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THOMAS DE QUINCEY

When "Gilfillan's Gallery" first appeared, a copy of it was
sent to an eminent lay-divine, the first sentence of whose reply
was, "You have sent me a list of shipwrecks." It was but too true,
for that "Gallery" contains the name of a Godwin, shipwrecked
on a false system, and a Shelley, shipwrecked on an extravagant
version of that false system — and a Hazlitt, shipwrecked on
no system at all — and a Hall, driven upon the rugged reef of
madness — and a Foster, cast high and dry upon the dark shore
of Misanthropy — and an Edward Irving, inflated into sublime
idiocy by the breath of popular favor, and in the subsidence of
that breath, left to roll at the mercy of the waves, a mere log —
and lastly, a Coleridge and a De Quincy, stranded on the same
poppy-covered coast, the land of the "Lotos-eaters," where it is
never morning, nor midnight, nor full day, but always afternoon.

Wrecks all these are, but all splendid and instructive withal.



And we propose now — repairing to the shore, where the last great
argosy, Thomas De Quincey, lies half bedded in mud — to pick
up whatever of noble and rare, of pure and permanent, we can
find floating around. We would speak of De Quincey's history,
of his faults, of his genius, of his works, and of his future place
in the history of literature. And when we reflect on what a mare
magnum we are about to show to many of our readers, we feel
for the moment as if it were new to us also, as if we stood —

"Like stout Cortea, when with eagle eyes
He stared at the Pacific,

—and all his men

Gathered round him with a wild surmise,
Silent, upon a peak of Darien."

We can not construct a regular biography of this remarkable
man; neither the time for this has come, nor have the materials
been, as yet, placed within reach of us, or of any one else. But
we may sketch the outlines of what we know, which is indeed
but little.

Thomas De Quincey is the son of a Liverpool merchant. He
is one of several children, the premature loss of one of whom he
has, in his "Suspiria de Profundis" (published in "Blackwood")
most plaintively and eloquently deplored. His father seems to
have died early. Guardians were appointed over him, with whom
he contrived to quarrel, and from whose wing (while studying
at Oxford) he fled to London. There he underwent a series



of surprising adventures and severe sufferings, which he has
recounted in the first part of his "Opium Confessions." On one
occasion, while on the point of death by starvation, his life was
saved by the intervention of a poor street-stroller, of whom he
afterward lost sight, but whom, in the strong gratitude of his
heart, he would pursue into the central darkness of a London
brothel, or into the deeper darkness of the grave. Part of the same
dark period of his life was spent in Wales, where he subsisted
now on the hospitality of the country people, and now, poor
fellow, on hips and haws. He was at last found out by some of his
friends, and remanded to Oxford. There he formed a friendship
with Christopher North, which has continued unimpaired to this
hour. Both — besides the band of kindred genius — had that
of profound admiration, then a rare feeling, for the poetry of
Wordsworth. In the course of this part of his life he visited
Ireland, and was introduced soon afterward to OPIUM - fatal
friend, treacherous ally — root of that tree called Wormwood,
which has overshadowed all his after life. A blank here occurs
in his history. We find him next in a small white cottage in
Cumberland — married — studying Kant, drinking laudanum,
and dreaming the most wild and wondrous dreams which ever
crossed the brain of mortal. These dreams he recorded in the
"London Magazine," then a powerful periodical, conducted by
John Scott, and supported by such men as Hazlitt, Reynolds,
and Allan Cunningham. The "Confessions," when published
separately, ran like wildfire, although from their anonymous



form they added nothing at the time to the author's fame. Not
long after their publication, Mr. De Quincey came down to
Scotland, where he has continued to reside, wandering from
place to place, contributing to periodicals of all sorts and sizes
— to "Blackwood," "Tait," "North British Review," "Hogg's
Weekly Instructor," as well as writing for the "Encyclopadia
Britannica," and publishing one or two independent works, such
as "Klosterheim," a tale, and the "Logic of Political Economy."
His wife has been long dead. Three of his daughters, amiable
and excellent persons, live in the sweet village of Lasswade, in
the neighborhood of Edinburgh; and there he is, we believe, at
present himself.

From his very imperfect sketch of De Quincey's history, there
rush into our minds some rather painful reflections. It is painful
to see a

"Giant mind broken by sorrows unspoken,
And woes."

It is painful to see a glorious being transfigured into a rolling
thing before the whirlwind. It is painful to be compelled to
inscribe upon such a shield the word "Desdichado." It is painful
to remember how much misery must have passed through that
heart, and how many sweat drops of agony must have stood, in
desolate state, upon that brow. And it is most painful of all to feel
that guilt, as well as misery, has been here, and that the sowing
of the wind preceded the reaping of the whirlwind.

Such reflections were mere sentimentalism, unless attended



by such corollaries as these: 1st. Self-control ought to be more
than at present a part of education, sedulously and sternly taught,
for is it not the geometry of life? 2dly. Society should feel more
that she is responsible for the wayward children of genius, and
ought to seek more than she does to soothe their sorrows, to
relieve their wants, to reclaim their wanderings, and to search,
as with lighted candles, into the causes of their incommunicable
misery. Had the public, twenty years ago, feeling Mr. De
Quincey to be one of the master spirits of the age, and, therefore,
potentially, one of its greatest benefactors, inquired deliberately
into his case, sought him out, put him beyond the reach of want,
encouraged thus his heart, and strengthened his hand, rescued
him from the mean miseries into which he was plunged, smiled
approvingly upon the struggles he was making to conquer an evil
habit — in one word, recognized him, what a different man had
he been now, and over what magnificent wholes had we been
rejoicing, in the shape of his works, instead of deploring powers
and acquirements thrown away, in rearing towers of Babel,
tantalizing in proportion to the magnitude of their design, and the
beauty of their execution. Neglected and left alone as a corpse in
the shroud of his own genius, a fugitive, though not a vagabond,
compelled day after day to fight absolute starvation at the point
of his pen, the marvel is, that he has written so much which the
world may not willingly let die. But, it is the world's fault that
the writings it now recognizes, and may henceforth preserve on a
high shelf, are rather the sublime ravings of De Quincey drunk,



than the calm, profound cogitations of De Quincey sober. The
theory of capital punishments is much more subtle and widely
ramified than we might at first suppose. On what else are many
of our summary critical and moral judgments founded? Men find
a man guilty of a crime — they vote him for that one act a purely
pernicious member of society, and they turn him off. So a Byron
quarrels with his wife — a Coleridge loses his balance, and begins
to reel and totter like Etna in an earthquake — a Burns, made an
exciseman, gradually descends toward the low level of his trade
— or a De Quincey takes to living on laudanum, and the public,
instead of seeking to reform and re-edify each brilliant begun
ruin, shouts out, "Raze, raze it to its foundation." Because the
sun is eclipsed, they would howl him away! Because one blot has
lighted on an imperishable page, they would burn it up! Let us
hope, that as our age is fast becoming ashamed of those infernal
sacrifices called executions, so it shall also soon forbear to make
its most gifted sons pass through the fire to Moloch, till it has
tested their thorough and ineradicable vileness.

Mr. De Quincey's faults we have spoken of in the plural —
we ought, perhaps, rather to have used the singular number. In
the one word excitement, assuming the special form of opium
— the "insane root" — lies the gravamen of his guilt, as, also,
of Coleridge's. Now, we are far from wishing to underrate the
evil of this craving. But we ought to estimate Mr. De Quincey's
criminality with precision and justice; and, while granting that
he used opium to excess — an excess seldom paralleled — we must



take his own explanation of the circumstances which led him
to begin its use, and of the effects it produced on him. He did
not begin it to multiply or intensify his pleasures, still less to
lash himself with its fiery thongs into a counterfeit inspiration,
but to alleviate bodily pain. It became, gradually and reluctantly,
a necessity of his life. Like the serpents around Laocoon,
it confirmed its grasp, notwithstanding the wild tossings of
his arms, the spasmodic resistance of every muscle, the loud
shouts of protesting agony; and, when conquered, he lay like
the overpowered Hatteraick in the cave, sullen, still in despair,
breathing hard, but perfectly powerless. Its effects on him,
too, were of a peculiar kind. They were not brutifying or
blackguardizing. He was never intoxicated with the drug in his
life; nay, he denies its power to intoxicate. Nor did it at all
weaken his intellectual faculties any more than it strengthened
them. We have heard poor creatures consoling themselves for
their inferiority by saying, "Coleridge would not have written so
well but for opium." "No thanks to De Quincey for his subtlety
— he owes it to opium." Let such persons swallow the drug, and
try to write the "Suspiria," or the "Aids to Reflection."
Coleridge and De Quincey were great in spite of their habits.
Nay, we believe that on truly great intellects stimulus produces
little inspiration at all. Can opium think? can beer imagine? It is
De Quincey in opium — not opium in De Quincey — that ponders
and that writes. The stimulus is only the occasional cause which
brings the internal power into play; it may sometimes dwarf the



giant, but it can never really elevate the dwarf.

The evil influences of opium on De Quincey were of a
different, but a very pernicious sort: they weakened his will; they
made him a colossal slave to a tiny tyrant; they shut him up (like
the Genii in the "Arabian Tales") in a phial filled with dusky fire;
they spread a torpor over the energies of his body; they closed up
or poisoned the natural sources of enjoyment; the air, the light,
the sunshine, the breeze, the influences of spring, lost all charm
and power over him. Instead of these, snow was welcomed with
an unnatural joy; storm embraced as a brother; and the stern
scenery of night arose like a desolate temple round his ruined
spirit. If his heart was not utterly hardened, it was owing to its
peculiar breadth and warmth. At last his studies were interrupted,
his peace broken, his health impaired, and then came the noon of
his night; a form of gigantic gloom, swaying an "ebon sceptre,"
stood over him in triumph, and it seemed as if nothing less than a
miraculous intervention could rescue the victim from his power.

But the victim was not an ordinary one. Feeling that hell had
come, and that death was at hand, he determined, by a mighty
effort, to arise from his degradation. For a season his struggles
were great and impotent, as those of the giants cast down by
Jove under Etna. The mountain shook, the burden tottered, but
the light did not at first appear. Nor has he ever, we suspect,
completely emancipated himself from his bondage; but he has
struggled manfully against it, and has cast off such a large portion
of the burden that it were injustice not to say of him that he is



now free.

It were ungracious to have dwelt, even so long, upon the errors
of De Quincey, were it not that, first, his own frankness of
disclosures frees us from all delicacy; and that, secondly, the
errors of such a man, like the cloud of the pillar, have two sides
— his darkness may become our light — his sin our salvation. It
may somewhat counteract that craving cry for excitement, that
everlasting Give, give, so much the mistake of the age, to point
strongly to this conspicuous and transcendent victim, and say to
his admirers, "Go ye and do otherwise."

We pass gladly to the subject of his genius. That is certainly
one of the most singular in its power, variety, culture, and
eccentricity, our age has witnessed. His intellect is at once solid
and subtle, reminding you of veined and figured marble, so
beautiful and evasive in aspect, that you must touch ere you
are certain of its firmness. The motion of his mind is like
that of dancing, but it is the dance of an elephant, or of a
Polyphemus, with his heavy steps, thundering down the music
to which he moves. Hence his humor often seems forced in
motion, while always fine in spirit. The contrast between the slow
march of his sentences, the frequent gravity of his spirit, the
recondite masses of his lore, the logical severity of his diction,
and his determination, at times, to be desperately witty, produces
a ludicrous effect, but somewhat different from what he had
intended. It is "Laughter" lame, and only able to hold one of
his sides, so that you laugh at, as well as with him. But few, we



think, would have been hypercritical in judging of Columbus'
first attitudes as he stepped down upon his new world. And thus,
let a great intellectual explorer be permitted to occupy his own
region, in whatever way, and with whatever ceremonies, may
seem best to himself. Should he even, like Cesar, stumble upon
the shore, no matter if he stumble forward, and by accepting,
make the omen change its nature and meaning.

Genius and logical perception are De Quincey's principal
powers. There are some writers whose power, like the locusts in
the Revelation, is "in their tails" — they have stings, and there lies
their scorpion power. De Quincey's vigor is evenly and equally
diffused through his whole being. It is not a partial palpitation,
but a deep, steady glow. His insight hangs over us and the world
like a nebulous star, seeing us, but, in part, remaining unseen.
In fact, his deepest thoughts have never been disclosed. Like
Burke, he has not "hung his heart upon his sleeve for daws to
peck at." He has profound reticence as well as power, and he
has modesty as well as reticence. On subjects with which he
1s acquainted, such as logic, literature, or political economy,
no man can speak with more positive and perfect assurance.
But on all topics where the conscience — the inner most moral
nature — must be the umpire, "the English Opium Eater" is silent.
His "silence" indeed, "answers very loud," his dumbness has a
tongue, but it requires a "fine ear" to hear its accents; and to
interpret them what but his own exquisitely subtle and musical
style, like written sculpture, could suffice?



Indeed, De Quincey's style is one of the most wondrous of his
gifts. As Professor Wilson once said to us about him, "the best
word always comes up." It comes up easily, as a bubble on the
wave; and is yet fixed, solid, and permanent as marble. It is at
once warm as genius, and cool as logic. Frost and fire fulfill the
paradox of "embracing each other." His faculties never disturb
or distract each other's movements — they are inseparable, as
substance and shadow. Each thought is twin-born with poetry.
His sentences are generally very long, and as full of life and of
joints as a serpent. It is told of Coleridge, that no shorthand-
writer could do justice to his lectures; because, although he spoke
deliberately, yet it was impossible, from the first part of his
sentences, to have the slightest notion how they were to end —
each clause was a new surprise, and the close often unexpected
as a thunderbolt. In this, as in many other respects. De Quincey
resembles the "noticeable man with large gray eyes." Each of
his periods, begin where it may, accomplishes a cometary sweep
ere it closes. To use an expression of his own, applied to Bishop
Berkeley, "he passes, with the utmost ease and speed, from
tar-water to the Trinity, from a mole-heap to the thrones of
the Godhead." His sentences are microcosms — real, though
imperfect wholes. It is as if he dreaded that earth would end, and
chaos come again, ere each prodigious period were done. This
practice, so far from being ashamed of, he often and elaborately
defends — contrasting it with the "short-winded and asthmatic"
style of writing which abounds in modern times, and particularly



among French authors. We humbly think that the truth on this
question lies in the middle. If an author is anxious for fullness,
let him use long sentences; if he aims at clearness, let them be
short. If he is beating about for truth, his sentences will be long; if
he deems he has found, and wishes to communicate it to others,
they will be short. In long sentences you see processes; in short,
results. Eloquence delights in long sentences, wit in short. Long
sentences impress more at the time; short sentences, if nervous,
cling more to the memory. From long sentences you must, in
general, deduct a considerable quantum of verbiage; short have
often a meagre and skeleton air. The reading of long sentences
is more painful at first, less so afterward; a volume composed
entirely of short sentences becomes soon as wearisome as a
jest-book. The mind which employs long sentences has often a
broad, but dim vision — that which delights in short, sees a great
number of small points clearly, but seldom a rounded whole.
De Quincey is a good specimen of the first class. The late Dr.
Hamilton, of Leeds, was the most egregious instance of the
second. With all his learning, and talent, and fancy, the writings
of that distinguished divine are rendered exceedingly tedious by
the broken and gasping character of their style — reading which
has been compared to walking on stepping-stones instead of a
firm road. Every thing is so clear, sharp, and short, that you get
irritated and provoked, and cry out for an intricate or lengthy
sentence, both as a trial to your wind, and as a relief to your
weariness.



The best style of writing, in point of effect, is that which
combines both forms of sentence in proper proportions. Just as
a well-armed warrior of old, while he held the broadsword in his
right hand, had the dagger of mercy suspended by his side, the
effective writer, who can at one time wave the flaming brand
of eloquence, can at another use the pointed poignard of direct
statement, of close logic, or of keen and caustic wit. Thus did
Burke, Hall, Horsley, and Chalmers.

Akin to De Quincey's length of sentence, is his ungovernable
habit of digression. You can as soon calculate on the motions of
a stream of the aurora, as on those of his mind. From the title
of any one of his papers, you can never infer whether he is to
treat the subject announced, or a hundred others — whether the
subjects he is to treat are to be cognate, or contradictory, to the
projected theme — whether, should he begin the subject, he shall
ever finish it — or into how many foot-notes he is to draw away,
as if into subterranean pipes, its pith and substance. At every
possible angle of his road he contrives to break off, and hence he
has never yet reached the end of a day's journey. Unlike Christian
in the "Pilgrim," he welcomes every temptation to go astray —
and, not content with shaking hands with old Worldly Wiseman,
he must, before climbing Mount Difficulty, explore both the way
of Danger and that of Destruction. It may be inquired, if this
arise from the fertility or from the frailty of his genius — from
his knowledge of, and dominion over every province of thought,
or from his natural or acquired inability to resist "right-hand or



left-hand defections," provided they promise to interest himself
and to amuse his readers. Judging from Coleridge's similar
practice, we are forced to conclude that it is in De Quincey too
— a weakness fostered, if not produced, by long habits of self-
indulgence.

And yet, notwithstanding such defects (and we might have
added to them his use of logical formul® at times when they
appear simply ridiculous, his unnecessary scholasticism, and
display of learning, the undue self-complacence with which he
parades his peculiar views, and explodes his adversary's, however
reputed and venerable, and a certain air of exaggeration which
swathes all his written speech), what splendid powers this strange
being, at all times and on all subjects, exerts! With what razor-
like sharpness does he cut the most difficult distinctions! What
learning is his — here compelling wonder, from its variety and
minute accuracy; and there, from the philosophical grasp with
which he holds it, in compressed masses! And, above all, what
grand, sombre, Miltonic gleams his imagination casts around him
on his way; and in what deep swells of organ-like music do his
thoughts often, harmoniously and irrepressibly, move! The three
prose-writers of this century, who, as it appears to us, approach
most nearly to the giants of the era of Charles I., in spirit of
genius and munificence of language, are, Edward Irving, in his
preface to "Ben Ezra," Thomas Aird, in parts of his "Religious
Characteristics," and Thomas De Quincey, in his "Confessions,"
and his "Suspiria de Profundis."



In coming down from an author to his works we have often a
feeling of humiliation and disappointment. It is like comparing
the great Ben Nevis with the streamlets which flow from his base,
and asking, "Is this all the mighty mountain can give the world?"
So, "What has De Quincey done?" is a question we are now sure
to hear, and feel rather afraid to answer.

In a late number of that very excellent periodical, "Hogg's
Instructor," Mr. De Quincey, as if anticipating some such
objection, argues (referring to Professor Wilson), that it is
ridiculous to expect a writer now to write a large separate work,
as some had demanded from the professor. He is here, however,
guilty of a fallacy, which we wonder he allowed to escape from
his pen: there is a difference between a large and a great work.
No one wishes either De Quincey or John Wilson to write a
folio; what we wish from each of them is, an artistic whole, large
or comparatively small, fully reflecting the image of his mind,
and bearing the relation to his other works which the "Paradise
Lost" does to Milton's "Lycidas," "Arcades," and "Hymn on the
Nativity." And this, precisely, is what neither of those illustrious
men has as yet effected.

De Quincey's works, if collected, would certainly possess
sufficient bulk; they lie scattered, in prodigal profusion, through
the thousand and one volumes of our periodical literature; and
we are certain, that a selection of their better portions would
fill ten admirable octavos. Mr. De Quincey himself was lately
urged to collect them. His reply was, "Sir, the thing is absolutely,



insuperably, and forever impossible. Not the archangel Gabriel,
nor his multipotent adversary, durst attempt any such thing!" We
suspect, at least, that death must seal the lips of the "old man
eloquent,” ere such a selection shall be made. And yet, in those
unsounded abysses, what treasures might be found — of criticism,
of logic, of wit, of metaphysical acumen, of research, of burning
eloquence, and essential poetry! We should meet there with
admirable specimens of translation from Jean Paul Richter and
Lessing; with a criticism on the former, quite equal to that more
famous one of Carlyle's; with historical chapters, such as those in
"Blackwood" on the Casars, worthy of Gibbon; with searching
criticisms, such as one on the knocking in Macbeth, and two
series on Landor and Schlosser; with the elephantine humor of
his lectures on "Murder, considered as one of the fine arts;" and
with the deep theological insight of his papers on Christianity,
considered as a means of social progress, and on the Essenes.
In fact, De Quincey's knowledge of theology is equal to that
of two bishops — in metaphysics, he could puzzle any German
professor — in astronomy, he has outshone Professor Nichol —
in chemistry, he can outdive Samuel Brown — and in Greek,
excite to jealousy the shades of Porson and Parr. There is another
department in which he stands first, second, and third — we mean,
the serious hoax. Do our readers remember the German romance
of Walladmor, passed off at the Leipsic fair as one of Sir Walter
Scott's, and afterward translated into English? The translation,
which was, in fact, a new work, was executed by De Quincey,



who, finding the original dull, thought proper to re-write it; and
thus, to charge trick upon trick. Or have they ever read his
chapter in "Blackwood" for July, 1837, on the "Retreat of a
Tartar tribe?" a chapter certainly containing the most powerful
historical painting we ever read, and recording a section of
adventurous and romantic story not equaled, he says, "since the
retreat of the fallen angels." This chapter, we have good reason
for knowing, originated principally in his own inventive brain.
Add to all this, the fiery eloquence of his "Confessions" — the
labored speculation of his "Political Economy" — the curiously-
perverted ingenuity of his "Klosterheim" — and the solemn,
sustained, linked, and lyrical raptures of his "Suspiria," and we
have answered the question, What has he done? But another
question is less easy to answer, What can he, or should he, or
shall he yet do? And here we venture to express a long-cherished
opinion. Pure history, or that species of biography which merges
into history, is his forte, and ought to have been his selected
province. He never could have written a first-rate fiction or
poem, or elaborated a complete or original system of philosophy,
although both his imagination and his intellect are of a very high
order. But he has every quality of the great historian, except
compression; he has learning, insight, the power of reproducing
the past, fancy to color, and wit to enliven his writing, and a style
which, while it is unwieldy upon small subjects, rises to meet all
great occasions, like a senator to salute a king. The only danger
is, that if he were writing the history of the Crusades or Cesars,



for instance, his work would expand to the dimensions of the
"Universal History."

A great history we do not now expect from De Quincey; but
he might, produce some, as yet, unwritten life, such as the life of
Dante, or of Milton. Such a work would at once concentrate his
purpose, task his powers, and perpetuate his name.

As it is, his place in the future gallery of ages is somewhat
uncertain. For all he has hitherto done, or for all the impression
he has made upon the world, his course may be marked as that
of a brilliant but timid meteor, shooting athwart the midnight,
watched but by few eyes, but accompanied by the keenest interest
and admiration of those who did watch it. Passages of his
writings may be preserved in collections; and, among natural
curiosities in the museum of man, his memory must assuredly be
included as the greatest consumer of laudanum and learning — as
possessing the most potent of brains, and the weakest of wills,
of almost all men who ever lived.

We have other two remarks to offer ere we close. Our first is,
that, with all his errors, De Quincey has never ceased to believe
in Christianity. In an age when most men of letters have gone
over to the skeptical side, and too often treat with insolent scorn,
as sciolistic and shallow, those who still cling to the gospel, it
1s refreshing to find one who stands confessedly at the head of
them all, in point of talent and learning, so intimately acquainted
with the tenets, so profoundly impressed by the evidences, and
so ready to do battle for the cause, of the blessed faith of Jesus.



From those awful depths of sorrow in which he was long plunged,
he never ceased to look up to the countenance and the cross of
the Saviour; and now, recovered from his evils, and sins, and
degradations, we seem to see him sitting, "clothed and in his right
mind, at the feet of Jesus." Would to God that others of his class
were to go, and to sit down beside him!

We may state, in fine, that efforts are at present being made
to procure for Mr. De Quincey a pension. A memorial on the
subject has been presented to Lord John Russell. We need hardly
say, that we cordially wish this effort all success. A pension would
be to him a delicate sunset ray — soon, possibly, to shine on his
bed of death — but, at all events, sure to minister a joy and a
feeling of security, which, during all his long life, he has never
for an hour experienced. It were but a proper reward for his
eminent abilities, hard toils, and the uniform support which he
has given, by his talents, to a healthy literature, and a spiritual
faith. We trust, too, that government may be induced to couple
with his name, in the same generous bestowal, another — inferior,
indeed, in brilliance, but which represents a more consistent
and a more useful life. We allude to Dr. Dick, of Broughty
Ferry, a gentleman who has done more than any living author
to popularize science — to accomplish the Socratic design of
bringing down philosophy to earth — who has never ceased, at
the same time, to exhale moral and religious feeling, as a fine
incense, from the researches and experiments of science to the
Eternal Throne — and who, for his laborious exertions, of nearly



thirty years' duration, has been rewarded by poverty, and neglect,
the "proud man's contumely," and, as yet, by the silence of a
government which professes to be the patron of literature and
the succorer of every species of merit in distress. To quote a
newspaper-writer, who is well acquainted with the case: "I know
that Dr. Dick has lived a long and a laborious life, writing books
which have done much good to man. I know that he has often had
occasion to sell these books to publishers, at prices to which his
poverty, and not his will consented. I know, too, that throughout
his life he has lived with the moderation and the meekness of a
saint, as he has written with the wisdom of a sage; and, knowing
these things, I would fain save him from the death of a martyr."

[From Household Words.]



THE MINER'S DAUGHTERS
— A TALE OF THE PEAK

IN THREE CHAPTERS



CHAPTER 1 - THE
CHILD'S TRAGEDY

There is no really beautiful part of this kingdom so little
known as the Peak of Derbyshire. Matlock, with its tea-garden
trumpery and mock-heroic wonders; Buxton, with its bleak hills
and fashionable bathers; the truly noble Chatsworth and the
venerable Haddon, engross almost all that the public generally
have seen of the Peak. It is talked of as a land of mountains,
which in reality are only hills; but its true beauty lies in valleys
that have been created by the rending of the earth in some
primeval convulsion, and which present a thousand charms to the
eyes of the lover of nature. How deliciously do the crystal waters
of the Wye and the Dove rush along such valleys, or dales, as
they there are called. With what a wild variety do the gray rocks
soar up amid their woods and copses. How airily stand in the
clear heavens the lofty limestone precipices, and the gray edges
of rock gleam cut from the bare green downs — there never called
downs. What a genuine Saxon air is there cast over the population
— what a Saxon bluntness salutes you in their speech!

It is into the heart of this region that we propose now to carry
the reader. Let him suppose himself with us now on the road
from Ashford-in-the-water to Tideswell. We are at the Bull's
Head, a little inn on that road. There is nothing to create wonder,
or a suspicion of a hidden Arcadia in any thing you see, but



another step forward, and — there! There sinks a world of valleys
at your feet. To your left lies the delicious Monsal Dale. Old Finn
Hill lifts his gray head grandly over it. Hobthrush's Castle stands
bravely forth in the hollow of his side — gray, and desolate, and
mysterious. The sweet Wye goes winding and sounding at his
feet, amid its narrow green meadows, green as the emerald, and
its dark glossy alders. Before us stretches on, equally beautiful,
Cressbrook Dale; Little Edale shows its cottages from amidst its
trees; and as we advance, the Mousselin-de-laine Mills stretch
across the mouth of Miller's Dale, and startle with the aspect of
so much life amid so much solitude.

But our way is still onward. We resist the attraction of
Cressbrook village on its lofty eminence, and plunge to the right,
into Wardlow Dale. Here we are buried deep in woods, and
yet behold still deeper the valley descend below us. There is an
Alpine feeling upon us. We are carried once more, as in a dream,
into the Saxon Switzerland. Above us stretch the boldest ranges
of lofty precipices, and deep amid the woods are heard the voices
of children. These come from a few workmen's houses, couched
at the foot of a cliff that rises high and bright amid the sun.
That is Wardlow Cop; and there we mean to halt for a moment.
Forward lies a wild region of hills, and valleys, and lead-mines,
but forward goes no road, except such as you can make yourself
through the tangled woods.

At the foot of Wardlow Cop, before this little hamlet of
Bellamy Wick was built, or the glen was dignified with the name



of Raven Dale, there lived a miner who had no term for his
place of abode. He lived, he said, under Wardlow Cop, and that
contented him.

His house was one of those little, solid, gray limestone
cottages, with gray flagstone roofs, which abound in the Peak.
It had stood under that lofty precipice when the woods which
now so densely fill the valley were but newly planted. There had
been a mine near it, which had no doubt been the occasion of
its erection in so solitary a place; but that mine was now worked
out and David Dunster, the miner, now worked at a mine right
over the hills in Miller's Dale. He was seldom at home, except at
night, and on Sundays. His wife, besides keeping her little house,
and digging and weeding in the strip of garden that lay on the
steep slope above the house, hemmed in with a stone wall, also
seamed stockings for a framework-knitter in Ashford, whither
she went once or twice in the week.

They had three children, a boy and two girls. The boy was
about eight years of age; the girls were about five and six. These
children were taught their lessons of spelling and reading by the
mother, among her other multifarious tasks; for she was one of
those who are called regular plodders. She was quiet, patient,
and always doing, though never in a bustle. She was not one of
those who acquire a character for vast industry by doing every
thing in a mighty flurry, though they contrive to find time for a
tolerable deal of gossip under the plea of resting a bit, and which
"resting a bit" they always terminate by an exclamation that "they



must be off, though, for they have a world of work to do." Betty
Dunster, on the contrary, was looked on as rather "a slow coach."
If you remarked that she was a hard-working woman, the reply
was, "Well, she's always doing — Betty's work's never done; but
then she does na hurry hersen." The fact was, Betty was a thin,
spare woman, of no very strong constitution, but of an untiring
spirit. Her pleasure and rest were, when David came home at
night, to have his supper ready, and to sit down opposite to him
at the little round table, and help him, giving a bit now and then
to the children, that came and stood round, though they had had
their suppers, and were ready for bed as soon as they had seen
something of their "dad."

David Dunster was one of those remarkably tall fellows that
you see about these hills, who seem of all things the very worst
made men to creep into the little mole holes on the hill sides
that they call lead-mines. But David did manage to burrow under
and through the hard limestone rooks as well as any of them.
He was a hard-working man, though he liked a sup of beer, as
most Derbyshire men do, and sometimes came home none of
the soberest. He was naturally of a very hasty temper, and would
fly into great rages; and if he were put out by any thing in the
working of the mines, or the conduct of his fellow-workmen, he
would stay away from home for days, drinking at Tideswell, or
the Bull's Head, at the top of Monsal Dale, or down at the Miners'
Arms at Ashford-in-the-water.

Betty Dunster bore all this patiently. She looked on these



things somewhat as matters of course. At that time, and even
now, how few miners do not drink and "rol a bit," as they call
it. She was, therefore, tolerant, and let the storms blow over,
ready always to persuade her husband to go home and sleep off
his drink and anger, but if he were too violent, leaving him till
another attempt might succeed better. She was very fond of her
children, and not only taught them on week-days their lessons,
and to help her to seam, but also took them to the Methodist
Chapel in "Tidser," as they called Tideswell, whither, whenever
she could, she enticed David. David, too, in his way, was fond of
the children, especially of the boy, who was called David after
him. He was quite wrapped up in the lad, to use the phrase of the
people in that part; in fact, he was foolishly and mischievously
fond of him. He would give him beer to drink, "to make a true
Briton on him," as he said, spite of Betty's earnest endeavor to
prevent it — telling him that he was laying the foundation in the
lad of the same faults that he had himself. But David Dunster
did not look on drinking as a fault at all. It was what he had
been used to all his life. It was what all the miners had been
used to for generations. A man was looked on as a milk-sop
and a Molly Coddle, that would not take his mug of ale, and be
merry with his comrades. It required the light of education, and
the efforts that have been made by the Temperance Societies, to
break in on this ancient custom of drinking, which, no doubt, has
flourished in these hills since the Danes and other Scandinavians
bored and perforated them of old for the ores of lead and copper.



To Betty Dunster's remonstrances, and commendations of tea,
David would reply, "Botheration, Betty, wench! Dunna tell me
about thy tea and such-like pig's-wesh. It's all very well for
women; but a man, Betty, a man mun ha' a sup of real stingo,
lass. He mun ha' summut to prop his ribs out, lass, as he delves
through th' chert and tood-stone. When tha weylds th' maundrel
(the pick), and I wesh th' dishes, tha shall ha' th' drink, my wench,
and I'll ha' th' tea. Till then, prithee let me aloon, and dunna
bother me, for it's no use. It only kicks my monkey up."

And Betty found that it was of no use; that it did only kick
his monkey up, and so she let him alone, except when she could
drop in a persuasive word or two. The mill-owners at Cress brook
and Miller's Dale had forbidden any public-house nearer than
Edale, and they had more than once called the people together to
point out to them the mischiefs of drinking, and the advantages
to be derived from the very savings of temperance. But all these
measures, though they had some effect on the mill people, had
very little on the miners. They either sent to Tideswell or Edale
for kegs of beer to peddle at the mines, or they went thither
themselves on receiving their wages.

And let no one suppose that David Dunster was worse than
his fellows, or that Betty Dunster thought her case a particularly
hard one. David was "pretty much of a muchness," according to
the country phrase, with the rest of his hard-working tribe, which
was, and always had been, a hard-drinking tribe; and Betty,
though she wished it different, did not complain just because



it was of no use, and because she was no worse off than her
neighbors.

Often when she went to "carry in her hose" to Ashford, she
left the children at home by themselves. She had no alternative.
They were there in that solitary valley for many hours playing
alone. And to them it was not solitary. It was all that they knew
of life, and that all was very pleasant to them. In spring, they
hunted for birds'-nests in the copses, and among the rocks and
gray stones that had fallen from them. In the copses built the
blackbirds and thrushes; in the rocks the firetails; and the gray
wagtails in the stones, which were so exactly of their own color, as
to make it difficult to see them. In summer, they gathered flowers
and berries, and in the winter they played at horses, kings, and
shops, and sundry other things in the house.

On one of these occasions, a bright afternoon in autumn, the
three children had rambled down the glen, and found a world of
amusement in being teams of horses, in making a little mine at
the foot of a tall cliff; and in marching for soldiers, for they had
one day — the only time in their lives — seen some soldiers go
through the village of Ashford, when they had gone there with
their mother, for she now and then took them with her when
she had something from the shop to carry besides her bundle
of hose. At length they came to the foot of an open hill, which
swelled to a considerable height, with a round and climbable
side, on which grew a wilderness of bushes, amid which lay
scattered masses of gray crag. A small winding path went up



this, and they followed it. It was not long, however, before they
saw some things which excited their eager attention. Little David,
who was the guide, and assumed to himself much importance as
the protector of his sisters, exclaimed, "See here!" and springing
forward, plucked a fine crimson cluster of the mountain bramble.
His sisters, on seeing this, rushed on with like eagerness. They
soon forsook the little winding and craggy footpath, and hurried
through sinking masses of moss and dry grass, from bush to bush,
and place to place. They were soon far up above the valley, and
almost every step revealed to them some delightful prize. The
clusters of the mountain-bramble, resembling mulberries, and
known only to the inhabitants of the hills, were abundant, and
were rapidly devoured. The dewberry was as eagerly gathered —
its large, purple fruit passing with them for blackberries. In their
hands were soon seen posies of the lovely grass of Parnassus, the
mountain cistus, and the bright blue geranium.

Higher and higher the little group ascended in this quest,
till the sight of the wide, naked hills, and the hawks circling
round the lofty, tower-like crags over their heads, made them feel
serious and somewhat afraid.

"Where are we?" asked Jane, the elder sister. "Arn't we a long
way from hom?"

"Let us go hom," said little Nancy. "I'm afreed here;" clutching
hold of Jane's frock.

"Pho, nonsense!" said David; "what are you afreed on? I'll tak
care on you, niver fear."



And with this he assumed a bold and defying aspect, and said,
"Come along; there are nests in th' hazzles up yonder."

He began to mount again, but the two girls hung back and
said, "Nay, David, dunna go higher; we are both afreed;" and
Jane added, "It's a long wee from hom, I'm sure."

"And those birds screechin' so up there; I darna go up," added
little Nancy. They were the hawks that she meant, which hovered
whimpering and screaming about the highest cliffs. David called
them little cowards, but began to descend, and, presently, seeking
for berries and flowers as they descended, they regained the little
winding, craggy road, and, while they were calling to each other,
discovered a remarkable echo on the opposite hill side. On this,
they shouted to it, and laughed, and were half frightened when
it laughed and shouted again. Little Nancy said it must be an old
man in the inside of the mountain; at which they were all really
afraid, though David put on a big look, and said, "Nonsense! it
was nothing at all." But Jane asked how nothing at all could shout
and laugh as it did? and on this little Nancy plucked her again by
the frock, and said in turn, "Oh, dear, let's go hom!"

But at this David gave a wild whoop to frighten them, and
when the hill whooped again, and the sisters began to run, he
burst into laughter, and the strange spectral Ha! ha! ha! that ran
along the inside of the hill, as it were, completed their fear, and
they stopped their ears with their hands, and scuttled away down
the hill. But now David seized them, and pulling their hands
down from their heads, he said, "See here! what a nice place with



the stones sticking out like seats. Why, it's like a little house;
let us stay and play a bit here." It was a little hollow in the hill
side surrounded by projecting stones like an amphitheatre. The
sisters were still afraid, but the sight of this little hollow with
its seats of crag had such a charm for them that they promised
David they would stop awhile, if he would promise not to shout
and awake the echo. David readily promised this, and so they sat
down. David proposed to keep a school, and cut a hazel wand
from a bush, and began to lord it over his two scholars in a very
pompous manner. The two sisters pretended to be much afraid,
and to read very diligently on pieces of flat stone which they had
picked up. And then David became a sergeant, and was drilling
them for soldiers, and stuck pieces of fern into their hair for
cockades. And then, soon after, they were sheep, and he was the
shepherd; and he was catching his flock and going to shear them,
and made so much noise that Jane cried, "Hold! there's the echo
mocking us."

At this they all were still. But David said, "Pho! never mind
the echo; I must shear my sheep: " but just as he was seizing little
Nancy to pretend to shear her with a piece of stick, Jane cried
out, "Look! look! how black it is coming down the valley there!
There's going to be a dreadful starm. Let us hurry hom!"

David and Nancy both looked up, and agreed to run as fast
down the hill as they could. But the next moment the driving
storm swept over the hill, and the whole valley was hid in it.
The three children still hurried on, but it became quite dark,



and they soon lost the track, and were tossed about by the wind,
so that they had difficulty to keep on their legs. Little Nancy
began to cry, and the three taking hold of each other, endeavored
in silence to make their way homeward. But presently they all
stumbled over a large stone, and fell some distance down the
hill. They were not hurt, but much frightened, for they now
remembered the precipices, and were afraid every minute of
going over them. They now strove to find the track by going up
again, but they could not find it any where. Sometimes they went
upward till they thought they were quite too far, and then they
went downward till they were completely bewildered; and then,
like the Babes in the Wood, "They sate them down and cried."
But ere they had sate long, they heard footsteps, and listened.
They certainly heard them and shouted, but there was no answer.
David shouted, "Help! fayther! mother! help!" but there was no
answer. The wind swept fiercely by; the hawks whimpered from
the high crags, lost in the darkness of the storm; and the rain
fell, driving along icy cold. Presently there was a gleam of light
through the clouds; the hill side became visible, and through the
haze they saw a tall figure as of an old man ascending the hill.
He appeared to carry two loads slung from his shoulders by a
strap; a box hanging before, and a bag hanging at his back. He
wound up the hill slowly and wearily, and presently he stopped,
and relieving himself of his load, seated himself on a piece of
crag to rest. Again David shouted, but there still was no answer.
The old man sate as if no shout had been heard — immovable.



"It is a man," said David, "and I will mak him hear;" and with
that he shouted once more with all his might. But the old man
made no sign of recognition. He did not even turn his head, but
he took off his hat and began to wipe his brow as if warm with
the ascent.

"What can it be?" said David in astonishment. "It is a man,
that's sartain. I'll run and see."

"Nay, nay!" shrieked the sisters. "Don't, David, don't! It's
perhaps the old man out of the mountain that's been mocking
us. Perhaps," added Jane, "he only comes out in starms and
darkness."

"Stuff!" said David, "an echo isn't a man; it's only our own
voices. I'll see who it is;" and away he darted, spite of the poor
girls' crying in terror, "Don't; don't, David; oh, don't!"

But David was gone. He was not long in reaching the old man,
who sate on his stone breathing hard, as if out of breath with
his ascent, but not appearing to perceive David's approach. The
rain and the wind drove fiercely upon him, but he did not seem
to mind it. David was half afraid to approach close to him, but
he called out, "Help! help, mester!" The old man remained as
unconscious of his presence. "Hillo!" cried David again. "Can
you tell us the way down, mester?" There was no answer, and
David was beginning to feel a shudder of terror run through every
limb, when the clouds cleared considerably, and he suddenly
exclaimed, "Whys, it's old Tobias Turton of top of Edale, and he's
as deaf as a door nail!"



In an instant David was at his side; seized his coat to make
him aware of his presence, and, on the old man perceiving him,
shouted in his ear, "Which is the way down here, Mester Turton?
Where's the track?"

"Down? Weighs o' the back?" said the old man; "ay, my lad,
I was fain to sit down; it does weigh o' th' back, sure enough."

"Where's the foot-track?" shouted David, again.

"Th' foot-track? Why, what art ta doing here, my lad, in such
a starm? Isn't it David Dunster's lad?"

David nodded. "Why, the track's here — see!" and the old man
stamped his foot. "Get down hom, my lad, as fast as thou can.
What dun they do letting thee be upon th' hills in such a dee as
this?"

David nodded his thanks, and turned to descend the track,
while the old man, adjusting his burden again, silently and wearily
recommenced his way upward.

David shouted to his sisters as he descended, and they quickly
replied. He called to them to come toward him, as he was on
the track, and was afraid to quit it again. They endeavored to
do this; but the darkness was now redoubled, and the wind
and rain became more furious than ever. The two sisters were
soon bewildered among the bushes; and David, who kept calling
to them at intervals to direct their course toward him, soon
heard them crying bitterly. At this, he forgot the necessity of
keeping the track, and darting toward them, soon found them, by
continuing to call to them, and took their hands to lead them to



the track. But they were now drenched through with the rain, and
shivered with cold and fear. David, with a stout heart, endeavored
to cheer them. He told them the track was close by, and that they
would soon be at home. But though the track was not ten yards
off, somehow they did not find it. Bushes and projecting rocks
turned them out of their course; and, owing to the confusion
caused by the wind, the darkness, and their terror, they searched
in vain for the track. Sometimes they thought they had found it,
and went on a few paces, only to stumble over loose stones, or
get entangled in the bushes.

It was now absolutely becoming night. Their terrors increased
greatly. They shouted and cried aloud, in the hope of making
their parents hear them. They felt sure that both father and
mother must be come home; and as sure that they would be
hunting for them. But they did not reflect that their parents could
not tell in what direction they had gone. Both father and mother
were come home, and the mother had instantly rushed out to
try to find them, on perceiving that they were not in the house.
She had hurried to and fro, and called — not at first supposing
they would be far. But when she heard nothing of them, she ran
in, and begged of her husband to join in the search. But at first
David Dunster would do nothing. He was angry at them for going
away from the house, and said he was too tired to go on a wild-
goose chase through the plantations after them. "They are i1' th'
plantations," said he; "they are sheltering there somewhere. Let
them alone, and they'l come home, with a good long tail behind



them."

With this piece of a child's song of sheep, David sat down
to his supper, and Betty Dunster hurried up the valley, shouting,
"Children, where are you? David! Jane! Nancy! where are you?"

When she heard nothing of them, she hurried still more wildly
up the hill toward the village. When she arrived there — the
distance of a mile — she inquired from house to house, but no one
had seen any thing of them. It was clear they had not been in that
direction. An alarm was thus created in the village; and several
young men set out to join Mrs. Dunster in the quest. They again
descended the valley toward Dunster's house, shouting every now
and then, and listening. The night was pitch dark, and the rain
fell heavily; but the wind had considerably abated, and once they
thought they heard a faint cry in answer to their call, far down the
valley. They were right: the children had heard the shouting, and
had replied to it. But they were far off. The young men shouted
again, but there was no answer; and after shouting once more
without success, they hastened on. When they reached David
Dunster's house, they found the door open, and no one within.
They knew that David had set off in quest of the children himself,
and they determined to descend the valley. The distracted mother
went with them, crying silently to herself, and praying inwardly,
and every now and then trying to shout. But the young men raised
their strong voices above hers, and made the cliffs echo with their
appeals.

Anon a voice answered them down the valley. They ran on as



well as the darkness would let them, and soon found that it was
David Dunster, who had been in the plantations on the other side
of the valley; but hearing nothing of the lost children, now joined
them. He said he had heard the cry from the hill side farther
down, that answered to their shouts; and he was sure that it was
his boy David's voice. But he had shouted again, and there had
been no answer but a wild scream as of terror, that made his
blood run cold.

"O God!" exclaimed the distracted mother, "what can it be!
David! David! Jane Nancy!"

There was no answer. The young men bade Betty Dunster
to contain herself, and they would find the children before
they went home again. All held on down the valley, and in the
direction whence the voice came. Many times did the young
men and the now strongly agitated father shout and listen. At
length they seemed to hear voices of weeping and moaning. They
listened — they were sure they heard a lamenting — it could only
be the children. But why then did they not answer? On struggled
the men, and Mrs. Dunster followed wildly after. Now, again,
they stood and shouted, and a kind of terrified scream followed
the shout.

"God in heaven!" exclaimed the mother; "what is it? There is
something dreadful. My children! my children! where are you?"

"Be silent, pray do, Mrs. Dunster," said one of the young men,
"or we can not catch the sounds so as to follow them." They again
listened, and the wailings of the children were plainly heard. The



whole party pushed forward over stock and stone up the hill.
They called again, and there was a cry of "Here! here! fayther!
mother! where are you?"

In a few moments more the whole party had reached the
children, who stood drenched with rain, and trembling violently,
under a cliff that gave no shelter, but was exposed especially to
the wind and rain.

"O Christ! my children!" cried the mother, wildly, struggling
forward and clasping one in her arms. "Nancy! Jane! But where
is David? David! David! Oh, where is David? Where is your
brother?"

The whole party was startled at not seeing the boy, and joined
in a simultaneous "Where is he? where is your brother?"

The two children only wept and trembled more violently, and
burst into loud crying.

"Silence!" shouted the father. "Where is David? I tell ye? Is
he lost? David, lad, where ar ta?"

All listened, but there was no answer but the renewed crying
of the two girls.

"Where is the lad, then?" thundered forth the father with a
terrible oath.

The two terrified children cried, "Oh, down there! down
there!"

"Down where? Oh, God!" exclaimed one of the young men;
"why it's a precipice! Down there!"

At this dreadful intelligence the mother gave a wild shriek,



and fell senseless on the ground. The young men caught her, and
dragged her back from the edge of the precipice. The father in
the same moment, furious at what he heard, seized the younger
child, that happened to be near him, and shaking it violently,
swore he would fling it down after the lad.

He was angry with the poor children, as if they had caused
the destruction of his boy. The young men seized him, and bade
him think what he was about; but the man believing his boy
had fallen down the precipice, was like a madman. He kicked at
his wife as she lay on the ground, as if she were guilty of this
calamity by leaving the children at home. He was furious against
the poor girls, as if they had led their brother into danger. In his
violent rage he was a perfect maniac, and the young men pushing
him away, cried shame on him. In a while, the desperate man,
torn by a hurricane of passion, sate himself down on a crag, and
burst into a tempest of tears, and struck his head violently with
his clenched fists, and cursed himself and every body. It was a
dreadful scene.

Meantime, some of the young men had gone down below the
precipice on which the children had stood, and, feeling among
the loose stones, had found the body of poor little David. He was
truly dead!

When he had heard the shout of his father, or of the young
men, he had given one loud shout in answer, and saying, "Come
on! never fear now!" sprang forward, and was over the precipice
in the dark, and flew down, and was dashed to pieces. His sisters



heard a rush, a faint shriek, and suddenly stopping, escaped the
destruction that poor David had found.



CHAPTERII. - MILL LIFE

We must pass over the painful and dreadful particulars of that
night, and of a long time to come; the maniacal rage of the father,
the shattered heart and feelings of the mother, the dreadful state
of the two remaining children, to whom their brother was one of
the most precious objects in a world which, like theirs, contained
so few. One moment to have seen him full of life, and fun,
and bravado, and almost the next a lifeless and battered corpse,
was something too strange and terrible to be soon surmounted.
But this was woefully aggravated by the cruel anger of their
father, who continued to regard them as guilty of the death of
his favorite boy. He seemed to take no pleasure in them. He
never spoke to them but to scold them. He drank more deeply
than ever, and came home later; and when there, was sullen
and morose. When their mother, who suffered severely, but still
plodded on with all her duties, said, "David, they are thy children
too," he would reply, savagely, "Hod thy tongue! What's a pack
o' wenches to my lad?"

What tended to render the miner more hard toward the two
girls was a circumstance which would have awakened a better
feeling in a softer father's heart. Nancy, the younger girl, since
the dreadful catastrophe, had seemed to grow gradually dull and
defective in her intellect, she had a slow and somewhat idiotic
air and manner. Her mother perceived it, and was struck with



consternation by it. She tried to rouse her, but in vain. She
could not perform her ordinary reading and spelling lessons. She
seemed to have forgotten what was already learned. She appeared
to have a difficulty in moving her legs, and carried her hands
as if she had suffered a partial paralysis. Jane, her sister, was
dreadfully distressed at it, and she and her mother wept many
bitter tears over her. One day, in the following spring, they took
her with them to Ashford, and consulted the doctor there. On
examining her, and hearing fully what had taken place at the time
of the brother's death — the fact of which he well knew, for it,
of course, was known to the whole country round — he shook his
head, and said he was afraid they must make up their minds to
a sad case; that the terrors of that night had affected her brain,
and that, through it, the whole nervous system had suffered, and
was continuing to suffer the most melancholy effects. The only
thing, he thought, in her favor was her youth; and added, that
it might have a good effect, if they could leave the place where
she had undergone such a terrible shock. But whether they did
or not, kindness and soothing attentions to her would do more
than any thing else.

Mrs. Dunster and little Jane returned home with heavy hearts.
The doctor's opinion had only confirmed their fears; for Jane,
though but a child, had quickness and affection for her sister
enough to make her comprehend the awful nature of poor
Nancy's condition. Mrs. Dunster told her husband the doctor's
words, for she thought they would awaken some tenderness in



him toward the unfortunate child. But he said, "That's just what I
expected. Hou'll grow soft, and then who's to maintain her? Hou
mun goo to th' workhouse."

With that he took his maundrel and went off to his work.
Instead of softening his nature, this intelligence seemed only to
harden and brutalize it. He drank now more and more. But all
that summer the mother and Jane did all that they could think of
to restore the health and mind of poor Nancy. Every morning,
when the father was gone to work, Jane went to a spring up in
the opposite wood, famed for the coldness and sweetness of its
waters. On this account the proprietors of the mills at Cressbrook
had put down a large trough there under the spreading trees, and
the people fetched the water even from the village. Hence Jane
brought, at many journeys, this cold, delicious water to bathe her
sister in; they then rubbed her warm with cloths, and gave her
new milk for her breakfast. Her lessons were not left off, lest the
mind should sink into fatuity, but were made as easy as possible.
Jane continued to talk to her, and laugh with her, as if nothing
was amiss, though she did it with a heavy heart, and she engaged
her to weed and hoe with her in their little garden. She did not
dare to lead her far out into the valley, lest it might excite her
memory of the past fearful time, but she gathered her flowers,
and continued to play with her at all their accustomed sports, of
building houses with pieces of pots and stones, and imagining
gardens and parks. The anxious mother, when some weeks were
gone by, fancied that there was really some improvement. The



cold-bathing seemed to have strengthened the system: the poor
child walked, and bore herself with more freedom and firmness.
She became ardently fond of being with her sister, and attentive
to her directions. But there was a dull cloud over her intellect, and
a vacancy in her eyes and features. She was quiet, easily pleased,
but seemed to have little volition of her own. Mrs. Dunster
thought if they could but get her away from that spot, it might
rouse her mind from its sleep. But, perhaps, the sleep was better
than the awaking might be; however, the removal came, though
in a more awful way than was looked for. The miner, who had
continued to drink more and more, and seemed to have almost
estranged himself from his home, staying away in his drinking
bouts for a week or more together, was one day blasting a rock in
the mine, and being half-stupefied with beer, did not take care
to get out of the way of the explosion, was struck with a piece of
the flying stone, and killed on the spot.

The poor widow and her children were now obliged to remove
from under Wardlow-Cop. The place had been a sad one to her;
the death of her husband, though he had been latterly far from
a good one, and had left her with the children in deep poverty,
was a fresh source of severe grief to her. Her religious mind
was struck down with a weight of melancholy by the reflection
of the life he had led, and the sudden way in which he had
been summoned into eternity. When she looked forward, what a
prospect was there for her children! It was impossible for her to
maintain them from her small earnings, and as to Nancy, would



she ever be able to earn her own bread, and protect herself in
the world?

It was amid such reflections that Mrs. Dunster quitted this
deep, solitary, and, to her, fatal valley, and took up her abode in
the village of Cressbrook. Here she had one small room, and by
her own labors, and some aid from the parish, she managed to
support herself and the children. For seven years she continued
her laborious life, assisted by the labor of the two daughters,
who also seamed stockings, and in the evenings were instructed
by her. Her girls were now thirteen and fifteen years of age:
Jane was a tall and very pretty girl of her years; she was active,
industrious, and sweet-tempered: her constant affection for poor
Nancy was something as admirable as it was singular. Nancy had
now confirmed good health, but it had affected her mother to
perceive that, since the catastrophe of her brother's death, and
the cruel treatment of her father at that time, she had never grown
in any degree as she ought; she was short, stout, and of a pale
and very plain countenance. It could not be now said that she
was deficient in mind, but she was slow in its operations. She
displayed, indeed, a more than ordinary depth of reflection, and
a shrewdness of observation, but the evidences of-this came forth
in a very quiet way, and were observable only to her mother
and sister. To all besides she was extremely reserved: she was
timid to excess, and shrunk from public notice into the society
of her mother and sister. There was a feeling abroad in the
neighborhood that she was "not quite right," but the few who



were more discerning, shook their heads, and observed, "Right,
she was not, poor thing, but it was not want of sense; she had
more of that than most."

And such was the opinion of her mother and sister. They
perceived that Nancy had received a shock of which she must
bear the effects through life. Circumstances might bring her
feeble but sensitive nerves much misery. She required to be
guarded and sheltered from the rudenesses of the world, and
the mother trembled to think how much she might be exposed
to them. But in every thing that related to sound judgment,
they knew that she surpassed not only them, but any of their
acquaintance. If any difficulty had to be decided, it was Nancy
who pondered on it, and, perhaps, at some moment when
least expected, pronounced an opinion that might be taken as
confidently as an oracle.

The affection of the two sisters was something beyond the ties
of this world. Jane had watched and attended to her from the
time of her constitutional injury with a love that never seemed to
know a moment's weariness or change; and the affection which
Nancy evinced for her was equally intense and affecting. She
seemed to hang on her society for her very life. Jane felt this,
and vowed that they would never quit one another. The mother
sighed. How many things, she thought, might tear asunder that
beautiful resolve.

But now they were of an age to obtain work in the mill.
Indeed, Jane could have had employment there long before, but



she would not quit her sister till she could go with her — and now
there they went. The proprietor, who knew the case familiarly, so
ordered it that the two sisters should work near each other; and
that poor Nancy should be as little exposed to the rudeness of the
work-people as possible. But at first so slow and awkward were
Nancy's endeavors, and such an effect had it on her frame, that
it was feared she must give it up. This would have been a terrible
calamity; and the tears of the two sisters and the benevolence of
the employer enabled Nancy to pass through this severe ordeal.
In a while she acquired sufficient dexterity, and thenceforward
went through her work with great accuracy and perseverance. As
far as any intercourse with the workpeople was concerned, she
might be said to be dumb. Scarcely ever did she exchange a word
with any one, but she returned kind nods and smiles; and every
morning and evening, and at dinner-time, the two sisters might
be seen going to and fro, side by side — Jane often talking with
some of them; the little, odd-looking sister walking silent and
listening.

Five more years, and Jane was a young woman. Amid her
companions, who were few of them above the middle size,
she had a tall and striking appearance. Her father had been a
remarkably tall and strong man, and she possessed something
of his stature, though none of his irritable disposition. She was
extremely pretty, of a blooming, fresh complexion, and graceful
form. She was remarkable for the sweetness of her expression,
which was the index of her disposition. By her side still went that



odd, broad-built, but still pale and little sister. Jane was extremely
admired by the young men of the neighborhood, and had already
many offers, but she listened to none. "Where 1 go must Nancy
g0," she said to herself, "and of whom can I be sure?"

Of Nancy no one took notice. Her pale, somewhat large
features, her thoughtful, silent look, and her short, stout figure,
gave you an idea of a dwarf, though she could not strictly be
called one. No one would think of Nancy as a wife — where Jane
went she must go; the two clung together with one heart and soul.
The blow which deprived them of their brother seemed to bind
them inseparably together.

Mrs. Dunster, besides her seaming, at which, in truth, she
earned a miserable sum, had now for some years been the post-
woman from the village to the Bull's Head, where the mail, going
on to Tideswell, left the letter-bag. Thither and back, wet or dry,
summer or winter, she went every day, the year round. With her
earnings, and those of the girls, the world went as well with them
as the world goes on the average with the poor; and she kept a
small, neat cottage. Cramps and rheumatisms she began to feel
sensibly from so much exposure to rain and cold; but the never-
varying and firm affection of her two children was a balm in her
cup which made her contented with every thing else.

When Jane was about two-and-twenty, poor Mrs. Dunster,
seized with rheumatic fever, died. On her death-bed, she said to
Jane, "Thou will never desert poor Nancy; and that's my comfort.
God has been good to me. After all my trouble, he has given



me this faith, that, come weal, come woe, so long as thou has
a home, Nancy will never want one. God bless thee for it! God
bless you both; and he will bless you!" So saying, Betty Dunster
breathed her last.

The events immediately following her death did not seem to
bear out her dying faith; for the two poor girls were obliged to
give up their cottage. There was a want of cottages. Not half of
the work-people could be entertained in this village; they went to
and fro for many miles. Jane and Nancy were now obliged to do
the same. Their cottage was wanted for an overlooker — and they
removed to Tideswell, three miles off. They had thus six miles a
day to walk, besides standing at their work; but they were young,
and had companions. In Tideswell they were more cheerful. They
had a snug little cottage; were near a meeting; and found friends.
They did not complain. Here, again Jane Dunster attracted great
attention, and a young, thriving grocer paid his addresses to her.
It was an offer that made Jane take time to reflect. Every one
said it was an opportunity not to be neglected: but Jane weighed
in her mind, "Will he keep faith in my compact with Nancy?"
Though her admirer made every vow on the subject, Jane paused
and determined to take the opinion of Nancy. Nancy thought for
a day, and then said, "Dearest sister, I don't feel easy; I fear that
from some cause it would not do in the end."

Jane, from that moment, gave up the idea of the connection.
There might be those who would suspect Nancy of a selfish
bias in the advice she gave; but Jane knew that no such feeling



influenced her pure soul. For one long year the two sisters
traversed the hills between Cressbrook and Tideswell. But they
had companions, and it was pleasant in the summer months. But
winter came, and then it was a severe trial. To rise in the dark,
and traverse those wild and bleak hills; to go through snow and
drizzle, and face the sharpest winds in winter, was no trifling
matter. Before winter was over, the two young women began
seriously to revolve the chances of a nearer residence, or a change
of employ. There were not few who blamed Jane excessively for
the folly of refusing the last good offer. There were even more
than one who, in the hearing of Nancy, blamed her. Nancy was
thoughtful, agitated, and wept. "If I can, dear sister," she said,
"have advised you to your injury, how shall I forgive myself?
What shall become of me?"

But Jane clasped her sister to her heart, and said, "No! no!
dearest sister, you are not to blame. I feel you are right; let us
wait, and we shall see!"



CHAPTER III. - THE COURTSHIP
AND ANOTHER SHIP

One evening, as the two sisters were hastening along the road
through the woods on their way homeward, a young farmer drove
up in his spring-cart, cast a look at them, stopped, and said,
"Young women, if you are going my way. I shall be glad of your
company. You are quite welcome to ride."

The sisters looked at each other. "Dunna be afreed," said the
young farmer; "my name's James Cheshire. I'm well known in
these parts; you may trust yersens wi' me, if it's agreeable."

To Jane's surprise, Nancy said, "No, sir, we are not afraid; we
are much obliged to you."

The young farmer helped them up into the cart, and away they
drove.

"I'm afraid we shall crowd you," said Jane.

"Not a bit of it," replied the young farmer. "There's room for
three bigger nor us on this seat, and I'm no ways tedious."

The sisters saw nothing odd in his use of the word "tedious,"
as strangers would have done they knew it merely meant "not
at all particular." They were soon in active talk. As he had told
them who he was, he asked them in their turn if they worked at
the mills there. They replied in the affirmative, and the young
man said,

"I thought so. I've seen you sometimes going along together.



I noticed you because you seemed so sisterly like, and you are
sisters, I reckon."

They said "Yes."

"I've a good spanking horse, you seen," said James Cheshire.
"I shall get over th' ground rayther faster nor you done a-foot,
eh? My word, though, it must be nation cold on these bleak hills
1" winter."

The sisters assented, and thanked the young farmer for taking
them up.

"We are rather late," said they, "for we looked in on a friend,
and the rest of the mill-hands were gone on."

"Well," said the young farmer, "never mind that. I fancy Bess,
my mare here, can go a little faster nor they can. We shall very
likely be at Tidser as soon as they are."

"But you are not going to Tidser," said Jane, "your farm is just
before us there."

"Yay, I'm going to Tidser though. I've a bit of business to do
there before I go hom."

On drove the farmer at what he called a spanking rate;
presently they saw the young mill-people on the road before
them.

"There are your companions," said James Cheshire; "we shall
cut past them like a flash of lightning."

"Oh," exclaimed Jane Dunster, "what will they say at seeing
us riding here?" and she blushed brightly.

"Say?" said the young farmer, smiling, "never mind what



they'll say; depend upon it, they'd like to be here theirsens."

James Cheshire cracked his whip. The horse flew along. The
party of the young mill-hands turned round, and on seeing Jane
and Nancy in the cart, uttered exclamations of surprise.

"My word, though!" said Mary Smedley, a fresh buxom lass,
somewhat inclined to stoutness.

"Well, if ever!" cried smart little Hannah Bowyer.

"Nay, then, what next?" said Tetty Wilton, a tall, thin girl of
very good looks.

The two sisters nodded and smiled to their companions; Jane
still blushing rosily, but Nancy sitting as pale and as gravely as if
they were going on some solemn business.

The only notice the farmer took was to turn with a broad,
smiling face, and shout to them, "Wouldn't you like to be here
too?"

"Ay, take us up," shouted a number of voices together; but
the farmer cracked his whip, and giving them a nod and a dozen
smiles in one, said, "I can't stay. Ask the next farmer that comes

up.

With this they drove on; the young farmer very merry and full
of talk. They were soon by the side of his farm. "There's a flock
of sheep on the turnips there," he said, proudly, "they're not to be
beaten on this side Ashbourne. And there are some black oxen,
going for the night to the straw-yard. Jolly fellows, those, eh? But
I reckon you don't understand much of farming stock?"

"No," said Jane, and was again surprised at Nancy adding, "I



wish we did. I think a farmer's life must be the very happiest of
any."

"You think so?" said the farmer, turning and looking at her
earnestly, and evidently with some wonder. "You are right," said
he. "You little ones are knowing ones. You are right: it's the life
for a king."

They were at the village. "Pray stop," said Jane, "and let us get
down. I would not for the world go up the village thus. It would
make such a talk!"

"Talk! who cares for talk?" said the farmer; "won't the
youngsters we left on the road talk?"

"Quite enough," said Jane.

"And are you afraid of talk?" said the farmer to Nancy.

"I'm not afraid of it when I don't provoke it willfully," said
Nancy; "but we are poor girls, and can't afford to lose even the
good word of our acquaintance. You've been very kind in taking
us up on the road; but to drive us to our door would cause such
wonder as would perhaps make us wish we had not been obliged
to you."

"Blame me, if you arn't right again!" said the young farmer,
thoughtfully. "These are scandal-loving times, and th' neebors
might plague you. That's a deep head of yourn, though — Nancy,
I think your sister caw'd you. Well, here I stop then."

He jumped down, and helped them out.

"If you will drive on first," said Jane, "we will walk on after,
and we are greatly obliged to you."



"Nay," said the young man, "I shall turn again here."

"But you've business."

"Oh! my business was to drive you here — that's all."

James Cheshire was mounting his cart, when Nancy stepped
up, and said, "Excuse me, sir, but you'll meet the mill-people on
your return, and it will make them talk all the more, as you have
driven us past your farm. Have you no business that you can do
in Tidser, sir?"

"Gad! but thou'rt right again! Ay, I'll go on!" and with a crack
of his whip, and a "Good night!" he whirled into the village
before them.

No sooner was he gone than Nancy, pressing her sister's arm
to her side, said, "There's the right man at last, dear Jane."

"What!" said Jane, yet blushing deeply at the same time, and
her heart beating quicker against her side. "Whatever are you
talking of, Nancy? That young farmer fall in love with a mill-
girl?"

"He's done it," said Nancy; "I see it in him — I feel it in him.
And I feel, too, that he is true and stanch as steel."

Jane was silent. They walked on in silence. Jane's own heart
responded to what Nancy had said; she thought again and again
on what he said. "I have seen you sometimes;" "I noticed you
because you seemed so sisterly." "He must have a good heart,"
thought Jane; "but then he can never think of a poor mill-girl
like me."

The next morning they had to undergo plenty of raillery from



their companions. We will pass that over. For several days, as
they passed to and fro, they saw nothing of the young farmer. But
one evening, as they were again alone, having staid at the same
acquaintance's as before, the young farmer popped his head over
a stone wall, and said, "Good evening to you, young women." He
was soon over the wall, and walked on with them to the end of the
town. On the Sunday at the chapel Jane saw Nancy's grave face
fixed on some object steadily, and, looking in the same direction,
was startled to see James Cheshire. Again her heart beat pit-a-
pat, and she thought, "Can he really be thinking of me?"

The moment chapel was over, James Cheshire was gone,
stopping to speak to no one. Nancy again pressed the arm of Jane
to her side, as they walked home, and said, "I was not wrong."
Jane only replied by returning her affectionate pressure.

Some days after, as Nancy Dunster was coming out of a shop
in the evening, after their return home from the mill, James
Cheshire suddenly put his hand on her shoulder, and, on her
turning, shook her hand cordially, and said, "Come along with
me a bit. I must have a little talk with you."

Nancy consented without remark or hesitation. James
Cheshire walked on quickly till they came near the fine old
church which strikes travelers as so superior to the place in which
it is located, when he slackened his pace, and taking Nancy's
hand, began in a most friendly manner to tell her how much he
liked her and her sister. That, to make a short matter of it, as was
his way, he had made up his mind that the woman of all others



in the world that would suit him for a wife was her sister. "But
before I said so to her, I thought I would say so to you, Nancy, for
you are so sensible, I'm sure you will say what is best for us all."

Nancy manifested no surprise, but said calmly, "You are a
well-to-do farmer, Mr. Cheshire. You have friends of property;
my sister, and — "

"Ay, and a mill-girl; I know all that. I've thought it all over,
and so far you are right again, my little one. But just hear what
I've got to say. I'm no fool, though I say it. I've an eye in my head
and a head on my shoulders, eh?"

Nancy smiled

"Well now, it s not any mill-girl — mind you, it's not any mill-
girl; no, nor perhaps another in the kingdom, that would do for
me. I don't think mill-girls are in the main cut out for farmers'
wives, any more than farmers' wives are fit for mill-girls; but, you
see, ['ve got a notion that your sister is not only a very farrantly
lass, but that she's one that has particular good sense, though not
so deep as you, Nancy, neither. Well, I've a notion she can turn
her hand to any thing, and that she's a heart to do it when it's a
duty. Isn't that so, eh? And if it is so, then Jane Dunster's the lass
for me; that is, if it's quite agreeable."

Nancy pressed James Cheshire's hand, and said. "You are very
kind."

"Not a bit of it," said James.

"Well," continued Nancy; "but I would have you to consider
what your friends will say, and whether you will not be made



unhappy by them."

"Why, as to that," said James Cheshire, interrupting her,
"mark me, Miss Dunster. I don't ask my friends for any thing. I
can farm my own farm; buy my own cattle; drive my spring-cart,
without any advice or assistance of theirs; and therefore 1 don't
think I shall ask their advice in the matter of a wife, eh? No, no,
on that score I'm made up. My name's Independent, and, at a
word, the only living thing I mean to ask advice of is yourself.
If you, Miss Dunster, approve of the match, it's settled, as far as
I'm concerned."

"Then so far,"” said Nancy, "as you and my sister are
concerned, without reference to worldly circumstances, I
approve it with all my heart. I believe you to be as good and
honest as I know my sister to be. Oh, Mr. Cheshire! she is one
of ten thousand."

"Well, I was sure of it," said the young farmer; "and so now
you must tell your sister all about it; and if all's right, chalk me a
white chalk inside of my gate as you go past i' th' morning, and
to-morrow evening I'll come up and see you."

Here the two parted with a cordial shake of the hand. The
novel signal of an accepted love was duly discovered by James
Cheshire on his gate-post, when he issued forth at day-break,
and that evening he was sitting at tea with Jane and Nancy in the
little cottage, having brought in his cart a basket of eggs, apples,
fresh butter, and a pile of the richest pikelets (crumpets), country
pikelets, very different to town-made ones, for tea.



We need not follow out the courtship of James Cheshire and
Jane Dunster. It was cordial and happy. James insisted that both
the sisters should give immediate notice to quit the mill-work, to
spare themselves the cold and severe walks which the winter now
occasioned them. The sisters had improved their education in
their evenings. They were far better read and informed than most
farmers' daughters. They had been, since they came to Tideswell,
teachers in the Sunday-school. There was comparatively little to
be learned in a farm-house for the wife in winter, and James
Cheshire therefore proposed to the sisters to go for three months
to Manchester into a wholesale house, to learn as much as they
could of the plain sewing and cutting out of household linen.
The person in question made up all sorts of household linen,
sheets, pillow-cases, shirts, and other things; in fact, a great
variety of articles. Through an old acquaintance he got them
introduced there, avowedly to prepare them for housekeeping. It
was a sensible step, and answered well. At spring, to cut short
opposition from his own relatives, which began to show itself,
for these things did not fail to be talked of, James Cheshire got
a license, and proceeding to Manchester, was then and there
married, and came home with his wife and sister.

The talk and gossip which this wedding made all round the
country, was no little; but the parties themselves were well
satisfied with their mutual choice, and were happy. As the spring
advanced, the duties of the household grew upon Mrs. Cheshire.
She had to learn the art of cheese-making, butter-making, of all



that relates to poultry, calves, and household management. But
in these matters she had the aid of an old servant, who had done
all this for Mr. Cheshire, since he began farming. She took a
great liking to her mistress, and showed her with hearty good-
will how every thing was done; and as Jane took a deep interest
in it, she rapidly made herself mistress of the management of the
house, as well as of the house itself. She did not disdain, herself,
to take a hand at the churn, that she might be familiar with
the whole process of butter-making, and all the signs by which
the process is conducted to a successful issue. It was soon seen
that no farmer's wife could produce a firmer, fresher, sweeter
pound of butter. It was neither swelted by too hasty churning,
nor spoiled, as is too often the case, by the buttermilk or by
water being left in it, for want of well kneading and pressing. It
was deliciously sweet, because the cream was carefully put in the
cleanest vessels and well attended to. Mrs. Cheshire, too, might
daily be seen kneeling by the side of the cheese-pan, separating
the curd, taking off the whey, filling the cheese-vat with the curd,
and putting the cheese herself into press. Her cheese-chamber
displayed as fine a set of well-salted, well-colored, well-turned
and regular cheeses as ever issued from that or any other farm-
house.

James Cheshire was proud of his wife: and Jane herself found
a most excellent helper in Nancy. Nancy took particularly to
housekeeping; saw that all the rooms were exquisitely clean;
that every thing was in nice repair; that not only the master



and mistress, but the servants had their food prepared in a
wholesome and attractive manner. The eggs she stored up; and
as fruit came into season, had it collected for market, and for a
judicious household use. She made the tea and coffee morning
and evening, and did every thing but preside at the table. There
was not a farm-house for twenty miles round that wore an air
of so much brightness and evident good management as that
Of James Cheshire. For Nancy, from the first moment of their
acquaintance, he had conceived a most profound respect. In all
cases that required counsel, though he consulted freely with his
wife, he would never decide till they had had Nancy's opinion
and sanction.

And James Cheshire prospered. But, spite of this, he did
not escape the persecution from his relations that Nancy had
foreseen. On all hands he found coldness. None of them called on
him. They felt scandalized at his evening himself, as they called
it, to a mill-girl. He was taunted, when they met at market, with
having been caught with a pretty face; and told that they thought
he had had more sense than to marry a dressed doll with a witch
by her side.

At first James Cheshire replied with a careless waggery, "The
pretty face makes capital butter though, eh? The dressed doll
turns out a tolerable dairy, eh? Better," added James, "than a
good many can, that I know, who have neither pretty faces, nor
have much taste in dressing to crack of."

The allusion to Nancy's dwarfish plainness was what



peculiarly provoked James Cheshire. He might have laughed at
the criticisms on his wife, though the envious neighbors' wives
did say that it was the old servant and not Mrs. Cheshire who
produced such fine butter and cheese; for wherever she appeared,
spite of envy and detraction, her lovely person and quiet good
sense, and the growing rumor of her good management, did not
fail to produce a due impression. And James had prepared to
laugh it off; but it would not do. He found himself getting every
now and then angry and unsettled by it. A coarse jest on Nancy at
any time threw him into a desperate fit of indignation. The more
the superior merit of his wife was known, the more seemed to
increase the envy and venom of some of his relatives. He saw,
too, that it had an effect on his wife. She was often sad, and
sometimes in tears.

One day when this occurred, James Cheshire said, as they sat
at tea, "I've made up my mind. Peace in this life is a jewel. Better
is a dinner of herbs with peace, than a stalled ox with strife.
Well now, I'm determined to have peace. Peace and luv," said
he, looking affectionately at his wife and Nancy, "peace and luv,
by God's blessing, have settled down on this house; but there are
stings here and stings there, when we go out of doors. We must
not only have peace and luv in the house, but peace all round it.
So I've made up my mind. I'm for America!"

"For America!" exclaimed Jane. "Surely you can not be in
earnest."”

"I never was more in earnest in my life," said James Cheshire.



"It is true I do very well on this farm here, though it's a cowdish
situation; but from all I can learn I can do much better in
America. I can there farm a much better farm of my own. We
can have a much finer climate than this Peak country, and our
countrymen still about us. Now, I want to know what makes a
man's native land pleasant to him? — the kindness of his relations
and friends. But then, if a man's relation are not kind? — if they
get a conceit into them, that because they are relations, they
are to choose a man's wife for him, and sting him and snort at
him because he has a will of his own? — why, then, I say, God
send a good big herring-pool between me and such relations! My
relations, by way of showing their natural affection, spit spite and
bitterness. You, dear wife and sister, have none of yourn to spite
you. In the house we have peace and luv. Let us take the peace
and luv, and leave the bitterness behind."

There was a deep silence.

"It is a serious proposal," at length said Jane, with tears in her
eyes.

"What says Nancy?" asked James.

"It is a serious proposal,”" said Nancy, "but it is good. I feel
it so."

There was another deep silence; and James Cheshire said,
"Then it is decided."

"Think of it," said Jane, earnestly — "think well of it."

"I have thought of it long and well, my dear. There are some
of these chaps that call me relation that I shall not keep my hands



off, if I stay among them — and I fain would. But for the present
I will say no more; but," added he, rising and bringing a book
from his desk, "here is a book by one Morris Birkbeck — read it,
both of you, and then let me know your minds."

The sisters read. On the following Lady-day James Cheshire
had turned over his farm advantageously to another, and he, his
wife, Nancy, and the old servant, Mary Spendlove, all embarked
at Liverpool, and transferred themselves to the United States, and
then to the State of Illinois. Five-and-twenty years have rolled
over since that day. We could tell a long and curious story of
the fortunes of James Cheshire and his family — from the days
when, half repenting of his emigration and his purchase, he found
himself in a rough country, amid rough and spiteful squatters, and
lay for months with a brace of pistols under his pillow, and a great
sword by his bedside for fear of robbery and murder. But enough,
that at this moment, James Cheshire, in a fine cultivated country,
sees his ample estate cultivated by his sons, while as colonel
and magistrate he dispenses the law and receives the respectful
homage of the neighborhood. Nancy Dunster, now styled Mrs.
Dunster, the Mother in Israel — the promoter of schools and the
counselor of old and young — still lives. Years have improved
rather than deteriorated her short and stout exterior. The long
exercise of wise thoughts and the play of benevolent feelings,
have given even a sacred beauty to her homely features. The
dwarf has disappeared, and there remains instead, a grave but
venerable matron — honored like a queen.



MOORISH DOMESTIC LIFE

At the threshold of the door, leading from the court-yard to the
house, the daughters of Sidi Mahmoud received us with cordial
welcome. They are two very beautiful girls. The eldest, who is
about fourteen years of age, particularly interested me. There is
an expression in her soft, intelligent, eyes which shows that she
feels the oppression of captivity. Her features are not those of
a regular beauty; but the grace which marks all her movements,
the soul breathing animation which lights up her countenance,
and the alternate blush and pallor which overspread her delicate
cheek, seem to mark the fair Zuleica for a heroine of romance.

While I gazed on her, I thought she looked like a
personification of her lovely namesake, the glorious creation of
Byron's muse. Her beautiful chestnut hair was unfortunately (in
compliance with the custom of the country) tinged with a reddish
dye. It was combed to the nape of the neck, and a red woolen
band was closely twisted round it, so that the most beautiful
adornment of a female head was converted into a long, stiff
rouleau, which either dangled down her back, or was hidden in
the folds of her dress. On her head she wore a small, closely-
fitting fez. Her sister, a pretty, smiling girl of ten years of age,
had her hair arranged in the same manner, and she wore the
same sort of fez. She was wrapped in a shawl of a clear sea-
green hue, which was draped round her figure very gracefully,



but entirely concealed her arms. Her full trowsers of rose-colored
calico descended nearly to her ankles. The costume of the elder
sister was marked by greater elegance. Her shawl was dark red,
but of less size and thinner texture than that worn by her sister.
After we had been a few minutes together, we became quite
familiar friends, and the young ladies permitted me to have a
minute inspection of their dresses. They conducted us to their
drawing-room, or, as they called it, their salon. This apartment,
like all the rooms in the house, is exceedingly small; and on
my expressing some surprise at its limited dimensions, the elder
sister replied in her broken French, "Mauresques pas tener salons
pas jolies comme toi Francais;" by which she meant to say that
their houses or saloons are not so fine as those of the Europeans;
for they call all Europeans, indiscriminately, French. There was
but little furniture in the drawing-room.

Over the middle part of the floor was spread a very handsome
Turkey carpet; and along the sides of the apartment were laid
several carpets of various kinds and patterns. In one corner of
the room there was a looking-lass in a miserable-looking frame,
and beside it a loaded musket. Whether this weapon be destined
for the defense of the elegant mirror or of the lovely Zuleica, 1
pretend not to say.

Having observed a telescope fixed at the window, I expressed
some surprise. Zuleica, who converses very intelligibly in what
she calls lingua franca (a jargon principally composed of French
words), informed me that this telescope constitutes her principal



source of amusement, and that she is almost continually occupied
in looking through it, to watch the arrival of her friends, and
the movements of the steamers in the harbor. The walls of the
apartment were simply whitewashed, and the window and doors
were arched as a precaution against accidents in the earthquakes
so frequent in this country. The only decorations on the walls
were two little frames, containing passages from the Koran.

Among the other articles of furniture contained in this
apartment, I must not omit to mention a small table, on which
lay some sheets of paper (having Arabic characters inscribed on
them) a book, and an inkstand.

When I entered the room, the young ladies brought a straw
stool, and requested me to sit down on it, while they themselves
squatted on the floor. A white muslin curtain hung over a
doorway, which led to the sleeping apartment of the father and
mother. Nothing could be more plain than the furniture of this
apartment. Two small French iron bedsteads indicated, it is true,
great advancement in civilization; and between these bedsteads
a piece of carpet covered the rough red tiles with which the
floor was paved. There was neither washing-stand nor toilet-
table; but, indeed, the apartment was so small that there was
no room for them. I was next conducted to the boudoir, where
coffee, pomegranates, melons, and sweetmeats were served. To
decline taking any thing that is offered is regarded as an affront
by the Mohammedans, so I was compelled to receive in my bare
hand an immensely large slice of some kind of sweet cake, spread



over with a thick jelly.

The collation being ended, the young ladies conducted me to
their own sleeping-room. Here we found a slave at work. She
was a negress, for whom I was told Sidi Mahmoud had paid
600 francs. I suppose this negress saw something irresistibly
droll in my appearance, for as soon as I appeared she burst into
an immoderate fit of laughter, and it was some time ere she
recovered her composure.

Little Zuleica very good-naturedly opened several trunks to
gratify me with the sight of some of her best dresses. She drew
forth a number of garments of various descriptions, all composed
of rich and beautiful materials. When I say that she had at least
twenty elegant tunics of silk or gauze, and several others richly
embroidered with gold, I do not overrate the number. I expressed
my astonishment at the number and variety of the garments, of
which I imagined I had seen the last; but Zuleica turned to me
with an arch smile, which seemed to say she had a still greater
surprise in store for me. Then diving into the lowest depths of
one of the trunks, she drew forth a complete bridal costume. It
consisted of a robe or tunic of rich red damask silk, embroidered
with gold, a gold girdle, a splendid caftan, loose trowsers of silk,
and a vail of white gauze, several yards in length, and sprigged
with gold. I was also shown several valuable jeweled ornaments,
destined to be worn with this splendid costume.

Seeing the bridal dress thus ready prepared I conjectured
that Zuleica was betrothed, and I ventured to ask her when she



was to be married. At this question she blushed and looked
confused; then, after a little hesitation, she replied, "Quand
trouver mari."...

Among Zuleica's ornaments were several set with splendid
diamonds and pearls. My hostess, after having examined and
admired them, asked whether the jewels were all real. Zuleica
looked a little offended at this question, and answered proudly,
"Mauresques jamais tenir ce que n'est pas vrai." We were greatly
amused by the interest and curiosity with which these Moorish
girls examined every thing we wore, and even asked the price of
any article which particularly pleased them. No part of my dress
escaped the scrutinizing eyes of Zuleica. She was particularly
charmed with a small handkerchief I wore round my throat. I
took it off and, requested her to accept it as a token of my
remembrance.

The eldest sister had so engaged my attention that the younger
one appeared to think I had neglected her, and she timidly
requested that, as I had seen all Zuleica's beautiful things,
I would look at some of hers also. Accordingly, she began
showing me her dolls, meanwhile relating to me in her lingua
franca the history of each. These dolls were attired in the
costumes of Moorish ladies, and little Gumara assured me that
the dresses were all her own making. After I had admired them,
and complimented Gumara on her taste, she told me with an
air of mystery that she had yet one thing more to show. So
saying, she produced a doll with a huge black beard and fierce



countenance, and dressed completely in imitation of the Sultan.
While I was engaged in admiring it, Sidi Mahmoud entered.
He had heard that I could speak Italian, and he came to have
a little conversation with me about Italy, a country with which
he is acquainted, and in which he has himself traveled much.
The father's unexpected appearance dismayed the young ladies,
who colored deeply while they endeavored to hide the miniature
effigy of the Sultan. I afterward learned that Zuleica and her
sister are brought up under such rigorous restraint, that even the
possession of a doll in male attire is a thing prohibited. —Leaves
from a Lady's Diary.

The works of men of genius alone, where great faults are
united with great beauties, afford proper matter for criticism.
Genius is always executive, bold, and daring; which at the same
time that it commands attention, is sure to provoke criticism. It is
the regular, cold, and timid composer who escapes censure and
deserves praise. —Sir Joshua Reynolds.

[From Household Words.]



THE RAILWAY STATION

They judge not well, who deem that once among us
A Spirit moved that now from earth has fled;

Who say that at the busy sounds which throng us,
Its shining wings forevermore have sped.

Not all the turmoil of the Age of Iron

Can scare that Spirit hence; like some sweet bird
That loud harsh voices in its cage environ,

It sings above them all, and will be heard!

Not, for the noise of axes or of hammers,

Will that sweet bird forsake her chosen nest;

Her warblings pierce through all those deafening clamors
But surer to their echoes in the breast.

And not the Past alone, with all its guerdon

Of twilight sounds and shadows, bids them rise;
But soft, above the noontide heat and burden
Of the stern present, float those melodies.

Not with the baron bold, the minstrel tender,
Not with the ringing sound of shield and lance,
Not with the Field of Gold in all its splendor,
Died out the generous flame of old Romance.



Still, on a nobler strife than tilt or tourney,

Rides forth the errant knight, with brow elate;
Still patient pilgrims take, in hope, their journey;
Still meek and cloistered spirits "stand and wait."

Still hath the living, moving world around us,
Its legends, fair with honor, bright with truth;
Still, as in tales that in our childhood bound us,
Love holds the fond traditions of its youth.

We need not linger o'er the fading traces

Of lost divinities; or seek to hold

Their serious converse 'mid Earth's green waste-places,
Or by her lonely fountains, as of old:

For, far remote from Nature's fair creations,
Within the busy mart, the crowded street,
With sudden, sweet, unlooked-for revelations
Of a bright presence we may chance to meet;

E'en now, beside a restless tide's commotion,
I stand and hear, in broken music, swell
Above the ebb and flow of Life's great ocean,
An under-song of greeting and farewell.

For here are meetings: moments that inherit
The hopes and wishes, that through months and years
Have held such anxious converse with the spirit,



That now its joy can only speak in tears;

And here are partings: hands that soon must sever,
Yet clasp the firmer; heart, that unto heart,

Was ne'er so closely bound before, nor ever

So near the other as when now they part;

And here Time holds his steady pace unbroken,
For all that crowds within his narrow scope;
For all the language, uttered and unspoken,
That will return when Memory comforts Hope!

One short and hurried moment, and forever

Flies, like a dream, its sweetness and its pain,
And, for the hearts that love, the hands that sever,
Who knows what meetings are in store again?

They who are left, unto their homes returning,
With musing step, trace o'er each by-gone scene;
And they upon their journey — doth no yearning,
No backward glance, revert to what hath been?

Yes! for awhile, perchance, a tear-drop starting,
Dims the bright scenes that greet the eye and mind;
But here — as ever in life's cup of parting —

Theirs is the bitterness who stay behind!

So in life's sternest, last farewell, may waken
A yearning thought, a backward glance be thrown



By them who leave: but oh! how blest the token,
To those who stay behind when THEY are gone!



THE SICK MAN'S PRAYER

Come, soft sleep!

Bid thy balm my hot eyes meet —
Of the long night's heavy stillness,
Of the loud clock's ceaseless beat,
Of the weary thought of illness,
Of the room's oppressive heat
Steep me in oblivion deep,
That my weary, weary brain,
May have rest from all its pain;
Come, oh blessedness again, —
Come, soft sleep!

Come, soft sleep!

Let this weary tossing end,

Let my anguished watch be ceasing,
Yet no dreams thy steps attend,

When thou bring'st from pain releasing.
Fancies wild to rest may lend

Sense of waking misery deep,

Calm as death, oh, on me sink,

That my brain may quiet drink,

And neither feel, nor know, nor think.
Come, soft sleep!



W. C. Bennett.

[From the Autobiography of
Leigh Hunt, unpublished.]



SOPHISTRY OF ANGLERS.
- IZAAK WALTON

Many brave and good men have been anglers, as well as many
men of a different description; but their goodness would have
been complete, and their bravery of a more generous sort, had
they possessed self-denial enough to look the argument in the
face, and abstained from procuring themselves pleasure at the
expense of a needless infliction. The charge is not answered
by the favorite retorts about effeminacy, God's providence,
neighbors' faults, and doing "no worse." They are simple
beggings of the question. I am not aware that anglers, or
sportsmen in general, are braver than the ordinary run of
mankind. Sure I am that a great fuss is made if they hurt their
fingers; much more if they lie gasping, like fish, on the ground.
I am equally sure that many a man who would not hurt a fly is
as brave as they are; and as to the reference to God's providence,
it is an edge-tool that might have been turned against themselves
by any body who chose to pitch them into the river, or knock out
their brains. They may lament, if they please, that they should be
forced to think of pain and evil at all; but the lamentation would
not be very magnanimous under any circumstances; and it is idle,
considering that the manifest ordination and progress of things
demand that such thoughts be encountered. The question still



returns: Why do they seek amusement in sufferings which are
unnecessary and avoidable? and till they honestly and thoroughly
answer this question, they must be content to be looked upon as
disingenuous reasoners, who are determined to retain a selfish
pleasure.

As to old Izaak Walton, who is put forward as a substitute for
argument on this question, and whose sole merits consisted in
his having a taste for nature and his being a respectable citizen,
the trumping him up into an authority and a kind of saint is
a burlesque. He was a writer of conventionalities; who, having
comfortably feathered his nest, as he thought, both in this world
and in the world to come, concluded he had nothing more to
do than to amuse himself by putting worms on a hook, and fish
into his stomach, and so go to heaven, chuckling and singing
psalms. There would be something in such a man and in his book,
offensive to a real piety, if that piety did not regard whatever has
happened in the world, great and small, with an eye that makes
the best of what is perplexing, and trusts to eventual good out
of the worst. Walton was not the hearty and thorough advocate
of nature he is supposed to have been. There would have been
something to say for him on that score, had he looked upon
the sum of evil as a thing not to be diminished. But he shared
the opinions of the most commonplace believers in sin and
trouble, and only congratulated himself on being exempt from
their consequences. The overweening old man found himself
comfortably off somehow; and it is good that he did. It is a



comfort to all of us, wise or foolish. But to reverence him is a
jest. You might as well make a god of an otter. Mr. Wordsworth,
because of the servitor manners of Walton and his biographies
of divines (all anglers), wrote an idle line about his "meekness"
and his "heavenly memory." When this is quoted by the gentle
brethren, it will be as well if they add to it another passage from
the same poet, which returns to the only point at issue, and upsets
the old gentleman altogether Mr. Wordsworth's admonition to us
is,

"Never to link our pastime, or our pride,
With suffering to the meanest thing that lives."

It was formerly thought effeminate not to hunt Jews; then not
to roast heretics; then not to bait bears and bulls; then not to
fight cocks, and to throw sticks at them. All these evidences of
manhood became gradually looked upon as no such evidences at
all, but things fit only for manhood to renounce; yet the battles of
Waterloo and of Sobraon have been won, and Englishmen are not
a jot the less brave all over the world. Probably they are braver,
that is to say, more deliberately brave, more serenely valiant; also
more merciful to the helpless, and that is the crown of valor.

It was during my infancy, if I am not mistaken, that there
lived at Hampstead (a very unfit place for such a resident), a
man whose name I suppress lest there should be possessors of it
surviving, and who was a famous cock-fighter. He was rich and



idle, and therefore had no bounds to set to the unhappy passions
that raged within him. It is related of this man, that, having
lost a bet on a favorite bird, he tied the noble animal to a spit
in his kitchen before the fire, and notwithstanding the screams
of the sufferer and the indignant cries of the beholders, whose
interference he wildly resisted with the poker, actually persisted
in keeping it there burning, till he fell down in his fury and died.

Let us hope he was mad. What, indeed, is more probable?
It is always a great good, when the crimes of a fellow-creature
can be traced to madness; to some fault of the temperament or
organization; some "jangle of the sweet bells;" some overbalance
in the desired equipoise of the faculties, originating, perhaps in
accident or misfortune. It does not subject us the more to their
results. On the contrary, it sets us on our guard against them.
And, meantime, it diminishes one of the saddest, most injurious,
and most preposterous notions of human ignorance — the belief
in the wickedness of our kind.

But I have said enough of these barbarous customs.

[From Household Words.]



GLOBES, AND HOW
THEY ARE MADE

One of the most remarkable of self-educated men, James
Ferguson, when a poor agricultural laborer, constructed a globe.
A friend had made him a present of "Gordon's Geographical
Grammar," which, he says, "at that time was to me a great
treasure. There is no figure of a globe in it, although it contains
a tolerable description of the globes and their use. From this
description I made a globe in three weeks, at my father's, having
turned the ball thereof out of a piece of wood; which ball I
covered with paper, and delineated a map of the world upon it,
made the meridian ring and horizon of wood, covered them with
paper, and graduated them; and was happy to find that by my
globe (which was the first I ever saw) I could solve the problems."

"But," he adds, "this was not likely to afford me bread."

In a few years this ingenious man discovered the conditions
upon which he could earn his bread, by a skill which did not
suffer under the competition of united labor. He had made also
a wooden clock. He carried about his globe and his clock, and
"began to pick up some money about the country" by cleaning
clocks. He became a skilled clock-cleaner. For six-and-twenty
years afterward he earned his bread as an artist. He then became
a scientific lecturer, and in connection with his pursuits, was also



a globe maker. His name may be seen upon old globes, associated
with that of Senex. The demand for globes must have been then
very small, but Ferguson had learned that cheapness is produced
by labor-saving contrivances. A pretty instrument for graduating
lines upon the meridian ring, once belonging to Ferguson, is in
use at this hour in the manufactory of Messrs. Malby and Son.
The poor lad "who made a globe in three weeks" finally won the
honors and riches that were due to his genius and industry. But he
would never have earned a living in the continuance of his first
attempt to turn a ball out of a piece of wood, cover it with paper,
and draw a map of the world upon it. The nicest application of his
individual skill, and the most careful employment of his scientific
knowledge, would have been wasted upon those portions of the
work in which the continued application of common routine
labor is the most efficient instrument of production.

Let us contrast the successive steps of Ferguson's first
experiment in globe-making with the processes of a globe
manufactory.

A globe 1s not made of "a ball turned out of a piece of wood."
If a solid ball of large dimensions were so turned, it would be
too heavy for ordinary use. Erasmus said of one of the books
of Thomas Aquinas, "No man can carry it about, much less get
it into his head;" and so would it be said of a solid globe. If
it were made of hollow wood, it would warp and split at the
junction of its parts. A globe is made of paper and plaster. It is
a beautiful combination of solidity and lightness. It is perfectly



balanced upon its axis. It retains its form under every variety of
temperature. Time affects it less than most other works of art. It
is as durable as a Scagliola column.

A globe may not, at first sight, appear a cheap production.
It is not, of necessity, a low-priced production, and yet it is
essentially cheap; for nearly all the principles of manufacture
that are conditions of cheapness are exhibited in the various
stages of its construction. There are only four globe-makers in
England, and one in Scotland. The annual sale of globes is only
about a thousand pair. The price of a pair of globes varies from
six shillings to fifty pounds. But from the smallest 2-inch, to
the largest 36-inch globe, a systematic process is carried on
at every step of its formation. We select this illustration of
cheapness as a contrast, in relation to price and extent of demand,
to the lucifer match. But it is, at the same time, a parallel in
principle. If a globe were not made upon a principle involving
the scientific combination of skilled labor, it would be a mere
article of luxury from its excessive costliness. It is now a most
useful instrument in education. For educational purposes the
most inexpensive globe is as valuable as that of the highest price.
All that properly belongs to the excellence of the instrument is
found in combination with the commonest stained wood frame,
as perfectly as with the most highly-finished frame of rose-wood
or mahogany.

The mould, if we may so express it, of a globe is turned out
of a piece of wood. This sphere need not be mathematically



accurate. It is for rough work, and flaws and cracks are of little
consequence. This wooden ball has an axis, a piece of iron wire
at each pole. And here we may remark, that, at every stage of the
process, the revolution of a sphere upon its axis, under the hands
of the workman, is the one great principle which renders every
operation one of comparative ease and simplicity. The labor
would be enormously multiplied if the same class of operations
had to be performed upon a cube. The solid mould, then, of the
embryo globe is placed on its axis in a wooden frame. In a very
short time a boy will form a pasteboard globe upon its surface.
He first covers it entirely with strips of strong paper, thoroughly
wet, which are in a tub of water at his side. The slight inequalities
produced by the overlapping of the strips are immaterial. The
saturated paper is not suffered to dry; but is immediately covered
over with a layer of pasted paper, also cut in long narrow slips.
A third layer of similarly pasted paper — brown paper and white
being used alternately — is applied, and then, a fourth, a fifth, and
asixth. Here the pasting process ends for globes of moderate size.
For the large ones it 1s carried farther. This wet pasteboard ball
has now to be dried — placed upon its axis in a rack. If we were
determined to follow the progress of this individual ball through
all its stages, we should have to wait a fortnight before it advanced
another step. But as the large factory of Messrs. Malby and Son
has many scores of globes all rolling onward to perfection, we
shall be quite satisfied to witness the next operation performed
upon a pasteboard sphere that began to exist some weeks earlier,



and is now hard to the core.

The wooden ball, with its solid paper covering, is placed on its
axis. A sharp cutting instrument, fixed on a bench, is brought into
contact with the surface of the sphere, which is made to revolve.
In less time than we write, the pasteboard ball is cut in half. There
is no adhesion to the wooden mould, for the first coating of paper
was simply wetted. Two bowls of thick card now lie before us,
with a small hole in each, made by the axis of the wooden ball.
But a junction is very soon effected. Within every globe there is
a piece of wood — we may liken it to a round ruler — of the exact
length of the inner surface of the sphere from pole to pole. A
thick wire runs through this wood, and originally projected some
two or three inches at each end. This stick is placed upright in
a vice. The semi-globe is nailed to one end of the stick, upon
which it rests, when the wire is passed through its center. It is now
reversed, and the edges of the card rapidly covered with glue. The
edges of the other semi-globe are instantly brought into contact,
the other end of the wire passing through its center in the same
way, and a similar nailing to the stick taking place. We have now
a paper globe, with its own axis, which will be its companion for
the whole term of its existence.

The paper globe is next placed on its axis in a frame, of
which one side is a semi-circular piece of metal; the horizon
of a globe cut in half would show its form. A tub of white
composition — a compound of whiting, glue, and oil is on the
bench. The workman dips his hand into this "gruel thick and



slab," and rapidly applies it to the paper sphere with tolerable
evenness: but, as it revolves, the semi-circle of metal clears off
the superfluous portions. The ball of paper is now a ball of plaster
externally. Time again enters largely into the manufacture. The
first coating must thoroughly dry before the next is applied; and
so again till the process has been repeated four or five times.
Thus, when we visit a globe workshop, we are at first surprised
at the number of white balls, from three inches' diameter to
three feet, which occupy a large space. They are all steadily
advancing toward completion. They can not be hurriedly dried.
The duration of their quiescent state must depend upon the
degrees of the thermometer in the ordinary atmosphere. They
cost little. They consume nothing beyond a small amount of
rent. As they advance to the dignity of perfect spheres, increased
pains are taken in the application of the plaster. At last they
are polished. Their surface is as hard and as fine as ivory. But,
beautiful as they are, they may, like many other beautiful things,
want a due equipoise. They must be perfectly balanced. They
must move upon their poles with the utmost exactness. A few
shot, let in here and there, correct all irregularities. And now the
paper and plaster sphere is to be endued with intelligence.
What may be called the artistical portion of globe-making
here commences. In the manufactory we are describing there are
two skilled workers, who may take their rank as artists, but whose
skill is limited, and at the same time perfected, by the uniformity
of their operations. One of these artists, a young woman, who



has been familiar with the business from her earliest years, takes
the polished globe in her lap, for the purpose of marking it with
lines of direction for covering it with engraved strips, which will
ultimately form a perfect map. The inspection of a finished globe
will show that the larger divisions of longitude are expressed
by lines drawn from pole to pole, and those of latitude by a
series of concentric rings. The polished plaster has to be covered
with similar lines. These lines are struck with great rapidity,
and with mathematical truth, by an instrument called a "beam
compass,” in the use of which this workwoman is most expert.
The sphere is now ready for receiving the map, which is engraved
in fourteen distinct pieces. The arctic and antarctic poles form
two circular pieces, from which the lines of longitude radiate.
These having been fitted and pasted, one of the remaining twelve
pieces, containing 30 degrees, is also pasted on the sphere, in the
precise space where the lines of longitude have been previously
marked its lines of latitude corresponding in a similar manner.
The paper upon which these portions of the earth's surface are
engraved is thin and extremely tough. It is rubbed down with the
greatest care, through all the stages of this pasting process. We
have at length a globe covered with a plain map, so perfectly
joined that every line and every letter fit together as if they
had been engraved in one piece — which, of course, would be
absolutely impossible for the purpose of covering a ball.

The artist who thus covers the globe, called a paster, is also
a colorer. This is, of necessity, a work which can not be carried



on with any division of labor. It is not so with the coloring of
an atlas. A map passes under many hands in the coloring. A
series of children, each using one color, produce in combination
a map colored in all its parts, with the rapidity and precision
of a machine. But a globe must be colored by one hand. It is
curious to observe the colorer working without a pattern. By long
experience the artist knows how the various boundaries are to
be defined, with pink continents, and blue islands, and the green
oceans, connecting the most distant regions. To a contemplative
mind, how many thoughts must go along with the work, as he
covers Europe with indications of populous cities, and has little
to do with Africa and Australia but to mark the coast lines; as
year after year he has to make some variation in the features of
the great American continent, which indicates the march of the
human family over once trackless deserts, while the memorable
places of the ancient world undergo few changes but those of
name. And then, as he is finishing a globe for the cabin of some
"great ammirall," may he not think that, in some frozen nook of
the Arctic Sea, the friendly Esquimaux may come to gaze upon
his work, and seeing how petty a spot England is upon the ball,
wonder what illimitable riches nature spontaneously produces in
that favored region, some of which is periodically scattered by
her ships through those dreary climes in the search for some
unknown road amidst everlasting icebergs, while he would gladly
find a short track to the sunny south. And then, perhaps, higher
thoughts may come into his mind; and as this toy of a world grows



under his fingers, and as he twists it around upon its material
axis, he may think of the great artificer of the universe, having
the feeling, if not knowing the words of the poet:

"In ambient air this ponderous ball He hung."

Contemplative, or not, the colorer steadily pursues his
uniform labor, and the sphere is at length fully colored.

The globe has now to be varnished with a preparation
technically known as "white hard," to which some softening
matter is added to prevent the varnish cracking. This is a secret
which globe-makers preserve. Four coats of varnish complete the
work.

And next the ball has to be mounted. We have already
mentioned an instrument by which the brass meridian ring is
accurately graduated; that is, marked with lines representing 360
degrees, with corresponding numerals. Of whatever size the ring
1s, an index-hand, connected with the graduating instrument,
shows the exact spot where the degree is to be marked with a
graver. The operation is comparatively rapid; but for the largest
globes it involves considerable expense. After great trouble,
the ingenious men whose manufactory we are describing, have
succeeded in producing cast-iron rings, with the degrees and
figures perfectly distinct; and these applied to 36-inch globes,
instead of the engraved meridians, make a difference of ten
guineas in their price. For furniture they are not so beautiful; for
use they are quite as valuable. There is only one other process
which requires great nicety. The axis of the globe revolves on



the meridian ring, and of course it is absolutely necessary that
the poles should be exactly parallel. This is effected by a little
machine which drills each extremity at one and the same instant;
and the operation is termed poleing the meridian.

The mounting of the globe — the completion of a pair of
globes — is now handed over to the cabinet-maker. The cost of
the material and the elaboration of its workmanship determine
the price.

Before we conclude, we would say a few words as to
the limited nature of the demand for globes. Our imperfect
description of this manufacture will have shown that experience,
and constant application of ingenuity, have succeeded in
reducing to the lowest amount the labor employed in the
production of globes. The whole population of English globe-
makers does not exceed thirty or forty men, women, and boys.
Globes are thus produced at the lowest rate of cheapness, as
regards the number of laborers, and with very moderate profits
to the manufacturer, on account of the smallness of his returns.
The durability of globes is one great cause of the limitation
of the demand. Changes of fashion, or caprices of taste, as
to the mounting, new geographical discoveries, and modern
information as to the position and nomenclature of the stars, may
displace a few old globes annually, which then find their way
from brokers' shops into a class somewhat below that of their
original purchasers. But the pair of globes generally maintain for
years their original position in the school-room or the library.



They are rarely injured, and suffer very slight decay. The new
purchasers represent that portion of society which is seeking
after knowledge, or desires to manifest some pretension to
intellectual tastes. The number of globes annually sold represents
to a certain extent the advance of education. But if the labor-
saving expedients did not exist in the manufacture the cost would
be much higher, and the purchasers greatly reduced in number.
The contrivances by which comparative cheapness is produced
arise out of the necessity of contending against the durability
of the article by encouraging a new demand. If these did not
exist, the supply would outrun the demand; the price of the article
would less and less repay the labor expended in its production;
the manufacture of globes would cease till the old globes were
worn out, and the few rich and scientific purchasers had again
raised up a market.

The Body. — Among the strange compliments which
superstition pays to the Creator, is a scorn and contempt for the
fleshy investiture which he has bestowed on us, at least among
Christians; for the Pagans were far more pious in this respect; and
Mohammed agreed with them in doing justice to the beauty and
dignity of the human frame. It is quite edifying, in the Arabian
Nights, to read the thanks that are so often and so rapturously
given to the Supreme Being for his bestowal of such charms
on his creatures. Nor was a greater than Mahomet of a nature
to undervalue the earthly temples of gentle and loving spirits.
Ascetic mistakes have ever originated in want of heartiness or



of heart; in consciousness of defect, or vulgarity of nature, or
in spiritual pride. A well-balanced body and soul never, we may
be sure, gave way to it. What an extraordinary flattery of the
Deity to say, "Lord! I thank thee for this jewel of a soul which
I possess; but what a miserable casket thou hast given me to put
it in!" —Leigh Hunt.

[From The Ladies' Companion]



LETTICE ARNOLD

By the Author of "TWO OLD MEN'S
TALES," "EMILIA WYNDHAM," &c
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CHAPTER V

Since trifles make the sum of human things. ..
Oh! let the ungentle spirit learn from thence,
A small unkindness is a great offense:

Large favors to bestow we strive in vain,

But all may shun the guilt of giving pain.

Hannah More.

If Lettice had made her reflections, and had started upon her
new undertaking with a heart yearning with the desire to perform
its duties well, Mrs. Melwyn had not been without undergoing a
somewhat similar process upon her side, and this was her course
of thought:

"She had at first felt the utmost dislike to the plan.

"She had, in the course of her life, seen so much discomfort
and dissatisfaction arise upon both sides from this sort of
connection, that she had taken up quite a prejudice against any
thing of the sort.

"It was a very great pity," she often said to herself, "that
so it should be, but the case was almost universal. If it could
be otherwise, what desirable connections might be formed in
a world such as the present! Such numbers of women of all
ages, and all degrees of mental qualifications, find themselves
suddenly without resource, through the accident of early death



in the case of the professions, or of disaster in commercial
life; and so many others, through disease or advanced age, or
the still more cruel stroke of death, find themselves stranded,
lonely, and deserted, and languishing for a fireside friend. What
comfortable, beneficial unions might be brought about in such
cases, one should think; and yet why did they never or seldom
turn out well?

"Faults there must be. Where did they lie? — On both sides,"
answered her understanding. "Not surely alone upon the side of
the new comer — the paid one, consequently the obliged one,
consequently the only one of the parties who had duties that she
was pledged to perform, and which, it is true, she too often very
imperfectly performed — but also upon the other. She, it is true,
is pledged to nothing but the providing meat, lodging, and salary;
but that will not dispense her from obligations as a Christian, and
as a member of the universal sisterhood, which are not quite so
easily discharged.

"It must double the difficulty to the new comer," thought Mrs.
Melwyn, "the being treated so carelessly as she too often is. How
hard it must be to perform duties such as hers, if they are not
performed in love! and how impossible it must be to love in
such a case — unless we meet with love. Even to be treated with
consideration and kindness will not suffice upon the one side, nor
the most scrupulous endeavor to discharge duty upon the other
— people must try to love.

"How soothing to a poor, deserted orphan to be taken to



the heart! How sweet to forlorn old age to find a fresh object
of affection! Ah, but then these sort of people seem often so
disagreeable, do one's best, one can not love or like them! But
why do they seem so disagreeable? Partly because people will
overlook nothing — have no mutual indulgence in relations which
require so much. If one's child has little ways one does not quite
like, who thinks of hating her for it? If one's mother is a little
provoking and tedious under the oppressive weight of years or
sickness, who thinks of making a great hardship of it? But if
the poor, humble friend is only a little awkward or ungainly, she
is odious; and if the poor, deserted mother, or widow, wife, or
aged suffering creature is a little irritable or tedious, she is such
a tyrant!

"Oh how I wish!..

"Well, Catherine is a sensible, well-judging creature, and she
assures me this Miss Arnold is a remarkably sweet-tempered,
affectionate, modest, judicious girl. Why should I not try to
make such a being love me? Why should we not be very happy
together? There is Randall, to be sure, sets herself extremely
against it; but, as Catherine says, 'Is Randall to be mistress in
this family, or am I?' It is come quite to that point. And then it
will be a great thing to have somebody between me and Randall.
She will not be so necessary to me then, whatever she may be to
the general; and when she makes herself so disagreeable, if this
young lady is as comfortable to me as Catherine says she will be,
I really shall not so much care.



"Then," continuing her meditations, which, though I put down
in black and white, were thought, not spoken, "then Catherine
says she is so greatly to be pitied, and is so exemplary; and she
said, in her darling, coaxing way, 'dear mamma, it will give you
so much pleasure to make the poor thing a little amends for all
her hardships, and if poor papa is a little cross at times, it will
be quite an interest to you to contrive to make up for it. She will
be quite a daughter to you, and, in one respect, you will have
more pleasure in making her happy than even in your own loving
daughter, because one is dear from our natural affections, and the
other will be so from generous beneficence; and though natural
affection is such a sweet, precious, inestimable thing, generous
beneficence is yet nobler, and brings us still nearer to God.'

"If I could make her love me! — and with such an affectionate
temper why should I not? She wants a parent, I want a child. If
I study her happiness disinterestedly, kindly, truly, she can not
help loving me; but I will not even think of myself, I will try to
study her good, her well-being; and I will let the love for me come
or not as it may, and God will help me. He always does help me
— when I have the courage to dare to forget myself, and leave the
issues of things to His Providence."

Such were the dispositions upon both sides with which the two
met. But the best resolutions win no battle. They are part, and
a very serious part of every undertaking, but they are far from
being all. We are so imperfect ourselves, and we have to do with
such imperfect beings, that evils and difficulties, unexpected,



are sure to arise in our communication with others, even when
both sides meet with the very best intentions; therefore, whoever
intends to carry out such good intentions, and make a right
piece of work of it, must calculate upon these things, just as the
mechanic is obliged to make a large allowance for unavoidable
obstructions in carrying out any of his theories into action and
reality — into useful, every-day working order.

In due time, a fly from the railway — one of those dirty,
hired carriages which are the disgrace of England — deposited
Miss Arnold and her luggage at the door of General Melwyn's
handsome mansion of the Hazels, and in all due form and order
she was introduced into the dining-room. It was between six
and seven o'clock in the evening when she entered the very
handsomely furnished apartment, where, over a half-and-half
sort of fire — it having been rather a warm February day — sat
the general and his lady.

Lettice was tired, heated, and red with the jumbling of the
railway, the bother at the station, and the knocking about in the
very uneasy carriage in which she had come up; and she felt in
that disagreeable sort of journey disorder of toilet, which makes
people feel and look so awkward. But she put the best face upon
the matter, and entering, made a very respectful courtesy to Mrs.
Melwyn, who met her, holding out her hand; and with her face
and appearance Lettice felt charmed in a moment. Mrs. Melwyn,
who did not want penetration, saw that in Lettice, spite of present
disadvantages, which she was sure she should like very much.



Not so the general. He was a perfect fool of the eye, as military
men are too apt to be. Whatever was awkward or ill-dressed, was
perfectly abhorrent to him; and he took a dislike to "the creature”
the moment he cast his eyes upon her.

It seemed but an unpromising beginning.

The heart of poor Lettice sunk within her in a way she was
little accustomed to, as the general, in a very pettish mood, stirred
the fire, and said. "When are we to have dinner, Mrs. Melwyn?
What are we waiting for? Will you never teach that cook of yours
to be punctual?"

"It 1s not her fault, indeed," was the answer, in a low, timid
voice; "I ventured to order dinner to be put off half an hour, to
suit the railway time."

The general was too well bred to utter what he very plainly
looked — that to have been thus kept waiting for Miss Arnold he
thought a very unwarrantable proceeding indeed.

He stirred up the fire with additional vigor — made it blaze
fiercely — then complained of these abominable coals, which
burned like touchwood, and had no heat in them, and wondered
whether Mrs. Melwyn would ever have the energy to order sea-
borne coal, as he had desired; and then, casting a most ungracious
look at the new comer, who stood during this scene, feeling
shocked and uncomfortable to a degree, he asked Mrs. Melwyn
"how long she intended to keep the young lady standing there
before she dressed for dinner?" and suggested that the housemaid
should be sent for, to show her to her room.



"I will take that office upon myself," said Mrs. Melwyn.
"Come, Miss Arnold, will you follow me?" And lighting a candle,
for it was now dark, she proceeded toward the door.

"For heaven's sake, don't be long!" said her husband, in an
irritable tone; "it's striking six and three quarters. Is dinner to be
upon the table at seven o'clock, or is it not?"

"Punctually."

"Then, Miss — Miss — I beg your pardon — and Mrs. Melwyn,
I hope you will be ready to take your usual place at table."

They heard no more; for Mrs. Melwyn closed the door, with
the air of one escaping — and, looking uncomfortable and half
frightened, led the way up-stairs.

It was a pretty, cheerful little room, of which she opened the
door; and a pleasant fire was blazing in the grate. The bed was of
white dimity, trimmed with a border of colored chintz, as were
the window-curtains; the carpet quite new, and uncommonly
pretty; chairs, dressing-table, writing-table, all very neat and
elegant; and the tables comfortably covered each with its proper
appendages.

It was quite a pretty little den.

Mrs. Melwyn had taken much pleasure in the fitting up of
this small room, which was next to her own dressing-room. She
had fancied herself going to receive into it a second Catherine:
and though the very moderate amount of money of which
she had the power of disposing as she pleased, and the noisy
remonstrances and objections of Randall, had prevented her



indulging in many petty fancies which would have amused and
occupied her pleasantly since the dismal day of Catherine's
wedding, still she had persisted, contrary to her wont, in having
in some degree her own way. So, in spite of all Randall could
do, she had discarded the ugly old things — which the lady's
maid, excessively jealous of this new comer, declared were more
than too good for such as her — and had substituted this cheerful
simplicity; and the air of freshness and newness cast over every
thing rendered it particularly pleasing.

"What a beautiful little room!" Lettice could not help
exclaiming, looking excessively delighted. She liked pretty
things, and elegant little comforts as well as any body, did Lettice,
though they seldom fell to her share, because she was always for
giving them up to other people.

"Do you like it, my dear?" said Mrs. Melwyn, in what Lettice
thought the sweetest, softest voice she had ever heard. "I have
taken great pleasure in getting it ready for you; I shall be glad,
indeed, if you can make yourself happy in it."

"Happy! Who could help being happy in such a paradise?"
"And with such a sweet, gentle, charming person as Mrs.
Melwyn," mentally added Lettice. "What matters it how cross
the poor old general is," thought she.

"But, my dear, I don't see your trunks. Will you ring the bell
for them? The general must not be kept waiting for his dinner,
and he can not endure those who sit down at his table, either to
be too late, or not to be in an evening dress. Military men, you



know, are so used to this sort of precision, that they expect it
from all around them. You will remember another day, my dear,
and — " then the under housemaid opened the door. "Tell them
to bring up Miss Arnold's trunks directly."

Them.

She did not at that moment exactly know which was the proper
servant whose office it ought to be to carry Miss Arnold's trunks.
Miss Arnold was an anomaly. There was no precedent. Not a
servant in this family would stir without a precedent. The trunk
was probably too heavy for the under-housemaid to carry up —
that under-housemaid, one of the fags of an establishment like
this, kept merely to do what the upper-servants are too fine to
do. In households like the one before us, you must have two in
every department — there is a chance, then, if you want any thing
done, you may get it done. The under-servant is always, as I said,
a sort of fag or slave in the eyes of the upper ones. They will allow
her to make herself useful, though it should not be exactly her
place. Mrs. Melwyn had provided for the attendance upon Miss
Arnold by having recourse to this said under-housemaid, and
adding a couple of sovereigns to her wages unknown to Randall,
but she had forgotten the carrying up of her trunk. Had it been
Catherine, this would have been done as a matter of course by
the two footmen, and she had a sort of faint hope they would do
it of course now. But, she did not like to ask such a thing, so she
said "them;" hoping somebody would answer to it some way or
other, but —



"Who?" asked Bridget bringing the matter to a point.

"Why, I am sure I don't exactly know. Who is there below? I
suppose you could not carry them up yourself, Bridget?"

"I am afraid not, ma'am; there's only one trunk, and it looks
heavy."

"Oh!" cried Lettice, "I can come and help you. We can carry
it up together, for Myra and I carried it down together." And she
was quitting the room. But Mrs. Melwyn laid her hand upon her
shoulder.

"No, my dear, upon no account; Bridget, fetch up the
gardener's boy, he'll help you to carry the trunk up."

Mrs. Melwyn looked excessively annoyed and distressed:
Lettice could not imagine what could be the matter.

The gentle, kind lady seemed nervous and embarrassed. At
last, evidently making a very great effort with herself, she got
out, "Excuse me, my dear, but there is a little thing... I would
rather not, if you please ... servants are so insolent, you know
they are ill brought up; if you please, my dear, it will be better not
to offer to do things for yourself, which young ladies don't usually
undertake to do; such as carrying up trunks. And then, I think,
it will be better not to allude to past circumstances, servants are
apt to have such a contempt for people that have not been very
rich. It's very strange and wrong, but so it is. You will be more
comfortable, I think, if you maintain your own dignity. I hope
you will not be hurt at me for giving you this little hint, Miss
Arnold."



"Hurt! Oh, madam!" And Lettice could not forbear taking up
the beautiful white hand of this most fair and delicate woman,
and kissing it with the most respectful reverence. "Whatever you
will be so very kind as to suggest to me I will so carefully attend
to, and I shall be so much obliged to you."

How sweet was this gentle manner to poor Mrs. Melwyn! She
began to feel lightened from quite a load of anxiety. She began
to believe, that happen what would, she should never be afraid of
Lettice. "Catherine was quite right; oh, what a comfort it would
be!"

"Well then," she continued, with more cheerfulness, "I will
go away and see that your things are sent up to you, for there is
no time to be lost. Bless me! it's striking seven. You never can
be ready. Oh! here it comes! I forgot to tell you that Bridget is
to answer your bell and wait upon you. I have settled all that —
you will find her quite good natured and attentive; she's really an
obliging girl."

And so she was. The upper housemaid took care to preserve
strict discipline, and exact prompt obedience in her own
department, whatever the mistress of the mansion might do in
hers.

"Well, then, I will leave you and make your excuses to the
general, and you will follow me to the dining-room as soon as
you can. We must not keep dinner waiting any longer. You will
excuse that ceremony, I am sure. The general is an invalid, you
know, and these matters are important to his health."



And so saying, she glided away, leaving Lettice almost too
much astonished to be delighted with all this consideration and
kindness — things to which she had been little accustomed. But
the impression she received, upon the whole, was very sweet.
The face and manner of Mrs. Melwyn were so excessively soft;
her very dress, the color of her hair, her step, her voice; every
thing spoke so much gentleness. Lettice thought her the loveliest
being she had ever met with. More charming even than Catherine
— more attaching even than Mrs. Danvers. She felt very much
inclined to adore her.

She was but a very few hours longer in the house before pity
added to this rising feeling of attachment; and I believe there is
nothing attachés the inferior to the superior like pity.

Dressed in one of her best new dresses, and with her hair done
up as neatly as she possibly could in that hurry, Lettice made her
way to the dining-room.

It was a large, lofty, very handsome, and rather awfully
resounding room, with old family pictures upon every side. There
was a sideboard set out sparkling with glass and plate; a small
table in the middle of the apartment with silver covers and dishes
shining in the light of four wax candles; a blazing fire, a splendid
Indian screen before the door; two footmen in liveries of pink
and white, and a gentleman in a black suit, waiting. The general
and Mrs. Melwyn were seated opposite to each other at table.

The soup had been already discussed, and the first course was
set upon the table when Miss Arnold entered.



Had she been a young lady born, an obsequious footman
would have been ready to attend her to her seat, and present
her with a chair: as it was, she would have been spared this
piece of etiquette, and she was making her way to her chair
without missing the attention, when the general, who observed
his saucy footmen standing lounging about, without offering to
move forward, frowned in what Lettice thought a most alarming
way, and said in a stern voice, and significant manner, "What
are you about?" to the two footmen. This piece of attention was
bestowed upon her to her surprise and to Mrs. Melwyn's great
satisfaction.

"We thought you would excuse us. The soup has been set aside
for you," said the lady of the house.

"Oh, thank you, ma'am, pray don't trouble yourself."

"Give Miss Arnold soup."

Again in a stern, authoritative voice from the General. Mrs.
Melwyn was used to the sternness, and most agreeably surprised
at the politeness, and quite grateful for it. Lettice thought the
voice and look too terrible to take pleasure in any thing connected
with it.

She had no need to feel gratitude either — it was not done out
of consideration for her. The general, who, with the exception of
Randall, kept, as far as he was concerned, every servant in the
utmost subservience, did not choose that any one who had the
honor of a seat at his table should be neglected by those "rascals,"
as he usually styled his footmen.



It being the first evening, Mrs. Melwyn had too much
politeness to require Miss Arnold to enter upon those after-
dinner duties, the performance of which had been expressly
stipulated for by Catherine; stipulated for, not only with Lettice,
but with the general himself. She has made her father promise
that he would suffer this young lady to undertake the place of
reader — which Catherine had herself filled for some time, to
the inexpressible relief of her mother — and that Miss Arnold
should be permitted to try whether she could play well enough at
backgammon to make an adversary worth vanquishing.

He had grumbled and objected, as a matter of course, to this
arrangement, but had finally consented. However, he was not
particularly impatient to begin; and besides, he was habitually a
well-bred man, so that any duty which came under his category
of good manners he punctually performed. People are too apt
to misprize this sort of politeness of mere habit; yet, as far
as it goes, it is an excellent thing. It enhances the value of a
really kind temper in all the domestic relations, to an incalculable
degree — a degree little appreciated by some worthy people,
who think roughness a proof of sincerity, and that rudeness
marks the honest truth of their affections. And where there is
little kindness of nature, and a great deal of selfishness and ill-
tempered indulgence, as in this cross, old man before us, still
the habit of politeness was not without avail; it kept him in a
certain check, and certainly rendered him more tolerable. He was
not quite such a brute bear as he would have been, left to his



uncorrected nature.

Politeness is, and ought to be, a habit so confirmed, that
we exercise it instinctively — without consideration, without
attention, without effort, as it were; this is the very essence of the
sort of politeness I am thinking of. It takes it out of the category
of the virtues, it is true, but it places it in that of the qualities; and,
in some matters, good qualities are almost as valuable, almost
more valuable, than if they still continued among the virtues —
and this of politeness, in my opinion, is one.

By virtues, I mean acts which are performed with a certain
difficulty, under the sense of responsibility to duty, under the
self-discipline of right principle; by qualities, I mean what is
spontaneous. Constitutional good qualities are spontaneous. Such
as natural sweetness of temper — natural delicacy of feeling —
natural intrepidity; others are the result of habit, and end by being
spontaneous — by being a second nature: justly are habits called
so. Gentleness of tone and manner — attention to conventional
proprieties — to people's little wants and feelings — are of these.
This same politeness being a sort of summary of such, I will end
this little didactic digression by advising all those who have the
rearing of the young in their hands, carefully to form them in
matters of this description, so that they shall attain habits— so
that the delicacy of their perceptions, the gentleness of their
tones and gestures, the propriety of their dress, the politeness
of their manners, shall become spontaneous acts, done without
reference to self, as things of course. By which means, not only



much that is disagreeable to their is avoided, and much that is
amiable attained, but a great deal of reference to self is in after
life escaped; and temptations to the faults of vanity — pride —
envious comparisons with our neighbors, and the feebleness of
self-distrust very considerably diminished.

And so, to return, the politeness of the general and Mrs.
Melwyn led to this result, the leaving Miss Arnold undisturbed to
make her reflections and her observations, before commencing
the task which Mrs. Melwyn, for the last time, undertook for her,
of reading the newspaper and playing the hit.

Lettice could not help feeling rejoiced to be spared this sort
of public exhibition of her powers, till she was in a slight degree
better acquainted with her ground; and she was glad to know,
without being directly told, what it was customary to do in
these respects. But in every other point of view, she had better,
perhaps, have been reader than listener. For, if she gained a
lesson as to the routine to be followed, she paid for it by receiving
at the same time, a considerably alarming impression of the
general's ways of proceeding.

"Shall T read the newspaper this evening?" began Mrs.
Melwyn, timidly.

"I don't care if you do," roughly.

Polite men, be it observed, en passant, do not at all make it a
rule to exercise that habit to their wives. The wife is a thing apart
from the rest of the world, out of the category of such proprieties.
To be rude to his wife is no impeachment of a man's gentleman-



like manners at all.

"Is there any thing worth reading in it?"

"I am sure I don't know what you will think worth reading.
Shall I begin with the leading article?"

"What is it all about?"

"I am sure I can't say."

"Can't you look?"

"The sugar question, I think."

"Well, what has the fool to say about that?"

"The speech of Lord **** last night upon the much discussed
subject of the sugar question, has no doubt been read and
commented upon, in their various ways, and according to their
different impressions — shall we say prejudices? — by our readers.
The performance, it is upon all hands agreed, was masterly, and,
as far as eloquence is concerned, that the accomplished statesman
who uttered this remarkable speech did only justice to..."

"Well — well — well —well," in a sneering tone — "I really
do wonder how long you could go on droning and dinning, and
dinning and droning such palpably empty editorial nonsense
as that into a man's ears. Now, I would be glad to ask you —
merely to ask you, as a rational woman, Mrs. Melwyn — what
possible amusement or profit can be drawn from a long exordium
which says absolutely nothing — tells one absolutely nothing but
what every one knew before — stuff with which all editors of
newspapers seem to think it necessary to preface their remarks.
What in the name of — is the use of wasting your breath and



my patience — can't you skip? Are you a mere reading machine,
madam?"

"Shall I pass on to the next subject?"

"No, that's not my meaning — if you could take a meaning.
What I want is only what every rational person expects when
these confounded lucubrations of a stupid newspaper editor are
read up — that the reader will have the sense to leave all these
useless phrases and useless syllables out, and give the pith and
marrow to the listener. Well — well, never mind — if you can't,
you can't: get on, at all events."

Mrs. Melwyn colored faintly, looked nervous and uneasy —
glanced down the columns of the newspaper, and hesitated.

"Well — can't you go on? What's the use of sitting there looking
like a child of six years old, who's afraid of being whipped? If
you can't, you can't — if you haven't the sense you haven't, but
for — sake get on."

"'Mr. **** rose, and in a manner upon which we can not
exactly bestow our approbation, but which, nevertheless, seemed
to us in an unaccountable manner to obtain the ear and the
attention of a very crowded house, &c., &c.""

"There you are again! why the deuce can't you pass over all
that, and tell us what the confounded blockheads on that side did
really say?"

"I read this debate to you yesterday, you know. These are only
the editor's remarks upon it. Shall I give you the summary of last
night's debate?"



"No, let's hear what the fool says upon this cursed sugar
question. He's against the measure, that's one comfort."

"He does not seem to be so exactly," glancing down the page.

"I'll take the liberty of judging that matter myself, Mrs.
Melwyn, if you'll only be so particularly obliging as to read on."

Which she did. Now reproached for reading in such a low,
cluttering manner, with that d — d soft voice of hers, that it was
impossible to hear; and when she raised it, asked, "What the
deuce was the use of shouting so as to be heard by the fellows
in the servants' hall?"

In this style the newspaper was at last, for better for worse,
blundered through, in the most uncomfortable manner possible,
by the terrified reader.

Lettice sat by, deeply attentive. She was a brave, high-spirited
girl, and she did not feel dismayed; her predominant sentiment
was self-congratulation that she should be able to spare that
sweet, soft, kind Mrs. Melwyn the ungrateful task.

She sat observing, and laying down her own plans of
proceeding. It was not the first time in her life she had been
exposed to what is called scolding; a thing every day, I verily
believe — and am most happy to do so — going more and more
out of fashion, though still retained, as a habit, by many people
otherwise well-meaning enough. It was retained in its full vigor
by the general, who was not well-meaning at all; he usually meant
nothing on earth by what he did, but the indulgence of the present
humor, good, bad, or indifferent. Lettice had lived in a sphere of



life where this sort of domestic violence used to be very common;
and she had learned to bear it, even from the lips of those she
loved, with patience. She knew this very well, and she thought to
herself, "if 1 could get into the habit of hardly caring for it from
those very near and dear to me, surely it will be easy enough to
meet it with indifference from a poor, cross, peevish, suffering
old man, whom I don't care for in the least. The way must be, to
get into the habit of it from the first, to let the words

"Pass by me as the idle wind which I regard not."

I must put all my vanity, all my spirit, all my own little
tempers, quietly out of the way; and never trouble myself with
what he says, but go reading on in the best way I can, to
please him, but with the most unruffled outward appearance of
tranquillity; and the utmost secret indifference as to whether I
succeed or not. He shall be sooner tired of scolding, than I of
looking as if I never heard it. He'll give over if I can persevere,
instead of looking all colors and all ways, as that dear, gentle
Mrs. Melwyn does."

The trial at backgammon was, if such a thing could be, worse.
It seemed as if it was impossible to give satisfaction here. The
general not only played his own game, but insisted upon playing
that of his adversary; and was by turns angry at her stupidity in
missing an advantage through want of skill, asking, "What could
be the possible interest or pleasure of playing with such a mere
child?" and vexed, if the plan he pointed out ended in his own
discomfiture, for he could not bear to lose.



Backgammon, too, was an unlucky game to be played with
one of a temper such as his. Every favorable throw of the dice, it
is true, filled him with a disagreeable sarcastic exultation; but a
positively bad one, and still more, a succession of bad ones, drove
him furious. After a long course of provoking throws, such as
sometimes happen, he would seem half mad, storm, curse, and
swear, in the most ridiculous, if it had not been blasphemous,
manner; and sometimes end by banging the tables together, and
vowing he would never play at this confounded game again as
long as he lived.

There was an exhibition of this sort that very evening. Mrs.
Melwyn looked much distressed, and almost ashamed, as she
glanced at Lettice to see how she took it; but Lettice appeared to
be too much engaged with a knot in her netting to seem to take it
at all, which evidently relieved Mrs. Melwyn. The scene had not,
however, been lost upon our friend, who had observed it with a
smile of secret contempt.

Mentally, however, congratulating herself upon her good,
robust nerves; such things, she well knew, being perilous to
those cursed with delicacy of that sort. The best endeavors,
the best intentions, would be without avail in such cases, such
sufferers would find their powers of endurance destroyed by
these successive acts of violence, till it would be impossible to
meet them tolerably. Again she looked at Mrs. Melwyn, and with
great pity. Again she rejoiced in the idea of saving her from what
she perceived was indeed, to such a frame and temper as hers, a



source of very great suffering; and again she resolved to keep up
her own spirits, and maintain the only true defense, courage and
indifference. She felt sure, if she could only, by a little effort, do
this for a short time, the effort would terminate in a habit; after
which it would cost her little or nothing more.

The general, though polite to Lettice in their first
communications, held her in far too little esteem to care one doit
what he did or said before her. He was an excessively proud man;
and the idea that a girl, so greatly his inferior in every way, should
keep him in check, or venture even to make a remark upon him,
far less presume to judge his conduct, never entered his head.
I wonder what he would have felt, if he could have been made
aware of that secret smile.

Now a tray with wine, spirits, and water, was introduced.
The general took his accustomed glass of whisky and water,
then opened his cigar-box, and began to smoke. This process
invariably made Mrs. Melwyn feel rather sick, and she rose this
evening to go away; but being asked what she was moving for,
she resumed her seat, and sat till two cigars had been smoked,
and the clock told half-past ten; when, as the general loved early
hours, she was suffered to take her departure.

The servant entered with lighted candles. Mrs. Melwyn took
one, and bade him give Miss Arnold another; and they went up
stairs together.

"Good night, my dear," said the lady of the house, with a
wearied, worn air, and a tone in which there was a good deal of



sadness.

She never could get used to these scenes, poor thing; every
time the general was cross she felt it acutely; he had grown
dreadfully cross since Catherine married. Mrs. Melwyn hardly
knew what to do with him, or how to bear it.

"Good night, my dear, I hope you will sleep comfortably."

"Can I be of any further use to you, madam, to-night."

"Oh, no, thank you; don't come into my dressing-room —
Randall is very particular: she considers that her own territory.
She does not like any one to come in, especially at night; but
just let me look whether your fire burns," she added, entering
Lettice's room.

The fire was blazing merrily; Mrs. Melwyn put her candle
down upon the chimney-piece, and stood there a little while
before it, looking again irresolute. It seemed as if she wished,
and did not know how, to say something. Lettice stood at a short
distance, respectfully expectant.

"I declare it's very cold to-night," with a little shiver.

"I did not feel it cold, but then this is so thoroughly
comfortable a house."

"Do you think so? Shall you find it so? The wind comes
sharply down the passages sometimes, but I wish, I hope, you
won't care much for that ... or ... or ... or ... any little painful
things; they can't be helped, you know, in this world."

"Ah, madam! if I may venture to say so, there is one good
thing one gets out of great hardships — little things do seem so



very little afterward."

"Ay, if they are really little, but — "

"Things that are ... that don't seem little to people of more
gentle nurture, who have lived in a different way, seem, and
are, little to those who have roughed it till they are themselves
roughened. That was what I intended to say. One is so very happy
to escape dreadful, real, positive distress, that all the rest is like
mere play."

Mrs. Melwyn looked at her in a pensive, anxious, inquiring
manner. She wanted to see if she was understood; she saw that
she was. She saw something truly heartening and encouraging in
the young girl's countenance. She shook hands with her and bade
her good night very affectionately, and went to her own dressing-
room.

Randall was as cross that night as it was possible for the most
tyrannical servant to be, but some way or other, Mrs. Melwyn
did not feel as if she cared for it quite so much as usual; she
had her mind filled with the image of Lettice. Something so
very nice about her — she thought to herself — in one respect
even better than Catherine. She should not be so afraid of her
being distressed by disagreeable things; she should venture to tell
her about Randall, and other vexations which she had carefully
concealed from Catherine, lest they should make her unhappy.
Thus she represented it to herself: the truth was, lest Catherine
should make a point of Randall being parted with, an effort she
knew herself quite incompetent to make.



She should be able to complain of Randall, without feeling
that she should be urged to conquer her weakness, and part
with her. There was something very comfortable in this; so
Randall pouted away, and Mrs. Melwyn heeded it not very much,
not nearly so much as usual; and when Randall perceived this,
she was excessively offended, and more and more cross and
disagreeable. She had quite quickness enough to perceive how
much her despotism must be weakened by the rule being thus
divided, and she saw even so early something of the effects she
deprecated. The observation, however, did not tend to soften her
or to render her more obliging, it was not the least in her plan
to contend with the new comer in this way; she meant to meet
her, and her mistress, with open defiance, and bear both down
by main force.



CHAPTER VI

"Cowards die many times before their death."
Shakspeare.

The courage of Lettice, as I have told you, was strong, and her
nerves good, but in spite of this, assisted by the best resolutions in
the world, she did find it a hard matter to stand the general. She
was very hopeful the first day or two — the habitual politeness, of
which I have spoken, came in aid. It exercised a sort of instinctive
and involuntary check upon the old man's rude intemperance
of language when irritated. Lettice did her very best to read
the newspaper to his satisfaction; skipping every unnecessary
word, just as Catherine had been accustomed to do, without
hurting the sense in the least; and getting over the ground with
all the rapidity the old veteran desired. This was a plan poor
Mrs. Melwyn was far too nervous to adopt. If she missed a word
it was sure to be the wrong one to miss — one necessary to,
instead of encumbering the meaning. It was quite indispensable
that she should read simply and straightforwardly what was put
before her, or she was certain to get into confusion, and have
herself scolded. Even the dreaded and dreadful backgammon
did tolerably well, while the general's politeness to the stranger
lasted. Lettice was surprised herself, to find how easily the task,
which had appeared so awful, was discharged; but she had not
long to congratulate herself. Gradually, at first by slow degrees,



but afterward like the accelerated descent of a stone down the
hill, acquired habit gave way to constitutional ill-humor. Alas,
they tell us nature expelled with a pitchfork will make her way
back again; most true of the unregenerated nature — most true of
the poor blind heathen — or the poor untutored Christian, to all
intents and purposes a heathen — too true even of those assisted
by better considerations, higher principles, and higher aids.

First it was a little low grumbling; then a few impatient
gestures; then a few impatient words — words became sentences;
sentences of invective — soon it was with her, just as it had
been with others. This graduated progression assisted, however,
gradually to harden and prepare her. She was resolved not to look
frightened, though her very knees would knock together at times.
She was determined never to allow herself to feel provoked or
hurt, or ill-used, let the general be ever so rude; and to soften her
heart by any such ideas she never allowed herself. Steadily she
kept in mind that he was a suffering, ill-disciplined, irritable old
man; and by keeping these considerations in view, she actually
achieved the most difficult — almost heroic effort. She managed
to attain a frame of mind in which she could pity his sufferings,
feel indulgence for his faults, and remain quite placid under their
effects as regarded herself.

This conduct before a very long time had elapsed produced
an effect far more agreeable than she had ever ventured to
anticipate.

The general began to like her.



Like many other cross people, he was excessively difficult to
be pleased in one article — the way people took his scoldings. He
was offended if they were received with cheerfulness — in the way
Edgar had tried to laugh them off — he was still more vexed if
people seemed hurt or suffering under them: if they cried, it was
bad, indeed. Like many others not absolutely wicked and cruel,
though he could not control his temper, he really did feel vexed
at seeing the pain he had produced. His conscience would cry out
a little at such times. Now, nothing made him so uncomfortable
and irritable, as having a quarrel with his conscience; a thing
that did not very often happen, to be sure — the said conscience
being in his case not a very watchful guardian, but it was all
the more disagreeable when it spoke. The genuine good temper
and habitual self-possession — the calmness without disrespect —
the cheerfulness without carelessness — the respectful attention
stripped of all meanness or subservience which Lettice managed
to preserve in her relations with him — at last made its way quite
to his heart, that is to say, to his taste or fancy, for I don't think
he had much of a heart. He began to grow quite fond of her,
and one day delighted, as much as he surprised Mrs. Melwyn, by
saying, that Miss Arnold really was a very pretty sort of young
woman, and he thought suited them very well. And so the grand
difficulty of managing with the general's faults was got over, but
there remained Mrs. Melwyn's and the servants'.

Lettice had never laid her account at finding any faults in Mrs.
Melwyn. That lady from the first moment she beheld her, had



quite won her heart. Her elegance of appearance, the Jove-like
softness of her countenance, the gentle sweetness of her voice,
all conspired to make the most charming impression. Could there
lie any thing under that sweet outside, but the gentlest and most
indulgent of temper?

No, she was right there, nothing could be more gentle, more
indulgent than was Mrs. Melwyn's temper; and Lettice had seen
so much of the rough, the harsh, the captious, and the unamiable
during her life, that grant her the existence of those two qualities,
and she could scarcely desire any thing more. She had yet to learn
what are the evils which attend the timid and the weak.

She had yet to know that there may be much concealed
self-indulgence, where there is a most yielding disposition; and
that they who are too cowardly to resist wrong and violence
courageously, from a weak and culpable indulgence of their own
shyness and timidity, will afford a poor defense to those they
ought to protect, and expose them to innumerable evils.

Lettice had managed to become easy with the general; she
could have been perfectly happy with Mrs. Melwyn, but nothing
could get over the difficulties with the servants. Conscious of
the misrule they exercised; jealous of the newcomer — who
soon showed herself to be a clever and spirited girl — a sort
of league was immediately instituted among them; its declared
object being either to break her spirit, or get rid of her out of the
house. The persecutions she endured; the daily minute troubles
and vexations; the difficulties cast in her path by these dangerous



yet contemptible foes, it would be endless to describe.

Whatever she wanted she could not get done. Even Bridget,
under the influence of the upper-housemaid, proved a broken
reed to lean upon. Her fire would never be lighted; nor her room
done at the proper time; and when she came down with red hands,
purple cheeks, and, worst of all, a red nose, looking this cold
spring the very picture of chill and misery, the general would
look cross, and Mrs. Melwyn not pleased, and would wonder,
"How she could get so starved, and why she did not make them
light her fire."

She could make no reply but that she would ask Bridget to be
more punctual.

It was worse, when do what she would — ring as she would
— nobody would come to fasten her dress for dinner till the last
bell was sounding, and when it was impossible for her to pay
all those nice attentions to her appearance which the general's
critical eye demanded. Though he said nothing he would upon
such occasions look as if he thought her a sloven; and Mrs.
Melwyn, on her side, seemed excessively fretted and uneasy, that
her favorite would do herself so little justice, and run the risk
of forfeiting the general's favor; and this last piece of injustice,
Lettice did feel it hard to bear.

It was the same in all the other minutiz of domestic life. Every
trifling circumstance, like a midge's sting, though insignificant
in itself, was rendered in the sum total most troublesome.

If they were going out walking, Miss Arnold's shoes were



never cleaned. She provided herself with several pairs, that one
at least might always be ready, and she not keep the general and
Mrs. Melwyn waiting. It was of no use. The shoes were never
ready. If there were several pairs, they were lost, or odd shoes
brought up.

She did not care for labor. She had no foolish pride about
serving herself, she had been used to that sort of thing; she had
not the slightest wish on earth to be a fine lady; but that was
forbidden. It was one of the things Mrs. Melwyn had made a
point of,, and continued to make a point of; but then, why did she
not take care she should be better served?

She, the mistress in her own house! Was it indifference to her
guest's comforts? No, her unremitting personal kindness forbade
that idea. What was it then, that left her helpless guest thus
exposed to want and insult? Yes, want! I may use the word; for in
her new sphere of action, the things she required were absolute
necessaries. The want in its way was as great as she had ever
known. Yes, insult —for every little negligence was felt as an insult
— Lettice knew too well that as an insult it was intended. What
made this kind Mrs. Melwyn permit such things? Weakness,
nothing but weakness — culpable weakness — horror of that which
would give her feeble spirit pain.

Lettice found it extremely difficult to be candid in this
instance. She who had never experienced what this weakness of
the spirit was, found it almost impossible to be indulgent to it.
She felt quite vexed and sore. But when she looked so, poor Mrs.



Melwyn would put on such a sad, anxious, weary face, that it was
impossible not to feel concerned for her, and to forgive her at
once. And so this good, generous, kind-hearted being's temper
achieved another victory. She was able to love Mrs. Melwyn
in spite of all her weakness, and the evils she in consequence
suffered; and this indulgent affection made every thing easy.

There were times, however, when she found it almost too
difficult to get on; but upon one occasion after another occurring
of this nature, and still more when she discovered that Mrs.
Melwyn was a yet greater sufferer from this servile tyranny than
herself, she at last determined to speak out, and see whether
things could not be established upon a more reasonable and
proper footing.

There was one day a terrible quarrel with Randall. It happened
that Randall was from home, drinking tea with a friend. She had
either bound up the general's ailing arm too tight, or the arm
had swelled; however, for some reason or other the injured part
became extremely painful. The general fidgeted and swore, but
bore it for some time with the sort of resolute determination,
with which, to do him justice, he was accustomed to meet pain.
At last the aching became so intolerable that it was scarcely to
be endured; and after ringing twenty times to inquire whether
Randall was come home, and uttering a heavy imprecation each
time he was answered in the negative; what between pain and
impatience he became so fevered that he really seemed quite ill,
and his sufferings were evidently more than he could well endure.



Poor Mrs. Melwyn, helpless and feeble, dared not propose to
do any thing for him, though she suffered — soft, kind creature
that she was — almost more in witnessing his distress than he
did in the midst of it. At last Lettice ventured to say, that she
thought it a great pity the general should continue to suffer this
agony, which she felt assured must be positively dangerous, and
modestly ventured to suggest that she should be allowed to undo
the bandage and relieve the pressure.

"Dear me," said Mrs. Melwyn, in a harried, frightened way,
"could you venture? Suppose you should do mischief; better wait,
perhaps."

"Easily said, ma'am," cried the general. "It's not your arm
that's aching as if it would drop from your body, that's plain.
What's that you're saying, Miss Arnold?"

"If you could trust me to do it, I was saying; if you would
give me leave, I would undo the bandage and endeavor to make
it more comfortable. I am afraid that this pain and tight binding
may bring on positive inflammation. I really should not be afraid
to try; I have seen Mrs. Randall do it hundreds of times. There
is no difficulty in it."

"Dear Lettice, how you talk!" said Mrs. Melwyn, as if she
were afraid Randall was behind the door. "No difficulty! How
could Randall bear to hear you say so?"

"I don't know, ma'am; perhaps she would contradict me. But I
think at all events there is no difficulty that I could not manage."

"Well, then, for Heaven's sake, try, child!" cried the general;



"for really the pain is as if all the dogs in Hockley were gnawing
at it. Come along; do something, for the love of — "

He suffered Lettice to help him off with his coat, and to undo
the bandage, which she accomplished very handily; and then
observed that Mrs. Randall, in her haste to depart upon her visit,
had bound up the wound in a most careless manner; and the
irritation had already produced so serious an inflammation that
she was quite alarmed, and suggested that the doctor should be
sent for.

The general swore at the idea of the doctor, and yet more
violently at that old hag Randall's confounded carelessness. Mrs.
Melwyn looked miserable; she saw the case was bad, and yet she
knew that to send for the doctor, and take it out of Randall's
hands, would be an insult never to be forgiven.

But Lettice was steady. She was not quite ignorant in these
matters, and she felt it her duty to be firm. She expostulated and
remonstrated, and was just carrying her point when Mrs. Randall
came home; and, having heard below how things were going on,
hurried, uncalled for, into the dining-room.

She came in in a mighty pucker, as she would herself have
called it, and began asking who had dared to open the wound and
expose it to the air: and, seeing Miss Arnold preparing to apply
a bread-and-water poultice, which she had made, fell into such
a passion of rage and jealousy that she forgot herself so far as
to snatch it from Lettice's hand, vowing, if any body was to be
allowed to meddle with her arm, she would never touch it again



so long as she lived.

Mrs. Melwyn turned pale, and began in her softest way,

"Now, really, Randall. Don't be angry, Randall — do listen,
Randall. The bandage was too tight; I assure you, it was. We
should not have thought of touching it else."

"What the devil, Randall, are you about to do now?" cried the
general, as she took possession of the arm, in no gentle fashion.

"Bind it up again, to be sure, and keep that air out of it."

"But you hurt me confoundedly. Ah! it's more than I can bear.
Don't touch it — it's as if it were on fire!"

"But it must be bound up, I say," going on without the least
regard to the torture she was evidently putting him to.

But Lettice interfered.

"Indeed, Mrs. Randall," she said, "I do not think that you seem
to be aware of the state of inflammation that the arm is in. I
assure you, you had better apply the bread-and-water poultice,
and send for Mr. Lysons."

"You assure me. Much you know about the matter, I should
fancy."

"I think I know this much. Dear Mrs. Melwyn! Dear general!
It is more serious than you think. Pray, let me write for Mr.
Lysons!"

"I do believe she's right, Randall, for the infernal torture you
put me to is more than I can bear. Ach! Let it go, will you? Undo
it! Undo it!"

But Mrs. Randall, unrelentingly, bound on.



"Have done, I say! Undo it! Will nobody undo it? Lettice
Arnold, for Heaven's sake!" His face was bathed with the sweat
of agony.

Randall persisted; Mrs. Melwyn stood pale, helpless, and
aghast; but Lettice hastened forward, scissors in hand, cut the
bandage, and liberated the tortured arm in a minute.

Mrs. Randall was in an awful rage. She forgot herself entirely;
she had often forgotten herself before; but there was something in
this, being done in the presence of a third person, of one so right-
minded and spirited as Lettice, which made both the general and
his wife view it in a new light. A sort of vail seemed to fall from
before their eyes; and for the first time, they both seemed — and
simultaneously — aware of the impropriety and the degradation
of submitting to it.

"Randall! Randall!" remonstrated Mrs. Melwyn, still very
gently, however; but it was a great step to remonstrate at all —
but Randall was abusing Lettice most violently, and her master
and mistress into the bargain, for being governed by such as her!
"Randall! Randall! Don't — you forget yourself!"

But the general, who had been silent a second or two, at last
broke forth, and roared,

"Have done with your infernal noise! won't you, you beldam!
Here, Lettice, give me the poultice; put it on, and then write for
Lysons, will you?"

In matters such as this, the first step is every thing. Mrs.
Melwyn and her fiery partner had both been passive as a poor



bewitched hen, we are told, is with a straw over her neck. Once
shift her position and the incubus is gone.

The arrival of Mr. Lysons completed the victory.
Mortification was upon the eve of setting in. The relief from the
bandage, and the emollient poultice applied by Lettice, had in all
probability saved the general's life.

Little Mrs. Randall cared for this demonstration of her
mistaken treatment; she had been too long accustomed to
triumph, to yield the field undisputed to a rival. She took refuge
in sulky silence, and when Mr. Lysons was gone, desired to speak
with Mrs. Melwyn.

The usual harangue was made. "As she could no longer give
satisfaction — would Mrs. Melwyn please to provide herself in a
month."

The blood run cold to Mrs. Melwyn's heart. What! Randall!
Impossible! What should she do! What would the general do?
What would become of the servants? Who would look after
them? What could be done without the faithful Randall?

"Oh, Randall! you don't think of leaving me," she began.

I am not going to repeat the dialogue, which was much the
same as that which usually ensues when the mistress entreats
the maid to stay, thus putting herself into an irremediably false
position. The result of such entreaties was the usual one. Randall,
assured of victory, took the matter with a high hand, and, most
luckily for all parties, refused to be mollified.

Then poor Mrs. Melwyn, in dismay and despair, returned to



the drawing-room. She looked quite ill; she dared not tell the
general what had happened — positively dared not. She resolved
to make one other appeal to Randall first; to bribe her, as she had
often done before, to bribe high — higher than ever. Any thing,
rather than part with her.

But she was so nervous, so restless, so miserable, that Lettice
observed it with much compassion, and came and sat by her,
which was her way of comforting her friend when she saw she
wanted comfort. Mrs. Melwyn took her hand, and held it between
both hers, and looked as if she greatly wanted comfort, indeed.

The general, soon after this, rose to go to bed. It was earlier
than his usual hour, for he was quite worn out with what he had
suffered.

So he left the two ladies sitting over the fire, and then Mrs.
Melwyn at last opened her heart, and disclosed to her friend the
dismal tidings — the cause of her present misery — and related in
detail the dreadful occurrence of Randall's resignation.

It was time, Lettice thought, to speak out, and she determined
to venture upon it. She had long anxiously desired to emancipate
the woman she loved with all the intensity of a child, from the
fearful yoke under which she suffered: to dissolve the pernicious
enchantment which surrounded her. She spoke, and she did so
with so much gentleness, reason, firmness, good-nature; that
Mrs. Melwyn yielded to the blessed influence. In short, it was
that night determined that Randall's resignation, so far as Mrs.
Melwyn was concerned, should be accepted. If that potentate



chose to communicate her resolution herself to the general, it
was well, and he must decide; otherwise Lettice would take upon
herself to do this, and, unless he opposed the measure, Randall
should go.

With little difficulty Lettice persuaded Mrs. Melwyn not to
ring for Randall that night, saying that now she had resigned her
position, her mistress had better allow herself to be put to bed
by her friend. This was not a difficult task. That she should not
meet Randall again was what Mrs. Melwyn in her terror as much
desired as Lettice did in her prudence. In short, the general, under
the influence of Lettice's representations — she was beginning to
gain great influence with him — consented to part with the maid;
and Lettice had the inconceivable satisfaction of herself carrying
to that personage her wages, and a handsome gratuity, and of
seeing her that very morning quit the house, which was done with
abundance of tears, and bitter lamentations over the ingratitude
of mankind.

How the house felt after she was gone, those who have been
visited with a domestic plague of this nature will understand.
To those who have not, so great a result from so apparently
insignificant a cause would be utterly unimaginable.

"And so they lived very happy ever afterward."

Well — don't stare — they really did.

A good genius was substituted for an evil one. Under her
benign influence it is astonishing how smoothly and merrily
things went on. The general was so comfortable that he very often



forgot to be cross; Mrs. Melwyn, content with every thing, but
her power of showing her love for Lettice — though she did this
in every way she could think of.

And so I will leave this good, sensible, God-fearing girl for
the present, and tell you how Myra went to Mrs. Fisher, and
something about that lady.

"blessing and blest in all she does,"

(To be continued.)

[From Guizot's Discourse
on the English Revolution.]



THE AMERICAN REVOLUTION

BY GUIZOT

George III. had been seated on the throne sixteen years,
when, at fourteen hundred leagues from his capital, more than
two millions of his subjects broke the ties which bound them
to his throne, declared their independence, and undertook the
foundation of the republic of the United States of America.
After a contest of seven years, England was brought to recognize
that independence, and to treat upon equal terms with the new
state. Since that time sixty-seven years have elapsed, and, without
any violent effort, without extraordinary events, by the mere
development of their institutions and of the prosperity which
1s the natural attendant on peace, the United States have taken
an honorable place among great nations. Never was so rapid an
elevation, so little costly at its origin, nor so little troubled in its
progress.

It is not merely to the absence of any powerful rival, or to the
boundless space open to their population, that the United States
of America have owed this singular good fortune. The rapidity
and the serenity of their rise to greatness are not the result of
such fortunate accidents alone, but are to be attributed in a great



degree to moral causes.

They rose into existence as a state under the banner of right
and justice. In their case, too, the revolution from which their
history dates was an act of defense. They claimed guarantees and
asserted principles which were inscribed in their charters, and
which the English parliament itself, though it now refused them
to its subjects, had formerly triumphantly claimed and asserted in
the mother-country, with far greater violence and disorder than
were occasioned by their resistance.

They did not, to speak strictly, attempt a revolution. Their
enterprise was, no doubt, great and perilous. To achieve the
conquest of their independence, they had to go through a
war with a powerful enemy, and the construction of a central
government in the place of the distant power whose yoke
they threw off: but in their local institutions, and those which
regarded the daily affairs of life, they had no revolution to
make. Each of the colonies already enjoyed a free government
as to its internal affairs, and when it became a state found little
change necessary or desirable in the maxims and organization
of power. There was no ancient order of things to fear, to hate,
to destroy; the attachment to the ancient laws and manners, the
affectionate reverence for the past, were, on the contrary, the
general sentiments of the people. The colonial government under
the patronage of a distant monarchy, was easily transformed into
a republican government under a federation of states.

Of all the forms or modes of government, the republican



is unquestionably that to which the general and spontaneous
assent of the country is the most indispensable. It is possible
to conceive of an absolute monarchy founded by violence, and
indeed such have existed; but a republic forced upon a nation,
popular government established contrary to the instinct and the
wishes of a people — this is a spectacle revolting equally to
common sense and to justice. The Anglo-American colonies, in
their transition, into the republic of the United States, had no
such difficulty to surmount; the Republic was the full and free
choice of the people; and in adopting that form of government
they did but accomplish the national wish, and develop instead
of overturning their existing institutions.

Nor was the perturbation greater in social than in political
order. There were no conflicts between different classes, no
violent transfer of influence from one order of men to another.
Though the crown of England had still partisans in the colonies,
their attachment had nothing to do with their position in the
scale of society; indeed the wealthy and important families were
in general the most firmly resolved on the conquest of their
independence and the foundation of a new system. Under their
direction the people acted, and the event was accomplished. And
if society underwent no revolution, so neither did men's minds.
The philosophical ideas of the eighteenth century, its moral
skepticism and its religious unbelief, had no doubt penetrated
into the United States, and had obtained some circulation there;
but the minds to which they found entrance were not entirely



carried away by them; they did not take root there with their
fundamental principles and their ultimate consequences: the
moral gravity and the practical good sense of the old Puritans
survived in most of the admirers of the French philosophers
in America. The mass of the population remained profoundly
Christian, as warmly attached to its creed as to its liberties.
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