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A FEW years ago I received from the
friend to whom they had been addressed
a collection of my own letters, writfen
during a period of forty years and
amounting to thousands —a history of
my life.

It has occurred to me that when I
am dead some ingenious person may
undertake to publish some record of me,
gimilar to those with which the more
celebrated members of my family have
been honored. Sketches and notices
(more or less mendacious and veracious)
I have already leen favored with, and
so I think my ¢ post mortem examina-
tion !’ a not impessible event.

My letters constitute a ready written
autobiography; aad though it would nob
be easy to find a less important or valu-
able subject for literary illustration than
myself, they contain reminiscences of
people and events that may have inter-
est for some of my contemporaries, and
furnish entertainment to those who come
after me.

The passion for universal history (i. e.
any and every boly’s story) nowadays
seems to render anything in the shape
of personal recollections good enough to
be printed and read; and as the public
appetite for gossip appears to be insati-
able, and is not unlikely some time or
other to be gratified at my expense, I
have thought that my own gossip about
myself may be as acceptable to it as
gossip about me written by another.

I have come to the garrulous time of
life— to the remembering days, which
only by a little precede the forgetfing
ones; I have much leisure, and feel sure
that it will amuse me to write my own
reminiscences; perhaps reading them
may amuse others who have no more to
do than I have. 'To the idle, then, I
offer these lightest of leaves gathered in
+he idle end of autwnn days, which have
succeeded years of labor often severe

and sad enough, though its ostensible
purpose was only that of affording rec-
reation to the public.

There are two lives of my aunt Sid-
dons, one by Boaden and one by the
poet Campbell. In these biographies
due mention is made of my paternal
grandfather and grandmother. To the
latter, Mrs. Roger Kemble, I am proud
to see, by Lawrence’s portrait of her,
I bear a personal resemblance; and I
please myself with imagining that the
likeness is more than *¢ skin deep.”” She
was an energetie, brave woman, who, in
the humblest sphere of life and most diffi-
cult circumstances, together with her hus-
band fousht manfully a hard battle with
poverty, in maintaining and as well as
they could training a family of twelve
children, of whom four died in childhood.
ButIam persuaded that whatever quali-
ties of mind or character I inherit from
my father’s family, T am more strongly
stamped with those which I derive from
my mother, 2 woman who, possessing no
specific gift in such perfection as the
dramatic talent of the Kembles, had in a
higher degree than any of them the pe-
culiar organization of genius. To the
fine senses of a savage rather than a
civilized nature, she joined an acute in-
stinct of correet criticism in all matters
of art, and a general quickness and ac-
curacy of perception, and brilliant vivid-
ness of expression, that made her con-
versation delightful. Had she possessed
half the advantages of education which
she and my father labored to bestow
upon us, she would, T think, have been
one of the most remarkable persons of
her time.

My mother was the daughter of Cap-
tain Decamp, an officer in one of the
armies that revolutionary France sent to
invade Switzerland. He married the
daughter of a farmer from the neighbor-
hood of Berne. From my grandmother’s
home you could see the great Yungfrau
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range of the Alps, and I sometimes won-
der whether it is her blood in my veins
that so loves and longs for those su-
premely beautiful mountains.

Not long after his marriage my grand-
father went to Vienna, where, on the
anniversary of the birth of the great
Empress-King, my mother was born,
and named, after her, Maria Theresa.
In Vienna, Captain Decamp made the
acquaintance of a young English no-
bleman, Lord Monson (afterwards the
Earl of Essex), who, with an enthusiasm
more friendly than wise, eagerly urged
the accomplished Frenchman to come
and settle in London, where his talents
as a draughtsman and musician, which
were much above those of a mere ama-
teur, combined with the protection of
such friends as he could not fail to find,
would easily enable him to maintain
himself and his young wife and child.

In evil hour my grandfather adopted
this advice, and came to England. It
was the time when the emigration of the
French nobility had filled London with
objects of sympathy, and society with
sympathizers with their wmisfortunes.
Among the means resorted to for assist-
ing the many interesting vietims of the
Revolution were representations, given
under the direction of Le Texier, of
Berquin’s and Madame De Genlis’s ju-
venile dramas, by young French children.
These performances, combined with his
own extraordinary readings, became one
of the fashionable fancies of the day.
I quote from Walter Scott’s review of
Boaden’s life of my uncle the following
notice of Le Texier: ** On one of these
incidental topics we must pause for a
moment, with delighted recollection. We
mean the readiios of the celebrated Le
Texier, who, seated at a desk and dressed
in plain clothes, read French plays with
such modulation of voice and such ex-
quisite point of dialogue as to form a
pleasure different from that of the thea-
tre, but almost as great as we experience
in listening to a first-rate actor. We
have only to add to a very good account
given by Mr. Boaden of this extraordi-
nary entertainment, that when it com-
menced, Mr. Le Texier read over the
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dramatis personce, with the little analysis
of character usually attached to each
name, using the voice and manner with
which he afterwards read the part; and
so accurate was the key-note given that
he had no need to name afterwards the
person who spoke; the stupidest of the
audience could not fail to recognize
them.”?

Among the little actors of Le Texier’s
troupe; my mother attracted the great-
est share of public attention by her
beauty and grace, and the truth and
spirit of her performances.

The little French fairy was eagerly
seized upon by admiring fine ladies and
gentlemen, and snatehed up into their
society, where she was fondled and
fooled and petted and played with ; pass-
ing whole days in Mrs. Fitzherbert’s
drawing-room, and many a half-hour on
the knees of her royal and disloyal hus-
band, the prince regent, one of whose
favorite jokes was to place my mother
under a huge glass bell, made to cover
some large group of precious Dresden
china, where her tiny ficure and flash-
ing face produced even a more beautiful
effect than the costly work of art whose
cerystal covering was made her moment-
ary cage. I have often heard my moth-
er refer to this season of her childhood’s
favoritism with the fine folk of that
day, one of her most vivid impressions
of which was the extraordinary beauty
of person and royal charm of manner
and deportment of the Prince of Wales,
and — his enormous appetite: enormous
perhaps, after all, only by comparison
with her own, which he compassionately
used to pity, saying frequently, when
she declined the delicacies that he
pressed upon her, * Why, you poor
child! Heaven has not blessed you with
an appetite.”” Of the precocions feel-
ing and imagination of the poor little girl,
thus taken out of her own sphere of life
into one so different and so dangerous,
I remember a very curious instance, told
me by herself. One of the houses
where she was a most frequent visitor,
and treated almost like a child of the
family, was that of Lady Rivers, whose
brother, Mr. Rigby, while in the min-



154

istry, fought a duel with some political
opponent. Mr. Rigby had taken great
notice of the little French child treated
with such affectionate familiarity by his
sister, and she had attached herself so
strongly to him that on hearing the cir-
cumstance of his ducl suddenly men-
tioned for the first time, she fainted
away: a story that always reminded me
of the little Spanish girl Florian men-
tions in his Mémoires d’un jeune Es-
pagnol, who at six years of age, having
asked a young man of upwards of five-
and-twenty if he loved her, so resent-
ed his repeating her question to her elder
sister, that she never could be induced
to speak to him again.

Meantime, while the homes of the
great and gay were her constant resort,
the child’s home was becoming sadder,
and her existence and that of her par-
ents more precarious and penurious day
by day. From my grandfather’s first
arrival in London, his ehest had suffered
from the climate; the instrument he
taught was the flute, and it was not long
before decided disease of the lungs ren-
dered that industry impossible. He en-
deavored to supply its place by giving
French and drawing lessons (I have
several small sketches of his, taken in
the Netherlands, the firm, free delicacy
of which attest a good artist’s handling),
and so strugeled on, under the dark Lon-
don sky and in the damp, foggy, smoky
atmosphere, while the poor foreign wife
bore and nursed four children. ¢

It is impossible to imagine anything
sadder than the condiion of such a fam-
ily, with its dark fortane closing round
and over it, and its one little human
jewel, sent forth from iis dingy case to
sparkle and glitter and become of hard
necessity the single source of light in
the growing gloom of its daily existence.
And the contrast muss have been cruel
enough between the scenes into which
the child’s genius spasmodically lifted
her, both in the assumed parts she per-
formed and in the great London world
where her success in ‘heir performance
carried her, and the poor home where
sickness and sorrow were becoming abid-
ing inmates, and poverty and privation
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the customary conditions of life: pov-
erty and privation doubtless often in-
creased by the very outlay necessary to
fit her for her public appearances, and
not seldom by the fear of offending or
the hope of conciliating the fastidious
taste of the wealthy and refined patrons,
whose favor towards the poor little child-
actress might prove infinitely helpful to
her and to those who owned her.

The lives of artists of every deserip-
tion in England are not unapt to have
such opening chapters as this; but the
calling of a player alone has the gro-
tesque element of fiction, with all the
fantastic accompaniments of sham splen-
dor thrust into close companionship with
the sordid details of poverty; for the
actor alone the livery of labor is a
harlequin’s jerkin lined with tatters,
and the jester’s cap and bells tied to
the beggar’s wallet. 1 have said arfist
life in England is apt to have such chap-
ters; artist life everywhere, probably.
But it is only in England, T think, that
the full bitterness of such experience is
felt; for what knows the foreign artist
of the inexorable element of Respecta-
bility? In England alone is the pervad-
ing atmosphere of respectability that
which artists breathe in common with
all other men — respectability, that En-
glish moral climate, with its neutral
tint and temperate tone, so often sneered
at in these days by its new German ti-
tle of Philistinism, so often deserving of
the bitterest scorn in some of its inex-
pressibly mean manifestations — respect-
ability, the preéminently unattractive
characteristic of British existence, but
which, all deductions made for its vul-
gar alloys, is, in truth, only the general
result of the individual self-respect of
individual Englishmen: a wholesome,
purifying, and preserving element in the
homes and lives of many, where with-
out it the recklessness bred of insecure
means and obscure position would run
miserable riot: a tremendous power of
omnipotent compression, repression, and
oppression, no doubt, quite consistent
with the stern liberty whose severe
beauty the people of those islands love,
but absolutely incompatible with license,
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or even lichtness of life, controlling a
thousand disorders rampant in societies
where it does not exist; a power which,
tyrannical as it is, and ludicrously trag-
ical as are the sacrifices sometimes ex-
acted by it, saves especially the artist
class of England from those worst forms
of irregularity which characterize the
Bohemianism of foreign literary, artist-
ic, and dramatic life.

Of course, the pleasure-and-beauty-
loving, artistic temperament, which is
the one most likely to be exposed to
such an ordeal as that of my mother’s
childhood, is also the one liable to be
most injured by if, and to communicate
through its influence peculiar mischief
to the moral nature. It is the price of
peril paid for all that brilliant order of
gifts that have for their scope the ex-
ercise of the imagination through the
senses, no less than for that crown of
gifts, the poet’s passionate inspiration,
speaking to the senses through the im-
agination.

How far my mother was hurt by the
combination of circumstances that in-
fluenced her childhood, I know not. As
I remember her, she was a frank, fear-
less, generous, and unworldly woman,
and had probably found in the subse-
quent independent exercise of her abili-
ties the shield for these virtues. How
much the passionate, vehement, suscep-
tible, and most suffering nature was
banefully fostered at the same time, I
can better judge from the sad vantage-
ground of my own experience.

After six years spent in a bitter strug-
gle with disease and difficulties of every
kind, my grandfather, still a young man,
died of consumption, leaving a widow
_and five little children, of whom the
eldest, my mother, not yet in her teens,
became from that time the bread-win-
ner and sole support.

Nor was it many years before she es-
tablished her claim to the approbation
of the general public, fulfilling the prom-
ise of her childish years by perform-
ances of such singular originality as to
deserve the name of genuine artistic
creations, and which have hardly ever
been successiully attempted since her
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time: such as The Blind Boy, and Deaf
and Dumb; the latter, particularly in
its speechless power and pathos of ex-
pression, resembling the celebrated ex-
hibitions of Parisot and Bigottini, in the
great tragic ballets in which dancing
was a subordinate element to the high-
est dramatic effects of passion and emo-
tion expressed by pantomime. After
her marriage, my mother remained but
a few years on the stage, to which she
bequeathed, as specimens of her ability
as a dramatic writer, the charming En-
glish version of La jeune Femme colere,
called The Day after the Wedding; the
little burlesque of Personation, of which
her own exquisitely humorous perform-
ance, aided by her admirably pure
French accent, has never been equaled;
and a play in five acts called Smiles and
Tears, taken from Mrs. Opie’s tale of
Father and Daughter.

She had a fine and powerful voice, and
ararely accurate musical ear; she moved
so gracefully that I have known persons
who went to certain provincial prome-
nades frequented by her, only to see her
walk; she was a capital horsewoman;
her figure was beautiful, and her face
very handsome and strikingly express-
ive; and she talked better, with more
originality and vivacity, than any Ln-
glishwoman I have ever known: to all
which good gifts she added that of being
a first-rate cook. And oh, how often and
how bitterly, in my transatlantic house-
hold tribulations, have I deplored that
her apron had not fallen on my shoul-
ders, or round my waist! Whether she
derived this taste and talent from her
French blood, Tknow not, but it amounted
to genius, and might have made her a
preéminent cordon blew, if she had not
been the wife, and chef~fe, of a poor
professional gentleman, whose moderate
means were so skillfully turned to ac-
count in her provision for his modest
table that he was accused by ill-natured
people of indulging in the expensive lux-
ury of a French cook. Welldo I remem-
ber the endless supplies of potted gravies,
sauces, meat jellies, game jellies, fish
jellies, the white ranges of which filled
the shelves of her store-room, — which
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she laughingly called lier boudoir, —al-
most to the exclusion of the usual cur-
rant jellies and raspberry jams of such
receptacles: for she had the real bon
vivant’s preference of the savory to the
sweet, and left all the latter branch of
the art to her subordinates, confining the
exercise of her own talents, or immediate
superintendence, to the production of the
above-named * elegant extracts.”” She
never, I am sorry to say, encouraged
either my sister or myself in the same
useful occupation, allering that we had
what she called better ones; but I would
joyfully, many a time in America, have
exchanged all my boarding-school smat-
terings for her knowledge how to pro-
duce a wholesome and palatable dinner.
As it was, all I learned of her, to my
sorrow, was a detestation of bad cookery
and a firm conviction that that which
was exquisite was both wholesomer and
more economical than any other. Dr.
Kitchener, the clever aad amiable author
of that amusing book The Cook’s Oracle
(his name was a bonc jide appellation,
and not a drolly devised appropriate
nom de plume, and he was a doctor of
music and not physic), was a great friend
and admirer of hers:; and she is the
¢¢ accomplished lady * by whom several
pages of that entertaiving kitchen com-
panion were furnished to him.

The mode of opening one of her chap-
ters, ‘I always bone my meat’’ (bone
being the slang word of the day for steal),
occasioned much merriment among her
friends, and such a look of ludicrous sur-
prise and reprobation from Liston, when
he read it, as I still remember.

My mother, moreover, devised a most
admirable kind of jujube, made of clari-
fied gum-arabic, honey, and lemon, with
which she kept my father supplied dur-
ing all the time of his remaining on the
stage; he never acted without having re-
course to it, and found it more efficacions
in sustaining the voice and relieving the
throat under constant exertion than any
other preparation that he ever tried:
this she always made for him herself.

The great actors of my family have
received their due of recorded admira-
tion; my mother has always seemed to
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me to have been overshadowed by their
celebrity; my sister and myself, whose
fate it has been to bear in public the
name they have made distinguished, owe
in great measure to her, I think, what-
ever ability has enabled us to do so not
unworthily.

I was born on the 27th of November,
1809, in Newman Street, Oxford Road,
the third ¢hild of my parents, whose
eldest, Philip, named after my uncle,
died in infancy. The second, Jobn
Mitchell, lived to distinguish himself as
a scholar, devoting his life to the study
of his own language and the history of
his country in their earliest period, and
to the kindred subject of Northern Ar-
cheology.

Of Newman Street I have nothing to
say, but regret to have heard that be-
fore we left our residence there my father
was convicted, during an absence of my
mother’s from town, of having planted
in my baby bosom the seeds of personal
vanity, while indulging his own, by hav-
ing an especially pretty and becoming
lace cap at hand in the drawing-room,
to be immediately substituted for some
more homely daily adornment when I
was exhibited to his visitors. In conse-
quence (probably) of which, T am a dis-
eracefully dress-loving old woman of near
seventy, one of whose minor miseries is
that she can no longer find any lace cap
whatever that is either pretty or becom-
ing to her gray head. If my father had
not been so foolish then, I should not be
so foolish now, — perhaps.

The famous French actress Mlle. Clai-
ron, recalled, for the pleasure of some for-
eign royal personage passing throuch
Paris, for one nicht to the stage, which
she hiad left many years before, was ex-
tremely anxious to recover the pattern
of a certain cap which she had worn
in her young days, in La Coquette cor-
rigée, the part she was about to repeat.
The cap, as she wore it, had been a
Parisian rage; she declared that half her
success in the part had been the cap.
The milliner who had made it, and
whose fortune it had made, had retired
from business, grown old; luckily, how-
ever, was not dead: she was hunted up
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and adjured to reproduce, if possible,
this marvel of her art, and came to her
former patroness, bringing with her the
identical head-gear. Clairon seized upon
it: ¢ Ah oui, ¢’est bien cela! c’est bien
13 le bonnet!”’ It was on her head in
an instant, and she before the glass, in
vain trying to reproduce with it the well-
remembered effect. She pished and
pshawed, frowned and shrugeed, pulled
the pretty chiffon this way and that on
her forehead; and while so doing, com-
ing nearer and nearer to the terrible look-
ing - glass, suddenly stopped, looked at
herself for a moment in silence, and then,
covering her aged and faded face with
Dher hands, exclaimed, ¢ Ah, c’est bien le
bonnet! mais ce n’est plus la figure!”’

Our next home, after Newman Street,
was ata place called Westbourne Green,
now absorbed into endless avenues of
¢¢ palatial *! residences, which scoff with
regular-featured, lofty scorn at the rural
simplicity implied by such a name.
The site of our dwelling was not far
from the Paddington Canal, and was
then so far out of town that our near-
est neighbors, people of the name of
Cockrell, were the owners of a charm-
ing residence in the middle of park-like
grounds, of which I still have a faint,
pleasurable remembrance. The young
ladies, daughters of Mr. Cockrell, really
made the first distinet mark I can detect
on the tabula rasa of my memory, by giv-
ing me a charming pasteboard figure of a
little girl, to whose serene and sweetly
smiling countenance, and pretty person,
a whole book full of painted pasteboard
petticoats, cloaks, and bonnets could be
adapted; it was a lovely being, and stood
artlessly by a stile, an image of rustic
beauty and simplicity. I still bless the
Miss Cockrells, if they are alive, but if
not, their memory, for it!

Of the curious effect of dress in pro-
ducing the sentiment of a countenance,
no better illustration can be had than a
series of caps, curls, wreaths, ribbons,
ete., painted 0 as to be adaptable to one
face; the totally different character im-
parted by a helmet or a garland of roses,
to the same set of features, is a ‘‘cau-
tion?’ to irregular beauties who console
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themselves with the fascinating variety
of their expression.

At this period of my life, T have been
informed, I began, after the manner of
most clever children, to be exceedingly
troublesome and unmanageable, my prin-
cipal erime being a general audacious
contempt for all authority, which, coupled
with a sweet-tempered, cheerful indif-
ference to all punishment, made it ex-
tremely difficult to know how to obtain
of me the minimum quantity of obedience
indispensable in the relations of a tailless
monkey of four years and its elders.
T never cried, I never sulked, T never
resented, lamented, or repented either my
ill-doings or their ill-consequences, but
accepted them alike with a philosoph-
ical buoyancy of spirit which was the
despair of my poor, bewildered trainers.

Being hideously decorated once with
a fool’s cap of vast dimensions, and ad-
vised to hide, not my * diminished head,”
but my horrible disgrace, from all be-
holders, I took the earliest opportunity
of dancing down the carriage-drive to
meet the postman, a great friend of mine,
and attract his observation and admi-
ration to my ‘¢ helmet,”” which I called
aloud upon all wayfarers also to contem-
plate, until removed from an elevated
bank T had selected for this public exhi-
bition of myself and my penal costume,
which was beginning to attract a small
group of passers-by.

My next malefactions were met with
an infliction of bread and water, which
1 joyfully accepted, observing, ** Now I
am like those poor dear French prisoners,
that everybody pities so.” Mrs. Sid-
dons at that time lived next door to us;
she came in one day when I had com-
mitted some of my daily offenses against
manners or morals, and I was led, noth-
ing daunted, into her awful presence, to
be admonished by her.

Melpomene took me upon her lap,
and, bending upon me her ¢ controlling
frown,”’ discoursed to me of my evil ways
in those accents which curdled the blood
of the poor shopman, of whom she de-
manded if the printed calico she pur-
chased of him “would wash.”” The
tragic tones pausing, in the midst of
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the impressed and impressive silence of
the assembled family I tinkled forth,
¢ What beautiful eyes you have!’” all
my small faculties having been absorbed
in the steadfast upward gaze I fixed
upon those magnificent orbs. Mrs. Sid-
dons set me down with a smothered
laugh, and I trotted off, apparently un-
injured by my great aunt’s solemn moral
suasion.

A dangerous appeal of a higher order .

being made to me by my aunt’s most in-
timate friend, Mrs. F. , & not very
judicious person, to the effect: ¢ Fanny,
why don’t you pray to God to make you
better? >’ immediately received the con-
clusive reply, ¢ So [ do, and he makes
me worse and worse.”” Parents and
guardians should b: chary of hand-
ling the deep chords npon whose truth
and strength the highest harmonies of
the fully developed soul are to depend.

In short, I was as hopelessly philo-
sophical a subject as Madame Roland,
when at six years old receiving her penal
bread and water with the comment,
¢ Ban pour la digestion!’’ and the re-
tributive stripes whieh this drew upon
her with the further observation, ¢ Bon
pour la ecirculation!” In spite of my
¢ wickedness,”” as Topsy would say, I
appear to have been not a little spoiled
by my parents, and an especial pet and
favorite of all their friends, among whom,
though I do not remember him at this
early period of our acquaintance, I know
was Charles Young, that most kindly
good man and pleasant gentleman, one
of whose many amisble qualitics was a
genuine love for little children. He was
an intimate friend of Mrs. Siddons and
her brothers, and came frequently to our
house; if the elders were not at home,
he invariably made his way to the nur-
sery, where, according to the amusing
description he has often since given me
of our early intercourse, one of his great
diversions was to make me fold my little
fat arms, — not an easy performance for
small muscles, — and with a portentous
frown which puckered up my mouth even
more than my eyebrows, receive from
him certain awfully unintelligible pas-
gages from Macbeth; replying to them,
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with a lisp that must have greatly height-
ened the tragic effect of this terrible
dialogue, ¢ My handth are of oo tolor ™’
(My hands are of your color). Years,
how many! after this first lesson in dee-
Jamation, dear Charles Young was acting
Macheth for the last time in London, and
I was his ‘¢ wicked wife;’’ and while 1
stood at the side scenes, painting my
hands and arms with the vile red stuff
that confirmed the bloody-minded wom-
an’s words, he said to me with a smile,
¢ Ah ha! My handth are of oo tolor.”’
Not long after this we moved to an-
other residence, still in the same neigh-
borhood, but near the church-yard of
Paddington church, which was a thor-
oughfare of gravel walks, cutting in va-
rious directions the green turf, where the
flat tombstones formed frequent ** play
tables *? for us; upon these our nursery
maid, apparently not given to melancholy
meditations among the tombs, used to
allow us to manufacture whole delight-
ful dinner sets of clay plates and dishes
(I think I could make such now), out of
which we used to have feasts, as we
called them, of morsels of cake and fruit.
‘Who knows what ancient funeral feasts
we were unconsciously mimicking, or
what imperial Cewsar, dead and turned
to clay, went to make up our soup tu-
reens and salad bowls? I remember a
story of my brother John at this time,
which was ecuriously characteristic of
the small schoolboy’s precocious ped-
antry. The little male ragamufling of
the neichborhood had come to the knowl-
edge that his weekly allowance of shirts
assumed fictitious proportions by the
¢ genteel 7 artifice of a fresh collar, un-
doubtedly of more frequent occurrence
than the whole garment of which it was
an outward and visible sion; and they
made the boy’s life troublesome with the
clamorous outery raised whenever he ap-
peared, ‘¢ Here comes the chap with the
collar!?’ My father, erossing the church-
yard one afternoon, came upon a juve-
nile mob surrounding our favorite tomb-
stone, on which stood his son John, who
delivered in his hearing, with good em-
phasis and diseretion, the following pithy
oration: ‘¢ Sirs! whether I wear one or
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two shirts a week, or whether I wear
one or two collars a week, is, I presume,
no concern of yours.” And then, de-
scending from the rostrum with much
dignity, the eight-years old Cicero made
his way through the small ¢ sirs,” by
dint of fists and elbows, successfully to
his own door,

At this time T was about five years
old, and it was determined that I should
be sent to the care of my father’s sister,
Murs. Tiiss, who kept a school at Bath,
and who was my godmother. On the
occasion of my setting forth on my trav-
els, my brother John presented me with
a whole collection of children’s books,
which he had read and carefully pre-
served, and now commended to my use.
There were at least a round dozen, and,
having finished reading them, it occurred
to me that to make a bonfire of them
would be an additional pleasure to be de-
rived from them; and so I added to the
intellectual recreation they afforded me
the more sensational excitement of what
I called ‘“a blaze;’’ a proceeding of
which the dangerous sinfulness was se-
verely demonstrated to me by my new
care-takers.

Cambden Place, Bath, was one of
the lofty terraces built on the charming
slopes that surround the site of the
Aqueae Solis of the Romans, and here my
aunt Twiss kept a girls’ school, which
participated in the favor which every-
thing belonging to, or even remotely
associated with, Mrs. Siddons received
from the public. It was a decidedly
¢t fashionable establishment for the ed-
ucation of young ladies,”” managed by
my aunt, her husband, and her three
daughters. Murs. Twiss was, like every
member of my father’s family, at one
time on the stage, but left it very soon
to marry the grim-visaged, gaunt-figured,
kind-hearted gentleman and profound
scholar whose name she at this time
bore, and who, I have heard it said,
once nourished & hopeless passion for
Mrs. Siddons. Mrs. Twiss bore a soft
and mitigated likeness to her celebrated
sister; she had great sweetness of voice
and countenance, and a graceful, re-
fined, feminine manner, that gave her
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great advantages in her intercourse with,
and influence over, the young women
whose training she undertook. Mr.
Twiss was a very learned man, whose
literary labors were, I believe, various,
but whose Concordance of Shakespeare
is the only one with which I am ac-
quainted. He devoted himself, with
extreme assiduity, to the education of
his danghters, giving them the unusual
advantage of a thorough classic training,
and making of two of them learned
women in the more restricted, as well
as the more general, sense of the term.
These ladies were what so few of their
sex ever ave, really well informed ; they
knew much, and they knew it all thor-
oughly; they were excellent Latin sehol-
ars and mathematicians, had read im-
mensely and at the same time systemat-
ically, had prodigious memories stored
with various and well classed knowl-
edge, and above all were mistresses of
the English language, and spoke and
wrote it with perfect purity — an aceom-
plishment out of fashion now, it appears
to me, but of the advantage of which I
retain a delightful impression in my
memory of subsequent infercourse with
these excellent and capitally educated
women. My relations with them, all
but totally interrupted for upwards of
thirty years, were renewed late in the
middle of my life and towards the end
of theirs, when I visited them repeatedly
at their pretty rural dwelling near Here-
ford, where they enjoyed in tranquil
repose the easy independence they had
earned by honorable toil. There the
lovely garden, every flower of which
looked fit to take the first prize at a hor-
ticultural show, the incomparable white
strawberries, famous throughout the
neichborhood, and a magnificent Angola
cat, were the delights of my out-of-door
life; and perfect kindness and various
conversation, fed by an inexhaustible
fund of anecdote, an immense knowl-
edge of books, and a long and interest-
ing acquaintance with society, made the
in-door hours passed with these quiet
old lady governesses some of the most
delightful T have ever known. The two
younger sisters died first; the eldest,
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surviving them, fels the sad solitude of
their once pleasant home at * The
Laurels *? intolerable, and removed her
residence to Brighion, where, till the
period of her death, I used to go and
stay with her, and found her to the last
one of the most agreeable companions I
have ever known.

At the time of my first acquaintance
with my cousins, however, neither their
own studies nor those of their pupils so
far engrossed them as to seclude them
from society. Bath was then at certain
seasons the gayest place of fashionable
resort in Englandj and, little consonant
as such a thing would appear at the
present day with the prevailing ideas of
the life of a teacher, balls, routs, plays,
assemblies, the Punip Room, and all the
fashionable dissipations of the place,
were habitually resorted to by these
very ‘¢ stylish >’ school-mistresses, whose
position at one time, oddly enough, was
that of leaders of ‘“the ton?’’ in the
pretty provinecial capital of Somerset-
shire. It was, morcover, understood as
part of the system of the establishment,
that such of the pupils as were of an age
to be introduced into society could en-
joy the advantage of the chaperonage of
these ladies, and several did avail them-
selves of it.

What profit I made under these kind
and affectionate kinsfolk, I know not;
little, I rather think, ostensibly; perhaps
some beneath the surface, not very man-
ifest ecither to them or myself at the
time; but painstaking love sows more
harvests than it wots of, wherever or
whenever (or if never) it reaps them.

1 did not become versed in any of my
cousins’ learned lore, or accomplished
in the lichter labors of their leisure
hours, to wit: the shoemaking, bread-
seal manufacturing, and black and white
Japan, table, and sercen painting, which
produced such an ‘ndescribable medley
of materials in their rooms, and were
fashionable female 'dle industries of that
day.

Of all the pursvits and processes of
this sort, from the silk and satin shoe-
making of fine ladies then, to the mar-
vels of modern peint-lace achieved by
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them now, a certain invention of my
mother’s has always seemed to me one
of the most beautiful ¢ lady’s works >’ T
have ever seen. It was an idea of her
own, and was never, to my knowledge,
practiced by anybody but herself. She
had certain single figures and groups of
ficures carved on blocks of wood, pre-
cisely as they would have been for wood-
cut engravings; with these, and the ink
usnally employed for wood-cuts, she
stamped impressions upon cotton velvet
of the most brilliant colors, and then
with a solution of chemical acid (oxalic,
I suppose) removed the whole color from
the figure, leaving a pure white image,
with all the lines of the wood-cut strong-
ly defining the design, on the velves sur-
face, and producing the effect of a draw-
ing on ivory, set in a ground of crimson,
dark green, or dark blue. I have even
known her execute figures of some of
Raphael’s cupids on the palest rose and
straw color; a Greek or lfalian seroll
border executed in the same manner
gave a finish to these tasteful articles,
which were mounted as larze sereens, or
made into cushion covers, and the small-
er and more delicate ones into hand-bags,
or hand-sereens. I remember a beauti-
ful figure of Mars, and one of Venus,
taken from the Planets of Raphael in
the Chigi chapel of the Santa Maria del
Popolo, at Rome, that she so painted; and
a group of exquisitely graceful figures
from a sacrificial procession, also a com-
position of Raphael’s, which was made
into an antique - shaped stool. There
was one reason why this proecess should
not have become generally popular as a
mere lady’s amusement: it was expen-
sive, as far as the necessary materials
and implements were concerned, and of
very uncertain success, for there was an
extreme difficulty in confining the action
of the acid within the exact lines of the
design, and of course the least running
of the white beyond the figure spoiled
the whole. My mother often said that
if she knew how to avoid that accident,
she would take out a patent for her
pretty device.

Remote from the theatre and all de-
tails of theatrical life as my existence
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in my aunt’s school was, there still were
oceasional infiltrations of that element
which found their way into my small
sphere. My cousin John Twiss, who
died not very long ago, an elderly gen-
eral in her Majesty’s service, was at
this time a young giant, studying to be-
come an engineer officer, whose visits to
his home were seasons of great delight
to the family in general, not unmixed on
my partwith dread; for a favorite diver-
sion of his was enacting my uncle John’s
famous rescue of Cora’s child, in Pizarro,
with me clutched in one hand and ex-
alted to perilous proximity with the
chandelier, while he rushed across the
drawing - rooms to my exquisite terror
and triumph.

I remember, too, his sisters, all three
remarkably tall women (the eldest near-
ly six feet high, a portentous petticoat
stature), amusing themselves with put-
ting on, and sweeping about the rooms
in, certain regal mantles ‘and Grecian
draperies of my aunt Mrs. Whitelock’s,
an actress, like the rest of the Kembles,
who sgought and found across the At-
lantic a fortune and ecelebrity which
it would have been difficult for her to

have achieved under the disadvantage of °

proximity to, and comparison with, her
sister, Mrs. Siddons. But I suppose
the dramatic impression which then af-
fected me with the preatest and most
vivid pleasure was an experience which
I have often remembered, when reading
Goethe’s Dichtung und Wahrheit, and
the opening chapters of Wilhelm Meis-
ter. Within a pleasant summer after-
noon’s walk from Bath, through green
meadows and by the river’s side, lay a
place called Claverton Park, the resi-
dence of a family of the name of A——.
Who, I wonder, survives of those kind
and clever people, with whom for many
subsequent years my family kept up the
friendliest relations! I remember noth-
ing of the house but the stately and
spacious hall, in the middle of which
stood a portable theatre, or puppet-
show, such as Punch inhabits, where
the small fizures, animated with voice
and movement by George A , the
eldest son of the family, were tragic in-
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stead of grotesque, and where, instead
of the squeaking Don Giovanni of the
London pavement, Macbeth and simi-
lar solemnities appeared before my en-
chanted eyes. The troupe might have
been the very identical puppet perform-
ance of Harry Rowe, the famous York-
shire trumpeter. These, I suppose, were
the first plays I ever saw; they were
Shakespearian, and doubtless directed
my infant mind towards the genuine
glories of that legitimate drama of which,
in after years, I was destined to hear
my whole family spoken of as among the
foremost legitimate defenders. Those
were pleasant walks to Claverton, and
pleasant days at Claverton Halll T wish
Hans Breitmann and his Avay in die
Ewigkeit did not come in, like a ludi-
crous, lugubrious burden, to all one’s
reminiscences of places and people one
knew upwards of fifty years ago.

I have been accused of having ac-
quired a bad habit of punning from
Shakespeare! —a delightful idea, thaf
made me laugh till T cried, the first time
it was suggested to me. If so, I cer-
tainly began early to exhibit a result
of which the cause was in some myste-
rious way long subsequent to the effect;
unless the Puppet Plays of Claverton in-
spired my wit. However that may be,
I developed at this periol a decided
facility for punning, and that is an un-
usual thing at that age. Children have
considerable enjoyment of humor, as
many of their favorite fairy and other
stories attest; they are often themselves
extremely droll and humorous in their
assumed play characters and the stories
they invent to divert their companions;
but punning is a not very noble species
of wit; it partakes of mental dexterity,
requires neither fancy, humor, nor imagi-
nation, and deals in words with double
meanings, a subtlety very little con-
genial to the simple and earnest intelli-
gence of childhood. Ihave known one
clever child of four years make a pun
that would not have disgraced Hood,
but I think generally very few children
so exercise their brains. A far more
common childish tendency was that with
which I about this time (as I have been
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told) vexed the soals of my elders and
betters, by a series of Socratic inquiries
upon every family event that attracted
my attention; as on the occasion of their
putting themselves in mourning for a
little child: ¢ Why have you all put on
black frocks? *—¢ Because Mary W-
is dead, and we are very sorry.’’ —
¢ What is dead?’’ — ¢¢ Gone out of this
world.”” — ¢« Where ? ¥ — ¢ To heaven.”
— “Has Mary W—— gone to heaven?”
— ¢ Certainly.”’ — ¢“ Is heaven a nice
place? >’ — ¢ The nicest of all places.”
—¢Is Mary glad to be there?’’ —
“ Very glad.” — ¢ Then why do you put
on black frocks, and be sorry that she is
dead?”’ This and the like impertinent
essays of thought may be met success-
fully enough, if elders and betters be-
lieve in truth; but woe betide the elder
and better who has not that sustaining
faith in dealing with the demonish spirit
of animp such as [ then was. A cer-
tain very handsome, dashing, ‘¢ stylish ”
(in the phrase of that day) Miss B i
who worshiped my uncle John, adored
my aunt Siddons, doated on my cous-
ins, and enveloped even me in her all-
embracing Kemble mania, met me one
day walking with Amelia Twiss, and,
after various judicious observations with
regard to me, wound up with the lines
from Byron’s Giacur (just then first
intoxicating the young lady mind of
Great Britain), decliimed with more em-
phasis than diseretion at my mischiev-
ous black eyes, —

**Her eye's dark hue *twere vain to tell,

But gaze on that of the gazelle,

And you shall krow its lustre well ;
with which profitable remark the fair
enthusiast left us. My cousin, mindful
of the probable moral effect of this fool-
ery on my small brain, but not careful
enough as to the species of antidote she
offered me against the pleasing poison
of this poetical flattery, said with a
grave face, ‘“It was very good-natured
of Miss B to say those verses to you;
she did it because she thought it would
please me.”” ¢ Oh.”’ said I with a face
as grave as her own, ¢ did she? I
thought she said them to please me, and
because my eyes are pretty.”’
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Les enfans {erribles say such things
daily, and make their grandmothers’
caps stand on end with their precocions
astuteness; but the clever sayings of
most clever children, repeated and re-
ported by admiring friends and relations,
are for the most part simply the result
of unused faculties exercising themselves
in, to them, an unused world; only there-
fore surprising to worn-out faculties,
which have almost ceased to exercise
themselves in, to them, an almost worn-
ouf world.

We have all heard abundance of cu-
rious and striking things said by quite
unremarkable children, but the only
really extraordinary observation I ever
heard made by a child was one that in-
dicated a power of reflection and per-
ception of the nature of mental phenom-
ena certainly uncommon in a very young
mind.

A little girl not eight years old, who
had been reading the story of Hamlet,
in Charles Lamb’s Shakespeare Tales,
asked if it was truej the reply was,
¢ Partly true, perhaps; there may have
been a King of Denmark of that name,
some time or other, but the story you
have been reading is a ghost story, and
not likely to be true.”’ ¢TI know that,’
said the child, ** but might not Hamlet
have imagined that he saw his father’s
ghost? To be sure,”” she added after a
pause, ¢ I suppose Horatio and Marcel-
lus would not have imagined it.”” This
was really a remarkable observation for
so young a child; the lady grew up,
much addicted to metaphysies.

To the Miss B I have just men-
tioned I was indebted for the first doll
I remember possessing; a gorgeous wax
personage, in white muslin and cherry-
colored ribbons, who by desire of the
donor was to be called Philippa, in
honor of my unele. I never loved or
liked dolls, though I remember taking
some pride in the splendor of this, my
first - born. They always affected me
with a grim sense of being a mockery
of the humanity they were supposed to
represent; there was something uncanny,
not to say ghasily, in the doll existence
and its mimicry of babyhood, to me,
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and I had a nervous dislike, not unmixed
with fear, of the smiling simulacra that
girls are all supposed to love with a
species of prophetic maternal instinet.
I think dolls, when not indifferent, were
rather hateful to me, and that whenever
I looked attentively at one, I had a sort
of feeling of *“what s it ?°’ which would
have tempted me to hunt for its soul in
its sawdust, for ¢ a satisfaction to my
thoughts; °” not like Madame Sand’s won-
derful little Venetian patrician, with hers,
to see ‘‘ se avevano il sangue blu.”

The only member of my aunt Twiss’s
family of whom I remember at this time
little or nothing was the eldest son, Hor-
ace, who in subsequent years was one of
the most intimate and familiar friends of
my father and mother, and who became
well known as a clever and successful
public man, and a brilliant and agreeable
member of the London society of his day.

My stay of a little more than a year
at Bath had but one memorable event,
in its eourse, to me. T was looking one
evening, at bedtime, over the banisters,
from the upper story into the hall below,
with tip-toe eagerness that caused me
to overbalance myself and turn over the
rail, to which I clung on the wrong side,
suspended, like Victor Hugo’s miserable
priest to the gutter of Notre Dame, and
then fell four stories down on the stone
pavement of the hall. I was not killed
or apparently injured, but whether I was
not really irreparably damaged no hu-
man being can possibly tell; and I adjure
all Christian people inclined to *¢ do me
justice,’® to remember that from that
time forward my brain may have been
hopelessly cracked or concussed, a cir-
cumstance the moral and mental effect
of which is quite beyond computation.

My next memories refer to a residence
which my parents were oceupying when
I returned to London, called Covent
Garden Chambers; now, I believe, cele-
brated as ‘¢ Iivans’s,”’ and where, [ am
told, it is confidently affirmed that I was
born, which I was not; and where, I am
told, a picture is shown that is confident-
ly aflirmed to be mine, which it is not.
My sister Adelaide was born in Covent
Garden Chambers, and the picture in
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question is an oil sketeh, by Sir Thomas
Lawrence, of my cousin Maria Siddons:
quite near the truth enough for history,
private or public. It was while we were
living here that Mrs. Siddons returned
to the stage for one night, and acted
Lady Randolph for my father’s benefit,
Of course I heard much discourse about
this, to us, important and exciting event,
and used all my small powers of per-
suasion to be taken to see her.

My father, who loved me very much,
and spoiled me not a little, carried me
early in the afternoon into the market
place, and showed me the dense mass
of people which filled the whole Piazza,
in patient expectation of admission to
the still unopened doors. This was by
way of proving to me how impossible it
was to grant my request. However that
might then appear, it was granted, for I
was in the theatre at the beginning of
the performance; but I can now remem-
ber nothing of it but the appearance of
a solemn female ficure in black, and the
tremendous roar of public greeting which
welcomed her, and must, T suppose, have
terrified my childish senses, by the im-
pression I still retain of it; and this is
the only occasion on which I saw my
aunt in publie.

Another circumstance connected in
my mind with Covent Garden Chambers
was a terrible anguish about my young-
est brother, Henry, who was for some
hours lost. He was a most beautiful
child of little more than three years old,
and had been allowed to go out on the
door-steps by an exceedingly foolish lit-
tle nursery maid, to look at the traflic
of the great market place. Refurning
without him, she declared that he had
refused to come in with her, and had run
to the corner of Henrietta Street, as she
averred, where she had left him, to come
and fetch authoritative assistance.

The child did not come home, and all
search for him proved vain throughout
the crowded market and the adjoining
thoroughfares, thronged with people and
choked with carts and wagons, and swarm-
ing with the blocked - up traffic which
had to make its way to and from the
great mart through avenues far narrower
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and more difficult of access than they
are now. There were not then, either,
those invaluable beings, policemen (for
whom be ever blessed the memory of
Peel), standing at every corner to en-
force order and assist the helpless: blue-
coated heroes of the area railings, be-
loved of nurse-maids, kitchen - maids,
house - maids, and maids of all work;
peacefullest yet most efficient of gens-
darmes and sbirri; certainly combining
the minimum of aggressive with the
maximum of passive authority over the
huge populace which they control, for
the most part, so well, without unneces-
sarily provoking its dangerous ill - will,
These there wers not; and no inquiry
brought back any tidings of the poor lit-
tle lost boy. My mother was ill, and I
do not think she was told of the child’s
disappearance, bat my father went to
and fro with the face and voice of a dis-
tracted man; and I well remember the
look with which he climbed a narrow out-
side stair, leading only to a rain-water
cistern, with the miserable apprehen-
sion that his child might have clambered
up and fallen into it. Theneighborhood
was stirred with svmpathy for the agony
of the poor father, and pitying gossip
spreading the news through the thronged
market place, where my father’s name
and appearance was familiar enough to
give a strong perscnal feeling to the com-
passion expressed, a baker’s boy, loung-
ing about, eaught up the story of the
lost child, and deseribed having seen a
¢ pretty little chap with curly hair, in
a brown Holland pinafore,’ in St. James
Square. Thither the searchers flew,
and the child was found, tired out with
his self-directed wandering, but appar-
ently quite contented, fast asleep on the
door-step of one of the lordly houses of
that aristocratic square. He was so
remarkably beantiful that he must have
attracted attention before long, and might
perhaps have been restored to his home;
but God knows what an age of horror
and anguish was lived through by my
father and my poor aunt Dall in that
short, miserable space of time till he was
found.

My aunt Dall, of whom I now speak
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for the first time, was my mother’s sis-
ter, and had lived with us, 1 believe,
ever since I was born. IHer name was
Adelaide, but the little fellow whose ad-
venture I have just related, stumbling
over this fine Norman appellation, turned
it into Idallidy, and then conveniently
shortened it of its two extremities and
made it Dall, by which title she was
called by us, and known to all our
friends, and beloved by all who ever
spoke or heard it. Her story was as sad
a one as could well be; yet to my think-
ing she was one of the happiest persons
1 have ever known, as well as one of the
best. She was my mother’s second sis-
ter, and as her picture, taken when she
was twenty, shows (and it was corrobo-
rated by her appearance till upwards of
fifty) she was extremely pretty. Obliged,
as all the rest of her family were, to earn
her own bread, and naturally adopting
the means of doing so that they did, she
went upon the stage; but I cannot con-
ceive that her nature can ever have had
any aflinity with her oceupation. She
had a reobust and rather prosaic com-
mon - sense, opposed to anything exag-
gerated or sentimental, which gave her
an excellent judgment of character and
conduct, a stronz genial vein of humor
which very often made her repartees
witty as well as wise, and a sunny sweet-
ness of temper and soundness of moral
nature that made her as good as she was
easy and delightful to live with. When-
ever everything went wrong and she
was ‘¢ vexed past her patience,” she
used to sing; it was the only indication
by which we ever knew that she was
what is termed ‘‘out of sorts.”’ She
had found employment in her profes-
sion under the kindly protection of Mr.
Stephen Kemble, my father’s brother,
who lived for many years at Durham
and was the manager of the theatre
there, and according to the fashion of
that time traveled with his company, at
stated seasons, to Newcastle, Sunder-
land, and other places, which formed a
sort of theatrical cireuit in the northern
counties, throughout which he was well
known and generally respected.

In his company my aunt Dall found
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employment, and in his daughter, Fan-
ny Kemble, since well known as Mrs.
Robert Arkwright, an inseparable friend
and companion. My aunt lived with Mr.
and Mrs. Stephen Kemble, who were ex-
cellent, worthy people, doing their duty
in the very laborious and not very exalted
vocation of country actors. They took
good care of the ftwo young girls under
their charge, this linsey-woolsey Rosa-
lind and Celia, — their own beautiful and
most rarely endowed daughter and her
light - hearted, lively companion; and I
suppose that a merrier life than that of
these lasses, in the midst of their quaint
theatrical tasks and homely household
duties, was seldom led by two girls in
any sphere of life. They learned and
acted their parts, devised and executed
with small means and great industry
their dresses; made pies and puddings,
and patched and darned, in the morning,
and by dint of paste and rouge became
heroines in the evening; and withal
were well-conducted, good young things,
full of the irrepressible spirits of their
age, and turning alike their hard home
work and light stage labor into fun.
My aunt has often told me how, walking
with her in the ecathedral close, more
than one inhabitant of which was then
a grave and benign patron of the drama
and a kind friend of the manager, it was
her delight suddenly to tell his daughter
that she would make believe that she
(Fanny Kemble) was tipsy, and that
she was being conducted home by her
sober and considerate companion. The
joke never failed of its effect, and no
sooner was the mischievous intention
announced and poor Fanny Kemble’s
arm taken by my auntwith affectionate-
ly severe admonitions *‘ to take care
liow she walked and not expose herself,”
than the most uncontrollable laughter
would seize upon the helpless victim,
who inherited her father’s unwieldy and
ungainly figure; — she had also inherited
the beauty of his family, which in her
most lovely countenance had a character
of childlike simplicity and serene sweet-
ness that made it almost angelie.

Far on in middle age she retained
this singularly tender beauty, which
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added immensely to the exquisite effect
of her pathetic voice in her incompara-
ble rendering of the ballads she com-
posed (the poetry as well as the music
being often her own), and to which her
singing of them gave so great a fash-
ion at one time, in the great London
world. It was in vain that far better
musicians, with far finer voices, at-
tempted to copy her inimitable musical
recitation; nobody ever sang like her,
and still less did anybody ever look
like her while she sang. But on the oe-
casions of which I was speaking, when
she was being ‘¢ carefully taken home *’
by my aunt, the poor girl's heavy fig-
ure, shaken with paroxysms of laughter,
heaved and rolled about almost beyond
the guidance of her perfidious compan-
ion, and her suffocating expostulations
and entreaties, and streaming eyes and
tottering, unsteady steps, would certain-
ly have confirmed to any one who had
met them the impression conveyed by
my aunt’s words, that she was guid-
ing home her helplessly inebriated friend.
Practical jokes of very doubtful taste
were the fashion of that day, and re-
membering what wonderfully coarse and
gilly proceedings were then thought
highly diverting by ‘¢ vastly genteel ”’
people, it is not, perhaps, much to be
wondered at that so poor a piece of wit
as this should have furnished diversion
to a couple of light - hearted girls, with
no speeial pretentions to elegance or
education.  Another time they were
driving together in a post-chaise on the
road to Newecastle, and my aunt, having
at hand in a box part of a military
equipment intended for some farce, ac-
coutred her upper woman in a soldier’s
cap, stock, and jacket, and, with heav-
ily corked mustaches, persisted in em-
bracing her companion, whose frantic
resistance, sereams of laughter, and
besmirched cheeks elicited comments of
boundless amazement, in broad north-
country dialect, from the market folk
they passed on the road, to whom they
must have appeared the most violent run-
away couple that ever traveled.

- Liston, the famous comedian, was at
this time a member of the Durham com-
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pany, and though he began his career
there by reciting Collins’s Ode to the
Passions, attired in a pea-green coat,
buckskins, top boets, and powder, with
a scroll in his hand; and followed this
essay of his powers with the tragic
actor’s battle-horse, the part of Hamlet;
he soon found his peculiar gift to lie in
the diametrically opposite direction of
broad farce. Of tlis he was perpetually
interpolating original specimens in the
gravest performances of his fellow-act-
ors; on one oceasion, suddenly present-
ing to Mrs. Steplen Kemble, as she
stood disheveled at the side scene, ready
to go on the stage as Ophelia in her
madness, a basket with earrots, turnips,
onions, leeks, and pot-herbs, instead of
the conventional flowers and straws of the
stage maniae, which sent the represent-
ative of the fair Ophelia on in a broad
grin, with ill-suppressed fury and laugh-
ter, which must have given quite an
original character of verisimilitude to
the insanity she covnterfeited.

On another ocecasion he sent all the
little chorister boys on, in the lugubrious
funeral procession in Romeo and Juliet,
with pieces of brown paper in their
hands to wipe their tears with,

The suppression of that very dread-
ful piece of stage pageantry has at last,
I believe, been conceded to the better
taste of modern audiences; but even in
my time it was still performed, and an
exact representation of a funeral pro-
cession, such as one meets every day in
Rome, with torch-Learing priests, and
bier covered with its black velvet pall
embroidered with skull and cross-bones,
with a corpse-like figure stretched upon
it, marched round the stage, chanting
some portion of the fine Roman Catho-
lic requiem music. I have twice been
in the theatre when persons have been
seized with epilepsy during that chastly
exhibition, and think the good judzgment
that has discarded sach a mimiery of a
solemn religious cercmony highly com-
mendable.

Another evening, Liston, havin
painted Fanny Kemble’s face like
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clown’s, posted her at one of the stage
side doors to confront her mother, poor
Mrs. Stephen Kemble, entering at the
opposite one to perform some dismally
serious scene of dramatic pathos, who,
on suddenly beholding this grotesque
apparition of her daughter, fell into
convulsions of laughter and coughing,
and half audible exclamations of ¢ Go
away, Fanny! I°ll tell your father,
miss!’’ which must have had the effect
of a sudden seizure of madness to the
audience, accustomed to the rigid deco-
rum of the worthy woman in the dis-
charge of her theatrical duties.

Long after these provincial exploits,
and when he had become the comedian
par exeellence of the English stage, for
which eminence nature and art had alike
qualified him by the imperturbable grav-
ity of his extraordinarily ugly face,
which was such an irresistibly comical
element in his broadest and most gro-
tesque performances, Mr. Liston used to
exert his ludicrous powers of torment-
ing his fellow-actors in the most cruel
manner upon that sweet singer, Miss
Stephens (afterwards Countess of Es-
sex). She had a curious nervous trick
of twitching her dress before she began
to sing; this peculiarity was well known
to all her friends, and Liston, who cer-
tainly was one of them, used to agonize
the poor woman by standing at the side
scene, while the symphony of her pathetic
ballads was being played, and indicating
by his eyes and gestures that something
was amiss with the trimming or bottom
of her dress: when, as invariably as he
chose to play the trick, poor Miss Ste-
phens used to begin to twitch and catch
at her petticoat, and half hysterical, be-
tween laughing and crying, would en-
chant and entrance her listeners with
her exquisite voice and pathetic render-
ing of Savourneen Deelish, or the Banks
of Allan Water.

But among the merry Durham player
folk the laughing had an end, and sad-
dest tragedy of reality came crashing
down into the midst of these poor fool~
ish people’s mirth.

Frances Anne Kemble.
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Of wassailers that round them pass,

Hide their sweet secret? Now, alas,

In her nun’s habit, coifed and veiled,
What meant that song to her!

Slowly the western ray forsook
The statue in its shrine,
A sense of tears thrilled all the air
Along that purpling line.
Earth seemed a place of graves that rang
To hollow footsteps, while she sang
¢ Drink to me only with thine eyes,
And T will pledge with mine.”

Harriet Prescott Spofford.

OLD WOMAN’S GOSSIP.

II.

Tiwo young men, officers of a militia
regiment, became admirers of the two
young country actresses: how long an
acquaintance existed before the fact be-
came evident that they were seriously
paying their addresses to the girls, I
do not know; nor how long the struggle
lasted between pride and conventional
respectability or the part of the young
men’s families and the pertinacity of
their attachmens.

Fanny Kemble’s suitor, Robert Ark-
wright, had cersainly no pretensions to
dignity of descent, and the old Derby-
shire barber, Sir Richard, or his son
could hardly have stood ouf long upon
that ground, though the immense wealth
realized by thei ingenuity and industry
was abundant worldly reason for objec-
tions to such a mateh, no doubt.

However that may be, the opposition
was eventually overcome by the deter-
mination of the lovers, and they were
married; while fo the others a far dif-
ferent fate was allotted. The young
man who addressed my aunt, whose
name I do not know, was sent for by
his father, a wealthy Yorkshire squire,
who, upon his refusing to give up his
mistress, instantly assembled all the

servants and tenants, and declared be-
fore them all that the young gentleman,
his son (and supposed heir), was illegiti-
mate, and thenceforth disinherited and
disowned. He enlisted and went to
India, and never saw my aunf again.
Mrs. Avkwright went home to Stoke, to
the lovely house and gardens in the
Peak of Derbyshire, to prosperity and
wealth, to ease and luxury, and to the
love of husband and children. Later
in life she enjoyed in her fine mansion
of Sutton the cordial intimacy of the
two great county magnates, her neigh-
bors, the Dukes of Rutland and Devon-
shire, the latter of whom was her ad-
miring and devoted friend till her death.
In the society of the high - born and
gay and gifted, with whom she now
mixed, and among whom her singular
gifts made her remarkable, the enthu-
siasm she execited never impaired the
transparent and childlike simplicity and
sincerity of her nature. There was
something very peculiar about the single-
minded, simple-hearted genuineness of
Mrs. Arkwright which gave an unusual
charm of unconventionality and fervid
earnestness to her manner and conver-
sation. I remember her telling me, with
the most absolute conviction, that she
thought wives were bound implieitly to
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obey their husbands, for she believed
that at the day of judgment husbands
would be answerable for their wives’
souls.

It was in the midst of a life full of all
the most coveted elements of worldly
enjoyment, and when she was still beau-
tiful and charming, though no longer
young, that I first knew her. Her face
and voice were heavenly sweet, and
very sad; I do not know why she made
so profoundly melancholy an impression
upon me, but she was so unlike all that
surrounded her, that she constantly sug-
gested to me the one live drop of water
in the middle of a globe of ice. The
loss of her favorite son affected her with
irrecoverable sorrow, and she passed a
great portion of the last years of her
life at a place called Cullercoats, a lit-
tle fishing village on the north coast, to
which when a young girl she used to
accompany her father and mother for
rest and refreshment, when the hard
life from which her marriage released
her allowed them a few days’ respite
by the rocks and sands and breakers of
the Northumberland shore. The Duke
of Devonshire, whose infirmity of deaf-
ness did not interfere with his enjoy-
ment of music, was an enthusiastic ad-
mirer of Mrs. Arkwright, and her con-
stant and affectionate friend. Their
proximity of residence in Derbyshire
made their opportunities of meeting very
irequent, and when the Arkwrights vis-
ited London, Devonshire House was, if
they chose it, their hotel. The real
history of the duke’s social position was
known, no doubt, to some, and surmised
by many, but he himself told it to Mrs.
Arkwright. His attachment to her in-
duced him, towards the end of his life,
to take a residence in the poor little vil-
lage of Cullercoats, whither she loved to
resort and where she died. T possess a
copy of a beautiful drawing of a head
of Mrs. Arkwright, given to me by the
duke, for whom the original was exe-
cuted. It is only a head, with the eyes
raised to heaven and the lips parted, as
in the act of singing; and the angelic
sweetness of the countenance may per-
haps suggest, to those who never heard
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her, the voice that seemed like that face
turned to sound.

So Fanny Kemble married, and Ade-
laide Decamp came and lived with us,
and was the good angel of our home.
All intercourse between the two, till
then inseparable companions, ceased for
many years, and my aunt began her
new life with a bitter bankruptey of love
and friendship, happiness and hope,
that would have dried the sap of every
sweet affection, and made even good-
ness barren in many a woman’s heart
forever.

Without any home but my father’s
house, without means of subsistence but
the small pittance which he was able to
give her in most grateful acknowledg-
ment of her unremitting care of us,
without any joys or hopes but those of
others, without pleasure in the present
or expectation in the future, appar-
ently without memory of the past, she
spent her whole life in the service of my
parents and their children, and lived
and moved and had her being in a se-
rene, unclouded, unvarying atmosphere
of cheerful, self - forgetful content that
was heroic in its absolute unconscious-
ness. She is the only person I can
think of who appeared to me to have
fulfilled Wordsworth’s conception of

“Those blessed ones who do God's will and know
it not,”

I have never seen either man or woman
like her, in her humble excellence, and
Tam thankful that, knowing what the
circumstances of her whole life were,
she yet scems to me the happiest hu-
man being I have known. She died, as
she had lived, in the service of others.
When I went with my father to Amer-
ica, my mother remained in England,
and my aunt came with us, to take care
of me. She died in consequence of the
overturning of a carriage (in which we
were traveling), from which she received
a concussion of the spine; and her last
words to me, after a night of angelic en-
durance of restless fever and suffering,
were, ‘“ Open the window; let in the
blessed light’’ — almost the same as
Goethe’s, with a characteristic differ-
ence. It was with the hope of giving
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her the proceeds of its publication, as a
token of my affectionate gratitude, that
I printed my American journal; that
hope being defeated by her death, I
gave them, for her sake, to her younger
sister, my aunt Vietoria Decamp. This
sister of my mother’s was, when we
were living in Covent Garden chambers,
a governess in a school at Lea, near
Blackheath.

The school was kept by ladies of the
name of Guinani, sisters to the wife of
Charles Young, — the Julia so early
lost, so long loved and lamented by him.
I was a frequent and much petted vis-
itor to their house, which never fulfilled
the austere purpose implied in its name
to me, for all my days there were holi-
days; and I remember hours of special
delight passed in a large drawing-room
where two fine cedars of Lebanon threw
grateful gloom into the windows, and
great tall china jars of pot-pourri filled
the air with a mixed fragrance of roses
and (as it seemed to me) plum-pudding,
and where hung a picture, the contem-
plation of which more than once moved
me to tears, after I had been given to
understand that the princely personage
and fair-haired baby in a boat in the
midst of a hideous black sea, overhung
by a hideous black sky, were Prospero,
the good Duke of Milan, and his poor
little princess daughter, Miranda, cast
forth by wicked relations to be drowned.

It was while we were still living in
Covent Garden chambers that Talma,
the great French astor, came to Lon-
don. He knew both my uncle and my
father, and was hizhly esteemed and
ereatly admired by both of them. He
called one day upen my father, when
nobody was at home, and the servant
who opened the door holding me by
the hand, the famous French actor, who
spoke very good lnglish, though not
without the ¢ pure Parisian accent,’
took some kind of notice of me, desiring
me to be sure and remember his' name,
and tell my father that Mr. Talma, the
great French tragelian, had called. 1
replied that I wou'd do so, and then
added, with noble emulation, that my
father was also a great tragedian, and
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my unele was also a great tragedian, and
that we had a baby in the nursery who
T thought must be a great tragedian too,
for she did nothing but cry, and what
was that if not tragedy? —which edi-
fying discourse found its way back to
my mother, to whom Talma laughingly
repeated it. I have heard my father
say that on the occasion of this visit
of Talma’s to London, he consulted my
uncle on the subject of acting in En-
glish. Hamlet was one of his great parts,
and he made as fine a thing of Druis’s
cold and stiff and formal adaptation
of Shakespeare’s noble work as his
meagre material allowed; but as I said
before he spoke English well, and
thought it not impossible to undertake
the part in the original language. My
unncle, however, strongly dissuaded him
from it, thinking the decided French
accent an insuperable obstacle to his
suceess, being very unwilling that he
should risk by a failure in the attempt
his deservedly high reputation. The
days had not yet arrived for English
people to become enthusiastic over Ham-
lets and Juliets unable to pronounce the
English language, and the ingenious
suggestion once made on the subject
had probably not oceurred to my uncle.
A friend of mine, at a dinner party,
being asked if she had seen Mr. Fechter
in Hamlet, replied in the negative, add-
ing that she did not think she should
relish Shakespeare declaimed with a
foreizn accent. The gentleman who
had questioned her said, ¢ Ah, very
true indeed — perhaps not; ** then, look-
ing attentively at his plate, from which
I suppose he drew the inspiration of
what followed, he added, ¢ And yet —
after all, you know, Hamlet was a for-
eigner.”” This view of the case had
probably not suggested itself to John
Kemble, and so he dissuaded Talma
from the experiment. While referring
to Mr. Fechter’s personifications of
Hamlet, and the great success which
it obtained in the fashionable world, I
wish to preserve a charming instance of
naive ignorance in a young guardsman,
seduced by the enthusiasm of the gay
society of London “into going, for once,
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to see a play of Shakespeare’s. After
sitting dutifully through some scenes in
silence, he turned to a fellow - guards-
man, who was painfully looking and
listening by his side, with the grave re-
mark, I say, George, dooced odd play
this; it’s all full of quotations.”” The
young military gentleman had occasion-
ally, it seems, heard Shakespeare quot-
ed, and remembered it. So did not
the same very amiable, extremely hand-
some, but not very intelligent young
hero remember his English history, if
ever he had heard that quoted; for be-
ing honored with a command to attend
a fancy ball at the palace, he consulted
a cousin of his and friend of mine, as to
Lis costume on the occasion. ¢ Go as the
Black Prince, dear Fountain” (Fount-
ain was his name — I always called
him Pump, for short), said she; ¢ you
will look so lovely in armor.”” ¢ Oh
hang it, Polly, though; I should n’t like
to black my face,”” was the ingenuous
rveply. If any one doubts the possibility
of such crass ignorance in a charming
young oflicer of her Majesty’s household
brigade, I beg leave to add that a very
fine lady, coming in to visit the said
tt cousin Polly ** after his departure,
and hearing of his remark upon the
subject of the hero of Crecy, went into
fits of laughter, and as soon as she re-
covered breath enough to speak, ex-
claimed, ** Well, to be sure, poor fel-
low, it would be a pity, you know, he is
so very handsome’ —the ingenuous
vanity of the lad’s objection being the
only point apparent in his reply, to his
admiring and equally well-informed fe-
male friend. These were members of
the best London society in the year of
grace eighteen hundred and sixty some-
thing.

To return to my story: about this
time it was determined that I should
be sent to school in France. My fa-
ther was extremely anxious to give me
every advantage that he could, and Bou-
logne, which was not then the British
Alsatia it afterwards became, and where
there was a girls’ school of some repu-
tation, was chosen as not too far from
Lome to send a mite seven years old, to
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acquire the French language, and be-
gin her education. And so to Bou-
logne I went, to a school in the oddly
named ‘¢ Rue tant perd tant paie,” in
the old town, kept by a rather sallow
and grim, but still vivacious old Ma-
dame Faudier, with the assistance of her
daughter, Mademoiselle Flore, a boune-
ing, blooming beauty of a discreet age,
whose florid complexion, prominent black
eyes, plaited and profusely pomatumed
black hair and full, commanding figure
attired for féte days in salmon-colored
merino, have remained vividly impressed
upon my memory. What I learned
here, except French (which I could not
help learning), I know not. I was taught
music, dancing, and Italian, the latter
by a Signor Mazzochetti, an object of
special detestation to me, whose union
with Mademoiselle Flore caused a tem-
porary fit of rejoicing in the school. The
small seven-year-old beginnings of such
particular humanities I mastered with
tolerable suceess, but if I may judge from
the frequency of my penitences, human-
ity in general was not instilled into me
without considerable trouble. I was a
sore torment, no doubt, to poor Madame
Faudier, who, on being once informed
by some alarmed passers in the street
that one of her ‘¢ demoiselles was per-
ambulating the house roof,”’ is reported
to have exclaimed, in a paroxysm of
rage and terror, ‘¢ Ah, ce ne peut étre
que cette diable de Kemble!’? and suve
enough it was I, Having committed I
know not what crime, I had been thrust
for chastisement into a' lonely garret,
where, having nothing earthly to do but
look about me, I discovered (like a
prince in the Arabian Nights) a ladder
leading to a trap-door, and presently
was out on a sort of stone coping which
ran round the steep roof of the high,
old-fashioned house, surveying with se-
rene satisfaction the extensive prospect
landward and seaward, unconscious that
I was at the same time an object of
terror to the beholders in the street be-
low. Snatched from the perilous de-
licht of this bad eminence, I was (again,
I think, rather like the Arabian prince)
forthwith plunged into the cellar; where
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I curled myself up on the upper step,
close to the heavy door that had been
locked upon me, partly for the comfort
of the crack of light that squeezed it-
self through it, aad partly, I suppose,
from some vague idea that there was no
bottom to the steps, derived from my
own terror rather than from any precise
historical knowledge of oubliettes and
donjons with the execrable treachery
of stairs suddenly ending in mid-dark-
ness over an abyss. I suppose I suf-
fered a martyrdom of fear, for I re-
member upwards of thirty years after-
wards having this very cellar, and my
misery in it, brought before my mind
suddenly, with intense vividness, while
reading, in Vietor Hugo’s Notre Dame,
poor Esmeralda’s piteous entreaties for
deliverance from her under-ground pris-
on: ‘¢ Oh laissez moi sortir! j’ai froid!
j’ai peur! et des bétes me montent le
long du corps.”” The latter hideous de-
tail certainly completes the exquisite mis-
ery of the picture. Less justifiable than
banishment to lonely garrets, whence
egress was to be found only by the roof,
or dark incarceraticn in cellars whence
was no egress at all, was another device
adopted to impress me with the evil of
my ways, and one which seems to me so
foolish in its cruelty that the only amaze-
ment is, how anyhody intrusted with the
care of children eould dream of any good
result from such a method of impressing
a little girl not eight years old. There
was to be an exccution in the town, of
some wretched malefactor who was con-
demned to be guillotined, and I was told
that I should be taken to see this su-
preme act of legal retribution, in order
that I might know to what end evil
courses conducted people. We all re-
member the impressive fable of ¢ Don’t
Care,” who came to be hanged, but I
much doubt if any of the thousands of
young Britons whose bosoms have been
made to thrill with salutary terror at
his untimely end were ever taken by
their parents and guardians to see a
hanging, by way of enforcing the lesson.
Whether it was ever intended that I
should witness the ghastly spectacle of
this execution, or whether it was express-
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ly contrived that I should come too late,
I know not; it is to be hoped that my
doing so was not accidental but merci-
fully intentional. Certain it is that when
I was taken to the Grande Place the
slaughter was over; but I saw the guil-
lotine, and certain gutters running red
with what I was told (whether truly or
not) was blood, and a sad-looking man,
busied about the terrible machine, who,
it was said, was the executioner’s son; all
which lugubrious objects no doubt had
their due effect upon my poor childish
imagination and nervous system, with
a benefit to my moral nature which I
should think highly problematical.

A friend of mine, to whom I once told
this story, matched it with the following,
An escaped maniac, having made his
way into the grounds of some people she
knew, they improved the opportunity
by bringing a violent - tempered little
girl of ten years to witness the poor
wreteh’s strugoles with his captors, as-
suring her that such were the results of
ungoverned temper. The lesson was
supposed to have succeeded; the child’s
temper improved, but her system re-
ceived a serious physical shock, and she
remained for years haunted by a nerv-
ous terror of insanity, which might very
well have been its own fulfillment.

The experiments tried upon the minds
and souls of children, by those who un-
dertake to train them, are certainly
among the most mysterious of Heaven-
permitted evils, The coarse and cruel
handling of these wonderfully complex
and delicate machines by ignorant serv-
ants, ignorant teachers, and ignorant par-
ents fills one with pity and with amaze-
ment that the results of such processes
should not be even more disastrous than
they are.

In the nature of many children exists
a eapacity of terror equaled in its inten-
sity only by the reticence which conceals
it. The fear of ridicule is strong in
these sensitive small souls, but even that
is inadequate to account for the silent
agony with which they hug the secret of
their fear, enduring a martyrdom which
recalls that of the Spartan boy, with the
fox gnawing his entrails. Nursery and



1875.]

school-room authorities, fonder of power
than of principle, find their account in
both these tendencies, and it is marvel-
ous to what a point tyranny may be ex-
ercised by means of their double influ-
ence over children, the sufferers never
having recourse to the higher parental
authority by which they would be de-
livered from the nightmare of silent ter-
ror imposed upon them.

The objects that excite the fears of
children are often as curious and unac-
countable as their secret intensity. A
child four years of age, who was accus-
tomed to be put to bed in a dressing-
room opening into her mother’s room,
and near her nursery, and was left to
go to sleep alone, from a desire that she
should not be watched and lighted to
sleep (or in fact kept awake), after a
very common nursery practice, endured
this discipline without remonstrance,
and only years afterwards informed her
mother that she never was so left in her
little bed alone in the darkness with-
out a full conviction that a large black
dog was lying under it, which terrible
imagination she never so much as hint-
ed at, or besought for licht or compan-
ionship to dispel. Miss Martineau told
me once, that a special object of horror
to her, when she was a child, were the
colors of the prism, a thing in itself so
beautiful, that it is difficult to conceive
how any imagination could be painfully
impressed by it; but her terror of these
magical colors was such that she used
to rush past the room, even when the
door was closed, where she had seen
them reflected from the chandelier, by
the sunlight, on the wall.

A bright, clever boy of nine, by no
means particularly nervous or timid, told
me once that the whole story of Alad-
din was frightful to him; but he never
was able to explain why it made this im-
pression upon him. A very curious in-
stance of strong nervous apprehension,
not, however, in any way connected with
supernatural terror, occurred to a young
girl about eight years old, the daughter
of a friend of mine. The mother, the
gentlest and most reasonably indulgent
of parents, sent her up - stairs for her
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watch, cautioning her not to let it fall;
the child, by her own account, stood at
the top of the stairs with the watch in
her hand, till the conviction that she
certainly should let it fall took such
dreadful and complete possession of her
that she dashed it down, and then came
in a paroxysm of the most distressing
nervous excitement to tell her mother
what she had done.

The most singular instance I cver
knew, however, of unaccountable terror
produced in a child’s mind by the pure
action of its imagination, was that of a
little boy who overheard a conversation
between his mother and a friend upon
the subject of the purchase of some stuff,
which she had not bought, ¢ because,”
said she, ** it was ell wide.”” The words
“ell wide,” perfectly incomprehensible to
the child, seized upon his fancy and pro-
duced some image of terror, by which
for a long time his poor little mind was
haunted.  Certainly this is a powerful
instance, among innumerable and strik-
ing ones, of the fact that the fears of
children are by no means the result of
the objects of alarm suggested to them
by the ghost-stories, bogeys, etc., of fool-
ish servants and companions; they quite
as often select or create their terrors for
themselves, from sources so inconeceiv-
ably strange that all precaution proves
ineffectual to protect them from this in-
nate tendency of the imaginative faculty.
This ell wide horror is like something in
a German story. The strange aversion,
coupled with a sort of mysterious terror,
for beautiful and agreeable or even quite
commonplace objects, is one of the se-
crets of the profound impression which
the German writers of fiction produce.
It belongs peculiarly to their national
genius, some of whose most striking and
thrilling conceptions are pervaded with
this peculiar form of the sentiment of
fear. Hoffman and Tieck are especially
powerful in their use of it, and contrive
to give a character of vague mystery to
simple details of prosaic events and ob-
jects, to be found in no other works of
fiction. The terrible conception of the
Doppelgiinger, which exists in a modi-
fied form as the wraith of Scottish leg-
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endary superstition, ‘s rendered infinite-
ly more appalling by being taken out of
its misty highland Lalf-light of vision-
ary indefiniteness, and produced in frock-
coat and trousers, in all the shocking
distinetness of commonplace, every-day,
contemporary life. The Germans are
the only people whose imaginative facul-
ty can cope with the homeliest forms of
reality, and infuse into them vagueness,
that element of terror most alien from
familiar things (for even the copy-book
knows that ¢ familiarity breeds con-
tempt ’*). That they may be tragic
enough we know, but that they have in
them a mysterious element of terror of
quite indefinite depih, German writers
alone know how to make us feel. Their
power of allying the profoundly awful
with the perfectly commonplace seems
akin to their faculty of combining senti-
ment and saunsage eating.

I do not think that in my own instance
the natural cowardice with which I was
femininely endowed was unusunally or
unduly cultivated in childhood; but with
a highly susceptible and excitable nerv-
ous temperament ard ill-regulated im-
agination, I have saffered from every
conceivable form of terror; and though,
for some inexplicable reason, I have al-
ways had the reputation of being fear-
less, have really, all my life, been ex-
tremely deficient in courage.

Very impetuous and liable to be car-
ried away by any strong emotion, my
entive want of self-control and prudence,
I suppose, conveyed the impression that
I was equally without fear; but the truth
is that, as a wise friend once said to me,
I have always beea *fas rash and as
cowardly as a child;”’ and none of my
sex ever had a better right to apply to
herself Shakespeare's line, —

f A woman, naturally born to fears.”
The only agreeable impression I retain
of my school-days a: Boulogne is that of
the long half-holiday walks we were al-
lowed fo indulge in. Not the two-and-
two, dull, dreary, daily procession round
the ramparts, but the disbanded freedom
of the sunny afternoon spent in gather-
ing wild flowers along the pretty, seclud-
ed valley of the Liane. through which no
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ironroad then bore its thundering freight.
Or, better still, clambering, straying,
playing hide-and-seek, or sitting telling
and hearing fairy tales among the great
carved blocks of stone which lay, in ig-
nominious purposelessness, around the
site on the high, grassy cliff where Napo-
leon the First — the Only — had decreed
that his triumphal pillar should point its
finger of scorn at our conquered, ¢¢ pale-
faced shores.’”” Best of all, however,
was the distant wandering far out along
the sandy dunes, to what used to be
called La Garenne; I suppose because
of the wild rabbits that haunted it, who
— hunted and rummaged from their bur-
rows in the hillocks of coarse grass by
a pitiless pack of school-girls — must
surely have wondered after our depart-
ure, when they came together stealthily,
with twitching noses, ears, and tails,
what manner of fiendish visitation had
suddenly come and gone, scaring their
peaceful settlement on the silent, soli-
tary sea-shore.

Before I left Boulogne the yearly so-
lemnity of the distribution of prizes took
place. This was, at Madame Faudier’s,
as at all French schools of that day, a
most exciting event. Special examina-
tions preceded it, for which the pupils
prepared themselves with diligent emu-
lation; those studied then who never
did before; and those who always did,
then studied more. The prefect, the
sub-prefect, the mayor, the bishop, all
the principal eivil and religious authori-
ties of the place, were invited to honor
the ceremony with their presence. The
court-yard of the house was partly in-
closed and covered over with scaffold-
ings, awnings, and draperies, under
which a stage was erected, and this, to-
gether with the steps that led to it, was
carpeted with crimson and adorned with
a profusion of flowers. One of the dig-
nified personages seated around a table
on which the books designed for prizes
were exhibited, pronounced a discourse
commendatory of past efforts and horta-
tory to future ones, and the pupils, all
en grande toilette and seated on benches
facing the stage, were summoned through
the rows of admiring parents, friends,
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acquaintances, and other invited guests,
to receive the prizes awarded for ex-
cellence in the various branches of our
small curriculum. I was the youngest
girl in the school, but I was a quick,
clever child, and a lady, a friend of my
family, who was present, told me many
years after how well she remembered the
frequent summons to the dais received
by a small, black - eyed damsel, the ca-
dette of the establishment. 1 have con-
siderable doubt that any good purpese
could be answered by this public appeal
to the emulation of a parcel of school-
girls; but I have no doubt at all that
abundant seeds of vanity, self-love, and
love of display were sown by it, which
bore their bad harvest many a long year
after.

T left Boulogne when I was almost nine
years old, and returned home, where I
remained upwards of two years before
being again sent to school. During this
time we lived chiefly at a place called
Craven Hill, Bayswater, where we oc-
cupied at different periods three differ-
ent houses.

My mother always had a detestation
of London, which I have cordially in-
herited. The dense, heavy atmosphere,
compounded of smoke and fog, painfully
affected her breathing and oppressed her
spirits; and the deafening clangor of its
ceaseless uproar irritated her nerves and
distressed her in a manner which I in-
variably experience whenever I am com-
pelled to pass any time in that huge Hub-
bub. She perpetually yearned for the
fresh air and the quiet of the country.
Occupied as my father was, however,
this was an impossible luxury; and my
poor mother eseaped as far as her cir-
cumstances would allow from London,
and towards the country, by fixing her
home at the place I have mentioned.
In those days Tyburnia did not exist;
nor all the vast region of Paddingtonian
London. Tyburn turnpike, of nefarious
memory, still stood at the junction of
Oxford Road and the Edgeware Road,
and between the latter and Bayswater
open fields traversed by the canal, with
here and there an isolated cottage dot-
ted about them, stretehed on one side of
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the high-road; and on the other, the un-
tidy, shaggy, raveled -looking selvage
of Hyde Park; not trimmed with shady
walks and flower borders and smooth
grass and bright iron railing as now, but
as forbidding in its neglected aspect as
the desolate stretch of uninclosed waste
on the opposite side.

About a mile from Tyburn Gate a
lane turned off on the right, following
which one came to a meadow, with a
path across its gentle rise which led to
the row of houses called Craven Hill.
I do not think there were twenty in all,
and some of them, such as Lord Ferrar’s
and the Harley House, were dwellings of
some pretension. Even the most mod-
est of them had pretty gardens in front
and behind, and verandas and balconies
with flowering creepers and shrubberies,
and a general air of semi-rurality that
cheated my poor mother with a make-
believe effect of being, if not in the
country, at any rate out of town. And
infinite were the devices of her love of
elegance and comfort produced from the
most unpromising materials, but making
these dwellings of ours pretty and pleas-
ant beyond what could have been thought
possible. She had a peculiar taste and
talent for furnishing and fitting up; and
her means being always very limited,
her zeal was great for frequenting sales,
where she picked up at reasonable prices
quaint pieces of old furniture, which she
brought with great triumph to the as-
sistance of the commonplace upholstery
of our ready-furnished dwellings. No-
body ever had such an eye for the dis-
posal of every article in a room, at once
for greatest convenience and best ap-
pearance; and I never yet saw the apart-
ment into which by her excellent ar-
rangement she did not introduce an ele-
ment of comfort and elegance — a live-
able look, which the rooms of people
unendowed with that special faculty
never acquire, and never retain, how-
ever handsome or finely fitted up they
may be. I am sorry to be obliged to
add, however, that she had a rage for
moving her furniture from one place to
another, which never allowed her to let
well alone; and not unfrequently her
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mere desire for change destroyed the
very best results of her own good taste.
‘We never knew when we micht find the
rooms a perfect chaos of disorder, with
every chair, table, and sofa ‘*dancing
the hay” in horeid confusion; while
my mother, erimson and disheveled with
pulling and pushing them hither and
thither, was breathlessly organizing new
combinations. Nor could anything be
wore ludicrous than my father’s piteous
aspect, on arriving in the midst of this
remue-ménage, or the poor woman’s pro-
found mortification when, finding every-
thing moved from its last position (for the
twentieth time), lie would look around,
and, instead of a1l the commendation
she expected, exclaim in dismay, ¢ Why,
bless my soul! what has happened to the
room, again !?’ Our furniture played
an everlasting zame of puss in the cor-
ner; and I am thankful that I have in-
herited some of my mother’s faculty of
arranging, withoat any of her curious
passion for changing the aspect of her
rooms.

A pretty, clever, and rather silly and
affected woman, Mrs. Charles Matthews,
who had a great passion for dress, was
saying one day to my mother, with a
lackadaisical drawl she habitually made
use of, ‘“ What do you do when you
have a headache, or are bilious, or cross,
or nervous, or out of spirits? I always
change my dress, it does me so much
good!”? +¢ Oh,? said my mother brisk-
ly, ©* I change the furniture.”” T think
she must have regarded it as a panacea
for all the ills of life. Mrs. Charles
Matthews was the half-sister of that
amiable womar and admirable actress,
Miss Kelly.

To return to Craven Hill. A row of
very fine.elm-trees was separated only
by the carriage-road from the houses,
whose front windews looked through
their branches upon a large, quiet, green
meadow, and beyond that to an exten-
sive nursery garden.of enchanting mem-
ory, where our weekly allowances were
expended . in pots of wiolets and flower-
seeds and reots of future fragrance, for
our small gardens: this pleasant fore-
ground divided usfrom the Bayswater
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Road and Kensington Gardens. At the
back of the houses and their grounds
stretched a complete open of meadow
land, with hedge-rows and elm- trees,
and hardly any building in sight in any
direction. Certainly, this was better
than the smoke and din of London. To
my father, however, the distance was a
heavy increase of his almost nightly la-
bor at the theatre. Omnibuses were no
part of London existence then; a hack-
ney coach (there were no cabs, either
four-wheelers or hansoms) was a luxury
to be thought of only occasionally, and
for part of the way; and so he generally
wound up his hard evening’s work with
a five miles’ walk from Covent Garden
to Craven Hill.

It was perhaps the inconvenience of
this process that led fo our taking, in ad-
dition to our *¢ rural’’ residence, a lodg-
ing in Gerard Street, Soho. The house
immediately fronts Anne Street, and is
now a large establishment for the sale
of lamps. It was a handsome old house,
and at one time belonged to the *¢ wick-
ed’’ Lord Lyttleton. At the time I
speak of, we occupied only a part of
it, the rest remaining in the possession
of the proprietor, who was a picture
dealer, and his collection of dusky chefs-
d’auvre covered the walls of the pas-
sages and staircases with dark canvas,
over whose varnished surface ill-defined
ficures and ill - discerned faces seemed
to flit, as with some trepidation I ran
past them. The house must have been
a curious as well as very large one; but
I never saw more of it than our own
apartments, which had some peculiar-
ities that T remember. Our dining-room
was a very large, lofty, ground - floor
room, fitted up partially as a librarvy
with my father’s books, and having at
the farther end, opposite the windows,
two heavy, fluted pillars, which gave
it rather a dignified appearance. My
mother’s drawing - room, which was on
the first floor and at the back of the
house, was oval in shape and lighted
only by a skylicht; and one entrance to
it was through a small anteroom or bou-
doir, with looking-glass doors and ceil-
ing all incrusted with scrolls and foliage
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and rococo Louis Quinze style of orna-
mentation, either in plaster or carved in
wood and painted white. There were
back staircases and back doors without
number, leading in all directions to un-
known regions; and the whole house,
with its remains of magnificence and cu-
rious lumber of objects of art and vertuy,
was a very appropriate frame for the
traditional ill-repute of its former noble
owners.

A ludicrous circumstance enough, I
remember, occurred, which produced no
little uproar and amusement in one of its
dreariest chambers. My brother John
was at this time eagerly pursuing the
study of chemistry for his own amuse-
ment, and had had an out-of-the-way
sort of spare bedroom abandoned to
him for his various ill-savored materials
and scientific processes, from which my
mother suffered a chronic terror of sud-
den death by blowing up. There was a
monkey in the house, belonging to our
landlord and generally kept confined in
his part of it, whence the knowledge of
his existence only reached us through
anecdotes brought by the servants. One
day, however, an alarm was spread that
the monkey had escaped from his own
legitimate quarters and was running wild
over the house. Chase was given and
every hole and corner searched in vain
for the mischievous ape, who was at
length discovered in what my brother
dignified by the title of his laboratory,
where, in a frenzy of gleeful activity, he
was examining first one bottle and then
another; finally he betook himself; with
indeseribably grotesque grinnings and
chatterings, to uncorking and sniffing at
them and then pouring their contents
deliberately out on the (luckily carpet-
less) floor,—a joke which might have
had serious results for himself as well as
the house, if he had not in the midst of
it suffered ignoble capture and been led
away to his own quarters; my mother,
that time certainly, escaping imminent
¢ blowing up.”

While we were living in Gerard Street,
my uncle Kemble came for a short time
to London from Lausanne, where he had
fixed his residence, — compelled to live
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abroad, under penalty of seeing the pri-
vate fortune he had realized by a long
life of hard professional labor swept into
the ruin which had fallen upon Covent
Garden Theatre, of which he was part
proprietor. And I always associate this
my only recollection of his venerable
white haiv and beautiful face, full of an
expression of most benign dignity, with
the earliest mention I remember of that
luckless property, which weighed like an
incubus upon my father all his life, and
the ruinous burden of which both I and
my sister successively endeavored in vain
to prop.

My mother at this time gave lessons
in acting to a few young women who
were preparing themselves for the stage;
and I recollect very well the admiration
my uncle expressed for the beauty of one
of them, an extremely handsome Miss
Dance, who, I think, came out success-
fully, but soon married, and relinguished
her profession.

This young lady was the danghter of
a violinist and musical composer, whose
name has a place in my memory from
seeing it on a pretty musical setting for
the voice of some remarkably beautiful
verses, the author of which I have never
been able to discover., I heard they had
been taken out of that old - fashioned
receptacle for stray poetical gems, the
poet’s corner of a country newspaper. I
write them here as accurately as I can
from memory; it is more than fifty years
since I learnt them, and I have never
met with any copy of them but that con-
tained in the old music sheet of Mr.
Dance’s duet.

SONG OF THE SPIRIT OF MORN.

Now on their couch of rest
Mortals are sleeping,
While in dark, dewy vest,
Flowerets are weeping.
Ere the last star of night
Fades in the fountain,

My finger of rosy light
Touehes the mountain,

Far on his filmy wing
Twilight is wending,
Shadows encompassing,
Terrors attending :

While my foot’s fiery print,
Up my path showing,
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Gleams with celestial tint,
Brilliantly glowing.

Now from my pinions fair
Freshness is sireaming,

And from my yellow hair

Glories are gleaming.

Nature with pure delight

Hails my returning,

And Sol, from his chamber bright,
Crowns the young morning.

My uncle John returned to Switzer-
land and I never saw him again; he had
made over his share of Covent Garden
to my father, and went back to live and
die in peace at his Beau Site on the Lake
of Geneva.

The first time thas I visited Lausanne
I went to his grave. and found it in the
old burial-ground above the town, where
[ wonder the dead have patience to lie
still, for the glorious beauty of the view
their resting-place commands. It was
one among a row of graves with broad,
flat tombstones bearing English names,
and surrounded with iron railings and
flowers more or less running wild. At
his former residence, Bean Site, I was
courteously received on giving my name
to the concierge, and was allowed to walk
undisturbed around the grounds, where
the trees were almost all planted by my
unecle, and look from beneath their shad-
ow over the lovely domain of his old and
attached friend, Mr. Haldimand, to the
heaven-blue lake, snd Mont Blane shin-
ing in the distant sky beyond if. Last
year I revisited Laasanne and found the
shrubs all but matied together over my
uncle’s tombstone. where his name was
hardly discernible through their tangled
mass; his honse hal passed into the hands
of persons who knew nothing about him,
and refused permission when I begged to
be allowed to visit the grounds. Mr.
Haldimand was dead, and that paradise,
his garden on the lake shore, was to be
parceled into building -lots for villas,
while along the cnce quiet road, over-
shadowed with magnificent trees and
climbing steeply between vineyards and
meadows, from his beautiful estate to my
unecle’s house reirned a hideous chaos
of mortar, plaster, bricks, lime, and stone;
swarming with builders, masons, brick-
layers, and carpenters, and ringing with
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the rapid rising of rows of houses, through
a thick atmosphere of stifling white dust,
— all tokens of the growing prosperity of
Lausanne.

My father received the property my
unele transferred to him with cheerful
courage, and not without sanguine hopes
of retrieving its fortunes: instead of
which, it destroyed his and those of his
family; who, had he and they been un-
trammeled by the fatal obligation of
working for a hopelessly ruined concern,
might have turned their labors to far
better personal account. Of the eighty
thousand pounds which my uncle sank
in building Covent Garden, and all the
years of toil my father and myself and
my sister sank in endeavoring to sustain
it, nothing remained to us at my father’s
death, not even the ownership of the
only thing T ever valued the property
for, — the private box which belonged
to us, the yearly rent of which was val-
ued at three hundred pounds, and the
possession of which procured us for sev-
eral years many evenings of much en-
joyment.

The only other recollection I have
connected with Gerard Street is that of
certain passages from Paradise Lost, read
to me by my father, the sonorous melody
of which so enchanted me that for many
years of my life Milton was to me in-
comparably the first of English poets;
though at this time of my earliest ac-
quaintance with him, Walter Scott had
precedence over him, and was undoubt-
edly in my opinion the first of mortal
and immortal bards. His Marmion and
Lay of the Last Minstrel were already
familiar to me. Of Shakespeare at this
time, and for many subsequent years, 1
knew not a single line.

While our lodging in town was prin-
cipally inhabited by my father and re-
sorted to by my mother as a convenience,
my aunt Dall, and we children, had our
home at my mother’s rus in urbe, Craven
Hill, where we remained until I went
again to school in France.

Our next-door neighbors were, on one
side, a handsome, dashing Mrs. Black-
shaw, sister of George the Fourth’s fa-
vorite, Beau Brummel, whose daughters
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were good friends of ours; and on the
other Belzoni, the Egyptian traveler, and
his wife, with whom we were also well
acquainted. The wall that separated our
gardens was upwards of six feet high, —
it reached above my father’s head, who
was full six feet tall, — but our colossal
friend, the Italian, looked down upon us
over it quite easily, his large, handsome
face showing well above it, down to his
magnificent auburn beard, which in those
less hirsute days than these he seldom
exhibited, except in the privacy of his
own back garden, where he used oc-
casionally to display it to our immense
delight and astonishment. Great, too,
was our satisfaction in visiting Madame
Belzoni, who used to receive us in rooms
full of strange spoils, brought back by
herself and her husband from the East:
she sometimes smoked a long Turkish
pipe, and generally wore a dark blue sort
of caftan, with a white turban on her
head. Another of our neighbors here
was Latour, the musical composer, to
whom, though he was personally good-
natured and kind to me, I owe a grudge,
for the sake of his Music for Young Per-
sons, and only regret that he was not
our next-door neighbor, when he would
have execrated his own O Dolee Con-
certo, and Sul Margine d’un Rio, and
all his innumerable progeny of variations
for two hands and four hands, as hearti-
ly as Idid. I do not know whether it
was instigated by his advice or not that
my mother at this time made me take
lessons of a certain Mr. Laugier, who re-
ceived pupils at his own house, near Rus-
sell Square, and taught them thorough-
bass and counterpoint and the science
of musical composition. I attended his
classes for some time, and still possess
books full of the grammar of musie, as
profound and difficuls a study, almost,
as the grammar of language. Bug I
think I was too young to derive much
benefit from so severe a science, and in
spite of my books full of musical ‘¢ pars-
ing,’” so to speak, declensions of chords
and conjugations of scales, I do not think
I learned much from Mr. Laugier, and,
never having followed up this beginning
of the real study of music, my knowl-
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edge of it has been only of that empir-
ical and contemptible sort which goes no
further than the end of boarding-school
young ladies’ fingers, and sometimes, at
any rate, amounts to tolerably skillful and
accurate execution; a result I never at-
tained, in spite of Mr. Laugier's thorough-
bass and a wicked invention called a
chiroplast, for which I think he took out
a patent, and for which I suppose all
luckless girls compelled to practice with
it thought he ought to have taken out a
halter. It was a brassrod made to serew
across the keys, on which were strung
like beads two brass frames for the hands,
with separate little cells for the fingers,
these being secured to the brass rod pre-
cisely at the part of the instrument on
which certain exercises were to be exe-
cuted. Another brass rod was made to
pass under the wrist in order to maintain
it also in its proper position, and thus
incarcerated the miserable little hands
performed their daily, dreary monotony
of musical exercise, with, I imagine,
really no benefit at all from the irk-
some constraint of this horrid machine,
that could not have been imparted quite
as well, if not better, by a careful teacher.
I had, however, no teacher at this time
but my aunt Dall, and I suppose the chi-
roplast may have saved her some trouble,
by insuring that my practicing, which
she could not always superintend, should
not be merely a process of acquiring in-
numerable bad habits for the exercise of
the patience of future teachers.

My aunt at this time directed all my
lessons, as well as the small beginnings
of my sister’s education, My brother
John was at Clapham with Mr. Richard-
son, who was then compiling his excellent
dictionary, in which labor he employed
the assistance of such of his pupils as
showed themselves intelligent enough for
the occupation; and I have no doubt that
to this beginning of philological study my
brother owed his subsequent predilec-
tion for and addiction to the science of
language. My youngest brother, Henry,
went to a day-school in the neighbor-
hood.

All children’s amusements are more or
less dramatic, and a theatre is a favorite
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resource in most playrooms, and natural-
ly enough held an important place in
ours. The printed sheets of small fig-
ures representing all the characters of
certain popular pieces, which we colored
and pasted on card-board and cut out,
and then by dint of long slips of wood
with a slit at one end, into which their
feet were inserted, moved on and off our
small stage; the coloring of the scenery;
and all the arrangement and conduet of
the pieces we represented, gave us endless
employment and amunsement. My brother
John was always manager and spokes-
man in these performances, and when
we had fitted up our theatre with a real
blue silk eurtain that would roll up, and
a real set of foot-lichts that would burn,
and when he contrived, with some resin
and brimstone and salt put in a cup and
set on fire, to produce a diabolical sput-
ter and flare and bad smell, significant
of the blowing up of the mill in The Mill-
er and his Men, great was our exulta-
tion. This piece und Blue Beard were
our ‘¢ battle horses.”” to which we after-
wards added a lugubrious melodrama
called The Gypsy’s Curse (it had noth-
ing whatever to do with Guy Mannering)
of which I remember nothing but some
awful doggerel, beginning with —
*May thy path be still in sorrow,

May thy dark night know no morrow,"
which used to mazke my blood curdle
with fright.

About this time I was taken for the
first time to a real play, and it was to
that paradise of juvenile spectators,
Astley’s, where we saw a Highland hor-
ror called Meg Murdoch, or the Mount-
ain Hag, and a mythological after-piece
called Hyppolita, Queen of the Amazons,
in which young ladies in very short and
shining tunics, with burnished breast-
plates, helmets, spears, and shields, per-
formed sundry warlike evolutions round
her Majesty Hyppo'ita, who was mounted
on a snow-white live charger; in the heat
of action some of these fair warriors went
so far as to die, which martial heroism
left an impression on my imagination so
deep and delightful as to have proved
hitherto indelible.

At length, we determined ourselves to
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enact something worthy of notice and
approbation, and Amoroso, King of Lit-
tle Britain, was selected by my brother
John, our guide and leader in all matters
of taste, for the purpose. Chrononhoton-
thologos had been spoken of, but our
youngest performer, my sister, was bare-
ly seven years old, and I doubt if any of
us but our manager could have mastered
the mere names of that famous burlesque.
Moreover, I think, in the piece we chose
there were only four principal characters,
and we contrived to speak the words and
even sing the songs so much to our own
satisfaction that we thought we might
aspire to the honor of a hearing from our
elders and betters. So we produced our
play before my father and mother and
some of their friends, who had good
right (whatever their inclination might
have been) to be critical, for among them
were Mr. and Mrs. Liston (the Amoroso
and Coquetinda of the real stage), Mr.
and Mrs. Matthews, and Charles Young,
all intimate friends of my parents, whose
children were our playmates, and coad-
jutors in our performance.

For Charles Matthews I have always
retained a kindly regard for auld lang
syne’s sake, though I hardly ever met
him after he went on the stage. He
was well educated and extremely clever
‘and accomplished, and I could not help
regretting that his various acquirements
and many advantages for the career
of an architect, for which his father
destined him, should be thrown away;
though it was quite evident that he fol-
lowed not only the strong bent of his in-
clination, but the instinct of the dramatie
genius which he inherited from his ec-
centric and most original father, when
he adopted the profession of the stage,
where in his own day he has been un-
rivaled in the sparkling vivacity of his
performance of a whole range of parts
in which nobody has approached the fin-
ish, refinement, and spirit of his acting.
Moreover, his whole demeanor, carriage,
and manner were so essentially those
of a gentleman that the broadest farce
never betrayed him into either coarseness
or vulgarity; and the comedy he acted,
though often the lightest of the light,
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was never anything in its graceful pro-
priety but high comedy. No member of
the French theatre was ever at once a
more finished and a more delightfully
amusing and natural actor.

Liston’s son went into the army when
he erew up, and I lost sight of him.

With the Rev. Julian Young, son of
my dear old friend Charles Young, I al-
ways remained upon the most friendly
terms, meeting him with cordial pleasure
whenever my repeated returns to En-
gland brought us together, and allowed
us to renew the amiable relations that
always subsisted between us.

I remember another family friend of
ours at this time, a worthy old merchant
of the name of Mitchell, who was my
brother John’s godfather, and to whose
sombre, handsome city house I was taken
once or twice to dinner. He was at one
time very rich, but lost all his fortune
in some untoward speculation, and he
used to come and pay us long, sad, silent
visits, the friendly taciturnity of which
I always compassionately attributed to
that circumstance, and wished that he
had not lost the use of his tongue as well
as his money.

While we were living at Craven Hill
my father’s sister, Mrs, Whitelock, came
to live with us for some time. She was
a very worthy but exceedingly ridiculouns
woman, in whom the strong peculiarities
of her family were so exaggerated that
she really seemed like a living parody
or caricature of all the Kembles.

She was a larger and taller woman
than Mrs. Siddons, and had a fine, com-
manding figure, at the time I am speak-
ing of, when she was quite an elderly
person. She was like her brother Ste-
phen in face, with handsome features,
too large and strongly marked for a wom-
an, light gray eyes, and a light auburn
wig, which, I presume, represented the
color of her previous hair, and which, to-
gether with the tall cap that surmounted
it, was always more or less on one side.
She had the deep, sonorous voice and
extremely distinet utterance of her fam-
ily, and an extraordinary vehemence of
gesture and expression quite unlike their
quiet dignity and reserve of manner, and
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which made her conversation like that
of people in old plays and novels; for
she would slap her thigh in emphatic en-
forcement of her statements (which were
apt to be upon an incredibly large scale),
not unfrequently prefacing them with
the exclamation, **I declare to God!??
or ¢ Twish [ may die!”’ all which seemed
to us very extraordinary, and combined
with her large size and loud voice used
occasionally to cause us some dismay.
My father used to call her Queen Bess
(her name was Elizabeth), declaring that
her manners were like those of that royal
un-gentlewoman. But she was a simple-
hearted, sweet-tempered woman, whose
harmless peculiarities did not preventour
all being fond of her.

She had a great taste and some talent
for drawing, which she cultivated with
a devotion and industry unusual in so
old a person. I still possess a miniature
copy she made of Clarke’s life-size pict-
ure of my father as Cromwell, which is
not without merit.

She was extremely fond of cards, and
taught us to play the (even then) old-
fashioned game of quadrille, which my
mother, who also liked cards and was
a very cood whist player, said had more
variety in it than any modern game.

Mrs. Whitelock had been for a num-
ber of years in the United States, of
which then comparatively little known
part of the world she used to tell us
stories that from her characteristic ex-
aggeration we always received with ex-
treme incredulity; but my own experi-
ence, subsequent by many years to hers,
has corroborated her marvelous histories
of flights of birds that almost darkened
the sun (. e., threw a passing shadow as
of a cloud upon the ground), and roads
with ruts and mud-holes into which one’s
carriage sank up to the axle-tree.

She used to tell us anecdotes of Gen-
eral Washington, to whom she had been
presented and had often seen (his favor-
ite bespeak was always The School for
Scandal); and of Talleyrand, whom she
also had often met, and invariably called
Prince Tallierande. She was once ter-
rified by being followed at evening, in
the streets of Philadelphia, by a red
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Indian savage, an adventure which has
many times recurred to my mind while
traversing at all hoars and in all direc-
tions the streets of that most peaceful
Quaker city, distant now by more than
a thousand miles from the nearest red
Indian savage. Congress was sitting in
Philadelphia at that sime; it was virt-
ually the capital of the newly-made
United States, and Mrs. Whitelock held
an agreeable and respectable position
both in private and in public. I have
been assured by persons as well quali-
fied to be critics as Judge Story, Chief-
Justice Kent, and Judge Hopkinson
(Moore's friend), that she was an act-
ress of considerable ability. Perhaps
she was: her Kemble name, face, figure,
and voice no doubs helped her to pro-
duce a certain effect on the stage; but
she must have been a very imperfectly-
educated woman, for I remember her
amazing me when I was a chit of eleven
years, by reading certain passages from
Southey’s Rodericlk, in which she made
heretics of all Pclayo’s followers, in-
variably calling him Pelayéres, and did
atrocious violence 1o the blank verse and
my ears by readinz Austrians for Astu-
rians, which produced a combination of
false history, false geography, and false
metre, that togetber with her emphat-
ic declamation was irresistibly comical.
Nothing could be droller than to see her
with Mrs. Siddong, of whom she looked
like a clumsy, badly-finished, fair imi-
tation. Her vehement gestures and vi-
olent objurgations contrasted with her
sister’s majestic siillness of manner; and
when occasionally Mrs. Siddons would
interrupt her with ¢ Elizabeth, your wig
is on one side,’” and the other replied,
£0h, is it? ** and giving the offending
head-gear a shove put it quite as crooked
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inthe other direction, and proceeded with
her discourse, Melpomene herself used
to have recourse to her snuff-box to hide
the dawning smile on her face.

Iimagine that my education must have
been making but little progress during
the last year of my residence at Craven
Hill. I had no masters, and my aunt
Dall could ill supply the want of other
teachers; moreover, I was extremely
troublesome and unmanageable, and had
become a tragically desperate young per-
son, as my determination to poison my
sister, in revenge for some punishment
which T conceived had been unjustly in-
flicted upon me, will sufficiently prove.
I had been warned not to eat privet ber-
ries as they were poisonous, and under
the above provocation it ocemrred to me
that if I strewed some on the ground my
sister might find and eat them, which
would insure her going straight to heaven
and no doubt seriously annoy my father
and mother. How much of all this was
a lingering desire for the distinction of
a public execntion by guillotine (the
awful glory of which still survived in my
memory, though of my own probable
hanging, and the difference between the
“block ?? and the ¢ gibbet,”” I had not
thought), how much dregs of Gypsy
Curses and Mountain Hags, and how
much the passionate love of exciting a
sensation and producing an effect, com-
mon to children, servants, and most un-
educated people, I know not. I never
did poison my sister, and satisfied my
desire of vengeance by myself informing
my aunt of my contemplated crime, the
fulfillment of which was not, I suppose,
much apprehended by my family, as no
measures were taken to remove myself,
my sister, or the privet bush from each
other’s neighborhood.

Frances Anne Kemble.
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A quite unpremeditated inspiration
which occurred to me upon being again
offended — to run away — probably
alarmed my parents more than my soror-
icidal projects, and I think determined
them upon carrying out a plan which
had been talked of for some time, of
my being sent again to school; which
plan ran a narrow risk of being defeated
by my own attempted escape from home.
One day, when my father and mother
were both in London. I had started for
a walk with my aunt and sister; when
only a few yards from home I made an
impertinent reply to some reproof T re-
ceived, and my aunt bade me turn back
and go home, declining my company for
the rest of the walk. She proceeded at
a brisk pace on her way with my sister,
nothing doubting that, when left alone,
I would retrace my sieps to our house;
but I stood still and watched her out
of sight, and then revolved in my own
mind the proper eourse to pursue.

At first it appeared to me that it
would be judicious, under such smarting
injuries as mine, to throw myself into a
certain pond which was in the meadow
where I stood (my remedies had always
rather an extreme tenldency); but it was
thickly coated with green slime studded
with frogs’ heads, and looked uninvit-
ing. After contemplating it for a mo-
ment, I changed my opinion as to the
expediency of getting under that sur-
face, and walked resolutely off towards
London; not with any idea of seeking
my father and mother, but simply with
that goal in view, as the end of my
walk.

Half-way thither, however, I became
tired and hot and hungry, and perhaps
a little daunted by my own undertaking.
I have said that between Craven Hill
and Tyburn turnpike there then was
only a stretch of open fields with a few
cottages scattered over them. Inone of

these lived a poor woman who was some-
times employed to do needle - work for
us, and who, I was sure, would give me
a bit of bread and butter, and let me
rest; so I applied to her for this assist-
ance. Great was the worthy woman’s
amazement when I told her that I was
alone, on my way to London; greater
still, probably, when I informed her that
my intention was to apply for an en-
gagement at one of the theatres, assur-
ing her that nobody with talent need
ever want for bread. She very wisely
refrained from discussing my projects,
but, seeing that I was tired, persuaded
me to lie down in her little bedroom
and rest before pursuing my way to
town. The weather was oppressively
hot, and having lain down on her bed I
fell fast asleep. I know not for how
long, but T was awakened by the sudden
raising of the lateh of the house door,
and the voice of my aunt Dall inquir-
ing of my friendly hostess if she had
seen or heard anything of me.

I sat up breathless on the bed, listen-
ing, and looking round the room per-
ceived another door than the one by
which I had entered it, which would
probably have given me egress to the
open fields again, and secured my es-
:ape; but before I could slip down from
the bed and resume my shoes, and take
advantage of this exit, my aunt and poor
Myrs. Taylor entered the room, and I
was ignominiously captured and taken
home; I expiated my offense by a week
of bread and water, and daily solitary
confinement in a sort of tool house in
the garden, where my only occupation
was meditation, the clare - obseure that
reigned in my prison admitting of none
other.

This was not cheerful, but I endeav-
ored to make it appear as little the re-
verse as possible by invariably singing
at the top of my voice whenever I heard

footsteps on the gravel walk near my

place of confinement.
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Finally 1 was released, and was guilty
of no further outrage before my depart-
ure for Paris, whither I went with my
mother and Mrs. Charles Matthews at
the end of the summer.

We traveled in the malle poste, and
I remember but one incident connected
with our journey. Some great noble-
man in Paris was about to give a grand
banquet, and the conducteur of our ve-
hicle had been prevailed upon to bring
up the fish for the occasion in great
hampers on our carriage, which was
then the most rapid public conveyance
on the road between the coast and the
capital. The heat was intense, and the
smell of our ¢ luggage’” intolerable.
My mother complained and remonstrated
in vain; the name of the important per-
sonage who was to entertain his guests
with this delectable fish was considered
an all - sufficient reply. At length the
contents of the baskets began literally to
ooze out of them and stream down the
sides of the carriage; my mother threat-
ened an appeal to the authorities at the
bureaw de poste, and finally we ot rid
of our pestiferous load. Whether M. le
Duc’s chef suicided himself, & la Vatel,
for the non-arrival of the precious marée
I know not, but we must have died of it,
if not for it, if we had persevered in con-
veying it a league farther.

T was now placed at a school in the Rue
d’ Angouléme, Champs Elysées; a hand-
some house, formerly somebody’s private
hotel, with porte cochére, cour d’hon-
neur, a small garden beyond, and large,
lofty ground-floor apartments opening
with glass doors upon them. The name
of the lady at the head of this establish-
ment was Rowden; she had kept a school
for several years in Hans Place, Lon-
don, and among her former pupils had
had the charge of Miss Mary Russell
Mitford, and that clever but most ee-
centrie personage, Lady Caroline Lamb.
The former I knew slightly, years after,
when she came to London and was often
in friendly communication with my fa-
ther, then manager of Covent Garden,
upon the subject of the production on
the stage of her tragedy of the Foscari.
Of the merits of this drama I have but

Old Woman's Gossip.

445

a faint recollection. T remember much
better a volume of Dramatic Scenes by
Miss Mitford, which made a very pow-
erful and striking impression upon me.
One in particular I was greatly fasci-
nated by, on the subject of the German
legend of the lady who compelled her
lovers to ride round the top of her castle
wall above a deep precipice, as the qual-
ification for pretending to her hand, and
is scornfully rejected by the only knizht
who succeeds in captivating her affec-
tions, and achieves the perilous ordeal of
the ride, in attempting which his young-
er brother has been dashed to picces be-
fore him. This story was also made the
subject of a pretty ballad by M. Planché,
called the Lady of Kienast, and set to a
popular melody from Weigl’s Schweitzer
Familie. Miss Mitford’s gallant hero,
caressing and praising and thanking
his horse for having borne him sncecess-
fully round the terrible summit, while
the humbled lady, trembling with love
and agony at his feet, in vain implores a
look or word from him, was a very spir-
ited and striking picture that remains
vividly in my mind, though it must be
upwards of forty years since I read the
poem. The play of Rienzi, in which
Miss Mitford achieved the manly tri-
umph of a really successful historical
tragedy, is of course her principal and
most important claim to fame, though
the prefty collection of rural sketches,
redolent of counfry freshness and fra-
grance, called Our Village, precursor,
in some sort, of Mrs. Gaskell’s incom-
parable Cranford, is, I think, the most
popular of Miss Mitford’s works.

She herself has always a peculiar
honor in my mind, from the exemplary
devotion of her whole life to her father,
for whom her dutiful and tender affec-
tion always seemed to me to fulfill the
almost religious idea conveyed by the
old - fashioned, half - heathen phrase of
filial piety.

Lady Caroline Lamb I never saw,
but from friends of mine who were well
acquainted with her I have heard mani-
fold instances of her extraordinary char-
acter and conduct. I remember my
friend Mr. Harness telling me that,
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dancing with him cne night at a great
ball, she had suddenly amazed him by
the challenge: ¢ Gueth how many pairth
of thtockingth I have on.”” (Her lady-
ship lisped, and her particular gracious-
ness to Mr. Harness was the result of
Lord Byron’s school intimacy with and
regard for him.) Finding her partner
quite unequal to the piece of divination
proposed to him, she put forth a very
pretty little foot, from which she lifted
A icos cle i isping
t‘l‘h?r ]ﬂit:ll::?’mt ankle high, lisping out,
I believe it was on the occasion of
that same ball that she asked Lord By-
ron to waltz with her, when, probably
irritated by her impertinent disregard
of the infirmity which was always so
bitter a mortification to him, he not
only refused, saying, ¢ You know I can-
not,’’ but added, ‘“ and you or any oth-
er woman ought not.” (His poetical
vituperation of the dance, then first
coming into vogue, will be remembered.)
Upon this rebuff the lady went to a
dressing-room, and throwing open a win-
dow rushed out upon the balcony, and
exclaiming in the words of St. Preux
under the rocks of La Meilleraie: ¢ La
roche est escarpée! I’ean est profonde!??
prepared to precipitate herself, not into
the blue waters of Lake Leman, but
on to the hard-learted pavement of
a London street, which travesty of
Rousseau’s tragedy being timely averted
by a friendly and firm clutch at her
ladyship’s skirts behind, she desired to
have a glass of water, which being
brought to her, she set her teeth in the
glass and broke it, and proceeded to cut
her throat with the jazzed edge ; but this
being also interfered with, as injudi-
cious, she was finally persnaded to post-
pone her despair to a more convenient
season, and go home to bed. I have
heard another version of the above at-
tempted suicide, which made a pair of
scissors snatched from the dressing-table
and about to be plunged into her bosom
the remedy of the lady for her outraged
feelings. She mizht have equally il-
lustrated her self-murder by a French
quotation from Scribe’s funny little piece
of Les premieres Amours: ** L’arme fa-
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tale était déjd levée sur son sein!
c’était une paire de ciseaux.” I re-
member my mother telling me of my
father and herself meeting Mr. and
Lady Caroline Lamb at a dinner at
Lord Holland’s, in Paris, when acei-
dentally the expected arvival of Lord
Byron was mentioned. Mp. Lamb had
just named the next day as the one
fixed for their departure; but Lady
Caroline immediately announced her in-
tention of prolonging her stay, which
created what would be called in the
French chambers ¢ sensation.”’

When the party broke up, my father
and mother, who occupied apartments
in the same hotel as the Lambs, — Meu-
rice's, — were driven into the court-yard
just as Lady Careline’s carriage had
drawn up before the staircase leading
to her rooms, which were immediately
opposite those of my father and mother.
A ruisseau or gutter ran round the court-
yard, and intervened between the car-
riage step and the door of the vestibule,
and Mr. Lamb, taking Lady Caroline,
as she alighted, in his arms (she had
a very pretty, slicht, graceful figure),
gallantly lifted her over the wet stones;
which act of conjugal courtesy elicited
admiring approval from my mother, and
from my father a growl to the effect,
“If you were my wife I’d put your
ladyship in the gutter,” justified per-
haps by their observation of what fol-
lowed. My mother’s sitting-room faced
that of Lady Caroline, and before lights
were brought into it she and my father
had the full benefit of a curious scene in
the room of their opposite neichbors,
who seemed quite unmindful that their
apartment being lighted and the cur-
tains not drawn they were, as regarded
the opposite wing of the building, a
spectacle for gods and men.

Mr. Lamb on entering the room sat
down on the sofa, and his wife perched
herself upon the elbow of it with her
arm round his neek, which engaging
attitude she presently exchanged for a
still more persuasive one, by kneeling at
his feet; but upon his getting up the
lively lady did so also, and in a moment
began flying round the room, seizing
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and flinging on the floor cups, saucers,
plates, — the whole cabaret, — vases,
candlesticks, her poor husband pursuing
and attempting to restrain his mad moi-
ety, in the midst of which extraordinary
scene the curtains were abruptly closed
and the domestic drama finished behind
them, leaving no doubt, however, in my
father’s and mother’s minds, that the
question of Lady Caroline’s prolonged
stay till Lord Byron’s arrival in Paris
had caused the disturbance they had
witnessed. Poor Lady Caroline’s wor-
ship seems to have been of as little avail
with her spoilt poet as her husband’s
patient forbearance was with her. In-
deed, Mr. Lamb’s entire subjugation to
her influence very long survived the pe-
riod at which society judged that he
ought to have withstood it in the inter-
est of his dignity and her decorum, of
which fact his very affectionate and ad-
miring old friend, Lord Dacre, gave me
a comical illustration in the following
anecdote.

Her flighty and eccentric conduct with
regard to Lord Byron, and the many
unaccountable vagaries in which she in-
dulged, at length brought her husband’s
family and friends to the unanimous
resolution of using all possible influence
to induce him to part from her. Much
urgent persuasion was brought to bear
upon the kindly, amiable gentleman,
and a promise af length extorted from
him by his irritated relations to separate
himself from his crazy consort.

His firmness, however, was not sup-
posed of a nature to be intrusted with
the management of the parting, and he
went off to Brocket Hall, leaving his
sister to breal his determination to Lady
Caroline, and afterwards to follow him
with the news of how she had received
the expression of his resolution never to
see her again.  The interview between
the wife and sister-in-law took place,
and the offending lady was emphatical-
ly apprised of her husband’s stern de-
termination with regard to her; after
which several members of Mr. Lamb’s
family left town for Hertfordshive, to
tell him how the matter had gone, to
strengthen him in his resolution, and
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comfort him in his desolation. Arrived
at Brocket, they sought the disconsolate
husband in vain in the house and grounds
till in a remote summer - house in the
park he was discovered with Lady Caro-
line, en Amazone, sitting in his lap and
feeding him with dainty slices of bread
and butter, which she was literally put-
ting into his mouth: the countenances of
the relations must have been curious to
see.

Among Lady Caroline’s accomplish-
ments was that of being a first-rate
horsewoman. On parting from her sis-
ter-in-law she had mounted hér horse
and ridden as hard as she could ride
straight to Brocket, to tell her husband
herself how she had taken his sentence
against her. T never read Glenarvon,
in which I believe Lady Caroline is sup-
posed to have intended fo represent her
idol, Lord Byron, and the only com-
position of hers with which I am ac-
quainted is the pretty song of Waters of
Elle, of which I think she also wrote the
air. She was undoubtedly very clever
in spite of her silliness, and possessed
that sort of attraction, often as power-
ful as unaccountable, which belongs
sometimes to women so little distin-
guished by great personal beauty that
they have sugoested the French obser-
vation that ¢‘ ce sont les femmes laides
qui font les grandes passions.”” The
Turopean women fascinating par excel-
lence arve the Poles; and a celebrated
enchantress of that charming and fan-
tastic race of sirens, Mademoiselle Del-
phine Potocka, always reminded me of
Lady Cavoline Lamb, in the descriptions
given of her by her adorers.

With Mr. Lamb I never was acquaint-
ed till long after Lady Carcline’s death;
after I came out on the stage, when he
was Lord Melbourne and Prime Min-
ister of England. 1 was a very young
person, and though I often met him in
society, and he took amiable and kindly
nofice of me, our intercourse was, of
course, a mere occasional condescension
on his part.

He was exceedingly handsome, with a
fine person, verging towards the portly
and a sweet countenance, more express-
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ive of refined, easy. careless good-hu-
mor than almost any face I ever saw.
His beauty was of too well born and well
bred a type to be urpleasantly sensual;
but his whole face, person, expression,
and manner conveyec the idea of a pleas-
ure-loving nature, habitually self-indul-
gent, and indulgent 1o others. He was
my beau idéal of an Epicurean philoso-
pher, supposing it possible that an Epi-
curean philosopher could have consented
to be Prime Minister of England; and I
confess to having read with unbounded
astonishment the statement in the Grev-
ille Memoirs, that this apparent prince
of poco curantes had taken the pains to
make himself a profound Hebrew scholar.
My dear old friend, Lord Dacre, often
enlarged upon Lord Melbourne’s amia-
ble qualities ; he was much attached to
him, and spoke enthusiastically of his
fine temper towards his political antago-
nists. OF this I recollect Charles Grev-
ille giving me an instance. When the
Tories under Sir Robert Peel succeeded
to the Melbourne ministry, Lord Mel-
bourne ended a conversation upon the
subject of his being ¢ turned out,’’ by
saying, ¢“ Well, Charles, if those fellows
[the ones new in oflice] want any hLelp
or information about business, you know
vou may come to me for it, for them.”
M. Greville was clerk of the council and
an intimate friend of Lord Melbourne's.

He told me the queen was personally
much attached to the pleasant premier
under whose ministry she began herreign.
He was always agrecable to her in his
business relations with her, and she ex-
hibited decided pleasure in his society;
he used to amuse and make her laugh,

and I believe his great successor, Sir

Robert Peel, was at an immense disad-
vantage in his intercourse with his royal
mistress, from the contrast between the
easy, high-bred grace of Lord Mel-
bourne’s manner, and the rather awk-
ward stiffness of his own.

Charles Greville thought TLord Mel-
bourne’s feeling for Lis young girl queen
was a mixture of fatherly and lover-like
tenderness and interest; and she may
well have felt severely the change from
his affectionate and chivalrous devotion
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and solicitude, to the formal service, how-
ever dutiful, of his successor. She is
said to have shed tears when Lord Mel-
bourne went out of office, and certainly
delayed by the mere exercise of her will
Sir Robert’s full assumption of his posi-
tion, as long as it was possible to do so.

I retain one very vivid impression of
that most charming of debonair noble-
men, Lord Melbourne. I had the honor
of dining at his house once, with the
beautiful, highly-gifted, and unfortunate
woman with whom his relations after-
wards became subject of such cruel pub-
lic scandal; and after dinner I sat for
some time opposite a large, crimson-
covered ottoman, on which Lord Mel-
bourne reclined, surrounded by those
three enchanting Sheridan sisters, Mrs.
Norton, Mrs. Blackwood (afterwards
Lady Dufferin), and Lady St. Maur
(afterwards Duchess of Somerset, and al-
ways queen of beauty).: A more re-
markable collection of comely creatures
I think could hardly be seen, and taking
into consideration the high rank, emi-
nent position, and intellectual distine-
tions of the four persons who formed
that beantiful group, it certainly was a
picture to remain impressed upon one’s
memory.

To return to my school-mistress, Mrs.
Rowden: she was herself an authoress,
and had published a poem dedicated
to Lady Bessborough (Lady Caroline
Lamb’s mother), the title of which was
The Pleasures of Friendship (hope,
memory, and imagination were all be-
spoken), of which I remember only the
two opening lines: —

* Visions of .cnrl_\' youth, ere yet ye fade,

Let my light pen arrest your fleeting shade ;
and a pathetic, though rather prosaic
episode about two young Scoteh girls, a
certain Bessie Bell and Mary Gray, who,
retiring together from some town infect-
ed with small-pox or other contagious
disease, less fortunate than the fair De-
cameronians of Boccaceio, were fol-
lowed to the rural retreat where they
had taken refuge, by a young man, the
lover of one of them, who brought the
infection to them, of which they both
died.
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Mrs. Rowden during the period of her
school-keeping in London was an ardent
admirer of the stage in general and of
my uncle John in partieular, of whom
the mezzotint engraving as Coriolanus,
from Lawrence’s picture, adorned her
drawing-room in the Rue d’ Angouléme,
where, however, the nature and objects
of her enthusiasm had undergone a con-
siderable change: for when I was placed
under her charge, theatres and things
theatrical had given place in her esteem
to churches and things clerical; her ex-
citements and entertainments were Bi-
ble-meetings, prayer-meetings, and pri-
vate preachings and teachings of religion.
She was what was then termed Metho-
distical, what would now be designated
as very Low Church. We were taken
every Sunday either to the chapel of the
embassy or to the Eglise de I’Oratoire
(French Protestant worship), to two and
sometimes to three services; and cer-
tainly Sunday was no day of rest to us,
as we were required to write down from
memory the sermons we had heard in
the course of the day, and read them
aloud at our evening devotional gather-
ing. Some of us had a robust power of
attention and retention, and managed
these reproductions with tolerable fideli-
ty. Others contrived to bring forth such
a version of what they had heard as
closely resembled the last edition of the
subject matter of a prolonged game of
Russian scandal. Sometimes upon an
appeal fo mercy and a solemn protest
that we had paid the utmost attention
and could n’t remember a single sentence
of the Christian exhortation we had
heard, we were allowed to choose a text
and compose an original sermon of our
own; and I think a good-sized volume
might have been made of homilies of my
composition, indited under these circum-
stances for myself and my companions.
I have always had rather an inclination
for preaching, of which these exercises
were perhaps the origin, and it is but a
few years ago that I received at Saint
Leonard’s a visit from a tottering, feeble
old lady of near seventy, whose name,
unheard since, carried me back to my
Paris school-days, and who, among other
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memories evoked to recall herself to my
recollection, said, * Oh, don’t you re-
member how good-natured you were in
writing such nice sermons for me when
I never could write down what I had
heard at church?”’ Her particular share
in these intellectual benefits conferred
by me I did not remember, but I re-
membered well and gratefully the sweet,
silver-toned voice of her sister, refresh-
ing the arid atmosphere of our dreary
Sunday evenings with Hindel’s holy
music. I know that my Redeemer liveth,
and He shall feed his Flock, which I
hieard for the first time from that gentle
school-mate of mine, recall her meek,
tranquil face and liquid thread of deli-
cate soprano voice, even through the
glorious associations of Jenny Lind’s in-
spired utterance of those divine songs.
These ladies were daunghters of a high
dignitary of the English Church, which
made my sermon-writing for their suc-
cor rather comical. Besides these Sun-
day exercises, we were frequently taken
to week-day services at the Oratoire to
hear some special preacher of celebrity,
on which oceasions of devout dissipation
Mrs. Rowden always appeared in the
highest state of elation, and generally
received distinguished notice from the
clerical hero of the evening.

I remember accompanying her to hiear
Mr. Lewis Wade, a celebrated mission-
ary preacher, who had been to Syria
and the Holy Land, and brought thence
observations on subjects sacred and pro-
fane that made his discourses peculiarly
interesting and edifying.

I was also taken to hear a much more
impressive preacher, Mr. César Malan,
of Geneva, who addressed a small and
select audience of very distinguished
persons, in a magnificent salon in some
great private house, where everybody
sat on satin and gilded fauteuils to re-
ceive his admonitions, all which pre-
duced a great effect on my mind, not how-
ever, I think, altogether religious; but
the sermon I heard, and the striking as-
pect of the eloquent person who deliv-
ered it, left a strong and long impression
on my memory. It was the first fine
preaching 1 ever heard, and though I
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was undoubtedly too young to appreciate
it duly, I was, nevertheless, deeply af-
fected by it, and it cave me my earliest
experience of that dengerous thing, emo-
tional religion, or, fo speak more proper-
ly, religious excitement.

The Unitarians of the United Stafes
have in my time possessed a number of
preachers of most remarkable excellence;
Dr. Channing, Dr. Dewey, Dr. Bellows,
my own venerable and dear pastor, Dr.
Furness, Dr. Follen, William and Henry
Ware, being all men of extraordinary
powers of eloquence. At home T have
heard Frederick Maurice and Dean
Stanley, but the most impressive preach-
ing I ever heard in England was still
from a Unitarian pulpit; James Mar-
tineau, I think, surpassed all the very
remarkable men I have named in the
wonderful beauty and power, spirituality
and solemnity, of hii sacred teaching.
Frederick Robertson, to my infinite loss
and sorrow, I never heard, having been
deterred from going to hear him by his
reputation of a ¢ fashionable preacher;*’
he, better than any one, would have
understood my repugnance to that spe-
cies of religious instructor.

Better, in my judgment, than these
occasional appeals to our feelings and
imaginations under Mrs. Rowden’s in-
fluence, was the constant use of the Bi-
ble among us. Icannot call the reading
and committing to memory of the Seript-
ures, as we performed those duties, by
the serious name of stady. But the Bi-
ble was learnt by heart in certain por-
tions and recited before breakfast every
morning, and read aloud before bedtime
every evening by us; and though the
practice may be open to some objections,
I think they hardly outweigh the bene-
fit bestowed upon young minds by early
familiar acquaintance with the highest
themes, the holiest thonghts, and the
noblest words the world possesses or ever
will possess. Tome my intimate knowl-
edae of the Bible has always seemed the
greatest benefit T derived from my school
training. Of the secu'ar portion of the
education we received, the French lady
who was Mrs, Rowden’s partner direct-
ed the principal part. Our lessons of
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ceography, grammar, history, arithme-
tic, and mythology (of which latter sub-
ject I suspect we had a much more thor-
ough knowledge than is at all usual with
young English girls) were conducted by
her.

These studies were all pursued in
French, already familiar to me as the
vehicle of my elementary acquirements
at Boulogne; and this soon became the
language in which I habitually wrote,
spoke, and thought, to the almost entire

" neglect of my native tongue, of which I

never thorouchly studied the grammar
till T was between fifteen and sixteen,
when, on my presenting, in a glow of
vanity, some verses of mine to my father,
he said with his blandest smile, after
reading them, ¢ Very well, very pretty
indeed! My dear, don’t you think before
you write poetry, you had better learn
grammar?*’ a suggestion which sent me
crestfallen to a dilizent study of Lindley
Murray. But grammar is perfectly un-
congenial matter to me, which my mind
absolutely refuses to assimilate. I have
learned Latin, English, French, Ttalian,
and German grammar, and do not know
a single rule of the construction of any
language whatever. Moreover, to the
present day, my early familiar use of
French produces uncertainty in my mind
as to the spelling of all words that take
a double consonant in French and only
one in English, as apartment, enemy,
ete.

The men of my family, that is, my
uncle John, my father, and my eldest
brother, were all philologists, and ex-
tremely fond of the study of language.
Jrammar was favorite light reading, and
the philosophy which lies at the root of
human speech a frequent subject of dis-
cussion and research with them; but
they none of them spoke foreign lan-
guages with ease or fluency. My uncle
was a good Latin scholar, and read
French, Italian, and Spanish, but spoke
none of them; not even the first, in
spite of his long residence in French
Switzerland. The same was the case
with my father, whose delight in the
dry bones of language was such that at
near seventy he took the greatest pleas-
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ure in assiduonsly studying the Greek
grammar. My brother John, who was a
learned linguist and familiar with the
modern European languages, spoke none
of them well, not even German, though
he resided for many years at Hanover,
where he was curator of the royal mu-
seum and had married a German wife,
and had among his most intimate friends
and correspondents both the Grimms,
Gervinus, and many of the principal lit-
erary men of Germany. My sister and
myself, on the contrary, had remarka-
ble facility in speaking foreign languages
with the accent and tune (if I may use
the expression) peculiar to each; a fac-
ulty which seems to me less the result
of carly training and habit, than of
some particular construction of ear and
throat favorable for receiving and re-
peating mere sounds; a musical organ-
ization and mimetic faculty; a sort of
mocking - bird specialty, which I have
known possessed in great perfection by
persons with whom it was in no way
conneeted with the study, but only with
the use of the languages they spoke with
such idiomatic ease and grace. More-
over, in my own case, both in Italian and
German, though I understand for the
most part what I read and what is said
in these languages, I have had but little
exercise in speaking them, and have
been amused to find myself, while travel-
ing, taken for an Italian as well as for a
German, simply by dint of the facility
with which I imitated the accent of the
people I was among, while intrepidly
confounding my moods, tenses, genders,
and cases in the determination to speak
and make myself understood in the lan-
guage of whatever country I was pass-
ing through.

Mademoiselle Descuilles, Mrs. Row-
den’s partner, was a handsome woman of
about thirty, with a full, graceful fizure,
a pleasant countenance, a great deal of
playful vivacity of manner, and very de-
termined and strict notions of discipline.
Active, energetic, intelligent, and good-
tempered, she was of a capital compo-
sition for a governess, the sort of person
to manage successfully all her pupils and
become an object of enthusiastic devo-
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tion to the elder ones whom she admitted
to her companionship.

She almost always acecompanied us
when we walked, invariably presided in
the school-room, and very generally her
easy figure and pleasant, bricht eyes
were to be discovered in some corner of
the play - ground, where from a semi-
retirement, seated in her fauteuil with
book or needle-work in hand, she exer-
cised a quiet but effectnal surveillance
over her young subjects.

She was the active and eflicient part-
ner in the concern, Mrs. Rowden the
dignified and representative one. The
whole of our course of study and mode
of life, with the exception of our relig-
ious training, of which I have spoken
before, was followed under her direction,
and according to the routine of most
French schools.

The monastic rule of loud - reading
during meals was observed, and L’ Abbé
Millot’s Universal History, of blessed
boring memory, was the dry daily sauce
to our diet. On Saturday we always
had a half-holiday in the afternoon, and
the morning occupations were feminine
rather than academic.

Lvery girl brought into the school-
room whatever useful needle-work mend-
ing or making her clothes required; and
while one read aloud, the others re-
paired or replenished their wardrobes.

Great was our satisfaction if we could
prevail upon Mademoiselle Descuilles
herself to take the book in hand and be-
come the ¢ lectrice’ of the morning;
greater still when we could persuade her,
while intent upon her own stitching, to
sing to us, which she sometimes did, old-
fashioned French songs and ballads, of
which 1 learnt from her and still remem-
ber some that 1 have never since heard,
that must have long ago died out of
the musical world and left no echo but
in my memory. Of two of these I think
the words pretty enough to be worth
preserving, the one for its naive simpli-
city, and the other for the covert irony
of its reflection upon female constancy,
to which Mademoiselle Descuilles’ de-
livery, with her final melancholy shrug
of the shoulders, gave great effect.



LE TROUBADOUR.

Un gentil Troubadour

Qui chante et fait la guerre,
Revenait ches son pére,
Riivant 4 son amour,

Gages de ga valeur,
Suspendus & son écharpe,
Son épée, et sa harpe,

Se crofsaient sur son coeur.

Il rencontre en clemin
Pelerine jolie,

Qui voyage, et qui prie,
Un rosaire & la mauin,

Colerette, & long plis,
Cachait & fine taiile,

Un grand chapeau de paille,
Ombrait son teint le lys.

0 gentil Tronbadour,
81 tu reviens fidele,
Chante un couplet pour celle
Qui bénit ton retour.”

* Pardonne & mon refos,
Pelerine jolie!
Bans avoir vu ma mie,
Je ne chanterai plus.’?

* Kt ne la vois-tu pas’
0 Troubadour fidéle !
Regarde moi — c’est alle!
Ouvre lui done tes bras !

* Craignant pour notre amour,
Jallais en pelerine,
A la Vierge divine
Prier pour ton retour ! ¥’

Prés des tendres amars
8'¢léve une chapelle,
L’Ermite quion appelle,
Bénit leurs doux sermens,

Venes en ce saint lien,
Amans du voisinage,
Faire un pelerinage

A la Mere de Dieu!

The other ballad, thoush equally an
illustration of the days of chivalry, was
written in a spirit of caustic contempt
for the fair sex which sugzests the bit-
terness of the bard’s personal experi-
ence: —

LE CHEVALIER ERRBANT.

Dans un vieux chiteau de I’Andalonsie,
Au temps ot Famour se montrait constant,
01l Beauté, Valeur, et Galanterie

Guidait aux ecombats un fidéle amant,

Un beau chevalier un soir se présente,
Visiére baisste, et Ia lance en ma'n ;

11 vient demander & sa douce amants
N'est pas (par hasard) chez le chitelain.
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* Noble chevalier ! quelle est votre amie ?3?
Demande & son tour le vieux chitelain,
fAh! de fleurs d'amour clest la plus jolie *
Elle a teint de rose, et peau de satin,
Elle a de beaux yeux, dont le doux langage
Porte en votre ccenr wif enchantment,
Elle o tout enfin— elle est belle, — et sage! »?
' Pauvre chevalier ! chercherez longtemps !

“ Poursuivez, pourtant, votre long voyage,
Et si vouz trouvez un pareil trigor —
Ne le perdez plus! Adieu, bon voyage !
L'umant repartit — mais, il cherche encore

The air of the first of these songs was
a very simple and charming little mel-
ody, which my sister, having learnt it
from me, adapted to some English words.
The other was an extremely favorite
vaudeville air, repeated constantly in the
half singing dialogue of some of those
popular pieces.

Our Saturday sewing class was a eap-
ital institution, which made most of us
expert needle-women, developed in some
the peculiarly lady-like accomplishment
of working exquisitely, and gave to all
the useful knowledge of how to make
and mend our own clothes. When I
left school I could make my own dresses
and was a proficienf in marking and
darning.

My school-fellows were almost all En-
glish and, T suppose, with one exception,
were young girls of average character
and capacity, Elizabeth P—, a young
person from the west of England, was
the only remarkable one among them.
She was strikingly handsome, both in
face and figure, and endowed with very
uncommon abilities. She was several
years older than myself, and an object
of my unbounded school-girl heroine wor-
ship. A daughter of Kiallmark, the mu-
sical composer, was also eminent among
us for her great beauty, and always
scemed to my girlish fancy what Mary
Queen of Scots must have looked like in
her youth. Among the rest none were
in any way peculiar except a Scotch
girl, of the name of Sybilla M. R
perfect typical ugly she Scot — tall, thin,
raw-boned, whey -faced, sandy - haired,
gooseberry - eyed, shambling, angular,
awkward, speaking with the broadest
Scotch twang, and sleeping with eyes
and mouth wide open.
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This curious image is made more lu-
dierous in my memory by an incident of
school diseipline, which illustrated her
imperturbable Scoteh phlegm and pe-
culiar, rigid Scoteh conscientiousness.
For some offense, I know not what,
Mademoiselle Descuilles desired her to
kneel down in the middle of the school-
room —a favorite foreign punishment for
recaleitrant subjects, borrowed undoubt-
edly, like the lond-reading at meal-times,
from monastic discipline. The mandate
having been repeated with increasing
sternness several times without effect,
received at last the deliberate reply in
the broadest North British: ¢ Nong, ma-
dame, j& né pouee — paw.”’ (Sybilla
certainly never bowed her knees except
to Heaven, and then, T imagine, not with-
out their ereaking.) The irate French
lady then rejoining, *“Eh bien, allez
mettre votre bonnet de nuit, si vous
pouvez,’”’ was as deliberately obeyed,
with a ¢ Wee, madame, je pou-ee,”” and
out shambled the Sybilla, to return with
her head and face arrayed in such a
hideous night-gear as produced an up-
roar among the class, and constrained
Mademoiselle Descuilles to stoop very
suddenly and very low over her desk,
while the unperturbed performer of this
grotesque penance resumed her place
among us, and, with as perfect uncon-
cern as if she had been in one of her
wide-eyed slumbers, went through a les-
son with one of the masters, whose gal-
vanized start on entering was followed
by repeated apparent fascinations, dur-
ing which he remained for several see-
onds absorbed in the contemplation of
the ‘¢ bonnet de nuit of Mees Sibillena.”
She was a girl of fifteen or sixteen, and
certainly had a supernatural contempt
for personal appearance. That bonnet
de nuil penance would hardly serve,
nowadays, any serious purpose of hu-
miliation, what with the dandy night-
caps, all ribbon and Valenciennes, and
the still pretticr white nets, with the
bright braids glistening through them,
of the American and English girls of
the present day; but Sybilla M— s
night-cap was a grim skull-cap of thick
linen, tied under her chin with tape,
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and hideous was the only word appro-
priate to it.

Besides pupils Mrs. Rowden received
a small number of parlor boarders, who
joined only in some of the lessons; in-
deed, some of them appeared to fulfill
no purpose of education whatever by
their residence with her. There were a
Madame and Mademoiselle de L——,
the latter of whom was supposed, I be-
lieve, to imbibe English in our atmos-
phere. She bore a well - known noble
French name, and was once visited, to
the immense execitement of all ¢¢ ces de-
moiselles,’” by a brother in the uniform
of the royal Gardes du Corps, whose
looks werereported (I think rather myth-
ologically) to be as superb as his attire.
In which case he must have been strik-
ingly unlike his sister, who was one of
the ugliest women I ever saw; with a
disproportionately large and ill-shaped
nose and mouth, and a terrible eruption
all over her face. She had, however,
an extremely beautiful figure, exqui-
site hands and feet, skin as white as
snow, and magnificent hair and eyes; in
spite of which numerous advantages she
was almost repulsively plain; it really
seemed as if she had been the victim
of a spell, to have so beautiful a body,
and so all but hideous a face. Besides
these French ladies there was a Miss
MeC——, a very delicate, elegant look-
ing Irishwoman, and a Miss T , who
in spite of her noble name was a coarse
and inelegant but very handsome En-
glishwoman. In general, these ladies
had nothing to do with us; they had
privileged places at table, formed Mus.
Rowden’s evening circle in the drawing-
room, and led (except at meals) a life
of dignified separation from the schol-
ars.

I remember but two French girls in
our whole company: the one was a
Mademoiselle Adele de G , Wwhose
father, a fanatical Anglomane, wrote a
ridiculous book about England. His
daughter was, I think, a little cracked,
and left her education in a state of de-
plorable incompleteness behind her,
when she quitted the Rue d’ Angouléme
to contract a marriage of the very usual
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French construction then, and still, I
believe: it surely can hardly have been
one of inclination or have begun very
auspiciously, to judge by her own mode
of speaking of it.

The other French pupil I ought not to
have called a companion, or said that I
remembered, for in truth I remember
nothing but her funeral. She died soon
after I joined the schocl, and was bur-
ied in the cemetery of Pere la Chaise,
near the tomb of Abelard and Eloise,
with rathera theatrical sort of ceremony
that made a very lugubrious impression
upon me. She was followed to her
grave by the whole school, dressed in
white and wearing long white veils fast-
ened round our heads with white fillets.
On each side of the bier walked three
young girls, pall-bearers, in the same
modern mourning, holding in one hand
long streamers of broad white ribbon at-
tached to the bier, and in the other
several white nareissus blossoms.

The ghostly train and the picturesque
medizval monument, close to which we
paused and clustered to deposit the dead
airl in her early resting-place, formed a
striking pieture that liaunted me for a
long time, and which the smell and sight
of the chalk-white nareissus blossom in-
variably recalls to me.

Meantime the poetical studies, or
rather indulgences of Lome had ceased.
No sonorous sounds of Milton’s mighty
music ever delighted :ny ears, and for
my almost daily bread of Scott’s roman-
tic epics I hungered and thirsted in vain,
with such intense desire that T at length
undertook to write out The Lay of the
Last Minstrel and Marmion from mem-
ory, so as not absolutely to lose my pos-
session of them. This task I achieved
to a very considerable extent, and found
the stirring, chivalrons stories and spir-
ited, picturesque verse a treasure of re-
freshment when all my poetical diet
consisted of L’Anthologie francaise &
I’Usage des Demoiselles, and Voltaire’s
Henriade, which Iwas compelled to learn
by heart and with the opening lines
of which I more than once startled the
whole dormitory at midnight, sitting
suddenly up in my bed and from the
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midst of perturbed slumbers loudly pro-
claiming, —
* Je chante ces héros qui regnes sur la France,

Et par drolt de conqudte, et par droit de nais-
sance,’’

Familiarity breeds contempt. I went
on committing to memory the tiresome
rhymed history of Le Béarnais, and by
and by slept sound in spite of Henri
Quatre and Voltaire.

More exciting reading was Madame
Cottin’s Mathilde, of which I now got
hold for the first time, and devoured
with delight, finishing it one evening just
before we were called to prayers, so that
I wept bitterly during my devotions,
partly for the Norman princess and her
Saracen lover, and partly from remorse
at my own sinfulness in not being able
to banish them from my thoughts while
on my knees and saying my prayers.

But, to be sure, that baptism in the
desert, with the only drop of water they
had to drink, seemed to me the very
acme of religious fervor and sacred self-
sacrifice. I wonder what I should think
of the book were I to read it now, which
Heaven forefend! The really powerful
impression made upon my imagination
and feelings at this period, however, was
by my first reading of Lord Byron’s
poetry. The day on which I received
that revelation of the power of thought
and language remained memorable to
me for many a day after.

T had occasionally received invitations
from Mrs. Rowden tfo take tea in the
drawing-room with the lady parlor board-
ers, when my week’s report for ‘¢ bonne
conduite >’ had been tolerably satisfac-
tory. One evening, when I had re-
ceived this honorable distinetion and was
sitting in sleepy solemnity on the sofa
opposite my uncle John's black figure in
Coriolanus, which seemed to grow alter-
nately smaller and larger as my eyelids
slowly drew themselves together and
suddenly opened wide, with a startled
consciousness of unworthy drowsiness,
Miss H——, who was sitting beside me,
reading, leaned back and put her book
before my face, pointing with her finger
to the lines, —

Tt is the hour when from the boughs
The nightingale’s high note is heard.”
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It would be impossible to describe the
emotion I experienced. I was instantly
wide awake, and, quivering with excite-
ment, fastened a grip like steel upon the
book, imploring to be allowed to read
on. The fear, probably, of some alter-
cation loud enough to excite attention
to the subject of her studies (which I
rather think would not have been ap-
proved of, even for a ¢ parlor boarder **)
prevented Miss H from making the
resistance she should have made to my
entreaties, and I was allowed to leave
the room, carrying with me the dan-
gerous prize, which, however, I did not
profit by.

It was bedtime, and the dormitory
light burned but while we performed our
night toilet, under supervision. The
under teacher and the lamp departed
together, and T confided to the compan-
ion whose bed was next to mine that I
had a volume of Lord Byron under my
pillow. The emphatic whispered warn-
ings of terror and dismay with which
she received this information, her horror
at the wickedness of the book (of which
of course she knew nothing), her dread
of the result of detection for me, and
her entreaties, enforced with tears, that
I would not keep the terrible volume
where it was, at length, combined with
my own nervous excitement about it, af-
fected me with such a sympathy of fear
that I jumped out of bed and thrust the
fatal poems into the bowels of a straw
paillasse on an empty bed, and returned
to my own to remain awake nearly all
night. My study of Byvon went no fur-
ther then; the next morning I found it
impossible to reseue the book unobserved
from its hiding-place, and Miss E 3
to whom I confided the secret of it, I
suppose took her own time for withdraw-
ing it, and so I then read no more of
that wonderful poetry which, in my after
days of familiar acquaintance with it,
always affected me like an evil potion
taken into my blood. The small, sweet
draught which I sipped in that sleepy
school-salon atmosphere remained indel-
ibly impressed upon my memory, inso-
much that when, during the last year
of my stay in Paris, the news of my
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uncle John’s death at Lausanne, and
that of Lord Byron at Missolonghi, was
communicated to me, my passionate re-
gret was for the great poet of whose
writings I knew but twenty lines, and
not for my own celebrated relation, of
whom, indeed, I knew but little.

It was undoubtedly well that this dan-
gerous source of excitement should be
sealed to me as long as possible; buf I
do not think that the works of imagina-
tion to which I was allowed free access
were of a specially wholesome or even
harmless tendency. The false morality
and aftitudinizing sentiment of such
books as Les Contes & ma Fille and Ma-
dame de Genlis' Veillées du Chateau
and Adele et Théodore were rubbish, if
not poison. The novels of Florian were
genuine and simple romances, less mis-
chievous, I incline to think, upon the
whole, than the educational countess’s
mock moral sentimentality ; but Chateau-
briand’s Atala et Chactas, with its pict-
uresque pathos, and his powerful clas-
sical novel of Les Martyrs, were certain-
ly unfit reading for young girls of excit-
able feelings and wild imaginations, in
spite of the religious element which I
suppose was considered their recommen-
dation.

One great intellectual good fortune be-
fell me at this time, and that was read-
ing Guy Mannering; the first of Walter
Scott’s novels that I ever read, the dear-
est, therefore. I use the word advised-
ly, for I know no other than one of aftec-
tion to apply to those enchanting and ad-
mirable works, that deserve nothing less
than love in return for the healthful de-
light they have bestowed. To all who
ever read them, the first must surely be
the best; the beginning of what a series
of pure enjoyments, what a prolonged,
various, exquisite succession of intellect-
ual surprises and pleasures, amounting
for the time almost to happiness. Ex-
cellent genius! second but to one in En-
gland, fortunate above all other coun-
tries in having given to the world Shake-
speare and Scott: kindred in kind though
not in degree of gift, alike sweet of heart
and sound of head, in whose conceptions
beauty was never divided from truth;
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the fabrie of whose soaring, wide-spread
fancy rose from the firmest, broadest
base of moral integrity and sober judg-
ment, genuine human sympathy and ro-
bust common-sense: like the great mar-
ble minster of Lombardy, whose founda-
tions strike their roots deep down among
the homes of the fair city, clustering at
its feet, whose wide portals stand for-
ever open to the busy populace that
throngs its streets, and whose splendid
roof, soaring into the air, with its count-
less spires and pinnacles of matchless
workmanship, commands at once the
Alps and the great Italian plain, and
carries into the neighberhood of the stars
a whole world of saints and martyrs,
heroes, kings, and winged angelic pres-
ences, the glorified types of the human
nature flowing in ccaseless currents
around its base.

Scott, like Shakespeare, has given us,
for intimate acquaintance, companions,
and friends, men and women of such pe-
culiar individual nolleness, grace, wit,
wisdom, and humor, that they people our
minds and recur to our thoughts with
a vividness which makes them seem
rather to belong to the past realities of
the memory, than to the shadowy vis-
ions of the imagination.

It was not long before all this imagi-
native stimulus bore its legitimate fruit
in a premature harvest of crude com-
positions which T dignified with the name
of poetry. Rhymes 1 wrote without
stint or stopping, — a perfect deluge of
doggerel; what became of it all I know
not, but I have an idea that a manuseript
volume was sent to my poor parents as
a sample of the poetica: promise supposed
to be contained in these unripe produc-
tions.

Besides the studies pursued by the
whole school under the tuition of Made-
moiselle Descuilles, we had special mas-
ters from whom we took lessons in spe-
cial branches of knowledge.

Of these, by far the most interesting
to me, both in himself and in the subject
of his teachings, was my Italian master,
Biagioli.

He was a political exile of about the
same date as his remarkable contempo-
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rary, Ugo Foscolo; his hich forehead,
from which his hair fell back in a long
grizzled curtain, his wild, melancholy
eyes, and the severe and sad expression
of his face impressed me with some awe
and much pity. He was at the same
time one of the latest of the long tribe
of commentators on Dante’s Divina
Commedia. T do not believe his com
mentary ranks high among the innumer-
able similar works on the great Italian
poem; but in violence of abuse and scorn-
ful contempt of all but his own glosses
he yields to none of his fellow-laborers
in that vast and tangled poetical, his-
torical, biographical, philosophical, the-
ological, and metaphysical jungle.

I have said that I thought my brother
John’s early predilection for grammat-
ical study had probably been the resuls
of his master’s kindred pursuit in the
compilation of his dictionary. And I
haye no doubt that Biagioli's own pas-
sionate devotion to the great work of
Dante induced him to abridge with very
little ceremony my preparatory exer-
cises in Goldoni, Metastasio, and Tasso,
and place (perhaps prematurely) the
weird opening of the Divina Commedia
in my hands.

Dante was his spiritual consolation,
his intellectual delight, and indeed his
daily bread; for out of that tremendous
horn-book he taught me to stammer the
divine Italian langnage, and illustrat-
ed every lesson, from the simplest rule
of its syntax to its exceedingly complex
and artificially constructed prosody, out
of the pages of that sublime, arotesque,
and altogether wonderful poem. My
mother has told me that she attributed
her incapacity for relishing Milton to
the fact of Paradise Lost having been
used as a lesson-book out of which she
was made to learn English, a circum-
stance which had made it forever Para-
dise Lost to her. T do not know why or
how I escaped a similar misfortune in
my school-gir] study of Dante, but Iuck-
ily T did so, probably being carried over
the steep and stony way with compara-
tive ease by the help of my teacher’s
vivid enthusiasm. I have forgotten my
Italian grammar, rules of syntax and
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rules of prosody alike, but I read and
re-read the Divina Commedia with ever-
increasing amazement and admiration.
Setting aside all its weightier claims to
the high place it holds among the finest
achievements of human genius, I know
of no poem in any language in which so
many single lines and detached passages
can be found of equal descriptive force,
picturesque beauty, and delightful mel-
ody of sound; the latter virtue may lie
perhaps as much in the instrument it-
self as in the master hand that touched
it,—the Italian tongue, the resonance
and vibrating power of which is quite as
peculiar as its liquid softness.

While the stern face and forlorn fig-
ure of poor Biagioli seemed an appro-
priate accompaniment to my Dantesque
studies, nothing could exceed the con-
trast he presented to another Italian who
visited us on alternate days and gave
us singing lessons. Blangini, whose
extreme popularity as a composer and
teacher led him to the dignity of maes-
tro di eapella to some royal personage,
survives only in the recollection of cer-
tain elderly drawing -room nightingales
who warbled fifty summers ago, and
who will still hum bits of his pretty
Canzoni and Notturni, Care pupille,
Per'valli per boschi, ete., with pleasant
recollection of their agreeable melody
and easy accompaniment: how different
from the amateur struggles of the pres-
ent day, with the perilous modulations
of Mendelssohn and Schubert!

Blangini was a petit maitre as well as
a singing master; always attived in the
Leioht of the fashion, and in manner and
appearance much more of a Frenchman
than an Italian. He was mercilessly sa-
tirical on the failure of his pupils, to
whom (having reduced them, by the most
ridiculous imitation of their unfortu-
nate vocal attempts, to an almost inaud-
ible utterance of pianissimo pipings) he
would exclaim, ¢ Ma per cariti! aprite
la bocea! che cantate come uccelli che
dormono!”’ Besides his many graceful
Ttalian songs and charming French ro-
mances for one or two voices, he pub-
lished some more ambitious works: an
Italian opera or two, out of which I
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learnt some scenes of no particular mu-
sical merit; and a Irench one called Le
jeune Onele (a musical version of the
pretty piece of that name), which con-
tained some pleasant and cleverly con-
structed concerted pieces.

My music master, as distinguished
from my singing master, was a worthy
old Englishman of the name of Shaw,
who played on the violin, and had been
at one time leader of the orchestra at
Covent Garden Theatre. Indeed, it was
to him that John Kemble addressed
the joke (famous because in his mouth
unique) upon the subject of a song in
the piece of Richard Ceur de Lion—1I
presume an English version of Gratry’s
popular romance: ¢ O Richard, O mon
il This Mr. Shaw was painfully
endeavoring to teach my uncle, who was
entirely without musical ear, and whose
all but insuperable difficulty consisted
in repeating a few bars of the melody
supposed to be sung under his prison
window by his faithful minstrel, Blon-
del. ‘¢ Mr. Kemble, Mr. Kemble, you
are murdering the time, sir!’’ cried the
exasperated musician; to which my un-
cle replied, ¢ Very well, sir, and you
are forever beating it!’? I do not know
whether Mrs. Rowden knew this an-
eedote and engaged Mr. Shaw because
he had elicited this solitary sally from
her quondam idol, John Kemble. The
choice, whatever its motive, was not a
happy one. The old leader of the the-
atrical orchestra was himself no piano-
forte player, could no longer see very
well or hear very well, and his principal
attention was directed to his own share
of the double performance, which he led
much after the careless slap-bang style
in which overtures that nobody listened
to were performed in his day. Itis a
very great mistake to let learners play
with violin accompaniment until they
have thoroughly mastered the piano-
forte without it. Fingering, the first
of fundamental acquirements, is almost
sure to be overlooked by the master
whose attention is not on the hands of
his pupil but on his own bow; and the
pupil, anxious to keep up with the vio-
lin, slurs over rapid passages, scrambles
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through difficult ones, and aequires a
general habit of merely following the
violin in time and tune, to the utter dis-
regard of steady, accurate execution.
A person who has mastered so thor-
oughly the mechanical difficulties of
piano-forte playing as to be able to go
through Bach’s exercises quite correctly
by heart, may be trusted with a violin
accompaniment to ‘ighter compositions.
The lights and shades of expression, the
effects of execution, the precision of
time and general spirit of style may be
improved by playing with the violin, or
better still by taking a part in quartette
and concerto playins with cood perform-
ers. As for me, I derived but one ben-
efit from my old violin accompanier,
that of becoming a good timeist; in every
other respect I received nothing but in-
jury from our joint performances, get-
ting into incorrigible habits of bad fin-
gering, and of making up my bass with
unserupulous simplifications of the har-
mony, quite content if I came in with
my final chords well thumped in time
and tune with the emphatic serape of
the violin that ended our lesson. The
music my master gave me, too, was
more in accordance with his previons
practice as leader of a theatrical orches-
tra than calenlated to make me a steady
and serupulous executant. I made ac-
quaintance with all the overtures that
ever were composed — Mozart’s, Cima-
rosa’s, Paesiello’s, Fossini’s, Boeldien’s,
Méhul’s, Kreutzner's, the whole theat-
rical répertoire of the day; only occa-
sionally varied with one of Cramer’s
or Herz’s showy arrangements or varia-
tions on popular airs. a symphony or
two of Haydn’s, some pretty rondos by
Dussek, and Steibelt’s Storm, the ne
plus ultra of brilliant and difficult piano-
forte amateurship, in Mr. Shaw’s esti-
mation.

‘We had another master for French
and Latin,—a clever, ugly, impudent,
snuffy, dirty little man, who wrote vau-
devilles for the minor theatres and made
love to his pupils. Both these gentle-
men were supersedad in their offices
by other professors hefore I left school:
poor old Pshaw Psbaw, as we used to
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call him, by the French composer, Adam,
unluckily too near the time of my de-
parture for me to profit by his strict
and excellent method of instruetion;
and our vaudevilleist was replaced by
a gentleman of irreproachable manners,
and I should think morals, who al-
ways came to our lessons en toileite, —
black frock-coat and immaculate white
waistecoat, unexceptionable boots and
gloves,—Dby dint of all which he end-
ed by marrying our dear Mademoiselle
Descuilles (who, poor thing, was but a
woman after all, liable to charming by
such methods), and turning her into
Madame Champy, under which name
she continued to preside over the school
after I left it; and Mrs. Rowden relin-
quished her share in the concern, —
herself marrying and becoming Mrs. St.
Quintin.

I have spoken of my learning Latin.
Elizabeth P- , the object in all things
of my emulons admiration, studied it,
and I forthwith begged permission to do
so likewise; and while this dead-lan-
guage ambition possessed me I went so
far as to acquire the Greek alphabet;
which, however, I used only as a cipher
for *my secrets,” and abandoned my
Latin lore, just as I had exchanged
my Pheadrus for Cornelius Nepos, not
even attaining to the ¢ Arma virumque
cano.”’

Nobody but Miss P- and myself
dabbled in these eclassical depths, but
nearly the whole school took dancing
lessons, which were given us by two
masters, an old and young Mr. Guil-
let, father and son: the former, a little
dapper, dried-up, wizen-faced, beak-
nosed old man, with a brown wig that
fitted his head and face like a Welsh
night - cap; who played the violin and
stamped in time, and scolded and made
faces at us when we were clumsy and
awkward ; the latter a highly - colored,
beak-nosed young gentleman who squint-
ed fearfully with magnificent black eyes,
and had one shining, oily wave of blue-
black hair, which, departing from above
one ear, traversed his forehead in a
smooth sweep, and ended in a frizzly
breaker above the other., This gen-
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tleman showed us our steps and gave
us the examples of graceful agility of
which his father was no longer capable.
I remember a very comical scene at one
of our dancing lessons, oceasioned by
the first appearance of a certain Miss
L , who entered the room, to the
general amazement, in full evening cos-
tume, a practice common, I believe, in
some English schools where ‘¢ dressing
for dancing ”” prevails. We only put
on light prunella slippers instead of our
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heavier morning shoes or boots, and a
pair of gloves, as adequate preparation.
Moreover, the French fashion for full
dress, of that day, did not sanction the
uncovering of the person usual in En-
glish evening attive, and which under
the auspices of the female potentate who
has given the laws of dress to Paris, and
therefore to the world, in these latter
days has amounted as nearly as pos-
sible to the absolute nudity of the whole
bust.
Frances Anne Kemble.

THE JUDGMENT.

I preamED that T saw the Judgment set:
Ah, the old world’s tale’s untrue!

There was no throne in the clouds of heaven,
No armies in all the blue;

But a lonely man, with sad sweet face,
Slow walking from soul to soul —
Of all the pomp of the last dread day
This one sad man was the whole.

My soul stood naked before the man;
To my naked soul he spake,

And pointed up to a tall, pearl gate
Where the skies began to break.

¢ T am the Lord of that house,”” he said,
¢« My supper up there is spread;
I invite your soul, I ask each soul
Among all the quick and dead:

¢ Come sup with me, I will sup with you,
We’ll drink of the sweet new wine.
You are the branch, and I ask you in
Unto Christ, the living vine.”’

1 bowed my head, and I said, ¢ My Lord,
I cannot go in with thee,

For I am one of the world whose sins
Once nailed thy hands to a tree.

¢ [ am worse than much of the world besides,
And mine is the greater blame,
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GreEAT was the general surprise of
the dancing class when this large, tall,
handsome English girl, of about eight-
een, entered the room in a rose-colored
silk dress, with very low neck and very
short sleeves, white satin shoes, and
white kid gloves; her long auburn ring-
lets and ivory shoulders glancing in the
ten o’clock morning sunlight with a
sort of incongruous splendor, and her
whole demeanor that of the most inno-
cent and modest tranquillity.

Mademoiselle Descuilles shut her book
to with a snap, and sat bolt upright and
immovable, with eyes and mouth wide
open. Young Mr. Guillet blushed pur-
ple, and old Mr. Guillet scraped a few
interjections on his fiddle and then, put-
ting it down, took a resonant pinch of
snuff, by way of restoring his scattered
Senses.

No observation was made, however,
and the lesson proceeded, young Mr.
Guillet turning scarlet each time either of
his divergent orbs of vision encountered
his serencly unconscious full-dressed pu-
pil; which certainly, considering that
he was a member of the Grand Opera
corps de ballet, was a curious instance
of the purely conventional ideas of de-
cency which custom makes one accept.
The stripping of the bosom and careful
covering of the back of the neck and
shoulders in the days of our great-grand-
mothers, who were bare-faced before
and shame-faced behind, was a Iudicrous
exemplification of the same partial sense
of decency. It was reserved for the
Empress Eugénie to countenance a fash-
jon which, for the first time in historical
France, uncovered alike back and bo-
som and the arms, up to the shoulders
and armpits,

This lady, whose strangely checkered
fortunes are now part of European his-
tory, joined to a peculiarly devout senti-
ment of religion, such as she conceived
and believed it, a passion for dress,
which, combined with her ¢ piety,”

must have produced a singularly incon-
aruous medley of influences on the fe-
male France over whose modes and
morals she held for some eventful years
imperial sway. In ond of her dressing-
rooms she had a set of lay figures or
dolls of life-size, upon which she used to
study for hours the different effects of
different fashions. In her chitean of
Biarritz, whither she retired for sum-
mer ease and relaxation, and the grand-
er influences of the rocks and waves of
the Atlantic shore, her dressing-room
contained a sort of cupola, in which the
dress she was about to wear was sus-
pended, so that it might descend upon
her person standing beneath, without the
crumpling intervention of the hands of
even the best trained dame d’atours. In
the Middle Ages such a piece of ma-
chinery would have suggested the terri-
ble insecurity of royal life, and a device
to escape the chances of assassination
which the throwing of a mass of drapery
aver the head and shoulders might favor;
in the nineteenth century, it testified to
the desire of a great princess that her
gown should be put upon her ¢ sans
faire un pli.”> The princes of the house
of Orleans preserved at Claremont, in
the sketeh-books they brought back from
some early tours in Spain, spirvited por-
traits, from nature, of the séduisante Fu-
génie de Teba, in every variety of Span-
ish national costume. After their ex-
pulsion and exile from France, and the
confiscation of their property by Louis
Napoleon, these sketches of his wife,
then Empress of the French, continued
to adorn their portfolios, with curious
reminiscences of gay riding parties, in
which she, in her picturesque costume,
was always the principal figure. After
Louis Napoleon’s marriage, Lady C—m
(then still la grande Mademoiselis)
stayed at the Tuileries during one of
her visits to Paris, and among other
things my curiosity elicited from her
was the confirmation of the general im~
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pression that even then, when the em-
press was young, anid undoubtedly bean-
tiful, her face was painted like a mask,
not only white and red, but darkened
under the eyes, and with the veins on
her temples traced in blue on the white
enamel with which they were plastered.
I remember, when the emperor and em-
press made their first triumphal visit to
England, T asked snother friend, who
had been present at a royal night at the
opera, how the two Lidies of France and
England looked: ¢ The Empress Engé-
nie? Oh, sueh a pretty woman! and
so beautifully dressed!?” ¢ And the
queen?’ ¢ Very plain, very dowdy;
but she looked like it queen.””  Whriting
to an English lady, ber friend, during
her husband’s absence with the French
army in Italy (it was the campaign of
Magenta and Solferino), the empress
thus deseribed her anxiety for his fate
and fortunes, and her own prineipal oc-
cupation during his danger: ¢ Ah, ma
chére, quelle existence! Je ne fais que
trembler, et essayer des robes!
Whatever want of assiduity I may
have betrayed in my other studies, there
was no lack of zeal for my dancing les-
sons. I had a perfect passion for dane-
ing, which long survived my school-days,
and I am persuaded that my natural vo-
cation was that of an opefa dancer. Far
into middle life I never saw beautiful
dancing without a rapture of enthusiasm,
and used to repeat ‘rom memory whole
dances after seeing Duvernay or Ells-
ler, as persons with a good musical ear
can repeat the airs of the opera fivse
heard the night before. And’l remem-
ber during Ellsler’s visit to America,
when T had long left off dancing in so-
ciety, being so transported witly her ex-
ceution of a Spanish dance called El Ja-
leo de Xeres, that I was detected by my
cook, who came suddenly upon me in my
store-room, in the midst of sugar, rice,
tea, coffee, flour, ete., standing on the
tips of my toes, with my arms above my
head, in one of the attitudes T had most
admired in that striking and picturesque
performance. The woman withdrew in
speechless amazement, and I alighted on
my heels, fecling wonderfully foolish,
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How I thought I never should be able to
leave off dancing! and so I thought of
riding! and so I thonght of singing! and
could not imagine what life would be
like, when I could no more do these
things. 1 was not wrong, perhaps, in
thinking it would be difficult to leave
them off: T had no conception how easily
they would leave me off.

Vastly different from the wild ram-
bles in the flowery valley of the Liane
and on the sandy dunes of the sea-shore
at Boulogne was the melanchioly monot-
ony of our Paris school promenades, —
the two-and-fwo prim procession in the
Champs Elysées, then more like the dis-
mal Stygian fields than ficlds Elysian,
in their shabby, untidy, comparative
loneliness.  For then no fine streets and
avenues opencd upon them, no smart
hotels bordered them. There was no
gleaming fountain and blooming shrub-
bery at the Rond Point to break the
long line of road from the Place Louis
Quinze to the Barriere de I’Etoile. All
the gay and grand pageant of architect-
ure and horticulture that the reign of
Louis Napoleon has seen appear and
disappear along that broad thoroughfare,
lately glittering and glancing with flash-
ing Parisian existence, and still more
lately swept bare with a hurricane of ruin
by Parisian frenzy, had not begun to
diversify the vast space that I remember
as stretching from the Elysée Bourbon
and the Avenue Marbeuf up to the Are
de Triomphe, a wide solitude of man-
gy trees and moldy benches. Close to
the Barriere de I'Etoile, in those days,
still existed a place of public resort
called Beaujon, where the famous Mon-
tagnes Russes afforded the Parisian
cockneys, five-and-forty years ago, an
epitome of the experience of the traveler
of the present day descending the course
of the Fell railway on the southern slope
of Mont Cenis.

Varying our processions in the Champs
Elysées were less formal excursions in the
Jardin du Luxembourg, and as the pict-
ure -gallery in the palace was opened
eratuitously on certain days of the week,
we were allowed to wander throngh it
and forim our taste for art among the
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samples of the modern French school of
painting there collected: the pictures of
David, Gérard, Girodet, ete., the Dido
and Aneas, the Romulus and Tatius
with the Sabine women interposing be-
tween them, Hippolytus before Theseus
and Phadra, Atala being laid in her
grave by her lover, — compositions with
which innunierable engravings have
made England familiar, — the theatrical
conception and hard coloring and execu-
tion of which (compensated by master-
ly grouping and incomparable drawing)
did not prevent their striking our un-
critical eyes with delighted admiration,
and making this expedition to the Lux-
embourz one of my favorite afternoon
recreations. These pictures ave now all
in the gallery of the Louvre, illustrating
the school of art of the consulate 'md
early empire of Bonaparte.

Another favorite promenade of ours,
and the one that I preferred even to the
hero - worship of the Luxembourg, was
the Parc Monceaux. This estate, the
private property of the Orleans family,
confiscated by Louis Napoleon and con-
verted into a whole new quartier of his
new Paris, with splendid streets and
Louses, and an exquisite publie Hower-
garden in the midst of them, was then a
solitary and rather neglected Jardin An-
glais (so called), or park, surrounded by
high walls and entered by a small wick-
et, the porter of which required a per-
mit of admission before allowing ingress
to the domain. I remember never see-
ing a single creature but onrselves in the
coinplciu seclusion of this deserted pleas-
aunce. It had grass and fine trees and
winding walks, and little brooks fed by
springs that glimmered in eradles of moss-
grown, antiquated rock-work; no flow-
ers or semblance of cultivation, but a
general air of solitude and wildness that
recominended it especially to me and re-
called as little as possible the great, gay
city which surrounded it.

My real holidays, however (for T did
not go home during the three years I
spent in Paris), were the rare and short
visits my father paid me while I was at
school. At all other seasons Paris might
have been Patagonin for anything T saw

Old Woman's Gossip.

585

or heard or knew of its brilliant gayety
and splendid variety. But during those
holidays of his and mine, my enjoyment
and his were equal, T verily believe,
though probably not (as I then imag-
mul) perfect.  Pleasant days of joyous
camaraderie and flanerie ! — in which
everything, from being new to me, was
almost as good as new to my indulgent
companion: the Rue de Rivoli, the l‘m-
leries, the Boulevard, the Palais Royal,
the déjeuner a la fau? chette at the Café
Riche, the dinner in the small cabinet at
the Trois Fréres, or the Cadran Blen,
and the evening climax of the theatre
on the Boulevard d, where Philippe, or
Léontine Fay, or Poitier and Brunet,
made a school of dramatic art of the
small stages of the Porte St. Martin, the
Variétés, and the Vaudeville.

My father’s days in Paris, in which
he escaped from the hard labor and
heavy anxiety of his theatrical life of
actor, manager, and proprictor, and I
from the dull routine of school - room
studies and school - ground recreations,
were pleasant days to him, and golden
ones in my girlish calendar. I remem-
ber seeing, with him, a piece called Les
deux Sergens, a sort of modern Damon
and Pythias, in which the heroie friends
are two French soldiers, and in which
a celebrated actor of the name of Phi-
lippe performed the principal part. e
was the predecessor and model of Fré-
déric Lemaitre, who, himself llllmll.(.ly
superior to his pupil and copyist, M,
Feehter (who has achieved so mu(.h
reputation by a very feeble imitation of
Lemaitre’s most remarkable parts), was
not to be compared with Philippe in the
sort of sentimental melodrama of which
Les deux Sergens was a specimen.

This M. Philippe was a remarkable
man, not only immensely popular for his
areat professional merit, but so much
u,apect.t,d for an order of merit not apt
to be enthusiastically admired by Paris-
ians, — that of a moral character and
decent life, — that at his funeral a very
serious riot occurred in conseguence of
the A‘.‘chbwlmp of Paris, according to the
received opinion and custom of the day,
refusing to allow him to be buried in
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consecrated ground; the profane play-
er’s calling, in the year of grace 1823,
or thereabouts, being still one which
disqualified its followers for receiving
the sacraments of the Roman Catholic
Church, and therefore, of course, for
claiming Christian burial. The gener-
al feeling of the Parisian publie, how-
ever, was in this case too strong for the
ancient anathema o the church. The
Archbishop of Paris was obliged to give
way, and the dead body of the worthy
actor was laid in the sacred soil of Pere
la Chaise. Ibelieve that since that time
the question has never again been de-
bated, nor am I aware that there is any
one more peculiarly theatrical cemetery
than another in Pavis.

In aletter of Talma’s to Charles Young
upon my uncle John’s death, he begs
to be numbered among the subscribers
to the monument abouf to be erected
to Mr. Kemble in Westminster Abbey;
adding the touching remark, ¢ Pour
moi, je serai heurcux si les préires me
laissent enterrer dans un coin de mon
jardin.”

The excellent moral effect of this spe-
cies of class prejudice is admirably il-
lustrated by an aneedote I have heard
my mother tell. One evening when
she had gone to the Grand Opera with
M. Jouy, the wise and witty Hermite
de la Chaussée ’Antin, talkine with
him of the career and circumstances of
the young ballet women (she had her-
self, when very young, been a dancer
on the English stage), she wound up her
varions questions with this: “* Et y en
a-t-il qui sont filles de bonne conduite?
qui sont sages?’ ¢ Ma foil 7’ replied
the Hermite, shrugging his shoulders,
“elles auraient grand tort; personne n’y
croirait.”’

A charming vaudeville called Michel
et Christine, with that charming actress,
Madame Alan Dorval, for its heroine,
was another extremely popular piece at
that time, which I went to see with my
father. The time of year at which he
was able to coma to Paris was unluck-
ily the season at which all the large the-
atres were closed. Nevertheless by some
happy chance I saw one performance at
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the Grand Opera of that great dancer
and actress, Bigottini, in the ballet of
the Iolle par Amonr; and I shall never
forget the wonderful pathos of her act-
ing and the grace and dignity of her
dancing. Several years after, I saw Ma-
dame Pasta in Paesiello’s pretty opera
of the Nina Pazza, on the same subject,
and hardly know to which of the two
great artists to assign the palm in their
different expression of the love -crazed
girl’s despair.

I also saw several times, at this period
of his celebrity, the inimitable comic
actor, Poifier, in a farce called Les Da-
naides that was making a furvor; a bur-
lesque upon a magnificent mythological
ballet produced with extraordinary splen-
dor of decoration at the Académie Royale
de Musique, and of which this travesty
drew all Paris in erowds; and certainly
anything more ludicrous than Poitier as
the wicked old King Danaus, with his
fifty daughters, it is impossible to im-
agine.

The piece was the broadest and most
grotesque quiz of the ** grand genre class-
ique et héroique,’” and was almost the
first of an order of entertainments which
have gone on increasing in favor up to
the present day of universally triumphant
parody and burlesque, by no means as
langhable-and by no means as unobjec-
tionable. Indeed, farcieal to the broad-
est point as was that mythological tray-
esty of The Danaides, it was the essence
of decency and propriety compared with
La grande Duchesse, La belle Hélene,
Orphiée aux Enfers, La Biche an Bois,
Le petit Fanst, and all the vile succession
of indecencies and immoralities that the
female good society of England in these
latter years has delighted in witness-
ing, without the help of the mask which
enabled their great-grandmothers to sit
out the plays of Wycherley, Congreve,
and Farquhar, chaste and decorous in
their crude coarseness, compared with
the French operatic burlesques of the
present day.

But by-far the most amusing piece in
which I recollect seeing Poitier was one
in which he acted with the equally cele-
brated Brunet, and in which they both
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represented English women, — Les An-
glaises pour Rire.

The Continent was then just beginning
to make acquaintance with the traveling
English, to whom the downfall of Bona-
parte had opened the gates of Europe,
and who then began, as they have since
continued, in ever-increasing numbers,
to carry amazement and amusement
from the shores of the Channel to those
of the Mediterranean, by their wealth,
insolence, ignorance, and cleanliness.

Within the last twenty years, indeed,
the lustre of their peculiarities has been
somewhat dimmed by some of the same
and even more astonishing ones of their
worthy descendants and suecessors, the
traveling Americans. The merits of both
sets of visitors have been amiably summed
up by our epigrammatic friends: ¢ Ogez
du gentilhomme touf ce qui le rend
aimable, vous avez I’Anglais: otez de
I’ Anglais tout ce qui le rend suppor-
table, vous avez 1’ Américain.”” In spite
of which severe sentence 1I’Anglais and
I’Américain, especially of the feminine
gender, continue to rush abroad and
revel in Paris.

Les Anglaises pour Rire was a carica-
ture (if such a thing were possible) of
the English female traveler of that pe-
riod. Coal-scuttle, poke honnets, short
and scanty skirts, huge splay feet ar-
rayed in indeseribable shoes and boots,
short - waisted, tight - fitting spencers,
colors which not only swore at each oth-
er, but caunsed all beholders to swear
at them, — these were the outward and
visible signs of the British fair of that
day. To these were added, in this rep-
resentation of them by these French ap-
preciators of their attractions, a mode
of speech in which the most ludierous
French in the most barbarous accent
was uttered in alternate bursts of loud
abruptness and languishing drawl. Sud-
den, grotesque playfulness was sue-
ceeded by equally sudden and grotesque
bashfulness; now an eager intrepidity
of wild enthusiasm defying all deco-
rum, and then a sour, severe reserve,
full of angry and terrified suspicion
of imaginary improprieties.. Tittering
shyness, all gigule - gagole and blush;
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stony and stolid stupidity impenetrable
to a ray of perception; awkward, angu-
lar postures and gestures, and jerking
saltatory motions; Brobdingnag strides
and straddles, and kittenish frolics and
friskings; sharp, shrill little whinnying
squeals and squeaks followed by length-
ened, sepulehral ¢ O-L’s)? all formed
together such an irresistibly ludicrous
picture as made Les Anglaises pour Rire
of Poitier and Brunet one of the most
comical pieces of acting I have seen in
all my life.

Mrs. Rowden’s establishment in Hans
Place had been famous for occasional
dramatic representations by the pupils;
and though she had become in her Paris
days what in the religious jargon of that
day was called serious, or even meth-
odistical, she winked at, if she did not
absolutely encourage, sundry attempts of
a similar sort which her Paris pupils got
up.

Onee it was a vaudeville composed
expressly in honor of her birthday by
the French master, in which I had to
siug, with reference to her, the follow-
ing touching fribute, to a well - known
vaudeville tune: —

¥ ("est une mére !
Qui a les premiers droits sur nos coeurs?
Qui partage, d'une ardeur sincére,
Bt nos plaisirs et nos douleurs?
Cfest une mére !

T suppose this trumpery was stamped
upon my brain by the infinite difficulty
I had in delivering it gracefully, with
all the point and all the pathos the au-
thor assured me it contained, at Mys.
Rowden, surrounded by her friends and
guests, and not suggesting to me the
remotest idea of my mother or anyhody
else’s mother. ;

After this we got up Madame de Gen-
lis* little picce of L’Isle Heureuse, in
which T acted the accomplished and
conceited princess who is so judiciously
rejected by the wise and ancient men of
the island, in spite of the several for-
eign tongues she speaks fluently, in
favor of the tender-hearted young lady
who, in defiance of all sound systems of
political and social economy, always
walks about attended by the poor of the
island in a bedy, to whom she distrib-
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utes food and clothes in a perpetual
stream of charity, and whose prayers
and blessings lift her very properly to
the throne, while the other young wom-
an is left talking to all the ambassadors
in all their differens languages at once.
Our next dramatic attempt came to a
disastrous and premature end. Tdo not
know who suggested to us the witty and
clever little play of Roxelane; the versi-
fication of the picce is extremely easy
and graceful, and the preponderance of
female characters and convenient Turk-
ish costume, of turbans and ecaftans and
loose, voluminous trousers, had appeared
to us fo combine varicus advantages for
our purpose. Mademoiselle Descuilles
had consented to fill the part of Solyman,
the magnificent and charming Sultan,
and I was to be the saucy French hero-
ine, ‘“dont le nez en Pair semble narguer
Pamour,”” the sémillaite Roxelane. We
had already made good progress in the
only difficulty our simple appreeiation
of matters dramatie presented to our im-
agination, the committing the words of
our parts fo memory, when Mrs. Row-
den, from whom all our preparations on
such occasions were kept sacredly seeret,
lighted upon the copy of the play, with
all the MS. marks and directions for our
better guidance in the performance; and
great were our consternation, dismay,
and disappointment when, with the of-
fending pamphlet in her hand, she ap-
peared in oar midst and indignantly for-
bade the representation of any such piece,
after the following ejaculatory fashion,
and with an accent diflicult to express by
written signs: ¢ May, commang! mayde-
mosels, je suis atonnay! May! commang!
Mademosel Descuilles, je suis surprise!
Kesse ke say! vous permattay mayde-
mosels étre lay filles d'ung seraglio! je
ne vou pau! je vous defang!
atonnay!®? And so she departed, with
our prompter’s copy, leaving us rather
surprised, ourselves, at the unsuspected
horror we had been about to perpetrate,
and Mademoiselle Desenillés shrugging
her shoulders and smiling, and not prob-
ably quite convinced of the eriminality
of a piece of which the heroine, a pretty
Frenchwoman, revolutionizes the Otto-
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man Empire by indueing her Mahome-
tan lover to dismiss his harem and con-
fine his affections to her, whom he is
supposed to marry after the most ortho-
dox fashion possible in those parts.

Rossini has partly embodied the same
story in his opera L’Ttaliana in Algieri,
of which, however, the heroine is natu-
rally his own countrywoman.

Our dramatic ardor was considerably
damped by this event, and when next it
revived, our choice could not be accused
of levity. Our aim was infinitely more
ambitious, and ounr task more arduocus.
Racine’s Andromaque was selected for
our next essay in acting, and was, I sup-
pose, pronounced unobjectionable by the
higher authorities. Here, however, our
main stay and support, Mademoiselle
Descuilles, interposed a very peculiar dif-
ficulty. She had very good-naturedly
learned the part of Solyman, in the other
piece, for us, and whether she resented
the useless trouble she had had on that
occasion, or disliked that of committing
several hundred of Racine’s majestic
verses to memory, I know not; but she
declared that she would only act the part
of Pyrrhus, which we wished her to fill,
if we would read it aloud to her till she
knew it, while she worked at her needle.
Of course we had to accept any condi-
tion she chose to impose upon us, and so
we all took it by turns, whenever we saw
her industrious fingers flying through
their never-ending task, to seize up Ra-
cine and begin pouring her part into her
ears. She actually learned it so, and our
principal difficulty after so teaching her
was to avoid mixing up the part of Pyr-
rhus, which we had acquired by the same
process, with every other part in the
play.

The dressing of this classical play was
even more convenient than our contem-
plated Turkish costume could have been.
A long white skivt drawn round the waist,
a shorter one, with slits in it for arm-
holes, drawn round the neck by way of
tunic, with dark blue or scarlet Greek
pattern border, and ribbon of the same
color for girdle, and sandals, formed a
costume that might have made Rachel
or Ristori smile, but which satisfied all
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our conceptions of antique simplicity and
grace; and so we played our play.

Mademoiselle Descuilles was Pyrrhus; a
tall blonde, with an insipid face and good
ficure, Andromague; Elizabeth P 4
my admired and emulated superior in all
things, Oreste (not superior, however, in
acting ; she had not the questionable ad-
vantage of dramatic blood in her veins);
and myself, Hermione (in the perform-
ance of which 1 very presently pave to-
ken of mine). We had an imposing au-
dience, and were all duly terrified, be-
came hoarse with nervousness, swallowed
raw eggs to clear omr throats, and only
made ourselves sick with them as well
as with frigzht. But at length it was all
over; the tragedy was ended, and I had
electrified the audience, my companions,
and, still more, myself; and so, to avert
any ill effects from this general electri-
fication, Mrs. Rowden thought it wise
and well to say to me, as she bade me
good nicht, ** Ah, my dear, I don’t think
your parents need ever anticipate your
going on the stage; vou would make but
a poor actress.”” And she was right
enough. I did make but a poor actress,
certainly, though that was not for want
of natural talent for the purpose, but for
want of cultivating it with due care and
industry. At the time she made that
comment upon my acting 1 felt very well
convinced, and have since had good rea-
son to know, that my school - mistress
thought my performance a threat, or
promise (I know not which to call it), of
decided dramatic power, as I believe it
was.

That was the last of our school plays,
the excitement produced by which may
have suggested to our worthy teacher an
ancedote with which she not long after
enlivened our evening religions exercises
at bed-time. She generally read us some
book of devotion before prayers, and on
this occasion she selected the follow-
ing story: A fashionable lady, extremely
fond of the theatre, was one day expa~
tiating with great vivacity, to the Rev.
Dr. Semebody, upon all the delights she
derived from going to the play. ¢ Fivst,
you know, doctor,”” said the lively lady,
¢ there is the pleasure of anticipation,
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then the delight of the performance, and
then the enjoyment of the recollection!*’
4 Add to which, madam,’” said the ami-
able divine, ** the pleasure yon will de-
rive from all these pleasures on your
death-bed.”” This was rather a powerful
piece of sensational religionism for a lady
the solitary ornament of whose drawing-
room was John Kemble as Coriolanus;
and I remember feeling not shocked, En-
glish, but choguée, French, at this im-
plied condemnation of the vocation of
my whole family. T believe Mrs. Row-
den had taken fright at my performance
of Hermione, and judged it expedient to
extinguish, by as much cold water as she
couldl throw upon it, any incipient taste
I might entertain for the stage. With
this performanee of Andromaque, how-
ever, all such taste, if it ever existed,
evaporated, and though a few years after-
ward the stage became my profession, it
was the very reverse of my inclination.
I'adopted the career of an actress with as
strong a dislike to it as was compatible
with my exereising it at all,

I now became acquainted with all Ra-
cine’s and Corneille’s plays, from which
we were made to commit to memory the
most remarkable passages; and I have
always congratulated myself upon having
become familiar with all these fine compo-
sitions before I had any knowledge what-
ever of Shakespeare. Acquaintance with
his works might, and I suppose certainly
would, have impaired my relish for the
great Irench dramatists, whose trage-
dies, noble and pathetic in spite of the
stiff formality of their construction, the
bald rigidity of their adherence to the
classic unities, and the artificial monot-
ony of the French heroic rhymed verse,
would have failed to receive their due
appreciation from a taste and imagina-
tion already familiar with the elorious
freedom of Shakespeare’s genius.  Asit
was, I learned to delight extremely in
the dignified pathos and stately tragic
power of Racine and Corneille, in the
tenderness, refinement, and majestic vig-
orous simplicity of their fine creations,
and possessed a treasure of intellectual
enjoyment in their plays, before opening
the first page of that wonderful volume
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which contains at once the history of
human nature and human existence.

After I had been about a year and a
half at school, Mrs. Tlowden left her house
in the Rue d’Angouléme and moved to
a much finer one at the very top of
the Champs Elysées, a large, substantial
stone mansion within lofty iron gates
and high walls of inclosure. Tt was the
last house on the left-hand side within
the Barriere de 1’Etoile, and stood on a
slight eminence and back from the Ave-
nue des Champs Elysées by some hun-
dred yards. For many years after I had
left school, on my repeated visits to Par-
is, the old stone house bore on its gray
front the large ° Institution de jeunes
Demoiselles > which betokened the un-
changed tenor of its existence. But the
rising tide of improvement has at length
swept it away, and modern Paris has
rolled over it and its place remembers it
no more. It was a fine old house, roomy,
airy, bright, sunny, cheerful, with large
apartments and a capital play-ground,
formed by that oll-fashioned device, a
quincunx of lindea-trees, under whose
shade we earried on very Amazonian ex-
ercises, fighting having become one of
our favorite recreations.

This house was said to have belonged
to Robespierre at one time, and a very
large and deep well in one corner of the
play-ground was iavested with a horrid
interest in our imaginations by tales of
noyades on a small scale, supposed to
have been perpetrated in its depths by
his orders. This eharm of terror was, I
think, rather a gratuitous addition to the
attractions of this uncommonly fine well;
but undoubtedly it added much to the
fascination of one of our favorite amuse-
ments, which was throwing into it the
heaviest stones we could lift and rushing
to the farthest end of the play-ground,
which we sometimes reached before the
resounding bumps from side to side ended
in a sullen splash into the water at the
bottom.  With onr removal to the Bar-
riere de ' Etoile the direction of our walks
altered, and our visits to the Luxembourg
Gardens and the Parc Monceaux were
exchanged for expeditions to the Bois de
Boulogne; then how different from the
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charming pleasure-ground of Paris which
it became under the reforming taste and
judgment of Louis Napoleon!

Between the back of our play-ground
and the village suburb of Chaillot scarce-
ly a decent street or even house then
existed; there was no splendid Ave-
nue de PTmpératrice, with bricht villas
standing on vivid carpets of flowers and
turf. Our way to the *“wood ?” was
along the dreariest of dusty high-roads,
bordered with mean houses and disrepu-
table-looking estaminets ; and the Bois
de Boulogne itself, then undivided from
Paris by the fortifications which subse-
quently encircled the eity, was a dismal
network of sandy avenues and earre-
fours, traversed in every direction by
straight, narrow, gloomy paths, a dreary
wilderness of low thickets and tangled
copsewood.

There were no bright sparkling basins
with gay kiosks and chilefs on their
shoves, and fleets of pretty boats with
fluttering pennons disputing the smooth
surface with the graceful swans; no
vast, brilliant concourse of flashing equi-
pages, vying with each other in the
splendor of their horses, their harness,
and servants’ liveries; no throngs of ex-
quititely dressed women sauntering or
sitting in the shade; no scene of mag-
ical enchantment, when with the ap-
proach of twilight the water reflected
the flying images of hundreds of car-
riages pursuing each other in glittering
procession along the banks. None of
the wonderful pageant of gay magnifi-
cence enlivened it, which the last years
of the late empire displayed there, and
the recollection of which, rising like a
splendid vision from the rather melan-
choly solitude of my still earlier impres-
sions, adds so inexpressibly to the horror
of the desolation which has within the
past few years torn and defaced that
beautiful pleasurc—gmund, and turned
its bright avenues and inviting shades
into the field of carnage of Frenchmen
slaughtering Frenchmen under the con-
temptuous gaze of foreign soldiers, their
more merciful enemies.

I have said that I never returned home
during my three years’ school life in Paris;
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but portions of my holidays were spent
with a French family, kind friends of my
parents, who received me as an enfunt
de la maison among them. They be-
longed to the petite bourgeoisie of Paris.
M. A had been in some business,
I believe, but when I visited him he was
living as a small rentier in a pretty little
house on the main road from Paris to
Versailles.

It was just such a residence as Balzac
deseribes with such minute finish in his
scenes of Parisian and provincial life:
a sunny little maisonnette, with green
Jjalousies, a row of fine linden - trees
clipped into arches in front of it, and
behind, the trim garden with its won-
derfully productive dwarf espaliers, full
of delicious pears and Renée Claudes
(that queen of amber-tinted, crimson-
freckled greengages), its apricots, as
fragrant as flowers, and its glorious,
spice-breathing carnations.

The mode of life and manners of these
worthy people were not refined or ele-
gant, but essentially hospitable and
kind; and I enjoyed the sunny freedom
of my holiday visits to fhem extremely.
The marriage of their danghter opened
to me a second Parisian home of the
same class, but with ereater pretensions
to social advantages, derived from the
great city in the centre of which it
stood.

I was present at the celebration of
Caroline A ’s marriage to one of the
head masters of a first-class boarding-
school for boys, of which he subsequent-
ly beeame the prineipal director. It
was in the Rue de Clichy, and thither
the bride departed after a jolly, rollick-
ing, noisy wedding, beginning with the
relicious solemnization at church and
procession to the mairie, for due sane-
tion of the civil authorities, and ending
with a bountiful, merry, early afternoon
dinner, and the not over-refined ancient
custom of the distribution of the jarre-
titre de la mariée. The jarretitre was
a white satin ribbon tied at a discreet
height above the bride’s ankle, and
removed thence by the best man and
cut into pieces, for which an animated
scramble took place among the male
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guests, each one who obtained a piece
of the white favor immediately fasten-
ing it in his button-hole. Doubtless, in
earlier and coarser times, it was the
bride’s real garter that was thus dis-
tributed, and our elegant white and sil-
ver rosettes are the modern representa-
tives of this primitive wedding ¢ favor,’’
which is a relic of ages when both in
England and in France usages obtained
at the noblest marriaces which would be
tolerated by no eclass in either country
now;
“ When bluff King Hal the stocking threw,
And Katharine's hand the curtain drew.*?

I have a distinet recollection of the mer-
ry uproar caused by this ceremony, and
of the sad silence that fell upon the lit-
tle, sunny dwelling when the new-mar-
ried pair and all the guests had returned
to Paris, and T helped poor Madame
A and her old cuisiniére and femme
de charge, both with tearful eyes, to re-
place the yellow velours d’ Utrecht furni-
ture in its accustomed position on the
shiny parquet of the best salon, with the
slippery little bits of foot-rugs before
the empty hergéres and canapés.

My holidays after this time were spent
with M. and Madame R , in whose
society I remember frequently seeing a
literary man of the name of Pélissier, a
clever writer, a most amusing talker,
and an admirable singer of Béranger’s
S0NUs.

Another visitor at their house was M.
Rio, the eminent member of the French
ultramontane party, the friend of Lam-
menais, Lacordaire, Montalembert, the
La Ferronays, the hero of the Jeune
Vendde, the learned and devout histo-
rian of Christian art. I think my friend
M. R was a Breton by birth, and
that was probably the tie between him-
self and his remarkable Venddan friend,
whose tall, commanding figure, dark
complexion, and powerful black eyes
eave him more the appearance of a Nea-
politan or Spaniard, than of a native of
the coast of ancient Armorica. M. Rio
was then a young man, and probably
in Paris for the first time, at the be-
ginning of the literary career of which
he has furnished so interesting a sketch
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in the autobiographical volumes which
form the conclasion of his Histoire de
I’Art Chrétien. Five-and-twenty years
later, while, passing my second winter
in Rome, I heard of M. Rio’s arrival
there, and of the unbounded satisfac-
tion he expressed at finding himself in
the one place where no restless wheels
beat time to, and no panting chimneys
breathed forth the smoke of the vast,
multiform industry of the nineteenth
century; where the sacred stillness of un-
progressive conservatism yet prevailed
undisturbed. Cas had, indeed, been
introduced in the English quarter; but
M. Rio could shut his eyes when he
drove through that, and there still re-
mained darkness enoush elsewhere for
those who loved it better than light.
Matters are going worse for them now,
and the new brooms that sweep clean in
the hands of Victor Emmanuel’s gov-
ernment threaten to destroy forever the
odor of sanctity which still, in 1852,
pervaded pontifical Rome. Dirt and
darkness, indeed, have almost ceased to
be distinguishing characteristies of the
Catholic capital of the world; and there
are English men and women who de-
plore their expulsion as though they
were the outward and visible sign of an
inward and spiritual grace no longer to
be found in Rome

During one of my holiday visits to
M. R——, a ball was given at his young
gentlemen’s school, to which I was taken
by him and his wife. It was my very
first ball, and I have a vivid recollection
of my white muslin frock and magnifi-
cent ponceau sash. At this festival I
was introduced. te a lad with whom I
was destined to be 1auch more intimately
acquainted in after years as one of the
best amateur actors 1 ever saw, and who
married one of the most charming and
distingnished women of European so-
ciety, Pauline de la Ferronays, whose
married name has obtained wide celeb-
rity as that of the authoress of Le Récit
d*une Sceur.

I remained in Taris till I was be-
tween fifteen and sixteen years old, and
then it was determined that I should re-
turn home. The departure of Elizabeth
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P had left me without competitor
in my studies among my companions,
and I was at an age to be better at home
than at any school.

My father came to fetch me, and the
only adventure I met with on the way
back was losing my bonnet, blown from
my head into the sea, on board the pack-
ety which oblized me to purchase one as
soon as I reached London; and having
no discreeter guide of my proceedings,
I so far imposed upon my father’s mas-
culine ignorance in such matters as to
make him buy for me a full-sized Leg-
horn flat, under the cireumference of
which enormons sombrero I seated my-
self by him on the outside of the Wey-
bridge coach, and amazed the caping
population of each successive village we
passed through with the vast dimensions
of the thateh I had put on my head.

Weybridge was not then reached by
train in half an hour from London; it
was two or three hours’ coach distance;
a rural, rather deserted - looking, and
most picturesque village, with the deso-
late domain of Portmore Park, its man-
sion falling to ruin, on one side of it, and
on the other the empty house and fine
park of Oatlands, the former residence
of the Duke of York.

The stragaling little village lay on the
edge of a wild heath and common eoun-
try that stretehes to Guilford and Godal-
ming and all through that part of Snrrey
to Tunbridge Wells, Brighton, and the
Sussex coast, —a region of light, sandy
soil, hiding its agricultural poverty un-
der a royal mantle of golden gorse and
purple heather, and with large tracts of
blue aromatic pine wood and one or two
points of really fine scenery, where the
wild moorland rolls itself up into ridges
and rises to crests of considerable heizht,
which command extensive and beautiful
views: snch as the one from the summit
of Saint George’s Hill, near Weybridge,
and the top of Blackdown, the noble
site of Tennyson’s fine house, whence,
over miles of wild wood and common,
the eye sweeps to the downs above the
Sussex cliffs and the glint of the narrow
seas.

We had left London in the afternoon,
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and did not reach Weybridge until after
dark. I had been tormented the whole
way down by a nervous fear that I should
not know my mother’s face again; an
absence of three years, of course, could
not justify such an apprehension, but it
had completely taken possession of my
imagination and was causing me much
distress, when, as the coach stopped in
the dark at the village inn, I heard the
words, ¢ Is there any one here for Mus.
Kemble? >’ uttered in a voice which I
knew so well that I sprang, hat and all,
into my mother’s arms, and effectually
got rid of my fear that I should not
lknow her.

Her rural yearnings had now carried
her beyond her suburban refuge at Cra-
ven Iill, and she was infinitely happy in
her small cottage habitation on the out-
skirts of Weybridge and the edge of its
picturesque common. Tiny, indeed, it
was, and but for her admirable power
of contrivance could hardly have held
us with any comfort; but she delighted
init, and so did we all except my father,
who like most men had no real taste for
the country; the men who appear to
themselves and others to like it confound-
ing their love for hunting and shooting
with that of the necessary field of their
sports. Anglers seem to me to be the
only sportsmen who really have a taste
for and love of nature, as well as for fishy
water. At any rate, the silent, solitary,
and comparatively still character of their
pursuit enables them to study and appre-
ciate beauty of scenery more than the
violent exercise and excitement of fox-
hunting, whatever may be said in favor
of the picturesque influences of beating
preserves and wading through turnip
fields with keepers and companions more
or less congenial.

Of deer-stalking and grouse-shooting
I do not speak; a man who does not be-
come enthusiastie in his admiration of
wild scenery while following these sports
must have but half the use of his eyes.

Perhaps it was hardly fair to expect
my father to relish extremely a residence
where he was as nearly as possible too
high and too wide, too long and too large,
for every room in the house. He used
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to come down on Saturday and stay till
Monday morning, but the rest of the
week he spent at what was then our
home in London, No. 5 Soho Square; it
was a handsome, comfortable, roomy
house, and has now, I think, been con-
verted into a hospital.

The little cottage at Weybridge was
covered at the back with a vine, which
bore with the utmost luxuriance a small,
black, sweet-water grape, from which,
I remember, one year my mother deter-
mined to make wine; a direful experi-
ment, which absorbed our whole harvest
of good little fruit, filled every room in
the house with unutterable messes, pro-
duced much fermentation of temper as
well as wine, and ended in a liquid prod-
uct of such superlative nastiness that
to drink it defied our utmost efforts of
obedience and my mother’s own resolute
courage; so it was with acclamations of
execration made libations of, — to the
infernal gods, I should think, —and no
future vintage was ever tried, to our
great joy.

The little plot of lawn on which our
cottage stood was backed by the wild
purple swell of the common, and that
was crested by a fine fir wood, a beauti-
ful rambling and serambling ground, full
of picturesque and romantic associations
with all the wild and fanciful mental
existences which 1 was then beginning
to enjoy. And even as I glide through
it now, on the railroad that has laid its
still depths open to the sun’s glare and
scared its silence with the eldritch snort
and shriek of the iron team, I have vis-
ions of Undine and Sintram, the elves,
the little dog Stromian, the wood-witch,
and all the world of supernatural beauty
and terror which then peopled its re-
cesses for me, under the influence of the
German literature that I was becoming
acquainted with through the medium of
French and English translations, and
that was carrying me on its tide of pow-
erful enchantment far away from the
stately French classics of my school
studies.

Besides our unusual privilege of grape
growing in the open air, our little estate
boasted 'a magnificent beurré pear-tree,
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a small arbor of intertwined and pecul-
iarly fine filbert and cob-nut trees, and
some capital greencage and apple trees;
among the latter a remarkably large and
productive ribstone pippin. So that in
the spring the little plot of land was
flower-full and in the autumn fruoitful,
and we cordially indorsed my mother’s
preference for it to the London house in
Soho Square.

The sort of orchard which contained
all these objects of our regard was at
the back of the louse; in front of it,
however, the chief peculiarity (which
was by no means a beauty) of the place
was displayed.

This was an ex:raordinary mound or
hillock of sand about half an acrein ecir-
cumference, which stood at a distance
of some hundred yards immediately in
front of the cottage, and in the middle
of what ouzht to have been a flower gar-
den, if this uncouth protuberance had
not effectually prevented the formation
of any such ornamental setting to our
house. My mother’s repeated applica-
tions to our landlord (the village baker)
to remove or allow her to remove this
unsightly encumbrance were unavailing.
He thought he might have future use
for the sand, and he knew he had no
other present place of deposit for it; and
there it remained, defying all my moth-
er’s ingenuity and love of beauty to con-
vert it into anything useful or ornament-
al, or other than a eruel eye-sore and dis-
figurement to onr small domain.

At length she hit upon a device for
abating her nuisance, and set about exe-
cuting it as follows. She had the sand
dug out of the'*interior of the mound and
added to its exterior, which she had grad-
ed and smoothed and leveled and turfed
so as to resemble the glacis of a square
bastion or casemate, or other steep,
smooth-sided earth-work in a fortifica~
tion. It was, I suppose, about twenty
feet high, and sloped at too steep an
angle for us to szale or descend it; a
good footpath ran round the top, acces-
sible from the entrance of the sand heap,
the interior walle of which she turfed
(to speak Irish) with heather, and the
ground or floor of this curious inclosure
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she planted with small clumps of ever-
oreen shrubs, leaving a broad walk
through the middle of it to the house
door. A more curious piece of domestic
fortification never adorned a cottage gar-
den. It looked like a bit of Robinson
Crusoe’s castle, perhaps even more like
a portion of some deserted fortress. It
challenged the astonishment of all our
visitors, whose invariable demand was,
¢ What is that curious place in the gar-
den??’ ¢ The mound,”’ was the reply;
and the mound was a delightful play-
ground for us, and did infinite credit to
my mother’s powers of contrivance.

Forty years and more elapsed between
my: first acquaintance with Weybridge
and my last visit there. The Duke of
York’s house at Qatlands, afterwards in-
habited by my friends Lord and Lady
Ellesmere, had become a country hotel,
pleasant to all its visitors but those who,
like myself, saw ghosts in its rooms and
on its gravel walks; its lovely park, a
nest of ¢ villas,”” made into a suburb of
London by the railroads that intersect
in all directions the wild moorland twen-
ty miles from the eity, which looked,
when I first knew it, as if it might be a
hundred.

I read and spent a night at the Oat-
lands hotel, and walked, before I did
so, to my mother’s old cottage. The
tiny house had had some small additions
and looked new and neat and well-
cared-for. The mound, however, still
stood its ground, and had relapsed into
something of its old savage condition;
it would have warranted a theory of Mr.
Oldbuck’s as to its possible former pur-
poses and origin. I looked at its crum-
bled and irregular wall, from which the
turf had peeled or been washed away,
at the tangled growth of grasses and
weeds round the top, crenelated with
many a breach and gap, and the hollow,
now choked up with luxuriant evergreens
that overtopped the inclosure and for-
bade entrance to it, and thought of my
mother’s work and my girlish play there,
and was glad to see her old sand-heap
was still standing, though her planting
had with the blessing of time made it
impenetrable to me.
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Our cottage was the last decent dwell-
ing on that side of the village; between
ourselves and the heath and pine wood
there was one miserable shanty, worthy
of the poorest potato patch in Ireland.
It was inhabited by a rageed ruflian of
the name of E——, whose small domain
we sometimes saw undergoing arable
processes by the joint labor of his son
and heir, a ragoed ruffian some sizes
smaller than himself, and of a half-
starved jackass, harnessed together to
the plow he was holding; occasionally
the team was composed of the quadruped
and a tattered and fierce-looking female
biped, a more terrible object than even
the man and boy and beast whose labors
she shared.

On the other side our nearest neigh-
bors, separated from us by the common
and its boundary road, were a family of
the name of S , between whose charm-
ing garden and pretty residence and our
house a path was worn by a constant in-
terchange of friendly intercourse.

Their story was a curious one. Mr.
S had been a journeyman bricklay-
er, and was an absolutely ignorant and
extremely vulgar, coarse man, He had
made a very considerable fortune by
prosperous speculations, and had mar-
ried and lost a wife, by whom he had
had four children, two sons and two
daughters, all over twenty, the eldest
over thirty years old. They were all
Catholics, and the ladies had been part-
ly trained, I think, in some nunnery.
The men appeared to have had no edu-
cation; the younger lived at home with
his sisters, under his father’s despotice
drunken rule; the elder, whatever his
occupation was, lived away and seldom
came down to Weybridge, and having
escaped from the dominion of the pater-
nal roof was altogether more like the
common run of usual folk than those who
remained under its shadow.

They were all gentle and refined com-
pared with their father, but shy and
silent and nervous even to savageness;
at least the younger son and daughter,
who had a melancholy air of half-erazed,
staring strangeness that made them look
more like frightened animals than hu-

Old Woman’s Gossip. 595

man beings accustomed to the inter-
course of their kind. This, however,
in truth they were not; they lived a life
of utter seclusion under the brutal home
tyranny of their old father, between
whom and the rest of the family the
elder sister interposed the protection of
a most remarkable mind and character.

Of all phenomena one of the most in-
comprehensible is surely that of the
difference between children born of the
same parents and educated under the
same influences; a mystery that defies
with unforeseen results all the calcula-
tions of our present most limited phys-
iological and psychological knowledee,
and to the utter confusion of all theories
of education leaves open a wide door,
alike for fear and hope, under the most
advantageous and the most unfavorable
conditions of birth and training.

How Miss S came to be her fa-
ther’s daughter is absolutely inconceiv-
able, or why she alone of all her family
inherited the higher nature of her moth-
er’s family type (if indeed it was her
mother’s and not some more distant one
that was reproduced in her) is equally
unaccountable. The brothers and sister
were gentle, inoffensive people, common-
place in mind, manner, appearance, and
deportment, but for the peculiar and
oppressive diffidence of their air and
demeanor; they were quite plain, the
younger son and daughter unusually so;
the men had both the laree limbs and
tall stature of the bricklayer, their fa-
ther, whose robust, heavy frame, coarse
face, and loud, overpowering voice made
one shrink even from the most amicable
encounter with him.

The elder daughter, a woman of
about thirty, had one of the finest figures
I ever saw; tall and commanding, with
long, well-shaped limbs and a magnifi-
cent carriage of a very noble head,
grandly set upon a splendid throat and
shoulders, her movements were singular-
ly graceful, and her whole appearance
imposing and dignified in a high degree,
Her face was disfigured by the small-
pox, but the outline of the features was
delicate and refined, and the expression
of it as sweet and simple as it was sad.
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Her voice became her countenance, and
her whole air and manner were strikingly
distinguished and noble; she seemed to
me a sort of beau ideal of a lady abbess.
Poor woman, she was shy and reticent too
about her wretched home and its trials,
but my mother’s warm and sympathetic
nature invited confidence, and the cir-
cumstances of her father’s life and char-
acter were common village gossip, and
became so notoriously so that her in-
frequent references to them were no
revelations to my mother.

Miss S was nominally the head
of her father’s house, and the handsome
carriage and horses of the establishment
were supposed to lLe kept for her con-
venience. The father had a strange
pride in her, in spite of the coarse bru-
tality of his manner even to her; and
she undoubtedly possessed a certain con-
trol over him, and exerted it at times to
screen her sister and brother from the
outbursts of his drunken violence.

Mr. S—— professed to be what his
daughter was, a devout Roman Catholic;
he built a small chapel in his grounds,
and at stated times Catholic priests
came there to solemnize the holy rites
of their Christianity.

All the servants of the family were of
the same persuasion as themselves, and
among them were two young girls, sis-
ters, whom Miss S—— had taken and
charitably trained almost from their
childhood, in whose aspect and demeanor
the terrified timidity that characterized
the whole household reached a really lu-
dicrous climax. They were rather pretty
young women, espeeially the younger,
with small, slight, starved-looking fig-
ures, pale, sad, abject faces, weak wink-
ing eyes, and soft, sandy hair.

H"I.bltllﬂll}, if not noticed or spoken
to, they ran about the house, and in and
out on their varicus errands, like a
couple of white mice; if, however, they
were spoken to or required to speak,
they looked like frizhtened rabbits, and
generally prefaced their hardly audible
words by entirely Ineffectual efforts to
bring forth any sound above a whisper.

The younger of these poor girls her
old master seducec, though he was al-
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most old enough to be her grandfather,
and continued to keep her under the
same roof with his daughters and her
own sister, until the influence of his
eldest daughter and that of his priests,
which she brought to bear upon him,
prevailed upon him to lessen the seandal
by marrying the poor child; and then
the members of that family certainly
held towards each other more anomalous
relative positions than any people out
of the novels of George Lliot or of the
Brontés. Miss S and her brother
and sister were absolutely dependent
upon their father, and were compelled to
make their home with him : nor am I at
all sure that had this not been the case
his eldest daughter would have thought
it right, after his marriage, to withdraw
herself from him, however painful her
position was.

The wretched little Mrs. S , to
whose habitual nervous, terrified timid-
ity was now added a bitter sense of
shame and degradation, never addressed
her husband’s daughters or sons but as
“ma’am ”? and  sir,’’ as in her former
housemaid days; while her own sister,
whom nothing would induce to leave
Miss S——, to whom she was devoted-
ly attached, retained her menial position
in the family and discharged its duties
with a concentrated scorn of her mas-
ter’s wife (to whom she never opened
her lips, and of whom she never made
mention but as ** she’’) that was won-
derful in a creature apparently so ab-
solutely feeble.

It was a curious thing, after the mar-
riage, to meet the carriage with Miss
S—— sitting as usual, with her air of
severe serenity, by the side of the little,
shrinking, blinking wife of her father,
who looked exactly as if she had been
caught and caged in the corner of the
carriage, and would jump out of the win-
dow like a frightened cat, if her com-
panion turned her head. Thewhole fam-
ily, and their relations with each other,
were all like things ‘* in a book,’’ espe-
cially Miss S herself, whose moral
strength and religious steadfastness of
character were in truth the power that
held them together, and enabled them to
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live in tolerable decency and not intol-
erable discord. With our departure from
Weybridge all intercourse between our-
selves and the S s ceased, and on
my last return to that place Ifound their
property passed into other hands, and
themselves hardly remembered in the
neighborhood.

I followed no regular studies whatever
during our summer at Weybridge. = We
lived chiefly in the open air, on the heath,
in the beautiful wood above the meadows
of Brooklands, and in the neglected,
picturesque inclosure of Portmore Park,
whose tenantless, half-rnined mansion,
and noble cedars, with the lovely wind-
ings of the river Wey in front, made it a
place an artist would have delighted to
spend his hours in.

We haunted it constantly for another
purpose. My mother had a perfect pas-
sion for fishing, and would spend whole
days by the river, pursuing her favorite
sport. We generally all accompanied
her, carrying baskets and tackle and bait,
kettles and camp stools, and looking very
much like a family of gypsies on the
tramp. We were each of us armed with
a rod, and were more or less interested
in the sport. We often started after an
early breakfast, and, taking our luncheon
with us, remained the whole day long
absorbed in our quiet occupation.

My mother was perfectly unobservant
of all rules of angling, in her indiserimi-
nate enthusiasm, and ¢ took to the water *’
whether the wind blew, the sun shone,
or the rain fell; fishing — under the most
propitious or unpropitious circumstances
— was, not indeed necessarily catching
fish, but still, fishing; and she was al-
most equally happy whether she did or
did not catch anything. I have known
Ler remain all day in patient expectation
of the  glorious nibble,”” stand through
successive showers, with her clothes be-
tween whiles drying on her back, and
only reluctantly leave the water’s edge
when it was literally too dark to see her
float.
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I'think she thought of fishing as Charles
Fox did of gambling: ¢ The pleasantest
thing in the world is to play at cards
when you win, and the next pleasantest
is to play at cards when you lose.’” As
for her magnanimous disregard of rules,
something is to be said even for that. I
remember once, in Perthshire, secing a
dear and lovely little Scotch friend of
mine receive her rod from her gamekeep-
er with the warning, “ Ou weel, mem,
ye ’ll just hae yer trouble for yer pains;
naething wull rise with this wind blaw-
ing;’’ and the first dexterous cast of her
tiny white wrist and delicate line brought
three trout out of the water.

Although we all fished, I was the only
member of the family who inherited my
mother’s passion for it, and it only de-
veloped muceh later in me, for at this time
I often preferred taking a book under
the trees by the river side, to throwing
a line ; but towards the middle of my life
I became a fanatical fisherwoman, and
was obliged to limit my waste of time to
one day in the week, spent on the Lenox
lakes, or I should infallibly have wan-
dered thither and dreamed away my hours
on their charming shores or smooth ex-
panse daily.

I have often wondered that both my
mother and myself (persons of excep-
tional impatience of disposition and irri-
table excitability of temperament) should
have taken such delight in so still and
monotonous an occupation, especially to
the point of spending whole days in an
unsuccessful pursuit of it. The fact is
that the excitement of hope, keeping the
attention constantly alive, is the secret
of the charm of this strong fascination,
infinitely more than even the exercise of
successful skill. And this element of
prolonged and af the same time intense
expectation, combined with the peculiar-
ly soothing nature of the external objects
which surround the angler, forms at once
a powerful stimnlus and a sedative espe-
cially grateful in their double action upon
excitable organizations.

Frances Anne Kemble.
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Tug rapid river. gliding and rippling
by its banks; the calm lake, lapping
acainst the gently tlting boat; the trans-
lncent beauty of the liquid element it-
self, its shallows paved with a mosaic of
smooth pebbles, and its depths with wav-
ing weeds, and its floating net-work of
silver and golden lilies with their long
lithe red stems anl dark glossy leaves;
the sweet and solemn presence of the
woods and hills and meadows: the vary-
ing colors of the sky, and forms and meo-
tions of the clouds; the tender repetition
of the shores on the glassy surface, re-
turning all the beautiful picture with a
magical echarm added to every light and
shadow, like the exquisite echo of en-
chanting sounds; the silence and solitude,
— these are all influences whose pow-
erful spell is felt rather than perceived
by the angler, who absorbed in his pur-
suit, hardly knows how divine a minis-
tration he is receiving from everything
that surrounds him.

I have said that we all more or less
joined in my mother’s fishing mania at
Weybridge; but my sister, then a girl
of about eleven years, never had any
liking for it, which she attributed to the
fact that my mother often employed her
to bait the hook for her. My sister’s
o tender-hefted  nature was horribly
disgusted and pained by this process, but
my own belief is that had she inherited
the propensity to catch fish, even that
would not have destroyed it in her. 1
am not myself a eruel or hard-hearted
woman (though T have the hunter's pas-
sion very strongly), and invariably baited
my own hook, in spite of the disgust and
horror I experienead at the wretched
twining of the miserable worms round
my fingers, and springing of the poor
little live bait with its back pierced with
a hook. But I have never allowed any
one to do this office for me, because it
seemed to me that o inflict such a task

on any one, because it was revolting to
me, was not fair or sportsmanlike; and
so I went on torturing my own bait and
myself, too eagerly devoted to the sport
to refrain from it in spite of the price 1
condemned myself to pay for it. More-
over, if I have ever had female com-
panions on my fishing excursions, I have
invariably done this service for them,
thinking the process too horrid for them
to endure; and have often thought that
if T were a man, nothing could induce
me to marry a woman whom I had secn
bait her own hook with anything more
sensitive than paste. In following this
pursuit T have more than once been led
by my own sensations to the conviction
that cruelty is quite as often a result of
nervous irritability, not really altogether
unallied to a sentiment of pity, as the
consequence of cold-blooded insensibility.
The sick feeling of hatred that my un-
fortunate victims excited in me, precisely
beeause their strugeles nearly drove me
wild with a sense of my own barbarity,
is, I am sure, the sort of horrible, nervous
passion that has produced crimes that are
generally pronounced peeuliarly ¢ cold-
blooded.”’

I have said that T followed no system-
atie siudies after I left schoolj but from
that time bezan for me an epoch of in-
discriminate, omnivorous reading, which
lasted until T went upon the stage, when
all my own occupations were necessarily
given up for the exercise of my profes-
sion.

At this time my chief delight was in
such German literature as translations
enabled me to become acquainted with:
La Motte Fouqué, Tieck, Wieland’s Ob-
eron, Goethe’s Wilhelm Meister, were
my principal studies, soon to be followed
by the sort of foretaste of Jean Paul
Richter that Mr. Carlyle’s Sartor Re-
sarfus gave his readers; both matter and
manner in that remarkable work bear-
ing far more resemblance to the great
German incomprehensible than to any-
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thing in the English language, certainly
not excepting Mr. Carlyle’s own master-
Iy articles in The Edinburgh Review on
Burns, Elliott the Corn-Law Rhymer,
ete.  Besides readine every book that
came within my reach, I now commenced
the still more objectionable practice of
seribbling verses without stint or stay;
some, I suppose, in very bad Italian, and
some, I am sure, in most indifferent En-
glish; but the necessity was on me, and
perhaps an eruption of such rubbish was
a safer process than keeping it in the
mental system might have proved; and
in the mean time this intellectual effer-
vescence added immensely to the pleas-
ure of my country life and my long,
rambling walks in that wild, beautiful
neizhborhood.

I remember at this moment, by the
bye, a curious companionship we had in
those walks. A fine, big Newfoundland
dog and small terrier were generally of
the party, and, nothing daunted by their
presence, an extremely tame and affee-
tionate cat, who was a member of the
family, invariably joined the procession,
and would accompany us in our longest
walks, trotting demurely along by herself,
a little apart from the rest, though evi-
dently considering herself a member of
the party.

The dogs, fully oceupied with each
other and with discursive raids right and
left of the road and paventhetical rushes
in various direetions for their own special
delectation, would sometimes, returning
to usat full gallop, tumble over poor puss
and roll her unceremoniously down in
their headlong carveer. She never, how-
ever, turned back for this, but, recover-
ing her feet, with her back arched all but
in two and every hair of ler tail stand-
ing on end with insulted dignity, vented
in a series of spittings and swearings her
opinion of dogs in general and those
dogs in particular, and then resumed
. her own decently demure gait and de-
portment; thanking IMeaven, I have no
doubt, in her cat’s soul, that she was not
that disgustingly violent and ill-man-
nered beast —a dog.

On one occasion our Newfoundland
started a large hedgehog in a wood, and
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anything droller than the scene that en-
sued cannot be imagined. The poor
prickly ereature rolled itself at once into
a ball, round which the great dog pranced
madly, baying till the wood rang again,
but quite unable to attack his bristling
enemy, at which he made wild side-long
snatches and snaps, mere demonstrations
of his desire to seize hold of it, which he
did not dare to do. The little terrier
capered round and round, sniffing and
whimpering and trembling all over, and
standing first on one leg and then on the
other with eager excitement; and mean-
time the cat, at a safe distance, sat her-
self solemnly down and surveyed their
discomfiture with serene satisfaction.
Montaigne suspected his eat of making
game of him; I am sure that cat despised
those dogs.

My brothers shared with us our fish-
ing excursions and these walks, when
at home from school; besides, I was pro-
moted to their nobler companionship
by occasionally acting as long - stop or
short-stop (stop of some sort was un-
doubtedly my title) in insufliciently
manned or boyed games of ericket: once.
while nervously discharging this onerous
duty, I received a blow on my instep
from a cricket ball which I did not stop,
that seemed to me a severe price for
the honor of sharing my brothers’ manly
pastimes. A sport of theirs in which
I joined with more satisfaction was pis-
tol-shooting at a mark: I had not a quick
eye, but a very steady hand, so that with
a deliberate aim I contrived to hit the
mark pretty frequently. I liked this
quiet exercise of skill better than that
dreadful watching and catehing of can-
non-balls at ericket; though the noise of
the discharge of fire-arms was always
rather trying to me, and I especially
resented my pistol missing fire when 1
had braced my courage for the report.
My brother John at this time possessed
arifle and a fowling-picce, with the use
of both of which he endeavored to fa-
miliarize me; but the rifle I found in-
supportably heavy, and as for the other
gun, it kicked so unmercifully, in eonse-
quence, I suppose, of my not holding it
hard enough against my shoulder, the
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first time T fired if, that T declined all
further experiments with it, and reverted
to the pretty little lady-like pocket pis-
tols, which were the enly fire-arms T ever
used until one fine day some years later,
when I was promoted to the honor of
firing an American cannon on the prae-
ticing ground of the young gentlemen
cadets of West Point.

While we retained our little cottave
at Weybridge, the house of Oatlands,
the former residence of the Duke of
York and burial-place of the duchess’s
favorite dogs, whose cemetery was one
of the ¢ lions ** of the garden, was pur-
chased by a Mr. Hughes Ball, a young
gentleman of very laroe fortune, who
came down there 2 nd enlivened the neizh-
borhood oceasionally with his sporting
prowesses, which consisted in walking
out, attired in the very heicht of Bond
Street dandyism, with two attendant
game-keepers, one of whom carried and
handed him his run when he wished to
fire it, the other receiving it from him
after it had been discharged. This very
luxurious mode of following his sport
caused some sareastic comment in the
village, and our amusement was inereased
by my youngest brother’s declaring that
he always knew when this expert marks-
man was abroad, because he invariably
missed aim with Lis first shot and had
to fire his second barrel; Henry assert-
ing that the quick double report was a
certain indication of this exquisite sports-
man’s whereabouts.

This gentleman did not long retain
possession of Ouatlands, and it was let to
the Earl of Ellesmere, then Lord Fran-
cis Egerton, with whom and Lady Fran-
cis we beeame aequainted soon after
their taking it: an acquaintance which
on my part grew into a strong and affec-
tionate regard for both of them. They
were excellent and highly accomplished,
and, when first T knew them, two of the
handsomest and most distinguished-look-
ing persons I have ever scen.

Our happy Weybridge summers, which
succeeded each other for three years, had
but one incident of any importance for
me — my catching the small-pox, which
I had very severely. A slight eruption
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from which my sister suffered was at first
pronounced by onr village Aisculapius
to be chicken-pox, but presently assumed
the more serious aspect of varioloid. My
sister, like the rest of us, had been care-
fully vaccinated; but the fact was then
by no means so generally understood as
it now is, that the power of the vaccine
dies out of the system by degrees, and
requires renewing to insure safety. My
mother, having lost her faith in vaccina-
tion, thonght that a natural attack of
varioloid was the best preservative from
small-pox, and my sister having had her
seasoning so mildly and withont any bad
result but a small scar on her long nose,
I was sent for from London, where I
was, with the hope that I should take
the same light form of the malady from
her; but the difference of our age and
constitution was not taken into consider-
ation, and T caught the disease, indeed,
but as nearly as possible died of it, and
have remained disfigured by it all my
life.

Whether my previous vaceination had
any influence in saving my life, I do not
know, but I suffered horribly; and hav-
ing a rather melancholy misgiving as to
the probable result on my ¢ personal ap-
pearance,’’ [ had a hand-glass on my bed
and frequently, at the heicht of my mal-
ady, contemplating my hideously swollen
and discolored countenance, comforted
myself with the philosophical reflection
that, let my aspect be what it would, if 1
survived, I never should be the repulsive
object which the glass then presented to
me. [ was but little over sixteen, and
had returned from school a very pretty-
looking girl, with fine eyes, teeth, and
hair, a elear vivid complexion, and rather
good features. The small-pox did not
affect my three advantages first named,
but, besides marking my face very per-
ceptibly, it rendered my complexion
thick and muddy and my features heavy
and coarse, leaving me so moderate a
share of good looks as quite to warrant
my mother’s satisfaction in saying, when
I went on the stage, * Well, my dear,
they ean’t say we have brought you out
to exhibit your beauty.” Plain I cer-
tainly was, but I by no means always
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looked so; and so great was the variation
in my appearance at different times,
that my comical old friend, Mrs. Fitz-
hugh, once exclaimed, * Fanny Kem-
ble, you are the ugliest and the hand-
somest woman in London!’ And I am
sure if a collection were made of the
numerous portraits that have been taken
of me, nobody would ever guess any
two of them to be likenesses of the same
person.

The effect of natural small-pox on
the skin and features varies extremely
in different individuals, I suppose, ac-
cording to their constitution. My mother
and her brother had the disease at the
same time, and with extreme violence;
he retained his beautiful bright complex-
ion and smooth skin and handsome feat-
ures; my mother was deeply pitted all
over her face, though the fine outline of
her nose and mouth was not injured in
the slightest degree; while with me, the
process appeared to be one of general
thickening or blurring both of form and
color. Terrified by this result of her
unfortunate experiment, my poor mother
had my brothers immediately vaceinated,
and thus saved them from the infection
which they could hardly have escaped,
and preserved the beauty of my young-
est brother, which then and for several
years after was very remarkable; so
much so as to suggest to us on one oc-
casion the trick of dressing him in wom-
en’s clothes and introducing him fo a
very great friend of my mother’s, who
was intimate with us all and knew Henry
almost as well as her own sons, but failed
entirely to recognize him in his female
disguise until, upon my mother’s request-
ing him to sing in order to end the joke,
he burst forth with a favorite slang song
of the day: —

““ Oh eruel vos my parients

As druv my love from me!

And cruel vos the press gang

As sent him off to sea !
when Mrs. Fitzgerald’s illusion was dis-
pelled as to the “lovely young creat-
ure '’ we had presented to her as rather
unseftled in her mind; a description
rendered desirable by the ungainly and
slightly unfeminine gestures, postures,

and general demeanor of my brother,
whose face, partially screened by a
white bonnet and lace veil, might cer-
tainly have passed for that of a beau-
tiful woman, but whose carriage and
person had a school - boy disinveltura
that greatly amazed our friend Mrs.
Fitzgerald, and severely tested onr self-
command. That Mvs, Fitzgerald is
among the most vivid memories of my
givlish days. She and her husband were
kind and intimate friends of my father
and mother. He was a most amiable
and genial Irvish gentleman, with con-
siderable property in Treland and Suf-
folk, and a fine house in Portland Place,
and had married his cousin, a very
handsome, clever, and eccentric woman,
I remember she always wore a brace-
let of his hair, on the massive clasp of
which were engraved the words, ¢ Stesso
sangue, stessa sorte.” I also remem-
ber, as a feature of sundry dinners at
their house, the first gold dessert serv-
ice and table ornaments that I ever
saw, the magnificence of which made a
great impression upon me; though I also
remember their being replaced, upon
Mrs. Fitzgerald’s wearying of them, by
a set of ground glass and dead and
burnished silver, so exquisite that the
splendid gold service was pronounced
infinitely less tasteful and beautiful.
One member of her family — her son
Edward Fitzgerald — has remained my
friend till this day : his parents and
mine are dead; of his brothers and sis-
ters I retain no knowledge; but with
him I still keep up an affectionate and
to me most valuable and interesting cor-
respondence. He was distinguished
from the rest of his family, and indeed
from most people, by the possession of
very rare intellectual and artistic gifts.
A poet, a painter, a musician, an admi-
rable scholar and writer, if he had not
shunned notoriety as sedulously as most
people seek it, he would have achieved
a foremost place among the eminent
men of his day, and left a name second
to that of very few of his contempora-
ries. His life was spent in literary lei-
sure or literary labors of love of singu-
lar excellence, which he never cared to
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publish beyond the circle of his intimate
friends: Euphranor, Polonius, collec-
tions of dialogues full of keen wisdom,
fine observation, and profound thought;
sterling philosophy written in the purest,
simplest, raciest Eneclish; noble trans-
lations, or rather free adaptations, of
Calderon’s two finest dramas, The Won-
derful Magician aad Life’s a Dream,
and a splendid paraphrase of therAga-
memnon of Mschrlus, which fills its
reader with regret that he should not
have Englished the whole of the great
trilogy with the same severe sublim-
ity. In America th's gentleman is better
known by his translation, or adaptation
(how much more ¢f it is his own than
the author’s I should like to know, if I
were Irish), of Omar Khayyam, the as-
tronomer-poet of Persia.  Archbishop
Trench, in his volume on the life and
genius of Calderon, frequently refers to
Mr. Fitzgerald’s translations, and him-
self pives a version of Life’s a Dream,
the excellence of which falls short, how-
ever, of his friend’s finer dramatic poem
bearing the same rame, though he has
callantly attacked the difficulty of ren-
dering the Spanish in English verse.
While these were Edward Fitzgerald's
studies and pursuits, lie led a curious life
of almost entire estrangement from soei-
ety, preferring the ¢ompanionship of the
rough sailors and fishermen of the Suffolk
coast to that of letiered folk. He lived
with them in the most friendly intimacy,
helping them in their sea ventures, and
cruising about with one, an especially
fine sample of his sort, in a small fish-
ing-smack which Edward Fitzgerald’s
bounty had set afloat, and in which the
translator of Calderon and Mschylus
passed his time, bester pleased with the
fellowship and intercourse of the captain
and crew of his small fishing eraft than
with that of more cducated and sophis-
ticated humanity. e and his brothers
were school-fellows of my eldest brother,
under Dr. Malkin, the master of the
grammar school of Bury St. Edmunds;
and at this time we always saw Dr. and
Mrs. Malkin when they visited London,
and I was indebted to the doctor for a
great deal of extremely kind interest
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which he took in my mental develop-
ment and cultivation.

He suggested hooks for my reading,
and set me, as a useful exercise, to trans-
late Sismondi’s fine historical work, Les
Républiques Italicnnes, which he wished
me to abridge for publication. I was
not a little proud of Dr. Malkin’s notice
and advice; he was my brother’s school-
master, an object of respectful admira-
tion, and a kind and condescending
friend to me.

He was a hearty, genial man, of port-
ly person and fine, intelligent, hand-
some face; active and energetic in his
habits and movements in spite of a slight
lameness, which I remember he account-
ed for to me in the following manner.
He was very intimate with Miss O’Neil
before she left the stage and became
Lady Beecher. While dancing with
her in a country-dance one evening at
her house, she exclaimed, on hearing
a sudden sonorous twang, ‘‘Dear me!
there is one of the chords of my harp
snapped.” ¢ Indeed it is not,”” replied
Dr. Malkin, **it is my tendo Achillis
which has snapped,’” and so it was ; and
from that time he always remained lame.

Mprs. Malkin was a more uncommon
person than her husband; the strength
of her character and sweetness of her
disposition were alike admirable, and
the bright vivacity of her countenance
and singular grace and dignity of her
person must be a pleasant memory in
the minds of all who, like myself, knew
her while she was yet in the middle
bloom of life.

Indeed, the slender, upright, elastic
figure and youthful lightness of step
and carriage, which she retained long
after white hairs and deepened lines
had stamped her face with the appear-
ance of age, often reminded me of the
story of a charming old lady similarly
endowed, to whom one of her grand-
daughters, seeing her preparing to go
out one evening, said, ¢ Grandmamma,
your figure is so slender and your foot
so light that you will be run away with
if you go out alone.”” ¢ Only to the
next gas lamp, my dear,” replied the
pleasant old woman.



Dr. and Mrs. Malkin’s sons were my
brother’s school and college mates; one
of them alone remains, and is still my
dear and attached friend. They were
all men of ability, and good scholars, as
became their father’s sons.  Sir Benja-
min, the eldest, achieved eminence as a
lawyer and became an Indian judge;
and the others would undoubtedly have
risen to distinetion but for the early
death that carried off Frederick and
Charles, and the hesitation of speech
which closed almost all public careers to
my friend Arthar.

He was a prominent and able con-
tributor to the Library of Useful Knowl-
edge, and furnished a great part of the
first of a whole generation of delightful
publications, '\Inrr'ly s Hand- Bomk for
Switzerland.

One of the earliest of Alpine explor-

ers, Arthur Malkin mounted to those
icy battlements which have since been
scaled by a whole army of besiegers,
and planted the banner of English cour-
age and enterprise on ‘¢ peaks, passes,
and glaciers” which, when he first
climbed the shining summits of the
Alps, were all but terra incognita to his
countrymen.

The valley of Zermatt (young Cha-
mouni, as it has been called), now every
summer brimming over with cockney
and Yankee aspirants to death upon the
Matterhorn, was familiar to him when
M. Seiler’s two grand establishments
were one small and modest house, when
the Riffell Hotel was not, and when
the snows of the Théodule Glacier, now
trampled by yearly hordes of unadvent-
urous male and female pedestrians, were
traversed for the first time by English
ladies under the guidance of their Thus-
bands, Arthur l\Llﬂ\m and Edward Rom-
illy, — if, indeed, the daughter of Mrs,
Mareet does not claim a Swiss woman’s
footing on the Alps.

There is nothing more familiar to the
traveling and reading British public now-
adays than Alpine adventures and their
records; but when my friend first con-
quered the passes between Fvolena and
Zermatt (still one of the least overrun
mountain regions of Switzerland), their
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sublime solitudes were awful with the
mystery of unexplored loneliness. Now,
professors climb up them, and artists
slide” down them, and they are photo-
graphed with ¢ members” straddling
over their dire crevasses, or cutting
capers on their scornful summits, or
turning somersaults down their infinite
precipices. The air of the high Alps
was inhaled by few Englishmen before
Arthur Malkin; one cannot help think-
ing that now, even on the top of the
Matterhorn and Monte Rosa, it must
have lost some of its freshness.

I have said that all Dr. Malkin’s sons
were men of more than average ability;
but one, who never lived to be a man,
¢ died a most rare boy’’ of about six
years, fully justifying by his extraor-
dinary precocity and singular endow-
ments the tribute which his bereaved
father paid his memory in a modest and
touching record of his brief and remark-
able existence.

A curious instance of the ignorance
of their contemporaries in which peo-
ple may live, when moving in entirely
different spheres of society, was elicited
by this memoir falling accidentally into
the hands of a writer who, perfectly un-
aequainted with the very well-known
name of the master of Bury school, made
the biography of his son the text for an
article in a periodical, in which *“ a cer-
tain Dr. Malkin ”? (apparently a very
uncertain Dr. Malkin, the obscure med-
ical practitioner of some remote provin-
cial village, most likely, in the author’s
imagination) was accused of something
very like infanticide in his cruel forcing
of his child’s precocions brain, as de-
duced from a ** pamphlet picked up at
a book - stall, and setting forth the life
and death of one little Thomas Malkin,
by his father.”” Not a little pain was
caused hy this ignorant publication to
the surviving brother of the wonderful
child; and not a little indignation felt
by some of the distinguished men who
had been his father’s pupils, whose
families, as well as themselves, retained
affectionate and respectful recollections
of the master of the Romillys, William
Donne, James Spedding, John Kemble,
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and other men of mark in the literary
world.

It is no small drawback to all the ad-
vantages of our widely spread intellect-
ual culture, over which, no doubt, our
periodical publications exercise a great
influence, that the fertilizing stream they
are mainly instrumental in spreading
over so vast an extent is necessarily so
shallow. Everything and anything is
snatched at, picked up, or pulled down
as ‘““article matter *’ by writers as they
run, for readers as they run. Dr, Arnold
deprecated reading in morsels, and ad-
jured his pupils to eschew it, — even ex-
horting them to heroic abstinence from
Dickens’s stories fill they came out in
book form. But sinee his day mountains
of morsels are periedically provided for
the omnivorous public. We have mag-
azines for both sexes, all ages, and every
class; everybody writes as well (let it
be taken in both senses) as everybody
reads; and the mass of literature (one
feels inclined to ecuat off the last two
syllables of the worl) seems to threaten
the absorption of the reading by the
writing faculty, The whole world is
electro-plated with cheap and hasty half-
knowledge; sometimes, as in the instance
of the article on the memoir of Thomas
Malkin, it is cheap and hasty ignorance.

My Parisian education appeared, at
this time, fo have failed signally in the
one especial result that might have
been expected from it: all my French
dancing lessons had nof given me a
good deportment nor taught me to hold
myself upright. I stooped, slouched,
and poked, stood with one hip up and
one shoulder down, and exhibited an
altogether disgracefnlly ungraceful car-
riage which greatly afilicted my parents.
In order that I mizht ¢ bear my body
more seemly,’’ various were the methods
resorted to; amons others, a hideous
engine of torture of the backboard spe-
cies, made of steel covered with red
moroceo, which corsisted of a flat piece
placed on my back and strapped down
to my waist with a belt, and secured
at the top by two epaulettes strapped
over my shoulders From the middle
of this there rose a stecl rod or spine,
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with a steel collar which encircled my
throat and fastened behind. This; it
was hoped, would eventually put my
shoulders down and my head up, and
in the mean time I had the appearance
of a young woman walking about in a
portable pillory. The ease and grace
which this horrible machine was ex-
pected to impart to my figure and move-
ments were, however, hardly pereeptible
after considerable endurance of torture
on my part, and to my ineffable joy it
was taken off (my harness, as I used to
call it, and no knight of old ever threw
off his iron shell with more satisfaction),
and I was placed under the tuition of a
sergeant of the Royal Foot Guards, who
undertook to make young ladies carry
themselves and walk well, and not ex-
actly like grenadiers either.  This war-
rior, having duly put me through a
number of elementary exercises, such as
we sce the awkward squads on parade
grounds daily drilled in, took leave of
me with the verdiet that 1 ¢ was fit to
march before the Duke of York,”? then
commander of the forces; and, thanks
to his instructions, I remained endowed
with a flat back, well-placed shoulders,
an erect head, upricht carriage, and
resolute step.

I think my edueation had come near-
Iy to a stand-still at this period, for, with
the exception of these physical exercises
and certain hours of piano-forte practie-
ing and singing lessons, I was left very
much to the irregular and unsystematic
reading which I selected for myself. 1
had a good contralto voice, which my
mother was very desirous of cultivating,
but I think my progress was really re-
tarded by the excessive impatience with
which her excellent ear endured my un-
successful musical attempts. I used to
practice in her sitting-room, and I think
I sang out of tune and played false
chords oftener, from sheer apprehension
of her agonized exclamations, than I
should have done under the supervision
of a less sensitively organized person.
I remember my sisfer’s voice and musie-
al acquirements first becoming remark-
able at this time, and giving promise
of her future artistic excellence. 1 rec-
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ollect a ballad from a Mexican opera by
Bishop, called Cortez, ‘¢ Oh there’s a
Mountain Palm,”” which she sang with a
clear, hizh, sweet, true little voice and
touching expression, full of pathos, in
which I used to take great delight.

The nervous terror which I experi-
enced when singing or playing before
my mother was carried to a climax when
I was occasionally called upon to ae-
company the voeal performances of our
friendly acquaintance, James Smith
(one of the authors of the Rejected Ad-
dresses). He was famous for his hu-
morous songs and his own capital ren-
dering of them, but the anguish I en-
dured in accompanying him made those
comical performances of his absolutely
tragical to me; the more so that he had
a lion - like cast of countenance, with
square jaws and rather staring eyes;
but perhaps he appeared so stern-vis-
aged only to me: while he sang, every-
body laughed, but I perspired coldly
and felt ready to cry, and so have but
a lugubrious impression of some of the
most amusing productions of that de-
seription, heavd to the very best ad-
vantage (if I could have listened to
them at all) as executed by their author.

Among our most intimate friends, at
this time, were my cousin Horace Twiss
and his wife. I have been reminded of
him in speaking of James Smith, be-
cause he had a good deal of the same
kind of humor, not unmixed with a vein
of sentiment, and I remember his songs,
which he sang with ereat spirit and ex-
pression, with the more pleasure that
he never required me fo accompany
them. One New Yewr's Hve that he
spent with us, just before going away he
sang charmingly some lines he had com-
posed in the course of the evening, the
graceful turn of which, as well as the
feeling with which he sang them, were
worthy of Moore. I remember only the
burthen: —

# Oh, come! one genial hour improve,
And fill one measure duly ;
A health to those we truly love,
And those who love us truly !

And this stanza: — :

 To-day has waved its parting wings,
To join the days before it,
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And as for what the morning brings,

The morning’s mist hangs o'erit.”?
It was delightful to hear him and my
mother talk together, and their disputes,
though frequent, scemed generally ex-
tremely amicable, and as diverting to
themselves as to us.  On one occasion
he ended their discussion (as to whether
some lady of their acquaintance had or
had not gone somewhere) by a vehement
declaration which passed into a proverb
in our house: ** Yes, yes, she did; for a
woman will go anywhere, at any time,
with anybody, to see anything, — espe-
cially in a gig.”? Those were days in
which a gig was a vehicle the existence
of which was not only recognized in
civilized society, but supposed to confer
a diploma of ** gentility ** upon its pos-
sessor; when a witness in a court of jus-
tice, called upon to define his notion of a
respectable person, replied, ¢ Well, my
lord, I should say a person who kecps a
gig.”

Horace Twiss was one of the readiest
and most amusing talkers in the world,
and when he began to make his way in
London society, which he eventually did
very successfully, ill - natured persons
considered his first step in the right
direction to have been a repartee made
in the crush-room of the opera, while
standing close to Lady L , who was
waiting for her carriage. A man he was
with saying, * Look at that fat Lady
L ; is n’t she like a great white cab-
bage? ?? "¢ Yes,” answered Horace, in
a discreetly loud tone, “¢ she ds like one,
all heart, I believe.””  The white-heart
cabbage turned affably to the rising bar-
rister, begaed him to see to her carriage,
and gave him the entrée of H house.
Lord Clarendon subsequently put him in
parliament for his borough of Wootton-
Basset, and for a short time he formed
part of the ministry, holding one of the
under-secretaryships. He was clever,
amiable, and good - tempered, and had
every qualification for success in soci-
ety.

He had married a Miss Searle, one of
his mother’s pupils at the fashionable
Bath boarding-school, the living image of
Scott’s Fenella, the smallest woman that




[ have ever seen, with fairy feet and
tiny hands, the extraordinary power of
which was like thas of a steel talon.
On one oceasion, when Horace Twiss
happened to mention that his bright lit-
tle spark of a wife sat working in his
library by him, while he was engaged
with his law or business papers, my
mother suggested that her conversation
must disturb him. ¢ Oh, she doesn’t
talk,’? said he, **but I like to hear the
scissors fall,’” a pretty conjugal reply,
that left a pleasant image in my wmind.
His only child by her, a danghter, mar-
ried first Mr. Bacor, then editor of the
Times, and, after his death, John De-
lane, who succeeded him in that ofiice
and still holds it; so that her father said
‘¢ she took the Times and Supplement.”
It was principally owing to the sugoes-
tion and assistance of Horace Twiss that
the Times first adopted the excellent
practice, which it has pursued ever
since, of presenting the public with an
abridged report or summary of the de-
bates; so that those who have not time
or inclination to read the parliamentary
proceedings in extense can have a sufli-
cient knowledge of all the principal sub-
jects of discussion, and the speakers
who occupied the attention of the house,
on easier terms.

About this time [ began to be aware
of the ominous distresses and disturb-
ances connected with the affairs of the
theatre, that were to continue and in-
crease until the miserable subject be-
came literally the sance to our daily
bread; embittering my father’s life with
incessant care and harassing vexation;
and of the haunting apprehension of that
ruin which threatened us for years, and
which his most streauous efforts only de-
layed, without averting it.

The proprietors were engaced in a law-
suit with each other, and finally one of
them threw the whele concern into chan-
cery; and for years that dreary chan-
cery suit seemed to envelop us in an
atmosphere of palpitating suspense or
stagnant uncertainiy, and to enter ag an
inevitable element nto every hope, fear,
expectation, resolu‘ion, event, or action
of our lives.
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How unutterably heart-sick I became
of the very sound of its name, and how
well I remember the expression on my
father's careworn face, one day, as he
turned back from the door, out of which
he was going to his daily drudgery at the
theatre, to say to my aunt, who had re-
proached him with the loss of a button
from his rather shabby coat, ** Ah, Dall,
my dear, you see it is my chancery
suig!

Lord Eldon, Sir John Leach, Lord
Lyndhurst, and Lord Brougham were
the successive chancellors before whom
the case was heard; the latter was a
friend of my family, and on one occasion
my father took me to the House of Lords
to hear the proceedings. We were
shown into the chancellor’s room, where
he indeed was not, but where his huge
official wig was perched upon a block;
the temptation was irresistible, and for
half & minute I had the awful and pon-
derous periwig on my pate. I do not
know whether I hoped that brains were
catching, but I recolleet when I was
seated in a sort of private box on the
floor of the house, whence I beheld the
august head of linglish jurisprudence
throned on the woolsack, that I was
seized with an irresistibly ludierous fancy
that some property I had communicated
to his wig might perhaps be the cause of
the indescribably queer twitches and con-
tortions of his ugly visage, the effect of
which seemed to me caleulated to con-
found the senses of the counsel arguing
before him. (Lord Brougham had some
species of nervous spasmodic affection,
that every now and then twisted his feat-
ures like a touch of St. Vitus’s dance.)
Lord Lyndhurst coming in at one time
during the proceedings, I had an oppor-
tunity of contrasting the noble, lion-like
massiveness of his face, and the stern
dignity of its expression, with the gro-
tesque outline and movements of his ex-
traordinarily versatile, active, and pow-
erful-minded rivals,

While we were still living in Soho
Square onr house was robbed; or rather,
my father's writing - desk was broken
open, and sixty sovereigns taken from
it,—a sum that he could very hardly



1875.]

spare. He had been at the theatre, act-
ing, and my mother had spent the even-
ing at some friend’s house, and the next
morning, great was the consternation of
the family on finding what had happened.
The dining-room sideboard and cellareite
had been opened, and wine and glasses
put on the table, as if our robbers had
drank our good health for the success of
their attempt.

A Bow Street officer was sent for; I
remember his portly and imposing as-
pect very well; his name was Salmon,
and he was a famous member of his fra-
ternity. He questioned my mother as to
the honesty of our servants; we had but
three, a cook, house-maid, and footman,
and for all of these my mother an-
swered unhesitatingly; and yet the ex-
pert assured her that very few houses
were robbed without connivance from
within.

The servants were had up and ques-
tioned, and the cook related how, com-
ing down first thing in the morning, she
had found a certain back scullery win-
dow open, and, alarmed by that, had ex-
amined the lower rooms and found the
dining-room table set out with the de-
canters and olasses.  Having heard her
story, the oflicer as soon as she left the
room asked my mother if anything else
besides the money had been taken, and
if any quantity of the wine had been
drank. She said, ¢ No,” and with re-
gard to the last inquiry she supposed,
as the cook had suggested when the
decanters were examined, that the
thieves had probably been disturbed by
some alarm, and had not had time to
drink much.

Myr. Salmon then requested to look at
the kitchen premises; the cook officious-
Iy led the way to the scullery window,
which was still open, ** just as she found
it,”” she said, and proceeded to explain
how the robbers must have got over the
wall of a court which ran at the back
of the house. When she had ended her
demonstrations and returned to the
kitchen, Salmon, who had listened si-
lently to her story of the case, detained
my mother for an instant, and rapidly
passed his hand over the outside window-
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sill, bringing away a thick layer of un-
disturbed dust, which the passage of
anybody through the window must in-
fallibly have swept off. Satisfied at
once of the total falsehood of the cook’s
hivpothesis, he told my mother that he
had no doubt at all that she was a party
to the robbery, that the seullery window
and dining-room drinking scene were
alilke mere blinds, and that in all prob-
ability she had let into the house who-
ever had broken open the desk, or else
forced it herself, having acquired by
some means a knowledge of the money
it contained; adding that in the very
few words of interrogatory which had
passed between him and the servants,
in my mother’s presence, he had felt
quite sure that the house-maid and man
were innocent; but had immediately de-
tected something in the cook’s manner
that seemed to him suspicious. What a
fine tact of guilt these detectives ac-
quire in their immense experience of it
The cook was not prosecuted, but dis-
missed, the money, of course, not being
recoverable; it was fortunate that neither
she nor her honest friends had any sus-
picion of the contents of three boxes
lying in the drawing-room af this very
time. They were large, black, leather
eases, containing a silver helmet, shield,
and sword, of antique Roman pattern
and beautiful workmanship,—a publie
tribute bestowed upon my uncle and left
by him to my father; they have since
become an ornamental trophy in my sis-
ter’s house. They were then about to
be sent for safe keeping to Coutts’s bank,
and in the mean time lay close to the
desk that had been rifled of a more port-
able but far less valuable booty.

Upon my uncle John’s death, his
widow had returned to England and
fixed her residence at a charming place
called Heath Farm, in Hertfordshire.
Lord Essex had been an attached friend
of my uncle’s, and offered this home on
his property to Mrs, Kemble when she
came to England, after her long sojourn
abroad with my uncle, who, as I have
mentioned, spent the last years of his
life, and died, at Lausanne. Mrs. Kem-
ble invited my mother to come and see
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her soon after she setiled in Hertford-
shire, and I accompanied her thither.
Cashiobury Park thas became familiar
ground to me, and remains endeared fo
my recollection for its own beauty, for
the delightful days I passed rambling
about it, and for the beginning of that
love bestowed upon my whole life by
I S . Heath Farm was a pret-
ty house, at once rural, comfortable, and
elegant, with a fine farm - yard adjoin-
ing it, a sort of cross hetween a farm and
a manor house; it was on the edge of
the Cashiobury estate, within which it
stood, looking on one side over its lawn
and flower-garden to the grassy slopes
and fine trees of the park, and on the
other, across a road which divided the
two properties, to Lord Clarendon’s
place, the Grove. It had been the resi-
dence of Lady Monscn before her (see-
ond) marriage to Lord Warwick. Close
to it was a pretty cottage, also in the
park, where lived an old Miss M .
often visited by a young kinswoman of
hers, who became anothier of my lifelong
friends. T B——, Miss M s
niece, was then a beautiful young wom-
an, whose singularly fine face and sweet
and spirited expression bore a strong
resemblance to two emivently handsome
people, my father and Mademoiselle
Mars. She and I soon hecame intimate
coaqﬁuﬁons, though she was several
years my senior. We used to take long
rambles together, and vaguely among
my indistinet recollections of her aunt’s
cottage and the pretty woodland round
it, mix sundry flying visions of a light,
youthful ficure, that of Lord M A
then hardly more than a lad, who seemed
to haunt the path of his cousin, my hand-
some friend, and one evening caused us
both a sudden panic by springing out of
a thicket on us, in the costume of a
Harlequin. Some years after this, when
I wasabout to leave England for America,
I went to take leave of I' B ‘
She was to be married the next day to
Lord M , and was sitting with his
mother, Lady W and on a table
near her lay a set of jewels, as peculiar
as they were magnificens, consisting of
splendid large opals set in diamonds,
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black enamel, and gold. To return to our
Cashiobury walks: T B and I
used often to go together to visit ladies
(Mvrs. Grey and her sister, Miss Shireff)
the garden round whose cottage over-
flowed in every direction with a particu-
lar kind of white and maroon pink, the
powerful, spicy odor of which comes to
me like a warm whiff of sunumer sweet-
ness, across all these intervening fifty
years. Another favorite haunt of ours
was a cottage (not of gentility) inhabit-
ed by an old man of the name of Foster,
who, hale and hearty and cheerful in ex-
treme old age, was always delighted to
see us, used to give us choice flowers
and fruit out of his tiny carden, and
make me sit and sing to him by the
half - hour together in his honeysuckle-
covered porch. After my first visit to
Heath Farm, some time elapsed before
we went thither again. On the occasion
of our second visit, Mrs. Siddons and
my cousin Cecilia were also Mrs. Kem-
ble’s guests, and a lady of the name of
II S . She had been intimate
from her childhood in my uncle Kem-
ble’s house, and retained an enthusiastic
love for his memory and an affectionate
kindness for his widow, whom she was
now visiting on her return to England.
And so I here first knew the dearest
friend I have ever known. The de-
vice of her family is ¢ Haut et Bon: "’
it was her deseription. She was about
thirty years old when I first met her at
Heath Farmj tall and thin, her figure
wanted roundness and grace, but it was
straicht as a dart, and the vigorous,
elastic, active movements of her limbs
and firm, fleet, springing step of her beau-
tifully made feet and ankles gave to her
whole person and deportment a charac-
ter like that of the fabled Atalanta or
the huntress Diana herself. Her fore-
Lead and eyes were beautiful. The
broad, white, pure expanse surrounded
with thick, short, clustering curls of
chestnut hair, and the clear, limpid,
bricht, tender gray eyes that always
looked radiant with light and seemed
to refleet radiance wherever they turned,
were the eyes and forehead of Aurora.
The rest of her features were not hand-
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some, though her mouth was full of
sensibility and sweetness, and her teeth
were the most perfect I ever saw. She
was eccentric in many things, but in
nothing more so than the fashion of her
dress, especially the coverings she pro-
vided for her extremities, her hat and
boots. The latter were not positively
maseuline articles, but were neverthe-
less made by a man’s boot-maker, and
there was only one place in London
where they could be made sufliciently
-ugly to suit her; and infinite were the
pains she took to procure the heavy,
thick, cumbrous, misshapen things that
as much as possible concealed and dis-
ficured her finely turned ankles and
high, arched, Norman instep. Indeed,
her whole attire, peculiar—and very
ugly, I thought it— as it was, was so
by malice prepense on her part. And
whereas the general result would have
sugeested a total disregard of the van-
ities of dress, no Quaker coquette was
ever more jealous of the peculiar text-
ure of the fabrics she wore, or of the
fashion in which they were made. She
wore no colors, black and gray being
the only shades I ever saw her inj and
her dress, barve and bald of every orna-
ment, was literally only a covering for
her body; but it was difficult to find
cashmere fine enough for her scanty
skirts, or cloth perfect enough for her
short spencers, or lawn clear and ex-
quisite enough for her curious collars
and cuffs of immaculate freshness.

I remember a similar peculiarity of
dress in a person in all other respects
the very antipodes of my friend H s
My mother took me once to visit a cer-
tain Miss W , daughter of a Stafford
banker, her very dear friend, and the
codmother from whom I took my second
name of Anne.

This lady inhabited a quaint, pictur-
esque house in the oldest part of the
town of Stafford. Well do I remember
its oal - wainscoted and oak - paneled
chambers, and the fine old oak staircase
that led from the hall to the upper rooms;
also the extraordinary abundance and
delicacy of our meals, particularly the
old-fashioned nine o’clock supper, about
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every item of which, it seemed to me,
more was said and thouzht than about
any food of which I ever before or since
partook. It was in this homely palace
of good cheer that a saying originated,
which passed into a proverb with us,
expressive of a rather unnice indulgence
of appetite.

One of the ladies, going out one day,
called back to the servant who was clos-
ing the door behind her, ¢ Tell the cook
not to forget the sally-lunns” (a spe-
cies of muftin) ¢ for tea, well-greased on
both sides, and we ’1l put on our cofton
gowns to eat them.”

The appearance of the mistress of this
mansion of rather obsolete luxurious
comfort was strikingly singular. She
was a woman about sixty years old,
tall and large and fat, of what Balzac
describes as ‘¢ un embonpoint flottant,’
and was habitually dressed in a white
linen ecambric gown, long and tending
to train, but as plain and tight as a bag
over her portly middle person and promi-
nent bust; it was finished at the throat
with a school-boy’s plaited frill, which
stood up round her heavy falling cheeks
by the help -of a white muslin or black
silk eravat. Her head was very nearly
bald, and the thin, short gray hair lay
in distant streaks upon her skull, white
and shiny as an ostvich egg, which on
the rare occasions of her going out, or
into her garden, she covered with a
man’s straw or beaver hat.

It is curious how much minor ec-
centricity the stringent general spirit of
formal conformity allows individuals in
England: nowhere else, scarcely, in civ-
ilized Europe could such a costume be
worn in profound, peaceful defiance of
public usage and opinion, with perfect
security from insult or even offensive
comment, as that of my mother’s old
friend, Miss W , or my dear I
S——. In this same Staffordshire fam-
ily and its allies, eccentricity seemed
to prevail alike in life and death; for
I remember hearing frequent mention,
while among them, of connections of
theirs who, when they died, one and all
desired to be buried in full dress and
with their coffins standing upright.
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To return to Heath Farm and my dear
H——. Nobility, intellizence, and ten-
derness were her predominating qualities,
and her person, manner, and countenance
habitually expressed them.

This lady’s intellect was of a very un-
common order; her habits of thought and
reading were profoun ly speculative; she
delighted in metaphysical subjects of the
greatest difficulty, anl abstract questions
of the most laborious solution. On such
subjects she incessantly exercised her
remarkably keen powers of analysis and
investization, and no donbt cultivated and
strengthened her peculiar mental facul-
ties and tendencies by the perpetual proe-
esses of metaphysical reasoning which
she pursued. She had extraordinary ar-
gumentative acumen, and kept it sharp
and bright by constant discussion and
disquisition.

Between I S —— and myself, in
spite of nearly twelve years’ difference
in our age, there sprang up a lively
friendship, and our time at Heath Farm
was spent in almost constant companion-
ship. We walked and falked together
the livelong day and a good part of the
night, in spite of Mrs. Kemble’s judicious
precaution of sending us to bed with very
moderate wax cande ends; a prudent
provision which we contrived to defeat
by getting from my cousin, Cecilia Sid-
dons, clandestine alns of fine, long, life-
sized candles, placed as mere supernu-
meraries on the toile: table of a dressing-
room adjoining her mother’s bedroom,
which she never used. At this time [
also made the acquaintance of my friend’s
brother, who eame down to Heath Farm
to visit Mrs. Kemble and his sister. He
possessed a brilliant intellect, had stud-
ied for the bar, and at the same time
made himself favorasly known by a good
deal of clever periodical writing; but he
died too early to have fully developed
his genius, and left as proofs of his un-
doubtedly superior talents only a few
powerfully written works of fietion, in-
dicating considerable abilities, to which
time would have given maturity, and
more experience a licher direction.

Among the principal interests of my
London life at this time was the pro-
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duction at our theatre of Weber’s opera,
Der Freyschiitz.  Few operas, T believe,
have had a wider or more prolonged
popularity; none certainly within my rec-
ollection ever had anything approaching
it. Several causes conduced to this ef-
fect. The simple pathos of the love-story,
and the supernatural element so well
blended with it, which gave such un-
usual scope to the stage effects of scen-
ery, ete., were two obvious reasons for
its success.

The subject is eminently sympathet-
ic to the majority of andiences, easily
understood, romantic, pathetic, almost
tragical, and at the same time startling-
ly terrible in some of its situations. The
music combines every quality of ex-
quisite melody and fine harmony, in
the airs, choruses, and concerted pieces,
with a masterly, full, effective, and yet
not overloaded -instrumentation. The
orchestral portion of the composition is
as rich and varied as the vocal is orig-
inal and enchanting; and the beautiful
accompaniments add a pathetic and
spirited charm of their own to the ten-
der solo airs and fine concerted picces
and choruses.

From the inimitably gay and dramatic
laughing chorus and waltz of the first
scene to the divine melody in which the
heroine expresses her unshaken faith in
Heayen, immediately before her lover’s
triumph closes the picce, the whole opera
isa series of exquisite conceptions, hard-
ly one of which does not contain some
theme or passage calculated to catch the
dullest and slowest ear and fix itself on
the least retentive memory; and though
the huntsman’s and bridesmaid’s cho-
ruses, of course, first attained and long-
est retained a street-organ popularity,
there is not a single air, duet, concerted
piece, or chorus, from which extracts
were not seized on and earried away by
the least musical memories. So that the
advertisement of a German gentleman
for a valet, who to other necessary quali-
fications was to add the indispensable
one of not being able to whistle a note
of Der Freyschiitz, appeared a not un-
natural result of the universal furor for
this musie.



1875.] The Beautiful

We went to hear it until we literally
knew it by heart, and such was my
enthusiasm for it that I contrived to
vet up a romantic passion for the great
composer, of whom I procured a hid-
cous little engraving (very ugly he was,
and very ugly was his *¢ counterfeit pre-

Woman’s Wish. 735
sentment,”” with high cheek bones leng
hooked nose, and spectacles), which, fold -
ed up in a small square and sewed into
a black silk case, I carried like an amulet
round my neck until I completely wore
it out, which was soon after poor We-
ber’s death.
Frances Anne Kemble.

THE BEAUTIFUL WOMAN'S WISH.

Trou strokest back my heavy hair
With smothered praises in thy touch,

Thy long, proud look doth call me fair
Before thy lips have vowed me such.

And when between each long caress
Thou gazest at me held apart,

And with impulsive tenderness
Refoldest closer to thy heart,

Over love’s deep, within thine eyes,
I see the artist’s rapture brood;

And sometimes will this thought arise
(O Love, why must a fear intrude!):

What if some sudden thing, as dread
As that which happened yesterday,
Should write my name among the dead

And steal all but my soul away;

Or, leaving still a feeble life,
Should make me ugly, foul to see:
Couldst thou then call my soul thy wife,
Wouldst thou then love this very me?

Lest T miss anght of thy heart’s whole,
When changed by some dire mystery;
Would that this dust that clothes my soul

Immortal as itself might be!

Or else that some stranze power were thine,
To see my soul itself alway;

And love this fragile form of mine,
As but its likeness wrought in clay.

Charlotte I'. Bales.





