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SAVED AT LAST

FROM

AMONG THE MORMONS.

BY ¥RS. & @ PADDOCK

CHAPTER L

° The scene of mz story is a narrow valley, bounded on either side by rocky and barren
mountains, cleft here and there by gorges, through which torrents, forme! by melting
snow of the peaks, rush and roar and foam until they reach their outlets ancf subside
into the placid streams that water the fields below; hundreds of orchards, bright with
the pink blossoms that just now hide the low roofs of the adobe cabins among the trees;
flocks and herds feeding peacefully upon the slopes above, and over all a sky so clear,
of sach a tender, melting blue, it might be the dome of that temple whose foundations
are laid with “all manner of precious stones.” Surely this fair valley is the very home
of “peace on earth and good will to men.”
+ Let us look more closelé at the homes behind the flowery screen that borders either
side of the way. Under the trees, whose blossoms are falling in showers upon the path,
oups of neglected-looking children are playing. Coarsely dressed women are at work
- in the gardens; and at one or two of the open doors a haggard face looks out. In the
last eottage on the street the doors are closed and the windows darkened. No smoke
rises from the chimney, no children play in the yard, the garden is overgrown with
weeds and the gate creaks on its hinges. Within all is gloomy and silent; and yet the
house is not deserted. In an arm-chair beside one of tiie closed windows a woman sits
alone, her hands folded idly in her lap, her eyes fixed on vacancy. For two years she
has been the sole-tenant of the house, and in those years her face has grown thin and
furrowed and her hair has bleached until now it is as white as the snow on the peaks.

In the next house, separated from this one only by a low hedge, all’ the doors and
windows are thrown open, a flood of spring sunshine pouring into every room, and a
round-faced, cheery-looking matron moving briskly about her household tasks. Asshe
takes the bread from the oven and deposits the crislp, brown lodves upon-a table scoured
until its whiteness rivals that of the cloth that she luays over it, a sudden thought strikes
her, and she says aloud:

“P’ll jest take & loaf into Sister Hartley. Poor creetur! I ain’t seen a mite of smoke
eomin’ out of her chimbly these two days, and I mistrust she ain’t cooked a bite for
herself. Mebbe she ain’t had a bite to cook. That man—" an indignant slap upon the
unoffending loaf, which by this time was wrapped up in a towel, completed the
sentence, .

A little gap in the hedge served asa gateway, and the bustling housekeeper, after
tucking a pat of butter and half a dozen eggs into the basket that held the loaf, stepped
throngi into hex neighbor’s neglécted garden and knockad at a side door, following up
the knock with. the announcement: :

«Jt’s onl§ me, fiater Hartley.’ :

#*Come in~
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The voice sounded dull and hollow; and when the door was thrown open, letting in
the sunlight, the woman at the window clasHed her hands over her eyes.

“Shut the door,” she said, in the same dull tones, “the light hurts me.” '

#I shan’t do no such thing,” was the decided answer. “The light'll do you good, and
you're goin’ to have it whilst I stay. What do you ’spose would become of you if I let

ou have your own way? What with washin’ and gettin’ Johnny ready to go to St
éeor e, I've bin that busy that I ain’t had a minute’s time to run over sence Sunday,
and I ig,ig}x’t koow as I'd find you alive. You ain’t made yourself no breakfast this
morn ' : o ‘

The woman shook her head. , : o ’

“Jest as I thought.” New I am agoin’ to make you a fire, hang on the kittle and git
z:u a cup of tea. You can put on two plates, for I ]ay out to eat a bite with you. We

d tl;lrefa lt"a’lst that early on account of fohnny’s goin’ away I didn’t take more’n two
mouthsful. .

The fire had to be built in the next room, and & window was opened there by the
energetic hands that kept at work while their owner talked. In ‘a mfgrvelously short
space of time the tea-kettle was singing over the fire, a little round table was drawn out
and duly set with plates, cups and saucers, and a couple of poached eggs were
served up with the fresh, home-made loaf an® the tea, whose fragance diffused itself
through the room. :

“Now, Sister Hartley, you can’t help eatin’, I know. Anyways I lay out to stay till T
see you make a good breakfast and then I must hurry back, for William would look for
his dinner when the sun gits to the noon mark, if there’d bin wars and earthquakes
sence breakfast.” : )

“I qught to be more thankful to you than I am, Martha—you, who are the only person
on earth that cares whether I live or die.”

The rigid outlines of the woman’s face softened a little as she spoke, and one of the

thin, white hands was laid on the neighbor’s shoulder. .
. “Don’t go to talkin’ like that, Sister Hartley, or I shall be clean upset. Who was it,
T’d like to know, that took me in when I hadn’t neither father nor mother and learnt
me all I know, and kept me till I was married from her house to as good a man as ever
drawed breath; for if William s a little sot about havin’ dinner just at twelve, there
ain’t a woman anywhere that’s got less to complain about than I have; though, to be
sure, if you d had this door open last n‘iﬁht you might o’ heard me scoldin’ him for
spillin’ the milk on my clean table, He will strain the pans so full that they run over,
spite of all I can say or do,” - : : ) o

The shadow of a smile played for a moment about the pale lips of the elder woman.

“There,” exclaimed tae otiier, triumphantly, “I know’d I could chirk you up if you'd
only give me the chance. You remember Miss Dobbs, back hom¢c—what a pernickitty
oid maid she wasto besure! Well, atter I went to housekeepin’ next door to her she
would run in mornin’, noon and night to tell about the neighbor’s hens that got into her
garden, and the boys that stole her fruit, and all that. She always Prung the longest
face I ever see on a mortal woman, but most generally she had to smile about something
before she went back. She said I done her good, and I guess I did.”

“You have done me good, Muartha, and I wish I could t{hank you.”

“Well, then, if you’re pertikiuler about thanks I'll take it for an accommodation if
yowll leave this door and winder open awhile to-day and let me fix up somethin’ for

our su(i:per to-night. And if you want to obiige me very much you ean take a turn in
Zhe garden while the sun is shinin’.” )

The last words were spoken while Martha was folding the towel that had covered the

bread and replacing it in the basket on her arm. In another minute she was out of the
house, and to the solitary occupant who watched her retreating figure the room seemed
to have become suddenty darker aud smaller. -
- Angels do not always wear wings and white robes. The angel who let the sunshine
into M.s. Hariley’s darkened room that spring morning wore a dress of brown home-
spun, a check apron, #nd a heavy, serviceable pair of shoes. Her face was browned
with exposure to sun and wind, and her plump arms, bare to the elbows just now, were
brown likewise. o .

Murtha Sloan, the orphan daughter of a farm laborer and married before she was
twenty to a man who followed the same occupation, had never heard of ministering
spirits unjess it might have been in some forgotten Sunday-school lesson. ‘Her literary
sccomplishments were limited to writing her own name and spelling her way laboriously

5 .
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- through some of the verses of a well-worn book, her mother'’s legacy, which she had
kept through many vicissitudes.

“Thoy shalt love thy neighbor as thyself.” That was & short verse and all the
words were easy. She had known it by heart a good many years. She needed to know
it by heart here where there were such neighbors. - ‘

‘Hardly had she crossed the threshold of her own house when the woman who lived
ou the other side of her place came in, and dropping helplessly into & chair, cevered
her head with her apron and began to sob.

“What is the matter now, Sister Dunbar ?”’ Martha asked, though not in the tone of
gne who expected to hear anything new, The woman took down her apron and wiped

er eyes. . :

“I'm clear discouraged, Sister Martha, This is George’s week to stay with me. I do
ny best to please him, but he finds fault with everything. And yet before we came
here he was the kindest husband that ever lived. I hope it isn’t wicked in me to sa
8o, but I know Julia tries everyway to set him against me. Oh, me! I wish I was dead.

¢“8h, Sister Dunbar! You :murdn’t say that, Think of your little children]”

“Ido_think of them. It was thinking of them that made me consent to that mar-
riage. You’re a mother yourself, Martha Sloan, and you know if you’d had to choose
between Johnny being turneéd out to ferish when he was little and William taking
another wife, you'd have done just as I did.”

“We don’t none of us know what we’ll do till we’re tried, Sister Dunbar.”

“May be that’s so; but no more do we know what pelygamy is till we’ve tried it
Not but what I believe in the principle ”—with a frightened glance over her shoulder,
as though suspecting an u listener—*but I haven’t got the strength to live in it.’

¢ Any fresh trouble to-day?” :

“Oh, no! Only the old story: The house never put to rights, nothing fit to eat, and
if things don’t go any better he will bring Julia here and let her take charge of every-
thing. You know I'd rather work myself to death than have her brought back. I
texﬂem’l}er too well the three months she staid in the house when he was first sealed
to her. : .

The pale, blue eyes flashed for a moment like the flame leaping up frem an expiring
fire. Martha opened her lips as if to sgeak, then closed them again firmly. * Sister
Dunbar” was as weak as she was miserable, and any pitying words that her kind-hearted
neighbor might have uttered would have been repeated a dozen times before night.te
those who were always ready to repeat such words as an evidence of a wrong spirit—a
spirit at war with the law which the women of this community were bound to obey.

41 don’t know what to do, I'm sure,” It was the eomplaining voice of Martha's
visitor that broke the silence. “Things are at sixes and sevens; but with four childrem
and little enough provided and the baby 8o cross with teething, I'm at my wits’ end.”

¢ May be I can help J:ou out to-day.” Martha spoke cheerily this time, for she knew
she was on safe ground. * Send Jimmy and the baby over here. I can take eare of
’em just as well as not, and after I git my dinner out of the way I'll run over. George
at home to-day ?”’ .

“No; he took the team and went fo the canyon early this morning. He won't be
home before dark.”.

“And before dark we’ll have the house to rights and a good supper a.cookin’. Chirk
up, Sister Punbar. By patience and perseverance the mouse gnawed through the
mountain. :

“That’s what my mother used to say, and I say it to myself whenever my work gits
ahead of me.”

It was wise to ignore everything except the day’s work. No one knew this better
than Martha; and when her visitor rose to depart she followed her to the m and
looked about her in all directions to be certidn that Sister Dunbar’s remarks not
been overheard. It was a busy day for Martha, Besides attending te her own house-
hold affairs and helping to bear Sister Dunbar’s burdens, she had her neighbor on the
right to care for. No one, not even Martha’s husband, knew what a faithful watch she
kept over this woman. That night, after all her other tasks were done, she found am
hour to devote to her, and left her, as she hoped, better than in the morning.

But when all the lights that twinkled in the cottage windows had gone out, the
solitary tenant of the house whose windows never showed & light from within, paced
the tangled paths of the weed-grown garden, and with hands and eyes uplifted to the
cold, silent stars, cried out: ;

e
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* “Oh, God! If there be a'God, have pity upon me and let me die!”

So many nights she had stood in the same place and utfered the same prayer, and
yet death agpeured as far off as ever. To-night she seemed to see, in place of the
weeds and brambles around her, the smooth, grassy mounds of that far away burial
place in which her kindred slept a. peaceful, dreamless sleep. Why could ‘she not
share her rest? At first she had hoped that the boon she sought might come to her
from unseen hands in this very spot ; for in this fair valley, filled to the brim with bloom
and verdure, bloody graves awaited all who rebelled against the despotism under which
they lived. She had rebelled againstit. She had defied the tyrant who held all their
lives in his hand, and yet death did not evertake her. Elsewhere the ministers of
blood atonement were swift and sure; but here in this lonely place, where they might
dig her grave by day unquestioned, they did not come. / .

he fog that had risen from the river dripped coldly from the trees. It was not like
the dew that fell in that far-off home which she had left years, oh, so many years ago!
It had dropped on her uncovered head. Her white hair was damp with it. Slowly,
very slowly, she turned her steps and went indoors. It was not fear that caused her to
slide the heavy bolts and put up the bars that secured every entrance to the house.
‘What had she to fear? Since death was denied her, all she sought was to hide houself
from human eyes. She shut herself in an inner room whose one window was so thickly
eqr;clained that no ray of the feeble light burning beside her bed could be seen from
without. ’ .

It was long past midnight, but she had not come here seeking sleep. Last n:iht
when worn-out nature gave way entirely, she had sunk upon the bed in a slee at
resembled a swoon, and lain many hours in blessed unconsciousness. To-night all her
faculties were awake, and a thousand stinging memories beset her heart. In this room,
which no one save herself ever entered, three portraits hung side by side. The first
was that of a fair, young girl dressed in white. The hair that fell in rippling masses to
the waist was black as night. The violet eyes that even on the canvas seemed to flash
with merriment, were shaded by long, silken lashes of the same hue. The winsome
beauty of the face, the pose of the lovely head, the attitude of the figure full of girlish
grace, might well cause the gaze of the beholder to linger ugon it. But who would .
guess that it had ever represented the white-haired woman who now stood before it
with clasped hands and e{es dull with dispair? Yet it was in truth herself at whom
Miriam Hartley now looked, and her lusterless eyes brightened a little as she saw
Eildhood and all within it
The faces of father and mother, of brothers and sisters; passed quickl% before her, and
for a little while the dark room seemed lighted by their presence. Then she turned
slowly away and her eyes rested on the next Eictute—n baby bﬁy in the act of taking
his first, uncertain steps, reaching out his hands for help, Her face softened. She
smiled, and murmured in tones of unutterable tenderness:

“My baby, my lamb! Come to mother.”

The illusion lasted but a moment. Then another picture, one that had burned itself
in upon her brain, came up and blotted out the image of the rosy, smiling face and the
dimpled hand. She saw, instead of the canvas before her, a boyish figure lying stark
and motionless upon a rocky path, the golden curls, the very same curls that crowned
the baby’s head, stained with the blood that oozed from a cruel wound, agd the blue
eyes wide open, but sightless. A terrible cry, such a cry as had broken the silence of
the dark canyon above her house ten years before, echoed through the deserted rooms
now as she clasped her hands over her eyes as if to shut out the awful vision. It was
her boy, the onfy one that ever called her mother, whose blood was shed in that canyon
by men whose natures were more fierce than the beasts of prey that harbored there.
Was there a God who saw it all? If there was, he must surely make inquisition for
blood some day, and then these murderers would not go unpunished.

As if bent off self-torture she dropped her hands and faced the next picture—that of
a man of commanding figure and haughty bearing. The eyes were as blue as those of
the baby’s portrait at the right, but the expression, as well as of the handsome mouth,
told of pride and uncona]uemble self-will.

“Ah, cruel as ever!” the woman muttered aloud. “What do you care for the agonies
of the poor fool that worshiped you? Does it make any shadow that comes between
you and the baby face of your mistress? My curse on you both!”

Now her eyes blazed, and the thin hands clenched until the nails cut into the flesh.

“Qh1” she cried out, “if I could make you suffer as I have suffered. She will suffer,
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) {M they say she loves {ou—loves you almost as I did once, and you will tire of her.im
another year and cast her aside for a fresh face. I could almost find it in my heart to
|pity hér; but you—you will go on your way, caring for nothing, feeling nothing, and
‘imvoking the name of God as a shield for your crimes. 1f there is & God, surely he
will smite you at last.”

Are my readers repelled by the pictures here presented? Lord Macauley closed and
put aside Tom’s Cabin with the comment: “ A disagreeable book !”

Doubtless. And the reality was yet more di eable. Men, women and children
bought, sold, chained, lashed, starved. Human beings condemned to a fate worse than
that of the beasts of the field. With such a subjeot how could a picture painted from
life abound in cheerful tints? .

8o is the &resent case. A system more barbareus than nnythlng outside those “dark -
eorners of the earth that are full of the habitations of cruelty” holds” multitudes of
human beings in absolute thrall. On the one hand this system rears the altar of blood
atonement, and its high priest stands by and says:

““When & man transgresses his covenants, breaks his oath of unquestioning obedience,
his blood must be poured out on this altar.” . :

On the other hand rises the altar of, celestial marriage, upon which thousands of
women are immolated and tens of thousands of children, born to an inheritance of
sorrow and shame, swelling the sacrifice. A law which the people dare not set aside.
reads :

“It is the duty of woman to give other wives to ker husband, even as Sarah gave
Hagar to Abraham. But if she refuse, then it shall be lawful for the husband to take
other wives without her consent, and she shall be destroyed for her disobedience.” o

And yet, standing face to face with the wrongs and cruelties of this system, compelled
to witness its erimes, beholding its victims, the artist is commanded to paint a picture
in which light and shade shall blend harmoniously. The skies of Utah are soft as those
of Italv; but beneath them the blackest crimes go unpunished. The air is exhilerating
#s wing, but it is tainted with treason and murder. The valleys are bright in summer
with ten thousand blossoms, and rich in autumn with golden grain and ripened fruit,
but their sod is red with innocent blood. The mountains are storehouses of treasures,
such as Aladdin never dreamed of, but their hidden recesses have echoed again and
again with the cries of those whom the Danites hunted to death.

A woman crazed by her wrongs, all the sweetness of her nature turned to gall, her
lips uttering curses, her heart full of jealousy and hatred, is net a pleasant sight to look
upon, I admit. Yet there are many such women in Utah, and they have been made
what they are by a system which has grown up under the shadow of the American
flag, and in the very heart of the freest, the greatest, the most enlightened and the most
Christian nation under the sun. :

Upon a sandy, barren hillside overgrown with sage brush lies our city of the dead.
A more desolate spot could scarcely be imagined than this bare, bleak burial ground
with its hundreds of unmarked graves; and yet with what longing eyes the women of
this beautiful valley have looked toward it! How they have coveted the rest of those
who sleep there! To many, very many, of the heart-broken wives sacrificed on the
altar of celestial marriage, this rest has been granted. The city of the dead is popu.
Jous. Itisa marvel to the stranger how it could have gathered so many tenants from
this sparsely settled valiey, but to us who know how many women, killed by the horrors
of polygamy, have been carried there with their little children, the marvel is that room
‘has been found for all,

Oh, my countrymen! 1Is it nothing to you that thousands of your sisters are dragging
out the slow years of a wretched life in the midst of -tortures tnat causes them to pray
daily for death? Mothers, is it nothing to you that multitudes of young girls just
budding into womanhood are destined for the same fate? Christians, 1s it nothing to
you that all these women are destroyed, body and soul, in the name of religion? Follow
with me the fortunes of the characters of this stery, and remember as you read tha$
they are taken frum dfe, and that the incidents are actual éveryday occurrences.

On the morning succeeding that with which our story opens, Martha Sloan, busy and
cheerful as usual, was out in her trim little garden tying up currant bushes and coaxing
refractory borders into straight lines. When her work was done she stopped a few
minutes longer to bend admiringly over the open blossoms of a strawberry bed that was
the pride and delight of her heart. Her back was to the gate, and she was so absorbed
for the moment in the contemplation of her treasures that she did not hear a step upon



] BAVED AT LAST FROM AMONG THE MORMONR.

the walk, and was quite unconseious that any one had entered the garden until a hand
clutehed her dress. : . )

*Why, Sister Dunbar!” she exclaimeéd, turning round so quickly as to almost knock
the intruder over, “you like te scairt me clean out of my wits. What’s the matter?
You’re as white as a sheet.”

“Matter enough ”—in a whisper. “Come into the house and I'l tell you.”

Martha led the way indoors without any appearance of excitement or alarm. She was
100 well accustomed to Sister Dunbar’s revelationsto expect anything out of the usual
erder. Still she took the preeaution to motion her to step into the bed-room and to
elose the door when both were seated. .

“Now, what is it?” she asked, after giving her visitor time to recover herself.

“You know,” Sister Dunbar began, still in a whisper, “that old man Cope bronght
Jane back to the settlement about & week ago ?”’

Martha nodded. i

“ Well, he’s made up with his first wife, or he’s trying to, and he treats Jane worse
than a dog, thinking, suppose, that he will please her. ¥ou know what I think of
second wives, and what I ve had to put up with myself, but I do not pity Jane. Yes-
terday they had a fuss about her baby. It's been sick a good while, and he had some
medicine that he wanted to give it—something that would kill it, most likely. I'm

. sure I wouldn’t trust him to give medieine to a kitten. Jane stood out about it
8he worships her baby; thinks all the mere of it because it’s a poor, weakly
thing, and she took it in her arms and weént off to & neighbor’s, eclaring that
neither he nor the first wife should touch it. She staid till dark, but the neighbor (I
don’t say who it was) thought it would make matters worse to keep her over night, and
advised her to go home then. She went and the old man acted as if nothing had
happex?:’e,d; but it appears he’d made up his mixd what te do, and what do you suppose
it was

“I’m sure I couldn’t tell for the life of me.”

¢ Well, you shall hear. In the middle of the night he takes Jane out of the house in
her night-clothes, drags her as far as the old eottonweod tree on the canyon road and
chains her up with an ox-chain,”

Martha uttered an exclamation. . .

“Stop! You haven’t heard all yet. After he’d got her chained fast, he went back
and fetched the baby and threw it down on the ground just far enough from her so
that she could net possibly reach it with hand or foot, and there they both are yet. You
knew Jane’s condition, and the heavy ox-chain is fastened about her waist, for I've
been down myself to see. I didn’t get very near her, though, for Cope stands in the
road with an ax and swears he will use it on anybody that interferes. I've been to the
bishop about it, but all he says, is: ‘Let the woman obey her husband.’”

Martha rose to her feet. Her ruddy face had turned pale, and her lips were firmly
esompressed as she walked to a eloset in the corner of the room, took down a long-
handled hatchet and started for the door.

¢ What en earth are yeu going to do?” exclaimed Sister Dunbar, in alarm.

“I'm goin’ to let Jane loose and take her and her baby away, and if Cope wants to
wse his axe he’ll find I can handle thjs hatchet jest as well.”

¢ Don’t, for heaven’s sake, Sister Martha. You’ll only get yourself into trouble and
de the poor thing no good. I've seen how such things end.”

But a was already out of the house and walking rapidly in the direction of the
eanyon road. Sister Dunbar, whose curiosity for the moment mastered her fears, rose
and followed her at a considerable distance; but long before either reached the cotton-
wood tree.a horseman came in sight riding down the road from the mouth of the
€anyoR. . .

CHAPTER IL

The poor creature chained to the tree was in plain view. Her head drooped low on
her breast; she was silent, and the beholders might have thought her unconscious if
she had not made an effort to reach out her hands toward her babe, whose faint moans
the other women were by this time able to distinguish. In the middle of the road, and
on'P a few feet from the tree, stood Cepe, brandishing his axe above his head.

he man on horseback, now within & rod or so of this tableau, halted and called out:
« “What does all this mean ?” '
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“ It means,” answered Martha, “that this brute chained one of his wives to a tree last
night ‘and says he will keep her there.”

. The words were scarcely spoken when the horseman leaped to the ground, and level-
ing a heavy dragoon six-shooter at Col‘))e’s head, ordered him to drop his axe. The
wretch, who was as cowardly as he was brutal, obeyed at once.

“Now take yourself off on the instant or il send you where you belong.” .

Cope needed no second bidding. The revolver still covered him, and the sharp click
of the lock emphasized the new comer’s threat. In less time than it takes to write the
words he had vanished from the scene, and the stranger had begun the work of releas-
ing the 'victim of his cruelty. The chain was fastened by strong staples which it
re%uired time and strength to remove. Martha stood by holding the baby, which she
ha t&ken up as soon as she reached the spet, and Sister Dunbaglooked on, pale and
trembling.

“ N o..f” said the man, when his task was ended, * Jou Women take her away as
quickly as possible—or stay, I will put her on my horse.” .

“No,” said Martha, “you have risked enough already. I will take her home with me.
You must not stop here. Ride as fast as your horse can carry you, and get out of the

" way of all of them before Cogo spreads his story through the %ettlement.” Then seem-
ing to realize that her words did not convety the gratitude she fell‘:i she added:

“ VXhoever you are, the Lord bless you fo: keep you safe! Go
now. :

Her earnestness and the terror in Sister Dunbar’s face seemed to decide the stranger.
He lifted his hat courteously, and with & simple ‘“good morning,” sprang upon his
horse and rode away in the direction from whieh he come.

“Lord, help us!” said Sister Dunbar, in whose trembling arms Martha had placed
the baby. “How will this end for all of us? I know that man; it is the Genffle who
passed through here last month on his way to the monntains to prospect for silver; the
sam eone who talked with Mary Ellsworth, What will become of him now? They will
be on his track before night.” ‘ ]

“Never you fear for him, Sister Dunbar. He’s a man that can take care of himself.”

Martha, as the reader may have discevered, was given to deeds rather than words.
She said no more now, but made the best of her way homeward, half leading, half
carrying Eoor Jane, while Sister Dunbar followed with the baby. .

Meanwhile the stranger was riding-northward along a bridle path that skirted the
foothills. He was, as Sister Dunbar had said, a Geatile, whose mere presence in the
valley was reckoned an intrusion, and he was quite well ayare of the consequences of
his recent act. The women - present"were Mormons without doubt, and might be for-
given for their share in the transaction; but interference in any of the domestic affairs
of the petifle by one not of their faith was a crime punishable with dea )

Robert Maynard was not easily intimidated. All the years of his manhood had been
spent in the northern territories, and he had ceme off viotorious in many a desperate
encounter with the wild beasts of the rocky mountains, and with savages more fierce
and formidable than they. Here, however, he knew he must meet foes far harder to
deal with; men who united all the peans and appliances of civilization to the treach-
ery, cruelty and cunning of savages. He knew, too, that after what had occurred he
could not trust himself for an hour by daylight in one of their isolated settlements,
and that night must overtake him on the lonely road he was traveling. He hoped to
reached Salt Lake by dark, There were & few Gentile residents there, and a mxhtar;

ost at which a handful of troops were stationed. And yet even in Salt Lake a man’s
life was not safe for a day if he fell under the ban of the priesthood. Maynard remem-
bered that only a little while before, 2« man loved and revered by all outside of the
Mormon community had been brutally murdered within a few steps of his own door,
and that another exemplary citizen whose only crime consisted in marrying a womam
who had renounced olyga.m{‘ had been shot down in broad daylight on one of the
principal streets of the citi while in the custody of an officer.

“If ‘it was only a fair fight, now,” Maynard said to himself, “I think I could stand off
a dozen of them; but cowards who always lie in wait for a man in the dark, or creep
upPehind him to shoot him in the back, are not so easy to get away with.”

‘Then as his thoughts reverted to the scene in which he had just taken part, and .to
the settlement that lay in the djstance behind him, a face came up that for a time drove
his present danger from his mind. . .

- A month before, when on his way to the mountains, he had stopped at this settlement

r your good deed an
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for dinner. There was no inn in_the place, but the bishop turned an honest ny

occasionally by furnishing meals to wayfarers at an exorbitant price. Maynard waa

waited on at the table by a dark-eyed girl whose delicate beauty was in such strong con-

trast to the appearance of the bishop’s red-faced daughters that he surmised that she

bore no relationship to any of the flock.

iuB«;fiorg leaving Salt Lake one of the oldest Gentile residents had given him this part-
vice:

% Maynard, my boy, whatever else you do, don’t venture to look at a Mormon gir!
much less to speak to one. I could tell you stories that would make your hair stan
en end of the fate that has overtaken men who had committed the imprudence of
making a pretty speech or two to some of the daughters of the saints.”

Doubtless this was excellent counsel, and Maynard meant to follow it; but the dark
eyes of this girl, veiled by long lashes that swept her cheek ; the extreme beauty of her
face and form ; the timid, deprecating air with which she waited on him, quite disarmed
him of his customary caution, and before he knew it he was asking her questions and
telling something of his own plans.

His horse had lost a shoe in the morning, and before dinner was over he felt quite
reconciled to the accident which made it necessary for him to stop in the settlement for
several hours. In the course of the afternoon he contrived to learn all that Mary Ells-
weorth had to tell of herself. )

She was an orphan. Her parents, who accompanied the Mormon emigration of the
previous year, had died on the plains, and their money and other property, of which,
they brought a considerable amount, had disappeared, so that she was left penniless as
as well as friendless, and had no resort but to seek employment in any family that
would take her. She filled a servant’s place now, and it was very evident not only that
the work required of her was beyond her strength, but that she was harshly treated by
the bishop’s wife and daughters. .As for the bishop himself, he was very kind—offen-
gively so, Maynard thought, repressing a strong inclination to knock him down as he
listened to some of his speeches to the glrl.

“So youw, 80 beautiful, so unprotected ’—these were some of Maynard’s thoughts
to-day. “What will be her fate in that house? If it had not been for this<morning’s
encounter I might have seen hcr again.” .

To tell the truth, the h0£e of seeing Mary Ellsworth again was the only motive that
had induced him to visit the settlement a second time, though he meant to make the
purohase of certain supplies from the bishop a pretext for coming down into the valley.

Robert Maynard was a miner. For ten years he had searched with varying success
for the hidden treasures of the earth. He had “a %laim” now far up the rugged sides
of the Wasatch that promised him the fortune he had been seeking 8o long. A year
ago he would have hughed at the idea of jeopardizing all his prospects of wealth for a
single glimpse of a girl’s face. . )

The Iife he had led, full of dangers and vicissitudes, the hardships he had endured,
his hand to haud strife with nature to wrest from her grasp the riches she had concea.leci
in the heart of the mountains, had left little leisure for the tender passion. He had,
moreover, no youthful memor.es of any face which was to him more than all others.
No silken tress of hair, no letter bre .thing the fragrance of by-gone years, formed any
portion of the treasures such as are buried with many a poor iellow who finds a grave
1 the mountains. Up to the day he met Mary Ellsworth he was absolutely heart-whole.
It may be that if questioned now he would have asserted that he was so still, but some-
how the dark eyes cast down except when some question of .his had caused her to raise
themy to his face, the smooth cheek, with its tender, changing color, the lovely mouth

he had seen the lips quiver at a harsh reproof from her mistress), made a picture that

¢ could not banish, even in the midst of his hardest day’s work upon the unyielding
rock that covered the silver he sought. Yet when his partner, Jim Bradford, a rough,
grizzled forty-niner,” grumbled loudly at his determination to go down the valley for
supplies that were not immediately needed, and more than hinted that there was a
woman in the case, he had repelled the insinuation with lofty scorn, declaring that he
had no sweetheart except the Flora Bell, that being the name Jim i:md given to their
mine. ’

1t was a long ride to Salt Lake, and a solitary one. He did not meet or pass a single
traveler, for prospectors on their way to the canyons usually took another route, and the
fgrmers just now were too busy to be absent from home. It was an hour after dark
before the lights of Sait Lake began to show in the distance, and when he entered the
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[)arlncili)al street of the eity most of the houses seemed closed for the night. Street
mEs ad not yet been introduced into the Mormon capital, and after finding stabling
for his horse, he picked his way on foot as best he could to the bachelor g;mrters of his
friend, Major Golden. A brief history of the morning’s adventure drew ffom the
major l:m imphstic remark as to the Mte that ought to overtake the entire Mormon
priesthoo i - o

“But you were lucky, after all,” he added, “to get out of the scrape so easily. Likely
a8 not the whole seene was gotten up for a trap; I've heard of such things here.”

“No,” answered Maynard, “that could not have been the case this time. The face of
the woman who spoke to me first was truth itself. I cannot forget her expression when
she told me to ride for my life, and the poor girl fastened to the tree was half dead
when I released her.” )

“ Well, at any rate, you have stirred up a hornet’s nest in that settlement, and it is
doubly unfortunate because it lies on the direct route to your mine.”

. “That’s so, but still I think I shall take that route when I get ready to go back.”

“Don’t, unless you have got your will made and ari&uite ready to step into the next
world. You haven’t been here long enough to learn all I could tell you about these
cowardly wretches.”

Nevertheless, when Maynard laid his head on his pillow that night he said to himself:

“I will see her again if I die for it.”

When he slept it was to dream of flying through the mountain passes toa land of
freedom, carrying with him one whom he had rescued from Mormon tyranny. '

It is now time to return to Martha Sloan, who, with such assistance as her frightened
neighbor was able to render her, had succeeded in getting poor Jane and her baby
under her hospitable roof. Fortunately for Martha her husband and herself were
usually of one mind, and in nothing were they more heartily agreed than in their
secret hatred of Mormonism.

In their old home in one of the middle states they had listened to the persuasive
words of a Mormon elder and had been bagtised into that faith, but they had no thought
of emigrating to Usah until influenced to do so by Mr. Hartley. On their arrival in the
dominions of the Mormon prophet they found everything so different from the repre-
sentations made to them that they determined to return at once, but they soon found
that they would not be permitted to do so; and for fifteen years they had realized that
they were prisoners. During all these years they had been on the lookout for an op-
portunity to escape, but as yet no such opportunity had presented itself. Their boy,

. who was a toddling baby when they brought him here, was now a stalwart lad of
sixteen. }

“'I'hank the Lord he ain’t a girl,” Willam Sloan often said to his wife. “If we had a
daughter some o’ them gray-haired scoundrels that’s a pickin’ up all the young girls in-
the settlement would be after her; and if one of ’em come around my house on such an
errant, I should be obleeged to kill him.”

Yet the Mormon priesthood knew how to stab fathers and mothers through their sons
as well as through their daughters. Mrs. Hartley’s only son was but sixteen when he
went out of the house one summer morning never to return; and it was his mother
who found his lifeless body in the canyon after night fell.

‘Martha Sloan, courageous always where no one but herself was concerned, was filled
with fear for her boy, and after Clarence Hartley's tragic death, her Johnny, then buta
child, was never allowed to be out of his parents’ sight. For his sake, too, both Martha
and her husband forced themselves to wear a mask which their bonest natures loathed.
Outwardly, they ¢ouformed to-all the requirements of the Mormon faith, except in the
matter of polygamy, and even on th.s subject they never allowed their real sentiments
to be known. .

When William Sloan was “counseled” by the bishop to take another wife, he always
answered that he did not see his waﬂ quite clear yet; but while his backwardness called
down frequent reproofs upon his head, it was supposed by his brethren that he “bes
lieved in the principle”—that being the expression commonly used to denote faith
in the revelation upon cclestial marriage’

Martha’s interference in Brother Cope’s family affairs was the first overt act of rebel-
lion which any of the family had committed, and this might perhaps be forgiven, for
Cope was universally detested, even by his brethren, while Jane, besides having the

ood will of her neighbors, was the daughter of an influentiul member of the priest-
o0od, who lived twenty miles farther south,
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“If her father enly takes her part,” said poor, frightened Sister Dunbar, #“we may not
be ealled to account for what we have done, though to be sure it was directly against
the bishop’s counsel.”

“Her father’ll take her gart, don’t you never worry about that,” was the answer.

“Yes, but how is he to find out what has happened.”

““Oh, he’ll hear soon enough. Jest you make your mind easy, Sister Dunbar. Iain’ta

in afeard but what when the thing is laid before President S(oung (the title by which

e proghet was usually addressed) he’ll say we did right.” ) )
“Maybe that’s so; but what can we say about the Gentile that helped her? The bxshog
won'’t be willing to overlook that. His wife says he was in such,a temper they all ha
to keep out of his way after he found out how this same fellow talked to Mary Ells-
worth when he was here before.” . .

“We hain’t nothin’ to do with the Gentile.. We didn’t ask him to help us. We
don’t know his name, and we ain’t expected to swear jest how he looked. And as for
Copct,h we know he never set efes on the man before, for he was down south last
month,

“Well, I'll leave you to manage all that. I can say I stood back and was too much
frightened to tell what was going on; and dear knows that’s the truth.”

Martha's judgment proved correct. In a couple of days Jane’s father arrived in the
settlement, and as his gaughter and her child were both dangerously ill in consequence
of the brutal treatment they had received, he forwarded a complaint against Cope
to the prophet, and being a man of wealth and influenee the charge received much
more attention than it otherwise would. Cope was severely reprimanded, and the
prophet granted Jane a divorce (it may be necessary to state, for the information of
those who are strangers to the customs of Utah, that the parties to a plural marriage
ﬁo to the prophet for a divorce. The usual fee for such divorce is ten dollars), and gave

er father permission to take her and her child home with him,

The bishop was not altogether pleased with the turn which affairs had taken. His
ewn counsel had been set at naught, and being a man of an arbitrary disposition and
a most violent temper, he chafed and fumed at this, and made his home more un-
eomfortable than usual for his family, though he daréd not make any open comments
upon the prophet’s decision. )

But this was not all. Cope’s description of the stranger who had liberated Jane
made him feel  certain that he was no other than the miner who had stopped at his
house a month ago, and roused his wrath by daring to notice Mary Ellswortg.

It is hardly necessary to say that the bishop looked a1:1pon Mary as his own pro ert{.
" From the day that she came into his family he had made up his mind that she should

be sealed to him, with or without her consent, He had already four wives. His first
wife, the mother -of his grown daughters, was the hard task-mistress whom poor

served; but in justice to her it must be said that she had full knowledge of her
husband’s designs, and though she told herself over and over again that she never
loved him since the day, now nearly twenty years ago, when he first brought another
woman into the house to claim the title of wife, she could not look upon the girl’s
beautiful face without a feeling of jealous rage. . .

The second wife, nearly as old as herself, was now a faded, spiritless, heart-broken
woman, ‘“as miserable as she deserves to be,” 80 said her rival, whose haEpiness she
had destroyed twenty years ago. The other two wives were mere drudges who saved the
bishop & man’s wages by working the farm wupon which he had placed them. But
this girl, with her fair face, her daihty ways, her refinement of speech and manner,
would receive far different treatment. . o

“She will be put in a fine house in the city, no doubt, as soon as she is sealed to him,
while I and my daughters slave here as we have always done.”

This was the burden of her thouglhts, the secret of much of her harshness to the
poor girl, who on her part could not divine why all her efforts to please her mistress
were unsuccessful,

Mary at first was grateful to the bishop bgcause he was kind to her and tried to
lighten her tasks and to save her-from ill treatment; but when he began to pay
her attentions which annoyed her, and to praise her beauty, she learned to dread him.
$till she did not dream that he meant to make her his wife until after the episode
marrated in the present chapter.

. It happened that she was ﬂesent when Cope described the stranger who had, as he
phrased - it, “meddled in his family affairs,” and she recognized Maynard from this
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description quite as réeadily as the bishop did. In spite of herself her heart beat
quickly at the thought that he had been so near her, and ber cheek flushed and paled
as she remembered that he had said, as he rode away: :

“] hope to see you when I-come again.”

Simple words that might have meant very little to anyone else, or to Mary herself
in happier days, but which she had treasured, in her loneliness and sadness, as some-
thing too precious to part with.

Unfortunately for her the bishop, turning suddenly toward her, saw the blush that
dyed her cheeks and guessed the cause. -

“Aha! So she remembers that scamp,” he said to himself. “Well, if the thought
of him can bring the color into her face like that it is high time that she be placed
beyond his reach. I'll speak to her this very night, and let her know that she must
get ready to go to the Endowment House with me next week. No use asking Margaret
to go” (vglancing toward the next room, in which he could hear his wife’s sharp voice
scolding JSome member of the household), “but we can easily dispense with her
company. i .

Having settled these matters to his own satisfaction the bishop took no more notice
of, Mary for the present; but in the evening he astonished and terrified her by demand-
ing a private interview, and closing and locking the door of the room in which he
ordered her to seat herself. ) .

Polygamic courtship is usnally & most unromantic affair. When, as is often the
case, a man is making arrangements to marry two or three wives on ti’l& same day, his
mind is somewhat distracted by the necessity of dividing his attentions equally among
the different claimants. Young men about to venture on the uncertain sea of matri-
mony, are frequently advised to take two wives to beginwith. This advice is well

meant, as it is supposed that the two, being wedded on the same day, neither will be -

able to claim the precedence, and thus the warfare between the first and second
wives, which often converts many a Mormon home int&# a battle-ground, will be avoid-
ed. Experience has demonstrated, however, that the single hour which intemenes
between the two marriage ceremonies gives occasion for an assumption of superiority
on the part of the one first wedded, and for bitter jealousies and heart-burnings on the
part of the other. .

Then, too, the trouble which the first or legal wife of an old man often makes when
he decides to take a youthful bride, has the effect of checking the tender speeches and
delicate attentions which are supposed te be part and parcel of an orthodox courtship.

The fact that many of the {oung girls so married are taken to the Endowment
House sorely against their will must also be taken into account. It is much easier
for a gray-haired high-priest to make a brief, businesslike bargain with the girl’s
parents—or if she is an orphan or her parents are not in the territory, with the bishop
of the ward or the president of the stake—than attempt to win a reluctant bride in the
fashion that prevails in other countries. It is not known that any gray-beard in
Utah, in search of a fourth or fifth wife, has ever been guilty of writing sonnets to
her eye-brows, or serenading her at midnight in the touching strains {n which wooers
elsewhere sing of their love.,

The Utah mode of courtship has its advantages. It is short, practical, and generally
successful. The present writer recalls an instance in which an elderly suitor won from a
stern father the promise to bestow on him the hand of his fourteen-year-old daughter
by the well-timed present of a span of mules. A thrifty and well-to-do citizen, who
always has an eye to business, even in his love affairs, makes a practice of hiring a
good-looking servant girl, keeping her until her wages amount to thirty or forty dollars,
and then ofiering his hand in lieu of a cash payment. After the marriage the giri
remains in the kitchen doing the work of the tamily without wages until her children
become troublesome, when she is turned out to make room for a fresh importation,

In the present case the good bishop might have been a little less abrupt in making
his offer of marriage if his temper had not been so sadly ruffled by the recent disturb-
ances in the settlement; but when the suspicion that Mary might be interested in the
handsome stranger was added to his other annoyances he was in no mood to waste
time in soft speeches. As soon, therefore, as the key was turned in the lock (to guard
against the possible appearance of his wife upon the scene), he began without any

reface:
4 “Mary, it is my duty to provide you with & hugband to be your protector in this
world, and to raise you up in the last day and give you & place in the celestial kingdoms

. L 4

DY
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It does not become me to boast of my attainments” (here the bishop’s modesty almost
.overcame him), “but it is well known that I rank very high in the priesthood for a man
of my age. I have .therefore decided to marry you myself, and I will take you up to
the Endowment House some day next week—say Thursday. I did intend to put it off
till after the spring planting, but there are so many dangers besetting an unprotected
young girl,” Jooking keenly at her to discover if possible whether she would show that
she understood what his last words referred to, “I have made up my mind that I
ought not to let the flant:ing or anything else stand in the way of my duty toward
you. The boys are old enough to attemf to the farm, and it is time they were put in
charge, for of course I shall live principally in the city after this.”

Mary was at first too much astounded to utter a word, but after a few minutes she
managed to falter out: .

“I do not feel unsafe. I am well taken care of here, and content. I—I—do not wish
to—to make any change.”-

“Nonsense, Mary,” the bishop interrupted sharply; ‘“contented here where you
have to work like a slave, besides being scolded and tormented from morning till
night! Don’t you think I’ve got eyes, girl?” e

hen after a moment’s pause he added, as though the idea had just struck him:
“You don’t suppose that I mean to marry you and bring you back here? I own agood
house in Salt Lake and I am going to furnish it up with t{e best, and get you a hired
firl, too, though of course it isn’t best to speak agout that here. You know as well as
do what trials I have with my family (the bishop sighed mournfully), and it would only
maoke matters more unpleasant to talk about our plans before Margaret and the girls.
In some families, now,” continued the ill-used husband, ‘“the first wife does all she
cun to make things agreeable, and goes to the Endowment House and gives her consent
without any fuss, but Margaret never had an obljging disposition, and I am sorry to say
she is more obstinate than everqust now. She was made to go to the Endowment
House when I took Ellinor, but she raised such s storm about it afterward I settled
it in my own mind that I would never take her again, and I never have.”

Mary sat silent—literally struck dumb—and the bishop not feeling called upon to
trouble himself about the objections which she was powerless to make, and having
besides a growing fear that if their interview lasted longer his wife might knock at the
door and demand admittance, rose to go, saying as he did so:

“Don’t trouble yourself about any preparations. We will start early on the day
before the ceremony so as to get to Salt Lake in the afternoon, and I have a sister
there swvho will fit you out with everything you need.”

The bishop was gone, and Mary sat alone in the room. It had grown dark, and
she crouched in the corner with the feeling that makes a hunted creature seek the
slightest shelter when its strength is gone. How helpless she was! How uttterly
helpless and alone! It seemed for the moment as though God, as well as man, had
forsaken her. One week, only one little week, remained in which help might come up
to her; and yet, from what quarter could it come?

Her thoughts turned for an instant to the stranger who had spoken the only words
of sincere kindness she had heard since that night when she closed her father’s eyes
in the lonely mountain pass in which they buried him. Robert Maynard was brave
and good. If he knew, would he not help a poor girl who was utterly friendless and
forsaken? But she must not wish for him to come. They would kill him if they could
find him even now. She hoped he was far away and safe; and as she said this to her-
self she felt a choking sensation in her throat. "She could have sobbed aloud, but she
must not. In another minute her mistress might come.

“And if she finds me here in this room into which I have no business to go, she
will say something dreadful.”

This thought mingled with the poor child’s confused longings to hide some place
* where no one could find her. 8he rose mechanically and groped her way out. “Her

tasks for the day were done, and in the little closet in which she slept she would have
the blessed privilege of beini alone for a few hours at least. There was a bolt on the
door of this sleeping room; how she wished to-night that the door was of iron, with
bars of treble thickness. “For then,” she said to herself, “I might shut myself up
here and die alone, and never look on Ais face again.”

A shudder of dread and repulsion passed over her at the thought of this man from
whom she wished to hide—from whom she must escape, though she knew not how. '

After a night of such misery and terror that it seemed to her her dair must have
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turned gray, the first faint light of dawn began to steal through her window, and with
it came a knock upon her door, followed by the sharp voice of her mistress, bidding
her get up at once to cook breakfast for the bishop, who had been called away south
and must start that morning. .

Here was a reprieve! It might be that the man who held her fate in his hands would
be goue for weeks, and in the meantime might not God open ug some wx:{ of escape?
Happily for her her mistress chose to wait upon the bishop herself and keep Mary
in the kitchen, so that she was spared any Karting words from him; and as he rode
away she heard him say, in answer to a neighbor’s question, that he might be gone a
week or more. : ) .

It is possible that the wife suspected what had taken place on the previous evening,
for she was doubly irritable and exacting to-dag, and poor Mary was kept so hard at
work and under such a constant fire of angry and abusive words, that she had little time
to brood over her own danger or to form plans for escaping from it. But when night
fell, and she was once more locked in her own room, a thought came to her that
seemed an inspiration. If she could get to S8alt Lake before the bishop returned she
would be safe. There were Gentiles there—she had heard that often enough—and now
there was a Gentile court which had done something to srotect those who appealed to
it. She knew the distance, too, and she was sure she could walk it in & night and a day.

Hope gave her new strength as she sat and waited for the house to grow silent, and
for the lights in the settlement to disappear. 1he hours seemed endless, but at last
midnight came, and a cautious survey from her window assured her that no one was
stirring in sight of the house.

The window was small and not intended to open, but with some difficulty she suec-
ceeded in removing the fastenings that held it in Eia»ee and climbed through it. There
was no moon, but the faint starlight showed the road disﬁnctly enough for her.
Crouching in the shadow of the trees that bordered it the fugitive made her way
noiselessly to the limits of the small settlement and then paused in doubt as to what
course to take. The traveled road would not be safe—of that she was sure—and she
knew no other route. —

“But,” she reasoned, “Salt Lake lies to the north, and close to the mountains, and if
I keep along the foot-hills I must reach there sometime.” .

The road to the foot-hills led past the cotton wood tree to which Cope had chained his
disobedient wife, and a little way beyond this was a deep ravine spanned by a rickety
bridge. On the other side of the rawine the only road visible was the one leading to the
canyon. This was not her route, and picking her way among the sage brush and rocks
she endeavored to fix upon a northward course. After an hour’s walking and climbing,
during which jt seemed to her that she made little progress, she came upon 8 bridfe
gath, the same one by which Maynard had made his journey to the city a few days

efore. This path seemed to her to lead in the direction in which she wished to go,
and quickening her pace to a rum, she hurried forward until out of breath. As 510
stopped for a few minutes to rest she fancied she heard voices in the distance behind
her. It was only fancy; but the fear that she might be pursued lent new strength to
her tired limbs, and she rose and pressed onward with such blind haste that she
stumbled over the rocks in her path and fell more than once into the streams that
crossed it. How long the way seemed! Try as she would she could not continue to
run, and by and by it became almost impossible for her to walk. Yetshe must keep
on. The sky was already beginning to show signs of the -coming dawn. In a little
while her flight would be discovered. Her temples throbbed, her head swam, her
wet garments clung to her feet. How long could she keep from falling down in the
ath? She looked up to the sky. Was not God there, and did he not see her? If
hel d{:!, he surely knew that her strength was all gone, and that it was time for him to
elp her. . .
e was trembling and shaking all over now. She could go no farther. Maybe,
though, she was going to die; then she would be safe; then——a mist blurred her
sight; thers was a ringing sound in her ears; then she knew no more,

. CHAPTER IIL

It was a hot day in early June, and the sunlight, pouring down from a sky in ﬁhioh
no cloud had been seen for weeks, filled the whole atmosphere with a blin ing glare,
making the shade of the trees that bordered the streets of 851; Lake doubly welcome,
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The city was such only in name. Every house was set in the midst of an org:hard;
well-kept gardens came up to the sidewalks, and cows grazed beside the little rivulets
that ran along every street, giving the place an aspect more rural than that of many 8
New England town. .

On one of the most quiet streets of this city of orchards and gardens stood a large,
square, two-story house with pleasant surroundings. On a poreh, covered ynth climb-
ing vines, a slender figure dressed in white sat in a low rocking chair, doing nothing
as it seemed, for she had neither book nor work in her hands. A girlish face, sha.ded
by wavy masses of golden hair, blue eyes, and cheeks tinted with a sea-shell pink,
made a pretty picture, lighted up as it was by a sin, le ray of sunshine that streamed
through an opening in the vines. Yet the fair face had none of the brightness of girl
hood. There was a grave, almost sad look in the blue eyes, and the expression of the
countenance was tinged with anxiety and foreboding. This girl, who seemed scarcel
eighteen, was a wife, and alas for her, a childless wife. Does any one’ ask why this
should cause the premature look of sadness and care which marked her face? A Mo:‘-
mon wife who has no children is not counted worthy of a high place in her husband’s
regard, and she knows that she will soon be called upon to witness his marriage with
another. She, moreover, was a second wife, and in spite of the fact that she had been
taught to regard a polygamous marriage as legal and honorable, she felt in her heart
that the tie which bound her to the man she called husband was slender indeed.

“If I were a first wife I should not feel so much afraid of being cast off.” L.

This was the burden of her thoughts to-duy as she sat alone, her eyes wandering idly
up and down the deserted street. The sound of approaching wheels broke in upon her
revery. One of the canvas-covered wagons that came in daily from the settlements
turned the corner near the house and stopped at the gate. A woman dressed in home-
spun, her face shaded by a gingham sun-bonnet, climbed out of the wagon unassisted
and approached the house. . )

“Does Brother Hartley Hwe here?” she inquired. A

“He does,” was the answer, “Please walk in. He is out just now, but I expect him
home to dinner.” :

“I will come in, for I should not like to miss seeing him.” - .-

Elsie’ Hartley had the instincts of a lady, and her unknown and shabbily-attired
guest was ushered into the best room and, made to feel as though her dress and
equ&page had been more elegant and fashionable.

“You will stay to dinner, of course,” the hosteds said, when the gingham sun-bonnet
had been removed.

. “I think I will, since yon are kind enough to ask me.” )

" The face and manners of the visitor did not quite accord with the homespun dress,
but rather hinted at a past when she too might have had the same surroundings as
her hostess. .

“You do not know me, but Brother Hartley is an old neighbor—I might say an old
‘friend, for we came from the same town in the states, and I have known him all my
life. L{y name is Dunbar.”

:%h, Jou are from W—, then; and of course you know—Sister Hartley?”

e )

“She lives near you?”

: “Yes‘” ’ . . . -

For once in. her life Sister Dunbar was reduced to the necessity of answering in

monosyllables. She had not expected these questions, and she was at a loss how to
speak of the white-haired, halF-crazed woman who was her neighbor to this girl, for
whose fair face Hartley had forsaken the wife of his youth. This second marriage was
all right, according to the “principles” in which Sister Dunbar professed to believe,
yet somehow the contrast between this handsome house, with its pretty and youthful
‘mistress, and that other house in whose gloomy and silent rooms the deserted wife was
-waiting for -death op&)ressed her strangely and made her wish herself away. If she
had known beforehand how Elsie longed to find out why the first wife refused to see
her, and why her husband would never speak of her or go to see her himself, it is
doubtful whether even her love of 5ossip would have induced her to come.
. “I have never seen Sister . eg,’ Elsie continued. ‘‘She was sick when we were
married; and though I have begged Brother Hartley to take me to see her or to bring
.her here, he will not do it.” ' ' )

Lest the reader should think Elsie s simpleton, it is necessary to state that the nriva.
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cies of domestic life are not by any means considered sacred in Mormon communities.
How can they be ‘when the teachers or inspectors, whose duty it is to visit each family
once a month, are required to find out and report everything that passes between
husbands and wives, parents and children, or brothers and sisters?

It took Sister Dunbar some minutes to frame a reply to the last question, but at length
she stammered out:

“Sister Hartley has been in poor health for a long time, and we are afraid she is not
altogether right in her mind. She never sees anybody now if she can help it.”

“I am very sorry. How long has she been in such a state?”’

Here was anmother embarrassing question. To mention the exact time from which
Mrs. Hartley’s illness dated would %e to give the month and the day of Hartley’s
second marriage.

“I really can’t say; I have such a poor memory,” she answered at last, “but she has
not been out anywhere for a couple of years.” :

::11;0%' woman! And is there any one staying with her to take care of her?”

0. .

Elsie sat a few minutes lost in deep and seemingly painful thought. At length she
lifted her eyes and looked her visitor steadily in the face.

“Sister Dunbar,” she said, “I was brought up here, and you have been here many

ears. We both know that polygamy brings trouble into families. When I married
1t was with_the understanding that the first wife gave her consent, but it hus never
seemed right that Brother Hartley (Mormon wives always address their husbands as
“Brother”) should live with me altogether, and of late I have been almost sure that his
wife determined to give him up when he married me. I want to know the truth, and
then—I will try to find out what I ought to’do.  Will you tell me the truth?”

Sister Dunbar thus appealed to turned red, then pale, and finally began with a depre-
cating manner:

“I am sure I want to tell the truth, but at the same time I don’t want to mak
trouble. Sister Hartley never believed in polygamy; indeed, I am not sure thaj sh
Dbelieved in any of the principles, and I know that she came to Utah much against her
own wishes and only because her husband was determined to ¢cobme. She lost her only
child some years ago, and after that she never seemed like herself. She worshiped her
husband. ﬁe was all that she had left in the world, and I don’t think she ever
dreamed of his taking another wife. When he made up his mind that it was his
duty to do so she may have said she consented—a good many of us feel obliged to say
that—but in her heart I know she was bitterly opposed to it, and I think she felt as
though it would be more than she could bear to see him afterward.”

When Sister Dunbar once began to make revelations her infirmity in that respect .
_caused her to go much further than she intended. She was an inveterate gossip, and
Jike certain ﬁarties who lived eighteen centuries before her, lived for little else than
to hear or tell some new thing. In the present instance she had meant to say as little
as possible in reply to Elsie’s questions; but when she g’ used to take breath the white
face of Irer listener showed her that she had told too much. Elsie was a second wife, and
in- the depths of her heart Sister Dunbar felt that she deserved to suffer; but not for
worlds would she have given expression to this feeling now, and when the girl raised
her eyes to her face with a piteous, appealing look she said, as though soothing a child:

. “There, therel Don’t feel badly. ~You are not to blame.” .
¢“Who s to blame then?”

Elsie spoke with a quiver in her voice that showed the tears were not very far off.

“Nobody. It seems ordained that women should suffer in this life. I have suffered
myself. My husband took another wife when I was sick in bed, with a baby only a
week old lying beside me. It seemed very hard, but if God orders such things we
-have nothing to sa’y.”

“Sister Dunbar,” Elsie spoke up impulsively, “God never ordered any such thing. You
know better and so do I. When I married I didn’t think anything about what God
‘had ordered. I liked Brother Hartley very much, and I was persuaded by those whe
‘were older and wiser than I that it was right for me to marry him. All the other girls
were going into polygamy and why should not I? But I never thought of the trouble I
was bnnging on the first wife.” . .

“What did your mother say?”

“Only this: ‘You will suffer less as a second wife.” I dido’t understand her the:
dbut I do now. Polygamy is a curse to every woman in the territory.” -
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“Hush! hush! - You don’t know who may be listening. We may think what we
please, but we must not talk.” A

A step was heard at this moment on.the walk, and Elsie, looking out, said:

“Brother Hartley is coming.”

Yesterday she might have said, “my husband,” but now itseemed to her that no
one except that lonely, deserted wife, whose sad story was ringing in her ears, had any
right to call him so.

It was easy to recognize in the man who now entered the room the original of the
portrait which hung in Mrs. Hartley’s chamber. There was the same haughty, hand-
some face, the same proud mouth, the same piercing eyes; but the hajr was sprinkled
with silver, and the smile with which he greeted his young wife and welcomed her visi-
tor could not hide the deep lines graven by care—shall we say also by remorse? Yes,
for this man had once lovetf the wife of his youth as he did not and could not love the
girl whose fresh, youthful beauty had caught his fancy. '

It was partly the passion kindled by this beauty and partly his over-mastering ambi-
tion to gain a place among the leaders of the people—a place that could never be his
while he had but one wife—that had caused him to forget his marriage vows and crush
ghe .hﬁ.art he had won in those long-past, happy years, whose memory he now-tried to

anis

In Mormonism, as in religion, he had not a particle of faith; but he saw in the system
a stepping-stone to wealth and power, and of this he meant to avail himself. He had
alreadl; grown tired of Elsie’s pretty face, and he was now negotiating with one of the
rulers of the people for the hand of his daughter. This new alliance, if he succeeded
in making it, would give him the prestige he souﬁht, and he had his eye upon an im-

ortant effice, just vacant, which hig future father-in-law could easily obtain for him.
e necessity of making aiplication for this office in advance of any one else caused him
to push his suit for the hand of the girl who, if she lacked Elsie’s beauty, would
bring him money and secure her father’s influence in his favor.

Elsie knew nothing as yet of his plans, and he did not mean to tell her until every-
thing was in readiness for the ceremony. She would cry for a day or tWo, ef course,—
she always did when anything went wrong,—but she was only a child, and he could buy
her off with a new dress and a trinket or two. In fact, Elsie was very little in his
thoughts as he perfected his arrangements for his third marriage; but often and often
another face rose up before him—a face that haunted him b mght as he turned on his
sleepless pillow, and made his days wretched in spite of all that he told himself he had
gained. hat would he not give to be able to banish that face from his memory!

He had never ‘been near W—— since the day of his second marriage, anqhe had
avoided, as far as possible, any meeting with its inhabitants. It was not, therefore, a
pleasant surprise to him to find Sister Dunbar sitting with Elsie; but he was too good
an actor to betray his feelings, and his visitor missed none of the cordiality of other
days in his welcome, 8till, notwithstanding his outward composure, he was nervousl
afrhid that she would mention his wife’s name, and he filled up the dinner hour witz

uestions about the religious progress of the people of W——, in which he professed
&e deepest interest. . .

Contrary to his usual custom he remained at home after dinner and took the burden
of the conversation upon himself until he saw Sister Dunbar safely deposited in the
wagon that was to take her back to the settlement. He flattered himself that by this
means he had prevented her saying anything to Elsie which he did not wish to reach her
ears. It was therefore with as much surprise as displeasure that he heard Elsie’s first
question after they were left alone:

“Why did you not tell me the truth about your wife?”

“What do you mean?” he asked, affecting the greatest astonishment, though he
changed color visibly.

“] mean,” answered Elsie, “that if I had known all I would never have married yow.”

She was not deficient in courage- after all, this fair, fragile-looking girl. She re-

rded Hartley now with a steady gaze, which somehow he shrank from meeting, and
'ﬁ: could not at first find words to answer her. When he spoke, at length, it was in &
jesting tone:

“Why, Elsie, child, what tragic airs you put on! Are you rehearsing for the stage?”

“You need not speak in that way.” ghe had risen to her feet now,gand her cheeks
were crimson. “You made me believe thet your wife consented to our marriage.
I was too young and ignorant then to realize that no woman could consent to such
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& thing with her heart; but I have learned much in two years, and I know now that
your wife has lost all she had to live for.”

In spite of himself, in spite of his pride and his iron will, Hartley trembled. How
plainly he could see that face now! And the accusing voice that sounded in his ears
was not that of the girl before him., No; it was a voice that had thrilled his heart in
that dead past which for him could have no resurrection. But he must not let Elsie °
see how he felt, and affecting anger he said harshly;

“That gossiping woman has been filling your ears with her tales, I will take good.
care that she does not come here again.”

“Sister Dunbar only answered my questions, and she did that most reluctantly. I
knew before that polygamy was a curse, but I did not know until to-day how much
another had suffered through me.”

“Elsie, until now you have only talked nonsense; but when you speak in such terms
of a divine ordinance tyou commit a sin that if known would not be passed over
lightly. For my sake, if not for your own, be a little more careful what you say.”

For his sake! Hartley knew what chord to touch. She loved him, this fond,
simple-hearted girl, against whose ha]ipiness he was even now planning a fatal blow.
He had a strange power to win the love of women—a love from whose bonds the
could not free themselves, even when it became the curse of their lives. The pallidv,
gmy-gaired woman who tortured herself daily by looking on his pictured face was

orced to say: .

“My doom is, ‘I love thee still.’”

And Elsie, whose ounghlife he had blighted, would go down to her ﬁve loving him.
She knew this herself. She felt it in every fiber of her being after Hartley had left
her, with a clouded brow, and without the kiss which until to-day she had never
failed to recieve. When she asked Sister Dunbar to tell her the truth she had said:

“] will try to find out what I ought to do.” : . .

She knew her duty now. She knew, notwithstanding the specious reasonings by
which the priesthood sought to commend pol{gamy to the people, that it was a crime
against God and- humanity. Her woman’s heart told her that the wife whom he had
promised lon% ‘:.ﬁo to love and cherish was the only one who had a rightful claim upon
the man they both called husband, and that she ought to give him up.

“But I vannot, I cannot!” she moaned, wringing her hands and sobbing.

She was young yet, little more than a child, and the relief of tears was not denied
her. 8he wept until the pain at her heart eased a little, and then with a quick revulsion
of feeling, said half aloud:

“1 cou.l% not leave him if I would. The laws of my people bind me to him, and I can-
not go to the president and ask for a diverce for I have no complaint to make against
my gluband. He hgg been kind always—too kind ; and as for ker (Elsie felt as though
a strong, cruel hwd%ed her heart as her thoughts went back to the deserted wife),
I cannot right her wron I could not make her happy again even if I should leave
him. No, I must stay where I am and bear whatever comes. There are two of us
now to suffer instead of one, that is all.”

About two weeks after Sister Dunbar’s visit, Hartley, who had been very kind to
Elsie, and had apparently forgotten their conversation at that time, said to her one
morning as he was leaving the house:

“] want you to get up a nice sugrer to-night and invite Alice Farr and her mother.””

Elsie opened her blue eyes a little wider than usual.

“What makes you think of inviting them,” she asked, “I have hardly ever spoken to
either of them.” .

“That is no reason why you shonld not get acquainted now. They are very nice

eople, and Brother Farr’s friendship is worth having. Do as I tell you and we shall
gsve a pleasant time. I shall not be home until five o’clock, so good-bye till then.”

Brother Hartley mounted his horse, which was standing at the gate, and with a

g wave of white hand, rode away. Elsie watched him until he was out
of sight and then returned to the house oppressed by a feeling of sadness and dread,
for which she could give no reason.

“8omehow it «seems as though he were never coming back,” she said to herself.
“My old nurse used to tell me that it brought ill luck to watch one out of si ht,
but’ I hope I am not childish enough to feel that way, What on earth mekes
him wish me to invite those people? I cannot imagine, but I will do my best te
please him,” o
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The first thfag in order was to dispatch a note to Alice Farr and her mother. Alice
was the daughter of a polygamous wife, but her mother had always been the husband’s
favorite and money had been freely spent to give her children the best advantages the
territory afforded. Alice was no beauty, but she was bright and sensible, and had,
moreover, a spirit of her own that promised anything but quiet submission to the fate
to which she, in common with all other Mormon girls, was destined. And yet what could
rebellion avail here, where woman was wholly in the power of a tyrant from who:e
decrees there was no appeal?

Five o’clock came and brought Mr. Hartley, as well a8 the expected guests. Elsie
noticed with a little surprise that her husband greeted the ladies with the air of an o'd
and privileged friend. She noticed, too, that Alice returned his greeting with ey.»
cast down and with heightened color, but her embarrassment, if such it was, was ol
short duration. :

There were two or three other guests, for Elsie had invited some of her own relatives,
and during the supper and the evening that followed Alice kept the whole company
amused by her lively sallies. . .

‘When the last guest had said good-mght, and host and hostess were left alone, Hart-
ley turned suddenly to Elsie and asked: )

“What do you think of Alice?” ) »

«She is accomplished and witty,” was the answer, “but to-night she seemed to me to

be acting a part.” . .
«“What a fancy! Ihave known her a good while and she always appears just as you

have seen her.” . .
*"«You have known her a good while! Idon’t think you ever mentioned her name to

me until to-day.” . ) . L L.

“Maybe 1 have not. I—Elsie, I had a particular reason for asking you to invite her
here to-day. I wanted you to get acquainted with each othcr, because—Elsie, child, do
sit down in that chair. I ca,x’xnot talk while you are standing up, and I have somethinyg
of importance to say to you.

Elsi‘; sank into {he Zhair that he pointed out. All the forebodings of the morning
rushed back upon her, and her heart stood still with a vague terror.,

“My dear,” Iﬁirtley resumed in his calmest tones, and in the most matter-of-fact man-
ner, “you and I believe in the princ:ple of cele-tial marriage, do we not?”

Elsie bowed her head. She could not trust herseli to speak.

«We believe also that no man can inherit the kingdom promised the Saints unless
he has children to bear his name?” . . .

Elsie again made a faint sign of assent. Now, indeed, she knew what was coming.

«I am past the prime of life-—tgast fifty,” he continued, “and yet it is my misfortune
to be childless. 1 may say, too, that I have only one wife, for there is only one who is
willing to share my home. My brethren have spoken to me often of the matter, and I
have at length consented to be guided by their counsel and to take another wife. It
has been my chief concern to select some one who would be a companion for you and
with whom you could live hapgily. 1 have therefore chosen Alice Farr.” . )

Elsie grasped the arms of the chair tightly that she might not fall. What right had
she, who had displaced another woman with a far better right to this man’s name and
love, to utter one word of complaint? It was but just that she should suffer as she had
caus’ed another to suffer, and iet a feeling of jealous rage, stranger even than the pangs
of slighted love, burned in her heart as she thought of the girl who it seemed to her
had been mocking her under her own roof that night. . .

«I am glad that you receive this announcement like the sensible girl that you are.”
It was Hartley’s voice that roused her from her trange. “And I know you will be ready
to go with us to the Endowment House on Thursday, and to give Alice a sister’s

welcome when I bring her home.” .
«On Thursday! So soon as that?” tgasped Elsie. . .
«Yes. Circumstances which I will afterward explain make it necessary that the sealing
should take place then, and I prefer to bring Alice here at once.”
What could Elsie say? What could she do? A plural wife herself, she had not a
single right beyond what Alice would have that very week. She summoned all her
ride to her aid, and perceiving that Hartley was waiting for her to speak, said:
“] will be remiy to do anything you wish.” . .
«Spoken like yourseif. I could not bestow higher praise than that;” and in his
gratitude to her for sparing him a scene, Hartley kissed her ¢old cheek, For the first
]
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time since she had called herself his wife she shrank from the caress, and pleading
weariness, begged to be allowed to go to her room. She was already in bed and feign-
ing sleep when Hartley came up stairs, but her face was deathly, and her white lips and
the lines about her mouth betrayed the agony she was stifling.

“Poor little girl! ” he said to himself with a a touch of pity, “she takes it very hard
after all, but I know her pride will carry her through, and after everything is settled
she will become reconciled to what can’t be helped.” '

-Hartley was right in one thing. Eisie had pride enough not only to cause her to
mask her sufferings, but to enter with seeming alacrity into the preparations for the
wedding party with which Hartley prof(;osed to celebrate his third marriage. The Farr’s
were rich and had a large circle of friends and acquaintances. Hartley wishred to im-
press his new connections with a suitable idea of his own wealth and importanee, and
therefore all the arrangements for the &arty were on an extensive scale.

‘When the appointed day arrived Elsie accompanied Hartley to the Endowment
House and witnessed the ceremony which united him to another woman ““for time and
eternity,” and during the evening that followed she acted the gart of a smiling and at-
tentive hostess with as much ease and irace as though she had not a thought or a care
beyond the comfort and enjoyment of her guests.

The next morning, however, she was unable to rise from her bed, and though she
protested that she was only a little tired, another morning. and {et another found her
no better, until finally she was forced to confess herself really ill. A slow, nervous
fever—nature’s revenge for the constraint the poor child had put upon herself—kept
ber a prisoner in her room for weeks. Hartley came in once or twice a day and made
¢ivil inquiries after her health, but beyond this she saw nothing of him. Alice stepf)ed
at once into the place of mistress of the house, and thou%h she was quite as mindful of
appearances - as ley himself, and came in regularly before the duties of the day
commenced to inquire if there was anything she could do for her ‘“dear sister,” she
was too much taken up with the responsibilities of her new position to have any time to.
devote to the invalid, and Elsie would have been left altogether to the care of a hired
nurse if she had not been blessed with a mother.

This mother, a pallid, hollow-eyed woman, with all the marks of aﬁe and infirmity in
her face and form, was in reality but sixteen years older than her daughter, but
polygamy had done the work of time and furrowed her face and bleached her hair. She
was a first wife, and Elsie, before she was married to Hartley, had prided herself a
little upon being the offspring of a ]eﬁal marriage, possibly because her mother had
unconsciously betrayed the fact that she looked upon the other children in the family
as illegitimate. :

Yet Mrs. Kendall professed to be “reconciled” to her husband’s sabsequent marriages,
and though she declined to live in the same house with the plural wives Elsie had never
heard her speak unkindly of them. It was for this reason, perhaps, that she sought
now to hide her own misery and jealousy from her mother’s eyes; but sickness had
broken down her strength, and one day after Hart.le{s accustomed call and the stereo-
typed inquiry whether she was not feeling a little better, she burst into an uncon-
trollable fit of weeping. All her mother’s attempts to sooth her only redoubled her
hysterical sobs, and finally Mrs. Kendall said:

“Something must be done to quiet you. I will call your husband.”

Elsie sprang up in bed. “No, no! Nothim nor ker. Not for worlds. Lock the door
and let me get over it. I will be quiet; only give me time.”

A strange look passed over the mother’s face. “Poor child!” she murmured. “Is it
possible that she loves him after all? Loves him ds if she had the right?” ’

“What are you saying, mother?” Elsie demanded sharply.

“Nothing, my daughter. Here, drink this cordial, and let me bathe your face.”

Elsie submitted Jike a child. Her strength was quite gone, and for the next half
hour she was glad to lie back among her pillows; but when she felt able to speak again
her eyes were lighted with a newly-formed resolution.

“Mother,” she said in a faint voice, “sit down here close beside me and—is the door
locked?” ’ :

“Yes, my child.”

“Then I want to tell you something—something that I could not tell to anv one else if
I died for not l&ea.kmg. When I was a little child you taught me that it was wicked
to tell lies, and I thought that was something I should never do; but, mother, I have been
acting lies for a long time—such & long time—and now it seems as though I must ¥o on
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-
in the same way till I die. When I was married,” a spasm of tEain passed over her as
she pronounced the word, “I was as ignorant as a baby about the meaning of marriage,
and because I was brought up in the midst of polygamy, and better people than I were
living in it, I suppo:ed it must be right: I never dreamed that I was injurying anybody
by ‘foing into it, but I began to find out things before I had been married six months,
and I have been finding out more ever since. When the months passed and my—and
Brother Hartley never went to see his first wife, and never spoke of her to me, I knew
something was wrong and I felt guilty, though I did not know why. Then I began to
see that he did not care as much for me as he did at first, and I was unhappy enough,
but I little knew how much there was for me to bear yet.”

“About a month ago a woman came here from W——. Brother Hartley was not in
the house when she came, and I questioned her and learned—too much. Brother Hart-
ley’s first wife was driven into insanity by his marriage with me, and she is all alone in
8 house in which he left her, and dying by inches. When I heard that I felt like a
murderer. I knew, too, that I was not his wife—that I never had been—and yetI
could not give him up. I thought my cup of suffering was full, but I knew nothing
about real suffering until the night when he told me he was going to take Alice.
mother, mother! I died a thousand deaths that night.”

“My poor child! Until now I never dreamed of your loving that man. It was on

1
- because I felt sure that you did not love him that I consented to the arrangement whicﬁ

your father had made.”

“Not love him! Did you want me to be married without love?”

“Married? Child, there is no marriage here. Woen are only sacrificed, and that is
all, and the less heart they have, the less they will suffer. 1 was marrie«;” a faint touch .
of ﬂfride, a little of the dignity of wifehood shone in the worn face, “but those who are
sealed in that cursed Endowment House are only sold into slavery.”

“Mother, you frighten me!” Elsie exclaimed, forgetting her own sorrows for the
moment. “I always thought you believed in celestial marriage.”

“I have lived a lie for a good many years, just as all women do here. I have taught
this to you because I was compelled to, but I never believed God had anything to do
with a system that breaks a woman’s heart, blights her life, and either kills her or kills
all the good in her.”

“That is just what polygamy is doing for me—killing all the good in me. You know,
mother, that I was not cruel once; I would not hurt any living thing if I could help it;
but what tortures I have wished upon others since I have been lying here! Yesterday
morning Alice came in here with Sister Grove, and while she stood close beside my bed
she said in such a way I knew sl":ﬁ did it on purpose to wound me:

“My husband insists that I shall take a horseback ride every day. He fears my health
will suffer, I have 80 many cares just now.”

“I could have killed her as she stood there speaking to Sister Grove, but watching
me to see me turn a little paler. Then, last night,” Elsie paused a moment to gather
strength, “last night she came in with Aim, and he put his arm around -her, and she
leaned against his shoulder and looked up in his face, while he pretended to be waitin
for me to answer his questions. I wished then that one of these mountains might
on them and crush them both.”

“My child, listen to me: You cannot hurt them, but you are hurting yourself more
and more every day. You must conquer such feelings.” .

“Must! I cannot.” . .

“Elsie, if I seem cruel now you will think me kind in the end. Has not Alice a
claim on this man equal to yours?”

“’L;{aybe she has. 1 said that to myself at first; but, oh, Ilove him so, I love him-

“Pluck that love out of your heart; it will be the curse of your life. Elsie, I had s
right to love your father. He was mine, mine only in the sight of God and man. We
had a home once that was like heaven to me; but we were persuaded to leave all and
come here, and in 1éss than six months he was sealed to another woman. If you will
look on my face, on my white hair, and remember that I am only thirty-six, you may
form some faint i(’lea of what I endured for years. My love died a lingering death, but
Iam free from it now. I care no more for the man who was once my husband than I do
for the ground under my feet. That seems a hard thing to say to you who are his child,
but it is true;- and I repeat, you will suffer as long as you love that man.”

“I would kill my love for him if I could”—Elsie was sitting uo in bed now, with a
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gright”ﬂush on her cheeks and an unnatural light in her eyes—‘but how shall I
o it? ) . .

“ Allow yourself to think of him just ag he is. Remember his treachery to the wife
of his youth ; remember, too, that he never loved you; that you were only the play-
thing of his idle hours, 10 be cast aside at will. He«does not believe in Mormonism.
He knew that the ceremony which gave you to him was not marriage, and he looks
upon you just as any man does upon a girl who has sacrificed everything that woman
holds dear for his sake.”

Elsie clenched her hands and set her teeth. “If I could believe um&" she said, after
8 time, speaking almost in a whisper, “then indeed my love would die. How many
times he has toid me that he looked upon our union as something far more sacred than
what the world calls marriage! But he lied to me in other things, and why not in

that?”
: CHAPTER 1V.

Robert Maynard only stayed in Salt Lake three or four days. He was anxious to fet
back to the mine, so he told the major, for from the indications when he left he felt
pretty ce:tain that the streak-of ore which he and his partner were following would
widen out into & ledge which could be worked groﬁtably.

“ ﬁn’t’l when the railroad gets here,” he added, “ our mines will yet astonish the
world. :

“Yes, the railroad,” said the major, “ that is the great civilizer after all. When the
line is once completed the tide of emigration will set this way, and these precious
scoundrels that run the Latter Day Church will soon find themselves in the minority.
I know a good many peo;l)le who are waiting for the day when they ca&h teach them a
much-needed lesson, and I have a few old scores to pay off myself. Stick to your mine,
Robert, my boy. I hope there may be millions in sight when you get back ; for if this
territory proves as rich as Nevada we will have ten thousand miners in here before
this time next year.” .

Maynard’s enthusiasm on the subject of mines was usually much greater than that
of his companion, but to-day there was an absent look on his face while the major
talked. Truth to tell, it was not the mine at all that was drawing him toward the
mountains just now. Mary Ellsworth’s dark eyes were more potent than all the silver-
hidden away amonp the roclﬁ peaks of the Wasatch, and the siill they had cast over
him could not be resisted. He must see her again, no matter what might be the conse-

uences to himself. Brave, resolute and determined hitherto, he had always mastered
the difficulties that lay in his path, and he did not despair now of being able not only
to catch sight once more of the face that haunted him, but
. ¢¢ Perchance to speak, kneel, touch, kiss—
’ In sooth, such things have been.” .
Porphyro, seekinia glimpse of Madeline, on the eve of 8t. Agneg, was not more set of
purpose, nor had he the greater dangers so encounter.

But our hero, though brave, was not reckless. True courage does not disdain to
counsel with prudence, and Maynard laid his plans so that he might meet his 10es b
daylight and guard against concealed assassins, such as lay in wait at night for alyl
whom the priesthood had doomed to death. The bridle path skirting the foot-hills,
by which he had reached the city, was comparatively safe, partly for the reason
that the soldiers from Camp Douglass made use of it, and partly because there was no
cover near it except a little stunted sage-brush, and a horseman riding along the path
could see and be seen for miles. The unsafe portion of Maynard’s route was that
which lay through the settlement and the canyon beyond, and in order to make this
part of his journey by daylight it was necessary that he should leave Camp Douglas
during the night.

His horse, a powerful bay, whose fleetness and endurance had stood many a hard
test, and whose ~agacity had more than once saved his master from an Indian ambush
seemed to-night to understand the situation quite as well as his master. He maintained
a steady trot, getting over the ground quite rapidly, yet reserving his strength for a
time when it might be needed more. The stars twinkled brightly in the clear sky.
The soft breeze fanned Maynard’s temples, and seemed like thegbearer of good tidings,
as with his heart full of dreams and funcies tar more sweet and unselfish than most of
those which stir the breast of mature manhood, he purrued the journey, every step of
which brought him nearer to the one object of his thoughta. i '
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Hours passed. The stars begai to grow paler, and a faint flush tinted the sky—the
promise of coming day. He felt his spirits rising, he scarcely knew why, and uncon-
sciously hummed the fragments of a song that belonged to the memories of his boyhood.
The horse quickened his pace, as though sharing his master’s elation of spirit. Maynard
9yesfwtei: raised to the brightening sky, Somehow the breaking day seemed the prom-
ise o e

‘When error shall decay and truth grow strong,
« And right shall reign supreme and vanquish wrong.

His path lay in the shadow of the mountains, but the beams of the rising sun al-
.ready shone upon the peaks on the other side of the valley, and cast a glow upon the
Jake at their base. .

“What a fair picture,” he said aloud. The words were scarcely uttered when his
horse stopped so suddenly as almost to unseat him.

“Bayard, good Bayard, what is it?”> he said, smoothing the neck of the horse, who
‘trembled visibly; but even as he spoke he saw for himself. A rod before him a dark
object, unmistakably a-human figure, lay across the path.

reat heaven, a woman! Another victim of their accursed cruelty!”

He sprang from the saddle, and with a word to his bonnie bay, who still trembled in
every limb, walked toward what seemed the dead body of & woman, the head and arms .
hidden by a shawl. The body lay face downward. He knelt beside it and raised it
from the ground, turning the face to the light as he did so. The shawl dropped off, and
gitl(nl a cry that echoed from the rocks above the strong man sank down with his lifeless

urden, )

It was the fa¢e of Mary Ellsworth! White, rigid and exgressionless,’ but yet the same
face that had filled his thoughts by day and his dreams by night since he saw it last.
In thatmoment he knew how he loved her—knew that, living or dead, he must continue
to love her to the end of his own life and beyond. He rested the head on his knee
and kissed the white face. Was it fancy, or did. the form in his arms stir? The eyes,
‘too, were closed; in death would they not be open? The bare possibility that this
might not be death roused him' to instant exertion. He chafed the cold hands and
bathed the face with spirits from the flask he earried. In a little while a tremor passed

" over the slight frame, and a faint, fluttering sigh parted the lips.

“Not dead? O God, I thank thee!”

Maynard thought sometime in his wild wandering life he had forgotten how to pray
aright, but surely no more earnest prayer, no more sincere thanksgiving ever went up
from a human heart than that which rose to heaven from that lonely spot. He re-
doubled his efforts and was rewarded by seeing the closed eyes openslowly.” Conscious-
ness had.returned, but not recollection. : .

“Mother?” the girl murmured faintly, and Maynard felt the tears, which were no
shame to his manhood, filling his own eyes. He would not startle her by speaking,
but her head was still pillowed on his knee, and as her faculties gradually awoke to life
‘her glance rested on his face, first with a look of fear, then of recognition. A faint
red tinged her cheek as she seemed to become aware whose arms supported her, and
she made a slight movement as though to raise herself up.

“Do not be afraid; you are quite safe,”” Maynard said, gently.

“Where am I? How came I here? Oh, I remember now. I was running away
from—from them all, and I fell down. My strength was all gone. I thought I was .
dying. That is the last I knew.” . .

“Don’t try to talk about it. My horse is here, and when you are able to sit up
he will carry you to a place of safety.”

“Let me go now.” ‘A terrified loak swept over the fi.rl’s face. “They have found
out by this time that I have run away, and they will follow me,”

“Never fear. Nobody will come after you here by daylight, and long before, night
we will be at Camp Douglass, where the wife of one of my friends will be glad to re-

- ceive you and take care of you.”

“By this time Ma{lmu-d had lifted the girl to her feet, but her first attempt to walk
showed how weak she was. . )

“No use trying to get away from here just now;” and Maynard was not sure that he
regretted the delay, which involved no present danger. “You are not able to ride
yet, and see, your clothing is wet and you are shivering with cold. I will ind a seat for
vou and then build a fire and make you as comfertable as I can,”
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Mary could not do-otherwise than acquiesce in this arrangement. She was still dizzy
and faint, and glad to rest in the seat whieh her rescuer prepared for her; ‘i’l';d’ too,
of the warmth of the fire, for dress, shoes and stockings were wet through. en the
fire was burning brightly Maynard bethought him of the lunch which the major had
insisted on his taking with him. o

“ Don’t get anything to eat at the houseson the way; they’ll poison you, depend on it.”

“This was the major’s wamin‘i,ato which his friend was inclined to pay very little at-
tention, but he was glad now that Golden’s caution had born fruit in the shape of such
ample material for the impromptu breakfast which he had set about preparing. "He
was in the highest spirits, and yet when he addressed the helpless girl so strangely
thrown upon his protection, he compelled himself to speak in tones of the gravest and
most respectful courtesy. : . .

“ Poor; frightened dove! I must do my best to reassure her; and yet I do not think
she is afraid of me.” .

He said this to himself as he made read¥ to place her on the borse, after the break-
fast, which was certainly the most delightiul meal of his life. She did not seem afraid
of l;lim. . é)n the contrary, her dark eyes spoke her gratitude and trust most eloquently
as ghe said:

¢ It was surely God who sent you to save me.” .

She objected a little to the arrangements for the journey, which obliged him to walk
while she rode. ]

“T can walk part of the way,” she averred, * or—or we might both ride.” .

The last sn‘ﬁlestion was a tempting one, certainly, but he put aside the temptation
and answere 'ghtly: .

“You do not know what a good walker I am. I have traveled on foot over all the
territories, and I could make the journey across the continent in the same war.”

It was eight o’clock when they started, and they would need nearly the whole day to
reach Camp Douglass. Ma{nard, on his part, would have wished the journey longer if -
he had not seen how much his companion needed rest. His wildest fancies of the
night before, when he was riding over the same ground, had not pictured anything
like this délicious day, alone with the only woman he had ever loved; and though he
controlled his words, his manner, and even the tones of his voice, his eyes betrayed his
secret. . :

Two or three times in the course of the dafy he was tempted to ask the immediate
cause of her flight, but he refrained for fear of distressing her. But when they were
within two or three miles of the camp she spoke herself of her unhappy life at W—,
and finally, amid tears and painful blushes, the whole trath came out. Maynard coul;i :
gcarcely hear her through, :

¢The miscreant, the double-dyed villain!” he exclaimed, laxing his hand upon his
weapon ; “I will kill him yet.” Then in a softer tone he added: ¢ Poor child, you had
no father, no brother, no one to protect you. I wonder at your coura.%e.” .

“My father told me just before he died that there was One who would always be near
me to protect me. If I had not remembered that I think I must have died of terror.”

They were bi this time very near the end of their journey, and a new anxiety took
possession of the girl’s mind. . .

¢ Are you sure,” she asked, “ that this lady, your friend, will welcome a forlorn.
stranger like me?” :

. . “Quite sure, or I should not take you to her. She has daughters of her own, and will
‘be as kind to you as a mother. Besides you are not the first one who has fled to Cam
Douglass for safety.. There are many there now who will stay and be cared for until
they have an 0£portunity to leave the territory.”

“1 have nowhere to go, and no friends nearer than England. Indeed, I am not sure
that I hawe friends there now. All our people were so displeased with us for going off
with the Mormons; so I may say I have no one to care for me.” .

Here was another temptation, It was hard, indeed, to refrain from telling her that
he meant to make it the business of his life to take care of her, but as this was not the
time or the place for such a declaration, he wisely contented himself with assuring her
that she would find friends in the place to which he was taking her. The motherly
welcome of Mrs. Rushton, to whom Maynard entrusted his charge with a few words. of
explanation, confirmed this assurance; and when he took leave of her for the night he
hag the satisfaction of knowing that her anxieties on this point were set at rest.

Two more days passed and Maynard still lingered at the camp. His haste to return to
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the mine had subsided, and if he had conkulted his inclinations he would have put off
the triP indefinitely; but his good sense told him that-he would lose nothing by a
‘month’s absence from the girl to whom he could not yet speak of his love, and besides
he depended on the Flora Bell for the means to take care of a wife when she should be
won. 8o on the morning of the third day he called to sa{‘food-bve, and either by acci-

:lent or by a little volunteered co-operation on the part of Mrs. Rushton, found Mary

one. .

“You are not going away?” This was her only reply to the announcement he had to,
make, but her color came and went in a manner that would have given Maynard courage
to say a great deal if he had been used to read ng such signs. X

“I must go,” he said, “but I shall be down again in a month, or sooner than that if we
get to?s,}xipping ore.”” And then he could not help adding: “Shall you be glad to
see me
. “Glad to see you! I owe my life—everything to you,” and the tears began to fall
Maynard would have been more than human if he had turned away then without say-
ing, “I love you,” and in words that were none the less effective because unpremeditat-
ed, he told her how hard it was to put her out of his thoughts for an hour since
he first saw her, and how he had mage up his mind to risk everything for one more
sight of her sweet face.

“Buat you never thought of me, while I was willing to risk my life to see you,” he
1added, with as much art as thougﬁ he had studied all his life how to win a woman’s

ove. '

I thought of you all the time. I—that is—I meant—" .

“Never mind what you meant. That is enough;” and as he drew her toward him she
hid her crimson face on his shoulders.

“You belong to me now, remember that”—these were Maynard’s parting words—
“and you must never say again that you have nobod’y to care for you. It nearly broke
my heart to hear you say th:t the day we came here.”

“I will remember. But—ought I to tell Mrs, Rushton? I do not think I could.”

“You little goose! I will tell her myself, and she will take care of you for me
till I come again. Then I expect you to give me the right to take care of you always.”

It was a hasty wooing, and had Maynard been worldly-wise he might have thought as
he rode away that it would have been more prudent to wait a few weeks, or even
months, belore committing himself as he had done. He was not, however, of a coldly
calculating temperament,.and no such reasonings disturbed him this morning as he

. presented himself at Major Golden’s door, very much to that gentleman’s astonish-
ment. ’

“I thought you were at the mine, days ago,” he said in reply to Maynard’s salutation,

“I should have been but for something which I could not possibly forsee.” And

then in a few words he told the story of his adventures, omitting, however, any account

of the morning’s interview. :

“Poor girl 1 ”’ the major said, “I cannot wish that you had not been the one to rescue
her unless, indeed, I add the wish that I had been there myself; but I warn you to keep
clear of the settlements after this. They will track you like bloodhounds, and your
lg:: kw,i.ll not be worth a penny if one of them ever gets a chance to shoot you in the

“I know; but J don’t mean to give anyone that chance.”

“Yes, but how will you get back to your mine?” .

The major looked deeply troubled, for Robert was as dear to him as a brother; butall
at once his face brightened, and he exclaimed : '

“I have it; strange that I didn’t think of it sooner! About twenty of the boys who
came in this spring were here yesterday. They are wild to start on a prospecting tri]
somewhere, fnd your part of the country will suit them as well as anything®else that
know of. 1 will see them at once, and I'll engage that they will be ready to go with
you this afternoon.” N

The major’s plan worked well, and when atan early hour in the afternoon the
“boys” started southward, riding two abreast, he looked after them admiringly and
said to himself :

“Robert is safe this time. These sneaking, Latter Day cowards will think twice be~
fore making even a night attack on twenty such fellows.”

The prospectin &arty camped for the night about a dozen miles south of the city and
made the rest of the journey by daylight; so that beyond a few black looks from the -
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saints they chanced to meet they encountered nothing to remind them that they were
in an enemy’s country. Two years before this the Danites 1.ad received orders to drive
all prospectors out of the country with shot-guns, and this order had never been re-
scinded, 8till it was evident that while the miners were as obnoxious as ever to the
Mormon leaders, the latter had begun to learn that they must substitute strategy for
force in their dealings with them. A few of the Mormon people, restive under the rule
of the priesthood, and glad of anything that promised deliverance from it, had also
joined the rauks of the prospectors. For this glaring disobedience to counsel they had
een cut off from the church, and they would have been L!..od-atoned (Blood-atonement
—death by the knife—is, according to Mormon creed, the only ineans by which one
who apostatizes from their faith can be saved in the next world), likewise, but for the
protection afforded them by their new allies. Two of these apostates, as they were
termed, joined our party at the mouth of the canyon, and half way up the steep defile
they were overtaken by another, a boy of sixteen, whose hard-ridden horse panted an
indignant protest against the forced march which his master had undertaken in order to
reach the conipany. )
“My eyes, e that ain’t Johnny Sloan,” exclaimed one of the new recruits—Morris, by
name. “I say, boy, did the bishop send yer after us?”
“You bet. Same as he sent you. The bishop ordered me to St. George, and I went;

oh, yes!”

“Iiow far did yer git on that trail, Johnny?”’ asked another.

“Jist a little ways beyond Provo. Then you see I had a pressin’ errant for my mother
to old man Ho::f’s, and I rode over that way while the others was baitin’ their horses,
Eut Illtl)’st’t,.he trail somehow, turned north, come around the pint of a mountain, and

ere I be.” -
“Johnny,” said one of the apostates who had not yet spoken—an old man with white
hair and bent, but still vigorous frame—*1’spose you know the consequence of this?”
“Likely as not I do.” Johnny made an ugly, but deeply significant, gesture—that of
drawing the forefinger of his right hand across his throat—‘but you see, before folks
cooks & rabbit they has to catch him.”
The old man shook his head sadly. The boy, full of the reckless courage of youth,
might scoff’ at the dangers he had never encountered, but those who had listened to the
dying cries of friends that they could not rescue ought not to be called cowards, though
they expressed their fears of the murderous Danites, The distance from the mouth of
the canyon to Maynard’s mine was fifteen miles, but the trail was so rough aund steep
that the progress of the sarty was necessarily afow, and night overtook them before
they were within hailing distance of the Flora Bell. Jim, aided by a couple of wander-
ing Erospectors who bhad stop‘fed at the mine to work for a ‘“grub stake,” had been
gfus ing dt.he tunnel night and day since his partner left with results that will be told
terwar:
. It was now the first of June, but the snow was still deep in the mountains in some
places. Just below the mine, however, there had been a slide which had carried oft
snow and rocks together, and in the immed:ate vicinity of the tunnel and of Maynard’s
cabin, which was built on a little flat, the ground was bare, affording the new-comers a

lace to camp comfortably. The cabin, constructed of logs still encased in their native
gark, with a roof of poles held in place, and rendered water-tight by a coating of earth,
was not more than twelve feet by fourteen by inside measurement. The company
which had just arrived numbered twenty-three souls, but, as one of them observed,
there was plenty of room outside, and there preparations for the night were soon
made.

. A prospector starting out on a month’s trip, such as the present party contemplated,
carries with him, in addition to his tools, blankets a"d cooking utensils and the inevita-
ble bacon, flour, yeast powder, a litttle sugar and coffee, and ‘a small sack of “Nevada
strawberries” (white bean?}. Thus equipped and prov.sioned he works hard, eats
heartily, sleeps soundly, and if success does not crown his search, returns to the base of

supp.ies at the end of the month for a fresh outfit and starts out again with unabated
courage. All of the present party, with the exception of the three recruits from the
valley, had led tnis life for years. ;dmy of them had grown gray in their search for
silver and gold, but all were ready to begin over again in this new field, and if their
unflagging energy and perseverance did not win success they at least merited it.

Morning dawned ugon a busy scene. Breakfast was dispatched in haste, and the
prospecting party broke up into small squads and departed in different directions to ‘-
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explore the mountains. When the last one was out of sight Maynard turned to his
partner with the question that he had waited uatil now to ask:

“Well, Jim, old fellow, what luck.”

‘“Come ipside and I'll show yer,” was the sententious response,

Hereupon Bradford, with a little unnecessary ostentation, produced a key and led the
way to the mouth of the tunnel. A heavy door, fastened: with a padlock and chainm,
closed the entrance.

“What's this for?”” Maynard asked. .

“Wait an’ see,” was all the reply that Jim vouchsafed.” The key was turned in the
lock, the heavy door swung back, and the two men, each with a lighted candle in his
hand, stepped inside. .

The rocks on either side were damp; the water trickled down upon them from above
and formed little pools below. The tunnel made two or three sharp turns, easily under-
stood by a miner who noticed the narrow, grayish streak overhead. This was the
“vein” which the tunnel followed through all its windings and turnings. The candles
flickered feebly, and did little more than make darkness visible; yet all the work
necessary to excavate the solid rock for a distance of one hundred and fifty feet had
been done by their aid alone. About a hundred feet from the mouth of the tunnela
winze let in a little of the light of the out'r world, but this only served to make the
pitchy darkness beyond apgear more intense. Maynard asked no questions as they
walked along, having learned by experience that Jim’s “Wait an’ see” was final. en
they reached the “face” (the last point at which work had been done in the tunnel),
Jim lighted the two extra candles he had brought, held them up and exclaimed in =
triumphant tone: .

“Jest you look thar!”

Maynard did look, and for the moment the sight nearly took away his breath. Over-
head, underfoot, and on either side the rock had given place to the gray mineral which
they had followed through so many difficulties. He stodd in the midst of a body of ore
whose extent he could not even guess. The wealth so long sought for lay before his
eyes—within his grasﬁ. :

- “Didn’t I tell you the very last thing afore you started on that wild goose chase that
this here vein was agoin’ ter widen out? And hain’t she widened out? Seel”

Jim picked up a crow-bar and pushed it into the soft mineral.

“I’'ve sourded this all around, an’ can’t find bottom nor top nor sides, nowhere. An’
look! here (indicating a streak of ore abaut a foot wide in the face of the tunnel) is
the richest thing I’ve seen in wy travels, outside of the Poor Man’s Lead, up in Idaho.
wn go two thousand ounces, I’ll stake my bottom dollar on that; an’ t'wont surprise
me ef it assays three thousand. There’s enough of that to set us both up ef there wasn’t
anything more; an’ when you come to think of this hull ore-body, that’ll average a
hundred an’ fifty ounces all the way through. We can begin to lay out fer a two-forty
team, an’ a high-toned kerridge, an’ a house with a coopilow, an’—” -

“Stop, Jim,’ intergosed his partner; ‘“don’t let us 'iet too much on our hands at once.
The house and the horses and the carriage are all that I can take care of at present.
How much ore have you got out?”

“See for yourself.” Jim pointed to the walls. “We’ve only run in about ten foot.
The ore is sorted an’ sacked an’ piled in the shed. I didn’t want to do any more till
{l;’}l got bs;’ck, an’ I don’t think we’d better strike a lick to-day till we’ve talked the

ing over.

“Right. We will talk it over by ourselves, I will send the boys after wood, so that
we can be alone till night.”

The partners feasted their eyes for a féw minutes longer on their newly-discovered
treasures, picked out a few bits of ore that appeared exceptionally rich,and then slowly
retraced their steps. As they neared the entrance Maynard asked:

“Why did you lock up the tunnel ; were you expecting visitors?”

“Didn’t know what ter expect,” was the reply; “an’ it’s been my way always to lock
up the stable door afore the horse is stole.”

_ The “boys,” both of them gray-haired and a little bent by many years of underground
work, were enjoying their morning smoke and making themselves generally comforta-
ble, but at their employer’s suggestion they shouldered their axes at once and started out
for the wood, which, if not urgently needed, might as well be got that day as any other.

. The partpers thus left in undisturbed possession of the cabin replenished the fire and
- ‘seated themeelves for ‘the talk” which was to decide their own future and that

»
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:if' the mine, Jim smoked s few minutes in silence, and then opened the conversa-
on. . .
“Pardner, I dunno as T’d care about ownin’ it to anybody else, but sence the first
minute that I know’d this strike was a sure thing I've had the curiousest feelin’s.
Seemed as ef I wasa boy agin, an’ nights I dreamed of the old farm, an’ wake up
callin’ for some of ’em at_ home—some that may be the grass has bin a_growin’ over
these many years; for I’ve never heard a word from any of ’em sence ’57.

“You see, I was in the thick of the first stampede to Californy; went overland,
an’ had a rough time; but I was young then, an’ didn’t mind it. You’ve heard me
tell about that often enough, but I’ve never told you about the folks at home. I
left father an’ mother an’ sister—little Minny—she was the cutest little thing. I can see
ber blue eyes an’ her pink cheeks this minute, plain as I see you.”

Jim paused, drew his rough hand across his eyes as though to clear the mists of years
from his sight, and then went on: '

“But that wasn’t all I left. There was a dear-little girl, not my sister—Deacon Holts’
daughter—his farm jined ours. The Deacon was rich an’ close-fisted an’ wouldn’t
give his daughter to anybody that was'nt fore-handed; an’ it was for ker that I went
to Californy. ’'Twas the easiest thing in the world, so I thought then, to get rich,
when you had’nt nothin’ to do but pick u%gold offen the ground. An’ next year I'd come
back, so I told Hetty, with money enough to buy out ’Squire Ruggles an’ build a house
twice as big ‘ashis. I've told gou about them times in Californy; no luck the first

ear, an’ not much the second; but I kept hopin’ an hopin’, for I was young then, and
esides, in them days I got letters that helped me through.

“At last, along in the spring of ’51, I made a little raise—not much, but enough to
take me to the states an’ start some kind of business when I got there. I was home-
sick enough to make me willin’ to give up the idee of the hundred thousand that I’d
meant to take back with me, an’ after I got my next letter I meant to start. You know
how letters used to come in them days. We waited for’em months an’ months, an’
tramped clear to Frisco after ’em.

“QOne day—1 can’t never forgit that day, though I’ve tried hard enough—I went
into town for my letters. I’ve told you how the boys used to stand in line at the post-
office for hours. I was a little late, and felt bad enough about takin’ my place down to
the end of the line; but therc was one feller close to the winder that didn’t seem to
care much about his mail, an’ so, I bought out his place—give him twenty-five dollars
forit. In a few minutes I got a chance to call for my letter, and took it in my hand,
feelin’ as happy as a king; an’ even after I'd opened it I didn’t seem to git hold of
what was in it. It was from mother; an’ she wrote everything else first, thinkin’ to -
soften what she had to tell me—that Hetty, my Hetty, was dead! I don’t want to talk
about that. I got over it after & while—enough so’st to feel that she was waitin’ for me
somewhere; an’ in the long night tramps I've took it’s seemed as ef she was a
lookin’ down frem the stars. But I’ve never wanted to speak her name, only to my-
self, an’ I never have till to-day.” . .

ﬁaynard laid his hand gently on his comrade’s shoulder. His own eyes were misty,
but he, too, felt that words were not called for. .

¢] understand,” was all that he said. .

After a long silence Jim resumed: ) . :

“That broke up my goin’ home; an’ as the years went on, an’ I kept on trampin’,
now in Californy, now in the territories, my folks lost track of me. I didn’t get their
letters, an’ then I stopped writin, an’ as I told you, I hain’t heard nothin’ sence ’67 ; but
this strike has made me rich enough to go home; an’ as I wus & sayin’, I hain’t been
able to think of nothin’ else sence.”

Maynard gave himself, as well as Jim, a little time to think before he spoke,

«] don’t know that we can sell out just now,” he said at length, “but I believe there
will be a chance for us to get pretty near what the mine is worth in a couple ot months.
You know the railroad will be completed in July, and Major Golden has friends who
are already forming companies in the East to buy up and work mines here.

“Now my idea is this: Let us leave the tunnel as it is, but run a drift each way to show
the ore, and slope out a little from above. Tue mine will then look: just as well as we
want it to. We will put up something that will answer as an ore-house for the present,
sack the ore we take out and pile it up, have a few assays made, and then invite those
who are looking about for investments to come and examine the mine. The property

vill sell itself—there is no doubt about that—and we can leave the territory as soon
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:ftegward as we like; for though I haven’t any home to go to just yet, I mean to have
ne. . i

Jim smiled grimly. “I thought as much,” he said. “I knowed I was right about
your made-up trip into the valley; but go ahead an’ tell your gtory.”

And Maynard did tell his story much more freely and fully than he would have
go;ne if Jim had not revealed a si?e of his own nature which his partner had never seen

efore. .

“I hope the girl is cured of Mormonism, an’ out,” was Jim’s first remark after the
story was finished. ' ;

,“She pever was a Mormon,” Maynard answered, flushing a little, “nor her parents,
either, for that matter, though her father was Kersuaded to accompany the Mormon
emigration in the hope of bettering his fortune ere.” .

“Well, it’s all right; I don’t question that, an’ there is nobody wishes you more joy
than your old pardner does, But to take any comfort after this you want to git out of
the térritory, an’ that's another reason for puttin’ things in shape to sell the mine.”

“We ought to have some assays made the first thin ) Maynard observed; “but it's a
long trip to Salt Lake, and I’ve only just got back. Still—

_ “You'd be willin’ I ’spose to take it all on yourself,” Jim interrupted, his eyes twink-
ling with suppressed merriment,” and save your old pardner the journey. It’s very
good of you; there ain’t anybody in partikler that’s waitin’ to see me, at the camp
or anywhere else; then agin, there ain’t anybody layin’ for me to blood-atone me; so on
the hull I think I’d better go this time.”

“All right. Two of the boys who stopped here last night are going back next week,
and you can make the journey in their company.” .

“I" could carry a letter, you know, jest as well as not. 'Twouldn’t be a mite of
trouble; and ef there was an answer I’d manage to find time to call for it.”

Maynard’s late experience was something so entirely new to him that’he colored like
a girl at his partner’s good-natured railery.

“You are very kind,” he said, “and I'll think about your offer to-day; but in the
meantime I believe we had better have some dinner; that is, unless the strike has
taken away your appetite. I’ve known such things to ha pen.”

Jim loudly disclaimed having been affected in this way by their gaod fortune, and at
once set about the preparation of the meal, which included a few luxuries not down
on their ordinary biﬁ) og) fare. .

“To-day is Thanksgivin’, Christmas an’ Fourth of July all in one,” he said.” Least-
ways it amounts to that to us, an’ I'm a goin to celebrate it. Seems as ef I could see
the table set at home jest as it was that last Thanksgivin’, way back in 48,

CHAPTER V.

T declare, Martha Sloan, the sight of that house, with its furniture that cost, dear
knows how many hundred doliars, and a piano—a thing 1 haven’t seen or heard
before since I left the states—has made me more discontertted than I've ever been since
the first year I came here. Look at my house! Bare floors, wooden chairs, a table that
George made himself eut of some old boxes, and no iwo dishes alike to put on it.”

«Better have the bare floors an’ the wooden chairs, an’ be an honest wgman, married
lawfully to the man yow're & livin’ with, than have all the pianny’s an’ ‘¢ofy’s in the
world an’ be a —” ’

«Sister Martha, for goodness sake think what you're saying. Nobody knows who
might be listening.” :

ister Dunbar spoke in a distressed whisper, looking over her shoulder, as was her
wont, for eaves-droppers.

«“There’s nobody about the place but our two selves, Sister Dunbar, an’ anyhow, I’ve

ot pretty near through whisperin’ an’ wutchin’ for fear somebody might be a listenin’,
f’ve kept that up for nigh onto sixteen years, an’ it’s a wearin’ on me.”

“Ym,x; don’t mean to say, Martha, that you're not going to obey counsel any
more?

] mean to say that I've made up my mind to go to the Lord for counsel after this,
an’ not to anybody else.”

A}

Two causes, of which Sister Dunbar knew nothin ¢, Were operating to produce this
E P! g

wnwonted beldness of speech on the part of Martha, Johnny, her only child, ‘was
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Sloan, who had just returned from & trip to Salt hake, had brought news which
mxigthened her belief that the day of their deliverance from Mormon rule was near at

“I tell you, Marthas,” he said, “the bishop is a weakenin’, and so is some that’s higher
up than'the bishop. They see that they can’t carry thinzs with such a high hand much
longer. The Gentiles are a comin’ in by hundreds, an’ the new judges that’s been sent
on from the states has got real grit, I can tell you that. Why, the one that holds court
at Provo has got out warrants for them that had a hand in blood-atonin’ the Potter’s an’
Parrishes, an’ the one at Salt Lake is goin’ after the men mixed up in that Jones affair,
an’ a gooé many others. Things that we hain’t dared to talk about, even in a whisper,
is bein’ brought rightt into court, and there’s bin a reglar stampede to St. George among
them that wou!dn’t dare sta{ ani longer in this part of the territory.”

Another piece of news which her husband brought gave Martha far more hope than
anything else. A stage line running to and from the mines was to pass through the
settlement, and a Gentile who wished to open a hotel was readz to buy their place for
that purpose. The sale, if conducted with secrecy and dispatch, could not be prevent-
ed by the church authorities, and then they would get out of the settlement—perhaps
even out of the territory.

“It *pears to me too good, almost, to be true,” Martha said, musingly, “to git back
home where there ain’t no priesthood nor spies to listen under a body’s winder, nor mur-
derin’ wretches layin’ behind fences with shot guns, an’ follerin’ decent folks nights.

It'll be pretty near like goin’ to heaven, only it would seem more that way to me if I
eould take Sister Hartley along. Poor creetur!”

“Martha sighed deeply, and her round, smiling face grew very grave. Since the week
succeeding the one un which this story opens Mrs. Hartley had not left her bed. Mar-
tha had watched over her and waited on her with the same devotion which had caused
her to follow her benefactors to this country, in which they had found nothing but sor-
row. There was no physician in the settlement, for the Saints were forbidden to em-

loy a physician in sickness, and had there been one, both Mrs. Hartley and her faiths
}’nl nurse knew that her ailment was something beyond the reach of medicine. The

rayer for death, so long offered in vain, seemed now about to be answered; but as the
gonr of deliverance drew near a great change apgeared to come over the sufferer’s spirit,
‘The handsonte, haughty face of the portrait on the wall still looked down upon her, and
in all her waking hours her eyes met those which had won her girlish heart only to crush
it and cast it aside after her love had been tested by years of sacrifice and suffering,
Yet she did not now invoke curses upon her husband; and when Sister Dunbar, who
had been allowed by Martha to go into the room, with some delicacy for the invalid
repeated the story of his third marriage, the wife felt no exultation at the thought that
the girl for vhom her hushand had abandoned her was now suffering in her turn.
Martha wondered much at the change in her old mistress, but finally set it all down as
due to her sickness.

“An’ mebbe,” she said to William, in an awe-struck whisper, “she’s had a warnin’.
She says to me last night, ‘Martha, they have been here;’ an’ when I asked her who
she meant, she says: ‘Father and mother and my boy. They are here now, night and
day.’ I declare, she spoke in such a way an’ looked so strange you might o’ knocked
me down with & feather, I was that upset. She won’t be here long, depend on it;
an’ nobody that knows what she’s bin through an’ how she’s prayed to go can grudge
her the answer to her prayer. I don’t, though I’ll miss her as if she was my own
mother.” " ) :

Martha wiped her eyes with her apron, and set about preparing something which she
ho the invalid might be temmht: eat.

e day passed, and at night after begging.vainly, as she had often done be-
fore, to be allowed to stay with her befoved mistress, made her as comfortable as possi-
ble and left her alone. It was now near mid-summer, but though the days were hot the
nights were delightfully cool. Martha and her husband sat until a late hour on the

rch before their door, talking of indifferent matters, for there were listeners close at
g:nd most probab‘lfv, and this was no place to discuss their plans, A faint light was
visible in Mrs. Hartley’s window, from which Martha had removed the thick curtains,
amd William said :

“It seems as if you ought to step in before we go to bed and see how she is.”

4]’d be glad to, but it worries her to have me come in after dark. She says if she giis

with the Geni:ilesi and safe (so his mother believed), and the night before, William
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Egy sleep at all now it’s in the fore part of the night, an’ she don’t want to be disturbed.
e’s very gentle, though, poor, dear creature, to what she used to be, an’ lets me deo
almost anything for her. She et _that puddin’ to-day,sn’ thanked me in a way that
made the tears come to my eyes. But when she had that bad spell last winter, I might
4’ begged her on my hands and knees an’ she wouldn’t a’ touched .it.” -

The next morning Martha was up betimes. She was an early riser always, and to-day
William was going to Salt Lake to complete the arrangements for djst[:osing of their

lace. So they sat down to breakfast just as the day was dawning, and by sunrise Wil-
iam was on his way.

The first business of the morning, with Martha, was to see how the invalid had passed
the night, and to attend to her wants. The keﬁf the side door she always k.eipt, and
letting herself in this way she went directly to Mrs.” Hartley’s room, and rapped gently
There was no response from within.

“Poor soul! She’s dropped asleep, I dare say, an’ I won’t disturb her,” she whis-
Eered to herself, turning away, Half an hour later she came back and knocked again.

eceiving no answer this time, she opened the door softly and looked in. The part of
the®room in which the bed stood was in shadow, but she could see the face of the in.
valid on the pillow. The covering of the bed was thrown back a little, the hands were
Ei)ldeg on the breast, and the whole attitude was that of a person in a quiet, undisturbed

umber. . . . . .

d “It:,s a new thing—her sleepin’ in the mornin’ like this—but it’ll do her good, poor
ear. .

She drew a little nearer the bed, looked again, and started back with a ery. Her
mistress indeed slept well. All the pangs that broke her rest, all torturing memories,
all disquieting dreams, were ended forever.

“For so he giveth his beloved sleep.”

That was a text which Martha remembered well. It was carved on the headstone
which bore the name of her own mother, whose life of toil had long ago ended im
fne:gfctt rest. Tears dimmed her eyes as she looked at her dear mistress lying there

a

¢“‘Blessed sleep ! '
From which none ever wake to weep,”

But through her tears she said: . S
“Thank God! they waited for her, and she has gone with them to her Father’s house.”
There was nothing now to bind her faithful heart to this spot; and after the funeral,

at which Mr. Hartley was not present, the Sloans’ gave up their house to the purchaser

and moved te Salt Lake, from which place they succeeded, in the course of the year, in
making good their escape from the territorg and returning to their old home in Ohio.

Mrs. I:fartley’s death, which took place about three weeks after her husband’s mar-
riage to Alice Farr, was duly announced to him at his city residence. He regretted
very much his inability to be f)resent at the funeral, so he told the messenger, but his
wife, Elsie, was dangerously ill, and it was impossible for him to leave home, even for

a day. He, however, sent a liberal sum to defray the funeral expenses, but the money
was promptly returned by the indignant Martha, S

Wget.her conscience was entirely dead, or whether years of hypocrisy had taught
him to mask his real self so successfully that none could guess what passed in his
heart, not even those who knew him best could tell. To all outward seeming his life
went on exactly as before. He had gained the position he coveted, wéalth began to
flow in, and in less than six months he took another wife—this time a rich widow
somewhat advanced in years, who had a house of her own, which she declined to share
with Elsie and Alice. : ) :

- Elsie found some comfort in this marriage because it distressed Alice, who, poor.
child, had learned too to love the man who had such a fatal power to win the héarts of _
women. )

“] suppose you know,” Elsie said to her directly after the wedding, which' they both
attended, “that the last Mrs. Hartley is a legal wife.”

“A legal wife! What do you mean?” Alice asked petulantly. .

- “I mean, my dear,” was the unruffled response, “that Mr. Hartley was a widower
when he married her, which was not the case when he married you and I. Therefore
the law recognizes their union; and if they choose to remove from this territory Mrs.
Hartley can still associate on equal terms with other ladies, while we—well, I dare ssy
you can tell what we would be called anywhere else.” - ’ .
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Alice burst into angry tears. * what you please about {ourself. I am a wife,
with a better right to the name than tgat fat, ugly old woman, who was only married for
the sake of her money.” . .

“A wife! Yes; ‘but still I presume you have noticed how our Gentile neighbors, Mrs.
R— and Mrs. W—, lift their eyebrows and draw back their skirts when they happen
to pass you on the street. I was looking out of the window yesterday when they met
you at the gate, and really it was as good as a play.”

Alice rushed from the room, shutting the door violently after her. .

She was little more than a child, and Elsie pleased herself by saying something to
throw her into a fit of rage whenever they were alone together; bl:lt in the presence of
“our husband,” as Elsie made a point of calling him when areaklng to Ahcq. the two
wives treated each other with elagorabe courtesy, and in public they were pointed out
as examgles of the harmony that exists in polygamous families.

Elsie had risen from her sick bed so changed that it seemed to her as though the girl
Elsie had died and a lost spirit had come back in her place. She hated Alice with a
vindictiveness that frightened her when she allowed herself to reason about her own
feelings, and she wished to hate Hartley too, but could not. Something that she
could not define, the ghost of her dead love, bound her to him and made her swear to
herself never to go away, as she had once thought of doing, and give him up to Alice.

There was not the slightest pretense of sentiment in his marriage with the Widow
Brant, who was older than himself, besides being quite as fat and ugly as Alice had de-
seribed her. She was rich, and wanted some one to manage her property. for her, and
Hartley was quite willing to assume that charge, in the hope of making something
for himself; so the only rivalry which existed in the family was between the two young
wives. ) : :

Elsie still retained her marvelous beauty, which she knew well how to enhance by
every art of dress and adornment. Alice was plain, but witty and accomplished, and
‘the birth of a child toward the end of the year gave her a much stronger hold upon her
husband than before. 8till, she knew quite as well as Elsie that the law did not
recognize. her as a wife, and the freezing contempt with which she had been treated by
the few Gentile ladies she had met gave her a most unpleasant consciousness of her true
position. . Yeara ago, when the Saints had the valley to themselves, and the slightest
etxfpression of doubt with regard to the validity of plural marriages was promptly and
effectually punighed, polygamous wives seemed not to have any anxieties on this head,
but now all things were changed, and in a few years she, Alice Farr, who had always
considered herself as good as the best, might be pointed at as a shameless creature who
had lost all that makes a woman’s life worth living.

These were not pleasant thoughts, and she tried to put them away, but could not.
They embittered her life far more than her daily quarrels with Elsie, or the claim set
up by that odious Widow Brant, who insisted that Hartley should spend every third
week at her house, and even proposed that he should accompany her to California, to
look after her property there. Decidedly, Alice was not happy; but neither was she
miserable as Elsie was. She had neither her capacity for suffering, nor her penetration,
which enabled her to judge rightly as to- Hartley’s estimate of those who called them-
selves his wives.

“He loves me. Iam sure of that, no matter what Elsie may say, or what other people
may think!” ’ .

his was the comfort which Alice always administered to herself when smarting
under Elsie’s thunts or the treatment she recieved from her Gentile neighbors.

Elsie, on her part, tried to find comfort in outdressing and outshining her neigh-
bors, in giving costly entertainments, and plunging into a vortex of amusements.
Hartley was growing rich, and as he was much more liberal in the matter of farnishin,
money to his family than Mormon husbands commonly are, Elsie had all that she wish
to spend. But dress and amusements were not able to pluck from her memory a rooted
sorrow, and before another year passed a little vial labeled ‘“Morphiné” might have
been found on an upper shelf of her bed-room closet. This was, as she told herself,
her only friend—the only thing that enabled her to forget her misery and endure life.
She counts it her only friend still. Shef¥growing haggard. Her beauty is disapFear-
ing in spite of cosmetics, and in a little while she will escape from the burdens of life
in the same way that other plural wives have done.

As for Hartley, no judgment overtakes him. He is one of the law-givers of the
people. Riches and honors are heaped upon him; strangers who visit Utah partake
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of his_hospitality, and when he visits the cities of the East, as he often does, he is
treated with distinguished consideration as one of the most wealthy and influential
citizens of Utah.

But we turn from this picture of a happy and prosperous polygamous family to
follow once more the fortunes of the hardy miners, whose presence in the territory
has ﬁeagt the peculiar institutions of the country the heaviest blows they have yet
received.

Jim Bradford made the next trip to Salt Lake, as he had proposed, and it is prettg
certain, also, that h& carried a letter which had to be delivered at Camp Douﬁlasl an
that he brought an answer back; and much as Jim affected to make light of this
“foolishness,” he would rather have lost the precious specimens he carried to the city,
or the certificates of assay he received, than either of the letters entrusted to him,

The Flora Bell proved herself worthy of the estimate placed on her, and the assays
made.in the city vindicated Jim’s judgment with regard to the quality of the ore.
Specimens taken from the little streak in the center of the vein, which differed in
color, weight and general appearance from the rest, assayed a little more than two
thousand ounces to the ton, while the great body of the ore into which they ran their
drifts assayed from forty ounces all the way up to two hundred and seventy.

“It’ll sample a hundred an’ fifty ounces—jest what I’ve said all along,” was Jim’s
rem rk to the assayer; “an’ that’s as good a thing as I want.”

“I should think so,” was the answer, “if you’ve got enough of it.”

“Enough! We can’t find top nor bottom to the ore body; an’ as fo: he ralls, we've
drifted twenty foot each way an’ hain’t touched ’em yet.”

“Think anything about selling?”’ inquired the assayer.

“Well, I dunno. It’ud take a pile of money to bur me out now, I can tell you, It'll
pay big to ship the richest of the ore soon’s the railroad comes in; an’ as for the low
grade, we can pile that up on the dump an’ wait for the smelters to start up; for the

rst man that comes in here with money, an’ knows a chance to make money when he
sees it, is goin’ to put up a smelter, you mark that.”

“A party of gentlemen from the East came in last night, and some of them were
here making inquiries about the mines. That is why I spoke to you.”

“Tenderteet!” Jim’s face expressed boundless contempt. “I never see a chap fresh
from the states yet thut didn’t think npggets of gold orter lay around on the ground
big as tea-kittles, or else they’re lookin’ for boulders of pure silver. An’ when you
tage these fellers into a mine an’ they see the pickin’ and blastin’ an shovelin’ that’s
got to be done, to say nothin’ about the ore that’s got to be shipped an’ smelted, an’
the bullion that’s got to be refined, they’re took sick right away, an’ want to go ‘Jack
{0 New York or Bosting, where they fina the gold an’ silver ready coined.”

“But these gentlemen have had some expericnce in mines, They own property in
Nevada and California.”

“Well, in that case I don’t mind their comin’ up, ef they want to see the Flora Bell.
I ain’t ashamed to show her to nobody, nor my pardner ain’t neither. But sellin’ out
is another thing.”

As a result of this talk with the assayer, two of the gentlemen alluded to called on
Jim the next morning. They found him willigg to talk by the hour about the tunnel,
the vein it Followed, the extent of the ore body; but on the subject of selling out he
was decidedly reticent. i

“You see,” he explained to his visitors, “it's jest this way with me an’ my Patdner:
We’ve bin a huntin’ a mine these twenty year; leastways I have, an? he aln’t more’n
five years behind me, though you wouldn’t think it to look at us. We’ve tramped all
over the coust an’ the territories; we've bin roasted in summer an’ froze in winter;
bin ketched in snow slides an’ shot at by Injuus and blowed up with powder; an’ now
after goin’ through so much we’ve got a mine, an’ we want to hold on to it.”

“But suppose,”’ said one of the gentlemen, insinuatingly, “that you were offered
ten thousand dollars apiece for your interests. ‘lhat would take you to the states and
set you up there in some business which would be free from risk and hardship.”

Jim shook his head. “We can make more’n that this summer shippin’ our high
grade ore, an’ then we've got thousands of tons of medium grade to fall back on when
the smelter starts up.” . . .

“Suppose we take a trip to the mine,” suggested the other gentleman; “we want to
see the country, and we may not have a better opportunity.”

“No objection; not the least in the world. You’'ve bin in the mountings before, I
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take it, an’ that bein’ the case, we can make you comfortable, my pardner an’ me csmn,
at our cabin.”

It was finally arranged that three of the party from the East, representing a wealthy,
mining company, should go with Jim. One of the three was the professional “expert,’”
whose report on a mine is considered indispensable by the purch , notwithstanding
the undisguised contempt of the practical miner for the “book learning” which is the
basis of such report.

Maynard received his visitors courteously, showed them all there was to see in the
mine, was marvelously patient with the expert, whose constant use of technical and
scientific terms was a sore trial to Jim, and won golden opinions from the others by his
gentlemanly bearing and his readiness to oblige, but he had still less to say than Jim
about selling the mine, and the visit ended without any definite result.

It was now four weeks since Maynard had said good-bye to the fair girl whom he
already looked upon as his own. They had been long weeks—the longest he had ever
known—in spite of the excitement caused by the strike and the interest he felt in the
work of opening up the mine so as to make it Jook its best. So, a little to Jim’s astonish-
ment, he announced that he meant to return to Salt Lake in company with their visitors,

“I’'ve ’tended to the assays,” Jim said, “an’ we've got supplies laid in for three
months, We won’t make nothin’ by runin’ after these chaps that wants to buy a mine.

Let them run after us.”

“That is just what I mean to do,”’ Maynard answered; “I shall not say ‘mines’ to
anybody while I am gone, and in less than three weeks these same friends of ours will
be back to make us an oé_“er that we can afford to take. My business in Salt Lake this
time is a little more important even than making a sale of the Flora Bell.”

“Of course] Queer that I didn’t think of your reasons for goin’ down a leetle offener
than nsual this summer. I’m a crusty old chap, pardner, but I talk% a sight of comfort
in knowin’ that you’re some happier than you ever was before.”

“I know it, Jim; I’ve never had a truer friend than you, and I didn’t. mean to go
away without telling my errand to the city. Jim, old fellow, if Providence favors me,
T’ll come back a married man!”

“What! So soon? I thought you was agoin’ to put it off till after the sale.”

Maynard laughed—a clear, ringing, borsh laugh, which it did his companion’s heart

d to hear. “In that case,” he said, “I should have hurried up the saie. No, Jum, I
on’t want to put off the day that will give me a legal right to protect my little girl,
knowing, as I do, how much she needs a protector.”

There was a tender light in his eyes as he sYoke, and an unwonted tremor in his voice.
Jim, who had known love once, nay, who still loved the gentle girl who was, as he said,
“gwaitin’ for him somewheres,” understood tuese signs and guessed how sacredly his
promised bride was enshrined in his heart of hearts.

“I say again, as I said at the first, nobody wishes you more joy than your old ’pa.rdnet
does; an’ if you’re as happy as you deserve to be, it’ll be mignty near heaven.”

These confidences were exchanged over night by the partners, and before the earliest
beams of the sun began to show themselves above the crest of the Wasatch the part
were on their way down the canyon. Maynard rode in advance of his companions, 1t
was well perhaps that he was forced to wait a little for them; well, at least, for Bayard,
whose speed would huve been tested to the utmost if the impatient lover had been
making the journey alone. X

“These are the longest miles I ever traveled,” Maynard said to one of the others as
they reached the mouth of the canyon. ) .

’ﬁle gentleman smiled. “They seemed longer to us going up,” he said; “but then
the fact that we were climbing up hill, and our impatience to see the mine, made the
journey a trifle tedious,”

" It was yet early in the forenoon when they passed through the settlement, and they
came in sight of Salt Lake about sunset. When the party reached the southern limits
of the city, Maynard bid good-bye to his companions and turned his horse’s head in the
direction of Camp Douglass. X .

«“At last!” he said to himself, as though nearing the end of a pilgrimage of years,
“Bayard, good Bayard, make haste; we have traveled too slowly.”

The horse, obeying his master’s voice and hand, quickened his speed. They were
already within a mile of the camp. -

“She does not expect me. She will be startled, but not sorry to see me, How she
looked when I asked her if she would be glad|”
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In ten minutes more he had dismounted from his panting horse and was knocking

impatiently at Mrs. Rushton’s door. Xortune favored him. It was Mary herself who

ened the door. She gave a little cry as he stepped into the lighted hall, then threw
erself into the arms that were open to receive her.

“I am so glad—so glad, you have come,” was all she could say, but that was enough.
She did not stop to think whether maidenly rescrve required her to hide what she felt.
He was her hero, her lover, the one to whom she owed her life, and to whom she was
glad to give it back, :

“Then you really wanted me to come back,” Maynard said, lifting up the face that
had drooped out of sight. ‘“Really and truly?” .

“Yes, really and truly; but you startled me so! Mrs. Rushton said you might not be
down for a month yet.”

“Mrs. Rushton-did not know that every day has been a month since I went away.
Where is she now?” .

“Gone out for the evening; I forgot to tell you that, and I am forgetting to ask you
in. Come this way, into the sitting room. There is no one at home t-ut myself.”

It is hardly to be supposed that Maynard was distressed bg this announcement. Ifit
was 50 sweet to walk by her side, to be alone with her on that day when he dared not
tell his love, even by a look, what must he think of the hours that he was permitted
to spend with her now, when she was his promised wife? Mary insisted on getting’
supper for him, and they sat down together. . X :

‘Quite as if we were married and keeping house,” Maynard said, enjoying the pretty
blush which this speech called up. :

After supper they returned to the sitting-room. A piano was one of the features of
this room, and Mary offered to play. )

“You ought to ask me,” she said, but since you don’t, I will inflict something on you
to punish you.” :

“I did not know you played. I have had no chance to find out,” he said. ‘“There
are a great many things that we have not asked each oti.er about, but there will be
plenty of time for questions and answers after to-morrow.”

¢“And why speciagly after to-morrow?” she asked.

“‘Because to-morrow is owur wedding-day!”

“So soon! You do not mean it.” Her color came and went, and she dropped the
music in her hands. o’ . .

“Why should I not mean it? My darling”—he placed her on the seat beside him and
took both her hands—‘“six months from now we will not know each other or love each
other any better than to-day, if we should put off our, marriage so long, and in six
months something might happen to take you away from me if I had not the legal right
to keep you—to protect you. rut be my wife to-morrow, and I will defy the worla to
take you from me.”

“It shall be just as you wish, I was startled for the moment, just as I was when you .
came in so unexpectedly to-night, but I €an wish for no greater happiness than to be

our wife; God knows that, and I am willing that you should know it too, though may
ze it is a little bold in me to tell you so.” B

" “My dear, little girl! My little wife! I wish everybody in the world was half as trathful.
Why should either of us be ashumed of the love that makes marriage sacred? If we were
going to be married to-morrow without love we would have reason enough for shame,”

Tne lovers’ talk that fi.led up the evening, interesting enough to themselves, but not
quite so much so to others, we need not write down in full. ~Mrs. Rushton, returning
about ten o’clock, found a very demure little maiden seated by herself on the sofa, her
hands folded primly in her lap, while the gentleman who rose to greet the hostess
occupied a chair at least three feet away; but there was a comical look in the matron’s
bright eyes as she picked from Mary’s slightly disordered tresses a fragment of the
flower tiat Maynard wore in his buttonhole. If any doubt existed in her mind after
this as to the arrangements made during the evening, it was speedily dispelled by May-
nard, who said: .

“Mrs. Rushton, we are to be married to-morrow. May we presume that we have your
consgnt?” : )

“My consent and my blessing, you foolish children, If I had had my way about it
you should have been married before you went back to the mine. I am worntoa
shadow by the responsibility you imposed on me. Please to consider that to-morrow
you take the whole burden upon your own shoulders,” )
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“The prospect does not terrify me._ But I must tax your hospitality a little further
and ask you to give my wife a home for another month, ~ By the end of that time I hope
to be able to take her out of the territory.” .

“Don’t tell me too much at once. My poor head is quite confused already. I meant
to ask you something about your mine, but I am not equal to that to-night. There are
:l:guejrumors”thst you have become a millionaire, but I don’t want you to confirm

em just yet.

Ma na.rdy had not once thought of his old sweetheart, the Flora Bell. This new love
had driven everything else out of his head as well as his heart, and as it was near mid-
night he judged it best, as Mrs. Rushton had said, not to tell too . much at once. The
t1‘1‘:::ne and the good fortune it had brought were things that would keep until after

MOITOW,

It was a very quiet wedding at which the post chaplain officiated the next day, but a
very happy one. There were no bridesmaids; there were no white favors, and no bells
were rung. But the two ‘most interested missed nothing in the festivities of the
occasion. The bride cried a little, without knowing that this was the orthodox custom, -
but her tears were tears of joy. fThe groom was as composed ‘“as though he was
to being married every day in the year,” Mrs. Rushton said, and he made his responses
in tones that might have been heard putside the building. :

There was no wedding journey just yet.

“We will put that off until next month, when we start for Califorpia,” Maynard had
said, and his bride acquiesced in the arrangement most cheerfully. It was hard, at the
end of the week, for Maynard to say good-bye to his wife, on account of the Flora Bell
but by that time another party of capitalists were making inquiries about the mine, and
as they had plenty of money, which thel seemed anxious to invest, he judged it best to
go with them when they went up to look at his property. No expert accomianied this
party, and it was perhaps due to this fact that they were able to make up their minds
as to whether they wished to buy the Flora Bell, and what price they were willing to

ve. .
glJim had his mind set upon large ﬁgures—a. hundred thousand apiece for himeelf and
his partner—but Maynard, who cared more just then about getting back to California
with his bride than about waiting to realize an immense fortune, persuaded him to
moderate his ideas, and finally eighty thousand dollars was named as the lowest figure
at which the Flora Bell could be bought.

“That gives us forty thousand aﬁnece—u much as we need to use just now”—May-
nard said; “and there’s nothing to hinder our finding another mine one of these dﬁys."

“Yes, but I’ve noticed that lightnin’ don’t often strike twice in the same place. How-
sumever, if you’re suited I am; an’ the same da}izon start for Californy will see me on
my way home to look up the old folks an’ little Minny.” -

te in August, Jim, as good as his word, stood on the depot platform at Ogden and
. waived his adieus to Maynard and his dark-eyed bride, as the westward bound train
bo;‘q thef? swiftly away, then took out the ticket he had bought that day and whispered
to himself:

“To-morrow I'll be goin’ home—yes, home! " If Hetty was only there |?
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THE PREFACE.

. has happened to the writer that two, or three, or ten, or twenty fentlewomen have
asked him,—and asked in various notes of wonder, pity, and reproof,—

“ What could have made you think of Mrs. Caudle?”
“ How could such a thing have entered any wan's mind ™

There are subjects that seem like raindrops to fall upon a man’s head, the head itself
having nothing to do with the matter. The result of no train of thougiat, there is the
picture, the statue, the book, wafted, like the smallest seed, into the brain, to feed
upon the -soil, such as it may be, and grow tI}ero;. andl_this was, no doubt, the acci-
dental cause of the literary sowing and expansion~—unfoldipg like a night-flower—of
MRs. CAUBLE,

Butlet a 1ilur of gentlewomen decide. C.

It was a thick, black, wintry afternoon, when the writer stopped in front of the play-
ﬁround of a suburban school. The ground swarmed with boys full of the Saturday’s

oliday. The earth seemed roofed with the oldest lead; and the wind came, sharp as
8hylock’s knife, from the Minories. But these happy boys ran .and jumped, and
hogped and shouted, and—unconscious men in minature!—in their own world of frolic,
had no thought of the full-length men they would some day become; drawn out into
grave citizenship; formal, respectable, responsible. To them the sky tas of any orall
colors; and for that keen east-wind—cutting the shoulder-blades of old, old men of
forty—they in their immortality of boyhood had the redder faces and the nimbler
blood for it. : .

And the writer, looking dreamily into that play-ground, still mused on the robust
jollity of those little fellows, to whom the tax-gatherer wus as yet a rarer animal than

by hippopotamus. Heroic boyhood, so ignorant of the future in the knowing en-
joyment of the present! And the writer, still dreaming and musing, and still followin
no distinet line of thought, there struck upon him, like notes of sudden househol
music, these words—CURTAIN LECTURES.

One moment there was no living object save those racing, shouting boys; and the
next, as though a white dove had alighted on the pen-hand of the writer, there was—
MRS. CAUDLE.

Ladies of the jury, are there not then some subjects of letters that mysteriously assert
an effect without any discoverable cause? Otherwise, wherefore should the thought of
CURBTAIN LECTURES grow from a school-ground—wherefore, among a crowd of holiday
school-boys should apioar Mgs. CAUDLE?

For the LECTURES themselves, it is feared they must be given up as a farcical dese-
cration of a solemn time-honored privilege; it may be, exercised once in & lifetime—
and that once having the effect of a hundred repetitions; as JoB lectured his wife.
And Job’s wife, a certain Mohammedan writer delivers, having committed a fault in
her love to her husband, he swore that on his recovery he would deal her a hundred
stripes. Job got well, and his heart was touched and taught by the tenderness to keep
his vow, and still to chastise his helpmate; for he smote her once with a pa!m-branch
having a hundred leaves, D. J.



THE INTRODUCTION.

Poor Job Caudle was one of the few men whom Nature, in her casual bounty to
-women, sends into the world as patient listenérs. He was, perhaps, in more respects
than one, all ears. And these ears, Mrs. Caudle—his lawful, wedded wife, as she would
ever and anon impress upon him, for she was not a woman to wear chains without shak-
ing them—took whole and sole possession of. They were her entire property; as expressly
made to convey to Caudle’s brain the stream of wisdom that continually flowed from
the lips of his wife, as was the tin funnel through which Mrs. Caudle in vintage time
bottled her elder wine. There was, however, this difference between the wisdom and
the wine. The wine was always sugared: the wisdom, never. It was expressed crude
from the heart of Mrs. Caudle, who, doubtless, trusted to the swestness of her hus-
band’s disposition to make it agree with him, L )

Philosophers have debated whether morning or night is most conducive to the
strongest and clearest moral impressions. The Grecian sage confessed that his labors
smelt of the lamp. In like manner did Mrs. Caudle’s wisdom smell of the rushlight.
She knew that her husband was too much distracted by his business as toy-man and
doll-merchant to digest her lessons in the broad-day. Besides, she could never make
sure of him: he was always liable to be summoned to the sh % Now, from eleven at
night until seven in the morning there was no retreat for him; he was compelled to lie
and listen. Perhaps there was little magnanimity in this on the part of Mrs. Caudle;
but in marriage as in war, it is permitted to take every advantage of the enemy. Be-
sides, Mrs. Caudle copied very ancient and classic authority. Minerva’s bird, the very
wisest thing in feathers, is silent all the day. So was Mrs. Caudle. Like the owl, she
hooted only at night. . : T ‘ )

Mr. Caudle was blessed with an indomitable constitution. One fact will prove the
truth of this. He lived thirty years with Mrs. Caudle, surviving her. Yes, it took
thirty years for Mrs. Caudle to lecture and dilute upon the joys, griefs, duties, and
vicissitudes comprised within that seemingly small circle—the wedding-ring. We say,
seemingly small; for the thing, as viewed by the vulgar, naked eye, is a tiny heop made
for the third feminine finger. Alack! like the ring of Saturn, for good or evil, it cir-
cles a whole world. Or, to take a less gigantic figure, it compasses a vast region; it
may be Arabia Felix, and it may be Abrabia Petrea.

lemon-hearted cynic might liken the weddingl-ring to an ancient circus, in which
wild animals clawed oune another for the sport.of lookers-on. Perish the hyperbole!
‘We would rather compare it to an elfin ring, in which dancing fairies made the sweet-
est music for infirm humanity. . )

Manifold are the uses of rings. Even swine are tamed by them. You will see a
vagrant, hilarious, devastating porker—a full-blooded fellow that would bleed into
many, many fathoms of black pudding—you will see him, escaped from his proper
home, straying into a neighbor’sgarden. How he tramples upon the heart’s-ease; how,
with quivering snout, he roots up lilies—odoriferous bulbs! Here he gives a reckless
snatch at thyme and marjoram—and here he munches violets and gillyflowers. At
length the marauder is detected, seized by his owner, and driven, beaten home. To
make the porker less dangerous, it is determined that he shall be ringeds The sentence
is pronounced—execution ordered. Listen to his screams} .

- " % Would you not think the knife was in his throat?
And yet they’re only boring through his nose!”

Hence, for all future time, the porker behaves himself with a sort of forced propriety
—for in either nostril he carries.a ring. It is, for the greatness of humanity, a sadden-
ing thought that sometimes men must be treated no better than pigs, o
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But Mr. Job Catdle tas not of these men. Marriage to him wAs not made a necessic
ty. No; for him call it, if you will, a happg chance—a golden accident. It is, however,
enough for us to know that he was married; and was therefore made the recipient of a
wife’s wisdom. Mrs. Caudle, like Mahomet’s dove, continually pecked at the ood
man’s ears; and it is a happiness to learn from what he left behind that he had hived
all her sayings in his brain; and further, that he employed the mellow evening of his
}1€‘e It;? put such sayings down, that, in due season, they might be enshrined in imper-
ishable type. - . <

When Mr. Job Caudle was left in this bi‘i@y world without his daily guide and noc-
turnal monitress, he was in the ripe fullness of fifty-two. For three hours at least after
he went to bed—such slaves are we to habit—he could not close an eye. His wife still

. talked at his side. True it was, she was dead and decently interred. His mind—it was
a comfort to know it—could not wander on this point; this he knew. Nevertheless, his
wife was with him. The Ghost of her Tongue still talked as in the life; and again and
again did Job Caudle hear the monitions of by-gone years. At times, so loud, so live-
ly, so real were the.sounds, that Job, with a cold chill, doubted if he were reall

. widowed. And then, with the movement of an arm, a foot, he would assure himself
that he was alone in his Holland. Nevertheless the talk continued. It was terrible to
be thus haunted by a voice: to have advice, commands, remonstrances, all sorts of saws
and adages still poured upon him, and no visible wife.,.-Now did the voice speak from
the curtains; now from the tester; and now did it whisper to Job from the very pillow
that he pressed. ‘It’s a dreadful thing thai her tongue should walk in this manner,”
said .illob,‘an;i then he thought confusedly of exorcism, or at least of counsel from the
parish priest.

Whether Job followed his own brain, or the wise direction of another, we know not.
But he resolved every night to commit to paper one curtain lecture of his late wife.
The em&loyment would, possibly, lay the ghost that haunted him. It was her dear
tongue at cried for justice, and when thus satisfied, it might ;iossibly rest in quiet,
And so it happened. Job faithfully chronicled all his late wife’s lectures; the ghost of
- her tongue was thenceforth silent, and Job slept all of his after-nights in peace.

When Job died, a small packet of papers was found inscribed as follows:  ~

“ Curtain Lectures delivered in the course of Thirty Years by Mrs. Margaret Caudle, and
suffered by Job, ker Husband.”

That Mr. Caudle had his eye upon the future printer, is made pretty probable by the
fact that in most places he had ed the text—such text for the most part arising out
of his own daily conduct—to the lecture of the night. He had, also, with an instinc-
tive knowledge of the dignity of literature, left & bank-note of very fair amount with
the manuscript, Following our duty as editor, we trust we have done justice to both
documents.

THE FIRST LECTURE.
MR. CAUDLE HAS LENT FIVE POUNDS TO A FRIEND.

“You ought to be very rich, Mr. Caudle. I wonder who’d lend you five pounds?
But so it is; a wife may work and may slave! Ha, dear! the many things that might
have been done with five pounds. As if people (Ficked up money in the street! But
you always were a fool, Mr. Caudle! I’ve wanted a black satin gown these three years,
and that five %ounds would have entirely bought it. But it’s no matter how I go—not
at all. Everybody says I don’t dress as becomes your wife—and I don’t; but what’s
that to you, Mr. Caudle¢ Nothing. Oh, no! you can have fine feelix;ﬂ for everybody
but those belonging to you. I wish people knew you as I do—that’s You like to
be called liberal—and yvour farhily pays for it.

¢« All the girls want bonnets, and where they’re to come from I can’t tell. - Half five

ounds would have bought ’em—but now thev must go without. Of course, they be-
ong to you; and anybody but your own flesh and blood, Mr. Caudle. :

“The man called for the water-rate to-day; but I should like to know how people are
to pay taxes, who throw away five pounds to every fellow that asks them?
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_“Perhaps you don’t know that Jack, this morning, knocked his shuttlecock through
his bedroom 'window. 1 wus going to send for the glazier to mend it; but after you lent
1_'.hat five pounds I was sure we couldn’t afford it. Oh, no! the window must go a8 it
is; and pretty weather for a dear child to sleep with & broken window. e’s got a cpld
already on his lungs, and I shouldn’t at all wonder if that broken window settled him.
1f the dear boy dies, his death will be upon his father’s head; 1or I’m sure we can’t now
pay to mpnd windows, We mig:n_, though, and do a great many more things, too, if
peoglle didn’t throw away their five poun :

‘‘ Next Tnesday the fire-insurance is due. 1 should like to know how it’s to be paid?
‘Why, it can’t be paid at alll 'L'hat five pounds would more than done if—and now, in-
surance is out of the question. And there never were so many fires as there are now. -
I shall never close m{eyes all night—but what’s that to you, so people can call you
liberal, Mr. Caudle? Your wife and children may all be burnt alive in their beds—as
allof ustoa ceming shall be, for the insurance must drop. And after we’ve insured
for so many years! But how, I should like to know, are people to insure who make
ducks and drakes of their five pounds?:

“I did think we might go to Margate this summer. There’s poor little Caroline, I’'m

re she wants the sea. But no, dear creature! she must stop at home—all of us must
stop at home—she’ll go into a consumption, there’s no doubt of that; yes—sweet little
angell—I've made up my mind to lose her, now. The child might have been saved;
buc people cun’t save their children and throw away their five pounds too. -

“1 wonder where poor little Mopsy is? While you were lending that five pounds, the
dog ran out of the snop. You know, I never let it go into the street, for fear it should
be bit by some mad dog, and come home and bite ail the children. It wouldn’t now at
all astonish me if the animal was to come back with the hydrophobia, and give it to all
the family. However, what’s your family to you, so you can play the liberal creature
with five pounds? ! )

“Do you hear that shutter, how it’s banging to and fro? Yes—I know what it wants
a8 well as you; it wants a new fastening. I was going to send for the blacksmith to-
day, but now it’s out of the question: mow it must bang of nights, since you’ve thrown
away five pounds. :

‘“Hal there’s the soot falling down the chimney. If I hate the smell of anything,
it’s the smell of soot. And you know it; but what are my feelings to you? Sweep
chimney! Yes, it's all very fine to say sweep the chimney—but how are chimneys to
be swgp?t—how are they to be paid for by people who don’t take care of their five
pounds . -

‘Do you hear the mice running about the room? Ihear them. If they were to drag
only you out of bed, it would be no matter. et a trap jor them! Yes, it's easy enough
to say, “set a trap for ’em.” But how are people to aitord mouse-traps, when every day
they loee five pounds?

¢ Hark! I’m sure there’s & noise down stairs, It wouldn’t at all surprise me if there
were thieves in the house. Well, it may be the eat, but thieves are pretty sure to come in
some night. There’s a wretched fastening to the back doér; but these are not times to
afford bolts and bars, when people won'’t take care of their five pounds.

“Mary Anne ought t, have gone to the dentist’s to-morrow. She wants three teeth
taken out. Now, it can’t be done. Three teeth that-quite distigure the poor child’s
mouth. But there they must stop, and ‘spoil the sweetest face that was ever made.
Otherwise, she’d have been a wife for a lord. Now, when she grows up, who’ll have
her? Nobody. We shall die, and leave her alone and unprotected in the world. But
what do you care for that? Nothing; so you cun squander away five pounds.”

“And thus,” comments Caudle, “according to my wife, she—dear soul!~—couldn’t
have a satin ?wn—the girls couldn’t have new bonnets—the water-rate must stand
over—through a broken window, Juck must get his death—our fire-insurance couldn’t
be paid, so that we should all fall vietims to the devouring element—we couldp’t go to
Margate, and Caroline would go to any early grave—the dog would come home and bite
us Iﬁ‘ mad—the shutter would go banging forever—the soot would always fall—the mice
never let us have a wink of sleep—thieves be always breaking in the house—our dear
Mary Anne be forever left an unprotected maid—and with other ¢vils falling upon us,
all, all because I would go on lending five pounds}”
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. THE SECOND LECTURE.

MR. CAUDLE HAS BEEN AT A TAVERN WITH A FRIEND, AND €IS ENOUGH TO
POISON A WOMAN” WITH TOBACCO-SMOKE,

“T’'m sure I don’t know who’d be & poor. woman! I don’t know whe’d tie themselves
up to a man, if they only knew half they'd have to bear. A wife must stay at home and
be a drudge, whilst a man can go anywhere. It's enough for a wife to sit like Cinder-
ella by the ashes, whilst her hnsband can go drinking and singing at a tavern. You
never sing? How do I know you never sing? It's véry well for you to say so; but, if 1
could hear you, I dare say you’re among the worst of 'em. :

“ And now, I suppose, it will be the tavern every night? If you think I'm going to
sit up for you, Mr, Caudle, you’re very much mistaken. No; and I’m not going to get
out of my warm bed to let you in, either. No; nor Susan sha’n’t sit up for you. No;
‘nor you sha'n’t have a latch-key. I’'m not going to sleep with the door upon the latch,
to be murdered before the morning. .

“Faugh! Pah! Whewgh! That filthy tobacco-smoke! It’s enough to kill any de-
cent woman. You know I hate tobacco, and {et you will do it. You don’t smoke your-
selft What of that? If iyiou go among people who do smoke, you're just as bad—or
worse. You might as well smoke—indeed, better. Better smoke yourself than come
home with other people’s smoke all in your hair and whiskers.

“I never knew any good come to a man who went to a tavern. Nice companions he

icks up there! Yes; people who make it & boast to treat their wives like slaves, and
ruin their families. There’s that wretch, Harry Prettyman. See .what he’s come to.
He doesn’t now get home till two in the morning; and then in what a state! He be-
gins quarreling with the door-mat, that-his poor wife may be afraid to speak to him. A
mean wretch! But don’t you think I'll be like Mrs. Prettyman. No; I wouldn’t put
up with it from the best man that ever trod. You’'ll not make me afraid to speak to
you, however you may swear at the door-mat. No, Mr. Caudle, that you wor’t.

“ You don’t vntend to stay eut till two in the morningf How do you know what you'll
‘do when you get among such people? Men can’t answer for themselves when they get
'to boosing one with another. They never think of their poor wives, who are grieving
and wearing themselves out at home. A nice headache you’ll have to-morrow morn-
ling—or rather this morning; for it must be past twelve. You won't have a L
It’s very well for you to say so, but I know you will; and then you may nurse yourself
for me. Ha! that filthy tobacco again! No; I shall not go to sleep like a good soul.
How’s peﬁple to 50 to sleep when they’re suffocated?

“Yes, Mr. Caudle, you’ll be nice and ill in the morning! But don’t you think I'm
ing to let you have your breakfast in bed, like Mrs Prettyman. I'll not be such a
?:ol. No; nor I won’t have discredit brought upon the house by sending for soda- .
water early, for all the neighborhood to lag, ¢Caudie was drunk last night.’ No; I've
some regard for the dear children, if you hayen’t. No; nor you sha’n’t have broth for

dinner. Not a neck of mutton crosses my threshold, I can teil you.

“ You won’t want soda, and you won’t want broth? All the better. You wouldn’t get
‘em if you did, I can assure you. Dear, dear, dear! That filthy tobacco! I’m sure it’s
enough to make me as bad as you are. Talking about getting divorced—I’m sure to-
bacco ought to be good grounds.. How little dees a woman think, when she marries,
that she gives herself up to be poisoned! You men contrive to have it all of your own
side, you do. Now, if I'was to go and leave you and the children, a pretty noise there’d
be! “You, however, can go and smoke no end of pipes and—— You didn’t smokef 1t’s
all the same, Mr. Caudle, if you go among smoking people. Folks are known by their
company. You'd better smoke yourself, than bring home the pipes of all the world.

“Yes, I see how it will be. Now you’ve once-gone to a tavern, you’ll be always go-
ing. Ybu'll be coming home tipsy every night; and tumbli::lg down and breaking your
leg and putting out your shoulder, and bringing all sorts of disgrace and expense upon
us. Ang then you’ll be getting into a street fight—oh, I know your temper too well to
doubt it, Mr. Caudle !—and be knocking down some of the police. ‘And then I know
what will follow. 1t must follow. Yes, yon’ll be sent for a month or'six weeks to the
tread-mill, Prett&t.hing that, for & respectable tradesman, Mr. Caudle; to be put upan
the tread-mill with all sorts ot thieves and vagabouds and—there, again, that harrible
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tobaceol—and riff-raff of every kind. I should like to know how your children are to
ho!d up their heads, after their father has been upon the tread-mill? No; I won’t go to
sleep.  And 'm not talking of what's impossible. I know it will all happen—every bit
of it. If it wasn’t for the dear children, you might be ruined and I wouldn’t so much
as speak about it, but—oh, dear, dear! at least you might go where they smoke good
tobacco—but I can’t, forget that I’'m their mother. At least they shall have one parent.

““Taverns! Never did a man go to a tavern who didn’t die a beggar. And how your
pot-companions will laugh at you when they see your name in the Gazette! For it
must happen. Your business is sure to fall off; for what respectable people will buy
toys for their children of a drunkard?. You’re not a drunkard! No; but you will be
—it’s all the same. .

“You've beiun by staying out till midnight. By and by ’twill be all night. But
don’t you think, Mr. Caudle, you shall ever have a key. I know you. Yes; you'd do
exactly like that Prettyman ; ‘and what did he do, only last Wednesday? Why, he lct
himself in about four in the morning and brought home with him his pot-companion
Pufly. His dear wife woke at six and saw Prettyman’s dirty boots at her bed-side. And
where was the wretch, her husband? Why, Ke was drinking down stairs—swilling.
Yes; worse than a midnight robber, he’d taken the keys out of his dear wife’s pockets
—ha, what that poor creature has to bear!—and had got at the brandy. A pretty thing
{;:)r a wife to wake at six in the morniny and, instead of her husband, to see his dirty

ots!

¢ But 'll not be made yout victim, Mr. Caudle; not I. You shall never get at my

“keys, for they shall lie under my pillow—under my own head, Mr. Caudle.
“ You’ll be rnined, but, if I can help it, you shall ruin nobody but yourself.
¢ Oh! that hor—hor—hor—j—Dble tob—ac—co!”

.

To this lecture Caudle affixes no comment. A certain proof, we think, that the man
had nothing to say for hiwsclf. i

THE THIRD LECTURE,
MR. CAUDLE JOINS A CLUB, “THE SKYLARKS,”

“Well, if a woman hadn’t better be in her grave than be married! That is, if she
can’t be married to a decent man. No; I don’t care if you are tired. I sha’n’t let you
go to sleecp. Noj; and I won’t say what [ have to say in the morning; I'll say it now.
It’s all very well for you to come home at what time you like—it’s now half past twelve
—and expeet I'm to hold my tongne and let you go to sleep. What next, I wonder? A
woman had better be sold for a slave at once,

“ And so you’ve gone and joined a club? The Skylarks, indeed! A Pretty skylark
yowll make of yourself! But I won’t stay and be ruined by you. No; I’'m determined
on that. T'll go, and tuke the dear children, and you may get who you like to kee

our house. That is, as long as you have a house to keep—and that won’t be long,
now.

“ How any decent man can go and spend his nights in a tavern!—oh, yes, Mr. Cau-
dle; I dare say you do go for rational conversation. I should like to know how manv
of you would ca:e for what you call ra.ional conversation, if you had it without yous

_filthy brandy and watgr; yes, and your more filthy tobacco-smoke. 'I’'m sure the las:
time you came home I had the headache for a week. But 1 know who it is who’s tak-
ing you to destruction. It’s that brute, Prettyman. He has broken his own poor wife’s
heart and now he wants to—but don’t you think of it, Mr, Caudle; I'll not have wy
peace of mind destroyed by the best mun that ever trod. Oh, yes! I know you dun't
care 80 long as you can appear well to all the world—but the world little thinks uow
you behave to me. It shall know it, though—thut I'm determined.

“ How any man can leave his own happy fireside to go and sit and smoke and drink
and talk with peogle who wouldn’t one of em lift a finger to save him from hanging—
how any man can leave his wife—and a good wife, too, though I say it—for a purcel of

t-companions—oh, it’s disgraceful, Mr. Caudle; it’s unfeeling. No man who had the

east love for his wife could do it. : :

¢ And I suppose this is to be the case every S8aturday? But [ know what I'll de. 1
know—it’s no use, Mr, Caudle, your calliig me a good creature. I’m not such a fool aa
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to be coaxed in that way. No: if you want to go to sleep you should come home in
Christian time, not at half past twelve. There was a time when you were as regular at
your fireside %8s the kettle. That was when you were a decent man, and didn’t go
amongst heaven knows who, drinking and smoking and making what you think your
jokes. I never heard any good come to'a man who cared about jokes. No respectable
trudesman does. But I know what I’ll do; I’ll scare away your S8kylarks. The house
serves liquor after twelve of a Saturda{; and if I don’t write to the magistrates, and
have the license taken away, I am not lying in this bed this night. Yes, {on may call
me a foolish woman; but no, Mr. Caudle, no; it’s you who are the foolish man—or
worse than a foolish man; you’re a wicked one., If you were to die to-morrow—and
people who go to public-houses do all they can to shorten their lives—I should like to
know who would write upon your tombstone, ¢ A tender husband and an affectionate
father?’ I—I'd have no such falsehoods told of you, I can assure you.

% Going and spending your money and—nonsense ! don’t tell me—no, if you were ten
times to swear it, I woulgn’l. believe that you only spent eighteen pence on a Saturday.
You can’t be all those hours and only spend eighteen pence. 1 know better. I'm not
yuite a fool, Mr. Caudle. A great deal you could have for eighteen pence! And all
the club married men and fatuers of families. The more shame for ’em! Skylarks, in-
deed! They should call themselves Vultures; for they can only do as they do by eat-
iug up their innocent wives and children. Eighteen pence a week! And if it was only
that—do you kaow what fifty-two eighteen pences come to in a year? Do you ever
think of that, and see the gowns I wear? I'm sure I can’t, out of the house-money, buy
wyselfl a pincushion; though I’ve wanted one these six months. No—not so much as a
ball of cotton. But what do you care, so you can get your brandy and water? There’s
the girls, too—the things they want! They’re never dressed like other people’s chil-
dren. But it’s all the same to their father. Oh, yes! So he can go with his Skylarks
they may wear sackeloth for pinafores and packthread for garters.

“You'd better not’let that Mr. Prettyman come here, that’s all—or, rather, you'd bet-
ter bring him once. Yes, I should like to see him. He wouldn’t forget it. A man
who, 1 may say, lives and moves in a spittoon. A man who hasa ﬁipe in his mouth as
constant as his front teeth. A sort of tavern king, with a lot of fools, like you, to laugh
at what he thinks his jokes and give him consequence. No, Mr. Caudle, no; it’s no
use your telling me to Igo to sleep, for I won’t. Go to sleep, indeed! I'm sure it’s al-
most time to get up. I hardly know what’s the use of coming to bed at all'-now.

“The Skylarks, indeed! 1 suppose you’ll be buying a ¢ Little Warbler,’ and, at your
time of life, be trying to sing. The peacocks will sing next. A ﬁte'tty name you'll get
in the neighborhood; and, in a very little time, a nice face you’ll have. Your nose is
setting redder already; and you’ve just one of the noses that liquor always flies to.

ou don’t sec it's red f No—I dare say not—but I see it; I see a great many things you
don’t. And so yowll go on! In a little time, with your brandy and water—don’t tell
me that you only take two small glasses; 1 know what men’s two small glasses are—in
a little time you’ll have a face all over as if it was made of red currant jam.
should like to know who’s to endure you then? I won’t, and so don’t think it. Doun’t
come to me, :

“ Nice habits men learn at clubs! There’s Joskins; he was a decent creature once,
and now I’'m told he has more than once boxed his wife’s ears. He’s a Skylark too.
And 1 suppose, some day gou’ll be trying to box my ears. Don’t attem?t it, Mr. Caudle;
I say, Don’t attempt it. Yes—it’s all very well for you to say you don’t mean it—but I
only say again, Den’t attempt it. You’d rue it till the day of your death, Mr. Caudle,

‘“G.ing and sitting for four hours in a tavern! What men, unless they had their-
wives with them, can find to talk about I can’t think. No good, of course.

“ Eighteen pence a week—and drinking brandy and water enough to swim a boat!
Andismoking like the funnel of a steamshiP! And I can’t afford myself so much as &
piece of tape! It’s brutal, Mr, Caudle. It’s ve-ve-ve—ry bru—tal.”

“ And here,” says Caudle, “here, thank heaven! at last she fell asleep.”?
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THE FOURTH LECTURE.

MR CAUDLE HAS BEEN CALLED FROM HIS DED TO:BAJL MR. PRETTYMAN FROM THE
WATCH-HOUSE.

“Yes, Mr. Caudle, I knew it would come to this. “I said it would, when you joined
those precious Skylarks. People being calied qut of their beds at all hours of the night
to bail a set of feﬂows who are never so happy as when they’re leading sober men to
destruction. I should like to know what the neighbors will think of you, with people
from the police knocking at the door at two in the morning. Don’t tell me that the man
has been 1ll-used ; he’s not the man to be ill-used. And you must go and bail him! 1
know the end of that: he’ll run away and ({ou’ll have-to pay the money. I should like
to know what's the use of my working and slaving to save a farthing, when you throw
away pounds upon your precious Skylarks. A pretty cold you’ll have to-morrow morn-
ing, being called out of your warm bed this weather; but don’t you think I’ll nurse
you—not I; not a drop of gruel do you get from me.

“I'm sure you’ve plenty of ways of spending your money—not throwing it away upon
& pack of dissolute peace-breakers. It's all very well for you to say you haven’t thrown
away your money, but you will. He’ll be certain to run off; it 1sn’t likely he’ll go
upon his trial, and you’ll be fixed with the bail. Don’t tell me that there’s no trial in the
matter, because I know there is; it’s for something more than quarreling with the po-
liceman that he is locked up. People ar'n’t locked up for that. No, it’s for robbery,
or something worse, perhaps.

“And as you bailed him, people will think you are as bad as he is. Don’t tell me

ou couldn’t help bailing him; you should have shown yourself a respectable man,
and have let him been sent to prison.

¢ Now people know you’re the friend of drun“en and disorderly persons, you’ll
never have a night’s sleel; in your bed. .Not that it would mattter what fell upon you,
if it wasn’t your poor wife who suffered. Of course all the business will be in the news-
papers, and your name with it. I shouldn’t wonder, too, if they give your picture as
they do the other folks of the Old Bailey. A pretty thing, that, to go down: o your
childreu. I’m sure it will be enough to make them change their name. No, I shall
not go to sleep; it’s all very well for you to say, Go to sleep, after such a disturbance.
Bnt%oahall not go to sleep, Mr. Caudle; certainly not.”

“ Her will, I have no doubt,” says Caudle, *“ was strong, but Nature was stronger,
and she did sleep ; this night inflicting upon me a remarkably short lecture.”

THE FIFTH LECTURE.
MR. CAUDLE HAS REMAINED DOWN-STAIRS TILL PAST ONE, WITH A FRIEND.

“Pretty time of night to come to bed, Mr. Caudle. Ugh! As cold, too, as ice.
Enough to give any woman her death, I'm sure. What! I shouldn’t have locked up the
coals? 1f Thadn’t I’ve no doubt that fellow would have stayed all night. It’s all very
well for you, Mr. Caudle, to bring people home, but I wish you’d think first what’s for
supper. That beautiful leg of pork would have served for our dinner to-morrow—and
now it's gone. I can’t keep the house upon the money, and I won’t pretend to do it if
you bring a mob of people every night to clear out the cupboard.

¢ ] wonder who'll be so ready to give you a supper when you want one; for want
one you will unless you change your plans. Don’t tell me! I know I'm right. You’ll
first be eaten up, and then you’ll be laughed at. I know the world. No, indeed, Mr,
Caudle, I don’t think ill of everybody; don’t say that. But I can’t see a leg of pork
eaten up in that way without asking myself what it’s all to end in if such things go on?
And then he must have pickles, too! Couldn’t be content with my cabbage—no, Mr.
Caudle, I won’t let you go to sleeg. It’s ver{ywell for you to say let you go to sleep,
after you’ve kept me awake till this time. hy did I keep awaket How do you sup-
pose I could go to sleep when I knew that man was below, drinking up your sub-
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stance in brandy and water? for he couldn’t be content upon decent, wholesome Ei;b
Upon my word, you ought to be a rich man, Mr. Caudle. You have such very fine
friends. ~ I wonder who gives you brandy when you go out!

“No, indeed, he couldn’t be content with my pickled cabbage—and I should like to
know who makes better—but he must have walnuts. And you, too, like a fool—now
don’t you think to stop me, Mr. Caudle; a poor woman may be trampled to death, and
wever say a word—you, too, like a fool—I wonder who’d do it for you—to insist upon
the girl going out for pickled walpuats. . And in such a night, too! With snow upon
the ground. Yes; you're a man of fine feelings, you are, Mr. Caudle; but the world
doesn’t know you as I know you—fine feelings, indeed ! to send the poor girl out,
when I told you, and told your friend, too—a pretty brute he is, I’'m sure—that the

oor girl had got-a cold, and I dare say chilblanes on her toes. But I know what will
ge the end of that; she’)l be laid up, and we shall have a nice doctor’s bill. And you’ll
pay it, I can tell you—for 7 won’t.

“ You wish you were out of the world? Oh, yes! that’s all very easy. I'm sure [/
might wish it. Don’t swear-in that dreadful way! Ar'n’t you afraid that the bed will
“open and swallow you? And don’t swing about in that way. That will do no good.

hat-won’t bring back the leg of pork, and the randy you’ve peured down both your
throats. Oh, I know it! I’'m sure of it. I only recollected it when I got into bed,
and if it hadn’t been so cold you’d have seen me down-stairs again, I can tell you; I
recollected it—and a pretty two hours I’ve passed—that I left the key in the cupboard
—and I know it—I could see by the manner of you when yoéu came into the room—I
know you’ve got at the other bottle. However, there’s one comfort; you told me to
send for the best brandy—the very best—for your other friend, who called last
Wednesday. Ha! ha! It was British—the cheapest British—and nice and ill I hope
the pair of you will be to-morrow.

“There’s only the bare bone of the leg of pork; but you’ll get nothing else for din-
ner, I can tell you. It’sa dreadful thing that the poor children should go without; but,
if they have such a father, they, poor things, must suffer for it.

“Nearly a whole leg of pork and a pint of brandy! A pint of brandy and a leg of
porik. A leg of—leg—leg—pint—" P v

* And mumbling the syllables,” says Mr. Caudle’s MSS., “she went to sleep,”

THE SIXTH LECTURE.

MR CAUDLE HAS LENT AN ACQUAINTANCE A FAMILY UMBRELLA.

“That’s the third umbrella gone since Christmas. What were youto do# Why, let
him go home in the rain to be sure. I'm very certain there was nothing about him that
could spoil. Take cold, indeed! He doesn’t look like one of the sort to take cold.
Besides, he’d have better taken cold than take our only umbrella. Do you hear the
rain, Mr. Caudle? I say, doyou hear the rain? And, as I'm alive, if it isn’t St. Swith-
in's Day! Do you hear it against the windows? Nonsense; you don’t impose upon
me. You can’t be asleep with such a shower as that! Do you hear it, I say? Oh, you
do hear it! Well, that’s a pretty flood, I think, to last for six weeks; and no stirring
all the time out of the house. Pooh! Don’t think me a fool, Mr. Caudle. Don’t in-
sult me. He return the umbrella. Anybod{‘ would think you were born yesterday. As
if anybody ever did return an umbrella! There—do you hear it? Worse and worse !
Cats and dogs, and for six weeks—always six weeks. And no umbreila!

«] should like to know how the children are to go to school to-morrow? They shan’t

o through such weather, ’'m determined. Noj; they shall stop at home and never
fearn anything—the blessed creatures!—sooner than go and get wet. And when they
grow up I wonder who they’ll have to thank for knowing nothing; who, indeed, but
their father? People who can’t feel for their own children ought never to be fathers.

«But I know why you lent the umbrella. Oh, yes; I know very well. I was going
out to tea at dear mother’s to-morrow—you knew that; and you did it on purpose.
Don’t tell me; you hate me to go there, and take every mean advantage to hinder me.
But don’t you think it, Mr. Caudle. No, sir; if it comes down in buckets-full, I’ll go
all the more. No; I won’t have a cub. Where do you think the money’s to come
from? You’ve got nice high notions at that club of yours. A cab, indeed! Cost me
sixteen-pence at least—sixteen-pence! twasand-eightpence for there’s back again. Cabs,
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indeed! I should like to know who's to pay for 'em; I can’t pay for ’em, and I'm
sure you can’t if you go on as you do, throwing away your property and beggaring
your children—buying umbrellas ! :

“Do you hear the rain, Mr. Caudle? I say, do you hear it? But I don’t care—I'll go
to mother’s to-morrow; I will; and what’s more, I’ll walk every step of the way—and
you know that will give me my death. Don’t call me a foolish woman ; it’s you that is
the foolish man. Y%lu know that I can’t wear clogs; and with no umbrella, the wet’s
sure to give me a cold, it always does. But what do lyou care for that? Nothingat all.
I may be laid up for what you care, as I dare say 1 shall—and a pretty doctor’s bill
there’ll be. I hope there will ! It will teach you to lend your umbrella again. I
shouldn’t wonder if I caught my death; yes; and that’s what you lent the umbrella
for. Of course!

¢¢ Nice clothes I shall get too, trapesinlg through weather like this. My gown and
bounnet will be spoiled quite. Needn't I wear ’em, then? Indeed, Mr. Caudle, I shall
wear ’em. No, sir, I’m not going out a dowdy to please you or anybody else. Gracious
knows! it isn’t often that I step over the threshoid; indeed, I might as well be a slave
at once—better, I should say. But when I do go out, Mr. Caudle, I choose to go like
a lady. Oh! that rain—if it isn’t enough to break in the windows.

“ J h! I dp look forward with dread for to-morrow! How I’m going to mother’s I'm
sure I can’t tell. Butif I die, I’ll do it. No, sir; I won’t borrow an umbrella. No;
and you shan’t buy one. Now, Mr. Caudle, only listen to this: if you bring home
anlother umbrella, I'll throw it in the street. I’ll have my own umbrella, or none at
all.

¢ Ha! and it was only last week that I had a new nozzle put to that umbrella. I'm
sure, if I’d have known as much as I do now, it might have gone without one for me.
Paying for new nozzles for other people to laugh at you. Ou, it’s very well for you—
you can go to sleep. You’ve no thought of your peor, patient wife, and your own dear
children. You think of nothing but Iending umbrellas!

¢ Men, indeed |—call themselves lords of the creation !—pretty lords, when they can’t
even take care of an umbrellal

“T know that walk to-morrow will be the death of me. But that’s what you want—
then you can go to your club, and do as you like—and then, nicely my poor dear
children will be used—Dbut then, sir, then you’ll be happy. Oh, don’t tell me! ¥know
you will. Else you’d never lent the umbrella! :

“You have to go on Thursday about that summons; and, of course, you ean’t go.
No, indeed, you don’t gg without the umbreila. You may lose the debt for what I care
—it won’t be so much as spoiling your clothes—better lose it; people deserve to lose
debts who lend umbrellas !

¢ And I should like to know how I’'m to go to mother’s without the umbrella? Oh,
don’t tell me that I said I would go—that’s nothing to do with it; nothing atall. She’ll
think I’'m neglecting her, and the little money we were to have we shan’t have at all—
because we've no umbrella. .

“The children, too! Dear thirgs! They’ll be sopping wet; for they shan’t stop at
home—they shan’t lose their learning; it’s all their father will leave ’em, I’m sure.
But they shall go to school. Don’t teil me I said they shouldn’t; you are so aggravat-
ing, Caudle; you’d spoil the temper of an angel. They shall go to school ; mark that.
And if they get their deaths of cold its not my fault—I didn’t lend the umbrella.”

¢ At length,” writes Caudle, “ I fcll asleep, and dreamt that the sky was turned into

green calico with whalebone ribs; that, in lact, the whole world turned round uader a
tremendous umbrella}” .

THE SEVENTH LECTURE,

MB. CAUDLE HAS VENTURED A REMONSTRANCE ON HIS DAY’S DINNER: COLD
MUTTON AND NO PUDDING.—MRS. CAUDLE DEFENDS THE COLD SHOULDER.

“I’'m sure! Well, I wonder what it will be next? There’s nothing proper now— *
nothing at all. Better ﬁet somebody else to keep the house, I think. [can’t do it now,
‘it seems ;" I’m only in the way here; I'd better take the children and go. .

“ What am I grumbling about now ? It’s very well for you to ask that! I’'m sure



48 MRS. CAUDLE’S CURTAIN LECTURES.

I’'d better be out of the world than—there now, Mr. Caudle, there you are again! I

hall speak, sir. It isn’t often I open my mouth, heaven knows. But you like ‘o hear

riobody talk but yourself. You ought to have married a negro slave, and not #:.y re-
ctable woman. .

“You’re to go about the house looking like thunder all the day, and I’m not to say a
word. Where do you think the pudding’s to come from every day? You show a nice
example to our children, you do; complaining and turning your nose up at ‘s sweet
piece of cold mutton, because there’s no pudding! You go a nice way to make ’em -
extravagant—teach ’em nice lessons to begin the world with. Do you know what pud-
dings cost? or do you think they fly in at the window ?

¢“You hate cold mutton. The more shame for you Mr. Caudle. I'm sure you’ve the
stomach of a lord, you have. No, sir; I don’t choose to hash the mutton. - It's very
easy for you to say hash it; but J know what a joint loses in hashing; it’s a day’s din-
ner the less, if it’s a bit. Yes, I dare say; other people may have puddings with cold
mutton. No doubt of it; and other people become bankrupts. But if ever you get
into the Gazette it shan’t be my fault—no ; I'll do my duty as a wife to you, Mr. Caudle;
you shall never it to say that it was my heusekeeping that brought you to beggary. No;
you may sulk at the cold meat—ha! I-hope you’ll never live to want such a piece of
cold mutton as we had to-day! and you may threaten to go to the tavern.o dine; but,

.with our present means, not a crumb of pudding do you got from me. You shall have
nothing but the cold joint—nothing, a8 I'm a Christian sinner.

“Yes; there you are, throwini those fowls in my face again! I know you once
brought home a pair of fowls; I know it; but you were mean enough to want to stop
’em out of my week’s money! Oh, the selfishness—the shabbiness of men! They can
go out and throw away pounds upon pounds with & pack of people who laugh at ’em
afterward; but if it’s anything wanted for their own homes, their poor wives may
hunt for it. I wonder you dou’t blush to name those fowls again! I wouldn’t be so
little for the world, Mr. Caudle! .

¢ What are you going to do? Going to get up# Don’t make yourself rediculous, Mr.
Caudle; I can’t say a word to you like any other wife, but you must threaten to get up.
Do be ashamed of yourself. T

“Puddings, indeed! Do you think I’'m made of puddings? Didn’t you have some
boiled-rice three weeks ago? Besides, is this the time of year for puddings? It’s all
veg well if I had money enough allowed me l.ke any other wife to keep the house
with ; then, indeed, I might have preserves like any other woman; now, it’s impossi-
ble; and it’s cruel—yes, Mr. Caudle, cruel—of you to expect it,

“Apples ar'n’t so dear, are they? 1 know what apples are, Mr. Caudle, without your
telling me. But I suppose you want someth ng more than apples for dumplings? I
suppose sugar costs something, doesn’t it? And that’s now itds. That's how one ex-
pense brings on another, and that’s how people go to ruin.

“ Pancakes? What's the use of your lying muitering there about pancakes? Don’t
you always have ’em once a year—every Shrove Tuesduy? And what would any mod-
erate, decent man want more ?

“Pancakes, indeed! Pray, Mr. Caudle—no, its no use your saying fine words to me
to let you go to sleep; I shan’t I—pray do you know the price of eggs just now?
There’s not an egg you can trust to under seven and eight a shilling ; weil, you’ve only
ilil:t to reckon up how many eggs—don’t lie swearinf there at the eggs in that manner,

. Caudle, unless you expect the bed to let you fall through. You call yourself a re-
spectable tradeswan, I suPpose? Ha! I only wish people knew you as well as I do!
Swearing at eggs, indeed! But I'm tired of this usage, Mr. Caudlie; quite tired of it;
and I don’t care how soon it’s ended !

“I’m sure I do nothjng but work and labor, and think how to make the most of
everything ; and this is how I'm rewarded. I should like to see anybody whose joints
go further than mine. But il I was to throw away your money into the street, or lay it
out in fine feathers on myself, I should be better thought of. The woman who studies
her husbund and her family is always made a drudge of. It's your fine fal-ral wives
who’ve the best time of it.

. “ What’s the use of your lying groaning there in that manner? That won’t make me
hold my tengue, 1 can tell you. You think to have it all your own way—but you won’t,
Mr. Caudle! You can insult my dinner; look like a demon, I may say, at a wholesome

iece of cold mutton—ah! the thousands of far better creatures than you are who'd

een thankful for thap mutton l—and I’m never to speak. But you'r mistaken—I will{
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Your usage of me, Mt. Caudle, is infamous—unworthy of a man, I only wish people
knew you for what you are; but I’ve told you afa.in and again they shall some day.

¢ Puddings! And now I suppose I shall hear of nothing but puddings! Yes, and I
know what it will end in. First, you’ll have a pudding every day—oh, I know your
extravsgance-—then you’d go for fish—then I shouldn’t wonder if you’d have soup; tur-
tle, no doubt; then you’d go for a dessert; and—oh! I see it all as plain as the quilt
before me—but no, not while I’'m alive! What your second wife may do, I don’t know;
perhaps she’ll be a fine ladv ; but you shan’t be ruined by me; Mr. Caudle ; that I’'m de-
termined. Puddings, indeed! Pu-dding-s! - Pud—"

o El’r’hausted nature,” says Mr. Caudle, “ could hold out no longer. 8he went to
sleep. .

—

THE EIGHTH LECTURE.
MR. CAUDLE HAS BEEN MADE A MASON.—MRS CAUDLE INDIGNANT AND CURIOUS,

4 Now, Mr. Caudle—Mr. Caudle, I say; oh! you can’t be asleep alréady, I know—
now what I mean to say is this: there’s no use, none at all, in our having any disturb-
ance about the matter; but at last my mind’s made up, Mr. Caudle, I shall leave you.
Either I know all you’ve been doing to-night, or to-morrow morning I quit the house.
No, no ; there’s an end of thgmarriage-state, I think—an end of all confidence between
man and wife—if & husband’s’to have secrets and keep ’em all to himself. Pretty se-
crets they must be, when hisown wife can’t know ’em ! Not fit for any decent person
to know, I'm sure, if that’s the case. Now, Caudle, Caudle, don’t let us quarrel, there’s
a good soul, tell me what it’s all about? A pack of nonsense, I dare say; still—not
that I care much about it—still I should like to know. There’s a dear, Eh? Oh, don’t
tell me there’s mothing in it; I know bettter. I’m not a fool, Mr. Caudle. I know
there’s a good deal in it. Now, Caudle, just tell me a little bit of it. I’'m sure I’ll tel.
you anything. You know I would. Well?

¢ Caudle, yon’re enough to vexasaint! Now, don’t you think you’re going to sleep;
because you’rs not. Do:you suppose I'd ever suffer you to go and be made a Mason if I
didn’t suppose I was to know the secrets too? Not that it’s anything to know, I dare
say; and that’s why I’m determined to know it.

“But I know what it is; oh yes, there can be no doubt. The secret is to ill-use poor
women; to tyrannize over ’em; to make ’em your slaves, especially your wives. It
must be gomething of the sort, or you wouldn’t be ashamed to have it known. What’s
right and proper never need be done in secret. 1t’s an insult to a woman for a man to
be a freemason, and let his wife know nothing of it. But, poor soul! she’s sure to
know it somehow—for nice husbands they all make. Yes, yes, a part of the secret is ~

- to think better of all the world than their own wives and families. I’m sure men have
quite enough to care for—that is, if they act properly—to care for them they have at
home. They can’t have much care to spare for the world beside. ;

“ And I suppose they call-you Brother Caudle? A pretty brother, indeed! Going
and dressing yourself up in an apron like a turnpike man—for that’s what you look
like. And f s{nould like to know what the apron’s for? There must be something in i¢
not very respectable, I'm sure. Well, I only wish I was Queen for a day or two. I'¢
put an end to freemasonry and all such trumpery, I know.

4 Now, come, Caudle ; don’t let’s quarrel. Eh! you’re not in pain, dear? What's it
all about? What are you lying laughing there at? But I'm a fool to trouble my head
about you. .

“And you’re not going to let me know the secrets,eh? You mean to say—you’re not?
Now, Caudle, you know it’s a hard matter to ﬂut me in a passion—not that I care about
the secret itself; I wouldn’t give a button to know it, for it’s all nonsense, I'm sure. It
isn’t the secret I care about; its the slight, Mr. Caudle; its the studied insult that a
man pays to his wife when he thinks of going through the world keeping something to
himself which he won’t let her know. Man and wife one, indeed! I should like to
know how that can be when 8 man’s & mason—when he keeps a secret that sets him
and his wife apart? Ha, you men make the laws, and so you take good care to havae
the best of ‘em to yoursglyes; otherwisg a8 woman ought ta be allgwed a divoree when
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a man becomes a mason; when he’s got a sort of corner-cuploard in his heart—a se-
cret place in his mind—that his poor wife isn’t allowed to rummage!

- % Caudle, you shan’t close yoiir eyes for a week—no, you shan’t—unless you tel! ms
some of it. Come, there’s a good creature; tnere’s a love, I'm sure, Caudle, I would’nt
refuse you anything—and you know it, or ought to know it by this time. I only wish
I bad a secret! To whom should I think of confiding it, but to my dear husband? I
should be miserable to keep it myself, and you know it. Now, Caudle?

‘Was there ever such a man? A man, indeed! A brute!—ycs, Mr. Caudle, an un-
feeling, brutal creature, when you might oblige me, and you won’t. I'm sure I don’s
object to your being a mason ; not at all, Caudle; I dare say it’s & very good thing; 1
dare sa{ it is—it’s only your making a secret of it that vexes me. But yowll tell :::2
—you’ll tell your own Margaret? You won’t! You’re a wretch, Mr. Caudle. -

“But I know why; oh yes, I can tell. The fact is, you’re ashamed to let me know
what a fool they’ve been making of you. That’sit. You, at your time of life—the
father of a family! 1 should be ashamed of myself, Caudie.

“And I suppose you’ll be going to what you call your Lodge every night, now?
Lodge, indeed! Pretty place it must be, where they don't admit women. Nice goings
on, I dare say. Then you call one another brethren. Brethren! I'm sure you’d re-
lations enough; you didn’t wan’t any more. .

“But I know what all this masonry’s about. It’s only an excuse to ﬁet away from
your wives and families, that you may feast and drink together; that’s all. That’s the
secret. And to abuse women—as if they were inferior animals, and not to be trusted.
That's the cecret; and nothing else.

“Now, Caudle, don’t let us quarrel. Yes, I know you’re in pain. Still, Candle, my
love; Caudle! Dearest, I say—Caudle!” .

- “I recollect nothing more,” says Caudle, “for I had eaten a hearty supper, and some-
how besame oblivious.” : :

THE NINTH LECTURE.
MB. CAUDLE HAS BEEN TO GREENWICH FAIR.

“fo, Mr. Caudle, I hope you’ve enjoyed ]fourself at Greenwich. How do I know
you've been to Greenwich? 1 know it very well, sir; know ail about it; know more thun
you think I know. I thought there was something in the wind. Yes, I was sure of it
when you went out of the house to-day I knew it by the looks of you, though I didn’t
say anything. Upon my word! And you call yourself a respectable man, and the
father of a family! Going to a fair among all sorts of people—at your time of life.
Yes; and never think of taking your wife with you. Oh, no! you can go and enjoy

" yourself out, wich Z don’t know who ; go out and make yourself very pleasant, I dare
say. Don’t tell me; I hear what a nice companion Mr. Caudle is; what a good-tem- -
pered person. Ha! I only wish people could see you at home, that’s all. Butso it is
with men, They can keep all their good temper for out-of-doors—their-wives never see
any of it. Oh, dear! I'm sure I dofi’t know who’d be a poor woman!

‘ Now, Caudle, I’'m not in an ill temper; not at all. I know I used to be a fool when
we were first married. I used to worry and fret myself to death when you went out;
but I've got over that. I wouldn’t put myself out of the way now for tue best man that
ever trod. For what thanks does a poor woman get? None at all. No; it’s those who
don’t care for their families who are the best thought of, 1 only wish I could bring my-
self not to care for mine.

“ And why eonldn’t you say, like a man, you were going to Greenwich Fair when youn
went aut? It's no use your saying that, Mr. Caudle; don’t tell me that you didn’t think
of going; you’d made your mind up to it, and you know it. , Pretty games you’ve had,
no doubt! I should Jike to have been behind you, that’s all. A man at your time of life!

“And I, of course, I never want to go out. Oh, no! I may stay at home with the
eat. You couldn’t think of taking your wife and children, like any other decent man,
to a fair. Oh, no; you unever care to be seen with us. I'm sure many people don’t

uow you’re married at all ; how can they? Your wife’s never seen with you. Oh, no;
snybody but those belonginug to you!
@Greenwich Fair, indeed! Yes—and of course you went up aud down the hill, ruge
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ning and racing with nobody knows who. Don’t iell me; I know what you are when

. §ou’re out. You don’t suppose, Mr. Caudle, I’ve forgotten that pink bonnet, do you?

(05 I won’t hold my tongue, and I’m notea foolish woman. It’s no Matter, sir, if the

Pink bonnet was fifty years ago—it’s all the same for that. No; and if I live for fifty

ifars to come I never will leave off talking of it. You ought to be ashamed of yourself.

{r. Caudle. Hal few wives would have been what I've been to you. I only wish my
time was to come over again, that’s all; I wouldn’t be the fool I have been.

“ Going to a fair!—and I suppose you had your fortune told by the §ipsies? You
needn’t have wasted your money. I’'m sure I can tell {ou yaur fortune, if you go on as
you do. Yes, the jail will be your fortune, Mr. Caudle. And it would be no matter—
none at all—if your wife and children didn’t suffer with you.

“ And then you must go riding upon donkeys. You didn’t go 1riding upon donkeys?
Yes; it’s very well for you to say so, but I dare say you did. I tell you, Caudle, I know
what you are when you’re out. I wouldn’t trust any of you—you especially, Caudle.

= “Then you must go in the thick of the fair, and have the girls scratching your coat
with rattles!  You cowldn’t help it, if they did scratch your coal? Don’t tell me; people
don’t scratch coats unless they’re encouraged to do it. And you must go in a swing, too.
You didn’t go in a swing? Well, if you didn’t it was no fault of yours; you wished to
go, I’ve no doubt. :

¢ And-then you must go into the shows! There—you don’t deny that. You did go,
into a show.” What of t, Mr. Caudlet A good deal of it, sir. Nice erowding and
squeezing in those shows, I khow. Pretty places! And you a married man and the
father of a family. No; I won’t hold my tongue. It's very well for you to threaten to

et up. You're to go to Greenwich Fair, and race uE and down the hill, and play at

iss in the ring. Pah! it’s disgusting, Mr. Caudle. Obh, I dare say you did play at it;
if you didn’t you’d have liked, and that’s just as bad—and you can go into swings, and
shows and roundabouts. If I was you I should hide my head under the clothes and be
ashamed of myself. : .

¢ And what is most selfish—most mean of you, Caudle—you can go and enjoy yvour-
self and never so much as bring home for the &mor children a gingerbread nut. Don’t’
tell me that your pocket was picked of a pound of nuts! Nice company you must have
been in to have your pocket picked.

“But I dare say I shall hear all about it to-morrow. I’ve no doubt, sir, you were
dancing at the Crown and Anchor. I should like to have seen you. No; I’'m not mak-
ing myself ridiculous. It’s you that’s making yourself r:diculous, and everybody that
knows you says so. - Everybody knows what I have to put up with from you.

¢ Going to a fair, indeed! And at your time——" -

¢ Here,” says Caudle, “I dozed off, hearing confusedly the words—hill—gipsie —
* rattles—roundabouts—swings—pink bonnet—nuts,” :

’

THE TENTII LECTURE.
ON MR. CAUDLE’S SHIRT-BUTTONS.

¢ Well, Mr. Caudle, I hope you're in a little better temper than you were in this
morning? There—you needn’t beﬁin to whissle; people don’t come to bed to whistle.
But it’s like you. can’t speak, that you don’t try to insult me. Once I used to say.
that you were the best creature living; now you get quite a fiend. Do 2] you rest? No,
1 won’t let you rest. It’s the only time I have to talk to you, and you shall hear me.
I’m put upon all day long—its very hard.if I can’t speak a word at night; besides, it
isn’t often I open my mouth, goodness knows!

¢« Because once in your lifetime your shirt wanted a button you must almost swear the
roof off the house! ~You didn’t éwear? Ha, Mr. Caudle! you don’t know what you do
when you're in a passion. You were not in a passion? er'n’t you? Well, then, I
don’t know what a passion is—and I think I ought by this time. I’ve lived long enough
with youpMr, Caudle, to know that. :

«It’s a pity that you haven’t something worse to complain of than a button off your
shirt. If you’d some wives, I know you would. I’m sure I’'m never without a needle
and thread in my hand. What with you and the children, I’'m made a perfect slave of.
And what’s my thanks? Why, if once in your life a button’s off your shirt—what do
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ou cry ‘oh’ at?—1I say once, Mr. Caudle; or twice, or three times at most. I'm sure,

r. Caudle, no man’s buttons in the world are better looked after than yours, I only
wish I had kept the shirts Kou had when you were first married! I should like to know
where were your buttons then?

“Yes, it <¢ worth talking of! But that’s how you always try to put me down. You
fly into & rage and then, if I only try to speak, you won’t hear me. That’s how you
menda_lways will have all the talk to yourse?ves; a poor woman isa’t allowed to get a
word in. -

‘“ A nice notion you have of a wife, to suppose she’s nothing to think of but her hus-
band’s buttons, A pre:? notion, indeed, you have of marriage. Ha! if poor women
only knew what they had to go through—what with buttons and one thing and another
—they’d never tie themseves up! no, not to-the best man in the world, I’m sure. What

they do, Mr. Caudle? , do much better without you, I’m certain. .

And it’s my belief, after all, that the button wasn’t oft the shirt; 1t’s my belief that
you pulled it off, that you might have something to talk about. Oh, you’re aggravatind™
enough, when you like, for anything! All I know is, it’s very odd that the button
should be off the shirt; for I’'m sure no woman'’s a greater slave to her husband’s but-
tons than I am. I only say it’s very odd. .

“ However, there’s one comfort; it can’t last long: I'm worn to death with your t m-
per, and sha’n’t trouble you a great while. Ha, you may laugh! And 1 dare say you
would laugh! I’ve no doubt of it! That’s your love—that’s your feeling! I know
that I’'m sinking every day, though I say nothing about'it. ' And, when I’'m gone, we
shall see how your second wife will look after your buttons. You'll find out the differ-
ence then. Yes, Caudle, you'll think of me then; for then, I hope, you’ll never have a
blessed button to your back. : -

“No, I'm not a vindictive woman, Mr. Caudle; nobody ever called me that but you.
What do you say? Nobody ever knew so much of mef That’s nothing at all to do with it.
Ha! I wouldn’t have your aggravating temper, Mr. Caudle, for mines of gold. It’s a
good thing I’m not as worrying as you are—or a nice house there’d be between us. I

‘only wish you’d had a wife that wou d have talked to you! Then you’d have known
the difference. But you impose upon me because, like a poor fool, I say nothing. I
should be ashamed of myseif, Caudle. -

“ And a pretty example you set as a father! You’ll make your boys as bad as your-
self. Talking as you did all breakfast-time about your buttons! And of a Sunday
morning, too! And you call yourself a Christian! I should like to know what your
boys will say when they grow up? All about w)altry button off one of your wristhands!
A decent man wouldn’t have mentioned it. hy won’t I hold my tongue? Because 1
won’t hold my tongue. I'm to have my peace of mind destroyed—I’m to be worried in-
to my grave for a miserable shirt-button, and I’m to hold my tongue! Oh, but that’s
just-like you men! .

“But I know what I'll do for the future. Every button you have may drop off and I
won’t so much as put a thread to ’em. And I should like to know what you’ll do then?
Oh, you must get somebody else to sew ’em, must you? That’s a pretty threat for a
husband to hold out to a wife! And to such a wife as I've been, too; such a negro-
slave to your buttons, as I may say! Somebody else to sew ’em, eh? No, Caudle, no;
not while I’'m alive! 'When I'm dead—and with what I have to bear there’s no knowing
how soon that may be—when I‘m dead, I say—oh, what a brute you must be tosnore so!

“ Yow're not snoring # Ha! that’s whagyou alway’s sa{; but that’s nothing to do with
it. You must get somel ody else to sew 'em, must you? Ha! I shouldn't wonder. Oh,
no! I should be surprised at nothing now! Nothing at all! It’s what people have al-
ways told me it would come to—and now the buttons have opened my eyes! But the
whole world shall know of your cruelty, Mr. Caudle.” After the wife 1’ve been to you!
Somebody else, indeed, to sew your buttons! “I’m no longer to be mistress in my own
house ! Caudle! I wouldn’t have upon my conscience what you have, for the
world! I wouldn’t treat anybody as you treat—no, I'm not mad! It's you, Mr. Caudle,
who are mad—or bad, and that’s worse! I can’t even so much as speak of a ehirt-but~
ton, but that I'm threatened to be made nobody of in my own house! Mr. Caudle,
you've a heart like a hearth-stone, you have! To threaten me, and only becagse a but-
ton—a button—-" . .

1 waa consoious of no more than this,” says Caudle; *for here nature relieved me
with a aweet, deep aleep,” : .
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THE ELEVENTH LECTURE.

MRS. CAUDLE SUGGESTS THAT HER DEAR MOTHER SHOULD “COME AND LIVE
WITH THEM.”

¢ Is your cold better to-night, Caudle? Yes; I thought it was. ’Twill be quite well

to-morrow I dare say. There’s a love! You don’t take care enough of yourself, Caudle,

ou don’t! And you ought, I'm sure; if only for my sake. For whatever I should do,
1f anything was to happen to you—but I won’t think of it; no, I can’t bear to think of
that. 8till you ought to take care of yourselt; for you know you're not strong, Caudle,
you knaw you’re not. : . .

“ Wasn't dear mother so happy with us, to-night? Now, you needn’t go to sleep so
suddenly. I say, wasn't she so hagpy? You don’t know# How can you say you don’t
know? You must have seen it. But she always is happier here than anywhere else.
Ha! what a temper that dear soul has! 1 call it a temper of satin; it's so smooth, so
easy and so soft. Nothing puts her out of the way. And then, if you only knew how
she takes your part, Caudie! I'm sure, if you had been her own son ten times over, she
couldn’t be fonder of you. Don’t 3011 think so, Caudle? Eh, love? Now, do answer.
How can you tell# Nonsense, Caudle; you must have seen it. I'm sure, nothing de-
lights the dear soul so much as when she’s thinking how to please you.

“Don’'t you remember Thuisday night, tue stewed oysters when you came home ?
That was all dear mother’'s doings! ¢ Margaret,’ says she to me, ¢it’s a cold night, and
don’t you think dear Mr. Caudie would like something nice before he goes to bed?’

. And that, Caudile, is how the oysters came about. Now, don't sleep, Caudle; do listen
to me for five minutes—'t isn’t often I speak, goodness knows.

“ And then, wnat a fuss she makes wuen youre out, if Jour slippers ar'n’t put to the
fire for you. She's very good? Yes—I know s!.e is, Caudle. . And hasn't she been six
months—though I promised her not to tell you—six months working a watch-pocket for
you! And with ker eyes, dear soul—and at her time of life!

“ And then, what a cook she is! I'm sure the dishes she’ll make out ¢f next to noth-
ing! Itry hard enough to follow her, but—I'm not ashamed to own it, Caudle—shé
quite beats me. Ha! the many nice little things she’d simmer up tor you—and I can’t
do it; the children—you know it, Caud.e—tuke 80 much oi my time. I can’t do it,
love; and I oiten reproach myseif that I can’t. Now, you shan't go to sleep, Caudle—
at least, not for five minutes. You must hear me.

“1've been th.nking, dearest—ha! that nasty cough, love !—I've been thinking, darl-
ing, if we could only persuade dear motner to come and live with us. Now, Caudle
you can’t be asleep ; it’s imp.ssibie—you w.re coughing this minute—yes, to live with
us. Whaat a treasure we should have in her! Then, Caudie, you never need go to bed,
withgut someth.ng not. And you want 1t, Caudle. You dont want it Nonsense, you
do; for you're not strong, Mr. Caudle—you know you re not.

“Fm sure, the money she’d save us in housekeeping. Ha! what an eye she has for a
joint! ‘Lhe butcher doesnt walk that could deceive dear mother. And then, aguin,
tor poultry! Wuat a finger and thumb sune has for a cnicken! I never could market
lice her; it’s a gift—quite a gift.

““And then you recollect her marrow-puddings? You don't recollect 'em? Oh, fie,
Caudle! how often have you flung her marrow-puddings 1n my face, wanting to know
wny I couldn t make ’em? And I woulidn't pretend to do it after dear mother. I
should thiuk it presumpiion. Now, love, if she was only living with us—come, you're
not astecp, Caudle—il she was only tiving with us you could have marrow-puddings
every day. Now, don't fling yourself about and begin to swear at marrow-puddings;
you know you like ’em, dear. .

“ Wuat & hanu, 100, deur mother has for a pie-crustl But it’s born with some people.
What do you suy? Why wasn t it born with mef Now, Caudle, that's crue.—unteeling
of you; I'wouidn’t have uttered such a reproach to you for the whole world. Cousiuer,
dear; people can’t be born as they like,

. ¢« How often, too, have you wanted to brew at home!- And I never could learn any-
thing about brewing, But, ha! what ale dear mother makes! You never tasted itf No,
I know that, But I recoilect the ale we used to have at home; and tather never won‘é
drin < wine after it. The best sherry was nothing like it. You dare say not? No; it
wasn't indeed, Caudle. Then, if dear mother was only with us, what money we shouid
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save in beer! And then you might alwa{s have your mice, pure, good, wholesome ale,
Caudle; and what good it would do you! For you're not strong, Caudle.

“And then, dear mother’s jams and preserves, love! I own it, Caudle; it has often
gone to my heart that with cold meat you haven’t always had a puddinF. Now, if moth-
er was with us, in the matter of fruit puddings she’d make it summer all the year round.
But I never could preserve—now, mother does it, and for next to no money whatever.
What nice dogs-in-a-blanket she’d make for the children! What's dogs-in-a-blanket #
They're delicious—as dear mother makes ’em. "

“ Now you have tasted her Irish stew, Caudle? You remember that? Come, you're
not asleep—you remember that? And how fond you are of it! And I know I never
have it made to please you. Well, what a relief to me it would be if dear motl.er was
ag;vays at hg.nd, that you might have a stew when you liked. - What a load it would be
off my mind!

“ Again, for pickles! -Not at all like anybody else’s pickles. Her red cabbage—why,
it's as crisp as a biscuit! And then her walnuts—and her all-sorts! Eh, Caudle? You
know how you love pickles—and how we sometimes tHf about ’em? Now, if dear
mother was only here, a word would never pass between us. And I'm sure nothing
would make me happier; for—you're not asleep, Caudle ?—for I can’t bear to quarrel,
can I, love?

“The children, too, are 80 fond of her! And she’d be such a help to me with ’em!
I'm sure, with dear mother in the house, I shouldn® care a fig for measles, or anything
of the sort. As a nurse she’s such a treasure! . -

% And, at her time of life, what a needlewoman! And the darning and mending for
the children, it really gets quite beyond me now, Caudle. Now, with mother at my
hand, there wouldn’t be a stitch wanted in the house. : -

“ And then, when you’re out late, Caudle—for I know you must be out late some-
times; I can’t expect you, of course, to be always at home—why, then dear mother
could sit up for you, and nothing would delight the dear soul half so much. .

“ And so, Caudle, love, I think dear mother had better come; don't you? Eh, Cau-
dle? Now, you're not asleey, darling; don’t you think she’d better come? You say
Not Yousay No again? You wowt have her, you say; you wont—that's flat? Caudle
~—Cau-Cau-dle—Cau—dlg—"

o “nge Mrs. Caudle,” says her husband, “suddenly went into tears; and I went to
ecp.

THHE TWELFTH LECTURE.

MR, CAUDLE, HAVINXG COME IIOME A LITTLE LATE, DECLARES THAT HENCEFORTH
¢“}E WILL HAVE A KEY.” i

“ Upon my word, Mr. Caudle, I think it a waste of time to come to bed at all néw !
The cocks will be crowing in a minute. Why did I sit up, thenf Because I ehoose to
it up—but that's my thanks. No, it’s no use your talking, Caudle; I never will let the
girl sit up for you, and there’s an end. . What do you say? Why does she sit up with me,
then? That's quite a different matter; you don’t suppose I'm ,lgoing to sit up alone, do
you? What do you say? What's the use of two sitting up? That's my business. No,
Caudle, it's no such thing. I don’t sit up because I may have the }Eleasure of talkin,
about it; and you're an ungrateful, unfeeling creature to say so. I sit up because I
choose it; and if you don’t come home all the night long—and ’twill come to that, I've
no doubt—still, I'll never go to bed; so don’t think it.

“Qh, yes! the time runs away very sleasantly with gou men at your clubs—selfish
creatures! You can laugh and sing and tell stories, and never think of the clock—nev-
er think there’s such a person as a wife belonging to you. It's nothing to you that a

oor woman's sitting up, and telling the minutes, and seeing all sorts of things in the
e—and sometimes thinking something dreadful has happened to you—more fool she
to care a straw about you !—this is all nothing. Oh, no! when a woman'’s once married
she’s a slave—worse than a slave—and must bear it all!
"« And what you men can find to talk about I can’t think! Instead of a man sitting
every night atiome with his wife, and going to bed at a Christian hour—going to a
club, to meet a set of people who don’t care a button for him—it’s monstroug! Whay
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do you say? You only go oncea weekf That's nothingBat all to do with it; you might
as well go every night—and I dare say you will soon. But if you do, you may get in as
ou can; I won't sit up for you, I can tell you.

¢ My health’s being destroyed night after night, and—oh, don’t say it's only once a
week; I tell you that's nothing to do with it—if you had any eyes you would see how
ill. I am; but you've no eyes for anybody belonging to you; oh,.no! your eyes are for
people out of doors. It's very well for you to call me a foolish, Igfravating woman! !
should like to see the woman who’d sit up for you as I do. You didn’t want me to sit wg?
Yes, yes; that’s your thanks—that's your gratitude; 1'm to ruin my health, and to be
abused for it. Nice principles you've got at that club, Mr. Caudie!

. “ But there’s one comfort—one great comfort—it can't last long; I'm sinking—I feel

it, though I never sa{ anything about it—bnt I know my own feelings, and I say it can‘t
last long. And then I should like to know who will sit up for you? Then I should like
to know how your second wife—what do you say? You'l never be troubled with anoth-
er? Troubleg, indeed! I.never troubled you, Caudle. No; it's you who've troubled
me; and you know it—though like a foolish woman, I've borne it all and never said a
word about it. But it can’s Iast—that’s one blessing!

“ Oh, if a woman could.only know what she'd have to suffer, before she was married
—don’t tell me you want to go to sleep! If you want to go to sleep you should come
home at proper hours! It's time to get up, for what I know, now. Shouldn’t wonder
if you hear the milk in five minutes—there’s the sparrows up already—yes, I say the
sparrows; and, Mr. Caudle, you ought to blush to hear 'em. You don't hewr 'em? ~1a!

ou won't hear ’em, you mean; I hear ’em. No, Mr. Caudle, it isn’t the wind whistling
_1n the keyhole; I'm not quite foolish, though you may think so. I hope I know wind
from a sparrow!

“Ha! when I think what a man you were before we were married! But you're now
another person—quite an altered creature. But I suppose you're all alike—I dare say
every J)oor woman’s troubled and put upon, though I suould hope not so much as I am,,
Indeed, I should hope not! Going and staying out, and— .

“What! You'll have a keyf Will you? Not while I'm alive, Mr. Caudle. I'm not
going to bed with the door upon the latch for you or the best man living. You won't
have a Ialdb—ilou’ll have a Chubb's lock# Will you? I'll have no Chubb here, I can tell

ou. What do you say? Youw'll have the lock put on to-morrow? Well, try it; that's all
say, Caudle; try it. I won't let you put me in a passion; but all I say is—try it.

“A respectable thing that, for a married man to carry about with him—a street-door
ke{; that tells a tale, think. A nice thing for the father of a family! A key! What,
to let

yourself in and out when you please? To come in, like a thief, in the middle of -

the night, instead of knocking at the door like a decent person! Oh, don’t tell me that
you only want to prevent me sijting up—if I choose to sit up what's that to you? Some
wives, indeed, would make a noise about sitting up, but you've no reason to complain—
goodness knows ! )
“ Well, upon my word, I've lived to hear something! Carry the street-door key about
witff you! I've heard of such things with good-for-nothing bachelors, with nobody to
what became of ’em; but for a marrieg man to leave his wife and children in a
house with the door upon the latch—don’t talk to me about Chubb, it's all the same—
a great deal you must care for'us. Yes, it's very well for you to say that you only want
the key for peace and quietness—what's it to you if 1 like to sit up? \’;)u've no busi-
-ness to complain; it can’t distress you. Now, it's no use your talking; all I say 18 this,
Caudle: iffyou send a man to put on any lock here I'll call in a policeman; as I'm your
married wife I will! . .
“No; Ithink when a man comes to have the street-door key, the sooner he turns
bachelor altogether the better. 1'm sure, Caudle, I don’t want to be any clog upon you.
Now, it’s no use your telling me to hold my tongue, for I—— What? [ give you the
, do I# No, I don’t, Caudle; it's your club that gives you the headache; it's
your smoke and your—well I if ever I kuew such a man in all my life! there's no say-
ing a word to you! You go out and treat yourself like an emperor—and come home at
twelve at night, or any hour, for what I. know—and then you threaten to have a key,
and—and—and—"

“ T did get to sleep at last,”” says Caudle, “ amidst the falling sentences of *take chil-
dren é,nto a lodging’—* separaie maintenance’—f won’t be made a slave of ’—ang %0

Sorth
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THE TRIRTEENTH LECTURE.

MBS. CAUDLE HAS BEEN TO SEE HER DEAR MOTHER.—CAUDLE, ON THE “ JOYFUL
) OCCASION,” HAS GIVEN A PARTY.

“Tt 4s hard, I think, Mr. Caudle, that I can't leave home for a da{l or two, but the
house must be turned into a tavern ; a tavern?—a pot-house! Yes, T thought you were
very anxious that I should go; I thought you wanted to get rid of me for something, or

ou would not have insisted on my staying at dear mother’s all night. You were afraid

should get cold coming home, were you? Oh, yes; you can be verz tender, you can,
Mr. Caudle, when it suits your own purpose. Yes! and the world thinks what a good
husband you are! I only wish the world knew you as well as I do, that's all; but it
shall; some day, I'm determined. .

“I'm sure the house will not be sweet for a month. All the curtains are poisoned
with smoke; and, what’s more, with the filthiest smoke I ever knew. ZTake 'em down,
then? Yet, it'’s all very well for you to say, Tuke’em down ; but they were only cleaned
and put up a month ago—but a careful wife’s lost wpon you, Mr. Caudle. You ought to
have married somebody who'd have let your house go to wreck and ruin—as I will, for
the future. People who don't care for their families are better thought of than those
‘who do; I've long found out that. )

“¢ And what a condition the carpet’sin! They’'ve taken five pounds out of it, if a far-
thing, with their filthy boots, and I don’t know what besides. And then the smoke in
the hearth-rug, and a large cinder-hole burnt in it! I ncver saw such a house in my
life! If lgou wanted to have a few friends, why couldn’t you invite ’em when your

- wife’s at home, like any other man? not have ’em sneaking in like a set of housebreak-
ers directly a woman turns her back. They must be pretty gentlemen, they must;
mean fellows, that are afraid to face a woman! Ha! ¥nd you all call yourselves the
lords of the creation! Ishould only like to see what would become of the creation if
you were left to yourselves! A very pretty pickle creation would be in very soon!

“You must all have been in a nice condition] What do you say? You took nothing#
Took nothing, didu’t you? I’'m sure there's such a regiment of empty bottles, I haven’t
had the heart tocount ’em. And punch, too! you must have punch! There’s a hun-
dred half-lemqns in the ki-chen, if there’s one; for Susan, like a good girl, kept 'em to
show ’em me. No, sir; Susan sha’n’t leave the house! What do you say? ¢ has no
right to tell tales, and you WILL be master of your own house? Will you? If you don’t
alter, Mr. Caudie, you’il soon have no house to be master of. A whole loaf of sugar did
1 leave in the cupboard, and now there isn’t as much as would fill a tea-cl;p‘ Do you
suppouse I’'m to find sugar for punch for fifty men? What do you say? There wasn't

y¢ That’s no matter. the more shame for ’em, sir. 1’m sure they drank enough for

" fiity. Do you you suppose, out of my housekeep ng money, I’'m to find sugar for panch
for all the world? You don’t ask me? Don’t you usk me? You do—you know youdo ;
for if I only want a shilling extra tihe house is in a blaze. And yet a whole loaf of
sugar ean you throw away upon—— No, I won’t be still; and I won’t let you go to
sleep. If you'd got to bed ata proper hour last night you wou:dn’t have been so sleepy
now. You can sit up half the night with a pack of people who don’t care for you, and
your poor wife can’t get in a word ! » )

“And there’s that China image that I had when I was married—I wouldn’t have
taken any sum of money for it, and you know it—and how do I find it? With its

recious head knocked off? And wiat was more mean, more contemptible than all
Essides, it was put on a-ain, a8 if nothing had happened. You knew nothing about it#
Now, how can you lie there, in your Christian bed, Caudle, and say that? You know
that that fellow, Prett’yman, knocked oft' the head with the poker! You know thaut he
did. And you hudn’t the feeling—yes, I will say it—you hadn’t the feeling to
protect what you knew was precious to me. Oh, no, if the truth was known, you were
glad to see it broken for that very reason. . ]
. “Everyway, 'vebeenin-ulted. Ishould liketo know whoit was who corked whiskers
onmy dearaunt’spicture? Oh,you’re laughing, areyou? You're not laughing? Don’t
‘te]l me that. I should like to know what shakes the bed, then, if you’re not laughing ?

es, corked whiskers on her dear face—and she was a good soul to you, Caudle, and
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you ought to be ashamed of yourself to see her ill-used. Oh, you may langh! It's very
easy to laugh! I only wish you’d a little feel.’mg, like other people, that’s all.

¢“Then, there’s my China mug—the mug I had before I was married—when I wasa
happy creature. I should like to know who knocked the sglout off that mug? - Don's
tell me it was cracked before—it’s no such thing, Caudle; there wasn t a flaw in it—
and now, I could have cried when I saw it. Don’t tell me it wasn’t worth twopence.
How do you know? You never buy mugs. But that’s like men; they think nothing
in a house costs anything. -

““There’s four glgsses broke, and nine cracked. At least, that’s all I’ve found out at
present; but I dare say I shall diseover a dozen to-morrow. :

““ And I should like to know where the cotton umbrella’s gone to; and I should like to
know who broke the bell-pull; and perhaps you don’t know there’s a leg off' a chair;
and perhaps——" . N

“I was resolved,” says Caudle, “to know nothing, and so went to sleep in my igno-
rance. .

THE FOURTEENTH LECTURE.

MRS, CAUDLE THINKS IT “HIGH TIME” THAT THE CHILDREN SHOULD NAVE
SUMMER CLOTHING.,

"41f there’s anything in the world I hate—and you know it, Caudle—it is asking you
for mouey. I’m sure, for myself, I’d rather go without a thing a thousand times, and I
do—the more shame of you to let me, but—there, now! there. you fly out again! What
do Iwant now? Why, you must know what’s wanted, if you’d any eyes—or any pride
for your children, like any other father. What's the matter—and what am I driving at?
Oh, nonsense, Caudle! As if you didn’t know! I’m sure if I’d any money of my own
I’d never ask you for a farthing; never; it’s 'pa.infnl to me, goodness knows! What
do you say? If it's {ainf why 30 often do itf Ha!l I suppose you call that a joke—
one of your club jokes? I wish you'd think a little more of peoFle’s feelings, and
less of your jokes. AsIsay, I only wish I’d money of mi own. If there is anything
that dh}uﬁb.‘.es a poor woman, it is coming to a man’s pocket for every farthing. 1t's
dreadfu ' -

Now, Caudle, if ever you kept awake, you shall keep awake to-night—yes, you
shall hear me, for it isn’t often I speak, and then you may go to sleep as soon as youn
like. Pray do you know what month it is? And did you see how the children looked
at church to-day—like nobody else’s children? What was the matter with themt O
Caudle! How can you ask! Poor things! weren’t they all in their thick merinos, and
beaver bonnets? What do you say? hat of it? hat! you’ll tell me that you
didn’t see how the Briggs’s girls, in their new chips, turned their noses up at ’em?
And you didn’t see how the Browns looked at the Smiths, and then at our dear girls,
as much as to say, ¢ Poor creatures! what figures for the month of May!’ You didn’t
see itf The more shame for you—you wouid if you’d had the feelings of a parent—but
I’m sorry to say, Caudle, you haven’t. I’m sure those Briggs’s girls—the little minxes!
—put me into such a pucker I could have pulled their ears for em over the pew.
WYmt do you say? I ought to be ashamed of myself to own if No, Mr. Caudle: the
shame lies with you, that don’t let your children appear at church like other people’s
children ; that make ’em uncomfortable at their devotions, poor things; for how can it
be otherwise, when they see themselves dressed like nobody else?

“ Now, Caudle, it’s no use talking; those children shall not cross the threshold next
Sunday, if they haven’t things for the summer. Now mind—they sha’n’t; and there’s
an end of it. I won’t have’em exposed to the Brigge’s and the Browns again ; no, they
shall know they have a mother, if they’ve no father to feel for ’em. What do you say,
Caudle? 4 good deal Imust think of church, if I think so much of what we go inf 1 only
wish you thought as much as I do, you’d be a better man than you are, Caudle, I can
tell you; but that’s nothing to do with it. 1’'m talking about decent clothes for the
children for the summer, and you want to put me off with something about the church;
but that’s so like you, Caudle!

o I'm always wanting money for clothes? How can you lie in your bed and say that?



58 MRS, CAUDLE'S CURTAIN LECTURES,

¥'m sure thers’s no children in the world that cost their father so little: but that’s it;
the less a poor woman does upon, the less she may. It's the wives who don’t care
where the money comes from who are best thought of. Oh, if my time was to come
over again, would I mend and stitch, and make things go so far as I have done? No—
that I wouldn’t. Yes, it’s very well for you to lie there and laugh; it’s easy to laugh,
Caudle; very easy to people who don’t feel.

“Now, Caudle, dear! What a man you are! I know you'll give me the money, be-
cause, after all, I shink you love your children, and like to see ’em well dressed. It’s
only natural that a father should. Eh, Caudle, eh! Now you shan’t go to sleep till
you’ve told me. How much money do I want? Why, let me see me,love. There’s Car-
oline, and Jane, and Susannah, and Mary Anne, and—what do you say? [ .eedn’t
count 'em, you know how many there aref Ha! that’s just as you take me up. Well, how
much money will it take? t me see ; and don’tgo to sleep. I’ll tell gouin a minute.
You always love to see the dear things‘like new dEvima, I know that, Caudle; and though
1 say it—bless their little hearts—they do credit to you, Caudle. Any nobleman of
the land might be proud of ’em. Now, don’t swear at noblemen of the land, and ask
me what they have to do with your children; you know what I meant. But you are so
hasty, Caudle.

“ How much? Now, don’t be in a hurry! Well, I think, with %ood pinching—and
you know, Caudle, there’s never a wife who can pinch closer than I ean—I think, with
close ginching, I can do with twenty pounds. hat did éou say? Twenty fiddlesticks?
What? You won’t give half the money# Very well, Mr. Caudle; I don’t care; let the
children go in rags; let them stop from church, and grow up like heathens and canni-
bals, and then you’ll save your money, and I suppose, be satisfied. You gave me twenty
ﬁmmds five months ago? 'What’s five months ago to do with now? Besides, what I Aave

ad is nothing to do with it.

“Whatdoyousay? Ten poundsareenough? Yes: justlike you men; youthink things
cost nothing for women; but you don’t care how much you lay out upon yourselves.
They only want bonnets and frocks? How do you know what they want? How should &
man know awhing at all about it? And you won’t give me more than ten pounds?
Very well. en you may go shopging with it yourself, and see what yow'll make of it.
I’ll have none of your ten sounds, can tell you. No, sir—no; you have no cause to -
say that. I don’t wamt to dress the children up like countesses! You often fling that in
my teeth, you do; but you know it’s false, Caudle, gou know. it. I only want to give
’em proper notions of themselves; and what, indeed, can the poor things think when
they see the Briggs’s, and the Browns, and the Smiths—and their fathers don’t rhake
the money you do, Caudle—when they see them as fine as tulips? Why, they must
think themselves nobody: and to think yourself nobody—depend upon it, Caudle—
ien’t the way to make the world think anything of you.

¢“What do you say? Where did I pick up #hat? Where do you think? I know a

eat deal more than you suppose—yes; thoigh you don’t give me credit for it. Hus-
ﬁ:mds seldom do. However, the twenty pounds I will have, if I’ve any—or not a

ing.

“ No,g sir, no. I don’t want to dress up the children like en.g parrots! 1 only
want to make ’em respectable and—what do you say? Yowl give fifteen pounds? No,
Caudle, no—not a penny will I take under twenty; if I1did, it would seem asif I wanted
to waste your money: and I’m sure, when I come to think of it, twenty pounds will
hardly do. 8till, if you give me twenty—no, it’s no use your offering me fifteen, and
wanting to go to sleep. You sha’n’t close an eye until you promise the twenty. Come;
Caudle, love!—twenty, and then you may go to sleep. Twenty—twenty—twenty—’

“My impression is,” writes Mr. Caudle, “that I fell asleep sticking firmly to the
fifteen; butin the morning Mrs. Caudle assured me, as a woman of honor, that she
wouldn’t let me wink an eye before I promised the twenty: and man is frail—and
woman is strong—she the money.” :

.
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THE FIFTEENTH LECTURE.

MR. CAUDLE HAS AGAIN STAID OUT LATE.—MRS. CAI}DLE, AT FIRST INJURED ANE
: VIOLENT, MELTS. .

“Perhaps, Mr. Caudle, you’ll tell me where this is to end? Though, goodness knows,
I needn’t ask that. The end is plain enough. Out—out—out! Every night—every
night! I’'m sure, men who can’t come home at reasonable hours have no business
with wives: they have no right to destroy other ﬂeople, if they choose to go to destruc-
tion themselves. Ha, Lord! Oh, dear! I only hope none of my girls will ever marry

" —I hope they’ll none of 'em ever be the slave their poor mother is: they sha’'n’t if I
can help it. “What do you say? Nothing? Well, I don’t wonder at that, Mr. Caudle;
vou ought to be ashamed to speak; I don’t wonder that you can’t open your mouth.
I'm only astonished that at such hours you have the confidence to knock at your own -
door. Though I'm your wife, I must say it, I dosometimes wonder at your impudence.
What do you say? Nothing? Hal you are an aggravating creature, Caudle: lying
there like the mummy of a man, and never as much as opening yourlips toong. Just as
if your own wife wasn’t worth answering! It isn’t so when you’re out, I'm sure. Oh,
II:o! then you can talk fast enough; here, there’s no getting a word from you—and you

now it.

“Out—out every night! What? You Laven't been out this week before? That's noth-
ing at all to do with it. - You might justas well be out all the week as once—just! And
I should like to know what could keep you out till these Lours? Business? Oh,
yes—I dare say! Pretty business a married man and the father of a family must have
ont of doors at one in the morning. What! I shall drive you mad? Oh, no; you
haven’t feelings enough to go mad—you’d be @ better man, Caudle, if you had. il
I listem to you? Vhat's the use? Of course you've some story to put me oft with—
you can do all that, and laugh at us afterward.

-%No, Caudle, don’t say that. T'm not always trying to find fault—not I. It’s you.

- 1 never speak but when there’s occasion; and what in my time I've put up with, there
isn't anybody in the world that knows. Will I hear your story# Oh, you may tell it if
you please; go on: only mind, I sha'n’t believe a word of it. I’'m not such a fool as
other women are, I can tell you. There, now—don’t begin to swear—but go on—

“ And that’s your story, is it? That's your excuse for the hours you keep! That'’s
your apology for undermining my health and ruining your family! %lhat do you think
your clildren will say of you when they grow up—going and throwing away your
money lwon good-for-nothing pot-house acquaintance? He's not a pot-house acquaint-
ance? ho is he, then? Come, you haven’t told me that; but I know—it's that Pret-
tyman! Yes, to be sure it is! pon my life! . Well, if I’ve hardly patience to lie in
the same bed! I've wanted a silver teapot these five years,.and you must go and throw
away as much méney as—what! You haven’t throun it awayf Haven’t you? ,Then
my name’s not Margaret, that’s all I know! -

“ A man gets arrested, and because he’s taken from his wife and family, and locked
up, you must go and trouble your head with it! Aud you must be mixing yourself up
with nasty sheriff’s officers—pah! I'm sure you're not fit to enter a decent house—and
go running from lawyer to lawyer to get bail, and settle the business, as you call it! A
pretty settlement you’ll make of it—mark my words! Yes-~and to mend the matter,
to finish it quite, you must be one of the bail! That any man who isn’t a born fool
should do such a thing for another! Do you think anybody would do as muei for you?
Yaf Yousay yes? Well, I only wish—just to show that I'm right—I only wish you
were in a condition to try 'em. I should only like to see you arrested. You'd find the
difference—that you would.

“ What's other people’s affairs to you? If you were locked up, depend upon it,
there’s not a soul would come near you. Noj; it’s all very fine now, when people think
there isn’t a chance of your being in trouble—but I should only like to se¢ what they’d
say to you if you were in a sponging-house. Yes—I should enjoy that, just to show you
that I'm always right. What do you say? You think better of the world? Ha! that
would be all very well if you could afford it; but you’re not in means, I know, to think so™
well of people as all that. "And of course they only laugh at you, ‘Caudle’s an easy °
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fool, they cryal k#6% it as well as if T heard ’em—*Caudle’s an easy fool, anybody
may lead him.” Yes; anybody but his own wife; and she—of course—is nobot(ijy.

‘“ And now, everybody that's arrested will of course send to you. Yes, Mr. Caudle,
ou’ll have your hands full now, no doubt of it. You’ll soon know every sponging-
ouse and every sheriff’s officer in London. Your business will have to take care of

itself; yowll have enough to do to run from lawyer to lawyer after the business of other
people. Now, iv’s no use calling me a dear soul—not a bit! No; and I sha'n’t put it
off till to-morrow. It isn’t often I speak, but I will speak now.

“]I wish that Prettyman had been at the bottom of the sea before—what? I8 tsn't
Prettymanf Ha! it's very well for you to say so; but I know it is; it’s just like him.
He looks like a man that's always in debt—that’s always in a sponging-house. Any-
body might swear it. I knew it from the very first time you brought him here—from
the very night he put his nasty, dirty wet boots on my bright steel fender. Any woman
could see what the fellow was in a minute. Prettyman! A pretty gentleman, truly, to
be robbing your wife and family!

“Why couldn’t you let him stop in the sponging—— Now don’t call upon heaven
in that way, and ask me to be quit, for I won’t. Why couldn’t you let him stop
there? He got himself in; he might have got himself out again. And you must kee
me awake, ruin my sleep, my health, and, for what you care, my peace of mind. H&ll’
everybody but you can see how I'm breaking. You can do all this while you are talk-
ing with a®set of low bailiffs! A great deal you must think of your children to go into
a lawyer’s office. i

“And then {ou must be bail—you must be bound—for Mr. Prettyman! You
say, bound! Yes, Wn’ve your hands nicely tied, now. How he laughs at you—and
serves you right! hy, in another week he'll be in the East Indies; of course he will{
And yowll have to pay his debts; yes, your children may go in rags, so that Mr. Pret-
tyman—what do you say? It isn't Prettyman? Iknow better. Well,if it isn’t Pretty-
man that’s kept you out—if it isn’t Prettyman you're bail for—who is it then? I ask,
who is it then? What! My brother? IRrother Tom? Oh, Caudle, dear Caudle——"

«It was too much for the poor soul,” sa{'s Caudle; “she sobbed as if her heart would
break, and I—" And here the M8, is blotted, as though Caudle himself had dropped
tears as he wrote.

THE SIXTEENTH LECTURE.

N .
BABY IS TO BE CHRISTENED; MRS: CAUDLE CANVASSES THE MERITS OF PROBABLR
GODFATHERS,

“Come, now, love, about baby's name? The dear thing’s three months old, and has
not a name to it’s back yet. There you go again! Talk of it to-morrow! No; we'll
talk of it to-night. There’s no having a word with you in the daytime—but here you
can’t leave me. Now, don’t say you wish you could, Caudle; that's unkind, and not
treating a wife—especially the wife I am to you—us she deserves. It isn’t often that
I speak; but I do believe you'd like never to hear the sound of my voice. I might as
well have been bora dumb !

“] suppose the baby must have a godfather; and so, Caudle, who shall we have?
Who do you think will be able to do the most for it? No, Caudle, no; I'm not a selfish
woman—nothing of the sort—but I hope I've the feelings of a mother; and what'’s the
use of a godfather, if he gives nothing else to a child but a name? A child might al-
most as well not be christened at all. And so who shall we have? What do you say?
Anybody? Ar'n’t you ashamed of yourself, Caudle? Don’t you think something will
happen to you, to talk in that way? I don’t know where you pick up such principles,
I'm thinking who there is among our acquaintances who can do the most for &e blessed
creature, and you say, ‘Anybody!/’ Caudle, you're quite a heathen.

“There’s Wagstaff. No chance of his ever marrying, and he's very fond of babies.
He’s plenty of money, Caudle; and I think he might be got. Babies, I know it—
babies are his weak side. Wouldn't it be a blessed thing to find our dear child in his
will? Why don't you speak? I declare, Caudle, you seem to care no more for the
child than if it was a stranger’s. People who ¢an’t love children more than Jou do
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ought never to have *em. You don't like Wogstaff? No more do I much; but what's
that to do with it? People who’ve their familiés to provide for mustn’t think of their
feelings, I don’t like him; but then I'm a mother, and'love my baby! You won't have
We A Zﬂd that'sflatt Ha, Caudle, you're like nobody else—not fit for this world,
you're no

“What do you think of Pugsby? I can’t bear his wife; but that’s nothing to do with
it. Jknow my duty to my babe: I wish other people did. Pugsby’s a wu ellow £
Ha! that's like you—always giving people a bad name. We mustn't always beliexe
what the world says, Caudle; it doesn’t become us as Christians to de it. I only know
that he hasn’t a chick or child; and, besides that, he’s a very strong interest in the Blue-
coats ; and so, if Pugsby—— i‘Iow, don’t fly outat the man in that manner, Caudle, you
ought to be ashamed of yourself! You can’t speak well of anybody. Where do you
think to go to?_ .

“What do you say, then, to Sniggins? Now, don’t bounce round in that way, letting
the cold air into the bed? ' What's the matier with Sniggins? You wouldn’t ask him a

* gavor for the world# Well, it’s a good thing the baby has somebody to care for it: 1
will.  What do you say? I sha'n't? I'will, I can tell you. Sniggins, besides being a
warm man, has good interest in the Customs; and there’s nice pickings there, if one
only goes the right way to get 'em. It's no use, Caudle, your fidgeting about—not a
bit. I'm not going to have baby lost—sacrificed, I may say, like its brothers and sisters.
What do I mean by sacrificed? Oh, you know what I mean very well. What have any
of ’em got by their iodfathers beyond a hali-pint mug, a knife and fork, and spoon—
and a shabby cgoat, that I know was bought second-hand, for I could almost swear to
the place? And then there was your fine friend Hartley's wife—what did she give to
Caroline? Why, a trumpery lace cap it made me blush to look at. What? It was the
best she could a_ﬂgrd? Then she’d no right to gtand for the child. People who can’t do
better than that have no business to take the responsibility of godmother. They ought
to know their duties better. - .

“Well, Caundle, you can’t object to Goldman! Yes, you do/ Was there ever such a
man? What for? He's a usurer and a hunks? Well, I m sure, you've no business in
this world, Caudle; you have such high-flown notions. Why, isn't the man as rich as.
the bank? And as for his being a usurer—isn’t itall the better for those who come after
him? I'm sure, it's well there’s some people in the world who save money, seeing the
stupid creatures who throw it away. But you are the strangest man! I really believe
you think money a sin, instead of the greatest blessing; for I can’t mention any of our
acquaintance that's rich—and I'm sire we don’t know too many such people—that yov
haven’t something to say against “em It's only beggars that you like—people with
not a shilling to bless themselves. Ial though you're my husband, I must say it—
you’re a man of low notions, Caudle. I only hope none of the dear bays will take
after their father!

“And I should like to know what's the objection to Goldman? The only thing
against him is his name; I must confess it, I don't like the name of Lazarus: it's low,
und doesn’t sound genteel—not at all respectable. But, after he’s gone and done
what’s proper for the child, the boy could easily slip Lazarus into Laurance. I'm told
the thing’s often done. No, Caudle, don't say that—I m not a mean woman ; certainly
not; quite the reverse. I've only a parent’s love for my children; and I must say it—
I wish everybody felt as I did.

“I suppose, if the truth was known, you’d like your tobacco-pipe friend, {onr pot-
cowmpanion, Prettyman, to stand for the child? Youw'd have no objections? 1 thought
not! Yes; I knew what it was coming to. He’s a beggar, he is; and a person who
stays odt half the night; yes, he does; and it’s no use your rlex;{ving it—a beggar and a
tippler, and that’s the man you’d make godfather to your own flesh and blood! Upon
my word, Caudle, it’s enough to make a woman get up and dress herself to hear you

“Well, I can hardly tell you, if you won’t have Wagstaff, or Pugsby, or Sniggins, or
Goldman, or somebody that's respectable, to do what’s proper, the child sha'n’t be
christened at all. As for Prettyman, or any such raff—no, never! I'm sure, there’s &
certain set of people that poverty s catching from, and that Prettyman’s one of ’em.
Now, Caudle, Fwon’t have my dear child lost by any of your spittoon acquaintances, I,
ean tell you.

“No; {mless I can have my way, the child sha’n’t be christened at all. What do you
gay? 1t must have a name? There's no ‘must’ at< 1l in the case—none. No: it &
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have no name; and then see what the world will say. I'll call it Number Six—yes, that
will do as well as-anything else, unless I've the godfather I like. Number Six Caudle!
ha! ha! I think that must make you ashamed of yourself if anything can. Number
Six Caudle—a much better name than Mr. Pref%man could give; yes, Number Six.
What do you say? Anything but Number Sevenf Oh, Caudle, if ever—"’

“At this moment,” writes Caudle, “little Number 8ix began to cry; and taking ad-
vantage of the happy accident, I somehow got to sleep.” : )

THE SEVENTEENTH LECTORE. -

CAUDLE IN THE COURSE OF THE DAY HAS VENTURED TO QUESTION THE ECONOMY
OF ‘““ WASHING AT HOME.”

“A fretty temper you come to bed in, Mr. Caudle, I can see! Oh, don’t deny it—I
think I ought to know by this time. But it's always the way; whenever I get up a few
things, the house can hardly hold you! Nobody cries out more about clean linen than
you do—and nobody ieads a poor woman so miserable a life when she tries to make her
husband comfortable. Yes, Mr. Caudle—comfortable! You needn’t keep chewing
the word, as if you couldn't swallow it. Was there ever suck a womanf No, Caudle,
hope not: I should hope no other wife was ever put upon as I am. It's all very well
for you. I can’t have a little wash at home like anybody else, but you must go about
the house swearing to yourself, and looking at your wife as if she was your bitterest
enemy. But I suppose you’d rather we @idn’t wash at all. Yes; then you'd be happy!
To be sure you would—you’d like to have all the children in their dirt, like potatoes:
anything, so that it didn’t disturb you. I wish you'd a wife who’d never washed—she'd
have suited you, she would. Yes: a fine lady who’d have let your children go that you
might have scraped ’em. She’d have been much better cared for than I am, I onl
wish I could let all of you go without clean linen at all—yes, all of you. I wish
could! And'if I wasn’t a slave to my family, unlike anybody else, I should.

“No, Mr. Caudle; the house isn’t tossed about in water, as if it was Noah's Ark.
And you ought to be ashamed of yoursclf to talk of Noah’s Ark in that loose manner.
T am sure I don't know what I've done to be married to a man of such principles. No;
and the whole house doesn't taste of soapsuds either; and if it did, sny other man but
yourself would be above naming it. I suppose I don’t like washing-day any more than
yourself. What do you say? Yes, Ido? Ha! you're wrong there, Mr. Caudle. No; I
don’t like it because it makes everybody else uncomfortable. No; and I ought not to
have been born a mermaid, that I might always have been in water. A mermaid, in-
deed! What next will you call me? But no man, Mr. Caudle, says such things to his”
wife, as you. However, as I've said before, it can’t last long, that’s one comfort. What
do ﬁou say? You're glad of it? You're a brute, Mr. Caudle! No, you didn’t mean
washing: L know what you meant. A pretty speech to a woman who has been the wife
to you I have! You’ll repent it when it's too late; yes, I wouldn’t have your feelings
when I'm gone, Caudle—no, not for the Bank ¢f England. '

“And when we only wash once a fortnight! Ha! I only wish you had some wives:
they’d wash once a week ! Besides, if once a fortnight’s too much for you, why don’t
you give me money that we may have things to go a month? Is it my fault, if we’re
short? What do you say? Migll ‘once a fortnight’ lasts three days? No, it,doesn’t;
never; well, very seldom, and that’s the same thing. Can I help it, if the blacks will
fly, and the things must be rinsed again? Dou’t say that; I’m not made happy by the
blacks, and they don’t prolong my enjoyment; and, more than that, ydu’re an unfeeling
man to say 0. You’re enough to make a woman wish herself in her grave—you are,
Caudle.

“And a pretty example you set to your sons! Because we’d a little wash to-day, and
there wasn’t a hot dinner—and who thinks of getting anything hot for washerwomen?
—beczuse you hadn’t everything as you always havye it, you must swear at the cold mut-
ton—and you don’t know what that mutton cost a pound, I dare say you must swear at
a sweet, wholesome joint like a lord. What? You didn’t swear? Yes; it’s very well
for you to say so; but I know when you’re swearing, and you swear when you little
think it; and I say you must go on swearing as you did, and seize your hat like a sav-
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age, and rush out of the house, and go and take your dinneratatavern! A prettiwifo
people must think you have, when they find youdinin%atapublio-honso. A nice home
they must think you have, Mr, Caudle! What! Youw'll do so every time I wash? Very
well, Mr. Caudle—very well. We’ll soon see who’s tired of that first; for I’ll wash a stock-
ing a day if that’s all, sooner than you should have everything as you like. Ha! that’s
8o like you; you’d trample everybody under foot, if you could—you know you would,
Caudle, so don’t deny it

“Now, if you begin to shout in that manner, I’ll leave the bed. It’s very hard that
I can’t say a single word to you, but you must aimostraise the place.” You didn’t shout?
I'don’t know what you call shouting, then! I’m sure the people must hear you in the
next house. No—it won’t-do to call me soft names, now, (gaeu&e; I’'m not the fool that
1 was when I was married—I know better now. You’re to treat me in the manner you
have, all day; and then at night, the only time and place when I can get & word in, you
want to go to sleep. How can you be so mean, CauSIe ?

“What! Why can’t I put the washing out? Now, you have asked that a thousand
times, but it’s no use, Caudle; so do not ask it again. I won’t put it out. What do you
say? Mrs. Prettyman say's its quite as cheap # Pray, what’s Mrs. Prettyman to me
should think Mr. Caudle, that ﬁnow very well how to take care of my family, without
Mrs, Prettyman’s advice. Mrs. Prettyman, indeed! I only wish she’d’ come here, that
I might tell her so! Mrs. Prettyman! But, perhaps she’d better come and take care
of your house for you! Oh, yes! I’ve no doubt she’d do it much better than I do—
much. No, Caudle! Iwon’t hold my tongue. I think I ought to be mistress of my own .
washing by this time—and after the wiie I've been to you, it's cruel of you to go on as

you do. .

‘““ Don’t tell me about putting the washing out. I say it isn’t so cheap—I don’t care
whether you wash by the dozen or not—it 18n’t so che:ip; I've reduced everythin&, and
I save at least a shilling a week. What do you say? A trumpery shilling? Hal! I
only hope to goodness you’ll not come to want, talking of shillings in the way you do.
Now, don’t begin about your comfort; don’t go on agimvating me, and asking me if
your comfort’s not wort & shilling a week? That’s nothing at all to do with it—noth-
ing; but that’s your way—when I talk of one thing, you talk of another; that’s so like
you men, and you know it. Allow me to tell you, Mr. Caudle, that a shilling & week is
two pound twelve a year; and take two pound twelve ayear for, let us say, thirty years,
and—well, you needn’t groan, Mr. Caudie—I don’t suppose it will be so long; oh, nol
you’ll have somebody else to look after your washing long before that—and if it was’nt
for my dear children’s sake I shouldn’t care how soon. You know my mind—and so
good-night, Mr. Caudle.”

“Thankful for her silence,” writes Caudle, “I was fast dropping to sleep; when, jog-
Eing my eibow, my wife observed—‘ Mind, there’s the cold mutton «>-morrow; nothing
ot till that’s gone. Rememoer, too, as it was a short wash to-day, we wash again on
‘Wednesday.’ <a-

T ———

THE EIGHTEENTH LECTURE,

CAUDLE, WHILST WALKING WITH HIS WIFE, HAS BEEN BOWED TO BY A YOUNGER
AND EVEN PRETTIER WOMAN THAN MRS. CAUDLE.

“If I'm not to leave the house without being insulted, Mr, Caudle, I had better stay
in-doors all my life. .

“What! Don’t tell me to let you have one night’s rest! I wonder at your impu-
dence! It’s mighty fine, I never can go out with you, and—goodness knows!—it’s sel-
dom enough, without having my feelings torn to pieces by people of all sorts. A set of
bold minxes! What am I raving about? Oh, you kuow very well—very well, indeed,
Mr. Caudle. A pretty person she must be to nod to a man walking witn his own wife!
Don't tell me that it’s ﬁbs Prettyman—what’s Miss Prettyman to me? Oh! You've
et her once or twice at her brother's house? Yes, I dare say you have—no doubt of it. I
always thought there was sometiiing very tempting about that house—and now I know
it all. Now, 1t’s no use, Mr. Caudle, your beginning to talk loud, and twist and toss
your arms about as if you were as innocent as a born babe—I’m not to be deceived by
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any such tricks now. No; there was a time when I was a fool and believed anything's
but—I thank my stars !—I've got over that.

‘“ A bold minx! You suﬂpose 1d.dn’t see her laugh, too, when she nodded to you!
Oh, yes, I knew what she thought me; a poor, miserable creature, of course. I could
that. No—don’t say so, Caudle. Idon’t always see morc than anybody else—buit I
can’t and won’t be blind, however agreeable it might be to you; I must have the use of
my senses. I’m sure if a woman wants attention and respect from a man, she’d better

" be anything than his wife. I’ve always thought so; and to-day’s decided it.

“No, I’'m not ashamed of myself to talk so—certainly not. A good, amiable young
oreature, indeed! Yes,Idare say, very amiable, no doubt. Of course, you think her
so. You suxpose I didn’t see what sort of & bonnet she had on? 6h, a very good
creature! And you think I didn’t see the smudges of court-plaster about her face?
You didn’t see’em$ Very likely; but Idid. Very amiable, to be sure! What do you
say? I made her blush at my.ilmanners? 1 should like to have seen her blush!
‘Twould have been rather difficyit, Mr. Caudle, for & blush to come turough all that
paint. No—I'm not a censorious woman, Mr. Caudle ; quite the reverse. No, and you
may threaten to vet up, if you like—I will speak. I know what color is, and I say it
was paint. Ibelieve, Mr. Caudle, 7 once had a complexien; though, of, course, you've
guiw forgotton that, I think I once had a color, before your conduct destroyed it. Be-

ore I knew you, Feople use to call me the the i.ily and Rose; but—what are you laugh-
ing at? I see nothing to laugh at. But, as I say, anybody before your own wife,
._“And Lcan’t walk out with ydn but you’re bowed to by every woman you meet}
What do I mean by eve: y woman, when it's only Miss Prettyman? That's nothing at all
to do with it. How do I know who bow to you when I'm not by? Everybody, of
course. And if they don’t look at you, why you look at them. Oh, I'm s:re you do.
You do it even when 1I’m out with you, and of course you do it when I’m away. Now,
don’t tell me, Cuudle—don’t deny if. The fact is, it’s become such a dreadful habit
with you, that you don’t know wuen you do it, and wh.n you don’t. ButI do.

“Miss Prettyman,indeed! Whatdoyou say? - You won't lie still and hear me scandal-
ize that excellent young woman? Oh, of course you’ll take her part! Though, to be sure,
she may not be so much to blame after all. For how is she to know you’re warried #
You're never seen out-of-doors with your own wife—no, never. Wherever you go,
you go alone. Of course people think yow’re a bachelor. What do you say? Yow>
well know yow're not? Thathas nothing to do with it—I only ask what must people
think, when I’'m never seen with you? O.her women go out with their husbands, but
as I've often said, ’m not like any othér woman. Whatare vou sueering at Mr.Caudle?
1?51 do _Iulc)ww you are sueering? Don’t tell me; I know well envugh by the movement,
of the pillow.

“No; {ou never také me out—ond yon know it. No; and it’s not my fault. How.
can you lie there and say that? Oh, all & poor excuse! That’s what you always say=
You’re tired of asking me, indeed, because I alwuys start some objection? Of course L
can’t-go out a figure. And when you ask me to go, you know very well that my bonnet
isn’t as it should be—or that my gown hasn’t come home—or that I can’t leave the chil-
dren—or that something keeps me in-doors. You know all this, well enough, before

ou ask me. And that’s your art. And when 1 do go out with you, Pm sure to suffer
or it. Yes; you needn’t reEeat my words. Suffer for it. But you sappose I have no
feelings; oh, no, nobody has feclings but yoursclf. Yes; I'd torgot; Miss Pretty-
man, perhaps,—yes, she muy have feel.ngs, of course.

“ And as I ve siid, I dare say a preuj upe people think me. To be sure a poor, for-
lorn creaturceel must look in everybody’s eyes. But I knew you couldn’t be at Mr.
Prettyman’s house night after night tiil eleven o’clock—and a very great deal you
thought of me sitting up for you—I knew you couldn’t be there without some cause,
And vow I’ve found it out! Oh, i don’t mind your swcaring, Mr. Caudle! 1Iv'sI,if I
-wasn’t & woman, who ought to swear, Butit!s like you men. Lords of the creatioa,
as you call yourselves!” Lords, indeed! And pretty slaves you m:ke of the poor
creatures who'’re tied to Iou. But I’ll be separated, Caudle; I will; and then ’ll take
‘care and let a.l the world know how you’ve used me. What do you say? I maysay my
worst? Hal don’t you tewmpt any woman in that way—don’t, Caudle; for I wouidn’t
answer for what I said.

“Miss Prettyman, indeed, and—oh, yes | now Isee! Now the whole light breaks in
upoume! Andnow, ]l know why you wished me to ask her with Mr. and Mrs. Pretty-.
man to teal And]I, like a poor, blind fool, was nearly doing it But now, as I say, my
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eyes are open! And you’d bavz drought her. under my roof—now it’s no use your
bouncing about in that fashion—you’d have brought herinto the veryhouse where—""

“Here,” says Caudle, “I could endure it no longer. So I jumped out of bed, and
went and slept somehow with the chidren.” pe

THE NINETEENTHO LECTURE.
MRS, CAUDLE THINKS “ IT WOULD LOOK WELL TO KEEP THEIR WEDDING-DAY.

¢ Caudle, love, do you know what next Sunday is! No! you don’t? Well, wasthere

ever such a strange man! Can’t youguess,darling? Next Sundaly dear? Think, love,
& minute—just think. What! and you don’t know now? Hal! if hadn’t a better mem.
ory than you, I don’t know how we should ever got on. Well, then, pet,—shall I tell
you what next Sunday is? Why, then, 1t’s our wedding-day. What are you groaning
at, Mr. Caudle? I don’t see anything to groan at. ‘If anybody should groan, I’m sure
it isn’t you. No; Irather think it's I who ought to groan!
+ %“Qh, dear! That’s fourtcen years ago. You were a ¥ery different man, then, Mr.
Caudle. What do you sny? And Iwas a very dijferent woman? Not at aill—just the
same. Oh, you needn’t roll your head about on the pillow in that way; I say, just the
same. Well, then, if I’m aitered, whoee fault is it? Not mine, I’'msure—certainly not.
Don’t tell me that I couldn’t tulk at all then—I could taik just as well then as I can
now; only then I hadn’t the same cause. Ii’s you who’ve made me talk. What did
you say? Youw're very sorry forit? (audle, you do nothing but insult me.

“Ha! you were a good-tempered, nice creature fourteen years ago, and would have
done anything for me. Yes, yes, if a woman would be always cared for, she should
never marry. There’s quite an end of the charm when she goes to church! We’re all
angels while you’re courting us; but once married, how soon you {unl our wings off’!
No, ¥r. Caudle, I’'m not talking noneseunse; but the truth is, you like to hear nobody
talk but yourself. Nobody ever tells me that I ta k nonesense but you. Now it’s no
use your turning and turning about in tuat way; it’s not a bit of—what do you sa;?

Youw'll get up? No, you won’t, Mr. Cauule; you’ll not serve me that trickagain; for I've
locked the door and hid the key, There's no getting hold ot you all the daytime—but
here you cant leave me. You needn’t groan again, §[r. Caudle.

“Now, Caudle, dear, do let us talk comfortably.  After all, love, there’s a good many
folks who, I dare say, don’t get on ..alf so well as we’ve done. We’ve both our little
tempers, perhaps; but you are agsravating; you must own that, Caudle. Well, never
mind ; we won’t talk of it; I won’t scold you now. We'll talk of next Sunday,
love. We neverhave kept our wedding-day, and I think it would be a nice day to have
our friends. What do you say? They'd think it hypocrisy? No hypocrisy at all. I'm
sure I try to be comfortable ; and if ever aman was happy, youought to be. No, Caudle
no; it isn’t nonesense to keep wedding-days; it isn’t a deception on the woMd; and if
it is, how many people do it? I'm sure it’s only a proper compliment that a man owes
to his wife. Look at the Winkles—don’t they give a dinuner every ,year? Well, I know,
and if they do fight a little in the course ot the twelvemonth, that’s nothing to do with
it. 'l‘htlag' eep their wedding-day, and their acquaintance have nothing to do with any-
thing else. :

““ As I say, Caudle, it’s only a proper compliment that a man owes to his wife to keep
his wedding-day. It’s as much as to say to the whole world, ‘There! if I have to
marry again, my blessed wife’s the only woman I’d choose!’ Welll I see nothing to
groan at, Mr. Caudle,—no, nor to sigh at either; but I know what you mean; I’m sure,
what would have become of you, if you hadn’t married as you have done—why, you’ti
have been a lost creaturc! I know it; Iknow your habits, Caudle; and—I don’t like
to say it—but you’d have been Jittle better than a ragamuffin. Nice scrapes you’d have
got into, I know, if you hadn’t had me for a wife. The trouble I've had to keep you
respectable—and what’s my thanks? Ha! I only wish you'd had some women !

““But we won’t quarrel, Caudle. No; you dou’t mean anything, I know. Well
have this little dinner, eh? Just a few friends? Now, don’t say you don’t care—that
ian’t the way to speak to a wife; and especially the wife I've been to you, Caudle.

.
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Well, you agree to the dinner, eh? Now, don’t nt, Mr. Caudle, but speak out.
Youwll kee(% your wedding-day, darling? What? LU tet ]z/sou go to sleep? Ha, that's
unmanly, Caudle; can’t you say ¢ Yes,’ without anything else? I say—can’t you say
‘Yes?’ There, bless you! I knew you would.

“ And now, éaud!e, what shall we have for dinner? No—we won’t talk of it to-mer-
TOW ; we'll talk of it now, and then it will be off my mind. I should like something
fartlcular—something out of the way—just to show that we thought the day something.

should like—Mr. Caudle, you’re not asleep? What do I wantf Why, you know I
want to settle about the dinner. Have what I like# No; as it’s your fancy to keep the
day, it’s only right that I should try to please you. We never had one, Caudle; so
what do you think of a haunch of venison? What do you say? Mutton will do? Ha!
that shows what you think of your wife; I dare say if it was with any of your club
friends—any of your pot-house companions—you’d have no objection to venison. I say
if—what do you mutter? Let ¢ be venison? Veriy well.” And now about the fish?
What do you think of a nice turbot? No, Mr. Caudle, brill won’t do—it shall be turbot,
or there sﬁa’n’t be apy fish at all. Oh, what a mean man you are, Caudle! Shall it be
turbot? It shall? Very well. And now about the soup—now, Caudle, don’t swear at
the soup in that manner; you know there must be soup. Well, once in a way—and just
to show our friends how happy we’ve been—we’ll have some real turtle. No, you won’t;

owll have nothing but mogk? ~ Then, Mr. Caudle, you may sit at the table by yourself.

ock-turtle on a wedding-day! Was there ever such an insult? What do you say?
Let it be real, then, for once? Ha, Caudle! as I say, you were a very different person
fourteen years ago. .

“ And, Caudle, you'll look after the venison? There’s a place I know, somewhere in
the city, where you get it beautiful! You’ll leok to it? You will? Very well.

¢“ And now, who shall we invite? Who I like? Now, you know, Caudle, t1at’s non-
sense; because I only like whom you like. I suppose the Prettymans must come? But
understand, Caudle, I don’t have Miss Prettyman; I’'m not going to have my peace of
mind destroyed under my own roof. If she comes, I don’t appear at the table. What do
you say? Very well? Very well be it, then.

“ And now, Caudle, you’ll not forget the venison? In the city, my dear? You’ll not
forget the v’e,nison? A haunch, you know; a nice haunch. And youw’ll not forget the
venison—' :

“ Three times did I fall off to sleep,” says Caudle, “and three times did my wife
nudge me with her elbow, exclaiming, ¢ You’ll not forget the venison?’ At last I got
into a sound slumber, and dreamt I was a pot of currant-jelly.”

THE TWENTIETH LECTURE.

“ BROTHER” CAUDLE HAS BEEN TO A MASONIC CHARITABLE DINNER.—MRS. CAUDLE
HAS HIDDEN THE * BROTHER'S’”’ CHECK-BOOK. :

¢ A1l I say is this: I only wish I’d been born a man. What do yousay? You wish T
had? Mr. Caudle, I’ll not lie quiet in my own bed to pe insultec. Oh, yes, you did
mean to insult me. 1 know what you mean. You mean if I kad been born a man you’d
never have murried me. That'’s a prettf' sentiment, I think! and after the wife I've
been to you. And now, I suppose, you'll be going to public dinners every day—it’s no
use your telling me you’ve only been to one betore; that's nothing to do with it—noth-
ing at all. Of course you’ll be out every night now. I knew wnat & would come to
wlhen you were made a mason; when you were once made a ¢ brother,’ as you call yqur-
self, 1 knew where the husband and father would be. I’'m sure, Caudle—and though
I’'m your own wife I grieve to say it—I’m gure you haven’t so much hgart that you
have any to spare for pevple out of doors. “¥hideed; I should l.ke to see the man who
has! No, no, Caudle; I'm by no means a seltish woman—quite the eontrary; 1 love
my fellow-creatures as a wife and mother of a famiiy, who has only to look to her owm
husband and children, ought to love ’em. :

‘A ‘brother,’ indeed! What would f'ou say if I was to go and be made a *sister??
‘Why, I know very well—the house wouldn’t hold you.

“ Where's your wach? How shouwld I know where your watch is? You ought to
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know. Baut, to be sure, people who go to public dinners never know where anything is
when they come home. You've lost it, no doubt; and ’twill serve you quite right if
if you have. If it should be gone—and nothing more likely—I wonde®if any of your
¢ brothers will give you another? Catch ’em doing it.

. You must find your watch# And yow get up for it# Nonsense—don’t be foolish—
lie still. Your watch is on the mantel-piece. Ha! isn’t it a good thing for you, you've
somebody to take-care of it?

“What do you say? I'm a dear creaturef Very dear indeed you think me, I dare
say. But the fact is, you don’t know what you're talking about to-night. I'm a fool to
open my lips to you—but I can’t help it. * )

“ Where's your watch? Haven’t I told you—on the mantle-piece? Al right, indeed £
Pretty conduct you men call all right. There, now, hold your tongue, Mr. Caudle, and
go to sleep; I'm sure it’s the best thing you can do to-night. You'll be able to listen to
reason to-morrow morning; now it's thrown away upon you.

“ Where's your check-book? Never mind your check-book. I took care of that. What
business had I to take it out of your pocket? ~ Every business. No, no. If you choose to
go to public dinners, why—as I'm on]i' iour wife—I can’t help it. But I know what

0ols men are made of there; and, if I know it, you never take your check-book again
with you. What!-_Didn’t I'sce your name down last year for ten pounds? ‘Job Cau-
d.e, Esq., £10.” It looked very well in the newspapers, of course; and you thought
yourself a somebody when they knocked the tavern tables; but I only wish I'd been
there—yes, I onlyewish I'd been in the gallery. If T wouldn’t have told a piece of my
mind I'm not alive. Ten pounds, indeed ! and the world thinks you a very fine person
for it. I only wish I coulg bring the world here, and show ’em what's wanted at home.
1 think the world would alter their mind then; yes—a little.

“What do you sa{:? A wife has no right to her husband's pocket? A pretty hus-
band you are, to talk in that way. Never mind; you can’t prosecute her for it—or I've
no doubt you would; none at all. Some men would do anything. ,What? Yowwve a bit
of ¢ headachef 1 hoYe ]you have—and a good bit, too. You’ve been to the right place
tfor it. No—I won’t hold my tongue. It's all very well for you men to go to taverns—
and talk—and toast—and hurrah—and—I wonder you're not all ashamed of yourselves
to drink the Queen’s health, with all the honors, I believe you call it—yes, pretty hon-
ors you pay to the sex—I say I wonder you're not ashamed to drink the blessed
creature’s health, when you’ve only to think how you use your own wives at home.
But the hypocrites that the men are—oh!

“ Where's your watch? Haven't I told you? It's under your pillow—there, you
peedn’t be feeling for it. I tell you it's under Your pillow. Itsall right? Yes; a great
deal you know of what’s right just now. Hal! was there ever any poor soul used as I
am? I'm a dear creaturef Pah! Mr. Caudle. I ve only to say I'm tired of your con-
duct—quite tired, and don’t care how soon there’s an end of it. ’

“ Why did I tale your check-book?  T've told you—to save you from ruin, Mr. Caudle.
You're not going to be ruined # Ha! you don’t know anything when you're out! I know
what they do at those public dinners—charities, they call ’em; pretty charities! True
charity, I believe, always dines at home. I know what they do; the whole system’s a
trick.  No; I'm not a stony-hearted creature—and you ought to be ashamed to say so of
your wite and the mother of your children. But you'll not make me cry to-night, I can
tell you. I was going to say that—oh, you're such an aggravating man, I don’t know
what I was going to say!

“ Thank heaven ? What for? TIdon’t see that there’s anything to thank heaven about.
I was going to say, I know the trick of public dinners. They get a lord, or a duke, if
they can catch him—anything to make people say they’ve dined with nobility, that's it
—yes, the{ get one of these people, with a star, perhaps, in his coat, to take the chair—
and to talk all sorts of sugar-plum things about charity—and to make foolish wen, with
wine in 'em, feel that they've no end of money; and then—shutting their eyes to their

wives and families at homeé—all the while that their own faces are red and flushed like
Eoppies, and they think to-morrow never will come—then they get ’em to put their

and to paper. Then they make 'em pull out their checks. But I took your book, Mr.
Caudle—you couldn’t do it a second time. What are you laughing at? Nothing? It's
no matter; I shall see it in the paper to-morrow—for if you gave anything you were too
proud to hide it. I know your charity.

“ Wheres your watch? Haven't I told you fifty times where it is? In the pocket—
over your head—of course, Can't you hear it tick?e No; you can hear nothing to-night,
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“ And now, Mr, Caudle, I shonld like to know whose hat it is you've brought home ?
You went out eith a beaver worth three and twenty shil:ings—only the second time
you've worn it—and you bring home a thing that no Jew in his senses would give me
fivepence for. I couldn’t even get a pot of primroses—and you know I always turn
your old hats into roots—not a pot of primroses for it. I'm certain of it now—I've
imen thought of it—but now I'm sure that some people dine out only to change their

hats, : N
“ Where's your watch? Caudle, you're bringing me to an early grave!”

We hope that Caudle was penitent for his conduct; indeed, there is, we think, evi-
dence that he was so; for to this lecture he bas appended no commeni. The man had
not the :ace to uo it. :

THE TWENTY-FIRST LECTURE.
MR. CAUDLE HAS NOT ACTED “LIKE A HUSBAND” AT THE WEDDING-DINNER.

“Ahme! It'sno use wishingI:none at all; but I do wish that yesterday fourteen
zem could come back again. Little did I think, Mr. Caudle, when Jyou brought me
ome from church, your awful wedded wife—little, I say, did I think that I should
keep my wedding-dinner in the manner I have done to-day. Fourteen years ago! Yes,
Isee you now in your blue coat with bright buttons, and your white watered-satin
wajstcoat, and a moss rose-bud in your button-hole, which you said was like me.
What? You never talked such nonsensef Ha! Mr. Caudle, you don’t know what you
talked thut day—but 1 do. Yes; and you then sat at the table as if your face, as I
may say, wus buttered with hapviness, and——What? No, Mr. Caudle, don’t say that;
I have not wiped the butter off—not I. If you, above all men, are not happy, you
ou§ht. to be, graci. us knows,
es, [ will talk of fourteen years ago. Hal you sat beside me then,and picked out
all sorts of nice things for me. You’d have given me pearls and diamonds to eat if I
could have swallowed ’em. Yes, I say, you sat beside me, and——What do you talk
about? You cowldn’t sit beside me to-day? That’s nothing to do with it. But it’s so
like you. I can’t speak but you fly off to something else. Hal and when the health
of the young couple was drunk what a speech you made then! It was delicious! How
you made everybody cry as if their hearts were breaking; and I recollect it as if it was
esterday, how the tears ran down dear father’s nose, and how dear mother nearly went
into a fit! Dear souls! They little thought, with all your fine talk, how you’d use me!
How have you used me? Oh, Mr. Caudle, how can you ask that question? It's well
for you I can’t see you blush. How have you used me!

“'Well, that the same tongue could make a speech like that, and then talk as it did
to-day! How didyou talk? Why, shamefully! What did you say about your wedded
happiness? Why, nothing. What did you say about your wife? Worse than nothing;
just as if she were a bargain you were so. ry for, but were obliged to make the best of.

hat do you say? And bad’s the best? 1f you say that again, Caudle, I’ll rise from my
bed: You didw’t say it# Wh:t, then did you say? Something very like it I know.
Yes, a pretty speech of thanks for a husband! And everybody could see that you
didn’t care a pin for me; and that’s why you had ’em here; that’s why you invited ’em,
to insult me to their faces. What? I made you invite ’em? Oh, Caudl?, what an aggra-
vating man you are!

“1 su‘;pose youw’ll say next I made you invite Miss Prettyman? Oh, ves; don’t tell
me that her brother brought her without your knowing it. What? Didn‘t I hear him
say so? Of course I did; but do you suppose I’'m quite a fool? Do you think I don’t
know that that was all settled between you; And she must be a nice person to come
unasked to a woman’s house? But I know why she came. O, yes; she came to look
about her. What do I mean? Oh, the meaning's plain enough., She came to see how
she should like the rooms—how she should like my seat at the fire-place; how she—
{and if it isn’t enough to break a mothe’s heart to be treated so l—how she should like
my dear children. )

“ Now, it’s no use your bouncing gb«mwai—but of course that’s it; I can‘t mention
Miss Preuyman but you fling about as if you were in a fit. Of course that shows th.re’s
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something in it. Otherwise, why should you disturb yourself? Do you think I didn’t
see her looking at the ciphers on the spoons as if she already saw mine scratched oui,
and hers there? No, I shan’t drive you mad, Mr. Caudle; and if I do it’s your own
fault. No other man would treat the wife of his bosom in—— What do you say? You
might as well have married a hedgehog? Well, now it's come to something! But ivs
always the case! Whenever you’ve seen that Miss Prettymam I’m sure to be abused.
A hedgehog! A pretiy thing for & womsan to be called by her husband! Now you
don’t think I'll lie quie:ly in bed and be’ca led a hedgehog—do you, Mr. Caudle?

“Well, I only hope Miss Préttyman had a good dinner, that’s all. I h:id none! You
know I had none—how was I to get any ? Yguu know that the only part of the turkcy
I care for is the merry-thought. And that, of course, went to Miss Prett. man. Oh, I
saw you laugh when you put it on her plate! And you don’t suppose, ufter such an
insult as that, Id teste anoth r thing upon the tuble? No, I should hope I have more

irit than that. Yes; and you t.ok winé with her four times. What do you say?

ly twice? Oh, you were so los:—iascinated, Mr. Caudle; yes, fusc:nated—that you
didn’t know what you did. However, 1 do thiuk while I’'m alive 1 might be treated
with respect at my own table. Isa-, while I’'m a ive; for I know I shan’t last long, and
then Mi s Prettyman may come and take it all. I’m wasting duai'y, and no wonder. I
never say anything about it, but every werk my cowns are taken in. .

“T've lived to learn som«thing, to be sure ! Miss Prettyman turned up her nose at
my custards. It isu’t sufficient that you're always finding f ult vourself, but you must
bring women home to sneer at me at my own tible. What do you say? She didn't turn
up her nose? Ikuow she did; not but what it’s needless—Providence h s turned it up
?uite enough for her already. And she must give 1 erself airs over my custards! Oh,

s'w her minc ng with t-er spnon as if she was chewing sad.  What do you say! She
W my plum-pudding? Who asked her to praise it? Like her impudence, I
thin

“ Yes, a pretty day I’ve passed. I shall not forget this wedding-day, I think! And
as I say, a pretty speech you made in the way of thanks. No, Caud e, if | was to live
a hundred years—you need ’t gro n, Mr. Caudle, 1 shall not trouble you half that
time—if I was t, live a hund ed years [ should never forget it. Never! You didn’t
even so much as b in r one of yo:ur ch.liren in o your spe ¢h. And, dear creatures!—
what have they done to offerd vou? No; I shail not drive you.mad. IVs you, Mr.
Caudle, who'll drive me mad. Everybody says so.

¢ And you suppose I didn’t s: e how it was managed that you and that Miss Prettyman
were always partners at whist? How was it manag d# Why, p'a.n eno :zh. Of course
zgu packed the cards, and <ou'd cut what you liced. You’d scttled that between you.

es; »nd when she tcok a trick, ins.ead of lead'ng off a trumﬁ—«lte play whist,
indeed !—what did you say t» her when she found it was wrong? Oh—it w:s impossi-
ble that Aer heart should mistake! and this, Mr. Cauule, before people—with your own
wife in the room! . .

“And Miss Prettyman—I won’t hold mv tongue. I will talk of Miss Prettyman;
who’s she, indeed, that I shouldn’t t 1k of her? %suppose she thinks she sings?” What

"0 vou say? She sings like a mermaid? Yes, veri—Very lLike a mermnid; tor she never
smgs but she exposes herself, She might, I think, have chosen another song.
somebody,’ \ndeed ; as if I didn't know who was mennt by that ‘somebody;’ and all tke
room knew it, of course; and that was what it was done for—nothing else.

“ However, Mr. Caudle, a8 my mind’s made up, I shall say no more about the matter
to-night, but try and go to sleep.”

“And to my astonishment and gratitude,” writes Caudle, “she kept her word.®

-

THE TWrNTY-SECOND LECTURE.

CAUDLE COMES HOME IN THE EVENING AS MRS. CAUDLE HAS “JUST STEPPED OUT,
SHOPPING.”—ON HEE PETURN, AT TEN, CAUDLE REMONSTRATES,

“You ought to have had a slave—yes, a black slave, and not a wife. I’'m sure, I'd
better been born a negro at once—much better. What's the matter now? Well, I like
that. Upon my life, Mr. Caudle, that’s very cool., I cen’t leave the house just to buy a

\
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yard of ribbon, but you storm enough to carry the roof off. You didn’t storm—you only
oke? Spoke, indeed. No, sir; I’ve not much superfine feelings; and I don’t cry be-
ore I’'m hurt.  But you ougilt to have married a woman of stone, for you feel for no-
body; that is, for nobody in your own house. I only wish you’d show some of your
humanity at home, if ever so little—that’s all,

“ What do {ou say? Where's my feelings, to go shopping at night? When would you
have me go? In the broiling sun, making my face like a gipsy’s? I don’t see
snything to laugh at, Mr. Caudle; but you think of anybody’s face before your wife’s.
Oh, that’s plain enough; and all the world can see it. I dare say, now, if it was Miss
Prettyman’s face—now, now, Mr. Caudle] What are you throwing yourself about for?
I suppose Miss Prettyman isn’t so wonderful a person that she isn’t to be named? I
suppose she’s flesh and blooed. What? You don’t knowf Ha! Idon’t know that.

‘ What, Mr. Caudle? You'll have a separate room—yow'll not be tormented in this man~
ner? No, you won’t sir—not while I'm alive. A separate room! And you ecall your-
self a religions man, Mr. Caudle. I’d advise you to take down the prayer book, and
read over the marriage service. A separate room,indeed! Caudle,you’re getting quitea
heathen. A separate room! Well, the servants would talk then! But no; no man—
not the best that ever trod, Caudle—should ever make me look so contemptible.

I sha’n’t go to sleep ; and you ought to know me better than to ask me to hold my
tongue. Because you come home when I’ve just stepped out to do a little shopping,
wu’re worse than a fury. I should like to know how many hours Isit up for you?

hat do you say? Nobody wants me to sit up? Hal that’s like the gratitnde of men—
just like’em! Buta poor woman can’t leave the house, that—what? Why can’t I go
at reasonable hours? Reasonable! What do you call eight o’clock? If I went out at
eleven and twelve, as you come home, then you might talk ; but seven or eight o’clock
—why, it’s the cool of the evening; the mnicest time to enjoy a walk, and, as I say, do
a little bit of shopping. Oh, yes, Mr. Caudle, I do think of the people that are kept
in the the shops just as much as you; but that’s nothing at all to do with it. I know
what you’d have. You’d have all those young men let away early from the counter
to improve what you please to call their minds. Pretty notions you pick up among a
set of free-thinkers, and I don’t know what! When I was a girl people never talked
of minds—intellect, I believe you call it, Nonsense! a new-fangled thing, just come
up; and the sooner it goes out the better, .

“Don’t tell me! What are shops for if they've not to be open late and early too?
And what are shopmen, if they’re not to attend upon their customers? People pay for
what they have, I suppose; and arn’t to be told when they shall come and lay their
money out, and when they shan’t. Thank goodness! if one shop shuts, another keeps
open; and I always think it a_duty I owe to myself to go to the shop that's open last;
it’s the only way to punish the shop-keepers that are idle, and give themselves airs
about early hoyrs.

¢ Besides, there’s some things I like to buy best at candle-light. Oh, don’t talk to
me about humanity! Humanity, indeed, for a Yack of tall, strapping young fellows
—some of ’em big enough to be shown for giants! And what have they to do? Why,
nothimg, but to stand behind a counter, and talk civility. Yes, I know your notions;
you say that everybody works too much; I know that.  You’d have all the world do
nothing half its time but twiddle its thumbs, or walk in the parks, or go to picture-
galleries and museums, and such nonsense. Very fine, indeed; but, thank goodness,
the world isn’t come to that pass yet.

“What do you say I am, Mr. Caudle? A foolish woman, that can’t look beyond my own
fireside? Oh, yes I can; quite as far as you, and a great deal farther. But I can’t go
out shopping a little with my dear friend, Mrs. Wittles—what do you laugh at? 'Oh,
don’t they? Don’t women know what friendship is? Upon my life you’ve a nice opin-
ion of us? Oh, yes, we can—we can look outside of our own fenders, Mr. Caudle. And
if we can’t, its all the better for our families. A blessed thing it would be for their
wives and children if men couldn’t, either. You wouldn’t have lent that five pounds
—and I dare say a good many other five pounds that I know nothing of—if you—a lord
of creation!—had half the sense that women have. You seldom catch us, I believe,
lending five pounds. I should think not.

“No ; we won’t talk of it to-morrow morning. You’re not going to wound my feel-
ings when I come home, and think I’m to say nothing about it. You have called me an
inhuman person; you have said I have no thought, no feeling for the health and com-
fort of my fellow-creatures; I do not know what you haven’t called me; and only for
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buying a~but I sha'n’t tell you what; no, I won’t satisfy you there—but you’ve abused
me in this manner, and only. for shopping up t-~ ten o’clock. You’ve a great deal of.
fine compassion, you have! I'm sure the young nran that served me could have
knocked down an ox; yes, strong enougla,to Iift a house; but you can pity him—oh,
¥es, you can be all kindness for him and for the world, as you call it. Oh, Caudle,
what a hypocrite you are! I only wish the world knew how you treated your poor
wife! : . .
“ \Vhat do you say? For the love of mercy let you sleep  Mercy, indeed! I only wish
ou could show a little of it to other people. Oh, yes, I do know what mercy means;
{ut that’s no reason I should go shopping a bit earlier than I do—and I won’t—No;
ow’ve preached this over to me again and again; you’ve made me go to meetings te
ear all about it; but thats no reason women shouldn’t shop just as late as they choose.
1t’s all very fine, as I say, for you men to talk to us at meetings, where, of course, we
smile and all that—and sometimes shake our white pocket-handkerchiefs—and where
you say we have the power of early hours in our own hands. To be sure we have; and
we mean to keep it. That is, I do. Youwll never catch ‘me sho;'?:mg till the very last
thing ; and—as a matter of (i)rinciple—l’ll always go to the shop that keeps open latest.
It does the young men good to keep ’em close to business. Improve their minds, in-
deed! Letem out at seven, and they’d improve nothing but their billiards. Besxdes*
il they want to improve themselves, can’t they_get up, this fine weather, at three
‘Where there’s a will thexe’s a way, Mr. Caudle.”

\

<1 thought,” writes Mr. Caudle, “ that she had gone to sleep. In this hope, I was
dozing oft when she jogged me, and thus dec'ared herself : ¢ You want night-caps; but
see if I budge to buy ’em till nine at night.” ”

THE TWENTY-THIRD LECTURE.

MRBS. CAUDLE ‘ WISHES TO KNOW IF THEY'RE GOING TO THE SEASIDE, OR NOT,
THIS SUMMER—THATS ALL.” :

“ Hot? yes, it s hot. I’m sure one might as well be in an oven as in town this hot
weather. You seem to forget it’s July, Mr. Caudle. I’ve been waiting quietly—have
never spoken; yet, not a word have you said of the seaside yet. Not that I care for
it myself—oh, no; my health isn’t of the slightest consequence. And, indeed, I was
going to say—but I won’t—that the sooner, perhaps, ’'m out of this world, the better.
Oh, yes; I dare say you think so—of course you do, else you wouln’t lie there saying
nothing. You're ennugh to aggravate a saint, Caudle; but you sha’n’t vex me. No;
Tve l?a;de up my mind, and never intend to let you vex me again. Why should I worry
“myself ? .

. “But all I want to agk you is this: do you intend to go to the seaside this summer?
Yes? yow'lk go to Gravesend? Then you’ll go alone, that’s all I know. Gravesend! You
might as well empty a salt-cellar in the Néw River, and call that the seasidé. What?
1U's handy for business? There you are again! I can never speak of taking a little en-
joyment but you fling business in my teeth, I’m sure you never let business siand in
the way of your own pleasure, Mr. Caudle—not you. It would be all the beiter for your
family if you did. .

“ You know that Matilda wants sea-bathing; you know it, or ought to know it, by
the looks of the child; and, yet, I know you, Caudle—you’d have let the summer pass
over, and never said a word about the matter. 'What do yousay? Margate’s so expen-
sivef Not at all. I’m sure it will be cheaper for us in the end; for if we don’t go, we
shall all be ill-—every one of us—in the winter. Not that my health is of any conse-
quence; I know that well enough. It never was yet. You know Margate’s the only
place I can eat a breakfast at, and yet you talk of Gravesend! But what’s my eating
toyou? You wouldn’t care if I never eat at all. You never watch my appetite like
any other husband, otherwise you’d have seen whats it’s come to.

“What do you say? How much will it costf There you are, Mr. Caudle, with your
meanness again. en you want to go yourself to Blackwall or Greenwich, you never
ask how much it will cost? What? You never go to Blackwallf Ha? I dor’t kmow
that; and if you don’t, that’s nothing at all to do with it. Yes, you can give a guinea a
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plate for whitebait for yourself. No, sir; I'm not a foolish woman; and I know ve
well what I'm talking about—nobody better. A Guinea for whitebait for yourself,
when you grudge a pint of shrimps for your poor family. Eh? You don’t ‘em
anything? Yes, it’s very well for you to lie there and say so. What will it cost? It's
no matter what it will cost, for we won’t go at all now. No; we’ll stay at home. We
shall all be ill in the winter—every one of us, all but you; and nothing ever makes

you ill. I’ve no doubt we shall be laid up, and there’ll be & doctor’s bill as long as a

railroad; but never mind that, It’s better—much better—to pay 1or nasty physic than

for fresh air and wholesome salt water. Do not call me ‘woman,’ and ask ¢ what it will
cost. Itell you, if you were to lay the money down before me on that quiltijl wouldn’t
go now—certainly not. - It’s better we should all be sick; yes, then gou’ll e pleased.

“That’s right, Mr. Caudle, go to sleep. It’s like your unfeeling self! I’'m '!es of

our all being laid up; andyou, like any stone, turn around and begin to go to sleep. el.li
I think that’s & pretty insult! How can you ale;p with such a lfgflnter wm your ?
suppose you mean to call me the splinter,>—and after the wife I’ve been t6 you! But
no, glr. (;raudle, you may call me what you please; you’ll not make me cry now. No,
no; I don’t throw away my tears upon any. such person now. What? ntf Hal
that’s {Iour ingratitude ut none of you men deserve that any woman should love
you. My poor heart!

“ Everybody else can go out of town except us. Ha! If I’d only married S8immons.
What! Why didn’t I# Yes, thav's all the thanks I get. Who's Simmons? Ol you
know very well who Simmon’s is. He’d have treated me a little better, I think. He
was a gentleman. You can’t tell# Maybe not; but I can. With such weathcr as this,
to stay melting in London; and when the painters are coming in! You won’t have the
painters in? But you must; and if they once come in, I'm determined that none of us
shall stir then. Puainting in July, with a family in the house! We shall all of us be
poisoned, of course; but what w«:{{ou care for that?

“ Why can’t I tell you what it will cost? How can I or any woman tell exactly what it
it will cost? Of course lodgings—and at Margate, too—are a little dearer than living at
your own house. Pooh! You know thatf ell, if you did, Mr. Caudle, I suppose
there’s no treason in my naming it. Still, if you take ’em for two months, they’re
cheaper than for one. 0, Mr. Caudle, I shall not be quite tired of it in one month.
No; and it isn’t true that I no sooner get out than I want to get home again. To be
sure I was tired of Mar%te three years ago, when you used to leave me to walk about

" thebeach by myself, to be stared at through all sorts of telescopes. But you don’t do
that again, Mr. caudle, I can tell you.

¢ What will Ido at i[argatcf Why, isn’t there bathing, an 1 picking up shells; and
ar'n’t there the packets, with the donkeys; and the last new novel—whatever it is, to
read P—for the only place where I really relish a book is at the seaside. No; itisn’t that
I like salt with my reading, Mr. Caudle! I suppose you call that a joke? You might .
keep your jokes for the davtime, I think. But, as I was saying—onily you always wlll
interrupt me—the ocean always seems to me to oprn the mind. I sce nothing to laugh
at; but you always laugh when I say anything. Sometimes at the seaside—espec.ally
when the tide’s down—I feel so happy; quite as if I could cry. . g

“ When shall I get the things ready? For next Sunday? What will i¢ cost? Oh,
there—don’t talk of it. No; we won’t go. I thall send for the painters to-morrow.
I can go and take the children, and yow'll stayf No, sir; you go w.th me, or I don't stir.
I’m not going to be turned loose like a hen with her chickens, and hooody to protect
me. So we’ll go on Monday? Eh? .

“ What will 1 cost? What a man y~u are! Vay, Caudle, I've been reckoning that,
with buff slippers and all, we cant well do it under seventy pouads. No; I won’t take
away the slippers, and say fifty; it’s seventy pounds and no less, Of course, what's
over will be so much saved. Caudle, what 8 man you are! Well, shall we go on Mon-
day? Wuat do yousay? XYouw'd sce? There’sa dear, Then, Monday.”

# Anything for a chance of peace,” writes Caudle, “I consented to the trip, f
though{tl might sleep vetter in & c.h;mge of bed,” P, for 1
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THE TWENTY-FOURTH LECTURE.

MRS, CAUDLE DWELLS OF OAUDLE’'® “CRUEL NEGLECT”’ OF HER ON BOARD THE
“RED ROVER”—MRS, CAUDLD §0 “ILL WITH THE SEA’ THAT THEY PUT UP AT
THE DOLPHIN, HERNE-BAY.

“ Caudle, have you looked under*the bed? Whkat for? Bless the man! Why, for
thieves, to be sure. Do you suppose I’d sleep in a strange bed, without? Don’t tell
me it’s nonsense! I shouldn’t sleep a wink night. Not that you’d care for that;
not that you’d—hush! I’m sure I hear somebody. No; it’s not & bit like a mouse.
Yes; that’s like you—laugh. It would be no laughing matter if—— I’m sure there s
somebody; I’m sure there is!

“Y:s, Mr. Coudle; now I am satisfied. Any other man would have got up and
looked himself; especially after my sufferings on board that nasty ship. But catch
you stirring! 611, no! You’d let me lie here and be robbed and killed, for what you’d

® care. Why, you’re nou going to slecp! What do you say? I¢'s the strange air—and
you're always in a strange air#  That shows the feelings you have, after what I’ve
gone through. And yawning, too, iz that brutal manner! Caudle, you’ve no more
eart than that wooden figure in 4 white petticoat at the front of the ship. .

“ No ;—couldn’t leave my temper at home. I dare say! Because for once in your
life you’ve brought me out—yes, I say once, or two or three times, it isn’t more ; because,
a8 I say, you once bring me out, I'm to be a slave and say nothing. Pleasure, indeed!
A great deal of pleasure Im’ to have if I'm to hold my tongué. A nice way that of
pleasing a woman,

“Dear me! if the bed doesn’t spin round and dance about! I've got all that filthy
ship in my head! No; I shan’t be well in t..e morning. But nothing ever ails anybody
but yourself. You needn’t groan in that way, Mr. Caudle, disturbing the people, per-
haps, in the next room. It’s a mercy I'm alive, I’'m sure. 1 once I wou!dn’t have given
all the world for anybody to have thrown me overboard! What are you smacking your
lips at, Mr. Caudle? But I know what you mean—of course, you’d never have stirred
to stop ’em, not you. And then you might have kpown that the wind would have
blown to-day; but that’s why you cante.

“Wunatever 1should have done if it hadn’t been for that good soul—that blessed Cap-
tain Large! I'm sure all the women who go to Margate ought to pray for him; so at-
tentive in sea-sickness, and so much of a gentleman. How I should have got down-
stairs without him when I first began to turn, I don’t know. Don’t tell me I never
eomplained to you—you might have seen I was ill. And when everybody was looking
like a bad wax candle, you could walk about, and make wiat you call jokes upon the
little buoy that was never sick at the Nore, and such unfeeling trash.

“Yes, Caudle, we’ve now been married many years, but if we were tolive together fora
thousand years to come—what are you clasping your hands at ?—a thousand years to
come, I say, I shall never forget your conduct this day, You could go to the other end
of the ship and smoke a cigar, when you knew I should be ill—oh, you knew it; for I
always am. Tie brutal way, too, in which you took that crld brandy rnd water—you
thought I didn’t see you ; but ill as I was, hardly avle to hold my head up, I was watch-
ing you all the time. Three glasses of cold brandy and water; and you sipped ’em,
and drank the health of the people {‘nu didn’t care a pin about, wh lst tne health of

our own lawful wife was nothing. Tiree glasses of brandy and water; and I left—as
mt{z say—alone! You didn’t hear ’em but evcr;body was crying shame of you.

“What do you say? A good deal my oun fault? Itook too much dinner® Well, you
areaman! If I took more than the breast and leg of that young goose—a thing, I
may st:f, just out of the shell—with the slightest bit of stuffing, I'm a wicked woman.
What do you say? -Lobster salad? I.al how can you speak ot it? A, month-old baby
would have eaten more. What? Gooseberry pie? Weli, if you’ll name that, you'il
name anything. Ate too much, indeed! D you think I was going to pay for a dinner
and eat noth.ng? No, Mr. Caudle, it’s a good thing for you taat 1 know a little more
of the value of money than that. .

“But, of course, éou were better engaged than in attending to me. Mr. Prettymon
came on board at Gravesend. Alglmmed tuing, of cour<e. You think I didn’t sea
him give you.a letter. Jt wgen't a letter; it was a newspaper? 1 dare sdy; ill as I was,
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T had my eyes. It was the smallest newspaper I ever saw, that’s all. But of cours?, a
letter from Miss Prettyman—— Now, Caudle, if you begin to cry out in that manner
Y’ll get up. Do you forget that you’re not at your own house? making that noixe!
Disturbing everybody! Why, we shall have the'landlord up! And you could smoke
and drink ‘forward,’ as you called it. What? You cowldn’t smoke anywhere else?

That’s nothing to do with it. Yes; forward. What a pity that Miss Prettyman wasn’t
with you. I’m sure nothing could be too forward for her. No, I won’t hold my tongue;
and I ought not to be ashamed of myself. It isn’t treason, is it, to speak of Miss Pret-
tyman ? After all I've suffered to-day, and I’m not to open my lips! Yes; I'm to be
brought away from my own home, dragged down here to the seaside, and made ill ;-and
I’'m not to speak. I should like to know what next.

«Tt’s a mercy that some of the dear children were not drowned ; not that their father
would have cared, so long as he could have had his brandy and cigars. Peter was as
near through one of the holes as—1It's no such thing? It’s very well for you to say so,
but you know what an inquisitive boy he is, and how he likes to wander among steam-
engines. No, I won’t iet you go to sleep. What a man you are! What? Ive said
that before ? That’s no matter; I’ll say it again. Go to sleep, indeed! as if one could
mever have a little rational conver ation. No, Isha’n’t be too fate for the Margate boatin
zge morning; I can wake up at what hour I like, and you ought to know that by

is time, .

“ A miserable creature they must have thought me in the ladies’ cabin, with nobody
coming down to see how I was. You came a d%;zen times? No, Caudle, that won’t do.
T know better. You never came atall. Oh, no! cigais and brandy took all your atten-
tion. And when I was so ill that I didn’t know a single thing that was going on about
e, and you never came. Every other woman’s husband was there—ha! twenty times.
And what must ha e been my feelings to hear ’em tapping at the door, and making all
gorts of kind inquiries—something like husband’s!—and 1 was left to be ill alone? Yes;
and you want to get me into an argument. You want to know, if I was so ill that I
knew nothing, how could I know that you didn’t come to the cabin-door? That’s }'ust
like your aggravating way; but I’m not to be caught in that manner, Caudle. No.”

“ Tt is very possible,” writes Caudle,  that she talked two hours more ; but, happily,
the wind got suddenly up—the waves bellowed—and, soothed by the sweet lulluby (t0
say nothiug of the Doiphiu’s brandy and water), I somehow sank to repose.”

THE TWENTY-FIFTH LECTURE. . -
MBS, CAUDLE, WEARIED OF MARGATE, HAS A GREAT DESIRE TO SEZ FRANCR.

¢ Ar'n’t you tired, Caudle?

“ Not Weil, was there ever such aman? But nothing ever tires you. Of course
it’s all very well for you ; yes, you can read the newspaper and—— What? 8o can I’
And I wonder what would become of the children if 1did? No; it’s enough for their
father to lose his precious timeé, talking about politics, and bishops, and lords, and a
pack of people who wouldn’t care a pin if we hadn’t a roof to cover us—it’s well
euough for—no, Caudle, no; I'm not going to worry you; Inever worried you yet, and

.4t 180’ likely I should begin now. But that’s always the way with you—always. I'm

sure we should be the happiest couple alive, only you do so like to have all the talk to

ourself. We're out upou pleasure, and therefore let’s be comfortable. Still, I mustsay
{t. when you like you’re an aggravating man, Caudle, and you know it.

“ What have you done now? There now; we won’t talk of it. No; let’s go to sleep;
otherwise we shall quarrel—I know we shall. What have you doue now, indeed! That
I can’t leave my home for a few days, but I must be insulted! Everybody upon the

ier saw it. Saw whatf How can you lie there in the bed and -ask me? ~ Saw what,
indeed! Of course it was a planned thing!—regularly scttled before you left London.
Oh, yes; I like your innocence, Mr. Caudle; not knowing what I'm ta{king about. It's
a heart-breaking thing for a woman to say of her own husband ; but you’ve been awicked
man bw me. Yes; and all your tossing and tumbling about in the bed won’t make it
pny better. . - :

& Oh, it’s easy enough to call 8 woman ¢ a dear soul,’ I must be very aear, indeed, to
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yot, when yon bring ddwn Miss Prettyman to—there now; you needn’t shout like a
wild savage, Do you know that you're notin your own house-that we’re in lodgings?
‘What do you suppose the people will think of us? You need’nt call out in that manner,
for they can hear every word that’s said. What do you say? Why don’t I hold my
tongue, then? To be sure; anything for an excuse with you. Anythini to stop my
mouth. Miss Prettymau’s to follow you here, and I'm to say nothing. I know she /as
followed you; and if you were to glg before a migistrate, and take a shillinggath to the
contrary, I wouldn’t believe you. No, Caudle, I wouldn’t. N .

“ Very well, then# Ha! what a heart you must have to say ‘ very well;’ and after the
wife I’ve been to you. I’m to be brought from my home-dragged down here to the
seaside—to be laughed at before the world—don’t tell me! Do you think I didn’t see
how she looked at ,you—how she puckered up her farthing mouth—and—what? Why
did I kiss her, then # 'What’s that to do with it? Appearances are one thing, Mr. Cau-
dle; and feeiings are another. Asif women can’t kiss one another without meanin
anything by it! And you—I could see you—looking as cold and formal at her as—well,
Caudle! I wouldn’t be the hypocrite you are for the world!

“There, now, I've heard all that story. I dare say she did come down to join her
brother. How very lucky, though, that you should be here! Ha! ha! how very lucky
that—ugh! ugh! ugh! and with the cough I’ve got upon me—oh! you’ve a heart like
a seaside flint] Yes, that’s right. that’s just like zour humanity. I can’t catch a cold, .
but it must be my own fault—it must be my thin shoes. I dare say you’d like to see
me in plowman’s boots; ’twould be no matter to you how I disfigured myself. Miss
Prettyman’s foot, now; would be another thing—no doubt. .

¢1 thought when you would make me leave home—I thought we were coming here
on pleasure ; but it's always the way you embitter my life. The sooner that I’m out of
the world, the better. Wnat do {on say? Nothing? But I know what yon mean, bet-
ter than if you talked an hour. I only hope you'll get a better wife, that’s all, Mr. Cau-
dle. What? You'dnotiry? Wouldn’t you? ButIknow you. In six months you’d
fill up my place; yes, and dreadfully my dear children would suffer for it.

“Caudle, if you roar in that way, tie people will give us warning to-morrow. Can’t
I be quiet, then ? Yes—that’s like your artfulness; anything to make me hold my tongue.
But we won’t quarrcl. I'm sure if it depended on me we might_be as happy as doves.
I mean it—and you needn’t groan when I say it. Good-night, Caudle. qut do you
say? Blessme! We.l, voa ure a dear soul, Caudle; and if 1t wasn’t for that Miss Pret-
tyman—no, I’m not torturinz you. I know very wcll what I’'m doing, and I wouldn’t
tortudre you for tue world; bnt you don’t know what the feel.ngs of a wife are, Caudie;;
you don’t. :

¢ Caudle—1] say, Caudle. Justa word, dear. Well? Now why should you snap me -
up in that way. You wantto gotoslcep? So do 1; buu that’s no rea on you should
speak to me in that manner. You know, dear, you'once promised to take me to France.

ou don’t reco.lectit? Yes—that’s like you; you don’t recollect many things you’ve

omised me; but I do. There’s a boat goes on Wednesday to Boulogne, and comes
ack the day afterward. What of it? For that time we could leave the children with
the girls, and go nicely. Nonsensef Of course; if I want anything it’s always non-
sense. Other men cun take their wives half over the.world; but you think it 18 quite
enough to bring me down here to this hole of a place, where I know every pebble on
the beach like an old acqua.ntance—where there’s nothing to be seen but the same
machines—the same jetty—the sume donkey’s—the same everything. But ¢hen I'd for-
got; Margate has an attraction for you—-Miss Prettyman’s here. No; I’m not censori-
ous, and I wouldn’t backbite an angel; but the way in which that young woman walks
the sands at all hours—there! therel—I’ve done; I can’t open my lips about that
creature but you always storm. .

“ You know that I always wanted to go to France ; and you bring me down here onl
on purpose that I should see the cliffs—just to tantalize me, and 1or nothing else. If
I’d remained at home—and it was against my will I ever came here—I should never
have thought of France; but, to have it staring in one’s face all day, and not be able to

0, it’s worse than cruel, Mr. Caudle—it’s brutal. Other people can take their wives to
aris; but you always keep me moped up at home. And what for? Why, that I may
know nothing—yes; just on purpose to make me look little, and for nothing else.
 Heaven bless the woman? Hal you’ve good reason to say that, Caudle; for I'm sure
she’s little blessed by you. She’s been kept a prisoner all her life—has never gone
snywhere—oh, yes! that’s your old excuse—talking of the children, I want to go to
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France, and 1 should like to know what the children have got4o do with it! They're
not babies now, are they? But you’ve always thrown the children in my face. 1f Miss
Prettyman—there now ; do you hear what you’ve done, shouting in that manner? The
other iodgers are knocking overhead; who do you think will have the face to look at
’em tomorrow morning? I sha’n’t—breaking people’s rest in that way.

“ Well, Caudle—I declare it’s gett'mg daylight, and what an obstinate man you arel
~—tell me, ‘hal.l I go to France?’

“1 forget,” says Caudle, “my precise answer; but I think I gave her a very wide
permission to go somewhere, whereupon, though not without remonstrance as to the
place—she went to sleep.”

THE TWENTY-SIXTH LECTURE.

MRS, CAUDLE’S FIRST NIGHT IN FRANCE—“ SHAMEFUL INDIFFERENCE’ OF CAUDLE
AT THE BOULOGNE CUSTOM-HOUSE.

“T sappose, Mr. Caudle, you call yourself a man? I’'m sure such men should never
have wives. If I could have thought it possible you’d have behaved as you have done
—and I might, if I hadn’t been a forgiving creature, for you’ve never been like anybody
«else—if I could only have thought it, you’d never have dragged me to foreign parts.
Never! Well, I did say to myself, if he goes to France, perhaps he may catch alittle
politeness—but no; you began as Caudle, and as Caudle you’'ll end. I'm to be neglected
through life, now. Oh, yes! I've quite given up all thoughts of anything bnt wretch-
edness—I've made up my mind to misery, now. You're glad of it# Well, you must
have a hegrt to say that. I declare to you, Caudle, as true as I’'m an ill-used woman, if
it wasn’t for the dear children far away in blessed England—if it wasn’t for them I’d
never go back with you. No; I’d leave you in this very place. Yes; I'd go into a
convent, for a lady on board told me there was plenty of ’em here. I’d go and be a
nun for the rest of my days, and—I see nothing to laugh at, Mr. Caudle; that you
should be shaking the bed-things up and down in that way. But you always laugh at
geoplefs feelings ; I wish you’d only some yourself. I’d be a nun or a Sister of Charity.

'mpossible? Ha! Mr. Caudle, you don’t know even now what I can be when my blood’s
up. You’ve trod upon the worm long enough; some day won’t you be sorry for it ?

“Now, none of your profane cryings out!  You needn’t talk about heaven in that,
profane way; I’m sure you’re the last person who ought. What I say is this—your
conduct at tne custom-iouse was shameful—cruel! And in a foreign land, too! But
you brought me here that I might be insulted; you’d no other reason for dragging me
from England. Ha! let me once get home, Mr. Caudle, and you may wear your tongue
out betore you get me into outlandish places again. What have you done? There now ?
that’s where you’re so aggravating. You behave worse than any Turk to me—what?
You wish you were a Turk? Well, I think that’s a pretty wish before your lawful wife !
Yes—a nice Turk you’d make, wouldn’t you? Don’t think it.

“ What have you donc? Well, it’s a good thing I can’t see you, for I’m sure you must
blush. Done, indeed! Why, when the brutes searched my basket at the custom-
house! A reqular thing, 78 it? Then, if you knew that, why did you bring me bere?
No man who respected his wife would. And you could stand by, and see that fellow
with the mustachios rummage mj' basket, and pull out my night-cap and rumple the
borders, and—well! if you’d had the proper feelings of a husband your blood would
have boiled again. But no! There you stood lovking as mild as butter at the man,
and never saida word ; not when he crumpled my night-cap—it went to iny heart like a
stab—crumpled it as if it was any duster. I dare say if it had been Miss Prettyman’s
night-cap—ol, I don’t care about your groaning—if it had been her night-cag, her hair-
brusii, her curl-papers, yow’d have said something then. Oh, anybody with the spirit
of a man would have spoken outif the fellow had had a thousand swords at his side.
Well, all I know is this: if I’d have married somebody I could name, he wouldn’t have
suffered me to be treated in that way—not he!

“Now, don’t hope to go to sleep, Mr. Caudle, and think to silence me in that
manner, I know your art, but it won't do. It wasn't enough that my basket was
{urned topsy-turvy, bu, hefore I knew ii, they spun me into another room; gnd—~How
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ocould you help that? You never tried to help it. No; although it was a foreign land,
and I don't speak French—not but what I know a good deal more of it than some peo-
ple who give themselves airs about it—though I don't speak their nasty gibberish, still
. you let them take me away, and never cared how I was ever to find you again, Ina
strange country, too! But I've no doubt thats what you wished; yes, you'd have
been glad enough to have got rid of me in that cowardly manner. If I could only know
your.secret thoughts, Caudle, that's what you've brought me here for—to lose me. And
atter the wife I've been to you! R

¢ What are you crying out? For ’s sakef! Yes; a great dea? you know about
mercy! FElse you'd never have suffered me to be twisted into that room. To be
searched, indeed! As if I'd anything smuggled about me, .Well, I will say it—after
the way in which I've been used, if you'd the proper feelings of a man yon wouldn't
sleep agin for six montias, Well, 1 know there was nobody but women there; but
that's nothing to do with it. I'm sure, if I'd been taken up for picking pockets they
couldn’t have used me worses To be treated so—and ’specially by one’s own sex l—it’s
that that aggravates me. -

“ And that'sall that you can say? What could you say? Why,break open the door; I'm
sare you must have heard my voice; you sha.l never make me believe you couldn't
hear that. Whenever I shall sew the strings on azain I can’t tell. If they didn’t turn
me out like a ship in a storm I'm a sinner!” You laughed! You didn't laugh? Don't
tell me; you laugh when you don’t know anything about it—but I do. .

“ And a pretty place you have brought me to. A most respectable place, I must say!
‘Where the women walk about without any bonnets to their heads, and the fish-girls
with their bare legs—well, you don’t gatch me cating any fish while I'm here. %IM/
notf Why not—do you sumse Id encourage people of that sort?

¢ What do you say? Good-night? 1It's no use your saying that—I can’t go to sleep as
soon a8 you can. Especially with a door that has such a lock as that to it.  How do we
know who may come in? What? Al the locks are bad in France? The more shame
for you to bring me to such a pl ce, tiien. It only shows how you value me.

“Well, I dare say you are tired. Jam! But then, see what I’ve gone through. Well,
we won't quarrel in a barbarous country. We won’t do that. Caudle, dear, what's the
French for lace? I know it, only I forget it. The French for lace, love? What?
Dentellet Now, you're not deceiving me? You never deceived me yet# Oh, don't say that]
There'isn’t a married man in this blessed wor'd can put his hand npon his heart in bed
and say that. French for lace, dear? Say itagamn., Dewcldef Ial DenteLe! Good-
night, dear. Dentelel Dentclel” .

“1 afterward,” writes Caudle, “found out, to my cost, wherefore she Inquired_
abent lace. For she went out in the morning with t e lanciauy to buya v.il, g.viug
ouly four pounds for what sue could have bought in Eungland for forty smlungs} ¥

v

THE TWENTY-SEVENTH LECTURE.

MRS, CAUDLE RETUANS TO IER NATIVE LAND—“UNMANLY CRUE'.TY” OF CAUDLE,
WHO HA3 REFUSED TO “sMUGGLE A FEW 1HINGS” FOR HER.

“There, it isn’t often that I ask you to do anything for me, Mr. Caudle, goordness
knows! and when 1 do ’'m always reiused, of course. Ou, yes! anybody Lut your own
lawful wife. Every other husband aboard tne boat could vehave iike & nusb .nd—but I
was left to shift for myseli. To be suie, that's nothing new; I always um. Every other
man wor-hy to be called a man could smuggle a few th.ngs for his wife—but I might as
well be alone in the world. Not one poor half dozen of silk stockings could you put in

our hat for me; and everyboJy else was rolied in lace and I don’t know what.” Eh?
hat, Mr. Caudle? What do I want with silk stockings? Well! it 8 come to something
now! There was a time, I believe, when I had a foot—yes, and un ankle too; but when
a woman’s once married she has nothing of the sort, of course. No, I'm not a cherub,
Mr. Caudle; don't say that. I know very well what I am.

“] dare say, now, you'd have been delizhted to smu:gle for Miss Prettyman? Silk

stockings become her! You wish Miss Prettymun was in the moon? Not you, Mr, Cans
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dle; that’s only your art—your hypocrisy. A nice person, too, she’d be for the moon
it would be none the brighter for her being in it, I know. And when you saw the cus-
tom-nouse officers look at me, as though they were J)iercing me through, what was your
conduet? Shameful! You twittered about and fidgeted and flushed up as if I really
was a smuggler. So Twas? What had that to do with it? It wasn’t the part of & hus-
band, I think, to fidget in that way and show it. You couldn’t help ¢f Humph! And
ﬁm call yourself a person of strong mind, I believe? One of the lords of the cregtion!
al ha! couldy’t help it!

“But I may do all I can to save the money, and this is always my reward. Yes, Mr.
Cavdle, I shall save a great deal. How muchf 1sha'n’t tell you; I know your mean-
ness—you’d want to stop it out of the house allowance. No; it’s nothingv:'o you where
I got the money from to buy so many things. The money was my own. Well, and if it
was yours flrst that’s nothing to do with it. No; I haven't saved 1t out of the puddings.
But it’s always the woman who saves who's despised. It’s only your fine-lady wives
wfho’re properly thought of. If I was to ruin you, Caudle, then you’d think something
o

me.

“I sha’n't go to sleep. 1It’s very well for you, who’re no sooner in bed than youw’re
fast as a church; but I can’t sleep in that way. It's my mind keeps me awake. And
after all, I do feel so happy to-night, it’s very hard I can’t enjoy-my thoughts. No; I
can’t think in silence! Th:re’s much enjoyment in that, to be sure! I've no doubt, now,
you could listen to Miss Prettyman—oh, I don’t care, 1 will speak! It was a little more
than odd, I think, that she should be on the ]jetty when the boat came in. Ha! she’d
been lnoking for you all the morning with a telescope, I've no doubt—she’s bold enough
for anything. And then how she sneered and giggled when she saw me, and said ‘¢ how
fat I'd got’—like her impudence, I think. Whut? Well she might? But I know what
she wanted; yes—she’d have liked to have had me searched. She laughed on purpose.

“T only wish I’d taken two of the dear girls with me. What things [ could have
stitched about ’em! No, I'm not ashamed of myself to make my innocent children
smugglers—the more innocent they looked the better; but there you are, with what you
call your principles again—as if it wasn't given to everybody by nature to smuggle. I'm
sure of it—it’s born with us. And nicely I've cheated 'em this day. Lace, and velvet,
and silk stockings and other things—to say nothing of the tumblers and decanters. No;
I didn’t look as if I wanted a direction, for fear somebody should break me. That’s an-
oIttlrlner of what you call your jokes; but you should keep 'em for all those who like ’em.

on’t. :

“ What have I made, after all? T’ve to'd you—you shall never, never know. Yes, 1
know you’d been fined a hundred pounds if they'd searched me; but I never meant
that they should. I dare say you wouldn’t smuggle—oh, no! you don’t think it worth

our while. You’re quite & conjurer, you are, Caudle. Ha! ha! ha! What ain I

ughing at# Oh, you Little know—such a clever creature! Hal hal Well, -now, I’ll
tell you. I knew what an unaccomodating animal you were, so I made you smuggle
whether or not.  How? Why, when you were out at the cafe’, I got your greut, rough
coat, and if I didn’t stitch ten yards of the best black velvet under the lining I'm a sin-
iul woman! And to see how innocent you looked when the officers walked round and
round you! It wasa happy moment, Caudle, to see you!

¢ What do vou call it? A shameful trick thy of a wife? I coyldn’t care much for
you? As if I didn’t prove that by trusting you with ten yards of velvet, But I don’t
care what you say; I’ve saved everything—all but that beautiful English novel, that
T’ve forgot the name of. And if they didn’t take it out of my hand, and choppe(i it to
bits like so much dog-meat. Served me right# And when I so seldom buy a book! No;
I don’t see how it served me right. If you can buy the same book in France for four
shillil:i‘g’s that people here have the impudence to ask more than a guinea for—well, if
thezi! steal it that’s their affair, not ours. As if there was anything in a book o
ste:

¢ And now, Caudle, when are you going home? What?  Our time isn’t up? That’s
nothing to do with it. If we even lose a week’s ledging—and we mayn’t do that—we
shall save it again in living. But you are such a man! Your home’s the last place with

ou. I’m sure I don’t get a wink of a night, thinking what may happen. 'Fhree fires
ast week; and any one might as well have been at our house as not. X’o, they mightn't#
‘Well, you know what I mean—but you’re such a man!

“I’m sure, too, we’ve had quite enough of this place. But there’s no keeping you out .

of the libraries, Caudle. Youw're getting quite a gambler. And I don’t think it’s a nice
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example to set your children, rafling as you do for French clocks and I don’t know
what, But that’s not the worst; you never win anything. On, I forgot!—yes; a
needle-case that, under my nose, you: gave to Miss Prettyman. A nice thing for a mar-
ried man to make presents: and to such a creature as that, too. A needle-case! I
wonder whenever she has a needle in /er hand! .

“I know I shall feel ill with anxiety if I stop here. Nobody left in the house but
that Mrs. Closepeg. And she is such a stupid woman. It was only last night that I
dreamt I saw our cat quite a skeleton, and the canary stiff on it’s back at the bottom of
the cage. You know, Caudle, I’m never happy whem I’m away from home; and yet you
will stay here. No; home’s my comfort. I never want to stir over the threshold;
and you know it. If thieves were to break in what could that Mrs. Closepeg do against
’em? And so, Caudle, you'll go home on Saturday? Our dear—dear home! On Sat-
urday, Caudle?”

“What I answered,” says Caudle, I forget; but I know that on the Saturday we
were once again shipped on board the ¢ Red Rover.’? v

THE TWENTY-EIGHTH LECTURE.

MRS. CAUDLE HAS RETURNED HOME.—THE HOUSE (OF COURSE) ‘“ NOT FIT TO BE
SEEN.”—MR. CAUDLE, IN SELF-DEFi:NSE, TAKES A BOOK.

¢ After all, Caudle, it is something to get into one’s own bed again. I shall sleep to-
night. What? Youw're glad of it# That’s like your sneering; I know what vou mean,
Of course; I never can think of making myself comfortable, but you wound my feel-
ings. If you cared for your own bed, like any other man, you’d not have stayed out till
this hour. Don’t say that I drove you out ol the house as soon as we came in it. I
only just spoke about the dirt and the dusi—but the fact is, you’d be happy in a pig-
sty{ I thought I could have trusted that Mrs."Closepeg with untold gold ; and did you
only see the hearth-rug? When we left home there was a tiger in it; I should like to
know who could make out the tiger now? O, it’s very well for you to swear at the
tiger, but swearing won’t revive the rug again. Else you might swear. :

“You could go out and make yourself comfortable at your club. You little know
how many windows are broken. How many do you think? No; I sha’n’t tell you to-
morrow—you shall know now. I am sure! Talking about getting health at Margate !
all my health went away directly I went into the kitchen. There’s dear mother’s china
bowl cracked in two places. I could have sat down and cried when I saw it—a bowl I
can recollect when I was a child. Eh? I should have locked it up, then! Yes; that'’s
your feeling for anything of mine. I only wish it had been your punch-bowl; but,
thank goodness! I think that’s chipped. .

“ Well, you haven’t answered about the windows—you can’t guess how many? You
don’t care? Well, if nobody caught cold but you, it would be little matter, Six win-
dows clean out, and three cracked ! You can’t help 4t # I should like to know where the
money’s to come from to mend ’em! They sha'n’t be mended, that’s all. Then you’ll
see how respectable the house will look. But I know very well what you think. Yes;

ou’re glad of it. You think this will keep me at home—but I'll never stir out again.
hen you can go to the seaside by you:self; then, perhaps, you can be happy with Miss
Prettyman! Now, Caudle, if you knock the pillow with your fist in that way, I'll get
‘up. It’s ve:('f odd that I can’t mention that person’s name but you begin to fight the
bolster, and do I don’t know what. There must be something in it, or you wouldn’t
kick about so. A guilty conscience needs no--but you know what I mean. :

¢ She wasn’t coming to town for a week; and then, of a sudden, she’d had a letter. I
dare say she had. And then, she said, it would be company for her to come with us.
No doubt. She thought I should be ill again, and down 1n the cabin; but, with all her
art, she does not know the depth of me—quite, Not but what I was ill; though, like a
brute, you wouldn’t see it.

# What do you say? Good-night, love? Yes; you can be very tender, I dare say—like

all of your sex—to suit your own ends; but I can’t go to sleep with my head full of the
house. The fender in the parlor will never come to jtself again, [haven’t counted the
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knives vet, but I've made up my mind that half of ’em are lost. No; I don’t always
think the worst; no, and I don’t make myself unhapp'i before the time; but, of course,
that’s my thanks for caring about your property. II there are not spiders in the cur-
tains, as big as nutmegs, 1’m a wicked creature. Not a broom has the whole place seen
since I've been away, But, as soon as I get up, won’t I rummage the house out, that’s
alll I hadn’t the heart to look at my pickles; but, for all I left the door locked, I'm
sure the jars have been moved. Ycs; you can swear at the pickles when you’re in bed,
but nobody makes more noise about ’em when you want ’em.

“I only hope they’ve been to the wine-cellar; then you ma§'know what my feelings
are. That poor cat, to8—What do you say? You hate cats? Yes, poor thing! because
she’s my favorite—that's it. 1f that cat could only speak—What? ~ It ien’t necessary? L
don’t know what you mean, Mr. Caudle; but if that cat could only speak, she’d tell me
how she’s been cheted. Poor thing! T know where the money’s gone to that 1 left
for her milk—I know. Why, what have you gut there, Caudle? A book? What? If
you arn't a'lowed to sleep you'll read# Welll now it is come to something! If that
18n’t insultiog a wife, to bri..g a book to bed, I don’t know what wedlock is. But you
sha’dnl’t read, Caudle; no, you sha’n’t—not wuile I’ve strength to get up and put outa
candle.

“ And that’s like your feelings! Yon can think a great deal of trumpery books—yes,
you can’t think too much of the stuff that’s put into print—but, for what’s real and true
about you. why, you've the heart of a stone. I should like to know what that book’s
about. What? Milton’s ‘ Paradise Lost#’ T thought some rubbish of the sort—some-
thing to insult me. A nice book, I think, to read in bed; and a very respectable person
he was who wrote it. What do I know of himf Much more than you think, very
pretty feliow, indeed, wit his six wives What? He hadn’t siv—he'd only three? That’s
nothing to do with it; but of course you’ll take Lis part. Poor women! A nice time
they had w.th him, I dare say! And I’ve no doubt, Mr. Caudle, you'd like to follow
Mr. Milton’s example; else you wouidn’t read the stuft he wrote. But you don’t use
me as he treated the poor souls who married him! Poets, indeed! I'd make a law
against any of ’em having wives except upon pa);)er; for goodness help the dear crea~
tures tied to them! Like innocent moths lured by a candle! Tulking of candles, you
don’t know that the lamp in the passage 18 sp it to bits. 1 say you don’t—do ;"ou hear
me, Mr. Caudle? Won’t you answer? Do you know where you are? What? In the
Garden of Edent? Are you? Then you've no bus.ness there at this time of night.”

“ And, saying this,” writes Caudle, “she scrambled from the bed and put out the
lisht.” .

THE TWENIY-NINTII LECTURT.,
MRS. CAUDLE THINKS “THE TIME HAS COME TO HAVE A COTTAGE OUT OF TOWN.”

¢ Caudle, you ought to hase had something nice to-night; for yonu’re not well, love—I
know you’re not. Hal that’s like you men—s. headsiwrong! You will nave it that
nothing a:ls you; but I can tell, Caudle. The cye of a wife—and such a wife as I’ve
been to you—can at once see whether & hus.and’s well or not. You've been turning
like tallow all the week ; and, wh:t's more, you eat notaing now. It makes me melun-
choly to see you at a joint. I don’t s y anyith.n~ at ciuner, betore the children; but I
don’t feel the less. No, no; you’re not ve.y well; £1.d you’re .ot as strong as a horse.
Don’t dece.ve yoursel —nothinz of t..e sort. No, and you don’t eat as mucn as ever; if
you do, you don’t e: t w.ta a relis —1 am sure of t.at.  You can’t deceive me there.

“ I know wh-t's kilung you. Its the confinement; ig’s the vad air you breati.e; it’s
the smoke of London. Oh, yes; I know your old excuse—you never found the air bad
before. Perhaps not. But as peonle grow older, and get on in trade—and, after all,
we’ve notiiing to compla.n of, Cadle—L udon u:r always di<a ;rees with ’em. Deli. ate
health comes with money; I'm sure of it. What a color you had onve, when you'd
hardly a sixpence; and now look a: you!

“Twould add thirty years t» your i.te—and think whata b]essing that would be to
me; not that I shail live a tenth part of tne 1 ine—ta rty years, if you'’d take a mice little
house somewhere at Brixton. You hate Brigton? 1 musi say it, Mr. Caudle, that’s so
like you ; any place that's really genteel you can’t abide. Now, Brixton and Baalam

-
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HiM I think delightful. So select! There nobody visits nobody unless they’re some-
bogy. To say nothing of the delightful pews that make the churches so respectable!
owever, do as you like. If you won’t go to Brixton, what do you say to Clapham
Common? Oh, that’s a very fiue story. i‘ever te.]l me! No; you wouldn’t be left
alone, a Robinson Crusoe with wife and children, because you’re in the retail way.
What? The retired wholesales never visit the retired retails at Clapham? Hal that’s only
your old sneering at the world, Mr. Caudle ; but I don’t believe it. And, alter all, peo-
ple should keep to their stution, or what was this life made for? Suppose a tallow-mer-
chant does keep himself above a tallow-chandler—I call it a p:oper pride. What?
You call it the aristocracy of fat? 1 don’t know what you mean by ari-tocracy; but I
supwse it’s only another of your dictionary words, that’s hardlz worth the finding out.

‘ What do you say to Hornse;, or Muswell Hill? Eh? 700 high? What a man you
are! Well then—Battersea? 7Too low? You’re an ageravating creature, Caudle; you
must own that! Hampstead, then? ZToo cold? Nonsense! it would vrace you up like
a drum, Caudle; and that’s what you want. But you don’t deserve anybody to think
of your health, or your comforts either. There’s some pretty spots, I’m told, about
Fulham. Now, Mr. Caudle, I won’t have you saya word against Fulham. Thatmustbea
sweet place—dry and healthy, and every comfort about it—else is it likely that a bishop
would live there? Now, Caudle, none of your heathen principles—I won’t hear ’em.
I think what satisfies a bishop ought to content you ; but t:ie politics you learn at that
club are dreadful. To hear you talk of bishops—weil I only hope nothing will happen
to you, for the sake of the dear children! :

¢ A nice lit:le house and a garden! I know it—I was born for a garden! There’s
something about it makes one feel so innocent. My heart, somehow, always opens and
shuts at roses. Aud then what nice currant wine we could make! And, again, get’em
as fresh as you vwill, there’s no rad shes like_your own radishes. They’re ten t.mes as
sweet! What? And twenty times as dear? Yes, there you go! Anything that I faney,
you always bring up the expense. ‘

“ No, Mr. Caudle, I should not be tired of it in a month. I tell you I was made for
the country. But here you’ve kept me—and much you ve carcd about my health—here
vou’ve kept me in this filthy London, so that I hardly know what grass is made of.

fuch you care for your wife and your family, to keep ’em here to be all smoked like
bacon. I can see it—it’s stopping the children’s growth; they’ll be dwarfs, and have
their father to thank for it. If you’d the heart of a parent you couldn’t bear to look at
their white faces. Dear little Dick! he makes no breakfast. What? He ate siz slices
this morning f A pretty father you must be to count ’em. But that’s nothing to what
the dear child could do, if, like other children, he’d a fair chance. -

“Ha! and when we could be so comfortuble! But it’s always the case—you never
will be comfortable with me. How nice and fresh you’d come up to business every
morning; and what pleasure ’twould be for me to put a tulip or & pink in your button-
Lole, just, as I may say, to ticket you from the country.

“But then, Caudle, you never were like any other man! But I know why you won’t
leave London. Yes, | know. Then, you think, you couldn’t go to your filthy clab—
that’s it. Then you’d be obliged to be at home, like any other decent man. hereas
you might, if you liked, enjoy yourself under your own «pple-tree, and I’'m-sure I should
never sa anything about your toboaceo out ot dvors. My only wish is to make you
hnp ) C’a’mdle, and you won’t let me do it.

‘%u don’t speak, love. Shall 1 look ahout a house to-morrow? It will be a broken
day with me, for I’'m going out to have l.ttie pet’s enrs bored. What? You won’t have
her ears bored? And why not, I should like to know? It's a barbarous, savage custom £
Oh, Mr. Caudle, the sooner you go away from the world, and live in a cave, the better!
You’re getting not- fit for Christian society. What next? My ears were bored,
and—— What? And 0 are yoursf? I know what you mean—but that’s nothing to do
with it. My ears, I say, were bored, and so were dear mother’s, and grandmother’s be-
fore her; and I supgose there were no more ravages in our family than in yours, Mr.
Caudle. Besides, why should little pet’s ears go naked anv more 1han any of her sis-
ters’? They wear ear-rings; you never objected before. What? You've learned better
now? Yes, that’s all with your filthy politics again. You’d shake all the world up in
a dice-box, if you’d your way; not that you care a pin about the world, onl you’ Eke
to get 8 better throw for yourseif-—that's all, But little pet shalf be bored, ‘and don’t
think to prevent it. :

1 auppoye she's to be marvied some day, ag well as her sintors? And whe'd look at
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a girl without ear-rings, I should like to know? If you knew anything of the world
{ou’d know what a nice diamond ear-ring will sgometimes do—when one can get it—ve-

ore this, But I know why, you can’t abide ear-rings now; Miss Prettyman doesn’t
wear ’em—-she would, I’ve no doubt, if she could ouly get ’em. Yes; it’s Miss Pretty-
man who———

“There, Caudle, now be quiet, and I'll say no more about pet’s ears at present. We’ll
talk when you’re reasonable. I don’t want to put you out of temper, goodness knows!
And so, love, al:out the cottage? What? ‘Twill be so far from businessf But it needn’t
be far, dearest. Quite a nice distance; so that, on your late nights, you may always be
at home, have your supper, get to bed, and all by eleven. Eh, sweet one?”

“I don’t know what I answered,” says Caudle, “but I know this: inless than a fort-
night I found myself in a sort of a green bird-cage of a house, which my wife—gentle
satirist—insisted upen calling “ The Turtle-Dovery.’” .

THE THIRTIETH LECTURE,

MRES. CAUDLE COMPLAINS OF THE ‘ TURTLE-DOVERY "—DISCOVERS BLACK BEETLES
~—THINKS IT “ NOTHING BUT RIGHT " THAT CAUDLE SHOULD SET UP A CHAISE.

“You’'d never have got me into this wilderness of a place, Mr. Caudle, if I'd only
have thought what it was. Yes, that’s all right; throw it in my teeth that it was my
choice—that’s manly, isn’t it? When I saw the place the sun was out, and it looked
beautiful—now it’s quite another thing. No, Mr. Caudle; I don’t expect you to com-
mand the sun—and if you talk about Joshua in that infidel way I'll leave the bed. No
sir; Idon’t expect the sun to be in your power—but that’s nothing to do with it. i
talk about one thing, and you always start anot..er. But that’s your art.

“I’m sure a woman might as well be buried alive as live here. In fact, I am buried
alive; Ifeelit. I stood at the window three hours this blessed day, and saw nothing
but the postman. No: it in’t a pity that I hadn’t something better to do; I had plenty
—but that's my business, Mr. Caudle. 1 suppose I'm to be mistress of my own house? .
1f not, I’d better leave it. - . .

*“ And the very first night we were here, you know it, the black heetles came into the
kitchen. If the place didn’t scem spread all over with a black cloth, I'm a story teller.
What are you coughing at, Mr. Caudle? I sec nothing to cough at. But that's your
way of sneering. Millions of larye, black vectles. And as the clock strikes eight, out
they march. hat? They're very punctualf I know that. I ounly wish other people
were half as punctual: 'twould save other geople s money and other people’s peace of
mind. You know I hate a black beetle! No; I don't hate so many tLings. ut I do
hate black beetles, as-I hate ill treatment, Mr. Caudle. And now I have enough of
both, goodness knows!

¢ Last night they came into the parlor. Of course, in a night or two, they’ll walk up
into tue bedroom. They’il be here—regiments of ’em—on the quilt. But what do you
care? Nothing of the sort ever touches you: but you know how they come to me; and
that’s why you're so quiet. A pleusant thing to have black beetles in one’s bed! Why
don’t I poison’em? pretty matter, indeed, to have poison in the house! Much you
must think of the dear children. A nice place, too, to be called the Turtle-Dovery ?
Didw't I christen it mysef# 1 know that—but then I knew nothing of the black beetles.
Besides, names of houses are for the world outside; not tiat anybodf' passes to see
ours. Didn’t Mrs. Digby insist on cailing their new house ‘Love-in-Idleness,’ though
everybody knew that the wretch Digby was always beating her? Still, when folks read
“Ro’e Cottage’ on the wall, they seldom think of the lots of thorns that are inside.
In this world, Mr. Caudle, nnmes are sometimes quite a8 good as things.

“That cough again! You’ve got a cold, and youw’ll always be getting one—for you'll
always be missing the omnibus as you did on Tuesday—and always be getting wet. No
constitution can stand it, Caudle. You don’t know wi'at I felt when I heard it rain on
Tuesdy, and_thought you might be in it. What? I'm very goodf Yes, I trust so; I
try to be so, Caudle? And so, dear, I’ve been thinking that we’d better keep a chaise.
You can’t afford it, and you won't? Don’t tell me; I know you’d save money by it.
I’ve been reckoning what you lay out in omnibuses; and if you'd a chaise of your own
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~besides the gentility of the thing=~you’d be money in pocket. And then again, how
often I could go with you to town—and how, again, 1 could eall for you when you
liked to be a little late at the club, deat? Now, {ou’re obliged to be harried away—I
know it—when, if you’d only have a carriage o your own, you could stay and enjoy
yourself. And after your work you want some en;oyment. Of course, I can’t expect
you always to run home directly to me: and I don’t, Caudle, and you know it.

‘A nice, neat, elegant little chaise! What? Yowl thirk of it# There’s a lovel
You are a good creature, Caudle, and ’twill make me so happy to think you don’t de-
pend upon an omnibus, ~ A sweet little carriage, with our arms beautifully painted on
the panels. What? Adrms are rubbish; and you don’t know that you have any? Non-
sense; to be sure you have—and if not, of course they’re to be had for money. I
wonder where Chafkpit’s. the milkman’s, arms came from? I su}‘)lpose you can bu
’em at the same place. He used to drive a green cart; and now he’s got a close yel- -
low carriage, with two large tortoise-shell cats, with their whiskers as if dipt in cream,
standing ugon their hindr%egs upon each door, with a heap of Latin underneath. You
may buy the carriage, if you please, Mr. Caudle, but unless your arms are there, you
won’t get me to enter it. Never! I’m not going to look less than Mrs. Chalkpit. .

‘ Besides, if you haven’t arms, I'm sure my family have, and a wife’s arms are quite
a8 good as a husband’s. I'll write to-morrow to dear mother to know what we took for
our family arms. What do you say? What? A4 mangle in a stone-kitchen proper? Mr.
Caudle, you're alwa-s insulting my family—always: but you shall not put me out of
temper to-night. Still, if you don’t like our arms, find your own. I dare say you
could have found ’em fast enough, if you'd married Miss Prettyman, Well, I will be
quiet; and I won't mention that'lady’s name. A nice lady she is! I wonder how
much she spends in paint! Now, don't I tell you I won’t say & word more, and yet you
will kick about.

“Well, we’ll have the carriage and the family arms? No, I don’t want the family
legs, tod. Don’t be vulgar, Mr. Caudle. You might, perhaps, talk in tiat way before
you’d money in the bank; but i+ doesn’t become you now. The carriage and the family
‘arms! ‘We’ve a country-house as well as the Chalkpits; and though they praise their
place for a little Paradise, I dare say tuey’ve quite as many black beetles as we have,
and more, too. The piace quite looks it.

“QOar carriage and our arms! And you know, love, it won't cost much—next to

* nothins—to put a gold band about Sam’s hat on a Sunday. No: I don’t want a full-
blownlivery. At least, not just yet. I’m told the Chalkpits dress their boy on a Sunday
like a dragon-flv ; and I don’t see why we shouldn’t o what we like with our own Sam.
Nevertheless, I’ll be content with & gold band and a bit of pepper-and-salt. No: I
shall not cry out for plush next; certainly not. But I will have a gold band, and——

~ You won't; and I know it? Oh, ves! that’s another of your crotchets, Mr. Caudle ; like
nobody else—You don’t love liveries. I suppose when people buy their sheets, or their
table-cloths, or any other linen, they’ve a right to mark what they like upon it, haven’t
they? Well, then? You buy a servant, and you mark what you like upon him, and
where’s the difterence? None, that I can see.’

“Finally,” writes Caudle, *x compromised for a gig; but Sam did not wear pepper-
and-salt and a gold band.” -

D

THE THIRTY-FIRST LECTURE.

MRS, CAUDLE COMPLAINS VERY BITTERLY THAT MR. CAUDLE ‘“HAS BROKEN HER
CON:IDENCE.”

\

“You’ll catch me, Mr, Caudle, telling you anything again. Now, I don’t want to
have any no.se: I don’t wish you to put yourself in a passion. All I say is this: never
again do I open my lips to youabout anybody. No: if mun and wife can’t be one, why
there’s an end of evervthing. Oh, you know very well what I mean, Mr. Caudle;
you’ve broken my confidence in the most shameful and heartless way, and I repeat it—I
can never be again to you as I have been. No: thelittle charm—it wasn’t much—that re-
mained about married life is gone forever. Yes; the bloom’s quite wiped off the plum
ROW, :
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“Don’t be such a hypocrite, Caudle; don’t ask me what I mean! Mrs. Badzerlg has
been here—more like a fiend, I m sure, than a quiet woman. I haven’t done trembling
yet! You know the state of my nerves, too; you know—yes, sir, I had nerves when

ou married me; and I haven’t just found ’em out. Well, you’ve something to answer

or, I think. The Badgerlys are going to separate: she takes the girls, and he the
boys, and all througi you. "H»w you can lay your head upon that pillow, and think of
going to sleep, I can’t tell. What have you donef Well, you have the face to ask the
question. Done? You’ve broken my confidence, Mr. Caudle: you’ve taken advantage
of my tenderness, my trust in you as a wife—the more fool I for my pains—and you've
separated a happy couple forever. No; I’m not tulking in the clouds; I’'m talking in
your bed, the more my wmisfortne.

“Now, Caudle—yes, I shall sit up in the bed if I choose; I’'m not going to sleep
till T have this properly explained; for Mrs. Badgerly sha’n’t lay her separation at my
door. You won’t deny that you were at the club last night?” No, bad as you are,
Caudle—and though you’re my husband, I can’t think you a good man; I try to do,
but I can’t—bad as you are, you can’t deny you were at the ciub. What? You don’t
deny €t# That’s what I say—you can’t. And now, answer me this question. What
did you say—before the whole world—of Mr. Badgerly’s whiskers? There’s nothing
to laugh at, Candle; if you’d seen that poor woman to-day, you’d bave a heart of stone
to laugh. What did Jou say of his whiskers? Didn’t you tell everybody he dyed
’em? Didn’t you hold the ¢ indle up to ’em, as you said, to show the purple? To be
sure you did? Ha! people who break jokes never care about breaking hearts. Badger-
ly went home like a demon; called his wife a false woman; vow’d he never enter a bed
again with her, and to show he was in earnest, slept all night upon_the sofa. He said
it was the dearest secret of his life; said she had told me: and that I had told you; and
that’s how it had come out. Wuat did you say? Badgerly was right? I did tell you?
I know I did: but when dear Mrs, Badgerly mentioned the matter to me and a few
friends, as we were all l.ughing at tea toge.her, quite in a confidential way—when she
just spoke of her husband’s whiskers, and how long he was over ’em every morning—
of course, poor soul! she never thought it was to be talked of in the worid again. ?
Then I hml no right to tell you of ©t# And that’s the way I’m thanked for my confidence.
Because I don’t keep a secret from you, but show you, I may say, my naked soul,
Caudle, that's how I'm rewarded. Poor Mrs. Badgerly—for all her hard words—after
she went away, I’m sure mioheart quite bled for her.  What do you say, Mr. Caudle?
Serves her right —she should hold her tongue? Yes; that’s like your tyranny, you’d never’
let a poor woman speak, Eh—what, what, Mr, Caudle? .

“That’s a very fine speech, I dare say; and wives are very much obliged to you, only
there’s not a bit of truth in it. No, we women don’t get together, and pick our
husbands to pieces, just as snmetimes mischievous little girls rip up theirdolls. That’s
an old sentiment of yours, Mr. Caudle: but I’m sure you’ve no occasion to say it of me.
I hear a good deal of other people’s husbands, certainly ; I can’t shut ofy ears; I wish

"I could: but I never say anything about you—and I might, and you know it—and
~ there’s somebody else thut knows it, too. No: I sit still anu say nothing; what I have.
in my own bosom about you, Caudle, will be buried with me. But I know what you
think of wives. I heard you talking to Mr. Prettyman, when you little thought I was
listening, and you didn’t know much what you were ~aying—I heurd you. ‘Mydear Pret.
tymun,’ says you, ‘when some women get to taiking, they club ali their husbunds’ faults
together, just as children club their cakes and apples, to make a common feast for the
whole set” Eh? You don’t remember i¢# But Ido: and I remember,t00, what brandy
w}as leflt when Prettyman left. “1I'would be odd if you could remember much about it
after that.

“And now you’ve gone and separated man and wife, and I’m to be blamed for it.
You’ve not ouly carr.ed misery into a family, but broken my confidence. You’ve

roved to me that henceforth ’m not to.trust you with anyth.ng, Mr. Caudle. No:

’ll lock up whatever I know in my own breast—for now I find nobody—not even one’s
own husband, is to be rclied upon. From this moment, [ may look upon myself as a
solitary woman. Now, it’s no use your trying to go to sleep. What do you say? You
know ? Very well. Now, I want to ask you one question more. Eh? You want
to usk me onef Very well—go on—I'm not arraid to be catechised. I never dropped a
lyllahle that as a wife I ouzutto have kept to myself—no, I’m not at all forgetting what
T've said—and whatever you’ve got to ask me speak out at once. No—I don’t want
Jou to apare ie; all I want of you is te speak, You will speak? Well then, do,
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“What? Who told w?le youw'd a false front tooth? And is that all? Well, ’'m sure
—as if the world couldn’t see it. I know I did just ment.on it once, but then I
thought everybody knew it—besides, I was aggravated to do it; yes, aggravated. Ire-
member it was that very day, at Mrs. Badgerly’s, when husbands’ whiskers were
brought up. Well, after we’d done with them, somebody said sqmething about teeth.
‘Whereupon, Miss Prettymaa—a minx! she was born to- destroy the peace of families—
I know she was: she was tnere; and if I’d only known that such a creature was—no,
I'm not rambling, and I’'m coming to the tooth. To be sure, this is a great deal you’ve
got against me—isn’t it? Well, somebody spoke about teeth, when Miss Prettyman,
with one of her insulting leers, said ‘she thought Mr. Caudle had the whitest teeth she
ever had beheld.’ Of course my blood was up—every wiie’s would be; and I believe
I might have said, ¢ Yes, they were well enough; but when a young lady so very much
praised a married man’s teeth, she perhaps didn’t know that one of the front ones was
an elephant’s,” L.ke her impudence—I set her down for the rest of the evening. But
I can see the humor you’re in to-night. You only came to bed to quarrel, and I’'m not
going to indulge you. All I say is this: after the shameful mischief you’ve made at
]t‘he adgerly’s, yowll never break my confidence again. Never—and now you

now it.

Caudle hereupon writes: * And here she seemed inclined to sleep. Not for one
moment did I think to prevent her. :

——

THE THIRTY-SECOND LECTURE.

MRS, CAUDLE DISCOURSWS OF MAIDS-OF-ALL-WORK AND MAIDS IN GENERAL.—ME.
CAUDLE’S “INFAMOUS BEHAVIOR” TEN YEARS AGO,

“There now, it in’t my intenYion to say & word to-night, Mr, Caudle. No; I want
to go to sleep if I can; for after what 1’ve gone through to-d..y, and w.th the headache
I've got—and if I haven’t left my smel.iny-salts on t“e man:le-piece, on the right-
hand corner just as you go into the room—nobody could miss i.—I say, nobody could
miss it—.n a little green bottle, and—well, there you lie like a stone, and I might
perish and you wouldn’t move. Oh, my poor heud! But it may open and siwut, and
what do you care?

“Yes, that’s like your feel'ng—just. I want my salts, and you tell me there’s nothing
like being still for a hezdaciie. Indeed? Lut .'m not go.ng to be still, so don’t you
think it. That’s just how a woman’s put upon. Dutlknow youraggravation—I know
your art. You thiuk to kecp me quiet about taat minx Kitty—your favorite, sir!  Up-
on my life, I’'m not to disc.arge my own servint w.t..out—but she shall go. If I had
to do all the work myse.f, she s..oulin’t stop under my ro f. I see how she looks
d)wn upon me. I can see a great deal, Mr. Caudle, that I never choose to open my
lips about—but I can’t shut my eyes. Pcrhaps it would have been beiter for my peace
of mind if I always cou!d. Don’t say that. 1’m not a fool.sh woman, and I know very
well what I’m 8y ng. Isuppose you think that I forgot that R:becca? I know it’s ten
years ago that she 1.ved with us—but wh.t’s that to do w'th [1? Things ar’n’t the less
true for being old, I suppose. No; and your condu t, Mr, Cand'e, at that time—if it
was a hundred years ag)—I1 should never fo et it. What? [ shall always be the same
silly woman ? 1 hope I sha.l—l trust 1 shall alweys have iy eyes about me in my own
house.  ow, don’t think of going to sleep, Caudlc; Lecause. as you’ve brought this up
about that Rebecer, you +hali hear me out. Well, I do wonder that you can name herl
Eh? You didn’t name her? That's nothing at all to do with it; for I know just as welf
what you think, as if you d'd. Isuppose that you’lls:y you didn’t drink a glass of wine
to ner? Neverf Soyousaidatthetime,butl’ve thought of it for ten longf'ears, and the
more I’ve thought, the surer I am of it. And at that very t.me—if you please to recol-
lect—at that very time lL.itle Jack wasa b by. I shouldn’t have so much cared but for
that; but he was hardly running alone, when you nodded and drank a glass of wine to
thatereature. Noj; 1’in not mad,and I’'mnotd eaming. Isaw how you didit—and the
hypocrisy made it worse and worse. Isaw you: when the creature was just behind my
chair, you took up a glass of wine, and saving to me, ‘Margiret,” and then lifting up
your eyes at the bo.d winx and saying, ‘ My dear,’ as if you wauted me t9 believe that
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spoke only to me, when I could see you laugh at her behind me. And at that time
ittle Jack wasn’t on his feet. What do yousay? Heaven forgive mef Ha! Mr. Caudle,
g;’sfyou' that ought to ask for that: I’m safe enough, I am; it’s you who should ask to

e forgiven. :

“No, ¥ wouldn’t slander a saint—and I didn’t take away the girl’s character for
nothing. I know she brought an action for what I said; and I know you had to pay
damages for what you call my tongue—I well remember all that. And served you
fight; if you hadn’t laughed at her it wouldn’t have happened. But if you will make
free with such people, of course you’re to suffer for it. *Twould have served you right -
if the lawyer’s bill had been double. Damages, indeed! Not that anybody’s tongue
could have damaged her!

¢ And now, Mr. Caudle, you’re the same man you were ten years ago. What? You
hope sof The more shame for you. At your time of life, with all your children grow-
ing up about you, to— What am I talking off 1 know very well; and so would you, if
you had any conscience, which you haven’t. When I say I shall discharge Kitty, yon
say she’s-a very good servant, and I sha'n’t get a better. But‘I know why you think
-her good; you think her pretty, and that’s enough for you; as if girls who work for .
their bread have any business to be pretty, which she isn’t. Pretty servants, indeed!

oing mincing about with their fal-lal faces, as if even the flies would spoil ’em. But I

now what a bad man you are—now, it’s no use yous denying it; for didn’t I overhear
you talking to Mr. Prettyman, and didn’t you say that you couldn’t bear to have ugly .
servants about you? I ask you—didn’t you say that? Perkaps you did? You don’t
blush to confess it? If your principles, Mr. Caudle, ar'n’t enough to make a woman’s
blood run cold!

. “Oh, i'es! you’ve talked that stuff again and again ; and once I might have believed
it; but I know a little more of you mow. You like to see pretty servants, just as you
like to see pretty statues, and pretty pictures, and pretty flowers, and anything in Na-
ture that’s pretty, just, a8 you say, for the eye to feed upon. Yes; I know your eyes—
very well. I know what they were ten years ago; for shall I ever forget that glass of
wine when little Jack was in my arms? ~ I don’t care if it was a thousand years ago, it’s
as fresh as yesterday, and I never will cease to talk of it. When you know me, how
can you ask it? :

. “And now you insist npon keeping Kitty, when there’s no having a bit of crockery
for her? That girl would break the Bank of England—I know she would—if she was

“to put herhand upon it. But what’s the whole set of blue China to her beautiful blue
eves? I know that’s what you mean, though you don’t say it. '

“Oh, you needn’t lie groaning there, for you don’t think I shall ever forget Rebecca.
Yes—it’s verIv well for you to swear at Rebecca now—but you didn’t swear at her then,
Mr. Caudle, I know. ¢‘Margaret, my dear!’ Well, how can you have the face to look
at me? Youw don’t look at me? The more shame for you.

“1 can only say that either Kitty leaves the house or I do. Which is it to be, Mr.
Caudle? Eh? You don’t care? th# But yau’re not going to get rid of me in that
manner, I can tell von. But for that trollop—now you may swear and rave as you like
— You don’t intend to say a word more? Very well; it’s no matter what you say—her
quarter’s up on Tuesday, and go she shall. A soup-plate and a basin went yesterday.

¢ A soup-plate and a basin, and when I've a headache as I have, Mr. Caudle, tearing

me to pieces! But I shall never be well in this world—never, A. soup-plate and a

basin!”’

4 Bhe slept,” writes Caudle, “and poor Kitty left on Tuesday.”

THE THIRTY-THIRD LECTURE.
MRS, CAUDLE HAS DISCOVERED THAT MR. CAUDLE I8 A RAILWAY DIRECTOR.

“ When I took up the paper to-day, Caudle, you might have knocked me down with

a feather! Now, don’t be a hypocrite—you know what’s the matter. d when you
haven’t a bed to lie upon, and are brought to sleep on coal-sacks—and then I can ‘tell
ou, Mr. Caudle, you may sleep by yourself—then you’ll know what’s the matter. Now,
’ve seen your name, and don’t deny it. Yes—the Eel-Pi¢ Island Railwa§—and among
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.

the Direetord, Job Canille, Esq., of the Turtle-Dovery, and—no I won'l be quiet. It

isn’t often—goodness knows—that I ;zﬁeak; but seeing what I do, I won’t be silent..
e

What do Tsee# Why, there, Mr. Caudle, at the foot of the bed, I see all the blessed
children in tatters—I see you in jail, and the carpets hung out at the windows.

“ And now I know why you talk in Jour sleep about a broad and narrow gauge! I
couldn’t think what was on your mind—but now it’s out. Ha! Mr. Caudle, there is
something about a broad and narrow way that I wish you’d remember—but you've
turned quite a heathen ; yes, you think of nothing but money now. Don't I like money?
To be sure I do; but then I like it when I’m certain of it; no risks for me. Yes, it's
all very well to talk about fortunes made in no time; they’re like shirts made in no time
—it’s ten to one if they hang long together. :

“And now it’s plain enough why you can’t eat, or drink, or sleep, or do anything.
All your mind’s allotted into railways; for you shan’t make me believe that Eel-Pie
Island’s the only one. Oh, no! I can see by the looks of you. Why, in a little time,
if you haven’t as many lines in your face as there are lines laid down! Every one of
your features seem cut up—and all seem traveling from one another. Six months ago,
Caudle, you hadn’t a wrinkle; yes, you'd a cheek as smooth - as any china, and now
your face is like a map of England. )

At your time of life, too! You, who were for always going small and sure! You
to make heads and tails of your money in that way! Its that stock-broker’s dog at
Flam Cottage—he’s bitten 3'0\1, I'm sure of it. You’re not fit to manage your own
property now ; and I should be only acting the part of the good wife if I were to call
in the mad-doctors. i

“Well, I shall never know rest any more. There won’t be a soul knock at the door
after this that I shan’t think it’s the man coming to take possession. ’Twill be some-
thing for the Chalkpits to laugh at when we’re sold up. I think I see 'm here, bidding
for all our little articles of bigotry and virtue, and—what are you laughing at? They're
not bigotry and virtue ; but bijouterie and vertu? It’s all the same, only you’re never so
hapg{ as when you’re taking me up.

“1f I can tell what’s to come to the world, I’m & sinner. Everybody’s for turning
their farthings into double sovereigns and cheating their neighbors of the balance.
And you, too—yow’re beside yourself, Caudle—I’m sure of it. I’ve watched you when
you thought me fast asleep. And then yow've lain, and whispered, and whispered,
‘then hugged yourself, and laughed at the bed-posts, as if you’d seen ’em turned to sov:
ereign gold. I du believe that you sometimes think that the patch-work quilt is made
of thousand-pound bank-notes,

“Well, when we’re brought to the Union, then you’ll find out your mistake. But it
will be a poor satisfaction for me every night to tell you of it. What, Mr. Caudle? They
won’t let me tell you of ¢ And you call that ‘ some comfort?’ And’ after the wife I've
been w{ﬁlﬂ but now I recollect. I think I've heard you praise that Union before;
tl;ough, ike a fond fool as I've always been, I never once suspected the reason
of it.

“ And now, of course, day and ni%ht, you’ll never be at home? No, you’ll live and
sleep at Eel-Pie Island! I shall be left alone with nothing but-my thoughts, thinkin
when the broker will come, and you’ll be with your brother director. I may slave an
I may toil to save sixpences; and you’ll be throwing away hundreds. And then the ex-
pensive tastes you’ve got. ﬁo’thing good enough for you now. I’'m sure you some-
times think yourself King Solomon. But that comes of making money—if, indeed,
you have made any—without earning it. No; I don’t talk nonsense ; people can make
money without earning it. And when they do, why, it’s like taking a lot of spirits at
one draught; it gets into their head, and they don’t know what they’re about. And
you’re-in that state now, Mr. Caudie; I’'m sure of it, by the way of you. There’s a tip-
siness of the pocket as well as of the stomach—and you're in that condition at this
very moment. .

“Not that I'd so much mind—that is, if you /ave made money—if you’d stop at the
Eel-Pie line. But I know what these things are; they’re like treacle to flies; when
men are well in ’em they can’t get out of ’em; or if they do, it's often without a
feather to fly with. No; if you’ve really made money by the Eel-Pie line, and will
give it to me to take care of for our dear children, why, perhaps, love, I'll say no more
of the matter. What? Nonsensef Yes, of course; I never ask you for money, but
that’s the word.

“ And now, catch you stopping at the Eel-Pie line] Oh, no, I know your aggravat

.
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ing x?irit. In‘a day or two I shall see another fine flourish in .the paper, with a pro-.
_ posal for a branch irom Eel-Pie Island to the Cuelsea Bun-house. Give you a mile of
rail, and—I know you men, you'll take a hundred. Weli, if it didn’t make me quiver
to read that stuff in the paper—and your nume toit! But I suppose it was Mr. P etty-
man’s work ; for his precious name’s among ’em. How you tell people ‘thatell-piesare
now become an essential element of civilization’—I learnt ali the words by heart, that
I might say ’em to you—* that the Eastern population of London are cut off from the
blessings of such a'necessary, and that by means.of the projected line ell-pies wi:l be
brought home to the bus.ness and bosoms of Ratcliff biguway, and the adjacent de-
pendencies.” We I, when vou men—Ilords of the creat.on, as you call yourselves—do get
together to make up a company, or anything of that sort—is there any storv-book can
come up to you? Aud so0 you look so.em:ly in one another’s faces, snd n:ver so much
as moving the corners of your mouths, pick one another’s pockcts. No, ’m not using
hard words, Mr. Cauule, bur only the words that’s proper.
“ And this 1 must say. Waatever yon ve got, I'm no.ie the better for it. You neve:
five me any of your Eel-Piesha-es. Waat do yousa ? You wil give me somef Not L
’1l have nothing to do with any wickedness of the k.nd. 1f, like any other husband,
you choose to throw a heap ot money into my lap— that? Yow'll think of it? When
the Eel-Pies go up? Tuen I know waat tuecy’re worth—iuey’it never fetch a farthing.”

“She was suddenly silent,” writes Candle, “and I was sinking into slee;), when she
elbowed wme, und ce.ed, ‘Caudie, do you thnk they w.d ve up to-morrow.’

TIE THIRTY-FOURTH LECTURE.

MRS, CAUDLE, SUSPECTING TITAT MT. C\UDLE HAS MADE HIS WILL, IS8 “ONLY
ANXIOUS A8 A WIFE” TO KNuW ITS PROVISIONS,

“T alwayssaid you’d a strong mind when you liked, Caudle ; and what you’ve just besn
doing proves it. Soine people won’t make & will, because they think tuey must die u’-
rectly afterward. Now, Iyuu're ubove that, love, ar'n’t you? Nonsgense; you know

.very well what I m:an. I'know your will’s made, for Scratcherly told me so. What?
You don’t believe t# Well, ’m sure! ‘Inat's a pretty thing tor a man to say to nis
wife. I know he’s too much a man of bus ness .o talk; but I suppose there’s a way of
teliing things without speaxing them. And when 4 put the question to him, lawyer us
he is, he hadn’t the face to deny it.

“To be sure, it can be of no consequence t» me whether your will is made or not. I
shall not be alive, Mr. Caudie, to waut anything ; I shall be provided for a long tume be-
fore your will s of any use. No, Mr. Caudle; I shan’t survive you; and—tnouga a wo-
man’s w.ong to let her affections for a man be known, for then she’s always waken ad-
vantage of—though I know it’s toolish and weak to say so, still I don’t want to su:vive
you. How should I? No, no; don't say that; I'm not good for a hundred—I shan’t
see you out, and another husband too.” What & cross .dea, Caudle! To imagine i'd
ever think of marrying again. N, no—rever! What? Tiat’s what we all say? Not
at all; guite the rev rse. To me the ve y i..ea of such a thing 18 horrible, nd always
was. Yes, | know very weli that some do marry usain—but what they re maue of, I'm
sure I can't tell. Ugh!

“Tuere are men who leave their pronerty in such a way that their widows, to hold it,
must keep widows. Now, if there is anything in the world that is m ‘an and small, it
is that. Don’t you think so, too, Caudle? Why don’t vou speak, love? That’s so like
you! I never want a little, qu.et, rational taik, but you want to go to sleep. But you
never were iike any otuer man! What? How db [ know?# Tuere now—t.at’s so like

our aggravating way. I never open my lips upon a suuvject, nut you tiyto put me off,
've no doubt when Miss Prettyman speaks vou can answer her properly enough.
There you are, again! Upon my life, it % odd; but | never can in the mos: innocent
way mention that person’~ ;.ame that—— Why can’t Ileave her alonef [’m sure—with
all my heart! Who wants to ta k about her? I don’t; ouly you always will say some-
thing that s certain to bring up her name. . :

“ What was I saying, Caudie? Oh, ahout the way some men bind their widows, To

my mind, there is nothing so Lttle. When 8 mun forbids his wife marrying again with-
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losing what he leaves—it’s what I call selfishness after death, mean to & degree! It's
like taking his wife into the grave with him. Eh? You never wantto do that? No, I'm sure
of that, love; yow’re not the man to tie a woman up in that mean manner. A man
who'd do that would have his widow burnt with him, if he could—just as those mon-
sters, that call themselves men, do in the Indies.

“ However, it’s no matter to me how you've made your will ; but it may be to your
second wife. What? I shall never give you a chance? Hal you don’t know my consti-

tution after all, Caudle. I'm not at all the woman I was. I say nothing about’em, but

very often you don’t know my feelings. And as we’re on the subject, dearest, 1 have
only one favor to ask. When you marry again—now it's no use your saying that. Af-
ter the comforts vou’ve known of marriage—what are you sighing at, dear?—after the
comforts you must marry again. Now don’t foreswear Xourself in that violent way,
taking an oath that vou know you must break—you could’t help it, I’m sure of it; and
know you better than you know yourself. Well, all I ask is, love, because it’s only
or your sake, and it would make no difference to me then—how should it?—but all I
ask is, don’t marry Miss Pret—— There! there! I've done; I won’t say another word
about it but all Iask is, don’t. After the way you’ve been thought of, and after the
comforts you've been used to, Caudle, she wouldn’t be the wife for you.. Of course, I
could then have no interest in the matter—you might marry the Queen of Englind, for
what it would be to me then—I'm only anxious about you. Mind, Caudle, I’m uot say-
ing anything against her; not at all; but there’s a flightiness in her manner—I dare
say, poor thing, she means no harm, and it may be, as the saying is, only her manner,
after all—still, there ¢s a flightiness about her that, after what you’ve been used to,
would mabe you very wretched. Now, if I may boast of anything Caudle, it is my pro-
priety of manner the whole of my life. I know that wives who are very particular
arn’t thought as well of as those who're not—still, it’s next to nothing to be virtuous if
Feof!e don’t seem so, And virtue, Caudle—no, I’m not going to preach about virtue,
or I never do. No; and I don’t go about with my virtue, like a child with a drum,
making all sorts of noises with it. But I know your principles. I shall never forget
what 1 once heard you say to Prettyman ; and it’s no excuse that you’d taken so much
wine you didn’t know what you were saying at the time; for wine brings out men’s
wickedness just as fire brings out spots of grease, Wkhat did you say? Why you said
this;: ¢Virtue is a beautiful thing in women, when they don’t make so much noise
about it; but there’s some women who think virtue was given to ’em as claws were
given to cats '—yes, cats was the word—‘to do nothing but scratch with.,’ That’s what
ou said. You don’t recollect a syllable of it# No, that's it; when you’re in that dread-
ul state, you recollect nothing; but it’s a good t.ing I do.
¢ But we won’t talk of that, love—that's all over; I dare say you meant nothing. But
T'w glad you agree with me, that the man who’d tie up his widow, not to marry again, is
@& mean man. It makes me happy that you have that confidence in me to say that.
You never said i¢# That's 1.othing to do with it—you’ve 3ustasgood assaid it. No; when
a man leaves all his property to his wife without binding her hands from marrying
again, he shows what a dependence he has upon her love. He proves to all the world
what a wife she’s been to him ; and how, after his death, he knows she’ll grieve for him.
And then, of course, a second marriage never enters her head. But when she only
keeps his money so long as she keeps a widow, why, she's aggravated to take another
husband. I'm sure of it; many a poor woman has been driven into wedlock aguain,
only because she was spited into it by her husband’s will. It’s onl{ natural to suppose
it. “If Ithought, Caudle, you could do such a thing, though it would break my heartto
do it—yet, though you were dead and gone, I’d show you I'd a spirit, and marry again
directly. Not but what it's ridiculous, my talking in such a way, as I shall go long be-
fore you; still, mark my words, and don’t provoke me with any will of that sort, or I’'d
do it—as I’m a living woman in this bed to-night, I'd do it.”

“I did not contradict her,” says Caudle, “but suffered her to slumber in such as-
surance,”
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. THE THIRTY-FIFTH LECTURE.
MRS. CAUDLE ‘“ HAS BEEN TOLD’’ THAT CAUDLE HAS “TAKEN TO PLAY’ AT BIl-~
LIARDS.

“You're late to-night. dear. IP’s not late? Well, then, it isn”t, that’s all. Of course
a woman can never tell when it’s late. Yon were late on Tuesday, too; a little late on
the Friday before; on the Wednesday before that—now, you needn’t twist about in
that manner; I’'m not going to say anything—no; for I see it's now no use. Once, I
own, it used to fret me when you staid out; but that’s all over; you've now brought
me to that state, Caudle—and it’s your own fault, entirely, that I don’t care whether
you ever come home or not. I never thought that I could be brought to think so little
of Xou; but you’ve done it; you've been treading on the worm for these twenty years,
and it's turned at last.

“ Now,. I'm not going to quarrel; that’s all over; I don’t feel enough for you to quar-
rel with you—I don’t, Caudle, as true as ’m in this bed. AllI wantof youis—any other
man would speak to his wife, and not lie there like a log—all I want is this: just tell me
where f'ou were on Tuesday? You were not at dear mother’s, though you know she’s
not well, and you know she thinks of leaving the dear children her money ; but you
never had any feeling for anybody belonging to me. And you were not at the Club;
no, I know that. And-you were not at any theatre. How do I know? Ha, Mr. Cau-
dle! I only wish I didn’t know. No; you were not at any of these ’pLﬂces; but I know
well enough where you were. Then why do I ask, if I know? That's it; just to prove
what a hypocrite you are ; just to show you that you can’t deceive me.

“So, Mr. Caudle, you’ve turned billiard-player, sir. Only once? That’s quite enough ;
you might as well play a thousand times; for you're a lost man, Caudle. Only once,
indeed. I wonder if I was to say ‘only once,” what you would say to me? But, of
course, a man can do no wrong in anything, :

“ And you’re a lord of creation, Mr. Caudle; and you can stay away'from the com-
forts of your blessed fireside, und the society of your own wife and children—though,
to be sure, you never thought anything of them—to push ivory balls about with a long
stick upon a green table-cloth, What pleasure any man ean take in such stuff must as-
tonish any sensible woman. I pity {ou, Caudle! :

¢ And you can go and do nothing but make ‘ cannons’—that’s the gibberish they talk
at hilliards—when there’s the manly and athletic game of cribbage, as my poor grand-
mother used to call it, at your own hearth. You can go into a billiard-room—you, a re-
spectable tradesman, or as you set yourself up for one, for if the world knew all, there’s
but little respectabiiity in you—you can go and play billiards with a set of creatures
in mustachios, when you might take a nice, quiet hand with me at home. But no! any-
thinéabut cribbage with your own wife.

¢ Caudle, it’s all over now; you’ve gone to destruction. I never knew a man enter
8 biliiard-room that he wasn’t iost forever. There was my uncle Wardle ; a better man
never broke the bread ot li‘e; he took to billiards, and he dido’t live with aunt a
month afterward. A lucky fellow? And that’s what you call a inan who leaves his wife
—a ‘lucky fellow?’ But, to be sure, what can I expect? We shall not be together
long now; it;s been some time coming, but at last we must separate ; and the wife I’ve
been to youl! .

“But I know who it is; it’s that fiend, Prettyman. I will call him a fiend, and I’'m
by no means a foolish woman; you’d no mgore thought of billiards than a goose, if it
hadn’t been for him. Now, it’s no use, Caudle, your telling me that you have only been
once, and t:.at you can’t hit a ball anyhow—you’ll soon get over all that; and then
you’¥ never be home. Youw’ll be a marked man, Caudle; yes, marked; there’ll be
something about you that’sl be dreadful; for if I couldn’t tell a billiard-player by his
looks, 1’ve no eyes, that’s all. They all of them look as yellow as parchment, and wear
mustachios—I suppose you’lllet yours grow, now ; though they’ll be a good deal of trouble
to come, I know that, Yes, they’ve all a yellow and slg look; just for all as if they
were first-cousins to people that picked pockets. And that will be your case, Caudle;
in six months the dear children won’t know their own father,

“Well, if Iknow myself at-all, I ¢could have borne anything but billiards. The coms

EERTEN
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panions you'll find! The captains that will be always borrowing fifty pounds of you; I
tell you, Caudle, a billiard-room’s a place where ruin of all sorts is made easy, I may.
8ay, to the lowest understanding—so you can’t miss it. It’s a chapel of ease for the
devil to preach in—don’t tell me not to be eloquent; I don’t know what you mean, Mr,
Caudle, and I shall be just as eloquent as I like. But I never can open my lips—and it
isn’t often, goodness knows!—that I’m not insulted. .

“No, I won’t be quiet on this matter; I won’t, Caudle; on any other I wouldn’t say &
word—and you know it—if you didn’t like it; Lut on this matter I will speak. I know
you can’t play at billiards; and never could learn—I dare say not; but that makes it
all the worse, for look at the money you’ll lose; see the ruin you’ll be brought to. It’s
no use your telling me you’ll not play—now you can’t help it. And nicely you’ll be
eaten up. Don’t talk to me; dear aunt told me all about it. The lots of fellows that
go every day into billiard-rooms to get their dinners, just as a fox sneaks into a farm-
‘yv:;rnd to look about him for a fat goose—and they’ll eat you up, Caudle; 1 know they

¢« Billiard balls, indeed! Well, in my time I’ve been over Woolwicl Arsenal—you
were something like a man then, for it was just before we were married—and then I-
saw all sorts of balls; mountains of em, to be shot away at churches, and into peopl ’s
peaceable habitations, breaking the china, and nobody knows what—I say, I've seen all
these balls—well, I know I've said that before, but I choose to say it again—and there’s
not one of ’em, iron as they are, that could do half the mischief of a billiard ball. That’s
a ball, Caudle, that’s gone through many a wife’s heart, to say nothing of her children.
And that's a ball that, night and day, you’ll be destroying your family with. Don’t tell
. me you'll not play! When once a man’s given to it—as my poor aunt used to say—the
devil’s always tempting him with a ball, as he tempted Eve with an apple.
¢T shall never think of being happy any more. No; that’s quite out of the question.
You'll be there every night—I know you will, better than you, so don’t deny it—eve
night over that wicked green cloth. Green, indeed! It's red, crimson red, Caudle, if
ou could only properly see it—crimson red, with the hearts those balls have broken.
{’on’t tell me not to be pathetic—I shall: as pathetic as it suits me. I suppose I may
speak. However, I’ve done. It’s all settled now. You're a biiliard player, and I'm a
wretched woman.”
o “1 gl,id not deny either position,” writes Caudle, “and for this reason—I wanted to
eep. i

THE LAST LECTURE.
MRS. CAUDLE HAS TAKEN COLD: THE TRAGEDY OF THIN SHOES.

“P’'m not going to contradict you, Caudle ; you may say what you like—but I think T
ought to know my ewn feelings better than you. I don’t wish to upbraid you, neither;
I’m too ill for that; but it’s not getting wet in thin shoes—oh, no! it’s my mind, Cau-
dle, my mind that’s killing me. Oh, yes! gruel, indeed—you think gruel will cure a
woman of anything; and you know, too, how 1 hate it. Gruel can’t reach what I suffer
—but, of course, nobody is ever ill but yours-lf. Well, I—I didn’t mean to say that;
but, when you talk in that way about thin shoes, a woman says, of course, what she
doesn’t mean—she can’t help it. You’re always %oing on about my shoes; when I think
I’m the fittest judge of what becomes me best. I dare sav—’twould be all the same to
you if I put ou plowman’s boots; but I am not going to make a figure of my feet, I can
gell.you. I've never got cold with the shoes I've worn yet, and ’tisn’t likely I should

egin now, .

“No, Caudle; I wouldn’t wish to say anything to accuse you. No, goodness knows,
I wouldn’t make you uncomfortable for the world—but the cold I’ve got I got ten years
ago. 1 have never said anythin% about it—but it has never left me. Yes; ten years

. ago, the day before yesterday. How can I recollect it! Oh, very well; women remems
ber things you never think of—poor souls! they’ve good cause to do so. Ten years ago
I was sitting up for you—there, now, I’m not going to say anything to vex you, only do
let me speak—ten years ago I was waiting for you, and I fell asleep, and the fire went -
out, and when [ awoke I found I was sitting right in the draught of the keyhole, That
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* was my death, Caudle; though don’t let that make you uneasy, love; for I don’t thith
you meant to do it. )

“Ha! it’s all very well for you to call it nonsense; and to lay your ill conduct upon
my shoes. That’s like 8 man—exactly. There never was a man yet that killed his wife
who couldn’t give a good reason for it. No; I don’t mean to say that you’ve ki'led me

uite the reverse; still there’s never been a day that T haven’t felt that kevhole,
Whet? WZhy won’t I have a doctor? What's the use of a doctor? Why should I put
you to expense? Besides, I dare say you’ll do very well without me, Caudle; yes, after
2 very little time, you won’t miss me much—no.man ever does. .

“Peggy tells me Miss Prettyman called to-day. What of it? Nothing, of course.
Yes; I know she heard I was ill, and that's why she came. A little indecent, I think,
Mr. Caud!e; she might wait; I sha’n’t be in her way long; she may soon have the key
of the caddy, now.

‘“Ha! Mr. Caudle, what'’s the use of your calling me your dearest soul, now? Well,
I do believe you. I dare say you do mean it: that is, I hope you do. Nevertheless,
you can’t expect I can lie quiet in this bed and think of that young woman—not, in- -
deed, that she’s near so young as she gives herself out. I bear no malice toward her,
Caudle—not the least. 8till, I don’t think I could lie at peace in my grave if—-well,.f
won’t say anything more about her; but you know what I mean.

“] think dear mother would keep house beautifully for you, when I’'m gone. Well,
love, I won’t talk in that way, if you desire it. Still, I know I've a drcadful cold;
though I won’t allow it for a minute to be the shoes—certainly not. I never would
wear ’em thick, and you know it, and they never gave me cold yet. No, dearcst
Candle, it’s ten years ago that did it; not that I’ll say a syllable of the matter to hurt
you. 1'd die first.

“Mother, you see, knows all your little ways; and you wouldn’t get another wife to
study you and pet n%as I’ve done—a second wife never does; it isn’t likely she should.
And after all, we’ve been very happy. It hasn’t been my fault, if we’ve had a word or
two, for you couldn’t help now and then being aggravating; nobody can help their
tempers always—especially men. Still, we’ve been very happy—haven’t we, Caudle?

. “Qood-night. Yes—this cold does tear me to pieces; but for all that, it isn’t the

shoes. God bless you, Caudle: no—it’s not the shoes. I won’t say it’s the keyhole;

:)hllt again I say, it’s not the shoes. God bless you once more—but never say it’s the
0es.

It can hardly, we thin\x"be imagined that Mrs, Caudle, during her fatal illness, never
mixed admonishment wif‘h soothing as before; but such fragmentary Lectures were,
doubtless, considered by her disconsolate widower as having too touching, too solemn
an import to be vulgarized by type. They were, however, printed on the heart of
Caudle; for he never ceased to speak of the late Bartner of gxs bed but as either his
“gainted creature,” or “that angel now in heaven.

THE POSTSCRIPT.

Our duty of editorship is closed. We hope we have honestly fulfilled the task of
selection from a large mass of papers. We could have presented to the female world &
Lecture for Every Night in the Year. Yes—three hundred and. sixty-five separate
Lectures. We trust, l%owever. that we have done enough. And if we have armed
weak wogan with even one argument in her unequal contest with that imperious
creature, man—if we have awarded to a sex, as Mrs. Caudle herself was wont to de-
clare, “ put upon from the beginning,” the slightest means of defense—if we have sup-

lied a solitary text to meet any one of the manifold wrongs with which woman, in her
Kousehold li.e, is continually pressed by her tyrannic task-master, man—we feel that
we have only paid back one grain, hardly one, of that mountain of more than gold it
is our felicity to owe her. . .

During the progress of these Lectures, it has very often }lmned us, and that excess-
ively, to hear from unthinking, inexperienced men—bachelors of course—that e\ery
woman, no matter how divinely composed, has in her ichor-flowing veins one drop—
“no bigger than a wren’s eye "—of Caudle; that Eve herself may now and then have

en guilty of a lecture, murmuring it bu]mili amony the rose-leaves,

It may be so; still, be it our pride ncver to believe it. .
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NEW AND IMPROVED POCKET ENIFL \

"

The above cut represents & knife made egFeelaﬂ for us in_large quantities, and we believe
it is the BEST 2-pBl,A DE KNIFE IN THE &’ORLD for ggeen%ral rurposes. Thn blodes
are made of the finest steel. One of them is extra strong for heavy wcrk., The handles are
lined with brass, and have a handsome German silver namc plate of beautiful pattern. th
ends have round corners and are finished alike with German silver, highly polished, givin®
them a remarkably fine and attractive appearance.

These knives give better satisfaction, are stronger, handsomer and better made than
knives sold in most stores at $1.50 each, and it is only by buying them in great quantities that
we are enabled to offer them at so low a price.

Remember, every knife is warranted strong and perfect, made of best steel, with round
corners at both ends 8o as not to wear the pockets, .

‘WE OFFER IT FOR SALE FOR 75 CENTS.
The Knife and a copy of this book, or any book in the Farm and Fireside Library, for 90 0%,

The above premium will be sent by mail, postpaid, to any one sending us an order for five
oopies of this book, st 25 cents each. Or, an order for any five books in the Farm and
Fireside Library, at 25 cents each.

The books can_be sent to one person and the premium to another, or each book to a
separate person if desired, and the postage will be prepaid in each case.

Address FARM AND FIRESIDE, Springfleld, Oblo.

OUR LATEST FOUR-BLADE KNIFE.

SUITABLE FOR LADIES OR GENTLEMEN,

The Knife and a copy of this book, or any book in the Farm and Fireside Librery, for 0C ofs.

‘The ab remium will be sent by mail, postpaid, to any one s-nding an order for five
oopi:l oi? :'omp bo':;: st 25 cents oaohy. Or,’ :n.:Prdor, for ..‘.', five boolu’ in the Farm and
Firaside Library at 35 cents each,

The books can be sent & one pers~a znd the premium to anothor, or each book to a
separate person if desired, and tha p-s2oge will be prepaid in each case.

Address FARM AND FIRESIDE, Springfield, Ohio.
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