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his keeper good-night, and had let himself in
with his key, and had softly closed the dqor,
cven there and then, the all-powerful Silas must
needs claim another assertion of his newlyqas-
serted power.

“Bof—fin!" he called through the keyhole.

““Yes, Wegg,” was the reply through the sgme
channel. ‘

““Come out. Show yourself again. Lpt's
have another look at you!” ‘

Mr. Boffin—ah, how fallen from the high
cstate of his honest simplicity !—opened |the
door and obeyed.

“Go in. You may get to bed now,” said
Wegg, with a grin,

The door was hardly closed when he again
called through the keyhole:

“Bof—fin!”

“Yes, Wegg.”

This time Silas made no reply, but labored
with a will at turning an imaginary grindsfone
outside the keyhole, while Mr. Boffin stoopefl at
it within; he then laughed silently, and stumped
home.

—_—

CHAPTER IV.
A RUNAWAY MATCIL

Cnrrusic Pa arose with as little noise as pos-
sible from beside majestic Ma, one morning early,
having a holiday before him. Pa and the Igvely
woman had a rather particular appointment to
keep.

Yet Pa and the lovely woman were not gping

out together.  Bella was up before four, butf had
no bennet on.  She was waiting at the fogt of

the stairg—was sitting on the bottom stair, in
fact—to reccive Pa when he came down, bug her
only objeet scemed to be to get Pa well oyt of
the house.

“Your breakfast is ready, Sir,” whispered
Bella, after greeting him with a hug, ““and all
you have to do is to cat it up and drink it up,
and escape.  Iow do you fecl, Pa?”

“To the best of my judgment, like a house-
breaker new to the busiuess, my dear, who pan’t
make himself quitc comfortable till he is off the
premises.”

Bella tucked her arm in his with a mperry,
noiseless laugh, and they went doWwn tq the
kitchen on tip-toc; she stopping on cvery| sep-
arate stair to put the tip of her forefinger on her
rosy lips, and then lay it on his lips, according
to her favorite petting way of kissing 1’a.

“How do you feel, my love?” asked R
as she gave him his breakfast.

1 feel as if the Fortune-teller was coming
true, dear Pa, and the fair Iittle man was purn-
ing out as was predicted.”

““Ho! Only the fair little man?” saifl her
father,

Bella put another of those finger-seals |upon
his lips, and then said, kneeling down by h~im as
he sat at table: “Now, look here, Sir. If you

.,

keep well up to the mark this day, what do you
think you deserve? What did I promise You
should have, if you were good, upon a certajy
occasion ?”

“Upon my word I don’t remember, Precioys,
Yes, I do, though. Wasn’t it one of thege
beau—tiful tresses?” with his caressing hand
upon her hair.

““Wasn't it, too !” returned Bella, pretending
to pout.. ““Upon my word! Do you know, Sir,
that the Fortune-teller would give five thousang
guineas (if it was quite convenient to him, which
it isn’t) for the lovely picce I have cut off for
you? You can form no idea, Sir, of the number
of times he kissed quite a scrubby little pisce—
in comparison—that I cut off for him. Ang
he wears it, too, round his neck, I can tell you!
Near his heart!” said Bella, nodding. ¢ Ah!
very near his heart!  However, you have been a
good, good Loy, and you are the best of all the
dearest boys that cver were this morning, and
here’s the chain I have made of it, Pa, and you
must let me put it round your neck with my own
loving hands.” '

As Pa bent his head she cried over him a lit-
tle, and then said (after having stopped to dry
her cyes on his white waistcoat, the discovery
of which incongruous circumstance made her
laugh): ¢ Now, darling Pa, give me your hands
that I may fold them together, and do you say
after me:—>My little Bella.”

“My little Bella,” repeated Pa.

¢“J am very fond of you.”

“I am very fond of you, my darling,” said Pa.

“You mmnsin’t say any thing not dictated to
you, Sir. You daren’t do it in your responses
at Church, and you mustn’t do it in your re.
sponses out of Church.”

“J withdraw the darling,? said Pa.

“That's a pious boy! Now again:—You
were always—"

“You were always,” repeated Pa,

‘A vexations—"

¢ No you weren't,” said Pa.

¢ A vexatious (do you hear, Sir?), a vexd-
tious, capricious, thankless, troublesome An:
mal; but I hope yowll do better in the time to
come, and I bless you and forgive you!” MHere
she quite forgot that it was Pa’s turn to make
the responscs, and clung to his neck. ¢Dear
Pa, if vou knew how much I thiuk this morning
of what you told me once, about the first tin¢
of our sceing old Mr. Harmon, when I stamped
and screamed and beat you with my dctcst:ll‘ﬂx‘/
little bonnet! I fecl as if I had been stampits
and screaming and beating you with my hatelul
little bonnet ever since I was born, darling!”

¢ Nonsense, my love. And as to your bon-
nets, they have always been nice bonnets for
they have always become you—'—m’ you have I’C"'
come them; perhaps it was that—at every 26¢

«Did I hurt you much, poor little Pa?” ﬂfkct
Bella, laughing (notwithstanding her rep<t
ance), with fantastic pleasure in the pietur
¢“when I beat you with my honnet ?”
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#“No, my child. Wouldn’t have hurt a fly "

“ Ay, but I am afraid I shouldn’t have beat
you at all unless I had meant to hurt you,” said
Bella. ¢ Did I pinch your legs, Pa?”

¢ Not much, my dear; but I think it's almost
time I—"

“Qh, yes!” cried Bella. “If I go on chat-
tering, you'll be taken alive. Fly, Pa, fly!”

So they went softly up the kitchen stairs on
tip-toe, and Bella with her light hand softly re-
moved the fastenings of the house-door, and Pa,
having received a parting hug, made off. 'When
he had gone a little way he looked back. Upon
which Bella set another of those finger-seals
upon the air, and thrust out her little foot ex-
pressive of the mark.. Pa, in appropriate action,
expressed fidelity to the mark, and made off as
fast as he could go,

Bclla wallked thoughtfully in the garden for
an hour and more, and then, returning to the
bedroom where Lavvy the Irrepressible still
slambered, put on a little bonnet of quict, but
on the whole of sly appearance, which she had
yesterday made. ‘I am going for a walk,
Lavvy,” she said, as she stooped down and
kissed her.  The Trrepressible, with a bounce in
the bed, and a remark that it wasn’t time to get
up yet, relapsed into unconsciousress, if she had
come out of it.

Behold Bella tripping along the strects, the
dearest girl afoot under the summer sun! DBe-
hold Pa waiting for Bella behind a pump, at
least three miles from the parental roof-trec.
Behold Bella and Pa aboard an carly steamboat
bound for Greenwich.

Were they expected at Greenwich? * Proba-
bly. At least, Mr. Jolin Rokesmith was on the
pier looking out, about a couple of hours before
tic coaly (but to him gold-dusty) little steam-
boat got her steam up in London. Probably.
At least, Mr. John Rokesmith seemed perfectly
satisfied when he deseried them on board.  Prob-
ably. At least, Bella no sooner stepped ashore
than she took Mr. John Rokesmith’s arm, with-
out evincing surprise, and the two walked away
together with an cthereal air of happiness which,
3 it were, wafted up from the carth and drew
after them a gruff and glum old pensioner to sec
tout. Two wooden legs had this groff and
glum old pensioner, and, a minute before Bella
stepped out of the boat, and drew that confiding
litle arm of hers through Rokesmith’s, he had
had no objeet in life but tobacco, and not cnough
of that.  Stranded was Gruff and Glum in a
harbor of everlasting mud, when all in an instant
Bella floated him, and away he went.

,Say, cherubic parent taking the lead, in what
dlr.cction do we steer first?  With some such in-
ury in his thoughts, Gruff and Glum, stricken
b¥ 50 sudden an interest that he perked his neck
and looked over the intervening people, as if he
"Ore trying to stand on tip-toc with his two
¥ooden legs, took an observation of R.W.
Mhere was no ¢ first” in the case, Gruff and

G .
itm made out; the cherubic parent was bear-

ing down and crowding on direct for Greenwich
church, to see his relations.

For Gruff and Glum, though most cvents
acted on him simply as tobacco-stoppers, press-
ing down and condensing the quids within him,
might be imagined to trace a family resemblance
between the cherubs in the church architecture
and the cherub in the white waistcoat. Some
remembrance of old Valentines, wherein a cher-
ub, less appropriately attired for a proverbially -
uncertain climate, had been seen conducting
lovers to the altar, might have been fancied to
inflame the ardor of his timber toes. Beit asit
might. he gave his moorings the slip, and fol-
lIowed in chase. .

The cherub went before, all beaming smiles.
Bellajand John Rokesmith followed ; Gruff and
Glum| stuck to them like wax. TFor years the
wings| of his mind had gone to look after the
legs of his body; but Bella had brought them
back for him per steamer, and they were spread
again

e was a'slow sailer on a wind of happiness,
but he took a cross-cut for the rendezvous, and
peggeld away as if he were scoring furiously at
cribbage. When the shadow of the church-
porch|swallowed them up, victorious Gruff and
Glum likewise presented himself to be swallowed
up. And by this time the cherabic parent was
so fearful of surprise that, but for the two wooden
legs on which Gruff and Glum was reassuringly
mounted, his conscience might have introduced,
in the|person of that pensioner, his own stately
lady disguised, arrived at Greenwich in a car
and giiffins, like the spiteful Fairy at the chris-
tenings of the Princesses, to do something dread-
ful to the marriage service. And truly he had
a momentary reason to be pale of face, and to
whisper to Bella, “You don’t think that can be
your Ma; do you, my dear?” on account of a
mysterfous rustling and a stealthy movement
somewhere in the remote ncighborhood of the
organ,| thongh it was gone directly, and was
heard mo more.  Albeit it was heard of after-
ward, as will afterward be read in this weracious
register of marriage.

Wha taketh? I, John, and so do I, Bella.
Who giveth? I, R.W. Forasmuch, Gruft and
Glum, jas Joln and Bella have consented to-
gether in Loly wedlock, you may (in short) con-
sider it done, and withdraw your two wooden
legs from this temple. To the foregoing pur-
port, the Minister speaking, as directed by the
Rubric,| to the People, sclectly represented jn
the present instance by G. and G. above men-
tioned. ‘ :

And now, the church-porch having swallowed
up Bellp Wilfer for ever and cver, had it not in
its power to relinquish that young woman, but
slid inte the happy sunlight, Mrs. John Roke-
smith instead. And long on the bright steps
stood Gruff and Glum, looking after the pretty
bride, with a narcotic consciousness of having
dreamed a dream.

After|which, Bella took out from her pocket a




524

ITARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE.

little letter, and read it aloud to Pa and Johp; | salute, hat in hand, ship-shape, with the gal.

this being a true copy of the same:

“DearesT MA,—I hope you won't he angry, but I am
most happily married to Mr. John Rokesmith, who loyes
mo better than I can ever deserve, except by loving Him
with all my heart. I thought it best not to mention it be-
forehand, in case it should cause any little differencef at
home. Pleage tell darling Pa. With love to Lavvy,

* Lver dearest Mn,
¢ Your affectionate danghter,
Y DBELLA
¢ (P. 8. —Rokesmith).{’

Then John Rokesmith put the queen’s coyn-
tenance on the letter—when had Ier Gracigus
Majesty looked so benign as on that blessed
morning !—and then Bella popped it into the
post-office, and said, merrily, ¢ Now, dearest Pa,
you are safe, and will never be taken alive!”

Pa was, at first, in the stirred depths of his
conscience, so far from sure of being safe yet,
that he made out majestic matrons lurking| in
ambush among the harmless trees of Green-
wich PPark, and scemed to sce a stately counte-
nance tied up in a well-known pocket-handker-
chicf glooming down at him from a window|of
the Observatory, where the Familiars of the As-
tronomer Royal nightly outwatch the winking
stars. DBut the minutes passing on and no Mrs.
Wilfer in the flesh appearing, he became mpre
confident, and so repaired with good heart gnd
appetite to Mr. and Mrs. John Rokesmith’s cot-
tage on Blackheath, where breakfast was reafly.

A modest little cottage but a bright and a

—e

fresh, and on the snowy table-cloth the prettiest
of little breakfasts. In waiting, too, like an|at-

tendant summer breeze, a fluttering young dam-
sel, all pink and ribbons, blushing as if she had
been married instead of Bella, and yet assert-
ing the triumph of her sex over both John and
Pa in an exnlting and exalted flurry: as who
should say, “This is what you must all come
to, gentlemen, when we choose to bring you to
book.” This samc young damscl was DBella’s
serving-maid, and unto her did deliver a bupch
of keys, commanding treasures in the way| of
dry-saltery, groceries, jams and pickles, the|in-
vestigation of which made pastime after braak-
fast, when Bella declared that ¢¢I’a must taste
every thing, John dear, or it will never| be
lucky,” and when Pa bhad all sorts of things
poked into his mouth, and didn’t quite know
what to do with them when they were put there.

Then they, all three, out for a charming rjde,
and for a charming stroll among hieath in blopm,
and there behold the identical Gruff and Glum
with his wooden legs hovizontally disposed|be-
fore him, apparently sitting meditating on |the
vicissitudes of life! 'To whom said Bellq, in
her light-hearted surprise: ¢“Oh!  How dofyon
do again? What a dear old pensioner you are 1’
To which Gruff and Glum responded that hd see
her married this morning, my Beanty, and that
if it warn't a liberty he wished her ji and|the
fairest of fair wind and weather; further, in a
general way requesting to know what cheer?
and scrambling up on his two wooden legs to

lantry of 2 man-of-warsman and a heart of ok,

It was a pleasant sight, in the midst of 1),
golden bloom, to see this salt old Gruff ang
Glum waving his shovel hat at Bella, while ki«
thin white hair flowed free, as if she had onee
more launched him into blue water again. Yoy
are a charming old pensioner,” said Bella, “qn
I am so happy that I wish I could make vou
happy too.” Answered Gruff and Glum, ¢ Give
me leave to kiss your hand, my Lovely, and ivs
done !’ So it was done to the general content.- .
ment; and if Gruff and Glum didn’t in the
course of the afternoon splice the main brace, it
was not for want of the means of inflicting that
outrage on the feelings of the Infant Bands of
Hope. .

But the marriage dinner was the crowning
success, for what had bride and bridegroom
plotted to do but to have and to hold that din.
ner in the very room of the very hotel where s
and the lovely woman had once dined together!
Bella sat between Pa and John, and divided her
attentions pretty equally, but felt it necessary (in
the waiter’s absence before dinner) to remind Pa
that she was /s lovely woman no longer,

“T am well aware of it, my dear,” returned
the cherub, ¢ and I resign you willingly.”

“Willingly, Sir? You ought to be hroken.
hearted.”

*So I should be, my dear, if I thought that
I was going to losc you.”

¢ But you know you are not; don’t you, poor
dear Pa? You know that you have only made
a new relation who will be as fond of you and
as thankful to you—for my sake and your own
sake both—as I am; don’t you, dear little Pa?
Look here, Pa!” Bella put her finger on her
own lip, and then on Pa’s, and then on her own
lip again, and then on her husband’s. ¢ Nov,
we are a partnership of three, dear Pa.”

The appearance of dinner herc cut Bella short
in onc of her disappearances: the more effectu-
ally, becanse it was put on under the anspices
of a solemn gentleman in black clothes and a
white cravat, who looked much more like 2
clergyman than the clergyman, and seemed 10
have mounted a great deal higher in the chureh:
not to say, scaled the steeple.  This dignitary,
conferring in scerecy with John Rokesmith on
the subject of punch and wines, bent his head
as though stooping to the Papistical practice of
receiving auricular confession. Likewise, on
John's offering a suggestion which didn't meet
his views, his face beeame overeast and reproach-
ful, as enjoining penance.

What a dinner! Specimens of all the fishes
that swim in the sca surely had swum their wa¥
to it, and if samples of the fishes of divers CO]'_
ors that made a speech in the Arabian Nights
(quite & ministerial explanation in respect of
cloudiness), and then jumped ont of the fryine”
pan, were not to be recognized, it was only !’C'
cauvse they had all become of onc hue by bc]n;{
cooked in batter among the white-bait. And
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the dishes being scasoned with Bliss—an article
which they are sometimes out of, at Greenwich
—were of perfect flavor, and the golden drinks
had been bottled in the golden age and hoard-
ing up their sparkles ever since.

The best of it was, that Bella and John and
the cherub had made a covenant that they would
not reveal to mortal eyes any appearance what-
ever of being a wedding-party. Now, the su-
pervising dignitary, the Arvchbishop of Green-
wich, knew this as well as if he had performed
_the nuptial cecremony. And the loftiness with
which his Grace entered into their confidence
without being invited, and insisted on a show
of keeping the waiters out of it, was the crown-
ing glory of the entertainment.

There was an innocent young waiter of a slen-
der form and with weakish legs, as yet unversed
in the wiles of waiterhood, and but too evidently
of a romantic temperament, and deeply (it were
not too much to add hopelessly) in love with some
voung female not aware of his merit.  This guile-
less youth, deserying the position of affairs, which
even his innocence could not mistake, limited his
waiting to languishing admiringly against the
side-board when Bella didn’t want any thing,
and swooping at her when she did. IIim, his
Grace the Archbishop perpetually obstructed,
cutting him out with his clbow in the moment
of suceess, dispatching him in degrading quest
of melted butter, and, when by any chance he
got hold of any dish worth having, bercaving
him of it, and ordering him to stand back.

“Pray cxcuse him, madam,” said the Arch-
bishop, in a low stately voice; ““he is a very
young man on liking, and we don’t like him.”

This induced John Rokesmith to obscrve—by
way of making the thing more natural—*¢ Bella,
my love, this is so much more successful than
any of our past anniversarics, that I think we
must keep our future anniversaries here.”

Whereunto Bella replied, with probably the
least successful attempt at looking matronly that
ever was seen: ‘‘Indeed, I think so, John,
dear.”

Here the Archbishop of Greenwich coughed a
stately cough to attract the attention of three of
his ministers present, and staring at them, scem.
ol to say: I call upon you by your fealty to
believe thiy1”

With his own hands he afterward put on the
dessert, as remarking to the three guests, ¢ The
reriod has now arrived at which we ean dispense
with the assistance of those fellows who arce not
i our confidence,” and would have retired with
omplete dignity but for a daring action issuing
r:’O}n the misguided brain of the young man on
iking  1Ie finding, by ill-fortune, a picce of
orange flower somewhere in the lobbies, now ap-
Proached undetected with the same in a finger-
Rlass, and placed it on Bella’s right hand. The
Archhishop instantly ejeeted and excommunica-
‘Cd‘ him; but the thing was done.

‘I trust, madam,” said his Grace, returning
tlone, ¢ that you will have the kindness to over-

look it, in consideration of its being the act of a
very young man who is merely here on liking,
and who will never answer.” ‘

With that, he solemnly bowed and retired, and
they all burst into laughter, long and merry.
“tDisguise is of no use,” said Bella; “they all
find me out; I think it must be, Pa and John
dear, because I look so happy !

Her|husband feeling it necessary at this point
to demand one of those mysterious disappear- .
ances on Bella's part, she dutifully obeyed ; «say-
ing in|a softencd voice from her place of con-
cealment ; '

“You remember how we talked about the
ships that day, Pa?”

“Yas, my dear.”

¢Ism't it strange, now, to think that there was
no John in all the ships, Pa?”

¢ Not at all, my dear.”

“Oh, Pa! Not at all?”

$‘Ng, my dear. IIow can we tell what com-
ing people are aboard the ships that may be sail-
ing to s now from the unknown scas!”

Bella remaining invisible and silent, her fa-
ther remained at his dessert and wine, until he
remembered it was time for him to get home to
Holloway. ¢ Though I positively can not tear
myself away,” he cherubically added, ¢—it
would be a sin—without drinking to many,
many happy returns of this most happy day.”

“Hear! ten thousand times!™” cried John.
I fill my glass and my precious wife's.”

“Gentlemen,” said the cherub, inaudibly ad-
dressing, in his Anglo-Saxon tendency to throw
his feelings into the form of a speech, the boys
down below, who were bidding against cach oth-
cr to put their heads in the mud for sixpence:
¢ Gentlemen—and Bella and John—you will
readily suppose that it is not my intention to
trouble you with many observations on the pres-
ent oceasion.  You will also at.once infer the
nature and even the terms of the toast I am
about tg propose on the present occasion.  Gen-
tlemen—-and Bella and Johin—the present occa-
sion is an occasion fraught with feelings that 1
can not trust myself to express. But gentlemen
—and Bella and John—for the part I have had
in it, for the confidence you have placed in me,
and for the affectionate good-nature and kind-
ness witlt whiclh you have determined not to find
me in the way, when I am well aware that I can
not be atherwise than in it more or less, I do
most heartily thank you. Gentlemen—and Bel-
la and John—my love to you, and may we mect,
as on the present oceasion, on many future oc-
casions; [that is to say. gentlemen-—and Bella
and John—on many happy returns of the pres-
ent happy occasion.”

Having thus concluded his address, the amia-~
ble cherub embraced his daughter, and took his
flight to the stcamboat which was to convey him
to London, and was then lying at the floating
pier, doing its best to bump the same to Dbits.
But the happy couple were not going to part

with him| in that way, and beforc he had been
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on board two minutes there they were, looking
down at him from the wharf above.

“Pa, dear!” cried Bellp, beckoning him with
her parasol to approach the side, and bending
gracefully to whisper,

“Yes, my darling.”

“Did I beat you much with that horrid littl
bonnet, Pa?”

¢ Nothing to speak of, my dear.”

¢Did I pinch your legs, Pa?”

¢“QOnly nicely, my pet.”

“You arc sure you quite forgive me, Paf
Please, Pa, please, forgive me quite!” Half
laughing at him and half crying to him, Bell
besought him in the pretticst manner; in
manner so engaging and so playful and so nat
ural, that her cherubic parent made a coaxin
face as if she had never grown up, and said,
“ What a silly little Mouse it is!”

“But you do forgive me that, and every thin
clse; don’t you, Pa?”

“Yes, my dearest.”

« And you don’t feel solitary or neglected, gg
ing away by yoursclf; do you, Pa?”

“Lord bless yon! No, my Life!”

“Good-by, dearest Pa! Good-by!”

“Good-by, my darling! Take her away, my
dear John. Take her home!”

So, she leaning on her husband’s arm, thg
turned homeward by a rosy path which the gra
cious sun struck out for them in its settin
And O there are days in this life worth life an
worth death. And O what a bright old song
is, that O 'tis love, 'tis love, 'tis love, that mak
the world go round!
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RECOLLECTIONS OF AN OLD FOGY.

F any onc moving among public men during

the last four years has kept a private joupr-
nal, and recorded in it the gossip and anecdote
of the day, he has prepared a very delightfhl
book for the readers of the year 1900. If he pup-
lishes it much carlier than that hie will commit
a sad indiserction; but if he waits until thep,
and if he has been a faithful journalizer and|a
good listencr, he will he gratefully remember
by all lovers of gossip.

Such a person was Captain Gronow, the fir
of whose volumes was described in this Magn-
zine some time ago. The garrulous old fellg
has since then followed with a second volumet—
on the principle, as he says, that onc story sug-
gests another; and his first volume put him n
mind of enough to fill & second very pleasantly.

Captain Gronow tells an odd story of Lord
Wellington, which shows that the Iinglish
“ Guards” liked to take good care of them-
selves: During the action of the 10th of Decein-
ber, 1813, commonly known as that of the May-
or’s House, in the neighborhood of Bayonne, the
Grenadier Guards, under the command of Cogl-
onel Tynling, occupied an unfinished redoubt
on the right of the high-road. The Duke pf
Wellington happened to pass with Colonel Free-

[

mantle and Lord A. Hill, on his return to heag-
quarters, having satisfied himself that the fight-
ing was merely a feint on the part of Soult, Iy,
Grace on looking around saw, to his surprise, o
great many umbrellas, with which the officers
protected themselves from’the rain that was thep
falling. Arthur Hill came galloping up, saying,
“Lord Wellington does not approve of the yse
of umbrellas during the enemy’s firing, and wil
not allow ¢ the gentlemen’s sons’ to make them.
selves ridicnlous in the eyes of the army.” Col.
onel Tynling, a few days afterward, received o
rcbuke from Lord Wellington for suffering his
officers to carry umbrellas in the face of the
enemy ; his Lordship observing, ¢“The Guards
may in uniform, when on duaty at St. James's,
carry them if they please; but in the field it is
not only ridiculous but unmnilitary.”

While the Allies occupied Paris many dis.
putes and ducld occurred between English and
French officers, both very ready to take fire at
any thing which looked like an insult. In one
casc a well-known bully entered the Café Fran-
cais, and began insulting all the persons who
were scated at dinner; he boasted of his cour-
age, and declared his determination to kill a
certain M. de F—— A gentleman present,
disgusted at such braggart insolence, guietly
walked up to this fire-cater and addressed him
thus: “ As you are such a dangerous customer,
perhaps you will accommodate me by being
punctual at the entrance of the Bois de Boulogne,
near the Porte Maillot, at mid-day to-morrow:
carlier I can not get there, but depend upon my
arriving in due time with swords and pistols.”
The duclist began to demur, saying he did not
know what right a stranger had to take up the
quarrels of M. de F-——; to which the gentle-
man replied, ¢I have done so because I am
anxious to rid society of a dangerous fellow like
yourself, and would recommend you before you
go to bed to make your will. I will undertake
to order your coflin and pay your funeral ex-
penses.”  He then gave the waiter a note of
1000 francs, with the injunction that Lis orders
should be exccuted before eleven the fO”O}"i"g
day. This had the desired cffect of intimidat-
ing the bully, who left Paris the following day,
and never more was heard of or seen in public.

Of one Fayot the Captain relates that he
fought more duels than any man in France.
His aim with a pistol was certain; but he was
not cruel, and he usually wounded his adversary
cither in the leg or arm. He was likewise?d
good swordsman. General Fournier, another
noted duelist, was afraid of Fayot, and only
once measured swords with him; but thc'lﬂ"
ter had a hatred of Fournier for having 1;.1].1c<1
so many young men belonging to good familics.
In his rencontre with Fayot the General was 5¢
verely wounded in the hand, and ever after
Fayot hunted his antagonist from onc end ©
France to the other, determined to put an €
to the ¢“ assassin,” as he was called; but the rc\
olution of 1830 came, and all was chaos. Fay-

I . F Trance
“ot’s father was guillotined in the south of Fran
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