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In the fresh young vigour of an April sun, the world has a
  cheerful aspect, and is doubly bright, and vastly warmer, when beheld through
  good flint-glass. Especially while the east winds hold, which never now
  forget to hold the spring of England, heart and throat. But forty years ago,
  there were some springs of gentle quality.

Upon a pleasant April morning, of the sweet inconstant kind, such as we
  vainly sigh for now, a gardening man, with a quick step, came into his happy
  greenhouse. A door from his favourite sitting-room led into this still more
  favoured place; and the smile with which he entered showed that he expected
  to find pleasure here. It was a long, low, span-roof house, with no
  side-lights, and very simple, not even framed with rafters. Yet snug from
  violence of wind, and bright with every sunbeam; this humble house was rich
  with joy, for all who love good health, and peace.

Here, were the sweet obedience, and the gay luxuriance of the vine; than
  which no lovelier creature grows. Broad leaves, spreading into pointrels,
  waved and cut with crisp indenture, coving into, or overlapping, the ripple
  of each other; clear round shoots, cresting up like swans, and sparkling with
  beads of their own breath; infant bunches, on the bend as yet, but promising
  to straighten, as the berries got their weight; some bravely announcing
  grapes already, some hoping to do so before nightfall, through the misty web
  of bloom; others only just awaking into eyes of golden dust; yet all alike
  rejoicing, shining, meeting the beauty of the early sun, and arousing their
  own to answer it.

And here was a multitude of pretty things as well, that will not be
  chambered with the vine too long, yet gladly accept a kind lift upon the road
  from winter to summer, which her auspice yields. Boxes, and little tubs, and
  pots, and pans, and frames of willow, and biscuit-cases, were cropped with
  growth in different stages, and of divers orders, through all the innumerable
  tones of green, and all the infinite variety of form. But all, to the keenest
  human eye, brisk, and clean, and in their duty.

The man, who had shaped these things, and led them (under the Maker's
  loftier will) was coming to them now, with a cheerful heart, and faith in his
  own handiwork. The finest gardener, that ever grew, knows well that he cannot
  command success, and has long survived young arrogance. Still he continues to
  hope for the best; for the essence of the gentle craft is hope, rooted in
  labour, and trained by love. So this man took a short taste of the air,
  glanced at the glass, and the glitter of the vines, and felt the climate of
  the house, as keenly as if he were a plant therein. For the moment, there was
  no fault to find. Genial warmth was in the air, and gentle dew on every leaf;
  in the slope of early sun through glass, no harsh heat quivered, and no
  fierce light glared; but morning-tide spread all soft herbage with a silvery
  tissue.

"Now I like to see things look like this," said the man, as he very well
  might say; "but here are at least a score of bunches crying aloud for the
  thinning scissors. And where is Rose, who ought to be at them, before the sun
  gets up too high? Rose of roses, where are you?"

To his cheerful shout no answer came; and being of a well-contented mind,
  he went on to his own business. His happy nature found its province in
  promoting happiness, whether of beast, or bird, or life whose growth is its
  only movement. To all of these he felt that loving-kindness, which is
  nature's gift; not the brightest of her graces, but the largest, and the
  best. Without that one redeeming gift, of which grand intellects often fail,
  this man being sorely tried in life, would have passed into the bitter vein,
  so miserable to itself, and all. His face had the lines of resolute will, and
  of strenuous energy; and his bodily force was but little abated by three
  score years of exercise. For his back was as straight as a soldier's on
  drill; his legs were stout and steadfast; and although he fed well, and
  without anxiety, none but envious whipper-snappers would have dared to call
  him fat.

For the other part, his mind was not disagreeably large or noble; but just
  in front, by the proper peg, of the general mind it met with. The general
  mind, that is to say, of educated people, at any rate in that part of the
  world, which is as wise as any other. "Captain Larks" (as this good stranger
  had been called by the native voice, when first he came to Christowell) was a
  simple, unpretentious man, who gave himself no title. His only desire seemed
  to be for plain life, and retirement.

These he surely might here obtain, to the utmost of all heart's desire; so
  far away was Christowell from busy mart, or town, or street, or even road of
  carriage power. No better place could have been discovered by a man sincerely
  desirous of dealing as little as possible with mankind. For here were people
  enough to make a single head no rarity; yet not enough to force any sort of
  head into grievous eminence. All the inhabitants, without exertion, were
  important enough to feel satisfied; or at any rate to feel the duty of it;
  while universal opinion stopped any man from indulging in his own. It may be
  denied by young spread-eagles, of competitive and unruly mind, that this is
  the highest form of human life. But such an one should soar aloft, and perch
  upon some higher one.

To Christowell, ambition was no more than a longer name for itch. Every
  village-man grew wiser by due seniority; and no mind, while its father lived,
  succeeded to authority. Youth was kept in its place, and taught that the ear
  must take the seed of thought, until the white hair shows it ripe; and women
  were allowed their proper weight.

"Christowell is all very well," the gardener went on thinking; "but if
  ever there was a slow place under the sun, it is one of the slowest. Pugsley
  will never bring my pots."

Making up his mind to the manner of mankind, with a cultivator's patience,
  he passed beneath clusters encroaching on the headway, and went into a tiny
  transept, parted from the rest of the house, by a narrow door of glass. Here
  was a separate shrine for flowers, intolerant of heat, and demanding air,
  beyond the young vine's capacity. Choice geraniums lived here, and roses,
  heaths, and epacrids, and double violets, lilies of the valley (sweetest of
  all bloom), Daphne, and the graceful deutzia, pansies also, freaked with
  velvet braid, the double black polyanthus, and the white chalice of azalea.
  But best, and dearest of all to him, and set in a separate nook—as in a
  glazed bureau with lifting glass—that exquisite flower of exclusive
  worship, that gorgeous instance of nature and art combined to do their
  utmost, the magically beautiful auricula.

No gardener is worth his manure, who has not a fine conceit of his own
  skill. "I should like to have some of those Lancashire fellows, or a few of
  those Kentish braggarts here," this man said aloud, being apt to encourage
  his thoughts, when alone, with the company of words; "if I know anything of
  the matter, this green-edged seedling, beautifully named 'Dartmoor Oasis,' by
  my Rose; and this grand self, one could gaze at all the day; and above all
  this white-edge, this glorious white-edge, worthily entitled 'Cream of
  Devon,'—have they anything fit to hold a candle to them? Consider the
  paste, take the measure of the thrum, dwell upon the band; can you spy a
  single slur? Above all, if you have a particle of judgment, observe the
  equality of the pips, the perfection of fulness, and true circle of the
  truss, and the grand, columnar, mealy, magnificent, staunchly upright, and
  splendidly proportioned—really you might say, pillar of the stalk!"

Overpowered, alike by his eloquence, and the beauty that produced it, he
  stopped for a moment, with some gravel in his hand (with which he was going
  to top-dress his pots), when the little door was opened, and his Rose came
  in; whose presence, might compel the wildest gardener to despise his own
  auriculas.
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To a mind with limited powers of inquiry, such as most of us
  are blest with, a great truth stands forth in robust relief, without being
  bound to show what it stands on, or where it came from, or anything else. In
  this frank spirit must be accepted the incontestable fact that "Latham" (an
  ancient and very good surname) takes, upon the ordinary tongue of Devon, the
  brief, but still excellent form of "Larks." It made no difference, from their
  lofty point of view, that the Captain's name was not "Latham" at all, any
  more than he called himself a captain; but when he first appeared among the
  natives of this part—some fifteen years ago perhaps—his rather
  scanty luggage was ticketed "L. Arthur," in flowing and free manuscript. The
  leading genius of Christowell—a premature intellect now removed from
  the stabs of contumely, to higher claims—pronounced at a glance that
  the word spelled "Latham;" whilst some, almost equally capable of reading,
  confessed, and some denied it.

The landlord of the Three Horse-shoes, who could not sign his name
  (though he drew three horse-shoes, at the bottom of a bill, more correctly
  than many an artist could), at once backed up the decision of the wit, and
  settled the question, by declaring that his guest had the very same walk, all
  over the world, as Corporal Larks to Teigncombe had. So before Mr. Arthur was
  one dinner-time older, he came forth upon the public as "Captain Larks;" and
  finding that people only shook their heads, and looked very knowing, if he
  said another word, he let them have their way, until his ears and mind grew
  used to it.

Through an agent at Exeter, whose name was "Tucker," a neat little
  cottage, and some twenty acres of land near the moor, had been bought for him
  cheaply. Then the cottage was furnished very simply; and here he hoped to
  spend in peace, and solitude, his remaining days.

As yet, there was not a grey hair on his head, though his face bore marks
  of evil climate, and uncourteous usage, in deep-grained sunburn, and scar of
  steel, permanent in three places. This, and a pair of shaggy eyebrows, gave
  him a formidable aspect, much against the meaning of his mind. But eyes of a
  soft bright blue, as clear as a child's, and a nose of genial turn, and a
  really pleasant and hearty smile, showed plenty of good-will towards mankind,
  whatever man might have done to him. Moreover, his large and well-knit frame,
  active step, and resolute bearing, commanded the good word of womankind, the
  better half of the entirety.

Then Parson Short, becoming now prime minister of Christowell, said his
  say about Captain Larks, which was to the purpose, as usual. "Under a
  cloud—fine fellow by his face—gentleman, according to his speech
  and manner. He wants to be quiet; it is none of our business. Let him alone,
  till he comes to us."

The settler asked for nothing better than this course of treatment. The
  stir of his arrival soon settled, like himself, into gentle quietude; the men
  of the village were kind and respectful—as men still are in
  Devonshire—and the women, though longing to know more about him, felt
  for him deeply as "the lonely gentleman," and hoped he would get over it, and
  have another wife.

Whatever his trouble, he sought no pity, nor even appeared despondent; but
  lived upon his bit of land, and worked, and whistled among his trees, as
  sweetly as the blackbirds that came to answer. In spite of his maturity, or
  perhaps by reason of it, many a village girl, too young to dream of any
  courting—except in dim wonder at the number of the
  babies—resolved to be his wife, as soon as time should qualify her, and
  came up the steep hill, every fine evening, to peep through the hedge at him,
  and perhaps to get an apple. He, having love of children, as of all things
  that are natural, would rest from his work, and come out at the stile, and
  pat their curly heads, and ask the history of the babies, and cut for them
  chips, with his pruning-knife, from a big stick of liquorice in his waistcoat
  pocket.

Whether he had kith or kin, or any soft belongings, was a moot point at
  the Churchyard gate, and by many smouldering peat-fires; until, about four
  years after his coming, a lively, and lovely, little girl was delivered at
  his gate, by Tim Pugsley, the carrier. Tim went round about it, as a fox goes
  to his hole, and avoided the village on his way from Moreton; but in spite of
  all that, they were spied by a woman with a bundle of furze at the top of the
  cleve; and when human nature, with five shillings in its pocket, compelled
  Master Pugsley to pull up and bait, at the Three Horse-shoes, upon his
  homeward course, he had no call so much as to change his crown; so liberal
  was the desire to treat him, for the sake of the light that he could shed.
  The grateful carrier first drank his beer, then shook his head, as vehemently
  as if it had been labelled "glass with care;" and then enlightened the
  company with a piece of news beyond all price—"Every man should first
  tend his own business."

For nine or ten years, every summer, and weighing more upon each delivery,
  this consignment came to pass; and Pugsley (like his cart-tilt, which was of
  some high new patent stuff) grew dryer and dryer, every time he was wetted;
  till Christowell understood at last, that if anybody was to blame, for
  keeping the parish so unsettled, it was no less a person than the famous
  Bishop of Exeter. For Pugsley told them to go to the bishop, if they wanted
  to know all the rights; and the next confirmation in that neighbourhood was
  largely attended by fathers and mothers. It did them good to be confirmed
  again, because of their principles wearing out; and the landlord of the inn
  was pleased with the evening they spent after it.

Thus when Rose came down at last, "to have holiday for ever" (as she told
  Mr. Pugsley, every time he stopped to put a stone behind the wheel), there
  was scarcely any one in Christowell old enough to rejoice, who failed of that
  most Christian duty. The captain for once came out of his garden, and made a
  great bonfire of his weeds upon the beacon, and with his own hands rolled up
  a great barrel of cider unknown to the natives, whose ignorance culminated
  towards their heads. For he now grew apples of a lordly kind, which they
  (having faith in their grandsires only) disdained, till it turned the tables
  on them.

Almost everybody said, that night, or else on the following morning, that
  for certain sure, such a lively maid could never abide in a place like that.
  Or if she did, she must soon go doiled—so tarble weist, and crule unkid
  as it was. For according to the way Captain Larks held his head up, in spite
  of demeaning himself now lately, his daughter must count upon having to
  behave like a lady, and not going to and fro, and in and out with the other
  young folk, as the butcher's, and grocer's girls might do.

And who was there likely to ask her in marriage, or to take her to dance,
  or a fairing, or a club, comely as she was, and so nice-spoken? Why, Parson
  Tom Short was the only gentry-man, unless you went so far as Touchwood Park;
  and if ever there was a set bachelor in the world, Parson Short was one of
  them; let alone that his hair was all going from his poll, and his cook, Mrs.
  Aggett, would have no young doings.

Up to the present time, however, though nearly two years were gone by,
  Rose Arthur had complained to no one, of discontent, or loneliness. Her
  father, and her work, and books, sufficed to her for company; and her lively
  nature filled itself with interest in all things. She knew everybody in the
  village now, and every flower in the garden; and her father's lonely life was
  blessed by her young enjoyment of the world.

Pugsley (who lived at Moreton, and traded twice a week from Exeter, when
  the weather and the roads encouraged him) now began to find his horse wink
  one eye, at the turn towards Christowell. So many trifles went to and fro,
  and some boxes that made the axle creak, and some quite large enough to sit
  upon. Even before this, he had taken mauns of plants, and baskets of choice
  pears, and grapes, to Exeter; when the captain began to "demean" himself in
  the village esteem by traffic. But now the commerce increased, and throve, as
  Rose threw her young life into it.

If Pugsley had been a small-minded man, he must have gone promptly to
  Tavistock fair, and bought a new horse, to attend to this traffic; for his
  ancient nag, whose name was "Teddy," began to find the hills grow steeper, as
  the weight of years increased. But the carrier was of gentle tone, and
  largely generous sentiments; and hours of reflection made him wipe his head
  with loftier feeling. Therefore he would not deny his good neighbours the
  pleasure of benevolence, but allowed them to lend him a horse as often as
  they wished, and sometimes oftener.

Now Teddy was crawling up the hill, that beautiful April morning, with the
  long-desired load of pots. Three-quarters of a mile of jagged lane, or
  sometimes of roaring watercourse, led from the village to "Larks' Cot," as
  irreverent people called it. At best, and even for a fresh young horse, it
  was a tough piece of collarwork; but Teddy, ancient though he was, would
  never have grumbled, if the lane had been wide enough for corkscrew. But in
  this part of Devon, the rule of the road is, to make it just wide enough for
  one cart, and a cow to go past it without losing milk. If two carts meet, one
  must back to a gateway; and whether of the twain shall back, depends upon the
  issue which of the drivers is "the better man."

Therefore this Teddy had a hard time of it—a long pull, a strong
  pull, and worst of all, a straight pull. And while he was pausing, to pant,
  and to think, and his master whistled softly, Jem Trickey the cobbler came
  merrily down a steep place, and stopped to look at them.

"Marnin' to 'e, Tim," shouted Trickey, for his breath was as "plim" as a
  football newly filled; "what have 'e got then, this time, carryer?"

"No consarn of thine, Cobbler Trickey;" Pugsley made stout answer, being
  cross, and short-fetched in the wind; "cobblers is not excisemen yet."

"Potses, and panses again, as sure as I be a zinner! Cappen Larks ought to
  be shamed of hiszelf. Lor' A'mighty never made his works to grow in crockery.
  And you'm a gwain outside your trade. Backard and forrard is your proper
  coorse. Let me conzeider of they potses."

"Ye be welcome to conzeider of them, cobbler. A niver zeed sich coorous
  cloam. Look'e yeer, they little holes hurneth all round 'em! Cappen's own
  diskivry, I do hear tell."

The carrier loosened the cord of one crate, and allowed the intelligent
  Trickey to gaze, while he drew it towards the cart-tail. Trickey, though
  large enough of mind, was small of body; and he lifted himself by the lade,
  to see things justly.

"You be bound by my advice," he cried, retreating hastily; "you take the
  next turn down to brook, and heft they into the watter. They was made for the
  witches, and no mistakk about 'em."

"Zo I wull," Tim Pugsley answered, pretending to share his neighbour's
  fright, for he was a dry man, and full of book-learning. "Thank'e kindly for
  thy counsel, Jem. Into the watter they gooth, zure enough. Only thou must pay
  for the vally of 'em, and the carryage too, Cobbler Trickey."

"Go thy way with thy witchcraft," the other replied. "Do 'e know what I
  call thee, Carryer Pugsley? I call thee a poor time-sarver, and a carryer of
  no conzistency."

"I carry better stuff than thou dost," Pugsley shouted after him; as the
  shoe-maker, with a springy step, set off down the hill, for fear of worse.
  "Do I zwindle the public with brown papper? Do I putt 'ooden pegsin, and
  zwear they be stitched? Do I clam on the heel-ball, to hide my scamping? Do
  I—"

Master Pugsley cut short his list of libels, as he saw Master Trickey, at
  a decent distance, deliver a gesture of supreme contempt, by turning up his
  coat-tail, and administering a slap to the quarter of his body which was
  latest in retreat.

"Do 'e do the like of that to I?" the carrier inquired superfluously. "If
  it twadn't for business, and the blessed law—howsomever, a bain't worth
  thinking on; Teddy, gee wugg! It be your vault mainly."

The old horse, wont as he was to bear the blame of troubles far outside of
  his own shafts, rallied with a shiver and a rattle of his chains, and threw
  himself forward upon the strain. For a very stiff tug arose just here, for a
  horse who had been to Exeter and back, with a tidy load, only yesterday; and
  whose knowledge of corn was too superficial, getting more of the husk than
  the kernel for its study. And the manner of a Devonshire lane is such, that
  dogmatic humps stand up, in places, where nothing seems to warrant them. The
  meadows, to the right and left, may be as pleasant as you please to walk
  upon, with a sleek benevolence, a velvet pile, and a spring of supple
  freshness. And yet, within a landyard the lane is jumping scraggily, with
  ribs of solid rock, and pits and jags of bold abruptness. The nag, being born
  to such conditions, plodded on without repining; but in spite of all spirit,
  and skill, and care, he suddenly fell into sad disgrace.

For just as the near wheel was creaking, on the verge of a steep slide of
  granite, where his turn-about was due—for the lane there allowed him
  chance of a little bit of slanting—Teddy did a thing that any other
  horse might do, or even a man in his position. He mistook a large stone-fly,
  just arisen from the Christow, for a genuine æstrus, a bot-fly, whame, or
  tabanus. If he had thought of the present time of year, he must have known
  better; but instead of thinking, he acted on his nerves, which struck into
  him like a spur. Up went his head, as if he were four years old, instead of
  going on for forty; and his old bones shook with indignation, at the
  pestilent state the world was come to. "Steady, you old fool! Who'm a-gwain
  for to kill'e?" the carrier exclaimed with a little friendly thump; but the
  mischief was done, while he was speaking. For the jump of the horse gave a
  jerk to the shaft, and this ran amiss into the axle-tree, gave a lollop to
  the near wheel, already on the wamble; and down went the felly, with a blue
  grind of iron, into the very hole they meant to shun. The hole was more than
  deep enough to hold a good nine gallons; and the wheel ground down into its
  deepest depth, while the other took advantage of the position for a holiday,
  and proved itself the off-wheel, by going off towards heaven.

"Wull now!" said the carrier, without much haste, for his mind travelled
  slowly up the obstacles of thought; "this be a tarble dickyment; and here
  coom'th arl the cloam! Drat that old cobbler chap, 'twor arl his doings."

An avalanche of pots, from the unroped crate, fell around him and upon
  him, while he reasoned thus. Like a quick shower of acorns from the shaken
  oak, but alas, much heavier, and more valuable, they rattled on the carrier,
  and thumped his poor chest, and a far more tender and impassioned part of
  man, till he fairly turned back, and let them roll upon his spine.

"Jem, neighbour Jem, do'e come back, that's a dear;" he shouted, as loud
  as his drummed condition furnished, to the cobbler in the distance at the
  bottom of the hill. That good neighbour not only heard him, but replied right
  pleasantly, with a gladsome laugh, and a smart repetition of his gay
  defiance; then hastened on his course, with a step more nimble than his
  customers generally could compass from his shoes.

"All men is clay," said the carrier, recovering his native equanimity, and
  wiping the red dust from his fustian suit; "all men is clay; and the Lord
  hath not intended us to putt His material into these here shapes, with a C.
  R. upon 'em, maning carrier's risk. Wull, a carn't brak' no more of 'un nor
  there be, now can 'e, Teddy? Smarl blame to thee, old chap. We'll both of us
  toorn to our brexass. This hosebird job hath coom, I rackon, 'long of doing
  of despite to the gifts of the Lord."

Beholding a very nice place to sit down, and content with the cart in its
  present firm fixture, he pulled out the nosebag, and buckled it for Teddy, so
  that he might cast one eye down at his lip-service. Then he drew forth his
  own provender, and seasoned it, by dwelling on its beauties with his broad
  brown thumb. "Nation good, nation good!" he could not help exclaiming; "a
  good waife is the making of a man's front-piece. A vartuous woman laveth no
  occasion for a man to think twice of his vitteling, or zeek to read the
  papper. Best use of papper is to putt up bakkon in 'un."

Sorrow, and breakage, and the other plagues of life, began to use less and
  less of pressure on his heart, as he sat upon a lady-fern (not yet plumed for
  dancing, but rich with soft beauty for a heavy man to sit upon) and biting
  out the cork from a flat stone bottle, moistened down the roadway for the
  bread and meat to follow. Then he fell to very heartily, and in less than
  half an hour began to feel nicely refreshed, and fit to encounter the issue
  before him.
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"I am almost sure that he must have broken down," said the
  fairest of his flowers to the gardener; "he is the most punctual man in the
  county, and scarcely ever more than three days late. I saw him not more than
  three miles off, on the top of the hill above Lustleigh, before the sun was
  three yards high; and he must have been here, wiping his head, as a delicate
  hint for cider, two hours ago, if he had gone on well."

"Perhaps he has gone on too well, my dear, by taking the turn to the
  Three Horse-shoes. Not that I would cast any slur upon your pet; but
  still such things will happen."

"To other people perhaps they might. But never to him—I am quite
  sure of that. The last time I saw him, he lamented cordially 'the mischief of
  them publics.'"

"That was very good of him, and showed high principle, as well as a tender
  conscience," Mr. Arthur replied, while he took good care that his daughter
  should not observe his smile; for life enough was before her yet, for
  correction of faith in human nature. "Pugsley has the elements of a lofty
  character, industry, honesty, philosophy—in the sense of that word at
  present."

"Father," cried Rose, having finished her bunch, and running up to him,
  with the long grape-scissors in her hand, and a trail of bast around her
  neck; "have I got the elements of a lofty character—industry,
  certainly, just look at those ten bunches; honesty, perhaps to a reasonable
  extent; but scarcely a bit of philosophy, I'm afraid?"

"Certainly not too much of that," her father answered quietly; "but run
  in, and see about the breakfast, darling; or perhaps you may discover some
  defects in mine."

"How I wish that I could! But I shall never do that, if philosophy means
  good temper. Now come and see my work, sir, and say if it is good."

"It is good sound work; far better than Lord Bicton's head-gardener, at
  any money, could produce, in vineries like a cathedral. However it is not
  faultless yet; though I don't mean to say, that I could do it better, even if
  my eyes were as young as yours. You understand thoroughly the bunch, as it
  is; and you shape it beautifully for the time; nothing could be neater, or
  more justly placed. But you have yet to learn the fine perception of the
  future, the bending of the footstalk, as the berries grow in weight, and the
  probable drop of the shoulders. And practice alone can teach you the
  different ins and outs of each kind of grape, in swelling."

"The subject appears to me to be endless. How shall I ever attain to such
  knowledge?"

"By watching the results of your own work, and by never giving over."

"Till old experience do attain to something like prophetic strain. But
  father, how did you thus attain it? Have you ever been apprenticed to a
  gardener?"

"Little pitchers may have long ears; but they must not have curious
  tongues!" he replied, with a kiss on her forehead, to heal the rebuke. "Now
  let us go to breakfast; and then seek Pugsley."

Hence it came to pass that while the good carrier was still regarding the
  position of his cart, and the attitude of his ancient horse, with calm eyes,
  and well-kindled pipe, a spirited young lady stood before him, and did not
  share his patience.

"Good morning, Master Pugsley; and you seem to think it good. But I always
  have understood, that a cart ought to stand upon both wheels."

"So her did. You'm right there, Miss," the carrier answered, with a quiet
  grin. "But there be times when her doth'nt do her dooty, but go'oth
  contrairy, like the wominvolk."

"And you mean to let her stay like that, for ever! And my father's pots
  lying in a heap upon the road!"

"Cappen is a just man, and a' wull look auver it. Partikler now you've
  zeed it, Miss, and can sartify 'twor no hooman doin's."

"All I can certify is, that you seem content to stay here for the rest of
  the day. Do please to get out of that hole at once, and bring all the pots
  you have managed not to break."

"Lor', how natteral you do spake! It doth a man good to hear'e, Miss. Here
  us must baide, nolum wolum, till sich taime as Farmer Willum coom'th."

"Farmer William may not come at all, or at any rate not till twelve
  o'clock. Now do put your shoulder to the wheel yourself. I am very strong,
  and I will help you."

The carrier was too polite to laugh, though he cherished that disdain of
  female prowess, against which the chivalrous author of "Dorothy" couches his
  elegiac lance. But this man only puffed the pipe of silence.

"You fancy that I can do nothing, I suppose," cried Rose, who was as
  prickly as a moss-rose, when provoked; "but I can do a whole quantity of
  things, such as would quite surprise you. I can milk a cow, and pot a vine,
  and bed down a pony, and salt a silverside, and store apples, and fry
  potatoes, and fill a pipe. And if all that is nothing, as you might be apt to
  think, because of being a man, Mr. Pugsley, I can answer for taking a hive of
  bees, without hurting one of them. Can you do that?"

"The Lord forbid! He hath made 'em to be smoked, zoon as ever they a' done
  their work. But, Missy, it amooseth me to hear you tell up. You tell up a
  sight of things as a well-inventioned man can do, or if not one, mebbe then
  anither of 'em. But you never tak' no count on the hardest thing of arl, the
  like of which no man can do in this here county. You knows what I mane, Miss
  Rose; and winderful it is to me, for sich a babe and suckling!"

"Oh! I know what you mean quite well. You have made me do it in the cart
  so often. But I do assure you that it is quite easy."

"Aisy a' can never be," said the carrier decisively; "although a' zimth as
  some can do 'un, droo years of arly lanin'. To play the piander is winderful;
  but a varmer's datter may coom to that, bein' outside of her dooty; but niver
  can her coom to spakin' of the bad Vrench langoowich."

"I tell you, Master Pugsley, that every one can do it, in my proper rank
  of life. You are not stupid enough to suppose that because I pot
  vines—"

"Noo, noo, Miss; axing of your pardon for breaking in upon you. I knows as
  well as the Royal mail doth, that you be one of the karlity. None but a vule
  could look twice at you, and veel any doubt whatsomdever about that, my dear.
  And Cappen Larks, though he dooth quare things, is the very same; at any rate
  to my mind."

"And to everybody's mind, I should hope, Mr. Pugsley. But he must not, and
  he shall not be called 'Captain Larks;' as you know, if nobody else does. Now
  please to get out of your rut, and come on."

The nature truly noble, and the mind of lofty power, reluctant as they
  always are to make disclosure of themselves, and shunning as they always do
  the frippery of random praise, unwittingly are revealed sometimes by the
  conduct of tobacco-smoke. Shallow men, or hasty fellows, or small sons of
  discontent, labour hard with restless puffs, and vex the air with turbid
  fumes, promiscuously tossed from lip or bowl. How different is the process of
  the large, self-balanced, contemplative pipe! No swirling tempest battles
  round the brow, no waste of issue clouds the air; but blue wreaths hover far
  asunder, circling placidly as they soar, like haloes round the head of peace;
  the cool bowl shines without exuding, like the halcyon of the charm and calm,
  and sweet rest satisfies the spirit of the man, gratefully ministering the
  gift divine.

In a state of mind thus serene and lofty, Master Pugsley smoked his pipe.
  Maiden impatience stirred him not, nor the casual shords of a slight mishap,
  nor the general fragility of human kind. If his cart was not upon a level
  axle, should that disturb his own equipoise? So he sat down again, in a
  courteous manner, and delivered very sound advice; while the young lady ran
  away, and left him to enjoy it, for she saw that help was near at hand.

Now a man of good sense, and strong will, led the simple people of
  Christowell. In any trouble or turning of the mind, as well as in bodily
  ailments, there was not a grown-up man, or woman, who sought to go further
  than Parson Short. The Rev. Tom Short, vicar of the parish, coming to an
  utterly neglected place, had quietly made his way, by not insisting upon it
  unduly. Resolute good-will, plain speech, and fair allowance for adverse
  minds, together with a comfortable income of his own, enabled him to go on
  well, and to make his flock do likewise. He addressed them "on papper" only
  once a week, which was quite as much as they required; and that they did with
  diffidence. He, however, was well convinced of the mutual duty thereby
  discharged. No other preacher in the diocese could say so much in the time
  allowed, which was never more than five minutes; and no other congregation
  listened with attention so close, and yawns so few.

In other matters, his style was dry, and terse, and quick to the purpose;
  yet seldom rough, and never arrogant or overbearing. Steadfast Tory as he
  was, he respected everybody's rights, and felt due sympathy for their wrongs,
  whenever he could see them. His education had been good at Winchester, and
  New College; whence he had taken high classical honours, though his college
  was then exempt from test. For his manner of sticking to the point at issue,
  and knowing nothing—unless he knew it well—was just what Oxford
  then encouraged. His bodily appearance was not grand, nor large, nor at all
  imposing; and the principal weakness of his mind was a morbid perception of
  that defect. Not that he could be called a dwarf, or plain, or at all
  unsightly; only that his spirit, being very great had a hankering for larger
  tenement. This feeling perhaps had saved his freedom, by making him shy of
  long-bodied ladies, while it kept him from admiring short ones. So now he was
  nearing his fortieth year, with a prospect of nothing but bachelorhood, which
  his cook was determined to maintain on his behalf. Yet many a young lady of
  exalted stature would gladly enough have become Mrs. Short.

For this was a ruddy, brisk, and very cheerful man, bald it is true, on
  the top of his head, but plenteously whiskered, largely capable of
  beard—if clerical principles should ever close the razor, which they
  were beginning even now to do in London—gifted moreover with a very
  pleasant smile, a short waggish nose, and keen blue eyes. No better man could
  fill his shoes, or at any rate could get into them, so well compressed was
  his material, and so good the staple.

It was not only this, nor yet the graceful increment of his income, nor
  even the possession of a spiritual turn, that led the young ladies to be
  thinking of him, whenever any settlement in life was mentioned. He inspired
  large interest by his own merit, but a feeling yet larger and deeper, by his
  present sad position. To rescue him from the despotism of Mrs. Aggett, his
  widowed cook, was the lofty aim of almost every other female. But he bore his
  yoke with patience, and preferred the known to the unknown ill.

"How now, Pugsley? Stuck fast like this, and the captain's pots smashed up
  like that!" this bachelor shouted, as he marched up briskly, saw the
  position, and understood the large resignation of the native mind.

"Stuck slow, I karls it, Passon Shart. And thicky cloam be smashed, more
  down than oop. If her baided oop, her wud 'a been all zound."

"Come, Master Tim, get out your levers, instead of argifying."

"Passon, I wull; if so be I've got 'un. The Lord know'th, whether they be
  here, or to home."

"Here they are, more peart than you be;" Mr. Short replied, turning up
  some old rubbish from the bottom of the cart, and drawing forth two spars of
  ash; "now wugg on, Teddy, when I give the word."

"No man as ever I see yet," said the carrier, through a blue ring of
  smoke, "hath received the power to make Teddy wugg, when a' hath his nosebag
  on; avore such time, as his tongue have been into the uttermost corners of
  the zame."

Parson Short, without any answer, unbuckled the strap of the hairy wallet,
  gently withdrew it from the old fellow's nose (though he put up one foot to
  protect it), and marching sternly up the hill, hung this fine temptation upon
  a hazel bush, at the first corner. Teddy, with a whinny of soft remonstrance,
  pricked up his ears, and looked anxious to proceed.

"Passons has no conscience whativer," said the carrier, pocketing his
  pipe; "they distresses all the hanimals, like the better sort, on Zindays.
  Niver lets nobody baide at peace."

"Cease from weak reflections, and take to action," the inexorable Short
  replied. "If your time is worthless, mine is not. Stir him up, Pugsley, while
  I start the wheel."

"I vear your reverence be a'most too small," said Pugsley, with much good
  will, but touching the vicar in his most tender part. Mr. Short took off his
  coat, folded it carefully, and laid it on a rock-moot, because it was a very
  good one; then turning up shirt-sleeves of fair white linen, he showed a pair
  of arms as well-complexioned as a lady's, but thick-set, bossy, and
  substantial. "Lor' a' mussy," cried the carrier, "thou should'st niver have a
  goon on!"

Deigning no answer, the sturdy parson seized the bigger of the two ash
  staves, and laying the butt of the other for a fulcrum, gave the stuck wheel
  such a powerful heft, that the whole cart rattled, and the crates began to
  dance.

"Zober, passon, zober! Or ee'll heft 'un over tother zide," said Pugsley,
  running up to the horse's head; "now, Teddy, taste thy legs, and strive at
  'un."

At a touch of the whip on his legs, the old nag threw his chest out, and
  grappled the ground with his hoofs. Then he cast his weight forward, and
  strained to the tug, with his back on the stretch, and his ribs like hoops,
  and even his tail stiffened up like a hawser.

"Heave-oh!" shouted Parson Short, suiting the action to the word; "well
  done then, old horse, we are out of the hole!"
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Christowell village (in full view of which, the horse, cart,
  and driver, had rested so long) affords to the places above it, or below,
  fair plea for contemplation. Many sweet beauties of tempered clime flower the
  skirts of the desolate moor, and the sweetest of these is Christowell. Even
  the oldest inhabitant cannot, to the best of his recollection, say, whether
  he ever did hear tell, that the place was accounted beautiful. He knoweth
  that picture-men do come, and set up three-legged things, and stand, as grave
  as judges, to make great maps, like them that be hanging in the schoolroom;
  but he never yet hath known any odds to come of it; the rocks abide the same,
  as if they never had been drawed, and the trees—you may look for
  yourself, and say whether they have fetched another apple. For when the Lord
  rested on Saturday night, His meaning was not, that the last of His works
  should fall to, and make strokes of the rest of them.

Sound sense of such lofty kind is the great gift of this village. Every
  man here would be contented, if he only had his due; failing of that, he
  keeps his merit to the mark of his wages, by doing his day's work gently. If
  a neighbour gets more than himself, he tries hard to believe that the man
  should have earned it; and even his wife is too good to declare, what she
  thinks of the woman next door to her. Among themselves sometimes they manage
  to fall out very cordially; but let anybody sleeping out of the parish, have
  an unbecoming word to say of his betters who are inside it, and if he walk
  here, without a magistrate behind him, scarcely shall he escape from the
  sheep-wash corner in the lower ham.

For a beautiful brook of crystal water, after tumbling by the captain's
  cot, makes its own manner of travelling here, rarely allowing the same things
  to vex it, or itself to complain of the same thing, twice. From crags, and
  big deserts, and gorges full of drizzle, it has scrambled some miles, without
  leisure for learning self-control, or patience. And then it comes suddenly,
  round a sharp corner, into the quiet of Christowell, whose church is the
  first work of man it has seen, except that audacious cottage. Then a few
  little moderate slips, which are nothing, compared with its higher
  experience, lead it with a murmur to a downright road, and a ford where men
  have spread it gently, and their boys catch minnows. Here it begins to be
  clad with rushes, and to be curbed by jutting trees, and lintelled by planks,
  for dear gossip and love; for cottages, on either bank, come down, and
  neighbours full of nature inhabit them.

Happy is the village that has no street, and seldom is worried by the
  sound of wheels. Christowell keeps no ceremonial line of street, or road, or
  even lane, but goes in and out, as the manner of the land may be, or the
  pleasure of the landlords. Still there is a place where deep ruts grow,
  because of having soft rock under them; and this makes it seem to be the
  centre of the village, and a spot where two carts meet sometimes; for the
  public-house is handy. Once upon a time, two carts met here, and here they
  spent a summer's day, both being driven by obstinate men, who were not at all
  their owners. Neither would budge from his own rut, and the horses for
  several hours rubbed noses, or cropped a little grass, while the men lay
  down. Being only first cousins, these men would not fight; as they must have
  done, if they had been brothers. Yet neither of them would disgrace his
  county—fair mother of noble stubbornness—by any mean compromise,
  or weak concession; so they waited until it grew dark; and then, with a
  whistle of good will, began to back away together, and as soon as they found
  room to turn, went home to supper from a well-spent day.

But such a fine treat and stir of interest was rare, and the weather was
  the only thing that could be trusted for supplying serious diversion. Herein
  nobody was wronged of subject; for the weather was so active, that the
  hardest-working man could spend his time in watching it. No sooner had he
  said that it must be fine, than ere he could catch up his spade again, it was
  flying in his face, and he was eating his own words. Herein alone, is variety
  enough to satisfy people of contented heart. For scarcely ever did the same
  things look the same, for two hours together.

Upon a day of well-conducted weather, beginning brightly in the morning, a
  stranger newly arrived from town may feed, and gaze, alternately. At sunrise,
  he is in bed of course; largely saving the disappointment, which the lavish
  promise of the east might bring. But even at eight of an average morning,
  when he wants his breakfast, the world is spread before him well, with soft
  light flowing up the plains, and tracing lines of trees, and bends of meadow.
  He stands, or sits down to his bacon and eggs, twelve hundred feet above
  sea-level, with fair land, and bright water, spreading three-fourths of the
  circle around him. To the east, some five leagues off, are the dark square
  towers of Exeter cathedral, backed by the hazy stretches of Black-down; on
  the right are glimpses of the estuary of Exe, from Powderham Castle towards
  Starcross. Outside them, and beyond, and overlapping every landmark, the
  broad sweep of the English Channel glistens, or darkens, with the moods above
  it, from the Dorset headlands to the Start itself. Before he has time to make
  sure of all this, the grand view wavers, and the colours blend; some parts
  retire, and some come nearer; and lights and shadows flow and flit, like the
  wave and dip of barley, feathering to a gentle July breeze. The lowland
  people descry herein the shadow of the forest as they call it; and the
  "Dartymorevolk," looking down upon them, are proud to have such a long "tail
  to the moor."

For the line of the land is definite here, as the boundary of a parish is.
  In many other parts it is not so, and the moor slopes off into farmland; but
  here, like the fosse of an old encampment, the scarp of the moor is manifest.
  Over this, that well-fed stream, the Christow, takes a rampant leap,
  abandoning craggy and boggy cradle, desolate nurture, and rudiments of
  granite, for a country of comparative ease, where it learns the meaning of
  meadow. And its passage, from rude into civilized life, occurs in the garden
  of the "Captain." Brief is its course, and quickly run; for in the morass,
  where it first draws breath, three other rivers of wider fame arise, and go
  their several ways; and one of them, after twenty miles of crooked increase
  round the North, quietly absorbs poor Christow brook, and makes no gulp of
  acknowledgment. Without wasting one pebble in calculation, or a single furrow
  upon forethought, the merry brook hurries to whatever may befall it, and
  never fails to babble of whatever comes across it.

Now it happened that the vicar of the parish, Mr. Short, was a "highly
  temperate" man, as all who love cold water are supposed to be; although they
  may love many other things therewith. No sooner had he seen Master Pugsley up
  the hill, with a strong shove to second old Teddy's motion, than he left
  those two to go in, and deliver the relics of their cargo, and their own
  excuses.

"Do'e come in now, and break it to the cappen," the carrier vainly pleaded
  to him; "do'e like a dear good minister."

"Tell your own lies, your own way," the parson answered pleasantly; "if I
  were there, I should have to contradict you."

"How partikkler you be—outzide of the pulpit!" said Pugsley with a
  sigh, yet a grin at his own wit.

Well seasoned to such little jokes, the Vicar looked at him seriously, so
  that the carrier felt sorry for his wit; and then, with a smile, Mr. Short
  went back to the place where he had left his coat. This was just over against
  the pile of pots, which had found the ground too hard, and had lost all
  tenure of it for ever. Looking at these, as he donned his coat, the parson
  said, "Ha! The newest, I believe, of that wonderful man's inventions! Let me
  take the liberty of looking at the fragments." This he soon accomplished to
  his heart's content, but failed to make head or tail of them, because he was
  not a born gardener. Then he took up a shord of one rounded side and went
  down to the river, with that for his cup. Not that he felt any thirst,
  although he had worked very hard—for a parson; but that a certain
  school of doctors had arisen, and said that every man, who wished to live,
  must take his cold pint every morning of his life. Some ten years later,
  every man, desirous to prolong himself and his family, was bound to take four
  gallons, shed outside him. And now he takes shivering claret inside.

For the nostrums of the moment Mr. Short cared little; but people had
  praised him, for liking now and then a draught of cold water; and this made
  him try to do it. With his slip of pantile, as he called it (in large
  ignorance of garden ware) he passed through a gap in the hedge of the lane,
  and walked down to the brook, and scooped up a little drink.

Assuring himself how delicious it was, he was going to pitch the shord
  into the stream, when he spied on its inner rim certain letters, invisible
  until the cloam was wetted.

"What a queer thing! And how could it have been done?" he thought, as he
  began to peer more closely; and then he made out the words—"Pole's
  patent." He tried it, several times, and he turned it several ways; but
  nothing else was to be made of it. And presently his own surprise surprised
  him, for what was there marvellous in the matter? Nothing whatever; but it
  was rather queer that the brand should be inside the pot (which must have
  required a convex mould) and the name not that of Mr. Arthur, although the
  design was entirely his, as Mr. Short knew, from having seen the
  drawings.

"What a blessing for me that I am not gifted with much curiosity!" said
  the vicar to himself, as he turned the last corner of the lane, and sat down
  by the captain's gate, to wait till the carrier's job was done. "Nine out of
  ten of my brother clerks would have it on their conscience, to rout up this
  question. A mystery in one's own parish is a pest, when the man at the bottom
  of it comes to church. Otherwise one might wash one's hands. But this man is
  honest, and God-fearing, and a gentleman; and the only one fit to smoke a
  pipe with in the parish!"

Mr. Short sighed; for he liked his fellow-men, and was partly cut off from
  them by his condition, or at least by his own view of it. Though many of the
  moorland pastors still looked after their flock, in a gregarious manner, not
  disdaining their assemblage at the public-house sometimes. "Our mysterious
  friend," he continued, as he gazed, "not only has a very large amount of
  taste, but also much strategic power. How well he has made his garden fit the
  stream, so that the stream seems to follow the garden! Grass in the proper
  place, beds in the proper place, and trees planted cleverly to drink the
  water, and flourish like the righteous man! But greatest device of all, and
  noblest, because of its pure simplicity, the safeguard against morning calls,
  and the check to inquisitive ladies; for instance, Lady Touchwood. How I
  should like to know that man's history! Hi, there, Pugsley! Give me a lift
  over. I can't jump, as I used to do."

A man's resemblance to a tree has been discovered, and beautifully
  descanted upon—from nethermost tail of tap-root, to uttermost twig, and
  split sky-leaf—by hundreds of admirable poets. But thoroughly as these
  have worked out the subject, they seem to have missed one most striking
  analogy. A man (like a tree) can have no avail of comfort, unless there
  belongs to him the margin of a brook, to part him from the brambles, and the
  ruffle, and the jostle of the multitudinous thicket of the world. "Lark's
  cot"—as Mr. Arthur's home was called by the natives, and even by
  himself, at last—was gifted with a truly desirable brook—the
  Christow, as aforesaid. The cot stood about a mile above the village, under a
  jagged tor, known as "the beacon," and in a southeastern embrasure of the
  moor. This lonely, quiet, and delightful spot looked as if it ought to have
  no road to it, or at any rate none to go any further. Upon its own merits
  indeed it never would have earned or even claimed a road: but it fell into
  the way of one, by a "casual haxident," as Devonshire people term it. For it
  happened, that one of the feeders of the main Roman road, across the desert,
  helped itself up the steep labour of the heights, by the crooked balustrade
  of the Christow brook. This lane, every now and then, cold-shouldered the
  merriment of the brook, with a stiff dry hedge, and feigned to have nothing
  to do with it; yet times there were, and as much as a fortnight of Sundays in
  a downright season, when lane and brook made exchange of duty, as lightly as
  two parsons do. And the public,—so faithful to variety it
  proves—was pleased in this case, as it is in the other; and after a
  while found a new charm, in recurring to its veteran and inveterate ruts.

But in moderate weather, and decent seasons, the Christow keeps to its
  natural bed, strewn with bright pebbles, and pillowed with rock. Through the
  garden of the captain, its glittering run is broken, by some little zig-zags
  of delay, and many laughing tumbles; at one of which, it does some work, by
  turning a wheel, when driven to it. And when the gardener's day is done, and
  the sun is gone to the western world, while the apple with uplifted, and the
  pear with pensive eye, stand forth of their dim leafage, in the rounding of
  the light—then down here, by the fluid steps, and twinkling passage of
  the stream, a bench is hung with clematis, and tented round with roses, for
  leisure, and the joy of rest, and bliss of admiration.

Now dwelling here, and seeing how the land was in his favour, the captain
  helped the hand of nature, to secure his quietude. The cliff on the west of
  his garden had offered possibility of descent, to ladies of clear head, and
  strong ankle. This bad temptation he soon removed, by a few charges of
  rock-powder; and then towards the north, where the ground was softer, he
  planted a brake of the large-flowered gorse, having thorns of stiff texture
  and admirable teeth. The bloom of this was brighter than the fairest maiden's
  tresses, even of the now most fashionable ochre; and the rustle of the wind,
  among the tufts, was softer than the sweetest silvery nonsense.

Thus he well established ramparts, solid and spinous, all about his rear;
  and then he had leisure to improve his front, and eastern flank towards the
  village. Nature had defended these, fairly and honestly enough, by sending a
  nice watercourse around them. Still there were lapses in the vigilance of the
  brook, where a lady, with her skirts up, might flip through, or even, with a
  downward run, spring over; and having much experience of the world, he knew
  how slow they were to hesitate, with curiosity behind them. So, with a
  powerful spade, and stout dredging-rake, he made good those weak places; and
  then looking round, with glad defiance, suddenly espied at his very threshold
  a traitorous inroad, a passage for the evil one. For here was a series of
  wicked stepping-stones, coming across a shallow width of water, as old as the
  hills, and looking quite as steadfast. Strictly heeding these, and probing
  vigorously with a crowbar, he found one towards the further side, which was
  loose in its socket, like a well-worn tooth; and after a little operation, he
  contrived to leave a fine gap in the series. Curiosity on tiptoe might come
  thus far, but without winged toes, or wading boots, was sure of catching
  cold, if it came any further. Thus a gentleman's wife, from a parish down
  below, who kept the spy-glass of the neighbourhood, was obliged to stop
  there; and at once pronounced him a vastly superior, and most interesting
  man, but undoubtedly a noted criminal.
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"How beautiful everything looks, and how large and early all
  your bloom is! People may talk about Torquay. But I was down there yesterday,
  and I find you a week in front of them. Well done, Christowell! Torquay has
  not a pear-bloom open yet, even in Morgan's garden. But perhaps you grow the
  earlier sorts."

Parson Short, and Captain Larks, were hearty friends by this time; for
  each of them loved the truthful staple, and kindly heart of the other. The
  clergyman had too much self-respect, to pry into the layman's history. He
  took him as he found him, a gentle, intelligent, peaceful, and orthodox
  ratepayer.

"The earliest fruit is not the first to bloom," the gardener answered,
  with his pruning-knife at work; "or at any rate, not of necessity. The later
  kind often is the first in bloom."

"Well, I never knew that. But I see the reason. Slow fellows want a good
  start, as in a race. I like to hear of little things, that I have never
  noticed; for an apple and a pear are pretty much the same to me. And that
  reminds me of the thing I came to ask you. Yesterday I rode down to Torquay,
  because the dog Nous wanted exercise; and there, upon the pier, I met
  an ancient friend, whom I value and admire greatly. By the death of an uncle,
  he has come into a large estate, on the west side of the moor; and there he
  is going to improve the garden. He has never had a chance of gardening much;
  but he loves it, almost as much as you do, especially the fruit, and the
  vegetable stuff. He knows next to nothing about it; but that adds enormously
  to the enchantment. He has heard of you, as a mighty man of fruit, from
  nurserymen near Exeter. And instead of burning, as he should have done, to
  come and see me, the parson, all he seemed to care about was to see you; you,
  the gardener, and your garden!

"I ought to be obliged to him, even more than I am," Mr. Arthur answered
  plainly. "One of the many plagues of gardening is that the public regard it
  as a mere amusement, which is carried on, for them to stare at, like cricket
  on the village-green. The general idea of a garden is—a place to sit
  down in, and smoke pipes."

"And the right view of the subject too," replied Mr. Short, who understood
  his man, and how soon his petulance broke up into a smile. "My friend, I will
  take your hint. My pipe is ready. I will sit, and watch your labours, and
  learn much."

"That you will never do," the other answered, smiling at the turn of the
  mood upon him; "simply because it is not in you. From morning till night, you
  might think you were watching, and go away, not a twig the wiser, because you
  were not born for it; any more than I for Greek verbs, and pithy sermons. Why
  do I cut to this bud now? I have told you fifty times, but you cannot tell me
  now."

"Slash away all the buds," said Mr. Short, for fear of making a wrong hit
  at it; "so long as you know, and the bud understands it—but here comes
  the fairest bud of all, my little Rose-bud—how are you, my dear? And
  why does your father cut back to you? Is it because you grow in the right
  direction?"

"I have stopped growing long ago in every direction;" she answered,
  looking far away above the hat of Mr. Short; for her views of life were
  becoming large; and it liked her not to be called "my dear," even from the
  force of habit. And then she feared that she had gone too far, especially in
  looking such a height above him. So she blushed, in pure penitence,—and
  was almost ready to offer her father's friend a kiss, as used to be done of
  old, when she met him on the first morning of the holidays. But the vicar
  took no offence, and heeded not her communings, for he did not want to enter
  into young girls' minds.

"Now what would this child do, to express her gratitude"—he put it
  to her father with a nod of understanding; "supposing that I were to bring
  her a hero? A genuine hero, of valour and of chivalry, such a man as she has
  only dreamed of—or perhaps read about him, and got tired."

"I never get tired of reading of heroes; and how could I get tired of
  looking at them?"

"That is quite another pair of shoes, Miss Rose. My friend is not
  wonderful to look at, as the men seldom are, who have wrought great wonders.
  But you could not help liking and admiring him, because he does it to himself
  so little. And he will admire you, I can tell you. Coax your dear father to
  let me bring him."

"My poor little place, and my puny experiments," Mr. Arthur said, with
  that large humility, which marks the true gardener (as long as he is
  praised), "are always at the service of the lover of the craft, who is good
  enough to think, that I can teach him something. At the same time, it must be
  kindly borne in mind, that I am but a learner, and make no pretence to
  knowledge."

"To be sure, my dear sir. All allowance will be made. We cannot, for
  instance, expect you to be like the great Scotch gardener, at Lord Bicton's
  place."

"It would grieve me, and disgrace me, to be like that fellow. I would not
  let him come here, with his crooked-bladed knife, if he paid me £5 a day for
  it. Miserable numskull!"

"Even I should know better than to do what he does," cried Rose, running
  up to a fine pear-tree. "He nails the young wood of a wall-tree down the
  trunk, like this positively; and drives the great nails into the poor thing's
  breast!"

"Excellent idea!" cried Mr. Short, laughing at the horror on the maiden's
  face. "So he makes the tree really self-supporting; and it feeds its young,
  like a pelican, out of its own breast."

"No; it feeds the nails, like that," she answered; "the great rusty nails,
  and the dirty weeds, and snails; and no nourishment for the poor fruit at
  all. Oh, Mr. Short, how very little you do know!"

"How may I attain to such rare knowledge? If I only had the stuff in me,
  you might improve it. But alas, I have not the most raw material. But my old
  friend across the moor has got the making in him; and he seems to see the
  principles, if he could only get the practice."

"So far as concerns my scraps of knowledge, and my humble premises," the
  owner answered, as he looked about him, with no other flourish than a
  clapping of his clips; "they are wholly at the service of a friend of yours.
  It will give me great pleasure to see him, when he pleases. And if you will
  let me know the day, I will have my little drawbridge down."

"Now, I call that really kind of you; because I know that you are pressed
  for time just now. And that made me enlist little Rosie on my side. I will
  write at once to Colonel Westcombe; he will ride over to my early dinner, at
  which I shall be proud if you, and your dear child, will join us. Then we
  will have the old four-wheel out, and come up the hill all together."

"Oh, what a pleasure it will be! Papa, you had better not say 'No'; or you
  never shall hear the last of it. But what have you discovered so important in
  the brook? Is it a salmon? No, they can't get up here. It must be the otter
  once more. Mr. Short, oh do come with Nous, and your double-barrelled
  gun."

"It is not at all an easy thing to shoot an otter," said the parson, a
  dear lover of the rod and gun; "but if you have an otter here, he will harry
  your trout dreadfully. The only way to get a shot is to lie hid for hours.
  Nous would do more harm than good, freely as he takes the water. But,
  Arthur, you understand all that. I am sure that you are an old
  sportsman."

"I used to be fond of the gun," said his host; "but I never shoot now; and
  shall never shoot again."

Mr. Short was surprised at the tone of his voice, and the change in his
  face, and manner. What was become of his frank complacence, and light smile
  at his own conceit, and glances of fatherly pride at his Rose? Instead of all
  that he looked troubled, and perplexed, and preparing to contend with some
  new grief. Even his lively child saw this; though as yet she had not learned
  to study a face, whose only expression for her was love.

"I fear that I have vexed you," the clergyman said kindly; "by striving to
  draw you from your good and quiet habits. I can well understand your dislike
  to be disturbed, such as I very often have myself. Leave it to me to settle
  with Colonel Westcombe. I can easily do it, without offending him. The fault
  has been wholly my own, for not considering. I hope that you will pardon me;
  and I am sure that Westcombe will; for he is one of the noblest-hearted
  fellows living."

"That he is. Right well I know it," Mr. Arthur answered, with more warmth
  than prudence. "But alas, what a number of my pots are broken! Let us go in.
  The sun is droughty. We have hit upon a most prime blend of cider; but I dare
  not bottle any, till I have your imprimatur."

"You shall have the full benefit of my judgment," the parson answered
  briskly; "after the tug of the morning, I deserve even better than Christow
  water. My acquaintance with fruit is chiefly liquid, in spite of all your
  lectures. Miss Rose, answer me one question, if you can; and young ladies
  now-a-days are taught all paradoxes. Why should milk become solid, and apples
  liquid, by the self-same process of thumping?"

"Because, because—because I don't know. And can you explain to me,
  Mr. Short, how a man can be beaten black, and blue? If he is black, he can
  never be blue."

"Nothing can be simpler. At first he is black; and as he begins to get
  better he turns blue."

Such nonsense they were talking, not of their own folly, but simply to
  carry off the awkward time, as they followed Captain Larks to the cottage. He
  turned round, now and then, to seem to heed them; but they knew, better than
  himself perhaps, that his mind was far away, and that his cheerfulness was
  gone. Then he roused up his spirits, to discharge fair duties as a host, at
  which he was always good, with the very few whom he received as guests. His
  graceful young daughter, with her hat thrown off, and clusters of nut-brown
  hair tied back, flitted across the bars of sunshine chequered by some
  Banksian sprays, while she spread upon the table shadow, and still better,
  substance of the things that nourish life. Bread, that is to say, and butter
  (beaded as with meadow dew); honeycomb, gladdened with the moorland scent,
  and the thick-set mettle of a home-fed ham, where fat and lean played into
  one another sweetly—like moonlight among roses. In the thick of
  temptation reposed Cos-lettuce—cold and crisp, and beautiful, and
  justly divided by a thin, sharp knife, showing follicle, frill, and crimp
  broidery of gold, in and out of cells, and fronds, and filigree of carved
  ivory. Neither were the fluid creatures absent; cider was there, like an
  amber fountain springing into beads of pearl, and bright ale, comrade of the
  labours of mankind; and, for the weaker vessels, water. Not yet was vapid
  claret shed, like vinegar on the English rock.

Distributing good supply, and partaking fairly to commend it, the host
  began to regard the world, with larger benevolence, and hope. He looked at
  his child, who was doing her best to smile away sudden disturbance, and to
  set their visitor at his ease; and then he looked at this pleasant friend,
  who had shown such good breeding, and submission to his mood. And with that,
  Mr. Arthur was fain to confess, that he had allowed himself to be surprised
  out of his usual respect for others.

The vicar, (although a testy man, with strangers, or with upstarts,) not
  only did not show, but did not even feel resentment now. He had faith in his
  friend, that there must be sound reason for the refusal of his request; and
  he fully expected some explanation, perhaps when Rose should be out of the
  way. So he thoroughly enjoyed the simple fare, and resolved to enrage his
  cook, Mrs. Aggett, by a fulsome description of the captain's ham. For this he
  deserved to have his banquet interrupted, and so it was very speedily.

"Well, I do declare," cried the quick-eyed Rose, as she helped him to some
  honey for the crown of his repast, "the very queerest figure that you can
  imagine is trying to get across our steps!"

"Ungrateful damsel!" Mr. Short replied, as he went to the bud-covered
  lattice. "Have you no sense of a most distinguished honour? It is the mighty
  Solomon, and he bears a letter."

"Surely you don't mean Betty Cork's boy, who went about for Doctor
  Perperaps? The one that rose into the 'loftier spear?'"

"To be sure; Lady Touchwood's page he is. And she so arrays him, that our
  wag, the cobbler's boy, who used to call him 'Solomon Senna,' now has dubbed
  him 'Solomon's Glory.'"

"Glorious he may be," said Rose; "but he seems in a very sad fright at
  present; and he cannot take my jump. Father, dear, shall I go, and ask him
  what he wants?"

"After all, the honour is not for you, but my humble self," interposed Mr.
  Short. "He is screaming at the top of his voice 'Passon Shart.' Don't think
  of letting down the drawbridge. I will make him walk through, just to spoil
  his grand livery."

"Oh, if you are not afraid of 'my lady,' do make him walk through the
  water, while I see him."

"Rose, you are too mischievous," said Mr. Arthur, getting up. "I will go
  and take the boy's message myself. We must not carry things too far."

In a minute or two, he returned with a letter, sealed with a formidable
  coat of arms, and addressed to "The Revd. Tom Short, Christowell Vicarage.
  Important."

"Plague upon the woman!" cried the reverend gentleman; "she wants me on
  the instant, about something most momentous! And Mrs. Aggett has been stupe
  enough to send the boy on here. It is nothing but one of her little tempers.
  However, I must go home, and ride away at once, though my horse is entitled
  to a good day in stable."

"I wanted to show you a whole quantity of things," replied his host with
  unfeigned disappointment; for the bloom of the pleasure of good work fades,
  when nobody comes to admire it. "It is more than a fortnight since you were
  here; and a fortnight of April is as much as a month, at almost any other
  time. And if you care little for fruit, you love flowers."

"The rose, the rose, the rose for me!" Mr. Short exclaimed, with a smile
  at the blushing specimen before him. "I shall write you the song of the rose
  some day. I know a little Rose, who considers me a nightingale. Even so, I
  must fly immediately. May I let down the planch for myself, good host?"

They would not hear of this, but bore him company down the winding walk;
  where the pear-tree was clustering its petal'd cups of snow, and the apple
  beginning, in the slant sunshine, to unravel the down of its bossy green
  truss. Then the gardener himself let down his "planch," over the wavering
  glitter of the brook; and crossing the meadow, where Mopsy the cow lived,
  they came to the private door into the lane. Here Christowell shone, in the
  haze of spring below them, and the hoary old church, beyond the flash of
  hasty waters, looked holy, and peaceful, as the tombs around it.

"Be sure that you come again soon," cried Rose, running lightly back to
  the lane, while her father was going home across the mead. "Please to come
  to-morrow, if you possibly can, and tell us every syllable about that Lady
  Touchwood; she puzzles me so dreadfully, Mr. Short!"

"Lady Touchwood will say, when she hears where I have been, 'Tell me every
  syllable about that Miss Arthur; she is such a puzzle to me, Mr. Short!'"

No sooner had he spoken than he deeply regretted his stupid little slip of
  tongue; because he saw that he had given pain. Rose made no answer, but
  coloured deeply, and turned away with a curtsey; then, rejoining her father,
  she clung closely to his arm.

"Poor dear!" thought the vicar, who loved his light-hearted, and sweet
  parishioner, pastorally, "I heartily trust, that I am altogether wrong. But,
  if I know anything of the world, that pretty girl, and good girl, has a
  troublous time before her."




CHAPTER VI. — A TINGLE AND A TANGLE
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Touchwood Park, as the owners loved to call it, differed
  from Lark's Cot, almost as much as Sir Joseph Touchwood from "Captain Larks."
  Brilliance without shade, but striped, and barred with brighter brilliance,
  and slashed across with all bold hues (in diaper pattern, glittering like a
  newly varnished oil-cloth) with stucco pilasters to relieve it (but all too
  shallow to help themselves, or carry their white perukes of piecrust), and
  topped with a stuck-up roof of tile, and puckered things called "minarets,"
  but more like stable-lanterns—the gazer found solace in shutting both
  eyes, and hoping that the money had done good elsewhere.

"Winderful to my maind, winderful they arktexts be!" said John Sage, of
  Christowell, to his wife. "Blest if they han't diskivered a plan, to make
  tower of Babel, out of Noah's rainbow!"

"What odds to thee?" replied his good wife sharply; "our Bill hath drawed
  his ladder wages, riglar, every Zatterday."

Truly, it made small difference to the quiet folk of Christowell, whether
  the mansion were tall or short, dazzling or soothing to the eye; because it
  was out of their parish—which marks a broad line in all matters of
  feeling—and also, because it was out of their sight, till they mounted
  a gristly and scraggy bone of hill. Some of them looked upon this as a great
  denial, and grumbled, at going so far, to see the big house on a Sunday. But
  most people said it was wisely ordained, lest the liver'd young men should
  come courting their daughters, and drive up the price of beer at the
  Horse-shoes.

Sir Joseph Touchwood had a right to please himself; as indeed he always
  did, having vast self-complacence, which was justified by his success in
  life. Beginning his career, as a boy of all work, he had made his way into a
  little grocer's shop at Stonehouse, and so into the Pursers' rooms, and
  thence into Admiralty contracts, lucrative, and elastic. He cheated as little
  as he could help, until he could do it, on a worthy scale, and in superior
  company.

Rising thus, he was enabled, by-and-by, to be the superior company
  himself, to reward those who helped him, and make it more expedient, to shake
  the head, than to wag the tongue about him. And little as he cared for the
  shadow, or even the sparkle of his object, while he grasped the substance,
  the showy part also was rendered to him, by a pleasing and natural
  incident.

Lord Wellington's men having worn out their shoes, by constant pursuit of
  the enemy, our Government took measures to prepare to shoe them, by the time
  they had learned to march barefoot. Joseph Touchwood got the contract; his
  beef had been found of such durable texture, that the hides, in all reason,
  must last for ever. The order was placed in Northampton; the shoes were made
  in a jiffy, and came to Plymouth, two-and-twenty thousand of them, all of a
  size, not in pairs, but polygamous; being shaped so admirably, as to fit
  either human foot alike. They passed a triumphant examination, and were
  happily shipped to a Spanish port, which fell into the hands of Marshal
  Soult, on the very day of their arrival.

That great commander rejoiced exceedingly; for his men were bare-footed,
  from running away; and he rigged out eleven thousand Gallic heroes, in
  captured British leather—or the like. On the very next day, a great
  battle came off, and the right side won it,—that is to say, ours. Then
  every Frenchman (shot, lanced, or taken prisoner) was proved to be as lame as
  a cock on a glassed wall; and although no allowance was made for that
  drawback, the hand of Providence was discovered in it. It was useless for
  Touchwood to deny that he had foreseen this result, and produced, at great
  outlay, a patriotic stratagem. In a word, with no more waste of time, than
  was needful for the British Cabinet to conceive, ponder, and deliver a large
  budget of jokes at the Frenchman's expense, of his vain attempt to fill
  British leather, and getting into the wrong pair of shoes, etc.—amid
  public applause, they made the contractor a baronet, instead of paying
  him.

Sir Joseph would liefer have received the money; for the shoes stood him
  fairly in 9d. a-piece; and he counted for a further loss his non-gain
  of three shillings, upon every one of them. He had no honest ground for
  complaint however, having run a good cargo of French goods homeward, as well
  as established a permanent basis for supplying the French, through the rest
  of that campaign, with slop-flannel trousers, as blue as their legs.

Sir Joseph worked harder than ever, although universally respected by this
  time. And though he cared little for empty honour, he loved fame, when it led
  to business. Lady Touchwood began to think more of his opinion, and allowed
  him no longer to be called, "our Joe." He flourished exceedingly; but stuck
  to business still, and left all the decorative part to her. This lady was an
  admirable wife, and mother, kind, warm-hearted, full of interest in things
  that were no concern of hers, an excellent adviser, when not consulted, as
  good to the poor as they would let her be, vigilant in her own household, and
  resolute in having her own way always. The most captious of critics could
  find no fault in her, except that she was obstinate, imperious,
  narrow-minded, and ridiculously passionate, when "put out." And a very little
  thing was enough to put her out; though she always believed it to be
  monstrous.

"Now I call it very good of you, to come to me so promptly;" she
  exclaimed, holding out both hands to Mr. Short. "I always like people to do
  that, so much. Never mind anything. Do sit down."

Mr. Short bowed pleasantly, but made no pretty speech; though the ladies
  still expected such politeness from the gentlemen. For he knew that this lady
  would only cut short his oration.

"I am the most persecuted person in the world," she continued, glancing
  sadly at a statuette of Dido; "no, she was not to be compared to me, and she
  did burn the villain who betrayed her!"

"Sir Joseph?" inquired Mr. Short with some surprise, but too wary to
  correct the lady's memory of the Æneid.

"Sir Joseph! How can you be so exceedingly provoking? Sir Joseph is a
  model; and besides that, he knows better. It is my daughter, Julia."

"I am grieved indeed," Mr. Short said softly, and dropping his eyes, lest
  they should gleam with any levity. "The young lady promised to behave so
  well; and she seemed so truly sorry, so affectionate, and dutiful, after
  having shown a little—temper perhaps, on Monday."

"Then, you shall hear how she has kept her promise. This morning, without
  provocation or excuse, she packed up all her property, and she left my
  house!"

"Surely, there must have been something more than usual?"

"Not at all. You shall judge for yourself. She is constantly pretending to
  have judgments of her own, and to use what she calls her reasoning powers. No
  good ever comes of such a thing as that. But she is at liberty to do it, when
  she pleases; so long as she only agrees with me. But to argue against her own
  mother, Mr. Short!"

"Lady Touchwood, I agree with you, that it is wrong. But of course, with
  your superior intellect, you convinced her of her error."

"That I did thoroughly. I boxed her ears; until they were as red as the
  things they make sauce of. Oh, it was such a satisfaction to me!"

Mr. Short stared a little, though he knew the lady's temper. Then he
  thought of the haughty tall Julia, whom he admired with a distant fervency.
  Julia, with her pretty ears as red as ripe tomatoes!

"I hurt my poor hands shockingly, with her nasty brilliants. It was too
  bad of her." Lady Touchwood exhibited her dimpled, but vigorous palms, with
  pink lines on them. "She went to bed, as I thought, in a chastened spirit;
  and I told her to pray for a better frame of mind. But instead of that, she
  has done what I tell you."

"But you know where she is? You have ascertained that, otherwise you would
  be in great tribulation. Is she gone to her father, at Plymouth?"

"Not she indeed. Sir Joseph has too much high principle, to encourage her;
  though he would, no doubt, if he dared; because she can do exactly as she
  likes with him."

"Then perhaps, to her aunt at Ivybridge? I am sure that you know; or you
  would be more sorry for what you have done, Lady Touchwood."

"I do the right thing, and I defy the consequence. But I know where the
  hussy is well enough. I ought to have taken her purse away. She has hired a
  post-chaise, and driven off forsooth, in noble state, to Westcombe Hall."

"To Colonel Westcombe's place! I had not the least idea, even that you
  knew him. I have spoken of him, and you made no sign." Mr. Short looked
  surprised, for he was thinking—"Well, you can hold your tongue, when
  you please, as well as people of better temper."

"Oh dear yes," replied Lady Touchwood, as if she were surprised at his
  surprise; "we have known Colonel Westcombe, for years and years, in fact he
  is Julia's godfather, and immensely proud she is of him. But
  circumstances—well you know, there was no particular reason why one
  should go running after him, until he came into that large property; and
  that, as you must be aware, was not at all expected."

"It is an honour to any one, to know Colonel Westcombe. Land, or no land,
  rich, or poor, no circumstances make any difference in his value."

"I dare say. But still, you know, it adds to his charms, to be in a good
  position. Sir Joseph was thinking of inviting him to dinner; but I must see
  first, how he behaves about my daughter. If he encourages poor Julia in her
  headstrong violence, and evil tempers, he shall never sit down in this house,
  Mr. Short."

"Whatever he does will be right, Lady Touchwood, whatever your opinion may
  be about it. And now, though I am not the clergyman of your parish, you have
  given me the right to speak, by sending for me. And setting aside all the
  folly of your conduct, I must tell you, that it is very wrong."

Mr. Short spoke strongly; for he feared no one, and cared very little for
  the temper of any woman, except his own Mrs. Aggett. He expected to be shown
  to the door, with much despatch. But instead of that, his hostess bore meekly
  with him, and even seemed to listen with attention. For she knew in her
  heart, that she had gone a little too far, peradventure, and she respected
  the established church; whenever she was not furious. In her youth, she had
  been a quiet, gentle-looking person, with large blue eyes, and a plump round
  face, and delicate complexion. But, even then, the doubling of the chin, the
  bold cut of nostril, and fulness of the eyelid, showed that mischief might
  come out, and patience not strike root in age.

"Is your homily over?" she inquired with a smile, which saved her words
  from rudeness; for like many other quick-tempered persons, she had a very
  pretty smile, to put her in the right. "You are famous for very short
  sermons, with a very great deal in them. How I wish you were our vicar here,
  instead of Mr. Barker! He always goes on, for three quarters of an hour."

"Barker is a very sound and excellent divine. Many of my people long for
  him. I always get him over, for collection-Sundays. He draws half-a-crown,
  where I draw a shilling. My farmers say, 'short time makes short wages.' But,
  what have you sent for me to do, about your fair deserter?"

"To advise me, Mr. Short; because you are so clever. People are so liable
  to misunderstand me. They never make allowance for the trials I encounter.
  Sir Joseph is all the week long at his office; and I have to go through every
  hardship by myself. Even if he were here, this moment, I could not allow him
  to interfere; because he is so one-sided. He looks upon Julia, as a perfect
  angel, because she understands his snuff so well. She gets on her father's
  blind side so cleverly, the crafty young time-server!"

"But your son, Lady Touchwood—your admirable son?"

"Dicky is a model of every known virtue; but he spends all his time, with
  the rat-catcher's dogs. At this time of year, it is most important to get the
  rats thinned off, you know. And, besides that, he takes such extraordinary
  views, that he goes against me very often. I have felt it my duty, to have
  this matter kept from him, for fear of his taking it, in an unbecoming
  manner."

"Which means, in plain English, that he would side with his sister. It was
  very good of her, to go away, without involving him. But something must be
  done, and done at once, if possible. You have not allowed the servants to
  discover, I suppose, the cause of this sudden departure."

"Their opinions are nothing whatever to me. If they form nasty ones, I
  discharge them. But Julia has much more dignity, I should hope, than to
  whine, about what she has brought upon herself. She could not help feeling,
  that she brought it on herself."

"Very well, then," replied Mr. Short, to avoid that difficult subject, "we
  may treat the matter, as a simple visit of the young lady to her dear
  godfather. The servants, and the stable-men, may be wroth, at being dispensed
  with, or endeavour to be so; but upon the whole, the less they have to do,
  the more thoroughly they enjoy it. You, on the other hand, show no anxiety,
  but leave the fair fugitive to her own devices. She, in her exile, begins to
  pine for her birds, and her books, her flowers, her piano, and her pet dog,
  Elfie."

"No, not Elfie. She has taken that wretch with her. You may trust her,
  never to stir a yard, without darling Elfie. She may pine, as you say, if she
  is capable of it; but surely, the first thing she should pine for, is her own
  good mother."

"So she will, and very painfully indeed. And the end of it is, that she
  writes a touching letter, and comes home, with a wholesome knowledge, that
  the ears must expiate the tongue's offences."

"You know nothing at all about her," Lady Touchwood answered, with a
  mother's smile. "What does a bachelor know of women? They calculate on them,
  from their own reason. For instance, do you think, that I could wait a month,
  with my daughter in the hands of other people, and learning all sorts of
  tricks, against her own mother? I can be very patient, and most
  long-suffering, when I am convinced that my trials require it. But as for
  sitting down like this, and thinking, and hoping for people to be reasonable,
  your own sense must show you that I never, never could put up with it. Surely
  you must have some wiser plan than that!"

"I will tell you then, what I will do, if you think fit. I will call upon
  my old friend, Colonel Westcombe, if you wish me to do so, and see Miss
  Touchwood."

"Not as if you came from me, of course. Julia would get the upper hand
  directly. But why not go to-day, Mr. Short? The days are getting nice and
  long, and it is not very far."

"Twelve good miles, as the crow flies," said her visitor, thinking to
  himself that she deserved some brisk anxiety; "and the crow would have many
  steep hills, to fly over. My horse took me forty miles yesterday, and more.
  And if I went now, it would look as if you were devoured with regret, and
  penitence, and that would be below your dignity. To-morrow, I have an
  engagement of importance. But, unless you send to stop me, I shall make a
  point of being there in good time, on Saturday morning. You will see her on
  Saturday, by dinner-time; it takes a little time, to get over such
  things."

"It ought to be sooner, but it must not be later. Remember that Sir Joseph
  will be home that evening; and if he should not have done well, that week, he
  might make a whole string of troublesome inquiries. You must not think me
  selfish. That is the last thing to be said of me. But I like people to be
  considerate to me, and amiable, and sweet-tempered. And I have a good right
  to expect it, Mr. Short, for I am always so to others—when they let
  me."

"Ah, yes, I see. But how fond you are of self-examination, Lady Touchwood!
  Is it because you find the result so favourable?"

"I am never put out, by sarcastic speeches; because I don't understand
  them. I hope you will come, and dine with us on Sunday, if that dreadful Mrs.
  Aggett will allow you."

The vicar was never ashamed to say, that he heartily loved a good dinner.
  How many a parson has got his living, by knowing what good living is?
  Wherefore are college kitchens far more glorious than the lecture-rooms, and
  why does the buttery excel the chapel? Therefore Mr. Short said yes, with a
  very cheerful countenance; and observed with tender resignation, as he rode
  home through the park, that the fattest of the bucks was absent.




CHAPTER VII. — HOUSE-BREAKING
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As with many species of monoecious plants, so with some
  families of human kind, the female flower transcends the male, in beauty,
  size, and dignity. In all these points, Sir Joseph Touchwood, and Richard,
  his only son, fell far below the mark of the ladies they belonged to. The
  father, and founder, was an admirable man, when regarded from a national,
  that is to say, from a business point of view. He had never been known,
  except by himself, to miss a chance of getting on; and from day to day, he
  became more honest, as his character increased. Plymouth began to respect him
  deeply, as she found his vigour enlarge her trade, and some Radical
  deputations begged him to go up to Parliament. However, he had too much sense
  for that; and managed to get out of it, without offence to any one. But
  several of his school-fellows, who had not got on so well, thoroughly agreed
  with one another, that "Sandy Joe" (as they still called him) was making a
  fool of himself, in building, over there by Dartmoor, that popinjay,
  pack-of-cards, peep-show thing, like the Lord Mayor's coach in London; and,
  unless they were very much mistaken, such a stuck-up lot would come down
  headlong. Sir Joseph, as soon as he heard of these sentiments, proved the
  largeness of his mind, by inviting all the critics to his great
  house-warming; and the few of them who went were so well treated, that they
  put down all the rest, who had no coats to go in.

A man who succeeds, with the hardest thing of all, and the highest in his
  opinion, that is to say, the money, is apt to believe that he can have his
  own way—if he chooses to assert it—in the lesser matters of life,
  such as family love, and respect, and the character of his children. The
  great contractor, perceiving that his son had no special turn for business,
  resolved to give him a fine education, and harness him afterwards, if
  needful. He sent him to a private school, and thence to Cambridge, and was
  proud to hear him called "the Cantab." The youth learned little, but was not
  dissatisfied, either with himself, or the world around him. For everybody
  looked upon him, as a pleasant fellow, free-handed, careless, and
  good-natured in his way, talkative, full of small adventures of his own, and
  not disagreeably truthful. He was never long without some mighty hero, whom
  he worshipped, for strength, or ability, or knowledge of the world, and who
  could have done better whatever was done well, and with less than a quarter
  of the trouble. Though indolent enough of mind, he was very restless bodily,
  and would keep the whole house upon the fidget, unless he got his daily
  exercise. And now, as he was missing his term at Cambridge, and no
  field-sports were toward, his mother considered it a special grace of
  Providence, in favour of her Dicky, that Dartmoor was invaded by a mighty
  host of rats. For, if there was anything that Dicky Touchwood thoroughly
  enjoyed, it was a good rat-hunt.

Now the fact that every one, high or low, who possessed the pleasure of
  his acquaintance—and one need not be very high to do that—called
  him without hesitation, "Dicky Touchwood," is as clear a proof as can be
  given, of his easy, careless style. His mother, and sister, had bravely
  striven, at the dates of his breeching, and then of his horsing, and then of
  his having a tail thrown over, to redeem him from a Dicky, into Richard,
  Dick, or Richie, or even the old-fared Dickon. At each of these epochs, their
  struggle was vain; but they rallied for a final stand, upon the breastwork of
  his matriculation. For many a mile, and league around them, none, but some
  half a score of parsons, knew the meaning of that mighty word; and possibly
  it might have triumphed over nature, if the latter had not ignobly adopted
  the argumentum ad hominem. For the Cantab, upon his return, as
  arranged by his mother, in full academical plight, as he leaped from the
  chariot of the Park, in the presence of the whole population, upset the
  entire effect, by shouting—"Three cheers, for Dicky Touchwood!"

His only sister, Julia, was of a very different order. Tall, and handsome,
  and resolute, and straight-forward, she kept her own place, and followed her
  own liking. She reigned over her father, when he was at home, and was fairly
  reducing her mother to subjection, in spite of some violent outbreaks. The
  latest of these had filled her with amazement, even more than with
  indignation; until she perceived, being very clear-sighted, that it was a
  last despairing effort, to cast off the tightening yoke. With skilful
  management on her part, it would prove the final clenching of the link. Dicky
  was a far more uncertain subject, for there was not substance enough in him
  to bind.

The sportive Dicky made few inquiries, as to the reason of his sister's
  absence. When she was gone, he could have his own way, without let, or
  hindrance, until something disagreed with his mother. For he was her darling,
  her pet, and her idol, and he alone of mortals might ever contradict her. So
  now, he resolved to make the most of this fine opportunity, and be master, so
  far as he cared to be, which was chiefly in matters of sport, and of feeding.
  Ordering the household right and left, that very afternoon he sent for three
  rat-catchers, and commanded them to sink their feuds, till Sunday, and be
  ready for him at the Park-gate, the next morning, with every dog, and ferret,
  they could hear of, together with their shovels, wire-cages, knobsticks, and
  all the other items of their interesting gear. With the prospect of a guinea,
  and the certainty of beer, they were punctual as the sun, at ten o'clock; and
  a motley host of bipeds, quadrupeds, and tripods—for some of the dogs
  had only three feet left—set forth gallantly, to invade the rats of
  Dartmoor.

Meanwhile, on this same Friday morning, Mr. Arthur (generally known as
  "Captain Larks") was busy with a lot of little vines in pots, which were
  crying out for more room, and more nurture. He had brought them, from his
  span-roof forcing-house, to a little glazed building of his own construction,
  snugly ensconced beneath the cliff. And here, with half a hundred of his new
  patent pots, he was craftily preparing a delicious compost, of mealy sod,
  mellow manure, and spicy bone-dust, enough to make the little mouths of
  dainty creatures water. At this he worked hard, without sparing his hands,
  pulling asunder the fibrous clods, but not reducing them to siftage, nipping
  in twain every wireworm, and grub, carefully distributing the sweet-stuff
  from the linhay, and the benefit of happy bones, that should never ache
  again, and lightly, with his open fingers, carding up the mixture; until the
  whole was sleek, and fragrant, with the vital gifts of earth.

None but a very gruff fellow, unworthy to love, or be loved by, nature,
  can minister thus to his little dependants, without ministering also to his
  own cares. Captain Larks was down-hearted, and perplexed, and quavery, when
  he drew his hand to do this work; but courage came to him, and the love of
  life, and the golden touch of hope, as he went on. The interest in other
  things beyond himself grew bright and gladsome, as he worked for good; and
  without thinking of it, he began to whistle the old English tune, "We won't
  give up." Last night he had said to himself, "I must give up. Fate is too
  much for me, and all things go against me. I must fly from this refuge of
  many quiet years, and of pet things, the fruit of my own work. I must fly
  somewhere else, and begin once more, with the loss of all the little relics
  of my money, and rheumatism settling in my left shoulder-blade. And, worst of
  all, with darling Rose astray, and quite bewildered."

But now, he was hoping for the best, and well believing that fear had made
  too much of his imaginary trouble. The day was fine, and the sunshine brisk,
  enlivening mankind, and especially those, who live among the offspring of the
  sun. The soft spring air, afloat with sunbeams, brought the blue distance of
  the heavens to the earth; and the white blossoms shone upon it, as if they
  saw it. The gardener, as he plied his work, was breathing sweet contentment,
  for his heart drank in the beauty; and, better still, at every breath, he
  felt that fruit was setting.

"Father, how glad I am, to see you look like your old self again!" cried
  Rose, coming in from the grass-walk. "Mr. Short is wonderfully good and kind;
  but I should simply hate him, if he were to begin to disturb your mind. You
  never ate as much as my thumb for supper; and you couldn't look worse, if I
  ran away from you."

"I scarcely know, how much your thumb eats for supper," her father
  replied, as his pleasure increased, with gazing at her bright, and
  affectionate face; "but, if it has not over-eaten itself, I would beg some
  help from it, with the ball of this vine."

"Now, if you don't know, papa, you ought to know," she said in a low
  voice, as they worked together; "and you ought to be punished, for not
  knowing well, that I am come to years of full discretion."

"It is a fine thing, to have a good opinion of oneself. There, you have
  proved your words, by snapping this root-fibre!"

Although he spoke thus, he was thinking to himself—"this daughter of
  mine is discreet, beyond her years. How she would enjoy her youth, if it were
  the same as other girls have! And how beautiful she is, the pretty
  darling!"

As for that he was right beyond all doubt; though a father's pride goes
  astray sometimes, from cleaving, over-fondly, to the grooves of love. A very
  sweet face has its sweetness trebled, when tender doubt, and a light shade of
  anxiety, soften the bloom of the cheeks, and deepen the lustre of inquiring
  eyes. Rose Arthur (with the sun-gleam on her hair, and the pure white
  forehead touched with thought, and the delicate oval of the face enhanced by
  the suppliant curve of neck) was not only charming to look at, but also
  bewitching to think of afterwards.

"How can I have at all a good opinion of myself," she asked her father,
  with some twinkle of a tear, "when nobody considers me of any use at
  all?"

"What a bare-faced bit of fishing for a compliment! Can I ever do
  anything, without you now? And when have I failed to praise you, up to your
  deserts?"

"I don't mean such trumpery things as potting—or at least they are
  not at all trumpery, I know—but what I mean is great things, about
  people's lives, and reasons for doing things, and not telling other
  people."

"My darling," said her father, without displeasure, for he saw that she
  was trembling at her own audacity, "I will not pretend to misunderstand you;
  neither have I any right to blame you. You want to know, why I live a
  different life from other people, whom you know; why I am so reserved, and
  lonely, and keep you shut up in this dull place."

"Father, I never had such an idea. The place is quite good enough for me,
  I should hope, if it is good enough for you. And, as for being lonely, what
  more can I want, than to have you, and help you, and try to be half as good
  to you, as you are to me?"

"Well, my little Rosy one, that is all very fine in theory. The practice,
  however, goes otherwise; or why are you asking questions now?"

"I never would have said a word, dear father, except that I cannot bear to
  see you vexed. It does not matter about myself; but when it comes to you, it
  is dreadful."

"But suppose, my pet, that it is only for you, that I care much about
  anything. Suppose that, for reasons which are not my own to tell, I am bound
  to keep my darling child from the roughness of the world; and can do it only,
  by keeping outside of the world, altogether. If that were so, you would have
  faith enough, to believe that I acted for the best, and love enough not to
  increase my cares, by questions which I cannot answer."

"Oh, father, I wish that I had bitten out my tongue, before I asked a
  single question. I will never be so cruel, and undutiful, again. But you will
  forgive me, for this once?"

"Rosy, I am very glad you did ask. It will make things happier between us,
  on the whole. You must have thought, a thousand times, that there was
  something odd about us. It is better to make up your mind to that, than to
  live in a doubtful suspicion of it. In the course of time, you will know the
  whole. But I fear that it will not be, while I live."

"Then I hope that it will never be, in this world, father. Whatever should
  I do without you? It is too dreadful!"
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