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IS ~ APPOINTMENT, forming and Strength-sustmmngelements
I - it contains. It is very easily digested, {

and imparts new life and vigour to those
of delicate constitution. It is “a perfect

tood,” entirely free from drugs or any L
admixture.
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“We are glad to find that Messss. Cadbury
draw attention to the fact that there are strong
grounds for objection to the addition to cocoa of

ccrtain foreign substances, This resourse 'is
quite unnecessary and, indeed,

pernicious,
especially having regard to the fact that cocoa

alone is an excellent food as well as a stimulant,

having a salutary action upon ' the
centres 4

nerve

g CADBURY’s is the PURE Cocoa,

. - Entirely free from Drugs, Knla, Malit, Hops, &c
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ADVERTISEMENTS.

FOR

INDIGESTION,
HEADACHE, -
BILIOUSNESS,
CONSTIPATIUN.

INVALUABLE
FOR LADIES.

Sold by all Chemists, 74d., 1/12, 2/9 per box; free by post, 8, 14, or 53 stamps,
G. WHELPTON & SON, 4, CRANE COURT, FLEET STREET. [2257.

A HAPPY EFFECT.

‘““A LAUGHING BABY
is a HEALTHY BABY.”’

SIXTY YEARS’
SUCCESS.
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DOCTOR STEDMAN’S ¢
TEETHING POWDERS. {7
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Entirely free from any harmful Ingredient, as testified
by Dr. Hassall’s certificate. Purch:

trade mark of a Gum Lancet is on each powder and i
packet. In yellow paper, 1s, 14d. and 2s. 9d. @

125, NEW NORTH ROAD, LONDON.

ROBERT BUCHANAN'’S STIRRING STORY, . &k

THE PEEP-0'-DAY Bo¥, {i
Price 6d. ; Post Free, 9d;
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PREFACH.
e

] ion, a Chancery Judge had the kindness to inform me, as

ﬁ;i: gﬂ Iﬁﬁ:ﬂﬁ’f zﬁﬁepﬁlﬁkgrgiﬁ fifty men a.nhiwomenbr_lottlabfonng‘;hu.;g;:‘;ln;y lja:;;::g;g:g(zi
of Chancery, though the shining subject of mu )

Luﬁiﬂé?’pggla: %h’shg:!;ﬁ the J udge’? eve had a cast In my filrectlon), was almost 1mma_culate.
There had been, he admitted, a trivial blemish or so 1n 1ts rate of progress, but this was
exaggerated, and had been entirely owing to the *‘ parsimony of the public; which guilty public,
it appeared, had been until lately bent in the most determined the manner on by no means
enlarging the number of Chancery Jud.es appointed—I believe by Richard the Second, but

any other King will do as well.

This secemed to me too profound a joke to be inserted in the body of this book, or I should
have restored it to Conversation Kenge or to Mr. Vholes, with one or other of whom I think it
must have originated. . In such mouths I might have coupled it with an apt quotation from one of

SHAKSPEARE’S Sonnets :

My nature is subdued

To what it works in, like the dyer’s hand 3
Pity me then, and wish I were renew’d |

_ But as it is wholesome that the parsimonious public should know what has been doing, and still
18 doing, in this connexion, I mention here that everything set forth in these pages concerning the
Court of Chancery is substantially true, and within the truth. The case of Gridley is in no essential
-alterel from one of actual occurrence, made public by a disinterested person who was profession-
ally acquainted with the whole of the monstrous wrong from beginning to end. At the present
moment there is a suit before the Court which was commenced nearly twenty years ago ; in which
from thirty to forty counsel have been known to appear at one time; in which costs have been
incurred to the amount of seventy thousand pounds; which is a friendly swit; and which is (I
am assured) no nearer to its termination now than when it was begun. “There is another well-
é?ﬁttlliy su:igdu;ncwlslvfilg}ﬁrﬁnmttft téeclg{ad,tﬂvhich was commenced before the close of the last
: _ re than double the amount of seventy thousand ds has b
swallowed up in costs. If I wanted other au 161 - B Y. i UGS
them on these pages to the shame of—a pmsiﬁlﬂﬂzlizmug ;?:E:giRNDYCE S damnnYoN, Lagiai

There is only one other point on which I offer a w
: ord of remark. hil X
*tf::.l].le% Sﬁontineuua Combustion has been denied since the deaai of 3}} e I%?-isc:ﬁl}ltgné}f b 15
ab:Edu E-b ﬁﬁmﬂ }Equ;iaa mistaken, as he soon found, in supposing the thing to ha.my %oo
s cﬁgnicﬂ b ﬂ‘;‘;ﬁﬂgtéﬁ?tpélggsm aomec 1ng§muus letters to me at the time wghen thtfte avz?;;
) : eous Uombustion could not possibl

Eﬁ;ﬁ;?;{ﬁfﬁf}jkd“ nob wiltully or negligently mislead my readers, and thyu.tb%efoge T that
ey pains t ]:I investigate the subject. There are about thirty cases on o d e
gated and describe?lnlzl;m’(}'at of the Countess Cornelia de Bandi Cesenate was minut lregor Feg
e T it dy tuseppe Bianchini, a prebendary of Verona otherwise di t,ﬁ y investi-
sy Thﬂpa.ppea:a n:eI; ﬂgg;:gg ﬁi it I:t VTrgna, in 1731, which he afterwards feb?:%?:}gﬁeg u;
observed in Mr. Krook’s case Th? 'ona doubt observed in that case, are th S/
iy 8 case. next most f - = © appearances
years earlier; and the historian in that case 1s BLE ﬂénf;,s c:ll:ll:tﬂcfheh?t{}iinignoﬁnlidhmmﬂ’ e
€d surgeons

produced by France. The subi
: : Ject was a woman. wh :
fﬁjﬁ‘f ;nﬁ;d iﬂe B thE; PR ol mar 'highgsec{?::im}?;l was ignorantly convicted of

p € evidence that she had died the death to which thi: ?1?1 e of oo because it was

bustion is given, :

Sy 3 tgl‘x: auihiﬁi t:;ut tgm{l: 1t necessary Yo add to these 1::v::v1;ﬂ.l:;‘+:1 ?‘ ﬂf Spontaneons Com.
periences of diatingujahedegl:diitil :gfgijgugrln Chapter XXXIT, | the re:;;édm;diﬁpat b s
contenting myself with observing, that T shall not- e L LSk, and Scotc]if it mibre Inodae s ks

& considerable S
received, © Spontaneous Combustion of the testimo

In Bleak House, I have
bave never had so many reﬂdug: fgﬂirﬁtb%ﬂi

LoxNpon,
August, 1853,




BLEAK: HOUSE

CHAPTER 1.

IN CHANCERY.

LONDON. Michaelmas Term lately over, and
the Lord Chancellor sitting in Lincoln’s Inn Hall.
Implacable November weather. As much mud in
the streets, as if the waters had but newly retired
from the face of the earth, and it would not be
wonderful to meet a Megalosaurus, forty feet long
or so, waddling like an elephantine lizard up
Holborn-hill. Smoke lowering down from chimney-
pots, making a soft black drizzle, with flakes of soot
in it as big as full-grown snow-flakes—gone into
mourning, one might imagine, for the death of the
sun. Dogs, undistinguishable in mire. Horses,
scarcely better; splashed to their very blinkers.
Foot passengers, jostling one another’s umbrellas,
in a general infection of ill-temper, and losing their
foot-hold at street-corners, where tens of thousands
of other foot passengers have been slipping and
sliding since the day broke (if the day ever broke),
adding new deposits to the crust upon crust of mud,
sticking at those points tenaciously to the pavement,
and accumulating at compound interest.

Fog everywhere. Fog up the river, where it
flows among green aits and meadows ; fog down the
river, where it rolls defiled among the tiers of
shipping, and the waterside pollutions of a great
(and dirty) city. Fog on the Essex marshes, fog on
the Kentish heights. Fog creeping into the cabooses
of collier-brigs; fog lying out on the yards, and
hovering in the rigging of great ships ; fog drooping
on the wales of barges and small boats. Fog in
the eyes and throats of ancient Greenwich pensioners,
wheezing by the firesides of their wards ; fog in the
stem and bowl of the afternoon pipe of the wrathful
skipper, down in his close cabin ; fog cruelly pinch-
ing the toes ard fingers of kis shivering little
'prentice boy on deck. Chance people on the bridges
peeping into a nether sky of fog, with fog all round
them, as if they were up in a balloon, and hanging
in the misty clouds. LT :

Gas looming through the fog in divers places in
the streets, much as the sun may, from the spongey
fields, be seen to loom by husbandman and plough-
boy. Most of the shops lighted two hours before
their time—as the gas seems to know, for it has a
haggard and unwilling look.

Tie raw afternoon is rawest, and the dense fog
is densest, and the muddy streets are muddiest, near
that leaden-headed old obstruction, appropriate
ornament for the threshold of a leaden-headed old
corporation : Temple Bar. And hard by Temple
Bar, in Lincoln’s Inn Hall, at the very heart of the
fog, sits the Lord High Chancellorin his High Court
of Chancery. : ;

Never can there come fog too thick, never can
there come mud and mire too deep, to assort with

the groping and floundering condition which this
High Court of Chancery, most pestilent of hoary
smﬁrﬂ, holds, this day, in the sight of heaven and
e :

On such an afternoon, if ever, the Lord High
Chancellor ought to be sitting here—as here he is—
with a foggy glory round his head, softly fenced in
with crimson cloth and curtains, addressed by a large
advocate with great whiskers, a little voice, and an
interminable brief, and outwardly directing his
contemplation to the lantern in the roof, where he
can see nothing but fog. On such an afternoon,
some score of members of the High Court of Chan-
cery bar ought to be—as here they are—mistily
engaged in one of the ten thousand stages of an
endless cause, tripping one another up on slippery
precedents, groping knee-deep in technicalities,
running their goat-hair and horse-hair warded heads
aganst walls of words, and making a preterce of
equity with serious faces, as players might. On
such an afternoon, the various solicitors in the cause,
some two or three of whom have inherited it from
their fathers, who made a fortune by it, ought to
be—as are they not?—ranged in a line, in a long
matted well (but you might look in :vain for Truth
at the bottom of it), between the registrar’s red
table and the silk gowns, with bills, cross-bills,
answers, rejoinders, injunctions, aflidavits, issues,
references to masters, masters’ reports, mountains
of costly nonsense, piled before them. Well may
the court be dim, with wasting candles here and
there ; well may the fog hang heavy in 1t, as 1if 1t
would never get out; well may the stained glass
windows lose their color, and admit no light of day
into the place; well may the uninitiated from the
streets, who peep in through the glass panes in the
door, be deterred from entrance by 1ts owlish aspeet,
and by the drawl languidly echoing to the roof from
the padded dais where the Lord High Chancellor
looks into the lantern that has no light in 1it, and
where the attendant wigs areall stuck in a fog-bank !
This is the Court of Chancery ; which has its decay-
ing houses and its blighted lands in every shire;
which has its worn-out lunatic in every madhouse,
and its dead in every churchyard; which has 1ts
ruined suitor, with his slipshod heels and threadbare
dress, borrowing and begging through the round of
every man’s acquaintance; which gives to monied
might the means abundantly of wearying out the
right ; which so exhausts finances, patience, courage,
hope ; so overthrows the brainand breaks the heart ;
that there is not an honorable man among 1ts prac-
titioners who would not give—who does not often
give—the warning, ** Suffer any wrong that can be
done you, rather than come here !” :

Who happen to be in the Lord Chancellor’s court

this murky afternoon besides the Lord Chancellor,
the counsel in the cause, two or three counsel who




_its rising, and always expecting some incompre-

court have faded into mothers and grandmothers ;

BLEAK HOUSE. : e 2
; he was counsel at the
for somebody or obher, when he

ell of solicitors
; wgiﬂtrﬂ,r below the
are two or three

are never in any cause, and t]:l
before mentioned? ‘There 18 the re

Judge, in wig and gown ; and thﬁes, on whatever

s. or petty-bags, or privy-pur
E’:;E may pbe,yin legal court suits. These :I::;tz
all ~ yawning; for no orumb of amusem

olls from JARNDYCE AND JARNDYCE
?:f: cfmuse in hand), which was aqueezed_tdl y
ears upon years ago. The short-hand wrlfatlilﬂ:
he reporters of the court, and the reporters uf the
newspapers, invariably decamp with the rest of the
regulars when Jarndyce and .J arndyce cumest Elr:.
Their places are blank. Standing on & seat ab 3
gide of the hall, the better to peer into the curtaine
sanctuary, is a little mad old woman 1n a :sqpeezqd
bonnet, who is always in court, from 1ts sitting to

hensible judgment to be given in her favor. Some
say she really is, or was, a party to a suit; but no
one knows for certain, because no one cares. She
carries some small litter in a reticule which she calls
her documents; principally consisting of paper
matches and dry lavender, A sallow prisoner has
come up, in custody, for the half-dozenth time, to
make a personal application *‘to purge hims‘?lf_ of
his contempt ;’’ which, being a solitary surviving
executor who has fallen into a state of conglomera-
tion about accounts of which it is not pretended that
he had ever any knowledge, he is not at all likely
ever to do. In the meantime his prospects in life
are ended. Another ruined suitor, who periodically
appears from Shropshire, and breaks out into
efforts to address the Chancellor at the close of the
day’s business, and who can by no means be made
to understand that the Chancellor is legally ignorant
of his existence after making it desolate for a quarter
of a century, plants himself 1n a good place and keeps
an eye on the Judge, ready to call out “ My lord !”
in & voice of sonorous cmnpluint on the instant of
his rising. A few lawyers clerks and others who
know this suitor by sight, linger, on the chance of
his furnishing some fun, and enlivening the dismal
weather a little.

Jarndyce and Jarndyce drones on. This scare-
crow of a suit has, in course of fime, become so
complicated, that no man alive knows what it means.
The parties to it understand it least ; but it has been
observed that no two Chancery lawyers can talk
about it for five minutes, without coming to a total
d1‘ ement as to all the premises. Innumerable
children have been born into the cause ; innumer-
able young people have married into it ; innumer-
able old people have died out of it. Scores of
persons have deliriously found themselves made
En.rtma m Jarndyce and J arndyce, without knowing

ow or why ;: whole families have inherited legendar
hatreds with the suit. The little plaintifi or 1o
fendant, who was promised a new rocking-horse
when Jarndyce and Jarndyce should be settled has
grown up, possessed himself of a real horse. and
trotted away into the other world, Fair wards of

=

o long procession of Chancellors has ¢ ]

gone out ; the legion of bills in the amﬁivﬁbﬁi
transformed into mere bills of mortality ; there are
not three Jarndyces left upon the earth perhaps
since old Tom Jarndyce in despair blew his brains

out at a coffee-house in Chancery-lane : but J
and J arndyce still drags its dreary lm:;gth beffl:?l;i {ﬁe
Court, sarenm.ll hopeless, . ;

Jarndyce and Jarndyce has passed j ‘
That is the only good t{mt has ever cnl:;toﬂfnit]nkﬁ
has been death to many, but it is a joke in the-pru.
fession, Every master in Chancery has had a

. s have been said about it by blue-
bﬂ]:.-d Gﬁgﬁaﬁﬁéiiﬂoed old benchers, 1n select port-
sy ' committee after dinner 1u 1}11.11. .A:rtmled
T?Irl']is have been in the habit of fleshing their legal
fvft apon it. The last Lord Chancellor handled it
neatly, when, correcting Mr. Blowers the B;:llll&nt
silk gc:wn who said that such a thing might dal::?en
when the sky rained potatoes, he observed, '’ or

when we get through Jarndyce and Jarndyce, Mr.

Blowers ;''—a pleasantry that particularly tickled

S, hngs, and purses. X
thi{ﬁfﬁmy people out of the suit, Jarndyce and

wrndvee has streteched forth its unwholesome hand
t'-Ig spnﬁ and corrupt, would be a very wide question,
"rom the master, upon whose impaling files reams
of dusty warrants in Jarndyce and Jarndyce have
grimly writhed into many shn.p:es; 1down to the
copying clerk in the Six Clerks” Office, who has
copied his tens of thousands of Chﬂﬂﬂﬁ}'}"fﬂhﬂ“Pﬂg‘BH
ander that eternal heading; no man’s nature _hﬂﬂ
been made the better by it. In trickery, evasion,
procrastination, spoliation, botheration, under false
pretences of all sorts, there are mﬂqenceia that can
never come to good. The very solicitors’ boys ?qho
have kept the wretched suitors at bay, by protesting
time out of mind that Mr. Chizzle, Mizzle, or other-
wise, was particularly engaged and had appoint-
ments until dinner, may have got an extra moral
twist and shuffle into themselves out of Jarndyce
and Jarndyce. The receiver in the cause has ac-
quired a goodly sum of money by it, but has ac-
quired too a distrust of his own mother, and a con-
tempt for his own kind. Chizzle, Mizzle, and
otherwise, have lapsed into a habit of vaguely
promising themselves that they will look into that
outstanding little matter, and see what can be done
for Drizzle—who was not well used—when Jarn-
dyce and Jarndyce shall be got out of the office.
Shirking and sharking, in all their many varieties,
have been sown broadcast by the ill-fated cause:
and even those who have contemplated its history
from the outermost circle of such evil, have been
insensibly tempted into a loose way of letting bad
things alone to take their own bad course, and a
loose belief that if the world go wrong, it was, in
some off-hand manner, never meant to go right. ‘

Thus, in the midst of the mud and at the heart of
%hne uf'ﬂtg:;fﬂ(lltl?n.?ci Lord High Chancellor in his High

** Mr. Tangle,” says the Lord Hi
latterly aomégth{ng 1*351:1{353 under Elldg glﬁ:ﬁ:ﬁ:& ng
thnthllelﬂr(imd gentleman,

** Mlud,”” says Mr. Tangle. .
?:(;rﬂ of J r;rnd_%f and J a:in%yce tl}:lifin &;ﬁéﬁy]fnﬂﬁ;

amous 1or 1t—suppose
thﬂllgi else since he IEFI; Euhnﬁle.vﬂr W ARG gt
ave you nearly concluded &

¢ ‘Lmudi nﬂ—:ﬂ',-fﬂqty of poinbs—feel i f:?; ?duty
ﬁi_‘%ﬁ;&lzdﬂhlpj 18 the reply that slides out of

(1Y

Several members of the bar are still to be

h - 1 :
: Eﬁ;i‘, I believe ?” says the Chancellor, with a slight

HEighteen of My.

armed with a little summ ' ’

ttle s ary of eight
?ht?tets, bob up like eighteen hammﬁraefl? iml?i?lrtn?:
orte, make eighteen bows, and drop into their

Eig"};ltﬂﬂn places of obscurity.

fort;f,i?h fﬂl proceed with the hearing on Wednesday
_ ' For, the question

y & mere bud on

reference out of it. Kvery Chancellor was *“ in it 2

come to a settloment ongigotﬁfesﬂﬂiyg’?d really will

The Chancellor rises ; the bar rises; the prisoner
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is brought forward in a hurry ; the man from Shrop-
shire cries, * My lord!” Maces, bags, and purses,
indignantly proclaim silence, and frown at the man
from Shropshire.

** In reference,” proceeds the Chancellor, still on
Jarndyee and Jarndyce, ‘‘ to the young girl—"

‘“ Begludship’s pardon—Dboy,’”’ says Mr. Tangle,
prematurely.

*“In reference,” proceeds the Chancellor, with
extra distinctness, ** to the young girl and boy, the
two young people,”’

(Mr. Tangle erushed.)

“Whom I directed to be in attendance to-day,
and who are now in my private room, I will see
them and satisfy myself as to the expediency of
making the order for their residing with their
ancle.”’

Mzx. Tangle on his legs again.

*“ Begludship’s pardon—dead.”

“With their,”” Chancellor looking through his
double eye-glass at the papers on his desk, * grand-
father.”

“ Begludship's pardon—victim of rash action—
brains.”’

Suddenly a very little counsel, with a terrific
bass voice, arises, fully inflated, in the back settle-
ments of the fog, and says, ** Will your lordship
allow me? I appear for him. He is a cousin,
several times removed. I am not at the moment
prepared to inform the Court in what exact remove
he 18 a cousin; but he s a cousin,”

Leaving this address (delivered like a sepulchral
message) ringing in the rafters of the roof, the very
little counsel drops, and the fog knows him no more.
Everybody looks for him. Nobody can see him.

““T will speak with both the young people,” says
the Chancellor anew. *‘ and satisfy myself on the
subject of their residing with their cousin. I will
mention the matter to-morrow morning when I take
my seab.”’

The Chancellor is about to bow to the bar when
the prisoner is presented. Nothing can possibly
come of the prisoner’s conglomeration, but his
being sent back to prison; which is soon done.
The man from Shropshire venturves another remon-
strative ‘‘ My lord!”’ but the Chancellor, being
aware of him. has dexterously vanished. Kvery-
body else quici:ly vanishes too. A battery of blue
bags is loaded with heavy charges of paper and
carried oft by clerks; the little mad old woman
marches off with her documents ; the empty court is
locked up. If all the injustice it has committed,
and all the misery it has caused, could only be
locked up with it, and the whole burnt away in a

oat funeral pyre,—why, so much the better for
giher parties tﬁn the ﬁnrtms ‘in Jarndyce and

Jarndyce !

CHAPTER II.

IN FASHION.

Ip is but a glimpse of the world of fashion that we
want on this same miry afternoon. It is not so
anlike the Court of Chancery, but that we may pass
from the one scene to the other, as the erow flies.
Both the world of fashion and the Court of
Chancery are things of precedent and usage; over-
sleeping Rip Van Winkles, who have played at
strange games through a deal of thundery weather ;
sleeping beanties, whom the Knight will wike one
day, when all the stopped spits in the kitchen shall

turn prodigiously ! ; _
i t istc;mt a m'geg:vorlc{ Relatively even to this

world of ours, which has its limits too (as your
Highness ghall find when you have ma

it, and are come to the brink of the void beyond), it
is a very little speck. There is much good in it;
there are many good and true people in it ; it has its
appointed place. But the evil of it is, that it is a
world wrapped up in too much jeweller’'s cotton and
fine wool, and cannot hear the rushing of the larger
worlds, and cannot see them as they cirele round the
sun. It is a deadened world, and its growth is
sometimes unhealthy for want of air,

My Lady Dedlock has returned to her house in
town for a few days previous to her departure for
Paris, where her ladyship infends to stay some
weeks ; after which her movements are uncertain.
The fashionable intelligence says so, for the comfort
of the Parisians, and it knows all fashionable
things. To know things otherwise, were to be un-
fashionable. My Lady Dedlock has been down at
what she calls, in familar conversation, her ** place ™
in_ Lincolnshire. The waters are out in Lincoln-
shire. An arch of the bridge in the park has been
sapped and sopped away. The adjacent low-lying
ground, for half a mile in breadth, is a stagnant
river, with melancholy trees for islands in it, and a
surface punctured all over, all day long, with falling
rain. My Lady Dedlock’s *‘place’ has been ex-
tremely dreary. The weather, for many a day and
night, has been so wet that the trees seem wet
through, and the soft loppings and prunings
of the woodman’s axe can make no crash or
crackle as they fall. The deer, looking soaked,
leave quagmires, where they pass. The shot of a
rifle loses its sharpness in the moist air, and its
smoke moves in a tardy little cloud towards the
areen rise, coppice-topped, that makes a back-ground
for the falling rain, The view from my Lady
Dedlock’s own windows is alternately a lead-
colored view, and a view in Indian ink, The vases
on the stone terrace in the foreground catch the
rain all day; and the heavy drops fall, drip, drip,
drip, upon the broad flagged pavement, called, from
old time, the Ghost’s Walk, all night. On Sun-
days, the little church in the park is mouldy ; the
oaken pulpit breaks out into a cold sweat ; and there
is a general smell and taste as of the ancient
Dedlocks in their graves. My Lady Dedlock (who
is childless), looking out in the early twilight from
her boudoir at a keeper’s lodge, and seeing the light
of a fire upon the latticed panes, and smoke rising
from the chimney, and a child, chased by a woman,
running out into the rain to meet the shining figure
of a wrapped-up man coming through the gate, has
been put quite out of temper. My Lady Dedlock
says she has been * bored to death.”

Therefore my Lady Dedlock has come away from
the place in Lincolnshire, and has left it to the rain,
and the crows, and the rabbits, and the deer, and
the partridges and ({:henmnta. The pictures of
the Dedlocks past and gone have seemed to vanish
into the damp walls in mere lowness of spirits, as
the housekeeper has passed along the old rooms,
shutting up the shutters. And when they will next
come forth again, the fashionable intelligence—
which, like the fiend, is omniscient of the past and
present, but not the future—cannot yet undertake to
say.

Sir Leicester Dedlock is only a baronet, but there
is no mightier baronet than he. His family is as
old as the hills, and infinitely more respectable. He
has a general opinion that the world Ill*lg'ht get on
without hills, but would be done up without Ded-
locks. He would on the whole admit Nature to be
a good idea (a little low, perhaps, when not enclosed
with a park-fence), but an 1dea dependent for 1ts
execution on your great county families. He 1§ @&

de the tour of I gentleman of strict conscience, disdainful of
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littleness and meanness, and ready, on t?g Is]ilﬂo;':fusﬁ
notice. to die any death you may please i
rather than give occasion for t-llzlle lsﬁlt; lfemp;g;tinuta,

is inteerity. He is an hon o, .
guéll:?ull:l leﬁggrh-g irited, intensely prejudiced, per
fectly unreasonable man.,

ir Leicester is twenty years |
thf.?:lr i;lcﬁidy. He will never see sixty-five, nor

g sixty-six, nor yet sixty-seven. He has a
tp;E:: Ef the Lnut now and then, and walks a lﬁtti}:
stifly. He is of a worthy presence, with his Lig
grey hair and whiskers, his fine shirt-frill, his pulz
white waistcoat, and his blue coat mtl} bright but-
tons always buttoned. He is ceremonious, stately,
most polite on every occasion to my Lady, and holds
her personal attractions in the highest estimation.
His gallantry to my Lady, which has never changed
since he courted her, is the one little touch of ro-
mantic fancy in him, ; _

Indeed, hg married her for love. A whisper still
goes about, that she had not even family; howbeit,
Sir Leicester had so much family that perhaps he
had enough, and could dispense with any more.
But she had i:)ﬁn.uty, pride, ambition, insolent resolve,
and sense enough to portion out a legion of fine
ladies. Wealth and station, added to tkese, soon
floated her upward; and for years, now, my Lady
Dedlock has been at the centre of the fashionable
intelligence, and at the top of the fashionable tree.

How Alexander wept when he had no more worlds
to conquer, everybody knows—or has some reason
to know by this time, the matter having been rather
frequentl mentioned. My Lady Dedlock, having
conquered her world, fell, not into the melting but
rather into the freezing mood. An exhausted com-
posure, & worn-out placidity, an equanimity of
fatigue not to be ruffled by interest or satisfaction,
are the trophies of her vietory. She is perfectly
well bred, If she could be translated to Heaven
to-morrow, she might be expected to ascend without

l.ng rapture.
he has beauty still, and if

- it be not in its heyday,
1t 18 not yet in its autumn.

She has a fine face
—Or] of a character that would be rather
called very pretty than handsome, but improved into
classicality bﬁthe acquired expression of her fashion-
able state. Her figure is elegant, and has the effect
of being tall. Not that she is so, but that * the
most is made,’” as the Honorable Bob Stables has
frequently asserted upon oath, ‘“ of all her points.”’
The same anthority observes, that she is perfectly
got up ; and remarks, in commendation of her hair
especially, that she is the best-groomed woman in
thﬂv;rhﬁlﬂ ﬁtlllld.
ith all her perfections on her head. m Lad

Dedlock has come up from her place in L{ncglnshiryﬂ
(hotly pursued by the fashionable intel ligence), to

ass a few days at her house in town previous to er

eparture for Paris, where her ladyship intends to
stay some weeks, after which her movements are
uncertain. And at her house in town, upon this
muddy, murky. afternoon, presents himself an old-
fashioned old gentleman, attorney-at-law, and eke
solicitor of the High Court of Chancery, who has
the honor of acting as legal adviser of the bedlucka,

and has as many cast-iron boxes in his offi '
that name outside, as if the present b i G

the coin of the conjuror’s trick, and we
being juggled through the whole set.

hall, and up the stairs, and along the pas

through the rooms, which are very bfmii[:iie?ﬁ ﬂi;?]dg

season and very dismal nd to visit
)

full measure, older |1

1smal out of it—Fairy-la
but a desert to live in—the old gentleman is con.
~ducted, by a Mercury in powder, to my Lady's pre-
aence,

' ty to look at, but is re-
The olc gentlﬂmi?gl'zoﬁutﬂhfift out of aristocratic

nte ma 1 ‘ _
Eiﬁ:gu;z hs!:i:telements and aristocratic wills, and to

: ' ounded by a mysterious
orilion Ty sur-r of which:’lrle is known to

There are noble Mauso-
nturies in retired glades of parks,

g owine timber and the fern, which per-
it::]pﬂsntiuﬂga Efr;wer ﬁob]e secrets than walk abroad
among men shut up in the breast of Mr, Tulking-

He is of what is called the old school—a
phmée generally meaning an school that seems

never to have been young—and wears knee breeches

tied with ribbons, and gaiters or stockings. One

uliarity of his black clothes, and of his black
Isjf;ckings;y be they silk or worsted, is, that they
never shine. Mute, close, irresponsive to any glanc-
ing light, his dress 1s like l_nmself. He never con-
verses, when mnot professionally consulted. He
is found sometimes, speechless but quite at home,
at corners of dinner-tables in great country houses,
and near doors of drawing-rooms, concerning which
the fashionable intelligence is eloquent; where
everypody knows him, and where half the Pearﬂfg:?
stops to say *‘ How do you do, Mr, Tulkinghorn ?
He receives these salutations with gravity, and
buries them along with the rest of his knowledge.
Sir Leicester Dedlock is with my Lady, and is
happy to see Mr. Tulkinghorn. There is an air of
prescription about him which is always agreeable to
Sir Leicester; he receives it as a kind of tribute.
He likes Mr. Tulkinghorn’s dress; there is a kind
of tribute in that too. It is eminently respectable,
and likewise, in a general way, retaiaer-like. It
expresses, as it were, the steward of the legal mys-
fer{cea, the butler of the legal cellar, of the Ded-
ocks.
Has Mr. Tulkinghorn any idea of this himself ?
It may be so, or it may not; but there is this re-
markable ecircumstance to be noted in everything
associated with my Lady Dedlock as one of a class—
as one of theleaders and representatives of her little
world. She supposes herself to be an inscrutable
Being, quite out of the reach and ken of ordinary
mortals—seeing herself in her glass, where indeed
she looks so. Yet, every dim little star revolving
about her, from her maid to the manager of the
Italian Opera, knows her weaknesses, prejudices
follies, haughtinesses, and caprices ; and lives upo:t;
as accurate a calculation and as nice measure of
her moral nature, as her dress-maker takes of her
physical proportions. Is a new dress, a new custom
& new singer, a new dancer, a new form of jewﬁllery’
a new dwarf or giant, a new chapel, a new ﬂny.’
thing, to be set up? There are deferential people
n a dozen callings, whom my Lady Dedlock sus-

ects of nothi '
Eeil % 1};{; Wl;]og but prostration before her, who can

who do nothing but,

i s who
follow with profound subser-
her whole troop after them ;
ook all and bear them off, as

nuel Gulli "e_away the stately fleet
rzzaéjelstm_ I:l;lhput. "If you want to };1.ddres:f ci::g:
people, sir,”” say Blaze and Sparkle the jewellers—

meaning by our people, Lady Dedlock and the rest
mber that you are not dealing

general public you must hi
i131{1.::.151,, and their Swehlt P

Lemuel Gulliver b{};'ﬂ
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connexion, sir,’”’ says Mr. Sladdery the librarian,

or if you want to get this dwarf or giant into the
houses of my high connexion, sir, or if you want to
secure to this entertainment the patronage of my
high connexion, sir, you must leave it, if you please,
to me; for I have been accustomed to study the
leaders of my high connexion, sir; and I may tell
you, without vanity, that I can turn them round my
finger,”’—in which Mr. Sladdery, who 18 an honest
~man, does not exaggerate at all.

Therefore, while Mr. Tulkinghorn may not know
what is passing in the Dedlock mind at present, it is
very possible he may.

““My Lady’s cause has been again before the
Chancellor, has it, Mr. Tulkinghorn?’’ says Sir
Leicester, giving him his hand.

““*Yes. It has been on again to-day,”’ Mr.
Tulkinghorn wreplies; making one of his quiet bows
to my Lady who is on a sofa near the fire, shading
her face with a hand-screen.

*“ It would be useless to ask,’’ says my Lady, with
the dreariness of the place in Lincolnshire still upon
her, ‘‘ whether anything has been done.”

** Nothing that yow would call anything, kas been
done to-day,’’ replies Mr. Tulkinghorn,

** Nor ever will be,”” says my Lady.

Sir Leicester has no objection toan interminable
Chancery suit. It is a slow, expensive, British,
constitutional kind of thing. To be sure, he has

not a vital interest in the suit in question, her part-

in which was the only property my Lady brought
him ; and he has a shadowy impression that for his
name—the name of Dedlock—to be in a cause, and
not in the title of that cause, is a most ridiculous
accident. But he regards the Court of Chancery,
even if it should involve an occasional delay of
justice and a trifling amount of confusion, as a
something, devised in conjunction with a variety of
other somethings, by the perfection of human
wisdom, for the eternal settlement (humanly speak-
ing) of every thing. And he is upon the whole of a
fixed opinion, that to give the sanction of his
countenance to any complaints respecting it, would
be to encourage some person in the lower classes to
rise up somewhere—like Wat Tyler.

““ Ag a few fresh affidavits have been put upon
the file,”’ says Mr. Tulkinghorn, ‘‘ and as they are
short, and as I proceed upon the troublesome prin-
ciple of begging leave to possess my clients with
any new proceedings in a cause ;’’ cautious man,
Mr. Tulkinghorn, taking no more respongibility
than necessary; ‘‘and further, as I see you are
going to Paris ; I have b:gought them in my pocket.

(Sir Leicester was going to Paris too, by-the-bye,
but the delight of the fashionable intelligence was
in his Ln,df’.) _

Mr. Tuikinghorn takes out his papers, asks per-
mission to place them on a golden talisman of a
table at my Lady’s elbow, puts on his spectacles, and
bﬁgins to read by the light of & shaded lamp.

‘¢ In Chancery. Between John Jarndyce——

My Lady interrupts, requesting him to miss as
many of the formal horrors as he can.

Mr. Tulkinghorn glances over his spectacles and
begins again lower down. My Lady carelessly and
scornfully abstracts her attention. Sir Leicester 1n
a great chair looks at the fire, and appears to have
a stately liking for the legal repetitions and pro-
lixities, as ranging among the national bulwarks.
It happens that the fire is hot, where my Lady sits ;
and that the hand-screen 1s more beautiful than
useful, being priceless, but small. My Lady
changing her position, sees the papers on the table
—looks at them nearer—Ilooks at them nearer still—

asks impulsively :

11

“Who copied that ¢"’

Mr. Tulkinghorn stops short, surprised by my
Lady’s animation and her unusual tone.

** Is it what you people call law-hand?"’ she asks
looking full at him in her caveless way again, and
toying with her sereen.

'* Not quite. PI‘Ohﬂbl?”-Ml‘. Tulkinghorn ex-
amines 1t as he speaks—*‘the legal character it has,
was acquired after the original hand was formed.
Why do you ask ¢’

2 A.ngthing to vary this detestable monotony. O,
go on, do !”’

Mr. Tulkinghorn reads again. The heat 1is
greater, my Lady screens her face. Sir Leicester
doses, starts up suddenly, and cries ‘*‘ Eh? what do
you say ¢’

I say Iam afraid,” says Mr. Tulkinghorn, who
has risen hastily, *‘ that Lady Dedlock is ill.”

** Faint,”” my Lady murmurs, with white lips,
—only that; but it is like the faintness of death.
“Don’t speak to me. Ring, and take me to my
room !”’

Mr. Tulkinghorn retires into another chamber ;
bells ring, feet shuffle and patter, silence ensues.
Mercury at last begs Mr. Tulkinghorn to return.

‘*“ Better now,”” quoth Sir Leicester, motioning
the lawyer to sit down and read to him alone. ‘I
have been quite alarmed. I never knew my Lady
swoon before. But the weather i1s extremely trying
—and she really has been bored to death down at
our place in Lincolnshire.”

CH AP TER ELI:
A PROGRESS.,.

I HAVE a great deal of difficulty in beginning to
write my portion of these pages, for I know I am
not clever. I always knew that. I can remember,
when I was a very little girl indeed, I used to say
to my doll, when we were alone together, ** Now,
Dolly, I am not clever, you know very well, and you
must be patient with me, like a dear!”” And so she
used to sit propped up in a great arm-chair, with her
beautiful complexion and rosy lips, staring at me—
or not so much at me, I think, as at nothing—while
I busily stitched away, and told her every one of my
secrets. ' :

My dear old doll! I was such a shy little thing
that I seldom dared to opem my lips, and never
dared to open my heart, to anybody else. It almost
makes me cry to think what a relief it used to be to
me, when I came home from school of a day, to run
upstairs to my room, and say, “ O you dear faithful
Dolly, I knew you would be expecting me!” and
then to sit down on the floor, leaning on the elbow
of her great chair, and tell her all T had noticed since
we parted. I had always rather a noticing way—
not a quick way, O no!—a silent way of noticing
what passed before me, and thinking I should like
to understand it better. I have not by any means
a quick understanding. When I love a person very
tenderly indeed, it seems to brighten. But even
that may be my vanity. _

I was brought up, from my earliest remembrance
—like some of the princesses in the fairy stories,
only I was not charming—by my godmother. At
least I only knew har as such. She was a good,
good woman! She went to church three times
every Sunday, and to morning prayers on Wednes-
days and Fridays, and to lectures whenever there
were lectures; and never missed. She was hand-
some ; and if she had ever smiled, would have been
(I used to think) like an angel—but she never
smiled, She was always grave, and strict. She -
was so very good herself, I thought, that the bad-
uess of other people made her frown all her life. I
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felt so different from her, even making every allow-

ance for the differences between a €
woman ; I felt so poor, s

hild and &
o trifling, and so far off ;

that I never could be unrestrained with her—no,

could never even love her as I wishe
very sorry to consider how good

d. It made me
she was, and how

unworthy of her I was; and I used ardently to hope

that I might have a better heart; and

I talked it

over very often with the dear old doll; but I never
loved my godmother as I ought to have loved her,
and as I felt I must have loved her if I had been a

better girl.

~ This made me, [ dare say, more timid and retiring
than I naturally was, and cast me upon Dolly as the
only friend with whom I felt at ease. But some-

thing happened when I was still quite a I
that helped it very much.

ttle thing,

I had never heard my mama spoken of. I had
never heard of my papa either, but I felt more in-
terested about my mama. I had never worn a black

frock, that I could recollect. I had n
shown my mama’s grave. I had never

ever been
been told

where it was. Yet I had never been taught to pray

for any relation but my godmother. 1

had more

than once approached this subject of my thoughts
with Mrs, Rachael, our only servant, who took my

light away when I was in bed (another
woman, but austere to me), and she had

very good
only said,

** Esther, good night !”” and gone away and left me.

Although there were seven girls at the neighbour-
ing school where I was a day boarder, and although
they called me little Esther Summerson, I knew

none of them at home. Allof them were
I, to be sure (I was the youngest there
deal), but there seemed to be some other

older than
by a good
separation

between us besides that, and besides their bemg far
more clever than I was, and knowing much more

than I did. One of them, in the first w

eek of my

going to the school (I remember it very well), in-
vited me home to a little party, to my great joy.
But my %odmother wrote a stiff letter declining for

me, and

never went. I never went out at all.

It was my birthday. There were holidays at
school on other birthdays—none on mine. There
were rejoicings at home on other birthdays, as I
knew from what I heard the girls relate to one
another—there were none on mine. My birthday
was the most melancholy day at home, in the whole

year,

I have mentioned, that, unless my vanity should
degelve‘me (a8 I know it may, for I may be ver
‘vain, without suspecting it—though indeed I don’t),

my comprehension is quickened when my affection
1s. My disposition is very affectionate ; and per-
haps I might still feel such a wound, if such a wound

could be received more than once, with
‘ness of that birthday.

the quick-

Dinner was over, ahd my godmother and I were

- sitting at the table hefore the fire.
ticked, the fire clicked ; not another soun

The clock
d had been

heard in the room, or in the house, for I don’t know

- howlong. I happened to look timidly up f
~ stitching, across the table, at my gndr}t’mtlfle:f rr:;:lclin %

~_saw in her face, looking gloomily at me,

It would

~ have been far better, little Esther, that you h
~ mo birthday ; that you had never been b}t’:::-l;i !"‘f"t'“d or
- I broke out crying and sobbing, and I said, * 0
- dear godmother, tell me, pray do tell me, did mama

e A
I ,“Eg; ,Fhe :ﬁlf;urned. Ask me
- *£0, do pray tell me something of her.
e ]ag&&mr godmother, if you !:Ti:-leaael':
- Ido to her? How did I lose her?

- different from other children. and why is

no more,

Do now
What did

Why am I 80

it my fault,

|

ther? No, no, no, don’t go away. 0,
ind of fright beyond my grief; and I
dress, and was kneeling to
ng all the while, *‘ Let me

dear godmo :
speak to me!

I wasina k
had caught hold of her

her. She had been saying @
go!’”’ But now she stood still.
Her darkened face had such power over me, that

‘ od me in the midst of my vehemence. I put
;tpaf.?f I13:1-«31::11)li1:|g,r little hand to clasp hers, or to ]338'
her pardon with what earnestness I might, but with-
drew it as she looked at me, and laid 1t on my
fluttering heart. She raised me, sat in hpr chair,
and standing me before her, said, slowly, in a cold,
low voice—I see her knitted brow, and pointed
finger : |
"g"Yﬂur mother, Esther, is your disgrace, and you
were hers. The time will come—and soon enough
—vwhen you will understand this better, and fet_al 16
too, as no one save a woman can, I have forgiven
her ;> but her face did not relent ; **the wrong she
did to me, and I say no more of it, though 1t was
greater than you will ever know—than any one will
ever know, but I, the sufferer. For yourself, un-
fortunate girl, orphaned and degraded from the
first of these evil anniversaries, pray daily that the
sins of others be not visited upon your head, accord-
ing to what is written. Forget your mother, and
leave all other people to forget her who will do her
unhappy child that greatest kindness. Now, go!”’
She checked me, however, as I was about to de-
E}r:;-t from her—so frozen as I was!—and added
182
" Submission, self-denial, diligent work, are the
preparations for a life begun with such a shadow on
1t. You are different from other children. Esther
because you were not bhorn, like them, in 'commm;
sinfulness and wrath. You are set apart.”’
I went up to my room, and crept to bed, and laid
my doll’s cheek against mine wet with tears ; and
holding that solitary friend upon my hosom, eried
myself to sleep. Imperfect as my understnncfing of
my sorrow was, I knew that I had broueht no joy
at any time, to anybody’s heart, and that I was to
no one upon earth what Dolly was to me
Dear, dear, to think how much time we assed
alone together afterwards. and how often I re I:ett ;d
to the doll the story of my birthd A
y y birthday, and confided to
lmg' that T would try, as hard as ever I could.
Fmr ]tllle fault T had heen born with (of which Incgs:
usedly felt guilty and yet innocent), and would

y | strive as I grew up to he industriouns, contented and

kind-hearted, and to do some
| , : ood to s
win some love to myself if T r:guld. I 1?{1?13 (1’??;::11(113

self-indulgent to shed these tea ]

rsas It '
am very thankful, I am very cheerful ﬁ':ll'}tklﬂilt' {
quite help their coming to my eyes, i

There! I have wi
80 on again Ilrﬂpﬂrl;.] bed them away now, and can
I felt the distance between

myself 80 much more after the bi
sensible of filling g A< At
@ place 1n her hous g
1;; [}:uvgﬂbeim empty, that I found h:rﬂn::}]rl: lzliolh}luulht
g pproach, though I was fervent] tef )
my heart, than ever, ' okt

L felt in the same way to-

wards my school : :
way towards Mrs_{ﬁmpnmﬂns; I felt in the same

achael, who wa ' J
O, towards hep danghter, of whom Esﬂaw;igwp}ua;:ld
2

» a fortnight | T was very

- ery diligent,
,, When I had come home
my long shadow ot my side

stairs to my room
as u
out of the parlop door, niudnl’ T

with her, 1 found—which
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—a stranger. A portly important-looking gentle-
man, dressed all in black, with a white cravat, large
gold watch seals, a pair of gold eye-glasses, and a
IMEE seal-ring upon his little finger.

i This,” said my godmother in an under tone,

18 the child.”” Then she said, in her naturally
stern way of speaking, ‘‘ This is Esther, sir.”’

The genfileman put up his eye-glasses to look at
me, and said, ‘‘ Come here, my dear!”’ He shook
bhands with me, and asked me to take off my bonnet
—Ilooking at me all the while. When I had com-
plied, he said, ‘*Ah!” and afterwards °‘ Yes!”
And then, taking off his eye-glasses and folding
them in a red case, and leaning back in his arm-
chair, turning the case about in his two hands he
gave my godmother a nod. Upon that, my god-
mother said, ‘‘ You may go upstairs, Esther !"” and
I made him my curtsey and left him.

It must have been two years afterwards, and I
was almost fourteen, when one dreadful night my
codmother and I sat at the fireside. I was reading
aloud, and she was listening. I had come down at
nine o’clock, as I always did, to read the Bible to
her ; and was reading, from St. John, how our
Saviour stooped down, writing with his finger in the
dust, when they brought the sinful woman to him.

¢“ ¢ Qo when they continued asking him, he lifted
up himself and said unto them, He that is without
sin among you, let him first cast a stone at her!’ ™

I was stopped by my godmother’s rising. putting
her hand to her head, and crying out, in an awiul
voice, from quite another part of the book :

“ “Watch ye therefore ! lest coming suddenly he
find you sleeping. And what I say unto you,I say
unto all, Watch !’ "’

In an instant. while she stood before me repeat-
ing these words, she fell down on the floor. I hadno
need to cry out; her voice had sounded through the
house, and been heard in the street.

She was laid upon her bed. For more thana, week
she lay there, little altered ontwardly ; with her old
handsome resolute frown that I so well knew,
carved upon her face. Many and many a time, in
the day andin the night, with my head upon the pillow
by her that my whispers might be plainer to her, I
icissed her, thanked her, prayed for her, asked her
for her blessing and forgiveness, entreated her to
give me the least sign that she knew or ].lﬁﬂ;l:d me.
No, no, no. Her tace was immoveable. To the
very last, and even afterwards, her frown remained

unsoftened.
On the day after my poor good godmother was

buried, the gentleman 1n black with the white neck-

cloth 1'13&ppeured. I was sent for by Mrs. Rachael,

and found him in the same place, as if he had never
one away. _ :

i ¢ My name 18 Kenge,”’ he said; ‘" you may re-

member it, my child ; Kenge and Carboy, Lancoln's

Inil'replied, that I remembered to have seen him

ore. _
onﬁefl’i'?].fy be seated—here, near me. Don’t d1stres}a
ourself ; it’s of no use. Mrs. Rachael, I needn’t
inform you who were acquainted with the late Miss
Barbary’s affairs, that her means die with her ;”nnd
that this young lady, now her aunt is dead——
‘“ My aunt, siv!”’ ‘ ;
¢ Tt really is of no use carrymng on a deception

when mo object is to be gained by it,”’ said Mr..

Kenge, smoothly. ‘° Aunt in fact, though not in
law. Don’t  distress yourself | Don’t weep!
Don’t tremble! Mrs. Rachael, our young friend
has no doubt heard of —the—a—Jarndyce and

Jarndyce.”’
i Ngver,” said Mrs. Rachael.

““Is it possible,”” pursued Mr. Kenge, putting
up his eye-glasses, *‘ that our young friend—I beg
you won't distress yourself |—mnever heard of Jarn-
dyce and Jarndyce !”’

I shook my head, wondering even what it was.

““Not of Jarndyce and Jarndyce?”’ said Mr. .
Kenge, looking over his glasses at me, and softly
 turning the, case about and about, as if he were

petting something. *‘ Not of one of the greatest
Chancery suits known? Not of Jarndyce and
Jarndyce —the —a—in itself a monument of
Chancery practice? In which (I would say) every
difficulty, every contingency, every masterly
fiction, every form of procedure known in that
court, is represented over and over again? It is a
cause that could not exist, out of this free and great
country, I should say that the aggregate of costs
in Jarndyce and Jarndyce, Mrs. Rachael;’’ I was
afraid he addressed himself to her, because I ap-
peared inattentive ; *‘ amounts at the present hour
to from sIX-ty to SEVEN-ty THOUSAND POUNDS !*’
said Mr. Kenge, leaning back in his chair.

I felt very ignorant, but what could I do? I was
so entirely unacquainted with the subject, that I
understood nothing about it even then. p

‘“ And she really never heard of the cause !”” said
Mr, Kenge. *‘Surprising !’

‘“ Miss Barbary, sir,”” returned Mvs. Rachael,
““ who is now among the Seraphim——""

(*‘I hope so, I am sure,”” said Mr. Kenge, politely.)

“ __Wished Esther only to know what would be
serviceable to her. And she knows, from any teach-
ing she has had here, nothing more.’’

“Well I”” said Mr. Kenge. ** Upon the whole,
very proper. Now to the point,”’ addressing me.
‘“ Miss Barbary, your sole relation (in fact, that
is ; for I am bound to observe that in law you had
none), being deceased, and it naturally not being
to be expected that Mrs. Rachael—"

“ O dear no !’ said Mrs. Rachael, quickly.

‘“ Quite s0,”’ assented Mr, Kenge ;—** that Mrs.
Rachael should charge herself with your mainte-
nance and support (I beg you won’t distress your-
self), you are in a position to receive the renewal of
an offer which I was instructed to make to Miss
Barbary some two years ago, and which, though re-
jected then, was understood to be renewable under
the lamentable circumstances that have since
oceurred. Now, if I avow that I represent, in Jarn-
dyce and Jarndyce, and otherwise, a highl{ humane,
but at the same time singular man, shall I compro-
mise myself by any stretch of my professional
caution £’ said Mr. I enge, leaning back in his ehair
again, and looking calwly at us both.

He appeared to enjoy beyond everything the sound
of his own voice. I couldn’t wonder at that, for 1t
was mellow and full, and gave great importance to
every word he uttered. He listened to himself with
obvious satisfaction, and sometimes gently beat time
to his own musie with his head, or rounded his sen-
tence with his hand. I was very much impressed by
him—even then, before I kuew that he formed him-
self on the model of a great lord who was his eclient,
and that he was generally called Conversation
Kenge. : |

“ Mr. Jarndyce,”’ he pursued, * being aware of
the—1I would say, desolate—position of our young
friend, offers to place her at a first-rate establish--
ment: where her education shall be completed,
where her comfort shall be secured, where her
reasonable wants shall be anticipated, where she
| shall be eminently qualified to discharge her duty in
that station of life unto which it has pleased—shall
I say Providence?—to call her. _
| My heart was filled so full, both by what he said,

v
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and by his affecting manner of saying it, that I was

, though I tried.‘ g
noﬁ %ﬁi‘? gisnpﬁ;ge,” hEgWE]?jt on, :;1;1;:5 ntnh :Elilr
' d expressing his expec :
g&g%ﬁr{::d wﬁflll} not at any time remove herself

om the establishment in ql%[?ﬁi;ién; : :iﬁuﬁaiﬁ?
knowledge and concurrence. N

g @ @jw ft
apply herself to the acquisition o :
ﬁg{mgstjsr, upon the exercise of wh_mht Shﬂd ‘F;f’:_lnﬂl::
ultimately dependent. That she will trea =8
paths of virtue and honor, and—the—a—
rth.” -
foI was still less able to speak, than before. RS

‘“ Now, what does our young friend say P .
ceeded Mr. Kenge. Take time, take time!
pause for her reply. But take time !: Lo

What the destitute subject of such an offer IBI
to say, I need not repeat. What she did su._y,a
could more easily tell, if it were worth the telhn,,d.
What she felt, and will feel to her dying hour, I coul

ver relate. :
neThis interview took place at Windsor, where I had
passed (as far as I knew) my whole life. On that
day week, amply provided with all necessaries, I
left 1t, inside the stage-coach, for Reading. ‘

Mrs. Rachael was too good to feel any emotion at
parting, but I was not so good, and wept bitterly.
I thought that I ought to have known her better
after so many years, and ought to have made myself
enough of a favourite with her to make her sorry
then. When she gave me one cold parting kiss
upon my forehead, like a thaw-drop from the stone |
porch—it was a very frosty day—1I felt so miserable
and self-reproachful, that I clung to her and told
her it was my fault, I knew, that she could say good
bye so easily !

** No, Esther!” she returned.
fortune !”’

The coach was at the little lawn gate—we had not
come out until we heard the wheels—and thus I left
her, with a sorrowful heart. She went in before
my boxes were lifted to the coach-roof, and shut the
door. As long as I could see the house, I looked
back at it from the window, through my tears. My
godmother had left Mrs. Rachael all the little pro-
perty she possessed ; and there was to be a sale : and
an old hearth-rug with roses on it, which always
seemed to me the first thing in the world I had ever

“It is your mis-

seen, was hanging outside in the frost and snow. A |N

day or two before, I had wrapped the dear old doll
in her own shawl, and quietly laid her—I am half

ash the garden-earth, under the
_ " old window. I had no com-
panion left but my bird, and him I carried with me

in his cage.
When the house was out of sight, I sat, with my

bird-cage in the straw at my feet, forward on th
low seat, to look out of the high wind :

the frosty trees, that were like beautiful
8par ; and the fields all smooth and wh
night’s snow ; and the sun,

pleces of

80 red but

. . . ten “Tﬂlk 1 \ : )
little heat ; and the ice dark like metal where th ki Cd past it afterwar s, and f T
» : 3 5 o I.Dn t . . : n never or n < < LR
’srka.ters R o: {ﬁm had brushed the snoc. gl illggtuul?;i;z?}lfilllgut %ﬁ:gklmg of him, and half B,Xpﬂﬂtﬂ- .;f._.’;}l' Y
erthaa ﬂi; gendeimnn in the coach who sat on the | went on, he passed out ufﬂﬁver did ; and so, as time SR
wrappings : but he. sy < rEC il of 'the ‘obher | up Ve, hE C0nch stoppod. gl looked L ETENS
_ ) : ’ S Ve
‘?iiltﬂ‘i?, aﬁltd tfunk nudnutice of me, L ‘aliitl};: WLI;LGW”’ pode N e
. ought of my dead godmothey . of the night L ok -
when I.?Eaﬁd t‘D her ; of her frowning so fixedly and | %?::.tm?gumﬁ i{LSH:.l‘er. Sl}:nmqrson." - f
sternly in her'bed ; of the strange place T was 2oing | Donny * qmte right,”” ggiq the lady, * Miss
to ; of the seople I should find there, and what they I ¢ B

would be like, and what they would
when a voice in the coach gave me a terrible start
1t said, * What the de-vil are you crying for s
I was so frightened that T lost my voice, and could

say

OW ; watching | ad

ite with last |]
yielding go | I

to me; | t)

HOUSE,

only

:Elelr Zeuﬂ.ntit}’ of wrappings,

. f his window. :
logiklir'leg'ﬂ ﬂ;gli,, he said, turning round.

¢ T didn’t know I was erying, sir,”” I faltered.

——______________________,_______-

answer in a whisper. “ Me, sir?”’ For of

: have been ti:le entleman in
I knew it must hav though i

| ¢ But you are!’”’ said the gentlemﬂ.n. 3 LOOk

here!” He came quite opposite to me from the

furry cuffs across my eyes (but without hurting m

d me that it was wet. ’ :
" ';‘hlllc::ee ! Now you know you are,”” he said,

“Dowtyour’

2. ' 1 saxd. \

» ﬁzj :llfﬁ.t are you crying for P”’ Eﬁ}d the gentle-
man. ‘‘ Don’t you want to go there?

‘d ",ﬂlere, Eir?” . y .
“Where? Why, wherever you are going,’’ said

tleman. ol
thsﬁ; %E[Tm very glad to go there, sir,”” I answered,

“Well, then! Look glad!”’ said the gentleman,
| Ehought he was very strange ; or at least that
what I could see of him was very strange, for he
was wrapped up to the chin, and his face was almost
hidden in a fur cap, with broad fur straps at the side
of his head, fastened under his chin ; but I was com-
posed again, and not afraid of him. So I told him
that I thought I must have been crying, because of
my godmother’s death, and because of Mrs. Rachael’s
not being sorry to part with me.’’
** Con-found Mrs. Rachael !’ said the gentleman,
"* Let her flyaway in a high wind on a broomstick I’
I began to be really afraid of him now, and looked
at him with the greatest astonishment. But I
thought that he had pleasant eyes,although he kept
on muttering to himself in an angry manner, and
calling Mrs. Rachael names.
After a little while, he opened his outer wrapper,
which appeared to me large enough to wrap up the

pocket in the side.

. Now, look here!” he said. * In this paper,”’
which was nicely folded, ‘s g piece of the best

plum cake that can be got for money—sugar on the
outside an inch thick, like

Herg’u a little pie (a gem this 18,
quality), made in France.
1t’s made of p

both for size and

’ Livers of fat geese,
ow let’s see you eat ‘em,

“Thank

There’s a pie! |

they are too rich for

me.‘ -|'.1‘... pt TN
- Floored again 1" gaiq g jch T i o
didn’t at al] oo Rornbind s u.ncie gentleman, which I

of the window.

He did not speak to
of tbe coach a little
vised me to he a
shook hands with me,

d by his departure.

Way short of Reading, when he
an

onny’s pardon

Pointed oyt my b

e was still

other corner of the coach, brushed one of his 13153 g

fat on mutton chops.

me any more, until he gotout

whole coach, and put his arm down into a deep

=y, -

And what do you suppose

| you, sir,”’ ] replied *‘thank you very'::
much indeed, but I hope you won’t be offended; = NS

threw them both out L

good girl, and to be studious ; |

gth:u.i; she introduceg herself by i | S
formy S
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— - __-___l____—_-______
C— _.______-___________
—————————

Miss Donny, th ' e
dr;ien et yy'* e maid, and_I, got inside, and were |
““ Everything is ready for you, Esther * cnid \:
‘6 3 er,
Donny ; ** and the scheme of your purs;itssir]li ?iﬁ?
arranged in exact accordance with the wishes of
your guardian, Mr. Jarndyce.” e
G i g i
Dnnny.yﬂur guardian, Mr, Jarndyce,”” said Miss
1 was so bewildered that Miss Donny thoucht
ght the
cold had been too severe for m £
smelling-bottle, %800 lent me her
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and unreal air of everything at Greenl (Miss
Dnémg’f huus?, that a,ftgtmunn. -
ut 1 soon became used toit. I was =0 ada

to the routine of Greenleaf before long, thaptte %
seemed to have been there a great while; and
almost to have dreamed, rather than to have really
lived, my old life at my godmother’s. Nothing
could be more precise, exact, and orderly, than
Greenleaf. . There was a time for everything all
round the dial of the clock, and everything was done
at 1ts appointed moment.

We were twelve boarders, and there were two

THE LITTLE OLD LADY,

“Do you know my—guardian, Mr. Jarndyce,
ma’am?”’ I asked after a good deal of hesitation.

‘“ Not personally, Esther,”” said Miss Donny ;
‘“ merely through his solicitors, Messrs. Kenge and
Carboy, of London. A very superior gentleman,
Mr. Kenge. Truly eloquent indeed. Some of his
periods quite majestic!’’

I felt this to be very true, but was too confused to
attend to it. Our speedy arrival at our destination,
before I had time to recover myself, increased my
confusion ; and I never shall forget the uncertain

Miss Donnys, twins. It was understood that I
would have to depend, by-and-by, on my qualifica-
tions as a governess ; and I was not only instructed
in everything that was taught at Greenleaf, but
was very soon engaged in helping to instruct others.
Although I was treated in every other respect like
the rest of the school, this single difference Was
made in my case from the first. As I began to
know more, I taught more, and so 1n course of time

I had plenty to do, which I was very fond of dom
| becanse it made the dear girls fond of me. At las
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B i 1 S e
five days’ notice of my

e ————

"

a littl
RO RS deed I dor

sure-—inde
f me, that all ne

They said I was

‘whenever a new pupil came W
cast and unhappy, she was SO
know why—to n;ii:lktcal 11:1 friend o
comers were confided to my care.
so gentle; but I am sure they were! I often

: S the
oht of the resolution I had made on my birt
fi};;ugt];ttry to be industrious, contented, and ({:ru_E-
hearted, and to do some good to some one, an ?111115
some love if I could; and indeed, indeed, 1 1e
almost ashamed to have done so little and have won
go much. : ;

I passed at Greenleaf six happy, quiet years. I
never saw in any face there, thank Heaven, On m;{;{
birthday, that it would have been better if I ha
never been born. When the day came round, 1t
brought me so many tokens of affectionate remem-
brance that my room was beautiful with them from
New Year's Day to Christmas.

In those six years I had never been away except
on visits at holiday in the neighbourhood.
After the first six months or so, I had taken Miss
Donny’s advice in reference to the propriety of
Mr. Kenge, to say that I was happy and grateful;
and with her approval I had written such a letter.
I had received a formal answer acknowledging 1ts
receipt, and saying, ‘ We note the contents thereof :
which shall be duly communicated to our client.’
After that, I sometimes heard Miss Donny and her
sister mention how regularly my accounts were paid ;
and about twice a year I ventured to write a similar
letter. I always received by return of post exactly
the same answer, in the same round hand ; with the
sienature of Kenge and Carboy, in another writing,
which I supposed to be Mr. Kenge’s.

It seems so curious to me to be obliged to write
all this about myself! As if this narrative were
the narrative of my life! But my little body will
soon fall into the background now.

Six quiet years (I find I am saying it for the
second time) I had passed at Greenleaf, seeing in
those around me, as it might be in a looking-glass,
every stage of my own growth and change there,
when, one November morning, I received this letter.
I omit the date.

“ 0ld Square, Lincoln’s Inn.
““ MADAM,
¢ ¢ Jarndyce and Jarndyce.’

* Oureclt Mr. Jarndyce being abt to rece into his
house, under an Order of the Ct of Chy, a Ward of
the Ct in this cause, for whom he wishes to secure
an elghle compn, directs us to inform you that he
will be glad of your serces in the afsd capacity.

**We have arrngd for your being forded, carriage
free, pr eight o’clock coach from Reading, on
- Monday morning next, to * White Horse Cellar,’

Piccadilly, London, where one of our clks will be in
waiting to convey you to our offe as above.

*“We are, Madam, |
““ Your obedt Servts,

“KENGE AND CARBOY
% Miss Esther Summerson.’’

O, never, never, never shall I forget the emot;
‘this letter caused in the house ! It Eras 80 teudet:ciﬁ
them to care so much for me : it was so gracious in
~ that Father who had not forgotten me, to have made
- myo han way so smooth and easy, and to have in-
cﬂqi‘;a ‘50 mMany yﬁu‘gh.ful natures towards me ; that I
" could hardly bear it. Not that I would have had

ﬂ%%;n less sorry—I am afraid not : but the pleasure
SOk
=

, and the pain of it, and the pride and joy of it,
- my heart seemed almost breaking while it was full

1
htt%f::f Bet?égj’ml;lgmtﬂ added to the proofs

d kindness that were given me in those

. and when at last }Ehill R tfmt I

dside, where you first spo

srs asked me '
W ﬂtgfél%’s love;’’ and when they all suar-
parting presents, and clung

ine. and cried, ** What shall we do when
Ezzgecﬂi?}gﬁher’a gone !”’ and when I tried to tell
i1 om how forbearing, and how good they had a.llbee'n
to me. and how I blessed, and thanked them every

one; what a heart I had ! |
And when the two Miss Donnys orieved as much
to part with me, as the leastamong them ; and when
the maids said, ‘* Bless you, miss, wherever you
o 1" and when the ugly lame old dardener, who I
thought had hardly noticed me in all those years,
came panting after the coach to give me & little
nosegay of geraniums, and told me I had been the
light of hise yes—indeed the old man said so !—what

a heart I had then !

And could I help it, if with all this, and the coming
to the little school, and the unexpected sight of the
poor children outside waving their hats and bonnets
to me, and of a grey-haired gentleman and lady,
whose daughter I had helped to teach and at whose
house I had visited (who were said to be the proudest
people in all that country), caring for nothing but
calling out, ‘*“ Good bye, Esther. May you be very
happy !I”’—could I help it if I was quite bowed dewn
in the coach by myself, and said ** Oh, I am so
thankful, I am so thankful !”” many times over !

But of course I soon considered that I must not
take tears where I was going, after all that had been
done for me. Therefore, of course, I made myself
sob less, and persuaded myself to be quiet by saying
very often, ** Esther, now, you really must! This
will not do!”” 1 cheered myself up pretty well at
last, though I am afraid I waslonger about it than I
ought to have been; and when I had cooled my eyes
with lavender water, it was time to watch for
London,

I'was quite persuaded that we were there, when we
were ten miles off ; and when we really were there
that we shuu!d never get there. However WhﬁI;.
we began to jolt upon a stone pavement, m;d par-
ticularly when every other conveyance seemed to he
running into us and we seemed to be running into
every other conveyance, I began to believe that we
really were approaching the end of our journey
Viy soon afterwards we stopped. ’ %

. young gentleman who had inked himself b
a ¢ : 4
ccident, addressed me from the pavement, and said,

[ I -
am from Kenge a Yo A : :
IIl'[l.” 8 nd Cﬂlb{}}" 3, INiss, of LIHCOIII.’E

** If you please, sir,” said I.

He was very obliging : and a
Sy S < s he h ;
nI. fly, after_r superintending the reumm?g?ei mi;a i
asked him whether there was y . Q06

where? For the streets o, a great fire any-
' 'e 80

br?;wd:l Slmﬂke that scarcely anything: i,l;lsl tc? iﬁi&naa

- (ear HD, I]’.IISE’:: hﬂ Hﬂ,id‘ | S Thiﬂ ! een.

particular,” 18 a London

‘I‘hu.d never heard of such g
“A fog, miss,”” said the
O indeed !’ said I.

We drove slowly throuel 1}
L S d
streets that ever were seen iul’?he world (I thought)

my he
and w

“ With Es ‘
rounded me with their

thing,
young gentleman.

irtiest and darkest

the humble regret of it, were so blended, that

a3
and 1n such a d g state of confusion that T

50 1stractin
ndered how the people kept their senses until
¥
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ssed into sudd 5
we pa en quietude under an olq gate- | with the light of the fire upon us, talking together

- til we | as f d
came to an odd nook in a corner, where thes T nd happy as could be,
; there was | What : .
an, entrance up & aveep broad fight of stairs, like an [ o' know that she cenl - ooy ) Te8 80 delightful
churchyard, outside under som:hcﬁz?stg:llg’ r‘i':?['a::a : It w]?s 80 good of t{:er, and so em?m;nr%g?:llg tokli;? 7
¥ : ’ - € young ge : :
s Ko o Lot |0 e ™
man showed me through an” outer office ii'?n Mle': ot some youth, with an ingenuous face, and a

) Lt S5/ d : most engaging lauch : and ‘
Iﬁinﬁi S r:'run{il-?:lm?:ﬂg I“WHI-; emi"r Oni };u 1{1:_';r—and politely | up to WE:E; we sa%, heﬂgtnggt%;ss: ?Edtﬁzuﬁih]gltﬁ
y the fire. He then | the fire too, talking gaily, like a lig?ht-hearterf boy.

g:él;dﬂugﬁtﬂtgn;s;ins?geaﬁlﬁtﬂi lgﬁgrﬁ}gl;:s:, hanging il}[e Was very young ; not more than nineteen then
o . -p1ece. quite so much, b ; : ’
In case you should wish to look at yourself, | she was. The; éerlét bl;?;irli~;gxfngeiﬁl ﬂ(liilmtti&ag

miss, after the journey, as you're going before the very unexpected and curious to me) had never met

E;;gtgfﬂll;;;mgl lggnﬁﬁiﬁaﬁﬁﬁ,mﬂte‘ I am sure,” }G)ﬁafﬂge thtut day. Our all three coming together for
El z & ,’ J e rst ime, L b '
~ Going before the Chancellor P"* I said, startled | to talk ahout I;Ha?&:hwﬂél nmﬁii%ﬂlalﬂgﬁijit flsn?ltf hilslllaﬁ

for a moment. fire, which had lef ' : *
: ; t off roarin ked its red
““Only a matter of form, miss,” returned the |at walch Aad leit ol roaring, winked its red eyes
yﬂomllgftgﬁtlemﬂni' A P:Ir. 1{:1; nge 1s in court now. | En;.s 88 Sichard said~like'q, deower.dld Chancery
| e le s compliments, and would you partake of We conversed ina lowt b
L some refreshment ;”’ there were biscuits and a gentleman in a bag Mgﬁrggﬁénﬁf;iiifaﬁuéﬁeiff
!

décanter of wine on a small table: ‘‘and look over | and when he did so. we could h ing
the paper ;”° which the young gentleman gave me as | in the distance, which he said weaﬂéruﬂﬁgﬂﬁ?zfsﬂﬂ
he spoke. He then stirred the fire, and left me, in our cese addressing the Lord Chancellor. He
_Evergthmg was so strange—the stranger for its |told Mr. Kenge that the Chancellor would beiup n
being night in the day-time, and the candles burning | five minutes ; and presently we heard a bustle, and
with a white flame, and looking raw and cold—that | a tread of feet, and Mr, Kenge said that the Court
I read the words in the newspaper without knowing | had risen, and his lordship was in the next room.
what they meant, and found myself reading the | The gentleman in the bag wig opened the door
same words repeatedly. As it was of no use going | almost directly, and requested Mr. Kenge to come
on in that way, I put the paper down, took a peep [in. Upon that, we all went into the next room :
at my bonnet in the glass to see if it was neat, and | Mr. Kenge first, with my darling—it is so natural
looked at the room which was not half lighted, and | to me now, that I can’t help writing it ; and there,
at the shabby dusty tables, and at the piles of writ- | plainly dressed in black, and sitting in an arm-chair
ings, and ata bookcase full of the most inexpressive- [at a table near the fire, was his lordship, whose
looking books that ever had anything to say for | robe, trimmed with beautiful gold lace, was thrown
themselves. Then I went on, thinking, thinking, ; upon another chair. He gave us a searching look
thinking ; and the fire went on, burning, burning, | as we entered, but his manner was both courtly and

burning ; and the candles went on flickering and | kind. ' _
tterine. and there were no snuffers—until the| The gentleman in the bag wig laid bundles of

D)

' young genfleman by-and-by brought a very dirty | papers on his lordship’s table, and his lordship
| pair ; for two hours. silently selected one, and turned over the leaves.

At last Mr. Kenge came. He was not altered; | °* Miss Clare,” said the Lord Chancellor. *‘Miss

rprised to see how altered I was, and | Ada Clare?”
:;;eiigaglfﬂeppleﬂsed. ““ As you are going to be | Mr. Kenge presented her, and his lordship begged
the companion of the young lady who 1s now in the | her to sit down near him. That he admired her,
Chancellor’s private room, Miss Summerson " he | and was interested by her, even I could see in a
said, ‘‘ we thought it well that you should be in | moment. It touched me, that the home of such a

i1l not be discomposed by | beautiful young creature should be represented by

%ﬁgeiiigcéhifgélm?,ﬂ% g::re say P’ that dry official place. The Lord High Chancellor,

“ No. sir.” I said, “I don’t think I slmll.z fi]..t his gest,dnppfeftrt ed sto poor a substitute for the
3 ’ . . .
Re vot' soai deration, why I should | love and pride of parents.
IR e S R : ‘““The Jarndyce in question,’ said the Lord Chan-

i gave me his arm, and we went | cellor, still turning over leaves, ‘‘is Jarndyce of

So Mr. Kenge o P olonnade, and inab s side | Bleak Honse.”

de o

E?)ggd biiflor;uer&gncume, along a passage, {iinto 3 rK“ Jarndyce of Bleak House, my lord,”” said Mr.
' f room, where a young lady an enge. B

ﬁ‘}'ﬂﬁfﬂﬂﬁﬂzﬁﬁ WEEB standing near a great, loud- | ‘‘ A dreary name,’’ said the Lord Chancellor.

roaring fire. A screen was interposed between ““ But not a dreary place at present, my lord,”

nd i leaning on the screen, | said Mr. Kenge. _ _
t:f]gnﬂgnd e G ‘““ And Bleak House,”” said his lordship, *‘is

th looked up when I came in, and I saw inT— : 5
int&f % Eﬁng ?:dy, with the fire shining upon her, Hertfordshire, my lord. ' S
eautiful girl ! With such rich golden hair, ¢ Mr. Jarndyce of Bleak House is not married ¢

::gﬁ ﬂénft blue eyes, and such a bright, innocent, gaif o e Ik,

trusting face ! ““ He is not, my lord,”” said Mr. Kenge.

S 9 s R ¢ this is Miss| A pause. ;
““Miss Ada,” said Mr. Kenge, ““ Young Mr. Richard Carstone is present ?’ said

.'?. “ Su&?iﬁgito meet me with a smile of welcome and | the Lord Chancellor, glancing towards him.

t seemed to change her mind | ~ Richard bowed and stepped forward. :
?;rah;ﬂilsrﬁei{;?id’lﬁgseaeeme. In Ehﬂfﬁ, she had | “‘Hum !’ said the Lord Chancellor, turning over

iral tivating, winning manner, that | more leaves. e 58
iar:ihf:wn;{;;fltésc;‘g were siiting in the window-seat, | “ Mr, Jarndyce of Bleak House, my lord,” Mr.

L
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e observed, in a low voice, N
geggmind ynur’lordshlp, provides & suitab
»3

p&niﬂﬂ fﬂr'—_' ichﬂrd CM‘StﬂﬂE P:I'! I thﬂught a?ut I

b ‘ R ) )
am fg{ q%liiie sure) I heard hlS‘IﬂPdShlp say, in an

: ith a smile.
quﬂ%!grl%fis?ﬁ%ﬂﬂg?a;:. ’[i‘his is the young lady.

Miss Summerson.’’ indulgent look, and ac-

tsey very graciously. _
kn‘?‘illeigsg eSduE{nzl::un iys not related to any party 1In
the cause, I think?”

. d‘ll : | '
Eﬂﬁﬁgﬂfﬁemt over before 1t was quite said, |

: ' hip, with his eyes upon
nh?d ih:aﬁerﬁgfengl?n}:ﬂ;g:d I1:;'1s~'rir:e or thrice, turne
nvirpn?urﬁ’ Jeaves, and dii ??ﬂ?; look towards me

' ' were gomng oz ek 2

M:: “Knettlllggenuw regtired, and Richard with him,
to where I was, near the door, leaving my pet (1t 18
<0 natural to me that again I can’t help 1t !) sitting
near the Lord Chancellor; with whom his lordship
spoke a little apart; asking her, as she told me
afterwards, whether she had well reflected on the
proposed arrangement, and if she thought she would
be happy under the roof of Mr. Jarndyce of Bleak
House, and why she thought so? Presently he rose
courteously, and released her, and then he spoke for
a minute or two with Richard Carstone ; not seated,
but standing, and altogether with more ease and
less ceremony—as if he still knew, though he was
Lord Chancellor, how to go straight to the candor
of a boy. .

““ Very well !”” said his lordship aloud. ‘"I shall
make the order. Mr. Jarndyce of Bleak House has
chosen, so far as I may judge,”’ and this was when
he looked at me, ‘‘ a very good companion for the
young lady, and the arrangement altogether seems
the best of which the circumstances admit.””’

He dismissed us pleasantly, and we all went out,
very much obliged to him for being so affable and
polite ; by which he had certainly lost no dignmity,
but seemed to us to have gained some.

When we got under the colonnade, Mr. Kenge re-
membered that he must go back for a moment to
ask a question ; and left usin the fog, with the Lord
Chancellor’s carriage and servants waiting for him
to come out,

“ Well I”” said Richard Carstone, ‘‘ that’s over!
And where do we go next, Miss Summerson ?”’

* Don’t you know?”’ 1 said.

** Not in the least,’” said he.

** And don’t you know, my love ?”’ T asked Ada.

“No!” said she. “* Don’t you?”

*“ Not at all !”’ said 1.

We looked at one another, half laughing at ou
being like the children in the wood, wEen ::? curinu;
little old woman in a squeezed bonnet, and carrying
a reticule, came curtseying and smiling up to us
with an air of great ceremony. :

O!” said she. “‘The wards in Jarndyce!
Ve-ry happy, I am sure, to have the honor! Tt is a
good omen for youth, and hope, and beauty, when

they find themselves in this place :
what’s to come of it.” pace, and. don’t know

ke LR . " ‘ -
multllﬂ ﬂfa;. hi‘ﬁtlﬁpered Richard, not thinking she

“Right ! Mad, young gentleman.” she reburned He may be a very superior man :

so quickly that he was quite abashed. T
wm&i myself. I was not mad at that time,”nglﬁ

seying low, and smiling between every little sen- bhat as the road to Bleak H

tence. ‘I had youth,and hope.
It matters very little now. Nei
gerved, or saved me.

~court regularly. With my documents,

I believe, beauty.

ther of the thr ' ;
L Hare e b tﬂﬁatt}; I?E had himself proposed this arra

I expect a ! early in the foren

| judgment. Shortly. On the Day of Judgment. 1

¢ if T may venture ' have discovered that the sixth seal mentioned in the

Revelations is the Great Seal. It has been open a

§ ! Pr ﬂccept my blESEing !,:
| IDHAgstEI&E was iylittle frightened, 1 said, to humor

1d lady that we were much obliged to her.
th?‘l?{e}feg 1”? shgr said mincingly. ‘I 1magine so.
And here 18 Conversation Kenge. With his d,?cu-
ments! How does your honorable wor:slup do?
¢ Quite well, quite well! Now don’t be trouble-
some, that’s a good soul I’ said Mr. Kenge, leading
the way back. : :
““ By no means,’’ said the poor old lady, keeping
up with Ada and me. ‘‘ Anything but troublesome.
T shall confer estates on both,—which is not being

d | troublesome, I trust? I expect a judgment.

Shortly. On the Day of Judgment. This is a good
omen for you. Accept my blessing ! -
She stopped at the bottom of the steep, broad
flicht of stairs; but we looked back as we went up,
and she was still there, saying, still with a curtsey
and a smile between every little sentence,  Youth,
And hope. And beauty. And Chancery. And
Conversation Kenge! Ha! Pray accept my bless-
lllg'!”

CHAPTER IV.
. TELESCOPIC PHILANTHROPY.
WE were to pass the night, Mr. Kenge told us when
we arrived in his room at Mrs. Jellyby’s ; and then
he turned to me, and said he took it for granted I
knew who Mrs. Jellyby was?
‘* T really don’t, sir,”” I returned. ‘‘ Perhaps Mr.
Carstone—or Miss Clare i

But no, they knew nothing whatever about Mrs.
Jellyby.
‘“ In-deed! Murs. Jellyby,” said Mr. Kenge,
standing with his back to the fire, and casting his
eyes over the dusty hearth-rug as if it were Mrs.
Jellyby’s biography, ‘' is a lady of very remarkable
strength of character, who devotes herself entirely
to the public. She has devoted herself to an exten-
sive variety of public subjects, at various times, and
is at present (until something else attracts her)
devoted to the subject of Africa ; with a view to the
general cultivation of the coffee berry—and the
natives—and the happy settlement, on the banks of
the African rivers, of our superabundant home
population. Mr. Jarndyce, who is desirous to aid
in any work that is considered likely to be a good
work, and who is much sought after by philanthro-
g_lsliis,b h[!.?, I believe, a very high opinion of Mrs.
ellyby.

Mr. Kenge, adjusting his cravat, then looked at

| us

“ And Mr. J ellyby, sir ?”’ suggested Richard
”,Ah! Mr. Jellyby,” said Mr. Kenge, “i;‘——:-n—*I
don’t know that I can describe him to you better

ghezi.;; bl;j-r”aa.ying that he is the husband of Muys.

looi:.A nonentity, sir?” said Richard with a droll

I don’t say that,’ returned Mr. K
grgwely. ““I can’t sa Eh t 3 o enge,
thing whatever of ij: ;efl;ll)g%d’ for I know no-

e s
knowledge, had the pleasure of seeing ﬁf.r:]' gﬁy{)ﬂyy

: but he is
speak, merged—merged—in the more ahining’ qsga}:ﬁ

ties of his wife. Mr. Kenge proceeded to tell us

very long, dark, and tediﬁuﬂ,nuse would have been

on ]
and as we had been travelling u.lrea?il;"ihhf[n: f :re;ﬁ;gé
ngement. A carriage

convey us out of town,

l would be at Mrs, J ellyby’s to
oon of to-morrow.
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He then rang a little bell, and the young gentle.- |

man came 1n. Addressing him by the name of

Guppy, Mr. Kenge inquired whether Mj
son’s boxes and the rest of the bnggﬂ,ézﬂ E;{u{:}ueeerﬁ

‘““sent round.”” Mr. Guppy said yes, they had been | |

gent round, and a coach was waiti
round too, as soon as we pleased. WV ke

*“ Then 1t only remains,” said Mr. Kenge, shakine

hands with us, ‘‘ for me to expres ive P

0 _ press my lively satis-
faction in (good day, Miss Clare !) the arrangement
this day concluded, and my (good bye to yoﬁ Miss
Summerson !) lively hope that it will conduce to the
happiness, the (glad to have had the honour of
making your acquaintance, Mr, Carstone !) welfare
the advantage in all points of view, of all concerned !
Guppy, see the party safely there.”’ :

““* Where 1s * there,” Mr. Guppy?”’ said Richard
as we went down stairs. i

** No distance,”’ said Mr. Guppy; ‘‘round in
Thavies’ Inn, you know.”’

““I can’t say I know where it 1s, for I come from
Winchester, and am strange in London.”’

““Only round the corner,” said Mr. Guppy.
‘“ We just twist up Chancery-lane, and cut along
Holborn, and there we are in four minutes time, as
near as a toucher, This is about a London parti-
cular now, ain’t it, miss!”’ He seemed quite de-
lighted with it on my account,

““ The fog is very dense indeed !”” said I.

“ Not that it affects you, though, I am sure,”
gaid Mr. Guppy, putting up the steps. *°On the
contrary, it seems to do you good, miss, judging
from your appearance.’’

I knew he meant well in paying me this compli-
ment, so I laughed at myself for blushing atit, when
he had shut the door and got upon the box ; and we
all three laughed, and chatted about our inex-
perience, and the strangeness of London, until we
turned up under an archway, to our destination: a
narrow street of high houses, like an oblong cistern
to hold the fog. There was a confused little crowd
of people, principally children, gathered about the
house at which we stopped, which had a tarnished
brass plate on the door, with the inscription,
JELLYBY.

““ Don’t be frightened !’ said Mr. Guppy, looking
in at the coach-window. ‘‘One of the young
Jellybys been and got his head through the area
railings!”’ :

O poor child,” said I, “let me out, if you
please !’ _

* Pray be careful of yourself, miss, The young
Jellybys are always up to something,”” said Mr.

Guppy. _
I made my way to the poor child, who was one of

the dirtiest little unfortunates I ever saw, and found
him very hot and frightened, and crying loudly,
fixed by the neck between two wron railings, while a
milkman and a beadle, with the kindest intentions
possible, were endeavouring to drag him back by the
legs, under a general impression that his skull was
compressible by those means. As T found (after
pacifying him, that he was a little boy, with a
naturally large head, I thought that, perhaps, where

his head could go, his body could follow, and men-
tfgneflathit 'c.hegi)est mode of extrication might be to

h him forward. This wasso favourably received
gusthﬂ milkman and beadle, that he would imme-
diately have been pushed into the area, if I had not
held his pinafore, while Richard and Mr. Guppy ran
down through the kitchen, to catch him when he
should be released. At last he was happily got down
without any accident, and then he began to beat Mr.

Guppy with a hoop-stick in ciuita a frantic manner.
Nobody had appeared be

——
— ——

except a person in pattens :
the child from belol']w with’ :r ll;ic}hsgli -b?ndtf;?ﬁ -
with what object, and I don’t thi’nk she did m;
therefore suppusec'l that Mrs. Jellyby was not at
lome ; and was quite surprised when the person
appeared in the passage without the patteng and
going up to the back room on the first floor, befo
Ada and me, announced us as, ‘*“ Them two e
lad: e L . em two young
c[iliisi' MIESISt Jellyby I’ We passed several more
avoid i?e;d%nnhgntg:ythupa w}l{:?m M CLier
Mg Tl e dar ,andnswgcame_mtu
8. Jellyby s presence, one of the poor little things
fell down stairs—down a whole flight (as it sounded
to me), with a great noise.

Mrs. Jellyby, whose face reflected none of the un-
easiness which we could not help showing in our
own faces, as the dear child’s head recorded its
passage with a bump on every stair—Richard after-
wards said he counted seven, besides one for the
landing—received us with perfect equanimity. She
was a pretty, very diminutive, plump woman, of
from forty to fifty, with handsome eyes, though they
had a curious habit of seeming to look a lu;g way
off. Asif—I am quoting Richard again—they could
see nothing nearer than Africa!

““Iam very glad indeed,”’ said Mrs. Jellyby, in
an agreeable voice, ‘‘to have the pleasure of ‘Te-
ceiving you. I have a great respect for Mr. Jarn-
dyce ; and no one in whom he is interested can be
an object of indifference to me.”’

We expressed our acknowledgments, and sat down
behind the door where there was a lame invalid of a
sofa. Mrs. Jellyby had very good hair, but was too
much occupied with her African duties to brush 1it.
The shawl in which she had been loosely muffled,
dropped on to her chair when slie advanced to us;
and as she turned to resume her seat, we could not
help noticing that her dress didn’t nearly meet up
the back, and that the open space was railed across
Euth a lattice-work of stay-lace—like a summer-

ouse.

The room, which was strewn with papers and
nearly filled by a great writing-table covered with
similar litter, was, I must say, not only very untidy,
but very dirty. We were obliged to take notice of
that with our sense of sight, even while, with our
sense of hearing, we followed the poor child who had
tumbled down stairs : I think into the back kitchen,
where somebody seemed to stifle him.

But what struck us was a jaded, and un-
healthy looking, though by no means plain girl, at
the writing-table, who sat biting the feather of her
pen, and staring at us. I suppose nobody ever was
in such a state of ink. And, from her tumbled hair
to her pretty feet, which were disfigured with frayed
and broken satin slippers trodden down at heel, she
really seemed to have no article of dress upon her,
from a pin upwards, that was in its proper condition
or its right place.

“You find me, my dears,” said Mrs, Jellyby,
snuffing the two great office candles in tin candle-
sticks which made the room taste strongly of hot
tallow (the fire had gone out, and there was nothing
in the grate but ashes, a bundle of wood, and &
poker), *‘you find me, my dears, as usual, very
busy; but that you will excuse. The African pro-
ject at present employs my whole time. 1t involves
me in correspondence with public bodies, and with
private individuals anxious for the welfare of their
species all over the country. Iam happy to say 1t

| is advancing. We hope by this time next year

have from & hundred and fifty to two hundred
healthy families cultivating coffee and educating the
natives of Borrioboola-Gha, on the left bank of the

onging to the house, Niger.”’



BLEAK HOUSE.

- e

=
e —————————
" As Ada said nothing, but looked at me,

I said it
AL G g, gy, T

! they
ion of all my energies, such as
Wh:eil?tmtlil:: ?: lzgtﬂing, suythnt it succeeds f) nmi} ]{
vigs ore confident of success every day. i ;} ym:
gﬂg Miss Summerson, I almost _won::}er at ¥
never turned your thoughts to Africa? A S
This application of the subject wai r : y DR
expected to me, that I was quite at a loss how

£ inted that the climate—-— =
ce‘l‘ﬁl‘lhté ﬁigﬁ: tilimf:;e in the world!”’ said Mrs.

Jellyby. e S
(7 l :
“g:ig;ir:lﬁa With precaution,” said Mrs. Jelly-

W ay go into Holborn, without precaution,
Eg;i be flf;ieff You may go into Holborn, Wlitsg
precaution, and never be run over. Just so wi
Affﬁll:'d, ““ No doubt.””—I meant as te Holborn.

“ If you would like,” said Mrs. Jellyby, putting
a number of papers towards us, ‘‘to look over some
remarks on that head, and on the general subject
(which have been extensively circulated), while 1
finish a letter I am now dictating—to my eldest
daughter, who is my amanuensis—"’

The girl at the table left off biting her pen, and
made a return to our recognition, which was half
bashful and half sulky.

** —1I shall then have finished for the present,”
proceeded Mrs. Jellyby, with a sweet smile;
** though my work is never done. Where are you,

____H_

Caddy?”’ :
*** Presents her compliments to Mr. Swallow, and
begs——" "’ said Caddy.

*“—And begs,””’ said Mrs. Jellyby, dictating,
** “to inform him, in reference to his letter of in-
quiry on the African project.”—No, Peepy! Not on
any account !”’

Peepy (so self-named) was the unfortunate child
who had fallen down stairs, who now interrupted
the correspondence by presenting himself, with a
strip of plaister on his forehead, to exhibit his
wounded knees, in which Ada and T did not know
which to pity most—the bruises or the dirt. Muys.
Jellyby merely added, with a serene composure with
which she said everything, ¢ Go along, you naughty
Peepy !”” and fixed her fine eyes on Africa again,

However, as she at once proceeded with her
dictation, and as I interrupted nothing by doing it,
I ventured quietly to stop poor Peepy as he was
going ount, and to take him up to nurse. He looked
very much astonished at it, and
him ; but soon fell fast asleep
at longer and longer intervals, until
I was so ocenpied with Peepy that I
in detail, though I derived

and the utter insignificance of all other
~ things, that I felt quite ashamed to have
little about it.

**Bix o’clock !”’ said Mrys.
diner hour is nominally (for
~ five!

son their rooms. You
change, perhaps? You will excuse me, I know
being so much occupied. O,
- Pray put him down, Miss Summerson 17’
I begged permission to retain
that he was not at all troublesome
- upstairs and laid him on my bed,

we

between. They were excessively

~ up with a fork.

l handle to 1t,

nd at Ada’s kissing
In my arms, sobbing
he was quiet,
lost the lett:y
' ‘ such a general impres-
sion from it of the momentous importance of Africa,

places and
thought go

Jellyby. ““ And our

dine at all h
Caddy, show Miss Clare and Miss Sumor:llzi)-

will like to make some
that very bad child }

him, truly saying
; and carried him

i Ada and I
two upper rooms, with a door of uummunicu.g:ilﬂg

| bare and qis.
orderly, and the curtain to my window was fnsteg:fd

y 1)
¢ ould like some hot water, wouldn’t you?
said 1l:{t[}il;;ﬁaw.:ﬂell_W;'b;r,, looking around for a jug with &

iz lﬂﬂk]i: 3 1]:)11 vam.e '’ said we
¢ Tf ¢ 1s not being troublesome, .
§ g litt}: :ﬁt the %rﬁl?}lle,” r ﬂt“l'ﬂ?fl Miss Jelly-

207 estion is, if there 2s any.
by’f‘heteh:eg?ﬂg was so very cold, and tlfle roptms had
such a marshy smell, that I must coniess 1 W[% a
little miserable; and Ada was half crying. ks ¢
soon langhed, however, and were busily unpal;c ing,
when Miss Jellyby came back to say, that s E];’ﬂ-ﬂ
sorry there was no hot water; but they couldn’t
find the kettle, and the boiler was out of order.

We begged her not to mention it, and made all the
haste we could to get down to the fire again. But
all the little children had come up to the la.nd}ng
outside, to look at the phenomenon of Peepy lying
on my bed ; and our attention was distracted by the
constant apparition of noses and fingers, in situa-
tions of danger between the hinges of the doors. It
was impossible to shut the door of either room ; for
my lock, with no knob to it, looked as if it wa,nte;d
to be wound up; and though the handle of Ada’s
went round and round with the greatest smoothness,
it was attended with no effect whatever on the door.
Therefore I proposed to the children that they
should come in and be very good at my table, and I
would tell them the story of little Red Riding Hood
while I dressed ; which they did, and were as quiet
as mice, including Peepy, who awoke opportunely
before the appearance of the wolf, :
When we went downstairs we found a mug, with
" A Present from Tunbridge Wells ” on it, lighted
up in the staircase window with a floating wick :
and a young woman, with a swelled face bound up
in a flannel bandage, blowing the fire of the drawing-
room (now connected by an open door with Mrs.
Jellyby’s room), and choaking dreadfully. It
smoked to that degree in short, that we all sat
coughing and crying with the windows open for
half an hour ; during which Mys. J ellyby, with the
same sweetness of temper, directed letters about
Africa. Her being so employed was, T must say, a
great relief to me; for Richard told us that he had
washed his hands in a pie-dish, and that they had
found the kettle on his dressing-table ; and he made
Ada laugh so, that they made me langh in the most
ridiculous manner,

Soon after seven o’clock we went down to dinner :
carefully, by Mrs. J ellyby’s advice ; for the stair.
carpets, besides being very deficient in stair-wires,
were 80 torn as to be absolute traps. We had a fine
cod-fish, a piece of roast beef, a dish of cutlets, and
a pudding ; an excellent dinner, if it had had any
cooking to speak of, but it was almost raw. The
young woman with the flannel bandage waited. and
dropped everything on the table wherever
happenedto go, and never moved it again until she put
16 on the stairs. The person T had seen in pattens

(who I suppose to have been the cook), frequently
came and aklrmmhm_fl ‘at the door, and there

h was long. in conse-

, 01 suc as the dish of pot
being mislaid in the coal skuttle, and the hEgdﬁo 2?

the corkserew comin 1ki
: g off, and
woman 1n the chin ; Myg. b fimt:é]s{éﬁeggiey:vﬁg-

ness of her disposition Sh
e | : e told us a great deal
nugi Jé"s mtereshpg about Borrioboola-Gha and the

who sat b[}nl?e?cemd o any letters that Richard
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of coffee, and natives; others required answ

these she sent her eldest dnughc%er from tlf;‘ B*:::ﬁlrllg
three or four times to write. She was full of business
and undoubtedly was, as she had told us, devoted to
the cause.

I was a little curious to know who a mild bald
gentleman 1in spectacles was, who dropped into a
vacant chair (there was no top or bottom in particu-
lar) after the fish was taken away, and seemed pas-
sively to submit himself to Borriohoola-Gha, but
not to be actively interested in that settlement, As
he never spoke a word, he might have been a native
but for his complexion. It was not until we left
the table, and he remained alone with Richard, that
the possibility of his being Mr. Jellyby ever entered
my head. But he was Mr. Jellyby; and a logua-
cious young man called Mr, Quale, with large shining
knobs for temples, and his hair all brushed to the
back of his head, who came in the evening, and told
Ada he was a philanthropist, also informed her that
he called the matrimonial alliance of Murs. Jellyby
with Mr. Jellyby the union of mind and matter.

This young man, besides having a great deal to
say for himself about Africa, and a project of his
for teaching the coffee colonists to teach the natives
to turn piano-forte legs and establish an export trade,
delighted in drawing Mvs. Jellyby out by saying,
““T believe now, Mrs. Jellyby, you have received as
many as from one hundred and fifty to two hundred

letters respecting Africa in a single day, have you )

not?”’ or, ‘‘ If my memory does not deceive me,
Mrs. Jellyby, you once mentioned that you had sent
off five thousand circulars from one post-office at one
time ?’—always repeating Mrs. Jellyby’s answer to
us like an interpreter. During the whole evening,

* My. Jellyby sat in a corner with his head against

the wall, as if he were subject to low spirits. It
seemed that he had several times opened his mouth
when alone with Richard, after dinner, as if he had
something on his mind; but had always shut 1t
again, to Richard’s extreme confusion, without
saying anything.

Mrs. Jellyby, sitting in quite a nest of waste
paper, drank coffee all the evening, and dictated at
intervals to her eldest daughter. She also held a
discussion with Mr. Quale; of which the subject
seemed to he—if I understood it—the Brotherhood
of Humanity ; and gave utterance to some beautiful
sontiments. I was not so attentive an auditor as I

might have wished to be, however, for Peepy and |y

the other children came flocking about Ada and me
0 o corner of the drawing-room to ask for another
story ; so we sat down among them, and told them
in whispers Puss in Boots Iu}d I don’t know what
else, until Mrs. Jellyby, accidentally remembering
them, sent them to bed. As Peepy cried for me to
take him to bed, I carried him upstairs; where the
young woman with the flannel bandage charged into
the midst of the little family like a dragoon, and
overturned them into cribs. . _

After that, I occupied myself in making our room
a little tidy, and in coaxing & Very Cross fire that
had been lighted, to burn; which at last it did,

uite brightly. On my return downstairs, I felt
that Mys. Jellyby looked down upon me rather, fnlll'
being so frivolous; and I was sorry for it ; thoug ‘
at the same time I knew that 1 had no higher

pretensions.
- Inioht before we found an oppor-
Sk e 1 even then we lett Mus.

tunity of going to bed ; ant ! Ly
J elly{y u,gmng her papers drinking coffee, and Miss

vrise f her pen.
J e}ily‘l%y biting the feather ol her p a, when we got

hat a strange house !”’ said Ad
upstairs.
send us here!”’

“ My love,” said I, ““it quite confuses me. I

. want to understand it, and I can’t understand it at

R

"* What P’ asked Ada, with her pretty smile

““ All this, my dear,”’ said I. “%t m*ﬂst be -very
E‘g}?d OffMIE];; .]1; ellylﬁv t%:u li:ruke such pains about a

eme Ior the bepefit of Natives— —
and the housekeeping !’ BB AR

Ada langhed ; and put her arm about my neck
as I stood looking at the fire ; and told me T was a
quiet, dear, good ereature, and had won her heart.

You are so thoughtful. Esther,”” she said, ‘‘ and
yvet so cheerful ! and you do so much, so unpretend-
ingly! You would make a home out of even this
house.”’

My simple darling! She was quite unconscious
that she only praised herself, and that it was in the
gﬂn::hless of her own heart that she made so much of
me !

** May I ask you a question?’’ said I, when we
had sat before the fire a little while.

*“ Five hundred,”’ said Ada.

*“ Your cousin, Mr. Jarndyce. I owe so much to
him. Would you mind deseribing him to me?”’

Shaking back her golden hair, Ada turned her eyes
upon me with such laughing wonder, that I was full
of wonder too—partly at her beauty, partly at her
surprise.

‘** Iisther !’ she cried.

““ My dear!”’

“You want a description of my cousin Jarn-
dyce?”’

‘“* My dear, I never saw him.”

““ And I never saw him !”’ returned Ada.

Well, to be sure !

No, she had never seen him. Young as she was
when her mama died, she remembered how the tears
would come into her eyes when she spoke of him, and
of the noble generosity of his character, which she
had said was to be trusted above all earthly things ;
and Ada trusted it. Her cousin Jarndyce had
written to her a few months ago,—‘*a plain, honest
letter,”” Ada said—proposing the arrangement we
were now to enter on, and telling her that, ** in tame
it might heal some of the wounds made by the
miserable Chancery suit.”” She had replied, grate-
fully accepting his proposal. Richard had received
a similar letter, and had made a similar response.
He had seen Mr. Jarndyce once, but only once, five
ears ago, at Winchester schiool. = He had told Ada,
when they were leaning on the screen before the fire
where I found them, that he recollected him as ** a
bluff, rosy fellow.”” This was the utmost descrip-
tion Ada could give me.

It set me thinking so, that when Ada was asleep,
I still remained before the fire, wondering and
wondering about Bleak House, and wondering and
wondering that yesterday morning should seem so
long ago. 1 don’t know where my thoughts had
wandered, when they were recalled by a tap at the

door.
I opened it softly, and found Miss Jellyby

shivering there, with a broken caundle in a broken
candlestick in one hand, and an egg-cup in the

other. |
““ Good night !”” she said, very sulkily.
‘“ Good night !’? said I.
‘“ May I come in?”’ she shortly and unexpectedly

asked me in the same sulky way. : 3
‘“ Certainly,”’ said I. *‘ Don’t wake Miss Clare.

She would not sit down, but stood by the fire,
dipping her inky middle finger in the egg-cup, which
contained vinegar, and smearing it over the ink
stains on her face; frowning, the whole time, and

looking very gloomy.
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“T wish Africa was dead!’”’ she said, on a

sudden.

I was going to remonstrate. _

“T do!” she said. ‘‘Don’t talk to me, Miss
Summerson. I hate it and detest it. It's a
beast !"’

I told her she was tired, and I was sorry. T put
my hand upon her head, and touched her forehead,
and said it was hot now, but would be cool to-
morrow. She still stood, pouting and frowning at
me ; but presently put down her egg-cup, and turned

softly towards the bed where Ada lay.
““ She is very pretty!”’ she said, with the same

| T could not persuade st s R
anything but move & MEEeG AN 014 my dress in

' the same manner.

kneeling, and take that, the poor tired girl

fell asleep; and then | Baruasbion 5 25
"+ o+ chould rest on my lap, & _
ls)ztflh;gtllntﬂsm?vls. The fire went out, and all night

long she slumbered thus before the as

: inly trie
first T was painfully awake, and Vi Fhél scenes of

myself, with my eyes closed, /MRS i;1;]1«33"' became

the day. At length, by slow degrees,
ingistigct and mingled. I began t}? losiet él;;
identity of the sleeper resting on Ime. oW,

hy grate. At
d to lose

knitted brow, and in the same uncivil manner.

I assented with a smile.

‘“ An orphan. Ain’t she?”’

8 1 W

“ But knows a quantity, I suppose? Can dance,
and play music, and sing? She can talk French, I
suppose, and do geography, and globes, and needle-
work, and every thing?"’

“ No doubt,”” said 1.

““T can’t,”’ she returned. ‘‘I can’t do anything
hardly, except write. I'm always writing for Ma.
I wonder you two were not ashamed of yourselves to
come in this afternoon, and see me able to do nothing
else. It was like your ill-nature. Yet you think
yourselves very fine, I dare say!”’ “

I could see that the poor girl was near crying, and
I resumed my chair without speaking, and looked
at her (I hope), as mildly as I felt towards her,

““ It’s disgraceful,”’ she said. ‘' You know it is.
The whole house is disgraceful. The children are
disgraceful. I'm disgraceful. Pa’s miserable, and
no wonder! Priscilla drinks—she’s always drink-
ing. It’s a great shame and a great story, of you,
if you say you didn’t smell her to-day. It was as bad
as a public-house, waiting at dinner; you know it
was!’’

““ My dear, I don’t know it,”’ said I.

““You do,”’ she said, very shortly. ‘‘ You sha'n’t
say you don’t. Youdo!”

‘O, my dear!” said I, ““if you won’t let me
speak——"’

““You are speaking now. You know you are.
Don’t tell stories, Miss Summerson.”’

““ My dear,”’” said I, **as long as you won’t hear
me out——"’

““1 don’t want to hear you out.”

““ O yes, I think you do,” said I. ‘‘ because that
would be so very unreasonable. I did not know
what you tell me, because the servant did not come
near me at dinner ; but I don’t doubt what you tell
me, and I am sorry to hear 1t.”’

** You needn’t make a merit of that,” said she.

“ No, my dear,” said I. ‘‘ That would be very
foolish.”

She was still standing by the bed, and now stooped

—

down (but still with the same discontented face) anc

kissed Ada. That done, she came softly back, and | operation, as if h

stood by the side of my chair. Her bosom was
heaving in a distressful manner that I greatly
pitied ; but I thought it better not to speak.

““T wish I was dead!”’ she broke out. *‘‘I wish
we were all dead. It would be a great deal better
for us.”

In a moment afterwards, she knelt on the ground
at my side, hid her face 1n my dress, passionately
begged my pardon and wept. I comforted her, and
wm:ﬁd have raised her, but she cried, No, no; she
wanted to stay there!

““You used to teach girls,”” she said. *‘‘If you
could only have taught me, I could have learnt from
you! I am so very miserable, and 1 like you so

much !”’

. now, one of my old Reading friends from
#1(321::1 {lcﬂnld not belie{ra I had so recently parted.
Now, it was the little mad woman worn out with
curtseying and smiling ; now, some one i authority
at Bleak House. Lastly, it was no one, and I was no

one. _ :
The purblind day was feebly struggling with the

fog, when I opened my eyes to encounter those of a
dirty-faced little spectre fixed upon me. Peepy had
scaled his crib, and crept down in his bedgown a:nd
cap, and was so cold that his teeth were chattering

as if he had cut them all.

s m—

CHAPTER V.
A MORNING ADVENTURE.

ALTHOUGH the morning was raw, and although the
foz still seemed heavy—I say seemed, for the
windows were so encrusted with dirt, that they
would have made Midsummer sunshine dim—I was
sufheiently forewarned of the discomfort within
doors at that early hour, and sufficiently curious
about London, to think it a good idea on the part of
Miss Jellyby when she proposed that we should go
out for a walk.

" Ma won’t be down for ever so long,” she said
"“and then it’s a chance if breakfast’s ready for an
hour afterwards, they dawdle so. As to Pa. he
gets what he can, and goes to the office. He néver
has what you would call a regular breakfast. Pris-
cilla leaves him out the loaf and some milk when
there is any. over night. Sometimes there isn’t an
n}]lk'h and aneim]:ea the cat drinks it. But I'm
alraid you must be tired, Miss S oD
you would rather go to bed.” e hentor e

“Iamnot at all tired. my dear.” sai
. . ar ‘ 4
would much prefer to go but_}:’ r,” sud I, “ and

** If you're sure you would.” returned M:

byi; S g{Et Ilny b b returned Miss Jelly-
a sald she would go too, and was so '

{ n:]nde a proposal to Peepy, in default of -hgﬁmui%f'

0 do anything better for him, that he should let :

wash him, and afterwards lay him down on E;

bed again. To this he submi )
gain. \ mitted wit
grace poseible; staring at me duriné hﬂ:}ehew]liﬁﬂ

again be, so astonished in his

miserable also, certair '
) : 1ly, but makine m
o9 no ¢ -

and going snugly to sleep as soon ag it guﬂplgént:
er,

At first T was in two mind

: S aki

liberty, but I soon reflected thﬂgi{;ﬁ); aking such g
was likely to notice it. Y n the house

What with the bustle '
_ of dispatchi
%lﬁiustle of getting myself rengy cu.hxigﬁl ]i}e.ﬁpy , and
i soon quite in a glow, We fouy d i Fa
rL}élﬂg tﬂh}‘*’iﬂ‘r% herself at the fi s Jellyby
m, which Priseilla - .
smutty parlor ﬂautllesticf:-i-st' :?rlil:r?ing

to make it burn hetter :
we had left it lnﬂtﬁnic;l-lt-,Eﬂzﬁ{‘ythm

life—looking very

ghting with
the candle in

tended to remain S0. Below sta
s

sit bj’ me, or to do

e never had been, and never could

3 g B -
o i

T ot

.
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cloth had not been taken aw

left ready for breakfast. Cg;n};ut ;111:& beerdl
waste paper were all over the house 1IS::?ﬂ
pewter-puts and a milk-can hung on the atreu. rEE

ings ; the door stood open; and we met the cook

round the corner coming out of g public-house,

wiping her mouth. She mentioned
us, that she had been to see what E, él;;kﬂil;ewﬁiﬁed

But before we met the cook. we '

: . met R :
qho was dancing up and down Thavies Inn t;cx']:ifﬁ
his feet. He was agreeably surprised to see us

| ——

i

“Idon’t care!’”’ she said. ‘‘ Now

_ _ | . ou are
witness, Miss Summerson, I say I doﬁgb care—ﬁl{‘.
1% he was to come to our house, with his great
shining lumpy forehead, night after night till he
E)agu.ﬂ; tcgc}] as Mesthu§ela.h, I wouldn’t have anything

im,

th?mselves iy uch Assgs as he and Ma make of

" My dear!” I remonstrated, in allusion to th

L] # : B
epithet, and the vigorous emphasis Miss Jellyby
set upon it. *‘ Your duty as a child—""

““O! don’t talk of duty as a child, Miss Summer-

MISS JELLYBY.

stirring so soon, and said he would gladly share our
walk. gf‘fﬂ he took care of Ada, and Miss Jellyby
and I went first. I may mention that Miss Jellyby
had relapsed into her sulky manner, and that 1
really should not have thought she liked me much,

unless she had told me so.
« Where would you wish to go?’’ she asked.

¢« Anvwhere, my dear,’”’ I replied.
“Anﬁherﬂfa nowherla,” said Miss Jellyby, stop-

ing perversely. LGN
g ‘Fl?at us go somewhere at any rate,”’ said I.

She then walked me on very fast.

- gon: where’s Ma’s duty as a parent? All made

over to the public and Africa, I suppose! Then let
the public and Africa show duty as a child ; 1t’s
much more their affair than mine. You are
shocked, I dare say! Very well, so am 1 shocked
too : so we are both shocked, and there’s an end of
it.”’

She walked me on faster yet.

““ But for all that, I say again, he may come, and
come, and come, and 1 won’t have anything to
say to him. I can’t bear him. If there's any
stuff in the world that I hate and detest, it's the
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stuff he and Ma talk. I wonder the very paving |
stones opposite our house can have the patience to
stay there, and be a witness of such inconsistencies
a.ncf contradictions as all that sounding nonsense,
and Ma’s management !”’

I could not but understand her to refer to Mr.
Quale, the young gentleman who had appeared after
dinner yesterday. I was saved the disagreeable
necessity of pursuing the subject, by Richard and
Ada coming up at a round pace, laughing, and
asking us if we meant to run a race? Thus inter-
rupted, Miss Jellyby became silent, and walked
moodily on at my side; while I admired the long
successions and varieties of streets, the quantity of
people already going to and fro, the number of
vehicles passing and repassing, the busy preparations
in the setting forth of shop windows and the
sweeping out of shops, and the extraordinary crea-
tures in rags, secretly groping among the swept-out
rubbish for pins and other refuse. _

** So, cousin,’’ said the cheerful voice of Richard
to Ada, behind me. ‘‘ We are never to get out of
Chancery! We have come by another way to our
place of meeting yesterday, and—by the Great Seal,
here’s the old lady again !”’

Truly, there she was, immediately in front of us,
curtseying and smiling, and saying, with her
yesterday’s air of patronage :

““The wards in Jarndyce !
sure !’

“You are out early, ma’am,” said I, as she
curtsied to me.

" Ye-es! I usunally walk here early.
Court sits. It's retired. I co
here for the business of the day,”
mincingly. “‘The business of t
great deal of thought.
ve-ry difficult to follow.”’

“ Who’s this, Miss Summerson ?"’
Miss Jellyby, drawing
own.

The little old lady’s hearing was r
quick. She answered for herself directly

Ve-ry happy, I am

Before the
lect my thoughts
sald the old lady,
e day requires a
Chancery justice is so

_ whispered
my arm tighter through her

emarkably

**A suitor, my child. At your service.

I have
the honor to attend court regularly. With my
documents. Have I the pleasure of addressing

another of the youthful partiesin J arndyce ?”’ said
the old lady, recovering herself, with her head on
one side, from a very low curtsey.

Richard, anxious to atone for f;is thoughtlessness
of yesterday, good-naturedly explained that Miss
Jellyby was not connected with the suit.

““Ha !” said the old lady. * She does not expect
a judgment? She will still grow old. But not so
old. O dear, no! This is the garden of Lincoln’s
Inn, Icall 1t my garden, It is quite a bower in
the summer-time. Where the birds sing melo-
diously. I passthe greater part of the long vaca-
tion here. In contemplation. You find the long
vacation exceedingly long, don’t you ¢’ 4

- We said yes, as she seemed to expect us to say
BO.

** When the leaves are falling from the trees and
there are no more flowers in hﬁmm to make up into
noseﬁ:fa for the Lord Chancellor’s court,”” saig the
old lady, “‘ the vacation is fulfilled; an
-seal, mentioned in the Revelations

Pray come and see my lodging. It will be a good
omen for me. Youth. and hope, and beauty, are
very seldom there. It is a long long time since [
had a visit from either.”’

and Miss

She had taken my hand, and, leading me
away, beckoned Richard and Ada to copq

d the sixth | j
» Aga1n prevails, | h

looked to Richard for aid. As he was zlaﬁetaﬁgsﬁ%
d half curious, and all 1n doubt how to gd R
:;L]IJ1 old lady without offence, she cnntmueu o.
eﬂ.wny and he and Ada :;ontmued to f{ii oW ; q:i-
:Emnga conductress informing us all the : n:iz, :FIIJ.
much smiling condescension, that she léve S‘il esliv gd
It was quite true, as 1t soon appearca. . b
so close by, that we had not time to h:wa :
humoring her for a few moments, b_efore S etiilms ’?d
home. §1ippinn' us out at a little side gate, the o

lady stopped most unexpectedly in a narrow back

art of some courts and lanes immediately
iﬁﬁbpthe wall ﬂfl ]fhe inn, and said, ** This 1s my
oing, Pray walk up!”’ : .
10%-,11& glm. i stt}]; ped at a shop, over which was writ-
ten, KrRook, RAG AND Borrrie WAREHOUSE.
Als:}, in long thin letters, KROOK, DEALER IN
MARINE STORES. In one part of the window was
a picture of a red paper mill, at which a cart was
unloading a quantity of sacks of old rags. In an-
other, was the inscription, Bones BougHT, In an-
other, KircHEN-STUFF BouagHT. In another,
OLp IroN BougHT. In another, WAsSTE PAPER
BougaT. In another, LADIES’ AND GENTLE-
MEN’S WARDROBES BougHT. Everything seemed
to be bought, and nothing to be sold there. In all
parts of the window, were quantities of dirty bottles :
blacking bottles, medicine bottles, ginger-beer and
soda-water bottles, pickle bottles, wine bottles, ink
bottles: I am reminded by mentioning the latter,
that the shop had, in several little particulars, the
air of being in a legal neighbourhood, and of being,
as 1t were, a dirty hanger-on and disowned relation
of the law. There were a great many ink bottles.
There was a little tottering bench of shabby old
volumes, outside the door, labelled ** Taw Books, all
at 9d.”” Some of the seriptions’ I have enume-
rated were written in law-hand, like the papers I
had seen in Kenge and Carboy’s office, and the
letters I had so long received from the firm. Among
them was one, in the same writing, having nothing
to do with the business of the shop, but :1511011ncing
that a respectuhlp man aged forty-five wanted en.
gTOSSIng or copying to execute with neatness and
dispatch : Address to Nemo, care of Mr. Krook
within. There were several second-hand hags blue
and red, hanging up. A little way within the sho
door, lay heaps of old crackled parchment scr:uilsp
and discolored and dog’s-eared law-papers. I ujci
have fancied that al] the rusty keys. of 11'13iuh Eﬂer
must have been hundreds huddled ,t{}gethﬂr as 13
11;{}11, had once be}langed to doors of rooms op strotzlg
chests in lawyers’ offices. The litter of rags tumbled

partly into and par) out of f
scale, hanging wi : o, gfﬁfxﬂ t:F l?gﬂ.dlfln
)

nd gowns torn

ard whispered
stood looking in, that

ed together and icked
of clients, to mnﬂe tie

Y to fane S
Ada and me while we :51‘ i

yonder bhones in g :
very clean, were t
picture complete,

lighted lantern that
Y CAD was carry-
towards the door,

short, cadaye.
sunk sideways
oroath issuing in
if he were on fire
eyebrows were so

s
t:.}ly bf did not know how to excuse myself, ang

veins
breast
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i ;IHi hi!”’ sai:}ih_the old man
ave you anythine t '
We Ilﬂ.t'llrﬂ.u; B30

coming to the door,

drew back and glanced at our con.|J

——

but I notice him. There’s no great odds betwixt

us, W ' :
ﬂ.ne!”e both grub on in a muddle. Hi, Lady

ductress, who had been tryin
- g to open the ho
th use| A lar : )
fg {:;hTm Rl]iglJeaighﬁogagnfgkiﬂjtrﬂg 'I:Fearlf 0&7‘1{]&1:, I'Llild shelf ougﬁigr:l:i}ulﬂu;el:,nzi?i sf:a?rrilslle?iﬂ?l]:aﬁmghbomng
- y 3 a ad ‘“ Hi ) -
pleasure of seeing where she lived, we would le::.tlri my lati;'!”siln?ig haa?rlxiﬂu;g;? g

her, being pressed for time.

so easily left. She became
pressingly earnest in her entr
walk up, and see her apartmen
was 80 bent, in her harmless w
as part of the good omen she
ever the others might do
comply. I suppose wew
—at any rate, when the
sions to hers, and said,

But she was not to be
so fantastically and
eaties that we would
t for an instant ; and
ay, on leading me in,
desired ; that I (what-
) saw nothing for it but to
ere all more or less curious ;
?‘1{}.1 man adc%ed his persua-

e, aye ! '
It won’t take a minute ! Cﬂlie,in._.y uﬂmeI;LE?SEC];:B:;e'
in through the shop, if t’other door’s out of order !”’
we all went in, stimulated by Richard’s laughing
en;:‘aura.gement, and relying on his protection. X

" My landlord, Krook,” said the little old lady
condesﬂendlqg to him from her lofty station, as she
presented him to us. ““He is called among the
neighbours the Lord Chancellor. His shop is called
the Court of Chancery. He is a very eccentric per-
sr&:&.'”Ha 1s very odd. Oh, I assure you he is very
odd !

She shook her head a great many times, and
tapped her forehead with her finger, fo express to
us that we must have the goodness to excuse him,
““For he is a little—you know !—M—!”’ said the
lady, with great stateliness. The old man over-
heard, and laughed.

** It’s true enough,” he said, going before us with
the lantern, ‘* that they call me the Lord Chancellor,
and call my shop Chancery. And why do you think
they call me the Lord Chancellor, and my shop
Chancery?’’

“I don’t know, I am sure !’’ gaid Richard, rather
carelessly.

**You see,’’ said theold man, stopping and turning
round, ‘‘ they—Hi! Here’s lovely hair! I have
got three sacks of ladies’ hair below, but none so
beautiful and fine as this. What colour, and what
texture !”’

“* That’'ll do, my good friend!”’ said Richard,
strongly disapproving of his having drawn one of
Ada’s tresses tlhrough his yellow hand., ‘‘ You can
admire as the rest of us do, without taking that
liberty.”’

The old man darted at him a sudden look, which
even called my attention from Ada, who, startled
and blushing, was so remarkably beautiful that she
seemed to fix the wandering attention of the little
old lady herself. But as Ada interposed, and
laughingly said she could only feel proud of such
genuine admiration, Mr. Krook shrank into his
former self as suddenly as he had leaped out of it.

““You see I have so many things heve,”’ he re-
sumed, holding up the lantern, *‘ of so many kinds,
and all, as the neighbours think (but they know
nothing), wasting away and going to rack and ruin,
and that's why tlﬁe;v have given me and my place a
christening. And I have so many old parchmentses
and papers in my stock. And I havea liking for rust
and must and cobwebs. And all’s fish that comes
to my net. And I can’t abear to part with any-
thing I once lay hold of (or so my neighbours think,
but what do they know ?) or to alter anything, or to
have any sweeping, nor scouring, nor cleaning, nor
repairing going on about me. That’s the way I've
got the ill name of Chincery. 1 don’t mind. 1 go
to see my noble and learned brother pretty well every
day, when he sits in the Inn. He don’t notice me, |

q

at a bundle of
a sound that it

The cat leaped down, and ripped
rags with her tigerish claws, with
set“m Eeeth on edge to hear.

e'd do as much for any one I was to set her
sald the old- man. “‘I deal in cat-skins
among Dth,er general matters, and hers was offered
to me, It’s a very fine skin, as you may see, but I
didn’t have it stripped off! That warn’t like
Chancery practice though, says you !”’

He had by this time led us across the she , and
now opened a door in the back part of it, leading to
the house-entry, As he stood with his hand upon
the lock, the little old lady graciously observed to
hlEl before passing out :

" That will do, Krook. You mean well, but are
tiresome. My young friends are pressed for time.
I have none to spare myself, having to attend court.
very soon. My young friends are the wards in
Jarndyce.”’

:: g ﬂrngyce 23 sﬁd }ha n&d man with a start.

arndyce an arndyce. The great '
Krook,’” returned his ludge};. & pe

“Hi!” exclaimed the old man, in a tone of
thoughtful amazement, and with a wider stare than
before, *‘ Think of it !”’

He seemed so rapt all in a moment, and looked
so curiously at us, that Richard said :

‘“ Why you appear to trouble yourself a good deal
about the causes before your noble and learned
brother, the other Chancellor !’

““ Yes,” said the old man abstractedly. *‘ Sure!
Your name now will bhe——""

*“ Richard Carstone.’’

*“ Carstone,’ he repeated, slowly checking off that
name upon his fore-finger; and each of the others
he went on to mention, upon a separate finger.
““Yes. There was the name of Barbary, and the
name of Ciare, and the name of Dedlock, too, 1
think.”’

‘““He knows as much of the cause as the real
salaried Chancellor !’ said Richard, quite astonished,
to Ada and me.

““ Ay !” said the old man, coming slowly out of his
abstraction. ‘‘ Yes! Tom Jarndyce—you’ll excuse
me, being related ; but he was never known about
court by any other name, and was as well known
there, as—she 1s now;’’ nodding slightly at his
lodger; *“ Tom Jarndyce was oftenin here. He got
into a ressless habit of strolling about when the cause
was on, or expected, talking to the little shopkeepers,
and telling ’em to keep out of Chancery, whatever
they did. ‘ For,’ says he, ‘' it's being ground to bits
in a slow mill ; it’s being roasted at a slow fire ; it's
being stung to death by single bees; it’s being
drowned by drops; it’s going mad by grains.” He
was as near making away with himself, just where
the young lady stands, as near could be.”’

We listened with horror.

““He come in at the door,” said the old man,
slowly pointing an 1imaginary track along the shop
“* on the day he didit—the whole ne ghbourhood had
said for months before, that he would do 1f, of a
certainty, sooner or later—he come in at the door
that day, and walked along there, and sat himself on

B
on,

a bench that stood there, and asked me (you’ll judge.

I was a mortal sight younger then) to fetch him a
int of wine. ¢ For,’ says he, ‘ Krook, I am much

epressed ; my cause is on again, and I think I'm
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nearer Judgment than I ever was.’ :
mind to leave him alone ; and I persuaded him to go

to the tavern over the way there, t’other side my
lane (I mean Chancery-lane); and I followed an
looked in at the window, comfortable as I thought,
in the arm-chair by the fire, and company with him.
T hadn't hardly got back here, when I heard a shot

o echoing and rattling right away into the 1nn.
frﬂ.n out—neighbours ran out—twenty of us cried
at once, ‘ Tom Jarndyce

The old man stopped, looked hard at us, looked
down inte the lantern, blew the light out, and shut
the lantern up,

¢« We were right, I needn’t tell the present hearers.
Hi! To be sure, how the neighbourhood poured
into court that afternoon while the cause was on !
How my noble and learned brother, and all the rest
of ’em, grubbed and muddled away as usual, and
tried to?ook as if they hadn’t heard a word of the
last fact in the case ; or as if they had—O dear me !
nothing at all to do with it, if they had heard of 1t
by any chance !”

Ada’s colonr had entirely left her, and Richard
was scarcely less pale. Nor could I wonder, judging
even from my emotions, and I was no party in the
suit, that to hearts so untried and fresh, 1t was a
shock to come into the inheritance of a protracted
misery, attended in the minds of many people with
such dreadful recollections. I had another uneasi-
ness, in the application of the painful story to the
poor half-witted creature who had brought us there ;
but, to my surprise, she seemed perfectly uncon-
scious of tﬂnt, and only led the way upstairs again ;
informing us, with the toleration of a superior
creature for the infirmities of a common mortal,
that her landlord was ** a little—M-—, you know !’

She lived at the top of the house, in a pretty large
room, from which she had a glimpse of the roof of
Lincoln’s Inn Hall, This seemed to have been her
principal inducement, originally, for taking up her
residence there. She could look at it, she said, in
the night : especially in the moonshine, Her room
was clean, but very, very bare. I noticed the
scantiest necessaries in the way of furniture ; a few
old prints from books, of Chancellors and barristers
wai_?ﬂred against the wall; and some half-dozen
reticules and work-bags, ** containing documents,”’
as she informed us. There were neither coals nor
ashes in the grate, and I saw no articles of clothing
anywhere, nor any kind of food. Upon a shelf in
an open cupboard were a plate or two, a cup or two
and so forth ; but all dry and empty. There was Q
more affecting meaning in her pinc{cd appearance
% ;flt:;;lﬂlfght as I looked round, than I had understood

" Extremely honored, I am sure,’’ said our :
hostess, with the greatest Buu.vity,’ “by this E?;It
;firnm the wards in Jarndyce. And very much in-

ebted for the omen. It is a retired situation.
Considering. I am limited as to situation. In con-
sequence of the necessity of attending on the Chan-
:‘:il;l or. I havelived here many years. 1 pass my

ys in court ; my evenings and my nights LHI‘E. 1
find the nights long, for I sleep but little and think
much. That is, of course, unavoidable : being in
Chﬂ.ncerj:. I am gorry I cannot offer ch:"mﬂlnbﬁ I
Exfﬁﬁf: a Judgment shortly, and shall then pln.ce'my
establishment on a superior footing. At present, I

|rll
L]

don’t mind confessing to the wards in J arndyce (in |

strict confidence), that I sometimes find it di
: t difficult t
lﬁgep up a genteel appearance. I have felt t]:f: colg
re. Ihave felt something sharper than cold, It

matters very little, : :
of such mean topics,” R e o e tbrodnokion

\

I hadn't & | &

1 | inches—1 sho

She partly drew aside the curtain of the long low ' B

: ion to a number
: ow. and called our attent mber
et o anging there: some, containing

vd-cages D .
Egvnl:':ﬁdbg?gﬂ. There were larks, linnets, and gold-
uld think at least twenty. ] ¥
¢ T began to keep the little Ul‘ﬂlla‘tlll:ﬂﬂ,d i gha sald,
¢ with an object that the wards will readily compre-
hend. With the intention of restoring them to
liberty. When my judgment ﬂhuuldTlhe_ gl'l_v'en.
Yo.os | They die in prison, though. 1heir 1ves,
poor silly things, are S0 short in comparison with
Chancery proceedings, that, one by one, thedWhOlB
collection has died over and over again. I doubt,
do you know, whether one of these, though they are
all young, will live to be free! Ve-ry mortifying,1s
it not 7"’ . :

Although she sometimes asked a question, she
“over scemed to expect a reply ; but rambled on as
if she were in the habit of doing so, when no one but
herself was present, i

‘“ Indeed,”’ she pursued, ‘‘ I positively doubt some-
times, I do assure you, whether while matters are
still unsettled, and the sixth or Great Seal still pre-
vails, I may not one day be found lying stark and
senseless here, as I have found so many birds !"’

Richard, answering what he saw in Ada’s com-
passionate eyes, took the opportunity of laying some
money, softly and unobserved, on the chimney-piece.
We all drew nearer to the cages, feigning to
examine the birds,

““1 can’t allow them to sing much,’’ said the little
old lady, ** for (you'll think this curious) I find my
mind confused by the idea that they are singing
while I am following the arguments in court. And
my mind requires to be so very clear, you know !
Another time, I'll tell you their names. Not at
present, On a day of such good omen, they shall
sing a8 much as they like. In honor of youth,” a
e b T e )

J s Il cu W 1 -
| let in the full light.” O A L
"l“lm birds began to stir and chiyp.

I cannot admit the air freely,”” said the little old
lady ; the room was close, and would have been the
better for it ; because the cat you saw down stairs—
called Lady Jane—is greedy for their lives. SI
crouches on the parapet outside. for huut:s ﬂ.lcﬁl
hours. 1 have discovered,” wiliﬂpﬂring‘ m 51];1
riously, ** that her natural cruelty is Ehurpﬂnedyb %
Jealous fear of their reganining their libert yIu
consequence of the judgment I expect being s . tln
gh‘;f‘!n. She is sly, and full of llmliﬂﬂ.g I Oﬁaﬁ

elieve, sometimes, that she is no cat, but the wolf

of the old saying. ! '
e dm}J;- _EF It is so very difficult to keep her

some neighbouring bells indi
that it was l.mlf-plts% ninu,’ 5!13(1111 ﬁgl‘:lagfg:‘el? gy
wu;?'lnt bringing our visit to an end than 1: s
un,ml y have done for ourselves, She hurri (?l ot
up her little bag of documents, which ahﬁnl ﬁtoqk
upon the table on coming in, and asked if :;}ﬂ wl':ld
ro

also going into court
- 't r On our y Bl
that we would on neconn LISWering no, and

t detain |
door to attend us down st r:i :?Etu-ln ier, she opened the

(" W‘ .
1ith such an om it 1
en, 1t 1s ;
than usual that T ﬂh;}uld bR e ERRLY

Chancellor comes in.” gat be there before the

‘mention my case the ﬁrait;l t?llilﬁé- “Ifui he might
; 1)

« sentiment that he will mention it the

»morning.,”’

going down, that the whol
) _ e | :
trange Turibr which . o, 0% lled with
o y 8 ad no wish t : ought
of being a little—M—_  rp: .. Sll—in con
ut she had mi?(%e u. i, rét; oo,
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gecond floor, and had silently pointed at a dark doﬂr]

there.

““The only other lodger,”” she now whispered. in
explanation; a law-writer. The children in the
lanes here, say he has sold himself to the devil. I
don’t know what he can have done with the money
Hush !”’ :

She appeared to mistrust that the lodger might
hear her, even there; and repeating ** Hush!”
went before us on tiptoe, as though even the sound
of _{ier footsteps might reveal to him what she had
said,

Passing through the shop on our way out, as we
had passed through it on our way in, we found the
old man storing a quantity of packets of waste
En.pur, in o kind of well in the floor. He seemed to

e working hard, with the perspiration standing on
his forehead, and had a piece of chalk by him ; with
which, as he put each separate package or bundle
down, he made a crooked mark on the panelling of
the wall.

Richard and Ada, and Miss Jellyby, and the little
old lady, had gone by him, and I was going, when
he touched me on the arm to stay me, and chalked
the letter J upon the wall — in a very curious
manner, beginning with the end of the letter and
shaping it backward. It was a capital letter, not a

rinted one, but just such a letter as any clerk 1in

essrs, JKenge and Carboy’s office would have

made.
“ Can you read it P’ he asked me, with a keen

glance.

““ Surely,” said I,

“What 18 1t ¢"’

(1 J-l‘l
With another glance at me, and a glance at the

door, he rubbed it out, and turned an a in its place
(not & capital letter this time), and said, ‘* What's
that p"’

T told him. He then rubbed that out, and turned
the letter r. and asked me the same question. He
went on quickly, until he had formed, in the same
eurious manner, beginning at the ends and bottoms
of the letters, the word JARNDYCE, without once
leaving two letters on the wall together.

¢« What does that spell 7’ he asked me.

When I told him he laughed. In the same odd
way, yet with the same rapidity, he then produced
ﬂingiy, and rubbed out singly, the letters forming
the words Brrax House. These, 1n some as-
tonishment. T also read ; and he laughed angain.

Hi!” said the old man, laying aside the chalk,
““T have a turn for copying from memory, you see,
miss, though I can neither read nor write.”

He looked so disagreeable, and his cat .lﬂnku‘d 80
wickedly at me. asif 1 were & blood-relation of tl!ﬂ
birds upstairs, that I was quite relieved by Richard’s
appearing at the door and saying : o,

¢ Miss Summerson, I hope you are not bargaining
for the sale of your hair, Don’t be tﬂnlptml. }‘hruu
sncks below are quite enough for Myr. Krook !

I lost no time in wishing Mr, Krook good morn-
ing, and joining my friends outside, where we parted
with the little old lady, who gave us her blessing
with great ceremony, and renewed her assurance of
yesterday in reference to her intention of settling
estates on Ada and me. Before we finally turned
out of those lanes, we looked back, and saw Mr.
Krook standing at his shop-door, in his spectacles,
looking after us, with his cat upon his shoulder,
and her tail sticking up on one gide of his hairy cap,

like a tall feather. Ty Ton 17
‘ Quite an adventure for a mormng in London !

aaid Richard, with a sigh. J’ﬂl, cousin, cousin,
it's a weary word this Chancery !

‘““ It’s very plain,”’

streets, the brilliancy of the shops,

e

“It is to me, and has been ever since I
member,”” returned Ada. ‘I am grinvedczl?ngﬂ I
should be the enemy—as I suppose I am—of a
great number of relations and others:; and that
they should be mi' enemies—as I suppose they are;
and that we should all be ruining one another, with
out knowing how or why, and be in constant doubt
2}11{1 discord all our lives. It seems very strange, as
there must be right somewhere, that an honest judge
in real earnest has not been able to find out through
n.ll‘ :chcaﬂ years where it 18.”’

Ah, cousin !"’ said Richard, ‘* Strange, indeed !
all this wasteful wanton chess-playing is very
strange. ‘T'o see that composed Court of yesterday
Jogging on so serenely, and to think of the wretched-
ness of the pieces on the hoard, gave me the head-
ache and the heartache both together. My head
ached with wondering how it happened, if men were
neither fools nor rascals; and my heart ached to
think they could possibly be either. But at all
G‘E’Eﬂtﬂ, Ada—TI may call you Ada #”’

s Of course you may, cousin Richard."

" At all events, Ada, Chancery will work none of
its bad influence on us. We have happily been
brought together, thanks to our good kinsman, and
it can’t divide us now !”’

‘* Never, I hope, cousin Richard!” said Ada,
gently.

Miss Jellyby gave my arm a squeeze, and me &
very significant look. I smiled in return, and we
made the rest of the way back very pleasantly.,

In half an hour after our arrival, Mrs. Jellyby
appeared ; and in the course of an hour the various
things necessary for breakfast straggled one by one
into the dining-room. I do not doubt that Mrs.
Jellyby had gone to bed, and got up in the usual
manner, but she presented no appearance of having
chunged her dress. She was greatly occupied during
breakfast ; for the morning’s post brought a hea
correspondence relative to Borrioboola-Gha, whic
would occasion her (she said) to pass a busy day.
The children tumbled about, and notched memo-
randa of their accidents in their legs, which were

serfect little calendars of distress ; and Peepy was
{nst for an hour and a half, and brought home from
Newgate market by a policeman, The equable
manner in which Mrs. Jellyby sustained both his
absence, and his restoration to the family circle, sur-
prised us all,

She was by that time perseveringly dictating|to
Caddy, and Caddy was fast relapsing into the inky
condition in which we had found her. At one
o’clock an open carriage arrived for us, and a cart
for our luggage. Muvs. Jellyby charged us with
many remembrances to her good friend Mr. Jarn-
dyce ; Caddy left her desk to see us depart, kissed
me in the passage, and stood, biting her pen, and
sobbing on the steps; Peepy, 1 am happy to say,
was asleep, and spared the pain of separation (I was
not without misgivings that he had gone to New te
market in search of me) ; and all the other children
got up behind the barouche and fell off, and we saw
them, with great concern, scatfered over the sur-
faco of Thavies Inn, as we rolled out of its pre-

cincets,

CHAPTER: V1
QUITE AT HOME.

Tur day had brightened very much, and still
brightened as we went westward. We went our
way through the sunshine and the fresh wr,

wondering more and more at the extent of the
the great traflic,
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ter
and the crowds of people whom the pleasan
weather seemed to llzrwe brought out like mnEl}’-
coloured flowers. By-and-by we began to leave .ﬁﬂ
wonderful city, and to proceed through Bub“; ts
which, of themselves, would have made & _prf y
large town, in my eyes; and at last we got 1n Ods“‘
rej country road again, with windmills, rickyards,
milestones, farmers’ waggons, scents of old ].III-J"&
swinging signs and horse troughs; trees, fields, ﬂl:i
hedgerows. It was delightful to see the riq-een I{md -
scape before us, and the immense metropolis behind ;
and when a waggon with a train of beautiful horses,
furnished with red trappings and c}ear-smmdmg
bells, came by us with its music, I believe we could
all three have sung to the bells, so cheerful were the
influences around. Wl

‘“ The whole road has been reminding me of my
namesake Whittington,”” said Richard, * nu{} that
waggon is the finishing touch. Halloa! what’s the
matter 2"’

We had stopped, and the waggon had stopped too.
Its music changed as the horses came to a stand, and
subsided to a gentle tinkling, except when a horse
tossed his head, or shook himself, and sprinkled oft
a little shower of bell-ringing.

““Our postilion is looking after the waggoner,”
said Richard; ‘“and the waggoner is coming back
after us. Good day, friend!”” The waggoner was
at our coach-door, ‘* Why, here’s an extraordinary
thing !”’ added Richard, looking closely at the man,
** He has got your name, Ada, in his hat!”’

He had all our names in his hat. Tucked within
the band, were three small notes ; one, addressed to
Ada ; one, to Richard; one, to me. These the
waggoner delivered to each of us respectively, read-
ing the name aloud first. In answer to Richard’s
inquiry from whom they came, he briefly answered,
** Master, sir, if you please;’’ and, putting on his hat
n{imn (which was like a soft bowl), cracked his
whip, re-awakened his music, and went melodiously
away.

* Is that Mr. Jarndyce’s waggon ?” said Richard,
calling to our postboy.

" Yes, sir,”” he replied. ‘‘ Going to London.”

We opened the notes. Each was a counterpart of

the other, and contained these words, in a solid
plain hand. ’

"I look forward, my dear, to our meeting easily
and without constraint on either side. I therefuré
have to propose that we meet as old friends. and
take the past for granted. It will be a relief to
you poasibly, and to me certainly, and so my love to
you,

“JoHN JARNDYCE.”

I had perhaps less reason to be surprised than
either of my companions, having never yet enjoyed
an opportunity of thanking one who had been my
benefactor and sole earthly dependance through so
many years. I had not considered how I ?:ould
thank him, my gratitude lying too deep in my heart
for that ; but I now began to consider how I could
meet him without thanking him, and felt it would
be very difficult indeed. 1
. The notes revived, in Richard and Ada, a general
ampression that they both had, without quite knoyy.
“ing how they came by it, that their cousin J arndye

could never bear acknowledgments for any kindn}(; »
he performed, and that, sooner than receive any }fs
would resort to the most singular expedients :m:i
evasions, or would even run away. Ada dimlvy 1
membered to have heard her mother tell wheg slle-
was a very little child, that he had once done ey [:E

| act of uncom

erosity, and that on her going
?omtlhﬁfl?c him,yhe happened to see her
ndow coming to the door, ﬂ.ndtllmmeci
diately escaped by the back gate, and wu.stnu neﬂ.rt
o Totowemonthn, Ths dieoize i

| same theme, ]

dmllﬁ?ﬁﬁ ?I.Illldttl'eﬂ talked of scarcely anything else.
ilt?[:ve did by any chance, diverge into another
subject we soon returned to this : and wangeﬁg
what the house would be like, and when we 8 3
get there, and whether we should see Mr. J ﬂ.rntylce
as soon as we arrived, or after a delay, and what he
| s, and what we should say to him.
ondered about, over and over

to his house
through a Wl

would say to u
All of which we W

The roads were very heavy for the hﬂrs‘e&‘:,.but the
pathway was generally good ; so we alighiled and
walked up all the hills, and liked it so well that we
prolonged our walk on the level ground when we got
to the top. At Barnet there were other horses
waiting for us ; but as they had only just been fed,
we had to wait for them too, and got a long fresh
walk, over a common and an old battle field, before
the carriage came up. These delays so protracted
the journey, that the short day was spent, and 13119
long night had closed in, before we came to Saint
Albans ; near to which town Bleak House was, we
knew.
By that time we were so anxious and nervous,
that even Richard confessed, as we rattled over the
stones of the old street, to feeling an irrational
desire to drive back again. As to Ada and me,
whom he had wrapped up with great care, the night
being sharp and frosty, we trembled from head to
foot. When we turned out of the town, round a
corner, and Richard told us that the post-boy, who
had for a long time sympathised with our heightened
expectation, was looking back and nodding, we both
stood up in the carriage (Richard holding Ada, lest
she should be jolted down), and gazed round ilpon'
the open country and the starlight night, for our
destmptmn. There was a light sparkling on the top
of a hill before us, and the driver pointing to it
with his whip and crying, * That’s Bleak Hgnuaﬂ 1%
put his horses into a canter. and took us fnrwn.i*d
at such a rate, up-hill though it was that the wheel
sent the road-drift flying about our heads like s g
from a water-mill, Presently we lost the rpling-
presently saw it, presently lost it, presentl ROV,
and turned into an avenue of trees. and ea { Bﬂg i
towards where it was beamine br‘iéhtl Ff, v
imﬂwiuday:} nfhwlmt seemed to be nuyc;ld-fn;]ixiiég
ouse, with three p ' ; :
circular sweep lﬂuld?:]; 1;? ?}fa l;;iilu front, and a
rang as we drew qu , an de . :
gtf}eﬂlé vm;l:e n th?1 stiﬁl n.ii E?Jd:ﬂetgﬂtﬁ&ngagfd:}t;
me dogs, and a gush of light fror
door, and the X ght Irom the opened
b és, ml&lﬁl;giﬂtﬁl}i églg sté{_emnln.g‘ of the hltjmted
we alighted in no inconsideﬁ ubing U our own hearts,
" Ada, my love Esthmil S Somnaon,
I rejoice to see you !
T 0 e s Yo
e gentleman who gaid th
bright, hospitable voi ~he
a’s waist, and th

us both in y
VikLhko o 3o

blazing fiye,

words in a clear
of his arms round

1S arms, made yg gjt d :
ready drawn out own side. by side, on
had heen at alll &1::?11. p hqu}-i-h {fﬁlt lmtnilfsovig

away 1
‘Y 1n & moment, -

ow, Rick 17 said he ¢
A word in earnest is g5 gnlngu;: 1h:;§e:lt libfrty .
. am

—, - Sy
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heartily glad to see .
youvself ﬁ g o Nk
. Richard shook him by both hands with an intui-
tive mixture of respect and frankness, and only
saying (though with an earnestness that rather
aln.rmed. me, I was so afraid of Mr. Jarndyce's sud-
denly msappuurmg), " You are very kind, sir! We
are very much obliged to you!’’ laid aside his hat
aut} coat, and came up to the fire.
" And how did you like the ride? And how did

{313 l&]ffe Mrs. Jellyby, my dear 7>’ said Mr. J arndyce

While Ada was speaking to him in reply, I glanced
([ need not say with how much interest) at his face.
It was n.}mndsume, lively, quick face, full of chance
and mﬂt}ﬂn; and his hair was a silvered irnn-ure}.
I took him to be nearer sixty than fifty, but he was
upright, hearty, and robust. From the moment of
his first speaking to us, his voice had connected
itself with an association in my mind that I could
not define ; but now, all at once, a somethine sudden
in his manner, and a pleasant expression in his eyes
recalled the gentleman in the stage-coach, six years
ago, on the memorable day of my journey to Read-
mg. 1 was certain it was he. I never was so
frightened in my life as when I made the discovery,
for he caught my glance, and appearing to read my
thoughts, gave such a look at the door that I thought
we had lost him.

However, I am happy to say he remained where
he was, and asked me what I thought of Mrs.
Jellyby ?

f“]Slm exerts herself very much for Afriea, sir,” I
sad.

" Nobly !’ returned Mr. Jarndyce.
answer like Ada.”” Whom I had not heard.
all think something else, I see.”

** We rather thought,”” said I, glancing at Richard
and Ada, who entreated me with their eyes to
speak, ** that perhaps she was a little unmindful of
her home.”’

““Floored !’ eried Mr. Jarndyce.

I was rather alarmed again. -

“Well! T want to know your real thoughts, my
dear. I may have sent you there on purpose.”

“We thought that, perhaps,”” said I hesitating,
*“1t 18 right to begin with the obligations of home,
gir ; and that, perhaps, while those are overlooked
and neglected, no other duties can possibly be sub-
stituted for them 7"’

““The little Jellybys,”” said Richard, coming to
my relief, *‘ are really—I can’t help expressing my-
self strongly, sir—in a devil of a state.”

““ She means well,”’ said Mr. Jarndyce, hastily.
““The wind’s in the east.”

““Tt was in.the north, sir, as we came down,”’
observed Richard. .

“ My dear Rick,” said Mr. Jarndyce, poking the
fire: “*T’ll take an oath it’s either in the east, or

oing to be. I am always conscious of an uncom-
ortable sensation now and then when the wind is
blowing in the east.”’

““ Rheumatism, sir ?"’ said Richard.
T dare say it is, Rick. I believe itis. And so
the little Jell—I had my doubts about ‘em—are In
a—oh, Lord, yes, it's easterly !’ said Mr. Jarn-
dyce.
yHa had taken two or three undecided turns up
and down while uttering these broken sentences,
retaining the poker in one hand and ruhhing his
hair with the other, with a good-natured vexation,
at once so whimsical and so loveable, that I am sure
we were more delighted with him than we could
possibly have expressed in any words. He gave an
arm to Ada and an arm to me, and bidding Richar

You are at home.

** But you
*You

==
—

bring a candle, was leading the way out. wh
Bul‘i‘dﬂll.j' turned us all back again, P 0 S
Those little Jellybys. Couldn’t you—didn’'t
you—now, if it had rained sugar-plums, or three-
cornered raspberry tarts, or anything of that sort !”’
Eﬂ.}d Mr. Jarndyce. |
% O cousin—!"’ Ada hastily began.
Good, my pretty pet. I like cousin. Cousin
J 0}3“: perhaps, is better.”’
nfrni% hen, cousin John !——"’ Ada langhingly began
gain,
" Ha, ha! Very good indeed!” said Mr. Jarn-
dyce, with great enjoyment. ‘* Sounds uncommonly

natural. Yes, my dear ?”’
It rained Esther.”
“* What did Esther

** It did better than that.

Ay ?”’ said Mr. Jarndyece.
do Pn

"** Why, cousin John,”” said Ada, clasping her
hands upon his arm, and shaking her head at me
across him—for I wanted her to be quiet : ** Esther
WAas thElI' -:'“‘fl'iﬂﬂd direutly. Esther nursed them
coaxed them to sleep, washed and dressed them, told
them stories, kept them quiet, bought them keep-
sakes ’—My dear girl! I bhad only gone out with
Peepy, after he was found, and given him a little,
tiny horse !—** and, cousin John, she softened poor
Caroline, the eldest one, so much, and was so
thoughtful for me and sv amiable I——No. no, I won’t
be contradicted, Esther dear! You know, you
know, it’s true !’

The warm-hearted darling leaned across her
cousin John, and kissed me; and then, looking up
in his face, boldly said, * At all events, cousin John,
I will thank you for the companion yon have given
me.’ I felt as if she challenged him to run away.
But he didn’t.

" Where did you say the wind was, Rick ?”’ asked
Mr. Jarndyce.

** In the north, as we came down, sir.”’

“ You are right. There’s no east in 1t. A mis-
take of mine. Come, girls, come and see your
home !’

It was one of these delightfully irregular houses
where you go up and down steps out of one room
into another, and where you come upon more rooms
when you think you have seen all there are, and
where there 1s a bountitul provision of little halls
and passages, and where you find still older cottage-
rooms in unexpected places, with lattice windows
and green growth pressing through them., Mine,
which we entered first, was of this kind, with an
up-and-down roof, that had more corners in it than
I ever counted afterwards, and a chimney (there
was a wood-fire on the hearth) paved all round with
pure white tiles, in every one of which a bright
miniature of the fire was blazing. Outof this room,
you went down two steps, into a charming hittle sit-
ting-room, looking down upon a flower-garden, which
room was henceforth to belong to Ada and me. Out
of this you went up three steps, into Ada’s bed-room,
which had a fine broad window, commanding a beau-
tiful view (we saw a great expanse of darkness lying
underneath the stars), to which there was a hollow
window-seat, in which, with a spring-lock, three
dear Adas might have been lost at once. Out of
this room, you passed into a little gallery, with which
the other best rooms (only two) communicated, and
so, by a little stair-case of shallow steps, with a
number of corner stairs in it, considering its length,
down into the hall. But if, instead of going out at
Ada’s door, you came back into my room, and went
out at the door by which you had entered it, and
turned up a few crooked steps that branched off on
an unexpected manner from the stairs, you list

d | yourself in passages, with mangles in them, and



: . 1”* gaid Ada.
: : ' ¢« More children, Eﬂther : 14" pursued Mr.
s ormered bl o, e eiorndyand | 1 o't teraly & b7, o

looked in every form, something between a bamboo

. ¢ ot o child in years. H€ :
—he 18 at’leu;tﬂﬂ.sﬂuld as ] am—butin simplicity, an

WA E d had been . d a fine gﬂﬂelESH 1n-
la)glabﬂ?f:;ﬁ I:dii.riﬁtng;rﬁrfggﬂﬂyﬁimm or when. | freshness, and enthusigi‘.’om,ﬂﬂﬁﬂniﬁ’ he is & perfect
Fro‘;g these. you came on Richard’s room, which | aptitude for all worlaly

was part library, part sitting-room, part bed-room,
and E:Hmed me; a comfortable compound of many
rooms. Out of that, you went straight, with a httle
interval of passage, to the plain room where Mr.
Jarndyce slept, all the year round, with his window
open, his bedstead without any furmiture standing
in the middle of the floor for more air, and his cold-
bath gaping for him in a smaller room adjoining.,
Out oﬁhnt, you came into another passage, where
there were back-stairs, and where you could hear the
horses being rubbed down, outside the stable, and
being told to Hold up, and Get over, as they shipped
about very much on the uneven stones. Or you
might, if you came out at another door (every room
halg at least two doors), go straight down to the hall
again by half-a-dozen steps and a low archway,
wondering how you got back there, or had ever got
out of 1t.

The furniture, old-fashioned rather than old, like
the house, was as pleasantly irregular. Ada’s
sleeping-room was all flowers—in chintz and paper,
in velvet, in needle-work, in the brocade of two stiff
courtly chairs, which stood, each attended by a little
page of a stool for greater state, on either side of the
five-place. Our sitting-room was green ; and had,
framed and glazed, upon the walls, numbers of sur-
prising and surprised birds, staring out of pictures
at a real trout in a case, as brown and shining as if
it had been served with gravy; at the death of
Captain Cook ; and at the whole process of preparing
tea in China, as depicted by Chinese artists. Inmy
room there were oval engravings of the months—
ladies haymaking, in short waists, and large hats
tied under the chin, for J une—smooth-legged noble-
men, pointing, with cocked-hats, to village steeples,
for October. Half-length portraits, in Crayons,
abounded all through the house; but were so
dispersed that I found the brother of a youthful
officer of mine in the china-closet, and the grey old
age of my pretty young bride, with a flower in her
boddice, in the breakfast room. As substitutes, I
had four angels, of Queen Anne’s reign, taking a
complacent gentleman to heaven, in festoons, with
some difficulty ; and a composition in needle-work,
representing fruit, a kettle, and an alphabet. All
the moveables, from the wardrobes to the chairs and
tables, hangings, glasses, even to the pincushions
and scent-bottles on the dressing-tables, displayed
the same quaint variety. They agreed in nothine
buig theq- perfect neatness, their display of th?a
whitest linen, and their storing-up, wheresoever the
existence of a drawer, small or large, rendered it
possible, of quantities of rose-leaves and sweet
lavender. Such, with its illuminated windows
softened here and there by shadows of curtains
shining out upon the star-light night s with its light’
and wp.rmth, and comfort ; with its hospitable j ingle
at a distance, of preparations for dinner ; with the
face of its generous master brightening everything
we saw ; and just wind enough without to sound 0
low accompaniment to everything we heard - were
our first impressions of Bleak House. ;

“I am glad you like it,’’ said Mr. Jarndyce, when
he had brought us round again to Ada’s Bitting-
room. “‘ It makes no pretensions ; but it is a com-
fortable little place, I hope, and will be more so with
such bright ﬁaung looks in it. You have barely
half an hour before dinner. There’s no one here bhut
- the finest creature upon earth—a child.”’

child.”’ e
t that he must be very int
Fﬁftnn% s, Jellyby,” said Mr. Jarndyce.

| ¢ He is a musical _mﬂﬂl; “Hn ﬁfﬁi;zuto?} g::;
have been a Professional, He ; SRR ' TTe
teur, but might have been a Profes :
f:l:limm of attainments and of captivating m“ﬂimlf;:
He has been unfortunate in his affairs, an ¥
fortunate in his pursuits, Iilnt?. uniﬂﬁ‘&lﬁﬂtﬁ In D18

family ; but he don’t care—he s & € : :
ﬂ;'I‘I;H]f;?i-:l you imply that he has children of his own,
ir#” inquired Richard.

Sn:""‘i’es:I Rick! Half-a-dozen. More! Nearer a
dozen, I should think. But he has never looked
after them, How could he? He wanted EGIILEbOQ}'
to look after him. He is a child, you know !”’ said
Mr. Jarndyce,

““ And have the children looked after themselves
at all, sir?’’ inquired Richard, :

“ Why, just as you may suppose,’’ said Mr, Jarn-
dyce : lus countenance suddenly falling, ** Itis said
that the children of the very poor are not brpng'ht
up, but dragged up. Harold Skimpole’s children
have tumbled up somehow or other.—The wind’s
getting round again, I am afraid, I feel it
rather !”’

Richard observed that the situation was exposed
on & sharp night

" It 1s exposed,”” said Mr. Jarndyce. *‘ No doubt
that’s the cause. Bleak House has an exposed
sclmud.ln But you are coming my way. Come
along !

Our luggage having arrived, and being all at
hand, I was dressed in a few minutes, and engaged
In putting my worldly goods away, when a maid
(not the one in attendance upon Ada, but another
whom I had not seen) brought a basket into my
room, with two bunches of keys in it, all labelled.

Tret Yl God e .
'$ Eu1 you, miss, 1f you please,” said she,
For me?”’ said I,

" The housekeeping keys, miss,”
. I showed my surprise ; for she added, with some
little surprise on her own part: **I was told to

bring them as soon as vou w mi Mis
you was alone, miss '

_ 8 you : 8
Summerson, if I don’t decejve myself §*’

~ Xes,” said I *‘ That is Iny name,”’
. "“The large bunch is the hou i
httle bunch is the cellars, miss, Sfikrf?;li?ft; a;l B
pleased to appoint to-morrow morning, [ ot
show you the presses and things they bel, ?“i i
L said I would be ready oath e
after she was
quite lost in the maenit '
me thus; and had tuul?{if D{ i)
me when I showed her the }

esting.

, | them, that it would have el told her about

gratitvde not to

sure, that it was the dear gip]’

| L I* o1y -

liked to be so pleasantly chezﬁ:;& M
hen we went down :

to Mr. Skim

fire, telling Richard

his school-time of f
(f:reatm'ea with l'n. mtﬂi?f:tl? i
ace, and a sweot vain

chnr’m n hh‘;‘:’fmt;ﬂltiﬂ, R
effort and sponta
captivating gaiet

| him talk,” Being of

feel encouraged,

standing baforg. the
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Mr. Jarndyce, and having a richer complexion,
with browner hair, he looked younger. Indeed,
he had more the appearance, in all respects, of a
damaged young man, than a well-preserved elderly
one. There was an easy negligence in his manner,
and even in his dress (his hair carelessly disposed,
and his neck-kerchief loose and flowing, as I have
seen artists paint their own portraits), which I
could not separate from the idea of a romantic
youth who had undergone some unique process of
depreciation. It struck me as being not at all
like the manner or appearance of a man who had

e

of his people, he was generally found lying on his
back in bed, reading the newspapers, or making
fancy-sketches in pencil, and couldn’t come. The
prince, at last, objecting to this, ‘‘in which,”
saild Mr. Skimpole, in the frankest manner, ‘‘ he
was perfectly right,”’ the engagement terminated ;
and Mr. Skimpole having (as he added with de-
lightful gaiety) ** nothing to live upon but love,
fell in love. and married, and surrounded himself
with rosy cheeks.” His good friend Jarndyce and
some other of his good friends then helped him,

in quicker or slower succession, to several open-
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THE LORD CHANCELLOR COPIES FROM MEMORX.

advanced in life, by the usual road of years, cares,

d experiences. |
a.nI gEthered from the conversation, that Mr.

Skimpole had becn educated for the medical pro-

fossion, and had once lived, |
capﬂ.cit’ . in the household of a German prince.

a]E.I inzg}a child in point of weights and mecasures,
and had never known anything about them (ex-
cept that they disgusted him), he ‘had never heer;
able to prescribe with the I'E((}lllﬁlte accuracy nlr
detail. In fact, he said, he had no head for detail.
And he told us, with great humor, that ~when
he was wanted to bleed the prince, or physic any

in his professional

us, however, that as he had always been

ines in life: but to no purpose, for he must confess
to two of the oddest infirmities in the world: one
was, that he had no idea of time; the other, that
ho had no idea of money. In consequence of
which, he never kept an appointment, never could
transact any business, and never knew the value
of anything! Well! So he had got on 1n life,
and here he was! He was very fond of reading
the papers, very fond of making fnnny-skatche?
with a pencil, very fond of nature, very fond o
art. All he asked of society was, to let him live.
That wasn't much. His wants were few. Give
him the papers, conversation, music, mutton,

coffee, landscape, fruit in the season, & few sheets
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the taste of Mr. Jarndyce than this. T
tﬂnﬂ:v temptations, afterwards, to. wonder

34

—— S

ked | ha more

L : A he as
" of Bristol-board, and a little claret, and he ften : :
no more. . He was a mere child in the world, but | ﬁitﬁer 1 noN eally singular, or only singular to

he didn’t cry for the moon. He 5“‘“} tu\%ﬁ,‘jml:lii | me, that he, who was probably the l}lﬂﬁtl f,{,‘rnteglll of
‘* Go your several ways In ‘peace.: . e kind upon the least oceasion, should so desire

- ‘ hind \
coats, hlue coats, lawn-sleeves, put pens b8 2 e the gratitude of others. : _
your IItvzl.'ﬂ.lx"!s. wear 1;.1)1'0!13: go after glory, holiness, tﬂ#ﬁ:'—l-wem i?“ onchanted. I felt it & merited

iy

commerce, trade, any object you prefer; only—let
Harold Skimpole live !”’

All this, and a great deal more, lm'tnld us, not
only with the utmost brilliancy and enjoyment, but
with a certain vivacious candor—speaking of h?_}“?ﬂlt

as if he were not at all his own affair, as if b‘,k}m-
pole were a third person, as if he knew that Skim-
pole had his singularities, but still had his claims
too, which were the general business of the commu-
nity and must not be slichted. He was quite en-
chanting. If I felt at all confused at that early
time, in endeavouring to reconcile anything he said
with anything I had thought about the duties and
accountabilities of life (which I am far from sure
nfﬁ, I was confused by not exactly understanding
why he was free of them. That he was free of them,
lIﬁsca.rﬁely doubted ; he was so very clear about 1t
mself,

““I covet nothing,”’ said Mr. Skimpole, in the
same light way. ‘‘Possession is nothing to me.
Here 1s my friend Jarndyce’s excellent house. 1
feel obliged to him for possessing it, I ecan sketch
1t, and alter it. I can set it to music. When I am
here, I have sufficient possession of it, and have
neither trouble, cost, nor responsibility. My
steward’s name, in short, is Jarndyce, and he can’t
cheat m>, We have been mentioning Mrs. Jellyby.
There is a bright-eyed woman, of a strong w:ll and
immense power of business-detail, who throws her-
self into objects with surprising ardor. I don't
regret that 1 have not a strong will and an immense
power of business-detail, to throw myself into
objects with surprising ardor. I can admire her
without envy. I can sympathise with the objects,
1 can dream of them. T can lie down on the grass—
in fine weather—and float along an African river
embracing all the natives I meet, as sensible of the
deep silence, and sketching the dense over-hanging
tropical growth as accurately, as if I were there. |
don’t know that it’s of any direct use my doine 80
but it’s all I can do, and 1 do it thoroughly., Then.
for heaven’s sake, having Harold Skimpole, a con.
fiding child, petitioning you, the world. an agelome.
ration of practical people of business 'lmbit: 1o let
Elm live E.gld u{!kmira tl:iu human family, do it some.

ow or other, like good souls. a ' i
hisIE'ﬂuking for J !’z::; , and suffer him to ride

was plain enough that Mr.
been neglectful of the :n.djm'ﬂ.isiu::n:n:I ﬂﬁ[:f'nsﬁkgglgnﬂa?z
general position there would have rendered it so
m;li‘hIotL}t 1:11.3I additinnl of what he presently said, ,
§ only you, the generous creatur
envy,’”” said Mr, Sl{illl[ﬁ}lﬂ, uddressin"lﬁz' :ilsﬂ:]n .
friends, in an impersonal manner. I env ?}W
your power of doing what you do. Tt is wl};uij:r ’LI‘l
- should revel in, myself. I don’t feel an vuloar

_ tltt;(i? tlutyuu. g. almost fecl as A
- be grateiul to me, for giving tuni
3 -_anjuying the luxur uf%:enumgﬁ];.thfi tﬁﬂiﬂﬂétumt{ f: :

1.  For anything { can tell, I may have cn{ﬂu B
- the w:l::rlcll: e:;piressly for the purpose e
rour stock of happiness. I may h: ;
~ kea beanuctm- tu[ you, by amngtilli::sﬂgﬁi?ﬁwbmn %
~ opportunity of assisting me in my little perjl{f ﬂ:;l 5
y should I regret my incapacity for delt* 'iu o
~ worldly affairs, when it leads to such plnen.ﬁi.:.uf;tl i
quences? I don’t regret it therefore.” hit 5

Of all his playful speeches (playful, yet always
fully meaning what they expressed) none secemed {u

L}
» ]
L

if you ought to |}

of increasing |}

tribute to the engaging quu.lities of Ada and Rlcll_ard,
1ot Mr. Skimpole, seeing them for the first time,
<hould be so unreserved, and should lay himself
out to be so exquisitely agreeable. They (and
especially Richard) were !m.turu.ll;r pleased for
similar reasons, and considered it no common
privilege to be so freely confided in by such an at-
tractive man. The more we listened, the more
eaily Mr. Skimpole talked. And what with his
fine hilarious manner, und his engagirg candor, and
his genial way of lightly tossing his own weakness
about, as if he had said, *“‘ I am a child, you know!
You are designing people compared with me ;" (he
really made me consider myself in that light) ; ** but
I am gay and innocent; forget your worldly arts
gndl‘play with me!’’—the cffect was absolutely
azzling.

He was so full of feeling too, and had such a deli-
cate sentiment for what was beautiful or tender,
that he could have won a heart by that alone. In
the evening when I was preparing to make tea, and
Ada was touching the piano in the adjoining room
and softly humming a tune to her cousin Richard
which they had happened to mention, he came a.nti
sat down on the sofa near me, and so spoke of Ada
that I almost loved him.

" She is like the morning,” he said. ** With that
golden hair, those blue eyes, and that fresh bloom
on her cheek, she is lika the summer mornine. The
bimlis htire v{'ill mistake her for it. S
Such a lovely young croature as that, who is a o
’:rlclll ﬂli l‘lélﬂil:l:ll,klﬂd, an orphan. She is the child of %hi

Mr. Jarndyce, I found. was standine near

. A adued Bl My . 5 us,
:;2:1 {;iz Efl.lf?ﬂd.s behind him, and an attentive smile

&k r &
I'he universe.” h §
i Yag , _he observed, ‘‘ makes rathe
indifferent parent, I am afraid.”’ TH

20! I don't k ™' o ' '
bun:,rlunt-ly. now !’ cried My, Skimpole,
I think I do know."” said My Jarnd
“Well I cried Mr Si'im 8 s b
1 ' " . pulE,
]Torld (which in your senseis the ugi?vl;rsﬁsozn:‘lll%
now nothing of it, so. you shall have ynu} way.

But if I had mine,”” glancing at the cousins, *‘ there
! )

should be no braml A b TR s
e rambles of sordid rewlities in such a

It should b '
_ e strewn with roses: i
| 8
should lie through YOWers, where there was l'nlnt:t:.:

spring, autumn, nor winter but
perpetual su
ig?dor change should nev’er witherpit. 'f'll;;n Illamr'
ord money should never be breathed near 1t iy

Mr. Jarndyce patted hi
il ¢ m on tl ¢ ' \
as 1t he had been really a child ;mullﬁl‘tgtgyi;::ga:n;ge?

or tw
0 on, and stopping a mowent, glanced at the

young cousins. His look w:

¢ R a8 th .

3 ut?mgtt:l.f}tnxpre.ssmn in 1t which f lgﬂ;ﬁt but had a
W again : has long been ow often !)
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© ch he st :
y the fire. Ada sat at th;lﬂﬁﬂ:} ‘_T“f_“nly lighted

beside her, bhendi

, ng down.
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objects, ‘
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voice of the present, seemed expressed in the whole ' snort.
quite to lift him up

picture.
But 1t is not te recal this fancy, well as I re-
member 1t, that I recal the scene.

It was suzh a powerful one, that it seemed
out of his seat,
“* Mr. Skimpole,”” said Richard to me, ‘“has a

First, I was not delicacy in applying to my cousin Jarndyce, because

quite unconscious of the contrast, in respect of he has lately—I think, sir, I understood you that

meaning and intention. between the silent look you had lately —

directed that way, and the flow of words that had
preceded 1it.

glance, as he withdrew it, rested for but a moment | was.

**Oh, yes!”’ returned Mr. Skimpole, smiling.

Secondly, though Mr. Jarndyce’s | *‘ Though I forgot how much it was, and when 1t

Jarndyce would readily do 1t again; but I

on me, I felt as if, in that moment, he confided to | have the epicure-like feeling that I would prefer.a

me—and knew that he confided to me, and that 1

received the confidence—his hope that Ada and

Rhiloha.rd micht one day enter on a dearer relation-
ship.

Mr. Skimpole could play on the piano, and the
violoncello ; and he was a composer—had composed
half an opera once, but got tired of it—and played
what he composed, with taste. After tea we had
quite a little concert, in which Richard—who was
enthralled by Ada’s singing, and told me that she
seemed to know all the songs that ever were written
—and Mpr. Jarndyce, and I, were the audience.
After a little while I missed, first Mr. Skimpole,
and afterwards Richard ; and while I was thinking,
how could Richard stay away so long, and lose so
much, the maid who had given me the keys looked
in at the door, saying, '* 1f you please, miss, could
you spare a minute 7*

When I was shut out with her in the hall, she
gaid, holding up her hands, ** Oh, if you please, miss,
Mr. Carstone says would you come upstairs to Mur.
Skimpole’s room. He has been took, miss !”

“Took?’ said I.

““ Took, miss. Sudden,’” said the maid.

T was apprehensive that his illness might be of a
dangerous kind ; but of course, I begged her to be
quiet, and not disturb any one; and collected my-
self, as I followed her quickly upstairs, sufficiently
to consider what were the best remedies to be
applied if it should prove to be a fit, She threw
open a door, and I went into a chamber; where, to
my unspeakable surprise, instoad of finding Mr.
Skimpole stretched upon the bed, or prostrate on
the floor, I found him standing before the fire smil-
ing at Richard, while Richard, with a face of great
embarrassment, looked at a person on a sofa, In &
white great coat, with smooth hair upon his head

 and not much of it, which he was wiping smoother,
~ and making less of, with a pocket-bandkerchief.

¢ Miss Summerson,”’ said Richard, hurriedly, ““I
~am glad you are come. You will be able to advise
“us. Our friend, Mr. Skimpole—don’t be alarmed !
—is arrested for debt.”

¢ And, really, my dear Miss Summerson,’ said
Mr. Skimpole, with his agreeable candor, ™ I never
was in a situation, in which that excellent sense, and
quiet habit of method and usefulness, which any-
‘body must observe in you who has the happiness of
being a quarter of an hour in your society, was more
needed.”’

" The person on the sofa, who appeared to have a
cold in his head, gave such a very loud snort, that

he startled me. R
““ Ave you arrested for much, sir?” I inquired of

Mr. Skimpole. | | |
% My dear Miss Summerson,” said he, shaking his
head pleasautly, ‘I don’t know. Some pounds, m;l::l
shillings, and halfpence, 1 think, were mentioned.
“ Tt’s twenty-
‘ha’penny,’’ observed the stranger.

L B ]
1s. ) . _
"¢ And it sounds—somchow it sounds,” gaid Mr,

Skimpole, ‘ like a small sum ¥
The strange man said nothing,

»

“That's wob 1t

four pound, sixteen, and sevenpence

|

but made another

novelty in help ; that I would rather,”” and he looked
at Richard and me, ‘* develop generosity in a new
soil, and in a new form of flower.”

** What do you think will be best, Miss Summer-
son ?’’ said Richard, aside.

I ventured to enquire generally, bafore replying,
what would happen if the money were not pro-
duced.

** Jail,”” said the strange man, coolly putting his
handkerchief into his hat, which was on the floor at
his feet. ‘* Or Coavinses.”

““ May I ask, sir, what 15—

““ Coavinses 7’ said the strange man. ‘‘ A ouse.”

Richard and I looked at one another again. It
was a most singular thing that the arrest was our
embarrassment, and not Mr. Skimpole's, He ob-
served us with a genial interest ; but there seemed,
if I may venture on such a contradiction, nothing
selfish in 1t. He had entirely washed his hands of
the difficulty, and it had become ours.

“* T thought,’”’ he suggested, as if good-naturedly
to help us out, ‘‘ that, being parties in a Chancery
suit concerning (as people say) a large amount of
property, Mr. Richard, or bis beautitul cousin, or
both, could sign something, or make over something,
or give soma sort of undertaking, or pledge, or
bond! I don’t know what the business name of 1t
may be, but I suppose there is some instrument
within their power that would settle this?”’

‘“ Not a bit on it,”’ said the strange man.

““ Really ?”’ returned Mr, Skimpole. ** Thatseems
odd, now, to one who is no judge of these things !

““ Odd or even,”’ said the stranger, gruflly, ** I tell
you, not a bit on it !"’

** Keep your temper, my good fellow, keep your
temper !’ Mr, Skimpole geatly reasoned with him,
as he made a little drawing of his head on the fly-
leaf of a book. **Don’t ba rufiled by your occupa-
tion. We can separate you from your office; we
can separate the individual from the pursuit. We
are not so prejudiced as to suppose that in private
life you are otherwise than a very estimable man,
with a great deal of poetry in your nature, of which
you may not be conscious.”’ _

The stranger only answered with another violent
snort : whether in accoptance of the poetry-tribute,
or in disdainful rejection of it, he did not express to
me.

““ Now, my dear Miss Summerson, and my dear
Mr. Richard,”’ said Mr. Skimpole. gaily, innocently,
and confidingly, as he looked at his drawing with his
head on one side; ‘* here you sce me utterly -
capable of helping myself, and entively in your
hands! I only ask to be free. The butterflies are
free. Mankind will surely not deny to Harold
Skimpole what it concedes to the butterflies "’

““ My dear Miss Sammerson,’’ said Richard, in a
whisper, ‘‘I have ten pounds that I received from
Mr. Kenge. I must try what that will do.””

I possessed fifteen pounds, odd shillings, which 1
had saved from my quarterly allowance during
several years. I had always thought that some
accident might happen which would throw me, sud-
denly, without any relation or any property, ﬂu‘thﬂ
world; and had always tried to keep some little

LE
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e. that T might not be quite penniless.

I told Richard of my having this Little ds{iqﬁ’{ﬁ;ﬁ{}
having no present need of 1t ; and I aske 1“ 1d:-ba
cately to inform Mr. Skimpole, while ?mu e of
gone to fetch lt, that we would have the pleasur
ing his debt. :
pﬂ{ﬁlfl;izn I came back, Mr. Skimpole k‘lssed my hand,
and scemed quite touched. Not on his own ﬂﬂﬂf)ll‘:’lt
(I was again aware of that perplexing and E:}tr:ﬁ
ordinary contradiction), but on ours ; as if person:
considerations were impossible with him, and the
contemplation of our happiness alone affected him.
Richard, begging me, for the greater grace of the
transaction, as he said, to settle with Coavinses (as
Mr. Skimpole now jocularly called him), | cc:unted
out the money and received the necessary acknow-
ledgment. This, too, delighted Mr. Skimpole.

His compliments were so delicately administered,
that T blushed less than I micht have done; and
settled with the stranger in the white coat, without
making any mistakes, He put the money in his
pocket, and shortly said, ** Well then, I'll wish youa
good evening, miss.’’

““ My friend,”’ said Mr. Skimpole, standing with
his back to the fire, after giving up the sketch when
it was half finished, *‘ I should like to aslz you some-
thing, without offence.”

I think the reply was, * Cut away, then!”’

** Did you know this morning, now, that you were
coming out on this errand ?’’ said Mr. Skimpole.

“Know'd it yes'day aft'noon at tea time,” said
Coavinses.

*“It didn’t affect your appetite? Didn’t make
you atb all uneasy?”’

** Not a bit,”” said Coavinses. ‘I know’d if you
wos missed to-day, you wouldn’t be missed to-
morrow. A day makes no such odds.”’

** But when you came down here.’’ proceeded Mr.
Skimpole, ‘it was a fineday. Thesunwas shining
the wind was blowing, the lights and shadows were
passing across the fields, the birds were singing.”’

‘“ Nobody said they warn't in my hearing.”’ re-
turned Coavinses. A

" No,” observed Mr. Skimpole. ‘‘ But what did
you think upon the road ?”’ |

** Wot do yon mean?”’ growled Coavinses, with an
appearance of strong resentment. ‘‘ Think! T’'ve
got enough to do, and little enough to get for it
ﬁrgﬁu)t thinking. Thinking!”’ (with profound con.

““Then you didn’t think, at all ey ” o
Mr. Skimpole, * to this effec, e s pedea
oves to see the sun shine: loves to hear :
blow; loves to watch the clumgiu:reniir}}l:fs w{:gﬁ
shadows ; loves to hear the birds, those chorister
in  Nature’s great cathedral. And does 1t qee:;
to me that I am about to deprive Harold S{ki
pole of his share i‘n such possessions, which aye }IE;
ggley; . Eﬂhrlghti You thought nothing to that

I —certainly — did — NOT.”” &ai S
whose doggedness 1n utterly Irenmm(};ingﬂﬁ:r{: n:%es’
was of that intense kind, that he could o] 5
adequate expression to it by putting a lone in{ Jg«:'n?
be_tween each word, and accompanying tlm"‘luﬁt“_?a
a 33:-]: that might have dislocated his neck K
‘ _Vﬂry odd and very curious, the ment:;ﬂ o
18, In you men ‘?f business !”’ said My, Skﬂnp{:}{alseﬂ
:lixgll:tg:ljlffully. Thank you, my friend, Good

As our absence had been long eno :
seem strange down stairs, I retgt;rn&:il g[l:t ﬂ;;itdy v
found Ada sitting at work by the firesido talkiy ..
her cousin John. Mr. Skimpole presently appeared,

money hy m

and Richard shortly after him. I was suflicient]y Pui[:{e Was now alternately putting h

q i R e F
sl SN e L m L

| engaged, during

" Harold Skimpole | H

the renminderi of the e‘;eningﬁin
i first lesson in backgammon Irom My,
fT[::;'lnﬂda}’cgywlm was very fond of the game, and from
whom I wished of course to learn it as quickly as I
could, in order that I might be of the very small
cce of being able to play when he had no better
adversary. Bubl thought, nccusmn:ﬂ.ll;g when My,
Skimpole played some fragments of his own com-
positions ; or when, both at the piano and the
violoncello, and at our table, he preserved, with an
absence of all effort, his delightful spirits and his
easy flow of conversation; that Richard and I
seemed to retain the trzm_sferred impression of
having been arrested since dinner, and that it was
very curious altogether.
It was late before we separated; for when Ada
was coing at eleven o’clock, Mr, Skimpole went to
the piano, and rattled, hilariously, that the best of
all ways, to lengthen our days, was to steal a few
hours from Nizht, my dear! It was past twelve
before Li¢ took his candle and his radiant face out of
the room ; and I think he mught have kept us there
if he had seen fit, until daybreak, Ada and Richard
were lingering for a few moments by the fire, wonder-
ing whether Mrs, Jellyby had yet finished her
dictation for the day, when Mr, Jarndyce, who had
been out of the room, returned.

*“ Oh, dear me, what’s this, what’s this !I’’ he said
rubbing his head and walking about with his good:
humoured vexation. ** What’s this, they tell me?
Rick, my boy, Esther, my dear, what have you been
doing? Why did you do it? How could you do it ?
How much apiece wes it *—The wind’s round aerain
I feel it all over me !”’ N ol

We neither of us quite knew what to answer

** Come, Rick, come! I must settle this before I
sleep. How much are you out of pocket? You tw
r}nii{;de th{;idmﬂney %p,Lyoal kuow! Why did ygug

W could you {—O Lord, yes, it’s due east—must
be "’ ’ 9

" Really, sir,” said Richard, T don’t think i
would be honorable i ’ : nlg 1%
R Slhd ot us—-l‘t} me to tell you, Mr. Skim-

~* Lord bless you, my dear boy ! |
everybody !”’ said Mr. J urndyuelj giin_InZ'rﬁil;Gif:l 131011
g‘rEut rub, and stopping short. it

‘: %I{IEE{}:; ?‘lir P

Lverybody! And he’ll be i

again, next week!" said Mrﬂ. I:Tl nkg?lyiimewfﬁ?pe
;tgmn ab a great pace, with a candle in his hand t;:]%
d gone out. ** He's always in the same ﬂcrapi

e was born in the same scrape. I verily believe

that the announcement in the newspapers when his

mother was confined, was * On Tuesday last, at Ler

residence in Botherati ild; At
of a son in difﬁcultiesf??’ Duildings, Mrs, Skimpole

Richard laughed heartil :
I don’t want to shake his cﬁhgg;ntife& t“ DU, gir,

confidence ; and if I submit
ledge again, that I ougit toll: Egpji:@il;rﬂgetter know-

you will consider before you press me g

Of course, 1f vou do ;
am wrong, and will teﬁrﬁg{:.ﬁe’ "% 1 shall ey

“Well!” cried My ‘
and making EG?Erﬂlhn:b “hindyos

candlestick in s pocket,

away, my dear, I = :
with it; it’s g th(;miviiinflm oLy

18 hands into his

kets, as if |
e €ep them there g

re gomng to
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long time; and taking them out again, and
vehemently rubbing them all over his head.

I ventured to take this opportunity of hinting
that Mr. Skimpole, being in all such matters, quite
a child—

““Eh, my dear?’’ said Mr, Jarndyce, catching at
the word.

‘“* —Being quite a child, sir,’
different from other people —’

“You are right !”” said Mr. Jarndyce, brichten-
ing. ** Your woman's wit hits the mark. He is a
child—an absolute child. I told you he was a child,
you know, when I first mentioned him.”

Certainly ! certainly ! we said.

‘“ And he 75 a child. Now, isn’t he?’’ asked Mr.
Jarndyce, brightening more and more,

He was indeed, we said.

““ When you come to think of it, it’s the height of
childishness in you—I mean me—’"" said Mr, Jarn-
dyce, ‘‘to regard him for a moment as a man.

ou can’t make him responsible. The idea of
Harold Skimpole with designs or plans, or know-
ledge of consequences! Ha, ha, ha !”

It was so delicions to see the clouds about his
bright face clearing, and to see him so heartily

leased, and to know, as it was impossible not to
ow, that the source of his pleasure was the good-
ness which was tortured by condemning, or mis-
trusting, or secretly accusing any one, that I saw
the tears in Ada’s eyes while she echoed his laugh,
and felt them in my own.,

““ Why, what a cod’s head and shoulders I am,”
said Mr. Jarndyce, ‘‘to require reminding of it !
The whole business shows the child from beginning
to end. Nobody but a child would have thought of
singling you two out for parties in the affair! No-
_ body but a child would have thought of your having
the money! If it had been a thousand pounds, it
would have been just the same !’’ said Mr. Jarndyce,
with his whole face in a glow. :

We all confirmed it from our night’s experience.

““To be sure, to be sure!”’ said Mr. Jarndyce.
“ However, Rick, Esther, and you too, Ada, for 1
don’t know that even your little purse 1s safe from
his inexperience—I must have a promise all round,
that nothing of this sort shall ever be do’ne any
more. No advances! Not even sixpences.”

We all promised faithfully ;. Richard, with a
merry glance at me, touching his pocket, as if to
remind me that there was no danger of owr trans-

ing. _
gr?‘aisgto Skimpole,” said Mr. Jarndyce, * a habit-
able doll’s house, with good board, and a few tin
people to get into debt with and borrow money of,
woul 1 set the boy up in life. Heisna child’s sleep
by this time, I suppose ; 1t’s time [ should take my
oraftier head to my more worldly pillow. Good

! dears. God bless you!”’
nlg];lh:’ ]I:;ﬂpﬂd in again, with a smi}ing{‘fnce, before
we had lighted our candles, and said, Oh'! I have
been looking at the wantl_ler-cock’. I find 1t wnsl a
false alarm about the vtnn};l_. I%fs in the south!
t away, singing to himself. .

Alfd:ezud I {tgreed, as we tallked together for a
little while upstairs, that this caprice about the
wind was a fiction ; and that he used the pretence to
account for any disappointment he could not con-
ceal, rather than h{g would tbln.me the real cause of
i isparage or depreciate anyone.
:;%i:l;g pchnfu.ctﬁristic of his eccentric centleness ;
and of the difference between him and those petulant
people who make the weather and the winds (par-
ticularly that unlucky wind which he had chosen
for such a different purpose) the stalking-horses of
their splenetic and gloomy humours.

said I, ““and so

We thought | p

e ——

Indeed, so much affection for him had been added
in this one evening to my gratitude, that I hoped I
already began to understand him through that
mingled feeling. Any seeming inconsistencies in
Mr. Skimpole, or in Mrs. Jellyby, I could not expect
to be able to reconcile; having so little experience
or practical knowledge. Neither did I try; for my
thoughts were busy when I was alone, with Ada and
Richard, and with the confidence I had seemed to
receive concerning them. My fancy, made a little
wild by the wind perhaps, would not consent to be
all unselfish either, though I would have persuaded
it to be so if I could. It wandered back to my god-
mother’s house, and came along the intervening
track, raising up shadowy speculations which had
sometimes trembled there in the dark, as to what
knowledge Mr. Jarndyece had of my earliest history
—even as to the possibility of his being my father—
though that 1dle dream was quite gone now.

It was all gone now, I remembered, getting up
from the fire. It was not for me to muse over
bygones, but to act with a cheerful spirit and a
orateful heart. So I said to myself, ** Esther,
Esther, Esther! Duty, my dear!” and gave my
little basket of hmlaeieeping keys such a shake,
that they sounded like little bells, and rang me hope-

fully to bed.

CHAPTER VI
THE GHOST'S WALK,

WuiLe Esther sleeps, and while Esther wakes, it is
still wet weather down at the place in Lincolnshire.
The rain is ever falling, drip, drip, drip, by day and
night, upon the broad flagged terrace-pavement,
The Ghost’'s Walk. The weather 1s so very bad,
down in Lincolnshire, that the liveliest imagination
can scarcely apprehend its ever being fine again,
Not that thereis any superabundant life of imagina-
tion on the spot, for Sir Leicester is not here (and,
truly, even if he were, would not do much for it in
that particular), but is in Paris, with my Lady ; and
solitude, with dusky wings, sits brooding upon
Chesney Wold. _

There may be some motions of fancy among the
lower animals at Chesney Wold. The horses in the
stables—the long stables in a barren red-brick
courtyard, where there is a great bell in a turret,
and a clock with a large face, which the pigeons
who live near it, and who love to perch upon its
shoulders, seem to be always consulting—they may
contemplate some mental pictures of fine weather,
on occasions, and may be better artists at them than
the grooms. The old roan, so famous for cross
country work, turning his large eyeball to the grated
window near his rack, may remember the fresh
leaves that glisten there at other times, and the
scents that stream in, and may have a fine run with
the hounds, while the human helper, clearing out
the next stall, never stirs beyond his pitchifork and
birch-broom. The grey, whose place 1s opposite
the door, and who, with an impatient rattle of his
halter, pricks his ears and turns his head so wistfully
when it is opened, and to whom the opener says,
‘““ Woa grey, then, steady! Noabody wants you
to-day !’ may know it quite as well as the man.
The whole seemingly monotonous and uncoms-
anionable half-dozen, stabled together, may pass
the long wet hours, when the door is shut, in livelier
communication than is held in the servants’ hall, or
at the ‘‘ Dedlock Arms ;’’—or may even beguile the
time by improving (perhaps corrupting) the pony in
the loose-box in the corner. _ _

So. the mastiff, dozing in his kennel. in the
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courtyard, with his large head on his paws, may

think of the hot sunshine, when the shuduﬁl’lsu?iiglf
stable-buildings tire his patience out by changing,

and leave him, at one time of the day, no g;f;ﬂﬁg
refuge than the shadow of his own house, ¥ b
gits on end, panting and growhng Shm.'t‘l ml imself
much wanting something to worry, besides "" i
* : waking, ¢ y

and his chain, So now, half-waking, and a mtha
ing, he may recal the house full of cmul]-“}.}’ -1 l. :
conch-houses full of vehicles, the stables t“ ﬂ;l
horses, and the ont-buildings full of ntt‘endnﬁn Ht upo

horses, until he is undecided :Lbrn:ll; the gl'ewlu : I
comes forth to see how it is. Then, with that Hh-
patient shake of hjmself, he may growl, 1n {i
spirit,  Rain, rain, rain! Nothing but rain, an

no family here!”” as he goes 1n again, and lies down

1 loomy yawn. _

m..'g; ﬂvﬁth thﬁ ydugs in the kennel-buildings across
the park, who have their restless fits, and whose
doleful voices, when the wind has been very
obstiate, have even made it known in the house
itself ; upstairs, downstairs, and in my lady’s
chamber. They may hunt the whole country-side,
while the rain-drops are pattering round their n-
activity. So the rabbits with their self-betraying
tails, frisking in and out of holes at roots of trees,
may be lively with ideas of the breezy days when
their ears are blown about, or of those seasons of
interest when there are sweet young plants to gnaw.
The turkey in the poultry-yard, always troubled
with a class-grievance (probably Christmas), may be
reminiscent of that summer-morning wrongfully
taken from him, when he got into the lane among
the felled trees, where there was a barn and barley.
The discontented goose, who stoops to pass under
the old gateway, twenty feet high, may gabble out,
if we only knew it, a waddling preference for
waathcelr when the gateway casts its shadows on the
und.

gmBa this as it may, there is not much fancy other-
wise stirring at Chesney Wold. If there be a little
at any odd moment, it goes, like a little noise in
that old echoing place, a long way, and usually leads
off to ghosts and mystery.

It has rained so hard and rained so long down in
Lincolnshire, that Mrs. Rouncewell, the old house-
keeper at Chesney Wold, has several times taken off
her spectacles, and cleaned them, to make certain

- that the drops were not upcn the glasses. Mrs.
Rouncewell might have been sufliciently assured by
hearing the rain, but that she is rather deaf, which
nothing will induce her to believe. She is a fine old
la.d{', handsome, stately, wonderfully neat, and has
such a back, and such a stomacher, that if her stays
should turn out when she dies to have been a broad

_old-fashioned family fire-grate, nobody who knows
her would have cause to be surprised. Woather
affects Mrs. Rouncewell little, The house is there

As she expresses it,

She sits in her room (in g

% 1s what she looks at.”

g --sigih passage on the ground floor, with an arched
- window commanding a smooth quadrangle, adorned
~ at regular intervals with smooth round trees ang

k
X

. '.'1 2
.

il
i

- year three mouths and a fortnight, by the

 well’s iron-hound bosom, in a majestic sleep

_ imagine Cbesney Wold withont Mrs. R
~ but she has only been here fifty years.

smooth round blocks of stone, as if the trees i
going to play at bowls with the stones), and TII;E
whole house reposes, on her mind. She can open it
. on occasion, and be busy and fluttered: but it is
shut-up now, and lies on the breadth of Mys. Rounce.

possibility o
ouncewel],
Ask hep

It is the next difficult thing to an im

- how long, this rainy day, and she shall answey fifty

o i ' r 2 " hlﬁﬂ - o
*{i of Heaven, if I live till Tuesday,”’ r. Rﬂunceﬁgﬁ
MY, A
& ‘

'{';? %

e ————

| died some 1
' faghion of p1g-

- the park, near

1 | born to superse

' got older; but, on the contrap

| course of natura and
himself, and

' Rouncewel|’s ol

' fore the decease O :
tln]ﬁ?nilgﬂ and modestly nid his own (if I}e
m) in a corner of the churchyard in
the mouldy porch. He was born 1in
his young widow. Her

took it with h

and so was
he market town, n.u‘d | '
;lgﬁtﬂ-ﬂs;i[] the family began 1n the time of the last

= : . qerl in the still-room.
Sir Lomnﬂm, and .{)111?1;131;?; of the Dedlocks is an
The present representi Il his dependents
excellent master. He supposes & ol fibantt
. oft of individual characters, inten

to be utterly bere { d that he w
oo or opinions, and is persuaded that N6 Was
3 de the necessity of their having any.
Tf he were to make a discovery to the uont.ru.r}lfl,_ he
would be simply stunned—would never recover Ait-
self. most likely, except to gasp and die. But he 1s
an oxcellent master still, holding 1t a part of his
state to be so. He has a great liking for Mus.
Rouncewell : he says she is a most respectable, credi-
table woman. He ﬂl'WILFS shakes llﬂﬂdﬂ with hﬂr,
when he comes down to Chesney Wold, and when
he goes away ; and if he were very ill, or if he were
knocked down by accident, or run over, or p]ﬂ.r:ed n
any situation expressive of a Dedlock aba disadvan-
tage, he would say if he could speak, _Lem:a me,
and send Mrs. Rouncewell here!’’ feeling _lus dig-
nity, at such a pass, safer with her than with any-

body else. |

Mrs. Rouncewell has known trouble. She has
had two sons, of whom the younger ran wild, and
went for a soldier, and never came back. Even to
this hour, Mrs. Rouncewell’s calm hands lose thelr
composure when she speaks of him, and unfolding
themselvesfrom her stomacher, hover about her in an
agitated munner, as she says, whata likely lad, what a
fine lad, what a gay, good-humouved, clever lad he
was ! Her second son would have been provided for at
Chesney Wold, and would have been made steward
in due season ; but he took, when he wasa schoolboy,
to constructing steam-engines out of saucepans, and
setting birds to draw their own water, with the
least possible amount of labor; so assisting them
with artful contrivance of hydraulic pressure, that
a thirsty canary had only, in a literal sense, to put
}133_ shoulder to the wheel, and the job was done.
I'his propensity gave Mrs. Rouncewell ereat uneasi-
ness. She felt it, with a mother’s anguish, to be a
move 1n the Wat Tyler direction: well knowine
that Sir Leicester had that general impression of an
aptitude for any art to which smoke and a tall
chimney might be considered ossentinl,  But the
gg:med young rebel (otherwise a mild youth, and
y persevering), showing no sign of grace as he

Y, constructing a
§ fain, with many
ungs to the baronet.
Sir Leicester, *‘I can

3 lndj'?ll know, with any one

model of a power-loom, she wa
i::zm's, to mention his backslidin

Mrs. Rouncewell,” said
never consent to argue, as
on any subject,

tber get rid of
boy; you had better got gl oI your
TG cotmivy Fﬂ-l'i;lgﬂ hr:'n mto some Works

A 0 A I suppose, the
congenial direetion for o bU{ with t];ese tel:vl,)f?enﬂi‘es.'e'

Farther north L '
: ¢ went, and farther
: B s : nort '
up ; and it Sir Leicestor Dedlock o i
waen he came to Chesne A
or ever thought of him certal 11;1];31*1,5,
1 tha

he only regarded him g
thousand conspirators, swarthy ;l?iudy of some odd

in the habit of turnine grim, who were
: _ g oub «ch.li
tlu;;g ;uil}ﬂ;s in the week, for Eﬁl:tttg;'fx?-lf.!l b, bwo or
ertheless My, Rouncewel|’s Bm? I:!E: Bei:; th
) e

art, grown up. and :
m--fmerl’ and called 1mtneitiﬁhﬂ}]f:
prenticeship. and | o1 Who, bein

: e 1ome f!‘ﬁln H ; . -
tries, whither he waq sent to mflil:';ney o far coun-

ge his knowledge

! ever saw

Yy Wold to visit his mot
atterwards, it 18
8 one of
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and complete his preparation for the venture of this .
life, stands leaning. aguinst the chimney-piece this
very day, in Mrs. Rouncewell’s room at Chesney !

** And, agnin and again, I am glad to see you,
Watt! And, once again, I am glad to see you,
Watt !’ says Mrs. Rouncewell. ** You are a fine
yonng fellow. Youare like your poor uncle George.
Ah!” Mrs, Rouncewell’s hands unquiet, as usual,
on this reference.

:: They say I am like my father, grandmother.™

Like him, also, my dear,—but most like your
. poor uncle George! And your dear father.”” Mus.
Rouncewell folds her hands again., ** He is well 7"’

: Thriving, grandmother, in every way.’’

I am thankful!’’® Mbrs. Rouncewell is fond of
her son, hut has a plaintive feeling towards him—
much as if he were a very honorable soldier who
had gone over to the enemy. 1

*“ He is quite happy ¢’ says she.

** Quite.”’

““ T am thankful! So, he has brought youup to
follow in his ways, and has sent you into foreign
countries and the like? Well, he knows best.
There may be a world beyond Chesney Wold that I
don’t understand. ‘Though I am not young, either.
And I have seen a quantity of good company too!”

““ Grandmother,’’ says the young man, changing
the subject, ** what a very pretty girl that was. I
found with you just now. You called her Rosa !”

““ Yes, child. She is danghter of a widow 1n the
village. Maids are so hard to teach, now-a-days,
that I have put her about me young. She’s an apt
scholar, and will do well. She shews the house
already, very pretty. Sheliveswith me, at my table
here.”’

““T hope I have not driven her away 7"’

¢ She supposes we have family aifairs to speak
about, I dave say. She is very modest. It 18 a fine
quality in a young woman. And scarcer,”” says Mrs,
Rouncewell, expanding her stomacher to 1ts utmost
limits, ** than it formerly was !”

The young man inclines his head, in acknowledg-
ment of the precepts of experience. Mrs, Rounce-
well listens,

‘“Wheels I”” says she. They have long been
audible to the younger sars of her companion.
“« What wheels on such a day as this, for gracious
sake 7'’

After a short interval, a tap at the door. “Come
in!” A dark-eyed, dark-haired, shy, village beauty
comes in—so fresh in her rosy and yet delicate
bloom, that the drops of rain, which have beaten
on her hair, look like the dew upon a flower fresh-
gathered. _

‘¢ What company is this, Rosa?”’ says Murs.
Rouncewell. :

¢ Tt’s two young men in a g1g, ma’am, who want
to seo the house—yes, and if you please, 1 told them
0 !"’ in quick reply to a gesture of dissent from the
housekeeper. ‘I went to the hall door, and told
them it was the wrong day, and the wrong hour;
but the young man who was driving took off his hat
in the wet, and begged me to bring this card tul

you.’’

L

Read it, my dear Watt,”" says the housekeeper. |

Rosa is so shy as she gives it to him, that they
drop it between them, and almost knock their
foreheads together as they pick itup. Rosaisshyer
than before.

4 Mr. Guppy’’ 18 all the information the card

ields.
Jrl“"Z}vu.ppy!’”' repeats DMrs. Rouncewell. ‘. Mpr.
Guppy ! Nonsense, I never heard of him !’

“ If you please, he told me that !’’ says Rosa.

¢“ But hesaid that he and the other young gentleman
came from London only last night by the mail, on busi-
ness at the magistrates’ meeting ten miles off, this
morning ; and that as their business was soon over,
and they had heard a great deal said of Chesney
Wold, and really didn’t know what to do with them.-
selves, they had come through the wet to see 1it.
They are lawyers. He says he is not in Mr. Tulking-
horn’s office. but is sure he may make use of Mr.
‘fulkinghorn’s name, if necessary.’’ Finding, now
she leaves off, that she has been making quite a long
speech, Rosa 1s shyer than ever,

Now, Mr. Tulkinghorn is, in a manner, part and
parcel of the place; and, hesides, is supposed to have
made Mrs. Riuncewell’s will. The old lady relaxes,
consents to the admission of the visitors as a favor,
and dismisses Rosa. The grandson, however, being
smitten by n sudden wish to see the house himself,
proposes to join the party. The grandmother, who
1s pleased that he should have that mterest, accom-
panies him—though, to do him justice, he is exceed-
ingly mnwilling to trouble her.

** Much obliged to you, ma’am !”’ says Mr. Guppy,
divesting himself of his wet dreadnought in the hall.
‘‘ Us London lawyers don’t often get an out; and
when we do, we like to make the most of 1t, you
know.”’

The old housekeeper, with a gracions severity of
deportment, waves her hand towards the great stair-
case. Mr. Guppy and his friend follow Rosa, Mrs.
Rouncewell and her grandson follow them, a young
aardener goes before to open the shutters.

As is usually the case with people who go over
honses, Mr. Guppy and his friend are dead beat
before they have well begun. They straggle about
in wrong places, look at wrong things, don’t care
for the right things, gape when more rooms are
opened, exhibit profound depression of spirits, and
are clearly knocked up. In each successive chamber
that they enter, Mrs. Rouncewell, who is as up-
richt as the house itself, rests apart in a window
seat, or other such nook, and listens with stately
approval to Rosa’s exposition. Her grandson 18
so attentive to it, that Rosa is shyer than ever—
and prettier. Thus they pass on from room to
room, raising the pictured Dedlocks for a few
brief minutes as the young gardener admits the
light, and reconsigning them to their graves as
he shuts it out again. It appears to the afflicted
Myr. Guppy and his inconsolable friend, that there
is no end to the Dedlocks, whose family greatness
soems to consist in their never having done any-
thing to distinguish themselves, for seven hundred

enrs.

2 Fven the long drawing-room of Chesney Wold
cannot revive Mr. Guppy’s spirits. He is so low
that he droops on the threshold, and has hardly
strength of mind to enter. Bub a portraib over
the chimney-picce, painted by . the fashionabie
artist of the day, acts upon him like a charm.
He recovers in a moment. He stares at it with
ancommon interest ; he scems to be fixed and fasci-
nated by 1t.

¢ Dear me '’ says Mr. Guppy. ‘* Who's that ?”

““ The picture over the fire-piace,” says Rosa, ** 18
the portrait of the present Lady Dedlock. It 18
considered a perfect likeness, and the best work of
the master.”

¢ Blost 1"’ says Mr. Guppy, staring in a kind of
dismay at his friend, ‘‘ if I can ever have seen her.
Yet I know her! Has the picture been engraved,
miss ?’’

Sir

““ The picture has never been engraved.
““ Well "’ says Mr. Guppy in a low voice, ** I'll

Teicester has always refused permission.’’
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be shot if it an’t very curious how kwal 'bI”]mO#
that picture! So that’s Lady Dedlock, 18 15 - R

““The picture on the right is the Fresf*:ﬂ- L
Leicester Dedlock. The It:ucture on the lett 1s
father, the late Sir Leicester.” ;

Mr. Guppy has no eyes for elther” t;f gﬁﬂiﬂ
magnates. ** It’s unﬂ.cﬂﬂul-ltﬂl?}ﬂ to me,ll iﬂ k E -
still staring at the portrait, how we a g
that picture! I'm dashed!” adds Mr. EP&JYJ
looking round, *‘if I don’t think I Pmst have ha
dream of that picture, you know ! bt o

As no one present takes any eg.pecm:l interest 1n
Mr. Guppy’s dreams, the_prnbab1l1ty is not pur-
sued. But he still remains so absorbed by thiﬂl
portrait, that he stands immoveable before 1t unt
the young gardener has closed the shutters ; when
he comes out of the room in a dazed state, that
is an odd though a sufficient substitute for 1nte-
rest, and follows into the succeeding rooms with a
confused stare, as if he were looking everywhere for
Lady Dedlock again.

He sees no more of her., He sees her rooms
which are the last shewn, as being very elegant, an
he looks out of the windows from which she looked
out, not long ago, upon the weather that bored her
to death. All things have an end—even houses that
people take infinite pains to see, and are tired of
before they begin to see them. He has come to the
end of the sight, and the fresh village beauty to the
end of her description ; which is always this:

*“ The terrace below is much admired. It is
called, from an old story in the family, The Ghost’s
Walk.”’

“No?’ says Mr. Guppy, greedily curious;
" what’s the story, miss? Is it anything about a
picture ?”’

*‘ Pray tell us the story,” says Watt, in a half
whisper.

*“1 don’t kmow it, sir.”
ever.

““It is not related to visitors; it is almost for-
gotten,”” says the housekeeper, advancing. ‘It
has never been more than a family anecdote.”’

f‘ You'll excuse my H.Bking again 1f 1t has any-
thing to do with a picture, ma’am.” observes Mr.
Guppy, because I do assure you that the more I
t.hmk_of that picture the better I know 1t, without
knowing how I know 14!”’

The story has nothing to do with a picture ; the
housekeeper can guarantee that. Mr. Guppy is
obliged to her for the information; and is, more-
over, generally obliged. He retires with his friend
guided down another staircase by the young gn.r:
dener ; and presently is heard to drive n,wny_n It is
now dusk. Mrs. Rouncewell can trust to the dis-
cretion of her two young hearers, and may tell them
how the terrace came to have that ghostly name
She seats herself in a large chair by the fast-darken-
ing En;l;w, _mid ;eéla them :

1 the wicked days, my dears, of Kin
the First—I mean, of course, in the wickeg g:;:‘: lﬁ%
the rebels who leagued themselves goa;

. . gainst that
excellent King—S8ir Morbury Dedlock was the
owner of Chesney Wold. Whether there was an
account of a ghost in the family before those days 3]?;
can’t say. I should think it very likely indead > °

Mrs. Rouncewell holds this opinion, becanse she
considers that a family of such antiquity ang im-
portance has a right to a ghost. She regards g
ghost as one of the privileges of the upper classes - a

igncf,l.fiindfgtmctmn to which the common people have

¢ Sir Morbury Dedlock,”” says Mrs, Roun
“ was, I have no occasion to say, on the side
blessed martyr. But it is supposed that L

Rosa is shyer than

cewell,

of the
8 lady,

the family blood in her veins,

d cause. It is said that she had rela-
?il;f: itxint{};legbﬁiug Charles’s enemies ; that she was
in correspondence with them: and that she gz.lvg
them information. When any ?f the country hgen e-
men who followed His Majesty’s cause met here, 1t
's said that my Lady was always nearer to the door

of their council-room than they supposed. Do you

hear a sound like a footstep passing along the ter-

ce, Watt?”’
mRﬂsu. draws nearer to the housekeeper.

‘T hear the rain-drip on the stones,”’ replies the
young man, ‘‘ and I hear a curious u&n:hu::—-{ll Suppose
on echo—which is very like a halting step.

The housekeeper gravely nods and continues :

¢« Partly on account of this division between them,
and partly on other accounts, Sir Morbury and his
Lady led a troubled life. She was a lady of a
haughty temper. They were not well suited to each
other in age or character, and they had no children
to moderate between them. After her favourite
brother, a young gentleman, was killed in the civil
wars (by Sir Morbury’s near kinsman), her feeling
was so violent that she hated the race into which she
had married. When the Dedlocks were about to
ride out from Chesney Wold in the King’s cause,
she 1s supposed to have more than once stolen down
into the stables in the dead of night, and lamed their
horses ; and the story is, that once, at such an hour,
her husband saw her gliding down the stairs, and
foliowed her into the stall where his'own favourite
horse stood. There he seized her by the wrist ; and
in a struggle or in a fall, or through the horse being
frightened and lashing out, she was lamed in the
hip, and from that hour began to pine away.’’

| who had none of

more than a whisper.

~* She had been a lady of a handsome figure and a
noble carriage. She never complained of the
change ; she never spoke to any one of being
crippled, or of being in pain; but, day by day, she
tried to walk upon the terrace; and, with the’help
of a stick, and with the help of the stone balustrade
went up and down, up and down, up and down. in
sun and shadow, with greater difficulty every (fay
At last, one afternoon, her husband (to whom she
had never, on any persuasion, opened her lips since
that night), standing at the great south window. saw
her drop upon the pavement. He hastened dov;n to

raise her, but she r :
and looking ab hi epulsed him as he bent over her,

: im fixedly and cold] id ¢ -
i ok e ey o oy i
“3 ug ']. am 1in m}' g‘rﬂve_ I 'u u[
until the pride of this house is | Wil walk here,
calamity, or when dj 18 humbled. And when
Dedlocks listen for nfﬁ;g; y,coming to it, let the
Watt looks at '

Rosa. Rosa i .
gloom looks d inthe deepenin
and half shy. OWn upon the ground, half frightenedg

** There

and then ghe died
days,”” says Mrs. R NG
t_iﬂyvn—The Ghnst'aﬂ%\rfmeweu, b
1t 1s an echo that 18

kG . a1 S S

o -ﬁﬁnd disgrace, grandmothep—

1Isgrace ney
turns the huuaekeggei?mﬂa to Ches

Her grandson g

L

' says Watt,
ney Wold,” re-

The housekeeper has dropped her voice to little

e f—

g T T iy
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of nothing, admits that when it is there, it must be
heard. You cannot shut it ont. Watt, there is a
tall French clock behind you (placed there, ’a pur-
pose) that hag. a loud beat when it is in motion, and
can play music. You understand how those things
arc managed ?’’

** Pretty well, grandmother, I think.”’

‘* Set it a going.”

Watt sets it a going—music and all.

““Now, come hither,”” says the housekeeper.
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flected in the black panes like two beacons, and,
ficding all beyond still enshrouded in the indistinct-
ness of last night, to watch how it turned out when
the day came on. As the prospect gradually re-
vealed itself, and disclosed the scene over which the
wind had wandered in the dark, like my memory
over my life, I had a pleasure in discovering the un-
known objects that had been around me in my sleep.
At first they were faintly discernible in the mist,
and above them the later stars still glimmered.

‘*“ Hither, child, towards my lady’s pillow. I am

That pale interval over, the picture began to en-
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t sure that it is dark enough yet, but listen ! Can |large and fill up so fast, that, at every new peep, I
;lgu ?:luerar the sound upon the terrace, through the | could have found enough to look at for an hour.
music, and the beat, and everything P”’ Imperceptibly, my candles became the only m-

““T certainly can !”’ congruous part of the morning, the dark places in

‘“ So my lady says.” my room all melted away, and the day shone bright

r
I
L S s o —

!

upon a cheerful landscape, prominent in which the

CHAPTER VIII. old Abbey Church, with its massive tower, threw a

softer train of shadow on the view than seemed com-

COVERING A MULTITUDE OF SINS. pﬂtlblﬁ with its l‘llggﬂd character. But so from

It was interesting, when I dressed before daylight, | rough outsides (I hope I have learnt), sereme and
to peep out of window, where my candles were re- | gentle influences often proceed.
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Every part of the house was in s

every one was S0 &

trouble with my two bunches of keys;
with trying to remem :
Etore-rggm drawer, and cupboard ; and Wc}lm{? i:fll;h
making notes on a slate about jams, an dpwi\: :
and preserves, and bottles, and glass, an cur_l;.,
and a great many other things; and what with

uch order,: and T

' . to me, that I' had no 't |
bunche i e HHWnd I was passing through the

ber the contents of each' little | fo

. - 1di f
being cenerally a methodical, old-maidish sort o
fﬂﬂli%h little pe{'snn . T was so busy that I could “Eﬁ
believe it was breakfast-time when I heard the lml
ring. Away I ran, however, and made tea, as I‘h:lf
already been installed into the responsibility of the
tea-pot; and then, as they were all rather late, and
nobody was down yet, I thought I would take a peep
at the garden and get some knowledge of that too.
I found it quite a delightful place; in front, the
pretty avenue and drive by which we had ap-
proached (and where, by-the-bye, we had cut up the
eravel so terribly with our wheels that I asked the
eardener to roll it) ; at the back, the flower-garden,
with my darling at her window up theve, throwing
it open to smile out at me, as if she would have
kissed me from the distance. Beyond the flower-
garden was a kitchen-garden, and then a paddock,
and then a snug little rick-yard, and then a dear
little farm-yard. As to the House itself, with its
three peaks in the roof ; its various-shaped windows,
some so large, some so small, and all so pretty; its
trellis-work against the south-front for roses and
honey - suckle, and 1its homely, comfortable,
welcoming look ; it was, as Ada said, when she
came out to meet me with her arm through that
of its master, worthy of her cousin John—a bold
ghiq% to say, though he only pinched her dear cheek
or it.

Mr. Skimpole was as agreeable at breakfast, as
he had been over-night. There was honey on the
table, and it led him into a discourse about Bees.
He had no objection to honey, he said (and I should |
think he had not, for he seemed to like it), but he

rotested against the overweening assumptions of

ees. He didn’t at all see why the busy Bee should
be proposed as a model to him; he supposed the
Bee liked to make honey, or he wouldn’t do it—
nobody asked him. It was not necessary for the
Bee to make such a merit of his' tastes. If every'
confectioner went buzzing about the world, bang-
ing against everything that came in his way, and
egotistically calling upon everybgdy to take notice
!;l}n.t he was going to his wnrkﬂ and must not be
iiterrupted, the world would be quite an insup-
portable place. Then, after all, it was a ridiculous
position, to be smoked out of your fortune with

- brimstone, «8 soon as you had made it. You

would have a very mean opinion of a
man, if he spun cotton Iurpnu other puhg;t;u;]-aeste;
must say he thought a Drone the embodiment of
a pleasanter and wiser idea. The Drone said
unaffectedly, * You will excuse me; I really can-
not attend to the shop! I find myself in a world
in which there is g0 much to see, and so short g
time to see 1t I, that T must take the liberty of
looking about me, and begging to be provided for
by somebody who doesn’t want to look about
This appeared to Mr. Skimpole to be the

philosophy — always supposing the Dr

willing to be on good terms w%th the anﬂ

so far as ho knew, the easy fellow always was. it

the consequential creature would only let him . ; ld

nﬂiﬁ:l be so mugu{:ﬁgdfahnut his honey ! Rort
e pursued this fancy with the light

a variety of ground, and made us nugm:::y fﬂgﬁ;}:;ﬁ

S 4 mﬁﬂﬂing In

to be
ee: which,

what he said as he was capable of having. I left

oo gy v to him, when I withdrew to
hem still hsmmnﬁutie.ﬂ. They had occupied me

: time, a ;
ey 'eturn with my basket of keys on .

. hen Mr. Jarndyce called me into a small
?;yntﬁl:ﬂa;:?his bedchamber, which I found to be in
part a little library of books and papers, and 1n
part quite a little museum of his boots and shoes,

and hat-boxes. B
¢ Qit down, my dear,
¢« This, you must know, 18 the Growlery.

am out of humour, I come and gr UWI*hB,E'e' .

¢ You must be here very seldom, sir, suﬁl X

¢, you don’t know me !"’” he returned. *° When

I am deceived or disappointed in—the wind, andit’s
Easterly, I take refuge here. The Growlery is the
best used room in the house. You are not aware of
half my humours yet. My dear, how you are
trembling !"’ ¢
I could not help it; I tried very hard: but being
alone with that benevolent presence, and meeting
his kind eyes, and feeling so happy, and so honored
there, and my heart so full—
T kissed his hand. I don’t know what I said, or
even that I spoke. He was disconcerted, and
walked to the window; I almost believed with an
intention of jumping out, until he turned, and I was
reassured by seeing in his eyes what he had gone
thfér?[ tﬂth;dﬂ' He gently patted me on the head,
and I sat down.

““There! ' There!” he said.

Pooh! Don’t be foolish.”

*“It shall not happen again, sir,”” I returned,
** but at first it is difficult”’

" Nonsense!”” he said, *‘it’s easy, easy. Why
not? I hear of a good little orphan girl without a
protector, and I take it into my head to be that pro-
tector. She grows up, and more than justifies my
good' opinion, and I remain her guardian and her
friend. © What is there in all this? So,so! Now
we have cleared off old scores, and I have before me
thy pleasant, trusting, trusty face again.”

I said to myself, ** Esther, my dear, you surprise
me! This really is not what I expected of you!”’
and it had sucha good effect, that I folded my hands
upon my basket and quite recovered myself. Mr.
Jarndyce, expressing his approval in his face. beea
totalk to me as confidentially, as if I had- iJeeE i:
7 e e s T
bod | ow long. I almost felt as if I

**Of course, Esther,”” he said. !
stand this Chancery bﬁsiness?}' ,  you don’t under-

And of course I shook my head
““I don’t know who dueg,” he returned
Lawyers have tw_mf_sed 1t into such a state of.bedevil
g}ent that the original merits of the case hav -
1%ppeared trom the face of the earth It’s about
[ILt‘a 1%, and the trusts under a Will—or it was on{::u
: about nothing but Costs, now, Wa are EI.IWELE‘
tggir:ﬂ;{g, and disappearing, and swearin and iﬂf
e g ll}lg yand filing, and cross-filing, an }argu'
sealing, and motioning, and refe;-ring nudu:'%

porting, and revoly;
and all his Bntelli;eg:g about the Lord Chancellor

selves off to dusty o and equitablv waltzing our-
great question. y death, about Costs. Thnt‘g the

passages on my e

said Mr. Jarndyce.''
When I

‘“ That’s over.

But it was, sir.’’ gaic : )
he began to rub 1?1: h:::f Fio bring him pack, for

6 .“'Vlly‘ oF. 1t ik ﬂbﬂut a Will g
29) about ' :
about anything,” he rt:'atu:rltll1:=.-:wfl[.Ih xxlg mWhEnr.linltJ f g
rn-

dyce, in an eyj
b _hour, made g '
€agreat Will. In the quﬁsbﬁsﬂﬂufilzﬁzeﬁrgﬁ




