“ Proud to undertake him, Mr. Trusséll,—enchanté\” replied 
the rrenchman. “ Your nephew has a very fine figure, m a fo il 
But his dressis not at all a la mode. Very clownish— what you 
call iL?—countrilied—ha! ha!”

“ So I told him, Desmartins,” replied Trussell. “ W e shall 
look in upon you to-day or to-morrow, and put that to rights.” 

“ Lnchanled to see you, Mr. Trussell, and you, sare,” replied 
the tailor, bowing to Randulph.

Ah, Mr. Penrose, is thai you?” pursued Trussell, turning to 
a shght, effeminate-looking young man, with a paper box and 
a casket under his arm. “ I suppose you have got a new im­
portáljon ol gloves and perfumes—tuberose, orange, jasmine, 
essence d’Espagne—eh?”

 ̂ I have just invented a new' scent, sir,” replied (he perfumer,
and am come to solicit Mr. Villiers’s permission to give it his 

name.
“ And if he grants it, your fortune is made,” replied Trussell: 
the bouquet á-Ia-Villiers will carry all before it. Ah, Chip- 

chase, tuming to a little fellow, whose slunted figure, velvet 
cap, boots, and other equipments, le ft no doubt as to his being 
ajockey, “ what news írom Newmarket? Has Lord Haversham 
won the cup, or Sir John Fagg?”

“ Weither, sir,” replied the Jockey. “ Mr. Villiers is the 
winner.”
 ̂ “ Bravo! bravissimo!” cried Trussell, clapping his hands 5 
Ihats famous! Why, your news is worth twenty pounds to

me, Chipchase. I backed Mr. V illiers against the field, though__
1 may nowsay it—without a notion he would win, but merelv 
out of compliment.” “

“ The knowin’ ’uns has been taken in this time, that’s cerlain.



Mr. Trussell,” replied the jockey, with a sly wink. “ Sir John 
thought himself safe, but he now finds he’s on the wrong side of 
the hedge. I liope your honour will allow me the pleasure of 
drinking your health.”

“ That I will,” returned Trussell, taking out bis purse, and 
giving him a piece of money; “ and in a crown bowl of punch 
too. Ah, Ned Oglcthorpe,” he added, passing on to another 
person in a white flannel jacket, and with an open collar; “ how 
are the rackets? My nephew llandulph, Ned. W e will come 
and play a match at tennis with you one of these days. Let me 
lmow when the next main is fought at the cockpit. Captain 
Culpepper, your most obedient. Nay, don’t walk away, Cap­
tain •, I’m not going lo dun you for the few crowns you lost to 
me at trick-track, at the British. llandulph, tliis is Captain Cul­
pepper, as brave a man as ever drcw a sword, or brought off 
his friend írom a Street row, or,” he added, in a lower tone, 
“ ever revenged a secret quarrel. Egad, at Mr. \  illiers’s levees 
one is sure to meet all one’s friends. Here, nephew,” he added, 
addressing a lithe, aclive-looking man, in a close-iilting linen 
dress, with a eouple of foils under his arm, “ here is the first 
master of fcnce in the world—Mr. Ilewitt. You must have a few 
lessons in carte and tierce írom him.”

While llandulph was returning the fencing-master’s bow, the 
door of the inner room was opened by Mr. Cripps. On discern- 
ing Trussell and his companion, the valet imrnediately hastened 
towards them, and entreated them to step in to his master, who, 
he affirmed, had been expecting them for some time.

The apartment into which they were ushered was the beau’s 
dressing-chambcr, — that part of it, however, devoted to the 
toilette-table and its appliances being separated from the rest by 
a magnificent Indian japanned screen. 1t was furnished with the 
most refined and luxurious taste. Hose-coloured curtains drawn 
across the Windows subdued the light, and threw a warm tint 
on all around, while the air was loaded with delicious perfumes. 
A very diminulive monkey, clothed in a scarlet coat, and wear- 
ing a bag-wig and a little sword, played its diverting tricks in 
one corner, while a gaudily-plumaged macaw screamed in the 
opposite angle. Choice flowers in pots added their fragrance to 
the artificial odours-, and a couple of exquisite little spaniels of 
Charles the Second’s breed, with the longest and silkiest ears 
imaginable, and large, gazelle-like eyes, occupicd a cushion on 
the hearth. At a tahle, covered with the whitest and finest linen, 
and glittering with silvcr of the rarest workmanship, together 
with a superb service of china, sat, or ralher reclined, in the 
easiest of easy chairs, Beau Villiers. He did not rise on the ap- 
pearance of bis guests ; but moving slightlv, and graciously, to



theni, though with somewhat, Randulph fancied, of a patroni- 
zing air, rnotioned Mr. Cripps toset thern chairs. He was quite 
in dishabille; his graceful figure being enveloped in a Ioose 
dressing-robe of the riebest brocade, wbile the place of a peruke 
was supplied by a green silk cap, very becomingly put on. His 
shirt was open at the throat, and decoratcd with a profusion of 
lace at the bosom and wrists. Pink silk hose and velvet Slippers 
completed bis costume. There were two other persons present; 
Sir Singleton Spinke, and a very portly gentleman with puffed- 
out, inilamed cheeks, who was introduced asSir Bulkeley Price 
and whom Randulph concluded, must be tbc hero of the storv 
he had just heard related by tbc barber—a circumstance which 
gave bim a peculiar interest in bis eyes. Meanwhile, Mr. Cripps 
who, together with the page, oiliciated at breakfast, proceeded 
to do the honours, and twirling the mill of a richlv-chased silver 
chocolate-pot, poured out two well-frothcd cups of the unetuous 
beveiage, and handed them to the new* comers.

A small modicum of a Strasbourg paté, washeddown by a ^un 
of green tea and a glass of claret, constituted the beau’s break­
last Sir Singlelon Spinke took chocolate, picked the wing of a 
ch.cken, and wound himself up with a glass of usquebaugh 
Ample justice was done to the cutlets, the broils, and various 
other dishes with which the covers were íilled, bv Sir Bulkeley 
Price; nor did Trussell or Randulph come far befind i.im not- 
withstanding Üie preliminary breakfast of the latter. Just b’efore 
the mlroduclion of the usqnebaugh, Sir Bulkelev, afler looking 
round and coughmg signifleantly, said, in a low ione to the 
chief valet, “ i suppose,Mr. Cripps, there is no ale in Ihehouse’ ” 

i\o  wliat! Sir Bulkeley?” rejoined Mr. Cripps, slaring as'if 
he could not possibly imagine he had heard aright.

“ Ale, rasca! ale! ” replied (he knight, emphatically, and ra- 
ther angrily. ' ’

‘ i\o , Sir Bulkeley,” replied Mr. Cripps, bowing : tc there is 
no ale, but there is toasted cheese, if that will serve your turn.”

Angn he was, the knight could not lielp Iaughin°- at the 
valet’s impertinencej and a glass of usquebaugh, in which he 
pledged the old beau, entirely appeased him. The conversation 
dunng the ineal was lively enougli, and was chiefly maintained 
by the beau arid Irussell, their discourse running ün all s o r t s  of 
fashionable topics, scandal, women, plav, and public arnuse- 
ments •, in which, as he knew so little about the matters discuss- 
ed, Randulph took no great interest. ílis attention, however 
was mstantly aroused, when Trussell, turning laughingly to Sir 
Bulkeley, told him he had heard of his “ new way of paying old

1 mentioned the matter to \  illiers before your arrival,” re-



turnéd Sir Bulkeley; “ and it diverted him as much as it appears 
to divert you. Egad! we had to ride hard though. Several of 
my tradesmen met me at Highgate, and offered to escort me 
through the town, bút I declined the attention, being of opinion 
Ihat we were a sufliciently large party without them. You 
should have seen how the folks stared as we rode along the 
streets.”

“ I don’t wonder at it,” replied Trussell, laughing-, “ I am 
almost surprised the trainbands were not sent after you.”

“ The cream of the adventure was, as usual, the close,” pur- 
sued the lcnight. “ Never was fury equal to that displayed by 
the miser at his disappointment. 1 declare I almost pitied him. 
His daughter is a charming girl—beautiful as an angel, and 
r ich -n av , i’faith, it is impossible to say how rieh she must be. 
Yilliers, you ought to take her off her father’s hands.”

“ I’ll think ol‘ it,” replied llie beau, carelessly; “ for I am 
desperately in want of money. Like yourself, I have had some 
dealings will) old Scarve, and know him tobe as great an extor- 
tioner as Shylock or Sir Giles Overreach. I don’t think, how- 
ever, I could marry his daughter, if she had the wealth of the 
Indies.”

“ But you have never seen her, or you would alter vour opi­
nion,” replied Sir Bulkeley. “ She is the most beautiful crea­
ture I have beheld for this many a day.”

“ You pique mv curiosity,” rejoined the beau. “ I must see 
this páragon of perfection. Apropos of beauty, he added to 
itandulph, who could scarcely hide his uneasiness; “ don’t you 
think Clementina Brabazon a line girl, Mr. Crew?”

“ Remarkably so,” replied the young man, distractedly.
“ She is nothing to what her mother was,” obseryed Sir 

Singleton. i iTwenty ycars ago, Lady Brabazon, then Miss Nor- 
broke, was, with one exceplion, the loveliest creature in exist-
cncc.

“ And who might he theexception?” inquired Trussell.
“  I am glad you have asked me,” replied Sir Singleton; “ be- 

canse it is a gratification to me to teil you it was your sister 
Sophia,—the mother of this young gentleman. Delicious crea­
ture that she was! She quite won my heart, Mr. Crew, and if 
she had not been insensible to my suit, 1 might have had the 
honour of being your father.”

“ The supposition is highly flattering,” replied Randulph,
smiling.

“ It makesone melancholy to think of the beauties of bv-gone 
days,” continued the old beau, sentimentally, consoling himself 
at Ihe same. lime with a pinch of snuff. “ Not having seen the 
miser’s daughter, I cannot speak to her attractions $ but Sir Bui-



keley is a good judge, and his opinion may be relied on. To my 
taste, the prettiest woman of her day is Kitty Conway, the ac­
tress at the little theatre in the Haymarket.”

“ Kitty is certainly a vastly pretty creature,” rejoined Trus- 
sell; “ hut you necd scarcely sigh in vain there, Sir Singleton.” 

And thus they ratüed on, tili the beau, rising, said—“ Mr. 
Cripps, teil Antoine I shall now make my toilette. How shall 
we spend the morn ing, gentlemen? At the cock-pit, the Groom- 
porter’s, the Cocoa-tree, or White’s?”

“ If you desire something new, sir,” observed Mr. Cripps, 
who lingered for a moment, “ there is a grand musical enter- 
tainment this morning at the Folly on the Thames. I think you 
would be much diverted by going thither, ’pon rep! ”

“ A good Suggestion! ” cried the beau. “ I have often rowed 
past the Folly, but never have been inside it.”

“ Then don’t neglect the present opportunity,” said Sir Sin­
gleton. “ It used to he a pleasant place, when vve were young 
fellows, Trussell. Many a line woman we have seen there, ch ?” 

“ Many a one—many a one—Sir Singlcton,” replied the 
other; “ and made lőve to theni too. I shall be glad to sec the 
place again.”

“ The Folly be it then!” cried the beau; “ and sorae folks 
would say it was a proper place for us. Excuse me for a few 
moments, gentlemen. I will dress as rapidly as possible.” So 
saying, heretired hehind the screen, which was drawn still fur- 
ther across the room. Not feeling much interest in the conver- 
sation which ensued afler the beau’s withdrawal, Randulph 
arose to look at some exquisite miniatures and otlier articles of 
vertu scatlered about. the room, and was engaged in examining 
a magnificent snuff-hox, when Mr. Cripps, who had rcturned 
from attending his master, came up to bim, and said in a low 
tone, “ I am chargcd with a letter fór you, sir. Here it is.” 

Randulph was prevented from making may remark by the 
significant looks of the valet, who giving him to understand by 
sundry winks and slight gestures, that his uncle was to know 
nothing of the matter, glided away. Glancing at the group near 
the table, the young man perceived that Trussell’s back was 
towards him, and that he was, moreover, occupied in recount- 
ing some jest to the others. He therefore moved nearer the 
window, broke the seal of the note, and read as follows

“ Y o u n g  M a n ,— T h e  le t ter  c o m m i l l e d  to  y o u r  Charge  b y  
y o u r  m o t h e r ,  a n d  w h ic h  w a s  o f  the  last  im p o r ta n c e ,  t h o u g h  y o u  
a pp ea r  to  h a v e  a t ta c h e d  so  l i t t le  to it,  bas  fo r tu n a te ly  r e a c h c d  
i ts  d e s t in a t io n .  O t h e r w is e ,  t h e  c o n s e q u e n c e s  might have b e e n  
s e r io u s .  It is n e c e s s a r y  I s h o u ld  h a v e  an interview w ith  y o u ,  a n d



that without delay. I shall be in the south ambulatory of the 
cloisters of Westminster Abbey at six o’clock to-morrow, and 
shall expectyou. Fail not in tbeappointment, asyou regard your 
own safety and that of your mother. Not a word of this to your 
uncle, or to any one. The slightest imprudence will place'you 
in jeopardy. “  C o r d w e l l  F i r e b r a s . ”

“ Cordwell Firebras!” exclaimed Randulph, to himself. “ Ay, 
now I remember, that was the name of the person to vvhom the 
missing letter was addressed. The whole affair is most myste- 
rious 5 and the language of this note stränge and even alarming. 
TU question Mr. Cripps about it. Hut hold! I am desired not to 
mention the matter to mv uncles, or to any one. Why should I 
observe the caution? And yetprudence teils m el had betterdo 
so. The note is daled yesterday. A few hours, therefore, will 
solvelhe riddle. I w ill keep the appointment.”

As he uttered the last words, almost unconsciously, aloud, and 
with some emphasis, he was startied by hearing a loud laugh 
behind bim, and, lurning at the sound, perceived TrusseU’s 
round face peeping over hisshoulder. He instantly crushed the 
letter between bis iingers.

“ Nay, you had better let me see it,” laughed Trussell; £‘ I 
overheard your exclamation. What fair dame has fallen in love 
with you, eh? Not the miser’s daughter, surcly? And yet she is 
almost the only woraan you can have seen. Bút I wont ask 
impertinent questions, or make impertinent remarks. I see they 
annoy you. You are right to keep the secrct, as well as the ap­
pointment. H a !h a !

“ lo u  are mistaken, uncle!” cried Randulph, hastily; “ mv
appointment is with ” and he checked himself.

“ Poh, poh ! boy, no excuses with me,” interrupted Trussell. 
“ Keep your own eounsel. Fortunate dog! I was as lucky my- 
self when I was as young. Ha! h a! Hut,” he added, with a look 
of some perplexity, “ what Mercury brought you the biliét?"

“ l did, sir,” interposed Mr. Cripps, who, having observed 
what was going forward, ílew to the rescue. “ I was entrusted 
with it—by a lady, ahem ! Your nephew makes his way rapidly, 
Mr. Trussell, ’pon rep! ”

“ So it appears,” rejoined Trussell, laughing louder than 
ever. “  Myself over again—ha! ha! ”

Randulph was about to contradict the valet’s assertion, and 
set his uncle right as far as he was able, but at this moment the 
screen was drawn aside, and diseovered the beau fully dressed. 
He was habited in a coat of the finest scarlet cloth, richly em- 
broidered with gold lace, a white waistcoat of the richest silk, 
flowered with gold in a large pattern, a point lace crayat, and a



full-flowing fiaxen perriwig. On seeing bis master, Mr. Cripps 
hastened to fetch his feathered bat and clouded cane, while the 
page brought him bis gloves. Antoine, the French servant who 
liad assisted him to dress, tben advanced with bis bandkercbief, 
which was of the finest cambric, edged with lace, and on which 
be poured a perfume from a scent bottle 5 while a fourth atten­
dant handed bim his snulT-box.

“ And now, gentlemen, I am at your service,” said the beau, 
carefully adjusting bis bat. “ Mr. Cripps, you will attend us. 
W e may need you at the Foliy.”

The l'avourite valet bowed, and opened the door of the ante- 
cbamber. Mr. Villiers paused for a moment to exchange a few 
words with the assemblage,—applauding the jockey for his suc- 
cess,—announcing to the perfumer that he had just tried his 
scent, and would accord bim permission to put his name to it, 
—commanding a court suit from the tailor,—and nodding to 
Ned Oglethorpe, Captain Culpepper, and the fencing-master. 
Ile then passed forth with his friends.

The parly iirst took a turn on the Mall. The morning being 
extremeiy fine, the walks were füled with a gay throng, as on 
the preceding day. Wherever they went, Beau Villiers drew all 
eyes upon bim, and to Randulpb’s amusement, and Trussell’s 
delight, they were followed by a crowd of curious gazers. Among 
these, Randulph noticed the stranger whom he had met in the 
barber’s shop 5 hut the latter did not seem to court his Observa­
tion, and he soon afterwards lost sight of him.

Having sauntered as far as Buckingham House, the party 
retraced their steps, and quitling the park, repaired to the 
Cockpit at Whitehall. Here Sir Bulkeley Price quitted them, 
having first engaged Randulph and his uncle to dine with him 
at his house in Saint James’s Square on the following day. A 
quarter of an hour was next whiled away at the Cockpit, after 
which they proceeded to theGroom-porter’s, whoserooms close- 
ly adjoined it, where even at that hour they found high play 
going forward. Beau Villiers, who was a desperate gamester, 
and seldom liked to miss an opportunity, approached the table 
where they were plaving hazard, and in a short space of time 
came off the winner of a hundred pounds. Elated with his suc- 
cess, and in high good humour he left the rooms, and repaired 
with bis companions to Whitehall Stairs, where Mr. Cripps 
called a boat, in which they all embarked for the Folly.

Randulph had detected the stranger among the crowd of 
lookers-on at the Groom-porter’s, and their boat had not got 
manv yards from shore, when he observed him descend the 
stairs, and get into another wherry, with the intention, as it 
appeared from his geslures, of following them.



CHAPTER XL

T H E  M ISER’s  C O N S E L T A T IO N  W IT H  II1S A T T O R N E Y .'— JA C O B  A L A R H E D  EY I IIS  M A STER * S 

A P P E A R A N C E  A T  N IG H T .— T IIE  V IS IT  O F  C O R D W E L L  F IR E B R A S .

B y  the combined attentions of bis daughter and sister-in-law, 
the miser, after a little while, was restored to sensibility, and 
placed in bis chair, where Ihe glass of wine.he had destined for 
Jacob being administered to bim, mixed with hot water, com- 
pleted bis recovery. Still, he was very weak $ bis gaze wandered 
írom the heap of treasure 011 the floor to the mortgage deed on 
the table, and, unable to bear the sight of the latter, he ordered 
Jacob to place the little slrong box in which he usually kept his 
papers on the table, and unlocking it with a trembling hand, 
deposited the deed within it. This seemed to be a great relief 
to bim, for he presently became more composed, and rising, 
with his daughter’s assistance, stepped towards the pile of 
money-bags, and tried, but ineffectuallv, to lift one of them.

“ Do not attempt it, falher,” said Hilda. “ You had better 
let Jacob carry this money into your own room *, and let me also 
recommend you to retire to rest.”

“ No, no,” replied the miser*, u I shall not sleep tili I have 
counted the gold in each of those sacks 5 and if I find any defi- 
ciency, let Sir Bulkeley look to it. Take them up stairs, Jacob.” 

The injunction was promptly obeyed, and Jacob had just com- 
pleted his task, when a knock was heard at the door.”

“ Who can it be?” cried the miser. “ Ah ! now I recollect, 
it must be my attorney, Mr. Diggs. He was to call about the 
foreclosure. Curses on it! instead of being present at my 
triumph, he will witness my mortificalion. Jacob, if it should 
be Mr. Diggs, you may admit Ilim, but no one eise. Hilda, and 
sister Clinton, you had better retire to your own room. I have 
business to transact. You may as well say good night, for I 
shall go to bed as soon as Mr. Diggs leaves.”

Hilda looked anxiously at her fatherand kissedhis brow.
“ Have you anything to say, child?” he asked, touched by 

her aßection.
“ Only thatl wish you would not eount the money to-night,” 

she replied. “ You need rest.”
“ 1 shall sleep all the sounder for having counted it,” he re­

plied 5 “ cspecially,” he added, with great asperity, “ if Ifind 
there is any mistake.”



“ Well, I hope you will be betler to-morrow,” sighed Hilda, 
and she withdrew with her aunt.

The next moment, Jacob ushered intő the room a respectable- 
looking, iniddle-aged man, with smooth, rosy features, somewhat 
disfigured in their expression by what is termed a cocked eye. 
Indeed, no power of vision seemed to reside in the orb thus 
unnaturally fixed. This blemish excepted, Mr. Diggs—for he 
it was—might be said to liave a prepossessing countenance, 
except that there were some lines of treachery about the mouth, 
and that the chin was verv cunningly formed. He was plainly 
bút handsomely attired in a dark suit, and had neithef the air 
nor the manner of a pettifogging attorney, which indeed he was 
not. His voice was so agreeably modulated, that it feil almost 
like notes of music on the ear ; and he had a very picasing and 
very plausible address.

“ Well, sir, am I to congratulate you?” he said, as he took 
the chair offered him by Jacob. “ Do I pav my respects to a 
Welshsquire? Ha! ha!” Butperceiving from the other’scounte­
nance that something was wrong, he changed his tone, and 
added—“ I hope you are well, sir? From w hatl heard from 
your nephew, who bas just lcft me, I expected to find you in 
high spirits.”

The miser made no reply, but signed to Jacob to leave the 
room, which the latter did very reluctantlv.

“ The mortgage money has been paid, Diggs,” said Mr. Scarve, 
coldly, as soon as they were alone.

“ I am sorry to hear it,” replied the other—“ very sorry. But 
I feared as mucii from your countenance.”

“ Well, never mind it,” replied the miser, forcing a smile. 
“ It is a disappointment that can be borne.”

“ I am glad you take the matter so philosophically, sir,” 
rejoined Diggs; “ but I confessi cannot view the loss with 
equal indifference.”

“ Why, what interest, except professionally, can you feel in 
the matter?” said the miser, coldly.

“ I take as mucii interest in the afiairs of my clients as in my 
own,” rejoined Diggs; “ and it so happens, you are not the 
only party who may suffer by this untoward and vexatious 
occurrence.”

“ Not the only party!” repeated the miser. “ You perplex 
me.”

“ I will explain myself, sir,” returned Diggs. “ Your nephew, 
as I told you, has been with me. He spoke of his hopes of an 
union with your daughter, and of the setllement he proposcd, 
in such an event, to make upon her; and concluded by hoping



you would assign this very estale in Flintshire to her as a mar- 
nage portion.”

“ I!,ut * lmve U n0t> ®'ő8s ~ I  have it not!" cried the miser, patnetically. ’
“ So I am sorry to learn,” replied Diggs; “  but—” and he 

slightly paused, as if caiculaling hovv far he could safely go— 
you have the mortgage money.”

Mr. Diggs,” replied the miser, fixing his keen grev eyes
upon the attorney “ I told my nephew to-day that I would not
g i\e  my daughter a iartiiing, and I am not one, you know, to
waver m my resolution. What settlement does Philip propose 
to malte upon her?”

“ Nothing, sir,” replied Diggs, affecti ng to be a little hurt— 
nothmg without a corresponding settlement on vour part. 

Nor could I honestlv advise him to do otherwise.”
mavTíiM l̂lC is at an en(V 5 rejoined Scarve; “ and vou may teil him so.” ’ J

“ I hope not, sir,” replied the attorney 5 “ you are both good 
chents1, and havmg the interest of both sincerely at heart, I 
should hke to see you more closely united. Your nephew would 

e a son 0 you, Mr. Scarve. Ile has a great regard as well as 
pro ound respect for you ; and having precisely the samecareful 
nabits as yourself, your property will undergo no diminution, 
it it should ever come into his hands. I need not remind you of 
the large lortune he inherited from bis father, whose will you 
have seen, but I may teil you—because I have no interdiction 

fim a”aiIls  ̂ Sü tfiat by the fortunate disposition
of that money, by loans and otherwise, he has already added 
wen y t.iousand pounds to the amount; and in a few years, if 

he îs equally fortunate, there is no doubt he will double it.”
Philip is a very clever young man, unquestionabIy,” said the 

miser, Ins eyes sparkling with pleasure—“ there are few such.”
You may truly say so, sir,” replied Diggs 5 “ and I should 

hesitate, if I were vou, before I threw away the opporlunity now' 
o ered of so good a match—one in all respects so accordant 
wit your taste, lo u  will at once perceive my meaning, sir, 
w len I say Ihat you would scarcely respect your nephew'—cer- 
tainly not give him credit lor the prudence he possesses—if he 
were to accept your daughter without somé marriage portion, 

t is not that he wTants the money, nor that he doubts your ulti- 
niate intenlions respecting her, but he deems it right, as a mat­
er of propriety and fairness, that a sum equal to his own should 

be given.”
And what amount does he propose to settle?” inquired the 

miser. n
1 wenty thousand pounds,” replied Diggs.



“ ílum !” exciaimedScarve. And hecontinued forsome time 
wrapped in thought, during which, Diggs kept his single eye 
fixed npon him. “ W ell,” he said, at length, “ all things consi- 
dered, I am disposed to Stretch a point, and lo do more than I 
intended. I will hehave handsomely to my nephew, who de- 
serves to be so dealt with. Ile shall settle thirty thousand 
pounds—mind, thirty thousand, Diggs!—on my daughter-, and 
I will give them fourteen thousand—the very sum I have just re- 
ceived from that accursed Welsh baronet—on the day of the 
nuplials.”

“ I cannot, of course, take upon me to answer for Mr. Frewin, 
sir,” replied Diggs, who could scareely conceal his satisfaction, 
“ bút I hope and trust he will agreeto the arrangement—indeed, 
I am pretty sure he will do so. He is devotedly ailached to your 
daughter, and I am convinced he would make a sacrifice for 
her.”

“ He makes no sacrifice, sir,” cried Scarve, sharply—“ none 
whatever.”

“ I mean merely in feeling, sir,” interrupted Diggs, in a de- 
precatory tone 5 “ bút since we have in a measure agreed upon 
the matter—for I will presume Mr. Frewin’s assent—I may 
add, it is his earnest wish that the marriage should take place 
as soon as possiblc.”

“ I myself am wishfulit should do so,” replied the miser.
“ In that case, there can be nothing lo liinder it,” rejoined 

Diggs-, “ ahvays provided Mr. Frewin agrees to the arrange­
ment, unless—bút I presume you have consulted Miss Scarve 
on the subject?”

“  My daughter has been accustomed to act in accordance 
with my wishes,” relurned the miser, coldly.

“ I am glad to hear it, sir,” said Diggs. “ I merely threw out 
the Suggestion, fearing an obstacle might occur in that quarter. 
My apprehension was, lest the young lady should not share in 
our good opinion of Mr. Frewin inasmuch as she might pos- 
sibly altach a litlle more importance than we do to externa! 
appearances, forgelting the more essential qualities. I am quite 
of opinion that a father has a right to dispose of his daughter 
as he thinks fit. All laws, divine and human, give him that 
power, and he is perfectly justified in exercising it.”

“ Iact as I believe for the best,” replied the miser. “ And 
now,” he addcd, as if anxious to change the subject, let us talk 
on other matters. There is the bond from Mr. Villiers; the 
annuity from Sir Thomas Lightfoot-, and the l'our thousand 
pounds Lady Brabazon wants to borrow.” And he forthwith 
plunged into details, into which it is unnecessary to follow him. 

At the end of half an hour, Diggs rose to depart, and Jacob



was summoned to attend him to the door. There was a signi- 
íicance in the porter's manner Ihat satisfied the astute allorney 
he had heen playing the eaves-dropper. He thought it therefore 
expedient to make friends with him, and he accordingly slipped 
a crown into his hand as he went forth. Jacob did not refuse 
the gift, but growled out, as he fastened the door, “ This and a 
thousand such sha’n’t bribe me to betray my young missis. I 
overheard all thcir scheming, and she shall know it as well.”

On returning to the parlour, he found the miser preparing to 
retire, and assisted him, for he was still very feeble, to get up 
stairs. The miser’s bed-room was not a whit betler furnished 
than the lower apartment. An old bedstead, without hangings, 
stood at one side, while opposite it was a wash-stand, of the 
commonest descriplion. A number of old trunks, and one or two 
pictures, in a very dustv condition, wcre reared against the walls. 
The window was partiy boarded up, partly grated. There was a 
small closet at the furlher end of the room, and a side door, 
though now fastened up, communicated with the chamber oc- 
cupiedby the two Iadies. A small tablc, a stool, two large and 
stout oaken chests, clamped with iron, and a bureau of the same 
material as the ehest, conslituted the lurniture of the closet. On 
the floor wcre Iáid the bags of gold. ilaving glanced at the heap, 
and counted it with his ey e , the miser dismissed Jacob for the 
night, with the strictest injunctions to keep on the watch, for 
fear of any altempt to break into the house. And the better to 
enable him to protect the premises, he gave him a pistol—one 
of a brace, which he always kept loaded at his bedside. As soon 
as Jacob was gone, and he had locked the door, he set down 
the candle on the floor, and, with trcmbling eagerness, un- 
faslened one of the sacks, and counted its glitlering conlcnts. 
The sum was right. Ile undid another, and found it correct *, 
another, and another, and the same result, until all were emptied, 
and the floor was covered with gold. The miser gazed at the 
shining treasure, vainly trying to satiate his greedv soul with the 
sight: and then, at last, as if unable to contain himself, he threw 
himself upon the heap, in a species of delirium—clutehing 
handfulsofthecoin,and throwingthem over him. His transports 
liavingsubsided, he arose, again filled the sacks, tied them up, 
placed them in one of the chests, lockcd it, and, in a state of 
high nervous excitement thatforbade any hope of sleep, sought 
his couch.

Jacob, meanwhile, on quitting his master, crept stealthily to 
the ladies’ chamber, andtapped against the door. Thesummons 
was immediately answered by Hilda, who anxiously inquired 
what was the matter. Jacob replied, in a low tone, Ihat he 
wished to say a word to her belore she retired to rest. Ilaving



delivered himself thus, he stole down stairs, and Hilda, who was 
a good deal alarmed, almost instantly followed him. He then 
told her what had passed between Mr. Scarve and bis altorney, 
concluding thus:—“ I ought to be ashamed of myself, I know, 
miss, for listenin’, and it’s not my habit, I assure you; bút being 
aware that Mr. Diggs is Mr. Philip’s atlorney, ns well as mas- 
ter’s, and couplin’ bis visitwilh what occurred Ibis morning, I 
had some misgivings as to bis errand, and therefore I did as I’ve 
told you.”

Greatly disturbed by tbeintelligence, Hilda thanked the porter 
for bis zeal, and returned noiselesslv to her room, wbere she 
found relief in a plenliful flood ol' tears. Mrs. Clinton tried to 
soothe her,butit waslongbefore shecould sueceedin doing so.

“ What is to bc done, dearaunt?” cried Hilda; “ I know my 
father too well to doubt that, having resolved upon this hateful 
match, he will leave nothing undone to accomplish it. Bút I will 
die sooner than give my consent.”

“ I scarcely know how to advise you, my dear niece,” replied 
Mrs. Clinton. “ I do not like to counsel you to disobcy your 
father, and yet I feel he ought not to force your inclinatioris.”

“ Alas ! ” exclaimed Hilda, again bursting into tears, “ I have 
no friend to turn to.”

“ Yes, you have one,” replied Mrs. Clinton, “ who will, I am 
sure, assist you, and protect you, if necessary. But do not ques- 
tion me furlher on the subject to-night—rest satisfied with my 
assurancc. And now, sweet niece, dry your tears, lay your héad 
on the pillow, and try to compose yourself to slumber. Perhaps 
all will be right, and there may be no occasion to apply to any 
one. God bless you! good night! ” Hilda complied with her 
aunt’s suggestions,—but sleep shunned her eyelids.

Jacob, who was really apprehensive that an attempt would be 
made to break into the house that night, determined to remain 
on the watch, and with this view ensconced himself in the mi- 
ser’s arm-chair, wherc, however, he found it impossible to rcsist 
the approaches of the drowsy god. His slumbers were long and 
sound, but were at length broken by the creaking of a door. 
Instantly starting to his feet, he snatched up the pistol which 
lay on the table beside him, and presented it at the head of the 
intruder, who proved to he his master. Mr. Scarve was in his 
night-dress, over which he had haslily slipped the rohe he or- 
dinarily wore, and thus seen in the bright moonlight, for he had 
no candle, looked almost like an apparition.

“ Lord bless u s ! ” exclaimed Jacob, lowering the pistol; 
“ how you do frighten one! I took you for a housebreaker, and 
l ’m notquite sure now you aren’t aperturbed sperrit.”



“ I almost wish I was dead, Jacob,” replied the miser, dole- 
fully. “ I cannot sleep.”

“ Don’t wonder at it,” replied the other, gruffly. “ You’ve 
a bad conscience. I  can sleep soundly enough, even in that 
cheer .”

“ I envy you, Jacob,” groaned the miser.
“ And well you may,” rejoined Jacob, “ riches don’t always 

bring peace,—especially if they’ve been unjustlv obtained. But 
I’ll teil you what’ll make you sleep as sound as a rock. Give up 
all idea of marryin’ your daughter to your miserly nephew, 
Philip Frewin. It’s that as disturbs you. You know you’re doin’ 
wrong in harbourin’ such a thought.”

“ They’re all leagued against me,—all! ” shrieked the miser. 
“ Scoundrel, you have been Iistening to what passed between 
me and Mr, Diggs.”

“ X wont deny it,” replied Jacob, stoutly; “ I have. And I teil 
you you’re sacrificin’ your daughter. Your nephew isn’t what 
he seems, and Mr. Diggs is helpin’ bim to deceive you. You’ll 
find ’em out when it’s too late.”

“ You are mad, or drunk, or both, Jacob ! ” cried Scarve, 
fiercely.

“ If I am mad, it’s a very composed and collected kind of 
madness,” rejoined Jacob ; “ but I should like to know which of 
us looks most like a madman: you, wlio can’trest in your bed, 
or me, who can sleep like a top in that cheer ? ”

“ Well, well, I sha’n’t bandy words witli you,” rejoined the 
miser, whose teeth were chattering with cold. “ Is all safe ? ”

“ I suppose so,” ansvvered Jacob. “ l ’ve heard nothing. Have 
you ?”

“ I thought I did,” replied the miser, “ but it might he your 
snoring.”

“  Well, go to bed,” returncd Jacob ; “ it’s the best place for 
you. You’ll catch your death o’ cold standin’ thcre. If it’ll be 
any comfort to you, I won’t go to sleep again. I suppose it can’t 
be far otF midnight.”

“ It has just gone two,” rejoined the miser; “ l ’ve heard the 
Abbey clock strike all the hours.” And, refusing Jacob’s olFer 
of assistance, he groped his way to bed.

“ I wouldn’t be him for all his wealth,” thought the porter, 
as he listened to his retreating footsteps.

Jacob was as good as bis word. Ile kept watch tili it was 
broad daylight, and then, thinking ali secure, betook himself to 
bed for a couple of hours.

The familv assembled at breakfast as usual. The miser looked 
unusually haggard, and Milda’s countenance betrayed the mental 
suffering she had undergone. Litlle was said during the scanty



meal; and as soon as it was over, Mr. Scarve signified that he 
wished to have some private conversation with his daughter 
upon which they were left alone together. He then, without anv 
circumlocution, and in a much more peremptory manner than 
he had adopted before, told her he intended to give her to her 
cousin, and that he would listen to no further objections on 
her part.

I cannot believe you will pcrsist in this cruel resolution 
sir,” cried Hilda. “ What have I done to dcserve such treat- 
ment? But do not think you will succeed in your design. I re- 
peat what I said yesterday. Neither cntreaties nor threats shall 
induce me to marry my cousin.”

“ I will discard you, then,” rejoined the miser, furiously.
But tinding her wholly unmoved by the menace, hecommenced

pouring forth a torrent of invectives against tbc sex in general •
complaining of the anxiety and torment they occasioned all those
with whom they were connected, whether in the relation of wife,
sislci, or daughter 5 charging them with wilfulness, perversity,
and blindness to their own interests *, and ending by orderin"
hei ofl to her own chamber, whither she was very glad to re- 
treat.

by 110 means satisfied with himself, he next tried to occupy his 
mind by referring to his account-book; but it would not do, and, 
unable tosit still, he paced the room to and fro. He hoped Ja­
cob would shew himself, that he might have an object to vent 
his anger upon; but the porter, having some notion of the storm 
that awaited bim, kept sedulously out of the way. He then re- 
solutely returned to the account-book, and had at last fully suc- 
ceeded in fixing his attention upon it, when a knock was heard 
at the door, and Jacob presently afterwards appeared, and in- 
formcd bim that Mr. Cordwell Firebras was without. The miser 
slighlly started at the name, but haslily ordered Jacob toadmit 
him. A friendly greeting took place between the miser and Fire­
bras, at which Jacob was the more surpriscd, in that he did 
not remember having secn the 1 atter before *, but he thought, 
in spitc of all his allected cordiality, that his master would haye 
willingly dispensed with his visitor’s Company.

Warned by what had occurred on the previous night, Mr. 
Scano ordered Jacob to go below, and took the precaution to 
sce that his injunctions were obeyed. Though the porter’s 
curiosity wras considerably excited by w'hat was going forward, 
he did not dare to listen, for fear of a discovery, and he accord- 
ingly whiled away the timeby applying to his secrct störe of pro- 
visions. In about an hour and a half, he was summoned by his 
master, who told him he was going outon business, and desired 
him to altend him to his room, whither heprocecded.



“ I supposeyou want yourcoat, sir?” said Jacob. Andopen- 
ing a drawer in Ihe ehest, he took an old, sad-coloured garment 
írom a faded handkerchief in which it waswrapped, and assisted 
bis master to put it on. This done, he brought an old three- 
cornered hat, edged wilh tarnished lace, and dusting it, gave it 
to the miser, together witli a crutch-handled stick.

Having locked the door of the closet, removed the key, and 
put it in his pocket, Mr. Scarve next went through the same 
Operation at the door communicating with the gallery.

“ I shall not return tili evening, Jacob,” he said. “ Take care 
of the house during my absence.”

“ It must be important business to keep you out so long,” 
replied Jacob, staring at the information.

“ The business is important,” rejoined the miser; “ bút I 
wish you would check your tendency to familiarity. It is grow- 
ing upon you, and I am weary of it.”

With this, he descended to the lower room, and, taking some 
papers from Cordwell Firebras, which the latter had been read- 
ino> Put them in bis pocket, and they quitted the house together.

CHAPTER XII.

IIILD a ’ s  IN TERV IEW  W ITH  ABEL BEECHCROFT.

J a c o b  lost not a moment in  communicating h is  master’s d e -  
parture to his young mistress, and Iiilda, on hearingit, imme- 
diately came down stairs with her aunt.

“ And now, my dear niecc,” said Mrs. Clinton, “ since such a 
favourable opportunity presents itself, I would advise you lo ap- 
ply for counscl as to how to act to the person I told vou would 
befriend you. This lelter, committed lo my care by my poor 
sister, and your mother, was written to be delivered in case of 
an emergency like the present,—which shebut too surelyfore- 
saw might arise,—and it cannot fail of accomplishing its object.”

“ It is addressed to Mr. Abel ßeechcroft,” said Iiilda, glancing 
at the inscription on the letler as she took it from her aunt. 
“ Why that must be the uncle of the young man who was here 
the night before last. I cannot take it to h im .”

“ Why not?” cried Mrs. Clinton.
‘ Because it would look like—but why needl care what con- 

stiuction is put upon my visit, since my heart acquits me of any 
impropermotive! ” said Hilda. “ Aunt, I will go,—t’nat is, if you 
thinlv it will answer any good purpose.”



“ I am sure it will,” urged Mrs. Clinton.
“ Mut if my falher should accidentally return during our ab- 

sence?” rejoined Hilda.
“ I do not think it likely he will do so,” returnod the aunt 5 

“ but if he should, I must bear the brunt of his displeasure. Go, 
my love. Somelhing teils me the visit will be productive of great 
advanlage to you. Jacob will accompany you.”

“ That I will,” he replicd 5 “ I’U follow you to the world’s 
end, if you wish it.”

Hilda yielded at lengtli to heraunt’s entreaties, and having put 
on her walking attire, quittcd the house with Jacob. Instead of 
going over Westminster Bridge, they proceeded to Parliament 
Stairs, where Jacob said he had a friend, a waterman, who 
would lend him a boat, in which they could cross the river. Nor 
did he assert more than the truth. O11 rcaching the stairs, the 
first person he encountered was the friendly waterman in ques- 
tion, who, on learning his wishes, immedialely ran down and 
got his skiff ready. Having placed Hilda witbin it Jacob took off 
bis coat, and plying the oars with as much skill as the best rower 
on the Thames could have done, speedily landcd her at Lam- 
beth, and secured the boat, where he inquired the way to Mr. 
Beechcroft’s house.

A walk of a few^seconds brought them to it. Hilda’s heart 
trembled as she knocked at the door; but she was reassured by 
the kindly aspect of Mr. Jukes, who answered the summons. 
She stated her errand to the butler, who appeared not a little 
surprised, and, indeed, confounded at the announcement of her 
name. After a short debate with himself, Mr. Jukes said his 
master was at horne, and she should see him 5 and, without more 
adó, he led the way to the library, and entered it, followed by 
the others

Abel was seated beside an old-fashioned bookcase, the door 
of which was open, disclosing a collection of goodly tomes, and 
had placed the book-stand supporting the volume he was read- 
ing, in such a posilion as to receive the full light of the window. 
So much was he engaged in his studies, Ihat he did not bear their 
approach. In the hasty glancé cast by Hilda at the pictures on 
the wall, the most noliceable of which was a copy of Rembrandt’s 
“ Good Samaritan,” and a fine painting on the subject of Timon 
of Athens, she thought she could read somewhat of the owner of 
the house. Little time, however, was allowed herfor reflection, 
for Mr. Jukes, advancing towards his master’s chair, leaned over 
it, and whispered a few words in his ear.

“  W liat!—who!—who did you say?” exclaimed Abel, half 
closing the book he was reading, and lcoking sharply and 
anxiously round. “ Who did you say, Jukes ?”



“ Miss Scarve, sir,” replied the butler; “ she has brought you 
a letter.”

“ Teli lier I wont receive it—wont open i t !” cried Abel.
“ Why did you not send her away? What brings her here?”

“ You had hetter put that question to her yourself, sir,” 
replied Mr. Jukes, “ fór she is in this room.”

“ Here!” exclaimed Abel, starting to his feet. “ A h ! I see—
I see. O God! she is very like her mother.”

“ Calm yourself, I entrcat, sir,” said Mr. Jukes; “ I would 
not have admitted her,” he added, in a low tone, “ but that she 
told me the letter was written by her mother, and left to be 
deiivered to you under peculiar circumstances, which have now 
arisen. I couldn’t rcsist a plea like that,—nor could you, sir, 
Tm sure.”

“ A letter written to me by her mother!” eried Abel, shiver- 
ing, as if smitten by an ague. “ Leave us, Jukes, and take that 
man with you.”

“ Come, friend,” said Mr. Jukes to Jacob, who, with bis crab- 
stick under his arm, stood gazing curiously on, “ you had better 
adjourn with nie to the butler’s pantry.”

“ Thank’ee kindlv, sir,” replied Jacob, in tones a little less 
gruff tban usual, for he was somewhat awe-stricken; “ 1 would 
rather stay with my young missis.”

“ But don’t you seeyou’re in the way, my good man?” rejoined 
Mr. Jukes, impatiently; “ they can’t talk before us. Come 
along.” And despite his resistance, he pushed Jacob out of the 
room, and closed the door after bim.

“ You have a letter for me, young lady, I believe,” faltered 
Abel, in a voice hollow and broken by emotion.

“ I have, sir,” she replied, giving it to him.
Abel looked at the address, and another sharp convulsion 

passed over his frame. He, however, controlled himself by a 
powerful etfort, and broke the seal. The perusal of the letter 
seemed to aiTect him deeply, for, staggering to his chair, he 
sank intő it, and covering his face with bis hands, wept aloud. 
It was some minutes before he arose. Ililda, who had watched 
him with much concern, was surprised to see how calm he 
looked. Ile had indeed regained the mastery he usually held 
over his feeüngs.

“ Pray be seated, young lady,” he said, banding her a chair. 
“ I would have shunned this interview if it had been in my 
power, but as it has been brought about, I will not shrink from 
it. How can I serve you?”

Ililda then proceeded to explain the object of her vis:t. Ab°l 
listened to her recitál with a quivering lip and flashing eye, and 
at its close got up, and took a quick turn round the room.



“ This isonlywhat mightbe expected from him—scoundrel!” 
he ejaculated. “ Seil his daughter!—but Ihat is nothing—he 
would seil his sóul íor gold! I heg your pardon, young lady,” 
he added, checking himself, as he saw the pain his exclamations 
occasioned her, “ but if you knew the deep and irremediable 
injury inllicted on me by your father, you would pardon this 
outbreak of passión. Ile has sacrificet! others wilhout scruple, 
but he shall not sacrifice you. You may count on my assistance, 
my protection, if you choose to coniide in me.”

“ I have my mother’s injunction to coniide in you, sir,” she 
replied.

“ Your mother!” exclaimed Abel, in a voice of agony. “ Oh, 
Hilda! what a fearful spell is thcrc in that word!—what a host 
of feelings does it not summon up! I see your mother again as 
I remember her in her youth,—beautiful as you are, more beau- 
tiful, if possible—certainly more blooming. I hear the music of 
her voice as I listen to yours $1 feel again the charm inspired by 
her presence. You shall learn my history one of these days, and 
you will then know why your mother addressed this letter to me 
—why it aflects me thus.”

“ I can parlly guess the cause,” rcturned Ililda, mournfully; 
4 * but be it what it may, it is piain she felt she had a strong hold 
on your affections, and Ihat she Ihought she could rely on you 
when she could relv on no one eise.”

“ Jfshe thought so, she judged rightly,” replied Abel. “ I 
consider her request as a sacred injunction, and will strive to 
comply with it. And now,” he added, changing his tone, “ I must 
teil vou that your name has been brought before me of late. My 
nephew, Ilandulph Crew, who visitcd your father the other 
night, has spoken of you.”

Hilda slightly colourcd.
“ He will much regret not being at home this morning,” 

pursued Abel, “ as he might have had an opporlunity of further 
cultivating his acquaintance witli you. But he is gone out with 
my brother.”

“ I hope it will not offend you to say I am glad of it,” replied 
Hilda 5 “ I would not willingly have met him.”

“ Why so?” asked Abel, who, however, looked somewhat 
relieved.

“ Because, sir, I will he frank with you,” she replied, “ and 
own that my father attributes my increased dislike of my cousin 
to a predilection for your nephew.”

“ And may I expect cqual frankness in the reply, i f i  ask 
whether there is any truth in your father’ssuppositions?” rejoin- 
ed Abel.

“ You may,” she answered. “ Your nephew appears a very



amiable and pleasing young man, but having seen bim only for 
afew minutes, I cannot possibly feel an interest in him, beyond 
such as might be inspired by any stranger of equally prepossess- 
ing appearance and manners. My aversion to my cousin arises 
írom various causes. I half suspect him of acling a very base 
part lowards my father, who resolutely shuts hiseyes to the de- 
ception.”

“ I will not affect to deny that I am pleased with wbat you 
sav of your indiflerence to my nephew, Hilda,” returned Abel,
“ because I have other views in reference to him. As to your 
cousin, Philip Frewin, I will make strict inquiries about him, 
and if your suspicions prove correct, I will inyself unmask him 
to your father, which may perhaps put an end to the matter. 
He lives in Fenchurch-street, you say. It so happens that an 
old friend of mine, a widow lady, Mrs. Verral,—a friend of 
your mother’s, bv the bye,—resides in that Street. She is an 
excellent woman, but a little of a busy-body and a gossip, and 
makes it her business to know her neighbours’ concerns better 
than her own. Fll venture to say she is acquainted with your 
cousin’s afiairs. I haven’t seen tbc old lady of late, because, as 
you may perhaps have heard, I have little intercourse with your 
sex,—my habits, and indeed feelings, unfitting me for their so- 
ciety,—but I happen to know from my brolher Trussell that she 
is well. You had better goto  her vourself. I will give you a note 
of introduction—thongh, indeed, it is not needed, for, as I have 
told you, she is an old friend of your mother’s. In addition to 
gaining all the information you may require respecting your 
cousin, you will make a friend with whom you may take refuge, 
if matters—which we will not anticipate—should unhappily 
render such a step necessary.”

“ I will do as you suggest, sir,”, replied Hilda 5 “ but suppose 
I should encounter my cousin?”

“ Teil him where you are going,” replied Abel; “ and, depend 
upon it, if he is not what he represents himself, he will be the 
first to take alarm. 1 will myself institute inquiries about him in 
an other quarter.”

With this, he proceeded to a table on which writing materials 
were'placed, and hastily penned a note, and gave it to Hilda.

“ Andnow,God blessyou, my dear child! ” hesaid, affection- 
ately. “ If called upon by circumstances, you shall never want 
a father or protector in m e! ”

He tlien rang the bell, and Mr. Jukes presentlv appeared, wlio 
informed him that Jacob had just sat down to dinner with the 
other scrvants.

“ I think, sir,” he added, in a low tone, “ it is the first good



meal he has made for rriany a day, and it would be a pity to 
disturb him, if Miss Scarve is not in a very great hurry.”

Ábel appealed to Hilda, and as she raised no objection, he 
proposed to her to take a turn in the garden lill Jacob had 
finished his meal; and accordingly opened the window, and led 
her forth.

By this time, Hilda had become more composed, and being 
quite easy with the old man, for whom indeed she felt a growing 
regard, she enteredreadiiy intő conversation with him ; and thus 
more than half an hour flew by, almost without their being aware 
of its ílight. Atthe end of that time, Mr. Jukes madehis appear- 
ance, and informed thern that Jacob was ready.

Abel attended his fair visitor to the door.
“  if you do not find Mrs. Verral at horne,” he said, “ or if 

anything should occur to make you wish to see me again, do 
not hesitate to come back. But, in any event, you shall hear 
from me—perhaps see me, to-morrow. God bless you, my 
child!” And taking her hand, he pressed it to his lips; and 
when Hilda wilhdrew it, she found it wet with his tears.

While this was passing, Jacob shook the hospitable butler 
warmly by the hand, and tlien strode on before his young 
mistress, towards the stairs where he bad left the boat. Having 
placed her within it, and divested himself of his coat, cravat, 
and hat, as before, he inquired where she meant to go, and 
being told to London Bridge, pulled off vigorously in that di- 
rection.

CHAPTER XIII.

THE FOLLY ON TUE TIIAMES.'— KITTY CQ8W AY.'— RANDl'LPJI PLACED IX AN AWKWARD 

SITUATION BY PH ILIP FUE W IN .

T i i e  Folly ontheThames, whitherBeauVilliers and bis party 
were steering their course, was a large iloating house of cnler- 
tainment moored in the centre of the slream, immediately op­
posite Old Somerset House. It was constructed in the latter part 
of the reign of Charles the Second; and thither the merry 
monarch, who was excessivcly fond ofaquatic amuscments of 
all kinds, would frequently repair with his courtiers and frolic 
dames. Thither, also, Queen Mary, the consort of William the 
Third, went 011 the occasion of a grand musical entertainment; 
and the place continued in vogue for many years, untilat length, 
degenerating in its character, it became the haunt of a very



disrcputable part of the community. The Folly resembled a 
large one-storied liouse, very long in proportion to its width, 
built upon an immense bärge. There was a platform at the top, 
defen ded by a strong wooden balustrade, and flanked at each 
eorner by a little turret with a pointed top, surmounted by a 
small streamer. These turrets constituted small drinking and 
smoking rooms, and were fitted up with seats and tables. In 
the centre of the structure was a sort of open belvidere, cover­
ing the main staircase leading to the roof. On this a large flag 
was planted. The Folly was approached from the water by 
steps on three sides. It was lighted by a rangé of large and 
liandsome Windows, and entered by two doors, one at the end 
and the other at the side. Within, it contained a long music- 
hall, with a frescoed ceiling, gilded and painted walls, an or­
chestra, and llie necessary complement of benches, chairs, and 
small tables. There was moreover, a bar, where all sorts of 
liquors, materials tor smoking, and other tavern luxuries, were 
dispensed. The rest of the structure was divided intő a number 
of small apartments fór private parties, and, in short, boasted 
every sort of accommodatiori afforded by a similar piacé 
of entertainment on shore. In summer it was delightful—the 
view of the Thames from its summit being enchanting. The 
coolness and freshness, combined with the enlivening influences 
of beauty, wine, and music, made it, on its first establishment, a 
charming placc of recreation, and it cannot be wondered that 
the merry monarch, and bis mcrrier court, found it so much to 
their taste.

As the party approached the aquatic hotel, they perceived a 
number of persons, of both sexes, seated on the roof, and in 
the little turret parlours, smoking, drinking, or otherwise amus- 
ing themselves*, while livelv strains of music proceeded from 
within. Several small craft were landing their passengers, and 

\ from one, a lilt-boat, there issued a very pretty young woman, 
though of rather hold appearance, who, as she took the handof 
a young man in her ascent of the steps, displayed a remarkablv 
neat foot and ancle. On reaching the deck, she turnéd fór a 
moment to survey the scene, and her eye alighting 011 Ran- 
dulph, his good looks appeared to rivet her regards.

This fascinating creature seemed to be about twenty 5 had 
very regulär fealures, aúburn hair, a brilliant complexion— 
whether wholly unindehted to art might be questioned—bút 
there could be 110 question as to the natural brilliancy of her 
hazel eyes 5 and worc a pink silk hooped gown, made very low 
in front, so as to display her beautifully formed and radiantly 
white neck and shoulders. Her sleeves were very short, pro- 
bably so contrived with the view of exhibiting her rounded arms,



and edged with lace. A white silk apron emhroidered with 
silver, a pretty íly-cap, and a necklace of precious stones, from 
which depended a diamond cross, completed her attire. The 
young man hy whom she was attended, had a slight, thin figure, 
and sharp, disagreeable features, with rather an apish expres- 
sion. He was dressed with much smartness, bút had hy no 
means the air of a gentleman, and seemed to he regarded with 
indiflerence, almost amounting to contempt, by bis l'emale com- 
panion.

“ Who is that young lady?” asked Randulph of Sir Singletori, 
who happened to sit next bim.

“ Let me see!” exclaimed the old beau, placing bis glass to 
bis eye. “ Ah! gadzooks! ’lis the delicious creature I men- 
tioned to you,—the little Haymarkct actress, Kitty Conway! ”

“ Kitty Conway! where is she?” cried Trussell, who heard 
the remark, hut whose back was towards the object of their 
admiration.

Sir Singleton pointed her out, and upon the instant every eye 
was directed towards her. Whether unable to stand so iicrce a 
fire, or whether, as is more probable, dragged away hy her 
companion, who did not appear to relish the notice she attracl- 
ed, it is needless to inquire, but pretty Kitty suddenly vanished 
from their sight.

“ Well, isn’t she delicious?” cried Trussell to Randulph. 
“ Egad! you have made a conquest of pretty Kitty, my boy. 
I saw the parting glancé she gave you over her shoulder as 
she whisked through the door. I)on’t lose sight of her. You 
can soon put the city beau, hy whom she is attended, hors 
de com bat.”

Further remarks were interrupted by the arrival of the boat 
at the steps. A stränge, black-muzzled fellow, in a Guernsev 
shirt, with bare arms and bare legs, and who was a regulär 
attendant at the Folly, helped them to disembark; and bis re- 
quest to “ be remembered” by the beau being met with a very 
munificent rejoinder, he well-nigh lost bis balance in bis glee, 
and got a tumble into the water.

The party then entered the music-hall, and just as they 
passed through the door, Randulph chancing to look beiiind 
him, perceived that the strangcr had likewise landed, and was 
mounling the steps. The novel scene, however, before him so 
completely engrossed bis attention, that he could tbink ot little 
eise. Upwards of a hundred persons of both sexes thronged 
the room-, many of tbc ladies were masked, and a good deal of 
freedom marked their conduct. They talked and laughed loudlv 
and recklessly. At one end of the hall, the benches wrere taken 
aside to allow Conway and her companion, with some other



couples, to perform the cushion dance. At the upper end of the 
room stood the musicians. The party made their way tovvards 
the dancers, and the beau and Sir Singleton praised Ritty’s 
beauty in tones so loud, and in terms of admiration so strong, 
as would have oceasioned confusiori to any young lady troubled 
with a more oppressive sense of bashfuiness than she vas. Her 
partner did not know whether to look pleased or annoyed. 
He was evidently overpowered by the presence of Beau Vil- 
liers, whom he regarded with a species of aw e; and as these 
applauses of Ritty gave a fancied consequence to himself, he 
was weak enough to be gratiiied by them. Towards the close 
of the figure, a particular step, executed by the prelty actress, 
elicited more than usual rapture from Sir Singleton, and he 
called to Randulph—“ Look at her, Mr. Randulph Crew. Is 
it not delicious.”

At the sound oflhis name, Kitty’s partner started, andstared 
so hard at Randulph, that he could scarcely finish the dance.

“ Upon my word, Philip Frewin, you are a very stupid part­
ner,” said the actress to him. “ If you do not exert yourself 
more, I shall ask that handsome young fellow, who is ogling me 
there, to take my liand in the next set.”

“  I am  q u ite  fa t ig u e d , R i t t y ,” r ep lie d  Philip, c o n fu s e d ly ,  “ let 
u s  h a v e  so m e  r e fr e sh m e n t— a litt le  ’ra ck  p u n c h , or a glass of 
C h a m p a g n e.”

Ritty Conway assented, and thev moved off to one of the side 
tables, where awaiter speedily placed glasses before them, and 
opened a bottle of champagne. 1t must be confessed—unwii- 
ling as we are to admit it—that Randulph was not altogether 
proof against the undisguised admiration of the pretty actress, 
and that he could not help returning tbc tender glances she sliot 
towards him.

Meanwhile, the performances went forward-, an Irish jig fol- 
lowed, in which R.andulph and Sir Singleton joined-, this was 
succeeded bysome comic songs 5 and Mr. Yilliers, who did not 
altogether relish the entertainment, walked forth, and wassoon  
after followedby the others. As they all.stood leaning over the 
sides of the bark, laughing at what had occurred, and admiring 
the gaiety of the scene, a skiff, impelled by a vigorous rower, 
as was evident by the progress it made, and containing a young 
female, wrapped in a black silk scarf, and with raven tresses, 
scarcely covered by a small bonnet, floating in the breeze ra- 
pidly neared them. Various speculations were put forth as to 
whether this young female would prove as pretty on a nearer 
inspection as she looked at a distance; but in these Randulph 
took little part. To speak truth, bis thoughts were running upon 
the fair syren within, and happening to cast his eyes towards



the platform above, he perceived, leaning over the balustrade, 
and gazing at him, the stranger!

At this juncture, Philip Frewin came forth to see whether his 
boat was in readiness, and admonished the watermen, one of 
whom was philandering with a buxom damsel who was leaning 
over the side of the deck, that he should start immediately. He 
had scarcely, however, issued the order than his eye feil upon 
the skiff containing the young female before menlioned, and 
Which was now close at hand. He starled as if an apparition 
had met his gaze, ducked down, and would have made his escape 
into the music-hall, if Kitty Conway had not placed herseif in 
his way. Relreat was now impossible, and Philip’s distress was 
heightened by the fair actress, who exclaimed, somewhat pet- 
tishly, “ Why do you leave me here, sir? Why don’tyouhand  
me to the boat?”

Philip was almostat his wit’s end. The skiff containing Hilda 
and Jacob, both of whom he had too clearly recognised, though 
he could not account for llieir appearance, unless it were a trick 
of the fiend to convicl him, was so near, Ihat if he complied 
with Kitty’s request, discovery would be inevitable. A plan 
suddenly occurred to him, by which he hoped to free himself 
froin risk, and place Randulph, whom he had rcason to regard 
as a rival, in an awkward dilemma.

Withoul apprising Kitty of his intention, he drew her forward, 
and bending down as low as he could, to elude observation, 
said to Randulph—“ Will you have the kindness, sir, to hand 
this lady into her boat? You will do me an infinite favour; I 
have dropped a pocket book in the music-hall, and must go back 
to searcli for it.”

Randulph was a good deal surpriscd by the proposal, but he 
unhesitatingly consented •, and, taking Kitty’s hand, which she 
very graciously accorded, rewarding his attention by a slight 
squeeze, led her down the steps. All this occurred to the infinite 
amusement of Trussell, who stood a little back near the door, 
ogling a rather pretty damsel, and to the 110 slight chagrin of 
Sir Singleton, who, guessing the intention of Philip Frewin, had 
pushed forward to offer his Services, but found himself sup- 
planted. Rut. these were not the only witnesses of the scene. 
By this time, the skiff, containing Hilda, had come up, and with 
a pang of jealous feeling, neither to be accounted for, nor con- 
trolled, she beheld Randulph. handing the pretty actress, whose 
character she could scarcely mistake, down the steps. Jacob 
saw what was passing as well as herseif, but having no jealousy 
to divert his attention from other matters, he detected Philip 
Frewin even in his disguise, and, resting 011 his oars, exclaimed, 

Look! miss, look!—liiere is your cousin Philip. Is that the



dress he wore yesterday ? I told master he wasn’t what he seemed. 
Look at him, I say!”

But Hilda was too much agitated to heed tliese exclamations. 
She could see nothing but Randulph and the pretty actress. Nor 
was she without embarrassment on her own account; for 
Mr. Cripps, having recognised her, pointed her out to his 
master, and the beau, being much struck with her beauty, 
favoured her with a very insolent stare. But if Randulph had 
been guilty of disloyalty towards the object of his affections, his 
punishment was not long delayed; for, as he handed Kitty into 
the boat, which was steadied by the black-muzzled Jack, before 
mentioned, his gazé encountered that of llilda, and he was 
instantly filled with confusion. Ile tried to disengage himself 
from the aclress, who, however, sportively detained him, and, 
unable to retreat, he cut a most ridiculous figure. Indeed, he 
was not a little relieved, though he feit how much he should 
sink in her esteem, when he saw Hilda bend forward, and order 
Jacob, who continued resting on his oars, to pass on. He con- 
tinued gazing after the skiff tili it was out of sight: but Hilda did 
notlook back.

Meanwhile, as Philip Frcwin did not rnake his appearance, 
Kitty Conway became very impatient, and turning a deaf ear to 
all the high-flown compiiments showcred upon her by Sir 
Singleton Spinke, entreated Randulph to go and see what her 
friend was doing. The young man could not very well refuse 
compliance with the request, and he accordingly entered the 
music-hall, and returned in a few minules with Philip, who, 
Unding the coast clear, recovered his composure, and tendering 
his thanks, in a very abject manner to Randulph, got into the 
boat with Kitty, and ordered the men to row to Savov Stairs. 
Randulph was too angry with himself, and now too indifferent 
to the fascinations of the pretty actress to return the tender 
glancé with which she favoured him on her departure.

rih e  incident, however, afforded abundant merriment to his 
companions, who were greatly divcrted by his looks, which they 
attributed to jealousv, and they endeavoured to remove the feel- 
ing by assuring him that Kitty had exhibited a decided prefer­
ence for him. His uneasiness was not relieved by the admiration 
expressed of the miser’s daughter by Beau Yilliers 5 nor was 
Trussell altogether pleased to find the beau so much captivated. 
That Hilda should have passed at the precise juncture seemed 
to surprise everybody.



CHAPTER XIV.

RANDULPIl’s  INTERVIEW  W ITU CORDWELL FIREBRAS IN TUE CLOISTERS OF 

W ESTMINSTER ABBEY.

S i i o r t l y  after Ihis, the party entered their boat, and returned 
to Wbitehall Stairs. Randulph had been so much engrossed by 
his own feelings, that be forgot tlie stranger, and only called 
liim to mind a few minutes alter he had landed, and when it 
was too late to look for him. Ile did not, bowever, forget his 
appointment with the writer of the mysterious letter, and, re- 
gardless of the construction that might be putupon it, told his 
uncle he had a particular engagement, which he must keep, at 
six o’clock. Trusscll smiled significantly at the announcement, 
bút made no remark, and proposed Ihat they should all dine at 
one of the French ordinarics in SufTolk Street. Reau Villiers 
pleaded an engagement, but Sir Singleton acquiesced, and the 
trio repaired to the ordinary, where an excellent dinner was set 
before them.

Mindfűi of his appointment, Randulph, in spite of the jokes 
of his companions, who strove to detain bim, got up írom table 
at five o’clock, and took his way past Charing-cross and White- 
hall, towards the Abbey. He could not resist the impulse that 
prompted him to pass through the Little Sanctuary, and feit 
half disposed to call at the miser’s, and oder some explanation 
of his conduct to Hilda. Though the absurdity of the notion 
caused him to abandon it almost as soon as formed, he lingered 
before the house for a few minutes, in the hope of discerning 
some ofits inmates, but was disappointed. He then entered Pe­
ter Pokerich’s shop, to inquire the way to the Abbey cloisters.

It chanced that the little barber was about to take an evening 
stroll with the fair Thomasine, who was waiting for him, and he 
offered to shew Randulph the way 5 but this the young man, 
who had his own reasons for not desiring the atlendance of the 
inquisiti ve barber, declined, though in such a way as to excite 
Peter’s curiosity, who secrctly determined to follow bim. As 
soon as Randulph was gone, he menlioned his design to the 
fair Thomasine, who was nothing loath to accompany him, and 
they set out together, taking special care to keep out of Ran- 
dulph’s view. The young man shaped his course towards the 
Abbey, and, skirting its western extremity, passed under the 
archway leading to the play-ground of Westminster sebool. 
Here he paused, and, addressing a porter, was directed towards



another archway, through which he passed, and entered the 
cloisters. On seeing this, Peter, still accompanied by bis fair 
companion, ran forvvard, and Unding that Randulph was walk- 
ing in the south ambulatory, they struck into the west, being 
still able to watch him through the open columns.

Randulph, meanwhile, unconscious that he was the object of 
such scrutiny, slowly traversed the ambulatory, and, charmed 
with the exquisite groined arches of its roof, hoary with age, 
and the view afforded through the shafted Windows looking into 
the quadrangle, of the reverend buttresses and of the Abbey, al­
most forgot the object that brought him thither. He was arrested 
at the eastern extremity bv the ancient inscriptions and brasses, 
pointing out the resting-places of the old abbots Laurentius’ 
Lrislesbertus, and Vitalis, when a heavy footstep sounded on his 
ear, and, looking up, he beheld the stranger. Before he could 
recover his surprise at Ibis unexpected apparition, the new 
comn advanced towards him, and with a slight inclination of 
the head, and a singularly significant smile, said, “ So you have 
kept your appointment with me, Mr. Randulph Crew.”

“ Are you, then, Mr. Cordwell Firebras?” exclaimed Ran- 
dulph, in surprise.

“ I am so called,” rcplied the other.
“ I was little aware, sir, when I saw you this morning at the 

barber’s, how soon and how strangely we should be brought 
together again,” rejoined Randulph: “ butthis in some mea- 
sure accounts for the manner in which you have haunted me 
throughcut the day. Perhaps, you will nowT explain vour mo­
ti ve for doing so, as well as for summoning me hither.”

AII in good time, young gentleman,” replied Cordwell Fire­
bras, gravely. “ ßefore I advert to my ovvn concerns, let me say 
a word on yours. Answer me truly—have you not conceived 
an affectiori for Hilda Scarve ? Nay, you need not answer. Your 
hesitation convinces me you have. Circumstances led vou into 
acting very injudiciously this morning at the Folly, and I fear 
your eonduct may have produced an unfavourable impression 
on Hilda’s mind,—fori watched lier closclv. But heed not this. 
I will set all to rights. I have much influence with lier father. 
He designs her for another—the apish gallant of the pretty ac- 
tress who fascinated you this morning. But you shall have her, 
nevertheless,—on one condition.”

‘ Respite the singularity of your address, there is an ear- 
nestness in your manner thal inspires me with confidence in 
you, sir,” rejoined Randulph,- “ the ralher, that you told me 
this morning you were an old friend of my father’s. I will freely 
confess to you thatI am captivated by the miser’s daughter, and



that I would hazard mucii lo obtain her. Now, on what condi­
tion do you propose lo make her mine?”

“ You shall learn presenüy,” replied Firebras, evasively.
“ Let us take a turn along the cloisters,” he added, moving 
slowly forward.

They marched on together in silence, until they reached the 
eastern angle of the ambulatory, when Firebras, suddenly halt- 
ing, laid bis heavy hand upon Randulph’s arm, and fixed a 
searching look upon him.

“ Young man,” he said, “ I will teil you what you must do ' 
to gain the miser’s daughter.”

“ What? what?” demanded Randulph.
“ You must join the Jacobite party,” replied Firebras 5 “ to 

which her father belongs—to which your father belonged—and 
to which your mother also belongs.”

Surprise kept Randulph silent. But neitber he nor his com- 
panion were aware that this treasonable proposition had been 
overheard by Peter Pokerich and the fair Thomasine, who, hav- 
ing stolen upon them unperceived, were ensconeed behind the 
shafts of the adjoinirig arches.

CHAPTER XV.

M US. CLINTON*S ALARM .— TIIE MISER’S UNEXPECTED R ETD R N .1— TUE DISAPPEARANCE OF 

TIIE  MORTGAGE MONEY.— EFFRONTERY OF PH ILIP  FREW IN AND DIG G S.— LADY BRABAZOn ’s  

DEPOSIT OF TTIE DIAMONDS. —  THE MISEr ’ s  GALLANTRYv— I1E DISCOVERS THE CONTRIVEU 

OF THE ROBBERY.

D a y  wore on, and Mrs. Clinton, wondering at her niece’s 
prolonged stay, became extreinely apprehensive lest Mr. Scarve 
should return before her, and discover her absence. She bad 
just dcspatched her scanty dinner, having waited more than an 
hour for Hilda, remoyed the things, that they might not excite 
the miser’s suspicion in case of his sudden return, and sat down 
to her needlework, on which she was diligently, though almost 
mechanicaliy employed, when she was startled by a sound like 
the opening of a window, followed by astealthy tread, in one of 
the rooms upstairs. The idea of robbers instanlly occurred to 
her, for she recollccted the large amount of gold in the house, 
as well as the public manner in which it had been paid, and she 
feit how likely it was an attempt might be made to carry it off, 
especially if it had been ascertained that she was alone in the



house. She had heard of murders committed in lone liabitations 
in broad day, and, in most cases, upon defenceless females like 
herseif; and filled with indescribable terror, she rushedforth, 
with the intention of giving the alarm. Before she gained the 
passage, a knock was heard at the Street door, and hurrying to 
it, she hastily, and with trembling hands, unfastened it, and 
heheld the miser. If she was startled by his appearance, he was 
not less so by hers 5 and, fixing a terrible look upon her, he 
demanded why Jacob had not let him in ? Receiving no answer, 
he pushed her roughly into the passage, and clapping the door 
hastily to, proceeded to the parlour.

Poor Mrs. Clinton scarcely knew what to do, but at last she 
followed him, and found him pacing to and fro within the room 
like one distracted. “ Where is Jacob?” he cried, running to- 
wards lier, and seizing her arm. “ ls  the rascal gone out without 
leave? Why don’t you speak, woman? llave you dared to send 
him out?—or has Hilda!”

“ He will be back directly,” replied Mrs. Clinton, almost 
frightened out of lier senses. “ I expected him long before this.” 

“ Then he is gone out,” cried the miser, as if he was unwill- 
ing to credit what he heard; “ and Ililda, I suppose, is gone 
with him?”

Mrs. Clinton returned a terrified affirmative.
“ And where, in the devil’s name, are they gone to?” roared 

the miser.
<<r l am not at liberty to say,” replied Mrs. Clinton.
“ I w ill have an answer!” cried the miser, glaring at her as 

if he would annihilate her. “ Where is she gone?”
“ You will extort nolhing from me by this violence,” returned 

Mrs. Clinton, firmly.
“ Then you shall quit my house to-nigbt!” he rejoined, 

iiercelv. I will not have my aulhority set at naught. Seek 
another home, madam, and another protector.”

The poor lady hung her head, but made no replv.
“ Mrs. Clinton,” he continued, with forced calmness, “ I 

put it to yourself—and, unless I am altogether mistaken in you, 
you will 110t be insensible to the appeal—I put it to you, I say, 
whether, when I demar.d, as afather, to know what has become 
of my daughter, you can reconcile it to your conscience not to 
teil me?”

“ I w ill teli you thus much, sir,” she replied, after a pause— 
Hilda has been induced to take this step solely in consequence 

o f your determination to unite her to her cousin. She is gone to 
consuit a friend.”

“ What friend?” cried the miser, springing towards her. “ I 
insist upon knowing.”



“ She is gone to see Mr. Abel Beechcroft,” replied Mrs. 
Clinton.

If a heavy blow hat! been dealt bim, Ihe unhappy man could 
not ’nave been more staggered than by this information. He 
turnéd away in confusion, muttering—“ Abel Beechcroft! 
Why should she go to bim? ”

“ Because her poor mother left a letter to be delivered to him 
if circumstances should require it.” rejoined Mrs. Clinton.

“ And you gave her that letter ? ” cried the miser.
“ I did,” she replied.
“ And you sent her to her father’s bitterest enemy for ad- 

vice? ” he continued. “ It is well—it is w ell! ” and he slrode to 
the side door, as if with the intention of going up to his bed- 
room.

IJp to this moment, Mrs. Clinton had forgottén the circum- 
stance that had so recently alarmed her, but she now»recalled it, 
and ran after him, crying, “ S ir! sir! ”

“ What does the woman want?” demanded the miser, turn- 
ing fiercely upon her.

'I he answer stuck in her throat. Dreading to provoke a fresh
explosion of rage, she muttered some unintelligible excuse, and 
retired.

J he miser, meanwhile, havingobtairied access to his chamber, 
threw his hat upon the bed, passed on, and unlocked the door 
of the closet. Marching up to the large ehest in which he had 
deposited the bags of gold on the previous night, he sat down 
upon it, and was ior some time lost in deep and painful refiec- 
tiori. Ile tlien rose, and taking a buneh of keys from his pocket, 
applied one of them to the lock of the ehest. It would not turn; 
and imagining he must have made some mistake, he drew it 
out, and tried another. This, however, did not fit at all $ and 
returning to the first, he perceived, on examination, that it was 
the right one. Again applying it, and proceeding more care- 
fully, he found, to his surprise and dismay, that the ehest was 
not locked. Well knowing he had not left it in this state, he feit 
convineed that something must be wrong; and it was long be- 
fore he could prevail upon himself to raise the lid. When he 
did so, he started back with a cry of anguish and despair.

The ehest was empty!
For some minutes, he remained as if transfixed, with his 

hands stretched out, his mouth wide open, his eyes almost start­
ing from their sockets, and fixed upon the void wherc his trea- 
sure should have been.

At lengtli, he shrieked, in accents of despair, “ I have been 
robbed—robbed of my gold !—robbed—robbed ! It is awicked  
thing—a cruel thing to rob m e! Others do not loye gold as I



love it. I Iove it better than wife, cbild, mistress—better than 
life itself! Would that they had killed me, rather than take my 
gold! Oh! those fair shining pieces—so broad, so bright, so 
beautiíul I—what bas become of thern ? ”

After a pause, during which he experienced the acutest mental 
anguisb, he lookcd around to see how the robbery could have 
been eííected. A moment’s examination shewed bim that the 
iron bars in front of the little window opposite the ehest had 
been removed.

“ The villains must have found entrance here! ” he cried, 
rushing towards the window. And cJambering upon an old 
oaken bureau that stood near it, he pushed it wide open, and 
Stretching his long, scraggy neck through it, gazed into the little 
garden beneath.

Unable to discover anything, he drew back, and casting his 
eyes over the bureau, perceived that the dust xvith which it was 
covered had beeil slightly brushed away *, but whether by him- 
self or the depredators it was now, of course, impossible to de- 
termine. A bottle standing on one corner of the bureau had not 
been removed. It was clear that the plunderers had gone direct 
to the ehest, of which they must have possessed a key,for the 
lock, though strained, had not been forced. Maddened by these 
reílections, and unable to account fór the occurrence, he again 
vented his fury in words.

“ I have it! ” he shrieked. “ it is that accursed Welsh baronet 
who has rohbed me. Ile paid me the money in this public way 
only to delude me. I’ll Charge him with the robbery—TU prove 
it against him—TU hang him ! O h! it would delight me to hang 
him) I would give a thousand pounds to see it done! A thou- 
sand pounds! What is that to the fourteen thousand I have lost? 
I shall go mad, and it were happy for me to do so. Philip 
Frewin will refuse to marry my daughter. Her portion is gone
 gone! W h y  was I tempted forth with Firebras? I ought to
have taken my seat on that. ehest—to have eaten my meals upon
it to have slcpt upon it! JNight nor day should I have quilted
i t ! Fool that I have been! I have been rightly served—rightly 
served ! And yet it is hard upon me, an old man, to lose all I 
held dear—very hard! ” And falling upon his knees, with his 
liands clasped togelher, beside the vacant ehest, he wept aloud.

This paroxysm of rage and grief having subsided, he again 
arose, and descended to the parlour, where he found Mrs. 
Clinton anxiously waiting bis re-appearance. She instantly 
divined what had happened, and relreated before him as he 
advanced, almost fearing from his looks that he would do her 
a violence. Shaking his clenched hand, and foaming at the 
moulh, he attempted to discharge a volley of imprecations



against her-, but rage took awav the power of speech, and he 
stood gesticulating and shaking before her,—a frightful and pi- 
tiable spectacle.

“ Fór Heaven’s sake, sir, compose yourself,” she cried, “ or 
you will have a fit, or some dangerous illness. You terrify me 
to death.”

“ I am glad of it,” he shrieked. “ I have been robbed—the 
mortgage-money is gone—the fourteen thousand pounds. D’ye 
hear, woman! I’ve been robbed, I sáy—robbed! ”

“ I feared as much,” replicd Mrs. Clinton ; “ but the robbery 
cannot have been long effected, for just before you knocked at 
the door, I heard a window creak, as I thought, in your room.” 

“ You d id !” screamed the miser. “ And why did you not 
teil me this before? I might have caught them—might have 
got back the spoil.”

“ If you hadn’t frightened me so mueh about Hilda, I should 
have told you,” replicd Mrs. Clinton, in a deprecatory tone; 
“ but your violence pul it out of my head.”

“ Hell and fiends! ” ejaculated the miser; “ what is Hilda— 
what are fifty daughters coinpared with my gold? If you had 
enabled me to recover it, I would have forgiven you all the rest. 
Don’tstand trembling there. fool. but come with me. and let US  

sec wnether we can discovor any traces of the rohbersi ”
So saying, he hurried towards a small back door in the pas- 

sage, the bolts of which were so rusty that he had considerable 
dilficulty in rcmoving them; and this effected, he passed inlo 
the gardcn.

A most miserable and neglected place it was, and almost 
wholly overgrown with long rank grass, such as is to be seen 
in some city churchvards. But it had once been prettily laid 
out, as was proved by the lines of box bordering the ilower- 
beds, and the trellised harbour and green-house. The appearance 
of the latter rnade the dcsolation of the place complete. The 
giass was removed from the frames, one of the walls had been 
pulled down, and the bricks and plaster were lying scaltercd 
about, together with a heap of broken flower-pots, and a number 
of worn-out and battered gardening implcmenls; the arbour 
was covered with the net-like folds of a dead creeper, and the 
trellis-work was decayed and falling tb pieces; the liltle window, 
to which access had been gained by the robbers, was on the 
upper story, and about sixtecn feet from the ground. The miser 
gazed anxiously and inquiringly at it. All the lower Windows, 
including that of the parlour, which he usually occupied, were 
closely barred, and had evidently not been disturbed. Those 
in the attics were boarded 11p; while of the remainder, in the 
first lloor, only the small one in queslion was open.



On examining the ground beneath it, he found foot-prints 
upon the soil and on the crushed grass, and, as far as he could 
ascertain, two or three persons must have assisled at the rob- 
bery. Ile traced the foot-prints across the garden to a wall 
about six feet high, at the hack of which was a narrow passage, 
communicating between the adjoining house and the area in 
front of Westminster Abbey 5 and here, fromcertain indications 
in the soil, he had no doubt that the depredators had got over. 
His vociferafions while conducting the search brought some of 
the inmates of the next house into the passage, and they told 
Ilim they had seen and heard nothing, but begged bim to come 
round and satisfy himsélf. This he instantly did, and found 
their representations perfectly correct. The only proof of the 
robbers havingmade their approaeh by the passage rested in the 
fact of the door being left open. His investigations ended, the 
miser, who made no remark while conducting them, wentback 
to his own house.

To his surprise he found that his daughter and Jacob had 
returned. The latter Iooked greatly disconcerted, and continued 
twirling his hat between his fingers, but Hilda advanced to- 
wards him.

‘‘ I am greatly distressed to hear of vour loss, falber,” she said.
“ And to whom am I to attribute it?” he rejoined, bitterly. 

“ If you had remained at home, and Jacob had been on the 
watch, it would not have happened.”

“ Perhaps not,” she rejoined-, “ but I am not wholly to 
blame. It was your unkindness that compclled me to take this 
step.”

“ Weil, and what does good Abel Beechcroft—kind Abel 
Beechcroft, sav?” cried the miser, tauntingly. “ What does he 
advise?— will he receive you !—will he adoptyou?—will he give 
you to his nephew Randulph? He is welcome to do so if he 
pleases.”

“ Do not let us speak on this subject now, father,” rejoined 
Hilda, “ you have too mucii upon your mind wilhout it. I pray 
you to believe ihat I have been guilty of 110 wilful disobedience 
towards you.”

“ Pshaw!” cried the miser, contemptuously; “ I will not 
have my patience abused by such idle assertions. But as you 
say, we will discuss the matter at another time. Answer me 
ordy one question—have you seen Randulph Crew?”

“ I have,” replied Hilda, blushing deeply.
“ At his uncle’s?” demanded the miser.
“ No,” she rejoined 5 “ but in a Situation and under circum- 

stanccs that, if  1 had enterta in ed  the sligh test regard for hira, 
would have ciTectually ob literated  it .”



“ W c saw your nepliew at the same time, sir,” inlerposed 
Jacob, who had now regained his self-possession.

“ Where did you sec him?” asked the miser.
“ At (he Folly on the Thames,” replied Jacob. “ He was 

not in the miserable dress he wore on bis visit io you, but in a 
fine suit and handsome peruke. I told you he was playin’ you 
false; and, if Fm not deceived, he was on good terms with the 
gay lady to whom Mr. Randulph Crew was payin’ attention, 
and of whom Miss Hilda is so jealous !”

“ Jacob!” she exclaimed, again colouring.
“ Nay, no ofFence, Miss,” he returned; “ but you know it’s 

the truth.”
“ Wliat idle story is Ibis?” exclaimed the miser, incredu- 

lously.
Jacob's reply was cutshort by a knock atthe door.
“ Are you at home, sir?” he asked.
“ Yes—yes!” replied the miser 5 “ in mv present frame of 

mind I care not whom I see.”
Jacob then departed, and in a few seconds returned, with a 

countenance fraught with vexation and surprise, ushering in 
Diggs and Philip Frewin. The latter was dressed in the same 
miserable suit, the same old vvig, and the same old shoes with 
high quarlers, Ihat he had worn on the preceding day. The 
visitors appeared struck with the embarrassed air of the miser 
and his Family, and Diggs inquired the cause of it.

“ Beforel cxplain what bas happened to myself, Mr. Diggs,” 
said Scarve, “ I think it right to state that my servant, Jacob 
Post, declares he saw my nephew on board the Folly on the 
Thames this morning, and very differenlly dressed from what 
he is at present.”

“ I saw him, not lwo hours ago,” replied Jacob.
“ Two hours ago must have been half-past two,” rejoined 

Diggs, taking out his walch, “ and at that time he was with 
me. lo u  must, therefore, be mistaken, my good friend.”

“ I am quite at a Ioss to conceive what Jacob can mean,” said 
Philip, “ but I certainly was with Mr. Diggs at the time speci- 
fied, as he has just stated.”

“ You know wellenough w hatl mean, Mr. Philip,” rejoined 
Jacob, gruilly—“ you know you’re deceivin’ your uncle.”

Mr. Diggs smiled at the miser, and shrugged his shouldcrs.
“ They’re in league together, sir,” said Jacob, “ if you don’t 

believe me, ask Miss Ililda if she didn’t see him.”
“ I certainly thought I saw Philip,” said Hilda, “ but I confess 

I was too much confused at the time to observe accurately.”
“ May I ask  h o w  my fair c o u s in  c h a n c e d  to  be in  a Situ a tio n  

to  m a k e  su c h  o b s e r v a t io n s  ?” in q u ired  Philip.



“ Ay, you may well ask that! ” added the miser.
“ It can matter little why I was there,” replied Ililda; “ nor 

do I conceive myself called upon to answer the question.
“ I can give you no explanation, Philip,” said Scarve, “ for I 

received none myself. My daughter has chosen to go out with- 
out leave during my ahsence, and Jacob has accompanied her.
I profess myself wholly in the dark as to where she has been.”

“ Tbat is not literally true, father,” replied Hilda, “ for I liave 
already admitted that I have been to Mr. Abel Beechcroft, and 
I may now add,” she continued,looking at Philip, “ that I have 
called upon Mrs. Yerral, in Fenchurch-street.”

“ Mrs. Yerral!” exclaimed Philip, starting.
“ Ay, you may well look surprised and dismayed, sir,” pur- 

sued Hilda; “ you anticipate whal is to follow. She has made 
your real character and circumstances known to me. Father, 
your nephew is not more false in outward appearance than in 
realitv. He is a ruined man, seelcing an alliance with me only 
to repair his broken fortunes.”

“ It is necessary for me now to interpose, Miss Scarve,” said 
Diggs. “ N oon ecan  be better acquainted with your cousin’s 
affairs than I am; and so far from being a ruined man, or in the 
slightest degree embarrassed, he is at this moment worth half a 
millión ofm oney.”

“ Do you hear that?” cried the miser, triumphantlv.
“ I shall not speak of myself,” said Philip.
“ No, you had better not,” interrupted Jacob.
“ Peace, sirrah!” cried the miser; “ there is no need of as- 

sertions, nephew. I am quite salisfied. But what brings you 
here ? ”

“ We come to conclude the marriage settlement, sir, re- 
ioined Diggs. “ My dient is anxious to expedite the match.”

“ I re°rct to teli you a very unfortunate accident has just 
occurrecf, which will prevcnt my giving the sum I intended,”
said the miser. .

“ How so, sir?” cried the attorney, with a disappointed look. 
“ That’s right, sir,” said Jacob, drawing near bis master; and 

twitching his coat tail, he whispercd in bis ear, louch «.m 
up on that.”

“ Be quiet, sirrah!” cried the miser, aloud. “ To put the 
matter at rest,” he added to the attorney, “ I must inform you 
that during my absence I have been plundered of the whole of
the large sum paid me yesterday.” •

“ W hat!” exclaimed Philip, turning very pale, the fourteen
tliousand pounds?”

Mr. Scarve replied in the affirmative.
“ Godbless me! my dear sir, you don’t say so? cried Diggs.



“ Yes, 1 do,” rcjoined the miser ; “ every jót of it is gone.”
“ What an unheard-of robbery!” exclaimed the attorney— 

“ bút it must be inquired into. When did it happen—and how? 
Pray give me all the particulars. I must set the oilicers to work 
immediately.”

“ No,” replied the miser, mournfully—“ it is gone, and em- 
ploying thief-takersand Constables wont bring it back again, but, 
on thecontrary, will involve further loss of money, as well as of 
time and patience. I meant to give it to my daughter on her 
marriage. But as I have lost it, she must go wilhout a portion.” 

“ Without a portion, Mr. Scarvel” exclaimed Diggs. “ The 
loss of fourteen thousand pounds is heavy, it is true, but it falls 
more lightly upon you than it would on most men. You have 
still wealth suüicient to make the setllement you proposed upon 
your daughter without feeüng it.”

“ Pardon me, Mr. Diggs,” returned the miser, “ I proposed 
to give my daughter a particular sum of money, which I had in 
contemplation at the time of making the ofier. Of this 1 have 
been feloniously deprived, and it is no longer in my power to 
fulfil my agreement.”

“ Well, my dear unclc,” said Philip, “ sooner than ”
“ I know what your generosily prompts you lo say, Mr. 

Frewin,” interrupted Diggs •, “ but I have a duty to you as well 
as to my worthy dient and friend, Mr. Scarve, and I must say, 
that if he departs from his word, on the present plea, I cannot 
advise you to proceed with the match.”

“ Ihave not the money to give, Philip,” said the miser, pite- 
ously.

“ Nay, uncle, if you put it on that footing, I myself must 
retract,” rejoined Philip. “ I am not ignorant of your wealth.”

“ Nobody doubts it,” remarked Jacob, “ or you wouldn’t be 
so urgent for the match. Stick to your delermination, sir,” he 
added to his master. “ Don’t give your daughter anything, and 
you’ll soon see how the gentleman will hang fire.”

“ Leave the room, sirrah!” cried the miser, angrily. And Jacob 
moved towards the door, but he did notgo out.

“ Before I am disposed of in this way, father, and without my 
own consent,” said Hilda, “ I must beg that Mr. Philip Frevvin’s 
character may be fully investigated 5 that you will hear what I  
have to say on the subject; and what Mrs. Verral bas to say.”

“ I will hear nothing!” cried the miser, furiously. “ You are 
acting under the advice of Abel Beechcroft. Mrs. Yerral is a friend 
of his. He sent you to her. Can you deny it?”

“ I cannot,” replied Hilda.
“ Mrs. Verral may malign me as much as she thinks fit,” said 

Philip, boldly. “ But fortunately my character Stands on too firm



a basis to be shaken by a malicious woman’s aspersions. I must 
intreat, sir,” he added, turning, with an appearance of candour, 
towards bis uncle, “ that you will investigate this matter-, that 
you will not put faith in Mr. Abel Beochcroft’s asserlions, or in 
those of Mrs. Verral; but inquire among mv friends—among 
those who know me well—as to bow I stand. II is, perhaps, 
useless to refer to Mr. Diggs.”

“ Not at all,” replied the miser. “ As I said before, I am quite 
satisfied with bis assurance.”

“ And I can give it most heartily, sir,” replied the attorney. 
“ Excepting yourself, I do not know a morc careful, prudent, 
sagacious man than my Client, Mr. Philip Frewin. I feel called 
upon, by these attacks on his character, to say thus much for 
him. And I can do what his calumniators cannot—I can give 
you proof of what I asscrt. I suspect, sir, you will lind wlieri 
you look intő the malter, that somc scheme is hatching against 
you.”

“ T obe sure he will,” cried Jacob; “ and he will find out 
who is hatchin’ it too!”

“ Nephew,” said the miser, taking Philip’s band, “ I am quite 
satisfied of the rcctitude of your conduct, and the stability of 
your position.”

“ Father!” cried Hilda, “ vou are deceived. You are the 
/  dupe of a designer.”

But the miser turnéd a deaf ear to her, and exchanged a few 
words in a lowT tone with Philip and Diggs. Soon afterwards, 
as they took their departure, he accompanied them to the street- 
door, and fastened it after them.

CHAPTER XVI.

LADY BRABA7.0X DEPOSITS HER DIAMONDS AVITII THE MISER.'— GALLAXTRY OF TIIE LACTER.

 I IE  D ISC O V E R S T H E  C O N T R IV E R  O F T IIE  RO B D ER Y  O F T H E  M ORTGAGF. MO X E Y .

W i t E N M r .  Scarve rcturned, the parlour was vacant,—Hilda 
and her aunt having retired to their own room, and Jacob hav- 
ing descended to the cellar to get out of the way. rlh e  miser 
mounted to the ladies’ room, and s e e i n g  the key in thedoor, 
turnéd it, and took it out. This done, he sat down in his chair, 
and rcmained for nearly two hours pondering on the events of 
the day. He was still wrapped in painful meditation, when a 
loud knock was heard without. Before an answer could be re- 
turned, the summons was repeated; the street-door was opened



by Jacob, footsteps resounded along tho passage, and, as the 
miser raised bis head in surprise, Lady Brabazon was announced. 
It is quite certain, that if Mr. Scarve bad been consulted, he 
would have refused her ladysliip admittance. But as it was not 
now in bis power to deny himself, he rose with the best grace lie 
couldassume toreceive her. Jacob received a nod, and withdrew.

“ Well, Mr. Scarve,” said Lady Brabazon, “ I am come to 
know whether I can have the tour thousand pounds to-night.”

“ Impossible, your ladysliip—impossiblc!” replied the miser. 
“ If you will pay me twice the interest agrecd upon—it cannot 
be. I have suffered a very heavy loss to-dav—a very heavy loss, 
indeed.”

“ Poh—p oh ! that is always the way with you usurers,” 
replied Lady Brabazon. “ You are always suffering some heavy 
loss. But you don’t expect me to béliévé you. You take a great 
deal too good care of your nioney to lose it. I must have a 
thousand pounds for a special purpose to-night. And if you will 
not let me have the four thousand, I must have the smaller 
amount, and on the security of these jeweis.” And she produced 
a case of diamonds. “ You see,” she added, displaying them, 
“ they are worth nearly double the amount.”

“ Thev are very brilliant,” replied the miser, gazing at them 
with the eve ofa connoisseur. “ But I cannot lend your ladvship 
the money.”

“ Mr. Scarve,” said Lady Brabazon, “ I have a debt to pay to- 
night, and if I do not discliarge it, my character will be enlirelv 
lost.”

“ Your ladyship’s character as a punctual paymaster will 
scarcely suffcr by the delay of a night,” said Scarve, drily.

“ Butthisisa debtofhonour!” rejoined Lady Brabazon. “ I 
will redeem my jeweis in less than a week.”

“ Oh, if il is a debt of honour, that is quite another thing,” 
said the miser. “ Tbis is certainly a magnificent set of diamonds. 
Your ladysliip must loolc vaslly well in them. Favour me by' 
putting them on.”

“ Certainly, Mr. Scarve, if you desire it,” replied Lady Bra­
bazon, condescendingly.

“ I don’t know which to admirc most—your ladvship or the 
diamonds,” observed the miser gallantlv.

“ The old fool has fallen in lovc with me,” thought Lady Bra­
bazon $ “ I must improve the advantage I have gained. You 
are very complaisant, Mr. Scarve,” she added aloud, and with 
one of her bewitching smiles—a smile which, in her younger 
days, had never failed of execution.

“ It would be stränge i f i  were not, to so fascinating a person



as your ladyship,” replied the miser, with a stränge leer that sat 
very ill on his withered features.

Lady Brabazon cast down her eyes.
“ I almost forget what brought me hither,” she observed, 

after a sligbt pause, during which she hoped the miser would 
follow up his gallant commencement.

“ A proof it cannot be of great importance,” rejoined Scarve*,
“ but your ladyship has asked me a favour, and I will beg one 
in return. I have been disappointed in my dearest expeclations 
of late. My daughter will not marry according to my wishes. 
W hat sh all I do? I am too old to marry again.”

“ Scarcely,” replied her ladyship, trying to force a blush, but 
decidedly failing in the attempt.

“ I will put a case,” continued the miser, “ merely for consi- 
deration. Suppose I wrere to offer myself to a person of your 
ladyship’s rank—and in your ladyship’s position. What sort of 
reception should I he likely to meet with ?”

“ That, I should say, would depend entirely upon the settle- 
ment you proposed to make, Mr. Scarve,” replied Lady Bra­
bazon, in a business-like tone. “ You are reported to be im- 
mensely rieh. You have some misunderstanding with your 
daughter, you say— which 1 can readily conceive—daughters 
are so very unmanageable—there is my Clementina, for in- 
stance, the sweetest temper in the world, but she gives me au 
intinity of trouble. But, as 1 was saying, you are immensely 
rieh—money is no object to y o u ; if, therefore, you were to 
settle upon a lady in my position somewhere about a hundred 
thousand pounds—but not less—I think—mind, I only think— 
for I oller a very hasty and ill-considered opinion—I think, how- 
ever, she might be induced lo accept you.”

“ Rather a large sum to pay for a wife at my time of life,your 
ladyship,” observed the miser, drily.

“ Not a fractiori more than would be required, believe me, my §  
good sir,” replied Lady Brabazon.

“ Then I must abandon any views I may have entertained of 
an exalted alliance,” sighed the miser. “ But suppose we take 
another view of the case. Perhaps, for a hundredth part of the 
sum, there would be no necessity for marriage at all.”

“ That is a view of the case which I cannot for a moment 
contemplate, Mr. Scarve,” said her ladyship with a glancé of 
indignation. “ Allow me to remind you that I came here on 
business.”

“ True,” replied the miser, in some confusion. “ These dia- 
monds are certainly very brilliant. Your ladyship shall have the 
sum you require upon them. And we will talk about the other 
matters at another time.”



With this, he unlocked the little ehest beneath the table, and 
producing a small tin cash-box, took írom it a rouleau of gold- 
smiths’ notes, counted them, and deliveredthem to herladyship. 
Lady Brabazon twisted the notes carelessly betweenher fingers, 
and then placed them in her bag-, after which shedivested herseif 
of the diamonds, gave them to the miser, and at the same time, 
as if to shew she was not oifended with him beyond the possi- 
bility of reconciliation, she accorded him her snow-white hand, 
which he pressed to his lips. This ceremony performed, he 
ushered her to the street door, where her carriage was waiting, 
and bowed her to its steps.

“ Mr. Villiers’s,” said Lady Brabazon, to the footman, as he 
closed the door. “ The odious wretch!” she added to herseif, 
“ to dare to make such a proposal to m e! However, 1 have got 
the money.”

As the miser returned to the parlour, he rubbed his skinny 
liands together, and muttered laughingly to himself—“ So she 
affecls virtuous indignation, as if I didn’t know she only wants 
the money for her lover, Beau Villiers. Bút I will try her yet 
m ore  strong ly . She is certainly a fine woman—a very fine wo- 
man. What do you want, sirrah?” he added, raising his eyes, 
and perceiving Jacob standing before him.

“ Don’t you mean to take some steps about this robbery?” 
asked the porter.

“ What’s that to you, rascal?” rejoined the miser, angrily. 
“ You can watch the stable when the steed’s stolen, can you? 
You shall quit my service in a week.”

“ N o ,Iw on t,” replied Jacob, doggedly. “ This mornin’ I’d 
have quitted you with pleasure, but now I’m sorry for you. 
You’ve been unfortinate, and I wont go.”

“ Curse your pity!” cried the miser. “ I wont be plagued 
with you anv longer.”

“ You’re not in a fit condition tojudge for yourself just now,” 
returned Jacob. “ Think it over about discharging me when 
you’re calmer. l ’m sorry for you, I teil you—that is, I’m sorry 
for your loss, though I hope it may soften your obdurate heart 
towards your daughter. If you do turn me away, I hope you’ll 
give me a recommendation to Mr. Abel Beechcroft. A h ! his is 
a place worlh livin’ in. Jt would do you good to see the dinner 
I sat down to to-day with the servanls. There was a cold sir- 
line of beef, a hot potato-pie, a piece of pickled pork, and as 
much strong ale as I chose to drink.”

“ Peace, sirrah!” cried Scarve. “ What satisfaction can it 
be to me to hear how a profuse gentleman wastes his substance 
on a set of thankless hirelings ?”



“ They’re not Ihankless,” rejoined Jacob j “ they all love him, 
and speak well of him.”

“ And what is their opinion worth?” sneered Scarve. “ Full 
pockets are better tban the empty praises of a set of idle, pam­
pered menials.”

“ Idon’t think so,” replied Jacob; “ andl only wish I was such 
a pampered menial as Mr. Jukes.”

“ Well, 111 recommend you to Mr. Beechcroft, with all my 
heart,” rejoined Scarve-, “ and I wisli he may take you, for I 
couldn’t do him a grealer disservice. You’ll soon eat him out 
of house and home. But come with me to my room.”

And leading the way up stairs, he pointed to the open window 
and the empty ehest, asking Jacob, with a bitter sneer, “ whe- 
ther he could make anything ofthem?”

Jacob gazed curiously at the window for some time, without 
offering a remark, and then proceeded to examine the chamber. 
All at once, bis eye alighted upon a small piecc of paper, which 
he instantly picked up. A few lines were traced upon it in pen- 
eil, but before he could asceriain their import, the paper was 
snatched from him by his master, who read as foilows :—“ It 
must be done this morning. The money is in a ehest in the 
dressing-room, which is accessihle from the little garden at the 
hack of the house. You caa reach the garden by a small entry 
openirig upon the area in front of the abbey. A rope ladder will 
do the rest. Alarm no one if you can help it,- and above all, use 
no violence, whatever may happen. If you are discovered, I 
will take care no barm befals you.” No signature was atiached 
to this mysterious document, neither was it directed. The upper 
part of it had Iikewise beeil torn off.

“ You had better let me take that letter to Tom Blee, the thief- 
taker,” said Jacob. “ He’ll make something of it, FII warrant 
you.”

“ N o,” replied the miser, who remained gazing upon the 
paper, apparently wrapped in thought-, “ I shall stir no further 
in the matter.”

“ Well, if I was disposed to turn house-breaker,” rejoined 
Jacob, “ you’re just the pergon I’d begin business with. I should 
feel sure of gettin’ off easy.”

The miser raised his eyes, and fixed them stcrnly on him— 
“ Take care what you sav, Jacob,” he remarked. “ Many a 

man has been hanged for lighter words than you have just 
uttered ”

He then pointed to the door, and Jacob withdrew. After re- 
maining by himself nearly an hour, he prepared to go down 
stairs. As he passed his daughter’s chamber, he heard her 
talking to her aunt, and put his hand into his pocket to see



that the kev was safe. Ilepairing to the parlour, he called to 
Jacob to bring bim something to eat. A little cold meat and 
bread were placed before bim by the porter, of which he 
partook very sparinglv, altbougb he had eaten nothing since 
the morning, and quenched his thirst with a glass of water. 
The eatables removod, he took out bis account-book, and some 
other papers, and hegan to occupy himself with them. About 
eight o’clock, another knock was heard at the door, and Jacob 
came to teil bim Mr. Cordwell Firebras was without, having 
come by appointment to see bim.

“ Admit him,” replied the miser.
Thus empowered, Jacob departed, and presently afterwards 

returned with the individual in question.
“ I am punctual you see, Mr. Scarve,” said Firebras, with 

a smile, as he entered the room.
‘•You are, sir,” replied the miser gravely. And while his 

visitor threw himsclf intő a chair, he got up to ascertain that 
Jacob descended to the cellar.

“ And now, Mr. Scarve,” said Firebras, “ íctus proceed at 
once to business. I conclude you have got the (ive thousand 
fór rac.”

The miser shook his head, and proceeded to detail the rob- 
bery that had taken place in his house. Firebras heard the nar- 
ration with a smile of incredulity.

“ This story may do very well for some pcrsons, Mr. Scarve,’" 
he said, at its close  ̂ “ bút I am too old a bánd to be duped by 
it. You had better confess at once, and frankly, Ihat, you have 
changed your mind, and will not advance the money.”

“ 1 have already explained the cause of my inability to do so,” 
rejoined the miser, with stcrn signiíicance5 “ and it must suf­
fice.”

“ Well, sir,” cried Firebras, “ you have gricvously disap- 
pointed me,—and you will disappoint others as grievously. You 
know that if the good cause prospers, you will have a hundred 
per cent. fór your money—and you profess to wish it well. 
I m ust have a thousand pounds to-night.”

“ That 1 may possihly manage,” rejoined Scarve; “ bút 1 
cannot give it you in cash. Lady Brabazon has just deposited 
her jewels with me fór that amount.”

“ Oh! you can lend her ladyship money, thougli you refuse 
it to me,” returned Firebras, reproachfully. “ Your admiration 
of the fair sex is greater than your devotion to the good cause, I 
perceive. Bút I must pút up with the jewels, since better may 
not b e!”

“ Here they are,” replied Scarve, producing the case. “ You 
must give me a receipt for them.”



“ Willingly,” said Firebras, taking up a pen. “ I shall put 
them down as a thousand pounds in monev.”

“ You must put them down as fifteen hundred,” cried the 
miser, hastily. “ I am not to run all this risk for nothing.”

“  Extortioner! ” exclaimed Firebras, between his teeth. 
“ However, it shall be as you will. King James the Third is 
your debtor for fifteen hundred pounds. There.”

“ How very stränge!” ejaculated the miser, with well-feigned 
surprise, as he took the memorandum. “ Your writing is exactly 
Iike that of a letter I found in my closet just nowr, and which was 
evidently dropped by one of the robbers.

“ A letter!” exclaimed Firebras, uneasily. “ Have you got 
it? Let me look at it.”

The miser produced the scrap of paper, and placed the me­
morandum beside it. The hand-writing was precisely similar in 
both cases.

“ That handwriting is rather like m ine, u n d o u b ted ly ,” said 
Firebras, with the most perfect composure. “ But do you mean 
to say this paper was found in the room where the robbery was 
committed?”

“ It was found there by Jacob,” rejoined the miser. “ Shall I 
call him to add his testimony to mine?”

“ Oh, by no means!” replied Firebras. “ Well, Mr. Scarve, 
as I may be considered the indirect means of your losing this 
monev, I will take care, if the good cause prospers, that the 
amount is made up to you.”

“ You had better confess at once that you caused it to be 
taken,” said the miser.

“ You are resolved I shall criminate myself,” replied Firebras, 
laughing—“ but I wont do so. l ’ve no doubt, however, your 
money is in good hands.”

“ Then I am satisfied,” rejoined Scarve. “ Now mark me, 
Mr. Firebras. In the event you have named, I shall expect that 
fourteen thousand pounds to produce me twenty thousand. 
Give me a memorandum to that effect. Nay, you can write it at 
the back of the letter.”

Firebras smiled, and complied, and Mr. Scarve smiled, too, 
ashe compared the memorandum with the writing on the other 
snle of the paper. And this was all that passed on the subject.



CHAPTER XVII.

M R . C R IP P s ’ s  A LA R M IN G  IN T E L L IG E N C E .—  R A M D U LPIl’ s  IN T R O D U C T IO N  TO  T U E  JA C O B IT E

CLUB. SIR NORFOLK SALUSBURY AND FATIIER V ERSELY N .— TUE TREASONABLE TO A ST.

— DANGEROUS POSITION OV RANDULPH.— n iS  FIRM NESS.— PUNCTILIOUSNESS OF SIR 

NORFOLK SALUSBURY.

C o r d w e l l  F i r e b r a s , o n  quitting tlie Little Sanctuary, 
bent his Steps towards Tothill Street. He was laughing to him- 
self, probably at what had just occurred, when, hearing quick 
footsteps behind him, he turnéd, and beheld Mr. Crackenthorpe 
Cripps. The valet’s looks so much alarmed him, that he instantlv 
stopped, and inquired what was the matter.

“ Oh, lud! I’m quite out of breath,” gasped Mr. Cripps, 
pulting one hand affectedly to his side, while with the other he 
held a scented handkerchief to his nose.

“ Speak, sirrah! and don’t keep me in suspense!” cried 
Firebras—“ what’s the matter, I say?”

“ Danger—a dungeon—deatli on the scaíTold is the matter,” 
replied Mr. Cripps. “ You have betrayed yourself most iridis— 
creetly,Mr. Firebras—you have, ’ponrep!”

“ In what way?” demanded the other, uneasily.
“ Your conversation with Mr. Puandulph Crew, in the cloisters 

yonder, has been overheard,” returned Mr. Cripps-, “ yes, you 
may well start, sir—I repeat, it was overheard by Peter Poke- 
rich the barber, and his sweetheart, Thomasine Deacle, the 
mercer’s fair daughter. The little fellow.was planning how to 
make the most of the discovery, when fortunately I chanced to 
call upon him, and with great ingenuity—though I say it—con- 
trivcd to throw dúst in his eyes, as he has done into those of so 
many of his customers. Ha ! ha !”

“ This is awkward,” said Firebras, thoughtfully. “ Will the 
barber join us, think you? And if so , can he be trusted?” 

“ H um !” exclaimed Mr. Cripps, throwing himself into a 
musing posture-, “ Ihat requires consideration. I think I might 
manage him. Bút I must be paid fór the service, Mr. Firebras 
—well paid, sir.”

“ Unqucstionably,” returned the other. “ Your reward shall 
always be in proportion to your utilitv.”

“ Then there’s the fair Thomasine,” pursued Mr. Cripps. 
“ She must be silenced, too. Egad, Pli make love to her! Bút I 
must he paid for that likewise.”

“ Surely the lady will he reward enougb,” laughed Firebras.



“ On the contrary, I shall have her on my hands,” replied 
Mr. Cripps. “ Bút I wont dcmand more than my due, sir,— 
’pon rep! Allow me to ofler you a pinch of snuff. I shall now 
go back to the harber, and, when matters are settled, you may 
expect me at the Rose and Crown.” And raising liis hat, and 
making a profound bow, he strutted off.

Ruminating on the intelligence he had received, Cordwell 
Firebras proceeded to Petty France, where he struck offon the 
right into Gardiner’s Street, and entered the Rose and Crown. 
Nodding familiarly to the landlord, who came from the bar to 
greet him, he marched on towards a back room, where Ran- 
dulph was seated.

“ I am sorry to have quitted you so long, my dear young 
friend,” he said 5 “ but I have been detained by Mr. Scarve.”

“ Have you seen Hilda ? ” askcd the young man.
“ No,” replied Firebras; “ bút I intimated to herfather, that 

I had a good match in view for her; and thatI should speak to 
him 011 the subject to-morrow.”

Furlher conversation was interrupted by the landlord, who 
ushered in Sir Bulkeley Price. The Welsh baronet hurried 
forward, holding out both his hands towards Firebras; but he 
started, and looked exeeedingly surprised on beholding Ran- 
dulph.

“ 1 need not present my young friend, Mr. Randulph Crew, 
to you, Sir Bulkeley,” said Firebras, “ for I believe—nav,indeed, 
Iknow —you are already acquainted with him.”

“ 1 have passed a great part of the morning with Mr. Crew,” 
said Sir Bulkeley, bowing; “ but I was not aware he belonged 
to our party. I am extremely glad to find it is so.”

Before Randulph couid reply, the door again opened, and a 
gaunt, tall personage entered the room, who was announced by 
the hőst as Sir Norfolk Saiusbury. Never had Randulph seen 
so extraordinary a iigure as that now presenled to his gaze. 
Sir Norfolk was more than six feet high, with a very meagre, 
but withal muscular-Iooking frame, and large, prominent 
features. He hcld himself so exeeedingly erect, that he seemed 
in imminent danger of falling backwards. He was dressed in a 
cinnamon-coloured coat of rather an'tiquated fashion, a scarlet 
waistcoat edged with gold, black vclvet breeches, and white silk 
hőse. He had large lace ruflles at his wrists, and a fiowing lace 
frill al his breast. His well-powdered peruke was terminated by 
a long thick queuc, which, by its perpendicular descent,shewed 
how much the small of his back was taken in. Iiis features were 
rather harsh, and rigid as if carved in mahogany, nor did thev 
seem capable of being unbent by a smile. Ilis eyes were grev 
and cat-like, and surmounted by black bushy brows. But it was



not so much bis dress, his features, or his Ogure, tbat attracted 
attention, as bis extraordinarily formal deportment. No Spanish 
hidalgo ever moved with greater solemnity and dignity. Iiis 
iimbs creaked like rusty hinges, and there was something in his 
whole air and manner tbat jrresistibly reminded Randulph of 
Don Quixote.

“ Welcome, Sir Norfolk,” exclaimed Cordwell Firebras, ad- 
vancing towards bim ; “ allow me to present my young friend, 
Mr. Randulpb Crew, to you.”

“ I am happy in tbe acquaintance of the representative of so 
ancient a uame,” returned Sir Norfolk, bowing stiilly. “ Eum 
cognoscere gaudeo. Sir Bulkeley Price, I salute you. It did not 
enter into my expectations to meet you. I conceived you were 
still montivagous and eremitical in the principality.”

“ I arrived yesterday, Sir Norfolk,” said Sir Bulkeley, advan- 
cing towards him and shaking him by the hand. “ How long 
have you been imtown.”

“ My sojourn in tbe capital hath not as yet exceeded the 
septimanal limit,” repliedSir Norfolk.

“ In piain English, you have not been here more tban a 
week,” laughed Sir Bulkeley. “ Bút I am as much surprised to 
see you as you can be to see me.”

“ My advent was inopinate and repent, Sir Bulkeley,” rejoined 
Sir Norfolk. “ AiTdirs of state drew me hither.”

Again the door opened, and two grave-looking personages, 
announced as Father Ycrselyn and Mr. Travers, were ushered 
in. Father Yerselyn, the foremost of tbese, was a tall, thin, 
middle-aged man, with a dark eomplexion, and a sinister and 
periidious expression of countenance. He was habited like a 
layman,—indeed, it would not have been safe, from the laws 
then in force against Romish priests, to appcar in any other 
dress,—in a sober-coloured suit, afull-bottomedblackwig, which 
he wore wilhout powder, and spectacles. Mr. Travers was a 
short, square-built, broad-faced person, and had a searching, 
severe loolc. He was likewise very plainly attired, but had never- 
theless the appearance of a person of condition.

Courteous greetings were interchanged by the new comers 
and the others; and Randulph was secretly cnlertained by tbe 
formality with which Sir Norfolk returned their salutations. He 
was, in turn, introduced to the slrangers *, but could scarcely 
repress the dislike with which Father Yerselyn inspired him. 
The party then broke up into littlegroups, and much whispered 
conversation ensued, in which Randulph took no part. In about 
a quarter of an hour, the landlord enlered the room, and, bow­
ing to the Company, said, “ I believe, genfiemen, you are all



assembled; the room up stairs is ready, if you are disposed to 
/  adjourn to it.”

The proposition being assented to, the landlord threw open 
the door, and a slight contest occurred between the two ba- 
ronets as to which shouldoffer the other precedence.

“ I prae, Sir Bulkcley,” said Sir Norfolk j “ Iw illscale the 
staircase after you.”

Thus exhorted, Sir Bulkeley, who thought it good breeding 
not to dispute a point ofneedless ceremony, went on. Sir Nor- 
folk marched after bim with majestic steps, and the rest of the 
party followed. The landlord ushered them intő a large room, 
lighted by a chandelier suspended from the ceiling, in the centre 
of which was a circular table covered with bottles and glasses. 
Havirig hung up their hats against the wall, the Company sat 
down, and a few bumpers went briskly round. While they were 
thus carousing, a tap was heard at the door, and the landlord, 
opening a reconnoitring hole wilhin it, spoke to some one with- 
OUt. He next proceeded to convey the Inform ation hc had re -  
ceived, in a low tone, to Cordwell Firebras, who immediately 
said aloud, “ Oh, yes, admit him by all means. Gentlemen, a 
new brother! ”

The door was then opened, and Randulph recognised in the 
gaily-attired, self-possessed coxcomb who was admitted, Mr. 
Crackenthorpe Cripps.

“ Take a glass of wine, Mr. Cripps,” said Firebras, filling a 
bumper, and handing it to the new coiner. “ 11 is Beau  ̂iiliers’s 
chief valet,” he added, in an under tone, to Sir Norfolk, who 
had made a polite though formal bow to the stranger.

“ W hat!” exciaimed Sir Norfolk, almost shuddering at the 
inadvertence he had committed 5 “ a waiting-man in such costly 
and nitid attire. Why, bis master, the Petronius Arbiter of the 
day, can scarcely he morestudiously reiined in the taste and style 
of the vestments wherewith he adorneth his person.”

“ Not a whit so, laughed Firebras5 “ the only diiTerence 
between them is, that Beau Cripps wears in May the coat which 
Beau Villiers has worn in April.”

“ Mehercle?” exciaimed Sir Norfolk. “ Such prodigality al­
most exceedeth belief.”

“ Landlord, it is time!” cried Fallier Verselyn, who performed 
the part of chairman, and occupied the principal seat.

“ I am ready, vour reverence,” replied the landlord. And he 
forthwith proceeded to a cupboard, from which he produced a 
large china bowl, apparently filled with punch, and placed it 
with great care and solcmnity in the centre of the table. 

“ Whv, it is water!” exciaimed Randulph, gazing at the



clear lymph, with which, on nearer inspection, he perceived 
the bowl was filled.

“ I o be sure! ” cried Firebras; “ and we are about lo drink 
the king’s heallh—over the water. And now, gentlemen ” he 
contmued, filling Randulph’s glass and his own, “ fill, i ’nrav 
you, to the brim.” p y

‘•I have íilled, even to the summit of the vase,” said Sir Nor­
folk, rising and holding up his glass.

“ And I,” cried Sir Bulkeley, Iikewise rising.
“ And I,” added (he landlord, who stood next to the last named 

baronet, and was ailowed to join in the ceremony.
“ A ndi—andI,” chimed Mr. Travers and the valet.
“ Then give the word, my son,” said Verselyn, addressin- 

Firebras.
“ With the greatest pleasure, father,” replied Cordwell. And 

he held his glass over the bowl, while his example was imitated 
by all the others except Randulph. “ Here is the king’s health 
* over the water.’ Why don’t you do as we do ?” he added turn- 
ing to Randulph.

“ Ay, stretch forth your arm over the scyphus, young genlle- 
man, cried Sir Norfolk, pointing to the bowl.
c- rí „ ™ust drink lhe toast—it’s the rule of the club,” added 
Sir Bulkeley.

“ It is a rule I cannot subscribe to,” replied Randulph.
“ H ow !—am I mistaken in you, young man?” said Firebras 

regarding bim menacingly.
“ Do as they bid you, or you’ll have your throat cut, ‘ pon 

rep. wlnspered Mr. Cripps, popping his head over Firebras’s 
Shoulder.

“ Will you drink the toast, or not?” demanded Firebras, 
iiercely.

I will not! replied Randulph, firmly. “ It is treasonable, 
and I refuse it.”

Randulph’s hold declaration had well-nigh cost him dear 
Cnes of spy “ traitor!” “ Ilanoverian !” “ down with 
him . resounded on all sides 5 the landlord rushed to the door 
and placed his back against it, to prevent anv attempt at egress 
in that way 5 while Sir Norfolk Salusburv, plucking hislong  
blade from its sheath, and making it whistle over his liead  ̂
kicked a chair that stood belween him and the young man out 
of the way, and bade him, in a stern tone, defend himself. The 
confusiori was increased by lhe vociferalions of Mr. Cripps, and 
by an accident caused by Sir Bulkeley Price, who, in hurryin^ 
round the table, contrived to entangle himself in the cover and 
dragging it off, precipitated the bottles and glasses to theground, 
drenching lhe lower limbs of his brother baronet in the contents'

8



of the fractured bowl. The only two persons apparently un- 
moved in the midst of this uproar were its author and Cordwell 
Firebras. The latter made no hostile display, and did not even 
alter bis position, but lcept his eye sleadily fixed upon Ran- 
dulph, as if anxious lo observe the efiect of the incident upon 
bim. The young man rnaintained his finnness throughout. He 
retreated a few steps towards the wall, and put himself in a 
posture ofdefence. The ncarestof his antagonists was Sir Nor­
folk Salusbury ; butseeing the others press forward, the chival- 
rous Welsh baronet declined commencing the altack.

“ Singulatim !—one at a time, Mr. Travers,” hecried. “ Ne 
Hercules contra duos. lt shall never be said that any man, how- 
ever unworthy of fair treatment, fought against odds in the pre- 
sence of a descendant of Adam de Salzburg. Stand aside, there- 
l'ore, sir,—and von, Father Verselyn,—and leave him to me, or 
I must relinquish the right of combat which I have in some mea- 
sure acquired, as being the first to claim it, to you.”

“ Let the young man swear to keep silence touching all he 
has seen and heard, or he shali not quit this room alive,” re- 
joined Travers.

“ Trust him not—trust him n o t!” cried Father Verselyn; 
“ his oath will not bind him. Fall upon him all together, and 
slay him? That is the only way to insure his silence and our 
safetv. I will absolve you of his blood. The imminence of the 
danger justiiies the deed.”

“ Proh pudor! ” cried Sir Norfolk, sternly. “ That would be 
trucidation dedecorous and ignave ; neither can I stand by, and 
see it done.”

“ Nor I,” cried Sir Bulkeley, who had by this time recovered 
from the embarrassment occasioned by the accident. “ 1 disap- 
prove of Father Vcrselyn’s counsel enlirelv. Let us hear what 
the young man has to say. I will question him.”

“ Haud quaqua m, Sir Bulkeley,” replied the other, gravely. 
“ I gave you precedence on a recent occasion, but I cannot do 
so on the present. 1 claim this young man as my own,—to in­
terrogate, to fight, and, perchance, to slay him.”

“ Fight him as much as you please, Sir Norfolk, and slay him 
if you think proper,—or can,” rejoined Sir Bulkeley, angrily; 
-“ but you shall not prevent my speaking to him.”

“ Sir Bulkeley Price.” returned Sir Norfolk, raising his crane 
neck to its utmost height, “ I pray you not to inlerfere between
me and Mr. Crew, otherwise ”

“ Well, Sir Norfolk, and what then? ” cried the other, his hot 
Welsh blood mounting to his cheeks, and empurpling them 
more deeplv than usual. “ What then, Sir Norfolk? ”



“ I shall be compelled (o make you render me reason for it ” 
replied the other, sternly.

Cordwell Firebras now thought it time lo interfere.
“ Gentlemen,” he said, advancing towards them, “ we have 

plenty of other quarrels to settle without disputing among our- 
selves. I brought Mr. Randulph Crew here, and will he respon- 
sible for his silence.”

“ What sailh the young man ?” demanded Sir Norfolk, “ If 
he will oppignorate bis word for taciturnity, I will take it.”

“ So will I,” added Sir Bulkeley.
“ I thank you for your good opinion of me, gentlemen,” re- 

turned Randulph. “ I have beeil, almost unwittingly, a party to 
your eounsels, and ought perhaps to have declared my Senti­
ments sooner; bút I hoped the meeting would pass off without 
rendering any such avowal necessary, in which case, though I 
certainly should never have joined your club again, the sccret of 
its existence w’ould have rested in my own bosom,—as it will 
now, if I am suffered to depart. I could not avoid expressing 
my disapproval of a toast, which, in common with every loyal 
subjeet of King George the Second, I hold to he treasonable.”

“ You cannot bc the subjeet of a usurper, young man,” said 
t irebras. Your allegiance to King James the Tliird is un- 
alienable.”

“ Compel him to vow allegiance to his righlful sovereign, 
Mr. Firebras,” interposed Father Verselyn.

“ I will sooner lay down my life than complv,” cried Ran­
dulph, resolutely.

Firebras looked slightly disconcerted ; and Sir Norfolk, who 
bad lowered the point of his sword, again raised it.

“ It is in vain to reason with him, m yson,” whispered Ver­
selyn. “ Our safety demands his destruction. If he goes hence, 
we are denounced; and an irreparable injurv will be done to 
the good cause.”

“ I have promised him safe-conduct, father,” rejoined Fire­
bras ; “ and, at all risks, I will keep my word. Mr. Randulph 
Crew, you are at liberty to depart. You givefup all hopes of the 
miser’s daughter?” he added, in a deep whisper.

“ I must, ifshe is only to be purchased in this way,” replied 
Randulph, in thesamc tone.

“ Take time to consider of it,” rejoined Firebras. “ I will find 
means of communicating with you to-morrow. Landlord, at- 
tend Mr. Crew to the door.”

“ You are wrong in letting him go,” cried Verselyn “ You 
will repent this blmd .fidciice. Sir Norfolk, I entreat you to 
interfere—Sir Bulkeley, I appeal to you.”

Bút they both turnéd from him, and sheathed their swords 5



while the landlord, having received a sign from Firebras, obeyed 
his instruet,ions.

As soon as Randulph was gone, Firebras addressed himself 
to Ihe two baronets “ I hope no unkindly feeling—none, at 
least, that cannot easily be set to rights—subsists between you, 
gentlemen,” hé said.

“ I shall never quarrel with my good friend, Sir Norfolk, ex- 
cept about a matter of punctilio,” replied Sir Bulkeley, who was 
as easily appeased as roused to anger.

“ And I ought never to quarrel with one who knows hovv to 
make so handsome a concession as Sir Bulkeley Price,” replied 
Sir Norfolk with a gracious bow.

“ Then the storm has blown over,” laughed Firebras. “ I 
feared this more than the other.”

A long discussion then took place among the members of the 
club, as toRandulph’s introduction to it, and Firebras was se- 
verely censured by Falher Verselyn, for admilting the young 
man without testing his political principies.

“ I do not repent what I have done, father,” returned Fire­
bras, “ because I am satisiied no harm will come of it ; and it 
was an attempt to gain a very useful ally to our cause. Ile is a 
brave lad, as bis íirmness during this aflair proved, and it would 
be a great point to win him over. Nor do I yct despair of doing 
so.”

“ I hope we have scen the last of him,” muttered Father 
Verselyn \ “ and I heg it may be borne in mind that it was against 
my advice that he was suffered to depart.”

Cordwell Firebras darted an angry look at the priest, but he 
made no reply \ and the cloth having been replaced by the land­
lord and Mr. Cripps, the former proceeded to fetchafresh sup- 
ply of flasks and glasses-, after which, the Company once more 
gathered round the table, and began to discuss anew their pro- 
jects.

CHAPTER XVIII.

THE JACOCÍTE CLl'B SÜRPRISED BY TUE C U A R D .— TIIE FLICHT AND F U U S L IT .

M R. CRIPPS’S TREACIIERY. — 1IIS REFLECTIONS.

M i d n i g i i t  arrived, and found the partv still in deep dehate. 
Suddenlv, a quick and continuous knocking was heard at the 
door.

All instantly started to their feet, gazing at each other in 
alarm.



“ We are betrayed,” said Firebras, in a deep whisper.
“ We are,” replied Father Verselyn*, “ and by the spy you 

introduced among us,”
“ It is false!” cried Firebras, angrily. “ But’tis no time for 

dispute. W e must provide for our safety. Who is it, Iandlord?” 
he cried to the host, who, on the first alarm, had rushed to the 
door, and opened the reconnoitring-hole within it.

“ O lud! we’re all lost!” rejoined the Iandlord, closing the 
trap-door, andrelurning to them with scaredlooks and on tip- 
toe, as if afraid of the sound of bis own footsteps.

“ Who is it—what is it?” demanded Firebras.
“ A dozen grenadier guards, headed by their captain and 

lieutenant, come to search the house,” replied the Iandlord. 
“ They’re mounting the stairs now.”

“ Zounds!” exclaimed Sir Bulkeley, “ this is awkward!”
“ There is nothing to fear,” said Firebras, calmlv. “ W e 

have plenty of time for flight.”
“ Yes, you can ily, gentlemen, bút I am ruined,” exclaimed 

the Iandlord. “ I can never return to my own dwelling !”
“ Pshaw ! you shall never be the worse for it,” replied Fire­

bras.
“ But what will become of me, if I am taken?” cried Mr. 

Cripps, feigning a look of despair. “ I am sure to be the worse 
for it.”

“ Silence! ” cried Firebras, aulhoritatively—■“ Don’t you hear 
them?—they are at the door. Be quick, gentlemen. Not a mo- 
ment is to be lost.”

While this was passing, Father Verselyn hurried to the lower 
end of the room, and mounting a Iadder placed against the wall, 
passcd through a trap-door in the ceiling above it, The land- 
lord, Mr. Cripps, and Mr. Travers, next ascended; then Sir 
Bulkeley followed; tlien Sir Norfolk, whose equanimitv not even 
the present danger could disturb; while Firebras brought up 
the rear.

“ ’Sdeath, Sir Norfolk,” cried the latter, as the baronet 
slowlv scaled the steps before him — “ move on a little more 
quickly, or we shall certainly be captured. They’re breaking 
open the door. Don’t you hear them?”

“ Perfecté,” replied Sir Norfolk, coollv. But he did noton  
that account accelerate his movements.

Ivnowing it was in vain to remonslrate, Cordwell Firebras 
waited tili Sir Norfolk had worked bis long framc through the 
trap-door, which he did with the utmost deliberation, and 
then ran up the steps himself, with inuch more activity than 
might have been expectcd from a person so weighty. Just as 
he was quitting the ladder, the door was burst open with a



tremendous crash, and two oflicers of the guard rushed into 
the room, sword in liand, followed by a dozen grenadiers 
armed with muskets, on which bayonets were fixed.

Firebras’s first object, on securing a footing on the floor 
of the garret above, was to try to draw up the Iadder, and 
he was assisted in the endeavour by Sir Norfolk 5 but their 
design was frustrated by the foremost oflicer and a tali gre- 
nadier bearing a halbert, both of whom sprang upon the 
ladder, and kept it down by their joint weight, and all that 
those above could do was to shut down the trap-door before 
it could be reached by their foes. A dormer window opened 
from the garret upon the roof of the house; but an unex- 
pected diiliculty had been experienced by the first detach- 
ment of fugitives in unfastening it. All ought to have been 
in readiness for an emergency like the present, and Sir Bul- 
Ueley and Mr. Travers bitterly reproached the landlord for 
bis negligence. The poor fellow declared that the mischance 
was not his fault—that he had taken every possible precau- 
tion—and, in fact, had examined the window that verv morn- 
ing, and found it all right.

At length, it was forced back; and all but Sir Norfolk and 
Firebras got through it. They were detained by the necessitv 
that existed of guarding the trap-door. Unfortunately, there 
was no bolt on the upper side of it, so that they had to stand 
upon it to keep it down, and this plan being discovered by the 
oflicer below, he ordered two of his men to thrust their bayonets 
through the boards, while the tall grenadier tried to prize open 
the door with his halbert. The manoeuvre compelled Firebras 
and Salusbury slightly to alter their position, to avoid being 
wounded by the bayonets, and in doing so, they necessarilv 
gave admittance to the point of the halbert. The eflorts of the 
assailing party were redoubled, and the trap slightly yielded.

“ Lose not a moment! fly, Sir Norfolk ! ” cried Firebras, ap- 
prehensive lest the baronet’s deliberation, which he well knew 
nothing could shake, should prevent his escape.

But true to his principies, Sir Norfolk would not move an 
inch.

“ 1 cannot leave you in angusto,” he said.
“ B uti am the stronger of the two, as well as the more ac­

tive,” rejoined Firebras. “ My weight will suflice to keep down 
the trap-door tili you have got through the window, and then 
I can make good my retreat. F ly ! ily ! ”

But Sir Norfolk continued immovable.
“ I shall he the last to quit this place,” he said, in a tone of 

unalterable determination. “ But do not, I prav you, tarry with



me. The trifiirciferous myrmidons of the Hanoverian usurper 
shall never take me with life.”

“ I must leave the punctilious old fool to his fate,” muttered 
Firebras, observing that the greater part of the head of the hal- 
bert was forced through theside ofthe trap. “ God protect you, 
Sir Norfolk! ” he cried, rushing to the window.

The brave old Welsh baronet essayed to hew off the head of 
the halbert from the staff—but in vain; and finding that the 
enemy must gain admittance in another moment, and that Fire­
bras hadcleared the window, he turnéd away, andstrode ma- 
jestically towards it. His rctreat was so suddenly made, that the 
grenadier who held the pike, and was prizing with all his force, 
lost his balance, and tumbled off the ladder, causing such con- 
fusion among his comrades, that Sir Norfolk had time to get 
through the window unmolested.

It was a beautifully bright night—the moon being at the full, 
and the sky filled with ileecy clouds. On the left, lay ridges of / 
pointed-roofed houses, covered witlí the warm-looking and 
mellow-tinted tile, so preferable to the cold blue slate—broken 
with Stacks of chimneys of every size and form—dormer Win­
dows, gables, overbanging stories, and other picturesque and 
fantastic projections; and the view being terminated, at some 
quarter of a mile’s distance, by the tall towers and part of the 
roof of Westminster Abbey.

Yiewed thus, the whole picture looked exquisitely tranquil 
and beautiful. The fires in the houses were almost all extin- 
guished, and little or no smoke issued from the chimneys to 
pollute the clear atmosphere. Above the venerable and majestic 
fane hung the queen of night, flooding its towers—seen at such 
an hour to the greatest advantage—with silvery light, and throw- 
ing some of the nearer buildings and projections into deep sha- 
dow, and so adding to the beauly of the scene. On the righf, 
the view extended over other house-tops to the gardens and 
fields of Pimlico. Behind, was Saint James’s Park, with its 
stately avenues of trees, its long canal, and Itosamond’s Pond 
glimmering in the moonlight 5 while in front lay the New Artil- 
lery-ground, and the open and marshy grounds constituting 
Tothill Fields. Butit will be readily imagined that neither Fire­
bras nor his companions looked to the right or to the left. They 
were oniv conscious of the danger by which they were me- 
naced, and were further discouraged by Father Verselyn, who 
at that moment scrambled over the roof they were about to 
cross, to inform them that the door by which they hoped to 
escape could not be got open.

“ Everything seems to have gone wrong! ” cried Verselvn, in 
an ecstasy of terror. “ What will become of us ? ”



“ Jacta est aloa,” replied Sir Norfolk, composedly “ We 
must fight for it, father.”

“ Heaven and all its saints protect u s ! ” cried the priest 
Crossing himself. ’

“ Be composed, father,” rejoined Firebras, sternly. “ You 
ought to be equal to any eircumstances in which vou mav be 
placed. H a! ”

I be lattci exclamation was occasioned by a jovous shout 
announcing that their friends bad succeeded in opening the 
door; and the next moment the good nevvs was confirmed by 
Sii Bulkeley Price, who clambered over the roof to acquaint 
them witb it. On hearing Ibis, the party instantly beat a retreat- 
and their fligbt was accelerated by the officer and the tall grena- 
dier, who, at that moment, sprang out of the window. Even 
Sir Norfolk was urged to a little more expedition than usual * 
and two or three of bis mighty strides brought bim to the top of 
the roof. Cordwell Firebras would not have been much behind 
hím, lf Father Verselyn hkd not caught hold of his coat tails to 
help himself up the ascent, which he feit wholly unable to ac- 
complish without assistance.

By this time, the officer was well-nigh upon them; and, find- 
ing his summons to surrender wholly disregarded, he made a 
pass at the priest, which took effect in the fleshy part of his leg, 
restoring him at once to more than his former agility. Uttering 
a loud yell, and clapping his band to the wounded limb to slanch 
the blood, Father Versel yn bounded over the roof, and madeto 
the door, through which the landlord and Mr. Travers bad 
already disappeared, and thropgh which Mr. Cripps was now 
darting.

Between the two roofs lay a small flat space, used by its for­
mer proprietor as a place for dryingclothes.as was evident from 
the four tall posts at the corners. Here, Firebras and Sir Nor­
folk cameto a stand, resolved to dispute the passage with their 
pursuers- Sword in hand, andcalling to them to surrender, the 
foremost officer dashed down the roof: but his precipitation 
placed him at the mercy of Firebras 5 for his foot slipping, the 
latter struck his sword from his grasp. Sir Norfolk, in the in­
terim, had encounlered another foeman with equal success. 
This was the tall grenadier, who, as he descended, made a thrust 
at the baronet with his halbert, which the latter very adroitly 
parried, and, lounging in return, disabled his adversary by a 
wound in the arm. Ät the same moment, too, the tiles gave 
way under the weight of the grenadier, and hesunk above the 
knees in the roof.

Otherfoes were now at hand. The second officer, carrying 
a lantéi n in one hand, and a drawn sword in the other, appeared



on the roof •, while the tall caps and bayonets of the rest of the 
grenadiers were seen above it. Though Sir Norfolk, whose 
blood was up, would have willingly awailed the advance of these 
new opponents, he yielded to the entreaties of Firebras, and 
followed him through the door, which was instanlly secured 
beliind them by a couple of strong holts.

The house in which the Jacobites had taken refuge was ex- 
pressly hired by them for an occasion like the present, and kept 
wholly uninhahited. The mode of communication between it 
and the Rose and Crown will, it is hoped, he suificiently under- 
stood from the foregoing descriplion. Thatso many unforeseen 
accidents should have occurred at a time when, if ever, things 
ought to have heen in readiness, almost drove the poor landlord 
distracted ; butif he could havewatched Mr. Cripps’s manoeu- 
vres, he would have speedily found out the cause of the delays. 
In the first instance, a penknife, dexterously slipped by the valet 
into the groove of the window, prevented it from moving, and 
had well-nigh, as has heen seen, occasioned the capture of the 
fugitives. This difliculty having heen overcorne by the strenuous 
efiforts of Sir Ilulkeley.and Mr. Travers, Mr. Cripps was the first 
to scramble through the window.

Which way ? 1 hecried to the landlord, 'who was follow ing.
Over the roof, and to the door opposite/’ was the reply.

jNimbly as a cat, the agile valet bounded over the roof, and 
instantly perceiving the door, made towards it. A kev was in 
the lock; he turnéd it, took it out, and dropped it into the Street 
helow. He then began to shake the door vioientlv, and shouted 
to the landlord, who at that moment came in sight.

“ Unlock it—unlock it!” cried the host.
“ Ican’t!” cried Mr. Cripps; “ there is no key. Ton rep! 

we sh all be all taken.”
 ̂ “ No key!” exclaimed the landlord. “ Impossible! I saw it 

there this morning myself. lt  must have dropped down. Look 
about for it.”

Mr. Cripps feigned compliance, and the landlord coming up, 
poured forlh a torrent of imprecations on finding bis Statement 
correct. Father \erselyn, as has heen related, crept hack to 
h irebras, while the others used their cfibrls to open the door. 
Nor were they long in elfecting their purpose. Finding allother 
attempts fail, the landlord steppedback on (he leads,and running 
to give additional impetus to the blow, dashed bis footagainst 
the door, and the lock yielded with a loud crash.

Baulked in bis schemes, Ihe plolting valet would fain have 
praclised some new trick upon them; but the presence of 
Cordwell Firebras, whose suspicions he wasfearful of arousing, 
restrained him. Indeed, he had little opporlunity for further



display of his art. Ordering the others to go down stairs, Fire- 
bras only tarried to lock an inner door,, and then followed 
them.

The house, as already stated, was perfectly empty, and 
opened at the back intő a court, which branched oft*into several 
of those intricate alleys with which Petty France abounds. 
Two minutes had not elapsed before the fugitives found shelter 
in this court, and were rapidly threadingit; and though they 
were noticed by some of the neighbours, who had been alarmed 
by the shouts of the soldiery, and took them fór a gang of house- 
breakers, they effected their retreat without further molestation. 
The officer and his followers succeeded in breaking into the 
garret; but before they couldburst open the inner door, the partv 
had quitted the house.

Guided by the landlord, the priest and Mr. Travers scudded 
Ihrough a labyrinth of passages leading in the direction of the 
New Chapel, which building they skirted on the left, and Cros­
sing Stretton’s Ground, found a secure asylum at a small public- 
liouse in Duck Lane, where the landlord was known, and where 
the unfortunate priest, who had become very faint from loss of 
blood, was enabled to get his wound dressed.

Sir Bulkeley Price, Sir Norfolk, and Firebras, took the oppo­
site direction; and after traversing several narrow passages, 
reached James Street, where, finding they were not pursued, 
they slackened their pace, and entering the Park at the gate near 
the lower end of Rosamond’s Pond, proceeded to Firebras’s 
lodgings. A slight tap against the window speedily procured 
them admittance. The shutters were then closed, and Firebras 
threw himself into a chair, and for some minutes maintained a 
profound silence, which neither of his companions seemed dis- 
posed to break.

“ Well, genfiemen,” he said at lenglh, “ our meetings at the 
Rose and Crown are over. W e must find some other place of 
rendezvous. This is a most unlucky chance.”

“ There never was plot nor conjuration but experienced 
some contrarious accident, Mr. Firebras,” replied Sir Norfolk, 
calmly. “ I am in nowise astonied at it.”

“ In my opinion, treachery bas been practised upon us,” 
remarked Sir Bulkeley; “ and I suspect the landlord is the 
author of it.”

“  My suspicions attach to Mr. Villiers’s gaudily ornate 
serving-man,” remarked Sir Norfolk. “ I own I misdoubted 
Bim ab incepto.”

Firebras said nothing; but rose, and opening a cupboard, 
took out a bottle of rosa solis and glasses, and set them before 
bis guests. Sir Bulkeley quickly tossed off a couple of glasses;



but Sir Norfolk, who was a pattern of sobriety, as he was a 
model of punctilio, declined to drink. They then feil into 
debate, and it was broad daylight before they separated,—Sir 
Bulkeley taking his wáy across the Park to his residence in 
Saint James’s Square, and Sir Norfolk procceding to hislodgings 
in Abingdon Street-

It nowr only remains to inquire after Mr. Cripps. He followed 
the landlord and his party for a short distance, and then Corn­
ing to a halt, held a brief communion with himself.

“ I liave failed this time,” he Ihought; “ hűt it is all owing 
to the had management of that brainless little barher. How- 
ever, I’ll take care he bas the full blame of it with the Jacobites •, 
and the next time I attempt their capture, I’ll make sure work 
of it. It will be no use lodging information against any of 
them, fór no proof can now be obtained of their presence at the 
meeting. No, no 5 I must keep upon terms with them, and 
abide my time. They must all be taken in the fact and then 
my reward will he proportionale. I wonder whether Pokerich 
is in safety. I saw the little rascal among the guard on the 
house-top, and he lookcd almost as much frightened as Father 
Verselyn. By tiie bye, something may he madc of that priest. 
Ile’s a double-dealer, I’ll be sworn, ’Pon rep ! I like these 110c- 
turnal advenlures vastly. They remind me of the romances I’ve 
read, and make me fancy myself a hero. A hero! Egad, the 
heroes of románcé don’t generally betray their friends. But 
that only shews the aulhors of such works don’t draw from 
real life. But I must go horne and get a little rest, or I sha’n’t 
be in trim for Marylebone Gardens and my dear Mrs. Nettle- 
ship to-morrow.”

CII APTER XIX.

M r.. J l 'K E s ’s  NOTIONS OF DOMESTIC IIA PPIN ESS.— TRUSSELL A LITTLE TIIE AVORSE FOR 

W IN E .1— RAITOELPH RECEIVES a  n o t e  FROM FIRECRA S. —  JACOB POST BRINGS INFORMA­

TION TO ABEL.

S h o r t l y  after Hilda’s departure, Abel Beechcroft summoned 
bis butler, and informed him he was going out. “ I shall be 
back in time for dinner,” he said. “ If Miss Scarve should call 
again during my absence, which is not impossible, though I 
think it unlikely, shew her into the library, and take care that 
Randulph does not see her.”

“ 1 was in hopes, sir, that your interview with that dear young 
lady might have altered your views in regard to your nephew,”



replied Mr. Jukes. “ I’ve been pleasing myself ever since she 
went away with the idea of the nice wife she’d make Mr. Ran­
dulph. They seem cut out for each other—just of an age—and 
it’s diflicult to say which is the handsomest. Rless mv heart! if 
the marriage should  take place, what a feast \ve should have, 
and how busy I should be! And then, of course, you’d have 
the young folks to live with you ; and you’d get so fond of your 
new niece, lliat you wouldn’t bear her out of sight for an instant, 
bút would be happier than you’ve been before. And then, in 
due time, you’d have to turn one of the upper rooms intő a 
nursery, and I should see you sitting in your easy chair, not 
with a book before you, blinding your eyes, but with young 
Master Crew on a rocking-hcrse on one side, and young Miss 
Crew on t’other, while the nurse would be bringing you a third 
crowing little bantüng in long petticoals, encouraging the 
growth of its teeth, and cultivating a taste for music at the same 
time with a sil ver rattle.”

“  Heaven forbid!” ejaculated Abel, who had allowed the 
butler to ramble on in his own way. “ Your notions and mine 
of domestic happ iness differ materiali y. l ’ve always treated you 
with great coniidence, Jukes,” he added, gravely •, “ and I. con- 
fess I should be glad to see Randulph well and happily mar- 
ried. But I am in no hurry about it. It is desirable he should 
see something of the world—something more of female society, 
in order that he may understand his own tastes better before he 
takes a stop on which the whole happiness, 01* misery, of his 
future lile will hang. It’s a sad thing for a man to discover, 
when too late, that he hasn’t chosen well.”

“ It must be rather disagreeable, no doubt,” rejoined Mr. 
Jukes ; “ but I don’t consider an old bachclor like you a compe­
tent judge in the matter. Ilowcver, if Mr. Randulph chooses 
Miss Hilda, he’ll choose well—that I’m prepared to maintain.” 

“ Jukes,” said Abel, sternly, “ it is time to check your loqua- 
city. Much as I am pleased with Hilda Scarve—and I assure 
you she has won upon my affection in an extraordinary manner 
—I do not desire, for reasons which it is needless to explain, 
that she should become the bride of my nephew.”

“ Those reasons of yours lie so deep, sir, that I can’t fathom 
them,” replied Mr. Jukes; “ unless—butIshould have thought 
you too old.”

“ Too old for what, Jukes? ” said Abel.
“ At all events, I should have thought her too young,” pur- 

sued the butler. “ But stranger things have happened.”
“ What the deuce do you mean to insinuate, sirrah?” cried 

Abel.
“ Why, I fancy you want to marry Miss Hilda yourself, sir,”



replied the butler. “ And I am sure l ’ve no objection—-none 
on earth—if you can get the lady’s consent. Or.ly I think there’s 
a little too much disparity, that’s all.”

Abel flushed to his very temples, and then became pale as 
deatb. He made no reply, bowever, but walked quicklv towards 
the window, returning tbe next moment with his wonted com- 
posure.

“ I scarcely know whether to laugh at you, or reprove you 
for your stränge suppositiori, Jukes,” he said. “ In any other 
case tban tbis, I certainly should have been angry; but here,” 
be continued, in a sligblly tremulous tone, “ my feelings are 
too deeply interested. No, Jukes, I sball never marry—least of 
all, tbe daughter of—” here bis utterance failed bim.

“ I understand, sir,” resumed Jukes, hastily. “ Don’t say 
anotber word. I see my mistake.”

“ Then repair it,” rejoined Abel, recovering bimself. “ Mind, 
I will have no excuse for neglecting my instruclions.”

With tbis, be proceeded to tbe ball, and taking up bis hat 
and stick, reiterated his injunclions to tbe butler, and went forth.

Mr. Jukes returned to bis pantry, ruminating on what had 
occurred, and muttcring to bimself, “ I almost vvish our quiet 
house hadn’t been disturbed by these young folks. I perceive 
plainly tbat Randulph will fall over head and ears in love with 
Hilda—if he hasn’t done so alreadv—and then my master TI 
quarrel with bim, and then—but no, lie s  sure to pardon bim, 
just as I always overlook tbe faults of my graceless nephew, 
Crackenthorpe. However, it wont do for me to bring ’em to- 
gether; and I bope the young lady mayn’t come back.”

His apprebensions were groundless. At tbe very time he was 
tbinking of her, Hilda was passing the Folly on tbe Thames.

At a little before four o’clock, Abel Beechcroft returned, and 
scemed mucii relievcd to find tbat nothing had occurred during1 
bis absence. Ile sat down to dinner by bimself at the appointed 
time, discussed the meal in silence, and even when the wine 
was placed before bim, evinced so little dispositiori to talk, tbat 
Mr. Jukes look tbe hint, and left bim alone. He continued in 
tbe same mood during the wbole evening; reading as longas 
tbe light permitted, and then repairing to thegarden, wbere he 
remained tili summoned to supper. In reply to his inquiries 
wbether bis brolher and nephew had come back, he was told 
tbat the former had returned about an hour ugo, alone.

“ Alone I ” ecboed Abel, sbrugging bis shoulders, and glan- 
cing triumphantly at Mr. Jukes. “ I told you bow it would be. 
Itandulpb’s career of dissipation bas begun with a vengeance. 
Where will it end, eh?—wbere will it end, Jukes? Teil me 
tbat.”



“ I wish I could,” responded the latter, with something like 
sl groan.

Abel found his brother in the supper-room, and at once 
perceived, from his uncertain movements and flushed looks, 
that he had taken too much wine.

“ So y o u  h a v e  n o t  h r o u g h t y o u r  Charge home with y o u ,” h e  
o b s e r v e d , d r ily . “  W h e r e i s  h e ? ”

“ ’Pon my sóul, that’s more than I can teil!” laughedTrus- 
sell. “ He dined with Sir Singleton Spinke and myself at a 
French ordinary in Suffolk Street, and left us to keep an 
appointment—he! he!—soon after five o’clock. I expected to 
find him here on my return 5 bút I suppose he has been de- 
tained. lo u  must make allowances for young men, sir. It is his 
first indiscretion—h a! ha!”

I hope it will he his last,” replied Abel, sealing himself. 
And as Ilie supper proceeded, he elicited from Trussell, whose 
condition rendered him exceedingly communicative, a full 
account of all that had occurred during the morning, including 
even the glimpse they had obtained of Hilda, at the time of her 
passing the Folly.

“ And did she see Randulph ?” asked Abel, quickly.
“ To be sure,” replied Trussell, laughing; “ she couldn’t 

Help it. Ihe boat was close to us. And, egad! I must say, if I 
am any judge of such matters—which I ilatter myself I am—she 
looked desperately annoyed at seeing him with the prettv actress 
—he! he! Your heallh, brother!” he added, raising a bumper 
of claret, poured out by the butler, to his lips.

“ Tm not sorry for the rencounter,” muttered Abel. “ A glass 
of white wine, Jukes. Brother, I drink to you. And how did 
Randulph behave on the occasion ?”

“ It embarrassed him devilishly,” rejoined Trussell; “ and, 
in fact, he didn’t recover himself during the whole day.” 

“ Indeed!” exclaimed Abel, thoughtfully. “ And is he gone 
to visit the pretty actress, Kitty Conway, to-night—eh ?” &

“ 1’ faith, I can’t say,” replied Trussell, laughing. “ I left him 
to his own devices. But we shall have him back presently, and 
then you can catechise him yourself—ha! h a!”

Trussell continued talking, laughing, and quafiing, during 
the whole of supper. He was in far too jovial a mood to notice 
—or heed, if he did notice them—the grave looks of his brother,
at his boasls of the introductions he should give his nephew__
the sights he should shew him—and the perfect gentleman he 
would make him. Abel’s brow grew dark as the c lo ^  struck 
eleven, and Randulph had not returned. He made no remark, 
I10wcver, but rising, called for a light, and, wishing his brother 
good night, he retired to rest.



“ 1’m afraid Mr. Randulph has displeased his uncle, Mr. 
Trussell,” said Mr. Jukes. “ I wish he had come home before 
Ihe old gentleman went to bed.”

“ I wish he had, Mr. Jukes,” replied Trussell, laughing; 
“ but it can’t he helped. Boys will be bovs. I needn’t teil y o u l  
was just such another at his age.”

“ Youwere a great deal worse than he’Il ever be, I liope,” 
replied the butler, shaking his head.

“ H a! ha! I fear so, Jukes,” replied Trussell, smiling, as if a 
high compliment had been paid him. “ 1 was a sad fellow—a 
sad fellow! I’ve been talking over old timcs and old adventures 
with Sir Singleton Spinke •, and I fear we were terrible rakes— 
h e! h e ! The young men of the present day liave sadly de­
genera ted. They haven’t half the spirit of the beaux of good 
Queen Anne’s days, when I was young— that is, when I was 
a boy, for I’m young still. The bottle’s empty, Jukes. But per- 
liaps you think Fve had wine enough. And, i’ faith, I almost 
think so myself. So Fll e’en seek my pillow.

The m an that is drunk is void o f all care,
I le  n e e d sn c ilh c r  Parthian qu iver nor spear;
The Moor’s poison’d dart h e  scorneth to w ie ld ,
The boltié  alonc is his w eapon and sh ie id .

T oi de ro l.

This world is a tavcrn w ith  liquor w ell stored ,
And into’t I cainc to he drunk as a lo r d ;
My life  is the reck ’n in g , w hieh  freely  I ’ll pay,
And w lien  I ’m d ca d  drunk, then  I’ll stagger a w a y !

T oi de rol.

Sit up for Randulph, Jukes. I ’ll lecture him in the morning. 
Carry the candle, old fellow, and lend me your arm, for I don’t 
feel quite so steady as usual.

I f  I liv e  to be o ld , for I find I go dow n,
Let this he m y fa lc  in a country tow n ;
May i  h ave  a w arm  h ou sc, w ith  a stonc a t the gatc,
And a clean ly  young dam sel to ru b m y bald patc. '

D crry  d o w n ! ”

And singing and laughing in a maudlin manner, he was con- 
veyed up stairs to bed.

Abel’s first inquiry, when Mr. Jukes entered his room on the 
following morning atseven o’clock, was as to the time at which 
his nephew returned overnight, and he received for answer 

“ Oh! somewhere about half pást eleven, oi sir. I
didn’t exactly observe.”



44 You took care not io do so,” rejoined Abel. “ But what 
account did he give of himself?”

441 really didn’t question hím, sir,” returned Mr. Jukes— 
44 He went to bed almost immediately. But if he retired late, he’s 
up early enough ; l'or he’s in Ihe garden already.”

■- 44 The deucehe is !” cried Abel, getting up. 44 Well, come,
that’s something in his favour, at all events. My dressing-gown 
Jukes.”

44 I f  I mighfoffer an opinion, sir,” said the butler, as lie as- 
sisted his master lo put on his morning-robe, 441 should say 
Mr. Itandulph hasn’t been at a gav party. He looks verv 
thoughtful, and as if he had something in his mind. I hope he 
isn’t going to fight a duel.”

441 hope n ot! ” cried Abel, hastily. 44 That may account for 
his getting up so early. I must see bim, and prevent it. Don’t 
let him go out, on any account, tili I come down.”

Having dressed himself as expeditiously as he could, he pro- 
ceeded to the garden, where he found his nephew looking quite 
as pensive as he had been described by the butler.

44 You were late home last night, Randulph?” he said, after 
the usual greeting had passed between them.

441 was, indced, much later thaii I inlended, uncle,” replied 
the young man 5 44 but I was unavoidably detained.”

44 May I ask in what way?” rejoined Ábel.
44 Pardon me, uncle, if I do not ans wer the question,” replied 

Randulph.
441 will not press you,” rejoined Abel, severely. 44 But upon 

one point I require a direct answer. You have not, I trust, an 
affair of honour, so called—but most mistakingly—on hand? ” 

441 have n ot!” replied Randulph, emphatically.
441 believe you,” rejoined Abel. 44And so I am told you saw 

Hilda Scarve yesterday, and under circumstances not very agree- 
able to yourself ? ”

The young man blushed deeply.
441 am not sorry to find you have somé sbame left,” said his 

uncle*,44 and trust the occurrence may prove a wholesomelesson 
to you. And now, while I am lecturing you, let me add that 
there are olher dangers to which you may be exposed, besides 
those arising from pretty actresses, and dissipation. I mean 
political dangers—dangers springing from the secret societies 
and their agents. Your father, I am a wäre, inclined to the Jaco- 
hitecause; and I. am aware, also, that your mother had, and 
still has, the same bias. But she gave me to understand you 
were a stauch Hanoverian. Has she misrepresented you?”

44 Most a ssu r ed ly  n o t ! ” rep lied  R a n d u lp h . 44 But I h a v e  
ír o u b le d  m v se lf  so  l i l t le  a b o u t th e  m a tter , th at it is o n lv  la te ly



that I have discovered her opinions were adverse to my own. 
I am obliged to you for the caulion you have given me. Do 
you Chance to know a gentleman named Cordwell Firebras?” 

“ The name seems familiär to me,” replied Abel, musing. 
c‘Ah ! now I recollect it. It belonged to a person who was 
concerned in the Rebellion of T5 , and had well-nigh involved 
your falher in it. But what of him ?” he continued, regard- 
ing Randulph fixedly. “ Do you know him? Have you met 
him since you came to town?”

“ I must again decline answering the queslion, uncle,” re­
plied Randulph.

“ Your declining to do so is an answer in this case,” rejoined 
Abel} “ and I must warn you against him as a most dangerous 
person. Thirty years have elapsed since this Firebras placed 
your poor father in fearful jeopardy. But if he is the person 
I have heard described, they will not have changed him.”

“ Set your mind at rest as to liis iniluence over me,” replied 
Randulph. “ Ishall never waver in my loyalty.”

“ I am glad to hear it, nephew,” returned Abel 5 “ for rely 
upon it, if, unhappily, another rebellion should break out it 
will end as disastrously as the first. And now let us go to break­
fast.”

And leading the way to the house, they sat down to the well- 
spreadboard. Trusselldid not make his appearance, and the 
meal passed off satisfactorily enough, until, towards its close, 
Mr. Jukes brouglit a note, which he delivered to Randulph.

“ By your leave, uncle,” said Randulph, glancing in some 
confusionat the superscription, and recognising the hand.

He then broke the seal, and read as follows :—

“ I am going to Mr. Scarve; and if I have an assurance of 
regrel from you for your hasty conduct last night, and an un- 
dertaking that you will jóin us, I will engage to procure you the 
hand of his daughter. Your delermination must be speedily 
made; íor to-day he is about to sign a marriage-contract with 
his nephew, Philip Frewin. The bearer will bring you to me, 
if you desire to see me. “ C. F .”

“ You seem agitated, nephew,” observed Abel. “ Are the 
contents of that note secret?”

“ Indeed, sir, they are,” replied Randulph. “ And, what is 
more, I must answer them in person.”

“ Oh, by all means do so,” replied Abel, testily. “ But re- 
member my caution.”

Randulph then hurried out of the room, and found, in the
9



hall, the landlord of the Rose and Crown, who had brought 
him the note.

“ Are you going with me, sir?” asked the landlord.
Randulph replied in the affirmative; and they quitted the 

house together.
Abel was a good deal surprised and annoyed at his nephew’s 

departure, and repaired to his library, where he endeavoured 
to compose his thoughts with a book. But the remedy in this 
instance proved futile; for when Mr. Jukes entered the room 
about an liour afterwards, he found bim pacing to and fro 
within it, with a disturbed air.

“ Weil, is Randulph returned?” he asked, quickly.
“  No, sir,” replied the butler. “ 1 am come to sav that Mr. 

Scarve’s servant, Jacob Post, is without, and wishes to speak 
with you.”

“ What’s his business?” demanded Abel, sharply.
“ I didn’t inquire, sir,” replied Mr. Jukes ; “ but something,

I should fancy, relating to Miss Hilda.”
“ Most likely,” said Abel. “ Shew him in.”
And the next moment Jacob was admilted. He had his crab- 

stick under his arm, and twisted his hat between his fingers as 
before, looking any way but direct at Abel. Seeing his presence 
was desired by neither party, Mr. Jukes retired.

“ Well, friend, what has brought you hither?” asked Abel.
Jacob coughed, and tried to clear away the huskiness that 

\  impeded his articulation.
“ I ’m come to see whether you’ve a Situation for me, sir,” he 

said, after sundry ineffectual attempts at plain speaking. “ Wages 
isn’t an object with me, sir,—they isn’t, indeed. And I should 
like to serve you better than any other genTman I know of.”

“ What! have you left Mr. Scarve? ” said Abel.
:j “ Not yet, sir,” replied Jacob. “ But he’s given me notice. 

And if he hadn’t, I think I should have done the same by him. 
He’s grown worse than ever. He promised to give me a recom- 
mendation to you. But I don’t think he meant what he said.”

“ Well, PH see what can be done for you,” rejoined Abel; 
“ that is, if Mr. Jukes can find you a place,—for I must leave 
the matter entirely to him. But what about your young mis- 
tress ?”

u I was comin’ to her, sir,” replied Jacob; “ but I thought 
I’d settle rny own aflairs first. I’ve no good news to teil you 
about her. Master locked her in her own room last night, and 
he declares he wont let her out tili she consents to marry his 
ne’vy.”

uttered an angry exclamation.
Wilhin ihese few days he’s grown a downright barbareous



domestic tyrant!” conlinued Jacob. “ There’s no bearin’ him. 
Butto be sure he had enough to put him out of bis way yester- 
day ; fór you must know, sir, he was robbed of fourteen thou- 
sand pounds during our absence. However, he took it more 
quietly than one might expect 5 and I can’t help thinkin’ as how 
one Mr. Cordwell Firebras, a stränge gentleman who visited 
him vester-mornin’, kncw somethin’ about it.”

“ Cordwell Firebras! Has he been with him?” asked Ábel, 
in surprise.

“  He was with him twice yesterdav,” replied Jacob. “ And 
a note came from him this mornin’, which I know, from somé 
words let fali by the old fellow concernin’ it, related to your 
ne’vy and his daughter.”

“ Indeed!” exclaimed Ábel.
“ I almost fancy Mr. Firebras advised him to make up a 

marriage between ’em,” pursued Jacob.
“ ’Sdcath!” exclaimed Ábel, furiously. “ How dares he make 

such a proposition? Who commissioned him to interfere?”
“ rI hat’s more than I can teli,” replied Jacob, “ Bút liow- 

somedever I don’t think master’U pay much attention to him, 
or ne is gom’ to sign a marriage counteract with Mr. Philip 

rrewin and his attorney this mornin’.”
“ It must not be,” rejoined Ábel. “ That Frewin is an im­

postor.”
So I thought from the first,” returned Jacob} li but yester- 

day it was confirmed to me.” And he proceeded to detail what 
he had witnessed at the Folly on the Thames.

Abel heard him in silence, and at the close of his narration 
“  ’ ^ u°h as I dislike your master—painful as the interview 

be to me, I will see him myself. Do 110t announce my 
coming, but take care I obtain admittance. Get some refresh- 
home8” as ^ou can> and then make the best of your way

Jacob was not slow in obeying the injunction. Pcpairing to 
the kitchen, in less than live minutes he laid bare a cold shoulder 
ol lamb, despatchcd half a dozcn lettuces, which he plunged 
intő a salt-stand, and then thrust almost whole into his ca- 
]Ricious mouth, disposed of ralher beiter than halfa loaf, and 
washed all down with a large jug of strong ale. He then set oir 
to the stairs by the river side, whcre his boatawaited him, and 
= inS lnto pulled off as swiftly as he could to the opposite



CHAPTER XX.

ABEl ’s  INTERVIEW  TVITH THE M ISER.'— UNEXPECTED APPEARANCE OF RANDULPH AND 

CORDWELL FIR EBR A S.— RESULT OF THE M EETING.

H a l f  an hour afterwards, Abel Beeehcroft set forth ; and 
taking his way beneath the trees of the Bishop’s Walk—his own 
favourite promenade, vvhere he used to pass the greater portion of 
each day, gazing at the broad and beautiful stream flowing past 
it?—proceeded along the Stangate, and Crossing Westminster 
Bridge, directed his steps towards the Little Sanctuary. As he 
approached the miser’s dwelling, a tide of tumultuous feeling 
pressed upon him, and he almost doubted his power ofsustain- 
ing the interview he was a b o u t  to seek ; but stringing himself 
up to the task, he knocked at the door. The s u m m o n s  was in- 
stantlyanswered by Jacob, who was in readiness, and who,with- 
out a word, admitted him.

“ You’re just in time, sir,” said the latter, in a deep whisper, 
as he shut the door •, “ he’s witli him.”

<< ^Vho !— Philip Frewin?” demanded Abel, in the same tone. 
“ Ay, ay,” replied Jacob. “ Philip Frewin, and his attorney, 

Mr. Diggs.” And striding along the passage, he threw open the 
door, and bellowed out,—“ Mr. Abel Beeehcroft I

This unloolced-for announcement, followed by the entrance 
of the old man, whose stern features were charged with a me- 
nacing expressiori, and who did not remove his hat, caused the 
utmost surprise and consternation among the trio. The miser 
was seated at the table, listening to a clause in a legal instru- 
ment which had been drawn up by Diggs, who was reading it 
to him, but who instantly stoppedon hearing the name of his 
visitor. Philip, whose back was to the door, turnéd round in 
some confusion, and the miser, thougli greatly disconcerted, 
made an effort to command himself, and said in a voice of forced 
politeness, though suppressed rage,—“ May I ask to what I am 
to attribute the honour of this most unexpected visit, Mr. Beech- 
croft?”

“ You will attribute it solely to the interest I take in your 
daughter’s welfare, Mr. Scarve,” replied Abel. ‘‘ I would pre- 
serve her from the árts of a scoundrel, to whom you are about 
to consign her.”

-v* “ You arc not perhaps aware in whose presence you stand, 
Mr. Beeehcroft?” cried Philip, rising, and furiously regarding 
him.



“ I believc you are Mr. Philip Frewin, the very person 1 re- 
ferred to,” replied Abel, coldly.

“ Then I am to understand you applied the opprobrious term 
you have just used, to me?” cried Philip.

“ Most distinctly!” rejoined Abel. “ And I am willing to 
repeat it—to strengthen it—if you desire it.”

“ Sir, you shall render me an account for this insolence!” 
cried Philip, clapping his hand to his side, and belraying by the 
movement—for he was disguised in his tattered apparet—that 
he was accustomed to carry a sword.

“ Let the law deal with him, my good sir,” interrupted Diggs. 
“ You have a fair ground of action for defamation. As a Profes­
sional man, I warn you to take heed what you say of my res- 
pectable dient, Mr. Beechcroft.”

“ You and ‘ your respectable d ien t’ will pursue whatever 
coursc you think proper,” replied A bel; “ but do not imagine 
your menaces will prevent me from disclosing the truth to Mr. 
Scarve.”

“ If you have come to defame my nephew to me, Mr. Beech­
croft, your errand will be fruitless,” said the miser, who had by 
this time fully recovered h i s  c o m p o s u r e .  “ I must decline hearing 
anvthing you have to say. After what passed between us, years 
ago, I am surprised vou should come here at all-, and I am still 
more surprised that you have obtained admittance, which you 
cerlainly would not have done if my inclinations had been con- 
sulted. But it seems I am no longer master of my own house, 
or of my own servant.”

“ Mr. Scarve,” said Abel, in a commanding tone, and with a 
look that made the miser quail, “ I have beeil called u p on -so -  
lemnly called upon—to take this step. You well know the opi- 
nion I entertain of you, and the ahhorrence in which I hold 
you, and that riothing would have brought me near you but a 
matter of the utmost urgency. I have been called upon, I repeat, 
by an appeal which I could not resist”—his voice slightly 
trembled, “ to befriend your daughter, and at the sacrifice of all 
personal consideration, I w ill befriend her. She herseif has 
told me she has the strongest dislike to your nephew, and never 
will marry him.”

“ All this may be very true, sir,” replied the miser; “ butI am 
at a loss to understand the right you have to mix yourself up in 
my aflairs.”

“ He has no right whatever, legal or otherwise, to do so,” 
interposed Diggs.

“ I shall assume the right, then,” replied Abel. “ Mr. Scarve, 
if you are deaf to the appeal I have made to you—-if you can 
resist the dying wish of your much-injured wife, for her’s is



the Charge laid upon me, and are determined to force the incli- 
nations of your child—if neither of these instances have weight 
with you, at least exercise the prudence which has hitherto been 
supposed to guide your conduct. You know me too well to 
suppose for an instant that I would deceive you. I therefore in 
your presence, and in his presence, denounce your nephew as 
an impostor—a cheat—a swindler I ”

“ Sdeath! sir, if you go on thus,” cried Philip, fiercely, nei­
ther your years nor my uncle’s presence shall protect you.” 

“ Let him pursue his own course,” said Diggs, taking up a 
pen, and making some hasty memoranda on a sheet of paper. 
“ W e shall have swingeing damages—swingeing damages.”

“ Mr. Beechcroft,” said the miser, “ the opinion you have ex- 
pressed of me is fully reciprocated. You cannot haté me more 
than I haté you. Nevertheless, I am free to admit that you are 
incapable of advancing a deliberate falsehood ; and I therefore 
believe that you think what you teil me of my nephew. But 
you are completely deceived 5 and some one, for a base purpose, 
has practised upon your credulity. Mr. Philip Frewin is a cáré­
iul and a prudent man—far too carefuí to please you—and has, 
in a few years, saved a large sum of money. This, his attorney 
and mine, Mr. Diggs, will I am persuaded, testify to you.”

“ Unless bonds, mortgagcs, and leases, to the tune of twenly 
thousand pounds and upwards go for nothing, I certainly can do 
so,” replied Diggs. “ Mr. Philip Frewin is worth that sum, be- 
sides íifty thousand pounds left him by his father, and which I 
have every reason to believe he holds in his possession. I agree 
with you, Mr. Scarve. Mr. .Beechcroft must be the dupe of some 
designing person. But I can soon convince him of hiserror.” 

“ You will, perhaps, convince my attorney, Mr. Plaskett, of 
Lincoln’s Inn, whom I have instructed to make inquiries on the 
subject, sir,” returned Abel, incredulously. “ Meantime, I am 
satisfied that I have suíhcient warrant for my opinion, and I 
therefore adhere to it. I also give you warning, Mr. Diggs, that 
I shall hold you accountable for your statement. You say that 
Mr. Philip Frewin is wealthy—that you have deeds of his in 
your possession proving him worth twenty thousand pounds 
and upwards. Let those deeds be exhibited toMr. Scarve.’

“ There is some reason in this, Diggs," remarked the miser. 
“ I should like to see them.”

“ If my client permits it, and you desire it, I can have no ob- 
jection,” replied Diggs, readily, yet with a certain uneasiness 5 
“ but I am grieved lo think such a degrading course should be 
necessary to support a character which ought to be above all 
suspicion.”

“ Circumstances seem to render it necessary,” said the miser.



“ And it must be as salisfactory to my nephew, as it will be 
agreeable to myself, tliat his character should be cleared from 
these aspersions.”

“ Undoubtedly,” replicd Philip; “ and I will not rest tili I 
have so cleared it.”

“ And to reduce the charges to a distinet form,” said Abel, 
sternly, “ I declare you, Philip Frewin, to be a ruined spend- 
thrift and debauchee, seeking, under the dísguise of a wretched 
miser, to delude your uncle into giving you his daughter. I 
Charge you also, Mr. Diggs, with assisting him in thecheat. As 
a Professional man, you well know what the consequences of 
your fraudulent conduct will be.”

“ Aware that I have fiothing to fear, I deride your threat,” 
said Diggs, boldly. t  

“ And so do I,” added Philip, with a quavering laugh.
“ May I hope, then, that you will suspend all further negotia- 

tions respecting your daughter’s marriage tili you are further 
satisfied on these points, Mr. Scarve?” said Abel.

“ I will,” replied the miser.
“ Mr. Beechcroft may appear very disinterested in tliis mat­

ter,” said Philip; “ bút in my opinion, the main object of bis 
interference is to obtain my cousin’s hand for bis own nephew, 
Mr. Randulph Crew.”

“ So far from that being the case,” said Abel, “ I would as 
soon consent to her union with yourself as with him.”

“ Hum! ” exclaimed the attorney.
“ Don’t alarm yourself on that score, nephew,” said the miser. 

“ Make good your own case, and Hilda is yours. But come what 
may, depend upon it, she shall never he the wife of Randulph 
Crew with my consent, or with a farthing of mine.”

“ Or of mine,” subjoined Abel.
As these words were uttered, the side door opened, and Hilda 

entered, followed by Mrs. Clinton.
“ Ah! ” exclaimed the miser, darting an angry look at her. 

“ What do you want here?—vvho let you out of your room?”
“ Jacob unloeked the door, and informed me that Mr. Beech­

croft was below,” she replied ; “ and I therefore came down to 
see him.”

“ I trust I have opened your fathcr’s eyes to the trick at- 
tempted to be practised upon him,” said Ábel. “ He has pro- 
mised not to proceed in the matter tili a salisfactory explanatiori 
is given him respecting your cousin’s affairs. And as I know 
that can never be done, the match is virlually at an cnd.”

“ Ifit were not so,” replied Hilda, “ it would make no difie- 
*01100 with me; for I here declare before you, that even if my



cousin should prove to be what he represents himself, I will 
liever wed bim.”

“ After such a declaration, young man, is it possible vou can 
desire to prosecute the match? ”

“ Is my cousin in earnest? ” asked Philip, eagerly catching at 
the opportunity of escaping from the dilemma in which he found 
himself placed.

“ You could scarcely doubt it,” she replied. “ But if you re­
quire a reiterated assurance, take it.”

“ Then, sir, if Hilda retains these opinions,” said Philip to 
his uncle, “ there is an end of the affair.”

“ How so?” cried the miser. “ You have my concurrence. 
Hilda will not dare to disobey me—14 brave my displeasure.”

“ I will not take her on those termSs,” replied Philip. “ I will 
have her by her own free consent, or not at all.”

“ Ah! you are more scrupulous than you were yesterday,” 
observed the miser, suspiciously. “ You shrink from your bar- 
gain. There is somé truth in what Mr. Beechcroft has stated.” 

“ Take care, sir, ” observed Mr. Diggs to Philip. “ Your mo- 
tives will be misconstrued.”

“ I care not,” replied Philip. “ I should be worse than Mr. 
Beechcroft represents me, to pursue a match, when the lady 
expresses so decided an opinion against it. I therefore heg to 
resign all pretensions to her hand.”

“ Nephew! ” exclaimed the miser, in surprise.
“ I am grateful for the good opinion you have entertained of 

me, uncle,” pursued Philip •, “ and though I thus deprive myself 
of all chance of becoming your son-in-law, I will take care that 
you are fully satisiied of my title to that honour. Mr. Diggs 
shall wait upon you with the deeds.”

“ You are hasty, Philip—”
“ Not so, uncle. I wish you good morning.”
And he was about to depart, when the door was again opened 

by Jacob, admitting Cordwell Firebras and Randulph. It 
would be diificult to say whether the new-comers, or those to 
whom they were introduced, were the most surprised at the 
meeting. Amid the confusion, however, Randulph contrived to
approach Hilda.

“ I fear,” he said,—“ indeed, I know 1 must have lowered 
myself in your opinion by my conduct yesterday. But, though 
it may be no exculpation, permit me to state that the Situation 
in which you perceived me was theresult of accident.”

“ No apologies are necessary to me, sir ! said Hilda, haugh- 
tily and distantly. “ It cannot be othcr than matter of indiiTer- 
ence to me who are your associates.”

“  Yet hear mv explanation,” pursued the young man. “ The



lady you saw me wilh was committed to my care by as I live, 
by the very person who Stands Ibere, except tbat he was dif- 
ferently drcssed at the time.”

“ I never saw you before, sir,” said Philip—“ never! ”
“ I am satisfied you are the person!” cried Itandulph—“ 1 

would swear to your voice.”
“ After this, sir, can you longer question the cheat attempted 

to be played upon you? ” said Abel to the miser.
“ If he does doubt i t s a i d  Firebras, “ I will open his eyes.” 
“ It is piain I am tricked by some of you, and trifled with by 

all! ” cried the miser, angrily. “ I would my house were rid of 
y ° u !”

“ You shall be rid of me, at all events, uncle,” said Philip, 
eager toescape. “ Again I wish you good morning. Come, sir,” 
he added, to the attorney. And ttaey leit the house together.

“ I am glad he is gone,” said Firebras. “ Mr. Scarve, I bave 
the pleasure to teil you your nephew is a consummate rascal, 
and it is well you are rid of bim. Mr. Abel Beechcroft, I did 
not expect to meet you here, bút your presence is singularly op­
portune.”

“ Fór what, sir?” demanded Abel, coldly.
“ Whv, to come to some arrangement respecting a matter in 

which the bappiness of your nephew is materially concerned,” 
replied Firebras. “ I hope, sir, ii' these young people,” pointing 
to Randulph and Hilda, “ can understand each other, you will 
throw no obstacle in the way. And you, friend Scarve,” he 
added, turning to the miser, “ I counsel you to place this young 
man in the position of your nephew. He will make her a far 
beiter busband, and—” he whispered a few words in the mi- 
ser’s ear.

“ The condition, I presume, which you annex to the unión is, 
that my nephew should join the Jacobite cause, Mr. Firebras?” 
demanded Abel.

Firebras made no reply.
“ Is it not so, Randulph? ” pursued Abel, sternly.
“ Uncle,” replied Randulph, rushing towards him, and fling- 

ing himself on bis knee before him, “ I love Hilda passionately, 
^pd would sacrifice my life for her ! ”

<*‘But not, I hope, your honour,” replied Abel, coldly. “ Re- 
collect to whom you owe allegiance. Maintain your loyalty un- 
sullied, o r l discard you.”

“ Be not loo hasty, sir,” cried R a n d u lp h ;  “ more than my 
life hangs on your breath! ”

“ Randulph Crew,” said the miser, “ I bave suflered things 
to proceed thus far without interruption, because I bave been 
taken by surprise; but no importunilics of yours, your uncle’s,



or Mr. Firebras’s, shall prevail upon me to consent to your 
unión with my daughter; and I positively interdict you from 
seeing her again! ”

“ And I lay the same injunction upon him,” said Abel.
- Hilda! ” exclaimed the young man, looking at her—“ Hil­

da ! ” But she averted her gaze.
“ Come with me, Randulph! ” cried Abel, authoritatively, 

and moving towards the door.
And, heaving a deep sigh, Randulph followed bis uncle out of 

the room.
“ Hilda,” said Cordwell Firebras, as soon as they were left 

alone—“ you have lost a true lover—you, Mr. Scarve, have lost 
a good son-in-law—and I and the Jacobite cause have lost an 
excellent partisan.”
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T R U S S E L L  B EE GH CRO FT .

CHAPTER I.

T R D S S E L l/s  APPEARANCE AFTER IIIS DERAECII.— IIE  PROCEERS TVITJI R A N D tL PIl TO LADY 

BRABAZOn’ s*— THE PARTY GO TO MARYREBONE CARDENS.

N e i t h e r  Bandulph nor his uncle feit disposed for conversa- 
tion during their walk to Lambeth, wbitber they proceeded on 
quitting the miser’s habitation 5 and, in fact, Abel thought it de- 
sirable to let the events that had just occurred work their own 
effect on his nephew’s mind, without any assistance from him. 
Half an hour saw thern home, and Mr. Jukes looked from onc 
to the other, as if anxious to learn what had happened; but he 
received no information. They found Trussell in the breakfast- 
room, reclining in an easy-chair, sipping a cup of cold green 
tea, to tranquillize his nerves, and reading the fashionable move- 
ments and intelligence in a morning paper, by the aid of a pair 
of spectacles, which he hastily took off on hearing their ap- 
proach. He had on a loose brocade dressing-gown, a crimson 
silk night-cap, Slippers down at heel, and ungartered hose 
hanging loosely about his legs. Altogether, he had a very rakish 
and dissolute appearance. His eyes were red and inilamed, and 
his faee flushed with the previous night’s debauch. An open 
note lay besidc him on the lable, sealed with a coronet. He 
looked up with an air of fashionable languor as bis brother and 
nephew entered the room, and asked, yawningly, where they 
had been, butreceiving no answer, jumped up, and repeated the 
inquiry with real interest.

“ Don’t ask, brother,” rcplicd Abel, significanti y—“ Let it 
sufiiee that all is now right.”



“ I’m glad to hear it,” replied Trussell, “ though I don’t know 
what has been wrong. l ’ve just received a note from Lady Bra- 
bazon, Randulph, inviting us to accompany her to Marylebone 
Gardens this afternoon. You know we are engaged to dine with 
Sir Bulkeley Price.”

“ Go to Marylebone, bv all means,” said uncle Abel, kindly 
—“ it will serve to distract your thoughts.”

“ I ventured to answer for you, Randulph,” pursued Trussell, 
“ because there is a féte there to-day, and you are sure to be 
much amused. You’ll find Marylebone very different from the 
Folly—ha! ha!

“ Only folly under a different name, and in a richer garb— 
that’s all,” laughed Abel.

“ r il now go and dress,” said Trussell. “ Lady Brab, has 
sent us a subscription ticket,” he added, pointing to a silver 
medál, about the size of a modern ivory opera ticket, or “ bone,” 
stamped with designs in bold bas-relief, numbered, and in- 
scribed “ M a i i y b o n e — A d m it  T w o , ” with the date, 1744 .

Abel took up the ticket, glanced at it, and laid it down with 
a smile. Randulph made an excuse for retiring to his own 
room, and on reaching it threw himself intő a chair to indulge 
his reflections. And bitter and crushing they were. Till within 
the last hour, when he fully believed he had lost her for ever, 
he had not known the extent of his passión for Hilda. Now he 
feit—as all who have loved deeply liavc feit on some such occa- 
sion—that his existencehad become a blank to him—and that he 
should never be entirely happy again. Again and again he re- 
proached himself for his folly in respect to Kittv Conway ; and 
he almost resolved, like Uncle Ábel, to forswear a sex that oc- 
casioned him so much torment.

A táp at the door aroused him from his meditations, and 
Mr. Jukes entering, informed him that his uncle Trussell was 
ready, and waiting for him. Randulph said he would be down 
in a moment 5 and making some slight change in his attire, 
which he scarcely thought suitable to the gay scene he was 
about to jóin, descended, and found his uncle in the hall, fuily 
equipped in a snuff-coloured velvet coat, laced ruflles, diamond 
buckles, a well-powdered bag-wig, and a silver-hilted sword. 
Trussell appeared rather impatient, and declared they were be- 
hind tim e; and he proceeded at a rapid pace to the stairs near 
Lambeth Paiaee, where he called a boát, directing the water- 
man to row as quickly as he could to Whitehall Stairs—the 
nearest point to Pali Mail, where Lady Brabazon resided.

As soon as they were gone, Ábel summoned Mr. Jukes, and 
having pártákén of a biscuit and a glass of wine, ordered the 
butlcr to prepare to attend him to Marylebone Gardens. Mr.



Jukes, who was well enough pleased by the proposed expedition, 
made as little delay as was consistent with his dignity; and hav- 
ing delivered full instructions to the under-servant respecting 
dinner, presented himself in a well-powdered bob-major wig, a 
well-brushed brown coat, white waistcoat, and black velvets •, 
and what with his round, rosy face, bis swag paunch, and shape- 
less legs, looked the model of a well-considered, well-fed,and 
most respectable servant.

Attended by the butler, Abel proceeded to Lambeth Stairs, 
where, as luck would liave it, the ferry-boat chanced to be 
Crossing at that moment. Accordingly they got into it, and in 
a few minutes were transported, together with a crowd of pas- 
sengers of both sexes, and 110 less than six horses, in safety to 
the opposite side of the river. At the corner of Abingdon Street, 
they found a coach, which Abel instantly engaged, and got into 
it, while Mr. Jukes with some difliculty clambered up to the box. 
They then drove along the Ilorseferry Boad; passed at the back 
of Buckingham House, and proceeded along Hy de Park Lane to 
their destination.

Meanwhile, Trussell and Bandulph having arrived at Lady 
Brabazon’s, were usliered into a magnificently furnished draw- 
ing-room, wliere they l'ound Beau Villiers, Sir Singleton Spinke, 
Clementina, and her ladyship; by the latter of whom they were 
very graciously received. Lady Brabazon instantly perceived 
Bandulph’s dejection, and exerting all her powers of wit and 
raillery, soon raised his spirits. Whenever Lady Brabazon, in- 
deed—mature coquelte as she was—was determined to please, 
she seldom failed in accomplishing her purpose; and she di- 
rected her artillery with such tact and skill on the present occa- 
sion, that Bandulph, armed as he conceived himself against such 
attacks, wfas not quite proof against her. It was quite evident, 
whether her feelings were interested or not in the conquest, that 
she was determined to captivate the young man. This was so 
apparent, that a slight feeling of jealousy was roused in the 
breast of the beau, and he somewhat abruptlv intimated his in- 
tention of giving up a drive to Biclnnond, which he had medi- 
tated, and of accompanying them, instead, to Marylebone Gar­
dens. This change of plan was not altogether to her ladyship’s 
taste; but she affected to be delighted with it.

“ By the bye, Mr. Crew,” she said to Bandulph, “ you must 
attend my Drum to -morrow night. I have asked the new beauty 
whom Villiers has discovered—I mean old Mr. Scarve the 
miser’s daughter. She’s perfectly charming, Villiers says—but 
I forget •, I needn’t describe her, for you have seen her. As I 
live, I have called a blush to your cheeks! Ha! ha! don’t you 
envy bim his power of blushing, Villiers! Mr. Trussell Beech-



croft, I suspect your nephew is in love vvith Miss Scarve. See 
how he crimsons at the mention of her name.”

“ Your ladyship forgets that my nephew is but nevvlv im- 
porled from the country,” replied Trussell. “ He is not aicus- 
tomed to the raillery of persons of your ladyship’s wit.” 

“ There’s something more than bashfulness in his confusion,” 
replied Lady Brabazon. “ Mr. Crew is smitten by Miss Scarve 
—let him deny it if he can. And so for that matter is Villiers.” 

“ I’faith am I,” replied the beau 5 “ andif her father will give 
her fifty thousand pounds, which I know he can do, I will make 
her a present of my namó and person.”

“ You don’t think it necessary to ask the young lady’s con­
sent?” said Randulph, scarcely able to conceal his displeasure.

“ Assuredly not,” replied the beau, with a self-sufficient 
smile, which Randulph thought perfectly intolerable—“ I fancv 
Fm pretty certain of that.”

“ You see you’ve no chance, Mr. Crew,” laughed Lady Bra­
bazon—“ Your only resource is to get some otlier fair dame or 
damsel to take compassion on you! ”

“ Your ladyship, for example,” said the beau, in a sarcastic 
and significant whisper. “ But the young man doesn’t seem 
disposed to profit by the Suggestion.”

Randulph’s thoughts, indeed, were elsewhere at the moment. 
“ Well, I suspect Miss Scarve wont turn out half so beautiful 

as Mr. Villiers represents her,” said Clementina, who couldn’t 
bear to hear any other beauty spoken of except her own.—“ I’ve 
generally been disappointed in the objects of his admiration, and 
make no doubt she will be like the rest of them—very common- 
place and very vulgär.”

“ She is neither one nor the other,” said Randulph, with some 
vivacity.

“ Didn’t I teil you he was in love with her! ” cried Lady Bra­
bazon, screaming with laughter, and displaying her brilliant 
teeth. “ She has refused him, and that accounts for his de- 
jection.”

Randulph’s cheeks literally burnt with shame.
“ Egad! Lady Brab, I believe you have hit the right nail on 

the head this time,” whispered Sir Singleton Spinke.
“ Your ladyship is a little too hard on my nephew,” interposed 

Trussell. “ Spare him, I entreat of you.”
“ Indeed, I sha’n’t,’” replied Lady Brabazon ; “ he must learn 

to take such matters with indifference.”
“ Well, I hope we shall have an opportunity of seeing this fair 

creature,” said Sir Singleton; “ but I fear her father wont let 
her come. I’m told he watches her like a green dragon.”

“ I’ve asked him to bring her,” said Lady Brabazon, “ and I



know he wont refuse me. Sh ali I confess to you, Mr. Crew ? ” 
she added, laying her small white hand on his arm, “ I’ve an 
admirer in this miser, whose heart is supposed to be fixed on his 
gold. Isnot thata triumph?”

“ A glorious o n e !” laughed Trussell. “ Bút I don’twonder 
at any conquest on the part of your ladyship. Saint Anthony 
himself would not have been proof againstyou.”

“ If Mr. Scarve should propose, I ádvise your ladyship to 
accept him,” said the beau,

“ In that case, it wont do for you to make an öfter to his 
daughter, Villiers,” rejoined Lady Brabazon; “ for I sball re­
quire him to settle all his property on me.”

“ Then I must get beforehand with you,” said thebeau, “ for 
I’m resolved to have her.”

At this moment, a footman entered, and informed Lady Bra- 
bazon that her carriage was at the door. He was followed by 
the little black page, leading the lap-dog by a silken cord.

“ Ishall not want you to-day, Mustapha,” said her ladyship, 
taking the cord from him. “  I will give Sappho an airingmy- 
self.” She then arose, and taking Randulph’s arm, andquitting 
the room with him, proceeded, through a line of powdered and 
richly-habited lackeys, to her carriage.

Clementina was escorted by Sir Singleton, and the two ladies 
being seated, Randulph was requested to take a place beside 
them. Mr. Villiers accommodated the two other gentlemen in 
his gilt chariot—the admiration of the day—and the carriages 
were ordered to drive to Marylebone Gardens.

CHAPTER II.

M RS. N E T T L E SH IP .—-M R . C R irP S  TERSONATES IUS M A STER.— MARYLEBONE GARDENS.*—  

M R. C RtPPS D ETECTED .

B e f o r e  repairing to Marylebone Gardens, it will be needful 
to inquire into the proceedings of another person who proposed 
to visit it—namely, Mr. Cripps. Mr. Villiers, it will be re- 
membered, had intended to drive over to Richmond on the day in 
question—to fulül an engagement of more than a week’s stand­
ing— but had suddenly, from jealousy or whim, changed his 
mind. Caleulating, however, upon his master’s adherence to 
his original plan, the valet had determined to profit by hisab- 
sencc to visit Marylebone Gardens.



Mr. Cripps, it has been shewn, was a very great person in his 
own estimation ; but lie sometimes represented himself as a far 
greater person than he had any title to be considered, and in- 
duing himseif in his master’s clothes, laid claim also to his 
master’s title; in other words, sinking the vulgär name of Cripps, 
he assumed the aristocratic one of Villiers. His displays of this 
kind were chiefly confined to the eastern side of the metropolis, 
where he was pretty certain 110t to meet either his master or his 
master’s friends; his principal places of resort being White Con- 
duit-house, Sadler’s Wells, Iiockley-in-the-Hole, Islington, 
Hogsden, and certain other places of entertainment on the Sur- 
rey side of the water.

One Sunday, when he was so disporting himseif at White 
Conduit-house, he contrived to strikeup an acquainlance with 
a very showy dame who happened to be there, and who was 
dazzled by his brilliant exterior andairy manners—so superior, 
she thouglit, to those of the vulgär Ihrong around her. Having 
attended her duririg her stay, Mr. Cripps called a coach for her, 
led her to it, and was rewarded by a tender look and a tenderer 
squeeze of the hand at parting. He had previously ascertained 
that the lady’s name was Netlleship, that she was the relict of 
a tallow-chandler, and resided in Billiter-square; that she pos- 
sessed a handsome properly, bequeathed to her by her deceased 
spouse, the tallow-chandler aforesaid; and moreover, that she 
was without incumbrances. Fortune thus appeared to have 
thrown a rieh prize in his way, if he could but obtain it. He 
found, however, on furlher inquiry, that Mrs. Nettleship was 
under a marriage engagement to her late husband’s partner, 
Mr. Rathbone, who was at that time in the country collecting 
debts, and settling his affairs. But though this circumstance 
certainly appeared untoward, he determinedto persevere, being 
íirmly persuaded Ihat in lőve matters to dare was generally to 
succeed! With this view, he conlrived to meet Mrs. Nettleship 
as often as he could, and had been exactly half a dozen times 
in her Company prior to the opening of this history, during 
which period he contrived to heighten the agreeable impression 
he had produced on their first acquaintance, and in a great 
degree to obliterate the image of Mr. Rathbonc.

Mrs. Nettleship was a lady ratherbelow the middle size,but 
not altogether destitute of personal attractions. She had a very 
full and very comely íigure, very white and very rounded little 
arms, with pink dimpling elbows; and though she had no neck, 
or at least nőne that was perceptible, írom the wreaths of fát 
above and below it, she had cheeks large and round enough to 
rnake up for the deíiciency. Her eyes were as small as those of a 
Chinese lady, but very black and bright—bright enough, her late



husband uscd tosay, “ lo light acandle at 5” and her nosehad the 
prettiest turnéd up point in the world. It was this feature, in 
especial, that called forth the descriptive powers ofMr. Cripps, 
who appeared in a state of ecstasy whenever he contemplated it, 
or thought of it, and having a slightly turnéd up nose himself, 
contended, reasonahly enough, that no beauty could exist with- 
out such a formaiion, and that Grecian noses, and above all, 
Roman noses, were deteslable, and unendurable. It was not 
diííicult to bring Mrs. Nettleship to his opinion; and though she 
flustered and blushed at his compliments and fine speeches, and 
professed to think them too extravagant, it was evident she 
swallowed them as easily as if they had been slrawberries and 
cream.

Mrs. Nettleship was at an age when, more than any other, 
such compliments are eslimated ; she was exactly forty-five, and 
she therefore knew the full value of her attractions. During 
their interviews, she had oflcn expressed a strong desire to 
visit Ranelagh, Marylebone Gardens, or Vauxhall, in company 
with heradmirer; bút Mr. Cripps constantJv evaded the request, 
under somé plea or other, until an opportunity appeared to 
present itself, in his master’s proposed drive to Richmond, and 
he 1 esolved to hazard a visit to Marylebone Gardens with her, 
fervently praying it might decide his hopes.

So soon, therefore, as the coast was clear, he repaired to his
master’s dressing-room, and with the assistance of Antoine,
the Frencli valet, ransacked the wardrobe, and attired himself
in the richcst habiliments it contained. Thus the embroidered
scarlet coat, the ílowered silk waistcoat, the black velvet
breeches, the pearl-coloured silk hőse, that had decorated the
beau’sown person on the previousdav were now transferred to
his own. To these headded one of his masler’sfinestlacedshirts,
and a point-lace cravat. A pair of large diamond buckles were
fixed to his shoes, and a silver-hilled sword to his side. He
next selecled a large and brilliant ringfrom the beau’s jewel-box,
which he placed upon isis finger; covered his cheeks and chin
with palches 5 pút 011 a full ílowing Ramillies perriwig; thrust a
magnificent gold snuff-box intő his pockot, together with a
íine cambric handkepchief 5 chose the handsomest clouded cane
he could find •, took up a leathcrcd hat which had only been
once before worn by his master, and which he himself had
Prevented him from wearing on that day 5 and having con-
templated himself with great complacency in the large cheval-
giass before him, declared lo Antoine ihat he thought he sbould 
d o !

Receiving a coníirmatory reply from the Frencli valet, he 
went down a back staircase, which he had often traversed

10



before when bent on secret expeditions, and quilled the house. 
A coach was waiting for him at the corner of Spring Gardens, 
intő which he got, and ordered the coachman lo drive for very 
life to the top of Hariey Street, where he had appointed to meet 
Mrs. Nettleship, and where, in fact, he found her waiting for 
him.

Discharging his own vehicle, he handed the ladv out of hers; 
and apologizing to her for having detained her, led the way to 
the gardens. He Iaunched out into an eloquent panegyric on 
her dress, which he designated as ravishing, predicling its eifect 
on the assemblage they were about to join. Mrs. Nettleship 
had, indeed, taken quite as much pains with her toilette as her 
admirer; and it was no slight satisfaction to her to find her 
efforts appreciated. Her gown was of blue and silver silk of the 
richcst description, and inllated almost to the size of a balloon 
by an enormous hoop. She wore diarnond eár-rings, and a 
diamond solitaire, while her neck was encircled by a chain of 
large Orient pearls. Her stomacher was spotted \vith plated 
silver, and thickly studded with Bristol stones. Her sleeves were 
short and wide, tied above the elbow with white satin bows, 
and edged with decp falls of lace. Her cap was of pink silk, and 
from behind it iioated tvvo slreamer-like crimson ribands. Her 
ruddy complexion, which needed no aid of rouge, wasrelieved by 
abundance of patches, while her liLtle fat iingers, rosy as those 
of Aurora, pept from óul a pair of black mittens. A large fan, 
then as indispensable to a lady as a sword to a gentleman, com- 
pleted her appointments.

Marylebone-gardens, it is well known, lay on the eastern 
side of the upper end of the lane bearing the same name—the 
whole of the counlry beyond Hariey Street, which was not more 
than a third of its present extent, being open fields. They were 
of considerable size, and were originally laid out and plantcd at 
the beginning of the last Century, at which time the public were 
gratuitously admitted to them. In one part of the grounds there 
was an excellent bowling-green, which drew many lovers of that 
most agrceable recrealion to it. By degrees, the gardens, being 
very convenienUy situated, rose in repute; and in 1737, their 
proprietor, Mr. Gough, began to demand a shilling for admit- 
tance—this snm entilling the visitor to its value in refreshments. 
But still further improvements were effected. Orchestras, boxes, 
and a thcalre for musical entertainments, were erected vvithia 
them. Besides the main walks, semicircular rows of trces were 
planted, and hedges contrived so as to form pleasing labvrinths 
for those who preferred privacy. Bowers and alcoves were 
built in diiTercnt places ; lamps were fastened to the trees, and 
at night, on the occasion of a fete, CYery part of the garden was



illuminated with mvriacls of Iamps of various colours. The Com­
pany began to improve, and the price of admission was raised 
to five S h illin g s. Féíes of every kind were held here; and the 
place continued in vogue until nearly the end of the Century 
with which its risefcommenced. Malcolm mentions Ihat a few 
Irees, once forming part of Marylebone Gardens, were standing 
at the north end of Harley Street in 1808. But we fear not 
even a stump^of one of them is now left.

Carriages, coaehes, and chairs were setting down their occu- 
pants at the entrance to the gardens, as Mr. Cripps and his 
companion drew near.£|Never had Mrs. Neltleship seen a gayer 
throng—the dresses shegthought magnificent. There was Ladv 
Ancaster, whom Mr. Cripps pointed out to her, in a brocaded 
lutestring sack,! with ruby-coloured ground and white tohine 
stripes trimmedSwith lloss—the Countess of Pomfret, in a black 
satin sack flowered with red and white—Lady Almeria Vane, in 
a scariet unwatered tabby sack—Lady llchester, in a white 
tissue llowered sack. All these ladies wore hoops-, but none of 
them, Mr. Cripps assured his companion, managed this cquip- 
ment with half so much grace as herseif.

Throughout this stage of the business, Mr. Cripps had some 
difiiculty in playing bis part, and it recjuired all bis efFrontery 
to enable bim to go through with it. Idaving affirmed to his 
companion that he was an intimate acquaintance of all the 
ladies of rank he encounlered, and in the habit of altending 
their ronts and parties, he was under the necessity of sustaining 
the character, and'kept constantly bowing and kissing his band 
to them. In most cases he succeeded; for the ladies he ad- 
dressed, deceived by his showy altire, which secmed to mark 
bim for somcbody, returned his salutations. Mrs. Nettleship 
'vas|enchanted. To be altended by so fashionable a person, 
who knew all the beau monde, was supreme felicity. She 
would bave given the world to be introduced to some of the 
fashionable ladies, and intimated as much to her companion; 
but ho was too sbrewd to attend to the Suggestion, contenting 
himself with saving, with a very impassioncd look, “ I hope, 
my angel, that one of thesc days, I shall have the honour of 
inlrodueing you to my fair friends under another namc. ’Twould 
make me the happiest of men—’pon rep! ”

“ Ods bodikins! Mr. Willars, how you do confuse m e! ” ex- 
claimcd the ladv, spreading her large fan beforc her face.

By this time, they had gained the principal avenue leading 
towards the orchestra, and at each step he took, Mr. Cripps 
kissed his hand to some elegantly-dressed person.

“ There’s my friend Lord Eilingham and his countess,” he 
said—“ glad to see you, my lord—that’s the pretty Mrs. Back-



ham—a bride, sweetheart, a bride, Avith tender emphasis— 
“ that’s the rieh Mrs. Draper—I daren’t look at her, for she’s 
determined lo have me, whether I will or no, and I can’t make 
up my mind to it, though she’s promised to sellle sixty thousand 
ponnds upon me, and to die in six monlhs.”

“ L a ! Mr. Willars, you wouldn’t seil yourself to such an 
ojus creature as that!” cried Mrs. Neltleship—“ why, she’s a 
perfect fright, and so dressed! ”

“ Precisely what you describe her, ’pon rep! ” replied 
Mr. Cripps. “ Bul do listen to the music. Isn’t it inspiring ? ” 

And tlicy paused for a moment to Üslen to the lively slrains 
proceeding from the orchestra, which was placed atoneendof 
a large building facing the principal walk.

By this time, the Company had almost entirely assembled. 
The main walk was completely thronged, and presented the 
appearance of the Mall at high lidc, while all the hoxes and 
alcoves were filled with persons discussing howls of punch, 
plates of harn, chickens, salads, and other good things. The 
band in the orchestra was excellent, and the lively airs and 
symphonies added to the excitement and spirit. of the scene. 
Mr. Cripps created a great Sensation. Many persons thought 
they had seen hina before, hut 110 one could teil who he was. 
Meanwhile, the object of this attention continued to dispense 
hows and smiles, flourished bis clouded cane, tapped his 
magnificent snulT-hox, and alter astonishing all the beholders 
with his coxcomhry, glided off with his companion inlo one 
of the side walks.

He had scarcely disappeared, wlien Lady Brabazon and her 
party entered the main walk. Her ladyship led her litlle spániel 
by its string, and was attended 011 one side by the heau, and 
on the other by Trussell. Behind them walked Clementina, 
who had contrived to allure Randulph from her mother, and 
to attach him to her, while 011 the young man's left walked 
Sir Singleton Spinke.

Everyhody whom Mr. Viilicrs encountered told him of the 
prodigious heau who had just becn seen on the walk—Lord 
Eflingham, Major Burrowes, Lord Dvncover, Sir John Fagg — 
all describcd him.

“ Who the devil is he?” cried Viilicrs.
“ Haven’t the least idea,” replied Sir John Fagg. “ Bul 

ril speak to him, if I meet him again, lle’s yourvery double, 
Villiers. LH swear he has employed Desmartins to make him 
a suit precisely like your own.”

“ Has h e!” cried the heau, indignantly— “ Then FII never 
employ a rascally Frenchman again ! and what is more, I wor.t 
pay him his bill,”



The same thing was told him by twenty other persons, and 
ihe beau looked anxiously round for his personator, but was for 
some time unable to discern him.

Meanwhile Mr. Cripps had sought this secluded walk to give 
him an opportunity of making a declaration to the widow, and 
though he was not positively accepted, he was not decidedly 
refused,—the lady only asking lime to eonsider over the pro- 
posal. The audacious valet was on his knees, and rapturously 
kissing her hand, vowing he would never rise tili he received 
a favourable answer to his suit, when two persons were seen 
approaching, wliom, to his infinite morlification and surprise, 
he rccognised as Abel Bccchcroft and his uncle, Mr. Jukes.

“ W e are interrupted, my chariner!” he cried, getting up, 
with a countenance of angrv dismay— “ Letus return to the 
public promenade. You wont refuse me? I shall kill mvself, 
’pon rep, if you d o ! ”

“ TU think of it, Mr. Willars,” said Mrs. Nettleship, twirling 
her fan. “ But it would be a dreadful thing i f i  was to break 
my engagemcnt to Mr. Rathbone!”

“ Oh ! curse Mr. Rathbone ! í ’ll cut his throat!” cried Mr. 
Cripps, glancing anxiously down the walk. But unfortunately 
there was no outiét at the lower end, and he was cornpelled to 
turn and face the intruders. He looked also to the right and 
Jeft, but on neither sidc was there an alcove intő which he could 
retreat. Nothing was Ieft for it but impudence, and luckily for 
hím, this quality seldom deserted him at a pinch. Putting on 
his holdest manner, he strutted gaily, and with affected non- 
chalance, towards Abcl and his uncle, who, as he advanced, 
stepped a little aside to look at him.

“ Whv, as I live!” cried Ábel, “ that’s Mr. Villiers’s valet— 
your nephew, Jukes.” 

j  “ Lord savé u s! so it is,” cried Mr. Jukes, litting up his hands 
in astonishment. “ Why, Crackenthorpe, what are you doing 
here—and in your master’s clothcs?”

“ Trucc to your jests, old fellow,” said Mr. Cripps, waving 
him oíT, “ and let me pass.”

“ What! disown your uncle!” cried Air. Jukes, angrily, “ and 
in the presence of bis worthy master ! The rascal would deny 
his own falher. Pay me the ten crowns you borrowed yester- 
day.”

“ La! Mr. Willars, what’s the mcaning ofall this?” asked 
Mrs. Nettleship.

“ ’Pon my sóul, my angel, I don’t know, unless the old hunks 
has been drinking,” repliedMr. Cripps. “ The rackpunch has 
évidén ti y got intő his head, and made him mislake one person 
for another.”



“ Back punch !” criedMr, Jukes, furiously. “ I haven't tasted 
a drop ! You call him Mr. Willars, ma’am,” he added, to 
Mrs. .Nettleship—“ He’s deceiving you, ma’am. He’s not Mr. 
Willars—he’s Mr. Willars’s gentleman—his valet.”

“ A truce to thjs folly, you superannuated old dőlt!” cried 
Mr. Cripps, raising his cane, “ o r l’ll chastise you.”

“ Chastise m e!” exclaimcd the butler, angrily “ Touch me, 
if  you dare, rascal! Crackenlhorpe, Crackenthorpe—you’ll 
certainly be hanged.”

“ Let him alone, Jukes,” interposed Ábel. “ He’ll meet his 
master at the corner of the walk, and I should like to see how 
he’ll carry it off.”

Taking advantage of the interference, Mr. Cripps passed on 
with his inamorata, who wasas anxious to escape from the scene 
as himself; while Ábel and Mr. Jukes followed them at a short 
distance.

It feli out as Ábel had forcscen. As Mr. Cripps issued intő 
the broad walk, right before him, and not many yards off, were 
his master and Lady Brabazon, together with the rest of the 
party. If the valet ever had need of assurance, it was now. 
Bút though ready to sink intő the earth, ho was true to himself, 
and exhibited no outward signs of discomposure. On the con- 
trary, he drew forth his snuíf-box, took a pinch, in his airiest 
manner, and said to Mrs. Nettleship—“ There’s Lady Brabazon 
—accounted one of the finest women of the day, bút, upon my 
sóul, she’s not to be compared with you.”

With this, he made a profound salutation to Lady Brabazon, 
who looked petriíied with astonisliment, and kissed his hand to 
Trussell, who wasready to die with Iaugbing. As to the beau, 
he grasped his cane in a manner that plainly betokened his 
intention of laying it across his valet’s shoulders. Bút the latter 
divining his intention, and seeing that noíhirig bút a bold 
manoeuvre could now savé him, strutted up to him, and said in 
a loud voice—“ Ah ! my dear fellow—how d’ye do?—glad to see 
you—plenty of Company”—adding in a lower lőne,—“ Fór 
Heaven’s sake, sir, don’t mar my forlune. l ’m about to be 
married to that lady, sir—large forlune, sir-~to-day will decide 
it—’pon rep!”

Mr. Villiers regarded him in astonisliment, mixed with somé 
little admiration ; and at lcnglh his good nature got the better of 
his anger.

“ Well, get you gone instantly,” he said; “ if i  find you in the 
gardens in ten minutes from this time, you shall have the caning 
you merít.”

“ Good day., sir,” replicd Mr. Cripps—“ Pil not forget the



favour.” And, with a profound bow, he moved away with the 
widow.

“ And so you have let him off?” cried Lady Brabazon, in 
amazement.

“ Upon mv sóul, I couldn’t help it,” replied (he beau. “ l ’ve 
a fellow-feeling for the rascal—and cgad, all things considered, 
he has played his part so uncommonly well, that I hope he may 
be successful.”

CIIAPTER III.

A M A N -O F-TI1E -WORLD* S ADVICE ON A MATTER OF THE IIE A U T .— TUE VISIT TO THE

HAYMARKET TIIE A T R E , AND THE SUPPER AFTERW ARDS AVITII KITTY CONWAY. RANDULPII

AGAIN AWKWARDLY CIRCUMSTANCED W ITH IIILDA.

On the morning suceeeding the visit to Marylebone Gardens, 
commemorated in the preceding chapter, as Trussell and Ran­
dulph sat together after breakfast, the latter communicated to 
his uncle all that had occurred at the miser’s the day before, 
and besought him to give him a hope of obtaining Ililda’s hand.

“ I wish I could do so, Randulph,” replied Trussell, who had 
questioned him particularly as to the ladv’s deportment and 
manner during the interview ; “ bút I don’t see how it is pos- 
sible. Were it an ordinary case, 1 should say, Go on—make the 
attempt. Diííiculties, especially in lőve matters, are always to be 
overcome by perseverance. Bút it is not so here. In the first 
place, you have forfeited the lady’s esteem, and though that 
might be set to rights, if you had an opportunity for full oxpla- 
nation, yet as affairs now stand , it is awkward. Then—what is f 
far more important—her father and my brother are averse to 
the match •, and though it would’nt signify displeasing one of 
them, it wont do to offend both.”

Randulph sighed deeply.
“ If, from an over-niee sense of honour, wbich, though I 

applaud, I can scarcely understand,” pursued Trussell, “ you 
had not given your property to your father’s creditors, you 
might have had Hilda for asking.”

“ Were the choice still left me, I would act as I bave done,” 
replied Randulph, cmphatically. “ I was bound to clear my 
father’s memory.”

“ Nay, I am far from meaning to upbraid you,” replied Trus­
sell. “ I tbink your conduct singularly honourable and disinte- 
rested, and not lhe less so because it has been attended with the



present result. But in regard to this union, upon which you 
seem to have set your heart, and about which you have con- 
sulted me, I cannot seriously recommend you to indulge the 
thought of it for a momcnt. The two old gentlemen, who have 
the reins in their hands, set their faces aga inst it so entirely, 
that, even if the Iady’s consent could be ohlained, it would he 
the height of folly to proceed with it. You would ooly wed to 
beggary; and for Hilda’s sake, as well as your own, that must 
never be.”

“ You are right!” cried Randulph, rising, and laking a turn 
round the room. “ Is there no way of acquiring wealth expe- 
ditiously ?”

“ None that I am aware of,” replied Trussell, “ unless you 
choose to have recourse to the gaming-tahle, or the highway. 
You may, if you please, turn Jacohite, and obtain a commission 
from King James the Third. Such things, 1 hear, are now daily 
given away 5 and if he should  come to the throne, your fortune 
will he made.”

Randulph started; for this chance remark hrought to bis 
mind Cordwell Firebras’s proposal, with which bis uncle was 
whoily unacquainted. A mcansof ohtaining Hilda’s band through 
the influence of this person presented itself to him. But he re- 
jected the idea as soon as conceived.

“ Jesting apart, nephcw,” said Trussell, who had noticed bis 
eonfusion, but attributed itto a different cause. “ You mustgive 
11p all idea of Hilda. She is a charming girl, no doubt-, hui she 
is not the only charming girl in the world-, and you must fail in 
love with some one elsc as quickly as you can. It seems impos- 
sibie at present, I make no doubt. But don’t despair. You’Il get 
over your disappointment in time. Why not begin with Lady 
Brahazon? She has given you plenty of encouragement-, and is 
just the woman to initiate you into the ways of the world. It 
would he quite worth your while to devote yourself to her for a 
season; and by this means you will gain a reputation for gal- 
lantry, which is very desirable for a young man.”

“ I have no such ambition, uncle,” replied Randulph. “ Lady 
Brahazon is extremely fascinaling, but my heart is otherwise 
engaged.”

“ Pshaw! ” exclaimed Trussell, “ we don’t live in the days of 
chivalry and eternal constancy. Men are no longer the preux 
Chevaliers thcy used to he. Women like us all tlie hetter for a 
little infidelity. They fancy us hetter worth having when olhers 
are running after us. One success leads to another. JNourish, if 
you please, a secret passión for llilda, but amuse yourself as you 
think proper, in the meantime. i f  it answers no other purpose, 
it will prevent you from doing something desperate. By the bye,



it just occurs to me Ihat we are to meet your lady love at the 
drum to-night. Now let me advise you how to act.” 

liefere the counsel could he given, Mr. Jukes entered the 
room, and delivering Ilim a little perfumed biliét, on a silver 
waiter, departed.

“ From Lady Brab herseif, I declare!” cried Trussell, glan- 
cing at the superscription, and breaking open the note. “ Egad ! 
here's a disappointment. Old Scarve wont allow his daughter 
lo attend her ladyship’s drum to-night if we go there \ and so, 
she prays us to dine with her to-morrow instead.”

“ And thus I shall miss my only chance of seeing Hilda, while 
she will be exposed to the assiduities of that daring imperti­
nent, Beau Yilliers!” cried Randulph.

“ Very true,” said Trussell, gravely.
“ I wont receive the back-word,” said Randulph. “ I’ll go in 

spite of her ladyship.”
“ Poh! Poh ! you mustn’t think of such a thing,” rejoined 

Trussell. “ It would be an unheard of impropriety *, and you 
would only expose yourself to insult. It’s devilish unlucky, but 
it can’t be helped. Pve pointed out to you the remedy for the 
év ii: forget Hilda, and replace her image with Ihat of Lady Bra- 
bazon. If the beau robs you of your mistress, you can soon be 
even with him. Ha! ha! And now, since the plans of the day 
are so entirely changed, suppose we go intő the city, and see 
some of the sights there, and afterwards dine at a coiTee-house. 
YVho knows but we may meet with some adventure that may 
completely divert the current of your thoughts.”

Whatever Randulph might think of the probability of his 
uncle’s notion being realized, he acquiesced in the Suggestion, 
and not long after this, they sallied forlh, and taking a boat at 
the Palace stairs, rowed to the Tower, near which they were 
landed. Conversant with every object of interest in the old for­
tress, Trussell proved an excellent guide to his nephew, and 
they spent some hours in examining its various fortifications, 
and in talking over its historical recollections, as well as in visit- 
ing its armouries and its lions, and such malters as weredhen, 
and much more recently, exhibited to the public. From the 
Tower, they proceedcd lo the Royal Exchange, where they like- 
wise spent some time.

As the day had begun to draw in, Trussell proposed an ad- 
journment to Kivat’s coffee-house, where, he averred, they were 
sure of a good dinner and excellent wine. Randulph assented, 
and to Kivat’s they repaired. Trussell’s assertion was found to 
be well warranted-, tlie dinner was capital, and the claret so 
good that, in spite of his nephew’s remonstrances, hecalled for 
a second bottle. Randulph had already drank more than he was



accustomed to, but he could not resist the bumpers pressed 
upon bim by his jovial uncle, who assured bim that the best 
way of getting rid of care was to down it in the glass. A third 
bottle was called for, and disposed of; and Trussell then ordered 
a coach, and privately instructed the driver to take them to the 
Little Theatre in the Haymarket.

On arriving there, they were shewn, by Trussell’s desire, into 
a box near the stage, and as they entered it, the house was ring­
ing with the applauses bestowedon a song whieh had justbeen 
oxecuted by a female singer. The reiterated cries of encore were 
at length complied with by the fair object of them, who, ad- 
vancing from the wings, whither she had retired, disclosed the 
figure and features of Kitty Conway. She repeated the song 
with infinite archness and spirit, and Randulph, like the restof 
the house, was in raptures with her. Ile applauded vehemently, 
and as Kitty gracefully courlseyed in return for the plaudits, 
she recognised bim, and during the rest of the performance, 
scarcely ever removed her eye from him. In spile of his eflorts 
to avoid it, Itandulph could not be insensible to the witchery of 
bér glancé; neither was he blind to the perfect symmetry of her 
exquisite little figure, displayed to the greatest advantage in a 
pretty peasant dress, or her airy movements, nor deaf to her 
joyous laugh that rung like silver upon his ears. He was, there- 
fore, almost glad when the curtain feil, and hid her from his view.

Trussell, who had noted with secret satisfaction the effect 
produced by the pretty actress upon his nephew, and who had, 
perhapsnotundesignedly, placed him so near her,nowlaunched 
into a rapturous panegyric of her charms and talent, declaring 
both to be unapproachablc ; and while Itandulph was assenting 
to all he heard, an orange-wornan entered the box, as was then 
the custom, and while aflecting to oder her basket of fruit to 
the elder gentleman, süpped a note into the handsof the younger. 
She then withdrew, and Randulph, opening the billet, found, as 
he anticipated, that it came from Kitty Conway, and contained 
an invitalion to him to sup with her after the play.

“ You will go, of course?” said Trussell, as his nephew 
shewed him the note.

Randulph looked perplexed.
“ W hat! afraid of a pretty woman! ” laughed Trussell. “ I 

had a better opinion of you. 1*11 take care of you. Let me see 
where she lives. Oh, close by—at the corner of the Haymarket, 
next to Cockspur-street. ßy the bve, the note is not directed. 
She doesn’t know your name. H a! ha!”

“ Well, I suppose I must go,” said Randulph.
“ Lo be sure you must,” laughed Trussell. “ You’ll forfeit 

all claim to be considered a youth of spirit if you don’t.”



The entertainments of the evening were concluded by the 
“ Mock Doclor,” in which Kitty Conway did not appear 5 and 
this over, thev quitted the house, and repaired to the abode of 
the pretty actress. A footman in a rieh livery admitted them, 
and ushered them intő a small but exquisitely-furnished apart- 
ment, blazing with wax lights and mirrors, where they found 
Kitty seated on a couch, conversing with an old gentleman, 
who, as he looked up at their entrance, proved to be Sir Single­
ton Spinke. An elderly female, probably the fair actress’s 
mother, was likewise present. The old beau seemeda little dis- 
concerted on their appearance, but he instantly recovered him- 
self. As toKitly Conway, she sprang from the couch, and run- 
ning towards Randulph, stretched out both hands to him with 
unfeigned joy, crying—“ Oh ! how very glad I am to see you ! 
How kind in you to come! I had almost given you up. And 
now you must introduce yourself to me in due form ; for though 
I wrote to you, you may have perceived I didn’t know how to 
address my biliét.”

“ Permit me to have that honour, sweet Kitty,” said Sir Sin­
gleton, stepping forward-, “ for both gentleman are parlicular 
friends of mine. I was not avvare they were coming, or I would 
have taken care to apprise you of their names. This is Mr. Ran­
dulph Crew, nevvly arrived írom Cheshire, and with all the 
freshness—in every senso/—of the countrv about him. And this 
is his uncle, Mr. Trussell Beechcrofl.”

“ And his guardian also, I presume,” laughed Kitty ; “ for it 
appears he wont let him stir without him.”

“ I ought to apologise for this intrusion, Mrs. Conway,” said 
Trussell, “ and I can only excuse myself 011 the ground of my 
excessive desire to make your acquaintance.”

“ You are Mr. Crew’s uncle, sir—that is enough form e,” 
replied Kitty. “ I am delighted to see you.”

Trussell bowed, and placcd his band upon his heart—a ges­
ture peculiar to people who have very little heart to be so indi- 
cated.

“ You have got the start of us, Sir Singleton,” he said. 
“ When we had the pleasure of seeing Airs. Conway at the Folly 
on theThames, the other day, I fancied you were* unknown to 
her.”

“ Our acquainlance is only of two days’ date,” said Kitty. 
“ Sir Singleton was good enough to send me—”

“ Hush! hush ! sweet Kitty, I implore you,” interrupted the 
old beau.

“ Nay, I haven’t heen enjoined to secrecy,” she rejoined. “ He 
sent me a suitof diamonds worth live hundred pounds, entreat-



ing a moment’s interview in return, which of course I could 
not refuse.”

“ Of course not,” laughedTrussell. “ Do you hear that, Ran­
dulph ?” he whispered to his nephew, “ Ah , you’rea Iucky dog! 
No diamonds necessary in your case, you see.”

At this raoment, the servant entered the roorn, and announced 
supper. Kitty gave her arm to Randulph, and the old beau and 
Trussell contended fór the elderly lady, who at length feli to the 
Charge of the íormer.

Meanvvhile, the pretty actress led her mostfavoured guest to 
the adjoining chamber, the w.ails of which were adorned with 
several choice painlings, mostoí them relating to theatrical sub- 
jecís. Over the íireplace hung a portrait of Kitty herself in one 
of her favourite characters, and Randulph commented upon its 
resemblance to her with a vvarmth Ihat brought the colour to 
her cheek, and caused her heart to palpitate against his arm. A 
round table stood in the middle oí the room, loa.led with cold 
chickens, cold ham, cold tongue, lobsters, patés, jellies, and sa- 
lads. There were several sorts of wine on the table ; ratafia, rosa 
solis, and usquebaugh on the side-board; and champagne in ice 
in the beaufet. As soon as the others made their appearance, 
Kitty dismissed the attendant.

“ We can wait upon ourselves just as well,” the presence of 
a servant is always a restraint.”

“ I’m quite of your opinion,” said Trussell. “ Allow me to 
olTer you a wing of a chicken.”

“ Thankye,” replied Kitty. “ Pray takccare ofyourself. Have 
you ever seen me play Flóra in the opera before, Mr. Crew?”

“ Tm almost ashamed to confess Ihat this is the first time Pve 
ever been in a theatre in London,” replied Randulph.

“ I told you he was fresh from the country, Kitty,” laughed 
the old beau—“ very fresh!”

“ Ilike liirn all the better fór it,” she replied. “ How singular 
I should be the íirst actress you have seen.”

“ Singularly delighíful! ” rejoined Randulph, gallantly.
And Trussell, who sat next him, nudged Ilim in tokén of his 

cntire approbatíon.
“ By the bye, Sir Singleton,” he said, “ I haven’t yet inquired 

how we chance to see you here to-night. I thought you were 
engaged to Lady Brab’s drum?”

“ S o lw a s ,” replied the old beau. “ In fact, Tve been there 
fór a couple of hours; bút I prefer a supper with Kitty Conway 
to all the parties in the universe.”

“ You Háttér me,” rejoined the fair object of the compliment; 
“ such a pretty spcech deserves a glass of champagne. Will you 
jóin me and Mr. Crew in one ? ”



“ With thegreatest pleasure,” replied Sir Singleton.
Andspringing up with an agility perfectly youthful, he took 

a boltle from the ice-pail, and poured its foaming contents inlo 
Kitty’s glass.

“ A thousand thanks, Sir Singleton,” slie said. “ Fm con- 
cerned to give you so much trouble.”

“ Ron’t say a word,” replied the old beau, bowing. “ I’m 
cncbanted to be yourslave.”

“ I see no reason Why we shouldn’t follow their example, 
madam,” said Trussell, taldng the bottle from Randulph, and 
assisting the elderly lady.

“ Nor I ,” she replied, returning bis bow.
“ Apropos of Lady Brab’s drum, Mr. Crew,” said Sir Sin- 

gleton, “ old Scarve the miser, and his daughter, Ililda, were 
there.”

“ I understood they were expectcd,” said the young man, 
setling down his glass.

“ Ihope the wine is not too much iced foryou?” remarked 
Kitty, anxiously.

“ Not in the least,” he replied.
“ It sometimes gives one a pain in the heart,” said Kitty— 

“ and Ifeared that such might be the case with you.”
“ She seemed to be greatly admircd,” resumed Sir Singleton *, 

“ bút fór my part, I agree with Clementina Brabazon in thinking 
her beauty over-rated. One thing, pcrhaps, might be against 
her—she was decidedly out of spirits.”

Randulph finished his glass.
“ Who are you speaking of ? ” asked Kitty, who in her anxiely 

about Randulph, had not caught the previous remark.
“ Hilda Scarve,” replied Sir Singleton. “ She is considered 

very beautiful. Bút she wont bear a comparison with some one 
I could point out.”

“ I accept the compliment, Sir Singleton,” rejoined Kitty, 
smiling. “ I liave heard of this fair creature beforc, Give nie 
some ratafia, Mr..Crew, and pledge me. I can play the hosless, 
you perceive.”

“ To perfeclion—as you play everything eise,” relurned Ran­
dulph.

“ Why, you have only seen me in one part, and can’t therc- 
fore judgc,” she replied. “ However, I accept the compliment, 
as i have just done Sir Singleton’s .”

Trussell had feit some uneasiness about his nephew during 
the latter part of the conversation, but he now hoped the danger 
was past. Ile was mistaken.

“ I forgot to say, Mr. Crew,” remarked Sir Singleton, with 
alittle covert malicc, “ that Yilliers paid the miser’s daughter



very marked attention, and devoted himself to her almost ex- 
clusively during the whole time I remained.”

“ Indeed!” exciaimed Randulph, turning pale.
“ And how did slie receiye his attentions?” interposed Trus- 

sell, adroitly.
“ Why, coldly enough, I must say,” replied Sir Singleton. 
“ Was her father with her?—did he sit near her?” asked 

Randulph, breathlessly.
“ N o •, he was at cards, and thereby hangs a tale, which I will 

teil you anon. Siie was attended by Sir Norfolk Salusburv, who, 
I believe, is a relation of hers”

“ Sir Norfolk is her cousin on the mother’s side,” remarked 
Trussell.

“ He is a stiíT, punctilious old fellow,” laughed Sir Singleton. 
“ He didn’t seem in the least to approve of Yillier’s attentions 
to Hilda, and I sliouldn’t wonder if they fight about her to-mor- 
row. But now for the story I promised you. Old Scarve, who,
it seems, is a capital whist player ”

“ He was always so reputed,” observed Trussell.
“ And witli reason, as you will find,” rejoined Sir Singleton. 

“ Well, he sat down to cards, in the early part of the evening, 
with Sir Bulkeley Price, and in less tlian an hour won twelve 
thousand pounds of him.”

“ Twelve thousand pounds, Sir Singleton ! ” exciaimed Trus­
sell. “ You amaze me.”

“ It amazed cvery body eise, too, I assure you,” replied Sir 
Singleton. “ Sir Bulkeley had had too much w ine; and he went 
on losing and doubling his bets, unlil his losses amounted to the 
sum I’ve mentioned. I tried to stop him, but it was of no avail. 
You should have seen the old miser rise from the table after his 
success. I never beheld such fearful exultation. His eyes literally 
blazed, and he walked like a young man. Sir Bulkeley got up at 
the same time, with a very flushed face, and said, ‘ You shall 
have your winnings to-morrow, Mr. Scarve.’ To which the 
miser replied, with a bitter sneer, ‘ The mortgage will do as 
well, Sir Bulkeley.

“ A home thrust! and just like him,” said Trussell. “ Well, 
I’ve lost some money in rav time, but never anything like 
this.”

“ I wish I could have such luck as the miser,” said Kitty; 
“ I’d leave off acting, and lake to gaming. But you’ve been 
talking so hard, tliat you’ve forgottén to eat, genfiemen. For 
my own part, I should be glad of some champagne.”

Her glass was instantly lilled by Randulph, and Sir Singleton 
challenged the elderly lady. The convcrsation then became very 
livelv. Kitty presently volunteered a song, which she exccuted



so charmingly, tliat it quite ravished her audilors. In fact, her 
sprightliness, beauty, and accomplishments, coupled with her 
winning manners and good-nalure, made her almost irresistible 
—and so Randulph found. The champagne circulated freely, 
and its effects began to he slightly manifest on the two elderly 
gentlemen. Again Kitty poured forth her clear and melodious 
voice in song, when the door opened, and a young man entered 
the room. It was Philip Frevvin. Ile looked surprised and an- 
noyed atseeing the party, and a flush of anger rose to bis cheek 
as he recognised Randulph. Kitty Conway carelessly motioned 
Ilim to a chair, vvhich he took almost mechanically. Sir Sin­
gleton and Trussell slightly acknowledged bis presence, but 
Randulph stemly regarded him.

“ I believe, sir,” he said, “ you are the person I saw at Mr. 
Scarve’s, and whom I previously met at the Folly on the 
Thames. May I ask the ineaning ol' the masquerade attire you 
assumed yesterday ? ”

“ You are under somé mistake, sir,” rejoined Philip, with 
great eíTrontery. “ 1 know nothing of Mr. Scarve”

“ Not know him ! ” cried Randulph, in amazement. “ I un- 
derstood you were his nephew, Philip Frewin.”

“ I am no relation to Mr. Scarve, and my narae is not Philip 
Fruin,” replied the other.

Kitty Conway here hurst intoa loud laugh, which she conti- 
nued in spiteof Philip’s angry looks.

“ Will you oblige me with your real name, tlien ? ” demanded 
Randulph, after a pause.

“  No, sir, I will not,” replied Philip. “ What the devii is it 
to you what I am called? I am not accountabie to you for my 
actions. liow  comes this impertinent fellovv here, Kitty ? ” he 
added, turning to her.

‘‘ He comes by my invitation,” she rejoined; “  and if  you do 
n otlike  his Company, you can leave the house.”

“ It is for him (o leave, not me,” replied Philip. “ If he wont 
go quietlv, I shall be under the necessity of turning him out.” 

Kitty uttered a faint scream, and Randulph sprang to his feet, 
while the rest of the party regarded each other in dismay, as if 
in expectation of a scene.

Under the iofluence of excessive passión, which supplied him 
with a courage foreign to his craven nature, Philip slrode to- 
wards Randulph, apparentlv with the intentiori of carrving his 
threat into execution’, but before he could reach him, Kitty 
Ihrew herseif between them. Under her shelter, Philip became 
so violent in his manner and offensive in his language, that at 
last Randulph lost his patience, and snatching Sir Singleton’s  
clouded cane from him, he pushed Kitty aside, and began to lay



it with considerable energy upon Philip’s shoaldcrs. Roaring 
lustily, the Iatter made for the door, and Randulph pursued him, 
Kitty following closely after t'nem, to see tliat no mischief en- 
sued.

In this wav, they hurried along the lobby, where Philip got 
open the street-door, and darted out with such rapidity that he 
ran against a tall man who chanced to be passing at the time, 
and who instanlly caught hold of him. Before his captor, walked 
two other persons, preceded by a link-boy, and the latter hearing 
the nőise, turnéd round, and threw his light full upon the party. 
The persons in advancc were the miser and his daughter, who 
were returning from Lady Brabazon’s, and the tall man was no 
other than Jacob Post.

At this moment, Randulph rushed forth; but on seeing the 
miser and his daughter, he halted in dismay, which was not di- 
minished as Kitty Conway carne up and caught hold of his arm. 
It was an embarrassing S i t u a t i o n  certainly, and Randulph was 
so confounded that he could not utter a word.

Jacob, meanwhile, having discovered the prize he had caught, 
lost no time in announcing his good luck.

“ Look here, s ir !” he cried, triumphantly 5 “ look at your 
miserly nephew! I have him fast enough. Look at the clothes 
he has on. Mayhap he’ll deny himselfnow. Look at him, Isay, 
s ir ! and satisfy yourself that it’s him, for he’ll outswear me after- 
wards if you don't.”

“ What! Philip ! ” cried the miser, “ is it really you? ”
“ It is, s ir ,” replied Philip. “ And if you will Order your ser­

v a n t  to release m e, 1 will explain how 1 came to be here, and in 
this dress. I havebeen put in perilo f m y l i f e  by Randulph Crew, 
who Stands there with his m istress .”

“ Release him, Jacob,” said the miser.
“ I’d rather you’d let me take him to Saint James’s Round- 

house,” replied Jacob; “ Fm sure it’s the fittest place for him.” 
“ f)o as I bid you, rascal!” cried Scarve, authoritatively. 

“  Now then, what is the meaning of all this, Philip ? ”
“ Do not inquire furlher, father,” cried Hilda, trembling vio- 

Icnlly. “ Comeaway, 1 beseech you.”
Seeing that Randulph wasunable tospeak, Kitty Conway ad- 

vanced towards the miser.
“ I can explain what has happened in a moment,” shc said.
“ Father ! ” said Hilda, in a determined tone, “ if you will not 

accompany me, 1 will walk l'orward by myself.”
“ i ’m ready to go wilh you,” said Jacob.
“ Well, well, Fm coming,” replied the miser—“ some other 

time, nephew—some other time.”
As the miser and his daughter moved off in one direction,



Philip, fearfulof the consequences of remaining, ran off in the 
other. At this moment, Trussell and Sir Singleton appeared at 
the door.

“ Well, have you got rid of him ? ” cried the former.
“ Look where he runs,” laughed Kitty. “ Who do you think 

chanced to he passing at the very time we cameforth?”
“ Perhaps the miser and his daughter,” said Trussell.
“ A good guess,” replied Kitty.
“ Thedevil!” exclaimed Trussell—“ and Iheysawyou with 

my nephew? Why, this is worse than the Folly on the 
Thames! ”

“ Far w orse!” groaned Randulph. “ My hopes are now  
utterly destroved!”

“ I don’t understand you,” said Kitty, “ but come inlo the 
liouse.”

“ N o,” replied Randulph, bitterly; “  and I would I had never 
entered i t !”

“ ForHeaven’ssake, Randulph, considerwhatyou are about,” 
cried Trussell*,—“ this rudeness to a pretty woman, who has 
shewn you so much kindness! I blush for you,”

“ I am no longer master of myself,” cried Randulph.
And murmuring some apology to Kitty, he bade her good 

night, and walked off with his uncle.
“ Well, here’sa  pretty conclusion to the supper,” said Kitty 

to the old beau. “ I don’t know whether to laugh or cry $ but 
perhaps Fd better laugh. Randulph Crew is an odd young man, 
but he’s very handsome, and that makes up for a thousand sin- 
gularities.”

“ He has very bad taste, Kitty,” replied Sir Singleton, “ for 
he’s blind to your attractions, and adores Hilda Scarve.”

“ So it seems,” she replied, in a tone of pique. “  And now, 
good night, Sir Singleton.”

“ Not just yet, sweet Kitty,” he cried, following her. “ I’ve 
a great deal to say to you. I shall make you another handsome 
present to-morrow.”

“ Then keep what you have to say tili then,” she rejoined, 
slapping the door unceremoniously in his face.

f t



CHAPTER IV.

R A S D L L P Il’ s  C A R E E R  O F C A IE T Y .— A B EL’ s  R E M A R K S l'P O N  IT  TO M R . J I K E S .

R a n d u lp h 's  reflections on awaking tlie next morning wer© 
not of the most enviable kind ; and biltcrly did he reproach him­
self for his imprudence. Fate seemed determined to place an 
insurmountable barbetweenhim and theobject of his hopes,and 
he, at last, in soine degree, consoled himself, as inany others 
have donc before bim, by thinking tliat he was ralher the victim 
of necessity than of his own misconduct.

Throughout the early part of the day, he continued in a state 
of deep deprcssion, from which Trussell in vain tried to rouse 
him. As to Abel, having ascertained from Mr. Jukes the cause 

f his despondency, he forbore to question him about it, and 
cven feigned not to notice it.

It required some little persuasion to induce him to dine with 
Lady Brabazon t’nat day; but once in the atmosphere of her Iady- 
ship’s wit and pleasantry, hesoon revived. Drvining, with true 
feminine tact, the cause of his dcjeclion, slie speedily dissipated 
itby her line powers of raillcry*, and, to his own surprise, he 
passed a very agreeable evening, and quitted the house more 
han half in lovc with its fair mistress.

Satisfied of the impression she had produced, Lady Brabazon 
did not fait to improve it. She included him in all her parties for 
a monlh to come, and took care to involve him in such a round 
of gaicty and fashionablc dissipalion, that he could not by any 
means extricate himself from it. The effect of this was soon 
manifest in his habits, in his attire, and in his manners; and 
hough the change was mightily appröved of by Trussell, it was 

viewed in a very different light by his more sagacious andfar- 
sighted uncle.

“ Well, Jukes,” said the latter, one day to his butler, “ my 
tirst opinion of Randulph is fully borne out by bis conduct.”

“ Why, he is rather gay, to he sure,” replied Mr. Jules. “ But 
I don’t givc him up yet. Young men, as Mr. Trussell savs, will 
be young men.”

“ But there’s no occasion fór them to be young rakes,” cried 
Abel, sliarply. “ My nephew is a sad dissipated dog. I^ady Bra- 

y bazon seems to have got him completely into her toils.”



“ A h ! she’s a dangerous woman! ” said Mr. Jukes, lifting up 
bis hands—“ a dangerous woman! ”

“ And the pretty actress, Kitty Conway?” pursucd Abel 
“ Hesups with heroccasionally, eh?”

“ I fear he does, sir,” replied Mr. Jukes.
11 F ear—you linow  he does, sirrah,” cried Abel. “ Why at- 

tempt to equivocate? What masquerade were they talking of at 
breakfast this morning? ”

“ What, haven’t you heard of it, sir?” replied the hutler. 
“ It’s a grand masquerade to be beid at Tlanelagh on Thursday. 
All the world is going there ; and, amongst others, my graceless 
nephew, Crackcnthorpe Cripps.”

“ What? in hismaster’s clothes, as before?” said Abel.
“ No, sir,” replied Mr. Jukes; “ as harlequin.”
“ Harlequin! ” echoed Abel; “ that will suit him exactly. 

And I hope the silly widow be is paying bis addresses to will go 
as Columbine.”

“ Precisely what sbe means to do, sir,” laughed Mr. Jukes.
“ Get me a domino before Thursday, Jukes; I’ll go to this 

masquerade myself,” said Abel.
“ Why, sir, you’re becöming as great a rake as your nephew,” 

returned Mr. Jukes, laughingly. “ If I might be permitted, I 
sbould like to go with you to Ranelagh. I wish to have an eye 
on Crackcnthorpe. Ah, sir! our nephews are sad plagues to us 
—sad plagues ! ”

“ My nephew shall not plague me much longer,” replied Abel.
“ Pli give bim another month, and then ”

“ You’Il give him another after that,” interrupted the buller. 
“ ]No I wont,” rejoined Abel; “ I wont give Ilim a day, nor 

an hour longer. Pve spent nearly a hundred pounds upon him 
already—upon bis dress—bis amusements—bis proiligacies. 
No, Pli pack bim off into the country. By the bye, his mother 
has written to say she is coming to town. Pve endeavoured to 
dissuade her from the step, bút she says sbe is uneasv about 
Randulph.”

“ Well, I hope she’il come,” returned Mr. Jukes ; “ Pm sure 
she’s wanled just novv.”

“ Pve no wish to sce her,” said Abel, sternly. “ There has 
beeil a coolness between us for years.”

“ Then the sooner it is got rid of the better,” rejoined the 
buller. “ Don’t let the grave close over it. Her presence, I  
think, is very desirable. And on her son’s account, as well as 
yours, Pm glad she’s coming.”

“ Don’t calculate upon it,” cried Abel, “ for I don’t think it 
bkely. II' I can hinder it, I will.”



“ While we’re on confidential matters, sir,” said Mr. Jukes, 
“ may I ask how Miss Scarve is getling on ? ”

“ Well enoagh, for aught I know,” rejoined Abel, testily  ̂
“ I’ve neilher heard from her, nor seen her, since my visit to 
her father. And now.I wish to be aloncw Take care to get me a 
domino before Thursdav.”

CHAPTER V.

RANDULPII RECEIVES A LETTER FROM IIIS  M O T1IER.— ITS EFFECT IP O N  I1IM. —  IIIS COO» 

RESOLUTIONS DEFEATED BY TRUSSELL.

R a n d u l p h ’s mother had only written to  bim twice since his 
arrival in town,—for in those days ladies, especially country 
ladies, were neilher so active nor so exacting in llieir corres- 
pondence, as at present,—when one day, just as he was sallying 
forth on a pleasurable expedition wilh Trussell, a letter was de- 
livered to him by Mr. Jukes, bearing her superscriplion. GJan- 
cing atit wilh some misgiving, he would haye broken the seal, 
but Trussell, noticing his reluctance, and guessing the cause, 
advised him to put in his pocket, and read il on his return at 
night.

“ Good advice,” he said, laughingly, “ is all the better for 
keeping,—its chief recommendation being that it is just as ef- 
fectual a monlh aflerwards as at the moment given.”

“ If it had been a biliét from Lady Brabazon, or Kitty Conway, 
he would have opened it without hesitation,” remarked Abel, 
who stood by.

“ To be sure,” replied Trussell, “ and he would have done 
quite right, because such a note would require immediate atten­
tion, and as a man of breeding he could not leave it a moment 
unanswered.”

“ And I am to infer, therefore, that a mothcr's letter is to be 
put aside ? ” rejoined Abel.

“ Not exactly, sir,” laughed Trussell ; “ but when one knows 
that it contains a lecture, one nalurally feels indisposed to read 
it. T h a tl suppose you can understand.”

“ I understand no such thing,” replied Abel, tartly, “ but 1 
perfectly understand how excessive addiction to pleasure injures 
the best principies, and chilis the wärmest afiections. Filial 
lőve and duty have little iníluence when dissipation has obtained 
thesw ay.”



“ I acknowledge the justness of your rebuke, uncle,” said 
Randulph, “ and will read the letter instantly.”

“ On no account,” rejoined Abel j “ pursueyour first impulse. 
It will ‘ keep,’ as my brother says, lill to-night, and you may 
possibly be then in a better frame of mind for its perusal. When 
yon have possessed yourself of its contents I shall be glad to be 
made acquainted wilh them.” And turning away, he retreated 
to the library.

1t was late when Randulph returned, after a day spcnt in 
gaiety, as usual, and on retiring to his own room, his first bu­
siness was to take out his mothcr’s letter. Opening it, he eagerlv 
scanned its contents, which ran thus : —

“ My d e a r  Son,—The accounts I have received of your 
mode of life havegiven me inexpressible uneasiness. A mother’s 
hopes are perhaps seldom fulfilled, and my expectations, I now  
feci, were too sanguine ever to he realized. Still, I did not an­
ticipate such complete disappointment as I have experienced. 
With your generous nalure and quick impulses, I should not 
have been surprised at your being led intő slight indiscretions; 
but that you should have plunged so deeply into dissipation, and 
connected yourself with persons so very prolligate, grieves me 
to the heart. Your conduct, I believe, is mainly attributable to 
bad advice, and therefore, in somé degree, to be excused. Your 
uncle Trussell is not without principle, and has a kindly dispo- 
sition 5 but the enjoyment of the moment is all he cares for, and 
he is utterly reckless of consequences. I thought I had suf- 
ficiently guarded you against him, but I now see my error, and 
leel that I ought never to have inlroduced you to society so 
dangerous. My reliance was in your uncle Abel. I persuaded 
myself you would discern the good that lies beneath tlie surface 
of that excellent man, and anticipated mucii írom your intro- 
duction to him. Not the least, therefore, ofm y afiliction is the 
knowledge that vou have forfeiled his good opinion. Let me 
hope it is not too late to regain it.

“ In your first letter you spoke of Hilda Scarve in terms of the 
highest admiration. I have been informed from another source 
that she is as highly-gifted as beautiful, and I confess it .would 
have delighted me to see you uniled to her. 1 am aware there 
are obstacles in the way, but they might, perhaps, have been 
removed. lfcre again your misconduct, or, to give it its mildest 
term, your imprudence, has been prejudicial to vou.

“ On another point—namely, your interview with the mys- 
terious individual beneath the cloisters of Westminster Abbey, 
I do not deem it prudent to write.

“ in conclusion, my dear son, 1 beseech you to pause in your



lieadlong career, to abandon the worlhless society you have 
formed, and to place yourself nnder the guidance of your uncle 
Abel. He can savé you. And that he may do so is the fervent 
prayer of

“ Your most affectionate mother, 
r “ S o p h ia  C r e w .”
f  C, ‘ f ■ * *

Randulph read this letter over and over again, and each time 
with fresh self-reproaches. He thought his mother viewed his 
indiscretions in too serious a light, but he could not disguise 
from himself that her fears were well grounded. What chiefly 
affected him, however, was the passage referring to Hilda, and 
its re-perusal caused him to pace his chamber with agitated 
steps.

At last he became calmer, and sought his couch ; but he could 
not sleep, and in the morning arose feverish and unrefreshed. 
His uncles were al the breakfast-table before bim ; but though 
both noticedhis dejccted and haggard appearance, neilher com- 
mented upon it. On the contrary, Trussell was livelier than 
usual, and raltled away about the masquerade to be given at 
Ranelagh on the following day, dilating upon the amusement 
to be expected at it. All at once, Randulph broke silence.

“ I do not intend to go to the masquerade, uncle,” he said.
“ Not go !” exclaimed Trussell, laying down a piece of broiled 

.harn which he was conveying to his mouth. “ Not go!—why 
not, in the name of wonder?” 

j- Abeleyed his nephcw narrowly.
“ I have been too much at such places of late,” replied Ran­

dulph.
Trussell burst intő a derisive laugh.
“ I see how it is,” he said; “ you have received a dose of 

-good counsel from your mother, and are labouring under its 
effects.”

“ I trust I shall profit by the advice I have received,” replied 
Randulph; “ and as the first step towards it, I mean to abstain 
from the masquerade atRanelagh.”

Abel fastened his grey eyes upon him, as if he would read his 
sóul, but he made no remark.

“ Well, well, do as you please, my dear boy,” said Trussell 
— “ do as you please. I shan’t attempt to persuade you. But a 
moment’s rellection will convince vou that your mother is not 
in a condition to judge of your conduct. She can only learn 
what you are doing by report 5 and report alvvays exaggerates. 
Iler alarm is quite natural. You are a devilish handsome fellow 
—very much liked by the women—very much courted by per- 
sons of quality. People in the country are terribly afraid of



prelty women and great folks; but you know that both are per- 
fectly harmless. M y  only uneasiness about you,” he added, 
with a dry cough, and a side glancé at his brother, “ is, that your 
means are rather inadequate to your expenses. But you maybe 
richer one of these days.”

“ I see little prospect of it,” muttered Abel.
“ I think there is every prospect of bis making a good match, 

sir—but that is neither here nor there,” replied Trussell.
“ I hope you don’t allude to Beau Villiers’s cast-off mistress, 

Lady Brabazon,” said Abel. “ I would rather he married Kitty 
Conway than that worthless woman. There is at least some 
honesty about the actress.”

“ Do not be apprehensive on that score, uncle,” rejoined 
Randulph 5 “ I am not likely to be so duped. My eyes are 
opened to my folly.”

“ Howlong will they continue so?” sneered Abel. “ Sätiely 
begets loathing, but with a fresh appetite you will begin anew.” 

“ I hope he will,” said Trussell, “ for 1 cannot, for the life of 
me, discover the herm he has committed.”

“ It would surprisemeifyoudid,” observed Abel, contemptu- 
ouslv.

The conversation here dropped, and the party continued 
their breakfast in silence. At its close, the elder uncle quitted 
the room.

<;You were somewhat rash in forming the resolutiori you 
have just announced, Randulph,” observed Trussell, as soon 
as they were alone *, “ I didn’t like to say so before my brother; 
but I feit quite sure of your going to the masquerade, notwith- 
standingyour declaration to the contrary.”

“ You are mistaken, sir,” replied Randulph, with the air of a 
person who has come to an unalterable determination.

“ No, I am not,” rejoined Trussell, smiling; “ and when I 
teil you that Hilda Scarve will be there, I rather fancy you will 
acknowledge the correctness of my remark.”

“ Ah ! that alters the case, indeed,” exclaimed Randulph. 
“ But are you sure of what you teil me?”

“ As sure as we are now sitting together,” replied T r u s s e ll .  
“ She is going there under the escort of her relation, Sir Nor­
folk Salusbury.”

“ Then of course I must go,” cried Randulph. “ I wouldn’t 
lose the Chance of meeting her for the world.”

“ But you forget—you have been t.00 much at such places of 
late,” jeered Trussell.

“ One more visit can make no diflerence,” rejoined Randulph. 
“ But thcre’s no knowing what it may lead to,” pursued



Trussell. “ Recollect, your eyes are now open to your folly— 
lia! ha!”

“ Laugh as rauch as you please, uncle,” replied Randulph. 
“ I do not go to seethe masquerade—bat to meet Hilda.”

“ Well, I’m glad of your determination, on whatever plea you 
put it,” rejoinedTrussell, seriously.

At this juncture, Ahel re-appeared.
“ Well, Randulph,” he said, regarding him—“ still of the 

same mind?-^No masquerade to-morrow, eh?”
“ I fear you will have little coniidence in me in future, when 

I teli you I have decided upon going,” replied Randulph, 
colouring with shame.

“ I expected as much,” replied Abel, coldly. “ I knew you 
would not be proof againstyour uncle’s powers of persuasion.” 

“ Indeed, sir, I have not persuaded him,” said Trussell. 
“ Have I, Randulph?”

“ You have not,” was the reply.
“ Then let me give you one piece of advice, Randulph,” 

observed Abel. “ Don’t boast of your good resolutions until you 
have given them a trial.”

CHAPTER VI.

THE FAIR THOMASINE’ s  VISIT TO HILDA.'— HER MYSTERIOL’ S COMMCNICATION.— IS ÍVHAT 

IVAV , AND BY W IIOM , THE ATTEM PT TO CARRY OFF IIILDA AVAS PREV EN TED .— 'TIIE MISER 

BUr.IES H IS TREASUUE IN TIIE  CELLAR.

D u r i n g  all this time, the miser continued to lead precisely 
the same life as before. Notwithstanding his application to 
Abel Beechcroft, Jacob Post had not quitted his master’s ser­
vice 5 for with all their bickerings and disagreements, the porter 
was strongly attached to him. A word, moreover, from Ililda, 
had turnéd the scale, and decided Jacob upon staying. Things, 
therefore, wenton in their usual way. Diggs had contrived, by 
producing deeds and olher documents, which appeared re- 
gularly executed, to convince the miser that his nephew’s ac- 
count of his circumstances was correct. But the project of the 
alliance was dropped, or suffered to remain in abevance, and 
Hilda endured no furlher annoyance respecling it.

But it must not be imagined she was perfectly tranquil. On 
the contrary, she was haunted by the recollection of Randulph, 
who had made a much deeper impression on her heart than she 
had at first supposed; and though she made the strongest efforts



to banish bis image írom her thoughts, they were unsuccessfui. 
The very jealousy she had experienced increased the ilame; and 
her casual encounter with him, as she was returning from Lady 
Brabazon’s tended to keep italive. She saw nothing of him, and 
heard nothing of him, except that her father now and then 
told her, with a bitter sneer, that he had become excessively 
dissipaled. But she now began to find excuscs for him, and 
blamed herseif for having acted harshly towards him on their 
last interview. Her solitary life, too, contributed to foster her 
passión. She had little to dwell on besides him, and his image 
being most frequently presented to her imagination, insensibly 
became linked with her aífections,

One morning, when her father was from honié, and she was 
sitting in her own room, Jacob tapped at the door, and in- 
formed her that the mercer’s daughter from over the way, Miss 
Thomasine Deacle, was below, and begged to speak with her.

She instantly came down stairs, and found the young lady in 
question awaiting her, and very finely dressed, being attired in 
a red and yellow damask gown, with a red salin stomacber, 
crossed with ribands of the same colour, great bunches of ri- 
bands at her ruííles, and a pretty little fly-cap similarly be- * 
dizened. She was gazing round the room with the greatest curi- 
osity, but 011 seeing Hilda, rushod towards her, and wringing 
her hands, exclaimed, in tones of the deepest commiseration,
“ And is it in this miserable place that loveliness like yours is 
immured! What a marble-hearted tyrant your father must be 1” 

Hilda looked at a loss to comprehend the meaning of this 
address.

“ I bég pardon,” pursued the fair Thomasine; “ but I am so 
horror-stricken by the sight of these naked wails, and this 
desolate apartment, that I may, perchance, have expressed my- 
self too strongly. Oh! how can you exist here, MissScarve?”

“ I contrive to do so, stränge as it may appear,” replied 
Hilda, srniiing.

“ This is a moment I have for months sighed for,” cried the 
fairThomasine, falling intő a theatrical attitűdé. “ 1 have longed 
to commune with you unrestrainedly—to form a striet friend- 
ship with you. You will soon understand me, as I understand 
you. Yes, Hilda Scarve and Thomasine Deacle, however dispro- 
portionate their rank, will be constant and attached Iriends. 
From this moment 1 devote rnyself to you. W e have both maiiy 
feelings in common. W e both love, and have both been disap- 
pointed ; or rather, our aífections have been betrayed.”

“ I must beg you to ccase this absurd strain, Miss Deacle, if 
the interview is to be continued,” replied Ililda, somewhat 
haughtily. “ 1 have neither loved, nor been disappointed.”



“ Nay, fear me not,” rejoined the fair Thomasine. “ Your 
secrets will be as secure in my bosom as in your own. I am a 
woman, and know of what a woman’s heart is composed. I 
deeply sympathize with you. I know how tenderly you love 
Randulph Crew, and how unworthy he has proved of your 
regard.”

“ Really, Miss Deacle,” cried Hilda, blushing, “ I cannot 
suffer you to talk in this wav.”

“ I only do so to shew you that you may have entire confi- 
dence in me,” replied the fair Thomasine. “ Ah! Mr. Crew is 
very handsome,—very handsome, indeed. I do not wonder at 
bis inspiring a strong passión.”

“ You are mistaken in supposing he has inspired me with 
one,” rejoined Hilda, somewhat piqued. “ I hope you do not 
come from bim.”

Oh, no,” replied the fair Thomasine ; “ bút if I can do 
aught to forward the affair—if I can convey any message to 
him—command me.”

“ It is time to put an end to this nonsense,” said Hilda. “ If 
you have nothing eise to speak about to me, except Mr. Ran­
dulph Crew, I must wish you a good morning.”

“ One object in my coming hither, Miss Scarve, I will 
frankly confess, was to make your acquaintance, and, I trust, 
to form a lasting friendship with you,” replied the fair Thoma­
sine, somewhat discomposed. “ But my chief motive,” she 
added, assuming a mysterious look, and lowering her voice to 
those deep tones in which fearful intelligence is announced in 
a melo-drama, “ was to inform you that an attempt will be 
made to carry you off to-night!”

“  Carry me off!” exclaimed Hilda, alarmed.
“ Ay, carry you off !” repeated the fair Thomasine. “  Dread- 

ful, isn’t it? But it is what all heroines, like ourselves, are sub- 
ject to. I may not teil you who gave me the intelligence, but 
you may rely upon it. Most likely, you have some suspicion of 
the hateful contriver of the base design. Our sex are seldom 
deceived in such matters. I was bound to secrecy, but I could 
not keep the matter from you. Whatever happens, I must not 
be implicated. Promise me I shall not be so.”

“ You shall not,” replied Hilda.
11 And oh, Miss Scarve,” pursued the fair Thomasine, “ to 

appreciate my regard for you—to understand me thoroughly— 
you must know—though I tremble to mention it—that you are 
my rival—yes, my rival! Your matchless charms have estranged 
the affections of my beloved and oncc-devoted Peter Pokerich. 
Still, Ifeel no resentment against you—but, on the conlrary, I 
admire you beyond expression. A time may come when I may



be useful to you ; and then forget not your humble, but faithful 
friend, Thomasine Deacle.”

“ I will not—I will not,” replied Hilda, who began to enter- 
tain some doubts as to her companion’s sanitv. “ I am greatly 
obliged by your information, and will not fail to profit by it. 
Good morning.”

“ Farewell!” exclaimed the fair Thomasine, pathetically. 
“ I fear I am imperfectly understood.”

Hilda assured her to the contrary, and, summoning Jacob, 
he ushered her to the door.

As soon as the fair Thomasine had departed, Hilda acquainted 
her aunt with the intclligence she had received. Mrs. Clinton 
was inclined to put little faith in it, but recommended that their 
relation, Sir Norfolk Salusbury, should be consulted on the 
subject. To this, however, Hilda objected, and Jacob Post was 
summoned to the Conference.

“ Don’t say a word about it to any one—not even to master,” 
said the porter, on being appealcd to ; “ leave the affair to me, 
and PU warrant you, Master Philip Frewin—for Tve no doubt 
it’s h im -shan’t wish to renew the altempt. Go to bed just as 
usual, and think no more of the matter. You shall hear all about 
it next mornin’.”

“ But had you not better have some assistance, Jacob?” said 
Hilda. “ Such attempts are always made with sufficient force 
to ensure their execution.”

“ I wantno assistance, Miss,” replied Jacob—“ not I. Haifa 
dozen of ’em may come if thcy choose—but tliey slian’t go back 
as they came, Pli promise ’em.”

“ I think you may rely upon Jacob, niece,” observed Mrs. 
Clinton.

Hilda thought so loo,and it was therefore resolved that no­
thing should he said to the miser 011 the Subject, but that the 
porter should keep watch in his own way.

Shortly afterwards, Mr. Scarve came home. The day passed 
off' as usual, and Hilda and her aunt retired to rest early- a  
signal of intelligence passing between thern and Jacob as they 
withdrew.

It so happened, on this particular night, that the miser, who 
was busy with his papers and accounts, signified his intenlion of 
silting up late, and ordered Jacob to place another farthing candle 
before him, to bc lighted when the first was done. This ar- 
rangement not suiting Jacob at all, he declined obeying the 
order, hoping his master would go to bed-, but he was mistaken. 
The miser continued busily cmployed until his candle had burnt 
inlo the socket, when, iinding Jacob had neglected to provide 
him with another, he werit grumblingly to the cupboard for it.



Hearing him stir, Jacob, who was on the alert, entered the 
room.

“ Do you know it’s eleven o’clock, sir? ” he said. “ It’s time 
to go to bed.”

“ Go to bed yourself, you careless rascal! ” rejoined tlíe miser, 
angrily. “ I told you I was going to sit up, and ordered you to 
get me another candle. But you neglect everything—every- 
thing.”

“ No I don’t,” replied Jacob, gruilly. “ You’re growin’ waste- 
ful, and it’s my duty to check you. You’re hurtin’ your eyes 
by sittin’ up so late. Come, go to bed.”

“ What the devil’s the meaning of this, rascal?” cried the 
miser, sharply and suspiciously. “ You’ve some object in view, 
and want to get me out of the way. I shaii sit up late—perhaps 
all night.”

Seeing bis master resolute, Jacob, after muttering a few in- 
audible words, withdrew.

In another liour he partly opencd the door, and popped his 
head into the room. The miser was still hard at work.

“ Pást twelve o’cíock, and a cloudy mornin’?” he cried, mi- 
micking the hoarse tones of a watchman.

“ What! still u p !” cried the miser. “ Get to bed directly.” 
“ No, I shan’t,” replied Jacob, pushing the door wide open, 

and striding into the room; “ it’s not safe to leave you up. 
Them accounts can just as well be settled to-morrow. Come,” 
be added, marching to the table, and täking up the candle, ‘ III 
see you to bed.”

“ Set down the candle, rascal!” cried the miser, rising in a 
fury—“ set it down instantly, or I’ll be the death of you.” 

Jacob reluctantly complicd, and looked liard athim, scratch- 
ing his head as he did so.

“ I see you’ve somelhing on your mind,” cried the miser, 
fiercely. “ Confess at once that you inlended to roh and murder 
me. Confess it, and H l forgive you.”

“ I’ve nothin’ to confess,” rejoined Jacob. “ It’s merely 
regard for your welfare as keeps me up. II' you’d be advised 
by me, you’H go to bed—but if you wont, you must take the 
consequences.”

“ What consequences, sirrah?” cried the miser, angrily. 
“ x\re you master here, or am I ?”

“ You are,” replied Jacob—“ more’s the pitv. If anythin’ 
happens, it’s not my fault. I’ve warned you.”

“ Stay, rascal!” vociferated the miser, who feit somewhat 
uneasy—“ what do you mean?—what do you apprehend?”

“ I shan’t teil you,” replied Jacob, doggedly. “ I can be as



close as you. You’ll know, if you’ll stay up long enough.” So 
saying, he disappeared.

The miser was seriously alarmed. Jacob’s mysterious conduct 
was wholly incomprehensible. He had never acted so before, 
and after debating with himself what it would be best to do, 
Mr. Scarve resolved to fetch his sword, and rem a in on the 
watcb. Accordirigly he crept up stairs, and possessed himself 
of the weapon, and as he passed the ladies’ chamber, on his 
return, he heard thcm stirring within it, while the voice of 
Mrs. Clinton, issuing from the keyhole,- said, “ Jacob, have they 
been here?”

“ Not yct,” replied the miser, in a whisper, which he tried to 
make as like the porler’s gruiT voice as possible.

Fully satisficd that he had discovered a plot, but fearful of 
being subjectcd to further interrogations, which might lead to 
bis discovery, if he stayed longer, the miser hurried down stairs, 
muttering as he went—“ flere’s a pretty picce of work! That 
rascal Jacob is at the bottom of it all. U l discharge him to-mor- 
row morning. But first, to find out what it means. llow  luckv 
I chanced to sit up! It’s quite providential.”

Itesuming bis seat at the table, he placed the svrord before 
bim, and went on with his accounts. The door was left parlially 
ajar, so that, being very quick of hearing, he could delect the 
slightest sound.

One o’clock, however, arrived, and the house remained 
undislurbed. Anotherhalf hour passed by—still, no one came. 
His second candle liad burned low, and he was calculating with 
himself whether he should light a third, or remain in the dark, 
when footsteps were distinctly heard on the stairs. He snatched 
up the sword, and rushed to the door, where he encountered 
Jacob, with his crabstick in bis hand.

“ Oh! Tve caught you, rascal, bave I?” he cried, seizing him, 
and placing the sword at his throat.

“ Leave g o !” said Jacob, dashing him off—“ Bon’t you hear 
’em ? They’ve come to carry off your daughter.” And snatching 
the candle from bim, he darted up stairs.

The miser’s house consisted of two stories, exclusive of the 
attics. His own bed-room and that of his daughter lay on the 
second floor. The attics were wholly unoccupied, and filled 
with old lumber, which no one but himself would have har- 
boured. The doors were kcpt constantly locked, and the Win­
dows boarded up. But it was evident that the parties who had 
gotinto the house, had effected an entrance írom the roof. I11- 
deed, Jacob soon after found this to be the case. On reaching 
the landing, he perceived three masked figures descending the 
stairs. The foremost of them, a slighlly built person, rather



gaily attired, and provided with a lantern, turnéd to his com- 
panion, and said, “ Ton rep! we’re discovered, and had hetter 
beat a retreat.”

The person behind him, however, who was a stout-built fel- 
low, seemed to he of a different opinion.

“ No, curse it, no ! ” he cried, “ we wont go back emply- 
handed. ile  is hut one man, and we’ll carry her off in spite of 
him. Lead us to Miss Scarve’s chamber directly, sirrah!” he 
cried to Jacob, “ or we’ll cut your throat.'”

“ Oppose us not, my good fellow,” said thefirst Speaker; “ we 
mean you no harm, ’pon rep! Our business is with your young 
mistress. Conduct us to her chamber, and you shall have a 
crown fór your trouble.”

“ You shall have a cracked crown fór yours ! ” cried Jacob, 
bringing down bis crabstick with such force, that if it had hit 
its mark, it would have more than realized the threat. As it was, 
a quick spring saved the party against whom it was aimed. He 
let fali the lantern, and ran up the stairs. The person behind 
him, uttering a tremendous oalh, drew his sword, and made a 
thrust at Jacob, who parried it with his crab-stick, and in his 
turn dealt his assailant a blow on the arm that disabled him. 
Howling with pain, and venting the most terrihle imprecations, 
the fellow turnéd and íled, and the third person, seeing the fate 
that had attended his companions, followed theirexample. Dart- 
ing up stairs, thev passed through an open door in the attics, 
scramblcd over a heap of lumber, and got through a small dor- 
mer window.

It was fortunate for the fugitives that Jacob, who was close at 
their heels, got cntangled in the lumber, or they might not have 
escaped so easily- When he extricated himself, they weregone, 
nor could he discover anv trace of them. It appeared probable 
that they had passed over to the roof of the adjoining house, 
and dropped upon sorne leads, whence they had gained a pas- 
sage which was concealed from view. Thinking it unnecessary 
to pursue them further, Jacob fastened the window, and des- 
cended to the lower part of the house, where he found the miser, 
together with Hilda and her aunt.

“ Well, have you secured them ? ” cried Mr. Scarve. “ Hilda 
has told me what it all means.”

“ N o,” replied Jacob, “ bút I have fairly routed them.”
“ Who was the leader?” cried the miser—“ ItandulphCrew?” 
“ More Iikely your nephew,” returned Jacob. “ Bút I can’t 

swear to any one. There was three of ’em, and they was all 
masked.”

“ I owe vou a thousand thanks for ray preservation, Jacob,’’ 
said Hilda.



“ You may now rest in safety,” replied Jacob. “ I’ve fastened 
the windovv, and I warrant mc they wont make a second at- 
tempt.”

Repeating her thanks, Ililda then retircd with her aunt.
“ IJaveyou no idea who it was?” said the miser.
“ Not the least/’ returned the other; “ and I’m onlv sorry I 

couldn’t identifv Mr. Philip Frewin.”
The miser made no reply, and whatever his suspicions might 

be, he kept them to himself. The attempt, however, alarmed 
bim on anolher account. If his liouse, which he had considered 
securely barricaded, could bc so easily entered, other equally 
lawless characters, and whose aim might be plunder, could 
obtain admission. Ile had large sums with him, for with the 
true avarieious spirit, he lovcd to see and to handle his gold, and 
not cven the loss of interest could induce him (o part with it. 
Resolving to hide his treasure where it could not be discovered, 
on the following night, when he concluded all were at rest, he 
crept stealthiiv down stairs with two heavy money-bags on his 
back. With someeffort, for the lock was very rusty, he opened 
the door of an old disuscd wine cellar. Thcre was nothing in it 
but an empty barrel, which lay in one cornei*.

Having looked anxiously round, to see Ihat he was not 
watched, he laid down the bags, and crept up stairs for two 
more. These were heavier than the first, and he laid them down 
with as liltle noise as possible. 11c had to go back a third time, 
and returned equally laden. Ile then repaired to a small coal- 
hole adjoining, where was deposited a scanty supply of fuel—  
which, scanty as it was, he intendcd should last for many 
months to come—and provided himself with a shovel and an 
old broom. A fourth ascent supplied him with a box, in which 
he placed the bags, and he then commcnced operations upon the 
lloor of the cellar.

With great diiiiculty—for he worked with the utmost caution 
—he got out a few bricks, and then his task became easier. 
Having made a hole suilicienlly deep to .hold the box, he de­
posited it within it, and covering it over with earth, reslorcd the 
bricks, as well as he could, to their placcs—jumping upon them, 
and pressing them down with his feet. Lastly, he swept all the 
loose earth together, and tossed it into the empty barrel.

More than an hour was thus employed; and when all was 
over, he leaned against the wall in a complete state of exhaustion. 
While thus resting himself, his eye wandered to the door, which. 
was slightly ajar, and he thought he pcrceived some one behind 
it. Instantly darting towards it, he threw it wide open, and 
heheld Jacob.



“ Villain!” he shrieked, raising his shovel—“ Pli murder 
y o u !”

“ No you wont,” replicd Jacob, dauntlessly.
“ What have you seen, rascal?” cried the miscr, trembling 

with fury. “ Teil me what you’ve seen!—speak!”
“ Put down the shovel, and Lhen I will, but not otherowe.,” 

answered Jacob. “ Well, then,” he added, as the request was 
complied with, “ I’ve seen you bury a box.”

“ You have,” screamed the miser. “ And you know what it 
contains?”

“ I can guess,” replied Jacob. “ Some one always sees these 
things 5 and it is well for you, and thosc to come after you, that 
you were seen by an honest inan like me.”

“ An honest man !” cried the miser, ironically. “ Such a one 
would be asleep in his bed at this hour, and not prying into his 
master’s affairs.”

“ And what should his master be doing, eh?” retorted Jacob. 
“ Shouldn’t he be in bed, too, instead o’ creepin’about his house 
as if he was doin’ some guilty deed, and afraid o’ being detect- 
ed? Which is worse, him as buries money, or him as looks 011 
while it’s buried? I teli you what it is, sir— in myopinion, he who 
acts so deserves to be robbed. Nay, I’m not goin’ to rob you. 
Don’! be afraid! But, I repeat, you deserve to be robbed. What 
was money made for?—not to be buried there. Spend it, and 
give yourself comfort. You haven’t many years to live *, and then 
you may he put where you’ve put your gold. But I preach to a 
deafear.”

While Jacob was speaking, the miser remained Ieaning 011 
the shovel, as if considering what he should do. At length, he 
groanedout—“ Well, you’ve bafiled my design, Jacob. Dig up 
the ehest!”

“ No I wont,” was the surly rcplv.
“ You wont?”
“ N o,” replied Jacob, “ Pli not be art or part in anythin’ of 

the sort. Ile as hides may lind. Since you’ve buried the trea- 
sure, e’en let it rest. The secret’s safe with me.”

“ Will you swear it?” cried the miser, eagerlv.
“  I will, if thal’Jl content you,” replied Jacob.
“ Pli trust you, then,” rejoined Scarve.
“ Only because you can’t help yourself,” muttered Jacob. 
The miser took no notice of the remark, but, quitting the 

cellar, locked the door, andfastened the padlock outside.
“ You’ll never enter this place without my leave, Jacob,” he 

cried—“ nor betray my secret.”
“ Pve sworn i t !” replied the porter, grullly. And he turnéd



oft' intő liis own room, whilc Ihe miser went up stairs willi a 
heavy heart.

Some days afler this occurrence, Sir Norfolk Salusbury called 
upon Hilda. The Welsh baronet was rather a favourite with the 
miser, for Ihough they had few qualities in common, yet Sir 
iNorfolk’s peculiar character suited him. He never asked a fa- 
vour—never wanted to borrow money—never required any re­
freshment. All these circumstances recommended him to the 
miser’s good opinion. With Hilda he was a still greater favourite. 
She liked his statelv, old-fashioned manner 5 and though she 
could have dispensed with some of his formality, she preferred 
it to the familiarity of the few persons of quality whom she had 
encoun tered.

On the present occasion, after much circumlocution, Sir Nor­
folk informed the miser that there was to be a masquerade—or, 
as he termed it, “ a grand assemblage of personated charaeters 
in masks” —in a few days at Ranelagh, and he begged to be 
permitted to take his daughter to it.

“ It is a useless expense,” muttered the miser.
“ I confess I should like to go very much,” said Hilda. “ I 

have never seen a masquerade ; and I am told those at Ranelagh 
are magnificent.”

“ This will be unusually magnificent,” replied Sir Norfolk * 
“ and as you have expressed a wish on thesubject, I will pro- 
cure you a masquerading habit, and a ticket, if vour father will 
allow you to go.”

In that case I see no objection,” said the miser, u pro- 
vided I am not obliged to accompany her. I abominate such 
fooleries.”

“ I will gladiy undertake the curalion of her,” said Sir 
Norfolk.

“ And you are theonly man I would trust her with, Sir Nor­
folk, rejoincd Scarvc. “ l know you will take as much care of 
her as I could take myself.”

Sir Norfolk acknowledged the compliment by a stately bow 
And it was then arranged. to Hilda’s great satisfaction, that a 
court dress-maker should wait upon her on the following d a y ,  
to prepare her a dress for the masquerade. All were pleased 
with the arrangement 5 and the miser was in high glee that he 
had obliged 1ns daughter without putling himself to (rouble or 
expense; while Sir Norfolk was equallv gratified in being able 
to alford pleasure to his fair cousin.



CHAPTER VII.

T H E  P R O G R E S S  OF M R . C R IP P s ’ s  L O V E -A F F A IR .— M R .  R A T H B O N E  A P P E A R S  ON T H E  S C E N E .

— ST R A T A G E M  O F  T IIE  V A L E T .— M R . JU K E S  V IS ÍT S  T H E  W ID O W .

M r . C r ip p s  still continued unremitting in his attentions to 
Mrs. Nettleship, and had made such progress in her affections, 
that on Mr. Rathbone’s return from the country,—an event 
which occurred about ten days alter the memorable visit to 
Marylebone Gardens,—she told bim she feared she could not 
fullil her engageinent with bim, and besought bim to allow her 
to break it off. Bút Mr. Rathbone deelared be would do no 
such thing, arid reminded her of a trifling p e n a l t y  of three 
thousand pounds which was attached to the violation of the 
marriage-contract on her part. He then upbraided her warmly 
with inconstancy; recalled to her recollection the professions of 
regard she had once expressed for him ; and concluded by vow- 
ing to he the death of his rival. Mrs. Nettleship bore his re- 
proaches with the utmost composure ; but on hearing his final 
threat, sheuttered a faint scream, and sank overcome by emo- 
tioninto a chair. Mr. Rathbone offered her no assistance-, but 
clapping his hat fiercely on his head, and ilourishing his stick 
in a menacing manner, hurried out of the room.

“ Oh la !” exclaimed Mrs. Nettleship, getting up as soon as 
he was gone, “ there will be a duel—a sanguinary duel—and I 
shall have caused it, wretched woman that I am ! ”

But no duel ensued—perhaps to the widow’s disappointment. 
On being made acquainted with the precise terms of the con- 
tract, of which he had hitherto been kept in ignorance, Mr. 
Cripps looked very grave, and advised her on no account to 
come to a decided rupture with Mr. Rathbone.

“ But the three thousand pounds can make no difference to 
you, Mr. Villars,” said Mrs. Nettleship—“ better pay it, and 
have done with him.”

“ On no account, my angel,” replied her admirer. “ We 
must manage to outwit him, and obtain his consent.”

And stränge to say, the cunning valet did contrive, not onlv 
not to quarrel with his rival, but even to make a friend of him. 
Foreseeing that Mr. Rathbone would infallibly find out who he 
was, and expose him, he determined to he beforehand with 
him, and he thörefore told the widow that he had concocted a 
S eherne, by which he was certain of outwitting her affianced



suitor; but it was necessary to its success that he should assumc 
Ihc part of bis own valet whose name was Crackentborpe Cripps.

“ I don’t iike the idea of your being taken for a walet at all 
Mr. Willars,” said Mrs. Nettleship—“ and I can’t see what 
purpose it’ll answer?”

“ It is indispensable to my scheme, my angel,” replied Mr. 
Cripps. “ You know these things are always so managed in the 
comedies, and they are the best models one can follow. On the 
stage, you constantly find masters putting on their servants’ 
clolhes, and vice versa. And only think, if we can trick Rath- 
bone out of the three thousand! ”

“ Ah, w ouldbe something, certainlv,” said Mrs. Nettleship. 
“ I must havc been a fool to enter into such an engagement. But 
at that time I thought I loved him.”

“ You must indeed have been wanting in your usual judg- 
ment, sweetheart,” replied Mr. Cripps- “ but you hadn’t seen 
me. The only course now left is to out-manoeuvre the insen­
sible dőlt. The idea of personating my valet was suggested to 
me by the address of the drunken old fellow we met in Maryle- 
bone Gardens.”

“ I recollect,” replied Mrs. Nettleship. “ He called you bis 
nephew—said your name was Cripps—and that you were Mr. 
Willars’s walet. I remember it as well as if it had happened 
yesterday.”

“ Disagreeable occurrences always dwell in one’s remem- 
brance longer than pleasant ones,” rejoined the valet, forcing a 
laugh. “ You must introduce me to Mr.Ralhbone as Mr. Cripps. 
Leave him to find out the rest.

The device worked exactly as its contriver desired and an- 
ticipated. Mr. Rathbone was astounded when he learnt that bis 
rival was a valet; and he was so staggered by Mr. Cripps’s dress, 
assurance, and deportment, that he was firmly convinced he was 
a gentleman in disguise. The inquiries he made only added to 
bis perplexity. He ascertained that Beau Villiers had a valet 
named C rip p sb u t the descriptiori given of him did not tally 
with the appearance of Airs. Ncttleship’s lover, and at last he 
became satisfied that the interloper was the master, and not the 
man.

“ I teil you what, Mrs. Nettleship,” he said, one dav, “ Ihis 
gay admirer of yours isn’t what he pretends to bc.”

“ Indeed, Mr. Rathbone!” exclaimed the widow, smiling. 
“ What is he, then?”

“ A great rake and coxcomb,” replied the olher, angrily. 
“ He’s bis own master. No, I don’t mean that exactly—he’s 
himself disguised as his walet— that’s it.”



“ What do you mean, Mr. Rathbone?” simpered the widow. 
“ I declare I don’t undersland you.”

“ Why, I mean that this walet—this Mr. Cripps, as you sup- 
posehim, is no walet at all,” replied Rathbone. “ He’s Mr. Wil- 
lars, the great beau.”

“ Oh, you’re entirely mistaken, Mr. Rathbone,” said the 
widow, smiling.

“ I hope he means honourably by you, that’s all,” sneered 
R.athbone. “ Ah! here he comes,” he added, as Mr. Cripps en­
tered the room. “ Your most obedient, Mr. Willars.”

“  My name is Cripps, sir,—Crackenthorpe Cripps, at your 
service,” replied the valet, with a smirk of satisfaction.

“ P o h ! poh! nonsense! —don’t crack-jaw me,” cried Ralli- 
bone; “ I know better. You can’t impose on me sir. I know a 
gentleman írom a walet when I see him.”

“ Your opinion is too ílattering, sir, to allow me to be angry 
at it,” replied Mr. Cripps, bowing profoundly.

“ There !—that bow alone would convict you,” cried Rath­
bone. “ Who ever saw a walet make bis honours in that 
style?”

“ Do me the favour to try my snush,” said Mr. Cripps, taking 
out Ihebeau’s handsomest box, which he had borrowed fór the 
occasion.

“ Further proof!” exclaimed Rathbone; “ look at thatsnuff- 
box with brilliants!— those rings on his íingers! Wcry like a 
walet, indeed.”

“ You shall have it all your own way, sir,” said Mr. Cripps, 
again bowing; “ bút there’s an old gentleman outside, who will 
teli you are mistaken.”

“ An accomplice, I’ll be sworn,” cried Rathbone. “ Bút I 
should like to see him.” And proceeding to the passage, he re- 
turned the next moment with Mr. Jukes, while Mr. Cripps, 
seating himself, winked significantly at the widow. On entering 
the room, the old butler glanced round it curiously.

“ Well, sir, you look like a servant, at all events,” cried 
Mr. Rathbone. “ Pray, who is the individual before us?—who 
is he?”

“ Fm sorry to betray him, because he’s my own kinsman,” 
replied Mr. Jukes; “ bút I cannot sufíer him to impose on a 
respectable lady.”

“ Who do you say he is?” demanded Rathbone.
“ I repeat,l’m sorry to exposehim,” replied Mr. Jukes; “ bút 

the trulh must be told. He’s my nephew, Crackenthorpe Cripps, 
chief valet to Mr. Yilliers.”

“ There, sir, I told you my statcmcnt would be corrobora ted,” 
said Mr. Cripps, with a sideglancc at the widow.



“ Why, does he own Uiat his name is Cripps?” said the 
butler, in astonishment.

“ He would make us believe so,” replied Rathbone; “ but 
\ve know, as yourself, you old deceiver, thatit’s Willars.”

The butler Iooked thoroughly mystified.
“ ’Pon rep! Ib is is w a s tly  a m u s in g ,” sa id  Mr. Cripps, h e lp in g  

b im se lf  to  a p in ch  o f  snufF, a n d  C learing h is  p o in t- la c e d  c ra y a t  
fro m  th e  d u st.

“ And so you, ma’am, are avvare of the real name of this 
young man?” said Mr. Jukes, turning to the widovv.

“ Perfectly aware of it,” she replied, significantly.
“ And so am I,” added Rathbone, coughingdrily. “ W e’re all 

avvare of it—all.”
“ Then I’ve nothing further to say,” returned Mr. Jukes. 

“ Whatever construction may be put upon my visit, Cracken- 
thorpe, 1 only came here to serve you.”

“ No doubt, my good man, no doubt,” replied Rathbone. 
“ But don’t imagine you’ve deceived me.”

“ So that Pve convinced the lady, Fm perfectly satisfied,” said 
Mr. Jukes, taking his leave 

“ Verv well contrived, Air. Willars—cxceedingly well, sir,” 
said Rathbone $ “ but it wont do. I saw at once he was one of 
your people.”

“ You are a man of great discernment, truly, sir,” replied 
Mr. Cripps. “ Pray take a pinch of snush before you go.”

“ Fm afraid you spend your wages in snush, sir,” laughed 
Rathbone. And plunging his lingers into the box, he quitted the 
room, chuckling to himself.

“ Capilally done, ’pon rep!” cried Mr. Cripps. “ The old, 
fellow couldn’thave played his part beiter.”

“ And was he really engaged to do it?” said Mrs. Netlleship.
“ Well, Ideclare he quite tookmein. But you see Mr. Rathbone 
is too good a judge to be imposed upon. He knows the true 
gentleman when he sees him.”

“ All is going exactly as I could wish it, my angel,” replied 
Air. Cripps. “ Belore a monlh nas passcd, Fll make him give up 
the conlract.”

“ llc igh o!” exclaimed the widovv, “ 1 wish the month was 
over.”

Mr. Cripps had llius completely accomplished his purpose. 
His rival had made up his mind that he was Air. Villiers; and 
he was one of those obstinate persons who always persist in an 
error, even against the evidence of their senses. The valet took 
care to humour the idea. While persisting in giving his real 
name, and representing himself in his true character, Air. Cripps 
demeaned himself in such sort as to leave no doubt in the mind



of the sagacious tallowcliandler Ihat his actualrank and position 
were widely different. Nothing, however, surprised the valet 
more than the kindly manncr in which his rival behaved to hirn. 
So far was this parried, that he began to suspect somc treachery 
might be intended against himself, and resolved to be on his 
guard.

But whatever secret opinions the rivals might entertain of 
each other, ostensibly they were excellent friends, and con- 
stantly went to places of amusement together. When the mas- 
querade at Ranelagh was announced, Mrs. Nettleship instantly 
signified her intention of attending it, and Mr. Cripps, embold- 
ened by his former good luck, unhesitatingly undertook to escort 
her. Mr. Rathbone, of course, was included in the party, and 
he not only begged to be permitted to pay for the tickels, but to 
give them a supper on the occasion. With apparent reluctance, 
Mr. Cripps assented to the proposal $ and they then arranged 
the characters they should represent. The valet being an excel­
lent dancer, thought he should appear to advantage as harle- 
quin; and as Mrs. Nettleship, notwithstanding her bulk, still 
boasted considerable agility, she readily undertook to play co­
lumbine.. The part of the hump-backed lover was offered to Mr. 
Rathbone, and acceptcd by him.

There were yet two other persons whom the irresistible mas- 
querade threatened to draw into its vortex. These were the fair 
Thomasine and Peter Pokerich. For morc than two years the 
mercer’s daughter had been dying to see a masquerade 5 and the 
moment she heard of the grand entertainment in question, she 
attacked her father on the subject, and never allowed him to 
rest tili he promised to let her go. Peter Pokerich required no 
solicitation to induce him to accompany her, being as eager as 
herseif for the spectacle. Mr. Cripps had imparted to him his 
design, and it was arranged that they should all go together. 
Only one difficulty existed,—namely, that the fair Thomasine 
had selected the same character as the widow. But this objee- 
tion was got over by Mr. Cripps, who declared he could do 
very well with two columbines. The little barber himself would 
have preferred playing barlequin, but as Mr. Cripps had ap- 
propriated the part, he was obliged to be conlent with that of 
clown.



CHAPTER VIII.

T H E  M A SQ U ER A D E A T R A N E L A G II, AVITII T I IE  V A R IO U S IN C ID E N T S  T IIA T  O C C U R R ED  A T I T .

At length, the day so much wished for by the principal per- 
sonages in this history, and by many bundreds besides, arrived. 
It was the second Thursdav in July, and a more joyous and 
auspicious day never ushered in a festival. This was the more 
fortunate, because the early part of the entertainment was lo 
take place out of doors. The föte commenced at two o’clock; 
but long before that hour, the road to Chelsea was crowded 
with coaches, chariots, chairs, and vehicles of every description. 
The river, loo, was thronged with boats, freighted with mas- 
quers, and presented a most lively appearance from the multi- 
tudes of spectators drawn forth by the fmeness of the day, and 
the gaiety of the scene, which vied in splendour with a Venetian 
carnival.

Having decided upon going by water, Mr. Cripps and bis 
party leit Billiter-square about one o’clock, and embarked in a 
tilt-boat, rowed by a couple of walermen, at Old Swan Stairs, 
near London Bridge. They were all, of course, in their mas- 
querade attirc, Mr. Cripps being arraved in the parti-coloured 
garb of the hero of pantomime,—which differcd only in some 
immaterial points, such as the looseness of the pantaloons at the 
ancle, and the amplitude of the shirt collar, from the garb of the 
modern harlequin. He was provided with a wand, and his face 
was concealed by a close black vizard. Mr. Bathbone had a 
large hump on bis shouldcrs, like that of Punch, (whom, by the 
bye, his figure greatly rcsembled,) a well-stuffed paunch, a large 
protuberance behind, shoes with immense roses in them, a tall 
sugar-loaf hat, and a mask, with a great hooked nose and chin. 
He carried, moreover, a stout knobbed stick. As to the lady, 
her goodly person was invested in a white-satin habit, glistening 
with spangles, and ilounced with garlands of flowers. She had 
short slecves, with deep falls of lace to them,—satin shoes, 
braided with silver cord,—a pearl nccklacc round her thront, 
and a wreath of artificial roses upon her head. She declined 
hiding her features behind a mask, which Mr. Cripps declared 
was excessivcly kind and considerate.

Their passage along the river was delightful, Mr. Cripps being 
so cxcitcd thathecould not be content lo remain under the tilt, 
but displayed himself in the főre part of the boat, ogling all the



preltiest damsels among the spectators, retorting (he jesls of 
their male companions, and, whenever an opportunity ofTered, 
dealing Ihem a hearty thwack will) bis wand. Mrs. Netlleship 
did not altogelher relish these proceedings, but Mr. Rathbone 
enjoyed them amazingly, and laid about bim right and left, like 
bis rival, with bis knobbed stick.

On landing at Chelsea, they met, according lo appointment, 
the little barber and his companion. The fair Thomasine looked 
uncommonly pretty. She had on a gown of yellow and silver, 
spangled like the widow’s, and adorned with garlands of flowers, 
with a bodice of pink satin, crossed with ribands of the same 
colour. Round her throat she wore a chain of gold, from which 
depended an imitation diamond solitaire, and her rieh auburn 
tresses were covered with the prettiest little coquettish hat ima- 
ginable. Her dress was purposely made short, so as to display 
her small feet and ancles. From the same motives also as the 
widow, she declined wearing a mask. Mr. Cripps was quile 
captivated by her, and claiming the privilege of his character, 
took her from the barber, and offered her his unoccupied arm.

Peter Pokerich wore a scull-cap, covered with red and white 
worsted, arranged somewhatlike a cock’s-comb, a large ruíT, a 
red calico doublet, white slashed calico drawers, with liuge 
bunches of ribands at the knees, and pink silk hose. His face 
was painted in red and white streaks. Like the others, he was 
in tip-top spirits; and the whole party proceeded lo Ranelagh, 
which was not far distant, laughing and jesting with each other 
merrily.

They found the road from town completely slopped up by a 
line of carriages, while the throng of spectators on foot ren- 
dered it diificult to get on. The familiarities of the crowd were 
almost unsupportable. Not a coach or a chair was suffered to 
pass witbout iis occupant being inspected by the curious, who, 
in many cascs, compelled those they annoyed to let down the 
Windows, that they might have a better view of their dresses.

By dint of elbowing and squeezing, assisted by the wand and 
knobbed stick, the party contrived lo move slowly forward •, and 
as they did so, they had ample opportunity of glancing at the 
occupants of the different vehicles. Mr. Cripps very soon dis- 
tinguished his master’s gilt chariot \ but he did not turn aside, 
as his mask and dress ensured him from detection. Mrs. Net- 
tleship was struck by the magnificence of the equipage, and re- 
calling the features of the beau, who was wrapped in a sky-blue 
domino, and wore a Spanish hat and feathers, but kepl his mask 
in bis band, said, “ Why that’s the fine gentleman who spoke to 
you in Mary’bonc.Gardcns. What’s his name ? ”

“ Odd enough ! the same as my own—Villiers,” replied Mr



Cripps, “ He’s a first cousin of minc, and we’re considered 
very much alike.”

By the side of Mr. Villiers sat Sir Singleton Spinke. The 
antiquated beau wasso.metamorphosed, thatMr. Cripps searce- 
ly recognised him ; nor would he, perhaps, have done so, if the 
charms of the fair Thomasine had not attracted the old cox- 
comb’s attention, and caused him to thrust his head out of the 
window to look at her. Sir Singleton, as favouring his turn for 
gallantry, had chosen the part of Pierrot, and was habited in 
the peculiar vestment of white calico, with long, loose sleeves, as 
well as the broad-Ieaved, high-cro wned hat proper to the character.

Lady Brabazon’s carriage immediately preceded that of the 
beau, and contained her ladyship, Clementina, Trussell, and 
Bandulph. Trussell was dressedlike a Turk, and wore a large 
Turban, ornamented with a crescent, and a fine, flowing, coal- 
black beard. Randulph did not appear in character, bút was 
attired in a lightblue velvet coat, laced with gold, the work oí 
the French tailor, Desmartins, which displayed his elegant 
íigure to the greatest advantage. He had not yet pút on his 
mask. Clementina was robed in a pink silk domino, and wore a 
black velvet hat, looped with diamonds, and ornamented with 
a plume of white feathers, and reallv looked very beautiful. 
Lady Brabazon wore a rich silk dress, embossed with gold and 
silver, that suited her admirably.

Next in advance of Lady Brabazon’s carriage was that of Sir 
Bulkeley Price. The Welsh Baronet was in his ordinary altire, 
bút he was accompanied by a Chinese Mandarin, in a loose 
gown of lightsilk, girt at the middle with a síiken beit, and hav- 
ing a conical cap, topped by a gilded ball, on his head. This 
person, notwithstanding the disguise of a long twisted beard, 
Mr. Cripps knew to be Cordwell Firebras.

Passing several other carriages fiiled with various characters, 
they came to an old-fashioned chariot, driven by a coachman 
as ancient as itself, in a faded livery, and drawn by two meagre- 
looking, superannuated horses. Bút, notwithstanding its un- 
promising appearance, the occupants of this carriage attracted 
especial attention írom the beholders, and many and loud were 
the exclamations of admiration uttered by them.

“ She is beautiful!” cried one. “ Enchanting !” cried an- 
other. “ By far the prettiest person who has gone to the mas- 
querade,” cried a third. And so on, in the same rapturous strain.

Excited by these remarks, Mr. Cripps pressed forward to 
have a peep intő the carriage, and found it occupied by 
Sir Norfolk Salusbury and an exquisitely beautiful young 
female, attired with great simplicity in a dress of white satin, 
with wide short sleeves, as was thcn the mode, trimmed



with deep falls of lace. A diamond necklace enclrcled her 
throat, and a few natural flowers constitued Ihe sole Ornaments 
of her dark abundant hair. It was Hilda Scarve, as Mr. Cripps 
was instantly aware, though he had scarcely time to look at her, 
for Sir Norfolk, out of all patience with the familiarity of the 
spectators, thrust him forcibly back, and ordered the coachman, 
in a peremptory tone, lo drive on—an injunction with which 
the old domestic found some difilculty in complying.

And now, before entering Ranelagh, it may be proper to of­
fer a word as to its history. Alas! for the changes and caprices 
of fashion! This charming place of entertainment, the delight 
of our grandfathers and grandrnothers, the boast of the metro­
polis, the envy of foreigners, the renowned in song and story, 
the paradise of hoops and wigs, is vanished,—numbered with 
the things that were!—and, we fear, there is little hope of its 
revival. Ranelagh, it is well known, derived its designation from 
a nobleman of the same name, by whom the house was erected, 
and Ihe gardens, esteemed the most beautiful in the kingdom, 
originally laid out. Its Situation adjoined the Royal Hospital at 
Ghelsea; and the date of its erection was 1690-1. Ranelagh 
House, on the death of the earl, in 1712, passed into the posses- 
sion of bis daughter, Lady Catherine Jones; but was let, about 
twenty years afterwards, to two eminent builders, who re-let it 
to Lacy, afterwards patentee of Hrury Lane Theatre, and com- 
monly called Gentleman Lacy, by whom it was taken with the 
intention of giving concerts and breakfasts within it, on a scale 
far superior, in point of splendour and attraction, to any that 
had been hilherto attemptcd. In 1741, the premises were sold 
by Lacy to Messrs. Crispe and Meyonnet for 4000Z., and the 
rotunda was erected in the same year by subscription. From 
this date, the true history of Ranelagh may be said to com- 
mence. It at once burst into fashion, and its entertainments 
being attended by persons of the first quality, crowds tlocked in 
their train. Shorlly after its opening, Mr. Crispe became the 
sole lessee; and in spite of the brilliant success of the enterprise, 
shared the late of most Icssces of places of public arnusement, 
being declared bankrupt in 1744. The property was then di- 
vided into thirty shares, and so continued until Ranelagh was 
closed. The earliest entertainments of Ranelagh were morning 
concerts, consisting chielly of oratorios, produccd under the di- 
rection of Michael Testing, the leadcr of the band ; but evening 
concerts were speedily introduced, tbc latter, it may be men­
tionod, lo show the differenco of former fashionablc hours from 
the present, commencing at half-past five, and concluding at 
nine. Thus it began, but lowards its close, the gayest visitors 
lo Ranelagh went at midnight, just as the concerts were finish-



ing, and rcmained there tili three or four in tho morning. In 
1754, the fasliionable world were drawn to Ranelagh by a series 
of amusements called Comus’s Court $ and notwithstanding their 
somewhat questionable title, the revels were conducted with 
great propriety and decorum. A procession which was intro- 
duced was managed with great eflect, and several mock Italian 
duels were sung with remarkable spirit. Almost to its close, 
Ranelagh retained its character of being the iinest place of public 
entertainment in Europe, and to tho last the rotunda was the 
wonder and delight of every beholder. The coup d’ooil of the 
interior of this structure was extraordinarily striUing, and im- 
pressed all who beheld it for the iirst time with surprise. It was 
circular in form, and exactly one hundred and fifty feet in dia­
meter. Round the lower part of the building ran a beautiful ar- 
cade, the intervals between each arcli being füled up by alcoves. 
Over this was a gallery with a balustrade, having entrancesfrom 
the exteriőr, and forming a sort of upper boxes. Above the gal­
lery was a ränge of round-headcd Windows, between each of 
which was a carved figure supporting the roof, and forming the 
terminus of the column beneath. At first, the orchestra was 
placed in the centre of tho amphitheatre, bút being found ex- 
ceedingly inconvenient, as well as destructive of the symmetry 
of the building in that Situation, it was removed to the side. lt  
containcd a stage capable of accommodating thirty or forty 
chorus-singers. The original site of the orchestra was occupied 
by a large chimney, having four faces enclosed in a beautifully- 
proportioned hollow, hexagonal column, with arched openings 
at the sides, and a balustrade at the base. Richly moulded, and, 
otherwise ornamented with appropriale designs, this enormous 
column had a charming eflect, and gave a peculiar character to 
the whole amphitheatre. A double ränge of large chandeliers 
dcscended from the ceiling *, others were placed within the co­
lumn above mentioned, and every alcove had its lamp. "When 
all tbese chandeliers and lamps were lighted, the effect was 
wonderfullv brilliant. The external diameter of the rotunda was 
one hundred and eighty-five feet. It was surrounded on the 
outside by an arcade similar to that within, above which ran a 
gallery, with a roof supported bypillars, and defended by a ba­
lustrade. The main cntrance was a handsome piece ofarchitec- 
ture, with a widc, round arched gatc in tbc centre, and a lesser 
cntrance at eilber side. On the left of the rotunda stood the 
Earl of Ranelagh’s old mansion, a structure of somé magnitúdó, 
bút with little pretension to beautv, being bűül in the formai 
•Dutch taste of the time of William of Orange. On the righl, op­
posite the mansion, was a magnificent conscrvalory, with great 
pots of aloes in front. In a line with tbc conservatory, and the



side entrance of the rotunda, stretched out a long and beautiful 
canal, in the midst of which stood a Chinese fishing-temple, ap- 
proached by a bridge. On either side of the canal were broad 
gravel walks, and alleys shaded by lines of trees, and separated 
by trimly-clipped hedges. The gardens were exquisitely ar- 
rangcd with groves, bowers, statues, temples, wildernesses, 
and shadv retreats.

Though Lady Brabazon’s carriage was within a hundred 
yards of the entrance of Ranelagh when Mr. Cripps and his 
party passed it, owing to the crowd and confusion it was near- 
ly aquarter of an hour in setting down. Before getting out, the 
whole party put on their masks; and Lady Brabazon wrapped 
herseif in a light yellow silk domino. Trussell took Charge of Cle- 
mentina, and her ladvship feil to Randulph’s care. It was yet 
extremely early, but the crowd was prodigious,—many hun­
dred persons being assembled in the arca before the entrance to 
the rotunda. At least a thousand others were dispersed within 
the gardens, for the rotunda was not opened tili the evening; 
and it was afterwards computed that more than four thousand 
persons attended the masquerade.

At the entrance, Lady Brabazon and her daughter were join- 
ed by Beau A illiers, Sir Bulkeley Price, and Firebras, Sir Single­
ton Spinke having disappeared. Randulph had already been 
more than once at Ranelagh, but it was only to altend the ordi- 
nary concerts, and never having seen a masquerade, he was 
extraordinarily struck with the spectacle presented to him. 
Most of the characters were grotesquely dressed, as was the 
taste ol the time, for it was not a period in which the niceties of 
costume were understood or regarded ; still, the general efTect 
was admirable. A May-pole, surmounted by a crown, with long 
ribands dangling from it, was planted in front of the conserva- 
tory, and several dancers were chasing each other round 
it, while lively strains were played by a band of musicians 
beside them. Other and less melodious sounds were heard. 
Now a drummer would go by, beating a rub-a-dub enough 
to deafen every listener. Then came the vile scraping of a fiddle 
or the shrill notes of a fife. The shouts, the laughter, the cries 
of all kinds b'ailled description, and equally vain would it be to 
attempt any delineation of the motley assemblage. It consisted 
of persons of all countries, all periods, and all ranks, for the 
most part oddiy enough jumbled togethcr. A pope in his tiara 
would be conversing with a Jew ; a grave lawyer in his gown 
and wig had a milk girl under his arm 5 a highland chief in his 
full equipments escorted a nun 5 a doge in his splendid habili- 
menls was jesting with a common sailor with a thick stick under 
his arm. But frolic and fun evervwhere prevailed 5 and to judge



from the nőise, cverybody seemed to be merry. No one could 
escape from the tricks and jesls of the buffoons with whom the 
crowd abounded. The humour of the last Century was eminent- 
ly practical; cuffs and kicks were liberally dealt around, and re- 
turned in kind: and whenever a sounding blow was heard, it 
elicited shouls of laughter like those that are heard at the 
feigned knocks in a pantomime. The clowns, Punches, Pier­
rots, doctors, and harlequins, of whom there were several, be- 
sides our friend Mr. Cripps, were the chief creators in this kind 
of merriment.

While Randulpb, greatly diverted by all he saw, was gazing 
around, a few words pronounced by a voice whose tones thrilled 
to bis heart, caught his ear. He turnéd, and saw close behind 
Ilim, attended by a tall personage, whose stiffness left no doubt 
as to its being Sir Norfolk Salusbury, a beautiful female mask, 
whose snowy skin, and dark streaming ringlets would liave told 
him, if his heart had not already informed him of the fact, was 
Hilda. Before he could summon resolution to address her, she 
had passed b y ; and Lady Brabazon, who had likewise heard the 
voice and recognised the Speaker, dragged him in the opposite 
directiori towards the May-pole. He looked eagerly backwards, 
but the fair mask was lost amid the throng, nor could he even 
discern the tall figure of Sir Norfolk.

A merry scene was before him, but he heeded it not. The 
chief dancers round the May-pole were Mr. Cripps and his party. 
Tothese were added, Sir Singleton Spinke, who had attached 
himself to the fair Thomasine, to the 110 small annoyance of 
Peter Pokerich, and a fat quack doctor and his attendant, the 
latter having a fool’s-cap on his head. Round and round went 
the dancers, Mr. Cripps footing it with remarkable agility, and 
Peter vainly emulating his capers, when some confusion was 
created by Sir Singleton attempting to overtakc the fair Tho- 
masine and possess himself of her liand. No more perfect pan- 
taloon han be imagined than the old beau represented, and his 
gesticulations and grimaces called forth the laughter of all the 
spectators, which broke into shouts as, at the conclusion of the 
dance, Mr. Cripps gave him a sounding smack on his leanshanks 
with his wand, while the jealous barber lent him a box over the 
ear. But this did not quench his ardour, and a gesture from the 
coquettish columbine, who seemed determined not to lose him, 
drew' him after her, as she tripped along the right band alley 
near the canal with the rest of her gamesome party.

Randulph would willingly have disengaged himself from Lady 
Brabazon, but he could not do so without positive rudeness; 
and what made it worse was, that he was now left alone with 
her, fór the rest of the party had disappeared, and he could not



help fearing Beau Villiers might have discovered Hilda, and have 
gone in pursuit of her.

“ Come, Randulph,” said her ladyship, rallying him,- “ you 
seem to have lost your spirits at the very time they ought to be 
at the highest. Refreshments are given in the Chinese fishing- 
temple. Let us go there, and try whether a glass of champagne 
will enliven you.”

Randulph suffered himself to be led in the direction mention­
od, and if he had been able to enjoy it, the scene oftered to his 
gaze must have amused him, for it was extremely lively and 
diverting. The Chinese temple had been newly gilt and de- 
corated, and its burnished pinnacles wcre reflected in the 
waters of the canal. It was filled with Company, most of whom 
were partaking of refreshments, while an excellent band sta- 
tioned in the midst of it played the liveliest airs, to which 
severat parties on the banks of the canal were dancing. Amongst 
others wcre Mr. Cripps and his two columbines, who frolicked 
along the alley on the right, followed by the barber, the old 
beau, and Rathbone, attracting general attention. Mr. Cripps 
was so agile, danced so well, and Ieaped so wonderfully, that it 
was generally supposed he was Mr. Yates, the celebrated harle- 
quin of Drury Lane, while if the fair Thomasine had not been 
so pretty, she would have been taken for Mrs. Mann, the fa- 
vourite columbine of the same house. As it was, she was allowed 
on all hands to be the best dancer in the garden; and her glances 
were so bewitching, that many other persons feil in love with 
her besides Sir Singleton Spinkc. One person, in especial, who 
displayed the most undisguised admiration of her, and who 
kept as near her as he could, was a tall young man, with thin, 
sharp features, which Mr. Cripps, after puzzling his brains to 
recollect them, at last called to mind as belonging to the com- 
panion of Kitty Conway, at the Folly 011 the Thames. This 
young man, who wore a long black silk gown, a velvet cap of 
the same colour, and a flowing black wig, and intended to 
represent an Italian doctor, it is, perhaps, almost needless to 
say, was Philip Frewin. Another admirer was a person habited 
as a pope, who kept constantly in their train, but whose rohe 
and large mask precluded all idea of discovering who he was. 
Neither Mr. Cripps nor bis pretty columbine were displeased 
by the attention they attracted, and the latter returned the 
amorous glances cast at her by Philip, and the passionategestures 
of the pope, in a manner that drove the littlc barber almost 
distracted. As to Mr. Cripps, he threw somersets over the 
clipped hedge, vaulted over Mr. Raihbone’s hump, slapped the 
pope on the back, clapped the old beau on the shoulder, twirled 
round his head, and performed a hundred other pantomime



antics, to the infinite diversion of tbe beholders. When arrived 
near the extremily of the walk, he called out lo the musicians 
in the Chinese temple to strike up the tune, “ Hey boys, up go 
w e!” and immediately commenced a lively dance to it with his 
two columbines, in which they were presently joined by Rath- 
bone, Sir Singleton, and the barber.

Having crossed the bridge leading to the Chinese temple, 
Lady Brabazon stopped, and setting Randulph at liberty,leaned 
against the rail at the entrance, lo survey the gay crowd around. 
While she was thus engaged, Beau Villiers, followed by an at­
tendant with a bottle of champagne on a silver waiter, approach- 
ed her, and pressing her to take a glass, looked significantly at 
her, as if he had something to communicate.

Taking advantage of this fortunate interruptiori, Randulph 
sprang intő a Chinese-fashioned boat lying near tlie bridge, and 
seizing the oars, rowed off towards the canal, keeping near its 
sides, the better to view the Company. Failing, however, in 
discovering the object of his search, he was returning towards 
the bridge, where Lady Brabazon was still standing iri conversa- 
tion with the beau, when a roar of laughtcr from the dancers 
in the alley on the further side of the clipped hedge, attracted 
his attention. This, it appeared, was occasioned by a misad- 
venture that hat just oceurred to the old beau, who having been 
carried away by his enthusiasm at the fair Thomasine’s dancing, 
had rushed forward with the intention of snatching a kiss from 
her ruby lips, when the jealous little barber, divining his inten­
tion, threw himself in his way, and tripped up his heels. In this 
posture he presented a tempting mark l'or Mr. Cripps, whose 
wand resounded in a rapid succession of strokes uponhis with- 
ered limbs.

Randulph, who had raised himself in the boat to see what was 
going forward, now sat down, and had just resumed the oars, 
when Clementina Brabazon, and another masked dame, who 
had been conversing with Trussell and Firebras, approached 
the edge of the canal, and called to him.

“ I know who you are searching for, Mr. Crew,” cried Cle­
mentina ; “ and could help you to find the person if I chose.”

“ Then you will choose, I am sure,” replied Randulph, pulling 
hasfily towards her. “ Where is she?”

“ Well, RH be good-natured,” she answered. “ Look behind 
you.”

Randulph instanlly turnéd in the direction indicated, and be- 
held Hilda seated at one end of the temple- Behind her stood 
Sir Norfolk Salusbury, while Sir Bulkeley Price was handing 
her a glass of champagne. But Hilda was so much occupied by 
what was passing on the canal, that she was not aware of the



knight’s attention. As Randulph regarded her, however, she 
arose, and declining Sir Bulkcley's offer, took Sir Norfolk’sarm, 
and left the templo.

Heedless of Clementina’s laughler, Randulph, wilhout losing 
sight of Hilda, pushed the boát towards the bank, and leaping 
out, was about to follow her, when he was arrested by a heavy 
hand laid on his arm, and looking up, heheld Cordwell Fire- 
bras.

“ You are on a vain quest, young man,” said Firebras, in an 
undertone. “ You will never obtain a word with Hilda Scarve 
unless|by my mediation.”

Randulph made a movement of impatience.
“ Be not rash,” pursued Firebras, still detaining him. “ I teil 

you, you will totally fail in your object, and will only involve 
yourself in a quarrel with Sir Norfolk Salusbury.”

“ I care not,” replied Randulph. “ Let me go. By Heaven! 
I shall lose her.”

“ That you most assuredly will, if you follow her now,” re- 
joined Firebras, calmly. “ Be ruled by me. I will introduce you 
to her, bút it cannot be in your own character, for Sir Norfolk 
has been requested by her father not to permit your approach. 
And I shall, therefore, have to pass you off to him as some one 
eise.”

“ And you attacli no condition to the Obligation?” cried Ran­
dulph—“ none at least that, I cannot honourably comply with.” 

“ I may,.perhaps, remind you of it at some future time, that 
is all,” rejoined Firebras.

“ Énough! ” cried Randulph. “ Take me lo her at once.”
“ Impossible I ” exclaimed Firebras. “ I must prepare Sir 

Norfolk, and give Hilda a hint of my intention, lest she should 
prevent it, for I perceived just now that she discovered you. 
Rejoin your party, and avoid exciting the suspicions of Lady 
Brabazon and Beau Villiers, or they may mar all. I may not, per- 
haps, b e-üble to accomplish the object you desire tili the even- 
ing, so curb your impatience.”

With this, he moved off, and mingled with the crowd, while 
Randulph joined Lady Brabazon. lier ladyship made many sar- 
castic remarks upon bis display upon the water, and compli- 
mented him, ironically, upon his skill as a rower. Randulph was 
in no mood for such raillery, and rnight have made some angry 
retort, but at that moment, there was a great stir in the walk 
near the bridge, occasioned by the approach of the Prince and 
Princess of Wales, attended by a large retinue. Ihe royal party 
entered the temple, and remained there more than half an hour 
conversing with tliose around them. Randulph had the honour 
of a presentation to the prince, by Mr. Villiers } and while en-



gaged in conversation with Ihat illustrious personage, he per- 
ceived Cordwell Firebras among the by-standers; but he could 
not, without a breach of etiquette, wilhdraw to speak to him, 
and when the royal f)arty quitted the temple, he was gone. Ile 
was about to search for him, when Beau Villiers, who had fol- 
lowed the Prince of Wales, hastily returned, and said, witli an 
expression of malicious satisfaction, that he had bis Royal High- 
ness’s commands to Ilim to jóin his train. Randulph had no 
alternative but compliance, and to his own chagrin, and his 
uncle Trussell’s delight, he mingled with the royal attendants, 
and proceedcd with them in their promenade through the 
gardens.

In the course of this ramble, he perceived Firebras standing 
with Hilda and Sir I N orfolk ; and though he was greatly annoyed 
not to be able to join them, it was some satisfaction to him to 
observe that his present position seemed to operate to his 
advantage with the lady. The performances of Mr. Cripps’s 
party diverted both the royal personages during their stroll, and 
they laughed heartily at a comic dance cxeculed by them.

Some hours passed 011 in this way, and Randalph was still 
held in bondage. Atlenglh, the rotunda was opened. Of course, 
the royal party was ceremoniouslv ushered in, in the first place; 
but immediately aftcrwards, crowds poured in, and the whole 
area of the amphitheatre, together with the boxes and gallery 
above, were filled with Company. What with the innumerable 
lighls, and the extraordinary variety of dresses, the whole scene 
had a most brilliánt cflect. There was an excellent band in the 
orchestra, and a concert was commenced, but little attention 
was paid to it by the assemblage, who continued promenading 
round and round the amphitheatre—laughing and talking loudly 
with eacli other. As soon as the concert was ovcr, the loud blow- 
ing of a horn attracted general Observation to a platform near 
the central column, on which the quack doctor and his attendant 
were stationed—the Iatter of whom began dispensing his 
medicines, and vaunting their eílicacy, in a higlily ludicrous 
nianner.

This and other enlerta in ments consumed the time tili ten 
o ’clock; before which, however, a magnificent supper was served 
to the royal party in a private refreshment room. A bell was 
then rung, to announce that a grand display of fireworks was 
about to take place, and the companv hurried to the outer gal- 
leries and to the gardens to witness the exhibition. Muchconfu- 
sion ensued, and amidst it, the fair Thomasine, somehow or 
other, got separated from her party.

The little barbcr was almost frantic. He rushed hither and 
thither among the crowd, calling for her by name, and exciting



general ridicule. At last, in an agonv of despair, he stationed 
himself near the scaffold where the fireworks were placed 5 and 
when the lirst signal-rocket ascended, he perceived her pretty 
face turnéd upwards at a littie distancc* from liim. She was 
.standing near the trees with the old beau, whose transports at 
bis enviable Situation were somewhat disturbed by the descent 
of the heavy rocket-stick on his head. At this juncture, the 
littie barber reached his truant mistress, and forcing her from 
Sir Singleton, placed her rounded arm under bis own, and held 
it fast.

“ Oh dear, how glad I am to see you!” said the naughty littie 
Thomasine, for “ fair” she does not deserve to becalled; “ we’ve 
been looking for you everywhere”—(here she told a sad story.) 
“ That odious old beau has been trying to persuade me to run 
away with hirn. He offers tosettle—I don’tknow what—upon 
me, and to make me Lady Spinke.”

“ And why don’t you accept his offer?” said the barber, in an 
ecstasy of jealous rage.

“ Because I’m engaged, and engagements with me are sacred 
things,” replied the lair Thomasine, thcatrically yet tenderly. 
“ But do look at that beautiful vvheel!”

The fireworks were really splendid. Flights of rocketssoared 
intőibe skies; magniücent wheels performed their mutations $ 
star-pieces pourcd forth their radiant glories; maroon batteries 
resounded •, Chinese fountains filled the air with glittering show- 
ers-, pols des aigrettes, pots des brins, andpotsdes saucissons, 
discharged their stars, serpents, and crackers; yew trees burnt 
with brilliant fire •, water rockets turnéd the canal to flame ; fire 
balloons ascended •, and a grand car with llaming wheels, drawn 
by sea-horses snorting fire, and containing a figurc of Neptune, 
which traversed the whole length of the canal, and encircled the 
Chinese lemple—tbc bridge being removed to make way for it 
—and linally exploded, scattering serpents and crackers in every 
direction, concluded the exhibition, amid the general plaudits 
of the assemblage.

D a r k n e s s  fo r  a fe w  m in u te s  c n v e lo p e d  th e  c r o w d , d u r in g  
w h ic h  a f e w  c r ie s  w e r e  h ea rd  in  tim id  fe m a le  to n es; b u t th e  la m p s  
w e r e  a s  s o o n  as p o s s ib le l ig h te d ,  a n d  th e  m a jo rity  o f  th e  a ss e m ­
b la g e  r e tu r n e d  to  th e  r o tu n d a , w h e r e  th e y  rep a ired  to th e  
a lc o v e s ,  a n d  m a n y  a b o w l o f  p u n c li w a s  e m p tie d , m a n y  a b o lt ié  
o f  C h am pagn e q u a ffed  ; a fter  w h ic h ,  d a n c in g  w a s  r e su m e d  w ith  
g r e a te r  sp ir it  th a n  e v er .

Mr. Fathbone gave a capital supper to his party, in which the 
old beau contrived to get himself included. Ile contrived also to 
sit next the fair Thomasine, and pledged her so often and so 
deeply that he feil beneatli the table. Here he was lcfl by the



others, and a minuet being struck up, Mr. Cripps offered his 
band to the widow, and led her forth to dance; while Mr. Rath- 
bone, greatly exhilarated by the punch he bad drunk, stood by, 
laughing at them ready to split bis sides; and the little barber 
took the opportunity of their being left alone togelher, to reprove 
the fair Tbomasine for her improper conduct towards the old 
beau during supper.

Liberaled by the departure of the Prince of Wales, who 
quitted thegardcns on the conclusion of the fireworks, Randulph 
immediately returned to the rotunda, in the hope of fmding 
Ililda still there. Ile had scarcely entered it when he perceived 
Firebras atsuppcr by himself in one of the alcoves, and instantly 
joined bim.

“ She is still here,” said Firebras, “ and as soon as I liave 
finished my supper I will take you to her. There wouid be no 
use in going now, for Sir Norfolk has only just ordcred supper, 
and I can merely introduce you as a partner for a dance. Sit 
down, and take a glass of champagne.”

Randulph declined the latter offer, and was obüged to control 
his impatience until Firebras thought fit to rise. Crossing Ihe 
amphitheatre, Ibev proceeded lo an alcove, in whieh Sir Norfolk 
and Ililda were seated, and Firebras, bowing to the old knight, 
said, “ Sir Norfolk, permit me to have the honour of presenting 
the friend I mentioned some hours ago lo your fair Charge. 
MissScarve,” he added, after a significant look at Ililda, “ this 
gentleman wishes to have the honour of dancing a minuet with 
you. I am sorry there is not time for a more ceremonious intro- 
duclion lo yourself, Sir Norfolk, but the musicians are slriking 
up the dance.”

Upon this Hilda arose, and tendered her hand, with some 
trepidation, to Randulph, who, with a breast thrilling with joy- 
ful cmotion, led her into the open space cleared for the dancers, 
and part of which was already occupied, as before related, by 
Mr. Cripps and the widow. No time was allowcd Randulph to 
hazard a word to his partner. Scarcely were they placed when 
the minuet commenced. The grace with which they performed 
this charming, though formal dance, excited the aclmiration of 
allthebcholders, and contrasted strongly with the exaggerated 
style in which it was exeeuted by Mr. Cripps and Mrs. Nettle- 
ship. Indeed, a better foil—had such been desired—could not 
have been found than the two latter personages presented.

Sir Norfolk planted himself on one sidc to view the dance, 
and there was unwonted elation in his countenance as he wit- 
nessed the graceful movemenls of his fair cousin and her part­
ner. Trussell in his Turkish dress was among the spectators; 
and 110t far from him stood Cordwell Firebras. There were



two other personages, also, who walched the dance, but who 
regarded it with any other senliments tlian those of satisfactron. 
These were Lady Brabazon and Beau Villiers.

“ So you see, Villiers, notwilhstandingall your scheming, he 
has conlrived to dance with her,” said the former.

“ He has,” replied the beau, partly removing his mask, and 
displaying a countenance inflamed with passión—“ but he has 
not exchanged a word with her, and I will take care he shall 
not exchange one.”

“ You are desperately in love with this girl, Villiers,” said 
Lady Brabazon, angrily. “ I thought it was her fortune merely 
you aimed at.”

“ Ihavebeenfoiled, and that has piqued me,” replied Villiers. 
“ Le jeu  ne vaut pas la  chandclle,” rejoined Lady Bra­

bazon. “ After the failure of your attempt to carry her oíT, I 
wonder you will persevere.”

“ Hush!” exclaimed the beau. “ Some one mav overhear us. 
I would have carried her off to-night, if I had known she would 
have been here. Your ladyship ought to be obliged to me for 
the trouble I am taking. I shall remove your rival, and you will 
thcn have young Crew entirely to yourself. And now to put Sir 
Norfolk on his guard.”

With this, he passed on to the Welsh baronet, and addressed 
bim. Thelatter bowed stiilly in relurn, and approached nearer 
the dancers *, and while Hilda was courtesying to her partner at 
the closc of the minuet, he took her hand and led her away. 
The young man would have followed them, but Cordwell Fire- 
bras came up and arrested him.

“ It w o n t  d o ,” h e  sa id  ; “ V illie r s  h a s  to ld  th e  o ld  b a r o n e t  
w h o  y o u  a r c . Í  m u s t  g o  a fler  h im  in s la n t ly , an d  m a k e  so m e  e x ­
c u se  fo r  m y  sh a re  in  th e  m a tter , o r  I  sh a ll h a v e  to  c r o s s  sw o r d s  
w ith  h im  to-m oiTOW  m o r n in g . I h a v e  d o n e  a ll I c a n  fo r  y o u .  
G o o d  n ig h t .”  *

Soon after this, Bandulph quitted the masquerade with Trus- 
sell. With some difficultv a boat was procured to convey them 
home. Finding his nephew in no mood for conversation,Trus- 
sell, who was rather tired, and moreover hadarunk a good deal 
of punch and champagne, disposcd himself to slumber, nor did 
he awake tili they reached Lambeth stairs.

Another boat had just landed, and two pcrsons in dominos 
marched before them in the vcry direction they were going.

“ Why, who the deuce have we here ?” cried Trussell, run- 
ning forward to overtake the parlv in advance. “ Zounds! 
brother, is it you ? Have you been at the masquerade?”

“ 1 have,” replied Abel ; “ and I have secn all that has oc- 
currcd there.”



CHAPTER IX.

JACOB BRINCS A  PIECE OF INTELLIGENCE TO IU N D U L PH .— TR l'SSELL AND RANDULPH 

GO TO DRURY LAN E.

A bo u t  a week after this, as Randulph was dressing himself 
one morning, Mr. Jukes entered his room, and informed him 
that the miser’s servant, Jacob Post, wished to speak to him.

“ Ile is at the door,” added the butler, mysleriously—“ he 
seems very anxious to see you, so I hrought him up stairs.”

“ Quite right, Jukes,” replied Randulph— “ let him come in 
hy all means.”

“ I don’t know that it is quite right, sir,” replied Mr. Jukes, 
smiling. “ I fear mv master may be angrv with me for admitting 
him ; bút I didn’t like to disoblige you.”

“ Very kind of you indeed, Jukes,” replied Randulph. “ My 
uncleshall know nothing about the malter from me. 13ut let Ja­
cob come in.”

The good-natured butler Ihen retired, and the next moment 
the porter entered the room, scratching his head, as was his 
wont whcn in any way embarrasscd.

“ Well, Jacob,” said Randulph, extending his hand to him,'— 
“ Pm glad to see you. Sit down.”

“ No, I thank’ee, sir,” replied Jacob, “ I’d ralher stand. My 
business wont allow of sittin’.”

“ Then begin upon it at once,” rejoined Randulph.
“ Beforel begin,” said Jacob, making himself up for a speech. 

“ I mustpremise that I’m come on my own accord, and at no- 
body else’s request whalsomdever, least of all by desire of Miss 
Hilda—”

“ Pm perfectly satisfied ofit, Jacob,” interrupted Randulph 
—“ perfectly.”

“ Then you quite understand I’m come liere without her 
knowledge or prcvitty?” said Jacob.

“ Quite so,” replied Randulph—“ I am quite sure she did not 
send you.”

“ No, that she didn’t,” rejoined Jacob, “ and mortal angry 
she’d be with me if she Ihoughtlhad come. Bút I see you’re 
impatient, and Pli keep you 110 longer in suspense. I’m come, 
then, to teli you, that my young missis is going to Wauxhall to-
night.”

“ A thousand thanks for the informalion, Jacob!” cried R.an-



dulpli, talring a crown from his purse which lay on the table— 
“ Drink my healtli.”

“ l ’d rather not take the moncv,—much obleeged lo you all 
the same, sir,” replied Jacob. “ But aslw as sayin’, my young 
missis is goin’ to Wauxhall with Sir Norfolk Salusbury, and 
they’re to join Lady Drabbvson and Mr. Willars. Now l ’ve no 
great opinion of those two fine folks. Indeed, I suspect they’re 
contriving somé wicked design againstMiss Hilda. But it’s no 
use warnin’ my master, for he wilfuily shuts his eyes lo danger •, 
and as to Sir Norfolk, hc’s too much wrapped upin hisself, and 
too proud to listen to me. I therefore thought it better to come 
to you.”

“ What do you suspect, Jacob?” asked Randulph.
“ W hyit’s no matter what I suspect just now,” replied the 

porter—“ but I’m on a scent, and I’ll find it out before night. 
IJave you heard o’ the atlempt to carryr off young missis?” 

“ N o !” replied Randulph—“ but you don’t surely suspect 
Mr. Villiers of it?”

“ Tt mavn’t be safe to speak out,” replied Jacob, “ especially 
as I can’t bring proof. But I could almost undertake to swear 
that his valet, Mr. Cripps, was one of the parties engaged in it.” 

“ Therascalis capableofanylhing!” cried Randulph. “ Satisfv 
me that Mr. Villiers was theauthor of theatrocious attempt you 
have mentioned, and he shall pay for bis villany with his life.” 

“ Wait tili to-night, sir,” replied Jacob. “ I may be able to 
satisfy you then. I’m on the look out.”

“ I have my own reasons for thinking somé design is on 
foot,” replied Randulph, “ because Lady Brabazon has sent me 
and my uncle tickets for Drurv Lanc to-night, regretting she 
could not go there herseif, but omitting to mention a word 
about Vauxhall.”

“ She wanted to get you out o’ the way,” returned Jacob. 
“ R’s a deep-laid scheme. But I’ll unravel it. Don’t let any 
one—not even your uncle, Mr. Trussell—know you’re goin’ to- 
night. You can watch what’s done, and act accordingly. I’ll 
he there, and let you know what I’ve learnt in the meantime.” 

“ I entirely approve of your advice,” rejoined Randulph, 
“ and will act in accordance with it. But how will you see me 
there ?”

“ Be under the orchyster at tcn o’clock, and I’ll find means 
o’ comin’ lo you,” replied Jacob. “ And now my time’s up. 
You’ll be cautious?”

“ Fear me not,” replied Randulph.
And Jacob took his departure.
Acting upon the porter’s Suggestion, Randulph said nothing 

to his uncles of what had passed ; nor did Mr. Jukes mention a



word of Jacob’s visit, so tbat neither of them had any idea of the 
cause of bis abstraction, thougb both remarked it. He spent the 
greater part of the morning in his own room, in order to indulge 
his thoughts unrestrainedly, and only camc down stairs to din- 
n erw henhew as perfectly composed. Abel was graver than 
usual, but Trussell was in his usual flow of spirits, and talked of 
the performances they were about to witness.

“ W e aregoing to see the Beau’s Stratagem, sir,” he said to 
his brother, “ and as Mr. Garrick is to play Archer, and Mr, 
Macklin, Scrub, we cannot fait of being well cntertained.”

“ Humph!” exclaimed Abel.
“ Then as to ladies,” added Trussell, turning to Randulph, 

“ weare to have the charmirig Mrs. Gibber, and the scarcely- 
less cliarming Mrs. Woflington 5 and the critics teil me that the 
new opera—the Tempie of Dulness—is to be delighlful.”

“ No wonder critics say so,” observed Abel, with a sneer; 
“ the title alone would make it attractive to them.”

“ Bravo!” exclaimed Trussell. “ By the bye,” he added, 
aside to Randulph, “ your friend Kitty Conway sings at Vaux­
hall to-night.”

“ Indeed!” exclaimed Randulph.
“ l ’m surprised you don’t go to hear her,” said Abel, who 

had overheard the remark, looking so hard at hira that he was 
covered with confusion.

“ Ile’s otherwise engaged,” interrupted Trussell. “ I only 
lieard of it this morning by accident. W e’ll go to Yauxhall if 
you prefer it to Drury Lane,Randulph.”

“ No, don’t alter your arrangements!” cried Randulph, 
hastily.

“ Sir Singleton Spinke will he there, TU be sworn,” laughed 
Trussell—“ though he’s got a new Hame,- the daughter of a 
mercer named Deacle, who lives in the Little Sanctuary just 
opposite-, but never mind whero shelives,” he added, observing 
his brother frown—“ she’s a devilish pretty girl, and is called, 
on account of her beautv, the fair Thomasine. You saw her at 
the masquerade at Ranelagh the other night. She wasone of 
the columbines who danced with Mr. Cripps.”

“ I  noticed her,” observed Abel—“ a silly coquettc!”
“ FH teil you a capital joke about Sir Singleton and this fair 

damsel,” pursued Trussell, laughing. “ You must know that 
he süpped with her and her party the other night at Ranelagh, 
and got so drunk that he was left under the table in the alcove. 
While he was in this state, somé one, most probably Mr. Cripps, 
cut off his long queue, and sent it the next morning in a packet 
to the fair Thomasine, accompanied by a tender epistle offering



her bis hand, and begging, as he could not send her a lock of 
bis hair, to enclose instead—bis pigtail!”

“ Ha—ha! ha! ” laughed Mr. Jukes, who was in attendance. 
“ Just like one of Crackenthorpe’s tricks,—just like bim.”

This story forced a smile even from Abel, and the rest of the 
dinner passed off agreeably enough. The cloth was removed, 
and the wine piaced upon the table, but Randulph scarcely 
tasted it, and Trussell, after swallowing a few glasses, said it was 
time lo start for the play.

“ ßefore you go, I have a word to say to you, Randulph,” 
remarked Abel, in a tone that alarmed the young man. “ I have 
made no comments upon your dissipated course of life of late, 
because I felt it would he time thrown away j but it must now 
he ended.”

“ 1 am at a loss to know, sir, what particular part of my con- 
duct has displeased you,” said Randulph.

“ I spcak of your conduct generally, not particularly,” re- 
joined Abel, severely. “ But there will be one here to-morrow 
who has better title to admonish you than I iiave.”

“ Your words would seein to refer to my mother, sir,” said 
Randulph, in great surprise. “ Is she coming to town?”

“ She will be here to-morrow,” replied Abel. “ But you are 
detaining your uncle Trussell—he is impatient. Go. It is your 
last night—make the most of it.”

Trussell was as much surprised as Randulph at what had just 
passed, but he made no remark tili they got out of the house.

“ Well, I shall be delighted to see my sister Crew,” he said— 
“ delighted to see her. But I wonder why the old gentleman 
made a secret of her coming. Don’t he apprehensive of any 
lectures from her, Randulph. I’ll set all right, depend upon it.” 

“ It is stränge she shouldn’t have wrilten to me on the suh- 
ject,” said Randulph.

“ Most likely my brother imposed secrecv upon her,” replied 
Trussell. “ However, we must have a little talk together before 
her arrival. I must counsel you how to act at this juncture. 
She’s an exzellent creature, your mother. But it ’ll never do lo 
be tied to the apron-string. Let us i'orget the matter now, and, 
adopting the old gentleman’s advice, make the most of to-night.” 

A boat conveyed them to Somerset Stairs, where they landed, 
and proceeded to Drury Lane Theatre. Randulph had resolved 
npon what course to pursue. The play was admirably per- 
formed; but even the inimitable acting of Garrick and Macklin 
iailed to interest him, so much was he pre-occupied. The co- 
medy over, they adjourned to Tom’s Coffee-house in Covent 
Garden, where abundance of Company was assembled, plenti- 
fuliy besprinkled witli blue and green ribands and stars. Trus-



seil met a hőst of acquaintances, and framing a hasty excuse, 
Randulph left him with thern, and hurrying to Salisbury Stairs, 
took a boat, and ordercd the waterman to row to Vauxhall.

CHAPTER X.

T H E  SUPPER AT VAUXHALL. BEAU V ILLIER s’ s  A T T E M P T  TO CARRY OFF HI LD A

DEFEATF.D BY RANDULPH.

C e l e b r a t e d  throughout Europe, and once esteemed the 
most delightful place of recreation of the kind, Vauxhall Gardens 
have been in existence more than a Century ; and it rejoices us 
to find that they are not altogether closed. They were first 
opened with a ridotto al fresco, about the year 1730, and speedily 
rising to a high reputation, were enlarged, and laid out in the 
most superb manner. A magnificent orchestra, of Gothic form, 
ornamented with carvings and niches, and provided with a fine 
organ, was erected in the midst of the garden. There was 
likewise a rotunda, though not of equal diinensions with that 
of Ranelagh, being only seventy feet in diameter, with a dome- 
iike roof, supporled by four handsome Ionic columns, embel- 
lised with foiiage at the base, while the shafls were wreathed 
with a Gothic balustrade, representing climbing figures. From 
the centre depended a magnificent chandelier. A part of the 
rotunda, used as a saloon, was decorated with columns, between 
which were paintings by Hayman. The entrance from the 
gardens was through a Gothic portal. Moreover, there where 
pavilions or alcoves, ornamented with paintings, from designs 
by llogarth and Hayman, appropriate to the place*, each alcove 
having a table in it capable of aecommodating six or eight 
persons, and leading in an extensive sweep to a magnificent 
piazza, live hundred feet in length, of Chinese architeclurc. 
This semicircle led to a further sweep of pavilions. A noble 
gravel walk, nine hundred feet in lenglh, bordered with Iofty 
trees, and terminated by a broad lawn, in which there was a 
Gothic obelisk, faced the entrance. But the enchantment of the 
gardens commenced with the moment of their illumination, 
when upwards of two thousand lamps, lighted almost simul- 
taneously, gümmered through the green leaves of the trees, and 
shed their radiance on the fairy scene around. This was the 
grand cliarin of Vauxhall. One of its minor attractions was a 
curious piece of machinery representing a miller’s house, a 
waterwheel, and a cascade, which, at Ihat period of the art,



was thought quite marvellous. There were numberless walks 
and wildernesses in the grounds, and most of the vistas were 
adorned with statues. In one of them, at a date a little posterior 
to this history, was a siatue of Handel as Orpheus holding 
a lyre.

It was nearly ten o’clock when Xlandulph reached the gar- 
dens. He proceeded along the grand walk, which was hrilliantly 
illuminated, and filled with Company, as far as the Obelisk, but 
he could see nothing of Sir Norfolk or Hilda. He then turnéd 
into one of the side walks, and approachcd the orchestra, in front 
of which stood Kitty Conway, preparing to sing. She instantlv 
detected him, and made a slight movement of recognition. As 
he passed the ränge of alcoves benealh the orchestra, he per- 
ceived Jacob, who instantly came towards him.

“ l ’ve found it all out,” said the porter—“ I knew I should. 
Mr. Willars is the contriver of the plot. He means to carry 
off Miss Hilda, and has engaged a coach for that purpose, which 
is stationed at the back o’ the gardcns. Luckiiy, the coachman 
is a friend o’ mine, and it’s through him I’ve detected the 
scheme.”

“  But where is your misLress ? ” cried Randulph.
“ There,” replied Jacob, pointing to a party seated at supper 

beneath the grove of trees in front of the orchestra.
“ Isee ,” replied Randulph. “ By Heaven!” he cried, “ Mr. 

\illiers is coming this way. Two persons stop him. As I live, 
one of them is his valet, and the other Captain Culpepper, a 
fellow whom my uncle Trussell told me was a sort of bravo, 
and would cut any man’s throat for hire. Doubtless, they are 
planning the abduction.”

“ You may take your oath of it,” replied Jacob. “ I’ll manage 
to getnear’em unobserved. Comeback to this place when they 
separate, and you shall know ali.”

So saying, he slouched his hat over his eyes, and mingling 
with the crowd, got within ear-shot of the beau, who, as has 
been intimated, was addressing Captain Culpepper and Mr. 
Cripps.

Randulph, meanwhile, felt irresistibly drawn towards the table 
where Hilda was seated, and as he kept behind the trees, he 
was not noticed by the party, though he w as  noticed by Kitty 
Conway, from the orchestra, who, guessing his inlention, was 
so much agitated that for the first time in her Professional 
career she made some false notes in her singing. Hilda's 
seat was placed against a tree. On her right was Sir Norfolk 
Salusbury 5 and on the right of the baronet, Lady Brabazon; 
next her ladyship was a vacant chair—no doubt quilted by Beau 
Villiers; then came Lady Fazakerlv 5 then Sir Bulkeley Price;



and, lastly, Clementina Brabazon, who occupied Ibe seat on tbe 
left of tbe miser’s daughter. Partiy screened by the tree against 
which Hilda was seated, Randulph bent forward, and breathed 
her name in the gentlest accents. Hilda heard tbe whisper, and 
looking round, beheld the Speaker.

How much may be conveyed in a glancé! Sbe read the inlen- 
sity of bis passión, and the depth of his devotion in his eyes; 
andfor the first time, returned bis gazé with a look of kindness, 
almost of tenderness. Handulph was transported 5 he could not 
resist the impulse Ihat promptod bim to advance and lake her 
hand, which she unresistingly yielded lo him.

All this was the worlc of a minute •, but the action liad not 
been unobservcd, either by Kitty Conway or Lady Brabazon. 
Bolh had felt a similar pang of jealousy, but revenge instanlly 
occurred to the latter. While Randulph was in the act of raising 
Hilda’s hand to his lips, she touched Sir Norfolk’s arm, and 
pointing in the direction of the lovers, wbispered, “ Look there 

Sir Norfolk arose, and in a stern and peremptory voice, said 
to the young man, “ Set free that lady’s hand, s ir! ”

“ Not unless shechooses to withdraw it,” replied Randulph. 
“ I am wholly to blame for this, Sir Norfolk,” said Hilda, 

withdrawing her hand, and blusbing deeply.
“ You are pleased to say so, Miss Scarve,” returned Sir Nor­

folk 5 “ but the young man has been guiltv of a great indecorum, 
and I shall call bim to a strict account for it.”

“ I shall be ready to answer the call, whenever you please, Sir 
Norfolk,” rejoined Randulph. “ But this is not the place for 
menaces. You will do well to look after your Charge.”

“ I shall take care to kcep off impertincnls like you,” replied 
Sir Norfolk.

“ Beiter guard her against other dangers which require more 
penetralion than you care topractise,” retorted Randulph.

“ I have only one answer to make to such insolencc,” said 
Sir Norfolk, “ and that shall be given to-morrow. You shall hear 
from me, Mr. Crew.”

“ As soon as you please, Sir Norfolk,” replied Randulph.
“ For my sake, Mr. Crew,” interposed Hilda, “ let this quar- 

rel go no further. I have been the innoccnt caqse of it. Promise 
me it shall not.”

“ I would willingly obey you in anytbing, Miss Scarve,” 
replied Randulph 5 “ but in this case, it is not in my power. 
Farewell! ”

Fixing one passionate look upon her, he then bowed haugh- 
tily to Sir Norfolk, who returned his salutation in kind, and 
withdrew.

As he walked away, he encountered Beau Yilliers, who was



returning from his Conference. Villiers starled on seeing him, 
but instanüy recovered himself, and would have addressed him, 
but Randulph turnéd abruptly away.

“ What the devil lias brought Randulph Crew here?” said 
Villiers to Sir Singlelon, as he joined the party. “ I thought he 
was at Drury-Lane.”

“ Devil know s!” cried the old beau. “ But he has made a 
pretty scene.”

And he proceeded to relate what had occurred. Villiers laughed 
heartily at the recitál.

“ I hope old Salusbury will cut his throat,” he said, in an un­
der tone.

“ Whv, it would be desirable to get him out of the way, 
certainly,” replied the old beau. “ The women are all mad about 
him.”

“ Especially Kitty Conway,” observed Villiers. “ Odds life ! 
this accounts for her having fainted in the orchestra. I wondered 
what could be the matter with her, but now I understand it. 
All is prepared,” he added, in a deep whisper, to Lady Brabazon.

“ Be careful how you act,” she replied, in a low tone. “ You’ll 
find Sir Norfolk dangerous, and Randulph Crew is on the 
watch.”

“ Fear nothing,” he rejoined, “ I’ve taken my measures se- 
curely. Make towards the dark walk, and contrive to lead him 
and the others away.”

Lady Brabazon nodded.
Soon after this she arose, and, witliout ceremony, took Sir 

Norfolk’s arm, while Villiers very gallantly oifered his to Hilda. 
The rest of the party paired off in like manner.

Leading the way in the direction agreed upon, Lady Brabazon 
expressed a desire to view the scenic representalion of Ihemill 
and waterfall before mentioned, which was exhibited in a hollow 
of the great walk-, and they proceeded towards it. Hilda was 
much displeased by the assiduities of her companion, and she 
could not help remarking that he contrived, on various pre- 
tences, to linger behind the rest of the party, and though she 
repeatedly urged him to rejoin them, he always made some ex­
cuse for not doing so. At last, on pausing longer tlian usual, 
they quite lost sight of them, and were hurrying forward at 
Hilda’s urgent request, when, as they passed one of the side 
vistas, Mr. Cripps, who was standing at the end of it, advaneed 
towards his master.

“ Fortunateiv encountered, sir,” said the valet, bowing; 
, La dy Brabazon sent me to look for you, to teil you that she 
and the party are gone down a walk on the left, to see a fine



painting, in the Chinese pavilion at the end of it. With your 
permission, TU shew you the way.”

“ Oh, yes, let us go to them by all means,” said Hilda, un- 
suspectingly.

“ Lead on, then I ” cried the beau scarcely ahle to conceal his 
satisfaction at the success of the scheme.

A few steps brought them to the end of a narrow walk, arched 
over by trees, the branches of which were so thickly interlaced, 
that the moonlight could not penetrate through them. Alarmed 
by its appearance, Hilda drew back.

“ How thoughtless of Sir Norfolk to leave me th u s!” she 
exclaimed.

“ W hy, you are surely not afraid of accompanying me down 
this walk, Miss Scarve,” laughed the beau. “ My valet is with 
us, and shall protect you. The Chinese pavilion is not more 
than a hundred yards off-, and the walk, though dark, is not 
solilary.”

Fancying she perceived some persons within it, Hilda suf- 
fered herseif to be led on *, hut she had not advaneed many steps 
when all her uneasiness returned, and she bitterly regretted 
having assented. Lut it was too late. The beau’s grasp had 
tighleried upon her arm, and he drew her quickly forward, 
while Mr. Cripps proceedcd at the same rapid pace. Once or 
twice, she thought she heard foolsteps behind her, and almost 
fancied she could distinguish a figure walking near them, hut 
she did not dare to express her terrors. They had proceeded, so 
lar as she could judge, about a hundred yards, when a sudden 
turn in the walk disclosed a low hcdge 5 bevond was the open 
country, bathcd in moonlight.

Coming to a sudden halt, the beau said in a hurried, but 
imperative tone—“ Miss Scarve, I lőve you to desperalion, and 
am determined to make ycu mine. You are now in my power, 
and must accompany me.”

“ Never ! ” replied Hilda, resolutely. “ And I command you 
to release me.”

She would have screamed for help, if Yillicrs, who grasped 
her more tightly, had not taken out his handkerchief, and, 
placing it over her mouth, prevented her cries. While this 
was passing, Captain Culpepper emerged from the trees, and 
hastened with Mr. Cripps towards him.

“ Bravo, s ir !” cried the Captain. “ All goes well this time. 
We’ll have her in the coach in a twinkling.”

“ Notsofast, villains!” thunderedRandulph,rushingforward. 
“ I have allowed you to go thus far to see to what lengths your 
villany would carry you. But you shall pay dearly for it.”

As "he spoke, he rushed to the beau, and snatching Hilda



from liim, dashcd bim back war ds with such force that he feil 
upon the ground. Anolher person likewise came to the res- 
cue. This was Jacob, who, brandishing bis cudgel, hurried 
to the scene of action. On seeing him, the valet whipped 
out his blade, but it was beaten from his grasp, and he only 
avoided a terrible blow from the cudgel by a nimble leap aside. 
YVithout waiting for a second blow, he plungcd irito the wood, 
and made his escape. Captain Culpepper fared no better. Before 
he could draw liis sword, he received a blow on the head, that 
stretched him senseless and bleeding on the ground. Ililda, 
meantime, had murmured her thanks to her deliverer, who 
feit, as he pressed her to his bosom, that the whole of his 
previous anxiety was more than repaid by the unutterahle joy 
of the moment.

“ Hilda!” he cried, passionately, “ I would risk a thousand 
lives for you. Forgive me if, at this moment, I dare to ask if I 
may hopc ? ”

She murmured a faint response in the aiTirmative.
“ I am the happiest of men! ” cried Randulph, transported 

with delight.
“ Alas!” cxclaimed Hilda, “ my avowal can give you little 

happiness. I can never be yours.”
“ There you speak truth! ” cried Yilliers, who by this time had 

regained his feet, and furiouslv approached them. “ You never 
shall he his.”

“ This is the leader of the gang!” cried Jacob, who having 
just disposed of Captain Culpepper, now rushed towards the 
beau, brandishing his cudgel in a formidable manner. “ 111 
soon settle him.”

“ Leave him alone, Jacob ! ” cried Randulph, authoritatively; 
“ his punishment bclongs to me.”

“ You’re wrong, sir,” rejoined Jacob, “ but I shan’t disobey 
you. He doesn’t deserve to he treated likc a genTman.”

“ Obüge me by stepping aside for a moment, Mr. Crew! ” said 
the beau, with forced politencss. And as Randulph complied, 
he added—“ I shall expect satisfaction for the injury you have 
done me.”

“ I might well refuse it,” replicd Randulph*, “ but I am too 
eager for vengeance invsclf to do so. You shall have the satis­
faction you seek as soon as you please.”

“ To-morrow morning, then, at the earliest hour—at fivc—in 
Tothill Fields,” said Yilliers.

“ I will he there,” replicd Randulph.
And, quitting the beau, he rejoined Hilda, to whom he o f le r e d  

his arm. They walked down the avenue logether, Jacob follow- 
ing closc besidc them. Hilda allowed her hand to remain in his,



while he poured the wärmest protestations of attachment into 
her ear. She did not attempt to check him 5 and perhaps it 
would 1)0 dißicult to say which of the two felt the most regret 
when that brief dream of happiness was ended, as they emerged 
into the lighted vista.

Almost immediately on entering the great walk, they met Sir 
Norfolk and Lady Brabazon and the rest of the party. Her lady- 
ship was at first greatly confused at seeing Randulph, but she 
instantly guessed what had happened, andtried to put a good 
face on the matter. Advancing to Hilda, she hastiiy inquired 
what had happened 5 but the latter turnéd coldly from her, and 
taking the arm of Sir Norfolk Salusbury, desired to be led home.

“ Your ladyship is perfectly aware of the peril in which I have 
been placed,” she said. “ But I have been delivered from it by 
the courage and address of Mr. Crew.”

“ Beforc you go, Miss Scarve,” said Lady Brabazon, “ I be- 
seech you to give me somé explanation of what has happened.”

“ It mustsufiice, then, to say, that Mr. Villiers has atiempted 
to carry me off,” replied Hilda—“ but bis purpose has been de- 
feated.”

“ What is this I hear!” cried Sir Norfolk. “ Mr. Villiers 
guilty of so base an attempt? I will go in search of him in­
stantly!”

“ I have undertaken the punishment of Mr. Villier’s offence, 
sir,” said Randulph.

“ You have an account to seltle with me, vourself, sir,” re- 
joined Sir Norfolk, sternly.

“ I will settle it at five o’clock to-morrow morning, in Tolhill 
Fields,” replied Bandulph, in a low tone, “ afterl have arrariged 
with Mr. Villiers.”

“ Be it so,” replied Sir Norfolk.
And he strodeoff with Hilda, followed by Jacob; while Ran­

dulph, without staying to exchange a word with Lady Braba­
zon, walked away in the opposite direction.

CHAPTER XI.

RANDULPH AVORSTS BEAU YILLIERS IN A  DUEL IN  TO TIIILL F IE L D S ; AND IS AYORSTEO 

II IMS ELK IN  A  SECOND DUEL BY SIR NORFOLK SALUSBURY.

O n  quitting Vauxhall, Randulph made the best of bis way 
home, agitated by a crowd of tumulluous thobghts. Abel had 
retired lo rest more than an hour ago, but Trussell was not yet



come home. Telling Mr. Jukes, therefore, that he must see his 
younger uncle directly, he set off again without a moment’s de- 
lay, and taking a boat at Lambeth stairs, rowed to the nearest 
point to CoventGarden. Hethen hurried to Tom’s Coffee-house, 
where he found his uncle at supper in a boxby himself, and pro- 
ceeded to relate to him all that had occurred.

“ Apretty adventure!” exclaimed Trussell at the close ofthe 
recitál. “ An abduction prevented, and a coupleof duels! I’m 
sorry I wasn’t with you, that I might have taken one of the 
latter off your hands. It Ml be a mortal conflict with the beau. 
I ’m glad you’ve had lessons írom Uewitt. He told me himself, 
not many days ago, that you vvere one of his best scholars, and 
had as strong a wrist, and as quick an eye as any man he knew.” 

“ l have no fear of the result in either case,” replied Ran- 
dulph. >

“ I’m glad you’re so confident,” said Trussell; “ but nei- 
ther of your antagonists are to be despiscd. Take a glass of 
punch—they brew famously here—well, as you please. W e must 
make arrangemenls instanter. Our best plan will be to go to 
Hewitt, and teil bim to be in the field with swordsand a surgeon 
at the appointed hour.”

Emplying the rummer of punch before him, he called to the 
drawer, paid him, and, taking his nephew’s arm, they setforth. 
Mr. Hewitt lived in Leicester-street, Leicester-fields—now Lei- 
cester-square. He was in bed, but they soon knocked bim up, 
and expjaining thcir business, he entered upon it immediately.

“ I will be sure to be on the ground at the time appointed, 
and will bring Air. Molson, the surgeon with me,” said Hewitt. 
“ He will take care of you in case of accident. But I don’t ap- 
prehend any such to you, because I kriow what you can do. 
You shall have my favourite German blade—here it is,” he add- 
ed, taking down a sword. “ This is the strongest and lighlcst 
sword I ever handled, and equal to any Spanish tuck. Be sure 
you come coolly inlo the field. The best swordsman that ever 
fought will be worsted if he is in a passión. YouMl need judg- 
ment as well as skill to-morrow, and take care you do not dis- 
order it in any way. Mr. Villiers is a veryskilful fencer, but he 
is likely enough to be in a passión. As to Sir Norfolk, you will 
find him calm as death. He is a far more dangerous advérsary 
than (he other.”

“ Far more dangerous,” echoedTrussell.
“ Sir Norfolk being so much tallér than yourself,” pursued the 

fencing-master, “ the best way when you intend lo make a 
thrust at him will be to come to half sword, vou will then be 
wilhin distance. If you act on the defensive, engage only fivc 
inches, and keep him at Ihat distance. You understand ? ”



“ Perfeetly,” replicd Randulph.
“ The best thrust you can make at him will be seconde or 

carte ünder the shell, or you may dart your sword as I have 
taught you. And now I rccommend vou togo to rest. Think no 
more of the duel, but sleep soundly, and come to the field as 
frcsh as a lark.”

Randulph smiled at the fencing-master’s advice, and having 
arranged a meeting at the horseferry, Westminster, opposite 
Lambeth stairs, at half-past four o’clock, he took hisdeparture 
with his uncle. They reached home in about half an hour, and 
Mr. Jukes expressed great delight at seeing them. it had been 
previously agrced, for fear of mistake, tliat Trussell should sit 
up all night, and call his nephew in sufficient time in the 
morning, and he therefore ordered Mr. Jukes to bring him a 
bottle of brandy, and a large jug of cold water. The butler 
obeyed, and took the opportunity of inquiring whether anvthing 
was the matter, but received 110 direct answer.

On retiring to his own room, Randulph threw himseif intő a 
chair, and turnéd over the events of the day. Amid a multitudo 
of dark and disagreeable thoughts, there was one that was bright 
and cheering. He had seen Hilda-—avowed his passión—and 
received an assurance that he was not indifferent to her. 
This thought buoyed him up, and made him regard with iri- 
difference the danger to which he was exposed.

His most painful reflections were connected with his mother, 
and knowing the anguish she would experience if anything 
should happen to him, he sat down and wrote a lelter, full of 
filial affection and tenderness, to be delivered to her in case of 
his fall. This done, he threw himseif on his couch, but his mind 
was too much disturbed to allow him to sleep.

Long before it was light, he arose and dressed himseif, and 
when Trussell entered the room, he was on his knees at the 
bedside, at prayer. On rising, he gave the letter he had written 
to the Charge of his uncle, and they crept down stairs as softly 
as they could, for fear of disturbing any one in the house, They 
tlien procceded to the dining-room, where Trussell swallowed 
a glass of brandy to keep the cold out of his stomach, and re- 
commended his nephew to do the same to steady his hand, but 
the latter, doubling the efficacy of the prescription, declined it. 
Their hope of getting away proved fallacious, for as they entered 
the hall on their way to the outer door, they found Abel stand­
ing there, wrapped in his dressin g-gowrn.

“ Randulph,” he said, eyeing his nephew severely—11 you 
are going to fight a duel. It is useless to deny it. I am sure you 
arc.”



“ I sliall not attempt to deny it, sir,” replied Randulph. “ I 
am.”

“ He is going lo fight two duels, brother,” said Trussell, em- 
boldened by ibe brandy he had just swallowed.

“ Two duels! ” echoed Abel—“ then he is doubly foolish— 
doubly culpable. Randulph, you are about to commit a very 
sinful, and verv foolish action, and though you may be justified 
in what you do by the laws of honour, and the usages of society, 
you will not be justified before Heaven.”

“ Really, my dear sir,” said Trussell, “ you view this matter 
mucii too seriously.”

“ iNot a wbit,” replied Abel; “ Randulph might stop if he 
would. But he would rather run the risk of oflfending bis Maker 
than man.”

“ Uncle,” said Randulph, “ I cannot now iirgue with you; 
but 1 have good reasons i'or what I am about to do.”

“ JNo reason can warrant bloodshed,” replied Abel, sternly. 
“ Since you arc deaf to my counsels, go. Yet think what a blow 
it will be to your mother, if she iinds on her arrival that she has 
lost her son.”

“ I have (hougbt of tliat, uncle,” replied Randulph: “ and I 
liave Ieft a letter with my uncle Trussell. Perhaps, you will now 
permit me to commit its Charge to you?”

“ Here it is, sir,” said Trussell, handing bim the letter. 
“ Time presses. Wo must be gone. We hope to be back again 
with you at breakfast, and to make a hearty and merry meal. 
W e are quite sorry to haye disturbed you. Good morning, 
ßir.”

Abel threw a severe and disgusted look at bim, and then turn- 
ing to Randulph, pressed his band affectionately, and said, “ I 
hope I m ay  see vou at breákfast, and with no blood on your 
soul.”

And with tliese words, he walked away.
“ Devilish unlucky weshoukl meet him !” said Trussell, for- 

cing a laugh, as they quitled the house. “ I suppose Jukes must 
have suspected somcthing, and callcd him up, for I don’t think 
he could have overheard us.”

Randulph made no reply, fór Abel’s parting speech had sunk 
deep inlo his breast, and thcv proceeded in silence towards 
the palace stairs.

It was a fresh and beautiful morning, though the sun was 
scarcely risen, and a thin silvery mist hung likc a veil over the 
smooth surface of the water. Tw o or three walermen were lying 
asleep in their tilts, and they roused one of them, who speedily 
rowed them to the opposite bank, ncar which they found Mr.



Hewitt with lwo brace of swords under his arm, in addition to 
the one by bis side, accompanied by a lall, stout man, with a 
red face, dressed in a well-powdered wig, and a suit of purple 
velvet, and carrying a gold-headed cane, who was introduced 
as Mr. Molson, the surgeon.

“ You look famously,” said the fencing-master to Randulph. 
“ Follow my instructions, and you’re sure to come offvicto- 
riously.”

The party then walked along the Horseferry Road, whicli 
speedily brought them to Tothill Fields. They were the first on 
the ground, and. Mr. llewitt, after looldng about for a short 
time, discovered a spot excellently adopted for the encounters.

By this time, the sun having risen, the morning’s early pro- 
mise of beauty was fully confirmed. Tlie spot selected for the 
combats commanded a fine view of Westminster Abbey, which 
reared its massive body and tall lowers above a ränge of mean 
habitations masking its base. Cawihg jackdaws in clouds wheel- 
ed in the sunny air above its pinnacles. A calmer or more beau- 
tiful scene could not be imagined.

Itandulph’s rellections were interrupted by the approach of 
two persons from the left of the fields, who proved to be Sir 
Norfolk Salusbury and Cordwell Firebras. Sir Norfolk bowed 
stifily to Randulph, and also to Trussell, and seeing Ihat the 
beau Nvas not arrived, said to the former, “ As I am first in the 
field, I am entilled to the first bout.”

“ I am sorry I cannot oblige you, Sir Norfolk,” replied Ran­
dulph •, “ but 1 m ust give Mr. Yiliiers priority.”

‘‘ Well, as you please, sir,” said the baronet, walking aside. 
Cord well Firebras Ihan advanced to Randulph.
“ I am here as Sir Norfolk’s second,” he said; “ but I hope 

the matter may only serve as a little breathing for you both be­
idre breakfast. It is an idle quarrel. W e must talk about Yil- 
liers’s attempt anon. But here he is.”

As he spoke, two chairs were seen approaching from the 
lower end of the fields. When they came within a hundred 
yards of the party, they stopped, and from the first issucd Mr. 
Yiliiers, and from the other Sir Bulkeley Price. Mr. Cripps 
walked bv the side of his master’s chair, bearing a water-boltle 
and a glass. The new-comers advanced slowly towards the 
party, and Mr. \  illiers, having bowed with much haughtiness to 
Randulph, gracefully saluted the rest of the Company.

“ Have we anything to waitfor, gcntlemen? ” he askcd.
“ Nothing,” replied Trussell; “ we are all ready.”
“ To business, then,” rcjoined the beau.
At a motion from his master, Mr. Cripps advanced towards 

bim, and receiving his clouded cane, proceeded to divest him



of bis coat, leaving him on a light striped silk waistcoat, with 
sleeves of the same material. Randulph, meantime, threw oiT 
bis upper garment, and rollcd up the shirt-sleeve on bis right 
arm. Mr. Hewitt then stepped up to him, and gave him the 
German sword he had promised •, while Mr. Yilliers received an 
exquisitely tempcred blade from the valet. These preparations 
made, the seconds and bvstanders feil back a few paces, Trus- 
sell, Firebras, and Hewitt standing on one side, and the two 
baronets on the other, while the surgeon stood at a little. dis- 
tance in the rear with Mr. Cripps.

Advancing towards each other, the combaiants saluted, and 
in another momcnt their blades were crossed, and several rapid 
passes exchanged. The spectators watchcd the confliet with the 
greatest interest, for both parties appeared admirably matched, 
and the beau’s superior skill was counterbalanced by Randulph’s 
extraordinary vigour and quickness. Thrusts were made and 
parried on both sides, but not a single hit was given, until Ean- 
dulph, finding bis adversary engaged in lierce with a liigh point, 
made a iirm thrust in carte over the arm, and passed his sword 
through the íleshy part of the other’s shoulder. At this success- 
ful hit, the seconds rushed forward, but betöre theyreached the 
spot, the beau’s sword feil from his grasp.

“ It is nothing,” said Yilliers, surrendering himself to the 
surgeon, who likewise hurried towards him •, “ but I acknow- 
ledge myself defeated.”

While the beau’s wound was bound up by the surgeon, and 
he was led to the chair by Mr. Cripps, Sir Norfolk Salusbury, 
who had beeil a watchful spectator of the confliet, stepped for­
ward, and said to Randulph, “ Whatever may he the issue of 
our cncounter, Mr. Crew, 1 shall declare that in the combat 
which has just taken place, you have conducled vourself like a 
man of honour and spirit.”

“ I am glad to receive the acknowledgment írom you, Sir 
Norfolk,” replied Randulph, bowing.

“ Pray donothurry ycursclfon myaccount,” said the baronet, 
courteously.

“ I am quite ready for you,” replied Randulph. “ What I 
have gone through bas onlv served to steady my ncrves.”

With the assistance of Firebras, who had come over to him, 
Sir Norfolk then took off his coat, waistcoat, and shirt, and in 
this state presented so extraordinary an appearance, that Ran­
dulph could scarcely repress a smile. The punctilious old 
knight’s first step was to deliver his sword to Mr. Hewitt, who, 
on measuring it with that of Randulph, found that it e x c e e d e d  
the latter in length by two inches. He, therefore, gave him one



of his own swords, and Sir Norfolk beating an appcal with his 
right foot, bade his youthful opponent come on.

Having gone through their salutes with the greatest formality, 
tbey commenced the combat with the utmost caution. Sir Nor­
folk acted chiefly upon the defensive, and contented himself 
almost entirely with parrying the thrusts aimed at bim. llan -  
dulph soon found that he had a formidable antagonist to deal 
with, and altering his plan, tried to compel him to attack bim. 
He made several feints with great dexterity, and just touched 
his adversary’s breast with an inside thrust in carte, causing a 
slight effusion of blood.

This had theeffect of rousingthe old baronet into exertion, 
and in his turn he became the assailant. Ile altacked llandulph 
with such force and fury, that he drove him back several paces. 
The young man returned to the Charge, and pressed his adver- 
sary in his turn, so that he regained his ground; but while 
making a pass in carte, his sword was turnéd near the wrist by 
a dexterous and sudden lounge on the part of the baronet, 
whose point entered his side below the eibow, and inflicted a 
severe wound.

Maddened by the pain, llandulph continucd to fight despc- 
rately, but the seconds rushed between the combatants, and 
interposing their blades, declared that the slrife must terminate, 
and that Sir Norfolk was the victor. The baronet immcdiately 
dropped his sword, and llandulph, whose strength had been 
fast failing, feil to the ground insensible.



BOOK THE THIRD.

A B E L  B E E G I I G R O F T .

CHAPTER I.

■ffIIAT BECAME OF RANDULPH AFTER THE DUF.L.— IIOYr’ IHLDA RECEIYED THE INTELLIGENCE

THAT RANDULPH IIAD BEEN WOUNDED IN THE D IE L  ; AND W IIAT PASSED BETWEEN

CORDWELL FIREBRAS AND TUE M ISER.

A s s i s t a n c e  was promptly afforded Randulph, after his fall, 
by the surgeon. Placed in Sir Bulkeley Price’s chair, he was 
removed to the nearest tavern in the Horseferry road, where 
his wound was drcssed. Sir Norfolk Salusbury, who expressed 
great concern about him, followed him tliither assoonas he had 
bound up his own wound, and put on his habiliments, and ap- 
pearedgreatly relieved when the surgeon gave him his positive 
assurance that no danger whatever was to be apprehended.

“ Is Ihat Sir Norfolk Salusbury?” asked Randulph, in a faint 
voice.

“ It is !” replied the old baronet, stepping forward.
“ Our quarrel is now at an end, I trust?” said the young man, 

extending his hand, which the other grasped cordiallv.
“ In toto,” replied Sir Norfolk ; “ and not merely is it at an 

end, bút a friendship, I hope, has commenced between us from 
this date.” J

“ I shall hold it cheaply purchased on my part, if it proveso,” 
replied Randulph, smiling gratefully.

“ My first business shall be to call 011 Hilda Scarve, to tel 
lier how bravely you liave combated in her defence,” said Sir 
Norfolk.

“ You will for ever oblige me,” replied the young man, 
trying to raise himself, but sinking back the next moment, ex- 
hausted by the cfiorl.



“ I must interdict further conversation, genllemen,” inter- 
posed Ihe surgeon; “ the bleeding has re-commenced, and the 
pulse has risen. If I am left alone vvith my patient for a fevv 
hours, I will answer for bis doing well, butnot otherwise.”

The room was tlien cleared, and Sir Norfolk invited the 
others lo breakfast with him at hislodgings in Abingdon Street*, 
and Trussell jfinding tbat bisattendance was not required, bu t that 
he was rather in the way than otherwise, accepled theinvitafion.

Everything belonging to Sir Norfolk was as formal as him- 
self. He had an old servant, the stiftest and tallest of his dass, 
who moved like an automalon worked by rusty springs. More­
over, he had afavourite old greyhound, who would allow no 
one to caress him but his master; and a peacock, bis especial 
favourite, which used to strut backwards and forwards vvith 
him for hours together in a little garden at the back of the 
house. Inhospitality l'ormed no part of the worthy old baronet’s 
character, and a very plentiful repast was set before his guesls. 
Despising tea and coffee as effeminate and enervating beve- 
rages, he nevertbeless offered Ihem to bis guests; but they werc 
declined bv all, and the light claret substituted, greatlv pre­
ferred. A few bottles of this pleasant drink served to wash 
down the broiled salmon, the slices of mutton-ham, the rump- 
steaks, the kidneys, and anchovy toasts, with which the board 
was spread. A cold sirloin of beef, and a veal and ham pasty, 
llanked bv a tankard of stout Welsh ale, stood on the sideboard, 
and to tbese Sir Buikeley Price applied himself, and declared he 
had not made so good a breakfast since be arrived in town.

“ Your early rising has given you an appetite, Sir Buikeley,” 
said the elder baronet.

“ Perhaps so,” replied the other, again applying to the 
tankard; “ butyour ale is excellent—quite equal to my own. I 
wish I had sent somé up from Fiint.”

Aqua vitai in small glasses was thcn handed round, and pár­
tákén of by all except the hőst. After this, the parly broke up, 
Trussell setting out to see how bis ncphew went on, and Sir 
Norfolk and Firebras proceeding to the Liltle Sanctuary to call 
on the miser.

Not having seen his daughter over night, for he did not wait 
up for her, Mr. Scarve only became acquainted with the beau’s 
attempt to carry her off, on the following morning. The rela- 
tion of the matter exasperated him in the highest degree, and 
when Sir Norfolk Salusbury and Firebras were ushered in by 
Jacob, they found him in a state of great excitement. Without 
allowing the baronet time to uttera word, be rushed up to bim 
and, in a voice half choked by fury, exclaimed—“ Ilave you 
killed him?—have you killed him ? ”



“ Do you allude to Mr. Randulph Crew, sir?” demanded Sir 
Norfolk, calmly.

“ No, to Üie beau—to Yilliers ! ” rejoined the miser.
“ I have not engaged with him,” replied the old baehelor; 

“ but he has met with due chaslisement from Mr. Crew.”
“ I am glad to hear it,” rejoined the miser; “ but I should 

have been better pleased if bis villany had been punishedby any 
other person. You, yourself, are in some measure to blame for 
this misadventure, Sir Norfolk.”

 ̂ “ I can make due allowance for your excited feelings, Mr.
Scarve,” returned the baronet; “ but ”

“ ’Sdeath, s ir !” interrupted the miser; “ wliy did vou let 
Hilda out of your sight ? Since you undertook the Charge of her, 
it was your duty to keep striet watch over her.”

‘'I  leel the re is reason in what you say, Mr. Scarve,” replied 
Sir Norfolk; “ neveetheless—”

“ I want no explanation,” cried the miser, fiercely; “ it is 
sufficient for me that (he thing has happened ; and look how it 
Stands. My daughter is entrusted to your care—is all but earried 
off by a libertine, from under your very nőse—and is rescued 
by the very person of all others I wished her to avoid, and 
against whorn I cautioned vou. Can anything be imagined more 
vexatious? ”

“ It is as vexatious to me as it can be to yourself, Mr. Scarve,” 
replied Sir Norfolk, stcrnly, for bis forbearance was fast waning; 
“ but I must pray of you to use more moderatiori in your tones 
and language. Recollect whom you are addressing.”

“ I ought to have recolleeted your blind and stupid puncti- 
liousncss, which so easily makes you thedupe ofdesigners, be- 
fore I committed my daughter to your Charge,” cried the miser, 
provoked by the other’s haughtiness.

“ W liew !” exclaimed Firebras, with a slight whistle. “ There’ll 
be another duel presently, if he gocs on at Ibis rate.”

“ Mr. Scarve, I wish you a good morning,” said the old ba­
ronet, bowing sLiffly ; “ you shall hear from me erc long.”

“ Stay, Sir N orfolk!” cried Hilda, rushing up to him ; 
“ my father does not know what he says. For my sake, let 
it pass.”

“ Ay, ay, Sir Norfolk, let it pass,” whispered Firebras. “ Mr. 
Scarve’s intemperate conduct should move your pitv rather than 
your anger.”

“ I believe you are right, sir,” replied the old baronet, in 
the same tone; “ I will regard it as a mere iníirmity of temper.” 

“ Sir Norfolk,” said Hilda, speaking with forced calmness— 
“ some menacing words passed between you and Randulph 
Crew last night. You say he bas risked bis life on my account,



and lias punished my assailant. I trust tliat nothing has passed, 
or may pass, between you and him ? Promise me this, Sir Nor­
folk.”

Sir Norfolk may salely give that promise now,” remarked 
Firebras.

“ How mean you, sir?” cried Hilda, hecoming as pale as 
death. “ Ilave you met him, Sir Norfolk ?—have you fought ? ” 

The old baronet averted bis head.
“ I will answer for him,” said Firebras—“ they have met.” 
“ But nothing has happened?” cried Hilda. “ Randulph is 

sale,—is he not?”
“ I did my best not to touch him,” rcplied the old baronet,

reluctantly; “ hűt he put me so hardly to it, Ihat—that ”
“ Well! ” cried Hilda, brealhlessly.
“ After receiving a scralch myself, which a plaster has cured,” 

pursued Sir Norfolk. “ I slightly wounded him.”
“ And this is the reward of his devotion to me!” cried Hilda. 
“ It is nothing—nothing whatever, Miss Scarve,” rejoined 

Firebras ; “ the surgeon says he will he out again in a week.” 
u I am glad you hit him,” said the miser; “ it will teach him 

to meddle where he has no concern in future.”
“ I was grieved to do so,” replied Sir Norfolk; “ butlieforced  

ine to it. I never crossed swords with a braver young man. You 
have formed an erroneous opinion of him, Mr. Scarve.”

“ I have formed no opinion of him at all,” rejoined the 
miser.

“ You are sure he is not dangerously wounded, Sir Norfolk?” 
cried Hilda.

“ Quite sure,” replied the old baronet.
“ Thank Heaven!” she exclaimed. And with a gasp for ut- 

terance, she feil into the arms of her aunt, who stood close be- 
side her, and who bore her out of the room.

“ It requires no conjuror to teil how affairs stand in that 
quartcr, Mr. Scarve,” observcd Cordwell Firebras.

“ It is plain she loves the young man,” said Sir Norfolk— 
“ and for my own part, 1 Iliink him in every way worthy of 
her.”

“ Worthy or not, he shall never have her,” returned the miser, 
sullenly.

“ It is not for me to dictate to you, Mr. Scarve,” rejoined Sir 
Norfolk; “ nor would I presume to hint the course I think you 
ought to pursue ; bút being satisfied that your daughter’s affec- 
ticns are engaged to this young man, urdess your objections to 
him are insuperable I hope you will not interfcre with their hap- 
piness.”



“ My objections to him are insuperable, Sir Norfolk,” rejoined 
the miser, coldly.

“ I am truly sorry to hear it,” replied the old baronet.
“ Excuse me, Sir Norfolk,” said Firebras,seeing that the other 

was about to take leave, “ I have a few words to say to Mr. 
Scarve.” ,

Sir Norfolk then bowed, quitted the room, and was ushered 
to the door by Jacob.

While this was passing, Cord well Firebras drew a stool to- 
wards the chair which the miser had just taken.

“ I presume, Mr. Scarve, there are no eaves-droppers?” he 
said, glancingat the door.

“ I hope not,” replied the miser, who eyed him with great re- 
pugnance 5 “ but if you have any secret matters to discuss, you 
had better speak in a low tone.”

“ Very well,” resumed Firebras, complying with the hint, 
“ we must have a little talk together about this voung man—this 
Randulph Crew.”

“ I guessed what was coming,” groaned the miser.
“ You cannot nowmistake your daughter’s partialitv for him,” 

pursued Firebras; “ and, on the other hand, I can teil you that 
he is devotedly attached to her.

“ Likely enough,” replied the miser 5 “ but I will never con­
sent to bis union with her.

“ You m ust consent if I require you to do so,” said Firebras, 
coldly.

The miser moved uneasily in bis chair.
“ You will not pretend to dispute my powrer to compel you to 

give her to him?” pursued Firebras. “ I have but to produce a 
certain paper that you know of, and she is his.”

“ Not so fast,” rejoined the miser. “ You hold this document 
in  terrorem  over m e—but how if I resist it?”

“  You cannot resist il,” retired Firebras—“ you have bound 
yourself too strongly. Let me remind you of the packet delivered 
to you by Randulph Crew. Your daughter, too, will side with 
me. I have only toacquainther with certain facts, and you well 
know what the consequences will be.”

“ Well, take her,” cried the miser—“ take her,—but you 
will have her without a penny.”

“ Scarcely so,” rejoined Firebras. “ Randulph shall have 
her, and shall also have the fortune you agreed to settle upon 
her.”

“ I agreed to give her to the són of a man of fortune, and to 
make a settlemcnt upon her correspondent with bis propertv,” 
said the miser; “ but this young man has nothing.”

“ I h a v e  so m e th in g  to  sa y  o n  th a t h e a d ,” r e jo in e d  F ir e b r a s .



“ Randulph, you are a wäre, assigned bis own life-interest in 
the entailed property to bis father’s creditors.”

“ I knovv it,—I know it,” said the miser, hastily; “ more fool 
he for doing so.”

“ But do you know wbo tbose creditors are?” said Firebras. 
“ N o,” replied the miser-, “ do you?”
“ 1 do,” replied Firebras, smiling signiflcantly -, “ and I 

know, moreover, how the property might be recovered from 
them.”

“ Indeed!” exclaimed the miser, staring at him.
“ What should you say if Randulph were again to be put in 

possession oi' bis estates, and three thousand a year!” pursued 
Firebras. “ Would you then feel disposed to fulfil vour en- 
gagement?”

“ It would make a material difference, certainly,” said the 
miser. “ Bút you are merely saving this to try me.”

“ No such thing,” rejoined Firebras; “  I am perfectly serious. 
Now mark me, Mr. Scarve. A few thousand pounds will settle 
the matter witli these creditors, and Randujph’s property will 
be unincumbered.”

“ And you will advance those few thousand pounds for him, 
of course?” said the miser, drily.

“ No-, you will,” returned Firebras. “ It will be your in­
terest to do so.”

“ Ilum !” exclaimed the olher.
“ If he espouses your daughter, he must espouse the Jacobite 

cause also,” pursued Firebras -, “ that we must both insist upon. 
His mother will be in town to-day, and we shall have her to 
back us.”

“ You lay out your schemes very fairly,” said the miser; 
“ bút I am persuaded they will fall to the ground. Prove to me 
that Randulph can regain his property; and let me hear from 
his own lips an avowal that he will jóin our party, and I then 
may begin to think of giving my consent.”

“ It shall be my business to do so,” replied Firebras-, “ and 
now, good morning. Most likely I may call again in the even- 
ing.”

And putting on his hat, he look his departure without sum- 
moning Jacob.



CHAPTER II.

M R S. C REW .'— HER SOLICITUDE ABOUT HER S O N ; AND IIER CONVERSATION W ITII ABEL.

I n the course of the afternoon, Randulph was transported to 
his uncle’s housé at Lambeth. He was feverish and restless, 
and kept constantly inquiring after his mother, declaring he was 
sure she had arrived, but was purposely kept out of his sight. 
An opiate having been administered, he presently began to 
experience its effects, and sank intő a profound slumber, írom 
which he did not awake tili late in the following dav.

When he opened his eyes, he ibund the surgeon seated by 
his bedside, feeling his pulse.

“ You are wonderfuUy better, and wholly free from fever, 
sir,” said Mr. Molson 5 “ and if you promise me to keep all 
emotion under control, I Iliink I may yield to the entreaties of 
one who is most anxious to see you,”

“ My mother!” exclaimed Randulph. “ Ah! admit her by 
all means. Her presence will calm rather than excite me.”

“ I am not quite so sure of that,” hesitated Molson ; “ how- 
ever, 1 will risk it.”

And quitting the room, he returned the next moment and in- 
troduced Mrs. Crew, who uttered a slight cry, and would have 
rushcd forward, but he detained her, whispering,—“ Remember 
your promise, madam. It was only 011 the understanding that 
you would maintain your composure that I allowed you to see 
him.”

Thus cautioned, Mrs. Crew softlv approached the bed, and 
taking the band which her son extended to her, pressed it to 
her lips. She said nothing, but her bösem heaved quicklv, and 
Randulph felt the hot tears falling fast upon bis hand.

“ Do not distress yourself, dearest mother,” he said; “ I am 
already so well that if this gentleman would allow me, I could 
getu p .” .

“ Your son is doing exceedingly well, madam,” said i'or. Mol­
son, signilicantly - “ and if wo pay him due attention, he may 
leave his bcd in three or four days.”

Roused by this remark, Mrs. Crew looked up, and fixed a 
glancé full of inexpressible tenderness and affection upon her 
son. Though her counlenance bore traces of much sorrow and 
anxietv, she was still a very handsome woman, and had a tall, 
fine figure 5 full, as became her years, yet not so full as to inter-



fere with liie gracefulness Gf its proportions. She was two 
years younger than Trussell, being just forly-four, and might 
liave been thought much younger, but for the care-worn ex- 
pression above mentioned, which, while it added age to her 
features, lent interest to them at the same time. Her lineaments 
strikingly resembled those of her són, but were more delieately 
formed, and her eyes were blue, large, and of the purest water. 
She was dressed in deep mourning, of simple material, and wore 
her own hair originally of a bright and beautiful brown, but 
now mingled with grey.

Charms such as Mrs. Crew possessed, must, it is scarcely 
necessary to say, have won her many admirers when they were 
attheir best-, and some four-and-twenlv years ago, she was 
sought on all hands, and had many brilüant alliances proposed 
to her; but her iieart was early engaged io him to whom she 
was eventually united-, and she continued true to his memory, 
for though two of her old admirers found her out in her widow- 
hood, and renewed the proposals.made in the meridián of her 
attractions, and though both these offers were advantageous, 
while her own worldly circumstances, as bas been shewn, were 
so much reducedas almost to justifya marriageof convenience, 
both were unhesitatingly rejected.

Mrs. Crew partook of the good qualities of both her bro- 
thers; possessing the sound judgment and kindliness of Abel, 
without his asperity, and much of the good nature, without the 
worldliness of Trussell. Throughout the whole of her inarried 
life, her conduct had been exemplary. Devotedly attached to 
her husband, she slrove, by the care which she paid to the 
management of the affairs entrusted to her, to rnake up, in 
some degree, for his extravagance; and though she was unable 
entirely to accomplish her object, she did much to retard his 
progress towards ruin. Mr. Crew was one of thosé persons 
wlio, whatever their fortune, will live beyond it. Warm-heart- 
ed, and hospitable, he kept open house, a dozen hunters, twice 
as many servanls, a pack of hounds, and was not over parti- 
cular in the choice of his associates. The consequence was that 
he speedily bccame embarrassed, and, instead of relrenching, 
raised money in the readiest way he could, and lived harder 
and more rceklessly than ever. He was fond of horse-racing 
and cock-fighting, and though by no means a gambler, fre- 
quently lost more atplay than a prudent gentleman would care 
to lose. As Randulph grew up, he perceived the necessity of 
retrenclnnent, and, for nearly a year, deeidedly changed his 
mode of life. Rut he was not adapted by nature to follow up 
such a course with perseverance. Long before the year was 
over, he began to find his plans of economv irksome, and at the



end of it, launched into his old expenses. About this time, 
somé designing persons gothold of him. Advances were made 
on most usurious terms, and he soon became inextricablv in- 
yolved. For the last two years of his life, he drank hard,"dis- 
continued most of the healthful exercises to which he had been 
accustomed, seldom hunted, and amused himself chiefly with 
bowling. This fatal course soon began to teil upon him. The 
mürmities of age came on before their time, and he died under 
fifty, with cvery appearance of an old man. On examinalion, 
his afiairs were found frighlfully embarrassed, and Randulph, 
who had just come of age, having stated his intenlions to his 
fallier before his death, and obtained his molher’s assent to the 
arrangement, assigned the whole of the entailed property to the 
creditors, retaining only for himself what would barely afford 
him the means of living. Mrs. Crew, it has been stated, had a 
small separate property of her own, settled upon her bv her 
father at the time of her marriage •, bút, between mother and 
son, they had notnovvin liundreds a vear, what Mr. Crew had 
once had in thousands.

Throughout all the trying circumstances above narrated, 
Mrs. Crew had conducted herseif admirably. She never irritated 
her husband with reproaches, nor wearied him with advice, 
which her good sense told her would be unavailing; but assisted 
him in his distresses, taking care not to let her own ailliction 
he apparent. At no time, did she ever complain of him, even to 
her brothers. Indeed, she could not complain of ill-treatment, 
for Mr. Crew was sincerely altached to her, and but for his 
imprudence they might have been as happy a couple as ever 
lived. The sweetness and amiability of her disposiüon was 
cvinced on all occasions, but never so strongly as during the 
last two years of her husband’s life, when his debilitated Consti­
tution, and pressing cares, impaired his naturallv good temper, 
and rendered him fretful, and impalient of triiles.

The tenderest attachment subsisted between Randulph and 
his mother. Always treated with confidence, he had no reserve 
írom,her, but regarded her in the light both of a parent and 
friend.

Mrs. Crew remained nearly an liour by her son’s bedside, 
gazing at him, and answering the questions he put to her about 
her journey and olher matters, as briefly as possible 5 for, in 
compliance with the surgcon’s injunctions, she avoided anything 
like continuous discourse. At length, discerning some slight 
Symptoms of fatigue about him, she pressed his band softly, and 
quitted the room.

On going down stairs, she proceeded to the library, where



she found her brothers. Trussell anxiously inquired how she 
had left tbe patient.

“ He is doing well, I believe,” she replied*, “ but oh! brother, 
what a meeting has this been ! I trust it is the last duel he will 
ever be engaged in.”

“ I think he has come off famously,” replied Trussell. “ I 
called to inquire after Villiers last night, and 1 understand he is 
likely to be laid up for a fortnight at the least.”

“ I am glad to hear it,” observed Abel 5 “ and I wish froni 
my heart that Randulph’s wound had been more severe.”

“ Oh, brother! why such a wish as tliat ? ” exclaimed Mrs. 
Crew.

“ Because 1 would have bis first duel bis last, sister,” said 
Abel. “ I entirely disapprove of the practice of duelling, and 
think it utlerly opposed to the religious principies we profess.” 

“ The duel is a necessity imposed upon society,” said Trussell, 
“ and, in my opinion, never can be dispensed with, unless a 
total revolution takes places in our manners and habits. It is 
the only check that holds certain characters in restraint, and 
though the practice may be carried loo far, and swords be drawn 
on triíling occasions, a great good is accomplished by tbe recog- 
nition and maintenance of a code of honour, to which all genlle- 
men must subscribe, and any infractiori of which involves the 
loss of social position. Moralists may preach as they piease, 
but as long as society is constituted as it is at present—as long 
as such men as Villiers exist—duelling must and will prevail.” 

“ There are other modes of avenging an injury besides 
violence,” replied Abel; “ and I trust society, in somé more 
enlightened age, will fix such a brand upon the evil doer, that 
it shall he in itself suilicicnt punishment for his offence. As we 
are now circumstanced, it may be impossiblefor a gentleman to 
avoid a quarrel; but he should never voluntarily seek it.”

“ I am bound to say, in Randulplvs jusliiication,” rejoined 
Trussell, “ since you bolh view the matter in so grave a light, 
and I say it advisedly, that he has acted throughout tliis alTair 
as becomes a gentleman and a man of honour. Such is the opi­
nion of botli his advcrsaries—and such is my own opinion. You 
have reason to be proud of Ilim, Sophia.”

“ I once thought so,” she replied, sadly.
“ And, believe me, he has done nothing to forfeit your good 

opinion,” rejoined Trussell; “ but much that should raise it.” 
“ I am not alone annoyed at the duels,” said Ábel, “ but at 

the cause of them. It was my parlicular wish that Ilandulph 
should avoid Hilda Scarve—my expressed wish *, and now he 
has been so circumstanced with her, that any feeling he might 
entertain towards her will be greally strengthened. Trussell,



you have laid up for your Charge a great störe of unhappiness. 
He will soon be cured of the wound he has received in this en- 
counter,—but will bis passión for Hilda be equally soon cured ?” 

“ That is impossible to sav,” replied Trussell; “ some men 
easily get over a disappointmcntin love.”

“ And others, never!” rejoined Abel, bitterly.
“ I meant no allusion to you, sir,” cried Trussell, reddening, 

— “ none whalever.”
“ Nor did I suspect you of doing so,” rcturned Abel; “ but if 

Randulph lovessincerely, he will feel the blow to bis dying day.” 
“ And if he cloes love sincerely, brother, why—oh! why— 

interferc between bim and the object of bis affeclions?” said 
Mrs. Crew.

“ I do not interfere with him—God forbid I should do so ! ” 
rejoined Abel. “ Let him marry Hilda, if he will. Let himobtain 
her father’s consent, if he can.”

“ But will you giveyo u r  consent, brother?” cried Mrs. Crew. 
“ N o!” replied Abel, emphaticalíy, “ I will not. I told bim, 

when he first saw this girl, to avoid her on pain of my displea- 
sure. Ile has disobeyed me, and must takc the consequences. 
But what matters my consent? I will have nothing to do with 
the aftair. I wash my hands of it altogether. I have my own 
reasons, which sufiice to myself, for objecting to the union; 
but I will not be placed in a painful and ungracious position, and 
be compelled to oppose it. I will have nothing to do with it— 
nothing whatever.”

“ Handulph will incur your displeasure if he marries Hilda, 
will he not?” asked Mrs. Crew.

“ Most assuredly,” replied Abel; “ I will never see him or 
her again. I will not be pressed to assign a reason for this de- 
termination ; nor will I say more than I have done. I wish him 
to be wholly uninfluenced by me. Neither will I have it said 
that I have inlerfered with bis happiness.”

“ And yet, believe me, it will be both said, and felt so, bro­
ther,” rejoined Mrs. Crew. “ Beware, lest you inflict a blow 
upon vour nephew as severe as that you have endured your- 
self.” “

Abel uttered a sharp cry and walked away, while Trussell 
looked at his sister to intimate she had gone too far. She in- 
staritly arose, and going up to Abel, took his hand, nor did he 
withdraw it from her.

“ Pardon me, brother,” she said, “ if l  have spoken what is 
painful to you; but I am anxious to spare you further aiDiction. 
I know, thöugli you have tried to case your heart in armour oi 
proof, how tender it is—how readily wounded. I have wTept foi 
your unhappy lot, and would do all in my power to avert für-



(her distressfrom you. If, as I have reason to believe, Randulph 
is devotedly attached to Hilda Searve, 1 am certain, from what 
I know o( his disposition, that a disappointment in obtaining 
her will blight him for life, and I am sure it would only be in- 
creasing vour ovvn unhappiness, to feel that you had made him 
miserable.”

“ But I do not make him miserable, sister!” cried Abel, 
sbarply. “ He is a free agent, and can marry whom he pleases, 
without my consent.”

“ I have told you he never will do so, brother,” said Mrs. 
Crew. “ His futurc happiness or misery rests with you.”

“ Sophia, I will not endure this,” said Abel, sternly; “ and I 
request the subject may never be mentioned again. I have no 
desire to wound your feelings, but the truth must not bc hidden 
from you. Since his arrival in town, Randulph has exhibited 
such a turn for gaiety and dissipation, that I think it would be 
Yery unwise in him to marry at all—at least, at present.”

“ If he cannot marry advantageously,” interposed Trussell, 
“ I am clearly of Abel’s opinion. His tastes and habits are rather 
expensive.”

“ Expensive! ” exclaimed Mrs. Crew'. “  They wcrc most mo­
derate.”

“ Then he has a slight taste for play,” pursued Trussell 5 “ and 
is dccidedly partial to society and arnusement.”

“ I’ll hurry him back into the countrv as soon as he is able to 
move!” cried Mrs. Crew, greally alarmed.

“ And you’ll do wiscly,” said Abel.
“ I don’t think he’ll go,” rejoinedTrussell, Iaughing5 “ and if 

he does, he’ll soon lind his way back again. He’s too fond of 
town to be longaway from it.”

“ Oh! hovv changed he must be!” exclaimed Mrs. Crew. 
“ He owes it all to his uncle Trussell,” rejoined Abel, 

sharply.
“ Then he owes me a great deal,” replied Trussell; “ and I 

hope he wont forget the debt. I think the plan of hurrying him 
into the countrv quile wrong. If you wish Hilda to make a deep 
impression upon him, that will be the surest way to accomplish 
the object. In town, he has a thousand distractions. I cannot 
exactlv say how he will stand with Lady Brabazon after this 
duel—but there’s Kitty Conwav, and he is sure to have plenty 
of new entanglements.”

“ Brother,” cried Airs. Crew—“ you only furnish me with 
additional reasons for desiring to take him away.”

“ I am very sorry he ever came,” said Abel; “ it has disturbed 
the whole of my arrangements, and opened old wounds, which,

15



though not closed, were yet not painful. Even Trussell has been 
unsettled by it.”

“ Not in the least, sir,” replied Trussell. “ I have enjoyed his 
visit amazingly ; and should belie myself confoundedly if I said 
otherwise. I wish I could prevail upon you to let him remain 
here a few months longer, and give him another hundred or so
—and then------ ”

“ Plunge him back again intő poverty!” cried Abel, cutting 
him short. “ What would be the use of such a course? What 
good purpose would it answer? He has apparently no wish to 
embark in any profession. And why should I furnish him with 
the means of continuing his career of dissipation? No. I will do 
no such thing.”

“ Will you see how he goes on lor a month after his conva- 
lescence?” asked Trussell. “ Surely, that is no great length of 
time to allow him,”

“ I will promise nothing,” replied Abel. “ And now, brother, 
I shall be glad to be left alone for a short time with Sophia.”

“ Willingly, sir,” replied Trussell. And he quitted the room. 
Abel then took a chair, and motioned his sister to seat herseif 

beside him. Fór a few moments he continued silent, as if sum- 
moning up resolution to address her; at length, he spoke.

“  You have alluded to past times, Sophia,” he said, in faltér- 
ing tones; “ and have contrasted my position with that ofvour 
son, but you well know they are widely diflerent. Nay, do not 
interrupt me—I know what you would say. Randulph has per­
sonal advantages which I never possessed, and which are sure 
to win him favour in the eyes of your sex. Besides, his nature 
does not resemble m ine; his feelings are not so acute and con- 
centrated; nor do I believe he could love so deeply. The lovel 
entertained for Arabella Clinton was not the growth of a day— 
a month—a year, but the love of years. I had seen her opening 
beauties expand—had acquainted myself with her mind—as- 
certained her disposition, her temper—knew all her feelings, 
and persuaded myself she requited my love,”

“ And she did requite it, brother,” replied Mrs. Crew. “ She 
did love you.”

“ In mercy, do not teil me s o !” cried Abel, becoming as pale 
as death. “ I would rather Iliink she hated me—deceived m e; 
but loved m e!—that belief is only wanting to make me 
thoroughly wretched!”

“ Calm yourself, dear brother,” said Mrs. Crew. “ I would 
not increase your unhappiness for the world; but I am persuad­
ed that the examination of this subject, which, from unhappy 
circumstances, we have never hitherto been able to discuss, 
will, in the end, relieve you of much anxiety.”



“ I Will Iry to bear it in that hope;” replied Abel; “ but the 
barbed arrow is too íirmly and too deeply planted to be removed. 
You will only lacerate me further in the attempt.”

“ I will not be intimidated,” rejoined Mrs. Crew. “ I shall 
begin by teliing you that it is your own fault that Arabella Clin­
ton was not your wife. You have alluded to the deep passión 
you entertained for her, and your doubts of her aflection fór 
you. I do not say she loved you with equal passión, becausö 
you were not a person to inspire such ardour, neither was she 
one to feelit, for her nature was frigid. But she loved you well 
ehough to have been your wil'e; and what is more, she tho- 
roughly respected you; and therefore triere can be 110 doubt 
that you might have been happy.”

“ Go o n ! ” groaned Abel.
“ You will forgive me, i f i  speak plainly,” pursued Mrs. Crew, 

“ for I must do so to shew you where you erred. Rating your- 
self too humbly, your pursued, as I conceive, a most unwise and 
dangerous plan in order to test the sincerity of your mistress’s 
attachment. Fearful she might accept you on the score of your 
wealth, you represented yourself as being in very moderate 
circumstances; and, while full of tenderness and aifection, 
adopted not unfrequently a harsh and forbidding manner to- 
wards her.”

“ True, true! ” cried Abel.
“ You were both the victims of error,” continued Mrs. Crew. 

“ Deceived by your manner, she thought you had conceived a 
dislike for her, and strove to wean herseif from all regard for 
you; while her eflbrts made you believe you were indifferent to 
lier. All, however, might have come right, but for the fatal 
mistake of deluding her as to your circumstances. With her, 
wealth was of little importance, and she would have married 
you as readily poor as rieh; but with her father it was other- 
wise.”

“ Her father was aware of my circumstances,” said Abel, in 
a sombre tone.

“ He was so,” replied Mrs. Crew; “ but it was his business 
to conceal them, for Arabella had a richer suitor, whom he 
preferred. Captivated by her beautv, Mr. Scarve proposed to 
her, and his suit was seconded by her father, who told her you 
were needy, sour-tempered, and indifferent to her. Doubly de­
ceived, she hesitated. Instend of seeking an explanation, you 
ayoided it, and retired to make way for your rival.”

“ I did so because I thought him preferred,” said Abel.
“ Several slight circumstances, I know, conspired to confirm 

you in your opjnion,” said Mrs. Crew; “ but they were all de- 
Yised by Mr. Clinton. A false construetion was put upon your



absence, and Arabella was induced to give her hand io Mr. 
Scarve.”

“ Wby was I not told all this at the time?” cried Abel.
“ Because I was not aware of it myself,” replied Mrs. Crew. 

“ You may remember that this occurred during the period of 
my engagement to my poor husband, who was an old and inti­
mate friend of Mr. Scarve’s, and consequently, and not unnatu- 
rally, disliked by you. This produced a coolness between you. 
Besides, to be piain with you, I did not understand or estimate 
your character then as thoroughly as I do now. I thought you 
cold and repelling, and never gave you credit for the depth of 
feeling you have since exhibited. Neither had Mr. Scarve dis­
played himself in bis true colours then. At that time he was 
passably good-looking, kept a tolerable establishment, and I 
really thought Arabella was better off than if she had married 
you. I was angry, too, that you had attempted to test her affec- 
tions by misrepresenting your circumslances, and thought you 
rightly served in losing her. Hence arose the misunderslanding 
between us, which separated us to the present period.”

“ But how do you know Arabella’s sentiments towards me 
were such as you describe?” asked Abel.

“ I have it under her own hand,” replied Mrs. Crew. “ She 
wrote to me a full explanation of all the circumstances connected 
with this part ofherlife,statinghowsincerely she had loved you, 
andhowmuch shelamented thatamistake had separated her from 
you. From her lctters, and from other Information afforded me by 
my husband, I have been enabled to understand the whole case. 
You have been the victims of misunderstanding. But consoleyour- 
self. A thousandth part of the suffering you have undergone 
would atone for a more grievous error than you have committed. 
Console yourself, I say. You were beloved by Arabella Clinton, 
and to the last, she entertained the sincerest regard for you.”

“ That is indeed a consolation to me,” said Abel, melting in­
tő tears. “ I am not ashamed to indulge this weakness in your 
presence, sister,” he added in a broken voice.

“ Those tears will do you good,” she replied, “ and I pray 
you to indulge them freely. The past will not henceforth be so 
painful to contemplate •, for, if I mistake not, your bitterest pang 
was the idea that you had never beeil loved.”

“ It was,” gasped Abel.
“ And that has now been removed,” replied Mrs. Crew. 

“ Here are Arabella’s letters,” she added, giving liirn a small 
packet. “ You will see from them how you have misunderstood 
her.”

Abel took the letters, glanced at the superscription with a 
shudder, and piacod them in bis breast.



“ I will read them,” he said, “ hut not now.”
“ Does Hilda Scarveresemble her mother!” asked Mrs. Crew 

after a pause.
“ She is like her, but handsomer,” replied Abel. “ I have 

seen her upon two occasions lately, and she appears a very 
amiable girl.”

“ Then what objection can there to be an union between her 
and Randulph ?” asked Mrs. Crew.

“ I have said I will not be pressed on that head, sister,” re- 
joined Abel, sternly. “ I  have an objection'—a strong objec­
tion. What it is you shall know at another time.”

“ Heaven grant that these two young people may not be 
equally victims of a mistake with you and Arabella ?” sighed 
Mrs. Crew.

At tliis moment, Mr. Jukes entered theroom.
“ Mr. Scarve’s servant, Jacob Post, has called to inquire after 

Mr. Randulph,” he said ; “ and understanding that you arehere, 
madam, he craves permission to seeyou.”

“ May he come in, brother?” said Mrs. Crew.
“ Certainly,” was the reply.
And Jacob was ushered into the room.
“ I’m glad to hear Mr. Randulph is getlin’ on so well, 

ma’am,” he said, with an uncouth reverence to Mrs. Crew. 
“ Lord lov’e e ! how like you are to bim to be sure.”

“ I hope your young mistress has got over the fright she 
underwent at Vauxhall, Jacob?” said Mrs. Crew.

“ Why, ves, pretty well, thank’ee ma’am,” replied Jacob * 
“ shelooksrayther palish, but whether from fright, or concern 
for Mr. Randulph, I’m sure I can’t say.”

“ You were present, Jacob, when my son rescued her from 
the libertine, Villiers—were you not?” asked Mrs. Crew.

“ 1 was, ma’am,” replied Jacob-, “ and I never saw a more 
sperrited genTman i’ my life. I should like to see bim, and 
thank him for the pinkin’ he has given that beau.”

“ Itcannot be at present, Jacob,” replied Mrs. Crew. “ He 
is ordered to be kept perfectly quiet; and even I am not allowed 
to remain in his room.”

“ There’s no danger, ma’am, I hope?” asked Jacob, with 
real concern.

“ None whatever, if he’s not excited,” returned Mrs. Crew. 
“ I’m glad to hear it,” said Jacob, brightening up 5 “ and 

Miss Hilda ’ll be glad to hear it too. She’d never ha’ got over 
it,if anythinghad happenedhim on her account.”

“ Is she tlien so rnuch interested in him?” asked Mrs Crew. 
“ Why, you see, ma’am,” said Jacob, rather puzzled, and 

gazing from the questioner to Abel, who eved him very curious-



ly, “ it’s nat’rel she sliould be interested in a gen’l’man as bas 
rendered her such important Services as Mr. Randulph has 
done.”

“ Quite natural,” replied Mrs. Crew. “ Bút I wish to ask 
you a plain question, Jacob : 1 s, or is not, Miss Hilda kindly 
affected toward my son?”

“ Then I’ll answer the question as plainly as it’s asked, 
ma’am,” replied Jacob—“ She is.”

Mrs. Crew glanced at her brother, and Jacob took his cue 
from the glancé.

“ I hope the two may come together, ma’am,” he said 5 “ I’m 
sure they’re cut out for each other.”

“ I can’t help thinking so, from all I hear of Hilda,” said Mrs. 
Crew.

“ It is idle to speculate upon what can never take place,” 
said Abel, sternly. “ Go and get something to eat, Jacob, and 
teil your young lady that Mr. Randulph will be quite himself 
in a few days—that he is going on as well as possible—that 
there is no sort of danger.”

“ In other words, that there’s no occasion to send to inquire 
after him again—eh, sir?” said Jacob.

“ Exactly,” replied Abel. “ Good day, Jacob—good day.” 
“ I don’tlike him half so wellas l  did before,” thought Jacob, 

as he left the room, and marched off to the butler’s pantry to 
Mr. Jukes, who placed bread and cold mcat, together with a 
jug of stout ale, before him.

“ Here’s Mr. Randulph’s speedy recovery,” cried Jacob.
“ I pledge you in thattoast,” said Mr. Jukes, iilling himself a 

glass, and draining it.
Soon after the portcr’s departure, Abel quitted his sister with 

the intcntion of going forth on business.
While she was ponderingon what had passed between them, 

the door was opened by Mr. Jukes, who told her that a gentle­
man had called to see her, and the next moment he ushered in 
Cord well Firebras.

CHAPTER III.

D E T A IU N G  T U E  IN T E R V IE W  B E T W E E N  C O R D W E L L  F IR E B R A S  AND M R S . C R E W .

M r s .  C r e w ,  though a good deal surprised and star t ied ,  
maintained her composure sufficiently well 110t to attract the 
notice of the butler, who, having placed a chair for the visitor, 
quitted the room.



■■ I have called to inquire after your son, madam,” com- 
meneed Firebras. “ I was present at the aflair yesterday, and 
can confirm what you have no doubt heard from your brolher, 
that he conducted himself admirably throughout it.”

“ My son, I am happy in being able to state, is rapidly recover- 
ing,” replied Mrs. Crew; “ and having satisfied you on this 
point, sir, I must entreat you to abridge your visit as much as 
possible. I would not on any account that my brother Abel 
should find you here.”

“ There is no fear of that, madam,” replied Firebras; “ I 
watched him go forth, before I ventured lo make my call. Bút 
time is precious, and I will come to the object of my visit at 
once. I wrote to you to teli you how much captivated your son 
was with Mr. Scarve’s fair daughter Hilda. A slight act of im- 
prudence on his part fór somé time alienated the young lady’s 
regard; bút he set himself right with her at Ranelagh, and at 
Vauxhall made rapid progress in her affections. I was present 
when the result of the duel was communicated to her yesterday, 
and if I had entertained any previous doubt as to the extent of 
Randulph’s hold upon her heart, her conduct then would have 
removed it. She was (aken fainting from the room.”

“ Poor girl! ” exclaimed Mrs. Crew—“ I am sorry for her.”
“ Why sorry ? ” rejoined Firebras; “ Randulph will make her 

an excellent husband.”
“ Bút they will never be united,” said Mrs. Crew, sighing 

deeply.
“ It will be his own fault if they are not,” observed Firebras, 

drily.
“ How so?” cried Mrs. Crew; “ both his uncle and her father 

are against the match.”
“ That I well know,” replied Firebras; “ bút both may be 

brought to assent to it.”
“ You are tritling with me,” said the lady.
“ I thought you had known me better, Mrs. Crew, than to 

suppose me capable of tritling on a serious subject,” rejoined 
Firebras, almost sternly. “ I can make good my words. Of Mr. 
Scarve’s consent, I am sure.”

“ He must have altered his mind then, completely,” said 
Mrs. Crew; “ for I have been told that he intended her for his 
nephew, andforbade Randulph his house.”

“ He w ill consent, if I require it,” said Firebras, signifi- 
cantly.

“ You amaze m e!” exclaimed Mrs. Crew. “ My brolher, 
however, has, within these lew minutcs, rcfused to give his con­
sent, and Randulph cannot marry without it.”

“ YVhy cannot h e?” replied Firebras, smiling. “ It is not



always necessary to ask an uncle’s consent in these cases. Still, 
as Randulph has considerable expectations from your brother, 
it would be bettcr notto offend him. I do not despair ofwinning 
bim over.”

“ You will accomplish a miracle if you do so,” said Mrs. 
Crew.

“ A n d i w ill accomplish it, and more, provided Randulph 
joins our party,” replied Firebras.

“ He refused your former overtures, did he not? ” asked Mrs. 
Crew.

“ He did,” replied Firebras; “ b u ti should have succeeded 
with him, if it had notbeen for the interference of your brother 
Abel.”

“ I am rejoiced to hear it,” cried Mrs. Crew.
“ H ow ! ” exclaimed Firebras, “ are you no longer faithful to 

our cause ? ”
“ As faithful as ever,” replied Mrs. Crew; “ bút I would ra- 

ther my son died than forfeited bis honour—and he must forfeit 
it, if he joins us in any otherway than on conviction.”

“ Pshaw ! it is not necessary to look at the matter so nicelv,” 
replied Firebras, contemptuously. “ We must make proselytes 
the best way we can. Randulph will be very useful to us on the 
approaching outbreak, and I am therefore anxious to secure 
him. He is precisely the person I want to attend upon the 
prince—and have him I will.”

“ You are very peremptory, sir,” said Mrs. Crew.
“ You accused me of tritling with you just now, madam,” 

pursued Firebras, “ bút I will shew you I am in earnest. Your 
son’s whole destiny is in my hands ; and it depends altogether 
on me wliether his future course is brilliant, successful, and 
happy, or the reverse. Not only can I wed him to the object 
of his affections—not only can I procure him a handsome dower 
from her father—not only can 1 secure the consent of his uncle, 
—but 1 can restore to him the estates which he has given up to 
his father’s creditors, and place him in the position he isentitled 
to occupy. All this L can, and will do.”

“ Provided he joins you ?” said Mrs. Crew.
“ Of course,” replied Firebras—“ of course.”
“ Then, Ifear he will remain in his present condition,” sighed 

Mrs. Crew.
“ Let us look at the other side of the case,” pursued Firebras, 

sternly. “ This is not a matter on which to be scrupulous, and 
I am determined to carry my point. If Randulph reluses to join 
me, he loses Hilda—loses her dower—loses his uncle’s fortune 
—and bis own. Without me, Mr. Scarve will never give him 
his daughter; and without me, he will never recover his pro­



perty. Now, mark me, madam, for I know your son better than 
you do. He is a fine-spirited young man, and endowed with 
excellent qualities; but he bas essentially the habits and feelings 
of a gentleman, and your brother Trussell has taken care to 
inoculate him with his own tastes and propensities. He will 
never be content with the quiet life he has hitherto led ; but, 
tormented by his lőve fór Hilda, and the sense of what he has 
lost, will be driven to some desperate course.”

“ He may yet marry her, though without her father’s con­
sent,” said Mrs. Crew.

“ And marry to beggary,” rejoined Firebras, with a bitter 
laugh. “ I do not wish to hold out threats—and what I say is 
said only to shew my power. He never shall marry Hilda Scarve, 
nor shall he ever enjoy his own again, unless he joins the Ja- 
cobite cause. I can prevent both, and I w ill prevent them. 
His decision must be made quickly, for he is wanted. Within 
a month from this time he must be mine, or all will be lost to 
him. As a prudent and aflectionate mother—as a well-wisher to 
our cause—I look to you, madam, to use all your iníluence with 
him to produce this resuit.”

“ I cannot—I cannot!” she rejoined.
“ Then you destroy him,” said Firebras.
“ Oh, put it not thus,” she rejoined. “ You were an old 

friend of his father’s, and received much kindness, and, unless 
I mistake, pecuniary assistance from him. Do not act thus 
cruelly towards the son of your old friend!”

“ Cruelly !” exclaimedFirebras,laughingderisively. “ Ioííer 
him a fortune and the lady of his lőve, and you call itcruelty— 
h a ! ha!”

“ But at the price of his honour,” said Mrs. Crew. 
“ Hishonour! bah !” exclaimed Firebras, contemptuously. 

“ What is to stain his honour in quitttng the cause of a miser­
able usurper to jóin that of therightful claimant of the throne? 
If you persist in such a notion, I shall begin to doubt the eon- 
stancy of your own opinion.”

“ Ishouldbeglad ifRandulph would voluntarily embrace our 
cause,” said Mrs. Crew, “ but I would disown him if he were 
base enough to be bouyht.”

“ Well, I have placed both views of the case fairlybefore 
you,” said Firebras, rising—“ weighover w hatl have said, and 
decide.”

And as he turnéd to depart, he encountered Ábel Beechcroft, 
who had entered the room unobserved.

“ So !” he exclaimed, without losing his composure, “ we 
have had a listener here, eh ? You have heard what has passed 
between us, Mr. Beechcroft?”



“ Somé part of it,” replied Abel; “ and I applaud my sister’s 
conduct as much as I condemn yours. You haye stated that you 
can eompel me to give my consent to my nephew’s marriage 
with Hilda Scarve. Be pleased to prove the assertion, sir.”

“ You have me at a disadvantage, Mr. Beechcroft, because I 
have not had time to’put my planlin Operation,” replied Firebras, 
“ nevertheless, if I can prove to you that I can recover your 
nephew’s property—and that I will only do so on the condition 
of your giving your unqualified consent to his union with the 
young lady in question, you will not refuse it?”

* • Coupled as it is with the other condition you have annexed 
to it, I should deem it my dutv to do so,” rejoined Abel. “ But 
you must excuse me if I say that I distrust your power of getting 
back my nephew’s property.”

“ I shall not make the rejoinder which I should do to one of 
less pacific disposition than yourself, Mr. Beechcroft,” replied 
Firebras, sternly. “ But you have doubted my word unjustly. 
I can, if I choose, get back Randulph Crevv’s property.”

“ Are you one of his father’s creditors?” demanded Abel.
“ It matters not what I am,” returned Firebras. “ It must 

suílice that I can make good my assertion.”
“ If you are not a creditor,” rejoined Abel, “ I can obtain the 

property for him as readily myself.”
“ You are welcome to make the experiment,” said Fire- 

with a slight laugh of defiance. “ Mrs. Crew, I have the 
honour to wish you a good morning. Though my plans have 
been somewhat precipitated by your worthy brother, I still am 
not without hopes that he will come into them; and at all events, 
his presence at the interview will save you the necessity of ex- 
planation. Your són, I trust, will speodily be master of his pro­
perty, the husband of Hilda, and- ”

“ A Jaoobite,” supplied Abel.
“ Precisely,” said Firebras, laughing. “ Good morning, Mr. 

Beechcroft.” And turning from Abel, he left the room.
“ That is a daring and a dangerous man,” said Abel to his 

sister.
“ A highly dangerous man,” she replied, “ and Randulph 

must be preserved from him.”
“ He must,” replied Abel. “ I shall make it my immediate 

business to ascertain how far there is a probability of his being 
correct in his statement about the property. It was fortunate 
thatl chanced to come back. Jukes told me there was some one 
with you, and from his dcscription of the person, I feit sure 
who it must be. Let us go into the garden, and talk the matter 
over further.”



CHAPTER. IV.

TREATS OF THE M IS E R E  I L L N E S S A N D  OF THE D ISCPY SR* 0 ?  T51E MYSTERIOUS 

PACKET BY HI CD A .

H i l d a  S c a r v e  had soon a new cause o f  anxiety. Not only 
was she uneasy about Rapdulph, whose recovery was not quite 
so rapid as had been anticipated, but her father’s state of health 
began to occasion her considerable alarm. While walking out, 
he got caught in the rain 5 and on his return home, though 
drenched to the skin, refused to change his clothes. A low 
fever was the consequence 5 and holding apothecarv’s stuff, as 
he termed physic, in abhorrence, he would take nothing to 
carry it off. Owing to this neglect, that which was a slight 
matfer in the commencement, ended in becoming a serious 
illness.

One day, in spite of his daughter’s entreaties, he would go 
forth; and, after being absept for a few hours, during which, 
as it appeared, he had walked to a considerable distance, he re- 
turncd in such a state of exfiaustiop, that Hilda was quite ter- 
rified. All, howcver, she could prevail upon him to take was a 
small basin of weak water gmel, but without eyen a teaspoon- 
ful of wine or brandy in it. Next morning he was considerably 
better, and Hilda thought the crisis past 5 but she was mistaken, 
and so was her father; for, fancying that the exercise of the 
previous day had done him good, he went out again, walked 
further than bcfore, got caught a second time in thq rain, and 
fearfully increased the fever.

On this occasion, he was persuaded to take. off his wet cjothes, 
and to go to bed, and even to have a small fire lighted in his 
chamber, whero none had ever beforebeen lighted in his time. 
Watching this Operation with the utmost anxiety, he called to 
Jacob, who was laying the fire, not to waste tfie wood, tfipugh 
only three orfour small Chips were used^ next, filamed him for 
putting on too much coal 5 and lastly, forbade fiim to light ff. 
Jacob, however, ventured to disobcy his Orders, and baving 
applied a match to some bits of paper stnck in the bars, quitted 
the room. As soon as he was gone, the miser instantiy sprang 
out of bed, and without much ditliculty extinguished the only 
partially-kindied fire.

Shortly afterwards, Hilda came into the room, and finding 
what had happened, besought him to let the fire be lighted, and 
at last wrung from him a most reluctant assent. But again



another accident occurred. More paper was lighted, the wood 
caught, and began to crackle in the bars. The chimney, how- 
ever, smoked, and Jacob peeping up it to ascertain the cause, 
perceived that it was slopped by a wisp of straw. He imme- 
diately thrust up his arm, pulled down the obstacle, and in so 
doing, dislodged two heavy bags, which feli intő the fire with a 
rattling noise, proclaiming the nature of their contents.

At this sound, the miser, who had been sinking intő a slum- 
ber, instantly sprang up, and uttering a wild cry, ordered botli 
his daughter and Jacob out of the room. They knew him too 
well to disobey, and as soon as they were gone, he got out of bed 
again, plucked the bags from the fire, which luckily had not 
burnt the sacking, and, locking them carefully up in a strong 
box, placed the key under his pillow.

Bút the idea of the discovery of his hoard haunted him, and, 
combined with the fever, prevented the possibilitv of slumber. 
He tried to recollect the different places where he had hidden 
money, and, unable to call them all to mind, grew almost dis- 
tracted. Hilda begged to be allowed to sit up with him, but he 
would not allow her; neither would he permit Jacob to do so. 
Waiting tili he Ihought all were asleep, he then arose, and 
wrapping himself in his dressing gown, proceeded to examine 
several nooks and crannies in the room, in which he had placed 
small sums of money.

All his hoards were safe, except one. He had put ten guineas 
in a glove about two months before, and fancied he had hidden 
it behind a shutter. But it was not there, and convinced that 
Jacob had discovered it, and purloined it, he was about to des- 
cend and tax him with the robbery, when he all at once recol- 
lected having placed the glove under a broken plank near the 
hearthstone. IJe immediately took up the board, and there, sure 
enough, was the lost treasure.

Made easy by this discovery, he restored the glove to its 
place, and returned to bed. Still, he could not rest. An idea 
took possession of him, that the money he had buried in the 
cellar was gone, and unable to shake off the notion, he arose, 
and habiting himself as before, took the rushlight that burnt by 
his bedside, and, with trembling but cautious steps, went down 
stairs.

Arrived at the cellar, he set down the rushlight, and cast an 
almost piteous look atthe cask, beneath which he had buried 
hisgold as if seeking to know whelher it was still there. At last, 
he summoned up resolutiori for the task, and repairing to the 
coal-hole, possessed himself of the shovel, and commenced 
digging up the box.

Anxiety supplied him with strength, and in less than half an



hour, he had got out the box, opened it, and counted the 
money bags, which be found all right. He would have counted 
the gold within them as well, but rieither bis strength nor time 
would allow him to do so.

While thus employed, he formed a terrible representation 
of the effect that avarice may produce upon the mind. There he 
worked, burning with fever in a damp cellar, half naked, for he 
had taken off bis dressing-gown to enable him to ply the spade 
with greater freedom ;—there he worked, as if life and death 
were in bis efforts, and almost looked, such was bis ghastly 
appearance, like acorpse digging its own grave.

It was a fearful sight to see, and it was witnessed by one 
upon whom it made a lasting and forcible impression. This was 
his daughter. Hearing him go down stairs, she had followed 
him, and saw what he was about, but did not dare to interrupt 
him, apprehensive of the consequences. At last, when he had 
got out the box, and examined its contents, she hoped all was 
over, and, proceeding to Jacob’s room, roused him, and, telling 
him what had happened, bade him watch his master, and then 
retired lo her own chamber.

Jacob obeyed, andhaving seen the former occurrence, was at 
no loss to comprchend what was now happening. He, accord- 
ingly, stationed himself at the door, and saw through the chink, 
for it was left ajar, that the miser was filling up the hole, and 
restoring the place to its former appearance.

It was wonderful, and almost incredible, to see how tliat 
feeble old man, shaken by sickness, and tottering on the verge 
of the grave, toiled—how he persevered—how he took the 
earth out of the cask—how he filled up the hole—how he re- 
stored the bricks to their places—how he trod them down with 
his naked feet. Jacob was amazed, and almost felt as if he was 
in a dream. But he was suddenly roused to full consciousness 
as the miser having finished his task, leaned upon bis spade to 
rest himself, but being completely overcome, uttered a deep 
groan, and feil with his face upon the ground.

Instantly rushing towards him, Jacob found him senseless, 
and at first, thought him dead, but perceiving some Symptoms 
of animation about him, he lifted him up in his arms as casily 
as if he had been a child, and carried him up stairs to bed. He 
then informed Hilda what had happened, and she hastened lo 
apply such restoratives as she possessed, and which ere long, 
to her infinite satisfaclion, brought him back to consciousness. 
But he was not himself for some liours, and rambled incessantly 
about his treasure, which he imagined had been taken from him. 
Nature, however, at length assertcd her sway, and he dropped 
asleep. During his slumbers, Jacob brought the ehest up stairs



with the money - bags in it, and placed it at the foot of his 
bed.

The miser did not wake tili late in the following morning, 
and he was then very faint and light-headed. He swallowed a 
basín of strong broth, prepared for him by his daughter, with 
great greediness, for he was as rauch exhausted by want of 
food as from any other cause, and in the course of a few hours 
gained strength considerably.

As he gót better, his head cleared, and he began to recollect 
something of the events of the previous night. At first, he 
thought he must have drearat of digging up his treasure but 
by degrees becoming satisfied that he had really done so, he 
crew Öexceedingly uneasy, and desired to know how he had 
been put to bed. Hilda then told him, and shewed him where 
the ehest was placed, assuring him all was safe. Still he was 
not wholly satisfied, and later in the day deterinined, in spite 
of all dissuasions to the contrary, to get up.

Left to himself, he locked the ctoor, and examined the bags, 
which were all tied in a peculiar manner, and sealed, and their 
appearance satisfied him they had not been opened. He had not 
been long up, when he feit so dreadfuily ill, that, for the first time 
in his life, he began to think bis end approaching. Falling back 
in his chair, he shook as with an ague, while cold perspiration 
burst from every pore. The fit, however, passed off, and he made 
an effortto crawl to the door, and call Jacob. The latter instantly 
answered the summons, and looked so unmistakeably alarmed 
at his master’s appearance, that the other could not but notice it.

“ You think me very ill, Jacob?” said the miser. “ Don’t 
be afraid of frightening me,—speak the truth,—I know you
do.”

u Y/hy, yes,” rejoined Jacob 5 “ you don’t look well, cer- 
tainly. If I was you, and Fd any affairs to arrange, I’d settle 
’em quickly, for fear of accident,—that’s all.”

“ I understand/-’ replied the miser, with a gliastly grin5 “ but 
Fm not going to die just yet, Jacob,—not just y e t—don’t 
think it.”

“ Fm sure I hope not,” replied Jacob-, “ for though we 
haven’t agreed over and above well of late, I should be sorry
to lose you.” .

“ The miser turnéd away, and crept back to his chair, sink- 
ifln- jnto it exhausted by the ellort he had made.

“  I want you to go to Gray’s Inn, Jacob,” he said, at length, 
“ to teil Mr. Diggs to come to me.”

“ What, to make your will ? ” rejoined Jacob. “ Well, I think 
yoü’re right there. No harm in bein’ on the salo side. ’



“ Never mind what I want him for,” rejoined the miser; “ do 
as I bid you.”

“ I wish you’d let me bring some other ’turney i’stead o’ that 
smooth-faced, palaverin’ Diggs,” said Jacob. “ A will’s a 
serious affair, and I should be sorry you did an injustice that 
can’t be repaired.”

“ Don’targue with me, rascal, but begone! ” cried the miser.
“ I don’t like fetchin’ Diggs,” said Jacob. “ Couldn’t I make 

a will for you? A few words would do it—‘ J leave all my pro- 
perty and possessions, whatsoever and wheresomedever, to my 
lawfully-begotten daughter, Hilda Scarve.’ That’ll be quite 
enough, and far better than any will Mr. Diggs ’ll make for you. 
Besides, it’ll costyou nothin’.”

“ This fellow will kill m eI” groaned the miser. “ Do go, 
Jacob! ” he added, imploringly.

“ Well, I can’t resist that,” said Jacob 5 “ but as you hope to 
be forgiven hereafter, don’t act unjustly by your daughter.”

“ If you continue faithful to me io the last, I’Il leave you a 
handsome legacy, Jacob,” said the miser 5 “ a handsome legacy, 
but 110t a farthing, if you disobey me.”

“ I don’t want a legacy,” replied Jacob. “ Fd rather not have 
it. But don’t you forget your wife’s sister, poor Mrs. Clinton. 
You've used her hardly this many a year. Make it up to her 
now.”

“ I must iook ill, indeed!” groaned the miser, “ since the 
rascal dares to talk to me thus. Will you go or not?” he asked.

“ Oh, yes, Fll go,” said Jacob. “ Shall I send your daughter 
to you?”

And receiving a faint reply in the allirmative, he quitted the 
room.

About an hour after this, he returned with Diggs, who was 
closeted with the miser for a long time. Jacob knew that some 
writing must be going forward, for he was ordered to take pen 
and ink up stairs; and he would fain have played the spy, but he 
could not do so without being detected. A length, he was sum- 
moned by Diggs, who desired him to call a coach. He was not 
long in meeting with one; and on informing the attornev that it 
was ready for him, he was almost struck dumb with astonish- 
ment, by an order from the latter to take down the ehest con- 
taining the money bags, and place it in the vehicle.

“ Wby, you don’t mean losend that ehest away?” he said to 
his master.

“ Yes, that ehest—that identical ehest, my good fellow,” said 
the attorney.

“ But I must have the order from master’s own lips, or I 
wont obey it,” said Jacob, doggedly.



“ Will you be pleased, sir, to teli your servant what he is to 
do?” said Diggs, impatiently.

“ Take avvay the ehest,” replied the miser.
“ What this with the monev in it,—this here?” asked Jacob 

giving it a sounding knock.
“ Ay,” rejoined the miser.
“ Well, if I must, I must,” said Jacob, shouldering the ehest; 

“ but it would liave been safer, i’ the cellar than wliere it’s 
a-goin’ to.”

He had scarcely placed bis burthen in the coach, when Diggs 
followed him, and jumping intő the vehicle, ordered him, with a 
triumphant glancé, to shut the door, and bid the coachman 
drive to his chambers.

“ Gray’s Inn, coachee! ” cried Jacob, as he complied; “ and 
may you break your fare’s neck as you go,” he added, in a 
lower tone.

His mind lightened, apparently, by what had taken place, 
Mr. Scarve remained peri'ectly quiet during the rest of the day, 
and retired early to rest; but he passed another sleepless night, 
and was seized with a new panic about his money. The next 
day, finding himself unable to go down stairs, he ordered Jacob 
to bring up all his boxes, and to place tliem near him. His fever 
increasing, and assuming somewhat of the character of an ague, 
he consented to have a small fire kept up constantly in his bed- 
room, and set his chair close beside it. In addition to his dress- 
ing-gown, he wrapped an old blanket over his shoulders, and 
tried to keep his lower limbs warm by clothing them in a couple 
of pair of worsted hőse. His bed being totally destitute of hang- 
ings, he had a sheet hung up against the lower end of it to 
keep off the blaze of the iire, which he fancied disturbed him 
during the night. These slight comforts were all he permitted 
himself, and he remained as inflexible as ever on the score of 
medicine, and medical advice.

“ A doctor can do no good,” he said to Jacob, who urged him 
to send for one : “ if abstinence wont cure a man, no phvsic 
will.”

“ Well, perhaps you’re right, sir,” said Jacob ; “ but I wish 
you’d think less o’ your worldly aífairs, and more o’ your sper- 
retual ones. Look at that pictur’ over your chimley-piece, and 
see how Death is takin’ away the covetous man’s treasures be- 
fore his very eyes. It might be intended as a warnin’ to you.”

The picture alluded to by Jacob, was a copy of one of Hol- 
bein’s designs of the Dance of Death, suspended over the chim- 
ney-piece, and with the scriptural motto underneath it—“ Stu l­
te, hac nocte repetant anim am  tuam  : et quee p a ra sti cujus 
era n t? ”—did seem to have a fearfuland solemn application to



the present conjuncture. The miser shuddered as he looked at 
it, but he would not acknowledge the justice of the porter’s 
remark.

Of late, he had begun to entertain a dislike to Jacob, and 
would scarcely suffer him to come near him. Haying seen bim, 
when opening one of the boxes, take up an old stocking-foot in 
which a few pieces of silver were tied, he took it intő his head 
that he designed to rob him ; and his fears being magniiied by 
his perturbed imaginalion, he soon persuaded himself that he 
also intended to murder him. To prevent any such design, he 
placed a loaded pislol on the chimney-piece near him, and hung 
a drawn sword on a peg, so as to be within reach in case of 
need. These weapons he carried with him to his bed-side at 
night.

Hut he grew daily worse and worse, and his faculties became 
more and more enfeebled. He rambled about the house at night 
almost in a state of somnambulism, muttering stränge things 
about his treasure, and frequently visiting the cellar where he 
had buried the ehest, unconscious that it was gone.

At such times, Jacob constantlv followcd, to prevent him 
from doing himself a mischief, but took care not to be seen. llis 
groans and lamentations were pitiful to hear, for he had begun 
to fancy himself a ruined man, and not even the sight of his 
money could assure him to the contrary.

Jt was vain to reason with him. The distressing idea was too 
slrongly impressed upon his mind to be removed.

Ilis next whim was to have his boxes opened by Hilda, to 
wliom he had entrusted his keys, and he insisted upon certain 
deeds and papers being read to him, the mcaning of which he 
only very imperfcctly comprehendcd.

One night, when seated by the fire-side wrapped in bis 
blanket, and with his feet on a straw-hassock, he desired his 
daughter to read him somé morc papers. The fire burnt as 
cheerily as it could in the starveling grate, and Hilda insisling 
upon having two candles to read by, there was more light than 
usual. Having got through several mortgages, leases, and 
bonds, to the innumerable clauses of which he lislened in bis 
usual apathetic rnanner; he suddenly turnéd round to her, and 
pointing to the strong-box which 'formerly stood under his 
table in the room down-stairs, signed to her to open it.

Well aware that thisbox contained his most private papers, 
Hilda had hitherto avoided meddling with it, but thus injoined, 
she no longer hesitated. Placing it on the table, therefore, shc 
took the large bunch of keys, and soon iinding the right one, 
unlocked it.

“ Is there anything in particular you wish me to read, dear



falber ?” she said, taking out somé papers tied together vs ith 
red tape. “ Here is a bond for two Ihousand pounds from 
George Delahay Villiers, Esquire; another from Lady Braba- 
zon: and anolher from Sir Bulkeley Price. Shall I read any of 
them ? ”

The miser shook bis bead.
“ Here arc several bilis,” she continued, taking up a roll of 

smaller papers—“ and anolher bündle of mortgages, will you 
hear any of them ?”

The miser shook bis bead. The movement was almost me- 
chanical with hi m.

“ Then I will go on,” pursued Hilda. “ Ah! whatis Ihis letter 
with the black seal! Shall I read it?”

The miser made 110 reply. Ile was gazing listlessly into the 
fire, and watching the wreaths of smoke ascend the chimney 
with childish delighl.

Ililda, therefore, opened the lelter, and found a small memo­
randum enclosed in it, which she placed upon thetable. Trem- 
bling with emotion, she then began to read aloud the following 
lines :—

“ O l d  a n d  v a l u e d  F r i e n d ,— If this should ever meel your 
eye, I shall have bcen a year in my grave, for in accordance 
with our agreement, it will not be delivered to you until the 
expiration of that time after my death. The agreement, I need 
not remind you, was so formed, that in casc we should botli die 
within the year, the contract entered into by us respecting the 
marriage of our children should be null and void.”

Here Hilda was startled by a sharp cry from her father, and 
looking up, she saw that he was staring wildly and inquiringly 
at her.

“ What are you reading?” he asked.
“ The letter delivered to you by Randulph Crew,” she replied, 

—“ the letter from bis father.”
“ And what business have you to read it?” he cried. “ Who 

gave you lcave to do so?”
“ Ilaving gone so far, I shall go on,” rejoined Hilda; and 

she resumed her reading :—“ In o w  call upon you to fulfil 
your share of the contract, and to give your daughler to my 
son. When we entered into the engagcment, I was supposed to 
be the richer of the two; bút I am now sadly reduccd, and if 
my son fulhls bis word, and gives up the estates to pay my 
creditors, he will have little or nothing.”

“ He has nothing—he has nothing! ” cried the miser; “ I will 
never give my consent—never! ”

“ ‘ Bút under whatevcr circumstances he may be placed,’ ” 
said Ililda, continuing the letter, “ ‘ whether he giyes up the



property or not, I call upon vou to fulfil your part of ttie con- 
tract, as I would have fulfilled mine, whatever might have 
happened lo vou 5 and to make, as you have agreed to 'do, a Set­
tlement upon your daughterproportioned to your means.’ ”

“ I made no such agreement! ” cried the miser; “ it is false— 
false! ”

“ ‘ I enclose a copy of the memorandum,’ ” pursued Hilda, 
stil! reading, “ ‘ the original, as you know, is in the possession 
of Cordwell Firebras. He will see it executed. God so rcquite 
you, as you shall fulfil your agreement or neglect it!—R a n -  
d u l p h  C r e w . ’ And here is the memorandum,” she added, 
taking up the smaller piece of paper,—“ It is signed by Ilan- 
dulph Crew and John Scarve.”

“ It is a forgery! ” shrieked the miser.
“ The original is in the possession of Cord well Firebras,” 

said Hilda. “ fallier, you have dealt unjustly by Ilandulph 
Crew. You owe bim a great reparation, and I trust you will 
make it.”

“ I owe him nothing,” replied the miser; “ it is all a fabrica- 
tion. Give me the papers, Ihat I mayburn them! Give them 
to me directly! ”

And getting up, he staggered towards her, and snatched the 
letterand memorandum írom her, witli the intention of throw- 
ing them inlo the fire. But before he could do so, the door 
opened, and admitted Abel Beechcroft.

“ What do you want, sir?” cried the miser, regarding him 
fearfully, and letting the papers which he had crushed in his 
grasp drop upon the lloor.

“ I have heard of your illness, Mr. Scarve,” replied Abel; 
and am come to say a few words to you that must be said while 
you are able to hear lliern.”

“ But you disturb me,” rejoined the miser—“ you can have 
nothing to say lo me.”

“ I have sornelhing to forgive,” returned Abel.
“ To forgive! ” echoed Scarve, vacantly. “ IIow have I in- 

jured you? Ah ! now I rccollcct? I married Arabella Clinton, 
whom you would willingly have wedded. But she has been dead 
and gone these seventcen years, and more.”

“ My father is not suiiicicntly hirnseif to converse with you, 
Mr. Beechcroft,” said Ililda ; “ but Ihcrc is one thing I would 
mention ■”

“ Kot a word about the lelter, or the contract! ” cried the 
miser, with sudden fury; “ not a word, or 1 will launch my 
curse against vou —a father’s c u r s c —-beware how you incur it! ” 

“ What is this?” cried Abel Beechcroft, in astonislunent.



“ Nothing,” cried the miser—“ it is a matter between me and 
my daughter. Get you gone. You have no business here. I can 
die without your forgiveness.”

“ Father!” exclaimed Hilda, “ I have a duty to others as 
well as to you. Another opportunity may not occur. I must teil 
Mr. Beechcroft what I have discovered.”

The miser shook his hands at her in impotent furv, and 
attempted to pronounce the curse; hut his utterance faiied him, 
and with a half-articulate cry, he feil senseless to the ground.

Hilda’s cries instantly brought Jacob to the room, and the 
miser was laid upon the bed, where restoratives were success- 
fully employed. Inexpressibly shocked and alarmed by what he 
had witnessed, Abel Beechcroft took his leave, and Hilda having 
picked up the letter and memorandum, and carefully straighlened 
them, put them both intő a place of security.

CHAPTER V.

A B E l’ s  COMDUCT OM LEARNING TUE M IS E r’ s  ILLN ESS.— SIR SINGLETON SPIMKE PROPOSES 

TO THE FAIR TUOMASIME. —  RANDULPH AGAIM DIMES AVITII LADY BRABAZONV— HE P.E- 

CEIYES A NOTE FRO H KITTY CONAYAY, AMD IS ASSAULTED BY PHILIP FREAVIN AND 

HIS MYRMIDOXS OM HIS AYAY TO SUP AVITII H E R .

A cc ou nts  of Mr. Scarve’s state of health had been conveyed 
to Mrs. Crew by Jacob, who unhesitatingly expressed his con- 
viction that the altack would terminate fatally.

“ He may linger for some time,” said Jacob-, “  but I'm cer- 
tain he’ll never be himself again.”

This inlelligence produced a visible eflect on Abel, and Mrs. 
Crew thought she could discover less asperity in his feelings 
towards his old enemy. He desired Jacob ,to inform him dailv 
how his master went on, and to be sure and let him know in­
stantly if any material change for the worse took piacé.

“ I suppose there is nothing I can do for him,” he added— 
“ nothing I can send him.”

“ Why, he wont take any physic if he knows it,” said Jacob ; 
“ and as to wine or brandy, there isn’t a drop in the house, and 
basn’t been these four or live days. And we can’t send lo buy 
any, for he only gives Miss Hilda the triflé he used lo allow for 
house expenses, and she doesn’t like to take any of his money, 
for fear of angerin’ him, for he counts it every day, and would 
be sure to miss it.”

‘‘ Take a boítlc of wine and anolher of brandy back with you, 
Jacob,” said Ábel.



“ Thankee, sir—thankee! ” rejoined Jacob ; “ it may be the 
means o’ savin’ his life. I’li mix a spoonful with bis gruel, and 
I dare say he’ll never find it out.”

“ Is there anything eise I can send bim?” asked Abel. “ My 
housekeeper would make Ifim brotbs or jellies. W e have more 
convenience here Ihan you can have.”

“ And more means as well,” replied Jacob •, “ I wont say no, 
for wc really are hardly put to it to treat him as he should be 
treated. And only think of him, rollin’ in wealtb, and yet de- 
nyin’ himself the common comforls of existence—the neces- 
saries, 1 may say, at a time Üké this. And then to be indebted 
to you for ’em, sir—you—of all people in the world.”

“ Take care he never knows it, nor even suspects it,” said 
.Abel, hastily.

“ Never fear, sir,” replied Jacob-, “ he shall lcarn nothin’ 
from me. But he’ll never ask.”

“ Isuppose I cannotbe of any assistance to your young lady, 
Jacob?” said Mrs. Crew.

“ I fear not, ma’am,” replied Jacob. “ My poor young missis 
hasa hard task to go through, but she must fulfil it. And brighter 
days, I hope, are in störe for her.”

Abel then rang the bell, and gave inslructions to Mr. Jukes, 
who, taking Jacob to his pantry, brought the wine and brandy 
his master had ordered, and filled a can with mutton broth for 
him.

“ You shall have some nice chicken broth to-morrow,” said 
the butler $ “ and in the meantime, this will be better than no­
thing.”

“ I should think so,” replied Jacob.
Düring the few minutes which it had taken the butler to go to 

the cellar, Jacob had found time to dig deep intő a sleak pie, 
and to empty a quart mug of ale-, but he now started up, put 
the brandy inlo one capacious pocket, and the wine into the 
other, and taking up the can of broth, set off at his quiekest pace 
to the Litlle Sanctuary.

Ile came daily for a fresh supply of broth, which he said, and 
with perfect truth, was the main supporl of his master. Abel 
always saw him for a few minutes when he came, and lislcned 
with thegreatest interest to his accounts of the miser’s proceed- 
ings. Jacob told him of Diggs’s visit, and of his suspicion tliat 
he had madehis will and concluded by mentioning the sum of 
money which the attorney had carried away.

This account perplexed and troubled Abel exceedingly, and 
he muttered—“ I must take some inquiries about Diggs, and try 
to find out what he does with the money. I hope this wretched



old man lias not put Ihe crowning act to bis folly, and left his 
property avvay from his daughter.”

“ God forbid! ” exclaimed Jacob. “ But tbere’s no sayin’ 
what he may do. I wish you would see him, sir.”

“ I would see him if I thought it would do any good,” replied 
Abel; “ but I apprebend my interference would onlv he pro­
ductive of barm. I must see him beforc all is over. *We have 
an account to settle together.”

“ Thon you’d better not put it oiT loo Iong,” replied Jacob. 
Abel, however, could not muster up resolution for tbe painful 

scene which be expected to encounter; until one evening—as 
he was sitting after dinner over bis wine, with his sister, Ran- 
dulph and Trussell—Jacob, who had been there before in Ihe 
morning, came to inform bim Ihat Ihe miser had beeil so un- 
well all day, and so fanciful and light-headed, that if he wished 
to bave any communication with b.im while he was in his right 
mind, he had better not postpone his visit. Abel then decided 
upon going at once, and accordingly procecded with Jacob to 
the Little Sanctuary, where he had tbe short and painful inter­
view with tbe miser, detailed in the preceding cliapter.

By this time Randulph was able to go abroad. One of his 
earliest visits was toSir Norfolk Salusbury, who was delighted 
to see bim, and shook bim cordially bv the band, repeating 
what he had proviously stated, that he thought he had con- 
ducted hinseif admirably in the aíTair of the duel. Sir Norfolk 
then began to talk of the miser’s illness, and deplored the Posi­
tion of his daughter, adding that he had been several times to call 
upon him, but had always been denied admittance. While they 
werethus conversing, Sir Bulkeley Price was announced. Like 
Norfolk, he appeared greatlv pleased to see Randulph abroad 
again, and oiTered his congratulations.

“ Yilliers was out before you, Mr. Crew,” he said5 “ I had a 
visit from him yesterday ; but he still wears his arm in a sling, 
probably because he thinks it becoming. Ile came to entrcat 
me to ofTer his apologies to Miss Scarve, and to express his com- 
punction for his conduct. He was incited to it, he declares, by 
the violence of his passión for her; but he is now entirely cured, 
and is heartily ashamed of his conduct.”

“ He said as much to me,” added Sir Norfolk.
“ He also expressed himself most liandsomely about you,” 

Mr. Crew, pursued Sir Bulkeley ; “ and said he was extremely 
glad the duel had terminated in the way it did. I hope, therefore, 
you will be better friends than ever.”

“ W e may he better friends, because we shall probably see 
less of each olhcr,” said Randulph, laughing. “ iloweyer, it is



pleasant to have such flattering things said of one bv an adver- 
sary.”

Shortly afterwards, tlie party left Abingdon Street, and pro- 
ceeded to the Mall in Saint James’s Park, where they met 
Beau Yilliers, Lady Brabazon, and Clementina, together with 
their constant attendant, Sir Spingleton Spinke. \  illiers, 
whose right arm was sustained by a scarf, immediately held 
forth bis disengaged hand to Banduph, and passed so many 
encomiums upon his courage and address, that the latter must 
have been made of stubborn material indeed, to be insensible to 
them. His generous nature was sensibly touched, and he began 
to think he had done the beau an injustice. Lady Brabazon, 
too, exerted her utmost witcherv, and told him, with a captiva- 
ting smile, “ that if he consulted his good looks, he would fight 
a duel and get wounded once a monlh, as he now looked band- 
somer than ever.”

The interview endcd in Randulph accepting an invitation to 
diné the next day with Lady Brabazon. Trussell was enchanted. 
Accident, and a combination of circumstances, had accom- 
plished precisely what he desired. As to Randulph, he was an- 
noyed with himself for having made the engagement 5 but it was 
now too late to retract. He feit somewhat embarrassed as to 
how to communicate the matter to his mother ; but Trussell 
relieved him of the diülculty, and, on their relurn home, gave 
a lively and diverting account of the meeting in the park, and 
said it had led to a reconciliation dinner, which was to take 
place at Lady Brabazon’s on the followingday.

“ I hope the dinner mav not lead to anolher quarrel,” said 
Abel.

“ 1 hope so too,” replied Mrs. Crew. “ I wish you would dis- 
continueyour intimacy with Lady Brabazon, Randulph,—I can- 
not endure her.”

“ I do not intend to continue it to the same extent as before,” 
said Randulph •, “ but it wTas impossible to refuse the present 
invitation.”

“ Quite impossible !” echoccl Tausseli—“ never was anything 
so handsome as Yilliers’s apologies.”

“ Pshaw!” exclaimed Abel*, “ they are as little to bc trusted 
as himself.”

“ I don’t think so in the present case,” said Randulph.
“ You may take my word for it, you are deceived,” rejoined 

Abel. And here the conversation dropped.
The next day, soon after live o’clock, Randulph and his uncle 

crossed from the Palace stairs to Westminster, and shaped their 
course towards the Little Sanctuary. Trussell wished to call for a 
new peruke which he had ordered from Peter Pokerich \ and



vvhile he stepped into the little barber’s to try it on, Randulph 
proceeded (.0 the other side of the Street to make inquiries after 
the miser and his daughter.

“ He’s as bad as he can be,” said Jacob, who answered his 
knock, shaking his head ; “ and I’m afraid this constant watch- 
in’ will be too much for Miss Hilda. I want to have a word with 
you, bút I can’t stop just now, for I’m wanted. Where shall 
you be to-night?”

“ Fm going to dine with Lady Brabazon in Pall Mall,” replied 
Randulph. “ I shall lcave about ten, and will call here on íny 
way liome.”

“ No 5 Fll step up to her ladyship’s at ten,” rejoined Jacob ; 
“ and Fll wait tili vou come out. W e may have somethin’ to do 
together.”

With this, he closed the door, Randulph walked across the 
street to Peter Pokerich’s. At the same moment, a chair was 
seen advancing along the street, which stoppcd at Mr. Deacle’s, 
and being opened, let forth Sir Singleton Spinke, very gaily 
dressed, who skipped into the mercer’s shop. Having witnessed 
the old beau’s entrance, Randulph turnéd into the barber’s and 
told his uncle what had occurred.

“ Sir Singleton must be gone to pay court to the fair Tho­
masine,” said Trussell, laughing.

On hearing this remark, Peter, without saying a vvord,dart- 
ed out of the shop, and hurried to the neighbouring house. 
Trussell was at first disposed to be angry, but on reflecting on 
the probable cause of the barber’s sudden ílight, he burst into a 
loud laugh.

“ Letusgoandsee whathappens,” he said,arranging his wig.
The little barber, meanwhile, had entered the mercer’s shop. 

There was no one in attendance in front but an apprentice, who 
did not notice hirn. He accordingly stepped lightly and quickly 
towards the door of the inner room, which was leftajar, en- 
abling bim to hear whatpassed within, vvhile the upper half be­
ing glazed, and partly covered by a green silk blind, shewed 
bim that the Speakers were Sir Singleton and his mislress. The 
old beau was on his knees, vvhile the fair Thomasine had aban- 
doned her hand to him, though she averted her looks from him; 
owing to which circumstance, she did not discover the jealous 
eyes of the barber glaring at her througli the windovv. As to Pe­
ter, he tugged at his wig with jealous rage, and vvould have 
pluckcd handfuls of hair from it, if it vvould have yielded; but 
being stoutly made, it resisled his efforts bravely.

“ I will not rise tili I have a favourable ansvver, adorable Tho­
masine!” said Sir Singleton. “ Will you be mine?—will you 
fly with me?”



“ I cannot,” replied the fair Thomasine, turning round wilh 
such suddenncss that tlie little barber had barely time lo duck 
down lo escape observation. “ I cannot. I have already told 
you a hundred times, I am engaged to Peter Pokerich.”

“ I will cut the little rascal’s throat!” cried Sir Singleton, ris- 
ing, and clapping his hand on his sword. “ I will belabour him 
wilh his own pole.”

“ No, don’t!” said the fair Thomasine—“ I should go dis- 
tracted, like Ophelia, if any harm were to happen to him. Poor 
Peter is so very fond of me—so very, very fond! At one time, 
he was a little inconstant, to be sure—slightly dazzled by the 
charms of the miser’s lovely daughler. But latterly, he has be- 
come quite devoted.”

“ Ile cannot lőve you a thousandth part as well as I love 
you,” said the old beau—“ it is not in bis vulgär nature. Be- 
sides, I can make you Lady Spinke—can put you at the head 
of a splendid establishment—cover you with diamonds—intro- 
duce you to the first society—take you every night to some 
fine lady’s drum—to Hanelagh—to Vauxhall—to the play- 
houses.”

“ It sounds delighUul, indeed!” said the fair Thomasine, 
whose eyes sparkled at the beau’s enumeration of the pleasures 
he had in störe for her. “ But will you really make me Lady 
Spinke?”

“ I swear it! ” cried the old beau. “ O h! you are mine!—  
say you are mine! ”

“ No, you’re too old for m e!” said the fair Thomasine. “ I 
don’t think I coukl mary you.”

The unhappy barber, who had almost sunk into the floor, 
here revived again.

“ Too o ld!” exclaimed Sir Singleton. “ Why I’m in the very 
prime of life. But granting that I am old, you’ll the sooner be 
a widow. Lady Spinke, wilh a large jointure—think of that! ’ 

“ A large jointure is Yery tempting, certainly,” said the fair 
Thomasine, musingly.

“ You can’t hesilate, I’m sure, my charmer,” cried the old 
beau, “ between the brilliant life I hold out to you, and the 
wretched one you will be condemned to with your little bar­
ber. Give him up at once. Leave him to his wigs, his pomalum, 
his powder-puff, and his blocks, and let him marry some bar­
maid, or serving-woman, theonly creatures fit for him.”

“ Lady Singleton Spinke and Mrs. Peter Pokerich do sound 
very differently,” said the fair Thomasine. “ I should mightily 
like to be called ‘ your ladyship.’ ”

“ So would most women, but itisn ’t every one who has the 
opportunity,” rejoined the old beau.



“ Bút then I must have a fine gilt coach?” pursued the fair 
Thomasine.

“ It is yours,” replied Sir Singleton.
“ And beautiful dresses?” she continued.
“ As many as you like,” he answered. “ I’ll buv your fa- 

ther’s whole stock of silks.”
“ And magnificent diamonds?”
“  Equal to a Duchess’s.”
“ And I shall go to court?”
“ You shall.”
“ And to Ranclagh, Vauxhall, and the playhouses?”
“ As often as you please.”
“ Well, then, I almost—but oh dear! it would he so wrong 

— no, I can’t consent. ’Twould break my Pcter’s heart.” 
“ Peter’s heart will soon be mended again,” replied Sir 

Singleton. “ Pli have a coach and four at the corner of the 
Street at live o’clock to-morrow morning •, and then we'll drive 
a few miles out of town for an airing, and return to breakfast— 
and to the Fleet, wherc we’ll be married.”

“ Don’t expect me, I never can make up my mind to so fearful 
a step,” said the fair Thomasine pathetically, yet undecisively.

“ Well, I shall be there, at all events,” said the old beau, 
pressing her hand to his lips. Farewell. At five.”

The little barber had heard enough. He darted off like a mad- 
man, and almost upset Trussell and Randulph, who, as well as 
himself, had overheard what passed. The next moment, the 
old beau issued forth, singing a French song, and twirling his 
cane gaily.

“ A h !” he exclaimed, perceiving Trussell and Randulph, 
“ what the deuce hrings you here? ”

“ W e came to look afler the little barber, who ran away, 
leaving my wig only half dressed,” replied Trussell. “ He has 
just rushed out of this shop as if he had gone distracted.”

“ The devil! ” exclaimed Sir Singleton; “ then he has OYer- 
heard my plan. I must change it.”

And stepping back to the fair Thomasine, he whispered, 
“  Peter Pokerich has been playing the spy upon us. He may 
interfere with our arrangements. To-night at twelve, instead 
of to-inorro\v morning at five. Till then, ma belle, adieu !” And 
kissing his handto her, he rejoined his friends.

“ You are both going to Lady Brab’s. I suppose?” he said. 
“ Sorry I can’t take you—we shall meet again in a few minules.” 

So saying, and strutting off triumphanlly, he entered his 
chair, and was conveyed to Lady Brabazon’s, where Randulph 
and his uncle arrived a few minutes after him.

The dinner passed off delightfully. It was a small party,



consisting of Sir Bulkeley Price, Sir Norfolk Salusbury, and 
Lady Fazakerly. Everything was done to please Randulph, and 
the efforts were pcrfeclly successful. The wine flovved freely 
after dinner—for it was a hard drinking age—and Randulph, 
who had been cxcecdingly temperate since the duel, began to 
feel the eflect of it. As he was about to ascend to the drawing- 
room with the rest of the gentlemcn, a note was handed him by 
a servant, which he instantly opened.

“ What says your billet, nephew?” inquired Trussell, who 
was standing by.

“ Oh! it’s from Eitty Conway,” said Randulph. “ She has 
found out, I know not how, that I am here, and wishes me to 
sup with herto-night for the last time.”

“ And you will go, wont you?” said Trussell.
“ N o t l ,” replied Randulph, irresolutely.
“ Oh, yes, you will,” said Trussell *, “ and TU accompany 

you on your last visit, a s l did on the lirst.”
And tliey wcnt up stairs laugbingly to the drawing-room. 
Time passed by so íleetly in the fascinating society of Lady 

Brabazon, that Randulph was surprised, on glancing at his 
walcli, to find it nearly eleven o’clock.

“ Jacob will be gone,” he thought, “ and will th inkl have 
forgottén him.”

Hastily taking leave of Lady Brabazon, who chided him play- 
fully for running awayso early, and engaged him to call upon 
her on the following morning, he went down stairs, accom- 
panied by Trussell. They found Jacob at the door, and in no 
very bland bumour at baving been kept so long.

“ My time’s more than up,” said the latter, gruílly, “ and I 
was just goin’ awav. What I want to say is this,—I’ve received 
a hint Ihat master’s miserly nevy, Philip Frewin, is about to 
decamp with the money I gave Mr. Diggs t'other day. He’s at 
the Crown Inn, Ox Yard, King Street. Suppose you pay him a 
yisit.”

“ FH readily do so to-morrow, Jacob,” said Randulph ; “ but 
to night, I’m engaged. Come along with me. My way lies in 
the samc direction as yours, and I want to talk to you about 
your master and young mistrcss.”

Jacob complied, and accompanied Randulph to the corner of 
Iledge Lane, a narrow thoroughfare running into Cockspur 
Street, were he took his leave. Randulph and his uncle then 
tracked the lane above mentioned, until they came to W hit- 
comb Street, where Kittv Conway then resided, bavingremoved 
from the Ilaymarket to an old house in the latter Street, ereded 
three years after the Great Fire of London — namely, 16G9 . 
Never having visited the pretty adress in her new abodc, but



having been told in the note (hat this date, which was inscribed 
in large figures on a shield over the door, would guide him to 
it 5 Randulph was looking out for the house, when he observed 
three men at a little distance behind him, who seemed to be 
dogging him and his uncle. The foremost was a tall, thin man; 
the second a stout square-set personage, attired in a shabby 
military garb; and the third a great hulking fellow, with an 
atrociously black muzzle, dressed in a blue jacket, short trow- 
sers, and woollen cap.

Randulph could not help fancying he had seen these person- 
ages before, though he could not teil where, but he did not 
concern himself much about them, until just as he had disco- 
vered Kitty Conway’s dweliing, and was about to knock at the 
door, he saw that they were quickening their pace towards 
him. On a nearer approach, he was at no loss to detect Philip 
Frewin; and in bis companions, Captain Culpepper, and the 
fellow who had ofiiciated as Jack-in-the-water at the Folly on 
the Thames.

“ Here is your man! ” shouted Philip, pointing out Randulph 
fo theothers; “ upon him! don’t leave an unbroken bone in 
bis body.”

Randulph, however, was prepared for the attack. Crasping 
the stout cane he held in his hand, he dealt Philip so severe a 
blow on the head with it that he stretchcd him on his back on 
the ground. At the same moment, Trussell received a blow 
from the cudgel of the athletic sailor, which sent him reeling 
against the door, to the posts of which he clung for support, 
while therulfian, turning to assault Randulph, encountered an 
unexpected adversary in the person of Jacob Post.

“ I Ihought what you were after, you scoundrels, when I saw 
you doggin’ these genTmen,” cried Jacob; “ Pm glad I got up 
in time. Turn your cudgel tliis wav, you black-muzzled hound! 
Two can play at your game.”

While Jacob and his antagonist rapped away at each olher 
as hard as they could, making the welkin ring with their blows, 
Randulph turnéd upon Culpepper, who attempted to draw his 
sword to assail him, and belaboured him so lustily with his 
cane, that the latter was soon fain to cry for quarter.

The sound of the cudgels, and the vociferations of the com- 
batants, had alarmed the watch, who sprang their raltles, and 
hastened to the scene of strife, while Kitty Conway, hearing the 
nőise, opened a window above, and seeing what was passing in 
the street, added her shrieks to the general clamour.

Before, however, the watch could come up, Jacob had brought 
his athletic antagonist to the ground, and Culpepper had taken 
to his heels without being able to strike a single blow.



CHAPTER VI.

BY TYIUT DEVICE PH ILIP FRBW IN COT O F F ; AMD HOW RANDULPH AND TF.ESSELL W ER K  

LOCKED UP IN TUE W A TCU -HOU SE.

S e e í n g  no chance of escape, Philip Frewin suddenly started 
to bis feet, and running towards the watchmen, plucked olf bis 
wig to shew the extent of the injuries he had received, and 
charged the others with assaulting him.

“ My scull’s fractured, I believe,” he cried; “ and if you 
hadn’t come up, I dare say I should have been killed outrighL 
There,” pointing to Randulph, “ Stands the rutlian who knocked 
me down.”

“ Youyourself commenced the assault, scoundrcl,” replied 
Randulph, stepping forward ; “ and if you have been severely 
punished, you have only met with your desert.”

“ The subterfuge shall not serve your turn, villain,” rejoined 
Philip. “ Secure him, watchman. l ’ll swear he meant to rob 
and murder me.”

“ This is a serious Charge, sir,” said the watchman to Ran­
dulph ; “ and if the gen’l’man persists in it, I must take you in 
custody. I was in hopes, and so was you, Charley, wasn’tyou?” 
he added, appealing to the other watchman, who replied by a 
confirmatory grünt—“ that it was only a bit of a íight between 
somé genllefolk about a girl, or some trilling matter of the sort, 
and that it might be set to rights by a bowl of punch among 
’emselves, and a crown or so to us poor fellows. Bút this is 
another matter altogether.”

“ What has been stated is utterly false,” replied Randulph.
“ I was walking quietly along with my relative, who has sus- 
tained quite as much personal damage as any onc in the fray, 
when this scoundrel, accompanied by two other ruifians, sud­
denly attacked me ; and if it had not been for the assistance ot 
that stout porter,” pointing to Jacob Post, “ I might not now be 
in a condition to give an explanalion of the afTair.”

“ The young gcnTman speaks the truth, watchman,” inler- 
posed Jacob; “ if there’s been any robbery and assault intended, 
it hasn’t been on his part.”

“ You wont listen to what the fellow says, watchman! ’ cried 
Philip ; “  he’s one of Ihe gang.”

“ He has a jail-bird look, certainly,” said the foremost, hold- r) 
ing up his lantern to Jacob’s face, “ l ’m quite perplexed by



these contradictorv statcments, Charley. I s’pose the best plan 
will be io take ’em all to the watchus?”

“ I reckon so, Sam;” replied the olher.
“ I shan’t g o ! ” cried Jacob, grufflv. “ What’ll become of 

my poor master, if I don’t go liome ? ”
“ You bear wbat bc says, walchman?” cried Philip. “ He 

wants to be off. Secure bim.”
“ Ay, ay, never iear! ” cried the walchman, throwing himself 

on Jacob. “ Spring the rattlc, Charley.”
His comrade obeyed, and by Ibis time a little crowd being 

collected, Jacob was secured, and Randulph surrounded, and 
made prisoner. Trussell having parlly rccovered froin the effecls 
of the blow, was likewise seized, and the black-muzzled Jack, 
who appeared much injured, was also lifted up, and supported 
hetween two men.

After some further objurgation and discussion, the foremost 
watchman gave the word to move on, when the door of the 
house near them opencd, and Kitty Conway rushed forth, and 
made her way through the crowd, to Randulph.

“ This is all a mistake! ” she cried to the watchmen; “ you 
are laking away the wrong persons. Ths gentleman, Mr. Ran­
dulph Crew, was coming to sup with me. I was expecting him, 
and hearing a nőise in tlic Street, opened my window, and 
witnessed the affray.”

“ Well, and wliat did you see, madam—what did you see? ” 
demanded Philip, fiercely.

“ I saw Randulph Crew knock you down,” replied Kitty. 
“ To be sure,” replied Philip; “ he did  knock me down, and 

would have killed me if he could. This woman’s evidence cor­
roboratos m y  S ta tem en t, watchman.”

“ Bút I heard from the sliouts Ihat you were the first assailant, 
Philip,” replied Kitty. “ llesides, Captain Culpepper was with 
you,—though he was beaten off by Randulph.”

“ Don’t Philip me, ma’am ! ” cried the otlier; “ I don‘1 know 
you, and don’t desire to know you—neither do I know any- 
thing of Captain Culpepper. You want to get off your friend, 
that’s evident,—but it wont do. Ile’ll pass the night in the 
watchhouse, instead ofsupping with you. Goori. watchman!” 

“ You are worse even than Í. thought you, Philip!” cried 
Kitty, in tones of the strongest contempt.

“ I shouldn’t mind being locked up in the watchhouse," said 
Jacob; “ but what’ll my young missis think of it?—what’ll 
become of my poor master? If anylhin’ happens to him, Isliall 
never forgive myself. I wish sornebody would take a message 
from me to Miss Scarve in the Little Sancluary,—it would make 
me more easy.”



“ I will take it,” said Kitty^ “ and will explain all.”
“ You! ” exclaimed Jacob. “ No-, lhal’11 never do.” Butbefore 

be could get out Ihc latter part of the speech, Kitty bad retired, 
and he was forced asvay by bis captors.

The party took the direction of Piccadilly, Philip Frewin 
walking by the side of Sam, the foremost walchman, who kept 
fast hold of his arm, and the otbers following. As they drew 
near the top of the Haymarket, Philip said in a low tone to 
the walchman,—“ You’ll make more out of this job by letting 
me go, than by detaining me.”

“ Which way?” asked Sam, in the same tone.
“ Here are five guineas,” replied Philip, slipping a purse into 

the other’s hand; “ contrive my escape, and that of the black- 
muzzled fellow in the sailor’s dress.”

Sam held the money to the light, and saw that it was all right. 
“ Pli manage it,” he said. “ So the Charge you preferred 

against Ihem t’others was all gammon, eh?”
“ To be sure,” replied Philip; “ but keep them safely under 

lock and key tili to-morrow morning, and Pli double what Pve 
just given you. You’ll find me on this spot to-morrow night, at 
teil.”

“ That’ll do,” replied Sam. “ And here we’re at the top o* 
the Haymarket. Give me a push, and Ihcn make off as fast as 
you can. PH take care of the rest. Your black-muzzled friend 
shall get bis liberty by and by.”

Philip obeyed Ihcse instructions to the letter. Turning sud- 
denly upon the walchman, and thrusting him forcibly l]ack- 
wards, he set off as fast as his legs could carry him. Sam in- 
stanlly slarted in pursuit, calling loudly to bis brethren to take 
care of the othcr prisoners-, but lie returned a few minutes 
afterwards, out of breath, and swearing that the fellow had 
managcd to get off.

Feigning to be in a very ill-humour, he returned a surly reply 
to Randulph’s remarks on his carelcssness, and hurried the 
prisoners along until they reachcd Air-street, where the watch- 
house was situated. The door was instanllv opcned by a Con­
stable, with whomSam exchanged a few wordsinan undertone; 
after which the prisoners were led down a narrow, dirty pas- 
sage, and thrust into a fillhy-looking hole, furnished only with 
a couple of benches, on which some half-dozen persons of very 
equivocal appcarance were seated. Sam Iben, for the first time, 
appeared.to notice the absence of the black-muzzled Jack, and 
inquiring where he was, was told that he had, also, contrived 
to escape.

“ Escaped! has he?” cried Sam, affecting tobe in a great



passión. “ Odds-my-life! they slip out of one’s Fingers like eels. 
Hovvever, these three are safe enough, that’s some comfort.”

“ If our accuser is gone,” cried Randulph, looking round the 
chamber with inexpressible disgust, “ why are vre detained ?”

“ You’re detained on a serious Charge,” replied Sam ; “ and I 
can’t take upon me to let you go. But Fll fetch Mr. Foggo, the 
constable, and if he likes to liberate you, that’ll be his concern.” 

So saying, he went forth with his comrades, locking the door 
after him.

“ An agreeable Situation, uncle,” said Randulph to Trussell, 
who had scated himself on the extremity of one of the benches.

“ Agreeable indeed!” echoed Trussell, with a groan. “ Oh, 
my poor head!”

“ What ’ud my dear young missis, or your good mother think 
of us, if they could see us in this place, and with this Company?” 
whispered Jacob. “ Fd ralher have got a cracked crown myself 
than Mrs. Conwav should call on Miss Hilda.”

“ So would I,” rejoined Randulph.
“ Come, come, 110 grumbling,” cried Trussell, rousing him­

self. “ Fm the greatest sufierer after all. Everything will be set 
right in the morning, and in the meantime, let's pass the night as 
comfortably as we can. It’s not the first time l ’ve heen in a 
watchhouse. Depend upon it we shan’t be liberated but i ’Il 
cngage to say we can get a better room than this.”

And so it turnéd out. In about ten minutes, Sam made his 
appearance, with Mr. Foggo, who said he could not discharge 
the prisoners tili they had been before a magistrate.

“ Can’t you give us a little better accommodation, Mr. 
Foggo?” asked Trussell, slipping a guinea inlo his hand.

The constable said nothing, but took them intő a back 
room, furnished with a small deal table, and three or four rusli- 
bottomed chairs.

“ This is a p a r lo u r  a fter  my poor master’s own heart,” said 
Jacob, lo o k in g  a t th e  b a re  w a lls  a n d  grated W in d o w s.

“ Anythingl can get foryou, genTmen?” asked the constable, 
as he set a light on the table.

“ I suppose we m ust stay here all night, Mr. Foggo?” obser- 
ved Trussell. “ W e’re family men—and our ladies will be cx- 
cessively distressed at our absence.”

“ Sorry fór it, sir, but you must stay,” replied the constable. 
“  If you desire it, I dare say I can so manage it that you shan t 
come before his worship. And in the meantime, though it’s 
against rules,—but I don’t mind obliging genfiemen,—if, I say, 
a bowl of punch would be agreeable— ”

“ A bowl of punch, by all mcans!” cried Trussell 5 “ here’s 
money for it,” he addcd, giving him another guinea.



“ I see you understand our ways, sir,” said the constable, 
bowing. And he left the room.

“ Come, don’t he downcast, mv boy!” cried Trussell, clap- 
ping his nephew on the shoulder. “ We shall have a jolly night 
of it after all. My head is getting better every minute, l f  Hilda 
and your mother do hear of your adventure, they’ll only laugh 
at it. I’ve been locked up a dozen times or more in my younger 
days, and hope I shall be again. So cheer up, my boy. Your 
initiation into life would have been incomplete without this oc- 
currence.”

Randulph could not help responding to his uncle’s laugh, and 
Mr. Foggo shortly after appearing with a bowl of excellent 
punch, he began to think that the best way was to make himself 
comfortable. Jacob, too, yielded to the genial inlluence of the 
liquor, and ere long tliey were all laughing as merrily as if they 
had been at large. The bowl of punch discussed, Trussell dis- 
posed himself to slumber in his chair ] Jacob stretched himself 
at full length on the floor; and Randulph, having paced the 
chamber for some time, dropped asleep likewise.

CHAPTER VII.

KITTY CONWAY AND THE LITT LE BARBER PLAY A TRICK L’PON THE FAIR TIIOM ASINE.—

SIR SINGLETON SPINRE IS DELUDED INTO A MARRIAGE W ITH THE PRETTY  ACTRESS AT

TH E F L E E T .

K i t t y  C o n w a y  was as good as her word. Scarcely had the 
watchmen departed with their prisoners than she set out for 
theLittle Sanctuary. With a beating heart, and trembling hand, 
she knocked at the miser’s door 5 but her summons remained 
unanswered, and she was about to repeat it, when a little man 
crossed the Street and addressed her.

“ Mr. Scarve is very ill, ma’am,” said the little man •,—“ dan- 
gerously ill.”

“ S o l’veheard,” replied Kitty. “ I wish I could make them 
hear,” she added, knocking again, and waiting vainly for an 
answer.

“ I fear you’ve come on a fruitless errand,” said the little man, 
who still remained standing near her $ “ the porter is from 
horne.”

“ I know it—I know it,” replied Kitty, hastilv. “ He has been 
taken to the watchhouse. I want to see Miss Scarve, to teil 
her so.”



“ W h a tex c la im ed  the other, starting. “ Jacob Post taken 
to the watchhouse! This is an extraordinary event. Would,” 
he added, with a groan, “ that anolher person I could mention 
were taken there, too !”

“ And pray who may be the person implied by your amiable 
wish?” asked Kitty.

“ SirSingleton Spinke,” replied thelittle man. “ Doyouknow  
bim, ma’am ?”

“ Perfectly well,” replied Kitty.
“ Then you don’t require to be told what a dreadful old rake 

he is,” replied the other-, “ nor will you wonder atmy resent- 
ment against him, when I teli you he has attempted to run away 
xvith my betrothed.”

“ Your betrothed!” exclaimed Kitty. “ Pray what is her 
name ? ”

“ She is generally denominated the fair Thomasine,” replied 
the other; “ bút perhaps 1 ought to call lier Miss Deacle.” 

“ Ah! then I know who you are, my litlle friend,” rejoined 
K itty; “ you are Peler Pokerich, the barber.”

“ Righl, madam,” he replied, “ I am that unfortunate in­
dividual. ”

“ And how does Sir Singleton mean to rob you of your 
mistress?—let me hear,” asked Kitty.

“ He has made her an offer of marriage,” replied Peter, “ and 
she has accepted him—períidious that she is ! I asked her to sup 
with me to-night, fór the last time, that I might have an op- 
portunity of upbraiding her, and she has accepted the invitáljon. 
Pm wailing fór her now, fór she can’t get out till the old people 
go to bed.”

As he spoke, the mercer’s door opened, and a female figure 
issued írom it.

“ There she is, I declare!” cried the liltle barber. “ F m so  
angry with her for her treacliery, that I could almost kill her.”

“ Don’t think of such nonsense,” replied Kitty. “ Ifyou want 
io revenge yourself, l ’H teli you how to do it. Pretend to make 
love to me.”

“ That’s easily done,” replied the barber. “ Permit me to take 
your hand. PH affect not to see the deceitful little hussey. Let 
me entreat you, madam,” he added, putling on an impassioned 
air, “ to come in with me. W e can converse so mucii more 
pleasantly than in the Street. Somebody may overhear us.”

“ Somebody does overhear you, you little wretch ! ” cried the 
fair Thomasine, stopping. “ Good gracious! if he isn’t making 
love to the woman. I wonder who she can be.”

“ Shesees us,” whispered K itty; “ the plan will do. PH feign



reluctance. Oh no, I can’t go in with you,” she added, irreso- 
lutely.

“ I beseech you, do,” replied Peter. “ I expected a visit from 
a neighbour,—Miss Thomasine Deacle, and I’ve prepared a little 
supper for her; bút I wont wait.”

“ And so you want me to take her place?” cried Kitty. “ Very 
flattering indeed! I dare say you’ll try to persuade me next, 
that you prefer me to her.”

“ So I d o ! ” cried Peter 5 “ I prefer you incomparably. YouTe 
a thousand times preltier than she is.”

“ I shall burst with rage!” eried the fair Thomasine. “ I 
could tear bis disagreeable little eyes out.”

“ Well, since you’re so pressing, Pli just go in for a moment,”
said K itty; “ bút I wont sit down—and as to supper ”

“ You’ll just eat a mouthful?” replied Peter.
“ Oh, Pve no doubt she’Il enjoy herseif nicely! ” said the fair 

Thomasine 5 “ but PH spoil their pastime—that I w ill! ”
“ This way, madam ! ” cried Peter, handing the prelty actress 

towards bis dwelling.
“ She’s close behind us,” whispered Kitty; “ contrive to let 

lier get in without Observation.”
Peter signified liis assent in a whisper, and pretending to ofTer 

the most gallant altentions to the actrcss, left the door pur- 
posely open. Unconscious of the trick practised upon her, the 
fair Thomasine slipped in alter them, and hid herseif behind a 
large wooden case, on which several wig-blocks werc set.

llaving caught a glimpse of what had occurred, Kitty squeezed 
Peter’s hand to let bim know how matters stood, and he im- 
mediately took the hint.

“ I declare Pve left the door open,” he said, locking i t ; “ how 
excessively careless in me! The fair Thomasine might get 
in, and surprise us.”

“ She bas been beforchand with you, sir,” muttered the 
young lady alluded to, looking up for an instant from behind 
the case.

“ And now, ma’am,” said Peter, lighting a couple of candles, 
and placing them on the table, on which cold chickens and 
other viands were laid, “ you’ll take a little supper with me?” 

“ Well, it looks so nice that it almost tempts me,” said 
Kitty, seating herseif. “ I think I could manage the wing of 
a ebieken.”

Having helped her as she required, Peter ran to a cupboard, 
and brougbt out a bottle of wine.

“ This is some delicious Constantia which I got for the fair 
Thomasine,” he said, pouring out a glass; “ but Pm glad you’ll 
drink it instead of her.”



“ Here’s to our absent iriends,” said Kitty, taking the glass.
“ I pledge you,” rejoined the little barber  ̂ “ though Ishould 

be sorry to change my present friend for any absent one.”
“ Oh, the hordd, deceitful little monster !”|  cried the fair 

Thomasine. “ He was never half so gallant to me.”
“ By the bye, ma’am,” said Peter, “ your beauty bas so fasci- 

nated me that I’ve omitted to ask your name?”
“ It is Kitty Conway,” replied the lady.
“ What Mrs. Conway, the prettv actress of the Haymarket?” 

cried Peter.
“ The same,” she replied. “ And so, old Sir Singleton Spinke 

is about to take Miss Deacle off your hands, eh ? ”
“ I believe so,” replied Peter 5 “ and I wish him joyof his 

bargain—h a ! h a ! and her of hers, too! She wont know a day’s 
happiness after she becomes Lady Spinke. Now, I  should have 
made her a good husband—a really good husband—for I was 
devotedly attaehed to her. But some people don’tknow what’s 
good for them. Ilowevcr, I’m delighted things liave turnéd out 
in tliis w a y -I ’ve mado a capital change. Here’s to our better 
acquaintance,” headded, íilling the glasses again.

“ The amorous little wretch will get tipsy, and propose to 
her, I expect,” said the fair Thomasine.

“ Sir Singlcton Spinke, as I told you, is an old friend of mine,” 
said Kitty Conway 5 “ he paid me great attention, and, if I had 
chosen, I might have been Lady Spinke 5 but I knew better— 
lia ! ha! ”

“ I hope your objection was to Sir Singleton, and not to the 
married state?” said Peter. “ You’re not sworn to singlebless- 
edness, I trust?”

“ I have never given the matter serious consideration,” replied 
the actress.

“ Then do so now,” replied Peter, stepping forward, and 
throwing himself at her íeet; “ oh! be mine! be mine, sweet 
Kitty ! I’ve no gilt coach to offer you, like Sir Singleton—no 
beautii'ul dresses—no magnificent diamonds. I can’t take you to 
court in the morning, and to Ranelagh, Vauxhall, or some fine 
lady’s drum in the evening. Pve no temptations to hold out. 
But I ca/i offer you sincere affection—a comfortable home— 
and a young husband. Yes, a young husband! I’m not a hát­
tered old beau,—but a smart, dapper, little fellow, of two-and- 
twenty, well worth any woman’s notice. If that don’t sting her, 
I’vc done,” he added, in a lower tone.

“ You certainly appear very amiable,” said Kitty, witli difli- 
culty keeping her countenance, “ and, though small, are 
reasonably good looking.”



“ Answer me,” cried Ihe liltle barber, passionately—“ or let 
me snatch a reply from your honeyed lips.”

“ I can stand this no longer,” cried thefair Thomasine. And 
bursting from her concealment, she ran up to Peter, and boxed 
liis ears soundly.

“ There! take that—and that! ” she cried—“ that’il teach you 
to make lőve to other ladies before my eves.”

“ Halloa, madam! what do you mean by this? ” cried Peter, 
rubbing bis cheek. “ How the deuce did you get into the room ? 
—through the key-hole? ”

“ No matter how I got in,” replied the fair Thomasine. “ Pve 
seen all that has passed, and heard all you’ve said. Pm astonished 
at you, Peter. How can you look me in the face after the shock­
ing things you’ve said of me behind my back? Bút don’t Iliink I 
mind them, any more than the loss of your affection. I sha’n’t 
bestow another thought upon you. As to you, madam——” 

“ Well, madam!” exclaimed Kitty, calmly.
“ May you be happy with him—that’s all I have to say,” con- 

tinued the fair Thomasine, hysterically. “ May you love him as 
much as I could have loved him ; and may you never repent in- 
terfering with the happiness of another! ”

“ Come, I like this, Miss Thomasine,” said Peter. “ It’s very 
well for you (o talk of interfering with the happiness of another; 
butdidn’t I see you listening to the addresses of that odious old 
beau—didn’t I see him kiss your hand—didn’t I hear you pro- 
mise to run away with him—didn’t I hear and see all this? 
Answer me that? ”

“ I will not deny that I was foolish enough to listen to Sir 
Singleton’s addresses,” replied the fair Thomasine, with dig- 
nitv; “ for the strongest of our sex is not proof against vanity. 
Bút I never assented to his proposal; or if I did so, it was only 
pretence.”

“ Oh, say that again, dearest Tommy—say it again?” cried 
Peter, delightcdlv.

“ It was all pretence—I never meant to marrv him ! ” repeated 
the fair Thomasine.

“ You make me the happiest of barbers,” cried Peter, catching 
her in bis arms, and pressing her to his bosom.

“ Mercy 011 us! what’s this?” exclaimed the fair Thomasine, 
extricating herseif from his embrace, and assuming a cold de- 
meanour. “ I thought you preferred this lady to me?”

“ That was all a pretence, too,” replied Peter. “ The trick 
has succeeded to a miracle. We botli of us knew you were behind 
that case.”

“ Ah ! if I had only been aware of that! ” cried the fair Tho- 
masine.



“ It’s very well you were not, in my opinion, Miss Deacle,” 
said Kitty Conwav. £< I here restore you your lover, and assure 
you I never had a wish to rob you of him. And now, wont you 
sit down to supper with us ? ”

Peter instantly set a chair for her, placed the wing of a chicken 
on her plate, poured out a glass of Constantia, and the party 
were soon as merry as possible. During a pause in the conver- 
sation, they heard a watchman go pást, and cry the hour.

“ Three quarters pást eleven,” said the fair Thomasine 5 “ the 
old beau promised to come for me at twelve.”

“ I thought it was at six o’clock to-morrow morning? ” said 
Peter.

“ No, twelve to-night,” replied the fair Tomasine. “ Finding 
you had overheard him, he altered the time. W e were to be 
married atthe Fleet.”

“ It’sa  pity to disappoint him,” observed Kitty, laughingly.
“  I Io v v ! ” e x c la im e d  P e te r  a n d  th e  fa ir  T h o m a s in e , s im u lta -  

n e o u s ly .
“ Ile ought to have a wife, since he has made up his mind to 

commit the rash act of malrimony,” rejoined Kitty. “ A plan 
just occurs to me. Pli take your place, Miss Deacle—that is, l ’ll 
disguise myself like you—conceal mv features in a mask, and 
he’ll never know the diflerence.”

“ Capital!” exclaimed Peter; “ thatwill be turning the tables 
upon him with a vengeance.”

“ PH lend you my columbirie’s dress,” said the fair Thoma­
sine 5 “ it will just iit you—and my mask. Come with me. You 
haven’ta moment to spare.”

“ The quicker the bctter,” said Kitty ; “ for if I give myself 
time for refleclion, I sha’n’t do it.”

They tlien hurricd away, and Peter having helped himself to 
another glass of Constantia, and put out the candles, followed 
them, and concealed himself in an allev near the mercer’s dwell- 
ing, where he could see, unobserved, all that passed.

Punctually as the abbey clock struck twelve, the sound of 
wheels was heard—a carriage drew up at the corner, and the 
next moment, the old beau was seen cautiously advancing on 
the opposite side of the Street. PTnding the coast clear, he ad- 
vanced towards the mercer’s door, and tapped against it. It was 
partially opened, and a low voicc inquired from within—“ Isit 
you ? ”

“ Yes, it’s me, my angel,” replied the old beau; “ Sir Singleton 
Spinke—your devoted admirer! ”

“ l ’m quite ready,” replied the Speaker, stepping forth, a n d  

looking exactly like the fair Thomasine dressed for the m a s q u e -  

rade at Ranelagh.



“ Why, you’ve got on your columbine’s dress,” said Sir 
Singleton, approvingly..

“ It’s the prettiest I have,” replied the lady 5 “ and I thought 
you would like me better in it than in any other.”

“ You couldn’t have made a better choice,” replied the old 
beau; “ in fact, you couldn’t choose amiss. But why that envious 
mask ? ”

“ I put it on to hide my blushes,” replied the other •, “  nor 
shall I remove it tili we are united. But you must drive to the 
Fleet at once—I’ll go nowhere eise,

“ I don’t desire you to do so, my angel,” replied the old beau; 
“ the parson is in attendance, and in less than half an hour we 
shall be m an and wife.”

“ Have you no scruple in taking me from poor Peter Poke- 
rich?” said the lady. .

“ None whatever,” replied the old beau. “ I wish the little 
perruquier could be present at our marriage—it would com­
plete his mortification.”

“ Well, there’s no saying what may happen,” replied the 
other, significantly; “ but we’ve stood chattering here long 
enough, and may be observed.

With this, she gave her hand to her admirer, who led her to 
the carriage, which was instantly afterwards heard to drive off. 
At the same moment, the barber issued from his hiding-place, 
while the mercer’s door opened, and the fair Thomasine came 
forth.

“ Are they gone ? ” she asked.
“ Yes, they’re off to the Fleet,” replied Peter. “ Kitty Con- 

way gave me a hint to follow them, and see the marriage per- 
formed. Will you go ? ”

“ Willingly,” replied the fair Thomasine.
And hurrying off to the stairs near Westminster-bridge, they 

took a boat, and ordered the waterman to row as quickly as he 
could to Blackfriar’s-stairs. Luckily the tide was in their favour, 
so that the transit was quickly accomplished.

Meanwhile, the carriage containing the old beau and the 
actress rolled rapidly along the Strand and Fleet-street, and 
drew up before a mean-looking house near the prison. A lamp 
threw a faint glimmer upon a sign over the door, displaying tvvo 
hands joined together, with the words—“ M a r r i a g e s  p e r -  
f o r m e d  h e r e ,” inscribed beneath it. Some chairmen and link- 
boys were standing at the door, but they were pushed aside by 
the old beau’s footman. As Sir Singlelon alighted, a short, stout, 
red-faced man, in a clerical garb, issued forth. This was TJoc- 
tor Gaynam, the most noted of the Fleet parsons. Ile wore a 
rusty cassock and full-bottomed wig, filled with tlour, instead



of powder, which contrasted strongly with his purple blotchy 
face, and nose studded with carbuncles.

“ This way—thisway, my handsome gentleman and fair lady,” 
said Doctor Gaynam, repeating his customary formula, and lead- 
ing the pair down a passage in which there was a glass door, 
giving a view of two or three wedding parties, drinking and 
dancing. “ W e are ready fór you,” he added, opening a door, 
and ushering them intő a small back room, where there were 
two other persons, who turnéd out to be the elerk and the re- 
gister. The latter was seated at a desk, and had a large book, 
like a ledger, before him.

“ As you may not perhaps be aware of the practice here, sir,” 
said Doctor Gaynam to Sir Singleton, “ I will take the liberty to 
inform you of it. Our rule is always to take the fees before- 
hand, to prevent misunderstanding—merely to preyent misun- 
derstanding, sir.”

The old beau immediately produced bis purse, and gave íive 
guineas to the clergyman, a couple to the register, and one to 
the clerk. This liberality produced a corresponding effect upon 
the parties.

“ I have the honour tosee SirSingleton Spinke, sir, I believe?” 
said the register. “ Is that the name you desire to be married 
bv?” he added, significantly.

“ Certainly,” said the old beau ; “ and the name of the lady 
is ”

“ The name I  wish to be married bv is written down on this 
paper,” said Kitty, in a low tone, deliyering a leaf torn from bér 
tablets, to the register.

“  Ah, the dear, sly rogue !” eried SirSingleton, squeezing her 
hand.

Doctor Gaynam then placed the parties on either side of him, 
and commenccd reading the service. The register gave the lady 
away, and at the sarne time placed the slip of paper before the 
clergyman, who, proceeding with the ceremonv, gave out the 
lady’s name as Kitty—an appellalion which somewhat astounded 
the old beau. Ile, however, repeated the words after the Doctor, 
and so did the lady, and in due time the marriage was comple- 
ted. Just as the ring was placed on the bride’s finger, two other 
persons entered the room ; bút as they kept near the door, and 
as Doctor Gaynam supposed them to be another couple waiting 
their turn to be united, 110 notice was laken of them. Bút when 
all was over, these two persons advanced, and proved to be no 
other than Peter Pokerich and the fair Thomasine.

“ Why, what in the name of wonder is this? ” eried the old 
beau, staring in astonishment. “ The likeness is marvellous.



Are there two fair Thoipasines? Bút no,—it can’t be. Who the 
deuce have I married ? ”

“ You shall see,” replied the bride, unmasking.
“ Kitty Conway ! ” exclaimed Sir Singlelon.
“ Yes, Kitty Conway is the name her ladyship was married 

by,” said the register; “ l ’ve just entered it in the book.”
“ W e’ve come to ofler you our best congratulation, Sir Single­

ton,” said Peter.
“ And to wish you many years of happiness,” added the fair 

Thomasine.
“ Well, I ’m nicely tricked indeed,” cried the old beau. 

“ Egad,” he added, gazing at the bride, who rcally looked 
very beautiful, “ 1 don’t know but what I’ve the best of the 
bargain after all. Kitty is decidedly the smarter and the pret- 
tier of the two, and if she has flirted a liltle, I don’t mind it. 
Lady Singleton Spinke,” he said, giving her his hand, “ our 
carriage awaits us. I  know nothing of these persons,” pointing 
to Peter and the fair Thomasine. Mr. Register, will you have 
the goodness to teil my servants to drive home—to Pall Mall.”

Lady Spinke waved her hand kindly to the barber and his 
companion, who watched her enter the carriage, and drive 
off.

“ Upon my w o r d , I b e g in  to  th in k  I ’ve  th r o w n  a g o o d  chance 
a w a v ,” o b se r v e d  th e  fa ir T h o m a s in e , w ith  so m e th in g  l ik e  a 
sigh.

“ Oh! don’t say so, my darling,” cried Peter,” “ there’s 
no security in a Fleet marriage. It may be set aside in a 
month.”

“  N o w ,  m y  h a n d so m e  c o u p le ,” c r ied  D o c to r  G a y n a m , w h o  
h a d  fo llo w e d  th em  to  th e  d o o r , “ d o n ’t y o u  w a n t  th e  p a r so n ?  
— w o n t  y o u  s te p  in  a n d  h e  m a rried ?  T h e  fe e s  w il l  b e  o n ly  
tw e lv e  S h illin g s to  y o u — o n e  sh ill in g  th e  c le r k , a n d  o n e  th e  r e ­
g is te r .”

“ What say you, sweetest,” said Peter—“ shall we be for ever 
united?”

“ For ever! ” echocd the fair Thomasine. “ Why, you’ve just 
said that a Fleet marriage can be set aside in a month. No, I 
thank you. If I’m married at all—especially to a barber—Pli 
be married properly. Take mp back to the Liltle Sanctuary di­
rectly.”



CHAPTER VIII.

O F  T H E  Y IS IT  O F  P H IL IP  F R E W IN  AND D IG G S TO  T H E  M IS E R , AND W H A T  T H E T  

O B T A IN E D  FR O M  HIM.

Ha V i n g  made his escape from the walchmen, as before re­
lated, Philip Frewin ran on, without slopping, past Charing 
Cross and Whitehall, until he reached King-street, when he 
relaxed his pace. He Ihen sírnék into Ox Yard, and entered the 
Crown Inn, within it, pushing past the waiter, who stared 
aghast at his blood-stained appearance—though broken pates 
were matters of common occurrence in those davs, as may be 
seen from Hogarth’s prints—and made his wav to"a room where 
he found Diggs seated at a tahié, with glasses and a bowl of 
punch before him. The attorney had been asleep, but he roused 
himself on Philip’s entrance.

“ Why, you appear to have come oiT the worst in this en- 
counter?” he said, looking at him—“ I was afraid it would 
be so.”

“ Ay, devil take it!” exclaimed Philip. “ He’s a more de­
sperate fellow than I thought him. W e should have done well 
enough, but for Jacob Post.”

“ Jacob P ost! ” repeated Diggs—“ how came he there ?” 
Philip told him what had occurred.
“ Well, I thought it an ill-advised proceeding from the first,” 

said Diggs, as the other concluded his recitál. “ I wish you hadn’t 
chanced to hear he was going to sup with Kilty Conwav. This 
would never have happened!”

“ Curse him ! ” cried Philip, furiously. “ Ile has robbed me 
of two mistresses and a fortune, and TU bc revenged on him— 
deeply revenged !—I swear it ! ”

“ It is vexatious,” replied Diggs, coolly, “ and he has crossed 
your path somewhat unluekily. Still, as far as Kitty Conway is 
concerned, I think he did you a service in taking her off your 
hands. Put, I repeat, I’m sorry you meddled with him to-night. 
You’ve enough to do just now without thinking of revenge, and 
the greatest triumph you can have over him will be to get as 
much as possible from your uncle Scarve, and thereby reduce 
Hiida’s fortune—for, take íny word for it, she will marry him 
when the old man dies.”

“ And his days are numbered ! ” observed Philip.



“ Undoubtedly,” replied Diggs. “ Ah, Philip! if you had but 
played your cards well, what a fortune might be^yours! It would 
have repaired all your folly and extravagance.”

“ Come, come, Diggs, no preaching,” said Philip, angrily. 
“ What is pást is past.”

“ But I w ill preach, as you call it,” cried the attorney, some- 
what sharply *, “ because I am the chief sufferer by your extra- 
vagance. You have been a profligate and a gambler-, and are 
now little better than a sharper. I have lost some thousands by 
you, and I must and will be repaid ! ”

“ You sh all be repaid, Diggs,” replied Philip, in a deprecatory 
tone.

“ But how!—and w hen?” thundered the attorney—“ how, 
and when, sir?—answer me that?”

Philip was silent.
“ You can have the live thousand pounds you got from my 

uncle,” he said, at length.
“ That is gone,” replied the attorney.
“ Gone!” cried Philip—“ why, you otTered to place themoney 

in my hands yourself! ”
“ I have found a better use for it,” said Diggs ; “ and during 

your absence, it has been removed.”
Philip uttered a dcep imprecation.
“ 111 teil you what Pve done with it,” said D iggs; “ Fve given 

it to a most important dient of mine—an agent for the Jacobite 
party, to whose use it will be applied. Your uncle Scarve is a 
Jacobite, and I told him this money would be employed for that 
cause, and gave him a memorandum that if it prospercd he should 
receive double the amount. Therefore, I am all right; and to be 
piain with you, I never meant you to have the money.”

“ You are a consummate scoundrel, Diggs, and have tricked 
me most infamously,” said Philip, angrily.

“ No such thing,” replied Diggs.
“ I say you have,” cried Philip. “ I have wasted my property, 

it is true; but you have helped me to do so by your extortionate 
demands. You have raised money for me at such usurious in­
terest, that you have beggared me while enriching yourself, for 
I know you’ve come in for your share of the spoil.”

“ Ha! ha! h a !” cried Diggs, leaning back in his chair, and 
indulging in a loud fit of merriment.

“ Pli not belaughed at,” cried Philip, striding up to him, and 
shaking bis hand in his face-, “ leave off—or I’ll make you.” 

“ Sit down,” said Diggs, calmly, “ you’ll gain nothing by pas­
sión, but may by quietude.”

Accustomed to obey him, Philip sullenly complied.
“ Now listen to me,” pursued the attorney ; “ for l ’ve a good



deal to teil you, and that will surprise you. You know that Ran­
dulph Crew’s father died greatly embarrassed, and that Ran- 
dulph assigned bis estates to the crcditors.”

“ Well, what of that?” asked Philip.
“ You shall hear, if you’re quiet,” cried Diggs, “ but not 

otherwise. Mr. Crew’s principal creditor was a person narned 
Isaacs, a Jew, who had advanced bim money at most usurious 
interest.”

“ As you liave done to me,” observed Philip. “ The man who 
gets into such hands is sure to be ruined.”

“ Cunning as he was,” pursued Diggs, without nolicing the 
remark, “ Isaacs got into diiliculties, and assigned his secu- 
rities to his chief creditor, Mr. Nettleship, a tallow-chandler in 
the city, who died about six months ago, and whose affairs 
proving greatly embarrassed, the arrangement of them was 
committed to me by his surviving partner, Mr. Rathbone. On 
examining the Claims 011 the Crew estates, I found they could not 
be legally substantiated, and therefore, instead of being worth 
sixty thousand pounds, as he imagined, the securities are not. 
worth a tvventieth part of that amount. These facts being made 
known to the agent of the Jacobite party, who is, as I have 
stated, a dient of mine, he wished to get these papers into his 
hands, and Mr. Scarve’s money has been appropriated to their 
purchase.”

“ The devil it has!” exclaimed Philip-, “ and what use does 
the agent intend to make of them?”

“ He m )ans to give Randulph back his properly, provided he 
joins the jacobite cause,” replicd theattorncy, “ butonnoother 
condition. And in mv opinion it will never be fulfilled. But 
what is more, your uncle Scarve is bound under a heavy penalty 
to give his daughter to Randulph Crew. But neither will this be 
accomplished, unless the young man turns Jacobite.”

“ And what is all this to me?” cried Philip. “ Or rather, what 
am I to gain by it?”

“ That depends upon yourself,” replicd Diggs. “ It is plain you 
can never marry your cousin Hilda; and it is plain also that if 
Randulph turns Jacobite he will marry her, and obtain herpro- 
perty and his own. You have, therefore, no hope butin persuad- 
ing your uncle to make you his heir.”

“ And do you think that can he accomplished?” asked Philip, 
eagerlv.

“ I think itm aybe,” replied the attorney; “ and if attempted, 
no time should be lost.”

“ Why not make the experiment to-night?” said Philip- 
“ Jacob is out of the way.”



“ That is something, certainly,” replied the attorney-, “ but 
the bour is late.”

“ There is no tclling wbat may happen to-morrow,” said 
Philip. “ W ecanbutfail.”

After a little consideratiori, Diggs assented; and Philip retir- 
ing to an inner room, washed the sanguine stains from bis face, 
mended his broken pate with a patch, and covered all with an 
old scratch wig. He then put on the taltered garb he was ac- 
customed to wear on bis visits to bis uncle, and returning to 
Diggs, they quitted the inn by a private door, and proceeded to 
the Little Sanctuary.

Knocking loudly, they were answered by Mrs. Clinton, who 
seemed greatly surprised, and by no means pleased, to see them. 
Diggs told her he had business with Mr. Scarve that could not 
be delaycd, and, pushing past her, walked down the passage 
towards the parlour, followed by Philip, where they found Hilda. 
She had been seated at the table, reading that sacred volurae 
which exercises the most soothing influence on the mind in 
seasons of trouble; but she arose on Hearing their approach. 
Diggs repeated what he had stated to Mrs. Clinton, and asked 
permission to walk upstairs to the miser’s room.

“ Your business must be important if it cannot be postponed 
tili to-morrow,” said Hilda.

“ It cannot be postponed, Miss Scarve,” replied the attorney 5 
“ in your fathcr’s present state of health, delavs might be dan- 
gerous, and the urgency of the case must plead my excuse.”

“ Well, sir, if you are resolved to see him,” replied Hilda, 
“ you will find him in bis own room. He is not gone to bed. 
You know your way.”

“ I do,” replied tbe attorney, going towards the stairs.
“  You need not expect Jacob Postliome to night, Hilda,” ob- 

served Philip Frewin; “ he bas got shut up in the watchhouse 
for assisting llandulph Crew in a slreet-disturbance. I saw them 
taken offmyself.” And chuckling at the alarm produced by Ibis 
intelligence, he followed the attorney up-stairs.

The miser was seated in his easv chair, near the fire ,• bis knees 
almost thrust into the scantily-supplicd grate-, and bis skinny 
liands extended over the ílame. A farthing candle was burning 
on the table. On hearing the door open, he cried, wilhout 
looking round, in a querulous tone—

“ So you’ve come at last, Jacob, bave you? Where have you 
been, rascal? You’vekept me up very late, for I couldn’t go to 
bed tili you came home. PU not leave you a farthing in my will, 
if you serve me such a trick again—not a farthing !”

“ It’snot Jacob, sir,” said the attoney, advancing—“ it’s me 
—Mr. Diggs.”



“ Diggs!” exclaimed themiser,looking round. “ Whatbrings 
you here at this time of night?—who haveyou got with you?”

“ Your nephew, sir—Mr. Philip Frewin,” replied the attor- 
ney. “ I’ve come at rather an unseasonable hour, sir; bút I 
thought it better not to delay my visit.”

“ You think mein danger, Diggs—I know you do—and that’s 
the reason of your coming,” said the miser. “ Everybodv fan- 
cies I’m going to d ie;—even Abel ßeechcroft paid me a visit 
t’other night to teil me so. But though l ’m ill enough, God 
knows, it’s not all over with me yet. I may come round, Diggs 
—may come round. But to your business!”

“ My business relates to your nephew, Mr. Scarve,” said the 
attorney. “ I know you are much too strong-minded to fear 
the approach of death, and though I trust my apprehensions may 
prove groundless, I hold it my duty to teli you ihat I consider
your condition precarious. You may get better ”

“ But the probabilitv is I sViall not!” interrupted the miser, 
with a ghastly grin ; “ that’s what you mean to say, sir. Go on.” 

“ I wish to know your Sentiments in reference to the pro- 
posed alliance between Mr. Frewin and your daughter,” pur- 
sued the attorney. “ If anything should happen to you, is it 
your wish that she should marry him, or Ttandulph Crew?” 

“ Sheshall never marry the latter!” shrieked the miser; 
“ l ’ll disinherit her rather.”

“ Leave your property away from her, if she disobevs your 
injunctions and weds him—that will answer the purpose,” said 
Diggs.

“ I will—I will,” rejoined the miser; “ and what is more, I 
will leave it from her if she does not marry Philip Frewin.”

“ If such is your intention, the will had better be drawn up at 
once,” said the attorney ; “ I will get writing materials, and pre- 
pare it.

The miser assented, and turnéd his head thoughtfully towards 
the fire, while Diggs took up the candle, and went down stairs 
ior peri and ink. Though longing to address bis uncle, Philip 
did not dare to do so, for fear of disturbing the present favour- 
able position of things. The next moment, Diggs returned, and 
sitting down at the table, commenced drawing up the will. The 
miser watched the progress of his rapid pen in silent curiositv, 
and Philip Frewin did his best to hide the intense interest he 
took in the proceedings. At length, the attorney completed his 
task, and having glanced it over, turnéd to the miser, and com­
menced reading it to him. The effect of the instrument, which 
was most strongly worded, was to place Hildacompletely in the 
power of Philip Frewin.



“ It’s just what I wishcd,” said the miser, as Diggs fmished; 
“ IMI sign it.”

As he tottered to the table, and sat down in the seat relin- 
quished for him by Diggs, who placed the will before him, and 
a pen in his trembling fmgers, the door opened, and Hilda 
entered the room. Though greatly startled by her appearance 
at tliis critical juncture, the attorney commanded himself as 
well as he could, and said hastily to the miser,—“ Sign it, sir—  
sign it.”

But the latter would not be deprived of his triumph. Ile  
looked up at his daughter, and said, “ I ’m about to put an 
efiectual bar to your marriage with Randulph Crew.”

“ And do you forget your solemn contract with his father?” 
she rejoined. “ Will you not fulfil that?”

“ That contract is little beiter than a moral Obligation upon 
Mr. Scarve,” said Diggs. “ It is doublful whether it is binding 
upon him, and it cerlairdy cannot be enforced upon his repre- 
sentalives.”

“ Spoken like an honest man, sir, I must say,” replied Hilda, 
contemptuously. “ Father,” she added, stepping forward, and 
laying her hand upon the will, “ I beseech you not to sign this 
paper. You are not suiliciently yourself to do so, and it is infa- 
mous in Mr. Diggs to practise on you thus. Keep it by you, and 
sign it if you will, when you have well considered it. But not 
now—not now.”

“ You think me worse than I am, Hilda,” said the miser, 
regarding her üxedly; “ but I will undeceive you. It is true 
thatat times my mind wanders, and my memory fails me; but I 
am perfcctly myselfat this moment. In proof of it, I will teil 
you what I am about to do. I am resolved you shall not marrv 
Randulph Crew, and as I feel when I am gone that you may 
not respect my injunctions, I have taken care to place my pro- 
perty in such a state, that you forfeit it, if you do not obey 
them. There Stands your husband, or my heir.”

“ You say you are yourself, father,” rejoined Hilda-, “ but I 
deny it. If you were in your right mind you c&uld not act thus. 
You could not render me for ever miserable. You could not 
separate me from one to whom I ani tenderly attached, and 
seek to unite me to one whom I abiior. And o h ! why this cruel 
injustice! W hy seek to benefit your nephew, whose character 
has already been laid open to you by Mr. Beechcroft, at my 
expense? But do not blind yourself to the consequences of this 
wicked act. 1 will never wed Philip Frowin; and if Randulph 
Crew oiTers me his liand, I will accept him.”

“ Execute your will, sir,” said Diggs, with a contempluous 
smile; “  and rest easy as to its fulfilment.”



“ Mark me, Hilda,” rejoined the miser, trembling witli pas­
sión, “ I have been years in collecting my fortune. I have saved 
it by the greatest frugality and self-denial. I love my money as 
well as my own flesh and blood—nav, beiter •, and I will not 
place it in the power of this spendthrift—this Randulph Crew 
— to be squandered away. I will give it to one who will take 
proper care of i t ; who will regard it as I have regarded i t ; who 
will watch its increase, and experience the same intense delight 
in its accumulation 5 and who will never part with it.”

“ You are doing the very thing you seek to avoid, father,” 
replied Hilda. “ You are placing me in the power of a profligate 
and a spendthrift. You are throwing your money away  ̂ and if 
this will is evcr executed, and the money gets intő vour ne- 
phew’s hands, so far from being hoarded up, as you expect, it 
will be wasted in riot and extravagance.”

“ She pleads solely fór Randulph Crew,” remarked Diggs, in 
a low tone to the miser.

“ I know it,” replied the latter, dipping the pen intő the ink.
“ Father! dear father! ” cried Hilda “ do not turn a deaf ear 

to my last appeal. If you have any love fór me, do not do this.”
“ I have made up my mind,” he answered, coldlv.
And he signed it with a íirm hand.
“ God forgive you, father, as I do ! ” exclaimed Hilda, burst- 

ing intő an agony of tears.
“ I h ad  b e tter  ta k e  C harge of th e  w il l ,  s ir  ? ”  sa id  D ig g s ,  a fter  

h e  h a d  a tte s te d  th e  s ig n a tu r e .
The miser signified his assent, and the attorney, piacing the 

paper carefully in his pocket, arose.
“ You may depend upon your injunetions being entirely ful- 

fdled on my part, uncle,” said Philip. “ Good night, and when 
I call again, I shall hopc to find vou better. Good night, fair 
cousin.”

And saluting Hilda, who turnéd from hím in disgust, he fol- 
lowed Diggs down stairs, and they made the best of their way 
out of the house, congratulating each other on the complete suc- 
cess of their infamous scheme.



CHAPTER IX.

M R . R A T H B O N E  D IV U LG ES H IS  PL A N  T O  M R S . N E T T L E S I I i r ,  AND PE R S U A D E S  IIE R  T O  A C T  IN 

C O N C E R T  W 'IT II MIM IN  H IS  D E SIG N  U PO N  T IIE  V A L E T .

M r . C r i p p s ’s  plan of inveigling Mr. Rathbone into consent- 
ing to his marriage with the widow, tbreatened to be defeated by 
tlie precipitation of the lady herseif, who novv that she had made 
up her mind lo it, declaimed stronglv against the delay, and be- 
gan to tax him with cooling in his ardour towards her, The 
valet protested to the contrary; but all would not do, and he 
began to fear he should be compelled to sacrifice the three thou- 
sand pounds, which went very much against his inclinations. 
Luckily, while lie was in this dilemma, the dnel occurred be- 
tween his master andRandulph, and the wound which the for­
mer had received, immediately furnished him with a pretextfor 
absenting himself until he should have time to mature his plans. 
He feit too secure of his prize to be under any apprehension of 
being supplanted by Mr. Rathbone.

Accordingly, hedispatched Antoine, theFrench valet, who was 
in his confidence, and to whom he had promised a very hand- 
some reward, in case of his success, to the widow with a mes- 
sage, stating that he had beeil wounded in a duel, arid eould not 
leave his room fór somé days, but as soon as he could get out 
he would pay her a visit.

On receiving this distressing intelligence, Mrs. Nettleship 
uttered a scream, and feil back in her chair, and itrequired the 
combined assistanceof Antoine and Air. Rathbone, who chanced 
tobe present, with abundance of rosasolis andratafia, to bring 
her lo herseif.

“ And wliere is the dear man wounded ? ” asked Airs. Nettle­
ship, fainllv.

“ D ans le bras—in de arm, madame,” replied Antoine.
“ M ais p a s  dangereusement—not severely, madame. You 
shall see him again, et de bonne heure—sur m a foi. Aly mas­
ter sends his lofe to you, and bids me say his wound is not so 
deep as that you have intheted on him.”

“ The dear soul!” exclaimed Airs. Nettleship, pathetically.
“ The plot’s out, now,” said Air. Rathbone, to the widow •

“ this is his French walct. I told you it was Air. Willars all the 
time.”



“ Certainement, m o n s i e u i said Antoine; “ c’est monsieur 
V illiers qui est mon m ailre .”

“ He says Mr. Willars is his master,” observed Mr. Rathbone.
“ I understand French a little myself. I’ll ask bim a question
or two. I say, Monsieur What’s-your-name ”

“ Antoine,” replied the yalet, bowing.
“ Well, then,MonsieurOntwine, do you knowa Mr. Cripps?” 
“ Creepps, sare!” cried the valet, perplexed, and rather 

alarmed.
“ Yes, Crackenthorpe Cripps,” reiterated Mr. Rathbone.
“ P ardon , M onsieur, bút may I inquire why you ask de 

question?” rejoined Antoine.
“ Because we’ve had a visit from a person of that name,” 

replied Mr. Rathbone, winking at the widow. “ A person very 
like yóur master—very.”

“ M ais, m a foi, m onsieur!—vous ne vous méfiez p a s ? 
You don’t suspect, sare?”

“ No, Monsieur Ontwine, I don’t suspect, because I’m certain 
—your master has been deceiving us,” rejoined Mr. Rathbone.

“ Deceiving you, sare! ” exclaimed the valet: “ impossible! 
Mr. Villiers is a man of too much honour. He would never de- 
ceive a lady. Sare, he will call you out, when he get well, if you 
say so. He will run you through de ventre—what you call it— 
de stomach.”

“ For Heaven’s sake, don’t teil him, then, Monsieur On­
twine,” cried Mr. Rathbone, alarmed. “ I only meant to say 
that Mr. Willars has passed himself off as his own walet—as Mr. 
Cripps.”

“ Quoi Í” exclaimed Antoine. “ Mr. Villiers pass himself off 
asCreepps—is that it?”

“ Yes, that’s it, Monsieur Ontwine,” replied Mr. Rathbone; 
“ but wc smoked him directly—we couldn’t mistake him for a 
walet—ha! ha!”

“ A h l  vraiment non, m onsieur1” replied Antoine, joining 
in the laugh—“ impossible!”

“ Therecould be no mistake in your case, Monsieur Ontwine,” 
pursued Mr. Rathbone 5 “ but with Mr. Willars it’s a different 
matter.”

“ Very different, sare,” replied Antoine, gravely,- and mut- 
tering to himself—“ b ete ! n ia is .'” he added aloud, to Mrs. 
Nettleship, “ Has madame any commands to honour me with 
for my master ?”

“ Say how sorry I am for him,” replied the widow. “  I w i s h  
I mightcomc and nurse him.”

“ Mr. Villiers will be bien fla tté, l ’m sure,” replied the 
valet—“ but he could not tink of such a ting.”



a Nor anybodv elsc,” replied Mr. Rathbone. “ It would be 
bighlv improper. No, lie’ll soon be well, and will come and pay 
bis respects to you himself.”

“ My master’s first visit will be rendered to you, madame,” 
said the valet. And, with a profound bow, he took his leave.

As soon as Antoine was gone, Mr. Rathbone drew a chair 
near Mrs. Nettleship.

“ My dear Mrs. N .,” he begari, “ Fm glad to find things in 
such a good train with your beau.”

“ You’re very obleeging to say so, Mr. R .,” replied the widow, 
and it’s more than could be expected from you, considering the 
relations in which we onee stood together.”

“  Now my dear Mrs. N .,” pursued Rathbone, “ Fm going to 
act as a friend to you. Don’t deceive yourself. You fancy Mr. 
Willars in lőve with you, but Fll teil you the truth—he’s only 
in love with your for tune.”

“ You’re his rival, Mr. R .,” said the widow, turning up her 
nose.

“ No, I ain’t Mrs. N .,” replied the other 5 “  and if you want 
to see whether he loves you or your fortune best, teil him what 
Fm going to teil you. You must know,” he added, in an altered 
to n e-.“ that in winding up your poor husband’s affairs, I find, 
instead of his being the wealthy man he was supposed, that 
he died greatly in debt.”

“ In debt!” screamed the widow, pushing back her chair. 
“ In debt, Mr. R .!”

“ In debt, my dear Mrs. N .,” repeated Mr. Rathbone; but 
don’t faint,—there isn’t time for it just now,—and there’s no- 
body but ine to see you. Your case Stands thus :—You have 
nothing—nay, less than nothing—for all.your husband’s pro- 
perty will be seized. I’ve kept the secret safc enough to this mo­
men t, and Fll keep it tili you’re married, if I can. Now, perhaps, 
you begin to perceive my molive for givingyou up so easily, and 
for encouraging the beau.”

“ Too plainly,” sighed the widow. “ But what’s to be done, 
for I begin to think with you, that if Air. Willars linds this out, 
he may be off his bargain?”

“ He never shall find it out,” replied Air. Rathbone, “ il 
you’ll promise to pay me the three thousand pounds to be for- 
ieited by you in case of your breaking your marriage contract 
with m e; and Fll teil you liow to do it. He believes you to be 
worth fiftv thousand pounds—ha! h a !—and I’ve laken care to 
favour the notion—he! he!—you shall give him the whole of 
your property, and make him sottle live thousand pounds ol his 
own upon you. Fll be your trustce; and the money must be paid



into mv hands. Thus you’Il get a young husband, and saddle 
liim with your debts.”

“ I can’t do it, ” said the vvidow 5 “ I tremble at the thought 
of such dreadful deception. W hy, it’s little better than swin- 
dling. I ’ll explain my Situation to him, and throw myself upon 
bis compassion.”

“ And lose him, as suro as my name’s Tom Rathbone,” re- 
plied the other.

“ Well, I place myself in your hands,” said the vvidow; “ it’s 
a frightful position.”

“ W e must lose no time in bringing the matter to an issue,” 
rejoined Mr. Rathbone. “ My attorney, Mr. Diggs, will pre- 
pare the settlement for you. Keep up your spirits—it’ll be all 
right ha! h a !” and he iook his departure.

Mrs. Nettleship took to her bed for a couple of days, at the 
end ol which time she grew more composed, had another in­
terview with Mr. Rathbone, requested him to shew her her 
husband s books, and having satisiied herseif that his statement 
was correct, promised to follow his instructions implicitly.

At the end of a fortnight, Mr. Cripps presented himselfin 
Billiter Square. He looked very pale, for he had been drinking 
freely the night beforc with the Duke of Doncaster’s gentleman, 
bút this circumstance only lent him additional interest in the 
eyes of Mrs. INettleship. As preconcerted, soon after his arrival, 
Mr. Rathbone entered the room.

“ Ah, Mr. Willars!” said the latter—“ Glad to see you out 
again. Hope you killed your man—ha! ha!—I ve been thinking 
a good deal about you during your absence.”

“ I hope you’ve made up your mind to release Mrs. Nettleship 
from her engagement to you, Mr. Rathbone?” replied Mr. 
Cripps.

“ Before I reply, I must ask Mrs. Nettleship one or two ques- 
tions,” replied the other. “ Is it your intention to marrv Mr. 
Willars, ma’am ! ”

“ La! Mr. R., what a question! ” replied the widow. “ How- 
ever, l ’ll answer it. It is.”

“ And how do you mean to settle your property, madam!— 
on yourself I hope?” rejoined Mr. Rathbone. “ I’ve no doubt 
Mr. Willars will make an excellent husband. But you are bound 
to take care of your own.”

“ I sha’n’t settle it at all,” said Mrs. Nettleship— “ if I give 
him myself, my fortune follows as a matter of course.”

“ You are an angcl,” cried Mr. Cripps, raplurously; “ and if 
you hadn’t a farthing, instead of being as wealthy and beautiful 
as you are, you would he equally dear to me.”

“ Are you quite sure?” cried Mrs. Nettleship.



“ Pon rep! ” replied the valet, pressing his heart.
“ Well, Ihen ” cried the widow.
“ Mrs. N. is about to test your sincerity by represenling her 

circumstances as very different from what they are,” interrupted 
Mr. Rathbone. “ She told me she would do so. Bút I don’t 
think it a fair joke ; and I therefore put you on your guard 
againsti t .”

“ 1t might have startled me a little,” replied Mr. Cripps, forcirig 
alaugh ; “ but i.t would have madeno differencein my sentiments 
or intentions. And novv, Mr. Rathbone, since disinterestedness 
is the order of the day, you, I hope, will imitate the good 
example set you by Mrs. Nettleship, and excuse her the three 
thousand pounds. Pli now teli you frankly Ihat my motive for 
pretending to he a valet was to Irick you out of your consent. 
Bút íindinglam dealing with a liberal, high-minded gentleman, 
1 think it the best as well as the most straight-forward course to 
ask you to remit the penalty. You cannot fairlv claim it without 
forfeiting both the lady’s and my good opinion; and I’m sure 
you don't desire to fortéit either.”

“ I’ll teil you what Fll do,” replied Mr. Rathbone, putling 
on an air of candour equal to that of the valet ; “ if you’ll agree 
to settle five thousand pounds on Mrs. N.. I will give up the 
contract.”

“ Settle five thousand pounds! ” exclaimed Mr. Cripps, rather 
staggered.

“ No great sum to a man of fortune,” rejoined Mr. Rathbone; 
“ she brings you twenty times theamount.”

“ And herseif,” insinuated the widow.
“ Fll.act as her trustee,” pursued Mr. Rathbone—“ it’ll be a 

very pretty present to her.”
“ Fm sure you wont hesitate, dcarest,” whispered the widow, 

“ since Mr. Rathbone’s so kind.”
“ No—no, I can’t hesitate,” stammered Mr. Cripps; “ but 

just now all my money’s locked up, ’pon rep.” s
“ Don’t let that he an obstacle,” said Mr. Rathbone—“ vou 

shall give me a bond for the amount—that will do just as well.” 
“ Ah! if you’re satisfied with that, Fm quite content,” re- 

turned Mr. Cripps. “ I thought you required the money down, 
and that would rather have inconvenienced me.”

“ Well, then, we had better settle the matter at onee,” said 
Mr. Rathbone—“ FII go and fetch my attorney, who shall pre- 
pare the bond and settlement, and then Fll deliver the contract 
to Mrs. Nettleship, after which there’ll be no further obstacle 
to your union.”

So saying, he quitted the room, and the lovers were left alone 
together. Neithcr of them feit very easy; and at last the widow



proposed an adjournment to the dining-room, where refresh- 
ments were set out, and a few glasses of vvine restored Mr. 
Cripps to his usual coniidence and spirits.

About two hours afterwards, Mr. Ralhbone returned, bring- 
ing with him Mr. Diggs. Both the Settlement and the bond 
were prepared.

Not tili that moment did it occur to Mr. Cripps that he was 
about to commit a forgery. He gazed at the deeds, as if uncer- 
tain what to do ; then, hastily snatching up a pen, he signed 
them in his master’s name, and in a signature so nearlv resem- 
hling Mr. \  ilJiers's, that it could searccly be detected from it. 
This done, Mr. Rathbone deli vered a paper to Mrs. Nettleship, 
and took his departure with Diggs.

CHAPTER X.

I io w  M R. CRIPPS’s  MARRÍAGE AVITII THE WIDOW WAS IN TEU R l'PTED .

O n e  morning, ahout a week after this, Mr. Jukes, while 
husied in the butler’s pantry, was surprised by a visit from bis 
nephew, who strutted in very unceremoniously, and seated him- 
self, according to custom, on the edge of the table. He was 
more finely dressed than usual, being equipped in one of his 
master’s best suits.

“ Well, nunks, how are you, old fellow?” he said. “ This is 
the last visit I shall pay you in this way.”

“ Glad to hear it,” replied Mr. Jukes, drily.
“ Your wits were ever dull, nunks,” replied Mr. Cripps; 

“ and they are now more than usually obtuse. I mean that when 
I visit you next, it will be in a gilt coach, like my master’s.” 

“ Body o’ m e!” exclaimed the butler—“ what new folly is 
the lad dreaming of?”

“ You shall hear presently, nunks,” replied the valet; “ but 
I’m quite exhausted with my walk. Give me a cup of ale, if you 
have no wine. Not bad tipple, ’pon rep!” he added, tossing 
off the glass poured out for him. “ Fm going to be married, 
nunks.”

“ What, to that foolish widow?” cried Mr. Jukes.
“ Fm about to marry Mrs. Nettleship,” replied Mr. Cripps; 

“ and I will thank you to spcak more respectfully of one to 
whom you will soon be so nearly related. Fm to be married 
to her on Thursday next, and am come to invite you to the 
wedding. Shc bas lifty thousand pounds, and it’s all to be mine



—no scttlement—no tying up—no cursed trustees—fifty thou- 
sand pounds made over!—what do you think of tliat, nunks,.
eh?”

“ I’m lost in astonishment,” replied Mr. Jukes; “ but take care 
of it when you get it. Don’t fool it away.”

“ Leaveme to manage my own concerns, nunks,” rejoined 
the valet. “ I’ll take another glass of ale,” he added, helping 
himself.

“ Well, and where’s the wedding to take place ? ” asked Mr. 
Jukes.

“ At my master’s,” replied Mr. Cripps. “ There’ll be a din- 
ner, and a ball after it, and a supper after that. You 11 come, of 
course; but you mustn’t come as a servant. You must lay aside 
your livery, and put on one of Trussell Beechcroft’s suits.”

“ Xfl comeat all, it’ll be in my own clothes, depend upon 
it,” replied Mr. Jukes. “ But pray, does your master lcnow 
what’s going to take place in his house ?—has he given you leave 
to have this dinner, and ball, and supper, eh ? ”

' “ Pshaw! nunks! nunks, do you think I’d ask him ? ” re­
joined Mr. Cripps, helping himself to a pinch of snuff. “ He’s 
going to Newmarket on Wednesday with Sir Bulkeley Price, 
and they don’t return tili Friday. And now, nunks,” pursued 
Mr. Cripps, fortifying himself with another pinch of snuff, “ I 
want a little money from you. I must have all you can spare - 
I must, ’pon rep ! ”

“ 1 thought it would end in this,” replied the butler.,
“ ’Sdcath! I ask no particular favour,” rejoined Mr. Cripps— 

“ lon ly  want it tili the day after the wedding, ariil that’s but 
three days off. Come, down with a hundred, and you shall have 
a hundred to the back of it—you shall, by this light! ”

“ Ods bods! how the boy talks!” cried the butler. “ I’ve 
no hundreds to lend, and if I had, I wouldn’t lend them on 
úsury.”

“ Well, fifty I m ust have,” said Mr. Cripps; “ I can’t do with 
less. Forty—you shake your head—thirty—twenly,—Pmobliged 
to come down likean auctioneer. ^ou are devoid of all natural 
feeling, nunks ; more stony-hearted than Brutus, to refuse your 
sister’s son twenty pounds for three days, and perhaps prevent 
him from settling for life.”

“ W ell,” said Mr. Jukes, moved by this appeal, “ I will lend 
you twenty guineas, nephew, but you must repay me. It’s the 
savings of the last three years.”

“ Repay you, faith and troth, I will, thou best of nunkies,” 
replied Mr. Cripps, embracing hirn. “ 111 repay you with enor- 
mous interest.”



“ I don’t want any interest,” replied the buttler 5 “ I shall be 
well content with the principal.”

And opening a drawer in the cupboard, he took out of it a 
small leather bag containing twenty guineas, which he counted 
and gave to hisnephew.

Iwenty thousand thanks, nunks,” saidMr. Cripps, pocket- 
ing the gold; “ and rely upon being punctually repaid. By the 
bye, if you’re at all (ired of your present place, and should like 
to serve me, I needn’t say I shall be happy to engage you as 
buller, and to increase your wages. What do you get frőm old 
A bel?”

“ Never mind what I get, nephew,” replied Mr. Jukes. ‘T v e  
no idea of leaving him.”

“ No olTence, nunks,” rejoined the other. “ 'Sdeath ! it’s no 
degradation to a man to be bis nephew’s butler. I know two 
fathers who’re their sons’ shoe-blacks. But you’Il not fail to 
come to the wedding. Twelve o’clock on Thursday. Be punc- 

/  tual. My butler s place sball bo left open for a few days, in case 
you should change your mind about it.”

And he took his leavein high glee, while Mr. Jukes, as he shut 
the door after him, said dolefully to himself—

“ Fm afraid Fve done wrong in lending the money. However 
be’s my sister’s son.

llaving now got a larger sum in his pocket than he bad ever 
had before, Mr. Cripps feit strongly tempted to try his luck at 
the^gaming table, but heresisted the temptation.

No, no, he thought, “ it wont do to hazard this money. 
Jt s evei ything to me just now. I shall have plenty to spare for 
play shortly.”

On his way hornc, Mr. Cripps called upon Peter Pokerich, 
and invited him and the fair Thomasine to the wedding, the one 
in the capacity of groomsman, and the other in that of brides- 
maid. And the invitation was delightedly accepted by both.

A great load was taken from the valet’s mind on the following 
morning, as he helped his master into Sir Bulkeley Price’s car- 
riage, and saw him start, as he supposed, for Newmarket.

Not a moment was to be lost. Every preparation that could 
bemade without exciting suspicion, had bcen made beforehand 
—but now Mr. Cripps set to work in earnest. He went to the 
Cocoa Tree and ordered, in his master’s name, a firsl-rate din- 
ner, with abundance of the finest wine, to be sent in on the 
following day. He next engaged a band of musicians for the 
ball, and ordered fruits, confectionary, and pastry, for the sup­
per. His fellow servants, who were all, of course, in the secret, 
and to whom he had promised great things as soon as he should 
be put in possession of the widow’s fortune, assisted him in his



preparationsfor the fcte. It was arrangedthattheceremony should 
take place in the upper chamber, where Randulph first break- 
fasted with the beau, and the clergyman selectéd to perform it 
was Doctor Gaynam. Thus nothing seemed wanting on the 
valet’s part to complete the matter; and late on Wednesdav 
evening he went to Billiter Square, to inform Mrs. Nettleship 
that all was ready. After a brief visit, l'or he was somewhat 
fatigued, he took a lender adieu of her, saying, as he squeezed 
her hand at parting—

“ W e shall meet to-morrow, to part no more! ”
The next morning,.betimes, Mr. Cripps placed himself under 

the hands of Antoine, who proceeded to array him in a magni­
ficent suit, which had never been worn by bis master, it having 
only been sent home the night before by Desmartins. lt  con- 
sisted of a coat of crimson-embossed velvet, richly-laced with 
gold, breeches of the same material, and a white satin waist- 
coat ílowered with gold. To these were added pink silk hőse 
rolled above the knee, superb diamond buckles, a point lace 
cravat, and bis master’s handsomest Ramillies perriwig, which 
liad been dressed by Peter Pokerich. Nearly three hours were 
expended in thus attiring him; and when all was completed, 
Antoine declared that his master had never looked half so well 
—a sentiinent in which Mr. Cripps, as he complacently surveyed 
himself in the cheval glass, entirely concurred.

A little before twelve, Peter Pokerich and the fair Thomasine 
arrived. The lady was dressed in white and silver, with a fiy- 
cap with long lappets, and looked so excessively pretty, that 
Mr. Cripps could not help wishing she had been the bride in- 
stead of Mrs. Nettleship.

While he was welcoming them, and passing somé high-ílown 
compliments on the fair Thomasine’s charms, Mr. Jukes was 
shewn intő the room ; bút as he was in his buller’s dress, his 
nephew did not condescend to speak to him.

Shortly after this, Antoine announcéd that the bride had ar- 
riYed, and Mr. Cripps hurried down stairs to meet her.

Mrs. Nettleship, who had bestowed more than ordinary pains 
upon her person, wore a yellow satin sack, embroidered with 
little dots of gold. She had large pearl ear-rings, a garnet neck- 
lace, and a diamond solitaire. Her complexion, wliich was na- 
turally ralher higli, had been corrected by white hrench pow- 
der, and was further set olf by abundance of little patches on her 
cheeks, necks, and shoulders. She carried a beautiiul indián fan, 
the handle of which was ornamented with precious stones. She 
had arrived in great state; a gilt chariot, lined witii pale blue 
satin, hired fór her from a coach-maker, by Mr. Rathbone, 
having formed her conveyance,* and she was attended by a



couple of footmen out of place, likewise hired for the occasion 
habited in superb liveries of sky blue cloth trimmed with silver 
with silver shoulder-knots, and point d’Espagne hats. Mr. Rath­
bone, who accompanied her, was dressed in a suit of purple 
velvet laced with gold.

Almost bewildered by the grandeur she beheld around, the 
widow was led up stairs by Mr. Cripps; her wonder increased 
at every stop she took. The two long-eared spaniels and the 
macaw enchanted her; but she actually screamed with delight 
on beholding the monkey, in his little scarlet coat and bag-wig.

Coffee, chocolate, and champagne, were then handed round 
by Antoine and the page; and while this was going on, the 
clergyman and his assistant were announced. Dr. Gaynam had 
a much more respeclable appearance than when he oiliciated at

. »Mgleton Spinke’s marriage. He was dressed in his full cano- 
nicals, and wore a well-powdered full-bottomed wig, wbich 
Peter Pokerich would not have disdained.

Meanwhile, Mr. Cripps had seated himself by the bride on 
one of the couches, and was talking very tenderly to her, when 
he perceived his uncle approach Mr. Rathbone, as if with the 
mtention of addressing him. Ile instantly arose, and taking the 
latter aside, whispered a few words to him, and then, having 
accomplished his object, which was to prevent any communica- 
tion between him and Mr. Jukes, told the clergyman to proceed 
with the ceremony.

Doctor Gaynam was sipping a glass of usquebaugh, but he 
hastily gulped it down, and declared himself perfectly ready. 
He then took a prayer-book frorn the clerk, and stationed him­
self between the Windows, motioning the others to take their 
places before him.

All was soon arranged. Peter Pokerich and the fair Thoma­
sine stood near the bride; Mr. Rathbone near the bride- 
groom ; Antoine behind him ; while the group was completed 
by the two Africans, who had mounted a settee in the corner to 
obtain a full vicw of the ceremony. The page was on the floor 
keeping the dogs quict, who were quarrelling with the monkey, 
and biting its tail. * •

Just as Dr. Gaynom had opened his book, and uttered a pre- 
liminary cough, a noisc was heard at the door, and Mr. Cripps, 
turning to see what was the matter, beheld it open, and admit 
his master!

The valet’s alarm was instantly communicated to the whole 
assemblage. Antoine shrugged his shoulders, and lifted up his 
hands in aflright. • The two Africans exchanged glances of 
alarm, and all eyes were directed towards the beau, who with 
angry looks, and grasping his cloudcd canc, marched towards



the valet. Ile vas followed by Lady Brabazon, Sir Bulkeley 
Price, and Trussell Beechcroft. Lady Brabazon was attended by 
her black page, leading her dog by a riband, and this arrival 
excited the anger of one of the spaniels, whose furiöus barking
set the macaw screaming.

Mr. Cripps presented a very chop-fallen appearance. All his 
assurance deserted him. His hands dropped to his side, and he 
scarcely dared to meet his master’s angry gaze.

“ Rascal!” exclaimed Villiers, “ I bave at last fairly detected 
vou. I’ll teach you to put on my clothes — to assume my 
name ”

“ W hat!” screamed Mrs. Nettleship, .dropping a bottle of 
salls, which she had placed'to her nose—“ isn t it really himself 
—isn’t it Mr. Willars.”

“ No, madam,” replied the beau—“ I am Mr. Villiers 5 and 
this rascal is only my valet, Crackenthorpe Cripps.”

“ This looks like the real gentleman, I must say,” cried Mr. 
Rathbone, who was thunderstruck with surprise.

“  Oh, the villain! — the base deceiver! — the impostor!” 
shrieked Mrs. Nettleship, blenching her hands, and regarding 
the valet as if she would annihilate him. “ I’ll tear his eyes1 out! 
To deceive and expose me in this way—to—to— to—oh ! I shall 
never survive it. Support me I” she added, failing into the arms
of the fair Thomasine. .

“ This is really too bad of you, sir” said Mr. Cripps, who 
began to recover himself a little. “ You’ve deceived me. I 
thought you were at Newmarket.”

“ I received information of your practices, rascal,” replied the 
beau, “ and resolving to see to what extent you carried them,
I only went to a short distance from town, and then returned 
with Sir Bulkeley Price, with whom I have remained tili now. 
And a pretty discovery I’ve made, i’faith! My house filled with 
Company—my servanls turnéd into your servants a dinner, 
supper, confectionary, wine, fruit, musicians, and the devil 
knows what, ordered at my expense.”

“ Well, they’re not thrown away, sir,” replied Mr. Cripps. 
“ You can marry the lady yourself, if you think proper. Pve no 
doubt she’ll consent to the exchange, and she has fifty thousand
pounds.” .

“ Oh, the impudence ! ” exclaimed Mrs. Nettleship, jumping 
up. “ I’ll not be taken in a second time. PU be revenged on all 
tbc sc x ! ”

“ You’re not aware, Mr. Willars, of the extensive frauds this 
rascal bas practised upon you,” said Mr. Rathbone. “ Ile bas 
actually signed a bond for live thousand pounds in your name, 
which I have in my pocket.”



284 T H E  M IS E R ’S D A U G ÍIT ER .

“ The devil he h as! ” exclaimed Villiers.
lfcJ S 0f no effect since the ma*riage has not taken place ” 

said Mr. Cnpps 5 “ and if Mr. Villiers chooses to take theladv 
ne will of course pay you himself.” ’

In spite of himself, the beau could not help laughing.
“ Rad as Mr. Cripps is, he is not worse than the other party” 

said Irussell, stepping forward; “ while he was duping them, 
they tried to dupe him. I understand from Mr. Jukes, who has 
it on unquestionable authority, that Mrs. Nettleshio, so far 
rom being a wealthy widow, is greatly in debt, while her friend 

there, Mr. Rathbone, hoped to pocket the five thousand pounds 
secured by the bond he has mentioned.”

“ Gad s o ! then it seems Fve had an escape!” cried Mr. Cripps. 
“ You have,” replied Trussell; “ and your uncle would havé 

told you all this before, if you had not kept him at a d is ta le .’"
I wont stay here to be laughed at!” cried the widow, lookin^ 

deíianceatthejeeringcountenances around her. “Mr. Rathbone° 
your arm. FU make you marry me yourself, or pay the penalty 
of the contract,” she added, in a whisper.

“ You’il not m istake a valet fór a gentleman after this, Mon­
sieur Rathbone,” said Antoine—“ h a! ha!”

“ You had better go away by the back stairs,” said Trussell, 
stopping them; “ fór there are a coupleof oflicers in the hall 
waiting to árrést you !”

“ Curse on i t ! í  sent them myself,” said Mr. Rathbone, “ to 
compel the rascal Isupposed to be Mr. Wiilars to pay your debts.” 

And hurrying out of the room, he acted upon Trussell’s 
suggestion.

And now, lascal, said the beau to the valet, “ you are no 
longer in my service—I discharge you. And you may thank 
your stars that I let you off so casily.”j 

“ I was about to discharge yo u , sir,” rejoined the valet, 
impertinently. “ I don’t desire to live with a gentleman who 
takes his servants by surprise. Me’s as bad as a jealous husband. ” 

“ Stay!” cried the beau—“ you don’t leave me in that way. 
Antoine, stand by him. Now, sir,.take off that peruke—take it 
oíT carefully—now the sword.”

The orders were obeyed, and the wig and sword delivered to 
the French valet.

“ Now take oíT the coat.”
Mr. Cripps complied, with asigh.
“ Now the waistcoat.”
The order was obeyed.
“ Now the cravat.”
And it was taken off.
“ Now the diamond buckles.”



“ Anything eise !” inquired Mr. Cripps, as he gave up llie 
buckles. “ Recollect there are ladies in the room, sir.”

“ Y es; take yourself off,” rejoined the beau.
Even thus shorn of his splendour, Mr. Cripps maintained his 

customary assurance. He bowed profoundly and gracefully 
round, and quitted the room, amid the laughter of the Com­
pany.

CHAPTER XI.

“  STU LTE, HAC NOCTE R E rE T U N T  ANIMAM TUAM ; ET QUAS PA R A STI, CUJUS 

E R U N T .” — LllCCC, X II.

W h e r e  can Jacob be, I wonder?” said the miser, in a que- 
rulous tone, as he crept back to his chair by the fire, after the 
departure of Philip and Diggs with their prize. “ What keeps 
him out so late?”

“ I don’t think he’ll come home at all to-night, father,” re- 
plied llilda. “ Bút never mind him—go to bed.”

jNot come home!” echoed the miser, with a sharp cry 5 <£ if 
he doesn’t, and thatsoon, too, he shall never enter my house 
again. How dares he go without leave ! But perhaps you allow- 
ed him to do so. You begin to fancy yourself mistress here 
because can t look after you 5 but Pli teach vou differently ”

‘ lndeed, father, you are quite mistaken,” replied Hilda 
meekly. “ Jacob told me he wished to go out on business of bis 
own and I didn’t like to refuse him—especially as he said he 
would soon be back.”

‘-And mcely he keeps his word,” rejoined the miser 5 “ why, 
he has already been absent more than two hours. But how do

a b o u U iim ? HaVC Y° U llGard an yth in g
Hilda hesitated.
“  lo u  don’t suspect he has carried off anything?” continued 

the miser, getting up, and fixing a wildly-inquisitive glancé upon 
her. He has robbed me, ha? Don’t teil me alie! He has1 
—1 see he has!

“ \  ou are wrong, father—he bas not,” replied Hilda. “ I will 
answer with my life fór Jacob’s honesty. My information is de- 
rived from Philip Frewin, who told me he has got locked up 
from some cause, in the watch-house. I should disbelieve the 
Statement, but that it seems borne out by his absence.”



“ I ve no doubt of it,” cried the miser—“ none whatever. 
When he returns, he gets his dismissal.”

“ And what will you do without him, father ?” rejoined Hilda.
<£ You will get no oneso faithful—so honest.”

“ Hum!” muttered the miser—“ that is a consideration. You 
needn’t stay with me any longer.”

“ I don’t like to leave you, dear father,” said Hilda. “ You 
are very much excited 5 pray let me sit up with you.”

“ N o,” replied the miser, peremptorily. “ Giveme my gruel, • 
and then go to bed.”

In obedience to his injunctions, a small basin of gruel, and a 
slice of toasted bread, were presentlv placed before him. He 
swallowed a few mouthfuls, and then pushed the gruel aside.

“ I have no appetite,” he said. “ Take care of it. It will warm 
up again for my supper to-morrow night. ”

“ God grant you may be able to partake of i t !” she answered, 
regarding him wistfully. “ Father,” she added, approaching 
him, and speaking in a supplicatory tone, “ may I pray with 
you?”

“ Not to-night,” rejoined the miser. u I am seldom inclined 
for devotion, and just now my mind is too much disturbed- 
for it.”

“ You make me very uneasy, dear father,” cried Hidda, tak- 
ing his hand. “ Oh, do not—do not, I beseech you, postpone 
making up your account with your Maker! You know not how 
soon you may be called hence! ”

“ No more of this,” cried the miser,-shaking her off. “ I teil 
you I am not so ill as you think me. Good night! ”

“ One word more before I go, father,” she said. “ It is not 
too late to revoke your unjust will.”

“ What I have done, I have done,” he replied ; and turning 
away, he fixed his eyes on the fire.

Oppressed with the gloomiest foreboding, she quitted the 
room.

On gaining the lower room, she feil upon her aunt’s bosom 
in an agony of distress. When she was sufliciently recovered to 
be able to explain to Mrs. Clinton what had occurred, the good 
old lady was almost as much afllicted as herseif.

“ Bút that the hour is so untimely,” she cried, “ I would advise 
you to go to Mr. Beechcroft, and consuit him. It would distract 
me if these villaius should succeed in their infamous scheme.”

“ Providence, to whose care I resign myself, will thwart 
them, I am well assured !” rejoined Hilda. “ I will go to Mr. 
Beechcroft the first thing to-morrow morning, and I am certain 
he will assist me if he can. And now let us retire to rest, for Ja­
cob, it is clear, will not return.”



Left to himself, tbe miser remained for some time cowering 
over thc fire, and drew closer and cioser to it as it burnt lower, 
and diffused less warmth. At last, as it threatened to go out 
entirely, he scraped up all the cinders he could collect from the h 
hearth, and throwing them upon it, kept it slightly alive.

Suddenly, as if something had crossed him, he arose, and 
going to the table on which the writing matcriais were left, look 
up a pen; bút after gazing some time vacantly at the paper, he 
laid it down again, muttering, “ Another time—another time!”

He then took off part of bis clothes, and got intő bed 5 but 
sleep fled his eyelids, and dismal thoughts, which he vainly 
sought to shake off, took possession of him. At length, hesunk 
intő a sort of trance, during which a hideous night-mare, in tho 
shape of a mountain of gold, laid its heavy hand upon him. Half 
sliíled, he started bolt upright in bed, and gazed timorously 
round the imperfectly-lighted chamber. It was a gusty night, 
and thc noise of the casements creaking in the wind added to 
his fears.

Unable to endure this state of nervous apprehension Ionger, he 
sprang out of bed, and, hastily wrapping himself in his dressing- 
gown, took down the pistol from the hook over the chimnev, 
and proceeded to the closet where he fancied he heard some 
one trying'to break in, and examined the window, but it ap- 
peared perfectly secure.

No sooner, h owe ver, was one source of dread removed, than 
another was aroused. His hoards mightbe gone! Terrified by 
this idea, he ilew to all his hiding-places, and placed their Con­
tents on the table. His dim eyes sparkled with unnatural bril- 
liancy as he gloated over them.

While teliing over the pie'ces, and weighing them in his hand, 
a new recollection crossed him. Snatching up the candle, he 
hurricd to a small cupboard at one side of the room, at thc 
bottom of which lay a heap of old rags and rubbish, apparently 
put there out of the way. Hastily removing this dusty pilc, some 
halfdozen leathern bags were exposed to view.

“ Here they are—here theyare! ” he exclaimed, with a cry of 
childish dclight. “ Oh, mv darlings !-~my treasures!—howglad 
lam  to see you. You give me new life. Talk of physic—pshaw! 
there is none like gold. The sight of it eures me in an instant.
I feel well—quite well 5 rio, not quite,” he added, as a sudden 
giddiness seized him, and he had to catchat the closet door for 
support 5 “ not quite well-, but better—rnuch better. What a 
memory mine must be to'forget these bags—each containing 
two hundred guineas—that’s twelve hundred! Twelve hundred 
guineas! and I had forgottén them. 1 hope I have not forgottén 
anything eise. Let me see—oh, my head !—-my head! ” he con-



tinued, shaking it mournfully. “ My memory’s clean gone! But 
what shall I do with Ihese bags? they’re not safe here. Jacob 
may find them in cleaning tbe room. TU hide them in the cellar 
with the other treasure.”

Utterly forgetful that the ehest had beeil remoyed, heimme- 
diately set about executing his design. Listening at the door to 
hear that all was still, he took up two of the bags with the in- 
tention of carrying them down stairs 5 but finding them too 
heavy for him, he was obliged to content himself with one, and 
thus in transporting them all to the cellar, he had to perform 
six journeys.

The last had nearly proved fatal, for, as he tottered down the 
cellar steps, he missed his footing, and rolled to the boltom. 
With somé diíliculty he got up again 5 but heedless of the bruises 
he had received, he picked up his candle, which was extinguish- 
ed in the fall, and returned to his bed-chamber to light it at the 
fire. This done, he procured the shovel, and repairing to the 
cellar, commenced his task.

In his present state of debility and exhaustion, it cost him in­
finite labour to get up the bricks, and hc was frequently obliged 
to desist írom the toil, and rest himself; but though heshook in 
every limb—though thick damps burst from every pore, he still 
persevered.

Having got out the bricks, he carefuliy scraped off the surface 
of the loose sandv soil. Surprised that the spade met with no 
resistance, his alarm was instantlv excited, and he plunged it 
deeply into the ground. But no ehest was there!

For a few minutes ho stood transfixed with despair. It never 
occurred to him that he had himself removed his treasure, but 
he concluded he had been robbed of it. At length, his anguish 
found vént in a piercing cry, and he rushed towards the door 
with the intention of calling up Jacob; but the recollection that 
forced itself upon him, that the porter was from liome, checked 
him.

Other imperfect ideas thronged upon bis bewildered brain. 
A giimmering recollection of digging up the ehest crossed him, 
but he fancied he must have taken out its contents and buried 
them deeper in the ground. Somewhat calmed by this idea, he 
commenced digging anew with lrightful ardour, and soon clear- 
ed out the soil to nearly the depth of three feet. But as he found 
nothing, his apprehensions returned with new force, and para- 
lysed his efforts. Throwing aside the spade, he groped about in 
the sandy soil with his hands, in the hope of finding a few pieces 
of gold. A single piece would have satisfied him;but there was 
none—nothing but litlle pebbles mixed with the sand. His 
moans, while thus ernployed, were truly piteous.



At Ihis juncture, his candle, which had long been expiring in 
the socket, went out, leaving him in total darkness. A mortal 
faintness seized him at the same time. He tried to get out of the 
hole, but feil back wilh the effort—his head striking against the 
bricks. He slruggled to get up again, but in vain—his limbs re- 
fused their oilice. He tried to cry out for help, but a hollow, 
rattling sound, alone issued from his throat.

At length, by a convulsive effort, he did contrive to lift his 
bead írom the ground ; but that was all he could do. His hands 
clulched ineffectually at the sandy soil ; his frame was powerless; 
and a stitled groan broke from his lips.

But this condition was too horrible for long endurance. The 
muscles of his neck relaxed; his head feil heavily backwards; 
and after a gasp or two, respiration ceased.

Thusdied this unhappy man, unattended, in a cellar, half en- 
tombed in the hole digged as a hiding-place for a portion of his 
wealth—wealth for which he had sacriiiced all his comforts, all 
his feelings, all his affections, and for which alone of late he had 
seemed to live. Thus he perishcd—a fearful example of the ef- 
fects of the heart-searing vice of which he was theslave and tho 
victim.

CHAPTEIt XII.

ABEL DEECnCRO FT FIXDS TIIF, BODY OF TITE MISER IN TIIE C E IX A R .— UIS LEFLECTIOXS 

i'PO N r r . — ia c o d ’s  g r i e f  f o r  m s  m a s t e r .

U n c o n s c io u s  of the awful catastrophe that had occurred, 
Hilda, whosc eycs had never closed since she souglit her pillow, 
rose at an early hour, and set out for Abel Beechcroft’s resi- 
dence.

Abel had not vet left his room, but she found Mr. Jukes astir, 
and in somé alarm al the absence of Trussell and Bandulph; 
but she allayed his fears by telling him what she supposed had 
happened to Ihem. She was then shewn intő the library, and 
shortly aflerwards Abel Beechcroft made his appearance. He 
was prepared for somé disastrous tidings, and the moment he 
saw her, her looks confirmed his fears. After a kindly greeting, 
she proceedcd to recount to him the infamous scheine practised 
upon her father by Philip and Higgs.

“ This is worsc than even I anticipated/’ said Abel, as she 
closed her recitál. “ Your father is infaluated on the subject of 
his nephew, whose conduct, as well as Ihat of his allorney, is
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scandalous. I will go with you at once. If not too late, and he 
is in his right mind, I thinkl can use such arguments with your 
fallier as will induce hitn to alter his iniquitous design.”

“ I hope so,” sighed Hilda 5 “ bút I have great misgivings.”
As they vvere quilting the room, theywere stopped by Mrs. 

Crew.
“ Youup at this hour, sister I ” cried Abel, somewhat dis- 

composed.
“ i  was informed that Miss Scarve was here,” replied Mrs. 

Crew, “ and I therefore hurried down as fast as I could. As an 
old feiend of her mother, I naturally feit anxious to see her.” 
And she embraced Hilda afiectionately.

“ I am sorrv to abridge your first meeting with the daughter 
of an old friend, Sophia,” interposed Abel; “ but when you are 
told that her falber, who, you know, is in a very preearious 
condition, has been prevailed upon to make a will in his nepbew’s 
favour, you will see that not a moment must be lost in trving to 
induce him to revoke it.”

“ I do—I do,” replied Mrs. Crew. “ But where is Randulph ?” 
• “ He did not come home last night,” replied x\bel, sarcas- 
tically.

“ Not come home! ” echoed Mrs. Crew, turning pale. “ What 
can have happened to him ? ”

“ Nothing very parlicular,” replied Abel, hastilv. “ Trussell 
is absent likewisc. You will see them both at breakfast, I dare 
say. But wc are losing time. Good morning, sister.”

“ Farewell, llilda !” exclaimed Mrs. Crew, again embracing 
lier. “ I hope all will be accomplished that you desire. But if it 
should not be, it will serve onlv to increase our”—and sbe laid 
a slight emphasis 011 the pronoun—“ interest in you. I already 
love you as if you were my own daughter.”
. “ And, believe me, your attaehment is fully requited, madam,” 

replied Hilda.
And she quilted the house with Abel Beechcroft, who dis­

played considerable impatience during her interview with his 
sister.

On their arrival at the Little Sanctuary, they were admitted 
by Mrs. Clinton, for Jacob had not yet relurned. After some 
little consideratiori, Abel went up alone to the miser’s room, 
and knocking two or three times, and receiving no answer, 
opened the door.

Approaching the bed, he found it empty, with the clothes 
turnéd down, as left by the miser; and casting a hurried glancé 
inlo the closet, to satisfy himself that no person was there, he 
hastily ran down stairs to Hilda, to acquaint her with the alarming 
discovery he had made.



She was greatly terrified *, but after a momen t’s reflection, sug- 
gested that her father might possibly have gone down to the 
cellar, and related the circumstance which she herseif had once 
witnessed there. Coneurring in the opinion, Abel offered im- 
mediately to go in search of liim 5 and dissuading Hilda, who se- 
cretly shared bis worst apprehensioris, from accompanying him, 
took a candle, and dcscended to the cellar.

As he entcred the vauit, he indislinctiy perceived a ghastly 
object 5 and springing forward, held up the light, so as to reveal 
it more fully. His fancy had not deceived him. There, in a grave 
—evidently digged bv bis own hands— lay bis oldenemy—dead 
—dead !

White Abel was wrapt in contemplation of this miserable 
spectacle, and surrendering himself to the thoughts which it 
inspired, heavy steps were heard behind him, and Jacob rushcd 
into the cellar.

“ Where is hc? ” cried (he porter, in accents of alarm. “ Has 
anylhing happencd? Ha ! I see.”

And pushing past Abel Beechcroft, he precipitated himself 
into the hole with bis master. “ AH’s over with him,” he cried, 
in a voice of agony and self-rcproach, and grasping tho cold 
hand of the corpse. “ This would never have happencd if I had 
been at home. l ’m in a manner bis murderer.”

“ Another hand than yours has been at work here, Jacob,” 
said Abel *, “ and terrible as your poor master’s fate bas been, it 
may proveasalutarv lesson to others. There h.e lies, who a few 
hours ago was the possessor of useless thousands, the value of 
which he knew n ot-n ay , the very existence of which he knew 
not—for the few bags of gold beside him were the only palpable 
treasure he owned. There h.e lies, who tormented himself with 
a vainer quest than ever lurcd the blind searcher aftcr the phi- 
losopher’s stone. There he lies, the saddest and most degrading 
proof of the vanily of human desires, having died the death of 
a dog, with no heart to gfieve for him, 110 eye to weep for him.”

“ You’re wrong in sayin’ no one grieves for Ilim, sir,” re- 
joined Jacob, in a broken voice, “ because I do. With all bis 
faults, I loved him—nay, I think I Ioved him the better for his 
faults—and though I often talked of leavin’ him, I never reallv 
meant to do so.”

“ Your feelings do you -credit, Jacob, and are consistent with 
the notion Í had formed of you,” said Abel.

“ I couldn’t have said as much to him white he was alive,” 
blubbered Jacob—“ not if he would have given me half bis 
treasure to ulter it. Bot 1 am sorry now I didn’t bcar his humours 
heiter.”

“ A natural regret, Jacob,” said Abel. “ The compunction



we feel for unkindness exhibited by us to Ibe dead should teach 
us consideratiori to tbe living. I could forgive your poor master 
all but the last act of his life.”

“ What was that ? ” asked Jacob, looking up.
“ The leaving his property avvav from his daughter,” replied 

Abel, “ Philip Frewin visiled bim late last night, with Diggs, 
and induced bim to make a will in his favour.”

“ Hell’s curses on them both!” roared Jacob, in a furious 
tone, and springing out of the excavation. “ And Philip came 
here! That was the reason, then, why we were locked up in 
the watch’us. I thought there was somethin’ in it. They did 
well to get me out of the way. If I had been at home, Pd have 
killed ’em outright, if 1 had been hanged for it, sooner than this 
should have happened. And do you mean to say , sir, Ihat he 
has disinherited Miss Hilda entirely?”

“ Unless she marries Philip Frewin,” replied Ábel.
“ You’ve dried my eves with a vengeance,” cried Jacob. 

“ I could almost find in my heart to spurn his avaricious old 
carcasc. But it’s not altogether his fault. The crime lies chieíly 
at the door of that scoundrel, Diggs. But such a will wont hold 
good, sir—will it?”

“  I hope not,” sighed Abel. “ But I must now go up stairs to 
your young mistress to acquaint her with her bereavement. It 
will be your care to remove the body.”

And with a slow footstep and saddened air he quitted the 
vauit.

CIIAPTER XIII.

B iG G S  a n d  r m u r  l n e x p e c t e d l v  a r i u y e . — t h e  m i s e r ’ s  w i l l  i s  r e a d ,  á sd  p i u l i p  d e c l a r e s

I I IS  IN T E N T IO N  O F A C TIN G  l ’PO N  I T . — A B E L  LN BO SO M S IIIM S E L F  TO  H IL D A .

A b e l ’s  looks as he approached Hilda convinced her of what 
had happened, and rendered the announcement of the melan- 
choly tidings he had to communicate almost superfiuous.

“ You have lost a falher, my dear child!” he said, in a tone of 
tbc deepest commiseratione “ but you have a friend left who 
will endeavour to supply his piacé.”

Hilda could only thank him by her looks.
“ Under anv circumstances, Ibis would have been a heavy 

blow to you,” pursued Ábel. “ but under the present, it comes 
with additional severity. Stili, Iám  sure you have fortitude to 
support the triale an(l I trust, with tbc blessing of God, to



restoreyou to vour rights. Need Isay my house is your home, 
and that of your worthy aunt, whenever you choose to remove 
to it.”

“ I feel your kindness deeply, very deeplv, sir,” she rejoined, 
“ but as long as circumstances will permit me, I will stay 
here.”

Just then a knock was heard at the door, and as no answer 
was returned by tbose wilhin, it was opened, giving entrance to 
Philip Frewin and Diggs. The both appeared disconcerted on 
seeing Abel Beechcroft, but Diggs instantly recovered himself, 
and looking round, at once conjectured what had happened.

“ Miss Scarve,” hc said, “ we vvere passing by the house, 
and seeing the street-door open—ä very unusual occurrence 
here—entered without knocking. I hope and trust nothing is 
amiss.”

“ Go into the cellar, and salisfy yourself,” said Abel Beech­
croft, sternly.

“ Good God, sir! you don’t mean to insinuate that Mr. Scarve 
has died in the cellar ! ” cried the attorney.

“ Oons! I hope not: ” exclaimed Philip, scarcely able to con- 
ceal his satisfaction. “ How is my uncle, liilda?”

“ My father is dead,” she replied, in a freezing tone.
“ Dead! ”repealed Philip. “ Lord bless m e! how very sudden. 

Lucky we happened to turn in, Diggs. Can we do anything for 
you, cousin?”

liilda made no reply, but the attorney immediately inter- 
posed.

“ As your uncle’s cxecutor, and in a manncr his heir, Mr. 
Frewin,” be said, “ it is your duty to seal up all his chests, 
cupboards, bureaux, and drawers, without delay. 1 will assist 
you.”

“ Hold ! ” exclaimed Abel, “ I give you both notice that Miss 
Scarve considers that the will under which you propose to act 
bas been fraudulently obtained •, and she will dispute it.”

“ Miss Scarve will act as her feelings dictate, or as she may 
be advised, sir,” replied the attorney •, “ Gut in the meantime, it 
will but be right for Mr. Frewin to take proper precautions. 
Let us go to Mr. Scarve’s chamber, sir.”

So saying, and disregarding the looks of disgust directed 
against them by Abel, they went up stairs.

“ O h ! do not leave me tili they are gone, Mr. Beechcroft,” 
said Hilda.

“ I will not,” he replied, taking a seat beside her.
Meanwhile, the attorney and his companion proceeded about 

their taslc with some semblance of feeling, but real indifference. 
Having glanced through the room up stairs, and swept all the



poor miser’s hoards, which were strewn about on the (able, 
intő a ehest, which he locked, Diggs called Philip s attention to 
the position of the pen and paper, saving, “ I am almost certain 
he meant to write something—perhaps revoke bis will—but it 
was too late—ha ! ha ! ”

With a slv chuckle, he then proceeded to seal up all the boxes 
and cases. In tliis task he was assisted by Philip Frewin, and 
they had just concluded it, when heavy foolsteps were heard 
on the stairs, and the next moment the door was thrown open, 
and Jacob entered the room, carrying in his arms the hody of 
bis master, which he deposited 011 the bed.

“ And this was how he died! ” said Philip, Casting a shudder- 
ing glancé at the corpse.

“ Ay, ay, you calculated yourchances nicely,” rejoined Jacob. 
“ You’d cheat the devil, you would. Put you haven’t got the 
fortune yet.”

“ Markee, friend Jacob,” said Philip, “ I will thank you to 
speak more respectfully to me in future, or I will let you know 
who is master here,”

“ You shall never he m y  master,” replicd Jacob; “ and if I 
only gei the word from my young missis, see if I don't turn you 
both out of the house, neck and heels.”

Philip would have mado an angry retort, but Diggs checked 
bim, whispering that “ it would not do just now.”

“ You may get off from me,” pursued Jacob; “ but you wont 
get off from Mr. Randulph Crew for your conduct towTards him 
last night.”

“ I am ready to render Mr. Crew an account of my conduct 
whenever he may require it,” replied Philip, haughtily.

“ If you will foliow my advicc, sir, now that your prospecls 
are fully settled, you will leave off these brawls altogether,” 
ohserved Diggs. “ IfM r- Randulph Crew threatens you with 
an assault, givehim in Charge of a constable, and leave the rest 
to me.”

“ I believe that, will be the best plan,” said Philip.
“ Much the best for a coward to pursue—faugh ! ” exclaimed 

Jacob, with a look of supreme contempt.
Diggs and hiscompanion then went down stairs to thecellar, 

wliere the bags of gold wrere still left, and having examined 
them, locked the door, and put seals upon it.

This done, they repaired to the parlour, and Diggs stepping 
up to Hilda, addressed her.

“ Chancing to have your falher’s last will in my pocket, Miss 
Scarve,” he said, “ I will read it to you,—as the sooner you are 
made acquainted with his injunclions the better. Mr. Beech- 
croft, I also requestyour attention to the document; and you too,



Mrs. Clinton, thatyou may not afterwardspleadignorance oi it.” 
And without furlher preliminary he read the will.
“ It is suííicienlly intelligible, I must say,” observed Abel, as 

he concluded-, “ and I must also say, that I never listened to a 
more disgraceful document.”

“ You are at liberty to make any comment upon it you think 
fit, sir,” said the attorncy. “ I am quite prepared for expressions 
ofdisappoinlment on your part.”

“ YVby on my part, sir?” rejoined Abel.
“ Becausc Mr. Scarve’s wise disposition of bis property bas 

prevented you from securing it for your nephew, sir?” replied 
the attorney.

A deep ilush dyed Abel’s pale cheek, and he fixed bis kindling 
eye upon the attorney.

“ Up to this point you have succeeded in your villany, Mr. 
Diggs,” he said, “ but you may depcnd upon it your triumph 
will be brief. That instrument will never hold good, and the 
manner in which you have oblaincd it, with otber of your recent 
acts, will drive you from the profession, if they do not also ba- 
nish you from the country.”

“ I laugh at your threats, sir,” replied the attorney. “ My 
position is too firm to be shaken by anything you can say or do. 
And you will find this will equally firm. Iis motive is too appa­
rent to admit of dispute. My late respected and lamented Client 
wished to marry bis daughter to bis nephew, and fearing that 
she would disobey bis injunctions, took care that she should not 
do so without forfeiting his property. Mr. Scarve had a perfect 
right to do this. If Miss Scarve thinks otherwise, she can dis­
pute the will. But she will find it as diíficult to he set aside, as 
her father, while living, was to be turnéd from his purpose.”

“ I shall actstrictly up to the conditions of mv uncle’s will,” 
said Philip Frewin •, “ and it will be matter of deep regretto me if 
my fair cousin should refuse to accede to them. I will not urge 
her at this moment, but will call again in the course of the day 
for her answer.” And with a supcrcilious bow, he took his de- 
parture with the attorney.

For some time after they were gone, not a word was uttered 
by the group left in the parlour. Abel was buried in deep thought, 
and neither of the others appeared inclined to break the silence. 
Atlenglh, Abel roused himself, and turning to Mrs. Clinton, 
requested to be leftalone a few minutes with Hilda : the good 
lady immediately withdrew.

“ Itmay be, Hilda,” he said, in a voice of much emotion— 
“ thougli God forbid it should be so—that the issue of this con- 
test will be against us, and the will be declared valid. I cannot 
free myself from some misgivings.”



“ Nor I, sir,” she replied; “ and yet, to shewyouhowstrange- 
ly and inconsistenlly my father has acted, you will see from 
this”—and she drewforth a slip of paper from her bosom—“ Ihat 
he was under an obligatiori to the late Mr. CrewT to give me to 
hisson Randulph, with a certain dovvry.”

Abel glanced over the document in surprise.
“ Would I had seen this in bis lifetime!” hesaid.
“ But for hisviolence you would have seen il, sir,” she replied. 

“ I was about to shew it you when you last saw bim, and was 
onlv deterred by the state of excitement into whieh he was 
thrown.”

“ How unfortunate !” exclaimed Abel. “ But perhaps the do­
cument may still be of use.”

And ho arose and paced the room to and fro, in extreme 
agitation. At last hestopped beforeIlilda, regarding herfixedly. 

“ Answer me sincerely,” he said, “ do you love R.andulph?” 
“ You need scarcely ask the question, sir,” she rejoined, 

blushing.
“ The match seems ordained by Ileaven,” cried Abel ; “ it is 

useless to oppose it. Listen tome, Hilda. I loved your mother 
—deeply, passionately loved her. By my own fault, it seems— 
though I understood it not thcn—I lost her, and she became the 
bride of your father. From Ihat time Í was doomed to wretch- 
edness, and though my suflerings were hidden under the 
mask of indifference, the vulture of dcspair was perpetually 
gnawing at my heart. During this dreadful period, when I hated 
all mankind, and lóm most of all who 1 conceived had robbed 
me of what I held dearest on earth, you were born, and soon 
afterwards my sister, Mrs. Crew% gave birth to ttandulph. It 
was whispered among our family that the two infants would suit 
each other, and that their union would reconcile old grievances. 
In the bitterness and anguish of my heart, I vowed that this 
should never happen, if I could prevent il; and for years I 
nourished the resolution, until it became rooted in my breast. 
Your mother died ; and it might have been supposed that my 
sorrows and resentments would be buried in her grave ; but it 
was not so. There are some loves, as there are some hatreds, 
that survive the tomb, and mine was one of them. Whatever 
brougbt her image to my mind gave me acute suflering, and I 
prohibited all who knew me, on pain of my displeasure, from 
alluding to her in any way. Thus little reached me of you or 
your father, tili Randulph’s arrival in town a few months since. 
To my surprise, I found he had seen you ; and from the manner 
in which he spoke of you, I perceived that he was smitten by 
your charms.”

Ililda utlered a slight cxclamation.



“ I will not disguise from you,” pursucd Abel, “ that this 
discovery gave me inexpressible uneasiness, and I sought by 
every means in my power to prevent him from seeing you again, 
ßut fale had decreed it otherwise. Chance brought you toge- 
Iher again and again, until thefinal adventureatVauxhallseemed 
to link your affections together indissolubly.”

“ It did so,” observed Hilda.
“ Notwithstanding all this, I could not bring myself to con­

sent to your rnarriage,” continued Abel; “ nay, 1 determined 
to cast oíTRandulph for ever if he disobeyed me. My resolution 
was somewhat shaken by your father’s illness, and I began to 
lind my dislike to the connexion abating. Can you understand 
Ihese contradictory feelings, Hilda, for I loved you all the time?” 

“ I can, sir,” sbe replied.
“ That which alone removed my objection,” said Abel, 

sternly, was the sad spcctacle I beheld in the cellar this morn- 
ing. After the sight I there witnessed, 1 could not retain further 
animosity against the author of my misery. I can now review 
the pást with calmness. I can now think of your molher without 
pain, and of your father without heart-burning 5 I can now love 
you as their child, without other feelings obtruding upon me.” 

And opening bis arms, he földed Hilda in a striet embrace.
“ Bless you! bless you, my child! ’ he cried. “ If Itandulph 

proves wortliy of you, he shall have you. ’
Hilda averted her head, and there was silence between them

for a brief space.
“ You wished to have some communicalion with my poor 

father before bis death,” she said, at lenglh. “ I hope it was not
of importance?”

“  Only to himself,” replied Abel, with a deep sigh. “ I wished 
to forgive him for prevailing upon me, under the garb of friend- 
ship, to introduce him to your mother and her family. I wished 
to forgive bim for the arts he used to wean her affections from 
ine; for his misrepresen tation of my circumstances and character; 
and for the prolor.ged anguish he occasioned me, and to which 
death would have beeil preferable. I wished to say thus much 
to bim,—to hearfrom bis own lips an avowal of bis regret,—  
and to be at peace with him for ever?”

“ You are at peace with him now, sir, I trust,” said Hilda.
“ As far as I, myself, am concerned, I am so,” replied A bel;

•“ but for you—”
“ Oh, do not think of m e !” cried Hilda. “ I forgive bim, 

from the bottom of my heart. He has been the dupe of others.” 
“ Say, rather, he has been the bond-slave of Mammon,” re­

plied Abel, sternly, “ who has destroyed him, as he destroysall 
bis worshippers. 13ut I will 110t pain you by anv harsh reflee-



tions. 13c assured, nolhing shall bc neglected to repair Ibc rn- 
jury be has done you. And now farewell, my dear child, since 
you decide upon remaining here. I will see you again in the 
latter part of the day 5 and meantime,you stand in need ofsome 
repose,”

And folding her once more in his arms, he took his leave.

CHAPTER XIV.

P H IL IP  F R E W IN  IS  D A N G ER O U SLY  TVOUHDED E T  R A X D t'L P E t.'— II IS  L A S T  Y IN D IC T IV E  E F F O R T .

R andulph’s feelings on avvaking and finding himself in the 
watchhouse were at first humiliating and full of self-reproach. 
L)Ut by (legi ees tliese milder senliments speedily guve way to 
angu against Philip Frewin j and so indignant did he become, 
on reflection, at the conduct of the latter, that he resolved Ihat 
bis iirst business, on obtaining his freedom, should be to seek 
him out, and call bim to a strict account. His wrath had by no 
meansabated as Mr. Foggo entered the chamber, a little before 
eight 0 clock, to call up him and his companions.

“ I hope you rested well genTmen,” said the constable, with 
a somewhat malicious grin. “ Will you please to have break­
fast ? ”

“ Not here, Mr. Foggo,” replied Trussell, yawning. “ Ithink 
you said, last night,—or eise I dreamt it,—that it wouldn’t be 
necessary to go before a magistrale?”

“ I think it may be managed, sir,” said the constable, “ pro- 
vided—aliem! ”

“ Provided we come down—eh, Mr. Foggo ? ” rejoined Trus­
sell.

“ Exaclly, sir,” replied the other.
“ Do not bribe him, uncle,” cried Randulph, indignantlv 

“ W e have been most unjustifiably detained, and I wish to be 
taken before a magistra te, that I may have an opportunity of 
complaining of the shameful treatmenfwe have experienced", as 
weil as of preferring a charge against Philip Frewin.”

“ I3e advised by me, my dear boy, and make no furtber dis- 
turbance about the malter,” replied Trussell. “ You’llget no 
redress.”

“ Bút, uncle ”—
“ Behveen ourselves,” interrupted Trussell, “ I would rather 

the aífair didn’t come to the ears of my brother Ábel, which, if 
w ere pubiiely examined, will unquestionably be thecase.”



“ Thal’s whv I recommend you not to go bcfore liis worship,” 
observed the cunriing constable ; “ it may be disagreeable in its 
consequences.”

“ To be sure it may,” replied Trussell, slipping a guinea into 
his hand. “ Let us out as fast as you can.”

“ I shall not move,” said Randulph.
“ O h! it’s quite optional,” said Mr. Foggo, evidently discon- 

certpd.
“ I shall go, at all evcnts,” said Trussell.
“ And so shall I,” said Jacob. “ I shall gct back lo my poor 

master as fast as I can. Lord knows what may have happened 
in my absence! ”

“ Well, if you’re both going, I must perforce accompany 
you,” said Randulph 5 “ bút I protest against thestep.”

Mr. Foggo attcnded them to the door of the watchhouse, and 
made them a most polite bow as he let them out. TaUing a 
hasty leave of the others, Jacob set oíT to the Little Sanc.tuary, 
where, it is rieedless to say, a painful surprise awaited him.

As they walked along, Trussell proposed that they should 
breakfast at a coífee-house, and pút íhcir toilette a little in order 
before going home; and llandulph, recollecting that Jacob had 
mentioned the Crown Inn, Ox Yard, as a piacé frequented by 
Philip Frewin, suggcsted that they should go íherc. Trussell 
being perfectly agreeable to the arrangeinent, they bent their 
steps in Ihat direction.

Ón arrivingat the Crown, and inquiring fór Philip, they learnt 
that he had rooms in the house, bút had been out the greater 
part of the night, and was absent at the lime. ííe was, liowever, 
momentarily expected, and the waiter promiscd to let them 
know when he returned.

Trussell then ordered a good breakfast, to vvhich, after mak- 
ing their toilettes, they both did umple justice. At the expira- 
tion of an hour, Randulph renewed his inquiries about Philip. 
Still he liadnot returned.

“ Well, if you like to wait here for him,” said Trussell, “ I 
will go horne, and inake some excuse for you, and will retorn 
and teli you what I have done.”

The desire of avenging himself on Philip Frewin being now 
paramount in Randulph’s breast, he readily assented to this 
plan, and Trussell departed. llaving feed the waiter, to ensure 
the accomplishment of his object, Randulph flung himself into a 
seat, and was musing over the events of the previous night, by 
way of keeping up his choler- against Philip, when the door 
suddenly opened, and a man, stepping into the chamber, was 
about lo withdraw, with an apology for his intrusion, when a



cry from Randulph, who recognised him as Cord well Firebras, 
checked him.

“ What! is it you, Randulph?” cried Firebras, holding out 
his hand. “ I came here to meet another person, but you are 
the man of all others I most wished to see. What the deuce are 
you doing here?”

“ Iam vvaiting to see Philip Frewin,” replied Randulph. “ He 
served me a scurvy trick last night, and got me shut up in the 
watch-house, and Imean to chastise him.”

“ I shan’t hinder your laudable design,” replied Firebras, 
laughing. “ But,” he added, closing the door, “ I was about to 
send to you on a matter of the utmost importance. I have a 
proposal to make to you that affects your nearest and dearest 
interests. Come to me at the Chequers Inn, Millbank, a little 
before midnight, and I will give you proof that I hold your for- 
tune in my hands.”

“ To be obtained on the same terms as lieretofore?” demanded 
Randulph.

“ Iicar whatl have got to propose, and then inquire thecon- 
dilions,” rejoined Firebras.

“ Well, I will come,” replied Randulph.
As he said this, the waiter entered the room, and made a sign 

to him that his man had arrived.
Randulph’s eyes sparkled, and without saying a word, he 

beckoned Firebras to follow him, and, directed bv the waiter, 
proceeded to Philip’s room, which irnmediately adjoined his 
own.

Philip was not alone. Ile was attended by Captain Culpepper, 
and was Iaughingly counting out a sum of money for him. But 
his glee died away on beholding Randulph’s stern looks, and he 
would have bealen a retreat, if Firebras had not closed the door, 
and planted his bullcy person before it.

“ What do you want here, sir?” he cried, in as fierce a tone 
as he could command, to Randulph. “ This is my room—you 
have no business here. Ring the bell, Captain Culpepper.”

“ If the captain stirs, I will cut his throat,” cried Firebras.
“ If I treat vou as a gentleman, scoundrel, it is more than 

you deserve,” said Randulph, fiercely, “  but I demand instant 
satisfaction for your conduct last night.”

“ I can’t fight lo-day, Mr. Crew,” said Philip. “ Fm engaged 
on particular business, as this gentleman knows. To-morrow, at 
any hour you please.”

“ This is a pitiful evasion, coward!” cried Randulph •, “ butit 
shall not avail vou.”

And he struck him with the flat of his sword.
“ ’Sblood! sir, hold your hand!” cried Captain Culpepper,



whipping out bis blade, and interposing. “ Leave off this game, 
or by my troth, I’ll slit your weazand for you.”

“ No you wont, Captain,” said Cordwell Firebras, stepping 
forward. “ Letlhem settle the matter themselves. If Mr. Frewin 
is a gentleman, he will give Mr. Crew satisfaction; and if he is 
not, you must agree with me, as a man of honour, that no 
punishment can be too degrading for him.”

“ I must confess there is reason in what you say, sir,” replied 
Culpepper. “ Fight him, sir—light him!” he whispered tu 
Philip. “ Fll help you, if you require it.”

“ Hold your hand, ruflian !” criedPhilip, exasperated by the 
treatment he had experienced, “ and look to yourself.”

And drawing his sword, he altacked Randulph with the ut- 
most fury. It was evident, from his style of fencing, that Philip 
did not want skill •, bút his passión robbed him of judgment, and 
he frequently exposed himself to his antagonist, who fought with 
great coolness, evidently meaning to disarm him, or at most 
slightly wound him.

Desirous, at length, of putling an end to the conflict. Ran- 
dulph assailed his adversary more vigorously, and was driving 
liim towards the wall, when footsteps were heard hurrying along 
the passage. Firebras turnéd to lock the door to prevent inler- 
ruption, and while he was thus engaged, Culpepper made a 
thrust at Randulph, which, fortunatelv, the latter was able to 
ayoid by a sudden spring backwards.

Exasperated by this treachery, Randulph dexterously parried 
a thrust in carte from Philip, and instantly returning the pass, 
his point plunged deeply into theother’sbreast. Philip staggered, 
and would have fallen, if Culpepper had not caught him.

“ Don’t mind m e/’ cried the wounded man, “ attack bim!— 
attack him! I’H give you a thousand pounds if you kill him.”

“ I can’t do it now, sir,” whispered Culpepper. “ Ifearyou’re 
seriously hurt.”

“ Yes, it’s all over,” groaned Philip. “ Curse bim! the luck's 
always on his side.”

Meanwhile, Cordwell Firebras had rushed up to Randulph, 
who looked stupified at the result of the encounler.

“ Get offas fast as you can,” he cried, “ it wont do to be 
taken just now. The window in that closet is open, and you are 
young and aclive, and can casily reach the ground. Repair to 
the Chequers at once, and keep close all day. FII be with you
before midnight.”

“ T h row in gon e look  ofcompassion at the wounded man,Ran­
dulph darted into the closet, and peeping out of the window, 
perceived that it looked upon the roof of a slied. Dropping u f  on



this building, he gained a narrow alley, which led him into Iving- 
street.

As soon as Randulph had made good his retreat, Firebras 
opened the door, and gavc admittance to the landlord and some 
half-dozen attendants.

A surgeon was instantly scntfor, and Philip placed in a chair, 
while Cordwell Lirebras assisted in bandaging up the wound. 
It bled internally, and Firebras’s experience told him it was 
highly dangerous.

“ What do you think of my hurt?” asked Philip, whose aspect 
had already become ghastlv and cadaverous.

“ Pli not deeeive you,” replied Firebras; “ vou’re a dead 
man.”

“ But my murderer will he hanged for it, wont he?” cried 
Philip, with a malignant look.

“ You were fairly hit,” replied Firebras. “ If anybody de- 
sei vés hanging, it s Captain Culpeppcr. I saw the foul blow he 
aimed at Randulph.”

At this moment, Riggs entered the room, and was horror- 
stricken at beholding the condition of Philip Frewin.

“ W hy! what dreadful mischance is this?” he cried, gazing 
at him. “ I hope you are not seriously hurt?”

“ Thcy teil me Í am mortally wounded,” replied Philip, with 
a groan; and I believe they’re right. I have onlv been made my 
uncle’s heir to mock me.”

“ What! is Mr. Scarve dead?” cried Firebras, in surprise,
“ Ile died last night,” replied the altorney, “ and Mr. Frewin, 

as he has just told you, is his heir, provided Hilda refuses to 
marry him.

“ The devil! ” exclaimed Firebras 5 “ Ibis has been a lucky 
blow for Randulph. I’m glad he was not aware of the fact, or 
the thing might have looked like premeditation.”

“ Gct me a chair, Riggs, instantly!” cried Philip, “ and take 
me to the Little Sanctuary. I will see Hilda before I die, and if 
she refuses to marry me, IT1 make my will at once. I have 
strength to sign it.”

“ What madness is this?” cricd Firebras.
“ It’s no madness,” replied the other. “ Get me a chair— ' 

quick—quick!”
Thus exhorted, Riggs gave the necessary instructions, and 

shortly ailerwards a chair was brought into the room by two 
porters, and the wounded man placed in it. Altendcd by Fire­
bras, Riggs, Culpepper, and Mr. Molson, who chanced to be 
the ncarcst surgeon, and who had just arrived,—he was Irans­
ported to the miser’s dwelling.

O11 arriving there, Cordwell Firebras hastily explained to



Jacob, who answered the knock at the door, the object of their 
coming, and bade bim urge bis young mistrcss to see the 
wounded man. As soon as he had satisiied himself of the truth 
of the slatement, which was so extraordinary that he could 
scarcely credit it, Jacob directed the Chairmen to bring their 
burlhen along ihe passage into the parlour, and Philip Frewin 
was got out and placed in the miser’s old seat.

The chairmen then withdrew, and Jacob ran up stairs to teil 
Hilda what had occurrcd, while Mr. Molson said to Philip—

“ If you bave any instructions to give, sir, you must not lose 
time, for you bave not many minutes to call your own.”

“ Where is Hilda?” cried the wounded man. “ Get pen, ink, 
and paper, Diggs—sit down—and write what I teil you. Is she 
come yet?”

“ Yes, she is here,” replied Firebras, as Hilda entered the 
room. “ Miss Scarve,” he added, stepping up to her, “ your 
cousin has been desperately wounded in a duel with Randulph 
Crew. Ile lias not many minutes to live. Accede to what he 
proposes to you,” he added, ín a low tone.

“ Hilda,” said Philip, in a faint voice, “ I bave scnt for you to 
ask you, in the presence of these witnesses, whether you con­
sent to marry me?”

“ You are not in a state to ask the question,” she replied, 
with a look of mingled commiseration and abhorrence. “ Think 
of reconciling yourself with Heaven.”

“ Ho you refuse?” cried Philip, trying to raise himself.
“ If you exert yourself in this way, you will oniy accelerate 

your end,” said the surgeon.
“ I w ill have an answer,” replied Philip—“ yes or no?” 
“ Consent,” whispered Firebras to Hilda. “ It can matter 

nothing.”
“ I cannot bring my lips to utter the word,” she replied.
“ I require an answer, Miss Scarve,” said Diggs, “ as itmay 

aflect Mr. Frewin’s interest in the propertv, and your own.” 
“ Then I answer, no!” she replied, iirmly.
Cordwell Firebras bit bis lips.
“ Take down that answer, Diggs,” said Philip.
The attorney complied, and when done, requcsted Culpepper 

and the surgeon to witness it, which they did.
“ 1Nto w t ,  Mr. Frewin, you are in possession of your uncle's 

property,” saiu Diggs.
“ Then, write out a bcquest of it all,” said Philip,—“ of all, 

mind—to—to—to—”
“ To whom, sir?” asked Diggs, writing with the greatest ra- 

piditv, for he saw that he had not a moment to spare.
“ To yourself,” faintly replied the dying man.



In a few seconds, without looking up, or exbibiting any sign 
of satisfaction, the attorney completed his task.

“ It is done—sign it, sir,” he added, placing the paper before 
Philip, and giving him the pen, which the latter could scarcely 
grasp.

It was a moment of breathless interest to all ; and even Hilda 
bent for ward.

“ Where is it?” groaned Philip, trying lo fix his glazing eyes 
on the paper.

“ Here, sir—here,” said Diggs, putting his finger on the place 
where the signature should be afiixed.

But it was too late. The pen feil from Philip’s grasp, and fall- 
Ing with his face on the table, he expired.

“ Another moment, and I had been master of this property,” 
cried Diggs, snatching up the unsigned paper.

“ You could not bave kept it,” said Cordwell Firebras.
“ Long enough to have answered íny purpose,” rejoined the 

attorney, putting on his hat, and quitting the house. He was 
foliowed in his retreat by Captain Culpepper.

“  You are now undisputed mistress of your inheritancc, Hil­
da,” said Cordwell Firebras.

“ Heaven be praised for it!” exclaimed Jacob. “ I knew such 
wrongful acts would never prosper.”

“ To me the event is most fortunate,” said Hilda; “ but I 
wish it could have been purchased at a lessprice than the life of 
my unfortunate cousin.”

“ I confess I cannot pity him,” said Firebras. “ But you must 
now think of yourself. You look very pale.”

“ This last stränge trick of fortune is almost too much for 
m e,” she rejoined.

“ I would recommendvou to seek an asylum with some friend, 
while the last mournful duties (0 your father are performe.'!,” 
said Firebras. “ Why notgo lo Mr. Beechcroft’s ? Randulph’s 
inother is there.”

“ I think 1 will follow your advice,” replicd Hilda; “ for I 
cannot remain here afler the shocking event that has just 
occurred.”

“ Mrs. Clinton and I will take care of the house and proper- 
ty,” said Jacob. “ l ’ll go and felch a coach directly, if you’re 
going to Mr. Beechcroft’s.”

And he set out 011 the errand, while Hilda went upstairs lo 
her room, to make a few hasty preparationsfor her departure.

This done, she entered the room in which here father’s re- 
mains wcre laid, and kneeling beside the bed, praycd fervently. 
She then gazed for a few moments on his wan emacialed fea- 
tures, now rendered yet sbarper by deatli, and pressing her ’ips



upon them, quilted the room. Cordwell Firebras led her in si- 
lence to the coach, in which Jacob put the few things she took 
with her.

“ Where is Mr. Randulph?” asked the latter, as he was 
about to mount the box.

“ Do you know a summer-house on the banks of the river, 
near the mill, in Millbank ?” asked Firebras.

“ What, belongin’ to the Chequers Inn ?” rejoined Jacob. 
“  I should know it, seein’ as how Pve passed many a pleasant 
hour in it.”

“ Well, be in a boat off it at midnight,” rejoined Firebras, 
“ and youdl hear somethingof Randulph.”

“ I wont fail,” replied Jacob, springing on the box, and or- 
dering the coachman to drive to J^ambeth, while Firebras re- 
turned to the house to give some directions to Mrs. Clinton.

CHARTER XV.

M R . C R IPPS* A L T E R E U  A P P E A R A N C E .'— IIE  M Y S T IF IE S  T U E  F A IR  T H O M A SIN E  A BOUT LABY 

S P IN K E .1— T IIE  S E IZ U R E  O F  T IIE  JA C O B IT E  CLUB C O N T R IV E D .

On the same morningas the events previously related, while 
Peter Pokerich was powdering a barrister’s wig, he was inter- 
rupted in his task by the sudden and rather distracted entrance 
of the fair Thomasine.

“ What’s the matter, Tommy, dear?” he inquired, uninten- 
tionally puffing a great quantity of powder into her face. “ Ten 
thousand pardons, bút you quite startled me, and made me miss 
my aim.”

“ You’ve nearly blinded me, you careless thing,” replied the 
fair Thomasine, rubbing her eyes; “ besides spoiling my fly- 
cap, and filling my hair with your nasty powder. But have you 
heard the dreadful—the distressing news ? ”

“ N o,” replied Peter. “ What is„it?”
“ Mr. Scarvc has been found dead in his cellar,” replied the 

fair Thomasine, in a sepulchral tone, suited to the nature of her 
information •, “ where he had digged his own grave, and tried to 
bury himself, to save funeral expenses.”

“ Lord bless u s! you don’t say s o ! ” exclaimed Peter.
“ Yes, I do,” rejoined the fair Thomasine; “ but turn your 

powder-puff the other way, or'you’ll miss your aim again. I 
shouldn’t have been sorry for anything that happened to him,
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—but what do you Ibink?—he’s disinherited bis ovvn daughter, 
and left all bis property lo bis nephew.”

“ Oh the horrid, unnatural old monster!” exclaimed Peter, 
capering about, and completely emptying the powder-puff in his 
agilation.

“ Be quiet, do, and stand still!” said the iair Thomasine, 
taking hold of bis collar, and keeping bim down. “ Poor Hilda’s 
not tu have a farthing, unless she marries Ihat odious cousin of 
hcrs; and if I’m not greatly mistaken in her, she’li die sooner 
than consent.”

“ Of course she w ill! ” cried Peter, still plying the cxhausted 
powder-puff. “ Oh, she’s a noble creature, and quite an exampie 
to her s e x ! ”

“ So I Blink,” replicd the fair Thomasine 5 “ and tili she 
marries Randulph Crew, 1 don’t marry you—that’s positive! 
Oh, gemini! if Ihere isn’t Mr. Cripps! How altered he is, to be 
sure.”

The latter exclamation was occasioned by the entrance of the 
ex-valet, who was indeed so much changed as scarcely to be 
recognisable. His coat was threadbare, out-at-elbows, and with 
the lace upon it tarnished ; his waistcoat was in the same tat- 
tered condition *, his nether garments were bepalched with cloths 
of various hues; his liose were no longer silk, but colton very 
much darned; and steel buckles replaced the diamond ap- 
pendages to his shoes. His dishevelled pcruke stood sadlv in 
need of the aid of Peter Pokerieh ; his hat was an old cocked 
one, with one of the sides broken and hanging loose-, and a 
switch supplied the place of his clouded cane. He had no lace 
at his wrists or at his breast; indeed, it was rather questionable, 
from the manner in which he buttoned up his coat, whether he 
had a shirt at all. Fallen, however, as he was, Mr. Cripps was 
Mr. Cripps still. Ile wore his tatlered apparel with as great an 
air as distinguished him when equipped in all his finery ; flour- 
ished his switch as if it had been a magniíicent baton; took 
snuff out of a pewter box, with as much gracc as when he mani- 
pulated one set with brilliants-, and brushed away the powder 
with a raggcd handkerchief as airily as when he boasted a per- 
l'umed and embroidered mouchoir.

“ The fair Thomasine, as I live,” he said, with a diving bow. 
“ IIow charmingly you look, ’pon rep ! Pve just been to Sir 
Singleton Spinke’s, to oller myself as his valet. But he has 
heard of my cussed adventure, and wontengage me.”

“ J)id you see Lady Spitiké ?” asked the fair Thomasine.
“ T ob e sure,” replied Mr. Cripps, “ and can report very 

favourably of her condition. Her old lord doats on her. She 
bas large monkeys and little dogs, black pages and white china,



gold and silver dresses, diamonds, rubies, garnets, pearls, 
emeralds—everything,in short, that oneof yoursexcan desire.” 

“ Except a young husband,” interposed Peter. “ I wish my 
powder-pulT was full,” be added, aside; “ I’d empty it into his 
mischievous throat, and choke him.”

“ Young husband!—fiddlestick!” cried Mr. Cripps. “ Lady 
Spinke is a great deal too good a judge for that. She would 
rather be an old man’s darling than a young man’s wrarling, as 
the proverb hath it. And she’s right, i’faith. She twists her old 
lord round her üngers as easily as a glove.”

“ Just what I should like to do with my husband!” cried the 
fair Thomasine.

,‘You shall twist me round your fingers as easily as vou 
please, my angel!” cried Peter, distractedly. “ Plague take bim I 
what can have brought the fellow here ?”

“  Her ladyship, I needn’t say, bas quitted the stage,” pursued 
Mr. Cripps. “ I heard them talking of going to Itanelagh lo- 
night.”

“ Ranelagh !” sighed the fair Thomasine. “ How deligbtful! 
And Pve never been there since the masquerade, and I begin to 
fear I shall never go there again!”

“ Delightful, indeed! ifitonly lasts!” said Mr. Cripps, who 
had received a secret sign from the barber.

“ Lasts! what do you mean?” cried the fair Thomasine.
“ Why, between ourselves,” replied Mr. Cripps, with a laugli, 

“ Sir Singleton has had eleven wives already—eleven Lady 
Spinkes, by this light! The present lady is the twelfth. They 
were all married at the Fleet.”

“ Oh, gemini! twclve w ives!” exclaimed the fair Thomasine. 
“ What a shocking old Turk!”

“ You would say so, if you knew the history of the former 
Lady Spinkes as well as I do,” replied Mr. Cripps. “ There were 
actresscs, singers, opera-dancers, mantua-makers, corsct-makers, 
glove-makers, satin-shoemakers, embroiderers, and ladies of 
other vocations that I forget—but all young, and all vcry pretty 
—ha! ha! Why, they all camc in a body to call upon him the 
day alter his marriage, and it took half-a-dozen constables to 
get them outof the house.”

“ And if they had torn out his wicked old eyes they would 
have served him right!” cried fair Thomasine. “ Pve no pa~ 
tience with such doings. Twelve wives ! Why it’s as bad as a 
seraglio!”

“ Are you now satisfied that you’re not one of them, my 
angel ?” asked the little barber.

“ That I am.” she replied} “ but I still adhere to my resolu-



tion of notmarrying you tili Hilda Scarve is united to Randulph. 
Good morning, Mr. Cripps.”

The ex-valet made one of his best bows, and handed her to 
the door.

“ Cudslid! you ought to thank me, Pokerich,” he said, laugh- 
ing 5 “ the twelve vvives did the business—put her out of conceit 
with the old knight, eh ?”

“ You did it capilally,” replied Peter 5 “ and now, what canl 
do for you in return ?”

“ A great deal,” replied Mr. Cripps. “ In the first place, you 
can dress my peruke, which,as you perceive, is cussedlv out of 
order ; in the second, you can perfumc me; and in the third, 
you can lend me live guineas, for I haven’t a rap to bless myself 
withal.”

“ As to dressing your wig, that PU do with pleasure,” replied 
the barber; “  and PH perfume you intő the bargain. Bút I 
haven’t five pounds to spare—I haven't, ’pon rep!”

“ Don’t steal my adjurations, at all events,” cried Mr. Cripps ; 
“ they’re the only part of my former seif 1 have left. Devil knows 
what will become of m e! My master wont give me a character. 
I’ve lost the twenty guineas lent me by my uncle at the gaming 
table, and I can’t even borrow a pistol and a prad to help me to 
takea purse.”

A person entering the shop at this moment, Mr. Cripps walked 
aside, while the barber, oflering his customer a chair, went into 
the back room in search of a full bottomed black wig. On more 
narrowly examining the new comcr, Mr. Cripps recognised the 
Jesuit priest, Falber Vcrselyn, and it instantly occurred to him 
that he could turn the discoverv to account. Aceordingly, he 
stepped quickly up to him, and said, in a low tone—

“ Glad to see you, Father Verselyn—pray sit still, sir. How 
gets 011 the good cause, eh ?”

“ You are mistakcn in me,friend,” replied the priest, uneasily. 
“ I will soon provethe contrary, sir,” rejoined Mr. Cripps, 

assuming a different tone. “  Unless you teil me where tbc club 
nowr meets, Pli make you my prisoner.”

The priest trembled violently.
“ Answer me directly,” cried Mr. Cripps, “ o r l call the bar­

ber to íny assistance.”
“ At the Chequers, in Millbank,” replied the priest.
“ Pli have better assurance than your w?ord,” replied Mr. 

Cripps. “ When is the next meeting?”
“ To-night,” replied the priest.
“ Now, I teil you what, father,” said Mr. Cripps, “ I can get 

three hundred pounds for their capture. You shall share it with 
me. No buts! A Jesuit never hesitated to betray his friends



when it answered his purpose. Choose between a good reward 
and a prison. But here comes thebarber. Do you consent?”

The Jesuit nodded.
Having settled his alTairs with the barber, Father Verselyn 

quitted the shop, while Mr. Cripps, making a sign to Peter 
that be had business on hand, instantly followed bim, and, 
soon found that there was no indisposition on the priest’s part 
to join in the scheine, providcd he could do so with safety to 
himself.

Discussing their project, Ihey proceeded towards Miilbank, 
and it was arranged, on the suggest'on of Verselyn, that the 
landlord of the Chequers, who was no other than the former 
host of the Rose and Crown, should beincluded in their design, 
and récéivé a third of the reward.

CHAPTER XVI.

T U E  SU M M E R -H O Ü SE  A T  T U E  C H E Q U E R S . T U E  OLD M IL L .— R A N D U L PH  O V E U H E A R S  T U E

P L O T . D IS P E R S IO N  O F T H E  JA C O B IT E  C L U B , AND F A T E  O F C O R D W E L L  F IR E B R A S .

As Randulph passed through the Little Sanctuary, on his 
way to Milibank, he paused for a moment before the dwelling 
of the unfortunate miser. Ignorant of the catastrophe that had 
occurred there during the night, he could not help thinking that 
the house had a drearier look than usual-, but attributing the 
notion to his own gloomy thoughls, he attached little import- 
ance to it, and passed on.

On gaining Miilbank, he speedily discovered the Chequers, 
and entering the house, recognised bis old acquaintancc, the 
forrner landlord of the Rose and Crown. The latter, however, 
did not recollect bim, but eyed bim rather suspiciously, tili 
Randulph told bim he came recommended by Mr. Cordwell 
Firebras.

“ Hush!” exclaimed the host. ££ He’s only known as Captain 
Vizard here. My right name is Tom Wiles, but I’m now called 
Dick Chinnock. I fancy Pve seen you before, sir.”

£‘ I was introduced to the club when it met at your house in 
Gardincr’s Street, Petty France,” replicd R a n d u l p h ,  ££ on the 
night when the members were pursued by theguard.”

££ And an unlucky night it was!” exclaimed Chinnock. 
££ W e’ve never prospered since. I remember you now. I hope 
you wont bring the same ill-luck again. Dow soon will the 
captain be here, sir?”



“ Not before midnight, I believe,” replied Randulph. “ and 
as I ’m a good deal fatigued, I should like to go to bed for a few 
hours. I wish to be as private as possible.”

“ FII get a bed ready for you directly, sir,” replied Ihe host; 
“ and in the meantime, perhaps you’ll step this way.”

And passing through a back door, he crossed a little garden, 
at the lower erid of which stood a little square summer-house, 
with a pointed, tiled roof, surmounted by a vane. It overlooked 
the river, and on this side there was a platform, protected by a 
railing, with steps descending to the water’s edge. On the left 
stood an old mill—a tali, picturesque, wooden structure. Be- 
tween the summer-house and the mill tlowed a small brook, 
which turnéd a large waterwheel, connected with the latter 
building. At the back of the mill, over a dense mass of habi- 
tations, could be distinguished the towers of Westminster 
Abbey.

Having shewn Randulph into the summer-house, the land- 
lord promised to let him know as soon as his bed was ready, 
and left him. The little chamber was furnished with a small deal 
table, painted green,and a couple of chairs. Its internal deco- 
rations were much injured by damp and neglect. The gay paint- 
ings on the walls and ceilings were nearly eflaced 5 the gilding 
had turnéd black; and the looking glasses were so dim Ihat they 
scarcely rellected an object. As Randulph, after taking a mo- 
mentary survey of the room, was about to seat himself, he 
noticeda ring in the floor, concealed by a bit of carpet, which 
be removed, and perceived that it covered a trap-door. Im- 
pelled by curiosity, he lifted the latter by means of the ring, and 
discovered a lower chamber, accessible by a laddcr, placed 
against the stout pile supporting the floor. There appeared to 
be nothing in i t ; and satisfied with the discovery he had made, 
Randulph closed the trap-door, and restored the carpet to its 
original position.

Drawing his chair to a little window on the left, he threw it 
open, and amused himself by examining the old mill. A small 
vessel was moored in front of it, apparenlly filled with sacks of 
corn and straw, which some of the crew were unloading.

While watching their proceedings, Randulph could not help 
suspecling (though he scarcely knew why,) that some underhand 

I business was going forward. The sacks were teagled to the 
upper story of the mill, and one of them chancing to fall, proved 
by its sound that its contents were not what they seemed. The 

f trusses of straw, too, seemed oddly shaped, and Randulph per- 
suaded himself that muskets and other arms were concealed 
Within them.

If he had not feit quite certain that these proceedings had



some connexion with the .Tacobite cause, a circumstance that 
occurred almost immediately aftervvards would liave satisfied 
him of the fact. One of the crew in the little vessel observing 
him at the window of the summer-house, made various signs 
to him, which, though he could not precisely interpret, he un- 
derstood to bear relation to the articles they were landing, as well 
as to their object.

Soon after this, Mr. Chinnock presented bimself, and apolo- 
gizing for his delay, said—

“ The only bed-room I have, is engaged by an invalid, but 
I’ve made you up a nice bed on a soía, in a snug little closet, 
whcre no one will disturb you.”

Following the host into the house, Randulph was shewn into 
a closet opening from a larger room, where, as had been stated. 
a sofa-bed was prepared. He tbrew bimself upon it, without 
undressing, and presently feil asleep. How long he remained in 
this state he knew not, but be was awakened by the sound of mut­
tered voices in the next apartment, and became an involuntary 
listener to their discourse.

“ They will all be here at midnight,” said a voice, “ and you 
may capture them without diiliculty.”

“ If we do, sir,” replied another; “ your reward is certain, 
though you are a Jesuit priest. I shall bring a strong party of 
men with me.”

“ And TU take care to admit tliem,” said a third, whose voice 
Randulph recognised as that of the landlord, “ provided you 
promise me a third of the reward, and undertake that I shall 
not be implicated in the matter.”

“ I give you my word, as an olTicer in his majesty’s grenadier 
guards, that it shall be so,” rejoined the previous Speaker, “ and 
that is better than the written engagement of any Jacobite.”

“ The reward is three hundred pounds,” said a sharp, con- 
ceited voice. “ That’so n e  hundred to Mr. Chinnock, another 
hundred to Father Yerselyn, and a third to me. Is that dislinctly 
understood?”

“ Distinctlv, Mr. Cripps,” replied the oihcer, “ provided I 
take them.”

“ Yes, of course,” said the landlord; “ but you can’t fail to 
do so, if you follow mv instructions. U l put them into your 
hands.”

“ Can’tyou come down with something beforehand, captain?” 
asked Mr. Cripps.

“ Not with a crown,” replied the oihcer. “ I have already 
pledged my word that you shall receive the reward, and that 
must content you. It is as much as traitors can expect,” he 
added, with a contemptuous laugh.



“ You’ll take care I am not injured! ” said the Jesuit.
“ I’il do my best,” replied the olficer; “ but you must look to 

yourself. And now to arrange our plans. As soon as it gets 
dark, TU place half-a-dozen of my grenadiers, under the care 
of lom  Pratt, (Long Pom, as the men call him,) in thesummer- 
liouse near the river. Ihey’ll cut ofF their retreat, ifanv should 
be attempted bv that way.”

“ Long Tom and his men must liide themselves in the lower 
loom of the summer-house, tili Caplain \  izard—I mean Cord­
well Pirebras has made his search,” said Chinnock. “ He’s 
sure to be here the first, and if he’s seized too soon, you mav 
lose the others.” * J

“ I must have the whole pack, or you don’t get the reward,” 
said the ollicer.

llieres a young man asleep in that closet, sent by the cap- 
tain,” said the landlord— “ Pm not quite sure that he’s a Jaco- 
bite. What shall we do with him? ”

Letain him, replied the ollicer. “ I hold you responsible 
for his safe cuslody.”

“ But he’s a stout, resolute fellow,” said Chinnock, ‘‘and mav 
get off, in spite ofm e.”

“ IU leave you a couple of my grenadiers,” replied the offi- 
cer 5--“ they’ll remain in the bar, like chance customers. Call 
them, if you require assistance.”

After a little further conversation, which Randulph could not 
catch, they separated, and he began to refiect upon the new 
posture of affairs. He was now invoived in a fresh dillicultv 
from which he did not see how he could escape. Though 
anxious to warn Cordwell Firebras and the other Jacobites of 
their danger, he felt it would be almost impracticable. Anv at- 
tempt at flight from the house must be attended with great risk 
alter the preeautions taken by the others to prevent it, and he 
finally resoived to let things take their course, and to be guided 
in his plan of action by circumstances.

Determined, however, to ascertain whether his movements 
were watched, he walket} forth, and proceeded towards the 
summer-house. The host was instantly by his side, and he 
caught a giimpse of Mr. Cripps in the door-way, and behind 
him the two grenadiers. Taking no sort of notice of these hos­
tile preparations, he talked indifferente to the landlord, and 
presently returned with him to the house, and ordered some re­
freshment.

Evening, at length, arrived, and as it grew dusk, Randulph 
gazed into the garden, and perceived the figures of the grena­
diers, headed by Long Tom, steal off towards the summer- 
house. Ke also fancied he saw others Station themselves at the



side of the brook running between the inn garden and the 
mill yard, and he had no doubt the Street door was guarded in 
a similar manner. The trap was thus complelely set, and he 
trembled to think what might be the fate of those for whom, 
however hediffered wilh them in political opinions, he still en- 
tertained a strong friendship.

Slowly as the hours had hitherto passed, the interval between 
this time and that appoinled for the arrival of Cordwell Fire- 
bras appeared yet more tedious. Twelve o’clock came—half- 
past—and yet nőne of the club had arrived : and Randulph 
began to hope that tliey had received some intimation of the 
plot against them. The same idea apparently occurred to ihe 
landlord, for he became very fidgety, and kept coming con- 
stantly into Randulph’s room, asking whether he knew what 
could be the cause of Captain Vizard’s being so late.

“ I’m afraid something must have happcned to him and the 
other gentlemen,” he said; “ the Captain is punctuality itself 
—and so indeed are they all. I wonder what can have oc- 
curred.”

“ Perhaps they may have been betrayed,” said Randulph.
“ 1 hope n o t!” cried the landlord; “ if so, I should lose------

my best friends,” he added, correcting himself hastily.
“ Do you expect Sir Norfolk Salusbury to night?” asked Ran­

dulph.
“ I did, sir,” replied the landlord; bút I don’t know whatto 

think riow.”
“ And Sir Bulkeley Price and Father Versclvn? ”
“ Both, sir,” was the reply.
“ Any others?” inquired Randulph.
“ Several, I believe,” returned the landlord. “ A very full 

meeting of the club was expected. What can  have kept them 
away ? Ah ! as I live, that’s the Captain’« voice. A lls right now.”

So saying, he rushed out, and presenllv afterwards returned, 
ushering in Cordwell Firebras. The latter looked greatly ex- 
hausted.

“ Give me a cup of wine, landlord,” he said; “ I feel faint. 
Pve had some hart! work to do.”

The host instantly llew to a cupboard, and produced a ilask 
and a large glass. Filling the latter, he presenled it to Firebras, 
who emptied it at a draught.

“ You are late, to-night, Captain,” said the landlord; “ I had 
almost given you up. Will the rest of the gentlemen be here? ”

“ I expect "so,” replied Firebras. “ I. thought they would  
have been here before me. Have you looked into the garden 
and the summerhouse? ”

“ I haye,” replied the landlord.



‘TU go there myself,” said tbc other, taking a brace of pistols 
from his pocket. “ Stay vvhere you are,” he added to Randulph, 
who was about to follow him.

Accompanied by the bőst, who carried a lantern, Firebras 
crossed the garden; but though he glanced around, he per- 
ceived nothing, and marched direct to the summer-house.

On approaching it, Chinnock ran forward, and pretending to 
trv the door, drew out the key, crying, so as to he heard by 
those inside—“ Dear me! it’s locked—wait a minute, sir, and 
PJl fetch the key.”

Wilhout pausing fór a reply, he darted off to the house. In a 
couple of minutes he returned, apologizing to Firebras—whom 
he found impatiently pacing the platform in front of thesurnmcr- 
house, and gazing at the darkling tide flowing pást him—fór his 
delay ; and unlocked the door.

The summer-house was empty; the grenadiers had taken the 
hint, and descended to the lower chamber. A glancé satisfied 
Firebras that all was right, and he returned slowly to the house, 
the landlord stamping upon the íloor as he quitted the building, 
as a signal to the grenadiers that they might now come forth 
from their concealment.

On reaching the house, Firebras dismissed the landlord, and 
going up to Randulph, clapped him on the shoulder, and said— 

“ I have rare news fór you.”
“ And I have news fór vou,” replied the other.
“ Hear mine first! ” cried Firebras, “ What if I teli you I am 

come to offer you your estates and the hand of Hilda, if you jóin 
the Jacobite party ?”

“ There would be no use in joining you now,” returned 
Randulph.

“ You think I am trifling with you! ” cried Firebras, produ- 
cing a packet; “ but this will speak to the contrary. Here is the 
assignment of your estates to Isaac Isaacs. A receipt in full of 
all Claims is attached to it. The deed is yours, provided you 
jóin us.”

“ You am azem e!” cried Randulph, gazing at the packet; 
“ that is unquestionably the deed I executed.”

“ Most certainly it is,” replied Firebras, “ It is too long a 
story to teil you how I became possessed of it,” he added, re- 
placing it in his pocket, “ but I have other intclligence fór you. 
Mr. Scarve is dead / ”

Randulph uttered an exclamation of surprise.
“ He died last night,” pursued Firebras, “ andleft bis pro- 

perly to Philip Frewin, in case of Hilda’s refusal to marry him.” 
“ But Philip may not liveto Claim the fulfilment of the con­

dition,” cried Randulph.



“ Philip, also, is dead,” replied Firebras. And smiling at Ran- 
dulph’s astonishment, he added, “ Now you see that all is in 
your grasp. Fale has given you the lady of your lőve. I öfter 
you your forlune, Can you refuse to join us?”

“ Mr. Firebras,” said Randulph, composing bimself, “ this is 
not a time to put such a question to me.”

“ Pardon me,” cried Firebras, sternly, “ I must have an 
ansvver now—at this moment—or you lose your estates and 
Hilda for ever. Do not suppose I threaten lightly. I can, and 
will, make good my words.”

“ You mistake me altogether,” rejoined Randulph. “ I mean 
to say that it would be useless in me to assent. You are be- 
trayed!”

“ ßetraved!” exclaimed Firebras, in a voice of thunder, 
“ How! by vvhom? But this is a mere assertion made to turn me 
from my purpose.”

“ You will lind it too true,” replied Randulph. “ Thehouse 
is environed on all sides by grenadiers.”

“ 1 have just visited the summer-house,” said Firebras. 
There was no one there.”

“ The men were concealed in the lower chamber,” said Ran­
dulph.

“ Rmay be so,” cried Firebras, with a terrible imprecation. 
“ But they shall not take me easily. My pistols! ha! they have 
been removed! The landlord, then, is our betrayer.

“ He is,” replied Randulph. “ Your only chance of escape is 
apparent unconsciousness of the design. You might, perhaps,
make good your own retreat—but the others ”

“ I will never desert thcm,” said Firebras. “ There is a boat 
at hand, for I ordered Jacob Post to be in waiting for you ofl 
the summer-house for anolher purpose, and 1 eaught a glimpse 
of him just now. Ha! here come our friends.”

And as he spoke, Sir Norfolk Salusbury, Sir Bulkeley Price, 
Falher Verselyn, Mr. Travers, and four or live other gentlemen, 
entered the room.

“ Leave us, landlord,” said Firebras; “ we will call you when
we want you.”

And the order being obeyed, he bolted the door.
“ W e are betrayed, gentlemen,” said Firebras, in a low tone ; 

“ the house is surrounded by guards, and our retreat is cut off 
by the river.”

As the words wereuttered, the door was triedby someper- 
sons without, who, iinding it fastened, proceeded to burst it 
open.

“ To the garden! to the garden!” cried Firebras.
And the party made for the window. Before, however, the



whole ofthem could pass through it, theoíficer and a party of 
grenadiers burst open the door, and endeavoured to seize them. 
Firebras and the others, with the exception of Randulph, drew 
their swords, and the next instant, an encounter took plaee. But 
as all was buried in darkness, little mischief was done.

In spiteof theefforts of the soldiers to prevent them, five or 
six of the Jacobites contrived to get across the ditch, and gain- 
ingthe mill, took shelter within it. They were followed bv a 
party of grenadiers, who fired a few shots at them. Whether 
the circumstance was the resuit of accident or design is immate­
rial, but a few minutes afterwards the mill was found to be on 
fire. blames burst from the upper Windows, throwing a fierce 
glare on the groups below, and brightly illumining the towers of 
Westminster Abbey.

Repeated Ioud explosions were next heard, threatening each 
moment to shake the mill to pieces •, while some of the unfor- 
tunate Jacobites were seen springing from a side window upon 
the water-wheel, and trying to descend by it. Two others, at the 
risk of breaking their necks, dropped from a window facing the 
river, and endeavoured to gain the vessel moored beside it. The 
fugitives on the water-wheel were held in check by a party of 
grenadiers, who, having thrown a couple of planks over the 
little stream, were enabled to reach them.

Meanwhile, favoured by the previous darkness, for all was 
now bright as day, Firebras, Salusbury, and the rest of the Ja­
cobites, had ma de good their retreat as far as the summer-house. 
Some 01 them even managed to force their way to the platform. 
Here a desperate struggle took place, in which Sir Norfolk was 
severeiy wounded in the side by a bavonet.

By this time, (ho fire had broken out in the mill, and its glare 
shewed Jacob at a little distance in a skiíF. Notwithstanding the 
menaces of the soldiers, who pointed their guns at him, and 
tbrealened to fire if he approached nearer, Jacob pushed reso- 
lutely towards the summerhouse. He was now close under the 
platform, and madesigns to Randulph to descend, butlhelatter 
would not desert Sir Norfolk, who had becn seized by a couple 
of grenadiers. He threw himself upon the old baronet’s captors, 
and in the struggle that ensued, the railinggave way, precipita- 
ting Sir Bulkeley Price, the Jesuit, and the grenadiers, into the 
tide. Before the other soldiers had recovered from their sur- 
priseat this occurrence, Randulph had lowered Sir Norfolk into 
the skiff, and sprang in after him.

Jacob’s eflorts to push off were impeded by Sir Bulkeley 
Price, who clung to the stern of the skiff, earnestly imploring 
them to take him in. Father Verselyn caught hold of the steps, 
and apprehensive of some further disaster, crept along the side



of the summer-house, and took refuge in a small sewer, in the 
slime of which it is supposed he perished, for he was never heard 
of more.

Meanwhile, Cordwell Firebras—engaged hand to hand with 
the oflicer, who, having vainlv summoned him to surrender, 
attacked him in person—had reached the platform. Seeing es- 
cape impossible, Firebras, wliile defending himself against the 
oflicer, called toRandulph, whom he descried below, and held 
out the packet to him. The latter ordered Jacob to keep the 
skiff sleady, and to bring it as near the combatants as possible.

While Jacob obeyed the injunction, a successful thrust from 
Firebras strelched bis adversary upon the platform, but the next 
moment he received bis own death-wound from Long Tom, 
who stepped forward, as bis oflicer feil, and discharged bis mus- 
ket into bis breast.

With a dving effort, Firebras stretched his hand over the rail, 
and, consigning the packet to Randulph, feil backwards into the 
water.

Possessed of the packet, Randulph turnéd to the aid of Sir 
Bulkeley Price, and pulling him into the skiff, Jacob instantly 
puslied off. Assisted by the stream, which ran very strong, they 
soon got under the sides of the vessel near the mill, and were 
sheltered from the fire of the soldiery.

Meanwhile, the conflagration raged fast and furiously, and 
before the skiff containing the fugitives had got half way to 
Westminster bridge, a tremendous explosion took place, Scat­
tering the blazing fragments of the old mill far and wide into the 
riyer.

CHAPTER XVII.

IN  W H IC H  T IIE  W E D D IN G  DAT' IS  F IX E D .

A b o u t  three months after the events detailed in the preced- 
-ing chapter, a family party were assembled in the dining-room 
of the house at Lambeth, consisting of Abel, Trussell, Mrs. 
Crewr, and Hilda. The latter was dressed in decp mourning, 
and had a shade of melancholy on her countenance, which ra- 
ther added to her beauty than detracted from it. Shc sat near 
Abel Beechcroft, who regarded her with paternal affection, and 
whose features, having lost their somewhat cynical and satui- 
nine cast, now expressed only bcneYolence and kindliness. Al-



ways piacid and composed, Mrs. Crew Iooked more cheerful 
than before; and Trussell, who, indeed, was rarely out of hu- 
mour, appeared in tip-top spirits. In short, a happier party ne- 
ver met together. Nor did their attendant, Mr. Jukes, appear a 
whit less contented.

“ Well, my dear niece,” said Trussell,—“ for so I sball make 
bold to call you, in anticipation of our intended relalionship,— 
we shall certainly have Randulph back to-day.”

“ Thismorning, do you think?” she rejoined.
“ Why, no, possibly not tili evening,” said Trussell. “ Ah, 

s ir !” headded, lo Abel, “ how different our nephew’s present 
journey from Cheshire is írom the last. Then he came with 
very litlle money in bis pocket, and verv little prospect of 
getting any—deprived of bis inheritance, and with no apparent 
prospect of its reslitution. Now he arrivcs a weallhy man, 
with a prospect of such happincss before bim as a king might 
onvy! ”

“ It’s a story to write in a book,” said Mr. Jukes, rubbing his 
eyes.

“ I fear the two months during which llandulph has been ab­
sent, must have passed very slowly over your head, Hilda?” 
observed Abel. “ I may ask you the question now tliat we 
shall so soon have him with ns again.”

“ To say that I have not feit his absence, and wished for his 
return, wouldnot be to speak the truth, sir,” she replied; “ but 
it would be equally untrue lo say that I have not been happier 
during the period you mention than I ever was in my life. 
How, indeed, could it be otherwise, when I have experienced 
so much attention from you, from your brother, and from Mrs. 
Crew?

“ Tm sure there is nothing we wouldn’t do to make you 
happy,” said Mrs. Crew.

“ Nothing!” cried Mr. Jukes, emphalically—“ nothing wc 
wouldn’t do.”

“ I bég pardon, Mr. Jukes,” said Ililda; “ I ought to have 
included you in the list of my kind friends.”

“ You make me proud to hear you say so,” replied Mr. Jukes. 
411 told my master, long before things came to this, that nothing 
would make me so happy as to see you in this house, married 
to Mr. Randulph, And I told him also that we would have one 
of the upper rooms turnéd intő a nursery, and that he should 
sit in an easy chair, nursing a little Randulph, or a little Abel, 
asthe case may be, with a Miss Hilda, or a Miss Sophia playing 
heside him. Didn’t I teli you that, sir?”

“ You did you did,” replied Abel hastily.
4t Get me some usquebaugh. Mr. Jukes,” said Trussell, who



almost choked himself with laughing at the butler’s speech, 
while Hilda was covered with blushes, and Mrs. Crew looked 
a little confused.

The order was promptly obeyed, and Trussell, as be raised 
the glass to bis lips, said, “ M ayl live to see the realization of 
Mr. Jukes’s w ish!”

“ Imust drink that toast myself,” said the buller, retiring to 
the sideboard.

“ By the bye, Ililda,” said Trussell, laughing, “ I haven’t told 
you what has become of your disconsolate suitor, Beau Yilliers, 
who wouldn’t he content tili you had refused him half a dozen 
times? Disappointed in bis hope of obtaining you, or rather 
your fortune, he laid siege to Lady Spinke, and bas eloped with 
her to Paris!”

“ A proper consummation to bis folly,” observed Abel.
“ But the best is to come,” pursued Trussell. “ Sir Single- 

ton’s marriage, as you knovv, took place at the Fleet, and not 
having the fear of eourts of law before bis eyes, nor thinking it 
necessary to get a divorce, the old beau is aclually going to 
marry again. And this time his choice has fallen upon—whom 
do you think?—Lady Brabazon!”

“ l ’m glad that odious woman’s got rid of, in any way,” said 
Mrs. Crew. “ I never could endure her.”

“ By the bye, Mr. Jukes,” said Trussell, laughing to himself 
at bis sister’s vivacity, “ I never heard what became of your 
nephew, Mr. Cripps?”

“ Fm happy to say he’s a reformod character, sir,” replied the 
butler. “ He was mixed up in somé way or other, I don’t know 
how, with that Jacobite disturbance, where Mr. Cordwell Fire- 
bras met his dealh, and receivcd a very awkward wound, which 
pút him in danger of his life. Since then, he has become quite 
an altered person, and neither drinks, games, nor dresses, as 
he used to do. He’s at present living with a very quiet family in 
Abingdon-street; and, as far as I can learn, is doing his duty.” 

“ l ’m glad lo hear it,” said Ábel •, “ and since that is the case, 
TU take care you shan’t lose the twenty guineas you werc fool- 
ish enough to lend him.”

Mr. Jukes made a suitable acknowledgment.
The breakfast things were taken away, but the party were 

stili chatling over the table, when the door suddenly opened, 
and Randulph rushed intő the room. He was in his travelling 
atlire, and though somcwhat embrowned, looked handsomer, 
Hilda thought, than she had ever seen him—except on the occa- 
sion of his ÍIrst visít to her father’s house. He was followed by 
Jacob Post, who had attended him in his journey, and who 
shook hands hearlily with Mr. Jukes.



Hilda, who liad risen at Randulph’s approach, was instantly 
locked in his embrace. The lears started to Abel’s eyes as he 
regarded the meeting of the young couple 5 I\Irs. Crew gazed at 
them with fond delight; but Trussell, who was not quite so 
much interested in lovers’ meetings, availed himself of the 
opportunity of taking a pinch of snutf.

“ Well, you’re looking vastly well, Randulph, I must say,” 
observed Trussell, after his nephew’s affectionate greetings had 
gone all round. “ I don’t think the country has disagreed with 
you.”

“ ít is the quiet life he has led there, brother, and the early 
hours he has kept, thathave agreed with him,” observed Abel.

“ You are right, uncle,” replied Randulph, “ and I am now 
quite convinced, from the experiment I have just made, that a 
quiet life is more to my taste than a gay one.”

“ I am glad to hear you say so !” cried Abel.
Trussell made no remark, but he slightly shrugged his 

shoulders, and took an inordinate pinch of snufT.
“ You don’t believe me, I see, uncle,” said Randulph, laugh- 

ing. “ But I assure you it is the case. And I haye no .doubt I 
shall bring you to my opinion, when I get you down to Che- 
shire.”

“ When you do get me there, I’ve no doubt you will,” 
replied Trussell, somewhat drily. “ Town agrees with me 
periectly. Every one to his taste.”

“ And your tenants were glad to see you, Randulph, I am 
sure?” said his mother, taking his hand.

“ They were, indeed,” replied Randulph; “ and I never ex- 
perienced greater gratification than when they were collected 
in the old hall, and I told them I was once more their landlord. 
Their shouts made the rafters ring again. They all wish to see 
their mistress that is to be,” he continued, gazing tenderly at 
Hilda.

“ And I see not why their satisfaction should be delayed,” 
replied Abel. “ The considerations of decorum that apply to 
others do not apply to Hilda. So much of her life has been passed 
in self-sacrificeand trouble, that tbc sooner she is recompensed 
for it, the better.”

“ The best thing we can do is to leave the young people alone 
together to fix the day,” said Trussell. “ Make it as early as you 
can Randulph ; and notwithstanding the objections I raiscd to 
the country just now, I shall be happy to spend a month or 
two with you at Crew Hall, wheriever you choose to invite me.” 

“ The house will always bc your home, my dear uncle,” said 
Randulph. “ No one will be more welcome.”

Acíing upon TrusseU’s hint, the others then withdrew.



Though Randulph liad a thousand things lo say to Hilda, he 
could recollect none of them, hut perhaps the expressions of 
rapturous devotion he was able to utter, were fully as agreeable 
to bis listener’s ear as any other kind of discourse he might have 
adopted.

Thus more than half an hour passed away so swiftly, so delight- 
fully, that the lovers did not know they had been alone many 
minutes when they were interrupled by a discreet tap at the 
door.

“ Come in,” said Randulph.
“ Bég pardon,” said Mr. Jukes, cautiously obeying the sum- 

mons, “ butMiss Thomasine Deacle is without, and wishes to 
speak lo Miss Scarve.”

“ Willi m e!” exclaimed Hilda, in surprise.
“ I told her you were engaged with Mr. Randulph—par- 

tieularly engaged,” replied the buller; “ but she said she didn’t 
mind that. She wants lo see you on a matter material to her 
happiness.”

“ She is a stränge creature,” said Hilda, smiling at the re- 
collection of her former interview with her. “ I dare say she 
wants to teil me something about Peter Pokerich.”

“ Very likely,” said the butler, “ fór he is with her.”
“ Well, let them come in,” replied Hilda.
And the next moment, the fair Thomasine and the litlle 

barber were ushered into the room.
“ I trust you will excuse this intrusion, Miss Scarve,” said 

the fair Thomasine, who was a little disposed lo be in heröics*, 
“ but I have a favour to beg of you. You are aware of the ad- 
miration I have always entertained for you—of the devotion I
have feit towards you ”

“T am quile sensible of both,” inlerrupted Hilda, smilirg; 
“ but the favour?”

“ After all, rny heart fails me—I cannot ask it,” said the fair 
Thomasine, turning away in confusion.

“ Pli teil you what it is,” interposed Peter 5 “ she declares 
she’U never have me, unless we’re married on the same day as 
you and Mr. Randulph.”

“ On the same day, and at the same church,” said the fair 
Thomasine, exhibiting a face likea blush rose. “ '1 he favour I 
wished to ask you, wasyour consent to this arrangement. Peter 
met Mr. Randulph and Jacob Crossing Westminster Bridge on 
their return from Cheshire this morning, and we thought we 
had better lose no time in making the request.”

“ My consent was scarccly required,” said Ililda  ̂ u but as 
soon as the day is fixed, you shall know it.”



“ I hope it will be soon!” cried Peter; “ Pm tired of being 
put off so offen.”

“ It would ill become me to exhibit any impatience,” said the 
fair Thomasine, casting down her eyes.

“ I sympathize vvith their Situation, Hilda,” said Randulpb, 
taking her band. “ Can we not give them an answer now ? To­
day is Thursday. Let it be Monday next.”

“ Ob, yes, Monday, by all means ! ” cried Peter, jumping into 
the air, and clappirig bis liands.

“ I. dare not urge Miss Scarve to greater expedition,” said the
fairThomasiffe, still looking down ; “ but ”

“ Your answer! ” cried Peter, throwing bimself on bis knees 
before Hilda.

“ Yes, your answer!” cried the fair Thomasine, kneeling 
down beside Peter.

“ You cannot resist thcse entreaties, Hilda ? ” said Randulpb 
smiling.

“ Icannot, indeed,” shereplied. “ Be it as youpropose.”
“ Our marriage will takc place on Monday,” said Randulpb ; 

“ and we shall be united at the parish cburch at Lambeth.”
“ llow  cbarming ! ” cried Peter, rising, and assisting the. fair 

Thomasine to her feet. “ We can go there in a boat. Wont 
that be,delightful?”

“ J sh all never forget this Obligation, Miss Scarve,” said the 
fair Thomasine, taking Hilda’s band, and pressing it to her lips; 
“ and may the day you have fixed be productive of happiness 
to both of u s ! W e deserve to be rewarded for the troubles we 
have experienccd.”

And dropping a low courtesy to Randulph, she took her de- 
parture with Peter, who skipped out of the room, scarcely able 
to contain himself for joy.

CHAPTER XVIII.

DETAILING AK EVENT WHICH MAY POSSIBLY HAVE BEEN ANTICIPATED FROM 

TUE PRECED1NG CHAPTER.

W e shall hurry over the intervening period as rapidly as the 
lovers themselves would have hurried it over, and proceed at 
once to the wished-for day.

A little before nine o’clock, on this eventful morning, Ran­
dulph, who had taken up his quarters with Sir Bulkeley Price, 
n Saint James’s Square, entered the breakfast room, arrayed in



liis bridal attirc, which had been prepared for bim by the skil- 
ful hands of Desmartins. He found Sir Bulkeley Price and Sir 
Norfolk Salusbury at the table—the latter having come up 
írom Wales, whither he had retired to recruit himself after his 
wound, expressly to attend the ceremony. After receiving their 
congratulations, Randulph sat down with them, bat as he could 
only swallow a cup of chocolate, he underwent much rallying 
ori his want of appetite.

Breakfast over, the parly drove to Whitehall Stairs, where a 
six-oared bärge was in readiness to convey them across the 
river. Jacob Post was appointed coxswain of this bärge, and 
he wore a waterman’s coat of scarlet clolh, and velvet jockey- 
shaped cap of the same colour. The six rowers were attired in 
the same livery, and presented a very gay appearance.

The morning was bright and beautiful, and everything seem- 
ed to Randulph to participate in his happiness. Each boat that 
passed them, seeing the purpose on which they were bent, 
cheered them cordially, and Jacob, who was greatly elated, 
returned their greeting lustily.

As they passed through Westminster Bridge, and shaped their 
rapid course to Lambeth, they passed a boat containing a couple 
in bridal attire, and rowed by watermen with favours in their 
caps. These were Mr. Rathbone and Airs. Weltleship, who, 
having made a composition with their creditors, had come to 
the conclusion that the best thing they could do would be to 
fulfil their original agreement, and having heard that Randulph 
and Hilda were to be united at Lambeth, they determined, like 
Peter Pokerich and the fair Thomasine, to be married at the 
same time, and at the same church. The boats cheered each 
other as they passed.

Shortly after this, they came up with afour-oared cutler, in 
which was a still more gaily dressed bridal party, consisting of 
Mr. and Mrs. Deacle, the fair Thomasine, and Peter Pokerich. 
The sunny tresses, bright eyes, and dimpling cheeks of the 
bride, attracted Sir Bulkeley’s admiration, and he called out to 
Peter that he ought to consider himself a very happy man; to 
which the little barber replied, “ that he was the happiest man 
in the world—Air. Crew excepted.”

Another cheering passed between the rowers; and Randulph’s 
bärge swept over the sparkling waters to the stairs near Lam­
beth Palace, where he and his companions disembarked.

As Abel Beechcroft was extremeiy well known and highlv 
respected in the neighbourhood, great preparations were made 
to Iend éclat to his nephew’s wedding. A band of inusic was 
stationed on a lightcr moored near the stairs; and the lightcr 
itself was hung all over with flags and streamers. The band



was playing, thc bells ringing, and as Randulph lcapcd ashore, 
a Ioud shout from the crovvd collccted to see him land, welcomed 
him, while many flattering commcnts, in 110 vcry low key, were 
niade upon his handsome appearance by the female part of the 
assemblage. In passing towards his uncle’s residence, Randulph 
noticcd with interest a troop of pretty littlc girls with wreaths 
round their heads, and baskets of ilowers in their hands, Stand­
ing in the path leading to the church.

The party were admilled by Mr. Jukes, whose portly figure 
was well displayed in an expensive snowy waistcoat, a brown 
coat, spick and span new for the occasion, and a well-powdered 
bobwig. The worthy butler gave Randulph a hearty welcome, 
and wished him many years of happiness, and having ushered 
him and the others into the parlour, returned to the hall to 
Jacob, to give him wedding favours for hiinself and the watermen. 
which the other hastened to distribute.

The meeting between the young bride and bridegroom was 
full ofagitateddelight. Abel looked perfeclly happy, but thought- 
ful, as did Mrs. Crew, whose emotion found relief in an occa- 
sional sigh—not the sigh of misgiving, but the relief of a joy- 
oppressed heart. Trussell was, as usual, in very high spirits. He 
shook Randulph heartily by the band, wished him all sorts of 
happiness, and then cordially greeted the Welsh baroneis. 
Resides Mrs. Clinton, there was another young lady present, the 
daughter of an old friend of Mrs. Crew’s, a Miss Wilbraham, 
who acted as bridesmaid to Hilda.

Soon afterwards, all being declared in readiness, the bride 
preparcd to set forth under the care of Abel Beechcroft, who, 
before they quitted the house, in an earnest tone invoked a 
blessing 011 her head and on that of his nephew. And both feit 
that thc blessing of so good a man would not bc thrown 
away I

Cheered by the good wishes and smiling countenances of the 
groups through which they passed, and enlivened by the sun- 
shine, the party entered the church. Peter Pokerich and the 
fair Thomasine, with Mr. Rathbone and Mrs. Nettleship, were 
already standing beside thc altar. The young couple advanced, 
and took the central placc, and the church was instantly crowded 
with spectators.

The service was admirably performed by a venerable clergy- 
man—an old and valued friend of Abel’s,—and atits close, the 
concourse issued from the church, dividing into two linesso as 
to allow a passage for the wedding train. As soon as the happy 
couple were seen issuing hand in hand from the Cothic portal 
of the old church, a loud and joyous shout was raised by thc



asscmblagc, a couplc of guns were fired on board the lightcr, 
and the church bells rang forth a joyous peal.

It was a heart-cheering sight, and many a breast tbrobbed,— 
and many an eye grew moist at beholding it. And plenty of 
spectators there were. The whole of the area before the church 
was füled, and the Windows and towersof the old arehiepiscopal 
palace were studded with faces. The little flower girls now step- 
ped forward, and strewed their fragrant offerings in the path 
of the happy pair, who walked on amid the continued cheers of 
the bvstanders.

A little behindTlandulph, on the right, walked Trussell, who, 
excited by the general enthusiasm, had placed his hat on his 
cane, and waved it to the crowd. Near him came Abel and 
Miss Wilbraham, the former with a glowing smile on his 
countenance, such as Mr. Jukes himself never remembered to 
have witnessed. After them walked Sir Norfolk Salusbury and 
Mrs. Crew.

Next in order came Mr. and Mrs. Pokerich, the latter of 
whom thought it decorous to turn aside her pretty face from 
the ardent gaze of her enamoured little lord. Lastly, came Mr. 
and Mrs. Rathbone, whose appearance did notseem greatly to 
interest the spectators. Sir Bulkeley Price hadposted himself on 
the left of the church door, to watch the wedding train pass by, 
and to wait the coming forth of the clergyman.

As Itandulph advanced through the crowd, Jacob Post step- 
ped forward, and holding out his rough, honest hand to him, 
said in a voice the sincerity of which could not be doubted,—

“ God bless you, sir, and your lovely bride, and may you 
kuow years of uninterrupted happiness! ”

“ And take my blessing, too,” said Mr. Jukes, likcwisc 
extending his hand. “ An old man’s good wishes, though hebe 
but a dependent, can do no harm.”

“ I thank you both!” cried Randulph, in a voice of emotion, 
“ and my wife thanks you too.”

“ I do—I do,” she replied 5 “ nor do I doubt the fulfilment of 
your wishes.”

And as she uttered these words, loud and deafening cheers 
rent the air, and another discharge of guns took place.

In this way, they proceeded to the house, where they were 
followed by the rest of the party, and presently afterwards by 
the clergyman and Sir Bulkeley. They all then sat down to an 
excellent repast.

By desire of his hospitable master, Mr. Jpkes invited the other 
couples and their friends to take refreslime'nls at his housc 
which, as they delightcdly availed themselves of the ofFer, were 
scrved to them in the summer-house overlooking the river;



where, while enjoying themselves, they did not forget to drink 
long life and happiness to Randulph and his bride.

The honeymoon—all the rest of their life was a honeymoon 
—was passed by the happy couple, in good old-fashioned style, 
at Lambeth. They then proceeded to Cheshire, accompanied 
by Trussell and Mrs. Crew, and were soon afterwards followed 
by Abel, who passed the winter with them.

In due time, the prognostications of Mr. Jukes were fulfilled, 
and Abel displayed no objection to the endearments of two 
great-nieces, and a great-nephew.

Appointed Randulph’s head-gamekeeper, Jacob Post passed 
the remainder of his days in the service of his new master.

Of the two brothers Beechcroft, Abel was the first to pay the 
debt of nature, Trussell surviving him two or threeyears, during 
which he was a great martyr to gout. He never, however, lost 
his temper, except when young Master Randulph accidentally 
trod on his toe, and then he would swear a round oatb, to 
frighten him, and try to hit at him with his stick, as testy old 
genfiemen are wont to do in plays.

Randulph and Hilda almost touched the verge of the present 
Century 5 and from the anecdotes of one of their descendants, 
in the third generálion, the materials of the present Tale have 
been collected.
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L.-F. M o r a t i n ,  M u s s o  y  V a l i e n t e ,  M.-F. d e  N a v a r e t t e ,  A. d e  O l i v a n ,  J.-F. P a c h e c o ,  N. D i a z  
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TESOítO D E L  T M T R O  ESPANOL
DESDE SU ORÍGEN (  ANO DE 1356) IIASTA NUESTROS DIAS.

ARREGLADO Y DIVIDIDO EN CUATRO PARTES 
P O R  D O N  E U G E N I O  D E  O C IIO A .

5 gros volumes in-8°,cnsem ble de 3 ,i0 0  pages a deux colonnes, contenant la m atiérede 25voIumrs
ordinaires, avec les portraits de Lope de R ueda, Lope de V ega, Calderon de la Barca , M oreto,
Moratin et Martinez de la Piosa , 50 fr. Chaque volum e se vend séparém ent.
T o m o  P h i m e r o .  —  O r í g e n e s  d é l  T e a t r o  E s p a n o l ,  p o r  D o n  L. F. d e  M o r a t i n . —  Noticia de so 

vida y escritos.—Prólogo.—D iscurso histórico.—Catalogo historico y critico.—PIEZAS DRAMA TICAS
ANTERIORES A LOPE DE VEGA. R o d r i g o  d e  C o t a .— Dialogo,— J u a n  ü f . l a  E n c i n a ,— Egloga.-
A n ó n i m o . — Ecloga. B a r t o l o m e  d e  T o r r e s  N á i i a r r o . -Comedia Himenea.—L o p e  d e  R u e d a .—
La Carátula.— El Rufian cobarde. — Eufemia.—El C o n v i d a d o .  — Las A c e i t u n a s . — Los Lr.ganos.
Cornudo y Contento.—Pagar y no pagar.—Prendas de amor. A l o n s o  d e  l a  v e g a .— Amor ven-
gado. J u a n  d e  T i m o n e d a .—Los Ciegos y el Mozo.—Los Menemnos. R o d r i g o  C o t a  y P e r n a n d o

R o j a s .—Celestina. G i l  V i g e n t e .—Escena primera de la comedia de Rubena.—EI \ iudo.—Auto pas-
toril dei Nacimiento.------ J u a n  d e  l a  C u e v a .— El Saco de Roma.—EI Infamador. - J o a q u i n  R o m e r o  d i .
C e p e d a . - -Comedia Salvage.—Comedia llamada Mctamorfosea. J e r ó n i m o  B e r m u d e z ,  eonocido por cl
nombre de A n t o n i o  d e  S i l v a .—Nise lastimosa.—Nise laureada.---- T a r r a g a . — La Enemiga favorable.
■-----A g u i l a r .—EI Mercader amante. G u i l l e n  d e  C a s t r o . — L o s  Mal Casados de Valencia.—M i g u e l  d k

C e r v a n t e s .—Numancia.—La Entretenida.—La Guarda cuidadosa.—Los dós Habladores. L u p e r c i o

L e o n a r d o  d e  A r g e n s o l a .—Isabela.—D o n  A l f o n s o  V e l a z q u e z  d e  V e l a s c o .—El Zeloso. 1 vol. 8 y o . 10 fr.
T o m o  S e g c n d o — L o p e  F e l i x  d e  V e g a C a r p i o .—Advertencia dél editor.—Noticia de su vida.—Los 

Milagros dél desprecio.—La Esclava de su galan.—El Premio dél bien hablar.—El Mavor Imposible.—La 
Hermosa Fea.—Por la puente, Juana.—Al Pasar dél arroyo.—El Perro dél hortelano.—Las Flores de 
D. Juan, y Rico y Pobre trocados.—;Si no vieran las m ugeres!—La Boba para los otros, v discreta para 
sí.—Las Bizarrías de Belisa.—Lo oue ha de ser.—El Molino.—La Dama melindrosa.—Los I.ocos de \ a -  
lencia.—El Honrado Hermano.—El Acero de Madrid.—El Nuevo Mundo, descubierto por Cristoval Co­
lon.—Los Enredos de Celauro. 1 vol. 8vo. 10 fr.

T o m o  T e r c e r o . — C a l d e r o n .—Resúmen de su vida y exámcn de los diferentes géneros de sus com- 
posiciones.—La Vida es Sueno.—Casa con dos puertas.—La Devocion de la Cruz.—El Médico de su honra. 
—Maííanas de Abrit y Mayo.—A secreto agravio, secreta venganza.—La Cisma de Inglaterra.— Dicha y 
desdicha dél nombre.'— El mayor monstruo los zelos. — El Jardin de Falerina. — Agradecer y no amar. 
— El Alcalde de Zalamea.— El Josef de las mugeres.— Fieras afemina amor. — Las Armas de la Hermo- 
sura.—El Mágico prodigioso.—Los dos Amantes dél cielo.—Duelos de Amor y Lealtad.— No siempre lo 
peor es cierto.— La Nifía de Gomez Arias.— Hado y divisa de Leonido y Martisa.— Los au tós sár r amen -  
tales de — La Cena de Baltasar. — La Nave det mercader. — La Primer Flor dei Carmelo. — La v ma di l 
Senor. 1 vol. 8vo. 12 fr.

T o m o  C d a r t o . — Discurso prelím inar. T i r s o  d f . M o l i n a .— La Prudencia en la m uger. Don G.l
de las Calzas verdes.—El Burlador de Sevilla.—Marta la Piadosa.----- M i r a  d e  M e s c u a . — Galan, valietríe
v discreto.------ M o n t a l v a n .— No hay vida coino la honra.—La Toquera vizeaina.—G u e v a r a .— Reinar
despues de m orir. M o r e t o .—El D esdcn con el d esden .—El Ricohombre de Alcala. El Lindo Don
D icgo. Rojas.—Garcia dél Castaiíar.—Donde hay agravios no hay ze los.—L R ^ .^ ^ b o s  anda e í juego.
— - Á l a r c o n .—La Verdad sospechosa.—Ganar amigos.—Las Paredesoyen.—El íejedor de segovia, la v 
2a parte. M a t o s  F r a g o s o . — Lorenzo me llamo.—La Dicha por el desprecio. 1 vol. 8vo: i o  Ír.

T o m o  Q u i n t o  —D iscurso prelim inar. D i a m a n t e . —El H onradordesu padre. L a  IIoz.—El Cas­
tigo de la m iseria. B e l m o n t e .—El Diablo predicador. F e l i p e  IV.—El Conde de Sex. L f. i b a .
Cuando no se aguarda, y Principe tonto. C u b i l l o .— LasMufiecas de Marcela. F i g c e r o a .— Pobreza.
Ainor y Fortuna.—Z a r a t e . — Mudarse por mejorarse. C a n d a m o . — Por su Rey v por su Dama. S<>-
l i s .—EjI Amor al u so . Z a m o r a . — El Heciiizado por fuerza. C a ű i z a r e s . — El Domine L ucas.-E l
Picarillo en Espáfia. J o v e l i . a n o s . — El Delincuente honrado. H u e r t a . — La Raijue’  D o n  K a m u n

d e  l a  C r u z . — Eí Manolo.------C i e n f u e g o s .— Zoraida.------ M o r a t i n . — El Si de  las IS inas. —  Q u i n t a n a . -
Pelayo. M a r t i n e z  d e l a R o s a .— LaNifiaen casa. G o r o s t i z a . — Indulgencia pan todos B r e t o n

d e  l o s  H e r r e r o s . — Mucrete y verús. 1 vol. 8vo. 10 fr.________________ ____










