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CHAPTER XVIL.
A SOCIAL CHORTUS.

AMAZEMENT. sits enthroned upon the counte-
nances of Mr. and Mrs. Alfred Lammle's circle
of acquaintance, when the disposal of their first-
class furniture and effects (including a Billiard
Table in capital letters), * by auction, under| a
bill of sale,” is publicly announced on a waving
hearth-rug in Sackville Strect. But nobody |is
half so much amazed as Hamilton Vencering,
Esquire, M.P. for Pocket Breaches, who in-
stantly begins to find out that the Lammles arc
the only people ever entered on his soul’s regis-
ter who are not the oldest and dearest friends
he has in the world. Mrs. Vencering, W.M.P.
for Pocket Breaches, like a faithful wife shares
her husband’s discovery and inexpressible aston-
ishment. Perhaps the Vencerings twain may
deem the last unutterable feeling particularly
duc to their reputation, by reason that once npon
a time some of the longer heads in the City are

upon it. Lady Tippins lives in a chronic stz
of invitation to dine with the Veneerings, a

lobbies, intent upon entrapping his fellow-legis-
lators to dinner. Mrs. Veneering .dined with
five-and-twenty bran-new faces overnight ; ealls
upon them all to-day; scnds them every one
a dinner-card to-morrow, for the weck after
next : before that dinner is digested, calls upon
their brothers and sisters, their sons and daugh-
ters, their nephews and nieces, their atnts and
uncles and cousins, and invites them all to din-
ner. And still, as at first, howsoever, the din-
ing circle widens, it is to be observed that

thing in their minds), but to dine with one
other.

Mr. Podsnap, as a representative man, is
alone in caring very particularly for his o

—————

show, and when I, Podsnap, casually remark else.
where that I dined last Monda_v with a gorgeous
caravan of camels, I find it personally offensive
to have it hinted to me that they are broken.
kneed camels, or camels laboring under sus
picion of any sort. ‘I don't display camels
mysclf, I am above them; I am a more solid
man ; but these camels have basked in the light
of my countenance, and how dare you, Sir, in.
sinuate to me that I have irradiated any but un.
impeachable camels ?”

The camels are polishing up in the Analyt-
ical’s pantry for the dinner of wonderment on
the occasion of the Lammles going to pieces,
and Mr. T®%emlow feels a little queer on the
sofa at his lodgings over the stable yard in
Duke Street, Saint James’s, in conscquence of
having taken two advertised pills at about mid-
day, on the faith of the printed representation
accompanying the box (price one and a penny
half-penny, government stamp included), that
the same ¢ will be found highly salutary as a
precautionary measure in connection with the
pleasures of the table.” To whom, while sickly
with the fancy of an insoluble pill sticking in
his gullet, and also with the sensation of a de-
posit of warm gum languidly wandering within
him a little lower down, a servant enters with
the announcement that a lady wishes to speak
with him.

¢ A lady ! says Twemlow, pluming his ruffied
feathers.  ¢¢ Ask the favor of the Jady’s name.”

The lady’s name is Lammle. The lady will
not detain Mr. Twemlow longer than = very few
minutes. The lady is sure that Mr. Twemlow
will do her the kindness to sce her, on being told
that she particularly desires a short interview.
The lady has no doubt whatever of Mr. Twem-
low’s compliance when he hears her name. I
begged the servant to be particular not to mis-
take her name. Would have sent in a card, but
has none.

¢t Show the lady in.” Lady shown in, comes
in.
Mr. Twemlow’s little rooms are modestly fur-
nished, in an old-fashioned manner (rather like
the housckeeper’s room at Snigsworthy Park).
and would be bare of mere ornament were it not
for a full-length engraving of the sublime Snigs-
worth over the chimney-piece, snorting at @
Corinthian column, with an enormous roll of
paper at his feet, and a heavy curtain going 10
tumble down on his head; those accessories be-
ing understood to represent the noble lord a3
somehow in the act of saving his country.

“Pray take a scat, Mrs. Lammle.” M
Lammle takes a seat and copens the conversd-
tion.

¢« have no doubt, Mr. Twemlow, that von
have heard of a reverse of fortunc having be-
fallen us. Of course you have heard of i, for
no kind of news travels so fast—among oncs
friends especially.”

Mindful of the wondering dinner, T‘chlo“',
with a little twinge, admits the imputation.
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¢ Probably -it will not,” says Mrs. Lammle,
with a certain hardened manner upon her, that
makes Twemlow shrink, ¢ have surprised. you
so much as some others, after what passed be-
tween us at the house which:is now turned out
at windows. I have taken the liberty of calling
upon you, Mr. Twemlow, to add a sort of post-
seript to what I said that day.” .

Mr. Twemlow’s dry and hollow cheeks become
more dry and hollow at the prospect of some
new complication.

¢Really,” says the uneasy little gentleman,
“really, Mrs. Lammle, I should take it as a fa-
vor if you could excuse me from any further
confidence. It has ever been one of the objects
of my life—which, unfortunately, has not had
many objects—to be inoffensive, and to keep out
of cabals and interferences.” :

Mrs. Lammle, by far the more observant of
the two, scarcely finds it necessary to look at
Twemlow while he speaks, so easily does she
read him.

“ My postseript—to retain the term I have
nsed”—says Mrs. Lammle, fixing her eyes on his
face, to enforee what she says herself—¢¢ coin-
cides exactly with what you say, Mr. Twemlow.
So far from troubling you with any new confi-
dence, I merely wish to remind you what the old

“one was. So far from asking you for interfer-
ence, I merely wish to claim your strict neutral-
ity.”

Twemlow going on to reply, she rests her eyves
again, knowing her cars to be quite enough for
the contents of so weak a vessel.

‘I can, I suppose,” says Twemlow, nervonsly,
‘““offer no reasonable objection to hearing any
thing that you do me the honor to wish to say
to me under those heads. But if 1 may, with all
possible delicacy and politeness, entreat you not
to range beyond them, I—I beg to do so.”

“ Sir,” says Mrs. Lammle, raising her eyes to
his face again, and quite daunting him with her
hardened manner, ¢“I imparted to you a certain
picce of knowledge, to bc imparted again, as
vou thought best, to a certain person.”

“Which I did,” says Twemlow.

‘“ And for doing which, I thank you; though,
indeed, T scarcely know why I turned traitress
to my husband in the matter, for the girl is a
poor little fool.” I was a poor little fool once
myself; I can find no better reason.” Seeing
the effect she produces on him by her indifferent
laugh and cold look, she keeps her eyes upon
him as she proceeds. **Mr. Twemlow, if you
snould chance to sce my husband, or to see me,
9T to see both of us, in the favor or confidence
of any one eclse—whether of our common ac-
dnaintance or not, is of no consequence—vou
have no right to use against us the knowledge
[ intrusted yon with, for one special purpose
which has been accomplished. This is what I
‘ame to say. It is not a stipulation ; to a gen-
tleman it is simply a reminder.”

Twemlow sits murmuring to himself with his
hand to his forehead.

¢“It is so plain a case,” Mrs..Lammle goes on,
¢ as between me (from the first relying on your
honor) and you, that I will not waste another
word upon it.”  She looks steadily at Mr. Twem-
until, with a shrug, he makés her a:little
ided bow, as though saying * Yes, I think

tay!” says Twemlow, rising as she rises,
“Pardon me a momert. I should never have
sought you out, madam, to say what I am going
to say, but since you have sought me out and

ledgeby?  Always supposing that you did ;
rt no knowledge of my own on the subject ;

hen he told you?” rctorts Mrs. Lammle,
again has saved her eves while listening,
cs them with strong effect while speak-

ing.
(43 cs."
‘eIt is strange that he should have told you
the truth,” says Mrs. Lammle, seriously ponder-
ing. | ““Pray where did a circumstance so very

extraordinary happen ?”

Twemlow hesitates.  He is shorter than the

In strict confidence ?”
must confess,” says the mild little gentle-

which I could not feel that I deserved from him,
render me the same service that you had en-
treated him to render youn.”

It is a part of the true nobility of the poor gen-
tieman's soul to say this last sentence. ¢ Other-
wise,’! he has reflected, I shall assume the su-
perior position of having no difficulties of my
own, while I know of hers. Which would be
mean, very mcan.”

“Was Mr. Fledgeby's advocacy as effectual
in your case as in ours?” Mrs. Lammle de-
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I encountered Mr, Fledgeby, quite by accident,
on the spot.—By the expression, on the spot, I
mean at Mr. Riah’s in Saint Mary Axe.”

‘‘ Have you the misfortune to be in Mr. Riah’s
hands then?”

¢¢Unfortunately, madam,” returns Twemlow,
‘“the onme money-obligation to which I stand
coramitted, the one debt of my life (but it is a
just debt; pray observe that I don’t dispute it),
has fallen into Mr. Riah’s hands.”

“Mr. Twemlow,” says Mrs. Lammle, fixing
his eyes with hers: which he would prevent h
doing if he could, but he can’t; ““it has fal
into Mr. Fledgeby’s hands. Mr. Riah is

Let me tell you that, for your guidance.
information may be of use to you, if only to p
vent your credulity, in judging another man’s
truthfulness by your own, from being imposed
upon.”
¢ Impossible !” cries Twemlow, standing aghast.

¢ How do you know it?”

¢¢T scarcely know how [ know it. The whole
train of circumstances scemed to take fire at
once, and show it to me.”

¢Oh! Then you have no proof."”

Tt is very strange,” says Mrs. Lammle, cold-
ly and boldly, and with some disdain, ** how like
men arc to onc another in some things, though
their characters are as different as can be! No
two men can have less affinity between them,
one would say, than Mr. Twemlow and my hus-
band. * Yet my husband replies to me ¢You
have no proof,* and Mr. Twemlow replies to me
with the very same words!”

*But why, madam ?” Twemlow ventures gen-
tly to argue. **Consider why the very same
words? DBecause they state the fact. Becanse
you kave no proof.”

¢¢ Men are very wise in their way,” quoth Mrs.
Lammle, glancing haughtily at the Snigsworth
portrait, and shaking out her dress before de-
parting; ‘“but they have wisdom to learn. My
husband, who is not over-confiding, ingenuous,
or inexperienced, sces this plain thing no more
than Mr. Twemlow does—because there is|no
proof! Yet I believe five women out of six, in
my place, would see it as clearly as I do. - How-
ever, I will never rest (if only in remembrance
of Mr. Fledgeby’s having kissed my hand) until
my husband does see it.  And you will do well
for yourself to see it from this time forth, Mr.
Twemlow, though I can give you no proof.”

As she moves toward the door, Mr. Twem!
attending on her, expresses his soothing h
that the condition of Mr. Lammle’s affairs is
irretricvable.

¢ I don’t know,” Mrs. Lammle answers, stop-
ping, and sketching out the pattern of the paper
on the wall with the point of her parasol; ¢*it
depends.
dawrning now, or there may be none.  We shall
soon find out. If none, we are bankrupt here,
and must go abroad, I suppose.”

Mr. Twemlow, in his good-natured desire to

DY,
ope

not |

There may be an opening for him |

make the best of it, remarks that there are pleas-
ant lives abroad. : . ,

“Yes,” returns Mrs. Lammle, still sketching
on the wall; ¢ butIdoubt whether billiard-pla)-.
ing, card-playing, and so forth, for the means
to live under suspicion at a dirty table-d’hite, is
one of them,” :

It is much for Mr. Lammle, Twemlow polite-
ly intimates (though greatly shocked), to have
one always beside him who is attached to him in
all his fortunes, and whose restraining influence
will prevent him from courses that would be
discreditable and ruinous. As he says it, Mrs.
Lammle leaves off sketching, and looks at him,

¢ Restraining influence, Mr. Twemlow? We
must eat and drink, and dress, and have a roof
over our heads. Always beside him and at-
tached in all his fortunes? Not much to boast
of in that; what can a woman at my age do?
My husband and I deceived one another when
we married ; we must bear the consequences of
the deception—that is to say, bear one another,
and bear the burden of scheming together for
to-day’s dinner and to-morrow’s breakfast—till
death divorces us.”

With those words she walks-out into Duke
Street, Saint James'’s. Mr. Twemlow returning
to his sofa, lays down his aching head on its
slippery little horse-hair bolster, with n strong -
internal conviction that a painful interview is
not the kind of thing to be taken after the din-
ner pills which are so highly salutary in connee-
tion with the pleasures of the table.

But six o'clock in the evening finds the wor-
thy little gentleman getting better, and also get-
ting himself into his obsolete little silk stockings
and pamps, for the wondering dinner at the Ve-
neerings. And seven o'clock in the cvening
finds him trotting out into Duke Street, to trot
to the corner and save a sixpence in coach-hire.

Tippins the divine has dined hersclf into such
a condition by this time that a morbid mind
might desire her, for a blessed change, to sup at
last and tarn into bed. Such a mind has M
Eugene Wrayburn, whom Twemlow finds con-
templating Tippins with the moodiest of vis-
ages, while that playful creature rallies him on
being so long overdue at the woolsack. Skittish
is Tippins with Mortimer Lightwood too, and
has raps to give him with her fan for having
been best man at the naptials of these deceiving
what's-their-names who have gone to picces.
Though, indeed, the fan is generally lively, and
taps away at the men in all dircctions, with
' something of a grizzly sound suggestive of the
clattering of Lady Tippins's bones.

A new race of intimate friends has sprung up
| at Vencering's since he went into Parliament
t for the public good, to whom Mrs, Vencering 13,
very attentive.. These friends, like astronomic-
al distances, are only to be spoken of in the very
| Inrgest fignres. Boots says that one of them 13
| & Contractor who (it has been calculated) gives
 employment, dircctly and indirectly, to five hun-
- dred thousand men.  Brewer says that another
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of them is a Chairman, in such request at.so
many Boards, so far apart, that-he never trav-
cls less by railway than three thousand miles a
week. Buffer says that another of them hadn’t
a sixpence eighteen months ago, and, through
the brilliancy of his genius in getting those
shares issued at eighty-five, and buying them
all up with no money and selling them at par
for cash, has now three hundred and scventy-
five thousand pounds—Buffer particularly in-
sisting on the odd seventy-five, and declining to
take a farthing less. With Buffer, Boots, and
Brewer, Lady Tippins is eminently facetious on
the subject of these Fathers of the Scrip-Church :
surveying them through her eye-glass, and in-
quiring whether Boots and Brewer and Buffer
think they will make her fortune if she makes
iove to them ? with other pleasantries of that na-
ture. Veneering, in his different way, is much
occupied with the Fathers too, piously retiring
with them into the conservatory, from which
retreat the word * Committee” is occasionally
lieard, and where the Fathers instruct Vencer-
ing how he must leave the valley of the piano
on his left, take the level of the mantle-piece,
cross by an open cutting at the candelabra, scize
the carrying-traffic at the console, and cut up
the opposition root and branch at the window
curtains.

Mr. and Mrs. Podsnap are of the company,
and the Fathers descry in Mrs. Podsnap a fine
woman. She is consigned to & Fathcr—Boots’s
Father, who employs five hundred thousand
men—and is brought to anchor on Vencering’s
left; thus affording opportunity to the sportive
Tippins on his right (he, as usual, being mere
vacant space), to entreat to be told something
about those loves of Navvies, and whether they
do really live on raw beef-steaks, and drink por-
ter out of their barrows. But in spite of such
little skirmishes it is fclt that this was to be a
wondering dinner, and that the wondering must
not be neglected. Accordingly, Brewer, as the
man who has the greatest reputation to sustain,
becomes the interpreter of the general instinct.

“I took,” says Brewer, in a favorable pause,
“a cab this morning, and I rattled off to that
Sale.”

Boots (devoured by envy) says, ¢ So did I.”

Buffer says, ¢ So did I;” but can find nobody
to c:n-c whether he did or not. -

‘** And what was it like ?”” inquires Veneering.

“I assure you,” replies Brewer, looking abouc
for any body clse to address his answer to, and
giving the prcfcxcnce to Lightwood; ¢I assurc
You, the things were going for a song. = Hand-
some things enough, but fetching nothing.”

“So I heard this afternoon,’ says Lightwood.

Brewer begs to know now, would it be fair to
ask a professional man how—on—earth—these
—people—ever—did-——come—to—such—a—to-
tal smash?”  (Brewer's divisions being for em-
phasis, )

Lightwood roplics that ho was consulted cer-
tainly, but could give no opinion which would

pay off the.Bill of Sale, and therefore violates
no confidence in supposing that it came of their
living beyond their means.
““ But how,” says Veneermg, tcax people do
g1
Hah! That is felt on all hands to be a shot
in|the bull'seye. How cax people do that!
The Analytical Chemist going round with Cham-
pagne looks very much as if ke could give them
a pretty good idea how people did that, if he
had a mind. v N
‘How,” says Mrs. Vencering, laying down
her fork to press her aquiline hands together. at
the tips of the fingers, and addressing the Fa-
ther who travels the three thousand miles per
week: ‘‘how a mother can look at her baby,
and know ‘that she lives bevond her husband’s
me ns, I can not imagine.”
gene suggests that Mrs. Lammle, not bcmg
a other, had no baby to look at.
““True,” says Mrs. Vencering, ¢ but the prin-
ciple is the same.”
oots is clear that the principle is the same.
So |is Buffer. It is the unfortunate destiny of
Buffer to damage a cause by espousing it. The
rest of the company have meekly yielded to the
proposition that the principle is the same, until
Buffer says it is; when instantly a gencral mur-
mur arises that the principle is not the same.
“‘But I don’t understand,” says the Father
of the three hundred and seventy-five thousand
pounds, ‘‘—if these pcople spoken of occupied
the |position of being in socicty—they were in
society 27
Vieneering is bound to confess that they dined
here, and were even married from here. ;
*Then I don’t understand,” pursues the Fa-
ther, “how cven their living beyond their means
couldd bring them to what has been termed a total
smash. Because there is always such a thing as
an adjustment of affairs in the casc of people of
any standing at all.”
Lugcnc (who would secem to be in a gloomy
state of suggestiveness) suggests, ¢ Suppose you
have no means and live beyond them ?”
This is too insolvent a state of things for the
Father to entertain. It is too insolvent a state
of things for any one with any sclf-respect to en-
tertajn, and is universally scouted.  But it is so
amazing how any people can have come to n to-
ash that cvery body feels bound to account
One of the Fathers says “ Gnm-

th

without knowing that «pcculnuon is a
" . Boots says, *‘Ilorses.” Lady Tippins
i Mr.

I desire to takc no part in
I ubhor
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-Mr. Podsnap sweeps: these inconveniently unex-
plainable wretches who have lived beyond their
means and gone to total smash off the face of
-the universe. -

-Tugene, leaning back in his chair, is observ-
ing Mr. Podsnap with an irreverent face, and
may be about to offer a new suggestion, when
the Analytical is beheld in collision with the
Coachman ; the Coachman manifesting a pur-
pose of coming at the company with a silver sal-
ver, as though intent upon making a collection
for his wife and family; the Analytical cutting
him off at the sideboard. The superior stateli-
ness, if not the superior generalship, of the Ana-
Iytical prevails over a man who is as nothing off
the box; and the Coachman, yielding up his
salver, retires defeated. '

Then the Analytical, perusing a scrap of pa-
per lying on the salver with the air of a literary
Censor, adjusts it, takes his time about going to
the table with it, and presents it to Mr. Eugene
Wrayburn, Whercupon the pleasant Tippins
says aloud, ¢ The Lord Chancellor hasresigned!”

With distracting coolness and slowness—for he
knows the curiosity of the Charmer to be always
devouring—Eugene makes a pretense of getting
out an cye-glass, polishing it, and reading the
paper with difficulty, long after he has seen what
is written on it. What is written on it in wet
ink, is:

“Young Blight.”

““Waiting 2" says Eugene over his shoulder,
in confidence, with the Analytical.

“ Waiting,” returns the Apalytical, in re-
sponsive confidence.

Tugene looks ¢ Excuse me” toward Mrs. Ve-
neering, goes out, and finds Young Blight, Mor-
timer’s clerk, at the hall door.

““You told me to bring him, Sir, to wherever
you was, if he come while you was out and I was
in,” says that discrect young gentleman, stand-
ing on tip-toc to whisper; “‘and I've brought
him.”

“‘Sharp boy. Where is he?” asks Engenc.

‘“Ile’s in a cab, Sir, at the door. X thought
it best not to show him, you see, if it could be
helped; for he’s a shaking all over, like—"
Blight's simile is perhaps inspired by the sur-
rounding dishes of sweets—*¢like Glue Monge.”

¢ Sharp boy again,” returns Eugene. Il
go to him.” .

Goes out straightway, and, leisurely leaning
his arms on the open window of a cab in wait-
ing, looks in at Mr. Dolls, who has brought his
own atmosphere with him, and would scem from
its odor to have brought it, for convenience of
carringe, in a rum-cask.

¢ Now, Dolls, wake up!”

““ Mist Wrayburn? Drection!
lings 1”

After carefully reading the dingy scrap of pa-
per handed to lim, and as carefully tucking it
into his waistcoat pocket, Eugenc tells out the
money : beginning incantiously by telling: the
first shilling into Mr. Dolls’s hand, which in-

Fifteen shil-

stantly jerks it out of window; and cnding by
telling the fifteen shillings on the seat. :
‘Give him a ride back to Charing Cross,
sharp boy, and there get rid of him.”
Returning to the dining-room, and pausing
for |an instant behind the screen at the door,
Eugene overhears, above the hum and clatter,
the|fair Tippins saying: ¢“I am dying to ask
him what he was called out for!”

‘f Are you?” mutters Eugene, *then perhaps °
if you can’t ask him you’ll die. So I'll be a ben-
efactor to society, and go. A stroll and a cigar,
and I can think this over. Think this over.”
Thus, with a thoughtful face, he “finds his hat
and cloak, unseen of the Analytical, and goes
his way.

THE END OF THE THIRD BOOK.

INFLUENCE OF CLIMATE UPON
NATIONAL CHARACTER.*

S plants may be modificd by heat, so, too,

may men.  The Roman authors bear their
concurrent testimony to the fact that, twenty
centuries ago, the inhabitants of Britain, Gaul,
and Germany were red-haired and blue-cyed.
But no one would accept such a description as
ct in our times. This gradual disappear-

ed, and almost houseless peasant savage of
times of Cresar struggled in his native forest

at it is not alone complexion that is altered;
form of the skullis also changed. We should
remember the well-ascertained fact that the

compressed into form by the skull. )
here are two typical forms of skull, popularly
distinguished as the savage and the civilized.
The former gives a dctestable aspect to the
conntenance—a receding forchead, over which
hair encroaches on the eycbrows; the nos-
trils gaping, and seeming to enter directly back-
rd into the head; the jaw projecting, the
mouth open, the tecth uncovered. In the ot.hcr
the forchead is vertical; the brow expansive,
1 with an air of intellectuality ; the face ca-
pable of cxpressing the most refined emotions;
the eyes in an indescribable but significant man-
ner manifest the exalted powers of the mind, and
the lips are composed or compressed.
Between these two typical extremes there arc
many intermediate forms. Extreme heat or €3
treme cold, a life of physical hardship, tcn!.l to
the production of the baser; a life of case in &
genial climate, to the higher type. And since

4 From Thoughts on the Fulure Ciril Policy of A™¢ :S
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