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Author's Note

Chapter I.

At that remarkable period when Louis XVIII. was restored for a second time to the throne of his fathers, and
all the English who had money or leisure rushed over to the Continent, there lived in a certain
boarding—house at Brussels a genteel young widow, who bore the elegant name of Mrs. Wellesley Macarty.

In the same house and room with the widow lived her mamma, a lady who was called Mrs. Crabb. Both
professed to be rather fashionable people. The Crabbs were of a very old English stock; and the Macartys
were, as the world knows, county Cork people, related to the Sheenys, Finnigans, Clancys, and other
distinguished families in their part of Ireland. But Ensign Wellesley Mac, not having a shilling, ran off with
Miss Crabb, who possessed the same independence; and after having been married about six months to th
lady, was carried off suddenly, on the 18th of June, 1815, by a disease very prevalent in those glorious
times the fatal cannot—shot morbus. He, and many hundred young fellows of his regiment, the Clonakilty
Fencibles, were attacked by this epidemic on the same day, at a place about ten miles from Brussels, and
there perished. The ensign's lady had accompanied her husband to the Continent, and about five months af
his death brought into the world two remarkably fine female children.

Mrs. Wellesley's mother had been reconciled to her daughter by this time, for, in truth, Mrs. Crabb had no
other child but her runaway Juliana, to whom she flew when she heard of her destitute condition. And,
indeed, it was high time that some one should come to the young widow's aid; for as her husband did not
leave money, nor any thing that represented money, except a number of tailors' and boot—-makers' bills, nea
docketed in his writing—desk, Mrs. Wellesley was in danger of starvation, should no friendly person assist he

Mrs. Crabb, then, came off to her daughter, whom the Sheeneys, Finnigans, and Clancys, refused, with one
scornful voice, to assist. The fact is, that Mr. Crabb had once been butler to a lord, and his lady a lady's mai
and at Crabb's death, Mrs. Crabb disposed of the Ram hotel and posting—house, where her husband had m
three thousand pounds, and was living in genteel ease in a country town, when Ensign Macarty came, saw,
and run away with Juliana. Of such a connexion, it was impossible that the great Clancys and Finnigans cot
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take notice; and so once more widow Crabb was compelled to share with her daughter her small income of
hundred and twenty a-year.

Upon this, at a boarding—house in Brussels, the two managed to live pretty smartly, and to maintain an
honourable reputation. The twins were put out, after the foreign fashion, to nurse, at a village in the
neighbour-hood; for Mrs. Macarty had been too ill to nurse them; and Mrs. Crabb could not afford to
purchase that most expensive article, a private wet-nurse.

There had been numberless tiffs and quarrels between mother and daughter when the latter was in her mai
state; and Mrs. Crabb was, to tell the truth, in nowise sorry when her Jooly disappeared with the ensign, for
the old lady dearly loved a gentleman, and was not a little flattered at being the mother to Mrs. Ensign
Macarty. Why the ensign should have run away with his lady at all, as he might have had her for the asking,
is no business of ours; nor are we going to rake up old stories and village scandals, which insinuate that Mis
Crabb ran away with him, for with these points the writer and the reader have nothing to do.

Well, then, the reconciled mother and daughter lived once more together, at Brussels. In the course of a yec
Mrs. Macarty's sorrow had much abated; and having a great natural love of dress, and a tolerably handsom
face and person, she was induced, without much reluctance, to throw her weeds aside, and to appear in the
most becoming and varied costumes which her means and ingenuity could furnish. Considering, indeed, the
smallness of the former, it was agreed on all hands that Mrs. Crabb and her daughter deserved wonderful
credit, that is, they managed to keep up as respectable an appearance as if they had five hundred a-year; ¢
at church, at tea—parties, and abroad in the streets, to be what is called quite the gentlewomen. If they starv
at home, nobody saw it; if they patched and pieced, nobody (it was to be hoped) knew it; if they bragged
about their relations and property, could any one say them nay? Thus they lived, hanging on with desperate
energy to the skirts of genteel society; Mrs. Crabb, a sharp woman, rather respected her daughter's superio
rank; and Mrs. Macarty did not quarrel so much as heretofore with her mamma, on whom herself and her tw
children were entirely dependent.

While affairs were at this juncture, it happened that a young Englishman, James Gann, Esq., of the great
oil-house of Gann, Blubbery, and Gann (as he took care to tell you before you had been an hour in his
company), it happened, | say, that James Gann, Esqg. came to Brussels for a month, for the purpose of
perfecting himself in the French language; and while in that capital went to lodge at the very boarding—houst
which contained Mrs. Crabb and her daughter. Gann was young, weak, inflammable; he saw and adored M
Wellesley Macarty; and she, who was at this period all but engaged to a stout, old, wooden-legged Scotch
regimental surgeon, pitilessly sent Dr. M'Lint about his business, and accepted the addresses of Mr. Gann.
How the young man arranged matters with his papa, the senior partner, | don't know; but it is certain that
there was a quarrel, and afterwards a reconciliation; and it is also known that James Gann fought a duel witl
the surgeon, receiving the Aseulapian fire, and discharging his own bullet into the azure skies. About nine
thousand times, in the course of his after—years, did Mr. Gann narrate the history of the combat; it enabled
him to go through life with the reputation of a man of courage, and won for him, as he said with pride, the
hand of his Juliana: perhaps this was rather a questionable benefit.

One part of the tale, however, honest James never did dare to tell, except when peculiarly excited by wrath
liquor; it was this: that on the day after the wedding, and in the presence of many friends who had come to
offer their congratulations, a stout nurse, bearing a brace of chubby little ones, made her appearance; and
these rosy urchins, springing forward at the sight of Mr. James Gann, shouted, affectionately, "Maman!
Maman!" at which the lady, blushing rosy red, said, "James, these two are yours;" and poor James well nigr
fainted at this sudden paternity so put upon him. "Children!" screamed he, aghast; "whose children?" at whic
Mrs. Crabb, majestically checking him said, "These, my dear James, are the daughters of the gallant and gc
Ensign Macarty, whose widow you yesterday led to the altar. May you be happy with her, and may these
blessed children (tears) find in you a father, who shall replace him that fell in the field of glory!"
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Mrs. Crabb, Mrs. James Gann, Mrs. Major Lolly, Mrs. Piffer, and several ladies present, set up a sob
immediately; and James Gann, a good—humoured, soft-hearted man, was quite taken aback. Kissing his la(
hurriedly, he vowed that he would take care of the poor little things; and proposed to kiss them likewise;
which caress the darlings refused with many roars. Gann's fate was sealed from that minute; and he was
properly henpecked by his wife and mother—in—law during the life of the latter. Indeed, it was to Mrs. Crabb
that the stratagem of the infant concealment was due; for when her daughter innocently proposed to have o
to see the children, the old lady strongly pointed out the folly of such an arrangement, which might, perhaps
frighten away Mr. Gann from the delightful matrimonial trap into which (lucky rogue!) he was about to fall.

Soon after the marriage, the happy pair returned to England, occupying the house in Thames Street, city, ur
the death of Gann, senior; when his son, becoming head of the firm of Gann and Blubbery, quitted the dism:
precincts of Billingsgate and colonised in the neighbourhood of Putney; where a neat box, a couple of spare
bedrooms, a good cellar, and a smart gig to drive into and out from town, made a real gentleman of him. Mr:
Gann treated him with much scorn, to be sure, called him a sot, and abused hugely the male companions th
he brought down with him to Putney. Honest James would listen meekly, would yield, and would bring down
a brace more friends the next day, with whom he would discuss his accustomed number of bottles of port.
About this period, a daughter was born to him, called Caroline Brandenburg Gann; so named after a large
yellow mansion near Hammersmith, and an injured queen who lived there at the time of the little girl's birth,
and who was greatly compassionated and patronised by Mrs. James Gann, and other ladies of distinction.
Mrs. James was a lady in those days, and gave evening parties of the very first order.

At this period of time, Mrs. James Gann sent the twins, Rosalind Clancy and Isabella Finnigan Wellesley
Macarty, to a boarding—school for young ladies, and grumbled much at the amount of the half-year's bill
which her husband was called upon to pay for them; for though James discharged them with perfect good
humour, his lady began to entertain a mean opinion indeed of her pretty young children. They could expect
no fortune, she said, from Mr. Gann, and she wondered that he should think of bringing them up expensivel
when he had a darling child of his own, for whom he was bound to save all the money that he could lay by.

Grandmamma, too, doted on the little Caroline Brandenburgh, and vowed that she would leave her three
thousand pounds to this dear infant; for in this way does the world shew its respect for that most respectable
thing prosperity. Who in this life get the smiles, and the acts of friendship, and the pleasing legacies? The
rich. And | do, for my part, heartily wish that some one would leave me a trifle say twenty thousand

pounds, being perfectly confident that some one else would leave me more; and that | should sink into my
grave worth a plum at least.

Little Caroline then had her maid, her airy nursery, her little carriage to drive in, the promise of her
grandmamma's consols, and that priceless treasure her mamma's undivided affection. Gann, too, loved her
sincerely, in his careless, good—humoured way; but he determined, notwithstanding, that his step—daughter:
should have something handsome at his death, but but for a great But.

Gann and Blubbery were in the oil line, have we not said so? Their profits arose from contracts for lighting a
great number of streets in London; and about this period Gas came into use. Gann and Blubbery appeared
the Gazette; and, | am sorry to say, so bad had been the management of Blubbery, so great the extravagan
of both partners and their ladies, that they only paid their creditors fourteen pence halfpenny in the pound.

When Mrs. Crabb heard of this dreadful accident Mrs. Crabb, who dined thrice a—week with her
son—-in—-law; who never would have been allowed to enter the house at all had not honest James interposed
his good nature between her quarrelsome daughter and herself Mrs. Crabb, | say, proclaimed James Gann
be a swindler, a villain, a disreputable, tipsy, vulgar man, and and made over her money to the Misses
Rosalind Clancy and Isabella Sheeny Macatrty; leaving poor little Caroline without one single maravedi. Half
of 1500 pounds allotted to each was to be paid at marriage, the other half on the death of Mrs. James Gann
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who was to enjoy the interest thereof. Thus do we rise and fall in this world thus does Fortune shake her
swift wings, and bid us abruptly to resign the gifts (or rather loans) which we have had from her.

How Gann and his family lived after their stroke of misfortune, | know not; but as the failing tradesman is
going through the process of bankruptcy, and for some months afterwards, it may be remarked, that he has
usually some mysterious means of subsistence stray spars of the wreck of his property, on which he
manages to seize, and to float for a while. During his retirement, in an obscure lodging in Lambeth, where tt
poor fellow was so tormented by his wife as to be compelled to fly to the public-house for refuge, Mrs.
Crabb died; a hundred a—-year thus came into the possession of Mrs. Gann; and some of James's friends, w
thought him a good fellow in his prosperity, came forward, and furnished a house, in which they placed him,
and came to see and comfort him. Then they came to see him not quite so often; then they found out that M
Gann was a sad tyrant, and a silly woman; then the ladies declared her to be insupportable, and Gann to be
low, tipsy fellow; and the gentlemen could but shake their heads, and admit that the charge was true. Then
they left off coming to see him altogether; for such is the way of the world, where many of us have good
impulses, and are generous on an occasion, but are wearied by perpetual want, and begin to grow angry at
importunities being very properly vexed at the daily recurrence of hunger, and the impudent
unreasonableness of starvation. Gann, then, had a genteel wife and children, a furnished house, and a hunc
pounds a-year. How should he live? The wife of James Gann, Esq., would never allow him to demean
himself by taking a clerk's place; and James himself, being as idle a fellow as ever was known, was fain to
acquiesce in this determination of hers, and to wait for some more genteel employment. And a curious list 0
such genteel employments night be made out, were one inclined to follow this interesting subject far; shabb
compromises with the world, into which poor fellows enter, and still fondly talk of their "position," and strive
to imagine that they are really working for their bread.

Numberless lodging—houses are kept by the females of families who have met with reverses: are not
"boarding-houses, with a select musical society, in the neighbourhood of the squares," maintained by such’
Do not the gentlemen of the boarding—houses issue forth every morning to the city, or make-believe to go
thither, on some mysterious business which they have? After a certain period, Mrs. James Gann kept a
lodging—house (in her own words, received "two inmates into her family"), and Mr. Gann had his mysterious
business.

In the year 1835, when this story begins, there stood in a certain back street in the town of Margate a house
on the door of which might be read in gleaming brass the name of Mr. Gann. It was the work of a single
smutty servant—-maid to clean this brass plate every morning, and to attend as far as possible to the wants o
Mr. Gann, his family, and lodgers; and his house being not very far from the sea, and as you might, by
climbing up to the roof, get a sight between two chimneys of that multitudinous element, Mrs. Gann set dow
her lodgings as fashionable; and declared on her cards that her house commanded "a fine view of the sea."

On the wire window-blind of the parlour was written, in large characters, the word Office; and here it was
that Gann's services came into play. He was very much changed, poor fellow! and humbled; and from two
cards that hung outside the blind, | am led to believe that he did not disdain to be agent to the "London and
Jamaica Ginger—Beer Company," and also for a certain preparation called "Gaster's Infants' Farinacio, or
Mothers' Invigorating Substitute," a damp, black, mouldy, half-pound packet of which stood in permanence
at one end of the "office" mantelpiece; while a flyblown ginger—beer bottle occupied the other extremity.
Nothing else indicated that this ground—floor chamber was an office, except a huge black inkstand, in which
stood a stumpy pen, richly crusted with ink at the nib, and to all appearance for many months enjoying a
sinecure.

To this room you saw every day, at two o'clock, the employé from the neighbouring hotel bring two quarts of
beer; and if you called at that hour, a tremendous smoke, and smell of dinner, would gush out upon you fron
the "office," as you stumbled over sundry battered tin dish—covers, which lay gaping at the threshold. Thus
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had that great bulwark of gentility, the dining at six o'clock, been broken in; and the reader must therefore
judge that the house of Gann was in a demoralised state.

Gann certainly was. After the ladies had retired to the back parlour (which, with yellow gauze round the
frames, window—curtains, a red silk cabinet piano, and an album, was still tolerably genteel), Gann remaine
to transact business in the office. This took place in the presence of friends, and usually consisted in the
production of a bottle of gin from the corner—cupboard, or, mayhap, a litre of brandy, which was given by
Gann with a knowing wink, and a fat finger placed on a twinkling red nose: when Mrs. G. was out, James
would also produce a nhumber of pipes, that gave this room a constant and agreeable odour of shag—-tobacc

In fact, Mr. Gann had nothing to do from morning till night. He was now a fat, bald—headed man, of fifty; a
dirty dandy on week-days, with a shawl waistcoat, a tuft of hair to his great double chin, a snuffy shirt—frill,
and enormous breast—pin and seals: he had a pilot—coat, with large mother—of-pearl buttons, and always
wore a great rattling telescope, with which he might be seen for hours on the seashore or the pier, examinin
the ships, the bathing machines, the ladies' schools as they paraded up and down the Esplanade, and all ot
objects which the telescopic view might give him. He knew every person connected with every one of the
Deal and Dover coaches, and was sure to be witness to the arrival or departure of several of them in the
course of the day; he had a word for the hostler about "that grey mare," a nod for the "shooter" or guard, anc
a bow for the dragsman; he could send parcels for nothing up to town; had twice had Sir Rumble Tumble (tt
noble driver of the Flash—o' -lightning-light—four—inside—post-coach) "up at his place," and took care to tell
you that some of the party were pretty considerably "sewn up," too. He did not frequent the large hotels; but
in revenge he knew every person who entered or left them; and was a great man at the Bag of Nails and the
Magpie and Punchbowl, where he was president of a club; he took the bass in "Mynheer Van Dunk," "the
Wolf," and many other morsels of concerted song, and used to go backwards and forwards to London in the
steamers as often as ever he liked, and have his "grub," too, on board. Such was James Gann. Many peopl
when they wrote to him, addressed him James Gann, Esq.

His reverses and former splendours afforded a never—failing theme of conversation to honest Gann and the
whole of his family; and it may be remarked, that such pecuniary misfortunes, as they are called, are by no
means misfortunes to people of certain dispositions, but actual pieces of good luck. Gann, for instance, use
to drink liberally of port and claret, when the house of Gann and Blubbery was in existence, and was
henceforth compelled to imbibe only brandy and gin. Now he loved these a thousand times more than the
wine; and had the advantage of talking about the latter, and of his great merit in giving them up. In those
prosperous days, too, being a gentleman, he could not frequent the public-house as he did at present; and
sanded tavern—parlour was Gann's supreme enjoyment. He was obliged to spend many hours daily in a dar
unsavoury room in an alley off Thames Street; and Gann hated books and business, except of other people
His tastes were low; he loved public—house jokes and company; and now being fallen, was voted at the Bag
of Nails and the Magpie before—-mentioned a tip—top fellow and real gentleman, whereas he had been
considered an ordinary vulgar man by his fashionable associates at Putney. Many men are there who are
made to fall, and to profit by the tumble.

As for Mrs. G., or Jooly as she was indifferently called by her husband, she, too, had gained by her losses.
She bragged of her former acquaintances in the most extraordinary way, and to hear her you would fancy tt
she was known and connected to half the peerage. Her chief occupation was taking medicine, and mending
and altering of her gowns. She had a huge taste for cheap finery, loved raffles, tea—parties, and walks on th
pier, where she flaunted herself and daughters as gay as butterflies. She stood upon her rank, did not fail to
tell her lodgers that she was "a gentlewoman," and was mighty sharp with Becky the maid, and poor Carry,
her youngest child.

For the tide of affection had turned now, and the "Misses Wellesley Macarty" were the darlings of their
mother's heart, as Caroline had been in the early days of Putney prosperity. Mrs. Gann respected and loved
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her elder daughters, the stately heiresses of fifteen hundred pounds, and scorned poor Caroline, who was
likewise scorned (like Cinderella in the sweetest of all stories) by her brace of haughty, thoughtless sisters.
These young women were tall, well-grown, black—browed girls, little scrupulous, fond of fun, and having
great health and spirits. Caroline was pale and thin, and had fair hair and meek grey eyes; nobody thought |
a beauty in her moping cotton gown; whereas the sisters, in flaunting printed muslins, with pink scarfs, and
artificial flowers, and brass ferroniéres and other fallals, were voted very charming and genteel by the Gann:
circle of friends. They had pink cheeks, white shoulders, and many glossy curls stuck about their shining
foreheads, as damp and as black as leeches. Such charms, madam, cannot fail of having their effect; and it
was very lucky for Caroline that she did not possess them, for she might have been rendered as vain,
frivolous, and vulgar, as these young ladies were.

While these enjoyed their pleasures and tea—parties abroad, it was Carry's usual fate to remain at home, an
help the servant in the many duties which were required in Mrs. Gann's establishment. She dressed that lad
and her sisters, brought her papa his tea in bed, kept the lodgers' bells, bore their scoldings, if they were
ladies, and sometimes gave a hand in the kitchen if any extra pie—crust or cookery was required. At two she
made a little toilet for dinner, and was employed on numberless household darnings and mending in the lon
evenings, while her sisters giggled over the jingling piano, mamma sprawled on the sofa, and Gann was ove
his glass at the club. A weary lot, in sooth, was yours, poor little Caroline! since the days of your infancy, not
one hour of sunshine, no friendship, no cheery play—fellows, no mother's love; but that being dead, the
affections which would have crept round it, withered and died too. Only James Gann, of all the household,
had a good—natured look for her, and a coarse word of kindness; nor, indeed, did Caroline complain, nor shi
many tears, nor call for death, as she would if she had been brought up in genteeler circles. The poor thing
did not know her own situation; her misery was dumb and patient; it is such as thousands and thousands of
women in our society bear, and pine, and die of; made up of sums of small tyrannies, and long indifference,
and bitter wearisome injustice, more dreadful to bear than any tortures that we of the stronger sex are pleas
to cry Ai! Ail about. In our intercourse with the world (which is conducted with that kind of cordiality that

we see in Sir Harry and my lady in a comedy a couple of painted, grinning fools, talking parts that they have
learned out of a book); as we sit and look at the smiling actors, we get a glimpse behind the scenes, from tir
to time, and alas for the wretched nature that appears there! among women especially, who deceive even
more than men, having more to hide, feeling more, living more than we who have our business, pleasure,
ambition, which carries us abroad. Ours are the great strokes of misfortune, as they are called, and theirs th
small miseries. While the male thinks, labours, and battles without, the domestic woes and wrongs are the I
of the women; and the little ills are so bad, so infinitely fiercer and bitterer than the great, that | would not
change my condition no, not to be Helen, Queen Elizabeth, Mrs. Coutts, or the luckiest she in history.

Well, then, in the manner we have described lived the Gann family. Mr. Gann all the better for his
"misfortunes," Mrs. Gann little the worse; the two young ladies greatly improved by the circumstance, having
been cast thereby into a society where their expected two thousand pounds made great heiresses of them;
poor Caroline, as luckless a being as any that the wide sun shone upon. Better to be alone in the world and
utterly friendless, than to have sham friends and no sympathy; ties of kindred which bind one as it were to tf
corpse of relationship, and oblige one to bear through life the weight and the embraces of this lifeless, cold
connexion.

| do not mean to say that Caroline would ever have made use of this metaphor, or suspected that her
connexion with her mamma and sisters was any thing so loathsome. She only felt that she was ill-treated, &
had no companion; but was not on that account envious, only humble and depressed, not desiring so much
resist as to bear injustice, and hardly venturing to think for herself. This tyranny and humility served her in
place of education, and formed her manners, which were wonderfully gentle and calm. It was strange to see
such a person growing up in such a family; the neighbours spoke of her with much scornful compassion. "A
poor half-witted thing," they said, "who could not say bo to a goose;" and | think it is one good test of
gentility to be thus looked down on by vulgar people.
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It is not to be supposed that the elder girls had reached their present age without receiving a number of offe
of marriage, and being warmly in love a great many times. But many unfortunate occurrences had compelle
them to remain in their virgin condition. There was an attorney who had proposed to Rosalind; but finding
that she would receive only 7501. down, instead of 1500I., the monster had jilted her pitilessly, handsome as
she was. An apothecary, too, had been smitten by her charms; but to live in a shop was beneath the dignity
a Wellesley—Macarty, and she waited for better things. Lieutenant Swabber of the coast—guard service, had
lodged two months at Gann's; and if letters, long walks, and town-talk could settle a match, a match betwee
him and Isabella must have taken place. Well, Isabella was not married; and the lieutenant, a colonel in
Spain, seemed to have given up all thoughts of her. She meanwhile consoled herself with a gay young
wine—merchant, who had lately established himself at Brighton, kept a gig, rode out with the hounds, and w:
voted perfectly genteel; and there was a certain French marquess, with the most elegant black mustachios,
who had made a vast impression upon the heart of Rosalind, having met her first at the circulating library,
and afterwards, by the most extraordinary series of chances, coming upon her and her sister daily in their
walks upon the pier.

Meek little Caroline, meanwhile, trampled upon though she was, was springing up to womanhood; and
though pale, freckled, thin, meanly dressed, had a certain charm about her which some people might prefer
the cheap splendours and rude red and white of the Misses Macarty. In fact we have now come to a period
her history when, to the amaze of her mamma and sisters, and not a little to the satisfaction of James Gann
Esquire, she actually inspired a passion in the breast of a very respectable young man.

Chapter II.
How Mrs. Gann received two lodgers.

It was the winter season when the events recorded in this history occurred; and as at that period not one ou
a thousand lodging—houses in Margate are let, Mrs. Gann, who generally submitted to occupy her own first
and and second floors during this cheerless season, considered herself more than ordinarily lucky when
circumstances occurred which brought no less than two lodgers to her establishment.

She had to thank her daughters for the first inmate; for, as these two young ladies were walking one day do
their own street, talking of the joys of the last season, and the delight of the raffles and singing at the librarie
and the intoxicating pleasures of the Vauxhall balls, they were remarked and evidently admired by a young
gentleman who was sauntering listlessly up the street.

He stared, and it must be confessed that the fascinating girls stared too, and put each other's head into eacl
other's bonnet, and giggled and said, "Lor!" and then looked hard at the young gentleman again. Their eyes
were black, their cheeks were very red. Fancy how Miss Bella's and Miss Linda's hearts beat when the
gentleman, dropping his glass out of his eye, actually stepped across the street, and said, "Ladies, | am
seeking for lodgings, and should be glad to look at those which | see are to let in your house."

"How did the conjurer know it was our house?" thought Bella and Linda (they always thought in
couples), from the very simple fact that Miss Bella had just thrust into the door a latchkey.

Most bitterly did Mrs. James Gann regret that she had not on her best gown when a stranger a stranger in
February actually called to look at the lodgings. She made up, however, for the slovenliness of her dress by
the dignity of her demeanour; and asked the gentleman for references, informed him that she was a
gentlewoman, and that he would have peculiar advantages in her establishment; and, finally, agreed to
receive him at the rate of twenty shillings per week. The bright eyes of the young ladies had done the
business; but to this day Mrs. James Gann is convinced that her peculiar dignity of manner, and great fluenc
of brag regarding her family, have been the means of bringing hundreds of lodgers to her house, who but fo
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her would never have visited it.

"Gents," said Mr. James Gann at the Bag of Nails that very evening, "we have got a new lodger, and I'll star
glasses round to his jolly good health!"

The new lodger, who was remarkable for nothing except very black eyes, a sallow face, and a habit of
smoking segars in bed until noon, gave his name George Brandon, Esquire. As to his temper and habits, wt
humbly requested by Mrs. Gann to pay in advance, he laughed and presented her with a bank-note, never
guarrelled with a single item in her bills, walked much, and ate two mutton—chops per diem. The young
ladies, who examined all the boxes and letters of the lodgers, as young ladies will, could not find one single
document relative to their new inmate, except a tavern-bill of the Albion, to which the name of George
Brandon, Esquire, was prefixed. Any other papers which might elucidate his history, were locked up in a
Bramah box, likewise marked G. B.; and though these were but unsatisfactory points by which to judge a
man's character, there was a something about Mr. Brandon which caused all the ladies at Mrs. Gann's to vo
he was quite a gentleman.

When this was the case, | am happy to say it would not unfrequently happen that Miss Rosalind or Miss
Isabella would appear in the lodger's apartments, bearing in the breakfast—cloth, or blushingly appearing wit
the weekly bill, apologising for mamma's absence, "and hoping that every thing was to the gentleman's
liking."

Both the Misses Wellesley Macarty took occasion to visit Mr. Brandon in this manner; and he received both
with such a fascinating ease and gentlemanlike freedom of manner, scanning their points from head to foot,
and fixing his great black eyes so earnestly in their faces, that the blushing creatures turned away abashed,
and yet pleased, and had many conversations about him.

"Law, Bell," said Miss Rosalind, "what a chap that Brandon is! | don't half like him, | do declare!" Than
which there can be no greater compliment from a woman to a man.

"No more do | neither," says Bell. "The man stares so, and says such things! Just now, when Becky brought
his paper and sealing—wax the silly girl brought black and red too I took them up to ask which he would
have, and what do you think he said?"

"Well, dear, what!" said Mrs. Gann.

"Miss Bell," says he, looking at me, and with such eyes! "I'll keep every thing: the red wax, because it's like
your lips; the black wax, because it's like your hair; and the satin paper, because it's like your skin! Wasn't it
genteel?"

"Law, now!" exclaimed Mrs. Gann.

"Upon my word, | think it's very rude!" said Miss Lindy; "and if he'd have said so to me, I'd have slapped his
face for his imperence!" And, much to her credit, Miss Lindy went to his room ten minutes after to see if he
would say any thing to her. What Mr. Brandon said, | never knew; but the little pang of envy which had
caused Miss Lindy to retort sharply upon her sister, had given place to a pleased good—humour, and she
allowed Bella to talk about the new lodger as much as ever she liked.

And now if the reader is anxious to know what was Mr. Brandon's character, he had better read the followin
letter from him. It was addressed to no less a person than a viscount; and given, perhaps, with some little
ostentation to Becky, the maid, to carry to the post. Now Becky, before she executed such errands, always
shewed the letters to her mistress or one of the young ladies (it must not be supposed that Miss Caroline we
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a whit less curious on these matters than her sisters); and when the family beheld the name of Lord Viscour
Cingbars upon the superscription, their respect for their lodger was greater than ever it had been:

"Margate, January 1835.

"My dear Viscount, For a reason | have, on coming down to Margate, | with much gravity informed the
people of the White Hart that my name was Brandon, and intend to bear that honourable appellation during
my stay. For the same reason (I am a modest man, dear Simon, and love to do good in secret), | left the pul
hotel immediately, and am now housed in private lodgings, humble, and at a humble price. | am here, thank
Heaven, quite alone. Robinson Crusoe had as much society in his island, as | in this of Thanet. In
compensation | sleep a great deal, do nothing, and walk much, silent, by the side of the roaring sea, like
Calchas, priest of Apollo.

"The fact is, that until papa's wrath is appeased, | must live with the utmost meekness and humility, and hav
barely enough money in my possession to pay such small current expenses as fall on me here, where
strangers are many and credit does not exist. | pray you, therefore, to tell Mr. Snipson the tailor, Mr. Jacksotr
the bootmaker, honest Solomonson the discounter of bills, and all such friends in London and Oxford as ma
make inquiries after me, that | am at this very moment at the city of Munich in Bavaria, from which | shall
not return until my marriage with Miss Goldmore, the great Indian heiress; who, upon my honour, will have
me, | believe, any day for the asking. "Nothing else will satisfy my honoured father | know, whose purse has
already bled pretty freely for me, | must confess, and who has taken the great oath that never is broken, to
bleed no more unless this marriage is brought about. Come it must. | can't work, | can't starve, and | cant liv
under a thousand a-year.

"Here, to be sure, the charges are not enormous; for your edification read my week's bill:
'‘George Brandon, Esquire,

'To Mrs. James Gann.

£.s.d.
A week's lodging 100
Breakfast, cream, eggs 090
Dinner(fourteen mutton—chop$§) 10 6
Fire, boot—cleaning, &c. 036

£230

'Settled, Juliana Gann.'

"Juliana Gann! Is it not a sweet name? it sprawls over half the paper. Could you but see the owner of the
name, my dear fellow! | love to examine the customs of natives of all countries, and upon my word there are
some barbarians in our own; less known, and more worthy of being known, than Hottentots, wild Irish,
Otaheiteans, or any such savages. If you could see the airs that this woman gives herself; the rouge, riband
rings, and other female gimcracks that she wears; if you could hear her reminiscences of past times, '‘when
she and Mr. Gann moved in the very genteelest circles of society;' of the peerage, which she knows by hear
and of the fashionable novels, in every word of which she believes, you would be proud of your order, and
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admire the intense respect which the canaille shew towards it. There never was such an old woman, not eve
our tutor at Christchurch.

"There is a he Gann, a vast, bloated old man, in a rough coat, who has met me once, and asked me, with a
grin, if my mutton—chops was to my liking? The satirical monster! What can | eat in this place but
mutton—chops? A great bleeding beefsteak, or a filthy, reeking gigot & I'eau, with a turnip poultice? | should
die of I did. As for fish in a watering— place, | never touch it; it is sure to be bad. Nor care | for little, sinewy,
dry, black-legged fowls. Cutlets are my only resource. | have them nicely enough broiled by a little humble
companion of the family (a companion, ye gods, in this family!), who blushed hugely when she confessed
that the cooking was hers, and that her name was Caroline. For drink | indulge in gin, of which | consume
two wine glasses daily, in two tumblers

of cold water; it is the only liquor that one can be sure to find genuine in a common house in England.

"This Gann, | take it, has similar likings, for | hear him occasionally at midnight floundering up the stairs (his
boots lie dirty in the passage) floundering, | say, up the stairs, and cursing the candlestick, whence escape
now and anon the snuffers and extinguisher, and with brazen rattle disturb the silence of the night. Thrice
a—-week, at least, does Gann breakfast in bed sure sign of pridian intoxication; and thrice a-week, in the
morning, | hear a hoarse voice roaring for 'my soda-water.' How long have the rogues drunk soda-water?

"At nine, Mrs. Gann and daughters are accustomed to breakfast; a handsome pair of girls, truly, and much
followed, as | hear, in the quarter. These dear creatures are always paying me visits visits with the tea—kettls
visits with the newspaper (one brings it, and one comes for it); but the one is always at the other's heels, an
so one cannot shew oneself to be that dear, gay, seducing fellow that one has been, at home and on the
Continent. Do you remember cette chere marquise at Pau? That cursed conjugal pistolbullet still plays the
deuce with my shoulder. Do you remember Betty Bundy, the butcher's daughter? A pretty race of fools are
we to go mad after such women, and risk all oaths, prayers, promises, long wearisome courtships for what
for vanity, truly. When the battle is over, behold your conquest! Betty Bundy is a vulgar country wench; and
cette belle marquise is old, rouged, and has false hair. Vanitas, vanitatum! what a moral man | will be some
day or other!

"I have found an old acquaintance (and be hanged to him!), who has come to lodge in this very house. Do
you recollect at Rome a young artist, Fitch by name, the handsome gaby with the large beard, that mad Mrs
Carrickfergus was doubly mad about? On the second floor of Mrs. Gann's house dwells this youth. His bear
brings the gamins of the streets trooping and yelling about him; his fine braided coats have grown somewha
shabby now; and the poor fellow is, like your humble servant (by the way, have you a 500 franc billet to
spare?) like your humble servant, | say, very low in pocket. The young Andrea bears up gaily, however;
twangles the guitar, paints the worst pictures in the world, and pens sonnets to his imaginary mistress's
eyebrow. Luckily the rogue did not know my name, or | should have been compelled to unbosom to him; an
when | called out to him, dubious as to my name, 'Don't you know me? | met you at Rome. My name is
Brandon,' the painter was perfectly satisfied, and majestically bade me welcome.

"Fancy the continence of this young Joseph he has absolutely run away from Mrs. Carrickfergus! 'Sir," said
he, with some hesitation and blushes, when | questioned him about the widow, 'l was compelled to leave
Rome in consequence of the fatal fondness of that woman. | am an ‘andsome man, sir | know it all the chap:
in the Academy want me for a model; and that woman, sir, is sixty. Do you think | would ally myself with

her; sacrifice my happiness for the sake of a creature that's as hugly as an 'arpy? I'd rather starve, sir. I'd ra
give up my hart, and my 'opes of rising in it, than do a haction so dishhhhonorable.'

"There is a stock of virtue for you! and the poor fellow half-starved. He lived at Rome upon the seven
portraits that the Carrickfergus ordered of him, and, as | fancy, now does not make twenty pounds in the yec
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O rare chastity! O wondrous silly hopes! O motus animorum, atque O certamina tanta! pulveris exigui jactu,
in such an insignificant little lump of mud as this! Why the deuce does not the fool marry the widow? His
betters would. There was a captain of dragoons, an Italian prince, and four sons of Irish peers, all at her feet
but the Cockney's beard and whiskers have overcome them all. Here my paper has come to an end; and | h
the honour to bid your lordship a respectful farewell.

"G.B."

Of the young gentleman who goes by the name of Brandon the reader of the above letter will not be so
misguided, we trust, as to have a very exalted opinion. The noble viscount read this document to a supper
party at Christchurch, in Oxford, and left it in a bowl of milk—punch; whence a scout abstracted it, and
handed it over to us. My lord was twenty years of age when he received the epistle; and had spent a couple
years abroad, before going to the university, under the guardianship of the worthy individual who called
himself George Brandon.

Mr. Brandon was the son of a halfpay colonel, of good family, who, honouring the great himself, thought his
son would vastly benefit by an acquaintance with them, and sent him to Eton, at cruel charges upon a slend
purse. From Eton the lad went to Oxford, took honours there, frequented the best society, followed with a
kind of proud obsequiousness all the tufts of the university, and left it owing exactly two thousand pounds.
Then there came storms at home; fury upon the part of the stern old "governor;" and final payments of the
debt. But while this settlement was pending, Master George had contracted many more debts among
bill-discounters, and was glad to fly to the Continent as tutor to young Lord Cingbars, in whose company he
learned every one of the vices in Europe; and having a good natural genius, and a heart not unkindly, had
used these qualities in such an admirable manner as to be at twenty—seven utterly ruined in purse and
principle an idler, a spendthrift, and a glutton. He was free of his money; would spend his last guinea for a
sensual gratification; would borrow from his neediest friend; had no kind of conscience or remorse left, but
believed himself to be a good—-natured devil-may-care fellow; had a good deal of wit, and indisputably gooc
manners, and a pleasing, dashing frankness, in conversation with men. | should like to know how many sucl
scoundrels our universities have turned out; and how much rain has been caused by that accursed system,
which is called in England "the education of a gentleman." Go, my son, for ten years to a public school, that
"world in miniature;" learn "to fight for yourself* against the time when your real struggles shall begin. Begin
to be selfish at ten years of age; study for other ten years; get a competent knowledge of boxing, swimming,
rowing, and cricket, with a pretty knack of Latin hexameters, and a decent smattering of Greek plays, do this
and a fond father shall bless you bless the two thousand pounds which he has spent in acquiring all these
benefits for you. And, besides, what else have you not learned! You have been many hundreds of times to
chapel, and have learned to consider the religious service performed there as the vainest parade in the worl
If your father is a grocer, you have been beaten for his sake, and have learned to be ashamed of him. You
have learned to forget (as how should you remember, being separated from them for three—fourths of your
time?) the ties and natural affections of home. You have learned, if you have a kindly heart and an open har
to compete with associates much more wealthy than yourself; and to consider money as not much, but
honour the honour of dining and consorting with your betters as a great deal. All this does the

public-school and college—boy learn; and wo be to his knowledge! Alas, what natural tenderness and
kindly—clinging filial affection is he taught to trample on and despise! My friend Brandon had gone through
this process of education, and had been irretrievably ruined by it his heart and his honesty had been ruined
by it, that is to say; and he had received, in return for them, a small quantity of classics and

mathematics pretty compensation for all he had lost in gaining them!

But | am wandering most absurdly from the point; right or wrong, so nature and education had formed Mr.
Brandon, who is one of a considerable class. Well, this young gentleman was established at Mrs. Gann's
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house; and we are obliged to enter into all these explanations concerning him, because they are necessary
the right understanding of our story Brandon not being altogether a bad man, nor much worse than many a
one who goes through a course of regular selfish swindling all his life-long, and dies religious, resigned,
proud of himself, and universally respected by others: for this eminent advantage has the
getting—and—keeping scoundrel over the extravagant and careless one.

One day, then, as he was gazing from the window of his lodging—house, a cart, containing a vast number of
easels, portfolios, wooden—cases of pictures, and a small carpet-bag that might hold a change of clothes,
stopped at the door. The vehicle was accompanied by a remarkable young fellow, dressed in a frock—coat
covered over with frogs, a dirty turned—down shirtcollar, with a blue satin cravat, and a cap placed
wonderfully on one ear, who had evidently hired apartments at Mr. Gann's. This new lodger was no other
than Mr. Andrew Fitch; or, as he wrote on his cards, without the prefix,

Andrea Fitch.

Preparations had been made at Gann's for the reception of Mr. Fitch, whose aunt (an auctioneer's lady in th
town) had made arrangements that he should board and lodge with the Gann family, and have the apartmelr
on the second floor as his private rooms. In these, then, young Andrea was installed. He was a youth of a
poetic temperament, loving solitude; and where is such to be found more easily than on the storm-washed
shores of Margate in winter? Then the boarding— house keepers have shut up their houses, and gone away
anguish; then the taverns take their carpets up, and you can have your choice of a hundred and twenty bed:
any one of them; then but one dismal waiter remains to superintend this vast eehoing pile of loneliness, and
the landlord pines for summer; then the flies for Ramsgate stand tenantless beside the pier; and about four
sailors, in peajackets, are to be seen in the three principal streets; in the rest, silence, silence, closed shutte
torpid chimneys, enjoying their unnatural winter sinecure not the clack of a patten echoing over the cold dry
flags!

This solitude had been chosen by Mr. Brandon for good reasons of his own; Gann and his family would hav
fled, but that they had no other house wherein to take refuge; and Mrs. Hammerton, the auctioneer's lady, fe
so keenly the kindness which she was doing to Mrs. Gann, in providing her with a lodger at such a period,
that she considered herself fully justified in extracting from the latter a bonus of two guineas, threatening on
refusal to send her darling nephew to a rival establishment over the way.

Andrea was here, then, in loneliness that he loved, a fantastic youth, who lived but for his art; to whom the
world was like the Coburg Theatre, and he in a magnificent costume acting a principal part. His art, and his
beard and whiskers, were the darlings of his heart. His long pale hair fell over a high polished brow, which
looked wonderfully thoughtful; and yet no man was more guiltless of thinking. He was always putting
himself into attitudes; he never spoke the truth; and was so entirely affected and absurd, as to be quite hone
at last: for it is my belief that the man did not know truth from falsehood any longer, and was when he was
alone, when he was in company, nay, when he was unconscious and sound asleep snoring in bed, one
complete lump of affectation. When his apartments on the second floor were arranged according to his fanc
they made a tremendous show. He had a large Gothic chest, in which he put his wardrobe (hamely, two
velvet waistcoats, four varied satin under ditto, two pairs braided trousers, two shirts, half-a—dozen false
collars, and a couple of pairs of dreadfully dilapidated Blucher boots). He had some pieces of armour; some
China jugs and Venetian glasses; some bits of old damask rags, to drape his doors and windows; and a
ricketty lay—figure, in a Spanish hat and cloak, over which slung a long Toledo rapier, and a guitar, with a
riband of dirty skyblue.

Such was our poor fellow's stock in trade. He had some volumes of poems Lalla Rookh, and the sterner
compositions of Byron; for, to do him justice, he hated Don Juan, and a woman was in his eyes an angel: a
hangel, alas! he would call her, for nature and the circumstances of his family had taken sad Cockney
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advantages over Andrea's pronunciation.

The Misses Wellesley Macarty were not, however, very squeamish with regard to grammar, and, in this dull
season, voted Mr. Fitch an elegant young fellow. His immense beard and whiskers gave them the highest
opinion of his genius; and before long the intimacy between the young people was considerable, for Mr. Fitc
insisted upon drawing the portraits of the whole family. He painted Mrs. Gann in her rouge and ribands, as
described by Mr. Brandon; Mr. Gann, who said that his picture would be very useful to the artist, as every
soul in Margate knew him; and the Misses Macarty (a neat group, representing Miss Bella embracing Miss
Linda, who was pointing to a pianoforte).

"l suppose you'll do my Carry next," said Mr. Gann, expressing his approbation of the last picture.
"Law, sir," said Miss Linda, "Carry, with her red hair! it would be ojus."
"Mr. Fitch might as well paint Becky, our maid," said Miss Bella.

"Carry is quite impossible, Gann," said Mrs. Gann: "she hasn't a gown fit to be seen in. She's not been at
church for thirteen Sundays in consequence."

"And more shame for you, ma'am," said Mr. Gann, who liked his child: "Carry shall have a gown, and the
best of gowns." And jingling three—and—twenty shillings in his pocket, Mr. Gann determined to spend them
all in the purchase of a robe for Carry. But, alas, the gown never came; half the money was spent that very
evening at the Bag of Nails.

"Is that that young lady, your daughter?" said Mr. Fitch, surprised, for he fancied Carry was a humble
companion of the family.

"Yes, she is, and a very good daughter, too, sir," answered Mr. Gann. "Fetch and Carry | call her, or else
Carryvan she's so useful: An't you, Carry?"

"I'm very glad if | am, papa,"” said the young lady, who was blushing violently, and in whose presence all this
conversation had been carried on.

"Hold your tongue, miss," said her mother; "you're very expensive to us, that you are, and need not brag
about the work you do. You would not live on charity, would you, like some folks (here she looked fiercely at
Mr. Gann); and if your sisters and me starve to keep you and some folks, | presume you are bound to make
some return.”

When any allusion was made to Mr. Gann's idleness and extravagance, or his lady shewed herself in any w
inclined to be angry, it was honest James's habit not to answer, but to take his hat and walk abroad to the
public-house; or if haply she scolded him at night, he would turn his back and fall a snoring. These were the
only remedies he found for Mrs. James's bad temper; and the first of them he adopted on hearing these wor
of his lady, which we have just now transcribed.

Poor Caroline had not her father's refuge of flight, but was obliged to stay and listen: and a wondrous
eloquence, God wot! had Mrs. Gann upon the subject of her daughter's ill conduct. The first lecture Mr. Fitct
heard, he set down Caroline for a monster. Was she not idle, sulky, scornful, and a sloven? For these and
many more of her daughter's vices Mrs. Gann vouched, declaring that Caroline's misbehaviour was hastenil
her own death, and finishing by a fainting fit. In the presence of all these charges, there stood Miss Caroline
dumb, stupid, and careless; nay, when the fainting—fit came on, and Mrs. Gann fell back on the sofa, the
unfeeling girl took the opportunity to retire, and never offered to smack her mamma's hands, to give her the
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smelling—bottle, or to restore her with a glass of water.

One stood close at hand; for Mr. Fitch, when this first fit occurred, was sitting in the Gann parlour, painting
that lady's portrait; and he was making towards her with his tumbler, when Miss Linda cried out, "Stop! the
water's full of paint!" and straightway burst out laughing. Mrs. Gann jumped up at this, cured suddenly, and
left the room, looking somewhat foolish.

"You don't know ma," said Miss Linda, still giggling; "she's always fainting."
"Poor thing!" cried Fitch; "very nervous, | suppose?"
"Oh, very!" answered the lady, exchanging arch glances with Miss Bella.

"Poor, dear lady!" continued the artist; "I pity her from my hinmost soul. Doesn't the himmortal bard of
Havon observe, how sharper than a serpent's tooth it is to have a thankless child? And is it true, ma'am, tha
that young woman has been the ruin of her family?"

"Ruin of her fiddlestick!" replied Miss Bella. "Law, Mr. Fitch, you don't know ma yet: she is in one of her
tantrums.”

"What, then, it isn't true?" cried simple—-minded Fitch; to which neither of the young ladies made any answer
in words: nor could the little artist comprehend why they looked at each other, and burst out laughing. But he
retired pondering on what he had seen and heard; and being a very soft young fellow, most implicitly
believed the accusations of poor dear Mrs. Gann, and thought her daughter Caroline was no better than a
Regan or Goneril.

A time, however, was to come when he should believe her to be a most pure and gentle Cordelia; and of thi
change in Fitch's opinions we shall speak in Chapter Ill.

Chap. IIl.
A shabby genteel dinner, and other incidents of a like nature.

Mr. Brandon's letter to Lord Cingbars produced, as we have said, a great impression upon the family of
Gann; an impression which was considerably increased by their lodger's subsequent behaviour: for althougl
the persons with whom he now associated were of a very vulgar, ridiculous kind, they were by no means so
low or ridiculous that Mr. Brandon should not wish to appear before them in the most advantageous light;
and, accordingly, he gave himself the greatest airs when in their company, and bragged incessantly of his
acquaintance and familiarity with the nobility. Mr. Brandon was a tufthunter of the genteel sort; his pride
being quite as slavish, and his haughtiness as mean and cringing, in fact, as poor Mrs. Gann's stupid wonde
and respect for all the persons whose names are written with titles before them. O free and happy Britons,
what a miserable, truckling, cringing race you are!

The reader has no doubt encountered a number of such swaggerers in the course of his conversation with t
world men of a decent middle rank, who affect to despise it, and herd only with persons of the fashion. This
is an offence in a man which none of us can forgive; we call him tuft-=hunter, lickspittle, sneak, unmanly; we
hate, and profess to despise him. | fear it is no such thing. We envy Lickspittle, that is the fact; and therefore
hate him. Were he to plague us with stories of Jones and Brown, our familiars, the man would be a simple

bore, his stories heard patiently; but so soon as he talks of my lord or the duke, we are in arms against him.
have seen a whole merry party in Russell Square grow suddenly gloomy and dumb, because a pert barriste
in a loud shrill voice, told a story of Lord This or the Marquess of That. We all hated that man; and | would
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lay a wager that every one of the fourteen persons assembled round the boiled turkey and saddle of mutton
(not to mention side—dishes from the pastry—cook's opposite the British Museum) | would wager, | say, that
every one was muttering inwardly, "A plague on that fellow! he knows a lord, and | never spoke to more thar
three in the whole course of my life." To our betters we can reconcile ourselves, if you please, respecting
them very sincerely, laughing at their jokes, making allowance for their stupidities, meekly suffering their
insolence; but we can't pardon our equals going beyond us. A friend of mine, who lived amicably and happil
among his friends and relatives at Hackney, was on a sudden disowned by the latter, cut by the former, and
doomed in innumerable prophecies to ruin, because he kept a footboy, a harmless, little, blowsyfaced urchir
in light snuff-coloured clothes, glistering over with sugar—loaf buttons. There is another man, a great man, a
literary man, whom the public loves, and who took a sudden leap from obscurity into fame and wealth. This
was a crime; but he bore his rise with so much modesty, that even his brethren of the pen did not envy him.
One luckless day he set up a one—horse chaise; from that minute he was doomed.

"Have you seen his new carriage?" says Sharley.
"Yes," says Yow; "he's so consumedly proud of it, that he can't see his old friends while he drives."

The fact is that our author, not much accustomed to the whip, is in a little flurry when he takes the reins, and
looks at his horse's head during the whole drive.

"Ith it a donkey—cart," lisps Simper, "thith gwand new cawwiage? | always thaid that the man, from hith
thtile, wath fitted to be a vewy dethent cothtermonger."

"Yes, yes," cries old Candour, "a sad pity indeed! dreadfully extravagant, I'm told bad health expensive
family works going down every day and now he must set up a carriage, forsooth!"

Snarley, Yow, Simper, Candour, hate their brother. If he is ruined, they will be kind to him and just; but he is
successful, and wo be to him!

This trifling digression of half a page or so, although it seems to have nothing to do with the story in hand,
has, nevertheless, the strongest relation to it; and you shall hear what.

In one word, then, Mr. Brandon bragged so much, and assumed such airs of superiority, that after a while h
perfectly disgusted Mrs. Gann and the Misses Macarty, who were gentlefolks themselves, and did not at all
like his way of telling them that he was their better. Mr. Fitch was swallowed up in his hart, as he called it,
and cared nothing for Brandon's airs. Gann, being a low-spirited fellow, completely submitted to Mr.
Brandon, and looked up to him with deepest wonder. And poor little Caroline followed her father's faith, and
in six weeks after Mr. Brandon's arrival at the lodgings had grown to believe him the most perfect, finished,
polished, agreeable of mankind. Indeed, the poor girl had never seen a gentleman before, and towards suct
her gentle heart turned instinctively. Brandon never offended her by hard words; insulted her by cruel scorn,
such as she met with from her mother and her sisters; there was a quiet manner about the man quite differe
to any that she had before seen amongst the acquaintances of her family; and if he assumed a tone of
superiority in his conversation with her and the rest, Caroline felt that he was their superior, and as such
admired and respected him.

What happens when in the innocent bosom of a girl of sixteen such sensations arise? What has happened e
since the world began?
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I have said that Miss Caroline had no friend in the world but her father, and must here take leave to recall th
assertion; a friend she most certainly had, and that was honest Becky, the smutty maid, whose hame has
been mentioned before. Miss Caroline had learned, in the course of a life spent under the tyranny of her
mamma, some of the notions of the latter, and would have been very much offended to call Becky her frienc
but friends, in fact, they were; and a great comfort it was for Caroline to descend to the calm kitchen from th
stormy back-parlour, and there vent some of her little woes to the compassionate servant of all work.

When Mrs. Gann went out with her daughters, Becky would take her work and come and keep Miss Carolin
company; and, if the truth must be told, the greatest enjoyment the pair used to have was in these afternoor
when they read together out of the precious greasy marble—covered volumes that Mrs. Gann was in the hak
of fetching from the library. Many and many a tale had the pair so gone through. | can see them over
Manfrone; or, the One—handed Monk the room dark, the street silent, the hour ten the tall, red, lurid
candlewick waggling down, the flame flickering pale upon Miss Caroline's pale face as she read out, and
lighting up honest Becky's goggling eyes, who sat silent, her work in her lap: she had not done a stitch of it
for an hour. As the trap—door slowly opens, and the scowling Alonzo, bending over the sleeping Imoinda,
draws his pistol, cocks it, looks well if the priming be right, places it then to the sleeper's ear,

and thunder—-under—under down fall the snuffers! Becky has had them in hand for ten minutes, afraid to use
them. Up starts Caroline, and flings the book back into her mamma's basket. It is that lady returned with her
daughters from a tea—party, where two young gents from London have been mighty genteel indeed.

For the sentimental, too, as well as for the terrible, Miss Caroline and the cook had a strong predilection, an
had wept their poor eyes out over Thaddeus of Warsaw and the Scottish Chiefs. Fortified by the examples
drawn from those instructive volumes, Becky was firmly convinced that her young mistress would meet with
a great lord some day or other, or be carried off, like Cinderella, by a brilliant prince, to the mortification of
her elder sisters, whom Becky hated. And when, therefore, the new lodger came, lonely, mysterious,
melancholy, elegant, with the romantic name of George Brandon when he wrote a letter directed to a lord,
and Miss Caroline and Becky together examined the superscription, such a look passed between them as tt
pencil of Leslie or Maclise could alone describe for us. Becky's orbs were lighted up with a preternatural lool
of wondering wisdom; whereas, after an instant, Caroline dropped hers, and blushed, and said, "Nonsense,
Becky."

"Is it nonsense?" said Becky, grinning and snapping her fingers with a triumphant air; "the cards comes true
| knew they would. Didn't you have king and queen of hearts three deals running? What did you dream abot
last Tuesday, tell me that?"

But Miss Caroline never did tell, for her sisters came bouncing down the stairs, and examined the lodger's
letter. Caroline, however, went away musing much upon these points; and she began to think Mr. Brandon
more wonderful and beautiful every day.

In the meantime, while Miss Caroline was innocently indulging in her inclination for the brilliant occupier of
the first floor, it came to pass that the tenant of the second was inflamed by a most romantic passion for her

For, after partaking for about a fortnight of the family dinner, and passing some evenings with Mrs. Gann an
the young ladies, Mr. Fitch, though by no means quick of comprehension, began to perceive that the nightly
charges that were brought against poor Caroline could not be founded upon truth. "Let's see," mused he to
himself; "Tuesday, the old lady said her daughter was bringing her grey hairs with sorrow to the grave,
because the cook had not boiled the potatoes. Wednesday, she said Caroline was an assassin, because sh
could not find her own thimble. Thursday, she vows Caroline has no religion, because that old pair of silk
stockings were not darned. And this can't be," reasoned Fitch, deeply. "A gal haint a murderess because he
ma can't find her thimble. A woman that goes to slap her grown-up daughter on the back, and before
company too, for such a paltry thing as a hold pair of stockings, can't be surely a—speaking the truth." And
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thus gradually his first impression against Caroline wore away. As this disappeared, pity took possession of
his soul and we know what pity is akin to; and, at the same time, a corresponding hatred for the oppressors
of a creature so amiable.

To sum up, in six short weeks after the appearance of the two gentlemen, we find our chief dramatis person
as follows:

Caroline, an innocent young woman in love with Brandon.
Fitch, a celebrated painter, almost in love with Caroline.
Brandon, a young gentleman in love with himself.

At first he was pretty constant in his attendance upon the Misses Macarty when they went out to walk, nor
were they displeased at his attentions; but he found that there were a great number of Margatebeaux ugly,
vulgar fellows as ever were who always followed in the young ladies' train, and made themselves infinitely
more agreeable than he was. These men Mr. Brandon treated with a great deal of scorn; and, in return, they
hated him cordially. So did the ladies speedily: his haughty manners, though quite as impertinent and free,
were not half so pleasant to them as Jones's jokes or Smith's charming romps; and the girls gave Brandon
very shortly to understand that they were much happier without him. "Ladies, your humble," he heard Bob
Smith say, as that little linendraper came skipping to the door from which they were issuing, "the sun's hup
and trade is down; if you're for a walk, I'm your man." And Miss Linda and Miss Bella each took an arm of
Mr. Smith and sailed down the street. "I'm glad you aint got that proud gent with the glass hi," said Mr.
Smith; "he's the most hillbred, supercilious beast | ever see."

"So he is," says Bella.
"Hush!" says Linda.

The "proud gent with the glass hi" was at this moment lolling out of the first—floor window, smoking his
accustomed cigar; and his eye—glass was fixed upon the ladies, to whom he made a very low bow. It may b
imagined how fond he was of them afterwards, and what looks he cast at Mr. Bob Smith the next time he me
him. Mr. Bob's heart beat for a day afterwards; and he found he had business in town.

But the love of society is stronger than even pride; and as we saw the other day, in York gaol, how the
illustrious Mr. Feargus O'Connor preferred to be locked up with a couple of felons rather than to remain
solitary, in like manner the great Mr. Brandon was sometimes fain to descend from his high station, and
consort with the vulgar family with whom he lodged. But, as we have said, he always did this with a
wonderfully condescending air, giving his associates to understand how great was the honour he did them.

One day, then, he was absolutely so kind as to accept of an invitation from the ground-floor, which was
delivered in the passage by Mr. James Gann, who said, "It was hard to see a gent eating mutton—chops fror
week's end to week's end; and if Mr. Brandon had a mind to meet a devilish good fellow as ever was, my
friend Swigby, a man who rides his horse, and has his five hundred a-year to spend, and to eat a prime cut
out of as good a leg of pork (though he said it) as ever a knife was stuck into, they should dine that day at
three o'clock sharp, and Mrs. G. and the gals would be glad of the honour of his company."

The person so invited was rather amused at the terms in which Mr. Gann conveyed his hospitable message
and at three o'clock made his appearance in the back—parlour, whence he had the honour of conducting Mr:
Gann (dressed in a sweet yellow mousseline de laine, with a large red turban, a ferroniére, and a

smelling—bottle, attached by a ring to a very damp, fat hand) to the "office," where the repast was set out. Tt
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Misses Macarty were in costumes equally tasty; one on the guest's right hand; one near the boarder, Mr.
Fitch, who, in a large beard, an amethyst velvet waistcoat, his hair fresh wetted, and parted accurately dowr
the middle to fall in curls over his collar, would have been irresistible, if the collar had been a little, little
whiter than it was.

Mr. Brandon, too, was dressed in his very best suit; for though he affected to despise his hosts very much, t
wished to make the most favourable impression upon them, and took care to tell Mrs. Gann that he and Lor
So-and-so were the only two men in the world who were in possession of that particular waistcoat which st
admired: for Mrs. Gann was very gracious, and had admired the waistcoat, being desirous to impress with
awe Mr. Gann's friend and admirer, Mr. Swigby, who, man of fortune as he was, was a constant frequenter
the club at the Bag of Nails.

About this club and its supporters Mr. Gann's guest, Mr. Swigby, and Gann himself, talked very gaily before
dinner; all the jokes about all the club being roared over by the pair.

Mr. Brandon, who felt he was the great man of the party, indulged himself in his great propensities without
restraint, and told Mrs. Gann stories about half the nobility. Mrs. Gann conversed knowingly about the opere
and declared that she thought Taglioni the sweetest singer in the world.

"Mr. a Swigby, have you ever seen Lablache dance?" asked Mr. Brandon of that gentleman, to whom he
had been formally introduced.

"At Vauxhall is he?" said Mr. Swigby, who was just from town.
"Yes, on the tight-rope; a charming performer."

On which Mr. Gann told how he had been to Vauxhall when the princes were in London; and his lady talked
of these knowingly. And then they fell to conversing about fire—works and rack—punch; Mr. Brandon
assuring the young ladies that Vauxhall was the very pink of the fashion, and longing to have the honour of
dancing a quadrille with them there. Indeed, Brandon was so very sarcastic, that not a single soul at table
understood him.

The table, from Mr. Brandon's plan of it, which was afterwards sent to my Lord Cingbars, was arranged as
follows:

[Figure: 32Kb]

Mr. Gann. "Taste that sherry, sir. Your 'ealth, and my services to you, sir. That wine, sir, is given me as a
particular favour by my ahem! my wine—merchant, who only will part with a small quantity of it, and
imports it direct, sir, from ahem! from "

Mr. Brandon. "From Xeres, of course. Itis, | really think, the finest wine | ever tasted in my life at a
commoner's table, that is.”

Mrs. Gann. "Oh, in course, a commoner's table! we have no titles, sir (Mr. Gann, | will trouble you for some
more crackling), though my poor dear girls are related, by their blessed father's side, to some of the first
nobility in the land, | assure you."
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Mr. Gann. "Gammon, Jooly, my dear. Them lIrish nobility you know, what are they? And, besides, it's my
belief that the gals are no more related to them than | am."

Miss Bella (to Mr. Brandon, confidentially). "You must find that poor par is sadly vulgar, Mr. Brandon."

Mrs. Gann. "Mr. Brandon has never been accustomed to such language, | am sure; and | entreat you will
excuse Mr. Gann's rudeness, sir."

Miss Linda. "Indeed, | assure you, Mr. Brandon, that we've high connexions as well as low; as high as some
people's connexions, per'aps, though we are not always talking of the nobility." This was a double shot; the
first barrel of Miss Linda's sentence hit her stepfather, the second part was levelled directly at Mr. Brandon.
"Don't you think I'm right, Mr. Fitch?"

Mr. Brandon. "You are quite right, Miss Linda, in this as in every other instance; but | am afraid Mr. Fitch
has not paid a proper attention to your excellent remark: for, if | don't mistake the meaning of that beautiful
design which he has made with his fork upon the table—cloth, his soul is at this moment wrapped up in his
art."

This was exactly what Mr. Fitch wished that all the world should suppose. He flung back his hair, and stared
wildly for a moment, and said, "Pardon me, madam; it is true my thoughts were at that moment far away in
the regions of my hart." He was really thinking that his attitude was a very elegant one, and that a large garr
ring which he wore on his forefinger must be mistaken by all the company for a ruby.

"Art is very well," said Mr. Brandon; "but with such pretty natural objects before you, | wonder you were not
content to think of them."

"Do you mean the mashed potatoes, sir?" said Andrea Fitch, wondering.

"I mean Miss Rosalind Macarty," answered Brandon, gallantly, and laughing heartily at the painter's
simplicity. But this compliment could not soften Miss Linda, who had an uneasy conviction that Mr. Brandon
was laughing at her, and disliked him accordingly.

At this juncture, Miss Caroline entered and took the place marked as hers, to the left hand of Mr. Gann,
vacant. An old ricketty wooden stool was placed for her, instead of that elegant and commodious Windsor
chair, which supported every other person at table; and by the side of the plate stood a curious old battered
mug, on which the antiquarian might possibly discover the inscription of the word "Caroline." This, in truth,
was poor Caroline's mug and stool, having been appropriated to her from childhood upwards; and here it we
her custom meekly to sit, and eat her daily meal.

It was well that the girl was placed near her father, else | do believe she would have been starved; but Ganr
was much too good-natured to allow that any difference should be made between her and her sisters. Ther
are some meannesses which are too mean even for man woman, lovely woman alone, can venture to comn
them. Well, on the present occasion, and when the dinner was half over, poor Caroline stole gently into the
room and took her ordinary place. Caroline's pale face was very red; for the fact must be told that she had
been in the kitchen helping Becky, the universal maid; and having heard how the great Mr. Brandon was to
dine with them upon that day, the simple girl had been shewing her respect for him, by compiling, in her ven
best manner, a certain dish, for the cooking of which her papa had often praised her. She took her place,
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blushing violently when she saw him; and if Mr. Gann had not been making a violent clattering with his knife
and fork, it is possible that you might have heard Miss Caroline's heart thump, which it did violently. Her
dress was somehow a little smarter than usual; and Becky the maid, who brought in that remove of hashed
mutton, which has been set down in the bill of fare, looked at her young lady with a good deal of
complacency, as, loaded with plates, she quitted the room. Indeed the poor girl deserved to be looked at; th
was an air of gentleness and innocence about her that was apt to please some persons, much more than th
bold beauties of her sisters. The two young men did not fail to remark this; one of them, the little painter, hac
long since observed it.

"You are very late, miss," cried Mrs. Gann, who affected not to know what had caused her daughter's delay.
"You're always late!" and the elder girls stared and grinned at each other knowingly, as they always did whe
mamma made such attacks upon Caroline, who only kept her eyes down upon the tablecloth, and began to
her dinner without saying a word.

"Come, my dear," cried honest Gann, "if she is late, you know why. A girl can't be here and there too, as |
say; can they, Swigby?"

"Impossible!" said Swigby.

"Gents," continued Mr. Gann, "our Carry, you must know, has been down stairs, making the pudding for her
old pappy; and a good pudding she makes, | can tell you."

Miss Caroline blushed more vehemently than ever; the artist stared her full in the face; Mrs. Gann said,
"nonsense" and "stuff," very majestically; only Mr. Brandon interposed in Caroline's favour.

"I would sooner that my wife should know how to make a pudding,” said he, "than how to play the best piece
of music in the world!"

"Law, Mr. Brandon! I, for my part, wouldn't demean myself by any such kitchen—-work!" cries Miss Linda.
"Make puddns, indeed; it's ojous!" cries Bella.
"For you, my loves, of course!" interposed their mamma.

"Young women of your family and circumstances is not expected to perform any such work. It's different
with Miss Caroline; who, if she does make herself useful now and then, don't make herself near so useful as
she should, considering that she's not a shilling, and is living on our charity, like some other folks!"

Thus did this amiable woman neglect no opportunity to give her opinions about her husband and daughter.
The former, however, cared not a straw; and the latter, in this instance, was perfectly happy. Had not kind M
Brandon approved of her work; and could she ask for more?

"Mamma may say what she pleases to—day," thought Caroline, "I am too happy to be made angry by her."

Poor little mistaken Caroline, to think you were safe against three women! The dinner had not advanced
much further, when Miss Isabella, who had been examining her younger sister curiously for some short time
telegraphed Miss Linda across the table; and nodded, and winked, and pointed to her own neck; a very whit
one, as | have before had the honour to remark, and quite without any covering, except a smart necklace of
twenty—four rows of the lightest blue glass beads, finishing in a neat tassel. Linda had a similar ornament of
vermillion colour; whereas Caroline, on this occasion, wore a handsome new collar up to the throat, and a
brooch, which looked all the smarter for the shabby frock over which they were placed. As soon as she saw
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her sisters' signals, the poor little thing, who had only just done fluttering and blushing, fell to this same work
over again. Down went her eyes once more, and her face and neck lighted up to the colour of Miss Linda's
sham cornelian.

"What's the gals giggling and ogling about?" said Mr. Gann, innocently.
"What is it, my darling loves?" said stately Mrs. Gann.

"Why, don't you see, ma?" said Linda. "Look at Miss Carry! I'm blessed if she has not got on Becky's collar
and brooch that Sims, the pilot, gave her!"

The young ladies fell back in uproarious fits of laughter, and laughed all the time that their mamma was
thundering out a speech, in which she declared that her daughter's conduct was unworthy a gentlewoman, «
bid her leave the room and take off those disgraceful ornaments.

There was no need to tell her; the poor little thing gave one piteous look at her father, who was whistling, an
seemed indeed to think the matter a good joke; and after she had managed to open the door and totter into
passage, you might have heard her weeping there, weeping tears more bitter than any of the many she had
shed in the course of her life. Down she went to the kitchen, and when she reached that humble place of
refuge, first pulled at her neck, and made as if she would take off Becky's collar and brooch, and then flung
herself into the arms of that honest scullion, where she cried and cried till she brought on the first fit of
hysterics that ever she had had.

This crying could not at first be heard in the parlour, where the young ladies, Mrs. Gann, Mr. Gann, and his
friend from the Bag of Nails were roaring at the excellence of the joke. Mr. Brandon, sipping sherry, sat by
looking very sarcastically and slyly from one party to the other; Mr. Fitch was staring about him too, but with
a very different expression, anger and wonder inflaming his bearded countenance. At last, as the laughing
died away and a faint voice of weeping came from the kitchen below, Andrew could bear it no longer, but
bounced up from his chair, and rushed out of the room exclaiming,

"By Jove, it's too bad!"

"What does the man mean?" said Mrs. Gann.

He meant that he was from that moment over head and ears in love with Caroline; and that he longed to be:
buffet, pummel, thump, tear to pieces, those callous ruffians who so piteously laughed at her.

"What's that chop wi' the beard in such tantrums about?" said the gentleman from the Bag of Nails.

Mr. Gann answered this query by some joke intimating that, "Praps Mr. Fitch's dinner did not agree with
him," at which these worthies roared again.

The young ladies said, "Well, now, upon my word!"
"Mighty genteel behaviour, truly!" cried mamma; "but what can you expect from the poor thing?"

Brandon only sipped more sherry, but he looked at Fitch as the latter flung out of the room, and his
countenance was lighted up by a more unequivocal smile.
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These two little adventures were followed by a silence of some few minutes, during which the meats
remained on the table, and no signs were shewn of that pudding upon which poor Caroline had exhausted
skill. The absence of this delicious part of the repast was first remarked by Mr. Gann; and his lady, after
jangling at the bell for some time in vain, at last begged one of her daughters to go and hasten matters.

"Becky!" shrieked Miss Linda from the hall, but Becky replied not. "Becky, are we to be kept waiting all
day?" continued the lady in the same shrill voice. "Mamma wants the pudding!"

"Tell her to fetch it herself!" roared Becky, at which remark Gann and his facetious friend once more went
off into fits of laughter.

"This is too bad!" said Mrs. G. starting up; "she shall leave the house this instant!" and so no doubt Becky
would but that the lady owed her five quarters' wages; which she, at that period, did not feel inclined to pay.

Well, the dinner at last was at an end; the ladies went away to tea, leaving the gentlemen to their wine;
Brandon, very condescendingly, partaking of a bottle of port, and listening with admiration to the toasts and
sentiments with which it is still the custom among persons of Mr. Gann's rank of life to preface each glass of
wine. As thus: Glass 1. "Gents," says Mr. Gann, rising, "this glass | need say nothink about. Here's the king
and long life to him and the family!"

Mr. Swigby, with his glass, goes knock, knock, knock on the table; and saying gravely, "The king!" drinks
off his glass, and smacks his lips afterwards.

Mr. Brandon, who had drank half his, stops in the midst and says, "Oh, 'the king!™

Mr. Swigby. "A good glass of wine that, Gann, my boy!"

Mr. Brandon. "Capital, really; though, upon my faith, I'm no judge of port."

Mr. Gann. (Smacks.) "A fine fruity wine as ever | tasted. | suppose you, Mr. B., are accustomed only to
claret. I've 'ad it, too, in my time, sir, as Swigby there very well knows. | travelled, sir, sure le Continong, |
assure you, and drank my glass of claret with the best man in France, or England either. | wasn't always wh
I am, sir."

Mr. Brandon. "You don't look as if you were."
Mr. Gann. "No, sir. Before that gas came in, | was head, sir, of one of the fust 'ouses in the hoil trade. Gann

Blubbery, and Gann, sir Thames Street, City. I'd my box at Putney, as good a gig and horse as my friend
there drives.”

Mr. Swigby. "Ay, and a better too, Gann, | make no doubt."

Mr. Gann. "Well, say a better. | had a better, if money could fetch it, sir; and | didn't spare that, | warrant you
No, no, James Gann didn't grudge his purse, sir; and had his friends around him, as he's ‘appy to 'ave now,
Mr. Brandon, your 'ealth, sir, and may we hoften meet under this ma'ogany. Swigby, my boy, God bless you
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Mr. Brandon. "Your very good health."

Mr. Swigby. "Thank you, Gann. Here's to you, and long life and prosperity and happiness to you and yours.
Bless you, Jim, my boy; Heaven bless you! | say this, Mr. Bandon Brandon what's your name there aint a
better fellow in all Margate than James Gann, no, nor in all England. Here's Mrs. Gann, gents, and the
family. Mrs. Gann?!" (drinks.)

Mr. Brandon. "Mrs. Gann. Hip, hip, hurra!"(drinks.)

Mr. Gann. "Mrs. Gann, and thank you, gents. A fine woman, Mr. B.; aint she, now? Ah, if you'd seener when
I married her! Gad, she was fine then an out and outer, sir! Such a figure!"

Mr. Swigby. "You'd choose none but a good 'un, | war'nt. Ha, ha, ha!"

Mr. Gann. "Did | ever tell you of my duel along with the regimental doctor? No! Then | will. | was a young
chap, you see, in those days; and when | saw her at Brussels (Brusell, they call it) | was right slick up over
head and ears in love with her at once. But what was to be done? There was another gent in the case a
regimental doctor, sir a reg'lar dragon. 'Faint heart,' says |, 'never won a fair lady," and so | made so bold. St
took me, sent the doctor to the right about. | met him one morning in the Park at Brussels, and stood to him,
sir, like a man. When the affair was over, my second, a leftenant of dragoons, told me, '‘Gann,’ says he, 'lI've
seen many a man under fire I'm a Waterloo man,' says he, 'and have rode by Wellington many a long day;
but I never, for coolness, see such a man as you.' Gents, here's the Duke of Wellington and the British
harmy!" (the gents drink.)

Mr. Brandon. "Did you kill the doctor, sir?"

Mr. Gann. "Why no, sir; | shot in the hair."

Mr. Brandon. "Shot him in the hair! Egad, that was a severe shot, and a very lucky escape the doctor had of
it? Whereabouts in the hair? a whisker, sir; or, perhaps, a pigtail?"

Mr. Swigby. "Haw, haw, haw! shot'n in the hair capital, capital!
Mr. Gann, who has grown very red. "No, sir, there may be some mistake in my pronounciation, which | didn'
expect to have laughed at my hown table."

Mr. Brandon. "My dear sir! | protest and vow "

Mr. Gann. "Never mind it, sir. | gave you my best, and did my best to make you welcome. If you like better
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to make fun of me, do, sir. That may be the genteel way, but hang me if it's hour way; is it, Jack? Our way; |
beg your pardon, sir."

Mr. Swigby. "Jim, Jim! for Heaven's sake! peace and harmony of the evening conviviality social
enjoyment didn't mean it did you mean any think, Mr. Whatd-ye—call-'em?"

Mr. Brandon. "Nothing, upon my honour as a gentleman!"

Mr. Gann. "Well, then, there's my hand!" and good—natured Gann tried to forget the insult, and to talk as if
nothing had occurred: but he had been wounded in the most sensitive point in which a man can be touched
his superior, and never forgot Brandon's joke. That night at the club, when dreadfully tipsy, he made several
speeches on the subject, and burst into tears many times. The pleasure of the evening was quite spoiled; ar
as the conversation became rapid and dull, we shall refrain from reporting it. Mr. Brandon speedily took
leave, but had not the courage to face the ladies at tea; to whom, it appears the reconciled Becky had brouc
that refreshing beverage.

Chap. IV.
In which Mr. Fitch proclaims his love, and Mr. Brandon prepares for war.

From the splendid halls in which Mrs. Gann was dispensing her hospitality, the celebrated painter, Andrea
Fitch rushed forth in a state of mind even more delirious than that which he usually enjoyed. He looked
abroad into the street, all there was dusk and lonely; the rain falling heavily, the wind playing Pandaean pipe
and whistling down the chimney—pots. "I love the storm," said Fitch, solemnly; and he put his great Spanish
cloak round him in the most approved manner (it was of so prodigious a size that the tail of it, as it twirled
over his shoulder, whisked away a lodging—card from the door of the house opposite Mr. Gann's). "l love the
storm and solitude," said he, lighting a large pipe filled full of the fragrant Oronooko; and thus armed, he
passed rapidly down the street, his hat cocked over his ringlets.

Andrea did not like smoking, but he used a pipe as a part of his profession as an artist, and as one of the
picturesque parts of his costume; in like manner, though he did not fence, he always travelled about with a
pair of foils; and quite unconscious of music, nevertheless had a guitar constantly near at hand. Without suc
properties a painter's spectacle is hot complete, and now he determined to add to them another indispensal
requisite a mistress. "What great artist was ever without one?" thought he. Long, long had he sighed for
some one whom he might love, some one to whom he might address the poems which he was in the habit c
making. Hundreds of such fragments had he composed, addressed to Leila, Ximena, Ada imaginary
beauties, whom he courted in dreamy verse. With what joy would he replace all those by a real charmer of
flesh and blood! Away he went, then, on this evening, the tyranny of Mrs. Gann towards poor Caroline
having awakened all his sympathies in the gentle girl's favour, determined now and for ever to make her the
mistress of his heart. Monna-Lisa, the Fornarina, Leonardo, Raphael he thought of all these, and vowed the
his Caroline should be made famous and live for ever on his canvass. While Mrs. Gann was preparing for h
friends, and entertaining them at tea and whist; while Caroline, all unconscious of the love she inspired, was
weeping up stairs in her little garret; while Mr. Brandon was enjoying the refined conversation of Gann and
Swigby, over their glass and pipe in the office, Andrea walked abroad by the side of the ocean; and, before |
was wet through, walked himself into the most fervid affection for poor persecuted Caroline. The reader
might have observed him (had not the night been very dark, and a great deal too wet to allow a sensible
reader to go abroad on such an errand) at the sea—shore standing on a rock, and drawing from his bosom a
locket which contained a curl of hair tied up in riband. He looked at it for a moment, and then flung it away
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from him into the black boiling waters below him.

"No other "air but thine, Caroline, shall ever rest near this 'art!" he said, and kissed the locket and restored it
its place. Light-minded youth, whose hair was it that he thus flung away? How many times had Andrea
shewn that very ringlet in strictest confidence to several brethren of the brush, and declared that it was the
hair of a dear girl in Spain whom he loved to madness? Alas! 'twas but a fiction of his fevered brain; every
one of his friends had a locket of hair, and Andrea, who had no love until now, had clipped this precious
token from the wig of a lovely lay—figure, with cast-iron joints and a card-board head, that had stood for
some time in his atelier. | don't know that he felt any shame about the proceeding, for he was of such a warr
imagination that he had grown to believe that the hair did actually come from a girl in Spain, and only parted
with it on yielding to a superior attachment.

This attachment being fixed on, the young painter came home wet through; passed the night in reading
Byron; making sketches, and burning them; writing poems to Caroline, and expunging them with pitiless
Indian rubber. A romantic man makes a point of sitting up all night, and pacing his chamber; and you may
see many a composition of Andrea's dated "Midnight, 10th of March, A. F." with his peculiar flourish over
the initials. He was not sorry to be told in the morning, by the ladies at breakfast, that he looked dreadfully
pale; and answered, laying his hand on his forehead, and shaking his head gloomily, that he could get no
sleep: and then he would heave a huge sigh; and Miss Bella and Miss Linda would look at each other, and
grin according to their wont. He was glad, | say, to have his wo remarked, and continued his sleeplessness
two or three nights; but he was certainly still more glad when he heard Mr. Brandon, on the fourth morning,
cry out, in a shrill angry voice, to Becky the maid, to give the gentleman up-stairs his compliments Mr.
Brandon's compliments and tell him that he could not get a wink of sleep for the horrid trampling he kept
up. "I am hauged if | stay in the house a night longer," added the first floor, sharply, "if that Mr. Fitch kicks
up such a confounded noise!" Mr. Fitch's point was gained, and henceforth he was as quiet as a mouse; but
his wish was not only to be in love, but to let every body know that he was in love, or where is the use of a
belle passion?

So, whenever he saw Caroline, at meals, or in the passage, he used to stare at her with the utmost power o
his big eyes, and fall to groaning most pathetically. He used to leave his meals untasted, groan, heave sighs
and stare incessantly. Mrs. Gann and her eldest daughters were astonished at these manoeuvres; for they
never suspected that any man could possibly be such a fool as to fall in love with Caroline. At length the
suspicion came upon them, created immense laughter and delight; and the ladies did not fail to rally Carolin
in their usual elegant way. Gann, too, loved a joke (much polite waggery had this worthy man practised in
select innparlours for twenty years past), and would call poor Caroline "Mrs. F.;" and say that, instead of
Fetch—and—-Carry, as he used to name her, he should style her Fitch—and—-Carry for the future; and laugh at
this great pun, and make many others of a similar sort, that set Caroline blushing.

Indeed, the girl suffered a great deal more from this raillery than at first may be imagined; for after the first
awe inspired by Fitch's whiskers had passed away, and he had drawn the young ladies' pictures, and made
designs in their albums, and in the midst of their jokes and coversation had remained perfectly silent, the
Gann family had determined that the man was an idiot: and, indeed, were not very wide of the mark. In ever
thing except his own peculiar art honest Fitch was an idiot; and as upon the subject of painting, the Ganns,
like most people of their class in England, were profoundly ignorant, it came to pass that he would breakfast
and dine for many days in their company, and not utter one single syllable. So they looked upon him with
extreme pity and contempt, as a harmless, good—-natured, crack—-brained creature, quite below them in the
scale of intellect, and only to be endured because he paid a certain number of shillings weekly to the Gann
exchequer. Mrs. Gann in all companies was accustomed to talk about her idiot. Neighbours and children us
to peer at him as he strutted down the street; and though every young lady, including my dear Caroline, is
flattered by having a lover, at least they don't like such a lover as this. The Misses Macarty (after having set
their caps at him very fiercely, and quarrelled concerning him on his first coming to lodge at their house)
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vowed and protested now that he was no better than a chimpanzee; and Caroline and Becky agreed that thi
insult was as great as any that could be paid to the former. "He's a good creature, t00," said Becky,
"crack—brained as he is. Do you know, miss, he gave me half a sovereign to buy a new collar, after that
business t'other day?"

"And did did Mr, did the first—floor say any thing?" asked Caroline.

"Didn't he! he's a funny gentleman, that Brandon, sure enough; and when | took him up breakfast next
morning, asked about Sims the pilot, and what | gied Sims for the collar and brooch, he, he!"

And this was indeed a correct report of Mr. Brandon's conversation with Becky; he had been infinitely
amused with the whole transaction, and wrote his friend the viscount a capital facetious account of the
manners and customs of the native inhabitants of the Isle of Thanet.

And now, when Mr. Fitch's passion was fully developed as far, that is, as sighs and ogles could give it
utterance a curious instance of that spirit of contradiction for which our race is remarkable was seen in the
behaviour of Mr. Brandon. Although Caroline, in the depths of her little silly heart, had set him down for her
divinity, her wondrous fairy prince, who was to deliver her from her present miserable durance, she had nev
by word or deed acquainted Brandon with her inclination for him, but had, with instinctive modesty, avoided
him more sedulously than before. He, too, had never bestowed a thought upon her. How should such a Jove
as Mr. Brandon, from the cloudy summit of his fashionable Olympus, look down and perceive such an
humble, retiring being as poor little Caroline Gann? Thinking her at first not disagreeable, he had never, unti
the day of the dinner, bestowed one single further thought upon her; and only when exasperated by the Mis:
Macartys' behaviour towards him, did he begin to think how sweet it would be to make them jealous and
unhappy.

"The uncouth grinning monsters," said he, "with their horrible court of Bob Smiths and Jack Joneses, daring
to look down upon me, a gentleman, me, the celebrated mangeur des caurs a man of genius, fashion, and
noble family! If | could but revenge myself on them! What injury can | invent to wound them?"

It is curious to what points a man in his passion will go. Mr. Brandon had long since, in fact, tried to do the
greatest possible injury to the young ladies; for it had been, at the first dawn of his acquaintance, as we are
bound with much sorrow to confess, his fixed intention to ruin one or the other of them. And when the young
ladies had, by their coldness and indifference to him, frustrated this benevolent intention, he straightway
facied that they had injured him severely, and cast about for means to revenge himself upon them.

This point, is to be sure, a very delicate one to treat, for in words, at least, the age has grown to be
wonderfully moral, and refuses to hear discourses upon such subjects. But human nature, as far as | am ab
to learn, has not much changed since the time when Richardson wrote and Hogarth painted, a century ago.
There are wicked Lovelaces abroad, ladies, now, as then, when it was considered no shame to expose the
rogues; and pardon us, therefore, for hinting that such there be. Elegant acts of rouérie, such as that medita
by Mr. Brandon, are often performed still by dashing young men of the world, who think no sin of an
amourette, but glory in it, especially if the victim be a person of mean condition. Had Brandon succeeded
(such is the high moral state of our British youth), all his friends would have pronounced him, and he would
have considered himself, to b