DOWN AND UP AGAIN:
BEING SOME ACCOUNT OF
THE FELTON FAMILY, AND
THE ODD PEOPLE THEY MET



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649747986

Down and up Again: Being Some Account of the Felton Family, and the Odd People They Met
by Gregson Gow

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



GREGSON GOW

DOWN AND UP AGAIN:
BEING SOME ACCOUNT OF
THE FELTON FAMILY, AND
THE ODD PEOPLE THEY MET

ﬁTrieste






Attand Faasgn's Ratoes.

raaE 14,



DOWN AND UP AGAIN:

S0ME ACCOUNT OF THE FELTON FAMILY,
AND THE 0DD FPEQOPLE THEY MET.

BY

GREGSON GOW,

Anthor of ** New Light throngh 0ld Windows,” “ Troubles wod Trinmphs of
Lbktls Tim," = Brayes and Tro=" ke,

JTLLUSTRATED,

LONDON:

BLACKTIE & BON, 48 & 50 OLD BAILEY, EC;
GLABGODW, EDINBURGH. AND DUBLIN,

1885,

N532 e . . )5



CONTENTS.

CHAP, Eage
LJoEw FRLTON, . . . + « « 4 4 = 4 . &

IEDowWR, . . . o0 v v b own e . 18

IIL Japom Taer, . . . . . . . . 28
IV. “Lat™ . . & v v v v v v v e e . . . 88
V., NEp BrmnGe HOME A " Lot oF Mower,® . 4B

YL Lav's Mormge, . . ., . ., . . . & . . . &7
VIIL “JmeER,™ .~ . .« « = « + -+ o+ - 4 . 8l
IX. A Day wore Mps Homs, . . . . . . 4
E. JIGER QAVOHT, . . . . . « & . - . - . 10§

18

Kl_iﬁm:mumun;mmmmm, T |
X1I Jwaer apea ™o Hremervg's Prace awp Lan

EEAVER ID, = = 5 o0 e v s e o XDE

XIIL Aciax FRaees, . . . . . . . . . . . .134

KIV. ALCar's BToRY, . - . . . . . o . . . . 142

XV. Mr Moseo—CoroLrsio®, . . . . . . . ., 1560



DOWN AND UP AGAIN.

CHAPFTER L
JOHN FELTON,

& certain November night, some seventeen
or eighteen years ago, 8 mother and her
three children wers assembled in the usual
family sitting-room. The house was in
Glasgow, and consisted of an upper flat in one
of the better streets on the south side of the river.
Though onlya flat, it was not at all a small or mean
residence. Numbers of the well-to-do classes in
Glasgow and other Scottish towns live in flats,
reached by a stair common to two or three fami-
Lies. The flata may be emall or large asccording
to circumstances, In the present case the house
consisted of several finely finished and commo-
dious apartments. The parlour in which the
Feltons were now sitting was a comfortable well-
furpished room. The brilliant light from & pen-




0 THE FELTONA

dent gasalier was reflected from a large hand-
somely-framed mirror over the mantel; and the
night being eold, a cheery fire burned in the
grate, and threw a warmer glow on the faces of
the small party which had gathered round it
There was Mrs. Felton, a plensant-faced, plea-
sant-voiced woman of forty-two or forty-three,
One would have said she must have been very
pretty when young, Her smile was very sweet;
but when her featurcs were at rcat there was
that something in their expression which hinted
of some sorrow patiently borne. She looked
fragile and delicate; yet when she opened her
gyes thera was a colleeted, steady, straight-out
look in them which seemed to indicate eclear-
sightedness, and some firmness of character. There
was Elizabeth-—“Lesbie,” a3 she was usually
called—(when the boys wished to tease her they
called her “Betty,” and sometimes *“Queen Bess™),
s pretty girl of seventeen, very like her mother,
but with more colour in her face. These two
were sitting on one side of the hearth sewing, and
talking in a low tone, not to disturb the boys st
the other side, who were both busy preparing
lessons for next day's school, Edward was four-
teen, and Johnny was eight, There were only
the three children now. There had been others,



LESEIE PROTESTS, T

but they had passed away when babies, and
were now only sad, solemn, yet not unpleasing
memories in a mother's heart.

“Don't you think, mama,” Leshie was saying,
“that I have had enough of one kind of thing and
another, now1”

Mrs. Felton looked wp fondly, but a little
anxiously, at the girl

“You mean education?” she said.

“Yea: when is it to be done? 1 have more
than I can find any unse for.”

“You must try to put it to some use.”

“Well, but I mean nseful use, You are often
straitened for money, mama. I found that out
some time ago—"

“Well—no—" said Mrs. Felion, sighing slightly.
“We always get what we need, Lesbis.”

“At all events, I am not learning anything
which will enable me to help you that way.”

“ Leabie, your father would not permit it. He
says always that since we have only one girl we
can afford to keep her at home., He means you
always to be at home—he has brought you up as
a young lady; though I sometimes think, con-
sidering the precariousness of our ineome, it would
have been better—but there—never mind; your
father—hush! is that him?” and an anxious look



8 NED REMONSTRATES.

started into her eyes. “No, it is some one for the
house below.”

“Well, and if I amn only to help you at home, I've
surely had enough of musie, French, drawing, and
such like? There has been enough spent—"

“Hillo! Betty!” cried Edward, “you are getting
rather loud. How's & fellow to get out the fifth
of a ninth of seven-eighths of goodness knows
what else if you chatter like a magpie?”

“Put cotton in your ears, Ned."

“T’1l rather slap yours, Betty. You're precious
well off with no lessons to do.”

“Haven't 17"

*Drawing and playing funes is Just amuse-
ment; not like this at all. And I've got Morell
yet, with his subject and object, and clauses of one
kind and another., Tries a fellow’s brains, T ean
tell you.”

“T'va been through all that, too, Ned."

“Yes; but you hadn't a big sistar to chatier at
your ear.”

“1 had worse; I bhad two stimng boys making
a racket around me.”

“ Now, now,” said the mother; “let us have
quiet. Hurry on, boys, and be done before papa
comes in!”

Lesbie cast a good-humoured smile at Ned and



