
 
 
 
 
 



George J. Whyte-Melville


General Bounce, or The Lady and the Locusts



[image: ]


    Published by Good Press, 2022




goodpress@okpublishing.info



    EAN 4066338100375
  


PREFACE


Table of Contents



Where the rose blushes in the garden, there will the bee and
  the butterfly be found, humming and fluttering around. So is it in the world;
  the fair girl, whose sweetness is enhanced by the fictitious advantages of
  wealth and position, will ever have lovers and admirers enough and to
  spare.

Burns was no bad judge of human nature; and he has a stanza on this
  subject, combining the reflection of the philosopher with the canny
  discrimination of the Scot.

"Away with your follies of beauty's alarms, The
  slender bit beauty you clasp in your arms; But gi'e me the lass that
  has acres of charms, Oh, gi'e me the lass with the weel-plenished
  farms."

Should the following pages afford such attractive young ladies matter for
  a few moments' reflection, the author will not have written in vain.

May he hope they will choose well and wisely; and that the withered rose,
  when she has lost her fragrance, may be fondly prized and gently tended by
  the hand that plucked her in her dewy morning prime.




[image: Illustration]
"Where have you been all day? You promised to drive me
  out—you know you did!"






CHAPTER I. — MY COUSIN
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AN ENGLISHMAN'S HOLIDAY—ST. SWITHIN'S IN A
  CALM—THE MERCHANT'S AMBITION—"MON BEAU COUSIN"—CASTLES IN
  THE AIR—A LIVELY CRAFT—"HAIRBLOWER" AND HIS COLD BATH

MUCH as we think of ourselves, and with all our boasted
  civilisation, we Anglo-Saxons are but a half-barbarian race after all.
  Nomadic, decidedly nomadic in our tastes, feelings, and pursuits, it is but
  the moisture of our climate that keeps us in our own houses at all, and like
  our Scandinavian ancestors (for in turf parlance we have several crosses of
  the old Norse blood in our veins), we delight periodically—that is,
  whenever we have a fortnight's dry weather—to migrate from our
  dwellings, and peopling the whole of our own sea-board, push our invading
  hordes over the greater part of Europe, nor refrain from thrusting our
  outposts even into the heart of Asia, till the astonished Mussulman, aghast
  at our vagaries, strokes his placid beard, and with a blessing on his Prophet
  that he is not as we are, soothes his disgust with a sentiment, so often
  repeated that in the East it has become a proverb—viz. that "There is
  one devil, and there are many devils; but there is no devil like a
  Frank in a round hat!"

It was but last autumn that, stepping painfully into our tailor's
  shop—for, alas! a course of London dinners cannot be persisted in,
  season after season, without producing a decided tendency to gout in the
  extremities—hobbling, then, into our tailor's warehouse, as he calls
  it, we were measured by an unfledged jackanapes, whose voice we had
  previously heard warning his brother fractions that "an old gent was a
  waitin' inside," instead of that spruce foreman who, for more years than it
  is necessary to specify, has known our girth to an inch, and our weight to a
  pound. Fearful that in place of the grave habit of broadcloth which we affect
  as most suitable to our age and manner, we might find ourselves equipped in
  one of the many grotesque disguises in which young gentlemen now-a-days deem
  it becoming to hide themselves, and described by the jackanapes, aforesaid,
  who stepped round us in ill-concealed admiration of our corpulence, as "a
  walking coat, a riding coat, a smoking coat, or a coat to go to the stable
  in!" we ventured to inquire for "the person we usually saw," and were
  informed that "the gent as waited on us last year had gone for a few months'
  holiday to the Heast." Heavens and earth, Mr. Bobstitch was even then in
  Syria! What a Scandinavian! rather degenerate to be sure in size and
  ferocity—though Bobstitch, being a little man, is probably very
  terrible when roused—but yet no slight contrast to one of those gaunt,
  grim, russet-bearded giants that made the despot of the Lower Empire quake
  upon his throne. And yet Bobstitch was but obeying the instinct which he
  inherits from the sea-kings his ancestors, an instinct which in less
  adventurous souls than a tailor's fills our watering-places to overflowing,
  and pours the wealth, while it introduces the manners, of the capital into
  every bight and bay that indents the shores of Britain.

Doubtless the citizens are right. Let us, while we are in Scandinavian
  vein, make use of an old Norse metaphor, and pressing into our service the
  two Ravens of Odin, named Mind and Will, with these annihilate time and
  space, so as to be, like the Irish orator's bird, "in two places at once."
  Let us first of all take a retrospective glance at Mrs. Kettering's house in
  Grosvenor Square, one of the best houses, by the way, to be had in London for
  love or money. We recollect it well, not so many years ago, lit up for one of
  those great solemnities which novelists call "a rout," but which people in
  real life, equally martially as well as metaphorically, designate "a drum."
  To us creeping home along the pavement outside the fête, it
seemed the
  realisation of fairyland. Row upon row, glaring carriage-lamps, like the
  fabulous monsters keeping watch, illuminated the square and adjoining
  streets, even to the public-house round the corner, that night driving a
  highly remunerative trade; whilst on a nearer inspection magnificent horses
  (horses, like ladies, look most beautiful by candle-light), gorgeous
  carriages—none of your Broughams and Clarences, but large, roomy,
  well-hung family coaches, with cartoons of heraldry on the
  panels—gigantic footmen, and fat coachmen, struck the beholder with
  admiration not totally unmixed with awe. Then the awning that was to admit
  the privileged to the inner realms of this earthly paradise, of which the
  uninitiated might know but the exterior; what a gauzy, gaudy transparency it
  was, no unfitting portal to that upper storey, from which the golden light
  was hardly veiled by jalousies and window-blinds. Ever and anon, much lashing
  of bay, brown, or chestnut sufferers, and the interference of a tall
  policeman, with a hat made on purpose to be assaulted by bludgeons, betokened
  the arrival of a fresh party, and angelic beings in white robes, with glossy
  hair, tripped daintily up the steps over a cloth, not of gold exactly, but of
  horse-hair, amongst a phalanx of unwashed faces, gazing half enviously at
  such loveliness in full dress. How beautiful we used to think these
  apparitions as we plodded home to our quiet chambers! but young Bareface, our
  connecting link with the great world, who goes to all the best places,
  through the influence of his aunt, Lady Champfront, assures us they don't
  look half so beautiful inside, and that he sees quite as pretty faces, and
  hair quite as nicely done, at the little gatherings in Russell Square and
  Bloomsbury, to which even we might go if we liked. A radical dog! we don't
  believe a word of it. Never mind, let us look at that house in the dead time
  of year. Without and within, from attics to basement, from the balcony facing
  the square to the empty bird-cage overlooking a precipice of offices at the
  back, Repose and Ennui reign supreme. Were it not for the knocking of the
  workmen next door, we might as well be in the Great Desert. There is,
  we presume, a woman in possession, but she has gone to "get the beer," and if
  you have ever sighed for a town-house, now is the time to be satisfied with
  your rustic lot, and to hug yourself that you are not paying ground-rent and
  taxes, church-rate, poor's-rate, and water-rate, drainage, lighting, and
  paving, for that ghastly palace of soot and cobwebs, dust, dreariness, and
  decay. There is a scaffolding up in every third house in the square; and
  workmen in paper caps, with foot-rules sticking out of their fustian
  trousers, and complexions ingrained with lime-dust, and guiltless of fresh
  water, seem to be the only inhabitants of this deserted region, and even they
  are "between earth and heaven." Brown and parched are the unfortunate shrubs
  in those gardens of which discontented householders "round the corner" covet
  so to possess a key; and the very birds, sparrows, every feather of 'em, hop
  about in dirty suits of plumage that can only be described as of that colour
  unknown to naturalists, which other people call "grimy." Who would be in
  London in the autumn? Not Mrs. Kettering, certainly, if she might be
  elsewhere; and although she had possessed this excellent and commodious
  family mansion, with all its boudoirs, retreats, and appurtenances, so well
  described in the advertisement, but a short time, and was not the giver of
  that "reunion of fashionables" we have depicted above (indeed, the hostess of
  that evening has since been economising up two pair of stairs at Antwerp);
  yet Mrs. Kettering having plenty of money, and being able to do what she
  liked, had wisely moved herself, her fancies, her imperials, and her family
  to the coast, where, obeying the instinct for freedom that has driven
  Bobstitch to the desert, she was idly inhaling the salt breezes of the
  Channel, and dazzling her eyes with the sun-glint that sparkled over its
  dancing waves.

Some few years have elapsed since the events took place which we shall
  endeavour to describe; but the white cliffs of our island change little with
  the lapse of time, though the sea does make its encroachments ever and anon
  when the wind has been blowing pretty steady from the south-west for a
  fortnight or so, and the same scene may be witnessed any fine day towards the
  middle of August as that which we are about to contrast with the dulness,
  closeness, and confinement of the great town-house in Grosvenor Square.

First, we must imagine a real summer's day, such a day as in our island we
  seldom enjoy till summer has well-nigh given place to autumn, but which, when
  it does come, is worth waiting for. Talk of climate! a real fine day in
  England, like a really handsome Englishwoman, beats creation. Well, we must
  imagine one of these bright, hot, hay-making days, almost too warm and dusty
  ashore, but enjoyable beyond conception on the calm and oily waves, unruffled
  by the breeze, and literally as smooth as glass. A sea-bird occasionally dips
  her wing on the surface, and then flaps lazily away, as if she too was as
  much inclined to go to sleep as yonder moveless fleet of lugger, brig, bark,
  and schooner, with their empty sails, and their heads all round the compass.
  There is a warm haze towards the land, and the white houses of St. Swithin's
  seem to glow and sparkle in the heat, whilst to seaward a modified sort of
  mirage would make one fancy one could plainly distinguish the distant coast
  of France.

Ashore, in those great houses, people are panting, and gasping, and
  creating thorough draughts that fill their rooms with a small white dust of a
  destructive tendency to all personal property. The children up-stairs are
  running about in linen under-garments, somewhat more troublesome than usual,
  with a settled flush on their little peach-like cheeks, and the shining
  streets are deserted, save by the perspiring pot-boy, and the fly-men
  drinking beer in their shirt sleeves. Only afloat is there a chance of being
  cool; and sailing-boat, gig, dinghy, and cobble, all are in requisition for
  the throng of amateur mariners, rushing like ducklings to the refreshing
  element.

It was on just such a day as this that Mrs. Kettering found it extremely
  difficult to "trim the boat." A mile or so from the shore, that boat was
  slowly progressing, impelled by the unequal strength of her nephew Charles,
  commonly called "Cousin Charlie," and its worthy proprietor, a fine specimen
  of the genus "seaman," who certainly had a Christian name, and probably a
  patronymic, but had sunk both distinctions under the sobriquet of
  "Hairblower," by which appellation alone he was acknowledged by gentle and
  simple, bold and timid, delicate ladies and bluff fishermen, along many a
  mile of sea-board, up and down from St. Swithin's.

"The least thing further, Master Charles," said Hairblower, ever and anon
  pulling the stripling's efforts round with one hand. "Don't ye disturb,
  madam—don't ye move, Miss Blanche; it's not your weight that
  makes her roll." And again he moistened the large, strong hand, and turned to
  look out ahead.

In vain Mrs. Kettering shut up her parasol, and shifted her seat; in vain
  she disposed her ample figure, first in one uncomfortable position, then in
  another; she could not "trim the boat," and the reason was simple
  enough. Mrs. Kettering's weight was that of a lady who had all her life been
  "a fine woman," and was now somewhat past maturity; whilst her daughter and
  only child, "Blanche," the occupant of the same bench, had but just arrived
  at that period when the girl begins to lengthen out into the woman, and the
  slight, lanky figure, not without a grace peculiar to itself, is nevertheless
  as delicate as a gossamer, and as thin as its own gauzy French bonnet.

Mother and daughter were but little alike, save in their sweet and rather
  languid tone of voice—no trifling charm in that sex which is somewhat
  prone, especially under excitement, to pitch its organ in too high a key.
  Mrs. Kettering was dark and brown of complexion, with sparkling black eyes,
  and a rich colour, much heightened by the heat. Not very tall in stature, but
  large and square of frame, well-filled out besides by a good appetite, a good
  digestion, and, though nervous and excitable, a good temper. Blanche, on the
  contrary, with her long violet eyes, her curving dark eyelashes, and
  golden-brown hair, was so slight of frame and delicate of tint as to warrant
  her mother's constant alarm for her health; not that there was any real cause
  for anxiety, but mamma loved to fidget, if not about "dear Blanche," about
  something belonging to her; and failing these, had a constant fund of worry
  in the exploits and escapades of graceless "Cousin Charlie."

"Now, Charlie, my own dear boy" (Mrs. K. was very fond of Charlie), "I
  know you must be over-heating yourself—nothing so bad for growing lads.
  Mr. Hairblower, pray don't let him row so hard."

"Gammon, aunt," was Charlie's irreverent reply. "Wait till we get her head
  round with the flood; we'll make her speak to it, won't we, Hairblower?"

"Well, Master Charles," said the jolly tar, "I think as you and me could
  pull her head under, pretty nigh,—howsoever, we be fairish off for
  time, and the day's young yet."

"Blanche, Blanche!" suddenly exclaimed Mrs. Kettering, "look at the weed
  just beyond that buoy—the alga, what's its name, we were reading about
  yesterday. Charlie, of course you have forgotten. I shall soon be
  obliged to get a finishing governess for you, Blanche."

"Oh no, dearest mamma," said the young girl, in her soft, sweet voice,
  which always drew Hairblower's eyes, in speechless admiration, to her gentle
  countenance. "I could never learn with any one but you; and then she might be
  cross, mamma, and I should hate her so after you!" And Blanche took her
  mother's plump, tightly-gloved hand between her own, and looked up in her
  face with such a fond, bewitching expression, that it was no wonder mamma
  doted on her, and Hairblower and "Cousin Charlie" too.

Mrs. Kettering was one of those people whose superabundant energy must
  have a certain number of objects whereon to expend itself. Though a pleasant,
  cheerful woman, she was decidedly blue—that is to say, besides
  being a good musician, linguist, draughtswoman, and worsted worker, she had a
  few ideas, not very correct, upon ancient history, a superficial knowledge of
  modern literature, thought Shakespeare vulgar and Milton dry,
  with a smattering of the 'ologies, and certain theories concerning chemistry,
  which, if reduced to practice, would have made her a most unsafe occupant for
  a ground-floor. With these advantages, and her sunny, pleasant temper, she
  taught Blanche everything herself; and if the young lady was not quite
  so learned as some of her associates, she had at least the advantage of a
  mother's companionship and tuition, and was as far removed as possible from
  that most amusing specimen of affectation, an English girl who has formed her
  manner on that of a French governess.

Mrs. Kettering had gone through her share of troubles in her youth, and
  being of a disposition by no means despondent, was rather happy under
  difficulties than otherwise. We do not suppose she married her first love: we
  doubt if women often do, except in novels; and the late Mr. K. was a
  gentleman of an exterior certainly more respectable than romantic. His
  manners were abrupt and commercial, but his name at the back of a bill was
  undeniable. The lady whom he wooed and won was old enough to know her own
  mind; nor have we reason to suppose but that in pleasing him she pleased
  herself. Many a long year they toiled and amassed, and old Kettering attended
  closely to business, though he never showed his books to his wife; and Mrs.
  Kettering exercised her diplomacy in migrating once every five years further
  and further towards "the West End." Their last house but one was in Tyburnia,
  and then old Kettering put a finishing stroke to his business, made a shot at
  indigo which landed him more thousands than our modest ideas can take in, and
  enabling him to occupy that mansion in Grosvenor Square which looked so dull
  in the autumn, placed Mrs. Kettering at once on the pedestal she had all her
  life been sighing to attain;—perhaps she was disappointed when she got
  there. However that may be, the enterprising merchant himself obtained little
  by his new residence, save a commodious vault belonging to it in a
  neighbouring church, in which his remains were soon after deposited, and a
  tablet, pure and unblemished as his own commercial fame, erected to his
  memory by his disconsolate widow. How disconsolate she was, poor woman! for a
  time, with her affectionate nature: but then her greatest treasure, Blanche,
  was left; and her late husband, as the most appropriate mark of his
  confidence and esteem, bequeathed the whole of his property, personal and
  otherwise, to his well-beloved wife, so the blow was to a certain degree
  softened, and Mrs. Kettering looked uncommonly radiant and prosperous even in
  her weeds.

Now, it is very pleasant and convenient to have a large property left you
  at your own disposal, more especially when you are blessed with a child on
  whom you dote, to succeed you when you have no further occasion for earthly
  treasure; and, in the eyes of the world, this was Mrs. Kettering's agreeable
  lot. The eyes of the world, as usual, could not look into the cupboard where
  the skeleton was; but our poor widow, or rather our rich widow, was much
  hampered by the shape which no one else knew to exist.

The fact is, old Mr. Kettering had a crotchet. Being a rich man, he had a
  right to a dozen; but he was a sensible, quiet old fellow, and he contented
  himself with one. Now, this crotchet was the invincible belief that he, John
  Kettering, was the lineal male representative of one of the oldest families
  in England. How he came to have lost the old Norman features and appearance,
  or how it happened that such a lofty descent should have merged in his own
  person as junior clerk to a large City counting-house, he never troubled
  himself to inquire; he was satisfied that the oldest blood in Europe coursed
  through his veins, and with the pedigree he supposed himself to possess
  (though its traces were unfortunately extinct), he might marry whom he
  pleased. As we have seen, he did marry a very personable lady; but, alas! she
  gave him no male heir. Under a female succession, all his toil, all his
  astuteness, all his money, would not raise the family name to the proud
  position he believed its due. He could not bear the idea of it; and he never
  really loved poor Blanche half so much as that engaging child deserved. When
  all chance of a son was hopeless, he resolved to bring up and educate his
  only brother's orphan child, a handsome little boy, whose open brow and
  aristocratic lineaments won the old man's favour from the first.

"Cousin Charlie," in consequence, became an inmate of the Kettering
  family, and was usually supposed by strangers to be the elder brother of
  pretty little Blanche.

These intentions, however, were kept a dead secret; and the children knew
  as little as children generally do of their future prospects, or the path
  chalked out for them through life. With all his fancied importance, old
  Kettering was a good, right-feeling man; and although it is our belief that
  he revoked and destroyed several testamentary documents, he ended by leaving
  everything to his wife, in her own power, as he worded it, "in testimony of
  his esteem for her character, and confidence in her
  affection,"—previously exacting from her a solemn promise that she
  would eventually bequeath the bulk of her wealth to his nephew, should the
  lad continue to behave well, and like a gentleman—making a
  provision for Blanche at her own discretion, but not exceeding one-eighth of
  the whole available property.

The testator did not long survive his final arrangements. And though her
  promise cost his widow many a sleepless night, she never dreamed of breaking
  it, nor of enriching her darling child at the expense of her nephew.

Mrs. Kettering was a woman all over, and we will not say the idea of
  uniting the two cousins had not entered her mind; on the contrary, brought up
  together as they were, she constantly anticipated this consummation as a
  delightful release from her conflicts between duty and inclination. She was,
  besides, very fond of "Cousin Charlie," and looked eagerly forward to the day
  when she might see this "charming couple," as she called them, fairly married
  and settled. With all these distractions, it is no wonder that Mrs.
  Kettering, who, though a bustling, was an undecided woman, could never quite
  make up her mind to complete her will. It was a matter of the greatest
  importance; so first she made it, and then tore it up, and then constructed a
  fresh one, which she omitted to sign until things were more certain, and
  eventually mislaid; while, in the meantime, Blanche and "Cousin Charlie" were
  growing up to that age at which young people, more especially in matters of
  love-making, are pretty resolutely determined to have a will of their
  own.

The bridegroom presumptive, however, was one of those young gentlemen in
  whose heads or hearts the idea of marriage is only contemplated as a remote
  possibility, and a dreaded termination to a life of enjoyment—in much
  the same light as that in which the pickpocket views transportation beyond
  the seas. He believes it to be the common lot of mankind, but that it may be
  indefinitely postponed with a little circumspection, and in some cases of
  rare good fortune even eluded altogether.

It is curious to observe at what an early age the different instincts of
  the sexes develop themselves in children. Little Miss can scarcely waddle
  before she shoulders a doll, which she calls her baby, and on which she
  lavishes much maternal care, not without certain wholesome correction. From
  her earliest youth, the abstract idea of wife and motherhood is familiar to
  her mind; and to be married, though she knows not what it is, as natural and
  inevitable a destiny as to learn music and have a governess. Young Master, on
  the contrary, has no idea of being a "pater familias." His notion of being
  grown up is totally unconnected with housekeeping. When "he is a man, he
  means to be a soldier, or a sailor, or a pastry-cook—he will have a gun
  and hunters, and go all day to the stable, and eat as much as he chooses, and
  drink port wine like papa;" but to bring up children of his own, and live in
  one place, is the very last thing he dreams of. "Cousin Charlie" entertained
  the usual notions of his kind. Although an orphan, he had never known the
  want of a parent—uncle and aunt Kettering supplying him with as kind
  and indulgent a father and mother as a spoilt little boy could desire. And
  although he had his childish sorrows, such as parting from Blanche, going to
  school, being whipped according to his deserts when there, and thus smuggled
  through that amusing work, the Latin Grammar; yet, altogether, his life was
  as happy as any other child's of his own age, on whom health, and love, and
  plenty had shone from the day of its birth.

Of course, old John Kettering sent him to Eton, that most aristocratic of
  schools, where Charlie learnt to swim—no mean accomplishment; arrived
  at much perfection in his "wicket-keeping" and "hitting to the leg," as,
  indeed, he deserved, for the powers of application he evinced in the study of
  cricket; was taught to "feather an oar" in a method which the London watermen
  pronounced extremely inefficient; and acquired a knack of construing Horace
  into moderately bad English, with a total disregard for the ideas, habits,
  prejudices, and intentions of that courtly bard. Of course, too, he was
  destined for the army. With his prospects, in what other profession
  could he get through his allowance, and acquire gentlemanlike habits of
  extravagance in what is termed good society? Old Kettering wanted to make his
  nephew a gentleman—that was it. When asked how Charlie was getting on
  at Eton, and what he learnt there, the uncle invariably replied, "Learn, sir!
  why, he'll learn to be a gentleman."

It is a matter for conjecture whether the worthy merchant was capable of
  forming an opinion as to the boy's progress in this particular study, or
  whether he was himself a very good judge of the variety he so much admired.
  Our own idea is, that neither birth, nor riches, nor education, nor manner,
  suffice to constitute a gentleman; and that specimens are to be found at the
  plough, the loom, and the forge, in the ranks, and before the mast, as well
  as in the officers' mess-room, the learned professions, and the Upper House
  itself. To our fancy, a gentleman is courteous, kindly, brave, and
  high-principled—considerate towards the weak, and self-possessed
  amongst the strong. High-minded and unselfish, "he does to others as he would
  they should do unto him," and shrinks from the meanness of taking advantage
  of his neighbour, man or woman, friend or foe, as he would from the
  contamination of cowardice, duplicity, tyranny, or any other blackguardism.
  "Sans peur et sans reproche"—he has a "lion's courage with a
  woman's heart"; and such a one, be he in a peer's robes or a ploughman's
  smock—backing before his sovereign or delving for his bread—we
  deem a very Bayard for chivalry—a very Chesterfield for good breeding
  and good sense. We are old-fashioned though in our ideas, and doubtless our
  sentiments may be dubbed slow by the young, and vulgar by the great. Still,
  even these dissentients would, we think, have been satisfied with "Cousin
  Charlie's" claims to be considered a "gentleman."

Nature had been beforehand with old Kettering, and had made him one of her
  own mould. Not all the schools in Europe could have spoiled or improved him
  in that particular. And his private tutor's lady discovered this quality,
  with all a woman's intuitive tact, the very first evening he spent at the
  vicarage of that reverend Crichton, who prepared young gentlemen of fifteen
  years and upwards for both the universities and all the
  professions.

"What do you think of the new pupil, my dear?" said Mr. Nobottle to his
  wife—a dean's daughter, no less!—as he drew up the connubial
  counterpane to meet the edge of his night-cap. "He was a wild lad, I hear, at
  Eton. I am afraid we shall have some trouble with him."

"Not a bit of it," was the reply; "he is a gentleman every inch of him. I
  saw it at once by the way he helped Tim in with his portmanteau. Binks, of
  course, was out of the way,—and that reminds me, Mr. Nobottle, you
  never will speak to that man,—what's the use of having a butler?
  And then, he's such a remarkably good-looking boy—but I daresay you're
  half asleep already."

And, sure enough, patient Joseph Nobottle was executing a prolonged and
  marital snore.

Mrs. Nobottle found no occasion to recant her predictions; and Charlie was
  now spending his summer vacation with Mrs. Kettering at St. Swithin's.

We have left the party so long in their boat, that they have had ample
  time to "trim" or sink her. Neither of these events, however, took place; and
  after pulling round a Swedish brig, an enormous tub, very
  wholesome-looking, as Hairblower said, and holding a polyglot
  conversation with an individual in a red night-cap, who grinned at the
  ladies, and offered them "schnapps," they turned the little craft's head
  towards the shore, and taking "the flood," as Charlie had previously
  threatened, bent themselves to their work, and laid out upon their oars in a
  style that satisfied even the seaman, and enraptured the lad.

"What a dear boy it is!" thought Mrs. Kettering, as she looked at
  Charlie's open countenance, and his fair golden curls, blowing about his
  face, browned by the weather to a rich manly hue, and lit up with the
  excitement and exercise of his work. Many qualms of conscience crossed Mrs.
  Kettering's mind, in the transit of that mile and a half of blue water which
  sparkled between "the Swede" and the shore. Much she regretted her want of
  decision and habits of delay in not completing the important document that
  should at once make that handsome boy the head of his family; and firmly she
  resolved that not another week should pass without a proper consultation of
  the universal refuge, "her family man-of-business," and a further legal
  drawing-up of her last will and testament. Then she remembered she had left
  one unfinished, that would make an excellent rough draft for the future
  document; then she wondered where she had put it; and then she thought what a
  husband the handsome cousin would make for her own beautiful girl; and
  rapidly her ideas followed each other, till, in her mind's eye, she saw the
  wedding—the bridesmaids—the procession—the
  breakfast—and, though last, not least, the very bonnet, not too sombre,
  which she herself should wear on the occasion.

Not one word did Mrs. Kettering hear of a long-winded story with which
  Hairblower was delighting Blanche and Charlie; and which, as it seemed to
  create immense interest and sympathy in his young listeners, and is, besides,
  a further example of the general superstition of sailors as to commencing any
  undertaking on a Friday, we may as well give, as nearly as possible, in his
  own words.

"Blown, Master Charles?" said the good-humoured seaman, in answer to a
  question from hard-working Charlie. "Blown? Not a bit of it; nor yet tired;
  nor you neither. I was a bit bamboozled though once somewhere
  hereaway. It's a good many years past now; but I don't think as I
  shall ever forget it. If you'd like to hear it, Miss Blanche, I'll tell it
  you, as well as I can. You see, it was rather a 'circumstance' from beginning
  to end. Well, the fact is, I had built a smartish craft very soon after I was
  out of my time, and me and a man we used to call 'Downright' went partners in
  her, and although maybe she was a trifle crank, and noways useful for
  stowage, we had pretty good times with her when the mackerel was early, and
  the prices pretty stiffish. But there never was no real luck about her, and
  I'll tell ye how it was. My uncle, he promised to help me with the money for
  her of a Friday. She was put upon the stocks of a Friday—finished off
  of a Friday—sailed her first trip of a Friday—and went down of a
  Friday; so, as I say, Friday's the worst day, to my mind, in the whole week.
  Well, the Spanking Sally—that's what we called her,
  Miss—always carried a weather helm. And one day—it was a Friday,
  too—me and my mate was coming in with a fairish cargo—Downright
  he said all along she was over-deep in the water—with a light breeze
  from the nor'-nor'-west, and the tide about half-flood, as it might be now. I
  had just gone forward to look to the tackle, when the wind suddenly shifted
  right on the other tack, and looking out down Channel, I saw what was coming.
  Black, was it, Master Charlie? Not a bit; it was a white one; and I knew then
  we should get it hot and heavy. It takes something pretty cross to
  frighten me, but I own I didn't like the looks of it. Well, afore I
  could douse foresail the squall took her. She capsized, and down she went;
  and though me and Downright stood by for a start to windward, we never knew
  exactly how it was till we found ourselves grinning at each other over a
  spare oar that happened to be on board when she misbehaved, for all the world
  like two boys playing at see-saw with their mouths full of salt water.
  Downright he was an older man, and not so strong as me; so when I saw two was
  no company for one oar, I left it; and thinks I, if I can get off my
  fisherman's boots and some of my clothes, I may have a swim for it yet.

"The squall was too soon over to get up anything like a sea, and Downright
  he held on to his oar and struck out like a man. Well, what between floating
  and treading water, I got most of things clear. I was as strong as a bull
  then, and though it was a long swim for a man I had before me, I never lost
  heart noway. Downright, too, kept on close in my wake; we didn't say much,
  you may be sure, but I know I thought of his missus and four children.
  At last I hear him whisper quite hoarse-like, 'Hairblower, it's no use, I be
  goin' down now!' And when I turned on my back to look at him he was quite
  confused, and had let the oar cast off altogether. I couldn't see it nowhere.
  I tried to get alongside of him, but he was gone. I saw the
  bubblesthough, and dived for him, but it was no use, and after that I
  held on alone. The sun was getting down too, and queer fancies began to come
  into my head about Downright. Sometimes I thought he was in heaven
  then, and once I'll swear I heard something whisper to me, but I
  couldn't tell what it said. The gulls, too, they began to stoop at me, and
  scream in my ears; one long-winged 'un flapped me on the cheek, and for a bit
  I scarcely knew whether I was dead or alive myself. At last, as I came over
  the tops of the rollers, I saw the spars in the harbor, and the chimneys at
  St. Swithin's, and for awhile I thought I should get home after all, so I
  turned on my side to get my breath a bit. I ought to have made a buoy, as I
  calculated, about this time, but seek where I would, I couldn't see it
  nowhere, only looking down Channel to get my bearings a little, I saw by the
  craft at anchor in the bay that the tide was on the turn. My heart leapt into
  my mouth then. I had pulled a boat often enough against the ebb hereabouts,
  and I knew how strong it ran, and what my chance was, swimming, and nearly
  done too. First I thought I'd go quietly down at once, like my mate did, and
  I said a bit of a prayer, just inside like, and then I felt stronger, so I
  thought what was best to be done; and says I, ''bout ship' now is our only
  chance, and maybe we shall get picked up by some fishing craft, or such like,
  afore we drift clean out to sea again. Well, the Lord's above all, and though
  I thought once or twice I was pretty nigh out of my mind, I was picked
  up at last by a Frenchman. He'd no call to be where he was; I think he
  was there special, but I knew very little about anything else, for I was in
  the hospital nine weeks afore I could remember as much as I've told you.
  Howsoever, Friday's an unlucky day, Miss Blanche, you may take your Bible
  oath of it."

Hairblower did not tell them that half his earnings as soon as he
  got well went to the support of his mate's widow and her four children;
  perhaps it was as well he did not, for Blanche's eyes were already full of
  tears, and Charlie felt more than half inclined to embrace the honest seaman,
  but a bump against the shingle disturbed all their comments, at the same time
  that it broke through Mrs. Kettering's day-dreams, and Blanche had hardly got
  as far as "Here we are, mamma, and here's—" when she was interrupted by
  Cousin Charlie's vociferous "Look alive, aunt. Hurrah! three
  cheers—who'd have thought it? There's Frank Hardingstone!"




CHAPTER II. — THE ABIGAIL
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BLANCHE'S BOUDOIR—A LADY'S LADY'S-MAID—MRS.
  KETTERING AT LUNCHEON—AN HOUR'S PRACTICE—THE "MAN OF
  ACTION"—FOOD FOR THE MIND—A FRIEND IN NEED—A VISIT TO DAVID
  JONES

WHILST Mr. Hardingstone offers an arm—and a good
  strong arm it is—to each of the ladies, and assists them slowly up the
  toilsome shingle, let us take advantage of Blanche's absence to peep into her
  pretty room, where, as it is occupied only by Gingham, the maid, we need not
  fear the fate of Actaeon as a punishment for our curiosity.

It is indeed a sweet little retreat, with its chintz hangings and muslin
  curtains, its open windows looking upon the shining Channel, and all its
  etceteras of girlish luxury and refinement, that to us poor old bachelors
  seem the very essence of ladylike comfort. In one corner stands the
  book-case, by which we may discover the pretty proprietor's taste, at least
  in literature. Divers stiffish volumes on the sciences repose comfortably
  enough, as if they had not often been disturbed, and although scrupulously
  dusted, were but seldom opened; but on the sofa, near that full-length glass,
  a new novel lies upon its face, with a paper-cutter inserted at that critical
  page where the heroine refuses her lover (in blank verse), on the high-minded
  principle that he is not sufficiently poor to test her sincerity, or
  sufficiently sensible to know his own mind, or some equally valid and
  uncomplimentary reason—a consideration for the male sex, we may remark
  en passant, that is more common in works of fiction than in real
  life—while on the table a drawing-room scrap-book opens of itself at
  some thrilling lines addressed "To a Débutante," and commencing,
"Fair girl,
  the priceless gems upon thy brow," by an anonymous nobleman, who betrays in
  the composition a wide range of fancy and a novel application of several
  English words. Flowers are disposed in one or two common glass vases, with a
  womanly taste that makes the apartment in that hired house like a home; and
  loose music, of the double-action pianoforte school, scatters itself about
  every time the door opens, in a system of fluttering disorder, which provokes
  Gingham to express audibly her abhorrence of a place that is "all of a
  litter." "She can't a-bear it—can you, Bully?" smirks the Abigail; and
  Blanche's pet bullfinch, the darling of her very heart, makes an enormous
  chest, and whistles his reply in the opening notes of "Haste to the wedding!"
  breaking off abruptly in the middle of the second bar. Gingham is very busy,
  for she is putting Blanche's "things to rights," which means that she is
  looking over the young lady's wardrobe with a view to discovering those
  colours and garments most becoming to her own rather bilious complexion, and
  losing no opportunity of acquainting herself with Blanche's likes, dislikes,
  feelings, and disposition, by reading her books, opening her letters, and
  peeping into her album.

Now, Gingham had been with Mrs. Kettering for many years, and was a most
  trustworthy person; so her mistress affirmed and thought. Certainly, with all
  her weaknesses and faults, she was devotedly attached to Miss Blanche; and it
  is our firm belief that she loved her young lady, in her heart of hearts,
  better than her perquisites, her tea, or even a certain Tom Blacke, whose
  dashing appearance and assured vulgarity had made no slight impression on her
  too susceptible feelings. "Every Jack has his Gill," if he and she can only
  find each other out at the propitious moment; and although the Gill in
  question owned to two-and-thirty, was by no means transparent in
  complexion, and had projecting teeth, and a saffron-coloured front, yet she
  was no exception to the beautiful law of nature, which provides for every
  variety of our species a mate of fitting degree.

When a lady confines herself studiously to the house, avoids active
  exercise, and partakes heartily of five meals a day, not to mention strong
  tea and hot buttered toast at odd times, the presumption is, that her health
  will suffer from the effects of such combined hardships. With patients of
  Gingham's class, the attack generally flies to the nerves, and the system
  becomes wrought up to such a pitch that nothing appears to afford the
  sufferer relief, except piercing screams and violent demonstrations of alarm
  upon slight and often imaginary occasions. Gingham would shriek as loudly to
  encounter a live mouse as Mrs. Kettering would have done to face a raging
  lion; and an unexpected meeting with any individual, even residing in the
  same house, was apt to produce a flutter of spirits and prostration of
  intellect, truly surprising to those who are unacquainted with the delicate
  organisation of a real lady's-maid not on board wages. In this
  critical condition, Mrs. Gingham, on the first evening of her arrival at St.
  Swithin's, "got a start," as she expressed it, which influenced the whole
  destiny of her after life. Coming down from dressing her lady, she wended her
  way, as usual, to "the room," that sanctum in which the etiquette of society
  is far more rigidly enforced than up-stairs, and to which "plush and powder"
  would find it far more difficult to obtain the entrée than into
master's
  study or "missus's" boudoir. Expecting to see nothing more formidable than
  the butler, Gingham's alarm can be more easily imagined than described, when
  on entering this privileged apartment, she found its only occupant a
  goodish-looking, flashily-dressed young man, "taking a glass of sherry and a
  biscuit," and making himself very much at home.

A suppressed scream and sudden accession of faintness made it imperative
  on the new arrival to exert himself, and by the time they had got to
  "Goodness! how you frightened me, sir," and "Dear Miss, I beg a
  thousand pardings!" they became very good friends, and the timid fair one was
  prevailed on to sit down and partake of the refreshments hospitably provided
  by the butler at his mistress's expense.

Tom Blacke very soon informed the lady that "he was assistant to a
  professional gentleman" (in plain English an attorney's clerk), and had
  merely looked in to see if the house was let, to inform his employer. "I am
  very unhappy, miss, to have been the cause of alarming of you so, and I trust
  you will look over it, and may feel no ill effects from the haccident." To
  which Gingham, who was a lady of elaborate politeness, as became her station,
  and, moreover, much mollified by the constant use of the juvenile title
  "Miss," courteously replied that, "Indeed, it had given her quite a
  turn, but she could not regret a meeting that had introduced her to such
  a polite acquaintance." So they parted with many "good evenings," and an
  openly expressed hope that they should meet again.

Tom Blacke was a scamp of the first water, but not deficient in
  shrewdness, to which his professional pursuits added a certain amount of
  acquired cunning. He naturally reflected that the sensitive, middle-aged dame
  whom he had thus alarmed and soothed was probably an old and esteemed servant
  of the family at No. 9. The whole arrangements looked like being
  "well-to-do." The butler poured out sherry as if it was small beer, and
  probably in such an establishment the confidential maid might have saved a
  pretty bit of money, to which, even encumbered with the lady in question, Tom
  Blacke would have had no earthly objection. He was, as he said himself, "open
  to a match," and being a rosy, dark-whiskered fellow, with good teeth and
  consummate assurance, though he never looked at you till you had done
  looking at him, he resolved to lay siege forthwith to the heart of
  Mrs. Gingham. A nervous temperament is usually susceptible; and though her
  fingers are occupied in folding Blanche's handkerchiefs, and "putting away"
  her gloves, shoes, and etceteras, the Abigail's thoughts are even now far
  away round the corner, up two pair of stairs, in the office with Tom
  Blacke.

"Goodness gracious! Missus's bell!" exclaims Gingham, with a start, as if
  she had not expected that summons at its usual time—viz. when
  Mrs. Kettering came in to shake her feathers before luncheon—and she
  runs down, palpitating as if the house were on fire. Though we must not stay
  to see Blanche take her bonnet off and smooth those sunny ringlets, we may go
  and wait for her in the luncheon-room, to which she is soon heard tripping
  merrily down, with even brighter eyes than usual, perhaps from the excitement
  of meeting Cousin Charles's friend, Mr. Hardingstone, whom sly Blanche knows
  but very little, and with whom she is consequently extremely diffident,
  notwithstanding the deference of his manner, and the respectful, almost
  admiring tone in which he always addresses the young girl.

"Blanche, have you fed Bully? and practised your music? and read your
  history? Women should never neglect history. And looked for the name of that
  weed, whilst we think of it? and shall I give you some chicken?" said Mrs.
  Kettering, without waiting for an answer, as she sat down to a very
  comfortable repast about three o'clock in the afternoon, which she called
  luncheon, but which was by no means a bad imitation of a good dinner.

"No, dear mamma," said Blanche; "besides, it's too hot for lessons; but
  tell me, mamma, what did Mr. Hardingstone mean about a mermaid, when he
  whispered to 'Cousin Charlie,' and Charlie laughed?"

"A mermaid, Blanche? pooh! nonsense; there's no such animal. But that
  reminds me—don't forget to look over that beautiful thing of
  Tennyson's; girls should always be 'up' in modern literature. Do you know,
  Blanche, I don't quite like Mr. Hardingstone."

"O mamma," said Blanche, "such a friend of Charlie's—I'm sure we
  ought to like him; and I'm sure he likes us; what a way he came down
  through that horrid shingle to help you out of the boat; and did you see,
  mamma, what nice thin boots he had on? I think I should like him very much if
  we knew him better. Not so much as 'Cousin Charlie,'" added the young girl,
  reflectively, "or dear darling Hairblower. How shocking it was when his
  partner went down, mamma. Did you hear that story? But I am sure Mr.
  Hardingstone is very good-natured."

"That reminds me, my dear," said Mrs. Kettering, who was getting rather
  flushed towards the end of the chicken; "I do hope that boy has not gone to
  bathe: I am always afraid about water. Blanche, hand me the sherry; and, my
  dear, I must order some bottled porter for you—you are very pale
  in this hot weather; but I am always fidgety about Charlie when he is
  bathing."

From the conversation recorded above, we may gather that Mrs. Kettering,
  who, as we have said, was inclined to be nervous, was rapidly becoming so
  upon one or two important points. In the first place, with all a mother's
  pride in her daughter's beauty, she could not be blind to the general
  admiration excited thereby, nor could she divest herself of certain
  misgivings that Blanche would not long remain to be the solace of her
  widowhood, but that, to use her own expression, she was "sure to be
  snapped up before she was old enough to know her own mind." The
  consequence was, that Mrs. Kettering much mistrusted all her male
  acquaintance under the age of old-fellow-hood—a period of life which,
  in these days of "wonderfully young-looking men," seems indefinitely
  postponed; and regarded every well-dressed, well-whiskered biped as a
  possible subverter of her schemes, and a probable rival to "Cousin Charlie";
  she kept him at bay, accordingly, with a coldness and reserve quite foreign
  to her own cordial and demonstrative nature. Frank Hardingstone she could not
  dislike, do what she would. And we are bound to confess that she was less
  guarded in her encouragement of that gentleman than of any other male visitor
  who appeared in the afternoons at No. 9, to leave a small bit of glazed
  paste-board, with an inward thanksgiving for his escape from a morning visit,
  or to utter incontrovertible platitudes while he smoothed his hat on his
  coat-sleeve, and glanced ever and anon at the clock on the chimney-piece, for
  the earliest moment at which, with common decency, he might take his
  departure.

Then the safety and soundness of Blanche's heart was scarcely more a
  matter of anxiety than that of Charlie's body; and the boy seemed to take a
  ghastly delight in placing himself constantly in situations of imminent
  bodily peril. Active and high-spirited, he was perpetually climbing
  inaccessible places, shooting with dangerous guns, riding wild hacks,
  overheating himself in matches against time, and, greatest anxiety of all,
  performing aquatic feats—the principal result of his Eton
  education—out of his depth, as his aunt observed with emphasis,
  which were totally inexcusable as manifest temptations of fate.

He was now gone off on an expedition with his friend and senior,
  Hardingstone; but well did Mrs. Kettering know that yonder blue, cool-looking
  sea would be an irresistible temptation, and that her nephew would "bundle
  in," as he called it, to a moral certainty, the instant he got away from the
  prying gaze of the town.

"In the meantime," thought she, "it's a comfort to have Blanche safe at
  her studies; there is nothing like occupation for the mind to keep foolish
  fancies out of a young girl's head; so bring your books down here, my love,"
  she added, aloud, "and after we have read the last act of 'Don Carlos,' you
  can practise your music, while I rest myself a little on the sofa."

With all its beauties, "Don Carlos" is a work of which a few pages go a
  long way, when translated into their own vernacular by two ladies who have
  but a slight acquaintance with the German language; and Blanche soon tired of
  the princely step-son's more than filial affection, and the guttural warmth
  with which it is expressed; so she drew mamma's sofa to the open window, shut
  the door to keep her out of the draught, and sat down to her pianoforte with
  an arch "Good-night, mammy; you won't hear any of my mistakes, so I shall
  play my lesson over as fast as ever I can."

Snore away, honest Mrs. Kettering, in the happy conviction that you have
  given your daughter ample occupation of mind, to say nothing of fingers, in
  the execution of those black-looking pages, so trying to the temper and
  confusing to the ear. Snore away, and believe that her thoughts and
  affections are as much under your control as her little body used to be, when
  you put her to bed with your own hands, and she said her innocent prayers on
  your knee. So you all think of your children; so you all deceive yourselves,
  and are actually surprised when symptoms of wilfulness or insubordination
  appear in your own families, though you have long warned your neighbours that
  "boys will be boys," or "girls are always thoughtless," when they have
  complained to you of their parental disappointments and disgusts. You think
  you know your children—you, who can scarce be said to know
  yourself. The bright boy at your side, who calls you by the endearing
  appellation of "the governor," you fondly imagine he is drinking in those
  words of wisdom in which you are laying down rules for his future life of
  frugality, usefulness, and content. Not a bit of it. He is thinking of his
  pony and his tick at the pie-shop, which will make a sad hole in the
  sovereign you will probably present to him on his return to Mr. Birch's.

You describe in well-chosen language the miseries of a "bread-and-cheese"
  marriage to your eldest daughter, a graceful girl, whose fair, open brow you
  think would well become a coronet, and she seems to listen with all attention
  to your maxims, and to agree cordially with "dear papa," in worldly prudence,
  and an abhorrence of what you call "bad style of men." When her mother, with
  flushed countenance and angry tones, despatches you to look for her to-night
  between the quadrilles, ten to one but you find her in the tea-room with
  Captain Clank, "that odious man without a sixpence," as your energetic spouse
  charitably denominates him. And yet, as child after child spreads its
  late-fledged wings, and forsakes the shelter of the parental nest, you go on
  hoping that the next, and still the next, will make amends to you for all the
  shortcomings of its seniors, till the youngest—the Benjamin—the
  darling of your old age—the treasure that was, indeed, to be your
  "second self"—takes flight after the rest, and you feel a dreary void
  at your heart, and a solemn, sad conviction that the best and holiest
  affections of an earthly nature are insufficient for its happiness—that
  there must be something better to come when everything here turns to
  heart-ache and disappointment.

But Blanche will not think so for many a long day yet. Though the minims
  and crotchets and flats and sharps were mixed up in sadly puzzling confusion,
  not a frown of impatience crossed that pure, open brow. Blanche's own
  thoughts were a panacea for all the provocations that the stiffest piece of
  musico-mechanism, or mechanical music, could inflict. It is a task beyond our
  powers to detail the vague ideas and shadowy dreams that chased each other
  through that glossy little head; nor have we any business to try. A young
  girl's brain is a page of poetry, without rhyme certainly, probably without
  much reason, but poetry notwithstanding. Before the world has lost its gloss
  of novelty, that gloss which is like the charm that dazzled the eyes of their
  mortal visitors, and made the fairies' straws and withered leaves and cobwebs
  look like purple hangings, and tapestry, and ivory, and gold—before
  life has borne away much to regret, and sin brought much to repent
  of—before the fruit has been plucked which still hangs from the Tree of
  Knowledge of Good and Evil, there is a positive pleasure in the mere act of
  thinking; and that intellectual luxury Blanche enjoyed to the utmost, whilst
  her fingers were tripping over the pianoforte keys, and Mrs. Kettering was
  snoring comfortably on the sofa.

Now, Frank Hardingstone was prime favourite and beau idéal
with
  "Cousin Charlie," who, like all boys, had selected an idol a few years older
  than himself, and clothed him with those imaginary attributes which youth
  considers essential to constitute a hero. Frank was a country gentleman, in
  possession of his property at the early age of five-and-twenty, and, truth to
  tell, somewhat bored with his position. If we were to describe him, we should
  say he was "a man of action" rather than "a man of feeling," or "a man of
  business," or "a man of refinement," or "a man of pleasure," or a man of
  anything else. He looked energetic too, and vigorous, with his brown healthy
  complexion, his open forehead, clear penetrating eye, and short clustering
  hair and whiskers. Had he been the least thing of a coxcomb in dress or
  manner, the ladies would have voted him very handsome; but he was plain to
  simplicity in his attire, and rather abrupt in his address, so they abused
  him amongst themselves, but were very civil to him notwithstanding. The men,
  particularly the sporting ones, who are always ready with their judgments and
  opinions, pronounced that he "looked a good one all over," alluding, as we
  understand the phrase, not so much to his virtue as his corporeal powers, and
  capability of resisting fatigue. We are not so far removed from a state of
  barbarism in the present day as we are prone to flatter ourselves. When young
  King James called the grim old Douglas "his Graysteil," that royal heart was
  attached to Earl Angus for his magnificent frame, skill in feats of arms and
  efforts of strength, not for the giant's wisdom, which was doubtful, or his
  honesty, which was entirely negative; and so amongst any assemblage of young
  gentlemen now in the nineteenth century, the quality which excites most
  admiration seems to be a certain combination of activity and recklessness,
  which they call hardness. "Was Rakes in time for parade?"—"Oh
  yes, he drank four bottles of claret, and never went to bed—he's a
  deuced hard fellow, Rakes" (applause). "Was Captain Cropper hurt when
  he tumbled over that gate and broke his horse's neck?"—"Hurt? not he;
  you won't often see him hurt—there are not many fellows so
  hard as Cropper" (great applause); and thus it seems that the brain is
  chiefly honoured according to its capacity, not of reasoning, but of
  cellarage—and the head only becomes the noblest portion of the human
  frame when it may be fallen on with impunity. Tell these "physical force"
  gentlemen of a "clever horse," and every ear is erect in motionless
  attention—talk to them of a clever man, their shoulders are elevated in
  pity—of a clever woman, their mouths are drawn down in disgust. But
  Frank Hardingstone was, to use their favourite word, "a great card" amongst
  all the associates of his age and standing. Square and muscular, with temper,
  courage, and address, he could walk, run, leap, ride, fence, play cricket,
  box, and swim with the best of them, and they never suspected that this
  powerful frame contained a mind capable and energetic as the casket in which
  it was concealed.

Frank was a well-informed, well-judging man—loved mathematics,
  logic, and such strong intellectual food—enjoyed working out a sum or
  problem, or otherwise exercising his powerful mind, and would go to an iron
  foundry, or to see a ship built, or even to the Polytechnic, for sheer
  amusement. Had he been born to work for his livelihood, he would have made a
  capital engineer; as it was, he ought to have been in the navy, or the
  artillery, or anything but an idle man, living at his own place in the
  country. He had no relations, consequently nothing to keep him at home;
  people said that when alone he had no established dinner-hour—a
  grievous sin in our gastronomic age: he was too energetic to care very much
  for farming, although he did occupy certain acres of his own land; and
  too practical to be enthusiastic about field-sports, though he was a good
  shot, and rode right well to hounds. Altogether, Frank was out of his place
  in the world; and, not having arrived at that age when, if a man don't fit
  his destiny, he makes his destiny fit him, was in danger of becoming
  bored and careless, and a useless member of society. Luckily, Cousin
  Charlie's private tutor, Mr. Nobottle, held his cure close to Hardingstone
  Hall, and leave to course over certain grounds thereunto belonging being
  applied for and granted, an introduction took place between the squire and
  the clergyman's volatile pupil, which struck up an immediate alliance of
  obliger and obliged.

No two people could well be more different in disposition and appearance
  than were Frank and Charlie. The man—strong, sedate, practical, acute,
  and penetrating; the boy—light, active, hot-headed, and romantic,
  jumping to conclusions, averse to reasoning and reflection, acting on the
  impulse of the moment, and continually getting into scrapes, which his friend
  as continually had to get him out of. Yet after they had known each other a
  few months they became inseparable. Charlie went regularly, after his studies
  at the rectory, to pass the rest of the day at the hall; and Frank found a
  renewed pleasure in boating, cricket, hunting, shooting, and even fishing,
  from the keen enjoyment with which the "young one" entered upon these
  diversions. As for the "young one" himself, he thought there was nothing in
  the world equal to Hardingstone—so strong, so plucky, so well-read, so
  sagacious, with such faultless coats, and such a good seat upon a horse, he
  was the boy's hero (we have all had such in our day), and he worshipped him
  accordingly. So ill could he bear to lose sight of his Mentor, even during
  the sunshiny hours of the vacation, that he had begged Hardingstone to come
  over to St. Swithin's, no very great distance from his own place, and had
  promised to introduce him to the "Aunt Kettering," and "Blanche," of whom he
  had heard so much in the intervals of their amusements "by thicket and by
  stream." The promise was made and kept—and Frank was living at the
  Royal Hotel, disgusting the landlord by the simplicity of his habits, and the
  waiter by his carelessness as regarded dinner, whilst he was growing day by
  day in the good graces even of Mrs. Kettering, and finding, as he himself
  thought with great penetration, a vast deal of sound merit in the fresh,
  inexperienced mind of Blanche. "Your cousin looks all the better for
  sea-bathing, Charlie," said Hardingstone to his young companion, as they
  toiled slowly along the broiling parade, where every sunbeam was refracted
  with tenfold power from glaring houses and a scorching pavement. "It braces
  the system just as good head-work braces the intellect. People don't train
  half enough, I think—even women ought to have sound minds in sound
  bodies; and look what indolent, unmeaning, insipid wretches half of them
  are—not like your aunt. Now that's what I call a vigorous woman,
  Charlie; she'd do in the colonies or anywhere—she's fit to be a queen,
  my boy, because she's got some energy about her. As for you, young gentleman,
  you work hard enough out-of-doors, but you neglect your brains
  altogether—I don't believe now that you have opened a book since you
  left Nobottle's."

"Wrong again, Frank, as usual," replied Charlie; "I read for an hour this
  very morning, whilst I was dressing; I am very fond of reading when it's not
  dry."

"And may I ask what your early studies were, my industrious young
  philosopher?"

"'Parisina' and 'The Bride of Abydos'—by Jove, old fellow, it's
  beautiful."

Frank made a face as if he had swallowed a pill. "'Parisina' and 'The
  Bride of Abydos,'" he repeated, with intense disgust; "a boy of
  sixteen—I beg your pardon—a young man of your age reading
  Byron; why, you'll arrive at a state of mental delirium tremens before you
  are twenty, particularly if you smoke much at the same time. I daresay you
  are 'up' in 'Don Juan' as well—not that I think he is half so
  bad for you; but no man should read sentiment in such an alluring garb as
  Byron dressed it, till his heart is hardened and his whiskers grown. All
  poetry, to my mind, has a tendency to make you more or less imbecile. You
  should read Bacon, my boy, and Locke, and good sound reasoning Butler; but if
  you must have works of imagination, take to Milton."

"Hate blank verse," remarked Charlie, who opined—in which prejudice
  we cannot help coinciding a little—that poetry is nothing without
  jingle; "I can't read three pages of 'Paradise Lost.'"

"Because your brain is softening for want of proper training," interrupted
  Hardingstone; "if you go on like this you'll very soon be fit for Jean
  Jacques Rousseau, and I shall give you up altogether. No, when you go back to
  Nobottle's, I shall give him a hint to put you into a stiffish course of
  mathematics, with a few logarithms for plums, and when you are man enough to
  grapple with a real intellectual difficulty you will read Milton for
  pleasure, and like him more and more every day, for you will find—"

"Oh! bother Milton," interrupted Charlie; "Frank, I'll bet you
  half-a-crown you don't jump that gate without touching;" and he pointed to a
  high white gate leading off the dusty road into the fresh green meadows, for
  they were now clear of the town.

Frank was over it like a bird, ere the words were out of his admiring
  disciple's mouth, and their conversation, as they walked on, turned upon
  feats of strength and agility, and those actions of enterprise and adventure
  which are ever most captivating to the fancy of the young.

Charles Kettering, we need scarcely say, entertained an extraordinary
  fondness for all bodily exercises. Intended for the army, and "waiting for
  his commission," as he expressed it, he looked forward to his future
  profession as a career of unalloyed happiness, in which he should win fame
  and distinction without the slightest mental exertion—an effort to
  which, in truth, Charlie was always rather averse. Like most young aspirants
  to military honours, he had yet to learn that study, reflection, memory, and,
  above all, common sense, are as indispensable to the soldier's success as to
  that of any other professional man; and that, although physical courage and
  light spirits are very useful accessories in a campaign, a good deal more is
  required to constitute an officer, since, even in a subordinate grade, the
  lives of his comrades and the safety of his division may depend on his
  unassisted judgment alone. Charlie had good abilities, but it was a difficult
  matter to get him to apply them with anything like diligence; and his friend
  Hardingstone, whose appreciation of a favourite's good qualities never made
  him blind to his faults, saw this defect, and did all in his power to remedy
  it, both by precept and example.

Mrs. Kettering's misgivings as regarded her nephew's duck-like
  propensities were founded on a thorough knowledge of his taste and habits.
  Another mile of walking brought the pair once more to the beach, where it
  curved away completely out of sight of St Swithin's. The heat was intense;
  Charlie took his coat off, sat down upon a stone, and gazed wistfully at the
  sea.

"Don't it look cool?" said he; "and don't I wish, on a day like this, that
  I was a 'merman bold'? I say, Frank, I must have a dip—I shall bundle
  in."

"In with you," was the reply; "I haven't had a swim since I breasted the
  Mediterranean last year; only we won't stay in too long, for I promised your
  cousin to bring her some of that seaweed she spoke about;" and in another
  minute, in place of two well-dressed gentlemen standing on the beach, a
  couple of hats and a heap of clothes occupied the shore, whilst two white
  forms might be seen, ever and anon, gleaming through the blue waves as their
  owners dived, floated, turned upon their sides, kicked up their feet, and
  performed all those antics with which masterly swimmers signalise their
  enjoyment of their favourite element. We often hear people wishing they could
  fly. Now, we always think it must be exactly the same sensation as swimming;
  you are borne up with scarcely an effort—you seem to glide with the
  rapidity of a bird—you feel a consciousness of daring, and a proud
  superiority over nature, in thus mastering the instinctive fear man doubtless
  entertains of water, and bidding ocean bear you like a steed that knows its
  rider. The horizon appears so near that your ideas of distance become
  entirely confused, and the "few yards of uneven" water seem to your exulting
  senses like as many leagues. You dash your head beneath the green transparent
  wave, and shaking the salt drops from your brow, gallantly breast roller
  after roller as they come surging in, and with a wild, glad sense of freedom
  and adventure, you strike boldly out to sea. All this our two gentlemen
  bathers felt and enjoyed, but Frank, who had not followed this favourite
  diversion for a length of time, was even more delighted than his young
  companion with his aquatic amusements; and when the breeze freshened and the
  dark blue waters began to show a curl of white, he dashed away with long,
  vigorous strokes to such a distance from the shore as even Charlie, albeit of
  anything but nervous mood, thought over-venturous and enterprising. The
  latter was emerging from the water, when, on looking for his companion, it
  struck him that Frank, in the offing, was making signals of distress. Once he
  saw a tremendous splash, and he almost thought he heard a cry through the
  roar of the tide against the shingle. "By all that's fearful, he's in grief,"
  was Charlie's mental exclamation; and whilst he thought it the gallant boy
  was striking out for life and death to reach his friend. What a distance it
  seemed! and how his knees and thighs ached with the long, convulsive springs
  that shot him forward! Charlie never knew before what hard work swimming
  might be; and now he has reached the spot he aimed at—he raises himself
  in the water—what is this? Merciful Heaven! Hardingstone is down! but
  there is a swirling circle of green and white not ten yards before him, and
  the lad dives deep below the surface and comes up holding his friend's
  motionless body by the hair; and now they are both down again, for Charlie is
  blown, and has not before practised the difficult feat of rescuing a man from
  drowning. But he comes up once more, and shakes his head, and coughs and
  clutches tightly to the twining hair, that even in the water has a death-like
  clamminess in his fingers. He is frightfully blown now, and a wave takes him
  sideways and turns him over—he is under Hardingstone, and this time he
  only comes up for an instant to go under again, with a suffocating feeling at
  his chest, and a painful pressure on his ears. Now he gulps at the salt water
  that appears to fill body, and lungs, and head; and now he seems to be
  whirling round and round; everything is green and giddy—there is
  something crooked before his face—and a feeling of pleasing languor
  forbids him to grasp it. The Great Uncertainty is very near—a glare of
  white light dazzles his eyes, and the waters settle over him, as he holds on
  to Hardingstone's hair with the clutch of a drowning man.




CHAPTER III. — THE HANDSOME GOVERNESS
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LITTLE, indeed, do one half the world know how the other
  half live. Fortunate is it for us all, that we have neither the invisible
  cap, nor the shoes of swiftness, that did their owner such good service in
  the fairy tale. We might be astonished, not to say disgusted, could we follow
  our nearest and dearest for one short half-hour after they have left our
  sight; could we see them, when they think no mortal eye is upon their
  actions, we might smile or we might weep, according as our temperament
  bordered upon the sentimental or the cynical. Yet is there One that always
  watches. How comes it that when we hide ourselves from man, we think no shame
  to expose our follies to man's Creator? Will a day come when everything shall
  be made known? when there will be no more hypocrisy—no more
  respectability—no more difference between vice on the house-top and
  vice in the corner? There will be some strange shifting of places when that
  day does come—much shrinking and wincing from the general
  Show-up—much scarlet shame, and livid remorse, when the brow can no
  more be covered, nor the past undone. 'Tis a pity we should think so little
  of payment till the bill comes due;—in the meantime we go blindly on,
  deceiving and deceived—we know but little of our neighbour, and we
  trust in heaven our neighbour knows nothing whatever about us; so we grope
  about in the dark, and call it Life.

Mrs. Kettering, on the sofa, knew nothing of what Blanche was thinking
  about, not six feet from her—knew nothing about Charlie, struggling
  convulsively for life half-a-mile out at sea—knew nothing about the
  woman she had left to take charge of her town-house—a pattern of
  respectability, sobriety, and trustworthiness, then reeling out of "The
  Feathers," as drunk as Chloe, to use an old Eton expression, highly
  derogatory to the character of Horace's young and tender love, she who
  bounded from the bard's classical advances like a frightened kid. Our Chloe,
  meanwhile, was grasping a door-key, and calling for gin, regardless that she
  had left a tallow-candle flaring close to a heap of shavings in the back
  scullery, that "the airy-gate," as she called it, was "on the latch," and
  there was nobody to answer the front door. This last piece of carelessness
  was the means of inflicting an additional disappointment on one who had
  already in her short life known troubles and disappointments more than
  enough. Mary Delaval had walked up to the grim lion-headed knocker with a
  weary step and heavy heart; but when her summons was again and again
  unheeded, and the chance of finding out even Mrs. Kettering's address became
  hopeless, she moved away with the heavy, listless air of one who has shot the
  last arrow from the quiver without attaining the mark, and begins to doubt if
  courage and energy are indeed qualities of the slightest advantage to our
  welfare, and whether blind fortune is not the controller of all here
  below.

The sun beat fiercely upon the pavement, and there was not a breath of air
  to refresh those arid gardens in the parched and dusty square—yet Mary
  put her thick, suffocating veil down before her face and quickened her pace
  as she went home from her hopeless errand; for to these inconveniences she
  was obliged to submit, because in the freest country in the world, and the
  most civilised capital in Europe, she was walking on foot, without a
  companion or a man-servant.

"Gad, that's a good-looking woman!" said Captain Lacquers to his friend,
  Sir Ascot Uppercrust; "fine-ish goer, too, but tires over the pavement. If it
  was not so cursedly hot, 'Uppy,' we might cross over and get a look at
  her."

"Women rather bore me," replied Sir Ascot, who, being very young and a
  Body-guardsman, was of course blasé; "but I don't mind, to
oblige
  you,—only promise you won't let her speak to me." So, as Captain
  Lacquers turned up his moustaches, Sir Ascot went through the same pantomime,
  for practice against the time when his own should grow; and the couple
  sauntered carelessly on, and, by a dexterous manoeuvre, came "right across
  the bows" of Mary Delaval.

We may be asked what two such undeniable dandies as good-looking Lacquers,
  of the Lancers, and Sir Ascot Uppercrust, of the Body-guard, should be doing
  in London at this time of the year. We cannot tell; for love or money
  probably—a redundancy of the one and a deficiency of the other being
  the two causes that generally drive young gentlemen to the metropolis, when
  their confiding companions are all "faded and gone." Be it how it may, there
  they were, and Mary Delaval wished them anywhere else, as, following in her
  wake, they made sundry complimentary remarks upon her figure, ankles, and
  general appearance, which might have been gratifying if overheard casually,
  but which, under the circumstances, were doubtless extremely impertinent and
  reprehensible.

"I think I'll get forward, and ask her if she's going home," said
  Lacquers; and, curling his great black moustaches, he quickened his pace to
  add this crowning insult to an unprotected woman.

Mary's blood boiled in her veins—she was a soldier's daughter, and
  her father's spirit swelled her heart till it felt as if it would choke
  her—she clenched her long slender hand, and thought, almost aloud: "Oh,
  if I were but a man to strike the coward to the earth!—oh, if I were
  but a man to shoot him as he stands!" In such a mood women have shed blood
  ere now, but the excitement cannot last—the reaction too surely
  arrives; and, alas for woman's pride and woman's weakness! Mary returned the
  bold insolent stare with the defiant glance and the lofty carriage of a
  queen, and then—she burst into tears. It was too much; fatigue,
  anxiety, and disappointment had overcome her nerves, and she could have
  killed herself for the weakness, but she sobbed like a child.

Lacquers was a good-natured man, and a good fellow, as it is called, at
  heart—he was pained and thoroughly ashamed of himself. He took his hat
  off as if she had been a duchess, and with a readiness that argued this was
  not a first offence, and did more credit to his ingenuity than his candour,
  he begged her pardon, and assured her he thought she was "his
  cousin"—"Quite a mistake, ma'am, I assure you—pray forgive
  me—good-morning;" and so bowed himself off arm-in-arm with his
  companion, who had preserved an immovable stoicism, almost preternatural in
  one so young, during the whole interview.

As Mary Delaval walked on, and gradually recovered her composure, she
  reflected somewhat bitterly on her lot, and looked back upon her life with a
  feeling of discontent, that for a moment seemed almost to upbraid Providence
  that she had not had a fair chance. It was but for a moment—Mary had
  been schooled in adversity, and had profited by its lessons. In some
  situations of life such a temperament as hers might have been prone to grow
  fastidious and uncharitable. Her ideal of good would have been very high, and
  she would have looked down with contempt upon the grovelling spirits that
  constituted the mass of her fellow-creatures. But poverty and dependence had
  taught her many a lesson, hard to learn, but harder to forget. What had she
  to do with pride?—a question to be asked, if you contemplated her tall,
  graceful figure, with its majestic sweep and lofty gestures—her
  goddess-like head, set on as if the Greek had carved its proportions with his
  unerring chisel—her dark, deep-set grey eye, with its long lashes,
  veiling a world of penetration, reflection, ay, and sentiment, for the happy
  man who could bid it kindle into love—her faultless profile and firm
  determined mouth, her father's legacy, with the courage it
  betokened—her low, lovable brow, with its masses of thick, dark brown
  hair plainly braided on each side of that pale, haunting face, beautiful in
  the deep expression which arrives only with the maturity of womanhood; with
  all this she might have been a queen, yet what had she to do with
  pride?—a question not to be asked of a friendless, desolate woman,
  trudging along the streets in the dreary isolation of loneliness in London,
  wasting her beauty in the strife for bread, wearing her talents threadbare in
  the drudgery of a daily music-mistress. What a lot if there were nothing
  beyond! To rise early in that dingy atmosphere—to breakfast hurriedly
  on such a spare meal as the lady's-maid next door would deem insufficient for
  her mistress's poodle—to leave the dreary lodging for the scarce less
  dreary street; day after day to make the same round, waiting upon vulgar
  parents and stupid children—day after day to bend rebellious fingers
  over the soul-breathing chords—to dissect the harmony of heaven into
  "one—two—three—four,"
  "one—two—three—four,"—and day after day to return,
  wearied out in body and mind, to the solitary room which cannot be called a
  home, and the rent of which, dear on account of the situation,
  swallows up the hard-earned coins that should decorate and supply its
  vacuity; with nothing to cheer, nothing to amuse, nothing to console, not
  even the consciousness of that beauty which is only a cause of annoyance and
  remark; and, above all, with nothing to love—what a lot would this be,
  were there not a something to look forward to—a humble hope that this
  is but a state of trial and probation—a humble confidence that the
  reward is sure to come at last!

And who was Mary Delaval? One of the many instances of a child suffering
  for the sins of its parents. We have said her father was a soldier, but,
  alas! her mother never was, properly speaking, Mrs. Delaval. Poor woman, she
  committed her one fault, and dearly she atoned for it. She shut the door upon
  herself, and her sex took good care that it should never again show a chink
  open to let her in. Trust them for that! she was not a proper person to be
  visited, and she remained outside. Captain Delaval would have married her,
  had he thought such a sacrifice on his part would have improved her position,
  for he loved her dearly; but he knew it could be of no use, in a worldly
  point of view, the only one in which he considered the subject, so he put it
  off and put it off, till too late. She never complained of the injustice done
  her, but it broke her heart. Rich in beauty and accomplishments, she had run
  away with the handsome, young artillery officer rather than be forced into a
  match which she detested, by a step-mother she despised. She had but one
  child, and on that child, it is needless to say, she doted foolishly. Delaval
  was a curious fellow, easy-tempered to a fault, careless of the world's
  opinion, and of everything but his own comfort and indulgences; a gallant
  soldier, notwithstanding, as brave as a lion, and a perfect authority in the
  code of honour adopted by his profession. Yet, for all this, he allowed the
  mother of his child to go upon the stage, under a feigned name, that he might
  live in luxury upon her earnings. Fortunately, it may be, for all parties,
  the artillery officer caught cold out duck-shooting, and was honoured with a
  military funeral some ten days afterwards. He left all he had, a small
  pittance, to the woman he had so deeply injured, and she retired with her
  daughter into a humble cottage in the West of England, where, for a time,
  they lived as happy as the day is long. Her whole energies were devoted to
  the education of her child. She taught her all she had herself
  learned—no mean list of acquirements—and young Mary Delaval (for,
  by the deceased officer's wish, they always bore his name) was skilled far
  beyond other girls of her age in the graceful accomplishments of womanhood,
  as well as in those deeper studies which strengthen the mind and form the
  character of youth. But Mary's girlhood had an advantage, in which her
  mother's was deficient. That mother, with the earnestness of one into whose
  soul the iron had deeply entered, impressed upon her daughter the lesson she
  had herself so painfully learned: "Put not your trust in man," was the
  substance of many a tearful entreaty, many a sage homily, from the repentant
  sinner to her innocent child; and, though the girl's faith was sadly shaken
  in the integrity of the creature, it was anchored all the more firmly in
  reliance on his Creator. The mother's health was but precarious. Often she
  thought, "What will become of Mary when I must leave her alone in the world?"
  and, having little else to bestow, she bequeathed to her darling that best
  legacy of all, the heritage of an immortal soul. Poor thing! her own
  constitution had been sadly broken by anxiety and disappointment, and the
  heart-wearing conviction that she had given up home, comfort, friends, good
  fame, everything, to fasten her young pure love on an unworthy object. Oh!
  the sickening misery of that moment, when first the idol's shrine is found to
  be a blank! when first the dreary misgiving dawns upon us, that the being for
  whom we have sacrificed our earthly all, and offered it with a
  smile—whom we have endued with all the attributes for which our own
  heart yearns—whom we have clothed with the gorgeous colouring of fancy,
  and decked in the false glitter of our own imagination—whom we have
  raised upon a pedestal, to place our neck beneath its feet, is but a stock or
  a stone, after all! Poor idolaters! are we not rightly punished? Have we not
  exalted man to be our God? and shall we worship the thing of clay with
  impunity? No; the very crime is made to bear its own atonement. Better that
  we should bow down to the dust, with crushed and empty hearts, than live on
  in the vain mockery of a false worship, in the degradation of a soul's homage
  to a mortal deity.
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