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 BOOK THE FIRST.
 

 CHAPTER I.
  NUMBER THE SEVENTH.


 Ackney cab 7777 had been called off half a dozen different stands, and all the drivers in London were in a commotion.


 There was no such number. The man who called accordingly shook his head, and walked moodily away.


 He was tall, thin, and gentlemanly in appearance, though his clothes, good in themselves, had seen some days of hard and recklesa service, as if he had slept out in markets, in night coffee-houses, or some other of the haunts which London provides for vice and crime, and which sometimes are used by the unfortunate. His beard of about a week’s growth, the sallowness of his linen, the unwashed and clammy state of his hands and face, with the remnants of so much that was refined and elegant about him, proclaimed that his present condition had not been of more than seven days’ duration, but in that seven days much had been done.


 He could not be poor.


 A gold watch and appendages, a sparkling diamond ring, with other signs of one well to do in the world, marked that some sudden blow had plunged him into his present position; some affliction of mind, some grief, some burning sorrow. It was written in the blood-shot eye, in the haggard cheek, in the vacant stare, occasional, it is true, but existent, of a really intellectual countenance; in the premature stoop, in the glance of horror and fear with which his stolen looks crept round, and sought ont each dark corner of street and bye-way. Either that man had done murder, or worse than murder had been done upon him.


 We have said he was not poor.


 He could scarcely have been, for an event had happened to him that showed him not to know temptation, where a poor man might have been excused for at least feeling it.


 During his night-wanderings in search, it appeared, of absence from thought, rather than any abstract object, he had somehow or other reached the gate of St. John, Clerkenwell, that, on hospitable thoughts intent, incited all comers to enter within its colossal dimensions. Pausing to think whether he should go in or not, his foot kicked against something on the ground.


 It was a purse.


 He raised it to the light which streamed from the tavern window. It was a coarse and common article; but though not very heavy, full at both ends. <A portion of its contents were evidently paper; and in the hope of finding an owner’s name, he opened it. It contained two pounds, as many shillings, some half-pence, half a dozen pawnbrokers’ duplicates, the sum of whose value amounted to a trifle more than the money contained in the purse.


 All the tickets day.:


 The man’s brow contracted, and he thrust the whole angrily into his pocket, as if some disagreeable but necessary duty had been imposed upon him. This done, he leaned back against the wall, somewhat in the shade, as motionless and still as the ancient gate itself. His ordinary scowl became still blacker than it was wont, and he seemed impatiently to await the course of events.


 Hundreds passed, and his eyes keenly fixed upon, studied their countenances, with an anxious though angry scrutiny, and yet moved he not.


 The hours waned, the earlier shops begun to close their doors and, shutters; the tide of population diminished, and all without became gradually as still, perhaps, as when in 1100 the priory whose ancient but desecrated gate he leaned against, had been founded by worthy Jordan Briset, and Muriel, his wife; and still he moved not.


 It was night. All the shops were closed; the rioters even from the taproom and parlour had sallied forth in search of home and slumber, and admonitory lectures, shrilly administered; and still he moved not.


 He seemed now in his element, for he was alone, and his brow gradually unbent. It was a dark and gloomy midnight, so that, despite the lamps, which brilliantly illumined some spots, leaving others more deeply and markedly in the shade, he stood within a black and unseen nook. Several drowsy watchmen passed, and marked him not, for they were upon other thoughts bent—upon the end of their allotted duty, and upon the hour when a warm and snug bed should reward their toil.


 And night, what is it? Twelve hours, more or less, of veiled light on earth, fourteen days within the lunar sphere, five in Jupiter? No; it is a time when nature seeks for rest from the heat, turmoil, and bustle of life, in miniature and feigned death, and when men should do the same, but which is made the time for folly, sin, and iniquity, to have its run. During the day the busy hum of man is heard in his honester and more open walks of work; at night, forth comes another population, consisting in part of the same individuals, but in search of another sphere of occupation, pleasure, partly innocent, but oftener guilty.


 Who comes now, silent and sad along the deserted streets?


 It is a man and his wife. They are hand in hand; they clutch one another’s fingers, as if in agony. Their steps are wavering an uncertain, and as they come beneath the arch their conversation is very distinctly heard.


 »Oh, Harry!« said the woman, »if you would but scold me, reproach me, I should be glad. It was such a blow. Our babes starving at home.«


 »Hush, Editha«, replied the man, pausing as if to obtain momentary shelter, and to gaze upon her face by the light of the public-house lamp.


 »Yes, I will have you scold me. Your ailent kindness goes to my heart, and I must have you angry. Our children starving at home, our goods threatened with seizure in the morning, you gave up the very tools— your brush, your easel, your canvas, to me to pledge. I pledged them, and while you are gone to seek work, in confidence that I am ministering to the wants of your babes at home, I lose all, and you return to find me vainly weeping by my children, whom hunger and cold had numbed to asleep. I could go mad.«


 »Editha, it was but your eagerness to rejoin our innocents.«


 »But how could I lose it, my God?«


 »It is not lost«, said the deep and hollow voice of the stranger, flinging the purse upon the ground at their feet. »Be more careful next time, for you have made me wait here six hours.«


 »Stay!" cried the husband.


 But he was gone; in their confusion and Joy, they scarce knew how.


 »Come, come, Harry. God is good; let us hasten to our babes.«


 »But, child, this purse is full of gold.«


 »Full of gold?«


 »Yes, Editha, as full as it can hold, and the tickets are gone.«


 »Some rich good man must have found them. But come, our babes are still a hungered.«


 And thanking heaven and their unknown benefactor, they hastened to an eating-house hear a hackney stand; and in a few minutes more, in their humble lodging, surrounded by their children, who ate ravenously, the Poor artist and his wife, full of thankfulness and joy, were eating the first food they had tasted for many hours, for they had starved themselves to feed their babes.


 Next day they received, by a strange porter, the whole of the things they had pledged on the previous night.


 »                   »
»


 It was the very next day after this singular adventure that in a certain region of the Borough, narrow, of secondary character, where good and bad houses, ancient mansions and hucksters’ shops jostle each other with impudent familiarity; where, between a venerable but dilapidated building, full of associations of other days, and a half modern erection, there starts you forth a prim and cockney dwelling, with brass plate upon the door.


 With this house, brass plate and all, it is that we now have business.


 On the plate could be read in very distinct and legible characters, the words, »Mr. Theophilus Smith, auctioneer and house agent.«


 We will enter. Ina small parlour, behind which was his office, we shall find Mr. Theophilus Smith indulging in the luxury of a late and bachelor breakfast, for Mr. Theophilus, though often thinking that he had reached a period when matrimony might be both convenient and desirable—he was fifty had never ventured any further on the road than to indulge in this opinion.


 His breakfast was ample and varied, while & morning-paper of twenty years ago seemed to take up the greater amount of his attention.


 He was a small man, a very small man—perhaps this was the secret of his single blessedness—but if one might judge from the merry twinkle of his little eye, and the smirking smile that sat upon his face, he thought himself something exceedingly huge, something not to be measured by feet but & mental yard at once..


 He was wrapped in the study of the journal, which, in this country forms a necessary portion—and the most pleasant portion of a man’s breakfast—when there came a knock at the door which made Mr. Theophilus Smith start.


 It was not an ordinary knock, and Mr. Smith was puzzled, for he was knowing in knocks; could tell by their intonation whether to advance into the passage and greet the new arrival, or whether to remain halfway, or standing careless with his cost-tails raised behind. But this was not one so easily analysed, it was short, but it was imperious; it lasted ‘not, but it was given in no mild tones, making the very house shake beneath its influence.


 »Open the door, John«, he oried, »and see who it is.«


 He then listened.


 »Is Mr. Smith at home?« said a dry and commanding voice.


 »Yes, sir.«


 »Show me to him.«


 »This way, sir.«


 Mr. Theophilus remained seated at his Breakfast-table, and as this was a hint the boy understood, he at once showed the stranger in.


 It was the wanderer already introduced.


 »In what can I serve you«, sa id Mr. Smith rising, and slightly curling his lip as he viewed the other's costume.


 »There is a house over the way to be let.«


 »There is, but—«


 »No. 7.«


 »Exactly, but-—«


 »What is the rent?«


 »£40 a-year, but—«


 »When will it be ready?«


 »Why that depends; it is rather out of repair—


 »No matter, I will take it as it is.«


 »Will you not go over it?«


 »No. Enough, I take it.«


 »But your references or securities?«


 »I have none.«


 »Then, sir, allow me to say—«


 »I will allow you to say nothing, sir. There is seven years’ rent«, replied the other, throwing a roll of notes upon the table. »Give me a receipt.«


 This was a new fashion in house-taking, which Mr. Smith so highly approved of that he remained lost in astonishment.


 »Are you satisfied?«


 »Quite, but-—«


 »Then give me a receipt, and send me an


 t.«


 »With pleasure; what name?«


 »It is no matter.«


 »No name, sir, how am I to give you a receipt?«


 »Then, No. 7.«


 »No. 7, sir?«


 »The key?«


 Mr. Smith lost in a denser fog than ever fills London streets, mechanically made out the receipt, and handed it with the key to the stranger.


 No. 7, as he called himself, then left the house, and, glancing his eye around, entered a grocer’s or rather a general shop.


 »I want some tea, sugar, coffee—«


 »How much, sir?«


 »How much?—how much would a man reasonably consume in seven years?«


 The worthy shopkeeper, opening his eyes wide with astonishment, retreated slightly without replying.


 »Do you decline serving me?« said the stranger, fixing his eyes angrily on the puzzled chapman.


 »No, sir, but—«


 »That is enough, make your calculation, and I will pay you at once.«


 The bewildered owner of the general store, as rapidly as his suddenly congealed faculties would allow him, made the required sum, and having approximated as nearly as possible to truth—in his state of moral petrifaction he never thought of giving him a fourteen years’ supply—received the amount, with orders to send to No. 7, and then the stranger retreated.


 In this manner were several excellent tradesmen in the neighbourhood startled from their propriety, but the quick, imperious manner, with the ample supply of means possessed by the stranger, soon brought them to their senses, and his orders were obeyed.


 Furniture, grocery, crockery, everything which would not spoil by keeping, was ordered in and paid for, in ample profusion, for a man’s consumption for seven years. The stranger then made his last visit.


 Near at hand, in a lane, or rather court, upon which the back of No. 7 opened, the stranger, during his day's peregrinations, had noticed a poor, forlorn widow, whose gaunt and emaciated features proclaimed her utter poverty. This woman, left desolate and alone in her old-age, he secured as a servant, and paying her little debts in the house in which she lodged, at once transfered her to his new residence, where, well tutored by her new master, she received all and said nothing.


 He then disappeared to return only late at night with a large cartful of books, shelves, and all the apparatus of a library. These also were thrust into the interior, after which the stranger entered, and locked the door behind him.


 He was now fairly the lion of the neighbourhood, before which all other lions, aye and. stars too, upon the public-house sign opposite, faded forthwith into nought; for many days nothing else was talked of but the sudden apparition and as sudden disappearance of the stranger.


 For s few days this lasted, but then, after the bustle of arrangement was over inside, all relapsed into its usual train’; the house, which had not been inhabited for half a century, remained blocked up the same as ever; a padlock still was seen upon the front entrance. The few tradesmen—a butcher, baker, and milk-girl—were all ever seen—alone ever knocked at the door, and these were opened to by the now contented old woman, who never said a word, but paid all bills, and then closed the door, giving vehement evidence of her determination to keep out all comers, by the loudness with which she made the operation of bolting and barring heard.


 If perchance any wanderer passed up or down the street, at a late hour, he was sure to see the chamber of the recluse, with a light burning therein, and many said that they had noticed that on certain occasions more than one form could be recognized as passing to and fro between the candle and the blind.


 But these were conjectures; for from the day above recorded, no man or woman was seen to leave or enter that house.
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 CHAPTER II.
  A MYSTERY IN LONDON STREETS.


 It was again night, and the mighty city whence commerce, science, arts, learning, diffuse themselves over more than half ° the globe, was clothed in a garb of crisp, cold, bleak, hoar frost. The flags were slippery and unsafe; old gentlemen, fearing contusions and broken bones, became even more cautious than usual in their walk; servant-maids, with arms and cheeks red, as early summer cherries, spreading ashes before their doors o'er trottoir and kennel, monopolized a few yards of safety, which the fraternity properly constituting Young England were equally bent in restoring to its pristine state, by means of & persevering system of sliding, under the very nose and authority of the watchman; cabmen vowed more knowingly than ever against macadamisation, expressing their decided opinion that the innovation was unconstitutional; great coats, boas, and comforters, stood at a premium far beyond India, bonds and Bank stock; the ladies, like their eastern compeers, looked all eyes and noses; lips, chins, and foreheads, were rare articles amid the visible members; husbands were heard to express their high appreciation of fireside comforts; and wives, nestling their pretty feet amid the flossy and warm rug, were while dispensing their home luxuries, unusually agreeable; elder brothers, presuming upon the great English law of primogeniture, sent the juveniles first to bed, to catch the cold rough edge of the sheets; in fact, it was a bracing, healthy, delightful, cosy winter evening, in the only land—to be eminently patriotic—where winter evenings are cosy, delightful, healthy, or bracing.


 The gas, that new luminary which, with its myriad jets, rules the London night, had long been lit, and, with the bright, tempting shop-windows, gave a glimmer only second to day in its clearness. In one street in particular, to which we beg to transport the indulgent reader, a street known by the name of a certain university, celebrated for the eccentricity of its doctrines, the clear atmosphere which generally accompanies a dry frost, combined with a brilliant moon and the long interminable line of lamps to give an artificial day. Few, however, took advantage of this to enjoy the luxury of a winter evening walk, when stepping rapidly along, as if to leave cold behind, one sees in every social comfort and domestic detail, that presently is to be ours, a source of delicious appreciation at no other time experienced. It was the hour when one moiety of the world is dressing for dinner, while another portion is in the enjoyment of the hissing urn’s contents, buttered toast, or crumpets, and all those other little indigestion's of which we English so highly approve. The homeless, the poor whose living is the streets, the seekers of pleasure, the play-goers, and all those vast hordes which make up the complicated machinery of London life, still, however, poured forth busy thousands, which sprinkled the highways, for London is never still. The good and the bad, those on the errand of mercy and the actor in crime and vice, equally make up the component parts of those masses which crowd the thousand thoroughfares.


 At the corner of one of those turnings which lie between the Edgeware-road and Regent-street, a poor woman, meanly clad, and with a sickly baby in her arms, was singing, in a low and not unmusical voice, a song, which could scarcely have reached to the ears of those on the ground floor of the houses. Not a soul was listening to her, and yet on she walked, stilling the child’s cries with the breast, and never once raising her eyes to discover if any effect were produced by the touching appeals she made in favour of the helpless innocent that greedily sucked, and then, as if finding no nourishment, stopped and cried, and yet again returned to its profitless employment. A mother alone, breathing the atmosphere that shrouded wealth and luxury, singing, to earn a morsel of food for her child, and not one living being to listen or offer aid.


 Presently a young man turned from Oxfordstreet into the bye street, whistling an air from a popular opera; when, however, he caught sight of the poor mother, he became silent, and passed on quietly, his eyes studiously kept in an opposite direction to that of the woman; as, however, they came nearly abreast, moving different ways, a slight cry from the child caused him to turn his head, and he found a meek, submissive, young and wan face fixed on him half imploringly, half reproachfully. Colouring to the eyes, and mechanically feeling his pockets, he hurried on, as if afraid she should ask him for charity: her look was beseeching enough, and he felt that her voice must be even more so! Yet the poor woman went on singing; so habituated to it, what was one little disappointment to her?


 About ten yards beyond, the young man stopped short, looked up the street, down the street, across the street, at the windows, at the numbers, at the name, and then, as if fully persuaded that he had convinced the beggar-woman he was waiting for somebody, and that his stay had no connection whatever with herself, leaned in deep meditation against a lamp-post, despite the cold state of the atmosphere. As this youth will play a very prominent part in our history, we may as well daguerrotype him at once.


 About the middle height, certainly not more than one-and-twenty in age, his features were naturally handsome, though the good effect of them was much marred, either by the effects of dissipation or of poor and unwholesome living. His eyes, in which lurked a hidden fire, were somewhat sunken, which with his hollow cheeks was almost proof sufficient of his poverty, if indeed his sudden interest in the beggar woman had not made the supposition almost a matter of certainty, for none sympathize with the poor so readily as those who feel the most. His hair was black, and fell in huge matted clusters over his shoulders, while a shabby hat, rejoicing in 2 rim with no particular bias up or down, but rising here and falling there according to fancy, was of very material assistance in rendering his naturally good looks of little moment. A blue Taglioni of antiquated fashion, in the pockets of which his gloveless hands were thrust, plaid trousers, boots with more holes than sole leather, completed his attire, save only a shirt collar of large dimensions and very yellow tinge, which fell over a black silk handkerchief that encircled his neck.


 Such was Frederick Wilson, student-atlaw, as he called himself, reporter as his friends denominated him, while penny-a-liner was the highest epithet which his enemies could ever allow him. Whatever his profession, however, he did but little credit to it; his whole appearance was that of one whose breakfast was rare, whose dinner was matter of irregular occurrence, and who, if he ever supped, did so at intervals of very great extent.


 His reverie was broken short by the sound of footsteps, and, turning, he beheld, coming in the direction of the ballad-singer and himself, a girl and a man.


 If in life we could always trace the mysterious workings of events, if we could follow out even the important consequences of a trifle, if we could see how clearly connected is the whole chain of circumstances which compose our individual existence, we should be less apt to give way to doubt and fear. Wilson had stopped in the wilderness of London streets to listen to a poor balladsinger; not having a farthing in the world, he could not gain courage to pass on until he saw the woman receive a pittance from a hand more able to minister to her wants. The deed was simple and ordinary, and yet to the young man this quiet act was the hinge on which turned his whole future fortunes. The plot and intrigues of years were thus defeated.


 The girl was about eighteen, pretty, neatly-clothed, with a laughing, merry eye; and as she trotted along, drawing her woollen shawl close about her, and bearing a small basket on her arm, looked the very impersonification of innocence and youthful beauty. Fair, and inclined to embonpoint, rosy, and cherry-lipped, the cold only heightened her beauty, which, though neither transcendant or rare, was quite remarkable enough to catch the notice of every passer. She trod the ground as if afraid of no lurking danger in the frosty surface of the flags, and rapidly approached, Wilson making the above observations as she neared him, on the same side of the way.


 The man was on the opposite pavement, and was chiefly remarkable by the extreme pallor of his countenance, the heavy character of his form, a pair of green spectacles, and a superb cloak which shielded him from the cold.


 The man and the girl passed Wilson, and on contrary sides came abreast of the poor woman, who, creeping rather than walking, was slowly advancing up the street. The girl stopped short, the man slackened his pace, and Wilson, curious to witness the result, turned towards him, and as he came in full view of the stranger, was startled by the actually demoniacal expression which for a moment flashed across his countenance, mingled with a look of unfeigned surprise. The man, however, gave him no time to make any further observations, as he hurried away, and Wilson was attracted once more to the girl, then in the act of presenting a few halfpence to the singer. Giving himself no time to think, the young man advanced closer.


 »Young lady«, said he, quickly, his face becoming crimson as he spoke, »excuse me, but really I thank you as much asif you had given it to myself.«


 The girl look curiously at the young man, without answering; for truth she was as confused as himself.


 »The fact is, miss, I haven’t a penny about me—no, not so much as a farthing, and I vowed I would not move until I saw this poor woman relieved.«


 »Sir.” said the young girl, »I really do not know you;” and pouting her pretty lip, as much as to say, »you shabby, impertinent fellow, I will have nothing to say to you«, made a slight inclination, and pursued her walk.


 Wilson thrust his hands still deeper into his capacious pockets and followed.


 »A pretty decent figure I cut, ’ thought he, »to make an impression on a fair damsel. Humph! more fit for a scarecrow than a lover. Hang this London! it does wear out more clothes than three country towns. Here's a blue coat, not above two years old, as brown as a berry; a hat of Christmas twelvemonth, without nap or rim; boots as airy as my lodging; pantaloons which never fitted! Good God! I hope she didn’t suppose me a pickpocket.«


 The girl had turned into Oxford-street, and was quietly pursuing her way in the direction of Regent-street, Wilson was following at a respectful distance, while across the road walked the man in the cloak, occasionally turning as if to see whether the youth still dogged the damsel’s footsteps. Wilson could not help wondering at the pertinacity with which this individual kept pace with him, a little behind the girl and a little in front of himself, freely discovering his visage to the young man, but studiously avoiding the glances of the other. Our hero— we may as well at once introduce him—began to feel uncomfortable, and naturally. To ‘be followed through London streets by a suspicious-looking man is not the most pleasant thing in the world; and when turning into s bye-way to avoid the steady tramp of pursuing footsteps, the matter becomes serious, a3 we hear the sounds still behind. We do not like it ourselves, and poor Wilson, who had reasons for not doing so, was really uncomfortable.


 »He's too smart for a bailiff, or egad I'd cut it; still it does look awkward, and for the life of me I can’t tell what he's after. Whengh! I have it, a papa, or uncle, a jealous guardian, perhaps«, and Wilson, as if quite relieved, stepped on briskly in the track of the fair one. It never struck him that it might be a jealous husband; so little apt are we to think that which would crush undefined and rising hopes; and the seedy, shabby youth already felt a lively interest in the young lady in the woollen shawl, who had given to a beggar-woman, when he could not.


 The damsel crossed Regent-street and took the left-hand side of Oxford-street. Wilson did the same, and the man in the cloak dropped somewhat farther behind. Presently the young girl turned towards Soho, through one of the many dismal and shabby streets which lead into that locality; scarcely had she done so, when her progress was stopped by a trio of youths who, arm-in-arm, occupied the whole pavement. Under the influence of Bacchus, these high-bred juveniles were singing some verses strongly expressing their wish, and indeed determination, to enjoy no rest until dawn. At the sight of the girl they unanimously stopped short and closed round her—a manly practice as common as it is creditable.


 »Where are you going, my dear, all alone and solitary?«


 »Speak, damsel, and ‘this horror will grow mild, this darkness light«, exclaimed the centre personage of the group, s tall and ungainly youth.


 »Gentlemen, let me go, this is some mistake.«


 »No mistake, I assure you, my pretty bird of evening, none. But what have we here— ‘spirit of hell or goblin damned?’«


 As he spoke, Wilson dealt him a heavy blow that, inebriated as he was, sent him reeling against the wall; then seizing the girl's arm and passing it through his, hurried her from the scene of contest before the companions of the discomfited youth had recovered from their surprise. The whole was the work of an instant, but our hero had still time to see that the man in the cloak stood in the shadow of a house on the opposite side, watching the scene with apparently intense interest, and even, as he crossed over to avoid the pursuit of the trio of gentlemen, could hear him mutter a heavy curse. He at the time, however, paid no attention to this fact, being occupied in preference with his fair friend.


 »Sir, I have very much to thank you«, said the young girl, when at a short distance. from the scene of action; and then recognizing him as the youth who had spoken to her when giving money to the poor songster, she added, »But why have you followed me?«


 »Really I~ the fact is — I— live in this quarter.«


 »Oh«, replied the damsel, »indeed. However, I am much obliged for your kindness, sir, in rescuing me from these foolish young men;” and, curtseying, she seemed about to leave him.


 »But, miss, they might follow you — you might meet others; allow me just to walk by your side until you reach home. It will bea pleasure to me.«


 The young girl hesitated, and then timidly accepting his proffered_arm, said, »It would be ungrateful to deny you, sir, what you request so earnestly, since you have earned a right to ask me something, and as for a few minutes we proceed the same way, explain to me about that ballad-singer-why were you so interested in her?«


 »I really cannot tell, miss; all 1 know is, that her voice touched me, and not having any change, I felt anxious to see that she obtained some relief. But, as you have asked me a question, miss, allow me to inquire if you are atvare that I have not been your only follower?«


 »So you were following me, sir«, observed she, looking up at him with a grave smile.


 »Excuse me, miss; I meant to say—going the same way.’’


 Our hero's new friend could not restrain a laugh, and then she continued more demurely, « But this person, who also was going the same way, What was he like?«


 Wilson, who at once saw how innocent and artless a creature he had charge of, was only more respectful from the fact of the damsel’s openness of manner; it was a tacit compliment, a reliance on him, which. he appreciated highly, and he answered, »Why, miss, the man was stout, very pale—«


 The girl started, and looked hastily round; nothing remarkable appearing to strike her, she continued her walk in a listening attitude.


 »— With green spectacles, and a very handsome cloak.«


 »He never wears either spectacles or cloak«, muttered rather than said the fair one, »and yet he is stout and pale.«


 »Who?« was on the verge of our hero's tongue, but politeness overcame curiosity, and he continued his remarks on what he had noticed, his young friend listening in silence, until both stopped before a house making tle corner of a street in the neighbourhood of Newport Market. The ground-floor was an apothecary’s, and the rest evidently occupied by lodgers. The large amount of bell-handles gave satisfactory evidence on this point.


 The young girl was about to bow our here off, when as he turned his face towards the shop she for the first time appeared to remark the haggard pallor which distinguished his countenance. Combining his poor habiliments with his want of means to assist the poor beggar-woman, and then glancing from his figure to his face, the damsel at once concluded him hungry. Now to tender him assistance would of course have been out of the question; a queen in the days of chivalry would as soon have offered some Christian knight, whose valour had released her from dragon or pagan, a pecuniary alms, as she a shilling to the youth who had rescued her from insult. Women are quick in their sensibilities, and equally quick in finding expedients.


 »If mother be at home, sir, she will be glad to thank you for the service you have rendered me. Excuse me one moment;” and opening the door with a latch-key, the girl disappeared.


 


 CHAPTER III.
  SHADOWS OF EVIL.
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Two years and four months previous to the date of the event depicted in our last chapter, the shades of evening were fulling over a scene which had so much influence upon the fortunes of all the actors in this history, that we at once record it, premising that it will, if possible, be the only retrospective chapter in which we shall indulge. The dislike which = readers generally »entertain for explanation arises from a very natural cause; man likes not to look back; his views are ever to the present or to the future; and impatient of all thought of the past, consigns it too readily to an oblivion which it rarely deserves, since what is gone by is sometimes more valuable than what is to come on earth.


 Not many miles from a market town, itself at no great distance from London, stands a house which, though neither vast in its dimensions, nor in its existence giving any signs of any very great wealth, had still about it an air of quiet and English happiness, of seclusion and rural beauty, amply sufficient to arrest the attention and command the sympathies of every lover of nature. The house was neat, fanciful, and appeared the abode of ease. Near the high road, its proprietor had shown his taste for retirement by presenting to the dusty public way what, by a species of hyperbole, may be called a side front. The elegant portico which admitted visitors to the interior of the villa, was here; but not one window, though several faint indications of that useful aperture were so displayed as to remove the appearance of a dead wall.


 Within, all was grace, elegance, and luxurious ease. Passing through a somewhat lofty and spacious corridor, and opening a massive and heavily carved door, you entered a chamber, half library, half drawing-room, with all the chaste classicality of the one, combining the more ephemeral and feminine beauty of the other. Perhaps in no country in & woman’s retreat do we find an equal air of comfort and elegance as in an Englishwoman’s boudoir; and the same is true of every part of the domesticity over which her hand presides.


 But the exigencies of our narrative call us imperatively to action rather than reflection.


 Beneath a perfectly Italian piazza, which looked out upon the extensive garden and grounds, sat two men, concealed from the view of any one in the garden by a line of railings covered with the thick growth of numerous odoriferous creepers. Both sat, evidently wishing to be out of view, in one corner, on a seat of rude fashioning, which, among other rural articles, served to ornament the place. In the position which they occupied, both could see what passed in the garden.


 The grounds were surrounded by a high wall, and were divided into shrubbery, fruit, and kitchen garden—the two former portions being alone visible from the hiding-place. A lawn of deep green hue, speckled with the russet tinge of the autumnal falling leaves, sloped gently down to the very border of the little wood that on the right divided the grass-plot from the vegetable beds, while on the left the fruits of our happy clime were abundant, ripe, and tempting. The orange tinged apple, the dark green pear, the deep blushing peach, the glowing and tempting plum, were exhaling a perfume only second to that of the pinky rose, and all that flowery and odoriferous galaxy which teems from the fertile bosom of a soil rarely equalled, and never surpassed in the world.


 A gravel walk, well swept, rising midway to cast off the wet, and bordered by dotted turf and fancifully placed fragments of rock, divided the bosquet from the orchard, while at the edge of the lawn and the wood another path led to a small door, serving the purpose of what, in Spencerian parlance, would be called a postern-gate. It is perhaps a misfortune that we have become so very matterof-fact in these days, but we do certainly prove ourselves as far removed as possible from aught poetical.


 »This suspense is damnable«, said one of the men concealed in the piazza, in whose open countenance, manly form, and fine intellectual head, was pictured one of the noblest products of our land—a perfect English gentleman. He was not very handsome, or very young; but though passed forty, and neither an Apollo Belvidere nor an Adonis, had a certain something in his appearance, which at once won confidence and admiration from all. He was dark in countenance, and curly locks of glossy black fell over his brow.


 The second actor in the scene was stout, pale, and somewhat repulsive in expression.


 »It wants five minutes of six, my dear Henry, and the letter says five minutes after.«


 »Yes! yes! read me that villainous scrawl over again. My God! there must be some mistake; it cannot be, it shall not be.«


 »I said, Henry, it was a calumny from the first, and a few moments will satisfy you. But this is what the ill-written missive says«, and the stout man read from a paper in his hand.


 “ Honered Sir: Missus is in habit of meetin anover than master every even in back garden. This night at five minutes ater six he will be at the little gate as is seen from patza.


 “A FRIEND.«


 »Habakkuk«, exclaimed the man addressed as Henry, »is not this most horrible. You know how I have loved my wife during sixteen long years; and now, with a daughter needing her care, with our only remaining child verging on to womanhood, she must e’en play me false, and make assignations with her paramour in my very garden.«


 »But, Henry, my dear friend, nothing is proved; this letter—«


 »Well, Habakkuk«, said Henry, seeing shat the other paused.


 »Why, you know, it might, there is just a possibility of the fact—be a foul lie.«


 . »Who, Habakkuk, would have done so foul a deed? Is there in this world a being so contemptible, so lost, so utterly fearless of the wrath of God and man as to put on paper an accusation so foul, and it not true. No! No! Habakkuk, if I thought nature had produced so vile a monstrosity, I would forswear her.«


 Habakkuk, while Henry spoke, watched the gate intensely, now glancing at the timepiece in his hand, and now at the green and motionless door. A slight tremour, a faint colour alone betrayed the slightest emotion.


 »Habakkuk! you are silent, you are convinced; and yet«, exclaimed the wretched man, »have you nothing to say in her favour, Remember, she is my wife, the mother of my child) I have loved her long, Habakkuk, very long, and she has been a good wife, «kind wife, a fond wife—and such a mother. Habakkuk, God! God! can it be that all this life of love and joy has but concealed such base hypocrisy.’


 »Calm yourself, Henry; all will yet be well, I have no doubt; be calm—the hour has struck, and a few seconds will decide all.«


 »Be calm, you say, Habakkuk; be calm, with all the fires of hell within me; hate, jealousy, despair, wounded honour—all hope gone, life a blank; and you say be calm. My life upon a hazard of a moment; the fibres of my heart wrung to a tension which will break it or sink it in apathy for ever; go to! Habakkuk, you have no soul within you, or you would not say, be calm.«


 »Henry! Henry! you are unjust, very unjust; if I feel myself so strongly that I talk at random, is it to be imputed to me for soullessness?«


 »Forgive me, my friend, my only friend, my best friend, forgive me.«


 »Say not a word, Henry; it will soon be over, and you will find you have other friends save me.«


 »Hush!«? whispered Henry, turning deadly pale, and pointing to the extremity of the gravel walk, »Hush! hush! Habakkuk, what is the time?«


 »Three minutes past six«, replied Habakkuk, in a husky and constrained voice.


 »She keeps strictly to her hour«, replied Henry, clenching his teeth and laughingsilently, a laugh which told more misery than twenty sighs, »if the lover be only as punctual, we shall have rare sport anon.«


 »Compose yourself; one moment, and all will be over. See, she has Mary with her— bah! Henry, women don't take their daughters to keep assignations.«


 »Habakkuk, you give me hope!« replied the miserable man, wringing his friend’s hand violently.


 When the anxious and agonised husband first bade Habakkuk look towards the gravel walk, two females had just appeared at the further extremity, the one an elegant and beautiful woman of about six and thirty, the other a lovely girl of fifteen. Both were evidently returned from a walk, and as they advanced up the path, hand in hand, their parasols negligently resting on their shoulders, their veils thrown up, and giving their rosy faces to the cool evening breeze, laughing, joking, talking in full love and contidence, they appeared rather two sisters, the eldest and youngest of the flock, than mother and daughter.


 »Habakkuk, is she not beautiful—and my child—ah, God be thanked, ’tis a foul calumny.«


 »I hope so, my friend«, replied the other calmly and laconically.


 The foot of the lawn was now reached, when the mother suddenly stopped and looked at her watch.


 »Just five minutes past six, I declare. Run into the house, child, and dress for dinner, don’t go through the study, you will disturb your papa, I will follow you directly.«


 »Yes, ma!" and the lovely young creature bounded over the grass like a fawn, ran round the corner of the house, and entered it by another door.


 Had a serpent stung the unfortunate man, the effect upon him could not have been more fearful than was produced by these words from the lips of his wife. His eyes appeared ready to start from his head, his checks grew even more deadly pale than before, his teeth were clenched, he clutched the arm of his friend convulsively as he hissed rather than whispered in his ear; »You heard that; the caution, too, not to disturb me; hell and furies, what revenge is direst?«


 The wife here advanced towards the door, unbolted it, looked out, and motioned to some one in the road.


 »Let me go, Habakkuk; let me go«, cried the husband. »TIT have seen enough.«


 »Stay!« said the other, holding with the power of a vice; »see it out. Let her infamy be evident, clear, undoubted; leave no room for after-doubt, for fear of wrong-doing, for remorse. Henry, you must go through with this.«


 »I will! I will!’ replied Henry, wiping the heavy drops of cold perspiration from his brow. »Oh, this is most damnable. Sixteen years of love, to be thus rewarded. Cockatrice, I disown you; I disavow my child—what proof is there 'tis mine?«


 A man here entered, and closed the doo after him. He was a foreigner, plainly but decently clad; his countenance was handsome, though a trifle careworn; and a heavy moustache gave a salient outline to features sufficiently marked of themselves. Bowing profoundly to his fair companion, who, glancing uneasily up at the piazza, hurried him away:


 »My husband, monsieur le comte«, said she, and the remaining part of the sentence was lost, as they passed down the g walk.


 »Enough«, said Henry, trembling in“every limb, »enough, enough! Habakkuk, this is horrible, very horrible: but I will be calm, very calm. Wait you here, Habakkuk; move not, stir not, but tell me what passes;” and giving his friend no time to reply, he hurried into the house, muttering, »A foreigner too! under my very nose! she that knows how I hate them, how I detest their smooth knavery. A Pole, too—the nation of rascals! My God! My God!«


 Habakkuk leaned back on the seat and shut his eyes. He was pale, very pale; it was clear that his excitement was scarcely less than that of his friend. He thrust his hands into his pockets, took them out again, folded his arms, and rising, leaned over the balustrade, just as a voice over head in richly musical tones sang out: »‘ The last rose of summer is faded and gone’ Ah me! why do I feel so very sad this evening?«


 »Shadows of evil«, muttered Habakkuk, »are wrapping around her also.«


 »Habakkuk, are they still there?« said Henry, returning with a pistol in each hand, and still more ghastly in his pallor than before.


 »They have not passed«, replied that personage, somewhat alarmed at the sight of the pistols; »but what are you about to do? are you mad?«


 »No, not mad, but wise, very wise — I mean to shoot them both!« replied Henry, with a grin so demoniacal that Habakkuk started back in alarm.


 »Good God, Henry, you are losing your senses; rally, man alive.«


 »Well, Habakkuk, my head is in a whirl, but it will soon be over. Is that sound the noise of their footsteps?«


 »Who is that talking under my window? Is it you, papa?« inquired the daughter, leaning her pretty head out of window.


 No answer was given, and she retired from the casement.


 »They are coming up the walk, Henry«, said the other in a whisper, »now be a man, and having seen what you have seen, prepare to act like one. Retire into the house, and when you are a little cooler, we will talk over what is to be done.«


 »To be done! why, Habakkuk, I will turn them out of doors, mother and daughter— the dam and her offspring, cut them off from every farthing, and leave my property to my nephew.«


 Habakkuk turned away his head, literally dumb-founded.


 »His nephew«, muttered he; »that never struck me before.” And then he added, »Hush, man, they come.«


 As he spoke, the lady and the Polish count came upon the lawn; the stranger bowed several times, then raising the young wife’s hand to his lips, kissed it respectfully, and turned to go.


 The report of two pistols were -heard simultaneously.


 »My husband!« cried the young woman, falling either wounded or terrified to the ground, while the Pole stood speechless with astonishment, uncertain how to act.


 Habakkuk seized the arm of his friend, and led him from the scene perfectly helpless. For the moment his mind was unnerved; the act of firing the pistols once over, he was as a child in the hands of the Tempter.«
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 CHAPTER IV.
  IN WHICH TWO PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS ARE DESCRIBED.


 The hero of our tale, left to himself, thrust his hands deeply into the pockets of his Taglioni, shook his head, gazed by the light of a gas-lamp at his boots, his pants, and the whole material of his outer man, an examination which appeared to produce no very favourable result.


 »An adventure in London«, cried Frederick, »but would to God these habiliments were more juvenile, I should carry my head a trifle higher.«


 At this moment, the man in the cloak rounded the corner, and came face to face with Wilson, but no sooner did he perceive our hero, than muttering something quite unintelligible, he hurried away. The young man began to feel somewhat uneasy, he could not tell why, but an undefined sentiment of dread seemed to take possession of him, and he watched the retreating figure until it was lost in the distance, with a certain anxiety, which afterwards appeared even more inexplicable.


 »The fellow has certainly something to do with the girl; that is a matter as plain as the palm of my hand or the rule of three, but what? Aye, ‘there is the rub, as my friend Walters says.«


 The fair companion of our hero now returned, and invited her defender to enter, as her mamma was at home, and would be happy to see him, a statement which Wilson regarded as a mere politesse, of which, however, he was very ready to avail himself. The unfortunate are too apt to misjudge the motives of those with whom they come in contact. But little used to active sympathy, and less to really disinterested kindness, they almost always regard an act, which perhaps originated in true benevolence, and a keen sense of your misfortunes, as an act of mere pity—and none forgive those who lower them by pity, when the sensitive soul seeks for feelings more in unison with its own real wants. Wilson was fully satisfied that his charmer’s mamma thought him a bore, but then she was his charmer’s mamma, and he was resolved not to lose so excellent an opportunity of obtaining a footing in the family. The threshold passed, Mr. Frederick became nervous, for the passage was elegantly fitted up, the stairs leading to the upper apartments were heavily carpetted, and the youth felt somewhat uneasy beneath the light of a swinging lamp, when, turning toward the descending flight, his guide marvellously relieved his mind by leading him towards the kitchen, and, in another moment, introduced him to her mother as Mrs. Cartwright.


 That lady was between thirty and forty years of age, and though plainly dressed, had will about her an air of high-breeding and elegance which, once attained, is never lost, save in moral degradation. Very pale, and slightly inclined to embonpoint, her black and glossy hair was parted over a brow of singular whiteness. Her face was more than handsome, it was beautiful, but there was a dreamy apathy of expression, a settled, dogged, persevering melancholy in her eyes, an impossibility of smiling in her glance, which filled the mind with painful thoughts. She was not long for this world, she was, as it has been happily expressed, »going ”; neither fully awake to life, nor actually near death, she hovered between the two.


 Mrs. Cartwright received the young man with cordiality, thanking him very earnestly for the service rendered to her dear Mary, »for indeed«, said she, »young men in London are too apt rather to insult an unprotected female, than to aid in preserving her from injury.«


 »My dear madam, no thanks, I beg«, said Wilson, allowing Mary to take his hat, hand him a chair, and perform sundry offices which, but for his confusion, he would have himself done. »I am too proud, too happy, that I have been able in the slightest degree to make myself useful. I am afraid I generally do more harm than good, and this will atone, perhaps, for some indiscretion as slight as the service.«


 Wilson, who was rarely in the society of ladies of any degree, was astonished at tho length of his own speech.


 »Those who own their faults, Mr. Wilson«, said the mother, »go half-way to mend them. The worst are those who do evil with good upon their lips; such men are demons upon earth.«


 Mrs. Cartwright spoke with deep feeling, and was silent for a moment, giving our hero leisure to remark that he was in a neatly furnished front kitchen, evidently serving the purpose of both sitting and sleeping apartment to his new friends. A blazing fire, various little cheap luxuries, a couple of mould candles, by which the mother had been sewing, were indications that extreme poverty was not the lot of the two femalea, but the situation of their apartment sufficiently denoted that they occupied no very elevated sphere in society. The suggestions of his own vanity, and something in the manners of both mother and daughter, satisfied Wilson that they had descended from a loftier position.


 It required no great exertion of eloquence to induce our hero to join his new friends in a meal, half tea half supper, during the course of which he learned that Mary when he met her was returning from a day’s work in the house of a lady, who gave her regular employment with the needle, that her hour for leaving was usually six, and that Mrs. Cartwright, owing to weakness in her feet, was obliged on all occasions to allow her to return alone.


 All this was not learnt in a moment, but, during the progress of & meal, which to Wilson was like the manna in the wilderness to the Jews. Eating is certainly the least intellectual of human enjoyments, and yet, from many causes, it is one of the most agreeable. A generous and ample diet is certainly productive of benefit even to the mind, which while the body is pinched and starved, must acquire a little of the same character from constant association. Unfortunately, though mind and body be so different, the one all material, and the other all spirituality, yet are they so intimately connected that they cannot at will dissolve partnership; when the corporeal nature of man suffereth and yearneth after the flesh-pots of Egypt, the mind cannot take a flight and avoid the potent influence of the gastric juices. No! it must remain and endure the inconveniences of the union. There is but one divorce between the body of the soul, a divorce never sued for but by the coward, who can no longer brace his nerves to face the ills, which every being of woman born is heir to.


 On the other hand, the mind is keenly alive to the enjoyment of a good dinner. Few men are surly after hearty and wholesome refection. It is your over-feeders, your gourmands, who, post prandici, become testy and out of sorts. They have over-done the thing. With no bridle on the bit of appetite, they ride their stomachs to the goal of gout and indigestion, and generally reach it. The plate is one which can be won at a canter. It is as easy as romancing, as sure as a British bank-note. But keep a tight rein, use the gifts of Providence in moderation, and when a man has dined under these influences he certainly is rarely disagreeable.


 Now, Wilson had not sat down to so regular and wholesome a meal for many a long day. His ménage was a bachelor one, and consequently his meals were at any time and composed of anything. On the present occasion, after a fast of some duration, he really enjoyed his tea. His pallor fled, the dim eyes regained their lustre, his very cheeks seemed puffed out; his tongue had not been so lei-some for many a day, and his good humour and happy state of feeling was such, that, had he not been restrained by notions of propriety, and by the promptings of his. better angel, he could, on the spot, have embraced both, mother and daughter; in both instances he would have shown his taste. The daughter was eighteen, a sweet and lovely child; the mother, a beautiful woman of a little more than twice that age.


 The better to comprehend the feelings which ‘roused so much happiness and enjoyment within our hero's bosom, it may here be remarked that he was an orphan, without one friend or known relative in the world to depend on, or from whom to receive advice or assistance in any emergency.


 By the interest of a guardian, since dead, he had been attached, as occasional reporter, to the corps of a weekly journal. On this precarious means, and paragraphs and police reports furnished to the daily papers, Wilson’s sole subsistence depended. Alone, friendless, it was but natural that economy and provision were the last virtues practised by the young man, who, therefore, despite some success in his peculiar walk, was scarcely ever any other than shabby and penniless.


 Almost his sole experience, therefore, of the female sex was in the landlady line, about the last division of the species to give, an irregular single man lodger a favorable opinion of the race. Hence had arisen in his mind a kind of natural connection between ladies and latch-keys, dames and dunning, women and a week’s warning, which was far from conducing to a very exalted opinion of the fair moiety of the universe.


 »Mr. Wilson, if I don’t see that little account settled afore Saturday, I am werry sorry, but I have a large family a looking to me, and you must go.«


 »Mr. Wilson, you promised me them five shillings, but I never seed them as yet.«


 »I'm blessed Mr. Wilson if I stands this here nonsense any longer. Here have you been a promising, and a promising, and a promising, and I never sees nuffin but promises. It don’t stand to reason, Mr. Wilson, that I’m a-going to furnish my apartments (8 garret with a truckle-bed) and pay king’s taxes, water-rates, gas-companies, to say nuffin of my rent, which is due only to-day, for a parcel of good-for-nuffin lodgers, what arn’t got no more feeling in their bosoms, that never a tax-gatherer of ‘em all. No, Mr. Wilson, it don’t stand to reason, and you, if you can't pay rent, I'd advise you, as a friend, not to take lodgings.«


 It has been said that we must cat a peck of dirt in our lives, but woe be to the defaulter of rent; he must eat it at one meal. ‘The legal claim of the proprietor of a house, the timid nature of a debtor, who feels himself within the clutches of the law, emboldens the one to shower taunt and sarcasm and abuse on the unfortunate back of the owing wight. No one understood the whole physiology of debt better than Wilson, and, as we have above remarked, his ideas of the sex being confined almost wholly to landladies he was quite beside himself at finding Indies so delightful as his new friends proved to be.


 »But, mamma«, said Mary, after supper had been some time concluded, and the three new friends had been in conversation during a short period, »I cannot keep the secret any longer; I must tell you; and this gentleman will excuse my entering on family details.«


 »Don’t pay any attention to me«, said young Wilson, with a smile. »I beg you will speak, as if I were nobody.«


 »Speak, child, what is it?« exclaimed Mrs. Cartwright: »it is something good, I am sure, by the eagerness you show to tell it.«


 »Well, you must know then, mamma«, continued the fair and eager Mary, »that Mrs. Jameson has added two shillings per week to my salary, in consequence of my great improvement, as she is pleased to call it.«


 »It is little, child, but thankful have we to be for what we have. Though, Mr. Wilson, the day was when we seldom thought much of ten pounds more or less in our week's expenditure.«


 »I thought so, Mrs. Cartwright«, replied our hero, »indeed I was quite sure of it;” he would gladly have added some question in relation to the cause of the change, but his joint timidity and good sense, governing his impulses, he forbore.


 Mary smiled, however, at his observation, but neither she nor her mother attempted any explanation, and shortly afterwards the young man took his leave, having first obtained permission to renew his visit.


 


 CHAPTER V.
  NIGHT HAUNTS.


 CHAPTER V NIGHT HAUNTS.


 The door of the mansion, which yet, however, contained the better part of our hero, once closed against him, he turned round, and taking good cognisance of the premises, and the locality in which they were situated, was about to turn his steps in the direction of home, with his pockets as empty as ever, but with his heart light and cheerful, when a heavy hand laid upon his shoulder startled him from his pleasant reverie.


 Wilson turned round and confronted the man in the cloak.


 »Very happy to make your acquaintance, sir«, said the stranger, coolly; »I have to thank you for your gallantry in defending my friend, Miss Cartwright. Excellent worthy people the Cartwrights?«


 »Sir«, replied Frederick Wilson, scarcely recovered from his surprise, and bowing with a very bad grace, »I really did not think—«


 »My dear sir«, continued the stranger, taking our hero's unresisting hand, »no ceremony between us, I beg. I was accidentally passing, and I saw at once, by your action, that you were a lad of spirit. I honour you for it. Shall we drink a bottle to the health of the lady, and to our better acquaintance.«


 Wilson began to think that refection of the inner man was plentiful that particular evening, and, though he had just taken tea, did not consider it at all wise to decline the invitation, the more especially, as he hoped, while imbibing, not the


 “cup of rich Canary wine, «


 but something equally exhilirating, to learn something in connection with his new friends.


 »Really, sir, your offer is so very polite«, our hero replied, »that I cannot think of refusing—at the same time—«


 »No apology—where shall we adjourn, Mr. Wilson«, observed the apothecary, for such he explained himself to be, »I do not generally frequent or patronise taverns, and in my own back-room, why, you know, Mr. Wilson, one is not at one’s ease. I have two assistants -«


 »Exactly«, continued Wilson, with a wink, relapsing into his usual manner, which the presence of the ladies had previously controlled, »you don’t wish to set a bad example to the juveniles. But I have it; a friend of mine, that is to say, a person I know something of, will be very happy to accommodate us. I would take you to my own lodgings, but really, Mr. Smith, you know we bachelors are so careless about appearances—«


 »I know—exactly—just so; we live in any place we first happen upon; I am a bachelor myself, and can comprehend these little eccentricities.«


 »But, as I said, sir«, added Wilson, who was now locked arm in arm with his new acquaintance, »I have a place of resort, a kind of house of call, not a friend's, exactly, but still a mansion, kept by a very accommodating kind of individual, whither we can repair.«


 Mr. H. Smith smiled, a kind of a queer smile, too, it was—half of amusement, half of satisfaction; he seemed, indeed, singularly pleased with his acquisition, and looked as if he could really lend him a good round sum, on excellent security.


 In the somewhat free interchange of thought, especially on the part of Frederick Wilson, whose spirits were far above their usual ratio, the short time required to reach the locality designated, but not specified by our hero, passed away; and in the midst of a dissertation on the merits of the last ballet, their critical observations were suddenly brought to a close, by Wilson’s pausing, in a very seedy street, before a dismal, dark-looking tobacconist’s.


 »Why, where are we?« said H. Smith, looking around him with much astonishment, and something of a suspicious glance.


 »Do not ask questions, my dear sir«, replied Wilson, who was evidently getting up a devil-may-care look and manner ere they entered the shop; »St. Giles is the general term, but the street, we never mention it; suffice it, that a certain Duke, who wasn’t Charles the Second’s Queen’s son, may have had some hand in nomenclature.«


 Mr. Smith smiled, and motioning Wilson to lead the way, they entered.


 »Well, Jerry, anybody inside?«


 »Well, your honour«, exclaimed the party addressed, without replying to the latter question.


 The person whom Wilson called by the name of Jerry, was a little shrivelled man, of about five-and-fifty, who stood behind the counter serving half an ounce of tobacco to a mechanic.


 


 CHAPTER V.
 NIGHT HAUNTS (continued.)


 As soon as the mechanic left the shop Jerry spoke.


 »They are inside.«


 »Who?«


 »The regular ones.«


 Wilson entered, followed by his new friend. The Interior was most gloomy and repelling. It was a small room, black and smokeed by age; whilst a few chairs, three tables covered by green baize, with one or two round tin pans filled with sawdust, composed its entire furniture. At one of the tables sat a party of whist-players, by whom Wilson was ceived with a general nod of welcome, to which he replied after the same fashin, and then seated himself with Smith at one of the tables.


 »What will you drink?« said the apothecary.


 »I am indifferent«, replied Wilson.


 »Then order a couple of bottles of sherry«, continued Smith, throwing a sovereign on the table.


 The players started, and one actually played a diamond for a heart, so novel and stupendous was the sound of a gold coin in that region.


 Wilson, himself, scarcely able to credit the evidence of his senses, ran and spread the effect of the surprise, by requesting Jerry to send his wife in search of the necessary liquid. He then returned and resumed his seat.


 »And it is here, Mr. Wilson«, observed Smith with a paternal smile, »that you spend those precious evenings, which might be so much better devoted.«


 »Really«, said Wilson with a blush, »I have no where else to go.«


 »That is some excuse. But pray who are the usual visitors here?«


 »Variety is the characteristic. Clerks without a home, some few with; an idle artist or two, some tradesmen on the verge of insolvency, a cabman and an omnibus driver«, replied Wilson in a low whispered tone.


 »Really the locality is worthy of study, continued Smith; »when more company arrive, I will take a hand. It will be the readiest way of paying my footing.«


 Wilson coloured to the eyes.«


 »Why, man, what's the matter?«


 »The fact is«, said Wilson, hesitating, and looking excessively confused, “ I am rather hard up.”.


 »My dear fellow«, said Smith, with a smile of peculiar meaning, which Wilson saw not, »J am delighted to hear it!«


 »Sir!«


 »Because it will give me an opportunity of proving my gratitude.«


 »Sir!« said Wilson, astonished.


 »You have been disappointed in your remittances; you have overdrawn your banker. I understand all these little things. Well, will you at once prove your good feeling towards me, by accepting the loan of twenty pounds?«


 Wilson raised his pale countenance, and looked searchingly in the other's face.


 »Either«, he said, with an excitement of manner which was painful, »you are acting & most generous part, or you are laughing at me!«


 »You accept«, said Smith, drawing forth his purse and pocket-book.


 »Mr. Smith«, began Wilson, whose right feelings and true heart made him hesitate to receive so great a favour from a stranger, whose motives he in vain endeavoured to fathom: the struggle was brief: poverty, the desire to appear well before, the Cartwrights, whose acquaintance he looked upon as a direct and special blessing, conquered his sense of right. »I shall never be able to repay you.«


 »Tut, man«, said Smith, who had placed pens, ink, and paper on the table, and was drawing out a promissory note; »but I find I have no stamp smaller than for forty pounds, We will make it that by your leave.«


 »How can I ever—«


 »No thanks! I may have a deeper object than you can fathom in all this. Then sign the bill, and there is the money.«


 Wilson, whose back was turned to the players, did as the other directed, astonishment and bewilderment almost depriving him of any consciousness of what he was doing. Smith then counted the money out upon the table, which done, he carefully folded up the bill, and placed it in his pocket-book.


 Could any man have studied the expression of his face as he did so, he would have been reminded of the expression which imagination attributes to the countenance of the father of evil, when the fatal bond of some poor soul has been signed and sealed, preparatory to a career which leads to the dwelling of the king of Evil.


 The wine now came in, followed by two men, who were greeted by Wilson with loud welcome, and invited instantly to join in the prepared game, and to share the wine.


 One of these was a man whose heavy moustache, sallow complexion, and peculiar accent, seemed to prove him a foreigner, though of what nation it would be difficult to say. His garb was completely of the cast called seedy, while a German pipe appeared the universal accompaniment of his existence.


 This man was introduced as Count Marino Rhino, but though he went through the forms of introduction with Mr. Smith, a glance of intelligence passed between them, which proved them previously acquainted.


 The other was one of the many who frequented the unwholesome locality, but neither his name nor appearance are of any moment in this eventful history.


 We shall spare our readers the remainder of the events of that evening. Let it suffice to say that play was kept up to a late hour, that Wilson and Smith played against one another for heavy stakes, and that our hero left the place in a state of perfect insensibility, ignorant of the result, and only obtained admission to his domicile after half an hour's persevering coquetry with his keyhole.


 


 CHAPTER VI.
 NUMBER SEVEN APPEARS IN A NEW REGION.


 In one of the formerly fashionable quarters of this modern Babylon, is situate a certain small house, of rather elegant exterior, forming the corner of two streets, and connected by a garden wall with a mews.


 In the garden wall, as will often be seen to be the case in similar corner houses, is a door, used generally for no purpose in particular, appearing indeed to be intended in most instances not to be opened.


 The house we now speak of, had for a long period excited a degree of attention in the neighbourhood, which was very singular in London, where no man knows his next door neighbour, and where, as a rule, men may in general act as they please, without much fear of too particular a scrutiny into their deeds.


 In the instance however of which we now speak, there was too much which was calculated to excite suspicion and attention for it to be overlooked, and accordingly the house in question was the object of most intense curiosity in the neighbourhood, forming even the principal topic of conversation; and yet the mansion had no architectural beauties about it, was no wise singular in its appearance, or in possession of any outward sign which might excite the thinking faculties of the good people around.


 For about a twelvemonth, however, the shutters of the house had remained closed day and night, and not a soul was ever seen to leave it or enter its doors, while that it was inhabited was clear enough, as the tradespeople called each day for orders, and received them regularly from an antiquated crone, who made her appearance in the area. Butchers, bakers, greengrocers, fishmongers, oilmen, etc., etc., made their diurnal visits, by their representatives, that is their boys of all work, and furnished a supply of provisions, it was calculated, for three moderate eaters.


 These boys, however, assisted materially in ministering to the curiosity of the neighbourhood, for not one of them ever was known to receive a farthing of money, or ever heard their different masters allude to any pecuniary details in connection with the mysterious mansion.


 And yet none of the tradespeople ever showed any disinclination to continue the supply, and what was more mysterious; still, always gave a distinct negative to any demand, which was made them, in relation to this portion of the secret.


 »We know what we are about, I dare say«, replied the baker, when interrogated by a next door neighbour, »but if a customer chooses to have odd ways about him, that is no business of ours.«


 The most vexatious part of the affair was, that every shopkeeper who furnished goods to the house in question, when conversation turned on this point, grew most mysterious and solemn, an unanimity of proceeding, which to say the least of it, was very remarkable.


 Of course explanations, ideas, and hypotheses of every kind, were ripe in the neighbourhood in regard to the house, and as a natural consequence, no two persons could agree in their opinions on the subject. So many men, as many sentiments.


 About half an hour after our friend Wilson quitted the locality described in our last chapter, and just as


 “ A moon of light, «


 in something more than


 “ The noon of night, «


 burst radiant from behind its silver curtain of clouds, a cabriolet stopped at no great distance from the house in question, and a man descended therefrom.


 Paying his fare, and dismissing his vehicle, the stranger advanced slowly towards the door in the garden wall, wrapping his cloak meanwhile close around him, for the night air was cold and chill.


 »Tam over late to night«, muttered he, »but for him there are no hours. He is not abed, for I plainly perceive a faint glimmer of light through yonder chink.«


 With these words, the stranger drew forth a key from some pocket beneath his cloak, and opened the door therewith, passed rapidly in, and closed it after him.


 The garden, or rather yard in which he found himself, was utterly devoid of cultivation, a mass of intricate weeds, growing tall and rank, over beds, paths, and all remnant of former cultivation.


 The stranger, however, took no note of anything, appearing indeed well used to the place, and passing quickly to the back door, he again applied his key and entering the house, found himself in a hall, lit by a diminutive and sickly lamp.


 »All retired but Aim«, muttered the man, I can tell by this lamp. It is as I wished. Did that day, which haunts my brain, hour after hour, ever come, this would serve my turn admirably well. But hark, my soul, no need perchance of that. He only who could frustrate me, is in my toils, and he shall there remain, But now for him.«


 Raising the lamp which lay upon a sideboard, the stranger turned along a narrow passage, and soon reached the foot of a wide flight of stairs, heavily carpeted, as well as all other parts of the house, so that not the slightest footstep could be heard.


 The walls in every part of the mansion were covered with paintings, whose splendid frames side by side with elegant little statuettes, and other ornaments, bespoke opulence in the owner of all around. But the stranger noticed nothing, and having reached the drawing-room floor, stopped, laid down his lamp, and then peered silently into the apartment before him through the open door, in which act we shall follow his example, and endeavour to record what he there saw.


 The room into which he gazed was lofty and spacious, while its walls were wholly occupied by shelves, heavily laden with store of learning and amusement. The books were all elegantly bound and arranged in the most careful and regular manner. Busts of eminent men, portraits of illustrious warriors and statesmen, filled every vacant nook, but not one trace of female form could be detected.


 A large table, over which open books, papers and writing materials of all kinds were strewed, a sofa, several globes, and the usual amount of chairs, ottomans, etc., completed the furniture of the apartment.


 A bright sea coal fire burnt in the polished grate, near which was a small table of rare and excellent workmanship.


 On this table was a book, and a brace of pistols lying within an inch of the open volume.


 On the shelves were huge tomes of history and philosophy, memoirs, travels, poems, romances in extraordinary abundance, enough to tempt the attention of the most abstracted.


 The book, however, which lay open on the table was the Bible.


 Sunk in an arm-chair, arranged with cushions and furs, in the most luxurious manner, sat, in deep meditation, a man of middle age, whose pale face and thin hollow cheeks, told of deep thought and studies, which led far into the night, when perchance he was


 “ Dreaming on nought but idle poetry, 
 That fruitless and unprofitable art:«


 or else which spoke of some corroding sorrow, that scorching the liquid moisture of the brain, and chilling the warm blood of youth, had made here one of those many wrecks, which daily speak her might and power.


 »He sleeps«, muttered the man.


 »Is that you, Habakkuk?« cried the other, »methought you were not coming to night. Even you abandon me.«


 »Hush, hush!« said Habukkuk Smith, advancing towards the fire, »I could quarrel with you, but that Iam your friend. I could never abandon you. Besides, no one has done so; it is but your fancy.«


 »May be, it is so; and that ‘tis I have shut out the world from me, closed my doors against man, and become & misanthrope; and yet, owning that I have acted thus, who in my place would have done otherwise? Have I not done wisely. Man! man! I hate thee. This night I have again been resolving how my wealth may be so disposed as to benefit no living creature. No man shall own it, no woman either, if means can be devised to annihilate it. I will play the miser well; but not as common misers do, fools that they are. I will not starve and pinch myself to fatten my gaping heir, when I am gone. No! I will live well on the best of everything, I will enjoy luxuries, while other men are coffined in in some prison.


 »Where their bones
May be forth-coming—when the flesh is rotten.«


 No man shall be the better of my riches while I live, and when I die, if heaven send me of life enough to do the deed, it shall be the better for no living creature.”;


 »Sorrow has made you utterly mad«, said Habakkuk severely, »you will talk differently, when time shall have sobered your grief a little.«


 »Never!« continued the recluse, »never! True I had a sister once, a sister whom I loved, as not often brothers love their kin. When quite a girl she wedded, ‘gainst my will, a poor obscure man, who died shortly afterwards. She followed him, driven to death, as he was doubtless, by that poverty I refused to remove. She left a child—had he, my sister’s son, have lived, he had been the heir to all my fortunes. For towards her I sinned heavily, and for her sake would I have forgiven mankind. He too is dead, you tell me, but how many times must I prate this dull story in your ears. What news of my wife?’


 The face of the recluse grew black and savage as he uttered these last words.


 »My dear sir«, replied Habakkuk, turning under pretence of laying aside his hat, but in reality to conceal the emotions of different kinds which suffused his visage with crimton, »why return ever to this painful subject?«


 »What hews of my wife?« continued the other severely.


 »When last I heard of her«, replied Habakkuk with a slight tremour, which always overcame him as he told his deliberate false-hoods to his unconscious victim, »she was flaunting it gaily in the French capital, under the protection of Count ——.«


 The recluse gazed fixedly on his pistols, as Habakkuk spoke.


 »Not yet! not yet.«


 Habakkuk trembled as the iron man before him turned a vacant gaze upon the fire, and muttered, »When will this maddened life end, when shall I earn the reward of all my perils, when have peace, when content?«


 Never, thou miserable wretch! Thou hast sold thy very soul to the demon, for the love of gold, and over thy brow, in words of fire are written, »Hope and peace enter not here.«


 The wealth of the man who sat before him was enormous; it would be greater, and Habakkuk Smith, during many long years, had coveted the possession of all this riches. There was but one means of earning it, and that one was base and vile, requiring moreover long patience, and an enduring villainy of no common order. The end, however, was 8 golden one, and that end Habakkuk Smith did not doubt to gain.


 »And her daughter?«


 »Is well.«


 »But it matters not. An angel from heaven would scarce now satisfy me that child was mine.«


 »Come, come, my friend, let us speak of other things«, said Habakkuk, to whom, as may naturally be supposed, the conversation was anything but agreeable.


 »Well, well«, replied the other, closing the volume before him, and laying it, with the pistols, aside, »what money have you need of for my week's expences, and for the going-to and fro of these messengers to Paris?«


 »My outlay has been unusual this week«, said Habakkuk, »for F had some difficulty in tracing her. I am but a poor man myself, or I should never mention these things.«


 »Tut! tut! Habakkuk, let me wrong no man, if I right none. I have no wish but that you should do these things effectively; I pay all willingly. How much?«


 »I do not rightly recollect me, if it be one or two hundred pounds, I need«, replied Habakkuk, pondering.


 The recluse raised his head, while he opened a cheque. book.


 »I will write blank—hundred«, said ‘he, after a pause, »you can fill in one of two as is needed«, and he handed the cheque to Smith.


 »I had serious business to attend to, or I had not been so late«, continued that gentleman, »and now, lest I detain you from your rest, let me retire.«


 »I am in no mood for sleep—sit you down; in yonder buffet you will find, as you know, wine and glasses. I am not often in humour for conversation—I am now. Let us talk.«


 »Willingly, my dear sir«, replied Smith, going to the cupboard indicated, and bringing forth a couple of decanters and as many glasses: »I am always, as you know, entirely at your service.«


 Smith removed the Bible and the pistols aa he spoke, to the presence of both of which he had @ great objection, and then drawing his chair towards the fire, filled the glasses, and waited the pleasure of the other.


 »Well, Habakkuk«, said the recluse, rais. ing his glass to his lips, »as you just now remarked, you are not a rich man.«


 »I am not.«


 While he made this reply, Habakkuk Smith’s pale face flushed slightly; he rather liked the turn the conversation was taking.


 »You ere not. I know it. Now, tell me, Habakkuk, you who know that riches have not brought me happiness or content, you who know that had poverty been my lot, it had perhaps been better for me; at all events had it been allotted that I should be in a humble sphere of life, and had this humble sphere been unvisited by guilt, I could resign my wealth this hour: you, I say, who know all this, tell me if wealth and distinction were suddenly yours, would it make you happy?«


 Habakkuk Smith had now a deep game to play. To answer as he felt, would be to betray to his friend a secret which for years he had laboured to conceal; to show joy and gladness on his face would be equally dangerous. He therefore sank back in his chair, his spectacles serving him most wonderfully, and affected to reply, in a careless tone.


 »Happy I really cannot say it would, but like most men I should feel a certain degree of satisfaction in commanding an unlimited supply of money.«


 »Humph! but tell me, Habakkuk, did you in reality become possessed of this wealth, what use would you make of it—that is the question which I love to investigate. You are the only man that chance brings me: to study mankind is now my object, and I must study them in you.«


 »Oh!« said Smith, somewhat gaily, »at your old tricks, Harry, investigating the human heart. Ah! you philosophers and book men, despite your learning and wisdom, sometimes make very curious mistakes.«


 »We do«, said the other moodily, »but you forget my question, Habakkuk?«


 »Do with it—what would I do with my wealth? Excuse me, Henry«, said he hesitatingly, »but were I to build castles in the air with sincerity it might, perhaps, not please you.«


 »Speak, man, I am proof to whatever fancy would make you say.«


 »Why, then, Henry, to be frank, were I as rich as you, for example, I would marry, retire to the country, live the liberal lord of the manor, do good as far as I could, bring up my children in the way they should go, etc., etc.«


 As he spoke, the recluse raised his head, and, ere the other had finished, sat glaring at him like a wolf at his prey.


 »You would, you would, and you tell this to me. You would do as I did, you would, had you my wealth, place yourself in my position, as I was two years back, and this to me, from whose heart a word of yours has for ever taken hope; to me, whose happiness your tales blasted; to me, who, perhaps, had I not listened to you, had been still happy, still in the peaceful enjoyment of my once glad home?«;


 Habakkuk rose, took his hat, and prepared to depart, a frown gathering upon his brow.


 »Henry, you forget yourself«, said he; »but no matter, I feel too keenly how deep must be your sorrow, to be angered at your passion.«


 »Tam wrong; but let us quit this subject, let us not speak of that which revives the thought of things better forgotten.«


 »Let us do so«, replied Habakkuk, »bat wisely to do so, let us speak no more to-night. You are too excited, my friend, to converse calmly.«


 »I am—good night, good night«, and, as he spoke, Henry sank back in his chair as if exhausted by the efforts he had made.


 Habakkuk Smith turned and left the, his pale cheek, paler than usual, and his eyes flashing from beneath his brows. It was evident that he was angry, though he thought proper to restrain whatever feelings of emotion were raging within his bosom. As soon as he was gone, the recluse rose, changed his garb for one as poverty-stricken as possible, and, went out, taking a direction which led to


 “No. 7, «


 where arrived, he entered by the door behind —being opened to at a signal—and went up to the chamber-door, where a light still burnt.


 


 CHAPTER VII.
 FREDERICK WILSON AT HOME.


 When in the morning our hero, recumbent on his solitary couch, awoke once more to consciousness, it was in a state of considerable confusion of mind. His head ached with the potations in which he had too freely indulged, his tongue felt parched and fiery, his temples throbbed, his lips were cracked and painful, while, as far as he recollected the evening’s amusement, it appeared not at all to bear the scrutiny of a morning's reflection.


 Frederick Wilson, though at a loss exactly to make out how matters had finally ended, remembered having played cards, and having given a bond for something; he had a confused recollection of losing a considerable sum of money to some person or other, of having given promises to pay, and L O. U.’s in abundance.


 It is not therefore to be wondered at by the discriminating and sensitive reader, if Mr. Frederick Wilson, to use an American phrase, felt particularly small, and gazed round his garret without any inclination to indulge in the Bombastes vein, or even to imitate poor Robinson Crusoe and proclaim himself sole monarch of all that fell within reach of his hasty survey.


 There is no sinner so hardened but the still small voice of conscience will sometimes reach him, unawares, perhaps, making but a slight assault, but still laying siege to the soul, in 2 manner sufficiently powerful to render the fact of its existence unmistakeable. Now, Wilson, with all his faults, was no adept in crime or guilt. His life was reckless and careless, his existence flowed in a rude and pebbly channel, his time was misspent, but then there was that in him, which, when alone and calm, pointed out the error of his ways. He had gone astray, but he loved not his faults; his errors were those of situation, and he wanted but good company and the opportunity of amendment, to be a steady and industrious young man, not even without the ambition to end by something beyond, as yet undefined. His heart and mind, indeed, might have been likened to some gloomy forest dell o’er which the leafy sweep of arching trees spread darkness and dreary associations, but which, when brought by the rude but well-meant axe of the woodman, into the broad effulgence of day, gave forth its myriad flowers beneath the sparkling rays of the warm sun. So, the real nature of Wilson, warped and concealed by unfortunate habits and evil company, wanted but the rectifying influence of position, and some powerful motive, to become the truly excellent thing which in reality it was.


 Stretched upon his humble truckle-bed, opposite a black and dreary-looking grate, the young man took in the whole room at a glance, and grimly noted its poverty-stricken appearance.


 It was, we have said, and we love always to come to the point at once, a garret, and, we may further add, a small and uncomfortable one. A bedstead, a chest of drawers, a table, and a couple of chairs, constituted the whole amount of furniture.


 The fireplace was dingy and dirty, and guiltless of any sign of fire. No welcome kettle graced the hob, and not an article edible or culinary was anywhere to be seen.


 On the table, however, lay a most suspicious-looking document, which had not yet caught Wilson’s eye.


 »Heigho!« sighed our hero, »no fire to get up to, no breakfast, neither, I suppose. But what is that on the table, a letter, a bill, a writ, or what?« and reaching out his hand, Frederick Wilson drew the document towards him.


 Tt was a polite request for the sum of one pound ten, being the amount of six weeks’ arrears of lodging, and a respectful notice for our disconsolate hero to suit himself as soon as possible with another domicile.


 »Confound the old harridan«, muttered Wilson, »was ever mortal in such a plight as 1? Without money, without credit, without a home, what am Ito do? Yesterday, too, I was out of debt, and now heaven knows into what an abyss I have fallen.«


 Rat-tat, at the door, very sharply.


 »Who is there?«


 »Please, sir, missus wants to speak with you as soon as convenient.”«


 »Tell Mrs. Mussle, to walk up in ten minutes. I am dressing«, and jumping out of bed, he suited the action to the word.


 Perhaps there can be no conceived nothing more cheerless than for a man, on a cold bleak morning, in a miserable garret, to dress with no fire, no money, no breakfast, and in perspective, an interview with one’s landlady, on whose books one is marked considerably in arrears. It is one of those positive ills which scarcely one of those Irishmen, whose luxury and comfort is to be found in a dudeen, would be able to hold up against. Under such influence, the heart must feel chilled and depressed; the veriest philosopher that ever studied o’er midnight lamp, and at that witching hour drank deep inspiration, would have burnt his books in sheer desperation. Imagine, therefore, our hero’s sensations at the next stroke of fortune which occurs in this eventful history.


 »My God, what is the meaning of this?« he next moment exclaimed, as stumbling against a chair, he sent his clothes on the floor, a heavy gingling of money being heard as they fell.


 To seize hig coat and pantaloons and to empty the pockets on the table was the work of an instant; a most varied and singular assemblage of articles repaid the investigation.


 Broken cigars, play bills, notes, pieces of string, crumbs, and other innumerable abominations covered the table; but beside these there came forth, to his utter astonishment, nearly a hundred sovereigns, solid, bright gold, unmistakeable portraits of the reigning, and certain deceased rulers of the land.


 Wilson stared like a madman at the golden heap, a mass of riches almost beyond belief.


 »Have I robbed somebody, or is it possible I have won all this?« cried he, raising his hands, to press them against his aching fore-head.


 The latter fact now burst clearly upon him, and reflection coming to his aid, our hero returned his treasure to his pockets, and swept the refuse into the fire-place.


 He then dressed, in utter silence, wrapped in deep thought.


 »Can I come in?« exclaimed a female voice, in no very honeyed accents, 23 Wilson buttoned his seedy coat, in the very act of concluding his toilet.


 »Certainly, Mrs. Mussle, walk in, very happy to see you this morning looking so charming, Mrs. Mussle; you come for your little account; very happy to oblige you indeed«, continued Wilson, speaking with remarkable volubility, and handing the necessary sum to the presiding genius of the locality, »anything else I can do for you, Mrs. Mussle.«


 The namesake of that innocent animal to which the: epithet lily-white is generally applied by the of poillvi, had entered the apartment, a fixed frown upon her stately ‘brow, which, ere our hero had concluded his specch, had relaxed into a sweet smile, tempered by a slight dash of astonishment.


 »Nothing, I thank you, Mr. Wilson, no thing. But is there anything I can do for you, sir. Pray excuse my giving warning, sir, but really times is bad —«


 »I am quite aware of that, my dear Mrs. Mussle, so pray say no more about that. But do something for me, you can. I want breakfast, and I shall not breakfast alone. Will you be good enough, Mrs. Mussle, to procure me some coffee, tea, ham, eggs, some sausages, and let me have breakfast for four, gs soon as possible. Mary can light a bit of fire, and then take a couple of notes for me. Here, Mrs. Mussle, is a sovereign to make these little purchases.«


 To say that the middle-aged landlady, with a large family of little children, and heavy taxes, was astounded, was to say little, but, like a prudent woman, she kept all her surprise to herself.


 »They shall be done, directly, sir—I will just take off my apron and put on my bonnet, and run of all them little errands myself. Mary! Mary!«


 These last words were uttered in a loud voice, which penetrated from the upper to the lower regions.


 »Yes, ma'am.«


 »Come up and light the gentleman's fire; be quick, bring up the wood and the coalscuttle.«


 »Yes, ma’am.«


 With this assurance, being satisfied, the landlady hurried down stairs.


 Frederick Wilson sank into a chair, placing himself from habit near the fire, and was soon lost in a reverie.


 The house in which our hero dwelt was occupied by a vast variety of personages, the most remarkable of whom being fated to play some considerable part in this history, we shall give some brief account of them at once.


 The first floor unfurnished was let to a single young lady, by name Cornelia Pointer. Cornelia was a dress-maker, not one of your hard-worked white slaves who toiled from four in the morning until midnight for e@ wretched pittance, but a young lady who, being possessed of considerable ability in her particular line of business, and having, moreover, a very good connection among the very best of the neighbouring shopocracy of Oxford-street, ete., employed some half dozen assistants, who came to her at eight, and departed after twelve hours’ labour. Miss Cornelia Pointer was therefore very comfortably off, had very elegant furniture, and kept a maid servant, who slept in the back-kitchen where all her culinary operations were carried on. Having to make breakfast, to cook dinner, and to prepare tea for her mistress and six young ladies, it will readily be believed that her office was no sinecure.


 As Mrs. Mussle reached the landing, Miss Pointer opened her door, and wished her good morning.


 »Good morning, Miss Pointer; how do you find yourself, miss, this morning? Very seasonable weather, though rather cold; it takes a deal of fire to warm one these cold days, and coals is very dear. There is no knowing, too, what price they may come to.«


 »I am sorry for it, though really we are so many in one room that we warm one another. We mingle our calorics.«


 »Indeed!« exclaimed Mrs. Mussle, who wondered what caloric meant, though sufficiently used to Miss Pointer’s fine words, not in any degree to be astonished; »but as I was saying, I hope you are quite well.«


 »Very well, I thank you, but walk in just one moment, and let us have a little morceau-a bit of conversation.«


 »But, my dear Miss Pointer«, replied the landlady, with an air of great importance, »the gentleman is waiting for breakfast, and {have a thousand things to do; I have coffee to buy, tea to buy, eggs to choose, ham to taste, and I know not what all besides.«


 »But of which of the gentlemen do you speak!« inquired Miss Pointer, as she closed her door, and fairly hemmed Mrs. Mussle in, who, however, while she was speaking, had been slowly entering, or rather sidling into, the apartment.


 Imagine, reader, a capacious chamber, within it a presiding goddess in the shape of a fair, blue-eyed young lady, with long flaxen ringlets, taper waist, and not unhandsome visage, and six inferior immortals of various shape and hue, but all of the feminine gender, sewing, clipping, hemming, stitching, and surrounded by a whole peraphernalia of female garments—unfinished bonnets, halfmade caps, gowns without bodies, and bodies without tails, pelisses half-made, sleeves, scattered over table, chairs, floor, piano, amid a perfect army of patterns and shapes, and with all this the hum of many voices, and he will have some idea of the scene which presented itself to the, however, accustomed eyes of Mrs. Mussle.


 »Of which of the gentlemen should I speak, but of that dear creature, Mr. Wilson, s0 handsome in his payments, and who places in my hands the care of his domestic arrangements!«.


 »He certainly is a dear creature«, replied Miss Pointer, »and I always told you so, Mrs. M, but I thought you and he were two.«


 »Ah!« said Mrs. Mussle, in reply, »every body is liable to mistakes, one of mine was, even for one moment, to suspect the honour and gentility of that excellent young gentleman, who owes me no rent, and gives me & sovereign to lay out in his little domestic necessaries. Yes, Miss Pointer, ’ continued the landlady who could own her faults, »I am not above saying I was mistaken. Gentleman do not always get their money reyular, but they as pays when they does get it, is real gentlemen, and they as don't, aint.«


 »A very correct observation of yours, Mrs. Mussle, that individuals, who, having pecuniary means within their reach, do not do honour to their engagements, I look upon as anomalies upon the face of the earth. And Mr. Wilson has paid you his rent?«


 »Every blessed halfpenny.” Here the six young ladies giggled, remarking, sotto voce, something, of which the words »queer ” and »creature” formed the burden.


 »But I observed, Mrs. Mussle, that you had an unusual degree of business to attend to this morning; Mr. Wilson cannot be about to give a déjeûner in that hole of his up stairs.«


 »Hole, Miss, Oh!« cried the landlady, somewhat indignantly, »hole, for them as pays five shillings a-week for lodging and attendance; I call it a perfect little paradise.«


 »For five shillings a-week, certainly, for that small sum—I may say, that very trifling sum, one cannot expect much; still, it is not exactly the locality in which a gentleman would like to invite his friends to breakfast.«


 »Ah! Miss P.; bachelors does many worse things;” and the good landlady shook her head and looked vastly mysterious, »there’s my husband; well, afore he was married, he scarce knowed what it was to get a night's rest. He was always a-making strange bed-places—a lamp-post, a kennel, a door-way, anything, it was all the same to him. They says as how, Miss P., poverty makes us put up with strange bed-fellows; I should say, being unmarried, makes a man put up with very unpartikler beds.


 »As to the dormitory part of the matter«, replied the young lady, with a slight toss of head, »we single persons cannot be expected to know much on the subject, though, I may say, I have little doubt that being a bachelor—when a man must be miserable—makes him also very indifferent about coming home, and it may happen that he may for once take up with a lamp-post.«


 »Lord love you«, said the landlady, with the gravity of a police-Solon, »it’s quite common, and my husband has many a time said to me, ‘ Betsy, ’ says he, ‘when I ben in that way, I never knowed the difference.’ Oh, that huzzy Mary, she's a-spilling the coals all over the stairs. I never see such careless things as them servants is, in all my life!«


 With these words, Mrs, Mussle bounced out of the room.


 »Mary«, cried she to the unfortunate delinquent, who was a story higher in the house, »you're a-spilling the coals all about.«


 »No, I ain’t, ma'am.«


 »No answer, you huzzy, cos I heard you. What, do you think there is nothing else to be done in this blessed world but clean after you, you lazy wretch, seeing you won't do it yourself. But make haste, and light the gentleman's fire!«


 Mary muttered some answer which was inaudible, and then Mrs. Mussle, conscious of having loitered, hastened to execute our hero’s commissions, anxious, in part, to see how much per-centage she might venture to squeeze out of the sovereign she was commissioned to lay out, on the principle of spontaneous consumption so cleverly explained by a writer in a certain popular miscellany.


 CHAPTER VIII.
  BACHELOR'S BREAKFAST.


 About an hour after the occurrence of the events detailed in our last chapter, the gloomy garret, in which our hero had awoke, and therein dressed shivering and shaking all the while, presented a picture very different to what had been gazed upon in gloomy sadness, ere the unexpected golden shower awoke him to life and energy.


 The grate, though none of the largest, and being, moreover, by no means elegant in its form, was filled high with blazing coals, which spread around a genial sense of warmth, in itself no mean concomitant of happiness—red, crackling and hot, with blazing summit and fiery front, it looked as if it might have said, come use me, to the thin slices of bread, which were certainly intended to be toasted thereat.


 On one side stood steaming a small black kettle, not one of your bright, cosy, happy-looking, matrimonial, boilers of hot water, but a true bachelor one, all soot and coal, which was variously used by every member of the great human family, composing the denizens of that house.


 A coffee-pot equally dingy in its outside garment, but diffusing around the aroma of a beverage, which cheers, but not inebriates, and which unlike more potent liquids conduces to, not destroys health, graced the opposite side, and seemed to vie in its efforts at sending forth both sound and vapour. Bright visions in the foggy days of life, how Wilson watched you and rejoiced.


 But not Wilson only.


 The table whilsome so bare was covered by a goodly array of crockery and provender. Four cups, singularly happening to be all of the same pattern, and still more extraordinary, the same number of saucers graced a small corner of the cloth, while a tea-pot kept them close company. Plates, knives and forks, bread, toast, ham and sausages, with various articles equally useful and agreeable, took up the vacant space, around which four individuals sat engaged in lively discourse.


 Beside Wilson was Count Marino Rhino, remarkable only for his rough moustache, and the very apocryphal state of his linen.


 On the opposite side of the fire, sat a tall young man, whose very seedy habiliments, turned-down collar, long hair, and pale visage, would have instantly proclaimed him an aspirant to poetic fame, had not every second word he spoke revealed the secret to his hearers. Naturally possessed of a good heart, and of abilities which might have aided to raise him to @ very respectable station in society, this young man, by fond and enthusiastic parents, had been unfortunately christened Ben Jonson Walters. We say unfortunately, for no sooner did he attain to an age, when he was able to distinguish between. a poet and postman, than, struck by the coincidence of name, he at once aimed at the former vocation. Sent to London by his father, a small farmer in Sussex, as clerk to a banking house, a situation he had obtained for him, through the interest of his landlord, Ben Jonson Walters soon found his duties too irksome for his aspiring mind; facts were all very well, but they should have been poetic facts; figures were excellent, that is figures of speech, and consequently, neglecting his duties to write sonnets (he had composed one on the back of a hundred pound note), he was suspended for three months, both in situation and salary. Mr. Wentworth, the banker in question, had the greatest respect for the integrity and superior mind of his father, and accordingly did not dismiss him, being anxious to give him a taste of what three months liberty, unaccompanied by cash, would bring about.


 A month had now elapsed, and late hours, bad company and idleness had done much to cause a change in his outward man, while none had taken place in his resolution to live by the proceeds of his pen. His grand effort was an epic poem, the subject of which was a sketch of the history of the English people, with his views of and speculations as to the causes of popular misery, with remedies therefore. This grand undertaking, however, proceeded slowly, and meanwhile numberless small pieces had been executed, and patiently distributed among the vast number of reporteries for prose and poetry, which tempt many an unfortunate wight to devote numerous hours to composition, in the belief that editors are in want of contributors, and that productions of ability are always acceptable.


 Unhappy mistake. Not every magazine, review and periodical in the kingdom, if each were multiplied four fold, and twice four fold, would contain one half the articles, essays, tales, romances and poems, which in ceaseless cartloads are poured forth upon an editorial table. The fecundity of the human pen is a moral phenomenon of the age. Announce to morrow a new monthly publication, and ere this day week, if your undertaking has had much publicity given to it, you shall have before you, of continued tales, whole three volume romances, short stories, etc., enough for more than a twelvemonths’ use. Who writes it all is a mystery to us. Your regular hard working authors, whose productions are published, and whose labours amuse and edify the public are few in number, while of amateurs the name is legion. Still we say write on, it is scarcely possible to compose without a certain amount of thought, and thinking is good for all.


 Ben Jonson Walters, like all young beginners, fell into the error of supposing that editors would greedily devour his poems, and quarrel for the honour of seeing his name in their pares. His eyes were opened by degrees. He got answers, polite, nay, kind ones, but in all cases refusal accompanied the reply[1].


 But we forget Ben Jonson Walters. A the time we allude to, the young poet's funds had vanished into thin air, and had not his hopes been singularly great, despondancy would have come over him. But his was the poet’s dream of greatness still. He sighed for fame and renown, he believed himself capable of commanding them, and nightly round his pillow came fantastic visions of glory, which cradled still his earnest desire to be one of the stars in the firmament, that was to cover the hundred years comprising the new century, with glory ever more.


 Mr. James Wilkinson, »a gentleman of the press«, and a very young gentleman of that fraternity, made up the number of the invited.


 »This is what I call a capital dejeûner«, said the Count, »and reminds me of the days when I was in my native country, and ate the heads of wild boars and venison off my own estate.«


 »That must have been a very long time ago«, said the juvenile member of the fourth estate, winking slyly at Mr. Walters, »since you speak like a ——, I may say, like alive Briton.«


 »I am proud to hear you say so«, replied the Count gravely, »I had always an aptitude for the langue, for languages.«


 »An instinctive perception of foreign tongues«, put in Ben Jonson, »as my great namesake says, nature makes languages


 ‘ As if she meant to hide the name of things
 Under her wings, and make the world her quarry.’


 »But, gentlemen«, interfered our hero, who, aided by Mary, the kitchen-maid, elevated to the rank of waiter, pro. tem., had been preparing everything for immediate consumption, »the breakfast waits. What do you take, Count, tea or coffee.«


 »Coffee«, replied the foreign nobleman, »we always take cafe for breakfast; tea, nevere.”.


 »Coffee«, exclaimed Ben Jonson Walters, »since have heard that the French Academy of Medicine have declared it genial to the brain, and proper food for poets, I drink nothing else.«


 »Water, gin and brandy«, said Mr. Wilkinson with a grin, »for my part, I have no great opinion of cither tea or coffee. They are all very well for women, but we of the stronger sex require something more potent. In the morning, however, when one’s head aches, as mine does now, most confoundedly, they are good restoratives.«


 Mr. Wilkinson was a small youth, with a red visage, nose to match, eyes of varied hue, in which the sanguine predominated, but on the present occasion had also a slight tinge of pallor. It was quite clear that the mild beverages before him were not his habitual draughts, and that the stronger liquids were much more common than was at all whole-some or genial.«


 »Don’t say no«, exclaimed Mr. Wilson, »if you would rather have brandy and water and a cigar for breakfast, say the word, and its done. Anything to oblige, my dear fellow.«


 »Why no! yon are very good«, replied Mr. James Wilkinson, looking a little alarmed at the prospect of exchanging the good things before him for so apocryphal a breakfast as spirit and smoke, »but this morning I have a fancy that a little tea and coffee will do me good. Really, I drank so much spirituous liquid last night, I feel somewhat feverish.«


 »Perhaps«, said the Count, who recollected the young man’s hit about his long absence from his country, »perhaps the other would make the gentleman sick; I should rather say it would.«


 »Sir«, said Mr. Wilkinson, looking very big, »Sir, I would have you know.«


 What he did not say, but his cheeks swelling out, and his yellow skin puffing up, gave no inapt idea of the frog in the fable.


 »Come, gentlemen«, continued Mr. Frederick Wilson, »fire away; the coffee waits. By the bye, Ben Jonson, where were you last night. We missed you at Jerry’s, lost a chance, you did; I fell into a good thing last night.«


 »So I should say«, observed Mr. Walters, with a peculiarly meaning smile, »so I should say. But you ask me where I was. I must say that is rather a difficult matter for me to answer, as I myself feel somewhat dubious on this point. I was, I fancy, a little elevated; you must know I was dining at the —— Head, with a few gentlemen, literary gentlemen, whom our mutual friend Wilkinson here introduced me too, when all the go was.


 »Fill the bowl with rosy wine, 
 Around our temples roses twine, ’


 gained the victory over my senses, and wo sallied forth into the streets, singing


 " Let’s banish business, banish sorrow, 
 To the gods belongs to-morrow.’


 Captivated by a little beauty in the streets, a swect little creature, I would on her roseate lips have fixed a kiss, when some low fellow, so;


 »Rugged Russian bear’


 took advantage of my inebriety, punched my head, and sent me rolling into the kennel.«


 »In glorious style«, cried Wilkinson with a laugh, »and didn’t make a speech when he got up!«


 Having uttered this sage observation, while transferring a thin sausage to his plate, the devotee to brandy and water again relapsed into silence, while Wilson poured him out a ‘second cup of coffee, and Walters added, »A hard blow he hit me;


 ‘I think I see thee still, 
 And on thy blade and dudgeon spot a of blood, 
 Which was not so before.’«


 Our hero meantime could scarcely preserve his gravity at the discovery which he had accidentally made. An indistinct idea had taken possession of him, that he had in rescuing Mary, committed assault upon friends, and he would have readily avowed his share in the transaction, but that the instinctive desire to keep everything in regard to Mary Cartwright a profound secret, intervened and prevented him.


 Breakfast continued, tea, coffee, ham, toast disappeared with an expedition which would have astonished even an Ojibbeway; at length though some stray morsels still remained upon the festive board, the quartett suddenly ceased, each man declaring his appetite perfectly satisfied.


  


 -HERE ENDETH THE FIRST BOOK.-


 [1]And here a word to certain writers who paint editors and publishers as literary cormorants, that uniformly reject what is sent them, who scarcely deign to reply to unceasing letters, or if they do so, accompany their, refusals with insolence and coldness. Nothing is further from the truth. Of course the fast pressure of matter offered to the eye of those who sit in the critical judgment seat, must cause delay and joss of time, but we are sure that in the present day, editors and publishers fur the most part are far from deserving the obliquy thrown upon them by disappointed authors. If a MS. be sent to any publication, with a polite request for its examination, it will be examined, and if the writer have any patience, politely returned and accepted. If, however, impatient at a delay, which is often inevitable, the author pours upon the possessor of his lucubrations, letter after letter, at first polite, then cold, then severe, then angry, he must expect the natural consequence. Most living writers have been editors, and what could be more gentlemanly and considerate than the conduct of Dickens, of Ainsworth, of Howe, of Jerrold, Lever, and hosts of others, to those who volunteered their literary services to them. The error, however, has become a received thing, and however exploded the cause, will, we doubt not, while society has its satirisers, be received as one of those truths, from which there is no appeal. The few exceptions which do exist, and they are marked and known, will always be the excuse for making so unjust a rule.


 BOOK THE SECOND.THE JAPANESE MINSTRELS.


 CHAPTER I.
 MRS. LEWIS.


 Opposite No. 7, and forming one of the focusses, where gossip entertained itself in connection with the mysterious personage who inhabited the old house, which ever retained its padlock—symbolical of the silence which reigned within, was a shop, one of those shops only to be found in London. Neither grocer nor greengrocer, neither tea dealer, nor Oilman, neither tobacconist, nor cheeseman, it was all in one, and beershop to boot; outside were stalls covered with a perpetual and heterogeneous growth of cabbages, turnips, celery, oysters, etc., which appeared endured with a power of always renewing themselves; for however great the consumption during the day, and however bare the boards at night, early in the morning, long before any sensible individual had left his bed, they were again replenished to the great satisfaction of all those whose credit was good with the presiding spirit of the house. Within—but to describe what that shop contained, would demand a genius equal to his who catalogued the ships before Troy. Let it suffice, that despite the multitudinous nature of its contents, it was very small, and only served its purpose by being crowded with boxes, drawers, jars, cupboards, from ceiling to floor, and by having lockers, to use a nautical phrase, in every possible and impossible place. To add to its discomfort, it contained a staircase, or rather ladder, which led by an almost perpendicular ascent to the upper regions, let on moderate terms to single men, as a bill in the window generously informed the public.


 Mrs. Lewis, a middle-aged, hard-featured little woman, appeared as stationary as any of her goods and chattels, she was perpetually behind the counter in one particular place, weighing half ounces, and half pounds, of all sorts, and keeping a back parlour, for no other purpose than to show, that if she chose, she could at any time retire within herself, and cause dreadful calamities in innumerable families by refusing credit. Mrs. Lewis was a clever woman, for though a great many people got into her books, they never staid there, which, seeing the greasy nature of her ledger was a blessing. Many of her rivals would have given much to know the secret, by which she preserved herself from bad debts, there was, however, no great magic in the matter, it arose from the fact, that she never trusted very poor people, she could not afford it; with her, poverty was a crime. In fact in character, and a little in appearance, she had beard enough for a hussar; she was a Jew.


 The good lady’s morals were of a peculiar cast, so that people paid their way, she never inquired whence came their money. It follows that her lodgers were often of somewhat a suspicious order. At the time of which we now speak, her upper apartments were occupied by some mysterious personage, whose presence had diverted public curiosity, for a time, from No. 7, over the way; from morn till evening, and almost from evening till morn, there emanated from Mrs. Lewis's lodgings sounds which provoked the most intense and lively interest. It appeared as if the bells of some good-natured church had been allowed a holiday, and were spending their vacation with Mrs. Lewis, which while it spoke volumes for their humility, said nothing for their taste. Their activity, no man within a mile appeared willing to dispute, for every tune, carol, air, popular or unpopular, domestic or foreign, had the benefit of their instrumentalisation. When Mrs. Lewis was asked questions, all she could say was, that her rooms were occupied by six men, who never went out, or showed themselves even in her shop. Her apartments had been taken by a well-dressed gentleman, who wore moustaches and a cloak, and whose accent was slightly foreign; he paid like a prince, came at least once a day, and it was no part of her business to ask questions.


 A few mornings after the enrichment of our friend Wilson, Mrs. Lewis was alone in her sanctuary, dividing, with singular ingenuity, a pound of tea into eighteen ounce packets, when an elderly female entered, in search of provender.


 »Good morning, Mrs. Lewis«, said the beldame.


 »Good morning, Mrs. Peacock, what can I do for you«, replied the other, leaning two hands on the counter.


 »A quarter of cheese, a loaf, and a pint of beer.«


 »Very good.«


 »® Ah! Mrs. Lewis«, continued the ancient female, while the other was occupied in preparing the various articles ordered. »What can them darkened windows over the way mean? No good, I am sure.«


 »You may say that, Mrs. Peacock«, exclaimed Mrs. L., shaking her head mysteriously, »no good, I’m sure. People don't take big houses and old houses, and people too with plenty of money, for nothing.«


 »What can it be«, continued Mrs. P. passing her two hands under her apron, and raising them convulsively to her breast, »body snatchers at the least.«


 »Burkers perhaps«, replied Mrs. L.


 »And your people«, said Mrs. P., with desperate energy, for, though this was a forbidden topic, she was determined to elicit some information, »they puzzle me.«


 »Do they«, remarked Mrs. L. drily.


 »Not but of course they are highly respectable«, said the antiquated dame in some alarm; she owed a score of eleven shillings, elevenpence, three farthings, —“ of course, but them bells puzzles me.«


 »And between you and me, and the bedpost«, whispered the half mollified Mrs. L., »they puzzles me. Their gentleman pays like a gentleman, and has everything out of this shop, but what six men are shut up, a continually playing on bells for, I can’t think.«


 »Nor I«, and the two women's heads nearly came in contact in their mutual energy.


 »And then, Mrs. Peacock, he ain’t been a near ’em for two days, and they never shows theirselves. Lor they must be starved.«


 »Lor! perhaps they lives ‘avout eating.«


 »Without eating, Mrs. P. Bless yon, they're the best customers I have, for eggs and bacon.«


 »Mrs. Lewis«, said a deep hollow voice at the top of the stairs.


 The two women, in visible alarm, looked upwards by one common impulse, and could scarcely restrain a shriek.


 All they saw was the shaved head of a man, ‘with pale, haggard face, and a tail of hair behind, carefully knotted with white tape.


 Before they could make any more complete investigation, the apparition had vanished, leaving the door ajar, to carry on the conference, which was brief, but decidedly satisfactory.


 »Mrs. Lewis«, repeated the voice this time almost faintly.


 »Yes, sir«, replied the somewhat alarmed woman.


 »Our gov'nors forget us, and we’re starved. Send us up two quarterns, four pounds of bacon, two dozen eggs, six pots of beer, and leave ’em on the landing.«


 The door closed.


 »These lodgers«, said Mrs. Lewis triumphantly, »that’s about their breakfast every morning. Aint they customers?«


 »Well! I never«, exclaimed Mrs. Peacock, »Good morning, Mrs. L.«, and away the beldame hurried to spread round the neighbourhood, the news of the sudden appearance in Mrs. Lewis’s shop, of twelve men with shaved heads, and pig-tails, who breakfasted on six quarterns, twelve dozen eggs, and sixteen pots of the best ale.


 Mrs. Lewis, left alone, proceeded to obey the directions given her by the man in the shaven crown, and calling to her aid her auxiliary Jinn, one Tom Stop, the whole order was speedily deposited at the top of the landing, whence through the half-open doors, it still more speedily vanished.


 Scarcely had this duty been performed, when a hackney coach drove up to the door, and a man alighted therefrom. He was young, say thirty, of handsome mien, but with little grey eyes, that gave a suspicious expression to his countenance. He wore moustaches, and a pointed beard, which, with a large blue cloak, gave him the appearance of being a foreigner. Paying his fare, he entered hurriedly.


 »Good morning, Mrs. Lewis«, he exclaimed, »any news.«


 »Oh! no sir«, said the lady, »only your people were nearly starved, and I was obliged to give them breakfast.«


 »The devil? I ought to have known it«, said the other, »whom did you see?«


 »No one.«


 The man’s momentary glance of anger vanished.


 »My good woman, then how did you manage.”:


 »They called out at the top of the stairs, and I sent it up to the landing.«


 »Bravo!« cried the man, »that is magnificent. Do the ‘same always when I fail to come. Give them whatever they order, except you have it not. Hand me the change when I come down«, and he threw a sovereign on the counter.


 »By the way«, he added, as he set his foot on the stairs, »do they talk much of us in the neighbourhood.«


 »The fact is, Sir, all the talk is of No. 7.«


 »No. 7«, said the man, »what mean you.«


 Mrs. Lewis explained.


 »Hum«, said the man musing, »this is strange. What sort of man was it.«


 As far as she could gather from report, Mrs. Lewis did so.


 »Singular this, devilish singular. Some rich old fool I expect«, and the man went up stairs musing.


 »Not half so singular as you«, muttered Mrs. Lewis to herself.


 And she and Tom Stop both shook their heads; leaving them thus interestingly occupied, we follow the stranger up stairs.


 


 CHAPTER II.
 SECRETS WORTH KNOWING.


 The room occupied by the individuals who had made so very free with Mrs, Lewis’s porter, eggs, ham, and other eatables, was of somewhat larger dimensions than the shop, being in fact two rooms turned into one. Its size was, however, the least part of its peculiarity. Its furniture and occupants were the chief things which struck the eye, if not the understanding.


 It is a well-known fact, that however tidy, neat, clean, and comfortable a room may be, when given up into the sole custody of a single gentleman—without opportunity of any kind for a woman to exercise her wit and peculiar properties upon it—it will become in a few hours a perfect wilderness, if not of sweets, of some other existing thing. But if so of one, who for a few days obtains possession of an apartment, what may be predicated of six men who had held their fortress unvisited by any of the gentler gender for between two and three months, Chaotic confusion were a very meek and tepid epithet to apply to it.


 The room was large, and had been built for a warehouse, having a door in the rear, which opened on the top of a steep flight of steps, or rather a ladder, which led into a small paved court, surrounded by unusually high walls, where the six men could occasionally solace themselves with the cheap and allowable luxury of a pipe. At one end was ranged a row of bells of fanciful form and make, with the usual sticks, &c., by which they were turned into musical instruments. Around these the room was kept clear and bare.


 At the other end was the parlour, kitchen and sleeping room of the six hermits or anchorites of the borough.


 At the time of which we now speak they were having their breakfast.


 Seated round a large deal table, with knives in their hands, and fisting huge hunches of bread, garnished by a goodly array of fat bacon, washed down by deep draughts of malt liquor, their appearance was original and novel if not agreeable. With closely shaven crowns, every vestage of hair, save a tail on the back of the head, bad been removed, while this was cultivated with singular perseverance and assiduity. Long moustaches trained to hang, festoonlike, completed their hairiness of garb. Their costume was strange enough. Wrapped in loose gowns, with petticoats sewed so as to resemble pantaloons: their boots were of untanned leather. In fact their habiliments could be successfully compared to no known costume upon the habitable globe.


 Their beds, which were mattresses, laid endwise on the floor, had been summarily turned up against the wall; in fact one of the completest pictures of disorder was presented that could be easily realised to the mind.


 »Good morning, my lads«, cried the man in the cloak.


 »Good morning«, replied one of the lodgers, who rejoiced in the epithet of Chin-Chin.


 »You seem to enjoy your breakfast«, observed the new arrival, surveying their operations with a smile.


 »Rather«, said Chin-Chin.


 »It looks like it.«


 »It does.«


 »What makes you so dry?« inquired the other, with some little of astonishment in his tones.


 »Thirst, master.«


 »I mean in your talk.«


 »Starving for a day.«


 »Not starving, surely.«


 »By the nose of our emperor«, replied So-Sli[2], the second of the party; »we were as near as a toucher bursting bounds and taking the first eatinghouse by storm.«


 »In your present costume?« said the other drily.


 »It would have been awkward, but awkwarder still to starve.«


 »Well, my lads, never mind this once«, said the patron. ‘I have so arranged it shall not happen again.«


 »I am glad to hear it«, replied ChinChin.


 »And now to business«, continued the other.


 »Everything goes well«, said the leading man among the pig-tails; »the whole of us feel pretty well up to our lesson.«


 »But as to the principal part?«


 »The bells!«


 »Yes.«


 »I do not think there is an overture or other piece you could give us too difficult.”«


 »You think so«, said the other, producing a packet of music and a violin from under his cloak; »then to work.«


 The men rose, and advanced with diligence towards the bells, upon which, after certain preliminary flourishes, they commenced playing an overture, led by the violin of their patron.


 »Well, Mr. Jenkins!« said Chin-Chin, as soon as the music ceased.


 »First-rate«, replied Mr. Jenkins, with vast satisfaction; »two months more, and the pear will be ripe.«


 »Two months!« exclaimed ChinChin, with an elongation of the face which seemed to heave the rest of his body.


 »Two months«, re-echoed the whole party in melancholy chorus.


 »Not a day less«, continued Jenkins; »in the first place, you are very far from: perfection, and in the next, you must come out in the height of the season.«


 »All very fine«, said Chin-Chin lugubriously; »but I want to see my Mary Anne.«


 »And who hinders you?« said Jenkins, coldly.


 »You do, master.«


 »I?«


 »Why, have you not said that you discharge the first man who leaves the room?«


 »I did, and so I will.«


 »Then why say you do not hinder us seeing our wives and little ones?«


 »Can I force you to remain here?«


 »No«, said Chin-Chin, sulkily.


 »Do you want to go, though?« continued Jenkins.


 »Oh, no, never mind«, said Chin-Chin, and he muttered something, in which »my eyes” was all that was audible.


 »And now«, said Jenkins, »having settled this business, to the other part of our lessons, «


 »Ready«, said Chin, smearing his face with his sleeve, which had unaccountably enough gota little damp.


 Jenkins here drew forth a number of notes, which he attentively perused for some minutes..


 »We must vary the tale a little, ’ he said; »we must now suppose a smart fellow, some well-read old hunks, putting questions to bother you.«


 »All right«, said Chin-Chin.


 »Imagine me the old hunks«, said Jenkins.


 »Exactly«, replied Chin-Chin, drily.


 »Why, fellow, you are saucy.«


 »Not at all, Mr. Jenkins, I only imagined as you told me.«


 »Where were you wrecked?« said Jenkins, reading.


 »At Matsmai, one of the Kurile 1slands«, said Chin.


 »Where is that island?«


 »Off the coast of Japan«, replied the other, with a grin.


 »How long did you remain there?«


 »About a month, while word was sent to the Mikado.«


 »Egad!«


 And after this fashion, Mr. Jenkins amused himself by making the most minute inquiries in connection with the kingdom of Japan, its Mikado, its Seogun, and other dignitaries, It seemed that he took the deepest geographical interest in that country; he wanted to know its length and its breadth, its population, to understand the nature of its government, and, in fact, to dive into a number of mysteries with which we cannot very clearly understand what he had to do. The oddest circumstance, however, was that he was all along giving instead of receiving information, At last, this geographical excursion was brought to a conclusion; and Mr. Jenkins, taking up his fiddle and his bow, prepared to depart, after giving a series of instructions to his followers, which were to be implicitly followed.


 »I say, governor«, said Chin, »you recollect we had no dinner yesterday. Just order an extra leg of mutton, by way of dessert.«


 »All right«, replied Jenkins, with a laugh; and going down stairs, he astonished the vacillating intellects of Mrs. Lewis and Tom Stop, by ordering three legs of mutton, twelve pounds of potatoes, and ale, etc., etc., for the dinner of six men. This was even more astounding than the break~fast, and burst very much like a full-grown thunder-clap upon the good woman.


 »Arn’t he a customer! said Mrs. Lewis. »Why, what we buys over what he orders keeps us, Tom, don’t it?«


 Tom Stop did not offer any answer; but it might have been observed that he shut one eye, put his fingers laterally along his nose, elevated one of his eyebrows, shook his head; thereby meaning to observe, for the private information of himself and Mrs. Lewis, that it was all right, and there could be no possible mistake about the matter, which, as far as they were mutually concerned, was true.


 »But stir about, Tom«, continued his mistress, »and get them legs, while I peels the tatoes.«


 Tom Stop obeyed, and sallied forth to perform his task.


 [2]We have not the remotest doubt that these names were borrowed by the ingenious patron, from the drollest, if not the best, book, ever written about China; we allude to »The Porcelain Tower, or Nine Stories of China«, by Sealy.


 


 CHAPTER III.
 PREPARATIONS FOR A SIEGE.


 We left our friend, Frederick Wilson, in company with Mr. Wilkinson, Ben Jonson Walters, and Count Marino Rhino, after indulging in a copious breakfast. It was not, however, our hero's design to spend the whole day in such loose company. Frederick was now in better spirits than he had been for some time. For many months, he had scarcely heard the chink of one shilling against another; and now his pockets were full of gold. Though Frederick knew that this money ought nut to have been his, that he had won it by gambling, still the peculiar circumstances in which he was placed made him only know the bright and sunny side of the picture. Void and vacant had been the heart of this young man for many years; and to those who know what voidness and vacancy means, no more miserable state of existence can be pictured.


 It may seem ‘strange to some—it did to him—that one interview with a girl to whom he was so total a stranger should have changed his whole feelings. Such things are not common. Love at first sight is not an impossibility, though of rare occurrence. When it happens, the heart must be predisposed, by circumstances, to feel quickly and deeply. There must be some peculiarity of position, some more than common opportunity of knowing one another. By love at first-sight, we mean, not that visual sight which conveys nothing to the heart but the mere outward seeming of the man or woman; but that intellectual knowledge of one another’s hearts which so rapidly follows the communion of thinking spirits. Take two human beings, with souls both capable of the deepest, the purest, the noblest feelings. So place them, that they-shall, on the first occasion of meeting, pour forth their whole mind one unto the other; and they will love, if there be any tendency in them to. the tender and the affectionate. After events will only serve to confirm the opinions formed at once, or to show its folly.


 Now, Frederick Wilson was not in love with Mary Cartwright; but he knew that he should be, which was much, if not the very same thing. He saw it coming, like a stultified bull, that has wandered on a rail, does the ponderous locomotive that is to reduce him to impalpable powder; but Wilson treasured the hope that he should be in love. He rather liked it, The sensation was new; and Wilson, like most men, liked new sensations.


 Wilson, therefore, had no sooner concluded his breakfast, and smoked one or two cigars with his friends, than he politely intimated to them his desire that they would absent themselves.


 »The fact is«, said Wilson, »I want to call on my tailor. I have not seen him for an age.«


 »Have you got one?« observed Wilkinson. »I wish I had; I’d call too.«


 »Why«, said Wilson, good-humouredly, »I do not look as if I patronised the fraternity over much. But really, my dear friends, make yourselves quite at home. There’s all the cigars; the liquor is on the table; order dinner, if you like.«


 »By Jove, Wilson«, said Wilkinson, »you are so excessively pressing«, a sentiment which was far from feebly re-echoed by the rest of the company, »we cannot but accept.«


 »Well, gentlemen, good morning. If I do not return before dinner, be not alarmed; I shall certainly be home to supper.«


 And with this, Frederick made a low bow and departed from his castle, midst general thunder of applause, expressive of their high sense of his liberality. Wilkinson went so far as to rush to the top of the stairs, and cry, as loud as his shrill voice would permit: »One cheer more!« as Wilson made his final retreat.


 Meanwhile our hero, rich in the possession of his gold, but far richer in the possession of bright and gladsome hopes— hopes of joy, hopes of love, went on his way rejoicing. Care, and misery, and gloom, utter want of any of those causes which rouse a man’s ambition, of those stimulants which are needed to elevate man something above a mere worker for his daily bread, had hitherto been wholly wanting. There was no great reason now, why, in a solemn and reflective moment, he should hope, but our nature spurns reality, and however unsubstantial may be the dream which promises happiness, we cling to it as to a dear and precious thing, and would not part from its visionary brightness for the real possession of some positive though trifling good.


 And well is it that it is so. Day-dreams and visions of the silent night, wishes, desires that scorch our hearts, prison-ed as they are within ourselves, these are often the goads which urge us on: these hidden and unspoken thoughts are the causes of our exertion; our ambition, our hope steals impossibility from fate, and makes the wildest scheme which could conduce to our happiness, appear easy of attainment. We pursue a shadow, but, let us do justice to the world, this shadow sometimes becomes a substance.


 Wilson was somewhat puzzled with regard to his finances. He was determined to make a little figure in the world—that is his world of half a dozen inhabitants— and he well knew that the first requisite fur making a figure amongst little people was to have a good coat upon his back, his feet encased in polished boots, a good beaver on his head, and a bandana hanging from his pocket, for one is now judged, not for what one is, but as we seem.


 The first visit paid, therefore, was to his worthy friend, Mr. Snip. Entering his shop, where never before had he been but to bargain for misfits, there was so unmistakeable a lock of independence about him, that the tailor knew he must be a monied man for the nonce, and received him with proportionable cordiality.


 »Good day, sir. What can I do for you, sir«, observed the polite and attentive disciple of Stultz.


 »Why, a great deal«, replied Wilson, »T want a suit of clothes, the very best you can make me, and, as I shall pay cash, I must have them by five o’clock to-morrow evening. Here are five pounds in advance.«


 »It shall be done!« said the tailor, enthusiastically pocketing the five pounds, and producing his measure. We shall not follow Wilson through the whole of bis journey that day. It will be sufficient to state that, in a few hours, he had laid out about twenty pounds upon his person, and felt the proud satisfaction of owning a wardrobe.


 With a light heart and a quick step he returned to his lodgings, in time to assist in the demolition of certain steaks, chops, and sausages, which Count Marino Rhino was deeply engaged in cooking: his return was hailed of course with great delight; and the whole party sat down to dinner with a keen relish, and a full determination for enjoyment known only to bachelors in difficulties, upon whom a sudden and unexpected ray of sunshine has fallen, and angels visit as far between and few as Sirius from the Bear.


 Dinner over, tea followed, as a matter of course, and then, after a ramble to several of the journals, in search of orders for the theatre, which they had some difficulty in finding, the whole party found themselves, about eight o’clock, in the upper boxes of Drury-Lane. In this questionable locality we leave them, to follow other actors in this eventful drama.


 


 CHAPTER IV.
 MISS CORNELIA POINTER’S GREAT STROKE.


 Miss Cornelia Pointer had heard of the sudden change in Wilson’s circumstances, with surprise and astonishment, mingled with a certain fluttering of the heart, that, if not very comprehensible, was, at all events, very pleasant; at the same time that she was sincerely delighted at the event, for his own sake. Miss Cornelia liked Frederick Wilson; she did not disguise it. He was so very nice a young man, everybody must like him, she said, and why should she be singular? not that there could be anything else than neighbourly friendship in whatever she felt. Both lived in one house; they often met and passed upon the stairs; much oftener met and stopped. The gentleman had even been known to stand half an hour, perhaps more, inside her door with his hat in one hand and his candle in the other, when coming home of an evening. While the lady had on one occasion taken up a post-paid letter, placed it on the landing by his door, and having knocked discreetly, ran away. Now, all this was nothing: gentlemen talk to ladies at their doors, hat and candle in hand, and ladies »may carry up letters to single gentlemen, without any absolute necessity for believing in any tender feeling on the part of either, as a natural consequence of so doing. But man is a fickle animal, and that Wilson was getting in love with Mary Cartwright was, therefore, no proof at all that his heart had never been touched by the charms of a Cornelia Pointer. If so, however, we will not say he never told his love, because he might have done so to the lady, but he never had to the world proclaimed that he was her humble and dutiful servant to command. What the lady’s sentiments were, it would be scarcely discreet in us to say, for, did we tell all the tender secrets which we, as the historians of domestic life, become possessed of, we should have enough to do and to spare. Now, we will not say that Miss Pointer was at all of a mercenary disposition, but she believed with great truth and justice that pecuniary comfort, and the consequent absence of the bitter cares incident on poverty, was a great advantage even when added to the charms of disinterested love. If Miss Cornelia Pointer had loved Frederick Wilson—perhaps she did—she would have married him without a penny. Now, however, that fortune seemed to favour him, he certainly was all the better match.


 As soon, accordingly, as all Miss Pointer’s young ladies Lad departed, she summoned Mrs. Mussle to a cozy little supper, and to her counsels. The first question which naturally arose was relative to the present. Miss Pointer begun: »I do want, Mrs. Mussle, to have a comfortable little bit of chat with you, and how can one do so better than over the most comfortable of all daily meals—I love my supper—«


 »So do I«, said Mrs. Mussle, with the utmost energy and decision of tone.


 »I love my supper«, continued Miss Pointer, in accents which carried perfect conviction with them; »for what can be more pleasant, after the duties, toils, and labours of the day than to sit down and enjoy that which one has earned.«


 »Exquisite language«, said the delighted Mrs. Mussle, casting her eyes up to the ceiling, in mute admiration of her friend's eloquence, and seeming to inform the plaster of her private opinion.


 »Nonsense«, said Miss Pointer, ‘though I have not lost all my education, I hope, even! though reduced tc dress-making. But what will you have, Mrs. Mussle.«


 »Oh!« said the namesake of the lily-white shell-fish, »I’m not particular, something nice and hot.«


 »Or a cold chicken, perhaps«, suggested Miss Pointer, with the smile of a Ude or Soy er.


 »Exactly«, said Mrs. Mussle; »nothing could be better.


 »Or beef-steaks and onions again«, suggested Miss Pointer, as if running over a list of comfortable luxuries in her mind.


 »With bread‘and cheese and porter«, exclaimed Mrs. Mussle, with an exstatic clasp of the hands. This time, Miss Pointer had driven the nail home.


 »Ring the bell and tell Mary to get it«, said the young dressmaker, with a fervid enthusiasm suggestive of the warmth of her feelings upon all points, from beefsteaks and onions down to bachelors and buttons.


 Mary had rapidly answered the summons, and the supper for two was speedily under weigh.


 »And now, Mrs. Mussle«, said Cornelia again, warmly, »I wish to consult you upon a most important point.«


 »Well«, exclaimed the landlady, who was all attention.


 »I'm going to give a party«, said Miss Pointer.


 »A what?« said the landlady, with glistening eyes.


 »A party«, replied Miss Pointer, with emphatic stress upon the word; »an evening party.«


 »You don’t say so!’’ said Mrs. Mussle; »I never did.«


 »Well, it is rather surprising, Mrs. Mussle, for a single young lady to do so; but I shall have a friend, a married lady, to do propriety for me.«


 »Inventive genius!« said Mrs. Mussle, rising with the magnitude of the occasion. »T always said there was nobody like you.«


 »None but myself could be my parallel«, replied Cordelia, laughing. »But, seriously, Mrs. Mussle, I want your advice and assistance in this matter.«


 »You shall have it«, replied the other, earnestly.


 »To begin, these two rooms thrown into one will do exceedingly well; but I want a supper room.«


 »I never! You are just going to do it grand, I think«’ replied Mrs. Mussle.


 »But there is my parlour, quite at your service.«


 »You are very kind, to be sure; but then I shall want some assistance, Mrs. M.«


 »Anything I can do«, remarked the landlady, »you are of course aware will be readily offered.«


 »I know«, said Miss Pointer, »and shall as readily avail myself of your kindness in my little preparations; but, in the evening, you'll be one of my guests, of course?«


 »Proud of the honour«, responded the delightful Hecaté of the house; »but there’s Mary has a married sister that goes out charing, a very neat body, will come and wait with pleasure, for eighteen-pence and her tea.«


 »That’s all settled, then«, said Miss Pointer. »The next thing to be considered is what refreshments we are to offer to our friends.«


 The conversation that ensued upon this important branch of the subject was far too varied and diffuse fur us to attempt to report it. Supper was announced, or rather announced itself, especially the onions, before the debate concluded, But the house resolved itself into committee, and proceeded to discuss the clauses contained in the maid’s report, that is, the supper; and so long did this take that, when concluded, another branch of the subject imperatively called for their attention, and the discussion of the eatables was adjourned.


 »Now, Mrs. Mussle, now for the guests«, said Miss Pointer, with some trepidation.


 »May I be allowed to suggest a name?« said Mrs, Mussle, with a glance which was meant to be very insinuating, sly, and full of covert meaning.


 »Of course«, exclaimed the young lady, looking very conscious.


 »Then, allow me to suggest, my dear, Mr. Frederick Wilson, the prince of single young men lodgers.«


 »Law, Mrs. M.«, said the blushing maid, who was saved the shame of suggesting him herself, »is it proper?«


 »You wouldn’t think, Miss Pointer«, said the lady, in a stately tone, »of hurting the young man’s feelings so much a3 not to ask him.«


 »There is, certainly, something in that, « said the other, with a little sigh, »it would look marked and cutting.«


 »Then he is agreed upon«, smiled Mrs. M.


 »As number one. If he must come. Then, I should like his friend, Mr. Ben Jonson Walters, the poet, to accompany him.«


 »Certainly, and Mr. Wilkinson, another friend of theirs.«


 »I shall also ask Mr. Smith, Mr. H. Smith—there are so many Smiths—Mr. Fitzgerald, and Mrs. Fitzgerald, Countess Marino Rhino, and her accomplished daughter. She will play the piano to us, otherwise I should scarcely ask her. I don't like your foreign-looking girls.«


 Young Miss Rhino was excessively pretty.


 »I shall also ask two of my young ladies, Betsy and Jane. They are exceedingly nice young persons—genteel and well-behaved; for I certainly am rather particular in my selections.«


 »Very proper. And when shall it be?«


 »The day after to-morrow«, said Miss Pointer.


 »I never!’’exclaimed Mrs. Mussle. »You are so clever.«


 »I am quick«, replied Miss Pointer. »The Countess de Fitzwiggin said to me the other day, ›Pointer‹, says she, ›if ever I want an order executed with rapidity, I always send to you.‹«


 »And she does right«, put in the other.


 The rest of the evening was consumed in the discussion of minor details, and we shall therefore say no more, but nerve ourselves to the task of describing Miss Pointer’s evening party, and the events which succeeded it.


 


 CHAPTER IV.
 THE EVENING PARTY.


 The longest day has a close, and even & bill of costs may have an end to it; so at length the weary hours brought round the eventful evening of Miss Cornelia Pointer's party. Many and varied had been the emotions which had filled the breast of the maid, previous to the arrival of the portentous minute when early visitors— those who made a point of never missing their tea—might be expected, and when, supported by her two best girls, Betsy and Jane, she stood by the window in all the majesty of white muslin, round and rosy bare arms, and no legs ruddy cheeks, awaiting the arrival of her friends.


 Miss Pointer was only 8 milliner and dressmaker, but she didn’t look it; between ourselves, we doubt if any of her most aristocratic customers, coroneted or uncoroneted, would have presented a more graceful and elegant appearance than did Miss Cornelia. Cornelia made flounces and furbelows, but there was no less heart for that. She was a good girl too, and None the worse because her little flattering monitor told her that all this expense and display had been gone to, to dazzle the eye and win the truant affections of our friend and hero, Mr. Frederick Wilson.


 It was half-past five o’clock, and Miss Pointer closed the shutters, and extravagantly lit six candles, thus bringing into full relief the whole of the preparations which she had made to do honour to the occasion.


 A handsome piano formed the most prominent object in the room, round which were ranged the chairs in good fashion fo the premeditated polka and quadrille, while in one corner were all the paraphernalia of an extensive supply of tea, coffee, and other good things, with which to satiate the vicious propensity to consume the productions of the earth, with which as a people we are preeminently gifted.


 But room, said we.


 Miss Pointer had two thrown into one, so that there was ample accommodation, not only fur the dancers, but for those more reverend, grave, and solemn seniors, who indulged in the mazes of whist and cribbage, while the younger tripped it on the light fantastic toe, or rather toe and heel, if we are literal.


 Rat-tat-a-tat-tat.


 Miss Pointer's heart leaped, not exactly forth, as according to the vulgar saying, ladies’ hearts are often said to do, but it certainly went at somewhat of a railroad pace.


 »Could it be Wilson?«


 It might, fur though ho lived in the house, it bad been confidently reported, under promise of great secrecy, that he had slipped forth about five, in full costume, to have his hair curled, which proved that he had an undoubted design upon the tender affections of some one of the company, if not generally upon all the ladies.


 »Mrs. Carter Jones«, said the servant, announcing the arrival.


 »Oh! Mrs, Jones, glad to see you«, exclaimed Cornelia, advancing with alacrity.


 »La! Corny«, cried her aunt, who came to play propriety; »how smart you are.«


 »Nonsense, aunt«, said the young lady blushing; »but come, sit down.«


 »I will at once assume my part, child«, continued the old lady, a good-hearted old soul, who had much, if nut of the milk of human kindness, of »too, too solid flesh«, to be able to bear the excitement of ill-temper, »and be ready to dispense the tea.«


 »Kind soul«, exclaimed Cornelia, heartily, as she led her to the chair of state.


 Another arrival goon followed in the shape of Mr. and Mrs. Fitzgerald, the former an Irishman, both very young, very fond, and very foolish, whom we fear Miss Cornelia premeditatedly invited, in order, by the sight of their wedded bliss, to entice and delude the innocent and helpless young gentlemen who would be present into a similar state of beatitude.


 »Glad to see you«, said Cornelia, »much obliged to you for honouring me.«


 »Proud of the pleasure, faith«, exclaimed the husband; »I was most half ’fraid that Maria wad be aft'her bien’ ill this afternoon. Shure she very delicate.«


 »You are so very kind, dear«, replied the wife, an English girl, both pretty and elegant. »I never can keep ill long.«


 »Happy couple«, murmured Cornelia, with an expressive sigh.


 »You may say that, sure«, continued the husband, after carefully placing Mrs. F. in a chair, with a stool under her feet; »divil anythin’ else but happiness have I known, since I fixed myself in matrimony. Shure, I was the most mhiserable dog in the wurld afore that.«


 »And I«, said Maria, in an earnest stage whisper, »was leading a life of negative misery.«


 Here Miss Pointer, with an apology, left the tender pair to their mutual condolements, while she hastened to receive her somewhat distant relative Habakkuk Smith, who was attended by Mary Cartwright. That young lady, though plainly, very plainly dressed, yet at once so struck every eye by her marked beauty, that Cornelia felt a slight pang, which however her natural generosity soon chased away, and she received the unexpected guest with cordiality and ease.


 Countess Marino Rhino, and her daughter, were the next arrivals. The former was a stout, coarse, and vulgar cook-maid, to judge from appearance, though in reality in her palmy days she had been a governess, where little other qualification was required save assumption and profession; but her daughter! heaven preserve the young men from her dark and piereing eyes, so coal-black, so full of animation, so redolent of vivacity, and so full of nameless charms.


 She was slightly made, with a complexion which, though exquisite, would have become a milk-maid, in its ruddy hue—the glow of youth and health, worth all the delicate pallor in the world. Her hair was smooth, and tied in a seducing knot behind. In a word, she was a fascinating, bewitching, delicious little maid, with all the requisites to set a whole room full of young men dreaming of banns, and special licences, for at least four days.


 Several other nameless personages followed, but still no Wilson.


 At length, however, a very loud and authoritative knock came to the door, which had been prefaced by the sound of a cab stopping, and letting down its steps—Wilkinson had stopped a passing vehicle, and given the driver twopence to enact this little innocent pantomime—and after a small amount of hesitation, while the gentlemen were removing their exterior wrappers, the girl announced Mr. Ben Jonson Walters, Mr. Wilkinson, and Mr. Frederick Wilson.


 Habakkuk Smith started and bit his lip, while he cursed his folly for bringing Mary Cartwright, thus unavoidably thrown into the company of the very man whom he wished her of all others to avoid.


 Two hearts, however, were actuated by warmer and pleasanter feelings. Miss Cornelia Pointer hailed with satisfaction the, to her, great attraction of the evening, but was son doomed to experience a little disappointment.


 As soon as he had, as in duty bound, shaken hands in a smart friendly manner with Miss Pointer, Frederick glanced round the room, and his eye at once fell upon Miss Cartwright, who could hardly reconcile to her mind the individuality of a so elegantly dressed young man, with the poor and shabby youth who had been her protector some few evenings before.


 The unfeigned start of recognition, the smile of genuine delight that crossed the young man’s face, and the rapidity with which he advanced to take an empty seat by her side, soon convinced her that it was him, and Mary Cartwright no longer regretted having come to the party.


 »This is an unexpected pleasure!« exclaimed he, in gratified tones, tones of truth, swelling fresh from the heart.


 »You flatter me«, replied Mary, timidly, but with beaming eyes.


 »Indeed, no, Miss Cartwright«, continued he, with increased animation.


 »I have thought much of the few pleasant hours I spent in your company that evening, company so new to the lonely London pilgrim.«


 »Really you make much of very little«, said Mary, with a gentle smile.


 »No, indeed! I have no friends; I know not, save the one casual acquaintance in whose apartments we are, one single lady in town.«


 »You are not from London then«, inquired the young lady.


 »I am not. I was brought up in Devonshire.«


 »Indeed! my native country also«, exclaimed Mary, with a sad smile.


 »What part do you come from, if the question be not prying?«


 »From near Exeter.«


 »I was born in that town.«


 »Indeed!« cried Miss Cartwright, »then we are country people.«


 »An additional reason for being friends«, said Frederick, gallantly; and the conversation thus auspiciously commenced, the flow of words became full and rich, pouring forth upon the bubbling tide of unsophisticated youth and sincerity.


 Miss Cornelia Pointer was, to use a vulgar expression, struck all of a heap. She had not been prepared for this. She had expected to triumph in her own person, and she was now assisting at the ovation, she feared, of a successful rival Her emotion was deep, but she disguised its influence, and resolved to watch them narrowly, a proceeding in which she was cordially seconded by Smith, who sat with a saturnine scowl upon his face, near at hand.


 »Mr. Smith«, said she, presently, when, having seen that the tea and coffee was plentifully dispersed, she found herself at leisure for a moment, »your young friend appears to have met Mr. Wilson before.«


 »Once.«


 »Only once!« exclaimed Miss Pointer, with a sigh, as she thought »only once” and already so deeply engaged.


 »Accidentally, in the street, where he protected her against the impertinence of his friend Walter yonder.«


 »Strange enough; but do you know him?« inquired Cornelia.


 »Slightly«, returned H. Smith, with a half-bitter, half-triumphant smile. »I have seen him before.«


 A general move, as if to prepare for a dance, now warned Cornelia to attend to her hospitable duties; and advancing towards Miss Rhino, she asked her to favour the company with a quadrille.


 Now nothing could be more unfortunate, as the young lady, whose beauty was matter of general remark, had been listening in rapt exstacy to the poetic flights and apt as well as inapt quotations of Ben Jonson Walters, when she was thus brought to earth by a summons for the first set.


 »With pleasure«, was her ready but regretful reply to Miss Cornelia Pointer.


 »Then am I not to enjoy the supreme delight of dancing the first set with you?« said the poet, dreamily. »I had been living on the sweet hope of tripping it with you.«


 »It seems you are not!« replied Hortense, such was her name.


 »I will play for the next dance«, observed a young lady who sat near—one of those ready, good-natured, and obliging girls, who are never noticed, because they never try to be, and are yet the very soul of such reunions.


 »You will perhaps then honour me with your hand this time«, replied the grateful student of Parnassus.


 »If you are not better engaged«, said the good-natured young lady, whose name was ‘Thompson.


 The dance began, Frederick Wilson dancing of course with Mary Cartwright, Mrs. Fitzgerald with her husband, and Cornelia declining, under pretence of looking after the company, but in reality because, having set her heart upon having our hero for a partner, she did not feel inclined for any one else.


 Merrily, cheerily, as such light and summer-hearted children of earth alone can dance, did they trip it, throwing their whole soul into the amusement, and thinking only of the moment, without a care behind, Those who thus can find pleasure and satisfaction in the innocent amusements of society, are the happiest of God’s creatures, because their souls are fresh, and whatever their age, they are young in heart.


 »This is delightful«, said Mary Cartwright.


 »Have you been to many balls?« exclaimed Wilson.


 »This is my first.«


 »Indeed! then I am most proud of the honour.«


 »I hope you duly appreciate the value of my maiden dance?«


 »I do.«


 I think Wilson emphasised this by a gentle, an almost imperceptible squeeze of the hand, but of this we are not quite certain; all which we, as veracious chroniclers, can record is, that the young lady blushed very much, and spoke no more, until the conclusion of the dance.


 H. Smith, the gentleman who never danced since he was a little boy, and who, looked chill enough to have frozen the heels and nipped the toes of half a dozen couples, never moved his eyes once from the contemplation of this pair. With scowling brow and pallid cheek he seemed the evil spirit of the hour, round whom fair angels were flitting, but never coming in close contact. The gentle childish face of Mary Cartwright, looking mildly and confidingly up to her young partner, formed a strange and singular contrast with the sinister countenance of him who had brought her to the party: in one there was no guile, no deceit—in the other, all was false and hollow. Miss Cornelia Pointer watched with interest his angry glances, and, devoid of harm as was her nature, still, she knew not why, hoped much from the evident antagonism of this man to the growing affection of the new friends.


 Presently, to her great relief, the dance concluded, and Wilson having led Mary to a seat, walked across the room to where Smith stood, and addressed him.


 »Good evening«, said Wilson, with a slight blush, seeming to feel that the other's eyes were fixed upon his new clothes, due to the gambling of the night when first they met.


 »Good evening«, said the other; »I am glad to see you looking so well, Mr. Wilson.«


 »Thanks to you«, replied the young man, with some embarrassment of manner, his conscience letting him have no peace.


 »Do not allude to so trifling an affair; let us rather speak of your conquests.«


 »You are pleased to joke, Mr. Smith«, stammered our hero, colouring to the eyes.


 »Not I, man; but I would advise you to take the lady of the house for a partner or you'll have her putting arsenic in Miss Cartwright's tea.«


 Much relieved, the young man answered with a laugh, and walking again across the room, challenged Cornelia to a waltz.


 »La! Mr, Wilson, my head will never stand it, but to oblige you——«


 »Julie dear, shure ye’ll shtand up?« said Fitzgerald tenderly to his wife.


 »If you think I can venture, love«, replied his amiable partner, taking his proferred hand.


 And the husband and wife stood up a second time together, amid many a good-natured joke and some few sneering smiles.


 At the sound of the word waltz, Ben Jonson Walters made a zig-zag dart towards where Miss Hortense sat in silent admiration of his poetical appearance, such poetry consisting, we suppose, in the shabbiness of his attire, the long lanky and greasy state of his whity brown hair, with sundry other evidences of carelessness incident to such literary aspirants.


 Mr. Wilkinson all this time had sat aristocratically eyeing the company with s mosaic gold lorgnette, which materially impeded his vision, giving him at the same time, however, a knowing style, which he rather affected.


 »Slow work this«, muttered he to Walters, as that gentleman passed him.


 »Splendid«, replied the poet; »wit and women.«


 »Instead of brandy and cigars«, growled Wilkinson.


 If the quadrille was merry, the waltz was uproarious. Miss Pointer was so sure she should be ill, Wilson was so positive she would not; the Irishman was so frisky, forgetting in his excitement his tender regard for his wife’s constitution; while Julie heroically repelled every insinuation against her dancing prowess; Walters quoted so much Shakespeare, and talked so much rhapsody, while Hortense knew no bounds to her laughing admiration of his wit and humour. Wilkinson made lamentable attempts to be funny, until he found that his jokes excited not even a smile, when he grew sarcastic and bitter, and then people laughed to his heart’s content, which irritated the reporter far more than their insensibility to his repartee. And then when the waltz concluded, there was such hunting for places for the ladies, such bringing up of tumblers of negus, such positive declarations from the former, that they could not drink anything stronger than lemonade, though really they were so warm, they suppose they must do it for once; and then, amid general coughing, repeated protestations were made that it was so strong they should be ill—but none of them had any water put to it; and then the Irishman was so afraid his wife looked pale, and begged fur a tambler of hot brandy and water, in which Wilkinson, who was so cold with sitting still, joined him— in a word there was all kinds of genuine fun and good humour, no one making himself the least disagreeable, even for the sake of variety, which was charming indeed.


 »And where is Miss Cartwright?« exclaimed Wilson, looking round with considerable anxiety.


 Every body followed his example, but neither she nor Smith were to be seen, nor could any give an account of their disappearance.


 »How strange!« »How very queer!« »Such a nice young person!« were general exclamations, and then the evening’s amusement was resumed.


 »Charades«, whispered a young lady, who looked as if she could have fainted as soon as she had spoken.


 »Charades«, re-echoed several, and by general acclamation this change in the programme was accepted. The question then Brose as to who should play, which was at length decided by Walters and Hortense, accompanied by Cornelia and Wilson, retiring amid universal applause.


 A whispered conference was now held among the conspirators, as to what should be the word selected, until »mistake” was finally decided on. No doubt our readers have often laughed at the fun of Buckstone or Wright; but what were they to the actors in this little scene? Such shouts of laughter, hearty, genuine, and continued, never greeted them, as were elicited when the folding-doors opened, and discovered the two young ladies walking about with somebody else’s bonnets on; and as were given when, with burnt chalk on eyebrows and cheek, the gentlemen, who had both real moustaches, entered, with cigars in their mouths, and were uncommonly facetious on the ladies, ending by being rude, which was duly resented. »I never, Miss B.; I never, Miss C.«, and then the doors closed. Nobody guessed, and then came the second scene. Talk of the laughing before—it was screaming now. Wilson entered, as to a tavern; and after vast inquiries as to what was in the house, and vast fun with the one man-waiter and the two girls, ordered a steak and oyster-sauce, which he supposititiously consumed with rare gusto, and then again the doors were closed, amid general clapping of hands, and wonderings what it meant. Now for the climax, which was cleverly done, every body allowed. Wilson was an Irishman, and did it so badly that Fitzgerald was in fits of laughter, while Julie was grave; and then he made such beautiful blunders, pushed past his wife—it was Cornelia— and kissed somebody else; put his coat on wrong side out, tumbled into somebody else’s bed, and begged pardon, it was quite a mistake.


 »Mistake!« cried a clever young lady, and the curtain finally dropped.


 That was great, all agreed, and gave new zest to the next dance, after which, so slow had they been, that supper was announced. How Wilson, Mary being no longer present, handed down Miss Pointer; how Walters gallantly assisted Hortense to her place, and how he forced Wilkinson to chaperone the mother; how the meal went off, amid great laughter and many a joke and repartee, with sundry and many other things appertaining thereunto, this history cannot chronicle. It must suffice to say that mere dancing<carried them deep into the morning; and that when they did break up, all were delighted with the evening they had spent. Cornelia was over head and ears in love; Hortense was no longer heart-whole as she came; while Ben Jonson went home to dream of Romeo and Juliet, without any such tragic termination, however, as the bard had given to the play, unless indeed white favours and gold rings come within the category.


 


 CHAPTER V.
 A NIGHT ADVENTURE.


 A very different scene took place that night in another quarter of the town; while innocent revelry and mirth were going on, in another place crime was following its avocation; and as the event is of deep importance, we are imperatively called to its contemplation.


 In the low tap-room of a low public-house, about midnight, sat two men, silently discussing the contents of a pewter pot, flanked by pipes. Dressed in loose shabby coats, with dog-skin caps tied under their chins, they could scarcely, with their dirty and begrimed faces, have been recognized by any of their friends—a circumstance about which they rather prided themselves.


 »How goes the enemy?« said one.


 »Past twelve«, replied the other.


 »Almost time to begin«, muttered the first speaker.


 »Yes; and now mark me, Rhino, no flinching, no hesitating; we are both playing a desperate game, and both must have no old woman’s scruples.«


 »Do I look pale, man, or do I tremble, that you talk thus?« growled the sham Count, scarcely able to keep his teeth from chattering.


 »No; but this is your first job, and young hands are apt to be nervous«, said the other, pulling the bell; »now for a drop of max, and then to business.«


 The younger man was here the greater ruffian. Up to every villainy, every scheme, every move on the board, as he himself would have phrased it, having been in many a similar adventure, he could see that his older companion—more weak-minded than wicked—liked not his position, and he was determined to prime him to the deed.


 »Bill«, he cried to the waiter, »a couple of stiff rummers.«


 »Max, your honour?«


 »Max«, replied the ruffian.


 »J have drank enough, Jenkins«, said the Count, with a wry face.


 »Balderdash!« cried the other; »you must drink deep, old grizzly bear. You will want pluck to-night, and pluck will give you no end of swag. What as the use of the ochre, old sobersides, if you cannot drink?«


 »I can drink without burglary«, muttered Rhino; »what I want is to place my girl, my Hortense, above want; nothing else could drive me to this.«


 »Every man to his taste«, replied Jenkins, no longer the smooth trickster of the morning; »for my part, I find that working is too slow, so I take to the night. I'm like the New-Yorker who opened a new bank; his capital was a crowbar and a dark lantern—so is mine.«


 Bill here entered with the gin, which being drained off and the scot settled, the two men went out.


 It was a dark, bleak night. The moon and stars had veiled their twinkling light, leaving a shadowy glimmer in the heavens, across which heavy clouds were rolling. There was fog and mist in the streets, and dead silence too—the dead midnight of the great poet. The wind was gusty and cold, so that, as the men entered the street, they bowed their heads, and closed their teeth one against the other. Jenkins led the way, which was down a narrow court, the abode of squalid crime and misery, where never shutting doors and glimmering lights from rushlights, oaths at all hours, and constant fighting, night and day, spoke of the pestilence within. It was one of the plague-spots of London, sending forth at all times things foul to flit like ghosts or ghouls, amid the haunts of honest men.


 As the pair, bent on their errand of mischief, passed an open door, the sound of hoarse revelry came out, accompanied by the rattle of dice, made more sepulchral by the cracked voices of young girls, laughing with thick and hollow laugh, the laugh of old age.


 »A cursed place this«, muttered Rhino.


 »Life in London«, replied Jenkins; »and glorious life too. Many a crown have I spent in this court, and many a one will I spend. Life! life! for me.«


 And this is what is called seeing life, for gloss it as you will, screen it under fine names as you may, the night hours of London are hours of worse than idleness, of infamy. Many a young man, deluded by the seductions of his companions, thinks unharmed to see a little life; let him remember into what company he must go; prizefighters, dog-fanciers, gamblers, thieves— blackguards all—such is the society into which the student of life must go, if, absurdly led on by the idea of enjoying himself, he will venture in London's foul and murky cauldron, which hisses, seethes, and boils, all through the live-long night. Sad pleasure, funereal joy, lugubrious fun, of which the only luxury is Mrs. Caudle and soda water in the morning, and a soapy sensation, not easily got rid of.


 Rhino shuddered, and passed quickly after his comrade; for he remembered how such scenes as these had made him what he was. From an honest man to a thief— easy descent by such a road.


 »Here we are«, said Jenkins, pausing at the back of »No. 7.«


 »All right«, whispered Rhino.


 »We must in here«, continued Jenkins, pointing to a low-roofed house which adjoined its lofty neighbour; »from the top window we can get in beautifully.«


 »Go on«, answered the Count, and, as he spoke, Jenkins opened the door, and entered a bare and empty room, with a ladder leading to s loft. Thither they ascended, and after groping about a few minutes, a dark lantern was found ready lit.


 »Look here!« said Jenkins, leading the way to the window, which faced one in the house known as number seven; »you hold the light, and I will finish the bar.«


 Rhino obeyed, holding up the lantern, while Jenkins stepped out upon the roof. The window by which he purposed entering was heavily barred, but so rusty and old was the iron, that a file had speedily almost removed two, and in a few moments had completely done so. Handing the bars to his comrade, Jenkins unclasped knife, and motioning to the other to follow him, entered the house. Rhino, trembling in every limb, did so, and the pair stood upon a landing of the old creaky stairs.


 »Why, rot you, you shake as if you had the ague«, said Jenkins, in a low voice; »this will never do. Faint heart be a


 »Go on, I shall be as bold as you, if needed, «


 Jenkins with a growl acquiesced and began ascending the stairs, It was so dark that the lantern was needed to guide every step taken with every caution to avoid the almost inevitable creaking of the rotten boards.


 »Let us try this room«, whispered Jenkins, pointing to one facing them on a landing they had now reached. »I should fancy ‘twas here he kept the swag.«


 »As you like«, said Rhino, glancing uneasily to a half-open door to the left.


 The door was bolted heavily on the outside, and locked too, but both gave way, and the two men entered. It was the library, heavily carpetted, and surrounded on all sides by books.


 »There must be something in these boxes«, growled Jenkins.


 A loud laugh was the only answer.


 »God!« cried Jenkins again; »what is that?«


 »T don’t know«, said Rhino, trembling.


 »Hal ha! ha!« again sounded.


 »Nabbed, by G—«, said Jenkins, running towards the door.


 »Ha! ha! ha!«


 The door was locked on the outside.


 »Murder!« said Jenkins, with a blasphemous oath.


 »Down with you, on your knees, you knaves«, cried a hollow voice without; »your time is up«, and the click of a pair of pistols followed.


 »Mercy«, said Rhino, obeying to the letter.


 »Be d «, growled Jenkins.


 The door opened, and No. 7, wrapped in an old bedgown, stood, with a pair of cocked pistols, in the doorway.


 »Let us go quietly, governor«, said Jenkins, »and we give up; we're fairly caught.«


 »A Pole too, and Aim«, said No. 7, furiously.


 »No Pole, but a poor Englishman«, replied Rhino.


 A few moments of dead silence followed, during which time the old man of the borough gazed moodily upon the pair. Suddenly a light appeared to strike upon him.


 »You are men of courage and will, I suppose. You came here to rob me; you may stay to serve me. You made a sad mistake. I have no money here; but if you do what I wish, you shall be paid well.«


 »If we can trust you«, growled Jenkins.


 »I will«, said Rhino.


 »Good«, continued No. 7. »You know H. Smith.«


 »I do«, replied the other, in much surprise.


 »Then you are my man, Come upstairs, and we will settle this bargain by a fire. ‘Tis cold, talking here. Throw away your knives, and follow me. There are five pounds to begin.«


 »I will follow you to death«, said Rhino.


 »And so will I, but not for five pounds«, added Jenkins.


 »You shall have hundreds, if you do my will.«


 With these words No. 7 turned, and led the way upstairs to a small but comfortable room, where, over some warm and strong drink, the two men alone drinking, the bargain was settled, and the intended burglars became the sworn slaves of him they had intended to rob.


 About four in the morning, No. 7 let them out, and then returned to his room to meditate, Any one who had seen his flashing eye, his burning cheek, and the gratified though bitter smile upon his lips, would have known that he had gained a victory of some kind.


 His was a victory of the heart. He was happy.


 


 CHAPTER VI.
 THE DISCOVERY.


 The next morning Fred-rick Wilson having breakfasted, and arrayed himself in a costume which became his now elegant and gentlemanly mien, and without for a moment thinking of returning to his duties—for his money seemed to him an inexhaustible sum—started on his way to visit the Cartwrights, and thus obtain some explanation of Mary's sudden disappearance on the previous night. The house reached, he gave s modest and even hesitating knock, which however was rapidly answered by a neatly-costumed servant girl.


 »Whom do you please to want, sir?« she inquired with a curtsey.


 »Mrs. Cartwright. is she at home?«


 1 will see, sir; what name shall I say?«


 »Mr. Wilson«, he replied, somewhat astonished.


 The girl closed the door and hastened up stairs.


 »A change has taken place«, muttered our hero.


 »Will you walk up, sir?« said the girl from the landing.


 Wilson complied and was speedily introduced into the drawing room, where he found Mrs. Cartwright, who surrounded by handsome furniture, and neatly dressed, received him, as he thought, somewhat coldly.


 »} am gi:d to see you looking better«, said Wilson.


 »Thank you, I am better.«


 »I hope no illness caused Miss Cartwright to leave last night so early«, he inquired timidly.


 »A slight indisposition. But I am sorry I can’t detain you, Mr. Wilson—I have to go out—I will convey your kind inquiries to Miss Cartwright.«


 Wilson, too much astonished at this reception to say anything, stammered forth good morning, and relived in the utmost contusion, Passing the servant, he paused: »Is Mrs. Cartwright at home?« he said.


 The girl hesitated.


 »Here«, and Wilson slipped half-a-crown into her hand.


 »Yes, sir.«


 »What is your name, my pretty girl?«


 »Emma, sir«, replied the girl, with s laugh and a blush.


 »Emma what?«


 »Emma Walters.«


 »Very good; be my friend, and you shall not repent it.«


 Next minute Wilson was in the street. Without entering the shop, where he saw H. Smith, apparently unconscious of his presence, standing dispensing behind the counter, he hurried along and speedily reached Oxford-street. As he entered within it, a carriage turned the corner and drew up. Within it sat a woman of surprising beauty and richly clothed. She was apparently looking at the name of the street. Wilson looked at her, and their eyes met. There was something in this look which struck both, for the lady blushed and Wilson looked confused, and was apparently about to hurry away.


 »Excuse me, sir«, said the lady, leaning from her carriage. »but my couchman is very stupid, he 1s a Frenchman, and krows not London. Where is Berners-street.«


 This was said in good English, bat with a slight French accent.


 Wiison, still his eves fixed on her lovely countenance, pointed it out.


 »You are very kind, sir, and from thence to Pall Mall.«


 »Really, madam, I fear you will scarcely recollect my directions.«


 »Ah! excuse my foreign frankness, but if Monsieur would show me.«


 »Oh! madame«, replied our hero, quite confused.


 »You are too kind«, said the lady, with a bewitching smile; »but allow me to offer you a seat.«


 The young man half bewildered with what had passed at the Cartwrights, and still more at his strange and incomprehensible meeting with so lovely a personage, found himself seated beside the charming Frenchwoman, ere he could think twice. Thanking the fair occupant, and sinking back upon the soft cushions, Wilson was about endeavouring to rally his wandering thoughts, when he saw Mrs. Cartwright leaning on the arm of her pale and sad-faced daughter, coming up the street, their eyes fixed upon the carriage. Wilson, he knew not why, turned pale, and leaned his head upon his hand.


 »Why, Monsieur«, exclaimed his companion. gaily, »this is quite a romance of the olden time. One would say, Queen Margot carrying off a Bretagne knight.«


 »The comparison is well applicable to you«, said Wilson, endeavouring to rally, but his face almost belying bis words.


 »You are gallant; I had not thought your nation guilty of such lightness.«


 »And yet you know us well; you speak our language like a native.«


 »You flatter, sir; but I have lived much with one English person, my mother.«


 »Ah! indeed; and do you reside now in England.«


 »For the opera season?«


 Wilson raised his eyes inquiringly to her face.


 »You belong to the company?«


 »Ah, sir, and do you ask me that; I thought you recognized me.«


 »No!« exclaimed Wilson, in unfeigned surprise; »I never was at the opera.«


 »What!« exclaimed the lady, with wide-opened eyes; »are you not Mr. Graham, brother of Captain Graham, introduced to me after the opera last evening.«


 »No, my name is Wilson; pardon me if I have intruded.«


 The lady laughed heartily.


 »This indeed is an adventure«, she cried; »“ but as we have met, and you have been so polite, allow me the satisfaction of thanking you in my own house—besides«, she added, gravely, »ask me no questions, but I would know you better.«


 »Mysterious this«, laughed Wilson, »but I am too polite to ask a lady for reasons.«


 »You are sarcastic, Monsieur.«


 »Not at all, or if so, unintentionally.«


 Gradually the fair stranger, whose name she said was Eugenia, drew the young man into conversation about himself; and flattered by the interest apparently exhibited, he told her all, even the minutest details connected with the events of the last few days.


 »You love this girl?« she said, with a stern smile.


 »I do.«


 »Frederick Wilson«, exclaimed Eugenia, »she shall be yours, put faith in me. But come, sir, you are very gallant to tell this to a Frenchwoman, who has violently laid hold of you, and is bearing you away into captivity in her carriage.«


 »Truly, madam, 1t seems strange; but not more strange than our meeting.«


 »Nothing more simple«, replied Eugenia.


 »How, madam? The days of romance are over.«


 »But I was waiting for you.«


 »For me, madam!« exclaimed Frederick, colouring violently; »really I—«


 »Mr. Wilson«, replied the young Frenchwoman, gravely, »put no false constructions on my words. But waiting fur you I was, and with a purpose which one day you will know; you are a much more important personage than you think yourself. But mind one thing. Whatever I may have been, I am now your friend.«


 »Madam«, again exclaimed Frederick still more astonished, »I cannot understand.«


 »Nor will you just now. Leave it to me, and be sure you have found a true friend.«


 »I believe you; but all this trouble about a poor orphan, who never knew his parents.«


 »Never knew your parents!« said Eugenia, fixing her eyes with curiosity upon him.


 »I never did.«


 »How were you brought up?«


 »At a village in Devonshire, where, until eighteen, I remained with a Dr. Granger, About this time be died, and with a few pounds in my pocket, I came to London to seek my fortune.«


 »And did the Doctor know your parents?«


 »I believe he did, but died too suddenly to make me acquainted with the fact. Besides, I was away at the time, and he was attended by a stranger, who left ere I returned.«


 »Young man«, said Eugenia, warmly, »you have enemies—enemies who fear you; now men are not feared unless in them is power to injure those who tremble at their name. Some wrong has been done you, we will find it out.«


 We, madam!«


 »Yes, Mr. Wilson«, replied she, »we. I think I see it all; if so, I have a right to aid you.”.


 »But can you give me no clue.«


 »I would rather not. My head already whirls with the prospect that flashes before me. The awful career of crime and guilt seems to be now clear and undoubted; and you can upset it all, give happiness to hearts now sad, and defeat the machinations of villany.«


 »I!«


 »Yes, you; whom I was to be made an instrument of ruining.«


 »You, madam! I cannot think it.«


 »You shall soon know all, but here we are at my house. Come in; it is necessary to my plans you should be often here.«


 Despite the young man’s affection for Mary, he did nut the less reply that the necessity was a very charming one indeed, and imposed no very rude duty upon him.


 »We shall see, Mr, Wilson. But know that you will be always welcome.«


 The apartments into which Wilson was ushered were small, but furnished in the peculiar style of elegance which particularly appertains to those who fret their hour upon the stage. There was a charming piano, a harp, music in abundance, pictures of celebrated singers covered the walls, while everywhere were signs of the presiding spirit of the place—the taste of & woman.


 »Where is Madame Berly?« inquired Eugenia of the servant who preceded them.


 »She is in her room, mademoiselle«, replied the waiting-maid.


 »Call her, then.«


 »I hope I do not intrude.«


 »Oh, no! you are expected.«


 Wilson looked surprised and bewildered.


 »More mysteries. Miss Berly, I beseech you keep me no more in suspense, What plans are connected with me?«


 »One of vast importance to the plotter, and still more to you.«


 »You are soon back«, said a tall and commanding woman, of somewhat stern countenance, as she entered the room.


 »Yes, and after meeting with success, as this gentleman’s presence will testify.«


 »My daughter!« exclaimed the mother, with en air of surprise and terror.


 »My mother, I see through all the objects of our patron. Unwittingly, indeed, did I set about the task assigned, but when this gentleman, with a frankness which is the first charm of his character—«


 Frederick bowed and blushed simultaneously.


 »Told me his history and hopes, I saw all. Excuse me one moment, sir«, and the actress drew her mother aside. »Look in his face, and tell me, mother, if you see no likeness in him to one much loved by you; I even can trace it.«


 »Great God, child!—ah! yes, The very hair and eyes. Eugenia, I am sure—«


 »But hush, mother, we have yet much to learn. I begin to know that our suspicions have been all along correct. He knows of the husband's place of concealment.«


 »Could it be he who has caused all this?« said the mother.


 »I could lay my life on it. Mr. Wilson, my mother invites you to dine with us«, continued Eugenia; »and while we wait, pray give us some account of your young days?«


 »A stranger«, continued Madame Berly, »you may think my questions impertinent, but, be assured, I ask them not idly.«


 »I am sure of it, madam; and will answer with pleasure.«


 »You remember your arrival at Dr. Granger's?«


 »As if it were yesterday. I was nearly ten years old. My mother had just died.«


 »Do you remember her?«


 »Oh, madam, her portrait is engraved upon my heart.«


 »It does you credit«, exclaimed the lady, kindly. »But how about your journey to the Doctor's?«


 »The evening after the funeral, which was attended only by strangers, a man came and took me away. We travelled for several hours, and when it was quite dark, we arrived at a school; here I was put, and never quitted it for eight long years.«


 »Have you seen that man since?«


 »I sometimes fancy that I have—lately.«


 »Indeed!«


 »Yes; but it seem to be in my dreams.«


 »Frederick Wilson«, exclaimed Madame Berly, »the hand of God is visible in this; to Him give thanks. A little caution, and the schemes of years will be overthrown.«


 With these words she rose, took from the mantlepiece a closed miniature, and suddenly opened it before the young man's eyes.


 »My mother!« cried Wilson, turning pale.


 »My sister’s child, come to my heart«, said the elder lady.


 »Madam«, exclaimed our hero, more and more bewildered every moment.


 »Yes, my nephew«, replied Madame Berly, with tears in her eyes, »and it is against you that he would have had us conspire—against you that he would have us be false.«


 »My dear cousin«, said Eugenia, wiping her fine eyes.


 »My dear cousin«, replied Wilson, »but for Heaven's sake explain all this?’


 »Maurice Herbert«, said Madame Berly, »for that is your name; your mother married—against the wishes of her friends, and particularly against the wish of her brother, Henry Cartwright Hastings, my brother—Captain Herbert. He died soon after your birth, and your mother, deserted and denied by all her relations, died of grief and poverty. It is said, her brother made search for her, employing one who had his entire confidence; this man said that he failed to find her, and we all believed him. That man took you to Dr. Granger’s, and yet to us reported you dead before your mother.«


 »But with what object?«


 »Many; for oh, now do I see it all. But the name—quick. the name«, continued she, suddenly, »of this girl whom you love.«


 »Mary Cartwright.«


 »Your uncle’s wife and child, hid in Ais house. Oh, villany, villany. I see it all.«


 »Another cousin!«


 »Yes. But now, dear Maurice«, continued the lady, »let me recommend you caution. You know H. Smith?«


 »I do«, replied Maurice, blushing.


 »Well, of this man beware—he is your enemy.«


 Our hero, with terror on his face, related his connections with the benevolent apothecary.


 »And to this man I owe money«, he cried.


 »Never mind, it must be paid, but not just now—it would excite suspicion.«


 Madame Berly then explained to our hero, that, about two years before, Mr. Hastings, after many years of happiness, had suddenly disappeared, no one knew whither, leaving his wife and child utterly helpless. They, too proud under misfortune to seek the aid of friends, had retired into obscurity, living only on a small pension, which reached them from the absent husband through the medium of H. Smith.


 The cause of the husband's flight was not known, though a hint had been given by the apothecary that it was caused by a belief in his wife’s infidelity, originating he could not tell how.


 But now, dear nephew, I see it all; this man, this black and heartless villain, in the hope of gaining Hastings's wealth (for they have been sworn brothers from youth) has caused all this. It was he who poisoned the husband's ears; he who kept you out of the way, for fear you should inherit his wealth; he it was, who, thinking you unrecognisable, would have had Eugenia wed you to take you away from all chance of being discovered—who lent you money to have you in his power—«


 »Yes, madam, I see all; clear as the noon-day sun«, replied Maurice Herbert; »but thanks to you—thanks to you, my dear cousin, we will upset all these conspiracies.«


 »We will; but first to find Mr. Hastings.«


 »You are right, madam«, said Maurice; »this is our first task.«


 »Then, dear Maurice«, continued Eugenia, »the Cartwrights must be let into our secret.«


 »Thanks, dear cousin, but how is this to be done?«


 »I know not why«, said Madame Berly, »but Smith wishes us to spend an evening with the Cartwrights, bringing you as an intimate friend.«


 »I see, madam, I see; to make them believe me false in my professions to Mary.«


 »Ah! this accounts for his promised dowry of a thousand pounds upon our wedding-day«, replied Eugenia, blushing at the part she had been tempted to play, even towards a supposed stranger.


 »Rely upon it«, said Madame Berly, »Mr, Hastings has hinted his wish to make his sister's son his heir.«


 »I his heir!« exclaimed Maurice.


 »Yes, child, and heir to more than fifteen thousand a year.«


 


 CHAPTER VII.
 THR MISER’S WILL.


 No. 7 was in the habit of receiving H. Smith only at the house, where we have before described them as having met, he remained in perfect ignorance of the other. No. 7, accordingly, every Saturday night, the night of Smith's visit, left his chosen residence, and returned to that which the apothecary believed to be always occupied by him. Bat the recluse put no faith in man, and though the chemist was the only one be had trusted for two years, it was but a doubtful confidence.


 About midnight, the usual time selected for his visit, H. Smith was again at the door of the house, and in a few minutes within the room occupied by the recluse. It was empty, but a blazing fire, two candles, an open book, showed that he was close at hand, and Smith sat down to wait.


 Before him lay a desk, and on it a large sheet of paper.


 »What can this be?« muttered the apothecary.


 He peered cautiously round. Not a soul was at hand.


 »Let us see.«


 He moved towards the desk, and at once recognized the form of the document.


 IT WAS THE MISER’S Wi1L.


 The heart of H. Smith leaped to his mouth, and becoming paler than usual, he glanced round the room once more, and then down the open page.


 »My God!« he half cried aloud, as he saw his own name sole legatee to all the vast property of the recluse. The will was properly signed and witnessed, but by whom the apothecary had not time to see, as footsteps sounded without, and the recluse entered.


 »Good evening, Habakkuk.«


 »Good evening, Henry.«


 »Any news?« said No. 7, sinking into his chair, and methodically folding up and secreting the important document in a small ebony box.


 »Put this on the shelf«, he continued, ere the other could answer.


 »Little news«, said Smith, whose emotion was so great he could scarcely utter a syllable.


 »There never is now«, replied the other, testily, »I pay enough though. Do you know, Smith, I am sick of this life. I shall turn miser in earnest, and leave all I have to my heir.«


 »And who will he be?«


 »One who deserves my love and affection«, said the miser, with a faint smile.


 »And pray who may that be, m friend?« prey my friend?«


 »If you cannot guess, Smith, it surely will not be I that shall tell you«, said the other, quietly.


 »Well, well! Tam not curious!« said Smith, with affected carelessness, »so that you enjoy it living, let who will have it when you die.«


 »And my wife, Habakkuk?« said the recluse sadly, even tenderly.


 Smith started.


 »I have had no news this week.«


 »And of my nephew, no trace yet? I would fain make him some small amends for what I made bis mother suffer.«


 »None«, replied the apothecary.


 »Then good night, Habakkuk, I am tired, and shall to rest.«


 With these words the recluse rose, candle in hand, to show bis companion out.


 Smith would have demurred, intending to have asked for money, but dazzled by the brilliant fortune which awaited him, hurried away without another word.


 The street gained he breathed more freely.


 »Everything goes as could wish. The will is made, and in my favour. They are safe enough; while de, thanks to Eugenia, who detests the stage, and will make any sacrifice to leave it, will soon be far away, feeding pigs on the banks of the Seine. Glorious future!«


 And he hurried home to dream of fifteen thousand a year.


 Meanwhile No. 7 had left the house after him, and was hurrying in the direction of his retreat in the Borough. Gaining the inside of the house in the usual manner, he found Count Marino and Jenkins keeping guard.


 »Well, master«, said the latter, »any work to night?«


 »None; you can go to bed.«


 »Thanks.«


 The recluse hurried away, after informing his satellites that he should require their services early in the morning.


 »Oh«, said Jenkins, as soon as he was quite out of sight, »hand us the bottle?«


 The room in which this strange couple were was the kitchen. An old, decrepit, and tumble-down place, like the rest of the house, but now rendered habitable by a large fire, and sundry other comforts, with which the men were supplied in abundance. On a table before them were cards, a bottle of brandy, pipes, and other luxuries appertaining to their class.


 »Wheugh«, said Jenkins, »I have hardly got my breath yet. I thought he would overtake me. His legs are like a horse’s.«


 »And so he has another house?«


 »A mansion, a first vater«, replied the other.


 »Well?«


 »That's where he keops the coal—«


 »The what?«


 »The mocasses.«


 »Oh, the rhino.«


 »You twig now?«


 »Yes."


 »Well, I don't see myself why we shouldn't make our fortunes, «


 »He promises be will make them.«


 »With, I suppose, enough to spend ina week. I mean a real fortune, some tbousands, my boy.«


 »How would you make this fortune?«


 »Easy enough. Enter that house, as we did this, and next week we will be on the blue water; heigho for New York!«


 »Jenkins«, said Count Marino, »enough of this. Once you led me into such crime, and we failed. Enough; I go no more, Besides, this man has given me money—I that would have robbed him of all; and my home is once more bright, my child is well, and in hopes of an honourable alliance.


 »With a penniless, runaway clerk.«


 »It may be, but who has good friends. Once settled, they will forgive him.«


 »Just as you please; your private affairs are no business of mine. Then you will none of this adventure?«


 »I will none of it, Jenkins, «


 »Perhaps you are right, and we may make more by serving him.«


 »I care not, but enough of crime for me. A means of making an honest pound is before me, and I will not refuse it.


 »Bravo, Rhino«, said Jenkins, with an affected laugh; »but let us drop the subject.«


 »With pleasure. What about the Japanese Minstrels?«


 »Oh, I bad almost forgotten the poor devils. I must announce them for next week.«


 »Do you think they will do, Jenkins?«


 »No, Jenkins would say, no; but Signor Paulo Laffochini will tell you, yes. Dress up the first street beggar you meet, call him a Persian, Armenian, Ethiopian, 8 Red-Indian, set him to do anything, and he will succeed. Foreign talent is appreciated in England.«


 »In England only, Jenkins?«


 »Oh, no; everywhere. In England we are no worse than our neighbours. Ever country loves that which ts strange, novel and hence exciting. Bah! give me a capital, and I would make a fortune with it. I would have an Anthropopbagi, or men whose heads do grow beneath their shoulders; 1 would have giants from Tartary, pig-tailed Chinese, and dwarfs from Timbuctoo, and not one should have left the sound of Bow bells!«


 »Are Cockneys the best Rands to work with?«


 »Aye, are they, worth fifty of any others.«


 »A Cockney sees with half an eye what another man takes a week to discover. Ah, ah! how long should I have been making a Japanese minstrel out of a Berkshire clod?«


 »I wonder, with your talents you have not already made yuur fortune.«


 Jenkins sighed, and did not reply. He might have said, his talents once tearfully misapplied, had rendered after efforts hopeless, and that now his hopes were confined to the bye-ways and back alleys of the world. He could not come into the light.


 


 CHAPTER VIII.
 THE NEWSPAPER ADVERTISEMENTS.


 On Monday morning H. Smith sat at his breakfast table. Before him lay the yet damp and unfolded newspaper. His mind was still revelling upon the delightful discovery which he had made, that he was to be the heir to all the fortunes of his wretched and unhappy victim. A smile of triumph wandered on his lip. All his plans, as yet, went well. Maurice Herbert was in his toils, while that Eugenia would, with ber peculiar fascinations, succeed in ensnaring him, he doubted not.


 At this moment Count Marino was announced.


 »Ha, ha!« said Smith, with a peculiar smile, »you are come at last. I thought you lost.«


 »You have not wanted me, I hope.«


 »Not particularly«, replied H. Smith. »But this Frederick Wilson, have you won all his money yet?«


 »Not a stiver.«


 »How is this?«


 »He will not play.«


 »Ab, sh! does he grow prudent already. It is time he be sent away.«


 »And pray«, asked Marino, curiously, »what is your peculiar interest in the lad—why take so much pains to ruin him?«


 »Since when have you learned to ask questions«, said H. Smith, almost fiercely.


 »I ask none, if they be disagreeable«, exclaimed the Count, with much humility.


 »God of Heaven!« cried the apothecary, turning pale as ashes, and falling back almost speechless in his chair, »what is the meaning of this?«


 At the top of the second column of the Times was the following advertisement:


 »If Maurice Herbert, son of Captain Herbert, who died about the year 18—, will apply to Messrs. Paul and Oakam, he will hear of something to his advantage.«


 The very next: was as follows:


 »If Mrs. Cartwright Hastings will apply to Messrs. Faul and Oakam, she will hear of something to her advantage.«


 Then again:


 »If Mr. Henry Cartwright Hastings be still alive, his address will much oblige; if he himself should see this advertisement, he is earnestly requested to call on Mr. Richard Stuart, Gray’s Inn Square.«


 »Count«, said the apothecary, trembling violently in every limb, terror-stricken and pale as a ghost, »I am taken suddenly unwell. I must have rest. Will you call on me this evening? I shall have work for you!«


 The Count bowed and retired; returning at once to No.7 in the Borough. As soon as he entered the house, he went up into his room.


 »Well?« said the recluse.


 »He has seen the advertisements; at all events something in the paper frightened him terribly.«


 »Were they in a good place?«


 »Very«, said the Count, who had unfortunately glanced at them, without reading them, thus losing sight of the third, for he had only interest in two.


 »It works, ’ exclaimed the recluse, »Great God! and is there to be then an end of all this. One little week, and we shall see!«


 And he walked his small room in strides.


 »Where is Jenkins?«


 »Gone home, sir.«


 »When does he return?«.


 »Before dark.«


 »As soon as he comes, send him round to the lawyer's; we shall then see who has called.«


 »Yes, sir.«


 »And did you hear nothing else?«


 »Nothing, sir, except—«


 »Except what?«


 »Mr. Smith, for some reasons I know not of, is bent on the ruin of a youth, a yours man about twenty-one; he has known him but a few weeks, has lent him money on a note, has. lent him money at cards, and«, continued the unhappy man, hanging down his head, »has employed me to win from him his all.«


 »The name of this youth?« cried the recluse, standing erect and menacing before the Count.


 »Frederick Wilson.«


 »His appearance—his employment?«


 Marino gave every detail of which he was cognizant.


 »What? How did you say he became acquainted with this youth?«


 »Wilson protected from insult a young lady, very pur, who lives with her mother in Smith’s house.«


 »Her name, man?« cried the recluse, an awful fire beaming from his eyes; his cheek livid, his hair dropping big drops of cold perspiration.


 »Mary Cartwright.«


 »And I must not kill this monster!« groaned the other, sinking back in his chair.


 The Count looked on in silence.


 »And the mother, describe her?« said No. 7, in a hollow whisper.


 »I never saw either«, replied the Count.


 God of Heaven, the monster! And I, blind fool, how have I been tricked. But it is neither to late for revenge nor reparation.”:


 _ »Have you got any further orders, sir?«


 »None«, replied the recluse.


 The Count then went below, leaving his employ alone.


 All’ that day did the unfortunate man walk up and down his room. But that revenge was now the uppermost feeling of his heart, he would have flown at once to the house which contained his wife and child, But he felt that the wrongs of years were not to be lightly punished, and he wished, if possible, to have the serpent who had stung him in his power.


 Meanwhile H. Smith having disguised his appearance as much_as possible, went out to pay a visit to Messrs. Paul and Oakam, and Mr. Richard Stuart.


 Thus Smith saw all the advertisements.


 Maurice Herbert saw only that emanating from Mr. Richard Stuart, which was cut out for him by the newsman who indited it.


 Mrs. Hastings saw none.


 


 CHAPTER IX.
 THE LAWYERS.


 Mr. Richard Stuart was a young solicitor, though not a young man, and it was with peculiar satisfaction therefore that he sat in his dingy chambers awaiting with interest the result of the advertisement. His room was small and dark. On an old table, which had belonged to many predecessors, and which might without Joss have served as their funereal pile, were spread a scanty array of law books, a few papers as like legal documents as possible, a sheet or two of blank bath post, which, with an antique wire whence dangled writs issued, it is probable in the year one, formed, with two chairs, the entire furniture of the apartment.


 Mr. Richard Stuart, seated by his empty grate, his spectacles on nose, his prematurely bald head shining but dusty, his wrinkled, sallow, parchment face, shaming the undiscerning spirit of the age, which saw not that he was born to be an attorney, his old black coat well brushed, his pantaloons which had many years’ remembrance of the person they covered, his left leg thrown over his right knee, while his eyes were anxiously directed towards the door, might himself have been taken for one of the fixtures by any one who had peered upon him in that grey light which made its way, through antique layers of dust, diversified by silvery lace-like rays which fell across the floor, after passing athwart many an ancient cobweb that adorned the summit of the window.


 Presently a heavy step was heard ascnding, and the owner paused before Mr. Stuart’s door. But so habituated was the poor little lawyer to disappointment, that he stirred not until his bell was rung somewhat violently. He then rose methodically, with however a fixed conviction on his face that it was to be asked when Mr. Peck, his opposite neighbour, would be at home—he opened the door, and Mr. H. Smith, shabbily and meanly dressed, stood before him.


 »Mr. Richard Stuart here?« he said in a voice the emotion of which he could not conceal.


 »Tam Mr. Stuart«, replied the little attorney; »walk in.«


 Mr. H. Smith entered and took a chair, while the other, somewhat excited by the novelty of his position, still resumed his seat, with somewhat of a faint attempt at legal gravity and importance.


 »You have some business«, inquired Stuart, hesitatingly.


 »T call relative to an advertisement«, replied Smith.


 »Oh!« said the other, drily, after a cautious examination of the other's face.


 »You wish to discover the residence of Mr. Hastings?«


 »Of Mr. Henry Cartwright Hastings«, repeated the lawyer.


 »I should like first to know by whom this advertisement has been inserted.«


 »Sir!« said the little lawyer, rising and warming his back by an imaginary fire, while he was not a little proud at the opportunity given him of doing business; »you are not Mr. Hastings, and my client«—this was said proudly—»has instructed me to give no information to any other person.«


 »Your client is a fool«, said Smith, fiercely, »and will never find any trace of Mr. Hastings without my consent.«


 »Good!« responded the lawyer, triumphantly, »then you know.«


 »T may«, exclaimed Smith, who sa¥ that he had committed himself; »then you are resolved not to answer my question.«


 »Most decidedly.«


 »Will you allow me to take down your address?« said Smith, rising.


 »Certainly«, replied the attorney, »happy to see you on any other business. Al ways at home. Here«, he said, taking up the back of a letter, »on that you will see my name and number.«


 The apothecary methodically folded the document, and put it in his waistcoat pocket, after which he wished the other good morning.


 His next visit was to the wealthy firm of Paul and Oakam, with whom he remained some time, but without obtaining the least clue to the author of the advertisements.


 Furious at being thus baffled, the man of crime, the vulture of terror and doubt gnawing at his heart, walked forth into the busy streets. His mind was a chaos of wild and horrible thoughts. He saw too plainly that a key to his many villanies had been obtained, but how and by whom he could not tell. ~


 It could not be the recluse, for he had no communication, as he thought, with the world, and so far from doubting had made a will in his favour. But then who was it sought to discover Mrs. Hastings, living in his house as Mrs. Cartwright?


 It could not be Frederick Wilson, ignorant of his birth, while his cousin Eugenia was equally so. And yet he, like all over cunning men, had himself brought together those whom he wished apart.


 It could not be Mrs. Hastings, for until the previous day she had never stirred out, and well he knew no suspicion existed in her suffering bosom.


 Was it the Count, who, in the secret of his crimes, had thus plotted to overthrow him?


 »Yes!« cried the miserable intriguer of twenty years, »all is lost through my using this dastardly agent. But no, nothing is lost. Come, come, my heart, have courage—all is yet ours, if we will.«


 With these words the apothecary entered a tavern, and calling for brandy, seated himself in the empty tap-room, and there he stayed for hours.


 The sun passed its meridian, sank low, and its shadows played faintly on the wall, until finally it gave way to night, and there still he sat, pale, ghastly, the corroding vulture eating to his very vitals.


 Men entered, talked, eat and drank, shrinking instinctively from the livid countenance of the stranger; and still he sat there, ignorant of their presence, and still More ignorant of the notice which his manner had occasioned.


 Tumbler after tumbler of brandy was quaffed, as if it had been water, until the waiter hesitated to serve so shabby a person any more, and still he moved not, seeing but not earing for the man’s manner.


 It was dark, and the room filled, various knots congregated together, and began to enjoy themselves, casting ever and anon strange looks at the man who had been drinking fur so many hours; and still he sat there, blasting by his presence all hearty enjoyment.


 At length he rose, and casting his eyes round, as if awakening from a deep sleep; he started as the clock struck nine, and paying the waiter, hurried forth into the street.


 »A rum fellow that«, said a cabman, shaking his head.


 »Been up to no good«, observed his next neighbour.


 »Well! well! it’s no business of ours. Tom, another pot. I’m glad he’s gone— he made me cold to look at him.«


 


 CHAPTER X.
 MRS. CARIWRIGHT AT HOME.


 That same evening Mrs. Cartwright and Mary were alone in their chamber, to which Smith, anxious to make them look above Frederick Wilson, had removed them, under pretence of an increased annuity from the husband. They were alone, but by the apothecary’s request had asked several friends to spend the evening, and were anxiously expecting them.


 Mrs, Cartwright, or rather Mrs, Hastings, was dreaming of those halcyon days, when, in the zenith of her happiness and joy, she had delighted her husband by the grace and ease with which she received his guests; she was dreaming of those hours of bliss, when, by his side, with their infant girl near, they had formed glad pictures for the future, for themselves and for their babe, which had been so rich a source of visionary happiness; and as she gazed on that same babe, now a young and lovely woman, her eyes were dimmed with tears, and she knew that all her projects had fallen baseless to the ground. Poor, deserted, and weighing under a mysterious dispensation, her life had been blighted in its most hopeful hour.


 And Mary, she was dreaming, but of him who, though so little known, already filled her heart. Though much in the conduct of Frederick Wilson surprised her, and though the calumnies of Smith had represented him as idle, dissolute, and a professed gambler, while she herself had seen him enter a carriage with one bearing marks of being an opera-dancer, yet did she not wholly fail to his memory. There was a gush of tenderness in her soul as she murmured his name, a lingering hope that he might yet prove worthy, which spoke much for the gentle but earnest love which she bore to the poor youth, whom she had met under such peculiar circumstances.


 Miss Cornelia Pointer, with Miss Marino Rhino, invited both at Smith’s request, were the first arrivals. The former still dwelling, though somewhat less sanguinely, on her affection for Wilson, viewed Miss Cartwright with some little jealousy, which however the candour, as well as a kindness of manner exhibited by that young lady, speedily dispelled. Still, however, a little of feminine malice appeared in a question propounded shortly after her arrival.


 »Have you seen Mr. Frederick since the evening at my house?« said she.


 »No«, replied Mary, blushing, but speaking gravely.


 »Oh, I thought he said he had called«, exclaimed Cornelia.


 »He did«, said Mrs. Cartwright; »but as I have heard but an indifferent character of him, I did not call my daughter in.«


 »Indifferent character«, cried Miss Pointer, indignantly; »why there is not a more worthy or better-hearted young man in London.«


 »I am assured that he is a professed gambler«, continued Mrs, Cartwright.


 »Whoever assured it, told you a falsehood. I believe he bas played cards at a cigar shop, but not since the first evening when he met Miss Cartwright, and when he was brought home very late by Mr. Smith.«


 »By Mr. Smith«, said the mother, glancing uneasily at her blushing child.


 »Ah, yes, Mr. Smith, who, with all his serious ways, is as sly as a fox. Why, he lent him money to play with.«


 Mrs. Cartwright, much agitated again, looked at her child, while the Count’s daughter blushed confusedly—they were speaking of her father's evil genius.


 »Miss Pointer«, continued Mrs. Cartwright, »it is no use disguising that this young man is smitten by my daughter, and I think the poor child is not indifferent as to him; you will therefore understand my anxiety about him.«


 »Yes«, said Miss Pointer, almost ready to choke, while the tears stood in her eyes.


 »Then are you sure that he is not as bad as he has been represented?«


 »Mrs. Cartwright«, replied Cornelia, »Mr. Smith is a deep and deceitful man. But you are pale, you are ill?«


 »No! No!” cried Mrs. Cartwright; »but you give shape to thoughts I would fain have kept down. Go on.«


 »And rely upon it, he would not traduce this young man without a sinister object.«


 »Child! child!« cried the young mother, »are my awful dreams then true?«


 »Mr. Walters«, said Emma, the pretty servant, opening the door, while the lively little brunette blushed rosy red.


 The unfortunate poet, who was in the very last stage of misery, and who had accepted the invitation sent him by Smith, in the desperate hope of a supper, was evidently agreeably surprised at the presence of his fair friend, upon whom he had already made one or two calls with the consent of her parents, As he completed the number of the expected guests, tea was served, and the cosy little party were about to partake of the refreshing beverage, when a carriage stopped at the door, and a violent knock and ring followed.


 »Who can it be?« said Mary.


 »Emma is coming up«, replied her mother.


 The door opened.


 »Madam and Miss Berly, and Mr. Maurice Herbert«, said the girl.


 Mrs. Cartwright rose to her feet, and stood as if petrified.


 »Mrs. Hastings«, cried Madam Berly.


 »My dear madam«, said her friend.


 »Frederick and the lady of the carriage«, thought Mary.


 »And you are my niece«, said Madam Berly, turning to Mary; »let me introduce you to two cousins, Eugenia and Maurice.«


 »You the child of my husband’s sister«, exclaimed Mrs. Cartwright, addressing him she bad known as Wilson.


 »Yes, madam«, replied Maurice, »as I learn but just now myself.«


 »But what means all this?« said Mrs. Hastings, almost wildly.


 »That H. Smith is a villain of the blackest die; that he has used every nefarious scheme that could be devised to ruin happy and united family, and that the end of his race is run.«


 »My God!« cried the wife; »and I have been his dupe. But my husband?«


 »He is evidently near at hand«, replied Madame Berly; »we have already advertised in search of him.«


 »He is found«, exclaimed the Count’s daughter, falling on her knees before them all; »my father, Mrs. Hastings, who has deeply injured you, is now in his service, and to-morrow you shall see him.«


 »Why not to-night?« cried the wife, with eagerness.


 »My father will not return«, said Miss Marino Rhino, whom Walters had raised up, »until the morning.«


 »My dear madam«, exclaimed Maurice, who had been pouring forth his heart to Mary, »trust to us, he shall be found, and the doer of all this evil shall be punished.«


 »God grant it«, said Mrs, Cartwright; »but now come, my friends, let me offer you some tea, and then will we all narrate our chequered fortunes.«


 The whole party complied; Maurice and Mary at once taking settled places one by the other, while Walter and Caroline could not but follow so excellent an example. Eugenia and Miss Pointer, left without cavaliers, entered at once into conversation; while the two elder ladies in lower tones revealed all that they knew connected with the villany of H. Smith.


 »He will find me much changed, but not in heart«, said, later in the evening, the tearful but hopeful wife; »but how could he leave me?«


 »Rely upon it, my dear friend«, replied Madam Berly, »you have been foully traduced by this black Iago.«


 »Yes! yes!« cried the wife, burning blushes suffusing her pale and sweet lace, »of foul wrong too; but Henry, Henry, had an angel have calumniated you, I would not have doubted you.«


 »Be sure some proofs, false and black, have been forged.«


 »No! no! blind that I was, proofs of my own making. Knowing my husband’s dislike to foreigners, I secretly assisted a Count, a Pole, and even saw him privately, to give him money.«


 »A trick, rely upon it.«


 »That Count was my father, employed by Mr. Smith«, said Caroline, resolutely, but sadly; »he has deeply repented, and is now aiding Mr, Hastings to punish this man.«


 »I forgive him«, replied Mrs, Hastings; »but Smith has come home. What is the time?«


 »A quarter to ten«, replied Madam Berly; »but courage; keep all we know concealed until to-morrow.«


 A dead silence followed, for all looked upon an interview with the apothecary with horror. He came slowly up stairs; and, to their inexpressible relief, passed their door, and went towards his bedroom.


 »He is discovered«, exclaimed Mrs. Hastings, »and he knows it. He is ashamed to appear before us.«


 »I hope it is so; but now, my dear madam, we must leave it. Courage; we will be with you early in the morning, and I hope with good news.«


 


 CHAPTER XI.
  THE MURDER.


 About ten o’clock the same evening, the house where Smith was in the habit of visiting Mr. Hastings was wrapped in dreary and moody silence. The street, which was nut a crowded thoroughfare, was abandoned to the heavy treading policeman, with now and then a stray passer by. The night was dark and tempestuous, so that the lamps gave feeble and scanty light. Not a star was visible in the frowning and murky heavens, against which the pall of London smoke smote in huge volumes, here black and heavy, and then fading away towards the horizon in brown and broken masses. The wind came chill round the corners, as if in search of a comfortable hiding-place, gusty and angry, while a dampness in the air promised speedy rain.


 A man who stood concealed by the shadow of the house which we allude to, and who had been thus posted for some minutes, now emerged from his hiding-place, and after hurriedly glancing up and down the street, put a key in the lock of the yard-gate, and entered. Another key, cautiously inserted in the door which led into the back hall, admitted him to the house. Once entered, he trimmed a lamp which he bore about him, and for a moment sat down as it were to collect his thoughts.


 Leaning his head on his two hands, Jenkins—tor it was him—gazed vacantly at the dim light, exposing to view his ghastly countenance. The villain was hideous, under the influence of terror and avarice. Two ugly fiends were struggling at his callous heart for the mastery. There was the dream of wealth, of enjoyment, the thousand plans for fortune which visit and tempt the evil-doer; there was the coward conscience, preaching not nobly and well, but with cowering pictures of the gallows; and—for no man at such hour but sees the fully of doubting beyond—the dark night in which the future is veiled for the bad.


 Jenkins hesitated. His soul, distended in its foul dwelling by the magnitude of the subject which was forced upon his contemplation, peered beyond. Without knowing why or how, the criminal dwelt with fond lingering on days gone by, when innocence covered him, and the lurid path of destruction had been never trod, and to his seered and battered heart came an indistinct and strange wish that he had never stepped aside. But then hiding the past, and rising up above all, came the idle man’s hatred of work and the love of gold ill-won, and his fancy revelled in the contemplation of what gold can give, and this hateful lust—of all the most mean, unworthy, and degrading—hid from his eyes God, man, the joys of innocence, the self-denials of virtue, the peace which the bad never know, the chances of an ignominious death, and eternity itself.


 Once decided. the midnight murderer acted with a caution and care fitted fora better purpose. With a calm consideration of what risks he thus avoided, he stripped himself, until he stood in his shirt and drawers, and then, barefooted, in bis hands a knife and lamp, in his heart Satan and all hell itself, with quiet grey eye, his ears watchful of every sound, the Cain-struck man began his ascent of the stairs.


 He knew that Mr. Hastings had retired very early to rest, to prepare for his expected excitement of the following day, when it was his intention to discover himself to his family; while his solicitors were to effect the arrest of Smith on a series of charges of a criminal character, of which the embezzlement of large sums of money formed the principal items, but together ample to secure that worthy’s travelling in one of her majesty's vessels to a remote part of the earth.


 There was utter silence in the house. Not a breath, not a sound could be detected, save the persevering creaking of the stairs beneath that man’s horrid footsteps, as with cat-like but vain caution he crept upwards. Nothing could hide from his ears the constant sound of the wood as it received his weight, and, despite himself, he thought of the swinging of the gallows tree.


 He looked back down the stairs, and wild shapes were rising menacingly behind, while myriad eyes of fearful things glared out of the darkness upon him. The very Stairs seemed to creak as never stairs had creaked before, with a dull and heavy Noise, as of groaning. The man’s blood coursed madly through his veins, his hand trembled, but before stood the grinning demon of avarice, pointing with crooked and skinny finger to piles of gold, to revelry, and he as head of the feast, hailed by all king amid the infamous.


 He went on, all senses deadened but the thirst which parched his very vitals for the lucre, which burns up and makes arid many a’ green and fertile spot in the desert of the heart of man.


 The chamber-door was reached, and Jenkins again paused—this time to listen. The door was wide open; nothing separated him from his victim.


 Placing his lamp upon the middle of the floor, and preserving in his hand nothing but his knife, he stood up.:


 Again he listened, directing his eye towards the bed on which lay Mr. Hastings. The curtains were drawn, and not the faintest sound of breathing betrayed his presence.


 Jenkins trembled like a leaf. The stillness was awful. The dead silence was tremendous, and the murderer’s soul fearful, while to his distended nostrils came, with sickening and horrible effect, an odour of blood.


 His eyes swam—he reeled—his senses seemed to forsake him, when, rousing his fast oozing courage, he approached the bed, and drew back the curtains.


 Jenkins, dead to ail intents and purposes fur the while, his hands cold, his mouth open, his hair bristling, his knees knocking one against the other, stood with the curtains stretched out, gazing in a state of temporary mental alienation on the terrible scene before him.


 Mr. Hastings, his throat cut, lay bathed in blood upon the bed.


 His face was calm and serene, as if he had died without a struggle; while a faint relic of a smile showed that his thoughts bad been the happy ones suggested by his expected reunion with his family.


 But he was dead, and in his hand was a razor.


 The razor was, however, without a stain upon it, and had been put in the hand, it was quite clear, after death.


 »Jenkins!« said a voice behind.


 The villain saw at once the awfulness of his position. Innocent in deed, but guilty in thought, he was standing by the bedside of a murdered man, with every sign


 of his having done the deed, and he seemed to feel the very hangman’s hand at his throat.


 »Who speaks?« he said faintly.


 »I«, replied Count Marino Rhino, shaking him violently.


 Jenkins turned round, and saw his late companion standing close by, armed with a brace of pistols.


 »Pity! Pity! I am innocent!« he cried in the most abject terror.


 »I know it«, said the Count, sternly; »and what you came here for, armed with that knife, is between you and your God. I accuse you not, but mind, depart one tittle from what I shall command, and I hand you over to the police.«


 »Not an old friend, surely«, said Jenkins, whiningly.


 »Friend me not«, replied the Count, with horror; »but go, dress yourself, and at once go for Dr. Wheeler next door but one.«


 »Is there hope?«


 »None. But I wish him to at once prove this is no suicide. I will go for the police. Depart one word from what I order, and I will not spare you.«


 »Tam quite ready; but shall not we be suspected?«


 »We shall, but fear nothing; the guilty will be found.«


 »But if not, we are hanged.«


 »I tell you, Jenkins«, said the Count, fiercely, »the guilty shall suffer. We shall be kept here by the police to-night, but his lawyers will prove our being in his employ to-morrow, and I will produce the murderer. Go!«


 


 CHAPTER XII.
  THE WILL.


 The party which collected at the breakfast table of Mrs. Hastings on the following morning was joyous and hopeful, for the Count’s daughter had obtained from her mother the clue to the residence of the recluse, which on the return of the father she was satisfied would be cleared up.


 Maurice Herbert was warmly and tenderly welcomed both by mother and daughter, the calumnies of Smith having been fully explained by his knowledge of his real name; and besides, as Mary very justly remarked, were they not cousins, and as such, were not many little things to be forgiven and excused? As for Maurice, he was proud and glad, for he read in her bright eyes many a sweet and tender promise, many a tale of love and joy.


 Mrs. Hastings looked blandly on, and never, in the first fresh tide of her passionate love for her husband, had she felt emotions of gladness like those which she now experienced at the thought of again being united to the object of her first, her only earthly affection. Tears suffused her careworn cheeks, and which, rekindling hope, had imprinted already a faint shadow of returning roses.


 Madam Berly and her daughter were also happy, for they had been the instruments of diffusing all this hope and promise amid the before wretched group.


 »T feel a trembling anxiety«, said Mrs. Hastings, »which I can hardly understand. Will my Henry be much changed? will he love me, when all is explained, as once he loved me? shall we again be happy?«


 »My dear friend«, replied Madam Berly, »the furnace of affliction tries the brittle ware of love; if it be good and sterling, it breaks not; if it be weak, it shivers to atoms. His was of the noble cast; the fire has purified it.«


 »And I«, exclaimed the wife, passionately, »forgive him all; his injustice, his doubts, his credence of this Judas before me, and never will he hear from me a word to remind him of his wrong.«


 She was, alas! quite right, he would never hear a word again of anything from her; but had he lived, would she have kept her vow made in all sincerity? She was a woman, and women are weak.


 A loud ringing below now startled them, and a hasty summons brought the apothecary down stairs. Next minute he rushed up and burst into the room.


 He was pale, and his eyes were fiercely bloodshot, but his cheeks grew crimson, as he saw the group which composed the assembled company.


 »Mrs, Hastings«, he cried, recovering himself by an effort, »compose yourself to be surprised. The residence of your husband is found.«


 »I know it«, replied the lady, calmly.


 »I have been anticipated!« he exclaimed, astounded at the quiet which reigned around.


 »You have, by my friends here.«


 »Is it you, Mr. Wilson, to whom we owe this?« said the apothecary, striving to be calm.


 »You owe nothing to Mr. Maurice Herbert«, replied Madam Berly. »But we know of Mr. Hastings’ place of retirement.«


 »Has the same authority informed you«, said Smith, who saw he was among enemies, »that Mr. Henry Cartwright Hastings last night, either committed suicide or was barbarously murdered?«


 »Assassin!« said Maurice, »this is your handwork.«


 And the young man stood with glaring eyes before the apothecary, while the horror-stricken women sat immoveable, struck into icy stillness by the horrible announcement..


 »You are free in your epithets, young man«, replied H. Smith, whose cheek had slightly blanched, »but rest assured this insolence and your quackish attempt at personating Mr, Hastings's deceased nephew, will not go unpunished.«


 »Leave this room«, said Maurice; »villain, away.” ad


 »I am in my own house«, exclaimed Smith, taking a chair.


 At this instant two coaches stopped before the door, and an officer of police, accompanied by Messrs. Paul and Oakam, as well as Mr. Richard Stuart, entered the room.


 »Mrs. Hastings«, said Paul and Oakam, one individual, but portly enough to have been two; »I am under very painful circumstances to make your acquaintance.«


 »I am Mrs, Hastings«, replied that lady, faintly, while she closed her eyes to the horror of the scene.


 »Then, madam, I have to inform you that your husband saw me yesterday, that he at once and freely acknowledged the folly of the hallucination under which he was labouring, and had made every arrangement to be reunited to you.«


 »Merciful God!« murmured Mrs, Hastings.


 »This morning«, said the lawyer, »I received the painful intelligence of his death under suspicious circumstances. I at once flew to the house he inhabited and took possession of every document in his apartment, as if suicide has been committed, these might lead to an explanation. May I examine them at once?« said the bustling lawyer.


 »Yes«, groaned the miserable wife.


 »First a will. Humph—ah—this won't do; ah, yes, quite correct, leaving every farthing in the world to Mr. Habakkuk Smith -«


 »My poor child«, said Mrs. Hastings, without a thought for herself. He was gone.


 »You see, young man«, sneered Smith.


 »But this document is valueless«, cried the lawyer.


 »Valueless!« thundered Smith, »you lie.«


 »Don't put yourself out, Mr. Smith«, replied the lawyer, coolly; »this is a year and a half old, and I have one of not more than three weeks’ date, in which the name of Maurice Herbert takes the place of yours; every form complied with, witnessed, regular as the bank; ah, sir, do you hear that?«


 »My dear cousin«, said Maurice, kindly.


 »It is a forgery«, exclaimed Smith, pale as ashes.


 »Sir«, said the irate lawyer.


 »Where, where«, cried the little lawyer, Mr. Stuart, who had hitherto stood back in awe of his rich confrere, and who had been unrolling a blood-stained piece of paper, with which the razor had evidently been wiped, »where was this found?«


 »Beside the bed«, said Paul and Oakam, the firm, somewhat nettled at not having to ask the question.


 »Then this man is the murderer«, thundered the little man, collaring Smith.


 »Hands off«, cried the apothecary, aghast at the accusation.


 »Yesterday morning«, said the lawyer, »this man took a piece of paper, a back of a letter, off my table to write an address, That address was mine. This is the paper.«


 »1 knew it«, exclaimed Count Marino, who with Jenkins were outside in custody of the police, but who now advanced; »I knew—I felt he was the murderer.«


 »Liar! thief! villain!« shrieked Smith, appalled even more at the fact that his very partners in crime deserted him, than at the awfulness of his position; »you are the man.«


 »I saw that ere gent«, said the policeman of the beat, »leave the house about half-past nine, in a very suspicious manner.«


 »I was at home.«


 »You returned at ten«, said Maurice.


 »Take him away to Bow-street«, said Paul and Oakam. »I am busy here; perhaps you will attend to this terrible matter«, addressing Mr. Stuart.


 »My God! my God! and is this the end«, groaned Smith; »of all my visions?«


 »Put him in a cab«, said Mr. Stuart, authoritatively, and quite big with the unexpected business, »let the witnesses follow.«


 »But that piece of paper«, observed Paul and Oakam, recollecting themselves, »which your acuteness discovered. Ah, I see I must come. You must be a witness, Mr. Stuart; but never mind, we shall put something in your way.«


 Meanwhile a crowd had congregated round the house, and when the wretched man, tottering between two policemen, came out to go into the cab, a yell of execration saluted him, and up before his eyes arose a scene where he had often been a spectator.


 He saw at early morn, amid a sea of faces, his own peering forth, from a window, and again saluted by yells, even more horrible, more threatening, than these, and he fell a senseless mass into the vehicle.


 Jenkins, who, with the Count, followed, as witnesses, instead of, as before, as the accused, sew all this, and that man of evil vowed in his soul that he would sin no more, and that if the God of good would forgive his meditated crime, he would never again fly in the face of his precepts.


 He saw what every man sees every day, without reading the burning and shining lesson which it conveys, that crime prospers not, and that the evil-doer himself brings about his own punishment.


 — — — —


 The sequel is but of little romantic interest, for the drama of life was represented in its most ordinary phase. The finale is most common-place, for the reward of the suffering and the wronged was great.


 Mr. and Mrs. Hastings, the young couple, are, as far as I can see, and I have seen their sixth child, as fond and happy a couple as I know of, and my acquaintance is not small.


 Mrs. Hastings senior, blighted in the prime of life, but bowing meekly to the will of heaven, lives but in her child, and longs for the hour when she may hope to be united eternally with him she so much loved.


 Ben Jonson Walters, patronised by his friend Herbert, is a thriving man, and has left poetry—he didn’t find it pay. He is, however, used to say, that he shall ever bless his Maria for ever, as it won him the heart of a pretty and charming girl, who is now, we assure you in private, as pretty and as charming ® woman.


 Miss Pointer is still—Miss Pointer.


 The Count has retired from public life, and returned to his native Sussex and name, being now plain Mr. Henry Clark, and living on an annuity allowed him by his son-in-law, the maltster.


 Jenkins drives a cab, and, doubtless, you have often been tempted to give more than the fare, by the innocence and insinuating character of his physiognomy.


 Of Mr. H. Smith, full particulars may be found, or ought to be, in that recondite book, »The Newgate Calendar.«


  


 -THE END-
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