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TO THE READER.

WORTHY AND DEAR READER!

HAST thourever been waylaid
in the midst of a pleasant tour by some
treacherous malady; thy heels tripped
up, and thou left to count the tedious
minutes as they passed, in the solitude
of an inn chamber? If thou hast, thqu

wilt be able to pity me. Behold me,

 interrupted in the course of my journey-

ing up the fair banks of the Rhine, and
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laid up by indisposition in this old fron-
tier town of Mentz. I have worn out
every source of amusement. I know the -
sound of every clock that strikes, and
bell that rings, in the place. I know
to a second when' to listen for the first
tap of the Prussian drum, as it sum-
mons the garrison to parade ; or at what
hour to expect the distant sound of the
Austrian military band. All these have
grown wearisome to me, and even the
- well-known step of my doctor, as he
slowly paces the corridor, with healing
in the creak of his shoes, no longer
affords an agreeable interruption to the

monotony of my apartment.

For a time I attempted to beguile the
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weary hours by studying German under-
the tuition of mine host’s pretty little
daﬁghtet, Katrine ; but I soon found
even German had not power to charm
a languid ear, and that the conjugating
of ich liecbe might be powerless, howevéro

rosy the lips which uttered it.

- I tried to read, but my mind would
not fix - itself; 1 turned over volume
after volume, but threw them by with
distaste: “Well, then,” said I at lendgth
in despair, ¢ if‘I cannot read a book,
I will write one.” Never was there a
more lucky idea; it at glice gave me

occupation and amusement.

The writirig of a book was considered,
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in old times, as an ente_rprise of toil
and ‘difficulty, insomuch that the most
trifling lucubration was denominated a
“ work,” and the world talked with awe
and reverence of ¢ the labours of the
learned.” These matters are better un-
derstood nowadays. Thanks to the im-
provementsin all kind of manufactures,
the art of book-making has been made
familiar to the meanest capacity. Every
body is an author. The scribbling of a
quarto is the mere pastime of the idle ;
the young gentleman throws off his
brace of duodecimos in the intervals
of the sportihg season, and the young
lady' produces her set of volumes With
~ the same facility that her great grand-

mother worked a set of chair-bottoms.
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Theidea having struck me, therefore,.
to write a book, the reader will easily
perceive that the execution of it was no
difficult matter. I rummaged my port-
folio, and cast about, in my recollec-
tion, for those floating materials which
a man naturally collects in travelling ;
and here I have arranged them in this

little work.

As I know this to be a story;telling
and a story-reading age, and that the
world is fond of being taught by apo-
logue, I have digested the instruction I
would convey into a number of tales.
Theyﬁ may not possess the power of
amusement which the tales told by many
of my contemporaries possess ; but then

L
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I value myself on the sound moral which
each of them contains. This may not
be apparent at first, but the reader will
be sure to find it out in the end. I am
for curing the world by gentle altera-
:cive's, not by violent doses; indeed the
patient should never be conscious that
he is taking a dose. I have learnt
this much from my experience under
the hands of the worthy Hippocrates of
Mentz.

1 am not, therefore, for those bare-
faced tales which carry their moral on
the surface, staring one in the face;
they are enough to deter the squeamish
reader. On the contrary, I have often

hid my moral from sight, and disguised it
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as much as possible by sweets and spices;
so that while the simple reader is listen-
ing with open mouth to a ghost or a
love story, he may have a bolus of sound
morality popped down his throat, and

be never the wiser for the fraud.

As the public is apt to be curious
about the sources from whence an au-
thor draws his stories, doubtless that it
may know how far to put faith in them,
I would observe, that the Adventure of
the German Student, or rather the latter
pért of it, is founded on an anecdote
related to me las existing somewhere in -
French; and, indeed, I have been told,
since writing it, that an ingenious tale

has been founded on it by an English
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writer ; but I have never met with either
the former or the latter in print. Some
of the circumstances in the Adventure
of the Mysterious Picture, and in the
Story of the Young Italian, are vague
recollections of anecdotes related to me
some years since ; but from what source
derived I do not know. The Adven-
ture of the Young Painter among the
banditti is taken almost entirely from

an authentic narrative in manuscript.

As to the other tales containéd in this
work, and, indeed, to my tales gene-
rally, I can make but one observation.
I am an old traveller. I have read
somewhat, heard and seen more, and

dreamt more than all. My brain is



0

TO THE READER. x1it

9

filled, therefore, with all kinds of odds
and ends. In travelling, these hetero-
geneous matters have become shaken
up in my mind, as the articles are apt
to be in an ill-packed travelling-trunk ;
so that when I attempt to drau‘r forth a
fact, I cannot determine whether I have
read, heard, or dreamt it; and I am
always at a loss to know how much to

believe of my own stories.

These matters being premised, fall-to,
worthy reader, with good appetite, and,
above all, with good humour, to what is
here set before thee. If the tales I have
furnished should prove to be bad, they
will at least be found short; so that no

one will be wearied long on the same

L]
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theme. ¢ Variety is charming,” as some
poetk observes. Thereis a certain relief
in change, even though ‘it be from bad
to worse ; as I have found in travelling
in a stage coach, that it is often a
comfort to shift one’s position and be

bruised in a new place.

Ever thine,

GEOFFREY CRAYON.

Dated from the HoTEL DE DARMSTADT,
ci~devant HoTEL DE PARis,
MeNTZ, otherwise called MAYENCE.
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THE GREAT UNKNOWN.

THE following adventures were related to me
by the same nervous gentleman who told me the
romantic tale of the Stout Gentleman, published
in Bracebridge Hall. It is very singular, that
although Iléeziapressly stated that storyto have been
told to me, and described the very person who
told it, still it has been received as an adventure
that happened to myself. Now I protest I never
met with any adventure of the kind. I should
not have grieved at this, had it not been inti-
mated by the author of Waverly, in an introduc-
tion to his novel of Peveril of the Peak, that he
was himself the stout gentleman alluded to. I
have ever since beén importuned by questions
and letters from gentlemen, and particularly
from ladies without number, touching what I

had seen of the Great Unknown.
- B 2












THE HUNTING DINNER. 7

like a perfect Nimrod. Whatever poets may say
to the contrary, a man will grow out of loveras he
grows old ; and a pack of fox-hounds may chase
out of his heart even the hﬁémory of a boarding-
school goddess.  The Baronet was, when I saw
him, as merry and mellow an old bachelor as ever
followed a hound ; and the love he had once feit
for one woman had spread itself over the whole
sex ; so that there was not a pretty face in the
whole country round but came in for a share.
The dinner was prolonged till a late hOU;}; H
for our host having no ladies in his household
tQ summon us to the di'awing~room, the bottle
maintained its true bachelor sway, unrivalled by
its potent enemy the tea-kettle. The old: hafl
in which we dined echoed to bursts of ro-
bustions fox-hunting merriment that made the
ancient antlers shake on the walls. By degrees,
however, the wine and the wassail of mine
host began to operate upon bodies already a
little jaded by the chase. The choice spirits
which flashed up at the beginning of the dinner

sparkled for a time, then gradually went out
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THE ADVENTURE OF MY UNCLE. 17
z ® 3

during his residence in Paris, made many very -
intimate acdua,intances among the French.no-
blesse.

Some time afterwards, he was making a journey
in the winter time in that part of Normandy
called‘ the Pays de Caux, when, as evening was
closing in, he perceived the turrets of an ancient
chateau rising out of the trees of its walled
park ;. each turret, with its high conical ;'oof of .
grey slate, like a candle with an extinguisher
on it.

“ To whom does that chateau belong, friend ?”
cried my uncle to a meagre but fiery postilion,
who with tremendous jackboots and coeked hat
was floundering on before him.

“ To Monseigneur the Marquis de ,” said

the postilion, touching his hat, partly out of re-
‘spect to my uncle, and partly out of reverence
to the noble name pronounced.

My uncle recollected the Marquis for a par-
ticular friend in Paris, who had often expressed
a wish to see him at his paternal chateau. My
uncle was an old traveller, one who knew how

VOL. I. : (©
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«to turn things to -account. He revolved for a
few anoments in hJs mind how agreeable it would
be to his friend the Marquis to be surprised in
this sociable way by a pop visit; and how much
more agreeable to himself to get into snug
quarters in a chateau, and have a relish of the
uMaquuis’s well-known kitchen, and a smack of
his superior Champagne and Burgundy, rather
than put up with the misérable lodgement and
miserable fare of a provincial inn. In a few
minutes, therefore, the meagre postilion was
cracking his whip like a very devil, or like a
true Frenéhman, up the long straight avenue
that led to the chateau.

You have no doubt all seen French chateaus,
as_every body travels in France nowadays.
This was one of the oldest ; standing naked and
alone in the midst of a desert of gravel walks
and cold stone terraces; with a cold-looking
formal garden, cut into angles and rhomboids;
and a cold leafless park, divided geometrically
by straight alleys; and two or three cold-looking

noseless statnes; and fountains spouting cold
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water enough to make one’s teeth chatter. At*
least such was the feeling they imparted on’the
wintry day of my uncle’s visit; though, in hot
summer weather, I’ll warrant there was glare
enough to scorch one’s eyes out.

The smacking of the postilion’s whip, which
grew more and more intense the nearer they
approached, frightened a flight of pigeons out
of the dove-cote, and rooks out of the roofs, and
finally a crew of servants out of the chateau,
with the Marquis at their head. He was en-
chanted to see my uncle, for his chateau, like
the house of our worthy host, had not many
more guests at the time than it could accom-
md(iate. So he kissed my uncle on each cheek,
after the French fashion, and ushered him into
the castle.

The Marquis did the honours of his house
with the urbanity of his country. In fact, he
was proud of his old family chateau, for part of
it was extremely old. There was a tower and
chapel which had been built almost before the

mepory of man ; but the rest was more modern,
c 2
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“the castle having been nearly demolished during
the °wars of the league. The Mafquis dwelt
upon this event with great satisfaction, and
seemed really to entertain a grateful feeling to-
wards Henry the Fourth, for having thought
‘his paternal mansion worth battering down. He
had many stories to tell of the prowess of his
ancestors ; and several skull-caps, helmets, and
cross-bows,and divers hugeboots,and buff jerkins,
to show, which had been worn by the leaguers.
Above all, there was a two-handled sword, which
he could hardly wield, but which he displayed,
as a proof that there had been ‘giants in his
family.

In truth, he was but a small descendant from
such great warriors. When you looked at their
bluff visages and brawny limbs, as depicted in
their portraits, and then at the little Marquis,
with his spindle shanké, and his sallow lantern
visage, flanked with a pair of powdered ear-
locks, or ailes de pigeon, that seemed ready to
fly away with it, you could hardly believe him

to be of the same race. But when you lob(lged
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THE ADVENTURE OF MY UNCLE. 91
“at the eyes, that sparkled out like a beetle’s from
each side of his hooked mose, you saw at ‘once
that he inherited all the fiery spirit of his fore.
fathers, In “fact, a Pronthboans Wt never
exhales, however his body may dwindle. It ra-
ther rarifies, and grows more ‘inflammable, as
the earthy particles diminish ; and I have seen
valour enough in a little fiery-hearted French
dwarf to have furnished out a tolerable giant.

- When once the Marquis, as he was wont, put
on one.of the old helmets that were stuck up in
his hall, though his head no more filled it than
a dry pea its peascod, yet his eyes flashed from
the bottom of the iron cavern with the brilliancy
of carbuncles; and when he poised the pon- |
derous two-handled sword of his ancestors, you
would have thought you saw the doughty little
David wielding the sword of Goliah, which was
unto him like a weaver’s beam.

However, gentlemen, I am dwelling too long
on this('description of the Marquis and his cha-
teau, but you must excuse me; he was an old

friend of my uncle ; and whenever my uncle told
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comfortless apartment that a, g@qst if ghost
there Were in the chateau, would smgle out for

its favourite lounge.

.My uncle, however, though a majf,l accus
to meet with strange adventures, apprehended
none at the time. - He made several attempts to
shut the door, but in vain. Not that he apprg;-
hended any thing, for he was too old a traveller
to be daunted by a wild-looking apartment ;
but the night, as I have said, was cold and gusty,
and the wind howled about the old furret pretty
much as it does round this old mansion at this
moment ; and the breeze from the long dark
corridor came in as damp and chilly as if from
a duhgeon. My uncle, therefore, since he could
not close the door, threw a quantity of wood on
the fire, which soon sent up a flame in the great
wide-mouthed chimney that illumined the whole
chamber, and made the shadow of the tongs on
the opposite wall look like a long-legged giant.
My uncle now clambered on the top of the half
score of mattresses which form a French bed,

and whieh stood in a deep recess; then tucking
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chilled the very marrow in his bones. It thew
stretched its arms towards heaven, clasped its
handg;,, and wringing them in. d,supplicating
manner, glided slowly out of the room.

My uncle lay for some time meditating on
this visitation, for (as he remarked when he told
me the story) though a man of firmness, he was
also a man of reflection, and did not reject a
thing because it was out of the regular course
of events. However, being, as I have before
said, a great trayeller, and accustomed to strange
adventures, he drew his night-cap resolutely over
his eyes, turned his back to the door, hoisted the
bed-clothes high over his shoulders, and gra-
dually fell asleep. .

How long he slept he could not say, when he
was awakened by the voice of some one at his
bed-side. He turned round, and beheld the old
French servant, with his ear-locks in. tight
buckles on each side of a long lantern face, on
which habit had deeply wrinkled an everlasting
smile, He made a thousand grimaces, and asked :

a_thousand pardons for disturbing Monsieur,
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« ¢ Pardonnez moi,” replied thet,Ma,r_quis po-
litely, “ that can hardly be, as the lady has been
dead more than a hundred years. That was the
beautiful Duchess de Longueville, who figured
during the minority of Louis the Fourteenth.”

~« And was there any thing remarkable in her
ilistory 2

Never was question more unlucky. The
little Marquis immediately threw himself into
the attitude of a man about to tell a long story.
In fact, my uncle had pulled upon himself the
whole history of the civil war of the Fronde, in
which the beautiful Duchess had played so di-
stinguished a part. Turenne, Coligni, Mazarine,

“were called up from their graves to grace his -
* narration 5 nor were the affairs of the Barricadoes,
nor the chivalry of the Port Cocheres forgotten.
My uncle began to wish himself a thousand
leagues off from the Marquis and his merciless
memory, when suddenly the little man’s recol-#
lections took a more interesting turn. He was
relating the imprisonment of the Duke de Lon-

gueville with the Princes Condé and Conti in

(&
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the chateau of Vincennes, and the ineffectual
efforts of the Duchess to rouse the sturdy Nor-
mans to their rescue. He had come to that
part where she was invested by the royal forces
in the Castle of Dieppe. :
“The spirit of the Duchess,” proceeded the
Marquis, “ rose with her trials. It was astonish-
ing to see so delicate and beautiful a being
buffet 0 resolutely with hardships. She deter-
mined on a desperate means of escape. You
may have seen the chateau in which she was
mewed up; an old ragged wart of an edifice,
standing on the knuckle of a hill, just above
the rusty little town of Dieppe. One dark, un-
ruly night she issued secretly out of a small
postern gate of the castle, which the enemy had
neglected to guard. The postern gate is there
to this very day ; opening upon a narrow bridge
over a deep fosse between the castle and the
Brow of the hill. She was followed by her fe-
male attendants, a few domestics, and some gal-
lant cavaliers, who still remained faithful to
her fortunes. Her object was to gain a small

VOL. I. D
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chateau?” said my uncle rather abruptly, ter;
rified at the idea of getting in}folved in ome of
the Marquis’s genealogical discussions.

* Oh, as to the Duchess, she was put into
the very apartment you occupied last night,
‘which at that time was a kind of state apart-
ment. Her followers were quartered  in ‘the
chambers opening upon the neighbouring cor-
ridor, and her favourite page slept in an adjoining
closet. Up and down the corridor walked the
great chasseur who had announced her arrival,
and who acted as a kind of centinel or guard.
He was a dark, stern, powerful looking fellow ;
and as the light of a lamp in the corridor fell
upon his deeply-marked face and sinewy form, *
he seemed capable of defending the castle with
‘his single arm. :

“ It was a rough, rude night; about this
time of the year—apropos!-—now I think of it, -
last night was the anniversary of her wisit. I
may well remember the precise date, for 4it was
a night not to be forgotten by our house. There

is a singular tradition concerning it in our fa-
*
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wily.” Here the Marquis hesitate;l, and a cloud
seemed to gather about his bushy eyebrows.
“ There is atradition;—that-a strange occurrence
took place that night.—A strange, mysterious,
inexplicable occurrence—” Here he checked
himself, and paused. '

"« Did it relate to that lady ?” inquired my
uncle eagerly. ;

“ It was past the hour of midnight,” resumed

the Marquis,—* when the whole chateau -

Here he paused again. My uncle made a move-
ment of anxious curiosity.
¢ Excuse me,” said the Marquis, a slight*
blush streaking his sallow visage. “ There are
" ' some circumstances connected with our fanﬁly
history which I do not like to relate. That was
a rude period. A time of great crimes among
great men: for you know high blood, when it
runs wrong, will not run tamely like blood of
the canaille—poor lady !—But I have a little
family pride, that—excuse me—we will change
the subject, if you please—"

My uncle’s curiosity was piqued. The pomp-
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ous and. magﬁiﬁcent introduction had led him
to expect something wonderful in the story to’
which it served as a kind of avenue. He hadr
no idea of being cheated out of it by a sudden
fit of unreasoﬁable 'squeamishnéss. Besides,
being a travelier‘ in quest of information, hé
considered it his duty to inquire into every-
thing.

The Marquis, however, evaded every question.
—< Well,” said my uncle, a little petulantly,
 whatever you may think of it, I saw that lady
last night.” |

. [he Marqms stepped back and gazed at him
with surprise.

 She paid me a yisit in my bedchamber.” ,

The Marquis pulled out his snuff-box with a
shrug and a smile ; taking this no doubt for an
awkward piece of English pleasantry, which po-
liteness required him to be charmed with.

My uncle went on gravely, however, and re-
lated the whole circumstance. The Marquis

heard him through with profound attention,
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«Bah!” said the narrator. = ¢ My uncle was

too much accustomed to strange sights not 0

- know a ghost from a housekeeper ” =

There was a murmur round the table half of
merriment, half of disappointment. I was in-
clined to think the old gentleman had really an
afterpart of his story in reserve; but he sipped
his: wine and said 'nothing more; and there was
an odd expression about his dilapidated coun-
tenance that left me in doubt whether he were
in drollery or earnest.

“Egé,d,” said the knowing gentleman, with the

flexible nose, “this story of your uncle puts me in

mind of one that used to be told of an aunt of
mine, by the mother’s side; though I don’t,
know that it will bear a comparison, as the good
lady was not so proﬁe to meet with strange ad-

ventures. But at any rate you shall have it.”
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he added another to the long list of matrimonial
- victims who have been killed with kindness, s

“« And was it his ghost that appeared to her?”
asked the inquisitive gentleman, who had ques-
" tioned the former story-teller.

“ You shall hear,” replied the narrator. My
aunt took on mightily for the death of her poor
dear husband. Perhaps she felt some compunc-
tion at having given him so much physic, and
nursed him into his grave. At any rate, she did
all that a widow could do to honour his memory.
She spared no expense in either the quantity or
quality of her mouining weeds ; she wore a
miniature of him about her neck as large as 2.
little sundial ; and she had a full length por-»
trait of him always hanging in her bed-cham-
ber. All the world extolled her conduct to the
skies; and it was determined that a woman who
behaved so well to the memory of one husband
deserved soon to get anoéher.

It was not long after this that she went to
take up her residence in an old country seat in

Derbyshire, which had lonig been in the care of
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up the plate with her own hands, and carried,
the keys, together with a little box of money
and /jeWel‘s, to her own ' room; for she was a
notable woman, and always saw to all things
herself. "‘H'a‘vin‘g put the keys under her pillow,
and dismissed her maid, she sat by her toilet
arranging her hair; for being, in spite of ‘her’
grief for my uncle, rather a buxom widow, she
was somewhat particular about her person. She
sat for a little while looking at her face in the
glass, first on one side, then on the other, as la-
dies are apt to do when they would ascertain
whether they have been in good looks; for a
roystering country squire of the neighbourhood,
with whom she had flirted when a girl, had ~
called that day to welcome her to the country.

All of a sudden she thought she heard some-
thing move behind her.—She looked hastily
round, but there was nothing to be seen.—No-
thing but the grimly painted portrait of her
poor dear man, which had been hung against
the wall. '

~ She gave a heavy sigh to his memory, as she
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. Her hastily levied army présented' a for-
midable force. . The steward had a rusty blun-
derbuss, the coachmén a loaded whip, the‘foot-,
man a pair of horse pistols, the cook a huge
chopping knife, and the butler a bottle in each
hand. My aunt led the van with a red-hot poker,
Iamd, in my opinion, she was the most formidable
of the party. The waiting-maid, who dreaded
to stay alone in the servants’ hall, brought up
the rear, smelling to a broken bottle of volatile
salts, and expressing her terror of the ghosteses.

< Ghosts " said my aunt resolutely. < I’ll
singe their whiskers for them !

They entered the chamber. All was still and
“undisturbed as when she had left it. They ap-
proached the portrait of my uncle.

« Pyll me down that picture I” eried my aunt.
A heavy groan, and a sound like the chattering
of teeth, issued from the portrait. The servants
shrunk back; the maid uttered a faint shriek,
and clung to the footman for support.

« Instantly!” added my aunt, with a stamp of
the foot.

«

































THE BOLD DRAGOON. 59

the fortress. So he blarneyed the landlord, kissd
the landlord’s wife, tickled the landlord’s dfugh-
ter, chucked the bar-maid under the chm and it
was agreed on all hands that it would be a thou-
sand pities,and a burning shame into the bargain,
to turn such a beld dragaon into the streets. So
they laid their heads together, that is to say, my
grandfather and the landlady, and itwas at length
agreed to accommodate him with an old cham-
ber that had been for some time shut up.

« Some say it ’s haunted,” whispered the land-
lord’s daughter; “ but you are a bold dragoon,
and I dare say don’t fear ghosts.”

“ The divil a bit!” said my grandfather,
pinching her plump cheek. “ But if I should’
be troubled by ghosts, I ’ve been to the Red Sea
in my ’time, and have a pleasant Way of laying
them, my darling.”

And then he whispered somethmg to the girl
which made her laugh, and give him a good-
huméuped box on the ear. In short, there was
nobody knew better how to make his way among
the petticoats than my grandfather.
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THE MYSTERIOUS PICTURE. 89

colmlriﬁlg*; - The expression was that of agony—
the agouy of intense bodily pain ; but a menace
scowled upon the brow, and a few sprinklings of
- blood added to its ghastliness. Yet it wasnot all
these characteristics; it was some horror of the
mind, some inscrutable antipathy awakened by
this picture, which harrowed up my feelings. -

I tried to persuade myself that this was chi-
merical ; that my brain was confused by the
fumes of mine host’s good cheer, and in some
measure by the odd stories about paintings
which had been told at supper. 1 determined to
shake off these vapours of the mind; rose from
my chair ; walked about the room ; snapped my
fingers ; rallied myself ; laughed aloud.—It was
a forced laugh,and the echo of it in the old cham-
ber jarred upon my ear.—I walked to the win-
dow, and tried to discern the landscape through
the glass. It was pitch darkness, and howling
storm without; and as I heard the wind moan
among the trees, I caught a reflection of this
accursed visage in the pane of glass, as though it
were staring through the window at me. Even

the reflection of it was thrilling.









Vi a3
















LOW,

1
1a, =
(1





































AR
CONSTI










ons |

1
yward




























V1V

YL Y
J










881










1]










on

€
















1at naa











































o
vyCi







|

my

























11

, dSSUL



















iou Q1)
101 ST










10 11C

(0308

,u"l‘
W1t

T TidSH








































Dar1l

o |
















>

arts


























































101 S













[k





































































































































118













































































































































































































































































































BUCKTHORNE. 353

fervid thoughts and fervid words without a glow;
shook his head with a smile, and condemned
them as not bejng according to Horace, as not
being legitimate poetry.

Several ‘old ladies, who had heretofore been
my admirers, shook their heads at hearing this ;
they could not think of praising any poetry
that was not according to Horace; and as to
any thing illegitimate, it was not to be counte-
nanced in good society. Thanks to my stars,

“however, I had youth and novelty on my side :
so the young ladies persisted in admiring my
poetry, in despite of Horace and illegitimacy.

I consoled myself with the good opinion of
the young ladies, whom I had always found to
be the best judges of poetry. As to these old
scholays, said I, they areapt to be chilled by being
steeped in the cold fountains of the classics.
Still I felt that I was losing ground, and that it
Was necessary to bring matters to a point. Just
at this time there was a public ball, attended by
the best society of the place, and by the gentry
of the neighbourhood : I took great pains with
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354 BUCKTHORNE.

my toilet on the occasion, and I had never looked
Better. I had determined that night to make
ﬁly“ g;and assault on the heart of the young 1ady“,
to battle it with all my forces, and the next
morning to demand a surrender in due form.

I entered the ball-room amidst a buzz and
flutter, which generally took place among the
young ladies on my appearance. I was in fine
spirits ; for to tell the truth, I had exhilarated
myself by a cheerful glass of wine on the occa-
sion. T talked, and rattled, and said a thousand

- silly things, slap-dash, with all the éonﬁdence
of a man sure of his auditors,—and every thmg
had its effect.

In the midst of my triumph I observed a little
knot gathering together in the upper part of
the room : by degrees it increased. A tittering
broke out there, and glances were cast round at
me, and then there would be fresh tittering.
Some of the young ladies would hurry away %{ :
distant parts of the room, and whisper: e
fnends Wherever they went, there was still this
tittering and glancing at me. I did not know

i~
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what to make of all this. I looked at myself
from head to foot, and peeped at my back in a '
glass, to see if any thing was odd about my
person ; any awkward exposure, any whimsical
tag hanging out :—no—every thing was right—
I was a perfect. picture.. I determined that it
must be some choice saying of mine that was
bandied about in this knot of merry beauties,
and I determined to enjoy one of my good, things
. in the rebound. I stepped gently, therefore, up
the room, smiling at every one as I passed, who,
{ must say, all smiled and tittered in return. I
- approached the group, smirking and perking my
chin; like a man who is full of pleasant feeling, ;
and sure of being well received. The cluster of
little belles opened as I advanced.

Heavens and earth! whom should I perceivev
in the midst of them but my early and torment-
ing flame, the everlasting Sacharissa! She was

grown, it is true, into the full beauty of woman-

hood; but showed, by the provoking merriment
of ‘her countenance, that she perfectly recollected
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°* BUCKTHORNE. 357

of love was over, and the reign of pleasure at an
end. I determined to retrench Whilé_I had yet
a trifle left; so selling my equipage and horses
for half their vdlue, I quietly put the money in
my pocket, aﬁd turned pedestrian. I had not a
doubt that, with my great expectations, I could
at any time raise funds, either on usury or by
borrowing ; but I was principled against both oné
and the other, and resolved, by strict economy,
to make my slender p“urse' hold out until my
uncle should give up the ghost, or rather the
estate. I staid at home, therefore, and read,
and would have written, but I had already suf-
fered too much from my poetical pioductions,
Which had generally involved me in some ri-
diculous scrape. I gradually acquired a rusty
look, and had a straitened, money-borrowing air,
upon which the world began to shy me. I have
never felt disposed to quarrel with the world for
its conduct it has always used me Well When
I have been flush and gay, and disposed for
soziety, it has caressed me; and when I have

been pinched and reduced, and wished to be
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alone, why, it has left me alone ; and v&hat more
could a man desire_?' ‘ Take my word for it, this
world is a more obliging world than people ge-
nerally represent it.
Well, sir, in the midst of my retrenchment,

my retirement, and my studiousness, I received
news that my uncle was dangerously ill. I
hastened, on the wings of an heir’s affections, to
receive his dying breath and his last testament.

I found him attended by his faithful valet, old
Iron John ; by the woman who occasionally worked
about the house, and By the foxy—ﬁeaded boy,
young Orson, whom I had occasionally hunted
about the park. Iron John ~gé§;§ped a kind of
asthmatical salutation as I entered the room,
and received me with something almost like a
smile of welcome. The woman *sat blubbering

at the foot of the bed; and the foxy-headed . *
Orson, who had now grown up to be a lubberly
lout, stood gazing in stupid vacancy at a distance.

My uncle 1a)} stretched upon his back.—The ¢

chamber was without fire, or any of the comforts

of a sick room. The cobwebs flaunted from the
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BUCKTHORNE. 359
ceiling. The tester was covered with dust, and
the curtains were tattered. From underneath
the bed peeped out onme end of his strong
box. Against the wainscot were suspended rusty
blunderbusses, horse pistols, and a cut and thrust
sword, with which he had fortified his room to
defend his life and treasure. He had employed
no physician during his illﬁeés; and from the

scanty relics lying on the table, seemed almost to

° have denied to himself the assistance of a cook.

When I entered the room, he was lying mo-
tionless ; his eyes fixed and his mouth open: at
the first look I thought him a corpse. The noise
of my entrance made him turn his head. At
the sight of me, a ghastly smile came over his
face, and his glazing eye gleamed with satis-
faction., It was the only smile he had ever
given me, and it went to my: heart. “ Poor old
man !” thought I, Why would you force me to
leave you thus desolate, When I see that my pre-
sence has the power to cheer you 22

o« Nephew, said he, after several efforts, and
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