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TfIE CARllIAGE. 

CHAPTER I. 

MRS. MORDAUNT resided in a pleasant house 

at the west end of London, from t'he windows 

of which were often seen carriages passing to 

and fro in every direction. She had a lovely 

daughter, lively, sensible and ingenuous: but when 

my readers are told that she•was only eleven years 

of age, they will not expect to find her free from 

faults; they perhaps are most of them girls, and 

it may happen that they are often reproved for 

errors similar to those into which she was apt to 

fall; for she loved a little outside shew, a defect 

but too common amongst those who have only 

examined one side of the question. 

Mr. Mordaunt, her father, had, from his infancy, 

been accustomed to have a servant to stand at 

his back when he was seated, to be ready to 

obey the first call, to walk with him when he 

,ntlked., and w be idle wh~n he chose to be idle. 

B 



6 THE CARRIAGE. 

·we are told that the Spartans made their slaves 
drink to excess, in order to disgust their children 
with the practice of intoxication; and it is very 
possible that the continual view of empty parade 
might have produced the same sort of disgust in 
the mind of Mr .. Mordaunt, for though placed in 
a situation in which he could command every 
species of luxury, no habits could be more simple 
than his, nor any mind more free from ostenta
tion; and he had happily united himself with a 
woman who looked beyond the exterior of things, 
appreciating every object according to its utility, 
and not as it regarded appearances ih the eye of the world. · 

, '' How delightfully those carriages roll on the 
stones,'' said Anne, raising her eyes from her book, 
as she sat opposite to the balcony of a front 
drawing-room, and directing her looks towards 
her mother. "They roll rapidly, at auy rate," 
said Mrs. Mordaunt, and went on with her 
writing. "Now do not you think, mother, that 
it is a very charming thing to have a carriage of 
one's own? now this very moment you and I 
might be in - the Park, we might be driving to 
Kensington, or going to fifty places if we only 
had a carriage.'' '' It is very true,'' Mrs. l\liordaun t 
replied, '' that if we had a carriage and a pair 
of horses in it, we might do all this." " Well 
then, mamma, wh.at is the reason that we have not 
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one? I dare say yon can afford it as well, or better 

than many people tlrnt have. Do you know l'·ve 

often t!tou.ght when I saw carriages pass, and 

looked at the people inside of them, that if I had a 

carriage, I should never have an 'Unhappy moment.'' 

" Did you form th_is opinion from the countenances 

of the persons you saw inside these carriages Anne?" 

interrogated Mrs. M·ordaunt: '' why to say the 

truth, mother, I never looked particularly at their 

faces, but I know how I should feel if I were 

they, and that you know is a very fair way of 

judging." " Not quite fair l think,'' was the 

answer, and there was, for the present, an end 

of the conversation. Anne was called to attend 

one of her masters ; and :Mrs. Mordaunt was left 

to reflect on the preceding remarks of her little 

daughter. Many mothers would have detained 

her to give her u long lecture on the fallacy of 

her opinions, and expectations of the happiness 

likely to result _from the possession of a carriage; 

but Mrs. Mordaunt, preferred another ·mode, she 

had attentively studied the youthful character, 

and, whenever it could safely be adopted, she 

was a great friend to indirect instruction.

There is an age at which it is very difficult to 

convince the mind; the most able eloquence gene

rally fails to impress, lastingly, one important 

truth. Young people listen to what their friends 

say on the subject, and the conclusion is simply, 

B2 
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this, there was a time when they just felt as we 
feel, but they are now older; and have no e:Jjoyment 
of those things that once gave them pleasure,
perhaps when we a{·e their age we shall think as 
they do. How seldom is , the experience of the 
olrl of much use, with respect to the young, except 
in supplying them with the best methods of pro
fiting by their own. 

Amo~gst girls in the middling and higher classes 
of society, almost every evil is comprised in that 
one word of three syllables, "Poverty;'' and they 
attach to its opposite, "Riches,'' almost every 
good which their minds are capable of conceiving. 

A few mornings after the preceding conversa· 
tion, :Mrs. Mordaunt went into her daughter's little· 
itudy, "you may put away your Looks Anne,'' 
she said, "your uncle bas brought his carriage 
to town to day, he is gone to his banker's in 
the city, and I have borrowed it for the morn_ing; 
we will take a drive to Hammersmith." Anne 
jumped from her seat with great alacrity, her 
books were on their respective shelves in a fev, 
'minutes, and she was ready for the expedition. 
" Desire · the Admiral's servant to 1rnt down the 
top of _ the carriage,'' said Mrs. Mordaunt to her 
own footman . The top was put down, and Anne 
buoyantly ascended the step. " What made you 
think of riding to Hammersmith, mother 1'' she 
enquired : " Have you any friends on that road 1 
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I should have thought you wonlcl have preferred 

Hampstead, or some other way to this." " Is not 

this a pleasant road?'' interrogated Mrs. Mordaunt, 

" Oh yes, it is very well, but I should have thought 

you would have liked better to go where there 

were people you knew.'' "The drive is our object 

recollect, not people," Mrs. Mordaunt calmly re

plied, and they went on. They had not proceeded 

very far, when they saw opposite to the door of a 

splendid mansion, an elegant barouche with four 

very fine horse5, ready harnessed, and striking their 

feet against the stones, as if anxious to be gone 

and impatient of delay. The party who were to 

be conveyed from their present -residence now ap

peared at the door, preceding them was a woman 

servant, looking like a nurse, bearing two pillows; 

next followed a young lady, of about eighteen, 

who looked as if she had once been very lovely, 

the rose of health however had fled, and her 

countenance, though- still highly _ interesting, re

vealed to the observation of the spectator, be_r 

internal fimfferings:. her head was placed in a frame, 

which passed from the c:rown of it to the bottom 

of her back, and rendered her unable to move 

in any direction. She cast a glance forward, and 

then attempted, l>y turning her whole body, to 

take a last look at a lady, the deep concern of 

whose countenance, added to an expression of pecu

liar anguish,. revealed the motl~er. lYbs ... .Mordaunt, 
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-now desired the coachman to drive slow: she was 
not actuated by motives of curiosity, a lively 
interest had taken possession of her mind, both 
as it respected the situation of the young stranger, 
and its practical influence on the mind of her 
daughter; and she considered this accidental lessoa 
as one_of great importance. '' I have not seen so, 
iuperb an equipage a long time," she observed, 
turning to Anne, " It is_ very handsome indeed 
mother/' Anne replied ; "but it is not of that .I 
am thinking just now, but of the poor young 
lady." _ The conversation _-was interrupted by that 
at the door : ' you will write from Calais,' said 
the mother of the young sufferer, turning to a , 
gentleman, 'you will write and tell me how my 
child goes on. Down, down, go away,' she ex
claimed, trying to repres3 the caresses of a dog 
who was jumping up to make his adieus rather 
rnughly, and pressing against the weak form of 
the poor invalid. At this moment the yo~ng 
stranger, regardiug onct! mor~ the grief-worn coun
tenance of her mother, bu_rst into tears; her 
unfortunate contortion of frame, prevented her 
throwing herself round her neck; and she stood 
pale and motionless like the image of grief. ' I 
,\1ill come to you, my child, the moment I hear 
tidings of your brother; I pray that he may be 
1afe,-If I am bereaved, I am bereaved indeed.' 
' lV!eroy on us! Mercy on us!' said the old nurse, 
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as she assisted in supporting her young mistress, 

to take possession of the elegant vehicle which 

was conveying her from her paternal roof; but 

not from the sense of misery. 

'' Well, but you have not yet told me what 

you thought of that carriage, Anne/' said Mrs. 

:Mordaunt. After a long pause, Anne sighed and 

answered, '' I do think it the handsomest I ever 

saw.'' '' And you would have liked much, I dare 

say, to have been of the travelling party. They 

will visit many places, and see a great deal, in 

all probability, that you have never seen, before 

they return to this country; and you will be all 

that time shut up in London. It is true to be 

sure, that yo~ have the present 'prospect of being 

blessed with health and strength; but one day 

will pass -0ver your head pretty much like another, 

your studies will, in all probability, be unbroken; 

your mind will, I hope, be acquiring vigour; 

your bodily _ limbs will, I trust, be unimpaired ; 

but you still see of what luxuries you are deprived, 

-you have no foreign country to travel to; you 

have no carriage to convey you there,-'' Mrs. 

Mordaunt paused, Anne blushed. She had se.en 

something in the course of the morning that had 

served as a practical illustration of all whic;h he:1· 

mother intended to convey; she felt the point of 

her reproofs, bnt still she was not altogether con• 

11inced. 

. . 
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'' \Ve will drive a little further, I have a call to
make, and I will tell you where to stop,'' said Mrs. 
Mordaunt to the coachman. Not a word was now 
spoken as the carriage drove along ; Mrs. Mordaunt 
sat absorbed in thought, uninterrupted by any en
quiries from her little daughter, a . circumstance ra. 
ther unusual. At last they approached the door of 
a very pretty small house; something between the 
rank of a common cottage, and one of those neater 
looking houses that sometimes arrest the attention iu 
passing through the county of Hertfordshire
every thing about it wore the ~ppearance of 
humble prosperity. A little girl in front of the 
door sat weaving lace, she was singing a lively 
tune, and her-fingers seemed to move in unison 
with the rapidity of her harmony. '' Well Mary," 
said Mrs . Mordaunt, as she aligl1ted from the 
chariot, "is my lace finished 1 '' Mary arose and. 
courtesied, '' I have got to the last quarter of a 
yard, Madam-it will be finished to day, and I 
meant to bring it you this evening." " She has 
been up since half-past four this morning, l\ladam,'' 
.said an old woman, now coming out of the cottage; 
" and do you not feel tired, Mary 1" asked Mrs. 
Mordaunt. "Perhaps I should, ma'am, if I were 
not too busy to think of it; but I've such a great 
deal of work before me, that I have no time 
to think about an) thing but that.'' "I am 
glad, however, to find that in the midst of your 
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labotirs you look so healthy and cheerfnl,'' 1\1 rs. 

Mordaunt replied, as she contemplated the happy 

blooming countenance of the young work-woman, 

" for your's," she added, " is not a very healthy 

employment." "I make her walk out every even

ing,'' said the old woman. "Yes, grandmother," 

replied the little girl, '' I lose a great deal of 

time that way.'' "But if exercise keeps you so 

healthy and so happy, you ought to be obliged 

to your grandmother for compelling you to walk 

out,'' said Mrs. Mordaunt. "She has earned four

teen shillings this week, Madam,"· said the grand

mother, and that I am sure is a great deal for 

such a child; aud from one ye~r to another she 

is as ) ' OU see her. She has never had but one 

bad illness since she lost her poor mother,-thank 

God I can say that she is as she is. I look into the 

world, Madam, and I see many of the rich, 

that are sorely afilicted. Many a time when 

Mary and I are sitting at this door, we see such 

poor objects driving past, that I feel thankful W€ 

can use our limbs and sleep soundly ·when night 

comes, though we have to work hard for our daily 

bread." "Then you do not e!1vy your wealthier 

neighbours?'' said Mrs. Mordaunt, willing to pro

long the conversation. "Oh no ! Madam," replied 

the old woman, '' If I have less than they-, I have 

less to answer for; and I enjoy many things uow 

that perhaps I shoud'nt enjoy if I were them. 

' 

. 
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There's some of the fine people about this place> that never spend a sabbath-day as if they liked it; and th':it is my best day. When I am g~ing to chapel, mauy of them are driving quite another road, and I often think if their carriages could carry them away from all their troubles here, and all their fears, (for I think ma'am they must have fears) about an hereafter, what a comfortable thing it would be for them ; but as they can't do that, I thank God that I have the use of my feet to take me, and a heart to go where he has com. mantled us, to his house and service.'' '' I am glad to find you so contented," replied Mrs. Mordaunt, "and there again I have no doubt you have the advantage of most of these people that surround you ;-but I forget how time is going," said she, looking at her watch, ,: Good bye to you,-you will bring my lace, Mary, and take your tea at my house this evening," continued lV[rs. Mordaunt, ~nd she put into her hands a few slips of some beautiful plants which she had brought for her. Mary smiled, looked delighted, and received the offered gift with far more true joy of heart than more splendid presents are sometimes received. " How respectable and how pleasing to observe, is virtuous industry. Fourteen shillings, earned by a - mere ~hild in five days! and that child contributing with such cheerfulness to the support of an aged relative," exclaimed Mrs. Mordaunt, 

J 
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glancing her eye towards Anne who sat opposite 

to her, as they drove back to town. Anne looked 

rather uneasy at the rernark, but without appear

ing to notice the circumstance, her mother went 

on. " I wonder what the mind of that child would 

have been, under some circumstances; from her 

earliest infancy she has been taught that she must 

gain her own bread; that every day which passes 

over her head must supply its own wants; what 

a healthy vig·orous plant she is, thriving on whole. 

some ground ; it would have been a great pity 

to put her into a hot.house, where she would have 

sickeued and died. I would not remove that chilJ. 

from the side of her good old grandmother, and 

bring her into the view of luxury, for any thing 

that could be offered to me: No consideration 

should induce me to make Mary a fine lady.'' 

Anne now raised her eyes, and fixed them intently 

on her mother's countenance; " Then you think 

it a bad thing to be rich, mother, do you 1" inter

rogated Anne. '' Far from it, Anne. Riches are a 

blessing, when they are made a source of blessing to 

others ; but health and contentment are far more 

va]uable.-You have had two scenes before you 

· this morning. You have passed a large mansion, 

with fine grounds, spacious hot-houses, a splendid 

carriage, and well dressed people. You saw all 

these Anne, and I dare say you did uot fail to 

admire them, nor did I ; they are all, so far as 
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they contribute to comfort and convenience, thing~ 
t.o be admired, and tbey might all be suitable to 
the rank and fortune of the possessor; but these 
were not all we saw,-perhaps you have not for
gotten th~ scene at the door,-will you describe 

· it 1" '' Oh no! mother, )' OU know what passed 
better than I do," Anne replied, moving about on 
her seat, rather uneasily. " I wish, however, to 
have the description from you," returned Mrs. 
JYiordaunt. '' ,vell then," said she, "to begin 
witli the first thing, there was an old lady-no, 
not an old lady neither, but still she looked rather 
older than you, and a grea_t deal more sorrowful., 
itanding at the door taking leave of her daughter, 
and looking at her, just as you would look at me, 
mother, if I were ill or unhappy: and then next to her 
was the daughter, appearing paler, I think, than 
I did after I had the measles last year, when you 
sat up with me so many nights, have you forgotten 
that, mother 1 and then she looked far worse, for 
another thing, because sbe could not hold herself 
straight, and that frame at the back of her head 
1aeemed so shocking ; and then I thought one thing 
worse than all the rest," she continued, whilst 
her eyes filled with tears, "she could not clasp her 
mother 'in her arms to bid her farewell; as I some~ 
times do· you, when yon go from hom e. Well 
thenp there was tl.i!e old nurse,-! thought that 
was very sad, to see her with those large pillows, 

• 
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wee.ping so at -her age. Now I dare say she had 

nursed that young lady from a very little child : 

she, perhaps, remembered her when she was quite 

well, and had not that ugly frame about her bead, 

~nd when she had a bloom in her cheeks ; and 

most likely she was thi_nking that she should never 

see her so again ; and then there was the grave 

looking gentleman, who had to travel quite alone 

with the sick young lady; he looke<l at her mother 

so full of pity, I thought perhaps he might be fan

cying that her daughter would die before she saw 

her again." " And was this all you saw, Anne 1'' 

interrogated her mother. '' Why what more was 

there, mother 1" ·said Anne, struggling with an 

ingenuous blush. '' There was a Carriage, was 

there not ?.'' asked her mother, "with four .fine 

·horses,-well, but you have not got through our 

ride yet, Anne,'' said Mrs. Mordaunt, giving her a 

little time to recover from her confusion, "You have 

described the larger mansion, and described it natu

nlly; now if you please you shall take me to the cot

tage.'' "The cottage, mother," answered Anne, 

" What can there be to describe about a cot. 

tage ? you know one such place is very like 

another." " That may be in part true, with. 

respect to the outside of cottages ; but I will thank 

you just to recollect what you saw at that particu

lar cottage 1" '' Well, mother, il). the first place 

there was a little common looking garden, with a 

C 
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few potatoes., and turnips, and carrots, and I need 
not say what more, a few flowers perl.taps,-yes> I 
think there were a few flowers; but I did not 
examine them much ; I never expected to find any 
thing worth Jooking at in such a garden as that; 
well, then there was a little girl at the door, she 
was very busy, and sung as if she were very happy, 
she had a beai1tiful colour in her checks; and one 
thing I could not help noticing, how very upright 
she appeared, and she moved her hands and her 
11ead ,to the tune, and her fingers seemed to catch 
the bobbins so quickly, I could have watched her 
a great deal longer, mamma; well next was the 
g"andmotheT, and yon know she talked to you 
a great deal, I need not tell you what she said, 
you remember it.'' '' Yes, I r~member she ap
peared quite contented with her cottage, and her 
comforts, and see did not express a wish for a single 
thing that she did not possess ; I noticed it all 
with great pleasure, it was such a pleasing proof 
of a well regulated mind." Then Mrs. Mordaunt 
paused, and fixed her eyes upon Anne, " \iVell, but. 
go on/ she added. "I do not . remember any more, 
mother, but that the little girl is to bring your lace 
this evening, and to drink tea at our house ; Oh ! 
yes, I do remember bow pleased she appeared 
when you gave her the slips, for I thought of one 
thing at the time. Don't you recollect, mother, once 
offering a beautiful nosegay to Mrs. Lossac, when 
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r,be threw it down on the table again, observing to 

a Mrs. somebody, I forget her name, that she never 

cared for any but hot~house plants, and I thought 

it very unkind and very rude." "Yes, there is the 

difference in character. Mary has been taught 

that she ough t to be thankful for every mark ·of 

- kindness shewn to her, and a few simple flowers 

appeared to her a treasure. She has never been 

led to look beyond the necessaries of life, and 

those she has, no doulJt, sometimes feare<l that slie 

-sh0uld with all her industry be scarcpJy able to 

obtain: with Mrs . Los~ac the matter has been 

quite otherwise. -d1~ has been taught to pnze 

tlaings, not for their real use or value but for 

the sake of appearance, and in ·prop-o.rtion as they 

:were costly or difficult to procure ; to Stilch .mincts. 

as her's hot-house -plants wiU alwa)'S be preferaule 

to garden flowers ; but have y@u finished your 

description ?" '"' I don't • rememuer any thing 

more, mother.'' "\1/ell then I will fini sh it for you> 

In a few hours Mary will enjoy a delightful walk to 

. .Portman Square, she will bring t0 me the fruits ot 
her industry for which she wiH receive an adequate 

recompence, and her cheerfal feet will bear her 

back to her grand-mother's cottage ; aNd if lrnr eye 

,should tlHl1 aside to survey one of -the gay "carriages 

which she may meet with on her road, I' will venture 

to -promise th.at her heart will not long for i-t.'1 

.,.. 
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CHAPTER II. 

As Mrs. Mordaunt was seated on the evening of 
the day, during which the recent scenes and conver
_,ation had occurred, her littl~ son, a lovely Loy 
made up of sweetness of disposition and the liveliest 
flow of animal spirits, ,,~:as playiug in the balcouy, 
when his attention was suddedy arrested and 
he ran to his mother, seizing her gown and ex. 
claiming " Do mother come and see a shabby 
looking gentleman, who is begging m,der the window, 
and nobody pities him.'' Mrs. Mordaunt laid down 
her book, to observe the scene before her. Her lit
tle boy had proved his discriminating powers, for 
the person in question, though shabby, was certainly 
a gentleman; he was half stancling and half resting 
against the palisades of the house. In his coun
tenance was an _indescribable expression of anguish, 
something that seemed to say " too proud to dig, to · 
beg I am ashamed,'' yet he r.;tised a half averted eye 
and reluctantly extended bis hand to one or two of 
the persons who were passiug. One person, who 
bad never studied countenances, and who, thoHgh 
lie was well dressed and seemed perf ectl,')' sa tisfie~. 
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with himself, looked like any thing rather than a. 
gentleman, surveyed the stranger with a glance of 
cold indifference and passad on; next came a 
female, to whom, with an expre~sion of countenance 
less proud and more confiding, the inexperienced 
mendicant made his appea-1, but she was one of the 
systematically charitable, and she too moved by him, 
not unheeding but seemingly unpitying. " There is 
the slave of system," said l\lrs. Mordaunt to herself, 
"that woman, I conceive~ can only be charitable 
on a fixed plan;" while Charles exclaimed, "How 
cruel those people are, let me go to the shabby 
gentleman, mamma.'f "You shall go my boy," 
said Mrs. Mordaunt, kindly stroking his head, 
"but you must not call him by that name." 
Charles bounded down the staircase, and was at the 
hall door in a moment, without recollecting that he 
had no money in his pocket, and scarcely knew for 
what purpose he was going ; at this instant the 
stranger turned away with a look of agony, which 
seemed to express, '' I will seek no more what it i-s · 
vain to expect from man, compassion is an attribute· 
of Deity alone;'' then raising his eye upward to
implore it there, he caught the benevolent beamings. 
of a countenance to which human suffering never 
appealed in vain. She moved her hand to him as an: 
indication that she wi8hed to speak with him, and, 
descending to Mr. M ordaunt's library she desired 
that he might be shewn in. 

cs 
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The whole of the scene bad deeply affected her 
feelings, which, though they were tenderly alive, 
were regulated by the nicest accuracy of judgment, 
~be possessed that native tact, if it may be so called, 
by which she was happily led in most cases to 
discriminate between what is rrnl, and what is 
assumed ; and she was one of the few ·who consider 
active compassion a tribute which, in many cases, is 
due to vice as well as to misfortune, though she paid 
it less cheerfully in the former than in the latter case. 
On the same principle she taught her children to 
Yegard the subject, she believed it to be a principle 
most consistent with the state of human creatures, 
who must daily and hourly feel that, were not mercy 
and long suffering the attributes of Deity, they must 
_perish; she was thankful in those respects~ in which 
she must know herself to differ from many of the 
profligate and the vicious, with which a great city 
'like London abounds ; but, though feeling this, she 
inculcated in the minds of her children sen ·· nents 
of universal charity, in imitation of Him who 
causeth his rains to descend and his sun to shine on 
thejust. and on the unjust. The mode in which she 
reasoned was this : '' It would be very difficult for 
me to make my children fully comprehend a plan of 
systematic charity, rel'll objects no doubt there arc, 
2nd many in the populous streets of such a city as 
this. Ju teaching them to reject all applications to 
1hefr bounty from the fear that in some they may 
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bE: deceived, should I not be encouraging a cold and 

:1elfish spirit whicli would soon lead them to shut up 

their hearts against real misery, and if nine-tenths 

of the applicants should prove unworthy, there may 

be found one real sufferer, whose heart is aching, 

and whose body is languishing under the sense of 

acute and undeserved misery,'' and she remembered 

him wl10 said, "I will save, this city for ten's sake." 

But our young readers a,re, perhaps, weary of this 

long digression, and all this wf!ile the shabby gen

tleman is conversing with l\tf rs. Mordaunt in the 

library. 

" Let me go in with you, mother,'' said Charle8, 

~eizing hold of his mother's gown once more, as she 

descended the staircase, '' I do not know that it will 

be proper, my dear, the stranger may have a story to 

relate that he might ;11ot like to tell bef?re a little 

boy.'' " Oh! yes, I had forgotten that, mother,'' 

Charles answered, " for you know when I have 

been naughty I never like any body to know but 

you, and I remember how angry I felt at Algernon 

for telling Papa how often I lnssed my aunt, whe~ 

she first came to town; well then I wo'n't go, only 

I'll just peep in before the shabby gentleman goes 

away. Oh! but I do forget I'm not to call him 

shabby; well, I w'on't, but do mamma give him 

some of my papa's clothes, he has worse clothes on 

than Michael,.s, and it is quite a shame that Ile 

1hould be dressed worse than a servant/' All thi! 
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was said m a loud whisper, and when Mrs. Mor• daunt could get rid of her lovely, loquacious boy she entered the library. 
Opposite to the door was a bust which the strnnger seemed earnestly contemplating, with an eye accustomed to rest upon the works of art. Mrs. l\lord~unt slowly approached him. He bowed with great respect. " I have taken the liberty, sir," she said, for she now found that she was ad<lres iug one, who, however unequal he might be to herself in external circumstances, could claim far greater equality in mind and manners than most of the persons with whom she daily associated, " I bave taken the liberty, through my little boy, of requesting this interview, in order that I might a~k you a few questions. Is there any thing in which I can serve you?" " lWy situation is such, madam," he . replied, " as to req ufre relief, though a few minutes ago I had determined to s~licit it no more.'' Hedrew his address from his pocket, an<l added-'' If you will be so kind as to apply at the number and street which I have the honor to give you, you will, at least, find that however your feelings may have been excited, they have not been imposed upon.'' '' A friend will call upon you this evening," returned Mrs. Mordaunt, for she had determined to state the case to Mr. 1\Iordaunt, on his return h~me. "My eldest boy is now dying, my wife every day expecting her confinement - we are destitute 
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of all resources, and my late profession has been 

iuch as to cut me off from preseut usefulness," ob

served the stranger. :Mrs. Mordaunt, who was 

equally prompt in · the bestowment of relief, as 

5he was delicate in the manner of administering it, 

would not continue a conversation which might 

work on the already wounded feelings of the suf

ferer, but could not prod ucc any actual good. 

There are many people who possess much bene

volence in the rough, who am destitute of all 

its finer emotions; they will torture the poor vic

tim they are about to relieve with idle and cruel 

questions, thus making his feelings pay a tax far 

more heavy than they can compensate by their 

bounty; this was not the case ,-vith .Mrs. Mor

daunt. The stranger understood her, and he bowed 

and withdrew. 

On Mr. Mordaunt's return, his wife imparted to 

htm the occurrence of the morning, and it was 

agreed that he should call on the stranger. Anne 

eagerly asked if she might be of the party. " I do 

not like to check the sympathies of -my children," 

said Mrs. Mordaunt, turning to her husband, when 

the reqnest was made, " nor do I wish that the 

feelings of the unfortunate should be wounded by 

unnecessary exposure." "The benefit to be de

rived," replied Mr. Mordaunt, '' may be greater 

than any mortification which the parties con

cerned may endure1 f}nd I thin~ it better she 

~hould go.'' 
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In the evening they set out, and, after a walk 
of nearly a mile, reached a confined dwelling 
up a narrow passage. The stairs which they 
had to ascend were quite dark, and it was ·with 
difficulty that Anne could make her way up ; · at 
the top of them, through a door half closed, 
they perceived, sitting by the embers of a dying 
fire, the person of \\'botl;l they were in search. 
As ·they entered there was just light enough 
to discover, stretched on a mean bed, the pallid 
countenanoe and wasting form of a yGuth, ap~ 
parently about sixteen years of age: he \Yas 
s-u:pporterl by pillows, his clean wrappiug gown, 
though coarse and mean in its texture, together 
with every thing a.round the bed, bespoke the cha
meters of those who ·were endeavouriP.g a-t least to 
maintain the appearance of respectability to the last; 

_and Mr. Mordaunt could not help admiring that 
sense of right feeling which, in the midst of po• 
-verty, sought to p1:eservc the decency of better days. 
'The gentleman, vv.bo had conversed with :Mrs. Mor
daunt in 1he morniug, was half leaning over :the 
,fire, as if trying to preserve its expiring heat ; a 
Jittle girl half asleep was rocking herself in a chair 
by his side, and at the back of them both stood a very 
interesting young woman, who was watching with 
great anxiety the countenance of the apparently dying 
youth. Mr. Mordaunt advanced unperceived by 
any other of the group. She came forward, and en-
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quired,'' Is it my master, sir, that you want 1" Mr. 

Mordaunt produced the address, to which the gen

tleman, now rising from hi3 chair, answered; and 

desired t!.iat he and the yom1g lady would he 

seated .. "l\iay I go to meet my mistress, sir," aske<l 

the young woman respectful I y, a, she half held 

the open door in her hand. " You had better do 

so, l\ia:ry," replied the stranger, and she withdrew. 

" You will think it very incon~istent, sir," he 

continued as she shut the door, "that the man 

who this morning solicited relief as a mendicant, 

should be able to retain a servant, but that young 

W?man has followed her mistress through all her 

distresses, she lived with us in happier limes when 

we could do much for her, and she would not desert 

us in our adversity, since which she has doue muq_h 

for us." 

He had hardly :finished the sentence when the 

door was again opened, and a lady of superior 

address and appearance, entered the room. Her hus

band gently reproved her for having left the house 

in the evening, adding that he did not know it until 

she was gone. She moved to .Mr. Mordaunt and 

seated herself on the bedside of the dying boy. 

Mr. Mordaunt on noticing her narrowly, perceived 

that she was in a situation that called for added 

affection on the part of her husband, and for com

forts that he had not to bestow. "I have been to 

chapel, love,'' she continued, " I thought it might 
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perhaps be the last time ;'' she leant ovef the faded 
form of her poor boy, and ptessing her lips to his 
cheek, unrestrained by the presence of a stranger, 
she burst into an agony of tears. Mr. Mordaunt 
now felt some difficulty in restraining his own. He 
was a tender husband and a kind fatl1er, neither 
the perplexing engagements of active life could se
parate his thoughts from his family, nor the dignity 
of intellectual cultivation raise him above home 
endearments and home sympathies. 

" The story of our distresses, sir, is not very 
long, though to you I am sure it will be painful,'' 
said the geutleman, turning once more to Mr. 
Mordaunt, "you are however entitled to know 
it, for you have sought us in our miseries, and 
.hewn much delicate consideration for our feelings." 
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CHAPTER III. 

HERE the stranger paused, and turning to Anne 
Mordaunt," You are yet young," he added, "your 

ha.bits are still unform ed, Oh ! beware of cultivating 

a taste for the shewy indulgencies of life, you will 

learn from my story how miserable such a taste 

mig;ht one day render you. I am the youngest son 

of a merchant, a description of persons who ought, 

above all others, to study plainness and economy 

in their daily habits and ideas. My mother was 

educated at one of those large seminaries in the 

neighbourhood of the metropolis, where attention 

is paid only to those things ' more honoured in the 

breach than the observance.' She was taught to 

perform on the harp the most difficult pieces, to 

dance to the admiration of every beholder, to 

smatter foreign languages, to step into a carriage, 

and -preside at the head of a table. With these ac

complishments, unaccompanied by any other dowry, 

£he married, as I ha\'e before said, a merchaut, 

whose resources at the very best dependant on the 

political state of nations, on winds, waves and 

' deal boards,' must always be considered as prc

cari9us. Here I would not be thought to lavish · 
,]) 



30 'I'HE CARRIAGE . 

any unjust censures on · the conduct of a departed 

mother, though I must deeply feel that instinctive 

tenderness and rational affection, are very distirict 

feelings of the Luman mind ; why do no! parents 

then endeavour to render instinctive t enderness a 

rational habit by the force of their own ex~mpie, 

and by founding it on the basis of obedience 

towards God? 

" The first impreissions which I, as well as my 
unfortunate brothers, receiYed, ,.i,·ere those associ

ated with power ; the facility of obtaining every 

object that mi ght appear desirable to us to possess, 

and the right of commandiug every periim who 

might seem subordina te to us . Our nurses in turn 

were the unhappy vic tims of our infantile passions, 

our idle complaints vented against them in the 

momei1t of caprice and disappoititNl foe ing, were 

always ·,ttended to ; and one d iscarded servant 

after another bore ample evidence to our unfortu

nate and ill-directed education. Broken play

things strevved over onr nursery floor, on which a3 

much money had been ex ende? as might have 

--supplied bread for some unfortunate family , fur

nish~d a proof of the order and harmony in which 

we lived ; as soon as one of these was demolis hed 

its plac e \i\-as supplied by some more ex pcnsi ve toy, 
though the former, could it have told tile tale, migh t 

have assured our too indulgent pareuts that it 

would not have been so crnelly dismembered, had 
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the minds of their children been brought into a 

better state of discipline. 

" As we were seldom permiHed to use our limbs, 

our bodies became as enfeebled as our minds; 

whenever ,.,;e went out, a carriage was at the door, 

for either iufectious disorders, or disagreeable 

sights, showers of rain, hot suns, or easterly winds 

made it impossible for us to venture forlh like other 

boys of our own age. 

" In this way we .existed, for it conld not be 

called vegetation, whilst we were cum be ring the 

earth on which we were planted, until I had reached 

my twelfth year, when the speculations of my 

father proving unfortunate, he became a bankrupt. 

In a few months he died of a disease produced by 

anxiety of mind, and we were left beggars under 

the guidance of a mother whose education had 

unfitted her for every active exertion. V'1e found 

from the world no sympathy, for in the days of our 

prosperity we had felt none ourselves ; it is a tri

bute at tl:e best, but feebly accorded when we 

most need it, and in the hour of adversity the 

memories of our fellow beings are particularly 

tenacious in the recollection of our own insensibi~ 

Jity during a former and more prosperous. period. 

\Ve were now driven from the elegant mansion we 

once possessed to a small cottage in an obscure 

situation, where my mother was left at leisure to 

reflect, coull she have reflected, on the mistaken 

D2 
... 
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path by which she had directed us m om infant 

years. From want of firmness, which is the usual 

9efect of weak minds, she had failed to secure that 

authority over us which might, in the midst of our 

misfortunes, have proved an alleviation, at least, of 

her own feelings ; and, when the dishes which had 
been provided to nurse the sickly and pampered 

appetite ·were exchanged for bread and milk, never 

shall I forget the look of suflenness· that passed 

round the table, with the expressions, ' I cannot 

eat tbis,' and 'I would rather starve than live upon 

such bread as that,' and ' It is very hard we can

not have the same dinners that we once had, we 

have not done any thing that we should be starved;' 

and a hundred other remarks of the same nature, 

dreadful to me now to dwell upon. 

'' The friends of my mother who had been so 
anxious, a-s I have since been informed, to bring 

, ·about her union with my father, now viewed it as a 
very imprudent step, and sought to justify thei.r 

neglect of her, by alleging that she had married 

to please herself, and all the trite observation1. 

that are commonly brought forward on those 

occasions. 

" One day, when tired of sitting and doing 

nothing, for there was nothing that I could do to 

any good purpose, I wandered out alone. I before 

observed that I had not been much used to walk i1:1 

the streets of London, and I now saw many things 
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which excited both surprise and pleasure. Tue 

faculty of attention had never been cultivated 

either in my own mind or that of my brother; we 

had Jemained strangers to the most trivial ob

jects of curiosity, as is commonly the case with 

children bred up without system, or any view be

yond tbe selfish gratification of the present moment. 

As I went along a wide street, which I have 

sin~e discovered to be one of the streets of the 

Adelphi, a door was. open, and seeing persons pass 

and repass, I entered, following a party who were· 

just going in. We reached a large room, the walls 

of which were lined with painting·s. The finest 

works of the art were not calculated to please a 

child incapable of appreciating their excellencies.I> 

but an approximation to nature can never faiJ to in-· 

terest, and perhaps it will .be found to interest most 

an unsophisticated mind, However that may be, my 

childish ga~e was soon riveted on a group of figures, 

from which I could- not withdraw my eyes. The 

scene was that of a family seated by the embers of 

a _fire nearly burnt out. The father of the family 

as he appeared to be, seemed in a dying state. 

he was propped up in an easy chair, his wife seated 

by him in the attitude of reading the Bible, the· 

cl1ildren were prayin~ round him with looks of 

strong affection, they were each holding in their· 

hand a small piece of work which they had either 

:finished or were completing, and the eldest, as. 

D3 
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I found from a stranger who was acquainted with 

the subject of the picture, was exclaiming ' My 
work is done and my father wili have bread for the 

day ;' in the back ground of the painting there was 

an infant in the cradle whom a sister was raising up 
to supply with food, which she held in a small pan, 

·she was kissing it with great tenderness as she 

stooprd down to take it in her arms. Every part of 

the mean hovel in which this family were repre

sented to be living, bore marks of industry, and 

though you might read in the countenances of the 

children. that their food was dealt out to them by 
scanty morsels, there was no appearance of re• 

pining or discontent. 

" Young as I was, amhll as I had been ins true• 

ted, in this picture of a family fireside I could not 

help reading a contrast to my own. Here there 

was poverty, yet it seemed as if for once it could 

exist without producing those feelings of misery 

by which it is generally accompanied. The ema· 

ciated countenance of the stranger bore evident 

marks of rapid decay. In the face of his wife 

there was an expression of sorrow, it was true, but 

it was as one who ' sorrowed not without hope,' I 
did not understand it then, but I feel it better now. 

The book, which was laid on her knee, seemed· to 

contain som€thing of a nature very precious to her, 

and consoling to the dying husband, whose hands 

were half raised as if in an attitude of silent prayer. 
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I recalled to my mind the death of my father, how 

miserable he looked in his last hours, how seldom 

my mother was seated by his side, and how rarely 

his children saw him. I recollected how often we 

lrnd quarrelled over our plentiful meals,-how the 

untasted apple had been dashed from our hands 

upon the nursery floor, be~ause it was not a pea,, 

or a plum, or something that we liked bet ter,-how 

frequently, since we could not any longer procure 

such things, we had complained and vented our 

ill humour against a mother who ha<l indulged us iu 

every whim. These children were working to 

obtain their parents bread far the day. I l1a<l 

never in my life earned one morsel of food, though 

I was old enough to do it, and in a situation to 

need it. But this is only a picture after all, 

I thought, when,. at the moment, a gentleman 

stepped up to the stranger near me, who had 

been explaining the subject, and enquired- if it 

were drawn from life. He answered that it was : 

that family, he said, resided near me, I wantecl, ·a 

group of figures and I knew uone better suited to 

my purpose. On finding the representation a 

1·eality, I became, in a moment, overwhelmed, and 

laying my head on a table., against which I was 

leaning, I burst into, tears; they were the bitterest 

tears I had ever shed, and they attracted the a tten

tion of the benevolent artist. He kindly stepped up 

to me and enquired what was the matter, who I 
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,vas, and where I came from. There is no disguise 
ia infancy as respects outward circumstances, where 
it is not taught to assume it; amidst the faults to 
·which I was addicted, dissimulation was no part of 
my character; that is most frequently produced by a 
system of tyranny ou the part of parents, or teach
ers, and where there is no fear, there is no ex
citement towards it. My story was told in a few 
words ; whether tbere was a certain expression 
in my countenance into which the eye of a phy
siognomist could penetrate, for such I have .since 
discovered my friend to be, which told him that I 
could not deceive, or whether the circumstance of 
my strong emotion produced by the view of his 
picture ~attered bis feelings as an artist, I cannot 
tell, Lut he immediately conceived a powerful in
terest for me, he took me kindly by the hand,-t0ld 
me _to dry my tears and that he would see me safely 
to my mother's roof. 

" On the road lie asked me many questions. He 
·was acquainted with the name of my father, ancl 
with his misfortunes. In his prosperity he had 
supplied him with specimens of his skill, which bad 
afterwards been brought to the hammer, and one 
or two had again fallen into his own hands. On 
reaching the poor dwelling of my mother I felt a 
momentary shame that the stranger should see 
us under such a roof; since then I have learned. 
~mother alld a better le~son, I have been taught 
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that there is no shame in poverty, unconnected 

with guilt or folly ; would that our pover ty t!Jen 

had been produced by causes as innocent as that 

under which I now labour,-that no toiliBg me

chanic, sinking under the pressure of his daily diffi

culties, had had cause to accuse us as the authors 

of his suffering,-that ,no poor tradesman, just able 

to raise his head above the storms of life, could 

have upbraided us as the cause of his miseries,

l~ow often in idle state with spl endid carri ag·es and 

livery servants, had we rolled past the doors of 

houses, ready to fall beneath the ruin which our 

extravagance, and the extravagance of families like 

our's, had brought upon their heads. 

" When the stranger took me by the hand, and 

led me into the solitary dwelling of my mother, now 

d~serted by all the world, I felt as if I had gained a 

second father. In all my childish disagreements 

with my brothers, affection was still a predominant 

principle in my miud, I was proud, passionate, aucl 

precipitate, but my_ heart melted at the voice of 

kindness, and I could alwavs extend the hand of ~. 
forgiveness to those who sought to be Ieconciled to 

me. 'I want a little boy like this, madam,' said 

tbe stranger, turning to my mother.,' and if you can 

spare me your son I think I can be useful to him ; 

your late husband was, 011 many occasions, my 

friend, and I am anxious to prove that there is 

gratitude left am(lmgst mankind. My profession:i 
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is that of an artist ; my little friend here, 
whom I this morning ucexpectedly met, has 
proved to me that he is not insensible to the works 
of art;' and he then described te my mother the 
scene I have mentioned, addi□g, 'I will try what I 
can make of your son, if I cannot inspire him with a 
taste for painting, I hope I shall at least be able to 
excite in his mind tlie love of virtue, which is a 
matter of far higher moment.' My mother felt the 
burthen of three boys whom her unfortunate edu
cation had unfitted her to support, and she gladly 
closed with an offc:r which rnu!d relieve her of 
a part of the charge. 

'' I was received at the house of my benevolent 
friend, who employed me in preparing his palettes 
according to his directiom, and receiving-the orders 
of his visitor~ during his absence; but these were 
not all : if my occupations were confined to a few 
cbjects, my stu ies were more entended; my friend 
instructed me in his hours of !ejsure, in many things 
of which I was before iguornnt.-He taught me im
portant lessons from the word of God . Often wlien 
seated by his side, watching the progress of l1is 
labours, and witnessing the finishing strokes which 
stamped the canvas with the glowing tint of 
genius, he would address me on tLe com para ti ve 
littleness of a11 human skill, he would direct my 
attention to the Deity, of which his works were but 
a faint imitation, and dwelling on his character and 
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attrihutes, would endeavour to exalt my thoughts 

toward r-Iim as tbe only object worthy of my desires 

and contemplation. ' In a few years,' he used to 

qbserve, ' those figures on which you now gaze with 

so much arlniiration if not tbrown aside to mal,e 

room for the productions of some more admir('d 

artist, win perhaps cease to excite the interest tliat 

they now crtate, and even sl1ould they not do so, 

the hand that guides the penci l and gives to ,· airy 

nothing a local liahitation and a name' will, itself, be 

rendered torpid by the touch of death. There is 

but one principle-one study, that extends beyond 

the wreck of worl<ls,-the love and the knowledae 
~ 

of God. revcr, my dear boy, suffer yourself t 

be led away by the pursuit of human science at tbe 

risk of losing tlrnt which is of far l1igher impor

tance; and remember whatever <ire your attain

ments, they 011ght always to be held subservient to 

those glorious purposes and considerations which 

will exist when arts and artists shall be no more.' . 
'' Under the roof of this kind friend, I passed 

the happiest years of my life, and .on his death 

was cast once more upon society. ' The world was 

all before me where to choose, and Providence mv 
ol 

guide.' I had some knowledge of the arts of sculp-

ture and painting, to w·1ich I had early devoted 

myself, and 1ike many other young· and inexperiencerl 

artists, I thought kno,'\-·led ge must ensure success. 

I saw not the difficulties that would beset my path. 
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In the cultivation of science there is so much of the 

principle of liberality blended, that we are led to 

wonder how the professors of it can ever indulge the 

mean passion of envy. Schools of instruction are 

thrown open, and every facility afforded for the at

tainment of excellence, every mean of improvement is 

dealt out with a lavish hand, and whilst each compe

titor is aiming to ascend t11e steep and rugged path, 

we might naturally suppose that his hand would be 

stretched out to assist his fellow traveller on the same 

road. It was not my lot, however, to find that noble 

disinterestedness, which in my younger and happier 

hours I bad pictured to myself. When I had laboured 

indefatigably from the ea1 ly dawn, until the last beams 

of the sun had faded away in the distant horizon, the 

pleasure with which I should have contemplated the 

work of the pencil was damped, if not destroyed, 

by the anticipation of cold neglect or faint 

praise. 'He is happy, I have often exclaimed, who 

can appreciate and seek excellence for its own sake, 

- who can find his highest source of gratification in 

looking inward; but this is not all, I am depending 

on t he breath of the multitude for my daily bread, 

unfortunate are the servants of the public, or they 

who toil for popular applause.' Added to the fre

quent d isappointments which I was called to encoun

ter, I ha<l other and more heavy disadvantages to 

combat, arising from the evils of early erroneou. 

imp ressions. 
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'' I was nearly eleven years of age when received 

'tinder the roof of my benevolent friend ; after 

that period, with a mind marked by strong traits, 

jt is difficult to new modify the character.

Theory can here do comparatively little; our best 

lessons are taught us by Experience. That stern 

and frowning rnonitress, who leads us through 

thorns and briars, and then leaves us to retrace our 

steps feeble, heartless, and alone. 

"Undisciplined by contradiction, I bad never . 

been able to acquire tbe virtue of self.denial, 

or submission to restraint; the valuable admo

nitions of my departed master, had never ob

tained the influence they might have had over 

the mind of his pupil, and now driven 1nto life's 

wilderness, I cast a retrospective glance into the 

recesses of my nursery, where all the p~ssions 

that agitated my soul were seated in gloomy array. 

That pride which had spurned at control first 

presented itself in the contemptuous frown and the 

sharp retort, and the expressions, 'you are my 

servant, and you have no right to command me,' 

still sounded in my ear. In the impatience with 

- which I endured every disappointment, I thought I 

saw the cake or apple dash€d from my lips untasted 

because a higher treat, a better banquet had not 

been prepared; and in the rashness which prompted 
I 

me to decide without reflection, and to execute 

without deliberation, I beheld the toy taken 

E 
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from its quiet recess dissevere,d with a blow, 
and myself vainly attempting to replace once 
more that, which my skill was insufficient to repair. 
Thus, from' the first impressions of my infancy, I 
traced my progress to· maturity, and as I glanced 
my eye tremblingly to explore the perspective of 
years perhaps yet to come, I felt still more and 
more the baneful effects arising from early un- . 
checked passions. 

" I had much difficulty in supplying the wants of 
· the day that was passing over my head, the sale of 
my paintings was my only resource, precarious at 
the best and accompanied with those heavy anxieties 
which none can know, but he who, though he pos
sesses the means of procuring a meal to-day, knows 
·not that he shall enjoy it to-morrow.'' 

• 
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CHAPTER IV. 

"AFTER being closely confined, during many 

months, I quitted London aud took up my abode in 

a large manufacturing town in the north of England. 

One evening as I wandered to taste the fresh air, 
that element benevolently dispensed alike to the 

happy and to the miserable, resting against a low 

wall, I was struck by the beautiful light reflected 

on the distant mountains, whose fading tints, 

gradually mellowing to the eye, presented an in

teresting picture. I drew out my sketch book, 

that it might serve as a remembrance of the scene, 

and was just proceeding in my work when a 

young man, apparently about \DY own age, ap
proached me. He was fixing his eye intently on 

the prospect. _ A mansion riiing in the foreground 

seemed particularly to arrest his attention ; he 

stood for a moment-gazed upon it, his eyes filled 

with tears, and he paused,-he looked in my face 

as if to read its expression. 'You appear interested 

. in the scene before you,' I observed. ' Too deeply 

so, sir,' was the reply, ' that is the house of 
my father, fro·m which I am now a helpless 

and a hopeless wanderer.' ' And do you still 

:E,2. 
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cherish the vision 1' I enquired, ' would you de
sire to bear it about with you 1' 'I cannot forget/ 
he answered, ' that on that lawn I once sprung my 
ki te; that in those woods ·1 once rambled, before 
the stern voice of an enemy drove me from my 
paternal dwelling.' ' The scene then, sir, shall 
once more be yours, tell me where I may find 
you, I will complete this sketch, · and you shall live 
again _amidst the objects whic~ you be.held in happier 
hours.' He drew from his pocket a pencil, and 
writing his name and place of abode upon a pa
per which I gave him, he ,-.,ished me good evening 
and disappeared. 

"In the morning I rose early, and repaired to 
tl1e spot, anxiously desirous to fulfil my promise, 
and to convey the only consolation, . that it was 
in my power to administer, to the heart of the 
wanderer. As I ascended the hill, a distant bell 
~roke ·at intervals on my ~ar-1 listened attentively, 
t he tones were deep, ' and flung to the gale 
their-sullen sound.' Slowly winding up the ascent 
was a hearse, the sable plumes of which waved 
in the air, followed by a mourning coach, intended 
to convey the witnesses of a scene, which was to 
deposit the remains of a fellow-being in that 
dwelling, 'where the wicked cease from troubling , 
and the weary are at rest.' As these vehicles 
ascended the hill, and approached nearer to the 
..1Dans1on on which the eye of the wanderer bad 
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rested the evening before with such deep emotion, 
they were met by a train of persons on horseback, 
apparelled in all the outward trappings of wo, 
with the now empty carriage of the deceased ; 
the blinds drawn up, to signify that it was no 
longer occupied, arrd the feet of the horses ap
parently measuring their paces, as if they too had 
been taught to assume the semblance of misery 
w_hich they could not feel. They stopped at the 
door of the large dwelling, which was immediately 
thrown open, the coffin was placed in the hearse, 
f}.nd two mourners ascended the steps of the car
riage. The procession recommenced, and wound 
down the hill by the same measured paces ; the 
distant bell still lending its aid to the solemnity 
of the scene. ' And is this all that wealth can 
do ? Is this the end of luxury?' thought I, as I 
contemplated the scene before me; and I felt 
better satisfied with the obsq1.rity of my lot than 
I had before done ; more resigned at the thought 
of parting with those elegancies . and luxuries, 
<vhich could neither prolong the thread of our 
existence here, nor afford one solitary hope of 
bliss beyond the grave. Whilst these reflections 
passed in my mind, and my pencil was busied in 
portraying the scene, I raised my eye once more, 
and the strauger again presented himself, not 
mingling in the ti:ain of seeming mourners, but 
looking a real mOl,lrner, following at an humble 

ES 
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~istance, the cold remains of one,_ whom though 

~e might, perhaps, have irremediably offendedr 

it seemed he yet loved. As he passed me, I 

read in bis countenance an expression that told 

me, hope was extinct, that he could not say 

with the prodigal, ' I will arise and go to my 

father;' yet midst all the emotion which this 

scene excited, I rejoiced in the recollection that 

both he and I had still a Father in heaven, to 

whose forgiveness we might yet appeal. 

" You will,_ perhaps, think me tedious, sir, in 

dwelnng so lon.g on the nature of my feelings , 

and on circumstances which do not seem imme-' 

diately connected with my own particular history; 

but from the story of the stranger, I trust some 

useful reflections may be derived, that may com

pensate to you for this intrusion on your time. 

My sketch was soon completed, and I hastened 

to the place that my new acquaintance had ap

pointed, for the purpose of delivering it into his 

own hands, feeling anxious to know something 

more of a person, whose misfortunes, in whateveY 

cause originating, had deeply interested me. 1 
found him in a lodging, somewhat resembling that 

in which you now see me,-he appeared very 

grateful for the trouble that I had taken to oblige 

him, and felt n9 hesitation in unfolding to me the.1 

_particulars of his melancholy life. 

H When I tell you, sir, ' he said, ' that I am th" 
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son of the person, who, until a few days ago, inlrn

bited the large mansion from which his remains 

were this morning conveyed, you will doubtless be 

surprised at seeing me iu such a place as this. 

I last night informed you that I was an outcast an<l 

a wan<lerer, how I became so my narrative will 

unfold. My father married at an early period of 

his life a woman whose views and character were 

little congenial with his own. The 8tern reserve 

that marked his deportment and sat upon his brow, 

formed but a melancholy contrast to the mild open

ness, by which her countel1ance and demeanour 

were distinguished ; for, though almost an infant 

when she was taken from me, the smile that sought 

to soothe my sorrows, and the gentle voice that re

proved me for my faults yet live with me, and i"u. 

remembrance are still fondly cherished. I was her 

only child, perhaps almost her only comfort, she 

lived apart from the world, and I became tt1e 

centre round which her earthly affections revolved·; 

but it pleased Him, whose decrees are mysterious as 

they are wise, to remove her hence. Infant sorrows 

are not of long duratlon. l was told that she was 

goue, and that she would· come agai•n. I daily 

missed the companion of my childish sports, the 

kind friend· who hact taught me all my little stock of 

knowledge; but I was soothed by the assurance that 

' to-morrow'· she would return and I could say with 

t11e poet,_ 
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"To morrow came, and went, 
Till all my stock of infant sorrow spent; 
I learn'd, at length, submission to my lot, 
And though I mourn'd her loss, I ne'er forgot ;" 

but to-morrow, a far different morrow did at length 
arrive, the doors of my nursery were thrown open, 
and my nurse appeared,_bringing in her hand a white 
dress,' You must throw off those black trowsers,' she 
said, 'your new marnma is come, an<l she is not to see 
:you in black.' 'I want no new mamma,' I sullenly 
exclaimed, ' I want my old mamma to come again,' 
and I laid down on my bed, covering my face with 
the clothes and refusing to be drest iu the things 
she had brought me. 'But your new mamma will 
come up, and she will be ve~y angry with you,' con
tinued the woman, ' I don't know any thing about , ' 
her,' l answered, • so what should she be augry at 
me for. My old mamma was never angry with me, 
but when I was naughty, and I wo'n't go down ; I'll 
stay here.' At length, by means of persuasion, after 
a tedious altercation with my maid, I was induced 
to make my appearance. When I got to the door of 
the room there was another struggle, and at last 
I ungraciously e11tered, but such was the strong 
prejudice which one sentence had infused into my 
mind, that it would have required the utmost pru
dence and benevolence to dispel its efl;ects. I soon 
found, howeve~, that my new mamrna was little dis
posed to win me. I looked up m her face with a 



TRE CARRIAGE, 49 

timid glance, afraid to enc~unter an angry eye,---no 

encouraging smile sat there,-she did not stoop to 

kiss me like my old mamma, she was offended at the 

backwardness I had shewn to enter her presence, 

and a look of cold iudifference with a faint pressure 

of the hand, which even a child might understand, 

were all that were reserved for me; I shrunk to a 

distant corner of the room where there was nothing 

that cared for me but my father's dog, I laid 

myself down beside him, hid my head in his neck, 

and she"".'ed my new mamma in this little action that 

I was not incapable of love. I felt very glad to be 

sent back to my nursery, which I had so unwillingly 

quitted, where I could play about without fear, 

and see nothing to excite my dread or dislike. The 

first question I was asked by my maid was how I 

lik~d my ,new mamma. I don't like her at all, 

was the reply, and I wish she ,vould go away and 

let me have my own mamma again, for she was far 

prettier and nicer, and I loved her a great deal more. 

At this moment the object of my remarks entered, 

and casting at me an angry glance, which told me 

that she was not unacquainted with my · dislike. 

She ordered my nurse to turn that great dog out of 

the room, that she did not approve of such animals 

in nurseries; and giving him a sharp kick with her 

foot she drove him from the door. This was my 

favorite companion, he had followed me in all my 

p!ayB and walks, I would jump on his back when-
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ever I was tired, he would eat out of my hand, run 
with me when I rau, and be still when I chose to 
be still, and more than all, he was once my own 
mamma's. This affront offei ed to me in hi_s pel'son 
I could riot bear, and stampm~ my foot vehemently 

, on the floor, I passionately exclaimed, ' That dog 
was my own dear mamma's, and you sha'n't hurt 
him, and I will have him here.' 

" This was the first struggle for power-the un
happy moment when I had dared to assert my own 
independence aud miserable were the days and 
years that followed it. It was the moment in which 
my enemy, for so I now considered her, might have 
made herself my friend, and roused all the affec
tion of which my bosom was then capable. I looked 
at ' her as I should have regarded a tyrant, and 
running to my maid, who ~tood trembling in a . 
corner, I wrapped my head in her apron, and 
waited in silence what should next ensue. For this 
first instance of open rebellion I was conducted to 
a place of solitary punishment, my dinner was 
sent to me at the accustomed hour, but I refused 
to eat it, I knew not that I had committed a 
crime in defending my poor Carlo, \1vho had beel1 
the only companion of my infant hours, and the. 
friend that I had h~en taught from .the period 
of my earliest recollections to cherish, and I 
determined that I ,,,ould never more eat or 
ddnk till that friend should be restored to me. 
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j.fany hours passed on in this manner, my new 
mamma once visited me in order to discover whe
ther I shewed symptoms of repentance, but finding 
none she shut the door and left me once more to 
solitude and h~nger. From my place of confine
ment I was not released until all hope of subduing 
my angry spirit was extinct, and I was then 
pushed out of the door and driven into my nursery, 
as: a creature unworthy of being made the subject 
of reasoning powers, and only on a level with my 
dog; he did indeed appear to me as one with which 
~ could best claim kindred, from him I had never 
listened to any thing but the language of kindness, 
for though dumb, his eyes spoke, and they taught 
me a better lesson than the fiery ones of my new 
mamma. I saw him holvever no more. From that 
time I wandered about the plantations busied in a 
vain search after that of which it was my keeper's 
pleasure that I should be deprived. This little in• 
cident, unimportant as it may appear, laid the 
foundation of many, if not all, my future miseries, 
it excited in my bosom a rooted hatred towards one 
whom it would have been my interest to love, and 
whom I might have loved, had she commenced her 
reign with the VQice of kindness, instead of the 
stern accents of arbitrary authority. 

'' From -the paternal roof I was very soon re· 
moved to a large public school, where I became 
the fag of a boy who too nearly resembled the 
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step-mother I had quitted, an<l at length I learned 
to reconcile mysel-f to tbe idea that it would be vain 
to expect kindness any more. When my lessons were 
learned, and I had completed the work set me by my 
task master, I used to retire into a corner of our 
large school room, and whilst tears of bitter anguish 
rolled down my already faded cheeks, I thought of 
my first mamma, and of my faithful dog ; my temper 
was soured by perpetual contradictions, and I be
came sile.nt, sullen, and unsocial. 

'' The periods of vacation-those periods autici
pa ted with so much joy by those who have kind 
parents and happy homes, returned to me unmarked 
by one impression associated with delight. My 
father's affection had been insensibly undermined by 
the influence of one, whose interest it was to mis. 
represent me, and the treatment which I expe
rienced when under bis roof, was such as served to 
produce, in no small degree, those tempers against 
which I ought so carefully to have guarded. I had 
now brothers and sisters whom I used to feel a 
gloomy pleasure in tormenting, they were early 
taught to consider me as an alien, they saw me but 
at stated periods, I had little opportunity, even 
had I been disvosed, of cultiv~ting their affections, 
and from one vacation to another they only remem
bered me as the troublesome play-fellow who tore 
their kites, lost their tops, and broke their dolls . 

" In this comfortless way, with nothing which 
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cared for, or that for me, I passed the first years 

of my life ; suffice it to say, that at length I be

came as unarniable as my step-mother could wish 

me. There is nothing so immediately calculated · 

to produce feelings of desperation in minds un

influenced by religion, as the consciousness that 

we are thought ill of by those around us, that there 

are none who have a~ interest in us sufficiently 

powerful to lead them to care whether we persist 

in a course of evil, or return to the way of duty, 

that we are left wholly to ourselves, to steer our 

voyage alone. Under an impression of this nature, 

I went on from one link in the chain of vice to 

another, until the Lord in' mercy visited me with a 

dreadful illness, during which I listened to that 

still small voice, which brought me hope and con

·solation, awakening me from my dream of foJly, 

and revealing a long neglected, yet still merciful 

-21.nd gracious Saviour. I bad a father in heaven to 

whom ·it t-0ld me that through him I might yet be 

reconciled; that whatever were the feelings of my 
earthly parent, who was like myself feeble, frail, 

an'd erring, that great Being, the same 'Yesterday, 

to-day, and for ever,' I might still hope to find 

faithful and forgiving. Earnestly, and with tears, 

I sought Him, who, has promised rest to t1ll 
who are weary and heavy ladeu, I found 

him to be all, and more than all that I 

could ever have conccived,-anct , though driveu 
F 
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from that ro;)f which you saw me last night contem
plate with feelings of such deep interest, when I 
foand the gate of heaven still open to me, I could 
welcome poverty,-smile at tbe frowns of the 
world,-and feel no sorrow, except for the evil 
that reigned in my own heart. 

" I wrote a letter to my fath~r, descriptive of my 
penitence, I freely opened to him the state of my 
mind ; this duty performed, I waited patiently the 
issue. .My applicalion for his forgiveness was re
turned under a blank cover, and I neither saw nor 
heard of him any more, until an unknown friend 
wrote to inform me that he was .dying. I then de
termined to make a last attempt to behold once 
-again, that face, which in my infant hours, at least, 
•had beamed upon me with smiles of tenderness. I 
reached by sun set his dwelling, knocked at a pri
vate door with a trembling hand, and was told that 
he had just breathed his last, I made not 
any attempt to enter that house from whence I had 
been driven ; all that had ever interested me there, 
had departed. It was now the habitation of an
other; I could not say in the language of Esau, 
' Bless me, even me, oh ! my father ;' for all that 
depended on my earthly parent,-my birth-right 
and blessing-were lost to me for ever. It was 
in that moment of anguish that I met you,
and now you see me deprived of every support, but 
that which never abandons him who rests upon it. 
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"After listening to these melancholy particulars, 

sir, I offered to share with this unhappy stranger 

my humble dwelling, he survived not many months, 

and I was, · indeed, amply compensated for the 

few kind offices that it was in my power to 

render him. From bis example I derived important 

lessons of patience and humility. I folt that there 

is but one principle that cau afford effectual con. 

solation under the evils of life. He first taught me 

the fol!y of vain regret at the deprivation of luxu-, 

ries, the possession· of which can never mitigate the 

pangs of a wounded conscience, or ward off the 

attacks of lingering disease, and he first directed me 

to the choice of a companion, who, by the force of 

her exemplary conduct, founded on christian expe· 

rience, has reconciled me to all tfoc ills of life, pain, 

sickness, and that degree of poverty vvhich this day 

led me into circumstances apparently the most 

humiliating.'' 

F2 
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CHAPTER V. 

Mr. l\ilordaunt arose, and thanking the stranger 
for his interesting narrative, enquired of him what 
he could now do to serve him most effectually. 
The artist produced his pictures, which were no 
mean specimens of his abilities. Mr. Mordaunt felt 
happy that it was in his power to benefit a man of 
so much ingenuity and apparent worth, without 
doing injury to that nice sense of feeling which, 
notwithstanding the events of the day, he seemed to 
possess. " I will take these home if you please," 
the benevo]rnt visitor added, "where I have a com
panion who has taste to discover their beauties, and 
she will wait upon this lady," turning to the wife of 
the artist (who was still hanging with looks of ten
der solicitude over her dying son), "to try what 
she can do to soften her afflictions." Mr. Mor
daunt, and his daughter now retired, and they pur
sued their walk home, almost in silence. On their 
return they found Mrs. Mordaunt impatiently wait
ing to hear the result of their visit. They informed 
her of all the particulars connected with it. '' It 
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~eems then,'' said Mrs. Mo1daunt, after a short 

pause, "that we may add to the long catalogue 

which appear in our bankrupt lists daily, another of 

the victims of luxury., If the father of that gentle

man, whom you have been visiting had not imbibed 

so unfortunate a passion, it is probable that his 

son would this day have been in a very different 

situation, and had he paused to reflect before he 

united himself to a woman, who preferred carriages 

and fine furniture to mental cultivation, that son 

might not this morning have stooped to the condi

tion of a mendicant; all this may be traced to one 

radical evil. A woman educated on self-denying 

principles, and who, as the wife of a merchant or 

tradesman in particular, must regard her husband's 

l'esources as, at the best, precarious, will make the 

conduct of every day a preparation for that which 

may prove a day of adversity ; she will not indulge 

in idle luxuries because it ~ppears to her that bet: 

husband can afford them, because she will feel that 

should he fall, many must fall with him: and what 

he can afford one day he may not afford the next. 

On these principles she will instruct her childrcn,

she will educate them for a day of adversity, by 

teaching them to regard every thing which is de-. 

pendant on human resources as insecure,-she wiJI 

inure their minds and bodies to the endurance of 

hardships,-she will teach them (though they have, 

servants,) to wait upon themselves, to exert their 

F3 
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feet and to use their hands,-she will take every 
means of strengthening their bodies, fortifying 
their minds, conecting their tempers, and leading 
them to cultivate the spirit' of independence in its 
best sense. More than all, ' luxury' is a word which 
she will blot out of her vocabulary, or if it must be 
introduced there, if circumstances are such that 
it cannot wholly be excluded, she will endeavour, 
at least, to furnish to her chil<lren a practical ·com
ment upon its insufficiency either to procure happi
ness or respectability. For instance," continued Mrs. 
Mordaunt, glancing a look full of meaning towards 
lier daughter, " she will not deprive herself of the 
enjoyment of air and exercise, though she shopld 
not happen to have a ·carriage to convey her per
son as some fine ladies in London would be inclined 
to do. Nor will she consider her dignity at all 
lessened by walking into a shop to make her pur
chases, though she coHlcl commana a pair of horses 
and a couple of idle servants to wait until she should 
have procured a few yards of muslin, or looked at a 
set of cups and saucers.'' "But,1' replied Anne to 
this reasoning of her mother's, " there are two or 
three things in the gentleman's story that I can
not quite understand: one is the way in which he 
speaks of his mother; is it not wrong for any one 
to mention a _parent with disrespect.'' " I think 
the gentleman himself explained to you, if I recol
lect right, that there are two kinds of affection-
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instinctive, and rational. The former is tbat which 

we feel, in common with animals of the brute 

creation, for the beings that gave us birth and 

administered to our first wants; the latter is that 

sentiment which springs up in our hearts, and in

fluences our actions, towards those who bave taken 

pains to cultivate our min<ls, and taught us the 

important consequences of good and evil. This 

may be done by a parent, a teacher, or a friend. 

and to each and all of them we owe rational affec

tion, that being· an act of the mind founded upon 

principle. But if the parent, whose peculiar pro

vince it is to implant right ideas, fail in this essen

tial point, if, so far from checking the evil passions 

of her children, she not only suffers them to 1isurp 

the dominiou in their minds but streng·thens their 

growth by her own erroneous example, then she 

must and ought to feel, if she can reflect at aH, 

convinced of this truth, that, when the world have 

taught her children by experience, what she has 

failed to inculcate by theory, that is, when they 

have paid, perhaps, the price of their happiness 

and respectability for their knowledge, they will 

not fail to condemn her, as moral beings, for an 

omission so culpable, and they will cease in some 

degree, at least, to love her with rational affection.'' 

" Then, mother,'' observed Anne, her · eyes filling 

with tears whilst slrn spoke, " we can never cease 

to love you with the best kind of love.-But I 
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have not done, I have two thiugs more in my head 
and I'm afraid I shall forget them,-first, about 
street begging, and then about step-mothers, you 
must tell me of these, and then I shall be satisfied._ 
This morning you were saying to my brother 
Charles, as you looked out of the window at the 
person who was passing by the gentleman, ' There 
is the slave of system, that woman can only be cha
ritable on a fixed plan,' now do you not think that 
cha ·itable plans, are very good things? I'm sure 
there are many impostors in the streets of London. 
NO'\,v I must tell ) ' OU that Algernon has got very 
much into that way of giving to every person he sees, 
There is a man at the corner of Leicester square, 
on the roacl to Papa's chambers, and every time 
Algernon bas to pass him, he drops halfpence into 
his hat ; one day he happened not to have any and 
the man -v;:as quite abusive; I should think it 
would be a great. deal better always to know some
thing of persons before we reli eve them : What 
did )'OU mean Marnm::i, when you spoke those 
'words 1" "Recollect, Anne,'' returned .Mrs. 1\J or-

-daunt, "that when I mentioned the word slave, I 
intended that it should convey a stronger idea 
than the word follower, and you cannot by any 
J11eans infer that I meant to condemn systematic cha
rity. It is possible to approve that as a principle 
which may be occasionaliy carried too far. Although 
there are many impostors, yet there are real objects 
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of distress; when I wished to afford to the poor 

unhappy family, which your papa has been visitiug, 

any little relief that it suited my circumstances to 

bestow, I dirl not yield to the impulse of feeling unre

gulated by principle, I heard the gentleman's story 

and then you sought him out. The only difference 

and it was a g1:eat difference, as it happened in 

this instance betwixt the female and myself was that 

she turned aside from real suffering because it 

presented itself in a questionable shape, and I steadily 

contemplated it until I could prove its claims to my 

practical pity. Now your brothers, as I have often 

observed to you, are not yet possessed of those dis

criminating powers, which can enable them to distin

guish between what is real and what is assumed, 

and I should be afraid of steeling their hearts too 

soon against the appeal of misery. In a large 

_place like London we cannot alwa)'S seek out the 

object and trace him to his own abode, and we 

must often feel satisfied in having endeavoured, 

though Lut imperfectly, to do our duty.'' To this 

mode of reasoning, Anne could not, or at least, she 

did not urge any opposing argument. 

'' \Vell, then, we now proceed to your last ob• 

jection, respecting step-mothers," added Mr:;. Mor

·daunt, and with a smile full of meaning, looking 

at some of the boys, "here,'' she observed, '' we 

are standing on delicate grounds, as I happen to 

be one of the much reprobate~, and I think I 
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may add, in many respects unjustly reprobrated 
description of individuals ." "And that is the 
very reason, Mamma, that I wished to talk more 
to you about it. Now my hrothers would not 
exchange you for all the mothers in the world ; 
and they all love you with the sort of love that 
) ' OU were describi11g ." " From the observations 
that I have been enabled to make of the characters 
of step-mothers, who have failed in their d1:1ty ," 
observed Mrs. Mordaunt, "I have been led to a very 
different conclusion, as to the causes, than that 
which is generally drawn from their errors. There 
are but two descriptions of character likely to 
assume such an office; either those who scarcely 
r,eflect at all-or tbose who reflect very deeply; 
and hence it follows, that there 1s seldom 
any medium observed in the treal rnent of their 
adopted children. When we hear of step
mothers, we now and then listen to the praises 
<_1f a very good one; yet far more frequently are 
we called to remark the defects of a bad one. 
The person who scarcely reflects at all, would be 
very unlikely to do her duty towards her own 
children; for she either leans to the side of blind 
indulgence, or idle and unnecessary severity, the 
certain consequences of a want of due government 
of the passions. She 1s one of those who. 
will probably rush into that state, the duties and
the difficulties of which, she lias never contem-
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plated. On the other hand, she who reflects deeply, 

though anticipating the obstacles in her path, pre

pares herself to meet them; and though she knows 

that she has a busy peopled world to encounter 

i11 that one word prcj ud ice, which is almost in

variably in arms against her; she lays down for 

l1erself a system from which she will not be induced 

to depart, · because one of her acquaintance frowns, 

another sneers, and a third shakes her head ; nor 

though she should now and then hear the remark, 

that Mrs. --- would not have acted in such and 

such a manner, had not the subjects of her tuition 

been the children of another. In the midst of 

these reflections and observations, she passes on, 

unmoved, through the round of her daily duties ; 

and she will not, by ill judged lenity, expose her 

pupils to danger, because the world represent 

her as th:eir enemy-not their guide. 

"In the instance which you have heard this 

evening, you have only another proof that passion 

must always err; and I doubt not that could we 

trace the history of that unfortunate step-mother, 

I call her unfortunate, for she was truly so in her 

malignant propensities, we should find that her 

own children were, in their turn, the victims of 

her tyran ny; and that whenever the . love of self 

could be more gra tifiecl by their mortification than 

their pleasures, they would suffer the corn;eq nences 

of a course of conduct most calculated to make 

t hem miserable. 
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" A reflecting being, taught by religion and 
experience, will, under every circumstance, adopt 
that mode of action which tends most effectually 
to secure the happiness and respectability of those 
objects committed to her care; and these, it fre~ 
·quently happens, can only be secured by those 
methods which weak people cannot enter into. 
With them, discipline passes for rigour; restraint, 
austerity; and authority, tyranny: and she who 
has devoted many years of her life, to the 
cultivation of principles tending to make her pupils 
wise and happy, finds herself condemned and 
arraigned for the very plans which the world would 
have applauded-ha<l she not been a step-mother." 

A friend of Mrs. Mordaunt's, who happened to 
be present, started a difficulty, on recurring to 
one part of her reasoning, at the expression " she 
who reflects deeply." " Do you then think,'' she 
enquired, '' that right feeling is invariably the 
result of deep reflection; and that she whose 
powers of judgment are the most acute, and in 
the most frequent exercise, leans most to the side 
of benevolence. It does not appear to me that 
the tenderer sympathies of our nature operate 
the most powerfully in those characters, when the 
judgment is continually in exercise, and in looking 
around the circle of my acquaintance and your's, I 
think vve know many striking instances that might 
be brougllt in proof of my assertion." " I am 
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convinced," replied Mrs. Mordaunt, "that nothing 

can be done to ameliorate the condition of society 

effectually, in any way that is not the result of cool 

reflection, and in which judgment does not bear a 

principal part. You and I do know many persons, 

I confess, whose sympathies are all alive,-wbo 

yield to the impulse of the moment continually,

·who give indiscri1!1inately, where they ought to be-. 

stow with caution; and sometimes withhold their 

sympathy from motives of caprice. The same 

caprice influences them in the domestic circle, 

amongst their families, with their friends, and all 

who stand in connexion with them ; but these are 

persons who think superficially. I am not inclined 

to give up the expression at which you cavil ; deep 

reflection must lead to right feeling, where our fel

low creatures are concerned. You are acquainted 

with many persons of weak minds who are conti. 

nnally acting from impulse, yet are what the world 

term well-d isposed people ; can you recollect any 

thing that they have ever done, at least that you 

have heard of, to lessen the mass of evil in society. 

They may occasionally, indeed, be made instrumen

tal in the hands of others, in the promotion of 

good, but still they are mere machines; but I will 

venture to say that you cannot call to mind one 

instance in which they have ever been the prqjec

tors of a scheme to render mankind wiser and bet-

- ter, and consequently happier." '' vVelJ,'' answered 

G 
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:Mrs. l\fordaunt's friend, " but I will not give up 
sympathy after all, there is something very attrac
tive · to me in characters that act from impulse, as 
you call it. Now let me ask you how you felt 
when you applied to your (riend Dr. Tyrell to get 
the woman about whom you were so interested into 
--- hospital, and you were a week without hear
ing any thing respecting, your application, thongh 
when he was a candidate for the situation which he 
now holds, you sat up a whole night writing letters to 
your friends to procure their votes for him.'' '' I must 
confess that I did feel hurt at Dr. Tyrell's silence on 
the subject, but \vhat was the result, and what the mo
tives for that silence? In the first place the circum
stances of the case were such as to lead him to doubt 
of the possibility of her admission,' because she did not 
appear to be one of those objects that came pre
cisely within the rules of the institution, and he 
was not willing to hold out hope which might ter
minate in disappointment. Now, whilst your cha
racters that act from impulse, would have been 
:flying about from pillar to post, I_!laking them
selves quite sure, of what they were notwithstanding, 
taking no effectual steps to promote, the Doctor 
was silently, but surely, working his way amongst 
the governors, and accomplishing in the best man
ner, all that I could hope or wish ; at the end of 
that week, during v,hich I had felt and expressed a 
little chagrin, he camE: up to me in a large party, 
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in his own tranquil, and wh::it some persons call 

cold, manner, and said-' Mrs. Mordaunt, your 
hopes and my_exertions have been crowned with 

success, and I had this morning the pleasure of 

seeing Elizabeth Wilson's name entered in the book 

of admission at --- hospital.''' "Well, it was 

all right, as things turned out," observed the lady, 

"but he might have done every thing h~ did, and told 

JOH what he was doing in the mean time, and then he 
would not have exposed himself to injurious sur

mise.'' '' That he did so, was not the fault of his 
character, but mine," observed Mrs. Mordaunt, 
« for I have known him long enough to have known 

him better." Whilst this argument had been going 
forward, Anne was leaning over tbe balcony, watch

ing the carriages in rapid succession pas5 to and 

fro, when suddenly turning to her mother, she ex

claimed, "After all that we have heard the last 

two days, nothing can convince me that carriages 

are not very delightful things, and useful, very 
useful too. Now, I wonder, matnma, that you who 

think so much about utility, as you call it, do not 

see this. I have just been watching a gouty gen
tleman get into his , barouche on the opposite side 

of the square, and I do believe that he could not 
have walked five yards." " That is very probable," 

answered Mrs. Mordaunt, "and it is still more 
probable that liad he not been in the habit of in

dulging in all the train of luxuries connected with 
✓ 

G2 



68 THE CARRIAGE. 

carriages he might not now have required -the as
sistance of one; but I do not wish you to mis-

' understand me, Anne. I do not remember ever 
having said that I considered carriages useless 
things and if you will just recollect tbe con versa~ 
tion a few mornings ago, you will be convinced of 
this." Anne looked at her mother, half incredulous, 
and then, once more, turned her eyes to the pas• 
sengcrs. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

I think it has been- before observed that Mrs. 

Mordaunt was a friend to indirect instruction. The 

:following morning she went into Anue's study, '' I 
am sorry to interrupt you at this moment,'' she 

said, '' for I see that you are usefully employed, but 

your papa has expi·essed a desire that you should 

walk out with him, and I believe I shall make one of 

the party.'' Anne was always glad even to walk 

with Mr. Mordaunt, and she immediately put away 

her books and prepared herself for the excursion. 

They walked on rather quickly, An-0e wondering all 

the way, where they could be going, for it_was unusual 

for Mr. Mordaunt- to propose a walk at that hour of 

the day. At last, after passing through many streets, 

they arrived at a large building :-Hatchard, Coach

maker,-Anne read upon a sign affixed to the wall, 

ad ing, I wonder what business we can have here 

as Mr. M or<launt knocked at the door of a room, 

that looked likr a counting hous€,4, A young man 

was seated at the desk, who seemed to 1)-now Mr. 

Mordaunt, he bowed and invited him to walk. 

G3 
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forward, saying as they went on, "I believe· your 
order is completed, sir, and I hope to your satis
faction.'' They passed through several rooms, till 
they reached a~ out building, in which was standing 
a new Barouche, ' it was a dark green, plain 
and elegant. The young man threw open the door 
on each side, so that the party might examine the 
lining, carpet, &c. and turning to Mr. Mordaunt, " I 
:find the cypher and crest have not yet been inserted, 
sir," he - added, " hut these can be done in the 
course of two hours." Mr. Mordaunt was very 
anxious to have his wife's opinion of his purchase, 
of which she really knew nothing, being quite a 
stranger to the whole transaction. "This carriage 
I ordered for a friend,'' he :said, "it is exactly ac
cording to my own taste, and I shall be very happy if 
it snit your's.'' As he turned his eye towards 
Mrs. Mordaunt, it involuntarily caught the expres
sion of Anne's countenance, which seemed to say, 
"I wonder who this friend can be, but whoever he 
or she may be, I wish I were the friend ;" and she 
jumped up the step, bounded into the carriage, 
passed her hand through the window straps, drew 
down the silk blinds, threw herself back on the seat 
and observed that they were the softest cushions she 
ever felt. Mrs. Mordaunt had all this time been 
examining the springs, observing the apparently 
easy construction of the carriage, and perhaps be
stowing a little admiration on the exterior. 
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Whilst Mr. Mordaunt was silen't]y ·waiting for her 

opinion, the young man who was their conductor 

had not been sparing of his eulogium on Mr. Mor

daunt's superior taste. " It is indeed a very hand

some carriage," observed Mrs. Mordaunt, "and 

what I most particularly ad~irc in it, is, that it 

combines usefulness with a proper degree of regard 

to elegance. The pockets and the sword case are 

well adapted for travelling; and the springs appear 

strong." " But you say nothing about the lining 

and the lace, and how well the carpet matches, 

roamrna, you always think so much about what is 

useful," said Anne, now descending from her throne, 

which would indeed have been a couch of roses, 

could she have anticipated what was to follow. For

tunately, however, she was on terra firma, or the 

glasses, in the midst of her joy, might have expe

rienced some rude shock, when Mr. JVIordaunt, 

tnrning to her mother, said, whilst he took her Ly 

the hand, ,; Such as it is, it is your's, and may you, 

long live to enjoy it." Mrs. Mordaunt thanked her 

husband with a grace and simplicity of manner that 

was peculiarly her own, she did not say,. as some 

women would have done, who wished to conceal 

the feeling of grateful pride under an- appearance 

of easy indifference. " It was quite unnecessary, I 

have been in the habit of using my feet for some 

. years, and I could still have managed to <lo so," or 

" I am sorry you should have been at such an ex .. 
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ptmse on my account." She well knew, and impli,. 
citly confided in the prudence of her husband ; she 
felt fully assured that he bad ascertained what he 
could afford to do without injury to his family. be
fore be added a carriage and all its appendages to, 
his establishment ; she penetrated into the double 
motive by which he was actuated, that of provid
ing for her an easy and pleasant mode of taking daily 
exercise, and of practically convincing her daugh
ter that she was not quite correct in her. ideas of 
the many, nay, almost incalculable pleasures_ that a 
€arriqge mig ht procure for her. On surveying 
once more the gift presented iu so tender a man-
11er she convinced the donor that she was touched 
by it,-her eyes filled with tears, and she onl)' re
plied, '' I required not any new proof of your 
kindness, which has never known one break since 
1 first felt its influence, though I do tha nk you sin
cerely, not for the carpiage, but for the delightful as
sociations connected vvith it." Anne's ideas, how
ever, as to the present, were very different, no train. 
of sentimental feeling had taken possession of her 
mind; and as Mr. and Mrs •. Mordaunt turned to 
i1er to make their observations, for they both 
felt a little anxious as to the result;. they plainly 
read it1 the undisguised, (and they rejoiced that it 
was the undisguised) expression of her countenance, 
only one remaining subject of anxiety, which spoke 
as plain as words could speak,-" \\' e have got 

-, 
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the carriage at last, and now we want nothing but 

the horses.'' '' And the horses," added Mr. for. 

daunt, readily interpreting her thoughts, " we shall 

have by and by.'' 

On the return of the party to Portman.square, 

Anne sprung into the library where she found her 

brothers seated by the fire, round a large table. 

Algernon was working a problem in Euclid, Alfred 

very busy giving the last touches to a fine head, 

which he had been copying from the Elgin marbles, 

aud little Charles, quite as much absorbed as eitber, 

in putting together the figures of a Chinese puzzle. 

By the fire, half standing and half leaning, ·was Dr.T. 

trying a chemical experiment. Anne in the euthu

siasm of her joy, began to relate her adventures, 

which to her unspeakable disappointment she found 

did not produc~ the slightest effect. The glories of 

the carriage were all lost on the scientific party. 

Algernon begged her to be silent, and not to in

terrupt his calculations. Alfred requested that she 

would not i;tand betwixt him and the light, of which 

there was little enough at the best. The Doctor told 

her she had better retreat, as she approached the 

retort which he lJeld, lest it should burst ; and little 

Charles, coolly looking up from his puzzle, ob

served, " I care nothing about a carriage, for I 

C<!,n go from here to Piccadilly for a shilling at 

any time." Half disgusted and half amazed, with

out knowing whether it was at herself or the• 
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party, Anne looked around. Was it possible that 
the feelings wh~ch absorbed her so entirely; should 
excite so little sympathy in her auditors. Anne 
did not reflect that each was busied in his own pur .. 
suit, and that unless a desire for carriages had been 
his own taste as well as her's, he could not sympa
thise in her joy. " Well," she thought, "you must 
all be very stupid, or I must be very trifling, one 
or the other ;'' though she was strongly inclined to 
the former opinion. · 

Algernon had, by this time, finished his problem, 
at which he had been patiently working three 

· hours; and the doctor having concluded his ex
periment, an<l explained to the boys the result, 
tm-ned suddenly round, and sai<l, "It is well re
n embered, I belieYe I have a book in my pocket 
for you, Algernon , ' Madame Cotti n's Elizabeth,'. 

1 you were saying that you wanted a french work 
to translate." "Ab ! that must be very interesting, 
I'm sure,'' replied Algernon. ,: Is it not the narra: 
tive of that lovely girl, who travelled on foot, from 
Asiatic Russia to the European districts, to solicit 
of the Emperor the pardon of her father. I was 
tracing her route, the other day, on the map, and 
calculating that she must have walked nearly eight 
hundred English miles. "Yes, and it was owing to 
the circumstanee of her walking, 1 have no doubt, 
that she did obtain her fc;tther's pardon. The 
emperox, it seems, was so struck by the magna.-
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nimity of the undertaking-so overpowered by the 
representation of that affection which could have 

induced a young, lovely, and unprotected female, 

to expose herself to such imminent danger, 
t1rnt he granted, at her solicitation and without a 

moment's delay, what courtiers might have applied 
for long-and perhaps in vain." '' It was happy, then,'' 
5-aid Algernon, drily, at the same time smiling pro
vokingly at his sister, "very happy for the poor 
state prisoner that carriages were not the· fashion 

in Siberia." The doctor, who entered into the full 

point of Algernon's sarcasm, replied, " I have 
always considered the introduction of luxury in 
society, one of the most dangerous innovations as 
it respects the cultivation-either of intellect or 

heroic virtue. If you trace history, from 'its com
mencement down to the present day, you will find 
that the greatest qualities have sprung from the 
bosom of hardship and adversity. Nothing truly 

estimable can ever ue attained without discipline, 

and from the first hero who contended in the Olym

pic games, that he might gain a corruptible crown, 

down to the christian warrior of modern days 
who fi ghts with bis own passions and obtains the vie-

- tory; the command to be 'tempera·te in all things/ has 

been found equally imperious and salutary in its na

ture and effects·.' ' •' But,'' said Alg\rnon, determined 

to recur once more to his heroine, " I wond er how 

any of those ladies that we see in Piccadilly and 
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Bond street, stepping in and out of their carriages 

at the shop doors, to make their silly purchases, and 

sometimes too idle even to do that, would have 

done, if they had been turned adrift on poor Eliza

beth's expedition. I suppose they would have been 

fainting the first four miles, and dyipg the second; 

she seems to me to be a solitary instance, or nearly 

so, in modern days of heroism in a woman, and I 

don't see why women might not be quite as he

roic as men. It is all their silly educations, 

with their quadrilles, and their harps, and non

sense." '' I do not think it by any means desirable," 

observed the doctor, " that women should be heroic 

in your sense of the ·word. Now and then, indeed, 

there occurs an instance in which active heroism 

is highly laudable in a female, nay, actually neces

sary for the attainment of positive good, either 

for herself or another, as in the case of Elizabeth 

and some others that might be cited. But you 

forget that there are two kinds of heroism, active 

and pass'ive; one, which implies the performance 

of great actions, and another, the endurance of 

great sufferings. Now in the latter, Algernon, I 

am rather inclined to think that the womeo sur

pass us; but mark-I am not speaking of mere fine 

ladies, pampered froru their infancy in the cradle 

of idle indulgence, and never made to depend on 

their own resources for a single hour; I allude to 

the mass of socictv, to the middlino- cspecicdlv 
< 0 . J 



THE CARRIAGE, 77 

and to the lower orders; to the former, whose minds 

are often rationally cultivated, consequently taught 

to reflect,-and to the latter, whose native affections 

are ltft freely to their own exercise. The one 

endures patiently, and frequently suffers wrongfuHy 

because she is the subject of reason; tlie other, 

because she lives in obscurity, and has few objects 

to divide her affections with those to whom 

she is united. Instances in low life are al

most innumerable, of females, whom no neg

lect, unkindness, or positive ill-treatment could 

induce to separate from their husbands-mernly 

froIT\ the force of early and undecided attachment. 

Of men, I believe, this cannot be said with equal 

truth." 

1\1rs. Mordaunt had, by this time, entered the 

room, and was standing by the fire patiently listen

ing to what was going forward. "To your distinc. 

tion, Doctor," she· observed, '' certain metaphy

sicians have made an objection. They will not 

allow the term passive heroism, because they say 

she only can be a heroine who is called iuto exer

tion; and the very endurance of suffering implies a 

struggle, which is an act of itself.'' "Then what 

do those metaphysicians say of passive power," 

replied the Doctor. " The power to do evil, though 

not called forth, which arises from the depravity of 

the human heart. In a very fine essay on tI1e 

Sovereignty and equity of the Divine government 

H 
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this seems to be clearly proved, and I would have 
those who cavil at the expression you speak of, 
read that." A servant now entered to inform the 
Doctor that he was wanted, and here_ for the present 
the conversation ended. 

" That man is a fine character,'' said Mrs. Mor
daunt, tut'ning to Algernon as the Doctor shut the 
door . " He is sterling," A I gem on replied, " but 
he is no hero for all that. He has been a long time, 
this morning, trying to make out what a hero is, 
or rather a heroine, and I thought, all the time he was 
taJking, it is something very different from you 
Doctor," " Then you suppose that man, only, to 
be a hero,'' returned Mrs. Mordaunt, " who pu.ts 
on a scarlet coat, rushes into battle, and kills or is 
killed.-This is very like the reasoning of seventeen, 
and I dare say I should shock you ver)' much, were 
I to say that I believe more true heroism has existed 

, in private life, than ever was to be found on the 
plains of Waterloo. It is a· very common, but 
mistaken practice with boys of your age, to confound 
the terms heroism and courage; now they are not by 
any means synonimous, courage being only a requisite 
of l1eroism,-a part, not the whole. It is very possible 
that a man, for instance. who has never given him
self trouble to analyze his motives, may enter the 
army,-he may do it from mere impulse, or because 
it is the fashion of the day ; some of his friends, 
perhaps, have adopted a military life, and he i 
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suddenly seized with what he calls, or what really 
may be, a desire of distinguishing himself; before 
he has time to consider, he is hurried abroad ; it 
would now be disgraceful to retract, and he marches 
away at t he beat of the drum; he is called into 
battle, and amidst the tumult around him, the 
distraction of sound, and the conflict of victory or 
defeat, he rushes on, and whether he be a coward or 
one of your heroes, it n;atters not, with regard to 
his own feelings, for he cannot he any longer master 
Qf himself, he is borne down like an impetuous 
torrent, until he stops at the awful point-wheYe he 
sfays or is slain; it cannot be said to be a cool 
deliberate mode of action, which leaves time for 
the examination of motives which present to the 
mind in long succession, opposing. principles, pain
ful counteractions, and lingering delays. See a 
map struggling to rise, in either of the professions 
of law or physic ;-turn to the poor pale artist, or 
to the no less pitiable author, who is to live by his 
wits, as it is vulgarly said, they toil on from day to 
day-sometimes, indeed, for years, comparatively 
unknown,-and after large sums have been expended 
in thei r ed ucation to furni sh them with tbe very 
talen ts necessary to obtain the means of existence, 
they behold their efforts unnoticed, and their best 
e xert ions d efeated : to feel these things, an d yet to 
perse\·ere, is heroi sm." '' Then yo n ascribe no 
merit, whatever, to a soldi er,'-' answered Algernon. 

~2 
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"What I have said by no means implies that-I think," 

replied Mrs. Mordaunt, " I only wished to set you 

right, ·lvith respect to the ideas you attach to a hero, 

and to convince you that it does not always mean 

a man who wears a military dress, and kills his 

fellow beings. Search the lives of the p.oets from 
\ . 

Homer downwards; view one, singing ballads about 

the streets; another, scarcely able to command the 

hare necessaries of life, and, in the midst of bodily 
infirmity, struggling through the -composition of 

a poem which has bee n venerated by posterity, 

and which will immortalize tbe name of its author-· 

a poem sold to the booksellers for ten pounds.* 

Look at another, composing a work that has been 

translated into almost every European language, 

in order to pay tl!e funeral expences of his mother.t 

GG to the Academy of Arts and Sciences, and behold 

the pictures of a mau, who, while employed in works 

that have handed down his name to the wodd, 

earned only four-pence a_ day, and lived on 

oatmeal and vvater.''! '' I should say," answered 

Algernon, " t1iat these were persevering men, but 

yet, mother, I should not call them heroes." "Well 

then, I will present to you the portrait of St. Paul, 

a scholar of the highest attainments, and living at 

the most refined period of the world ; wl10, in 

derision of vain boasting, gives a his.tory of perils 

* l\IiHon. t Johnson. t Barry. 
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by land and by water, of dreary imprisonment 
and painful punishment, which would sadly have 
appalled one of your heroes. I would recommeud 
you to read the history of those great and good 
men, who have lived to advocate, and died to 
confirm the truths of the gospel; and ) ' OU will 
find that after all your theory, the christian is the 
most sublime hero. But you have not yet learned 
to· separate sound, and colour, from intrinsic worth, 
in your notions of heroism." 

All this is very dry and uninteresting, thought 
Anne, I wish they would talk less of heroei and 
more about the carriage. 

I 
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CHAPTER VIL 

AT length, the morning did arrive, on which, 

not only the carriage, but the horses were brought 

to the door. The boys had all been standing at the 

window, watching a celebrated General, who was 

riding past, to a portrait painter's: Algernon was 

surveying his steed, examining his war-like port, and 

fancying how he looked at the battle of Waterloo. 

Alfred was gazing on his countenance with the eye 

of a young artist, and Charles was calculating how 

much he should think the horse, the saddle, 

and the bridle, would all cost, when their 

attention was for a moment arrested by the 

arrival of the new equipage. Algernon observed, 

what poor horses they looked, when compared with 

the one that had just passed! Alfred thought the co

lour of the carriage objectionable; that it was not 

sufficiently defined; that it was neither blue nor 

green. Charles said, '' he could have made better let

ters than the C)1pher two years ago;" and William 

thought the lining would very soon be <1irty. Anne, 

hmYeve¥, <;>n whom all eyes were involuntarily turned, 
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could see nothing but perfections; she W8 , pre

pared for the excursion several minutes before her 

mother, her only companion, was ready; for all 

the boys decline<l accompanying her. Alcrcrnon 

·wished to go a-fishing; William and Alfred were 

constructing kites; while Charles wanted a uounc

ing ball, and was going to a neig)1uouring shop to 

buy one. Algernon, however, waited to hand his 

sister in, saw her seated in all her glory, wishe<l 

her a pleasant ride, and told her "that he was 

going so rapidly on with his translation, that he 

slioul<l very soon have ready for her perusal an ac

count of the pedestrian labours of 'Elizaueth.'" 

Anne took little notice of the observation, though 

she perfectly understood the allusion which it con

veyed, but she was seated in the long· wished for 

vehicle, and she was driving into Hyde Park: for 

this and several succeeding days, the rides she took 

were very pleasant; fo; every thing was new : the 

charm "novelty" is not coufined to early youth; it is 

at life's decline alone that it becomes burthensome; 

mankind then learn to d_read all changes, for every 

change seems but a precursor of that final one, 

which the strong anticipate with awe, the weak, 

with trembling. 

After a week had passed away, however, Anne 

began to feel that the old proverb, "'Tis not all 

gold that glitters," would hold good with respect 

to carriaf!es aud horses a-s well as trinkets: some~ 
.__ 
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times she saw wretched looking girls and Loys oi 
her own age appearing half-famished, and with a 
clothing so slight that it ·would scarcely protect 
them from the breeze of summer; and now the blasts 
of winter penetrated even her ·warmer covering a1 
she descenaed from her ·well defended conveyance. 
She could not help sighing when the shivering form 
and pale face presented itself, with '' pray, young 
lady, a half-per-my for a poor girl; I have not tast
ed a morsel for many hours;" nor can we wonder, if 
after relieving the distress she witnessed, which no 
doubt was frequently real distress, she turned a\¥ay 
with a feeling almost amounting to dissatisfaction, 
even at the view of her own happier lot. By dissatisfaction is here meant that inde
finable sensation that takes possession of the young 
mind unaccustomed to reason, at the sight of aJJy 
thing more miserable than itself; and if the ;young, 
who are prosperous, have never experienced that 

, sensation, which is more easily felt than described, 
it is not at all to thtir credit. In that happy age, 
no notions of political economy, different degree.s 
of rank necessary for the support of society, and 
the other partial evil~ which the voice of philoso
phy pronounces a general good, have ever entered 
the mind. 

Misery to the young presents itself in its '\bstract 
form, and, if left to ·their own simple views of 
r-ight7 they seldom resist its pleadings; it is by 
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those who are older and wiser than themselves, that 

they are taught to listen to the suggestions of cau

tion. 

Well then, upon the whole, had Anne entered into 

a very nice investigation of her feelings; had she 

chemically analyzed the ingredients of her own 

mind after six drives in the environs of London, 

she would, on their decomposition, have found 

the quantity on the side of pain to have more than 

its fair proportion when weighed agaiast that of 

pleasure; and, it was only when ~lighting at the 

door of her own mansion, and looking at the dirty 

feet of the passengers, who were compelled, or 

who (?hose to walk, that she would exclaim, how

ever, there is, at least, one good in a carriage-it 

keeps one's feet dry. 

Mrs. Mordaunt was all this time silently watch

ing the workings of her daughter':s mind, without 

intruding one single remark; for she anticipated 

pretty clearly, the result; and, one day, after lis

tening to a deeper sigh than she had ever before 

heard from the bosom of hei pupil, slie suddenly 

turned, and enquired into the cause. "I was just 

thinking," Anne replied, "of the poor young lady: 

you cannot have forgotten ' her, mother, with her 

head in that ugly frame ; I think I sec her just now , 

stepping into that carriage at her mother's door; 

p erhaps she is dead, and her mother may be just 

now weepin~ over her grave. After all, it would 

>-
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have been happier to be Elizabeth to be sure. She. 
did walk many hundred miles, but stilJ, she had all 
her limbs to assist her, and then she saved her fa
ther from so much suffering; 0 yes, it would have 
been far happier to be Elizabeth." Mrs. i\I ordaunt 
smiled in assent to the obsenration, and thought, 
after all, there is nothing like the school of experi:
ence; a week or two since, this reasoning would never 
have entered her head; _and, as she stepped out of the 
baroucbe, she glanced lier eye at her feet, and 
with a look foll of meaning, turning to her daugh
t~r, said, we have had an insipid ride, in which 
there has been very little to amuse, and nothing to 
instruct; hut we ltave lcept our feet dry! 

One evening, after having been employed at her 
studies the greatest part of the day, Anne was 
hounding down stairs with a light step, satisfied 
with her labours, and anxious to give a good ac
count of herself, when her attention · was fixed by 
the appearance of a very gentlemanly mn.n whom 
she had never seen before. The lamps in the hall 
were lighted, and cast a full blaze upon a whole
length picture of Jerome in the wilderness, placed in 
a large pannel at the foot of the stairs, on which 
the eye of the strang·er rested ·with a wildness of 
expression, that astonished Anne, rather than 
alarmed her; she thought he looked very different 
from most persons she saw, but she coulci not de
fine the difference, for sLe knew not what distrac-
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tion was. She courtesied to him-he took no notice 

of her, but, turning abruptly to the servant, who 

still held the hall door open, he said, "I must see 

JOur master directly." "You cannot Sir, I am 

afraid," was the reply; •' he has been gone out some 

time, and will not return until past ten.'' 

Through the open door Anne perceived an elegant 

carriage, with glittering lamps, and two idle looking 

ser_vants belonging to this strange gentleman, pacing 

up and down, and looking very different from their 

master; she felt that she ought to go fonvard, and 

her hand was nearly on the lock of the library door, 

when "what can all this meai:i, and I should like 

to know something more abou~ it," arrested her step. 

Sbe thought the stranger very rude for not noticing 

her courtesy; she was surprised he could have over• 

looked her so entirely ; she recollected (for the me

mori_es of young people are very tenacious) on these 

occasions, that it was not the case with Dr. T. and 

Mr. C. and Lady B. and many other people, who 

always smiled anrl nodded, and shook hands, and 

said many pretty complimentary thing·s to her; and 

~he thought that, though quite a stranger, the gen~ 

tleman might have afforded her a how. Whilst she 

was considering all this, the gentleman enqnired 

-of the servant whether Mrs. Mordaunt could be 

seen. "My mistress is in the libraty, Sir; if you 

will favor me with your name, a11d take the trouble 

of stepping into this room for a mement.''-The 
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stranger drew ont a card, and continued to pace UJJ 

and down the ball, until he was invited to walk for
ward. Now, thought Anne, I shall get to know some
thing about him; for I will go in at the same time; 
yet, after all, if my mother should order me out 
again, it will be very mortifying, for I really_ think 
I'm getting rather too old for that: however, Anne 
was determined to run the risk. By the fire were 
already seated', Algernon and bis tutor: Mrs. :Mor~ 
daunt vms busy, writing. Immediately on the gen
tleman's entrance, 1\Ir. Desborough collected his 
pooks, and prepared to witl.idraw; Algernon arose 
to follow him; but Anne still lingered. Mrs. l\I. 
was too much absorbed in the contt>mplation of the_ 
gentleman's painful emotions (for he was no stranger 
to her) to notice the entrance of her daughter~; and 
Anne glided up to an ottoman by the fire, and 
seated hersel f, unperceived by either party. vVhilst 
Mr. Bouchier still puced the room with hurried step, 
he made a full and confidential disclo:mre to Mrs. 
Mordaunt of the purport of his visit: he had come 
there to consult Mr. 1'.fordaunt, i1r his legal capacity, 
and to seek the sympathy of friendship: he had 
often visited him at his chambers, and was fully im
pressed with the value of his character: of Mrs. 
Mordaunt he knew not so much, but enough to feel 
convinced that she was not unwo rtl1y to be trusted. 
He was one of the pa1 tners in a considerable bank
ing.house in the city, wLic:h had, that day, stopped 
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payment. His misery was not excited solely on 

his own account, or that of his family: in his ruin 

many individuals were involved; his was not" a par-

. tial evil for a general good;'' hundreds must, and 

thousands might, suffer with him. The words, "the 

docket is struck; and we are ruined men,'' sounded 

5trangely in Anne's ears: she knew not the meaning 

of the ,vord docket, nor had she very distinct 

notions of a ruin ; she recollected, however-, that 

it sometimes meant an old broken-dow·n building, 

for she had had many of those in her drawiugs; 

and she had occasionally heard her father tell her 

brothers, that "he would never suffer the extrava

gance of a son to ruin him;" she felt therefore-, that 

min was a thing which people wished to avoid, and, 

which it was evident from the strangers appearance 

made them very miserable; yet, she could not apply 

it in the present instance; for, had she not seen a 

splendid carriage, and horses, and two fine-dressed, 

idle-looking livery servants at the d0or, belonging 

to the gentleman, . and what could they have to do 

with misery, and ruin 1 She looked at him again, 

and again-, ·considered, and re-considered, it was 

all, to her, incomprehensible, and she began to feel 

uneasy, and to wis-h herself out; for she dreaded, 

every moment, the discovering glance of her mo

ther's eye, which would have told her, in pretty 

plain language, you are where you know you have 

ne business to be; but she had even a stronger mo~ 

l 
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tive than this for wishing that she cou_ld couvenient
ly make her escape; she bad not heard much, and 
the little she had heard was in a foreign stile of con
ven,ation, and she was very desirous of seeking an 
interpreter in A Igernon; she could remember the 
words, and she knew that he could give a meaning 
to them. Just as all this was passing iu her mind,-
1.\frs. Mordaunt turned her head in the very direction 
that Anne wished, and stooped down to seek a me
morandum book; and, at this convenient moment, 
she glided out of the apartment. She lost not a 
moment in repairing to Algernon's study, whom she 
found seated by the fire, not in very good humour: 
he had been many hours working a problem, and 
could not arrive at auy certain result; he had given 
less satisfaction to Mr. Desborougb that day, than
usual, who kept a faithful register of his proceed
ings, which he weekly presented to Mr. Mordaunt; 
and, as the ·week was drawing to a close, and the 
last impression is always the strongest, he was an
ticipating a lecture where he most dreaded it; 
for, his father was one of the parents who always 
convince by the force of reasoning; Hnd, in this 
case, Algernon was fully conscious that the reason
ing must turn against him. When Anne rapped at 
the door, in no very gentle tone of voice she was 
desired to walk in. "Well, what do }OU want 1 '' 
was the first inquiry. Anne related the scene 
that had passed, and repeated the mysterious 
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sentence, " the docket 1s struck, and we 

are ruined men.'' '' Well, and what is there so 

very surprising in that?'' replied Algernon; " he 

meant to say that he is a bankrupt, that is all." 

"And what is a bankrupt?" said Anne, "for I am 

no wiser.'' "Nay, if we are to go on tracing the 

meaning of words in that way,'' said Algernon, "we 

may ring the bell to have the fire made up, for we 

shall have no chance of getting to bed to night." 

"WeH, but Algernon, you need not be so cross 

when I am so bewildered ; and you wo'n't tell me 

the meaning of any thing; now, just that one word, 

and then I shall not want to know any thing more.'' 

'' Well then," returned he, "in the first place, it is 

your own fault that you are bewildered, as you call 

it, at all; for, if you had not been impertinently 

prying into what you had no right to discover, that 

would not have happened; and, after all, you have 

only heard what you don't understand, and you are 

obliged to let me know that you have had the mean

_ness to listen, that I may translate a foreign language 

for you; so you are just rightly served." "Well, 

but Algernon, the word, that single word, Bank

rupt, and then I have done." "Then, if I must 

enlighten your ignorance,'' said Algernon, with an 

air of conscious superiority, "the word bankrupt 

is a compound word, derived from two Italian 

words, banco and rotti, which mean, when joined 

together, a broken ben'ch; bankrupt being only a 

I 2 
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corruption of the original words." '' Bnt I do not 
see how a broken bench can have much to do, or 
indeed, any thing, v,1ith a person's being ruined." 
"perhaps you do not, but don't be in such a hurry, 
I've not finished yet. In Italy, the first merchants 
who carried on trade in the ancient states, exposed 
their goods on benches in the street: they had, then, 
neither shops, nor warehomes, these being modern 
improvements; and, when a man, from having 
fallen into difficulties; that is, owing money, and 
not being able to pay it again, could no longer 
carry on his trade, they seized upon his bench and 
broke it, signifying that he must no longer trade 
amongst the other merchants, and from that cir
cumstance he was first called bancorotti, and after-, 
wards, by a corruption of the word, bankrupt." 
''Then I think I must have been mistaken in the 
conversation I heard just now, and yet, I'm sure, 
almost sure of the words; but the carriage, and 
the horses, and the servants, all these/' replied 

- Anne, "make me think I'm wrong.'' "Old as t@ 
that." said Algernon, "if those be all your doubts, 
I think they' are nothing to the purpose: why, my 
dear, that is life; ) ' OU know nothiug of life, such 
things happen every day." '"Oh! but Algernon, is 
it not very unfeeling to talk in that way; if you had 
seen as much of the gentleman as I di.cl, you could 
not joke about his distress." " I'm not joking 
about it, I'm only trying to convince you of your ig-



THE CARRIAG·E. 93 

norance; besides, neither your lamentations, nor 

mine, will pay bis debts." "But, only think," re

turned Anne, "of that beautiful carriage in which 

he came here to night-only think of his having to 

sell that.'' "Well, I think it would be a very wise 

thing, if many people, that have carriages, wo1~ld 

do the same; and it would have been still wiser 

if_ they had never bought them." "You alway11 

seem, to me, to talk very strangely about such 

things," replied his still unconvinced auditor; 

"now, do put aside those compasses, and don't go 

on with your problems just now, I want to hear 

your reasons; yes, you may smile, I'm sure I'm ca

pable of understanding reason, whatever you may 

think." "Oh! but I should be sorry to wound the 

feelings of a young lady in so t~nder a point; tha_t 

would be cruel, you know," returned Algernon, 

smiling rather sarcastically. "And what do you mean. 

by my tender feelings; Oh! now I think I guess," 

said Anne, blushing; "but I don't know that I am 

so fond, I mean, so very fond of a carriage." 

"Well ,then, if I am to _ talk reasonably ,vith you, 

just let me ask you one question :-do you recollect 

one snowy morning lately, when Mrs. Hamilton. 

came here to give Emily a music lesson?" ,,, I re

collect that Mrs. Lossac was calling on my mother. 

at the same time; well, and what of tliat," said 

Anne, '' you go a very round about way, I don'tsee 

what that has to do wit-h a carriage." '' But I do, 

I 3 
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very plainly," replied the philosopher: "I suppose 

·you don't know that Mrs. Hamilton had been rather 

longer in the habit of riding in carriages than Mrs. 

Lossac. That morning the rain was pelting against 

the windows, (if I may be allowed so unpoetical an 

expression) and the snow driving about in every 

direction, wheu Mrs. Lossac rose to go away; now, 

it happened that she was going home, and had to 

pass the very door of the house where poor Mrs. 

Hamilton lives: l\lrs. Lossac was in the music room, 

'talking to my mother at the window, when Emily 

shut up her books, and thanked Mrs. Hamilton for 

her lesson, which I'm sure Mrs. Lossac distinctly 

heard, so that she must have known that it was 

time for Mrs. Hamilton to go: my mother was 

determined, however, that sl1e should know, for 

5he turned to l\lrs. Hamilton, and enquired if she 

_were going t_o her own house immediately, and, on 

her saying she was, she observed that she felt very 

:5orry that she }rnd not a carriage to offer her, and 

pressed her to stay till evening, looking all the 

while at Mrs. Lossac, as much as to say, if )'OU 

have any compassion, you will ask Mrs. Hamilton to 

take a seat in your Barouche : she would not take 

the hint, however, and Mrs . Hamilton rose to go, 

lier eyes filled with tears, and whilst she s\ooped 

down to take up some music, I l1eard . her Sa)', 

in a low voice, I mns.t do without carriages now ; 
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it would ha?e been well for me had I always 

hsed my feet. Though I tliought so too, I was 

determined that proud woman should not be 

gratified, and I ran to call a coach at tlie corner 

of the square, on purpose that Mrs. Lossac might 

see, we did not forget who Mrs. Hamilton was, 

though she chose to do it, and I had a greater 

pleasure than that; I made her insolent coacliman 

draw back, and I kept her waiting in the hall, 

with the snow blowing in, whilst I han<led Mrs. 

Hamilton into the coach, and paid the coachman 

his fare." " Well, but still I don't understand what 

this is to end in,'' replied Anne. "Well then, I'll 

tell you," replied her informer. 

"I suppose you do not know that Mrs.Hamilton's 

husband was one of the first merchants in London; 

that, for several years, she never put her feet out 

of doors without a carriage; that he has since · 

become a bankrupt, and, that she supports him by 

teaching music. The first winter after his failure, 

from being unused to the cold, her hands and 

feet suffered so much, that I've beard my mother 

say the tears used to roll down her cheeks, 

from the pain they caused her; and what do you 

think then her mind must have suffered; the 

pi11ches there, must have been a good deal worse 

than the chilblains; and what do you think she 

would feel at the insolence of Mrs. Lossac, when 
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she cau recollect her tramping about the street!!!, 
not worth even a barrow to wheel about in. When 
young ladies begin to think so much about car 4 

riages, and such nonsense, there is no saying where 
it will end; and I'd rather be obliged to walk two 
or three times a year, from London to Johnny 
Groat's house, in Scotland, than be subject to such 
mortifications." "·well, but Algernon, you think 
my father and mother very wise people, and, you 
see they have got a carriage at last.>' "Yes, to 
cure you of your folly, most likely, and it will be 
very well if it answer; but, now, I really wish, 
Anne, that you would not teaze me any more
about carriages." 

Algernon got up, and, half smiling, told liis sister 
he would accompany her down stairs, that he might 
sec her safe, as she had begun to learn a lesson of 
dependence, and was not used, at present, to go• 
alone. As they descended the stair-case, they met 
Mr. Bouchier, who was just crossing the hall; he 
half paused, with a look of anguish, that 
seemed to say, I must go somewhere, and where 
I care not. The door of the hall was throwu open, 
the steps of tbe Cc!rriage were immediately let down, . 
he ascended them quickly, and threw himself into 
one corner, in a manner, that almost said,-would 
that these panne]s were the walls of my grave. All 
this was distinctly to be seen by the light of the 
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lamps; and Algernon repeated, with equal distinct

ness, the still-remembered words of his sister:

" I have often thought, when I saw carriages pass, 

and looked at the people inside of thern, that if 1 

had a carriage, I should never have an unhappy 

1llument." 

., 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

THE following morning, at breakfast, Anne 
ingenuously informed her mother what she had done 
the evening preceding :-that she had glided in and 
out of the room, unperceived by ·her, and had 
heard something that she did not comprehend, which 
~he had afterwards begged Algernon to ~xplain 
to her. "Sometime or other," said Mrs. Mordaunt, 
"I will put into your hands a little story, which I 
composed for your brothers, one evening as they 
sat round the fire, last winter; it will supply a 
better comment on the impropriety of your con. 
duct, than a lecture from me. However, I am 
happy that you have sufficient candour to confess 
what you have done, though you must feel that it 
was very wrong. A young lady who shows, on all 
occasions, so much anxiety to be in possession of 
the various appendages which she fancies ought to 
be attached to the rank of one, should be particu• 
larly careful to maintain, in her own deportment, 
the consistency of character, that will eventually 
be expected from her. Suppose, for example, 
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(though l am far from thinking so meanly of her) 

that Nancy, the housemaid, were, some morning, 

to glide, as you call it, into the closet of your 

papa's dressing room, and listen to the conversation 

'Which sometimes occurs whilst he is preparing to go 

out, and which is frequently of a very sacred na

ture. In what way do you suppose I should act, on 

the discovery ; I would not turn her out of my ser

vice, 'tis true, because, a consideration of the dis

advantag·es under which ignorance must labour, 

would prevent so harsh a measure: I should reflect, 

that perhaps she had never received a single lesson 

on the impropriety of such a mode of action; but 

I would not be the sufferer from that ignorance; I 

would degrade her to a still lower place in my 

establishment, until convinced that she had paid 

sufficiently dear for her errors. But Nancy would 

not do this : she has been five years in my service, 

and I never knew her guilty of so mean a practice, 

though she may have had her temptations to violate 

the rules of integrity, as well as some young ladies 

who ride in carriages." Anne blushed, and assured 

her mother, that she should be '\'ery glad to read 

the story, '' though I am _afraid,'' she observed, "it 

is something that will condemn me." 

A few mornings after this conversation, just as· , 

the family in Portman Square were rising from the 

breakfast-table, Mrs. Lossac was announced. Of 

this lady, enough has beeu already said to give the· 
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reader some faint idea of the character of one who 

sets up for a fine lady, without (if we may use a 

mercantile expression) any stock in trade to begin 

with; ali her requisites for the business consisting 

of a taste for extravagance, no matter of what 

species, and a never-ceasing ambition to be in pos

se5sion of things too rare and expensive for lier 

competitors in the sarne emploJment to procure. • 

She h~d heard th~t Mr. Bouchier~ the unfortunate 
gentleman, lately mentioned, hacl, in his collection, 

some valuable china, and a few cabinets, on which she 

had, in her occasional visits at hh house, cast an eye 

of • • • • we will not say what, though it must be con

fessed that some, who, in the eye of the world, seem 

to possess most of its good things, are yet poor 

enough to envy. Well then, when Mrs. Lossac 
heard that Mr. Bouchier's Lank ha(! failed, she 

instantly thougl1t that there woald l>e a sale, and 

the china, the cabinets, and a few other articles 

passed tbrough her mind _ in rapid succession; she 

had already placed the former on her India tables, 

now standing unoccupied, and the recesses of her 

dressing room) on which she now fixed a deli~hted 
eye, were filled with the latter. The ruin and the 

desolation spread through a family with whom she 
had often associated, were after-considerations; to 

be sure, failures, and debts, and auction sales, were 

for the individuals most concerned, she allowed, 

very disagreeable occurrences ; but vases, and pie-
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lures, &c. iu the eye of tbe fashionable virtuoso, 

were thi □gs so irresistible, that unavailing regret 

for the misfortunes of one's friends on such occa

sions would be really sinful. "I am all hurry,'' she ob

served, as she entered the room almost breathless

" I am going into Clarges-street-all the world, I bear, 

will be there. Wo'n't you go," turning to Mrs. Mor

daunt, "you have not forgotten that it is Boucliier's 

sale this morning." "I thank you,'' said Mrs. Mor

daunt coolly, "but I confess it is not any gratifica• 

tion to me to attend auction sales, under circum

stances so melanchol~,.-To see the dishes that I had 

eaten from, and the glasses out of which I had drank, 

at the table of.a friend, in the hour of his prosperity, 

transfered to my own, would be very like meeting 

the ghost of ueparted pleasure; most of my pains 

and pleasures arise from association, and surely, no 

gratifying associations could possibly present them

selves in the possession of a bankrupt's -effects, when 

that bankrupt was your friend." "Oh! I never 

reason on such nice principles," observed the 

fashionable virtuoso, anxious to be gone; " if I 

don't purchase the things, some person else will; 

I 've no notion of carrying things to such a roman ti<: 

pitch." " If you mean, indeed," said Mrs. Mor

daunt, affecting riot to understand the last sentence, 

" to wrest from the hands of others, any articles of 

furniture to which you know the family have 

attached peculiar value, in order that you may 
K 
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retain them in your oy,rn, until you can without 

inflicting a paug on their already wounded minds, 

restore them; then, I do most cordially admire the 

zeal you show on this occasion, and, tberi will you 

be their friend indeed. To see the chair on which 

a parent bas sat, the table on which he has leaned 

for hours, whilst we have watched his countenance, 

and enjoyed his · happiness; to see these conveyed 

into the hands of strangers, · who will associak uo 

ideas with them, bnt simply that they a1re chairs, 
and tables; this, I know, by sad experience, to be 
a heavy trial." " ,v ell then,'' said l\frs. Lossac-, 

without paying the least attention to Mrs. Mor

daunt's observation, "I suppose you wo'n't go with 

me, but you will, perhaps, allow i\liss Mordaunt to 
do so." Anne looked at her mother with an expres. 

sion of countenance that spoke 11er wishes too 

plainly to be misunderstood, and, to her surprise, • 

Mrs. Mordaunt acceded to the request; for she 

felt rather anxious to ascertain. the effect that 

would be produ~ed on· the mind of her pupil, 

by the scene that she would witness. In a few 
minutes Anne was ready, and Mrs. Lossac's car

riage drove away. Mrs. lVIordaunt's hints to Mrs. 

Lossac had not been lost upon Anne, and, she 

dcterrµined, should occasion require it, to profit by 
them. Mr. Mordaunt was liberal towards his 

ch ildren, on a principle of well-regulated economy: 

when he gave them money, it was not without 
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explaining to them the various uses to which it 

might be applied, and the value of that, which 

could scarcely on any of the occasions of life be 

dispensed with. It is not by dealing money out to 

young people in pennies, or even, sixpences, that 

you can make them economists; they do not feel 

any responsibility in the expenditure of sums so 

trifling; they commonly squander the money tbus 

given them, under the notion that it is not sufficient 

to purchase any thing useful, or of consequence ; 

and, when habits of wa!<te are once indulged, they 

overrun the whole character; frequently, in after

life, producing misery and ruin: but, when a sum, 

that seems to the yol:lng, important, though, to 

older persons it would appear trifling, is placed in 

their hands, in the confidence, that what is granted 

liberally, will be expended wisely, they feei that they 

are made the objects of trust, and nothing flatters 

more their self-importance, than the idea that they 

are thought worthy to be trusted. Anne Mor-

. daunt had, resting quietly in her drawer, the sum 

of ten guineas, for which she had not assigned any 

definite pureose-: it was now drawn from its recess, 

to he appropriated as circumstances might dictate. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

AT length, the barouche arrived at the door o-f 
Mr. Bouchier's mansion, that house which, until 

the last few days, had Leen the resort of the el-egant, 

the gay, the scientific, and the idle; those 

who had minds to appreciate the understandings of 

its owners, and those who could estimate the appa

rent weight of their purses; those who sought tbem 

for their own sakes, and those who visited their 

mansion, or their assemblies, for the purpo3e of 

'meetiJ?g Lady F., or the honourable Mr. G. The 

former description of persons were not this morniug 

•visible; :M rs. Lossac was, for she was of the latter, 

and, with elastic step, she bounded ont of her 

vehicle, anxiously enquiring, as she delivered her 

ticket, if the sale had commenced; on being 

answered in the affirmative, · she rushed up stairs, 

followed by her more calm companion, who \VOU

dered what there · could be so very delightful in an 

auction sale. Hitherto she had seen nothing but a 

number of empty carriages, and idle livery servants. 

She was now to be introduced to the scene of action, 
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where their not Jess idle masters an<l mistrt>sses 

were, for once, actively ernplo)ed, in surveying, 

and grasping the vestiges of rnrn scattered on every 

side. On Anne's first entrance, after pa sing the 

grand stair, and being shewn into the front 

drawing room, her eyes were a little da zzled

statues, pictures, busts, cabinets, and fin f' porce

lain china, with gilded mirrors, and splendid vases, 

met her eye in every direction; but this ~l itter was 

soon obscured; she recollected the gentleman whom 

she had seen in Portman-square, who was too much 

occupied with his own miseries, to attend to her com·. 

tesy, and whose conversation,s he had afterwards heard 

and repeated; she faucied she saw him once more, 

throwing himself into his carriage, and she thought of 

his looks at the time. "The <locket is struck, and we 

are mined men," now sounded very differently in her 

ear; she had learned the meaning of the word bank

rupt before she cam~; she now understood it still uet

ter, for every thing hefore her was a practical illustra

tion of it. She sat down beside Mrs. Lossac, and, 

whilst she heaved a deep sigh, ~he felt absorbed in 

one wish-a wish, that with the sum of ten guineas, 

she could re-purchase, for Mr. Bonchier, all bis lost 

comforts. "What a silly wish," perlrnps, some young 

persons, who glance their eyes over tl1ese pages, are 

.ready to exclaim, though they may have entertained 

wishes equally silly, but not, perhaps, equally 

kind. Still, she thought, though such a sun:i 
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cannot do every thing, it may do something, and 

jOmething it shall do. I wish, now, that Algernon 

were here, for though he does laugh at me, he has 

far more prudence than I have, and he is generous 

too; he would wish me-I'm sure he would, to buy 

iomething with the mouey, but then, he would tell 

me what. In Mrs. Lossac's judgment she had no 

confidence; she had heard it too frequently, and 

too justly called in question; besides, she said to 

herself, she will laugh at me to other people, as 

much as Algernon would to myself, and that, Anne 

felt, ih common with persons much older and 

wiser than herself, to be a very diffei:ent sort of 

laughter. All this time, whilst Anne was busied in 

her own though ts, as to the best mode of accom

plishing. her plan, the usual business of an auction 

sale was proceeding with great rapidity: "going,'' 

"going,'' "gone,'~ and all the superlative epithets 

of most beautiful, most elegant, and incomparable, 

from the auctioneer, with all tlie d.tsqnalifying 

· observations of the bidders-it is no original-a 

mere c~py-this is no hand of Raphaels, it is not 

his style-these cabinets are mere imitations, they 

were never beyond the British dominions, together 

·with an exclamation, as a sort of interlude, of, 

·" I wonder how poor Bouchier will eut up at last ! 

'tis a miserable affair; a very particular friend of 

mine, not a hundred miles hence, (in a loud whisper) 

I speak it in confidence, taken in for a few cool 
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thousands," implyi ng, with a significant shrug, that 

himself was the friend of whom be thus unostenta• 

tiously s~oke. All these exclamations, assertiom, 

contradictions, and comments, with m11ch elbow• 

ing, and pushing, were going forward, whilst Anne, 

an uninteresting, though not quite an uninterested 

spectator, was quietly seated, still meditating on 

her darling purpose. . 

At length, from the closeness of the room, and 

the anxiety of her own thoughts, her head began 

to ache, and she asked Mrs. Lossac if she might go 

through the door, which was standing open, into a 

gallery. "0 -yes," she replied, not reflecting on 

the improprie ty of permitting a young gid to stray 

about a house, which wa!5 now a public rendezvous, 

alone, "you will not meet with any one I dare say, 

for all the world se_ems to be here." Anne arose, 

aad made .her way, not without some difficulty, 

through the door: she particularly attracted the 

notice of a very kind looking old gentleman, who 

was leaning on his stick, sufficiently near the scene 

of action to know what was going forward, and not 

near enough to be mistaken for one of the bidders. 

There was something in Anne's countenance that 

pleased him, and, through the open rloor, he almost 

involuntarily watched her steps, as she walked 

along the gallery. Here there were several fine 

pictures, and, as Anne was not enough of a con• 

1101sseur to understand whether the)' were originals, 

K3 
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or only copies, she ventured to admire them l at 

last, she approached- a ·portrait, o·n which her eye 

was instantly fixed, and on which she would have 

paused still longer, to have examined it more 

minutely, had not another e)1e, still more deeply 

interested than her own, been busied in the same 

survey. "Oh, let me look at it, nurse, for the last 

~ime: poor Frederick, bow often have I sat beside 

him under that very tree. Don't. you recollect, 

nurse, the summer before his last illness, ,1vhen he 

read to us the Tales of the Castle, he used to lay 

down the book on his knee, just as the painter has 

made him do there ; and how often I have seen him 

wipe away his tears, when he did net wish us- to see 

that he had been weeping, bec;:i ~ise he used to 

say, 'that it was unmanly to weep.' Ob! nurse, I 
never wished to steal until now; some one will get 

this picture, and, perhaps they vvill throw it into a 
closet foll of old books, and lumber, whilst I am 

wishing to sec it every hour. When I begged 

tliat thi.s, only this one picture might not be sold, 

my mamrna. asked me, if, for my brother's sake, I 

would wish to see my father despised, and deserved

ly despised; and then I begged so very har<l that 

somebody might buy it for us, to be paid again, 

aucl still my mamma would not, because, she said, 

that my papa might be suspected of doing wrong, 

and, we ought to avoid wrong appearances; and 

tbat, though my papa was a b~nkrupt, he could 

• 
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prove, (which was a great comfort,) that mis

fortune had made him one." The interesting 

young speaker had now exhausted all her 

powers of eloquence; it was unheard by those who 

had praised its affectionate persuasiveness in happier 

days, and addressed to the unconscious shade of 

one who had been taken from the evil to come. As 

she threw her arms around her nurse's neck, and hid 

her face in her bosom, she exclaimed, in a tone which 

shewed that grif'f was, to her, a new sensatio~, for it 

was passionate, and loud: " Oh! my poor Frederick ; 

then we part for ever." " No, you shall uot," said 

Anne, stepping forward; for tb1s was the time to 

Jay out, with accumulating interest, her long kept 

treasure. She. chew out her purse as if scarce• 

ly daring to believe that she possess s> d t-he 

means of drying another's tears; she thought of 

Frederick and Algernol'l at the same time; all het' 

sympathies were cal!ed fo;th ; for she, too, had a 

brother that she loved. Did any n'liser, after a 

long life, devoted to the purposes of addii:ig house 

to house,- and field to field, ever enjoy, on survey• 

ing his rnortgag~s, bond_s, and promissory notes, 

payable on demand, the same exquisite delight that 

filled Anne's bosom, as she looked on the counte

nance, and grasped the hand of one as young, as 

amiable, though u_ot so fortunate as herself; whom 

. she already loved, and whom she was about to 

iiervc. She precipitately tore down the portrait 
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from the wall, regardless of all forms, "I cannot 
bid," said she, "as they call it, for I don't know how; 
but only stay here, and you shall have the picture again 
in five minutes." She ran along the gallery, leaving 
her new friend .in grateful astonishment, and, with the 
treasure in her hand, met, at the door, the same 
old gentleman whom she had seen before. He 
smiled at her, ammed with h_er evident eagerness, 
an<l the different expression which her countenance 
had assumed since he last observed her. He no" 
addressed her~ "you seem in a great hurry, yo11ng 
lady, what have you got there?" he enquired, when 
Anne, very artlessly, held up the picture. · " The 
portrait of a young gentleman reclining under a 
tree. Vv ell, it is very roetical indeed; no won
der a young lady should wish to have it". "I don't 
know him," said Anne," I never saw him, indeed, Sir, 
I believe .he is dead." "That is still more surpri
sing; the young ladies I am in the habit of meeting 
with, generally prefer living pictures to dead ones.'' 
" Oh, but it is not for myself, Sir, it is for his 
sister, and I'm so very anxious to have it ; I can 
give ten guineas for it; do you think, Sir, I may get 
it for that?" "Don't make yourself uneasy, my dear 
young lady," said the stranger, whilst his eyes now 
filled with tears ; "I knew that young gentleman, 
if you did not, and though I did not <:ome here 1o 
purchase the furniture of a friend, I will bid for 
t hat picture, at any rate. Come with o·ie, He took 
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the portrait from Anne, and presenling it to the. 

auctioneer, said, in a low voice, you are now 

selling pictures; I wish to have this put up ; I'm in 
a hurry, and shall not be here, perhaps, another 

day ; it is not .in this day's sale, I know, but that is 

nothing to . the purpose.'' The auctioneer looked at 

the gentleman, who was Lord H--, and a creditor 

·of Mr. Bouchier's, to a considerable amount. Mrs. 

Los sac now turne<l rouud, wondering how Anne could 

have attracted the notice of his lordship: but Anne 

was too busy to think either of her, ?r her conjectures, 

whilst the lot was put up, and she listened, in 

almost breathless anxiety, to the sounds of-" six 

guineas"-'' seven _guineas"-for a head of Raphael 

Smith's, a deceased painter, gentlemen-very emi

nent, a strilt.ing portrait-his portraits are selling for 

a bigh price-never do, gentlemen, to stop at seven 

guineas-" eight guineas;" very good- - "nine gui

neas," called out a female~ who was bidding in opposi t·i
on to his lordship, as if determined that a title should 

not appal her-" ten guineas," after a pause,"her op

ponent coolly uttered, but in a tone of decision, that 

informed her he was not bidding against her from 

mere caprice, but, with a calm determination to 

possess the picture. Anne now trembled, and 

whil st the tears of disappointed generosity forced 

t hemselves from her eyes, she cast on Mrs. 

Los~ac a glance of indignant feeling, involuntarily 

catching the stranger by the arm, and saying, 
• 
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c, I can go no farther." " Never mind, my dear, ch eel' 

up, we'll have him yet,'' the gentleman replied, in a 

low voice. He looked once more towards the place 

where Mrs. Lossac was sitting: her enthusaism, which 

merely arose from the spirit of contradiction, wns 

somewhat abatiug, and, in a tone rather lower than she 

had before assumed -"eleven guineas"-now arrest

ed Anne's listening ear-" twelve guineas," again re

plied her noble oppon€nt, and there was another dead 

pause; the lady now yielded, and the prize was deli

vered into the hands of her young companion, 

whom she had suffered to ramble about alone, 

until she had unconsciously become her rival. 

Anne now took out her purse, saying, in a 

voice not loud enough to be heard by those around 

her, but sufficiently distinct for her kind friend to 

understand, '' ten guineas, sir, is all that I lrn-ve at 

present, and you will find it there; _ but if you will 

tell me where you live, I'm· sure my papa (when he 

knows what has happened) will send you the re

mainder of the sum." His lordship smiled, and 

drew out his card. "I shall be very glad,'' he ob

served, "that you should know where l may be 

found, and still happier to find you; but not for 

the purpose of receiving two guineas. I will take 

the contents of yonr purse, and you shall have the 

happiness of presenting the picture as yonr own 

gift. Such benevolence as yours can only find its re. 

ward in its own consciousness; you are rich enough 
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without your ten guineas, that might only make you 

poorer." "\Yell then, sir, I am very much oLligcd 

to you indeed," said Anne, taking the portrait from 

him in a great hurry; "my papa's name is Mor

daunt, and we live at No 35, Portman-square." 

She ran out of the room, along the gallery, where 

she still found her young friend-for now they were 

f~iends-an act had passed in a few moments, which 

made them so. Friendship is a bond, the security, 

or the strength of which, does not depend on time; 

it is not to be measured by years, but by a recipro

city of good offices; nay, one good office, ihat 

5prings from the heart, is sufficient to secure the 

friendship of beings unhackneyed in the deceptions 

c,f mankind; and, when Anne sprang forward, and 

seized Emily Bouchier by the hand, exclaiming, 

"he is here again," as she looked at the picture; "he 

is yours; keep him fast, and let nobody have him," 

these young people felt the truth of this observa

tion. Anne would not wait to be thanked fo r what 

she had done, nor would her new-found friend have 

thought, perhaps, of thanking her: she folt, th a t 

under the same circumstances, she should have 

acted in tl:ie same manner; and her j oy a t having 

the picture restored to her possessio n, nm.de her 

fully sensible that the giver must be sufficiently gra. 

t ifi ed in looking back on tlie meeting of that morn

ing, and the events to which it had given rise. 

T pere are many occasions (and this was oue) 011 

L 
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which, words would be thrown away; on which, 
they may serve to weaken, but cannot enhance, the 
force of feeling. Delicate minds understand this 
distinction, and those young people had minds of 
that description, for they were both educated by 
parents that were well-br-ed, and, what' is much 
better, well-principled. 

Anne now ran back to Mrs. Lossac, who, having 
made many purchases, and bid for many more, 
was anxious to return home. On the road to Port. 
man-square, she seemed particularly anxious to 
learn how Anne had passed the time in which she 
had been rambling in the gallery. Anne told lier, 
witbout the least reserve, for reserve was no feature 
in her character, the whole of the transaction; and, 
as she did not feel that she had done any thing 
praiseworthy, in ~erely gratifying her own feeling5, 
there was not the least appearance of osteQtation in 
the disclosure: however, Mrs. Lossac sat and 
stared; and Anne wondered what she couJd be 
looking so earnestly at her for:. she had almost 
forgotten, in the midst of her happiness, the rival
ship of the morning, and the enthusiasm whieh 
Mrs . Lossac had displayed in bidding against her. 
"Then it was you, after all, that I was contending 
with for the picture, which I did not care a straw 
about. I never should have thought of it, if it had 
not been to vex that stiff, old, lord H-; but 
that family are so insufferably proud of their long 
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pedigree, and their title, that I'm al ways glad to 

see them mortified, and I know he's a miset· at the 

bottom; however, I found from his determined 

stare at me, that he wouldn't be outLid, so I 

thought it was as well to give np the matter at once; 

and so, at last, it seems, it was all to please you. 

I hope, however, that he gave you the picture 

which he made so costly to you.'' "No ma'am, in

deed he did not, nor would my mamma have allow

ed me to accept it, if he had." "Aye, it just proves 

what I said, that he's a miser." "And I thought, 

ma'am, that it proved him very generous." An11c 

now perceived the sarcastic smile that sat on l\Irs. 

Lossac's lips; for very siily people can look sar. 

castic; and she modestly observed, "You must 

understand what is generous, to be sure, ma'am, 

better than I do, but, indeed, it seemed what I 

should call, and I think, but I may be mistaken, 

yet I'm almost sure, my mother would have called, 

grnerous; but I will ask her about it when I get 

home." "Your mamma is certainly a very clever wo

man, Anne,'' ans,1vered Mrs. Lossac, again laughing; 

" but on what principle she could make it appe~r 

generous in his old "lordsbip to (ake your ten guineas, 

I cannot understand." "My pa.pa has often told 

me," replied Anne, " that what we cannot clearly 

explain, we cart only have a confused notion ot: 

Now, perhaps I've only a confused notion al.out 

what is generous, for l feel as if I couldn't exp·lain 

~2 
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it; but yet, there is something that seems to tell 
roe what it is." Anne hesitated, and blushed; and 
then faulteringly said, "I will try, however, iu 
some way or other, to tell you what I mean, for I 
see you think me very foolish, as Algernon does 
sometimes. The gentleman saw that it would make 
me very happy to get the picture for Miss Boucbier, 
and to give it to foer as my own : now, if he had 
paid for it, it would have been his, in reality, and 
that would have been taking my happiness from me, 
and that couldn't have been generous: now, as it 
was, he got it for me, and l was as happy as I 
could be. Oh yes, I still think that he is very 
generous.'' This was casuistry that Mrs. Lossac 
could not understand : it was all grPek to her com
prehension, for the young· speaker and herself had 
been educated in different schools. 

On arriving at home, however, -Anne was ve-ry 
happy to fin<l that her mamma's nofions of gener-0-
sity exactly accorded with her own. Mrs. :Mor• 
daunt seldom wept. Anne had once stood by, 
while a painful surgical operation was performed 
upon her arm; she bad also wakhed her during 
a long indisposition, and she did not observe that 

• either circumstance had drawn tears from her; 
but, on the simple relation of the facts of the 
morning, presented to her without the least embel
lishment, Anne witnessed a tear trembling in ber 
eye, and heard that her voice was not so steady a .. 
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usual; she did not, however, run out into exagge

rated praises of her daughter's benevolent feeling; 

she rose from her seat quickly, and, whilst she 

turned to the window, she merely observed, " that 

she thought it prudent for young people to put 

aside little sums, from tiine to ti~1e, that they 

might now and then afford themselves innocent 

means of becoming happier; and, she afterwards 

said it would · be very gratifying to m 0 to know lord 

H-. I should think, from his conduct this 

morning, that he must Le an arni<1ble, and a well. 

judging man. I feel glad, that when Mrs. Lossac 

abandoned you to accident, you met with such a 

friend." Here was, indeed, a difference in h11111an 

opmrnns. In :Mrs. Lossac's estimat-ion, lord I-I
stood-a rniser: in Mrs. J\'Iordaunt's-a generous 

man; and, "so it is," said she to her daughter, '' the 

very character that you will hear l1eld up to con

tempt in one company, in another, yon will find ad

mired ; and, what is better, esteemed ; after all, )OU 

must see, and judge for yourself." 
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CHAPTER X. 

A FEW days after this, Mrs. Mordaunt wrote a 
letter of invitatiou to Emily Bouchier, whom Anne 
fe]t very anxious to meet again. On her arrival, 
Anne bad great pleasure m not1crng how 
much happier she looked than when they last met 
in the gallery in Clarges-street. Though naturally 
timid, she met the familv she was come to visit - ., 
with full confidence. " They are my fath er's 
friends," she said to herself, " or tI1 ey would not 
have invited me now; they will be mine in time, if 
I act so as to deserve their kindnes? ;'' and of Anne's 
she was already assured. 'fbongh these young 
peop!e had been educated on a very similar princi
ple in some respects, in man y others th eir mode of 
education had materially differed. From her in
fancy, Anne lHord aunt had never known, experi
mentally, the meaning of the word-restraint; she 
~vas accustomed to say wha t she felt c1 nd th ought, 
on every occasion, to the full extent of her thoughts
an<i ·feelin gs; her temper was easily provoked, 
thoug h easily soothed; bhe always intended to do 
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right, though she sometimes did wrong; she was a 

little imposed upon by appearances, and apt to 

change her opinions, and she had now arrived at au 

age, at which it-was of importance, as it re ·pected 

her future walk in life, that opinions should assume 

the more steady form, of principles, and thino-!& 

should seem to be what they real!)' are. The cha

racter of Emily Bouchier wore a different aspect; 

she was naturally disposed to serious reflec!ion, a 

disposition, which circumstances had served to 

increase; her fear of doing wrong was, perhaps, 

yet greater than her anxiety to do right; her ener

gies, if we may use that hackneyed term, were not 

so active as those of her young friend; she · was 

guided more by principle, and less by impulse; 

but" she really did more than Anne, whilst she ap

peared to· do Jess; in one respect, however, she 

had materially the advantage, she was much better 

acquainted with books in general, and with the best 

of all books-the BIBLE. A tedious, and painful 

illness of Mrs. Bouchier's, bad confined her daugh

ter, very frequently to a sick room. Sometimes the 

light was so dim, that she could scarcely even read, 

and then, seated by her mother's fire, she had been 

used to give lierself up to a long train of reflections.,.... 

1mtil, to tltink, had become, with her, as much a 

habit, as an act of the mind. Every mo~·ning, be

fore she quitted her apartment, she read the scrip-

nres, not for form's sake, · but on principle; her 
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first nurse, indeed her only one, was a very superior 
woman in bumble life, wLose integrity no tempt
ation could shake, on any occasion ; her phi
losophy, and she both bad it, and, un(ler many 
ci rcumstances, had stood in need of it, was deri
ved from a pure, and sacred source. Ber's was 
the religion of the bible, and she had, very early, 
taught ,her young charge the value of that important 
volume. Towards this good woman, Emily felt the 
most unboun<led gratitude, she did not recollect one 
l10ur of her existence, in which R nth had not been 
assocjated with her mother, in her thou glits and· 
affections, and as the infant had advanced into the 
child, and the child had matured into the gir1 of 
fourteen, her sentiments for "mammy" remained 
unchanged; and, on the misfortunes of her father,. 
she could part with horses, carriages, and fine fur
niture, with great composure. There were but two 
objects from which, with all her fortitude, she could 
not have borne to part, her brother's portrait, 
and her "mammy.'" 

It was not many days before Emily discovered, 
with a degree of pain, that she could not, and did. 
not attempt, to conceal,. that Anne was not so much 
in the habit of reading scripture as herself; some
times she was not ready to make her appearance in 
the breakfast room the very moment that Anne 
wished for her, and, on her young triend's coming • 
to s.eek her out, (as she called it) she was apt to 
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express some surprise on finding her always do

ing the same thing. "What! reading the bible 

again, Emily ! " she said, one morning, on going 

suddenly into the room; "and do you, really, al

ways read it every day." Emily smiled-'' you 

must excuse me," she answered, '' for smiling, but 

)'our question seems to me so strange." "Why, what 

do ,you find there that interests you so very much; 

you know, when persons have read it all through, 

they have nothing more to learn." "Not if 

they read it as history, certainly,'' said Emily, "but 

that is only c1s they would read any other book." 

"And what is it else,'' said !nne, "it tells us 

things as they have been, and does not history do 

that." "But it tells us things as they should be,'' 

replied Emily, with some quickness, "and common 

h~story will not do that." "Perhaps," she added, 

q when you first saw me, (and I shall never forget 

it)'' taking Anne's hand, and grasping it within 

lier's, "I might have been guilty of the sin of steal

ing, for the temptation was so great, that it hardly 

seemed a crime; had I not read the bible, and 

thouglit of it more than once"-" Oh, but stealing 

is such a low, mean, vice, I'm sure you would not 

11avc thought of that, if you had never seen a bible 

in your life; no well~educated person could think 

of such a thing." '' What do you mean, my dear 

Anne, by a well-educated person.'' " \.\'hy, I 

n:i.ean well-taught, you know, and well-bred. I 
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cannot exactly explain it, but every person under
stands (I mean such people as you and I,) what is 
meant by well-educated." "Do you think so," said 
Emily, "now I think that it is a thing about which 
people differ more than any subject I know, and I 
don't agree with you about the first part of your 
sentence. I don't think that any of my well-educa
te<l persons would be guilty of dishonesty, but I wo'n't 
answer for yours, that is, if you think that a per
son may be well-educated without the assistance of 
the bible. There are so many ways of being· dis
honest, you know, besides actually stealing. Now, 
I dare say, and indeed, in my short life I've seen it, 
that many of your polite, well-bred people, who 
would not cheat by stealing each other's purses, 

, will often make promises that they never mean to 
perform; they will pay people many fine compli
ments, and perhaps ridicule them when they are 
not present: you must see this every day: now this 
is dishonesty, and the bible would tell them so.'' 
" But these people have bad dispositions," replied 
Anne. " Yes, and so have we all, naturally,'' 
rejoined Emily, "and, it is to cure us of these 
that the bible is so useful." '' Well but, now there 
is my brother Algernon, I'm sure he has not a bad 
disposition, and I-I'm certain," she continued, 
hesitating whilst she spoke, "that it would make 
me very unhappy, if you thought that I had a very 
bad one, and we do not, · ei thcr of us, often 1·ead 
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the bible." " But if you do not, I have no doubt 

that Mrs. Mordaunt has taken the bible for her 

guide in your education, and you have learned your 

principles from her, for I am sure, from what I 

have seen of her, that she always acts as I should 

think a person would, who had read that book a 

great deal." "Well, to say tbe truth," said Anne, 

'' I believe she always reads it for more than an hour 

every night, before she goes to bed, and she reads 

it to us every day, and explains to us the parts 

which we do not understand, and, I rather think, 

that the reason she does not press the perusal of it 

upon us so much is, from her being afraid that we 

should read it as a task : now, speak the truth, 

Emily, does it never appear a task to you 1 '' "I 

will not say," replied Emily, "that I always sit down 

to read it with the same inclination, but when I do 

not, the fault is in myself, not in the bible. There 

are people, I have no doubt, who always have some 

pleasure in reading it, but then, they pray, I dare 

say, far more than I do. I know, my nnrse, who 

is the best woman I ever knew, prays a great deal, 

aod she says, the more she prays, the more need 

she finds !She has to pray." "And have yon learned 

all your religion 1rom your nurse," Anne enquired. 

"A great deal of my religion, as you call it, I 

have," answered Emily, "for she first put the bible 

.into my hands, and explained many parts of it that 

1 did not understand." "And how could she, in 
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her situation, understand it better than you," .asked 
Anne, rather incre<lulously. "It is a common 
error, my dear Anne, I fear, to suppose that to 
be dependant on human understanding, vvhich must 
be the fruit of the operation of the Spirit of God 
upon our hearts. A re we not told, that not many 
wise, not many learned, but babes and sucklings are 
instructed in these truth s." And here the conversa
tion ended, for the bi'eakfast bell rang. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

WHILST the young people were engaged in con

versation, the door was opened, and Mrs. Kirwan " 

was announced: of all the guests who were received 

in Portman-square, she was the most welcome. 

Mrs. Mordaunt gladly arose to · meet her, and to 

conduct her to a warm seat, for she had been walk

ing about all the morning, and looked cold and 

pale. Mrs. Kirwan was one of that respectable body 

of people called Quakers, who, literally, went 

about doing good; good was the ruling principle 

of her :soul, the aim and end of every action. She 

was engaged in most of the societies that are de

signed to promote the welfare of the community at 

large, by ameliorating the evils of the poor, cloth

ing their bodies, cnlighteni'ng their minds, an<l 

lessening those hardships which are almost the in

separable companions of their condition; she ,,,as 

from morning till night, planning, and exe

c1,1.ting schemes for their advantage. "When the 

ear heard her, then it blessed her, and when the 

M 
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eye saw h.er, it gave witness to her; because she 

delivered tbe poor that cried, and the fatherless, 

and hjm that had none to help him; the blessing of 

him that was ready to perish came upon her, and 

~he caused the widow's heart to sing for joy.'' She 

quietly took her seat by the fire, an<l, after the 

first salutation, sunk into silence; her thoughts 

appeared to be wandering to distant objects, and 

her feelings were evidently much depressed. The 
young people looked at her, and then at each other, 

wondering when the silence was to end; while 

l1cr mind seemed still intent upon some sub

ject of deep interest. She took off her bonuet, 

laid it on the table, which was near her, and drew 

a paper from her pocket. "I have just been in 

Newgat<'," she said, "and have met with two very 

interesting cases, and I wished thy husband to ap

point a time for going there with me. I think 

something might be done for one who is under sen. 

tence of death; there appear to be circumstances 

which, in the ey.e of rn~rcy, would be considered of 

a palliating uature. I have drawn up a short me

morial, with my pencil, ;w hilst in the prison; 

\vilt tbou read it, ·and give it to him.~' l\1rs. Mor

liaunt took the paper. Mrs. Kirwan's eyes filled 

with tears ; she sighed very deeply, as she looked 

at the boys. Charles glided up to her, stood by 

her side, and involuntarily laid bis hand upon her's. 

She clasped it affectionately, a.nd looked at Alger-
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non. "It is the case of a )'Outh, not much older 

I think, than thyself, who bas been guilty of the 

crime of forgery, hut, under circumstances of 

a nature so peculiar, that I cannot help feeling a 

deep interest in his fate:" her fine eyes were raised as 

she spoke, and, the next moment, cast upon the 

carpet. At this juncture, the door was again 

opened, and Dr. T. followed by Mrs. Lossac, en

tered the room. The parties were all known to each 

other; for, amongst the other inconveniences of 

human life, it does happen, that characters a re 

sometimes forced to meet, though th~y cannot 

amalgamate; and two, more opposite, could scarcely 

be found, than those of Mrs. Kirwan and Mrs. 

Lossac. "I'm tired to death,'' said the latter, 

throwing herself into a chair; "I've been lrnstliHg 

about in the Bazaar all the morning, buying an im

mense load of things, that I dare say I shall never 

·wear, after all; but I'll ring the bell, just for the 

servant to take them out of the carriage, that you 

may sec some of my cheap bargains. Ob, I beg 

your p;irdon, Dr. will you ring the bell." "Papa 

says," observed Charles, "that nothing is cheap,. 

that ·we don't want." Mrs. Kirwan, who had just 

awoke from her beuevolcnt dream, in which, like 

other castle builders, things had all appeared pre

cisely as ·she wished, lis!ened to Charles's remark, 

and could not forbear smiling. The doctor sat 

grave, and thoughtful, casting a look first at Mrs. 

M2 
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Ki-rwau, ancl then at her contrast. "Are you not 

well, Doctor," enquired Mrs. Mordaunt. '' Yes; 

pretty well," be answered, hesitatingly, "I've had a 

long walk from --- Hospital." '' \\Tell," said 

Algernon, "there are different scenes in different 
places, to be sure, and very different pursuits:

Mrs. Kirwan visiting Newgate, Dr. T. a lunatic 

asylum, -and l\Irs. Lossac, a repository of millinery 

goods, all at 1he same time." "There must be light 

and shade, in every group, to give effect to a pic
ture,'' said Alfred; and when be turned his eyes 

towards the two females, it was evident how, as a 

p::tinter, he would have disposed of them; which 
l1e would have presented in the foreground, and 

which he would have thrown into perspective. 

Whilst Mrs. Lossl:i,c unpacked her millinery, in 

,vhich none seemed interested, except Frederick 

and Emily, · two children, of about five and six year5 

old, Mrs. Kirwan entered into an animated con

versation with Dr. T. and Mrs. Mordaunt, on the 

subject of Lunatic Asylums: she had lately thought 

a good deal, and interested herself very warmly, 

about the unhappy victims of that most afflictive 

of all maladies, and she was anxious for informa

tion wherever she could obtain it. Emily Bouchier 

was wholly intent on what was passing on that side 

the room, whilst Anne's thoughts were sometimes iu 

·New_gate, with the unfortunate youth; then' in -

Hospital; and occasionally wandering·, i~1 company 
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with her eyes, into the bandboxes. "The mourn. 

fol recollections of a lucid interval," observed l\1rs. 

Kirwan, "so strongly associated with impressions 

of past severe treatment, must often, I should 

fear, be instrumental in producing new paroxysms 

of insanity. Y.le all unite in condemning the 

adoption of coercive measures with children, eve!1 

when they are under the influence of the strongest 

passions; and, if the absence of reason be insanity, 

these infants may be said, for the time, to be 

insane; yet we wait until the paroxysm is over, and 

then we punish, bnt not with the lash. The mant 

who commits murder at the moment when resent

ment has gained an undue influence over uis mind, 

is no longer the subject of reason; for rea son 

teaches us that a mode of action, which is inju• 

rious to another, must be pernicious in its conse

quences, to ourselves. This man, however, is 

tried, found guilty of man-slaughter, and simply 

burned in the hand; whilst the poor patients, in a 

lunatic asylum, are too frequently punished for 

their calamities, as if those calamities were crimes." 

"You forgot," however, I think, said Dr. T. '' to 

make a distinction between the temporary absence 

of reasop, and a total perversion of the reasoning 

powers. I agree with you, tl?at persons under 

the influence of pa.ssion, are not, for the time the 

subjects of reason; but when passion has subsided, 

reason regains her influence, and th~y may agam 

1',1 3 
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be treated as rational beings; but in a total perver
sion of reason, the case is very different." "It 
appears to me as different," said Algernon. "as 
rooms without furniture, and rooms full of broken 
chairs and tables ; the one may be repaired, but in 
the other there is nothing to supply." "Illustra
tion," observed the doctor, "is no argument: 
l)ut to return to our subject :- I do agree with 
you, in thinking coercive measures are to be 
deprecated, and it is doubtful whether the reason
ing faculties are ever in such a state of lamentable 
perversion, as to render the obj.ect unconscious of 
injurious treatment; and, if conscious of it, whilst 
5till unconscious for what end it is proposed, it is 
yet more doubtful whether it can be salutary in its 
dfects." Mrs. Kirwan was in baste to depart; she 
found that she could not see Mr. Mordaunt until 
the following day, and she hiad every hour appro
priate<l. Mrs. Mordaunt could not prevail with 
}1er to give up any of her engagements, since they 
were all of a benevolent nature. She shook hands 
with the family and the Doetor, and cast an eye of 
generous compassion on Mrs. Lossac, as she silently 
contemplated her bustling about in her boxeS" 
amongst her frills and frippery. During, th.e· Jast 
twenty years, Mrs. Kirwan's dress had not under
gone, wi th respect_ to faihion, the slightest altera
tion; the plain border of her plaiA cap, still shaded 
~h same forehead, in which, though care and iW-
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row had planted a few wrinkles, no frowns were to 

be seen, which is more than can l.,e said of the 

forehead of every lady who has varied her costume, 

with all the successive seasons, in the same number 

of years. 

As she shut the door, er that is a head," said 

Alfred, "that always reminds me of the heads of 

my favourite Guido, mild, pale, and penetrating." 

"Pale enough, of all conscience," observed Mrs. 

Lossac, '' if that be a recommendation ; bnt I 

never heard before that it is considered one." 

H The ladies who take so much pains to assume a 

blush are not of that opinion, I presume," retorted 

Alfred, " but they sometimes forget, or perhap8, do 

not understand, that physical and physiognomical 

beauty are not precisely the same, and I can readily 

imagine that those, who5e school of taste is found 

in the ball room, would not be ready to admit the 

beauty of the face that we have just seen; but 

artists find their models in a different school." 

" Well, I am no artist," said Algernon, " and yet 

I think, I've seldom seen a finer countenance than 

1\1rs. Kirwan's.'' "Oh! and so good too," added 

Emily. _ er Yes," interrupted little Charles, "and 

I'm sure, when she was talking of the young man iu 

Newgate, and looking at Algernon, just when I saw 

the tear in her eye, she was exactly lrke my papa's 

angel of mercy, that picture he is so fond of, and I 

ahrays thought angels were the most beautiful beings 
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in existence; and I wonld say another tLing, if I 
did not think that Mrs. Lossac would be angry :-I 
thought-I t!Jought-that all the frills aud what-cl' ye
call-ems in the band boxes, couldn't have made 

her look half so well." " Nor could they," said 
the doctor, "for she was dressed in the beautiful 
robe of charity.'' l\lrs. Lossac arose, evidently 

discomfited, for she was unable to maintai1~ her pre
mises, even with school-boys. She only adrled, 
"that Mrs. Kirwan was a beauty sl1e had no wish to 
resemble:" while the doctor begged her not to alarm 

herself, since she had no present gr.ounds for fear 

cm that subject. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE whole of the day following, Mr. Mordaunt 

was too much occupied by indispensible business 

of great importance, to attend Mrs. Kirwan, in 

her personal applications to every individual to 

whom she · could gain access, whose interest was of 

sufficient weight to promise her any hope on the 

subject that so deeply occupied her thoughts; the 

remission of tllat sentence, on which hung the fate 

of the unfortunate youth. She callE:d in Portman. 

square, in the morning, at an early hour, signify

ing her intention of visiting Newgate that evening. 

Some of the young people, who had felt greatly in

terested in her account of the delinquent, ex pressed 

their desire of accompanying her. Algernon was 

fond of contemplating life (as he called it) under 

all its forms. Alfred thought a prison afforded a 

fine field for a painter. Emily wished to hear the 

conversation Letween Mrs. Kirwan and the unhappy 

)'Outh; she anticipated, with emotions of a· very 

lively kind, the consolation which she would ofter 

him; and Anne was anxious to join the party, lJe-



] 3-! THE CARRIAGE. 

cause the rest were going; she was of so sociable a 
character, that it mattered not to her whether the 
scene were a prison, a chapel, or a concert room, 
so long as she went in company, and took a ride; 
and Mrs. Mordaunt had prevailed upon Mrs. Kir
wan to promise that she would repose her weary 
limbs in her carriage, for they would ache, not
withstanding they were perpetually moving in the 
pursuit of good. The wretched object of their 
visit, now under the- heavy senteuce of the law, lu~d 
been clerk in a banking house; he bad lost his fa
ther under circumstance~ peculiarly calamitous; 
bis mother, with four girls, some years younger 
than this, her only son, had beer;. left to struggle 
with innumerable difficulties. To prove the former 
respectability of his character, the most weighty 
testimony had concurred; tbe crime, committed in 
an hour of severe distress, in which temptation, too 
powerful, bad assailed him, was that of having 
forged the name of one of his employers, in order 
to procure a sum of money, which sum he had ap
propriated to the immediate exigencies of a mother, 
enfeebled, and rendered quite destitute, by a loug 
course of sickness. It appeared that it was his 
firm intention to replace the money by means of his 
annu~l salary; but the fraud was quickly detected, 
aud the parties bound to prosecute. Such was the 
account presented by l\1rs. Kirwan to the family in 
Portman-square. 
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At five o•cfock l\frs. Kirwan called; the young 

people bad dined, and were waiting to accompany 

her; the carriage 'v\'a8 ready, and the party drove 

off. It ,l\1as the month of January, and quite dark; 

no object was discernible, except by the light of _ 

the carriage lamps; a circumstance on which A nnc 

did not fail to comment. l\Iany carriages, how

ever, rolled on, to the passengers in which was 

afforded the same envied privilege. The carriages 

of fine ladies returning from the ci!y, and their 

morning purchases; those of busy merchants re

tiring from their counting-houses to their nightly 

mansions, and their luxurious dinners ; and those 

of lawyers driving from their inns of court, and 

endeavouring, perhaps, (though not so successfully) 

to drive away from thoughts which would pur

sue them ; for thoughts are, sometimes, very un

polite intruders. There was one carriage, however, 

undistinguished by any light, the hackney-coach 

at the door of the prison, from which had just 

alighted, tbe wretched mother of a still more 

wretched son. Mrs. Kirwan descended the steps 

of :Mrs. lVIordaunt's barouche, followed by the 

young party: her heart was fuIJ, and she was 

silent; it was not on the gloom of a prison, nor on 

the dim light reflected by the lamps attached to its 

<lreary wails, that she was musing; prisons were 

mansions, with which her frequent visits there ha<l 

rendered familiar; no,-it was of life and its vicis-
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situdes she thought, as, with a step less firm, and a 
heart far more heavy than usual, she proceeaed 
along the dreary passages. "How much," at length 
she observed to Algernon, "is man the creature of 
circumstances." She surveyed the young, and the (at 
least externally) happy group, who were her com
panions: "how can we feel confi<lent,'' she added, 
"that under the same temptations we might not 
have fallen. Inscribed on these walls, my young 
friends, is an awful , lesson ; they have contained, 
at the same time, the learned and the ignorant; they 
who have, perhaps, once professed, and really fol
lowed God, and those who have never known him. 
Ld us watch and pray, lest we enter into tempta
tion!" Emily looked at her companion with an 
expression of the deepest esteem. The boys, who 
had been taught by their parents to hold the talents 
of Mrs. Kin,van in the highest degree of veneration, 
listened to . her with respect; and Anne could not 
help drawing comparisons between her and some 
of the ladies whom she saw at Madamoiselle 
A-na's, the celebrated teacher of quadrilles. 

All this time the heavy doors were grating on 
their hinges; the keys of the different apartments 
were turned sullenly in the locks by the turnkeys, 
whose countenances were in unison with the scene; 
the rain was beating heavily against the grated win
dows; the steps passing to and fro were given back 
to the ear in gloomy echo; and the watchman 
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\Vitbout, was beginning to proclaim the flight of 

those hours which pause not, either for the happy, 

o·r the wretched; for him who may have many days 

to count, and for him whose days are numbered, 

either by the laws of nature, or the laws of that 

country under whose government he has hitherto 

lived, and to whose restrictions lie must sub

mit, or die. At length, they reached the door of 

that apartm ·:nt which had been afforded to the un

happy being, whom those were about to visit; and 

here the young people stopped. They were none 

of them ·strangers to that sentiment, which makes 

us feel, that when we approach the unfortunate, we 

are not standing on common ground. Sorrow 

i.; a sacred thing, and they have been very ill edu

cated who can never learn that truth, until it assail 

them by bitter experience. The door was now 

opened, and presented to their view a sig;ht, at 

which the painter and the poet might have equally 

gazed with emotions of the deepest interest: a mo

ther kneeling by her devoted sou, in silent prayer; 

she did not weep~ she attempted not to raise her 

voice, the fountain of tears seemed dried up, her 

powers of utterance appeared to have forsaken her, 

and her bands clung together as if they could no 

more be separal'ed, whilst her eyes were raised with 

-an expression of agony that seemed to have fixed 

H1em, immoveably, on the ceiling. She was quite 

unconscious of the entrance of the party; inc{eed, 

N 



138 THE CARRIAG:l!:, 

had sbe been surrounded by the whole world, she 

would not have seen it; and, so deeply was sbP. al,. 

sorbed 1n the miseries of a beloved, an only son, 

tliat, perhaps, the voice that had proclaimed his 

pardon, (cou ld rnch a vnice, at tliat moment, have 

sounded through the walls) had been unheard by 

lier. At such a picture 'who could look unmoved; 

the young people t\lrned from it, saw the wretched 

)'Outh seated at a table, his hands spread before 

his eyes, as if to sbut out the sight of a mother who 

had cherished him on her knees, guided him in his 

feeble years1 endeavoured to teach him what she · 

believed to be the truth, looked forward to his en

joyment of a life " full of years and of honours," 

and now doomed to witness his igno minious end. 

Emily Bouchicr was the first who approached the 

place where the victim of maternal suffering was still 

kneeling, and sl1e involuntarily dropped on her knees; 

Anne passively following her example; the boys seat

ed themselves by Mrs. K irwan, and an awful silence 

increased the gloom of the surrounding objects. 

In the countenance of Mrs . Kirwan, at this moment, 

there was an expression, something mo.re than 

earthly; it seemed so purified from the dross of 

human passions, that it was almost difficult to sup• 

pose that she could ever Lave inhaled the atmos

phere of a world degenerated from its first state of 

innocence: she had once been the happy mother of 

a lovt'ly infant; she had watched over it with all 
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the intenseness of a mother's love, but she had not 

hecn permitted to behold the bud expand into a 

flower: deatli had blighted this fragrant little plant; 

it faded, withered, and mingled with its parent 

earth. Since ·that period, she had made the world 

her children ; she bad not retired from society, and 

selfis·hJy nourished the grief that must soon have 

consumed her, but had diverted its channel by 

turning it to the woes of others; and as she now 

sat and contemplated the scene before her, she felt 

that there was a parent, in comparison with whose 

misfortunes, her own seemed as signal blessings. 

At 1en6th, the miserable youth, on perceiving the 

friend to whose beuevolent exertions he was so llluch 

indebted, once more raised his head. There is not, 

per~aps, any stage of life, nor any circumstances, 

even of the deepest calamity, that can, whilst con

sciousness remains, render us insensible to the voice 

or countenance of friendsliiIJ; and when Mrs. Kir

,Nan approached the table, and extended her hand, 

he seized it as if his last remaining hope were de

pendant on its aid, and burst into tears-tears that 

awok~ bis mother from her dream of agony; she 

suddenly started, and rose from her knees. "Let 

tl e sorrowful sigbiug· of the prisoner come before 

Thee, and, in the greatness of thy mercy, preserve 

Thou those that are 3ppointed to die!" were the first 

words from the lips .of l\1 rs. Kirwan, that broke the 

solemn $ilence. She turned to the spectators. 

N2 
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" You are yet young,'' she said ; " the world, to, 

you, is still untried; its falselio-0 d yet unknown ; 

misery has not visited your dwellings-, nor tempta

tion assailed you ; beware of the first steps that 

lead to a departure from virtue; learn to distrust 

yourselves, and to confide wholly in that ·power 

under ,..-hose guidance alone is safety; she looked 

alternately at the unfortunate youth and bis afflict.,. 

ed mother, to wbom she could scarcely hold out 

sufficient hope to rescue them from despair: "all 
that I can do for thee," she added, "I will do,'' 

whilst she compassionately took the hand of the 

poor widow, who would, like hcrseH: in all proba

bility, be soon sunk into a state of bereavement, 

under far more mournful circumsfances. Little 

more was said; a few broken sentences, mingled 

with tears , on the. part of those most <leeply con

cerned. and a few words of christian consolation , 

on that of their benevolent friend, alone interrupted. 

1he silence of the scene. Mrs. Kirwan endeavoured 

to direct the views of the unhappy delinquent be

) ond the grave; she spoke of that world in which 

neitlier sin, nor its consequent ev,il, sorruw, would 

ever more exist; when she adverted to the strictnes 

of human laws, which extend not hope to the 

guilty, however repentant; in which, though there 

may be a mitigation of the sentence whicb they im

pose, a free pardon is very rarely grante' l. S!te 

drew a comparative view of the benevolent schem~ 
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of the gospe1 dispensation; she encouraged the 

mourner by its richest hopes, and its most precious 

promises. Sue commented on tbc brevity 1hc in

felicity of life, even in its longest and best estate; 

she enlarged on that most consolatory doctrine, 

the doctrine of the atonement; she explained its 

nature, its efficacy ; she taught the poor sufferer, 

whose earthly prospects were fast hastening to a 

close, a lesson of sovereign import; and she com

mitted to his possession that gift, 1 he value of which 

we sometimes (too often indeed) only learn to ap

preciate when every other is about to be torn from 

us, the BIBLE. She wrapped her cloak about her, 

put on her plain bonnet once more, and faulteriugly 

arose, as if she_ felt the necessity, more powerfully 

than the inclination, to quit the apartment of sor

row. l\Iany persons, we should hope most persons, 

under similar circumstances, have felt the same re

Juctance to separate from those to whose ear their 

voice was the voice of comfort. Tliere is a feeling, 

that can scarcely be desrcibed, which penetrates 

the heart when we close the door on misery. The 

gay and the prosperous, when we leave them, lose 

nothing by our departure; the lights that beam 

through their apartments still burn with the same 

lustre, and all its decorations continue to gild the 

scene: not so the dungeon of misery; there the 

twinklings of the solitary lamp appear to ewit a 

still more gloomy light, the walls ~eem more naked 

N3 
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than before, and the last ray of hope appears to 

depart with the countenanc,~ that is shut out from 

the priso'ller's view. This was the i1Hlescribable 

feeling that took possession of Mrs. Kirwan and her 

young companions as they slowly withdrew from 

the impressive scene, and, as they returned through 

the passages by which they had entered, not a word 

was spoken. They ascended the barouche, which 

was waiting for them, -and drove ·down several 

streets before the conversation was resumed. 

Algernon first broke the silence. "I have been 

thinking,'' he observed, '' as I sat in Newgate, of 

all the miseries that spring,from luxury." "It was 

not from association then, I should suppose,'' re~ 

plied Alfred, "for Newgate does uot abound with 

luxury in any of its forms." "No, I grant that, 

and ruy thoughts were not altogether there at the 

time, though I was thinking on subjects with which 

J might associate that or any other prison. As you 

are a painter, and fond of views, I will tell yon, I was 

just picturing to myself that poor follow we have left, 

_ amongst the lakes, where l have so long and so 

happily lived: I had placed him and his poor mother 

in a comfortable little cottage; I fancied him dressed 

like a peasant, and going to his daily work, with 

food sufficient to supply his wants for the day.'' 

f' Well, and what had all that to do with Newgate, 

or luxury, or his present situation," asked Alfred, 

,, Every thing," returned Algernon, "for if such 
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bad been his abode and his habits, he would, in 

all probability, never Lave been circumstanced as 

we now see him." "But I did not understand," 

replied Alfred, ''that . he ever had any particular 

taste for luxury. From Mrs. Kirwan's account of 

.him, I thought his crime had proceeded from the 

great anxiety which he felt to assist l,is mother." 

"Yes, and that does not disprove my assertion,-" 

retorted Algernon, "for had she lived in the way I 

have described, her wants would have been fewer, 

and of a different kind. Do you suppose that lhe 

view which would be taken by a banker's clerk in 

London, and a peasant in Cumberland, of what 

each would call the necessaries of life, would be 

quite the same. A clerk, in London, is living in 

the view of luxury every hour; he has thousands 

passing through his hands each d£1y, and his desires 

expand, not with his own means of gratifying them, 

hut frequently with th~ means of other people. I 

do11't know how you feel, but I am afraid I should 

be very apt to forget sometimes that the money I 

was turning over in a large mercantile or banking 

house was but a trust, and that I had no interest in 

it, but to count it, and enter it in the books of my 

employers." "But if persous were to adopt that rea. 

soning, there might be an end of honesty at once, 

public credit would be shaken every hour, and no 

man could trust his neighbour,'-' observed Alfred. 

" Aye, this is all fine," said Algernon, " but if I 
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desired to preserve my integrity, I should wish, at 
the same time, never to be orought into the view of 
luxury in any way, and every thiug is luxnry which 
goes beyond the immedia te wants of nature, which 
must be supplied. How much wiser or happier 
have mankind made themselves by ail their artifi
cial wants 1 one man must have two or three houses 
to live in, and ,,vill uot, always, even live in them 
when he has got them; another must have a dozen 
idle servants, when he has scarcely employment for 
one; and ladies must have their carriages to drive 

· them about in the pursuit of every folly, and these 
are the ways of London. Ob ! restore me to the 
lakes once more," concluded Algernon, with a sigh, 
when at that moment the carriage stopped in Port
man-sqnare. 

, 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

A FEW mornings after the prison-scene, while 

i\Jr. Mordaunt and Mrs. Kirwan were employing 

their united efforts t~ save the poor delinquent, 

Algernon proposed to the young ladies a drive; the 

party set off without any definite object, to gratify 

tlieir curiosity. At length they found themselves, 

after passing a considerable way over Blackfriars' 

Bridge, on the Surry Road, where a number of fiue 

houses, and beautiful pleasure-grounds presented 

themselves. After alighting from the carriage, and 

wandering about some time, Anne and Emily began 

to feel a little fatigued, and requested the young 

gentlemen's patience whilst they rested themselves; 

t-he party sat down on a bank, near the lawn of an 

elegant mansion, round which was a sweep for a 

carriage, in which situatio11 they had 11ot been 

many minutes, when one presented itself at the 

door. As the young people were employed in sur

v-eying the scene, and each bestowing some remarks 

upon it, Alfred perceived that some of the windows 
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were barreJ across. On a board at the gateway 
there was a notice .tliat these grounds were only 
open to the public two days in the week, Monday, , 
and Thursday. "That is all in our favour," said 
Algernon, "for this happens to be Thursday, 
and if you have any desire, young ladies, to 
gratify that curiosity so prevalent amongst your 
sex, we will penetrate a little farther." "But I 
don't understand," observed Anne, "those bars 
across the windows which Alfred pointed out." 
"Well, come on," answered Algernon, "we slrnll 
find out their meaning, perhaps, by and by." 
Followed by the rest of the party, he proceeded 
up the avenue: within a small inclosurc, were seated 
on a garden chair, two ladies and a gentleman : a 
lady was standing at one end of the chair, support
ing a female, with whose appearance the party \Y~re 
particularly struck; her hand was reclining on 
her friend's shoulder, her eyes were cast on the 
gro und, her dress seemed neglected, and her wfJOle 
person betrayed ma rks of forlornness; she &cerncrl 
between twenty and thirty years of age; her form 
\\ as slender and interesting, and vd1cn she raised 
her eye, her countenance indicated traces of the 
deepest anguish; there was a wildness in its expres~ 
sion, mingled wjth an occasional sweetness, w:;ich 
excited compassion, though not unmixed with 
alarm: she looked as if the world's pilgrima~c 
had proYed so thorny, that her feet were no lonrr r 
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able to tread its mazes; she looked as if she bad 

o'nce had glowing affectious, sanguine hopes, and 

bright prospects; a keen flash emanated from 

her eye, which told the observer a tale of p,s t 

times; that it was an eye tliat had gazed 011 objects 

which had passed away for ever; that her affect ions 

had been chilled, her hopes bligl1ted, and her pros

pects darkened in the meridian of her day: her 

companions all seemed equally int-erested in her; 

they all followed her with anxions and enquiring 

looks as slie motioned to her friend to. move on. 

The interest <lid not seem to be excited by any com

mon cause. It was not mere indisposition; it was 

not sorrow alone that could have caused it: no; it 

was compounded of both; it was Insanity. She 

now entered into conversation (if so it could be 

called;) her language was wild, her expression5 

incoherent, her moYcments rapid, she seemed to 

have but one preponderating feeling, and that was 

the desire to escape; she looked towards th e gate 

that bounded tbc avenue, and tLen at the l10use in 

which she usually dwelt: she spoke to her friend 

of embarking in a ship that was on the point of 

sailing, and directing her eyes towards the carriage 

that was still driving round the lawn, she asked her 

if all the luggage were put in. "But it will be all 

over when I get there," she added, "It is all over

I am too late-look at the blood on my hands, and 

now don't stop me a moment, for I'm going to dig 
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his grave.'' Anne and Emily involuntarily recoiled, 

for they now began to feel some alarm lest she 

11houlJ perceive the party, as her eyes were wander

ing in every direction; the gentleman now approach

ed her, whom, from tlie command which he appear

ed to have over her mind, they concluded to be her 

medical attendant; as he drev, near she again sunk 

into silence; she tore the leaves from the trees, 

and scattering them about rn all directions, 

whispered (as she thought,) but in a voice distinct 

enough to be heard, that '' she bad gathered as 

many as would cover the body." "You shall take 

n ride this morning, it will do you good.," said the 

gentleman, kindly taking her by the hand. She re-. 

coiled at bis touch, looked at him with a mournful 

expression, blended with a feeling of suspicion, 

and answered, "I don't know any thing aLout you. 

It was not you who went with me when I sailed; 

no, I never saw yon: when I was put into the 

boat, and drawn up into the ship, and tossed 

about upon the billows, you never said farewell. 

Oh, no, no, you did not love me then, you had 

forgotten me, you were wandering about with 

Mary." The gentleruan appeared much shocked; 

he was not her physician; he ·was her husband. 

They had been united, and, under peculiar circum

stances, had separated. During the period of their 

separation his affections had been alienated from 

her; he had fixed them upon another object; tril.• 
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~elled with her abroad ; ·where, on the deyelop. 

ment of his misconduct, he bad been cbal• 

lenged by the brother of the lady now the prey of 

insanity, whom ·he wounded, but not mortally. 

The paper containing an account of these circum. 

stances had fallen into the hands of the injured and 

afflicted object of his former vows, and her 

senses had from that time forsaken her. Stung with 

remor~e, he at length returned. She was not 

indignant at his treatment, she did not spurn him 

from her presence, she did not utter one reproach, 

but she appeared before him, lost to all conscious• 

ness, ber fine intellects for ever fled; for she was 

pronounced incurably insane. From the awful 

moment at which they were re-united he had never 

quitted her, and sometimes during a lucid interval, 

she appeared to be restored, not to the joys of 

former associations, but to their misery, for at these 

intervals she recognised him as one who, in happier 

days, bad been the companion of all her cares and 

all her pleasures, and to these recollections (it might 

be gathered from the anguish of her countenance) 

was added, that most dreadful one, that he too had 

been the author of all h~r injuries. To these 

circumstances (well known to the public) ~Jgernon 

Mordaunt was no stranger, for as soon as he could 

. distinctly perceive the countenance of the gentle

man, he knew him to be the honourable Mr. -, 

0 
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whom he had seen at the chambers of his father, 
and with whose history he was already familiar. 

At length, after much solicitation, and many sooth
ing promises, the poor sufferer was prevailed upon to 
ascend the steps of the carriage; two of her compa
nions followed, and the party drove slowly through 
the gate. As they passed, a procession of a very dif
ferent kind crossed the road, a family walking two 
and two, headed by an aged couple, who seemed, 
like the fathar and mother of the group : tbe)1 were 
returning from - church, where, to their little cir
cle, they had been adding another dear and interest
ing connexion. They all appeared healthy, cheerful, 
and pleased with each other; there was not a coun
tenance amongst them that spoke of " friendship 
ill returned, or unrequited love" It was true 
that they could not boast of any possessions ex
cept -health, and with that, the means of earning 
their bread from day to day: they were shut out 
from the refinements of intellectual pursuits ; they 
were debarred the privileges of luxury; they had 
no train of servants to attend them on their excur-
8ions, no lawns around a spacious mansion, no 
green-houses, uo museums, no carriages, but they 
had hearts free froin that greatest of all pangs-the 
consciousness of having inflicted injury beyond the 
power of reparation. The young party contem
plated this contented group; they turned once more 
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to the scene they had just quitted; they watched 
with anxiety the motions of the carriage ascending 
the hill; they remembered the anguish which was 
depicted on two of the countenances within, whilst 
Emily Bouchier, grasping the hand of her friend, 
Anne Mordaunt,_ observed, "I see-O yes, I see, 
and I feel, that there are greater deprivations than 
the loss of fortune." When the family in Portman
square had assembled in the evening, the young 
people mentioned their walk, and the occurrences 
of the morn'ing, and Mr. Mordaunt was proceeding 
to enter into the history of the poor sufferer, when 
1\frs. Kirwan was announced. She called to impart 
to Mr. Mordaunt the information which she had just 
received, that all expectations of the royal mercy 
were extinct, and that the afflicted object of their 
mutual solicitude must pay the forfeiture of his life 
for the crime which he had committed. l\frs. Kir
wan's hopes had been sanguine, but the destruction 
of them bad not plunged her into despair; she now 
turned her attention to the situation of the survi
vors, the poor mother and her destitute daughters, 
for whom she had opened a subscription, to which 
each of her young friends readily contributed their 
mite. Mr. Mordaunt had long lamented that no
thing effectual bad yet been done towards the 
amelioration of laws-, the rigour of which did not 
seem to operate as a preventive of t~e crimes for 

, whose punishment they were enacted. "It appears, 
02 
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to me," Mrs: Kirwan observed, "like assuming the 

Divine Prerogative, to sacrifice life where God has 

not required the sacrifice, and when we contemplate 

the beneficial effects that have arisen from the adop

tion of solitary punishment, it seems dreadful to 

reflect upon an alternative which must cut off from 

society many individuals whom it may be reasonable 

to presume might have been restored to the path of 

rectitude; their passious checked, their minds 

sobered, and all their better resolutions confirmed 

by a long or a moderate course of solitary dis

cipline." "It were to be wished," said Mr. Mor

daunt, "that the sentiments of that grea t and good 

man, Clarkson, had been mor-e uni versally dissemi

nated, and indeed, it is a pleasing fact, that some of 

the greatest and most enlightened men who have 

1i~ed in this and other nations, have recommended, 

by their writings, an adoption of the system which 

) ' OU advocate.' ',-s 

* " It is much to be lamented ," says Clarkson, " that nations, 

professing christianHy, should have lost sight in their various 

acts of legislation of christian principles; or that they should 

not have interwoven some such beautiful principles as tho e 

which we have seen adopted by the Quakers, into the system of 

their penal laws. But if this negligence or omission would 

appear worthy.of regret, if reported of any christlan nation

it would appear more so if reported of our own, where one 

would suppose the advantages of civil and religiot1s liberty, and 

those of a reformed religion, would have had their influence in 

the correction of our judgments, and in tbe l'Jenevolent cl is. 

positions of our will. And yet 11othing is more true tnan tha 4 
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i\1rs. Kirwan now rose to depart, for nothing 
remained to be done, and she was on her road to 

these good influences have either never been produced ; or, if 
produced, that they have never been attended to upon (his 
subject. There is little, or no provision, for religious ingtruc• 
tion in our numerous prisons; we seem to make no patient 
trials for the reformation of those who are confined in 
them ;-but, on the other band, we hurry them off the 
stage of life, by means of a code which annexes death to Two 
HUNDRED different offences, as if we had allowed, our laws to 
be written by the bloody pen of the JJagan Draco;
and it seems remarkable that this system should be persevered, 
in, when we consider thal death, as far as the experiment has
been made in this country, has little or no effect as a punish
ment for crimes. Forgery, and the circulation of forged paper,.. 
and the -counterfeiting of the money of the realm, are capital' 
offences, and are never pardoned, an<l yet no offences are more 
frequently committed than these. And it seems still more 
remarkable, when we consider, in addition to this, that in 
consequence of the experiments ma.de in other countries, it 
seems to be approaching fast to an axiom, that crimes are less, 
frequent in proportion as mercy takes the place of severity; or 
as there are judicious substitutes for the punishment of death. 

I shall not enquire in this place, how far the right of taking. 
away life, on many occasions which is sanct ioned by the law ot". 
the land , can be &upportecl on, the ground of justice; or how 
far a greater injury is done by it, than the injury the criminal 
himself has done. As christians, it seems that we should be 
influenced by chr-istian principles. Now nothing can he more' 
true than lhat christianity commands us to be tender hearted to 
one another; to have a tend er forbearance one with another;. 
and to regard one a~other as brethreu. We are tau~ht also, 
that men, independently of their accountableness to their own, 
governments, are accountable for tlleir actions in a future state; 
and that punishments are uuquestionably to follow. But where 
a r.e our forbearance and our love ; where is our regard for the 

03 
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Newgate, whither she was going to administer aH 

the consolation that was yet in her power. She had 

scarcely closed the door, when Mrs. Lossac called, 

on her way to the Opera,-she had just received an 

invitation to Paris, and she was anxious to disclose 

all her difficulties on the subject, and to beg Mrs. 

Mordaunt's interference with Mr. Lossac, as be had 

refused his permission, and, what was of more con

sequence to his wife, the assistance of his purse to 

aid her in her excursion. '' I am come to make my 

appeal to you,'' she observed, turning to Mrs. Mor

daunt, '' you will have far more influence with 

Mr. Lossac than I have, because he says that you 

always talk like a sensible woman." ." If I might 

advise you then," replied Mrs. Mordaunt;" it would 

be that you should prove to Mr. Lossac that you 

can do more than talk-that you can act like one: 

110wever urgent your motives may appear to you for 

wishing to undertake the proposed tour, • it may be 

~ell to suspect them, since they are on the side of 

pleasure ; Mr. Lossac's, on the contrary, arc pro

bably on that of prudence, you will have little 

chance of convincing him, and wherever a husband 

temporal and eternal interests of man ; where is our respect 

for the principles of the gospel, if we make the reformation of 

a criminal a less object than his punishment-or if we consign 

him to death in the midst of his sins without having tried all the 

means in our power for his recovery." - ride A selection 

from various Authors on the Punishmint of Death, by Basil 

Montague, Esq. Lincoln's Inn. 
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is led to the indulgence of his wife on any other 

grounds than those of reason, she must ultimately 

be the loser, because she sacrifices lasting advan

tages for the sake of a mere temporary gratification; 

she lessens his respect for her character, and thai is 

a wife's most valuable possession-at least so far 

as my observations have extended. I have rarely 

found any thing like comfort amongst my married 

frends, where that was not the basis, and that can 

only be founded on consistency of character.'' 

"I'm sure," retorted Mrs. Lossac, "I've known men, 

and do know them at present and so do you, who 

are very fond of their wives and scarcely ever con

tradict them in any thing, and yet those wives are 

extremely inconsistent characters. There is Mrs. 

Milner, for instance, did she not sit for hours, 

crying, in her lodgings at Brighton, because she had 

not a carriage of her own to drive about in, and 

yon see she gained her point at last, and has now 

the finest equipage of any private person about the 

town.'' '' It is true," observed Mr. Mordaunt, now 

joining in the ·conversation, " that Mr. Milner, 

wearied by her folly, and finding her no longer fit to· 

be treated as a woman, indulged her as a child

he purchase-cl her a carriage, and he sees her 

ride about in it with the same eyes that he would 

view a baby drawing about her bauble coach. 

But what, may I ask you, is :Mrs, Milner's influence-
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6'ver the mind of her husband, when perplexed with 
doubts, discouraged by difficulties, or harassed by 
cares 1 Is · she the person to whom he resorts as an 
adviser, a comforter, a friend 1 does she sustain 
any of the characters that a wife is particularly 
called upon to support 1 " There is not an 
individual amongst the circle of h~s friends whose 
power over his mind is not far more important 
than that which she has obtained, and should he 
ever become a bankrupt, -she, in all probability, will 
be the last person to whom be will impart the state 
of his affairs,-tbe blow will fall and crush her 
before she is aware that it is impending, nay, more 
than this, she may be instrumental herself in pro
ducing it, whilst unconscious of the misery that her 
folly is preparing for her.'' " \,VeH, well," replied 
Mrs. Lossac, '' this may be all very fine, but it 
wo'n't help me on my journey to Paris, and all this
time my poor horses are kicking their feet against 
the stones and standing in the cold. You are hard 
hearted ~reatures after all,. and I see I must trust to 
my own influence at last." " Only use it wisely," 
said Mr. Mordaunt, '' and on occasions- in which. 
it will be creditable to yourself and your husband, 
and you never need to call in foreign aid, it is an 
auxiliary that will out tend to diminish your import
ance in the eyes of him whose opinion is or ought. 
to be JOUr world, so far as regards human things, 
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and which, on reflection, can never enhance you in 

your own." So much Mr. Mordaunt would not 

have said to Mrs. Lossac, of whose reformation 

be had little hope, but that he had once been 

her guardian, though she Lad failed in becomin~ 

his disciple. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

SOON after the preceding conversation, the 
family in Portman-square retired for the night. 
Neither the opera, the masquerade, the theatre, or 
the ball room, had attracted their attention. The 
father and mother of an interesting and lovely 
young circle, ·who were every day becoming ties 
more important to bind ti1em to their own fire side, 
and their domestic duties, had, on this evening, 
been anticipating years of happiness in store; hap~ 
piness founded on the cultivation of virtuous prin
ciples, and intellectual pursuits. The boys had 
grown, in their eye, to the full size and dignity of 
man; their chara~ters had developed themselves to 
the view of their anxious parents, and many grace~ 
which they had already perceived, many, which 
their busy imaginations anticipated, had presented 
themselves, and stood the firm foundation of their 
castle; for, where is he who builds a castle, that 
<loes not, at the rnornent, feel as if it were erected 
on a basis ·which ·will. render it superior to time, to 
t he vadous misfortunes which time brings with it, 
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and e'\len to that last and greatest, to which the de

lighted architect scarcely dare glance bis eye, the des

troyer, DEATH 1 On the following morning how

ever, almost as so~n as this happy family were 

mused from their peaceful slumber, the enchantment 

· was dissolved: they awoke, not to ideal bliss, but 

real misery ; they were alarmed by the ringing of 

bells, and the feet of servants passing to and fro, 

for Mrs. Mordaunt was dying! This admirable 

woman, during the whole of an active life, a life 

devoted to the good of others, had been· extremely 

regardless of her own personal feelings; she bad 

frequently suffered from indisposition without com

plaining. In the day, her children and her domes

tic concerns had been her chief objects and em

ployments. Young people, however affectionate, 

and however ready to sympathize in illness, are not 

the first to perceive it: and, when fatigued with 

intense application to his profession, Mr. Mordaunt 

returned home in an evening, sometimes late, and 

frequently dispirited; Mrs. Mordaunt, dressing her 

countenance in smiles to conceal from his view what 

was passing wj thin, managed to . deceive him as to 

the real state of her hea lth, and to lead him to sup

pose himself still secure .i n the possession of his 

greatest earthly treasure, and still far from that 

awful moment which was to consign it to the dust. 

How then did he feel when, rising in the morning 
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at his accustomed early hour, and returning from 

l1is dressi □g room to speak to her (which he 
never omitted) he found his wife pale, inanimate, 

speechless. She had been attacked in the night 

by paralysis, and IVIrs . Mordaunt, the delight 

of the learned, the support of the afflicted, 

the patroness of virtue, the friend .of the poor, 

the instructress of her children, the companion 

of her husband, was now seen supported in his 

arms, alive to all his sorrow, but incapable of ri1i

tigating a single pang, for every pang was every 
moment heightened as ·he ventured to examine that 

countenance on which death had stamped his so

lemn seal. 
,vithin the space of a few moments Dr. T. was at 

his friend's side, administering every remedy, and 

all the consolation of which the case admitted; his 

hopes how~ver were not sanguine, though he lost 

not that selfpossession, which formed so valuable a 

part of his professional character, he was, however, 

internally shaken. Mrs. Mordaunt bad been bis 

friend, his firm friend ; his interest and his respect

ability had always, by her, been considered as 

objects of importance; aud she had not ouce failed 

in her exertions to promote them: and now, when 

}1e · took her band, that almost lifeless baud, which 

had so often been extended towards !Jim with the 

accompanying feeling of a fine and generous mind; 
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when he looked on that face which had so often met 

him with the smile of welcome, and foresaw, 

too plainly, that whatever the faded countenance 

might indicate, its expression might never more 

give birth to language; when he beheld her heart

stricken husband leaning over the bed, and her poor 

children treading softly with the step of grief across 

the floor, one by one, to contemplate the awful rava

ges which a few short hours had made,--Oh, then 

Le felt his impotence ; lie felt bow weak, how pow

erless are human wishes when only aided by lrnman 

strength, to serve or save. Iu this house of af

fliction there was not one heart which did not sym

pathize. The servants had been treated by their mis

tress ~g humble friends; their health, their personal 

characters, had been the objects of her care; for she 

had considered them as beings committed to her 

charge, and for the promotion of whose eternal welfare 

she should stand awfully responsible. These consi

derations had not failed to produce a powerful influ

ence over her mind as respected her conduct towards 

them; with her authority so much kindness was 

blended, and with her commands, however firm, 

so much gentleness, that it was difficult to say 

whether they most loved, feared, or respected her, 

at east in the days of her health; but now, when 

]a11guishing on that bed from which they never more 

expected her to rise, it was evident that love wa5 
p 
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the predominant feeling of their hearts. Amidst 

the group of mourning friends, last, though not 

least in love, was her poor young friend Emily Bou

chier, who read her bible, prayed, and wept, al. 

ternately. As soon as l\1r . .Mordaunt could suffi

ciently collect his bewildered thoughts, he looked 

round on the young grnup ;, they were all inexpe

rienced in the art of nursing, or in any way at

tending to the sick; this was a lesson which they 

had hitherto been too happy to acquire; and she, 

who had been the prop of her house, the pillar on 

which the afflicted had always leaned, and found a 

firm support, was now become the object no longer 

to impart, but to receive it. ,c If my mother might 

be permitted to attend Mrs. Mordaunt," said Emily 

Bouchier, as she glanced her eye towards Mr. :Mor

daunt, "how happy it would make her. She ha·s 

been so often sick, and she would nnde~stand so 

well the doctor's orders. Oh, pray Sir, send for 

her." J\frs. Mordaunt appeared, by her looks, to 

assent to this arrangement, and ,..,,ithin two hours 

'.l\lrs. Bouchier arrived. She was a woman to love, 

and to be loved ; in the hour o_f adversity, shrink

ing from the notice of the world, her virtues had 

:flourished in the shade, and with every blast 

which had hitherto assailed them, they bad acquired 

new strengtl.J. In her own sick chamber, amidst 

its gloom and stillness, she had learned a better 

lesson than can ever be acquired in the gay apart· 
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ment where health, a disregarded blessing, reigns; 

and where the broad light serves but to point out 

the nearest road to folly. It was then,. that feeling 

the evil that reigned in her own heart, she had, i~ 

the - spirit of that humility which can only be ac

quired in the school of Christ, been brougut to 

confess that there is but one pillow on which the 

,i'.,eary head, distracted by the tumults of human 

life, can repose itself in peace; and now, in this 

hour of deep sorrow, sl.ie could confidently appeal 

to Him whose presence had been at once her light 

and her guide. To Jesus, the advocate of fall en 

man, the only hope of the sinner, and the only 

consolation of the sick, she earnestly recommended 

her expiring friend; she watched over her with the 

most anxious solicitude, and every breath she drew 

was mingled with a prayer. 

It was now that Mr. Mordaunt felt most deeply 

the importance of those ._ truths whose influence 

had long been the support and guide of Mrs. Bou

chier; he was the champion of the oppressed, the 

friend of the poor, and his eloquence had always 

been exerted in the cause of virtue; benevolent by 

nature, and a philanthropist on principle; his time and 

his talents were given to the world: but in the .cham. 

ber _of sickness and of death, hanging over the object 

so justly dear to him, who had shared his every joy, 

and tried to mitigate his every woe, he found that 

something more than all these was wanting to soothe 

P2 
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and to solace. It was not the mere retrospective 
-view that could impart comfort, whilst the present 
was all anguish, and the future, desolation; all the 
principles, then, that he could derive from rnere 
reasoning were destitute of consolation ; they could 
not heal immedicable wounds, they could not close 
the pores Qf a bleeding heart, they could not res
tore to health and strength the wife of his bosotn, 
but he found that there still existed a principle 
which could console, which, like the "bow of pro. 
mise" in a storm, could throw its radiance over the 
gloomy prospect of bis future life, and if it could 
not give back to his arms the lamented object of 
his love, might enable him, with humble resignation 
and chastened sorrow, to resign her: need we say 
what was this principle, this animating support?
Our readers will fiud it in their BIBLE: and if they 
have hitherto passed through the scenes of life 
without committing to the grave the object nearest 
to their hearts, ·if they have never stood "around 
the death-bed of their dearest friends pointing the 
parting anguish," we entreat them to_ stop for one 
moment at that of Mrs. l\'lordaunt, and anticipating 
that such a scene may one day a""'.ait them, to seek 
their consolation where her sorrowing husband was 
,at last driven to find his. Hour after hour glided 
by, but brought not on their wing, returning hope. 
The eye which had spa1..:led with the beams of in
telligence was becoming gradually more dim; the 
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·hand which had been outstretched m the exercise 

of benevolence was palsied ; the voice that had so 

often dispensed comfort and instruction, on whose 

accents the attention of so many auditors had been 

suspended, was never more to vibrate on the ear; 

and the heart which had throbbed so anxiously for 

the objects of its love, was beating more feebly as it 

approached its final pulsation. At this momrnt, 

when the door was gently opened, and the well

known, anxiously-expected sound of those feet 

which seemed to announce to the affiicted family 

tidings of life or death was heard to approach,

how was every eye longing, yet dreading to 

watch the intelligence impressed upon a coun

tenance, the expression of which was but 

too plainly understood: and when the poor 

objec.t of his solicitude, feebly raising her dim 

eyes, and glancing them at her husband, l1er 

children, and then at that friend on whose skill 

their almost expiring hope still seemed to hang, ap

peared to say :-For the sake of my poor family 

only, would I say, '' try to save me;" then was the 

scene awfi:1,lly impressive; · then were almighty 

strength and Luman weakness exhibited in legible 

characters. 

The days were now short, and the gloom of win

ter served to cast a yet more sombre shade over the 

parting scene: the hour of seven was heard to 
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strike, the Ia t sound that was to fall on the eat· of 
the poor suffering invalid, for He "in whose hands 
are the issues of life and death" had decreed that 
"time" to her " should be no more." Around her bed 
knelt her afflicted children, and bending over her 
in silent anguish leaned her husband, whilst bei· 

faithful friend, though powerless to save, still con
tinued at her pillow to wipe the dews of death from 
her cold forehead. At the foot of the bed, with her 
eyes raisf:d in silent prayer was Mrs. Bouchier, 
whilst Emi-ly softly approached Mr. Mord~unt, and 
seated herself near him, with an expression of 
countenance that seemed to say, "you assisted my 
poor father in the midst of his misfortunes, you 
afforded a shelter to his child when forsaken b,
those who had called themsc1ves his friends: now 
·1s your hour of nffiiction; Oh, is 1here any thing 
that she can do for you." At a distance stood two 
of the female servants, their eyes rivetted on the 
countenance of their expiring mistress. There was 
a dead silence; Mr. Mol'<launt seemed rooted to the 
spot on which he was standing; while his children 
raised their eyes once. more to behold, before the 
last spark of life should be extinct, the form of a 
mother, who had shewn to them all, equal, and 
undivided love. Algernon made an effort to clasp 
in his arms his sister, who, though not a sister by 
birth, was the adopted of bis heart, and he felt, 
that did one ray of consciousness remain in the 
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mind of her who had been the mother of his affec

tions, his study, and his tender friend, that that 

friend would be soothed, even in the hour of death, 

by the k.1owledge, that her daughter had found a 

protector, who might shelter her from the storms 

of life, should her father be torn trom her, One 

more sigh was all that agitated the bosom of Mrs. 

Mordaunt, and the slight struggle, which was 

scarcely perceived by her medical friend, closed a; 

life which, had it been protracted, might have 

proved a continued blessing to those in connection 

with her; but it pleased Him "whose way is in the 

sea, and whose path in the great waters, and whose 

footsteps am not known'' to remove her in tfae me

ridian of her days to a state of higher enjoyment, 

and superior usefulness; for though we know not 

all the ernpl_oyments of blessed spirits, we must be 

certain that their sphere of action is infinitely more 

extensive, and more important, than that of feeble 

mortals here. 

We will pass over the mournful days which 

preceded the day of Mrs. Mordaunt's inter• 

ment; those who have dwelt in the house of mourn

ing (and how few are there who have not) will 

accompany us to that of Mr. Mordaunt. The day, 

l10wever, did arrive, and the carriages of mourning 

friends, a sad procession, presented themselves at 

the door. Anne, the bereaved child of a tender 

mother's hopes and affections, once more ascended 
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the steps of" THE CARRIAGE," but it was a 1Jfourn.

ing Coach, and when she listened to the bell which 

sounded at solemn intervals upon her ear, like th"

knell of all her departed joys, when she heard 

those words of awful import, "dust thou art, and 

unto dust shalt thou return; " when she beheld for 

the last time the coffin which contained the remains 

of her mother, of such a mother too-she felt that 

these were calamities from which even riches cannot 

exempt their possessor; and when, in silent an

guish, with t0ttering step, she leaned on the arm of 

.Algernon, and slowly ascended the steps of that 

vehicle whir 1~ 1iad conveyed her to her mother's 

grave, her o .. di-remembered words, like the 

funereal bell, vnce more sounded on her ear, "I 

have often thought, when I saw carriages pass, ancl 

looked at the people inside of them, that if I had a 

carriage, I should never know an 'lt,nhrippy moment." 

FINIS. 
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