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AvrHoueH Mr. Gradgrind did not take
after Blue Beard, his room was quite a Blue |
chamber in its abundance of blue books.
Whatever they could prove (which is usually
anything you like), they proved there, in an
army constantly stre: 1~t11« ning by the arrival |
of new recruits. In that charmed apartment, |

\TU hD XY

the most complicated social questions were |

cast up, got into exact totals, and finally

settled—if those concerned could only have|
As if an astrono-|
mical observatory should be made with out |

been brought to know it.

‘th astronomer within
should arrange the s tarry universe solely by
pen, ink and paper, so Mr. Gradgrind, in
his Observatory (md there are many like it),
had no need to cast an eye upon Hu' te vm‘.n;
myriads of human beings around him,
could settle all their destinies on a slate, and
wipe out all their tears with one dirty little
bit of sponge.

any windows, and

To this Observ atory, then: a stern room |
with a de adly-statist ical eloe k in it, which |
measured h\&'l'\' second with a beat like a rap

upon a coffin-lid :

appointed morning,
towards Coketown;
down neur

Louisa repaired on the
The \\'in«}u'.v
and when

her fmhu"s table, she saw the

]uHE\'(’ri

:-i]l!‘ sal

high chinneys and the ](m” tracks of
smoke looming in the heavy distance
gloomily.

¢ \’V dear Louisa,” said her father, “ I

prepared you last night to give me your
serious attention in the conversation we are
now going to have together. You have been
so well t1 mlu'l, and you do, I am happy to
say, so much justice to 1]1<, uhu ation you

|f..ih« r.

| was. He
but |
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propos: l of marriage that has been made to
me.

Again he waited, and again she answered
not one word, This so far sur lmsml him, as
to induce him 'mnii\ to repeat, “ a l»mlms.tl of
marriage, my dear.” To \\hu!r she returned
without any visible emotion whi ate ver:

“T hear you, father. I am attending, I
assure you. :

“Well ! said Mr. Gradgrind, breaking
| into a smi ile, after being for the moment at a
| loss, ‘you are even more dispassionate than
I exp n*t»*cl Louisa.  Or, perhaps you are
not unprepared for the announcement I have
it in charge to make ?”

“1I cannot say that, father, until I hear it.
Prepared or nn]m- ared, I wish to hear it all
from you. I wish to hear you state it to me,

Strange to relate, Mr.
so collected at this moment as his daughter
took a 1>:qu~1>]~:ni' in his hand,
turned it over, laid it lu\\n took it up again,
(mlf even then had to look .Llull” the hhl(lc of

, considerine how to ¢o on.

“What you say, my dear Louisa, is per-
fectly 1 [ have undertaken then to
let you know that——that Mr. Bounderby
has informed me that he has Iong watched
your progress with particular interest and
pleasure, and has long hoped that the time
might ultimately ari i\c when he should offer
you his hand in marriage. That time, to which
he has so longe, :nul certainly with great
constancy, looked 1'ul‘\\' ard, is now come. My,
lmlltllltlli\ has made his proposal of marriage
to me, and has entreated me to make it
known to you, and to express his hope that
you will take it into your favourable
sideration.”

Silence between them.
clock very hollow. "The

Gradgrind was not

NHE{ Ik d} e

COli-

'”H'(]c:ltn}'—sl.:tiisti-'.il
distant smoke very

|
i
{ have recei ived, that I have perfect confidence | black and heavy.
| In your good sense. You are not impulsive,| ¢ Father,” said Louisa, “do you think I
{| You are not romantic, you are accustomed to|love Mr. Bounderby ?”
| view ew rything from the strong «][\p issionate Mr. Gradgrind was extremely discomfited
ground of reason and caleulation. From that|by this une xpected question. “ Well, my
| ﬂmand alone, I know you will view and/|child,” he lttlllllwi “ I—really—cannot take
consider what I am going to communicate,” |upon m\wH to s
He waited, as if hc would have been “R Lllw puhuul Louisa in exaclly the
olad that she .mul something. But, she said | same voice as before, “ do you ask me to love
never a word. Mr. Bounderby 77
“ Louisa my dear, you are the subject of a My dear Louisa, no. No. Iask nothing.”
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« Father,” she still pursued, “does Mr.]|

Bounderby ask me to love him 7"
“ Really, my dear,” said Mr. Gradgrind,
“it is difficult to answer your question—"

“Difficult to answer it, Yes or No, father?” | ask me to marry him ? Yes, he does.
. . . . . 11
Because ;” here was [sole remaining question then is: Shall I

“ Certainly, my dear.
something to demonstrate, and it set him up
again ; “ because the reply depends so mate-

rially, Louisa, on the sense in which we use |
Now, Mr. Bounderby does |

the expression.

not do you the injustice, and does not do|

himself the injustice, of pretending to any-
thing fanciful, fantastic, or (I am wusing

“ Louisa,” returned her father, “ it appears
to me that nothing can be plainer. Confining

yourself rigidly to Fact, the question of Fact

I_\'(m state to yourself is: Does Mr. Bounderby

i

|

synonymous terms) sentimental. Mrpr. Bound- |

erby would have seen you grow up under
his eyes, to very little purpose, if he could so

n

far

forget what is due to your good sense, not |

to say to his, as to address you from any such |

ground. Therefore, perhaps the expres-
sion itself—I merely suggest this to you, my
dear—may be a little misplaced.”

“ What would you advise me to use in its
stead, father 77

“Why, my dear Louisa,” said Mr. Grad-
grind, completely recovered by this time, I
would advise you (since you ask me) to
consider this question, as you have been
accustomed to consider every other question,
simply as one of tangible Fact. The ignorant
and the giddy may embarrass such subjects
with irrelevant fanmcies, and other absur-
dities that have no existence, properly
viewed —really no existence—but it is no
compliment to you to say, that you know
better., Now, what are the Facts of this
case ! You are, we will say in round num-
bers, twenty years of age ; Mr. Bounderby
we will say in round numbers, fifty.
There is some disparity in your respective
years, but in your means and positions there
is none ; on the contrary, there is a great
suitability. Then the question arises, Is this
one disparity sufficient to operate as a bar to
such a marriage ? In considering this ques
tion, it 1s not unimportant to take into account
the statistics of marriage, so far as they have
yvet been obtained, in England and Wales.
I find, on reference to the ficures, that a larve
proportion of these marriages are contracted
between parties of wery unequal ages, and
that the elder of these contracting parties is,
in rather more than three-fourths of these
instances, the bridegroom. It is remarkable
as showing the wide prevalence of this law,
that among the natives of the British posses-

18,

sions in India, also in a eonsiderable part of |

China, and among the Calmucks of Tartary,
the best means of computation yvet furnished
us by travellers, yield similar results, The
disparity I have mentioned, therefore, almost
ceases to be disparity, and (virtually) all but
disappears.” '

“What do you recommend, father,” asked
]‘(»u'l.\:t, her reserved composure not in the
least affected by these gratifying results,

“that I should substitute for the term I used
Just now 1 For the misplaced expression "

| said Mr. Graderind.,

The

marry him ? I thiuk nothing can be plainer

WUI:H].{']I:IL”

“ Shall T marry him ?” repeated Louisa,
with great deliberation.

“Precisely. And it is satisfactory to me,
as your father, my dear Louisa, to know thag
you do not come to the consideration of that
question with the previous habits of mind,
and habits of life, that belong to many young
women,”

“ No, father,” she returned, “I do not.”

“I now leave you to judge for yourself)”
‘T have stated the case,
as such cases are li~il'1!3_‘.' stated among prac-
tical minds ; I have stated it, as the case of
your mother and myself was stated in its
time. The rest, my dear Louisa, is for you
to decide.” :

['rom the ]u'_'I)iI;':!.‘_". she had sat Illﬂ
at him fixedly. As he now | back in
his chair, and bent his deep-set eyes upon her
in his turn, perhaps he might have seen one
wavering moment in her, when she was im
pelled to throw herself upon his breast, and
give him the pent-up eonfidences of her heart.
But, to see 1t, he must have overleaped at a
bound the artificial barrie had for many
years been erecting, between himself and all
those ity which will

ra until the
last trumpet ever to be sounded shall blow
even aleebra to wreek., The barriers were too
many and too ]ﬁ.'_‘h for such a ‘[-“:p He ui«l
not see it.  With his unbendi 1litarian,
matter-of-fact face. he hardened her acain ;
and the moment shot away int the }v;iilll‘,l-
he past, to mingle with all the
b are drowned there,
m  hi she sat so
itly towards the town, that
he said, at length : “ Are you consultine the
chimneys of the Coketown works, Louisa 2"

“There nothine there, but
languid and m Yet when
the night comes, Fire bursts out, father!” she
answered, turning quiekly.

“Of course I know that, Louisa. I do not
see the :4}»]rl7l-.-1‘i.-11 of the remark.” To LlO
him justice he did not, at all.

She passed it away with a slicht motien of
herhand, and concentratine herattention upon
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subtle essences of humaa
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seems to be

motonous smoke,

him acain, said, “Father. I have often t}mtlj_"llt
that life is very short "——This was so dis-
tinetly one of his subjects that he interposed :

““Tt is short, no doubt, my dear. Still, the
averace duration of human life is proved to
have increased of late years. The ealculations
of various life assurance and annuity offices,
among other figures which cannot go wrong,
have established the fact.

“1 speak of my own life, father.”

=
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“0O indeed ? Still,” said Mr. Gradgrind,
“1 need not point out to you, Louisa, that it
is governed by the laws which govern lives
in the a,rwref*ate.

“ While it lasts, T would wish to do the
little I can, and thelittle I am fit for,
does it matter !”

Mr.
understand the last four words; ]epl\nw

“How, matter? What, matter, my dear ?”

“«Mr. Bounde rby,” \ht_ went un in a steady
straight way, without regarding this, “asks
me to marry him. The question I have to
ask myself is, shall I marry him ? That is
so, father, is it not? You have told me so,
father. Have you not ?”

“ Certainly, my deax

“Let it be so. Sinee Mr. Bounderby likes
to take me thus, I am satisfied to accept his
proposal. Tell him, father, as soon as you
please, that this was my answer. Repeat it,
word for word, if you can, because I should
\Vi\'h him to know what I s: Li«l i

“ It is quite right, Iy dear,” retorted her

father approvingly, “to be exact. I will

observe your very proper request. Have you
any wish, in reference to the period of your
marriage, my child ? ”

“ None, father. What does it matter !’

Mr. Gradgrind had drawn his chair a little
nearer to her, and taken her hand. But, her
repetition of these words seemed to st-rikc
with some little discord on his ear. XHe
paused to look at her, and, still holding her
hauu said ;

“Louisa, I have not considered it essential
to ask you one question, because the possi-
bility implied in it appeared to me to be too
remote. Buat, perhaps I ought to do so. You
have never entertained in secret any other
proposal 77

“ Father,” she returned, almost \p.,m.ul[
“what Dthel proposal can have been made to
me ? Whom have I seen? Where have I
been ! What are my heart’s experiences 1"

“My dear Louisa,” returned Mr. Grad-
grind, re-assured and satisfied, “you correct
me justly. I merely wished to discharge my
duty.” Y208

“ What do 7 kuow, father,”
her quiet manner,

said Louisa in

“ of tastes and fancies: of

HARD TIMES,

What |
|

success, and bs this tebtlmunv to it.
Gradgrind seemed rather at a loss to

'her in his embrace, he said,

311
You have trained me so well, that I
never dreamed a child’s dream. You have
dealt so wisely with me, father, from my
cradle to this hour, that I never ]1.1(1 a child’s
belief or a child’s fear.”

Mr. Gradgrind was quite moved by his
(‘ I\[Y
dear Louisa,” said he, “ you abundantly repay
my care. Kiss me, my dear girl.”

So, his d(mghu,r kissed him. Det taining
“I may assure
you now, my favourite child, that I am made
happvlw the sound decision at which you
have arrived. Mr. Bounderby is a ve Ty re-
markable man ; and what little (hqnul) can

heart.

| be said to exist between you—if any—is more

| than counterbalanced 1

by the tone your mind
has acquired. It has always been’ my object
so to educate you,as that you might, while still
in your early youth, be (if I may so express
myself) almost any age. Kiss me once more,
Louisa. Now, let us go and find your

[ mother.”

| soIme

{ to you Mrs.

,014»_;-1( al

aspirations and affections ; of all that part of |

my nature in which such light tlmx--\ might
have been nouubheu ?
had from prol
and realities that could be gr rasped ! As she
said it, she unec uu\u«)ualv lowd her hand. as
if upon a solid object, and slowly opene d it
as though slu were releasing dust or ash

justing

Accordingly, they went down to the draw-
ing-room, where the esteemed lady with no
nonsense about her was recumbent as usual,
while Sissy worked beside her. She gave
feeble signs of returning animation
when they entered, and presently the faint
transparency was presented in a
attitude.

“ Mrs. Gradgrind,” said her husband, who
had waited for the achievement of this feat
with some impatience, “allow me to present
Bounderby.”

“Oh!” said Mrs. Graderind, “so yon have
settled it! Well, I am sure I hope your
health may be good, Louisa; for if your
head begins to split as soon as you are
married, which was the case with mine, I
cannot consider that you are to be envied,
though I have no doubt you think you are,
as all girls do. However, I give you joy, 11\'
dear—and I hope you may now turn ali your
studies to account, I am
sure I do! I must give you a kiss of
congratulation, lL.ouisa; but don’t touch
my right shoulder, for there’s something
running down it all day long. And now
you whimpered Mrs., Gradgrind, ad-
her shawls after the affectionate
“I shall be worrying myself,

sitting

lf_:erhl,l

see,’

ceremony,

| morning, noon, and night, to know what I am

| grind,

“My “des assented her eminently prac-
tical p dlell[ (lHltL, true, quite true.”
“Why, father,” she pursued, “ what |

a strange que stion to ask me!/
preference that even I have
mmmmonmlul Iren, hasnever haditsinnocent
resting- pllue in my bwd\t You have been
so careful of me, that I never had a child’s

The baby- |
]18’1111 of as com-

What esc ape have I |to (Ltll him !
blems that could be demnn\tmtml, ,

“Mrs. Gradgrind,” said her husband,
solemnly, “ what do you mean 77

“Whatever I am to call him, Mr. Grad-
when he is married to Loyisa ! I
him something. It’s nvlwmﬂ e,
said Mrs. Gradgrind, with a mingle I sense of
1,<»l'u11~<< and ]ll]lll'\' “to be constantly
addressing him, and never giving him a name.
I eannot (‘dll him Josiah, for the name is in-
supportable to me. You yourself wouldn’t
h\.u' of Joe, you very well know. Am I to

all my own Son-in-law, Mister ? Not, I be-
hcx e, unless the time has arrived w Lm, as an

must call
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Conducred by

invalid, I am to be trampled upon by my
relations. Then, what am I to call him!”

Nobody present having any suggestion to
offer in the remarkable emergency, Mrs.
Gradgrind departed this life for the time
being, after delivering the following codicil to
her remarks already executed :

“ As to the wedding, all I ask, Louisa, is,—
and I ask it with a fluttering in my chest,
which actually extends to the soles of my feet,
~—that it may take place soon. Otherwise, I
know it is one of those subjects I shall
never hear the last of.”

When Mr. Gradgrind had presented Mus.
Bounderby, Sissy had suddenly turned her

mental purpose, in a piece of cambriec. An
operation which, taken in connexion with the

with some liveliness the idea of a hawk
engaged upon the eyes of a tough little bird.
She was so stedfastly occupied, that many
minutes elapsed before she looked up from
her work ; when she did so, Mr. Bounderby
bespoke her attention with a hitch of his
head.

“Mrs. Sparsit ma’am,” said Mr. Bounderby,
putting his hands in his pockets, and assuring
himselt with his right hand that the cork of
the little bottle was ready for use, “I have
no occasion to say to you, that you are not

head, and looked,in wonder,in pity,in sorrow, ) only a lady born and bred, buta devilish sen-

in doubt, in a multitude of emotions, towards
Louisa. Louisa had known it, and seen it,
without looking at her. From that moment
she was impassive, proud, and cold —held
Sissy at a distance — changed to her alto-
gether.

CHAPTER XVI.
MRr. BouxpersY’s first disquietude, on

hearing of his happiness, was occasioned by |

the necessity of imparting it to Mrs. Sparsit. |

sible woman.”

“Sir,” returned thelady, “this isindeed not
the first time that you have honored me with
similar expressions of your good opinion.”

“ Mrs. Sparsit ma’am,” said Mr. Boun-
derby, “I am going to astonish you.”

“Yes, sir 7”7 returned Mrs. Sparsit, inter-
rogatively, and in the most tranquil manner
possible. She generally wore mittens, and
she now laid down her work, and smoothed
those mittens.

He could not make up his mind how to do
that, or what the consequences of the step
might be. Whether she would instantly depart
bag and baggage, to Lady Scadgers, or would
positively refuse to budge from the premises;
whether she would be plaintive or abusive,
tearful or tearing ; whether she would break |
her heart, or break the looking-glass; Mr. |
Bounderby could not at all foresee. However, |
as it must be done, he had no choice but to
do it; so, after attempting several letters,

and failing in them all, he resolved to do it |

by word of mouth.

On his way home, on the evening he|
set aside for this momentous purpose, he
took the precaution of stepping into a
chemist’s shop and buying a bottle of the

very strongest smelling-salts. “By George ! |lished a right to pity him ever afterwards :
. Y .« p . B F | = # . .
said Mr. Bounderby, “if she takes it in|“that you may be in all respects very happy.”

the fainting way, I'll have the skin off her
nose, at all events!” But, in spite of
being thus forearmed, he entered his own
house with anything but a courageous
air; and appeared, before the object of his

misgivings, like a dog who was conscious of |

coming direct from the pantry.
“ Good evening, Mr. Bounderby
“Good evening, ma’am, good evening.”
He drew up his chair, and Mrs. Sparsit drew
back hers, as who should say, “ Your fireside,
sir. I freely admit it. It is for you to oceupy
it all, if you think proper.”
“Don't go to the North Pole, ma’am!”
said Mr. Bounderby.
“Thank you, sir,” said Mrs, Sparsit, and
returned, though short of her former posi-
tillll.

Mr. Bounderby sat looking at her, as, with

|2
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“I am going, ma’am,” said Bounderby, “ to
marry Tom Gradgrind’s daughter.”

“ Yes, sir I” returned Mrs. Sparsit. “ I hope
you may be happy, Mr. Bounderby. Oh, in-
deed I hope you may be happy, sir!” And
she said it with such great condescension, as
well as with such great compassion for him, that
Bounderby,—~—far more disconcerted than if
she had thrown her work-box at the mirror,
or swooned on the hearth-rug,—corked up the
smelling-salts tight in his pocket, and thought,
“Now con-found this woman, who could have

| ever guessed that she would take it in this

tE]

way !

“I wish with all my heart, sir,” said Mis,
Sparsit, in a highly superior manner; some-
how she seemed, in a moment, to have estab-

J

?

“Well, ma’am,” returned Bounderby, with
| some resentment in his tone: which was
clearly lowered, though in spite of himsell,
“I am obliged to you. I hope I shall be.”

“Do you, sir!” said Mrs. Sparsit, with

great atfability. “ But naturally you do; of
| course you do.”
A very awkward pause on Mr, Bounderby’s
| part succeeded. Mrs. Sparsit sedately resumed
(her work, and occasionally gave a small
cough, which sounded like the cough of
conscious strength and forbearance.

“Well, ma’am,” resumed Bounderby,
“under these circumstances, I imagine it
would not be agreeable to a character like
yours to remain here, though you would be
very welcome here 77

“Oh dear no, sir, I could on no account
think of that!” Mrs. Sparsit shook her

the points of a stiff, sharp pair of scissors, she
picked out holes for some inscrutable orna-

head, still in Ler highly superior mauner, and
a little changed the small cough—coughing

SUSSS—

bushy eyebrows and the Roman nose,succested -
) ) oD
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;::-l better be coughed down.

However, ma'am,” said Bounderby.

apartments at the Bank, where a

rn and bred lady, as keeper of the place

ould be rather a catch than otherwise: an
I' same terms— '

=13 your pardon, si You were s
od as to promise that you would always

batitute the phrase, annual
“Well, ma’am, annual compliment.
annual ¢ -!‘.A!JL:IH-'):' would be ac

there, why, I se
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nothin » part us unless

Sir,” returned Mrs. Sparsit. “ The pro-
posal 18 like yourself, and if the position I
mld assume at the Bank is one that I
uld oceupy without descending lower in the

: ] -

. geale

Why, of course it is,” said ]34:‘;1h€1“1‘}v_\'.
‘If it was not, ma’am, you don’t suppose that
l 8 r:'lv.‘f <ll‘2¥'1' .T to a 1:1 ) \‘.1,-\ }1'1,‘: mn\'wl
y you have moved in. Not that
such you But

the soclety

motv Lnow !
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“ Mr.

der: ln'“

‘ You'll have your own private

an fl you Ll llAL\L
1

Bounderby, you are very consi-
artments,
your coals and \uul candles
all the rest of it, and you'll have your
id to attend upon you, and you’ll have
your llﬁ:t lml‘lcl' to ]-l'ulw'l you, and _\'Hl.l‘“
be what I take the liberty of considering
prec mlh comfortable,” said Bounderby.
“Sir,” rejoined Mrs. Sparsit, “ say no
In yielding up my trust here, I shall
» freed from the necessi ity of eating the
!'it.t l of r:r.-]n lu.( nce : 1l ,_,“' { ll‘t\'t‘ .\‘Ltiii

11

“‘.'}I"'
not

Ll

]
ole

the sweetbread, for that delicate article in a
savoury brown sauce was her favourite
supper : “and 1 would rather receive it from

:'{’.‘I'l'f"l'l‘,.‘“ir,

t - o, - s «r ] f.‘ . »
-y your offer gratefully, and with many
acknowledements for past favors. And
> said Mrs, S Sparsit, culu‘.mlm r i

ur hand, than from any other, T
[ ace

an m:]-:'s«i\«-’.y t‘m'11p'h‘\'un:‘[~ manner, “ I
tondly hope that Miss Gradgrind may ine all
:.'c'llti-‘.lt..l .~1ntw[‘vl'. .
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position any
151 l"\ Lo
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resolved to

moved Mrs. Sparsit from that
more. It was in vain .ur Boun-
r, or to assert hi in any
ways Mrs. Sparsit was
compassion on
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bottoms, whether native or foreizn. and all
about it. The bridesmaids, down to little
Jane Grada -'n\i were, in an Iintellectual
point of view, { lu Ipmates for the caleulating

boy ; and t‘lv-kln was no nonsense about any
of the company.

Atter breakfast, the bridegroom addressed
them in the following terms.

“ Ladies and gentlemen, I am Josiah Boun-
derby Coketown. Since you have do
my wife and myself the honour of drinki
our healths and happiness, I suppose
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be so. T have watched her bringing-up, and
I believe she is worthy of me. At the same
*ilm«l ot to deceive you—1 believe I am
worthy of her. So, I thank you, on both our
parts, for the goodwill you have shown to-
wards us ; and the best wish I can give the
unmarried part of the present company, is
this: I hope every bachelor may find as
good a wife as I have found. And I hope
every spinster may find as good a husband as
my wife has found.”

Shortly after which oration, as they were
going on a nuptial trip to Lyons, in order
that Mr. Bounderby might take the oppor-
tunity of seeing how the Hands got on in those
parts, and whether they, too, required to be
ted with gold spoons; the happy pair de-
parted for the railroad. The bride, in pass-
ing down stairs, dressed for her journey,
found Tom waiting for her—flushed, either
with his feelings or the vinous part "of the
break fast.

‘“What a game girl you are, to be such a
first-rate sister, Loo ! ” whispered Tom.

She clung to him, as she should have clung
to some far better nature that day, and was
a little shaken in her reserved composure for
{Iio first time.

“ Old Bounderby’s qnitu ready,” said Tom.
“Time’sup. Good bye! I shall be on the
look-out for you, when you come back. I say,
my dear Loo! AN'T it uncommonly jolly
now ! ”

THE CANKERED

ROSE OF TIVOLL

ALLANDALE and other places are in this
country celebrated for their roses. Who has
not heard of a rose with violet eyes or a ]il\’
breast, or teeth of pear], or even taper imnera ?
In musical botany such flowers are frequently
described : there is no doubt about them. I
speak here of a rose be longing to a sister
art, a rose be Iou“mw to the botany of pmih I's,
This flower has a sickly odour btll)ﬂ“]\ im-
pregnated \\llh the fumes of wine, is of a dark
brown eolour, tall, and has a coarse bold hand-
someness of feature. It isnot a lovely woman,
but an ugly man: at least a man mumll_)
ugly—Philip Roos—who, being a German or
a Dutchman, settled at Tivoli, and, naturalised
among the pmlle of the sunny south, ]uui
his name converted into soft Itali: wm, and w
and is commonly known asthe Rose Ut i 1\'011
A century or two aco he was a cheery fellow,
and he still lives in his pictures,

The Dutchmen claim him. and may have

him it they like ; s0 at least T should say if T

were a German ; for it is so much a worse
thing to be a bad man than it is a cood thing
to be a good animal pulllw that I should
ke better to repudiate than claim a share
:-‘u. i‘tw i('ms ]»}Hmi. Ii i!f“w\'l‘l'c‘ U!li’('h ])\’ race
he was a German by birth, for he was born
at ["nrl 1’»1‘1 -on Maine in the vear fifteen
hundred and si ixty-five, Because his life is a
story l 1mw:u se to tell it, and without de-
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parture by a hair’s breadth from the truth.

Should this meet the eye of any person who
has a humiliating conseiousness that he ecould
never paint a cow fit for posterity to look at,
let such a person be at ease and sit contented
in his easy-chair uncared-for by Europe, For
his large contentmentlet him read this story
of the Rose of Tivoli,

The old Rose, Henry, Philip’s father, was
a painter who had lived at Frankfort and
been very careful of his gains. Miserly fathers
commonly make spemithrift sons. Old Roos
one night being burnt out of his house rushed
back into the flames to save some of his
treasures. He collected what he could, and
took especial care to secure a costly gold-
lipped vase of porcelain. On his way out he
stumbled. The vase dropped from his hand.
The porcelain was broken, but the miser
stooped to gather up the gold. Smoke
covered him, and he did not rise again. He
died for the gold lips of his vase, as youunger
gentlemen are frequently said to have died
for ruby lips on vessels of more precious clay.

That I may not begin my tale too soon, let
me add that Philip Roos of Tivoli he 1 not

‘only a father, but also a brother, and that he
 too was a remarkably odd man.

He was not
miserly, he was not cheery, but he was mag-
nificent. His name was Nicolas, and he
too was a painter. He lived at Frankfort in
an enormous house, though he was as poor as
amy church mouse that inhabits a cathedral.
He had an immense train of miserable ser-

| vants—a set of ragged ereatures—who moved

to and fro like a luw* colony of ghosts by
whom the edifice was carvisoned. That wa
the state of Nicolas ; he had erand immtur
as well as a great mansion ; the only vexation
was that he and his I”"’I‘]‘ generally wanted
vietuals. When he had sold a picture for a
good price and received the money he would
come home snuffing the air. His hungry
servants knew then hv thu height of his nose
how much he had with him, and there was
instantly a running to and fro with the most
eager prepar: wtion for festivity., Fire was
kindled on the cold hearths, lamps were
lighted, the artist’s wife wore sumptuous
attire, and Nicolas enjoyed the luxury of
pru.wlv pomp until the nmnev was all gone,
His establishment then starved, or lived upon
their credit, and the "1!()‘-\‘{1\ garrison of
lacqueys held the fortress acainst all assaults
from the besieging duns. If the siege became
too hot the painter worked with zeal and
finished a new picture. “ The poor creature,”
says Weyerman, “ took wp and put down his
brash as often as a suitor puts his hnt off and
on in the antechamber of a prince.” Some-
times when matters went very ill with him
the distracted mag nifico ordered all doors to
be shut, and immured himself and his men
alive in the hun.\w as in a mausoleum.

The brother of this Nieolas was Philip
Roos—the Rose of Tivoli. In his }‘Ollth he
had been encouraged and protected by
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