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which his employer displayed.
him now.”
“With him now!"”

““ With

cried Brass.

‘““Ha, ha! There let 'em be, merry and
free, toor rul lol le. Eh, Mr. Richard?
Ha, ha!”

““ Oh, certainly,” replied Dick. :

“And who,” said Brass, shuffling
among his papers, ‘‘ who is the lodger’s
visitor—not a lady visitor, I hope, eh,
Mr. Richard? The morals of the
Marks, you know, sir—‘When lovely
woman stoops to folly'—and all that—
eh, Mr. Richard ?”

‘‘ Another young man who belongs
to Witherden's too, or half belongs

there,” returned Richard. ‘‘Kit, they
call him.”
“Kit, eh!” said Brass. ‘Strange

name —name of a dancing-master’s
fiddle, eh, Mr. Richard? Ha, ha!
Kit's there, is he? Oh!”

Dick looked at Miss Sally, wondering
that she didn't check this uncommon
exuberance on the part of Mr. Sampson ;
but as she made no attempt to do so,
and rather appeared to exhibit a tacit
acquiescence in it, he concluded that
they had just been cheating somebody,
and receiving the bill.

“Will you have the goodness, Mr.
Richard,” said Brass, taking a letter
from his desk, “just to step over to

+  Peckbam Rye with that? There’s no
answer, but it's rather particular, and
should go by hand. Charge the office
with your coach-hire back, you know ;
don’t spare the office ; get as much out
of it as you can—clerk’s motto—eh, Mr.
Richard? Ha, ha!”

Mr. Swiveller solemnly doffed the
aquatic jacket, put on his coat, took
down his hat from its peg, pocketed
the letter, and departed. As soon as
he was gone, up rose Miss Sally Brass,
and smiling sweetly at her brother (who
nodded and smote his nose in return)
withdrew also,

Sampson Brass was no sooner left
alone than he set the office door wide
open, and, establishing himself at his
desk directly opposite, so that he could

not fail to see anybody who came down.-

stairs and passed out at the street door,
begun“:lo wr_lte_wilhh extreme cheerful-

ness assiduity ; humming as he did

S0, in a Nlimmgn Wwas anything but

i
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musical, certain vocal snatches which :
appeared to have reference to the uniog ’
between Church and State, inasmuch 1
they were compounded of the Eve
Hymn and God save the King.

Thus the attorney of Bevis Marks sat
and wrote, and hummed, for a Jope
time, except when he stopped to listep
with a very cunning face, and hearing
nothing, went on humming louder, apd
writing slower than ever. At lt.mg-ti,I
in one of these pauses, he heard pjg
lodger’s door opened and shut, ang
footsteps coming down the stairs. They
Mr. Brass left off writing entirely, and,
with his pen in his hand, hummed hjs
very loudest; shaking his head mean-
while from side to side, like a map
whose whole soul was in the music,
and smiling in a manner quite seraphic.

It was towards this moving spectacle
that the staircase and the sweet sounds
guided Kit; on whose arrival before |

|

|
|

ning

his door, Mr. Brass stopped his singing,
but not his smiling, and nodded affably ;
at the same time beckoning to him with
his pen.

“Kit,” said Mr. Brass, in the
pleasantest way imaginable, ‘‘how do
you do? "

Kit, being rather shy of his friend,
made a suitable reply, and had his
hand upon the lock of the street door,
when Mr. Brass called him softly
back. :

““You are not to go, if you please,
Kit,” said the attorney, in a mysterious
and yet business-like way. *“You are .
to step in here, if you please. Dear
me, dear me! When I look at you,”
said the lawyer, quitting his stool, and
standing before the fire with his back
towards it, ““1 am reminded of the
sweetest little face that ever my eyes
beheld. I remember your coming there,
twice or thrice, when' we were in ]
possession. Ah, Kit, my dear fellow,
gentlemen in my profession have such
painful duties to perform sometimes,
that you needn’t envy us—you needn't,
indeed ! ” d
,'‘1 don’t, sir,” said Kit, *though it
isn’t for the like of me to judge.”

*“ Our only consolation, Kit,"” pu!‘S““i--
the lawyer, looking' at him in a sort Of;
pensive abstraction, *‘is, that although
We cannot turn away the wind, W€




!

I |

e i el

La

fen v Sl lom b Nighos St I T

can soften it; we can temper it, if 1
may say so, to the shorn lambs."”

“ Shorn indeed ! lhought Kit.
«Pretty close!” But he didn’t say
SO“OR that occasion, Kit,"” said Mr.
Brass—*‘‘on that occasion that 1 have
just alluded to, I had a hard battle with
Mr. Quilp (for Mr. Quilp is a very hard
man) to obtain them the indulgence
they had. It might have cost me a
client. But suffering virtue inspired
me, and I prevailed.”

‘“ He's not so bad, after all,” thought
honest Kit, as the attorney pursed up
his lips, and looked like a man who was
struggling with his better feelings.

“] respect you, Kit," said Brass,
with emotion. *‘I saw enough of your
conduct, at that time, to respect you,
though your station is humble and
your fortune lowly. It isn’t the waist-
coat that I look at. It is the heart.
The checks in the waistcoat are but
the wires of the cage. But the heart
is the bird. Ah! How many sich birds
are perpetually moulting, and putting
their beaks through the wires to peck
at all mankind !”

This poetic figure, which Kit took
to be in special allusion to his own
checked waistcoat, quite overcame him;
Mr. Brass’s voice and manper added
not a little to its effect, for he discoursed
with all the mild austerity of a hermit,
and wanted but a cord round the waist
of his rusty surtout, and a skull on the
chimney-piece, to be completely set up
in that line of business.

““ Well, well,” said Sampson, smiling
as good men smile when they com-
passionate their own weakness or that
of their fellow-creatures, *‘this is wide
of the bull's-eye. You're to take that,
if you please.” As he spoke, he pointed
to a couple of half-crowns on the desk.

Kit looked at the coins, and then at
Sampson, and hesitated.

*“ For yourself,” said Brass.

“ From "

“No matter about the person they
- came from,” replied the lawyer. ¢ Say
me, if you likee. We have eccentric
friends overhead, Kit, and we mustn’t
ask questions or talk too much—you
- understand? You're to take them,
that’s all ; and between you and me, |
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don’t think they'll be the last you'll
have to take from the same place. 1
hope not.  Good-bye, Kit, good-bye | ”

With many thanks, and many more
self-reproaches for having on such slight
grounds suspected one who in their
very first conversation turned out such
a different man from what he had sup-
posed, Kit took the money, and made
the best of his way home. Mr. Brass
remained airing himself at the fire, and
resumed his vocal exercise, and his
seraphic smile, simultaneously.

“May I come in?” said Miss Sally,
peeping.

‘“Oh, yes, you may come in,” re-
turned her brother.

‘““Ahem!” coughed Miss Brass in-
terrogatively.

“ Why, yes,” returned Sampson, *‘I
should say as good as done.” .

CHAPTER LVIL

MRr. CHucksTER’s indignant apprehen-
sions_ were not without foundation.
Certainly the friendship between thes
single gentleman and Mr. Garland was
not suffered to cool, but had a rapid
growth, and flourished exceedingly
They were soon in habits of constant
intercourse and communication; and
the single gentleman labouring at this
time under a slight attack of illness—
the consequence most probably of his
late excited feelings and subssquent
disappointment—furnished a reason for
their holding yet more frequent corre-
spondence ; so that some one of the
inmates of Abel Cottage, Finchley, came
backwards and forwards between that
place and Bevis Marks almost every day.
As the pony had now thrown off all
disguise, and without any mincing of
the matter or beating about the bush,
sturdily refused to be driven by anybody
but Kit, it generally happened that
whether old Mr. Garland came, or_s\'lr.
Abel, Kit was of the party. Of all
messages and inquiries, Kit was, in
right of his position, the bearer; thus
it came about that, while the single
gentleman remained indisposed, Kit
turned into Bevis Marks every morning
with nearly as much regularity as the
general postman. '
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Mr. Sampson Brass, who, no doubt,
bad his reasons for looking sharply
about him, soon learned to distinguish
the pony's trot and the clatter of the
little chaise at the corner of the street.
Whenever this sound reached his ears,
he would immediately lay down his pen
and fall to rubbing his hands and ex-
hibiting the greatest glee.

““ Hi ha !g:’ he wo%ld cry. ‘‘Here's
the pony again! Most remarkable
pony ; extremely docile, eh, Mr. Richard,
eh, sir?” :

Dick would return some matter-of-
course reply, and Mr. Brass, standing
on the bottom rail of the stool, so
as to get a view of the street over
the top of the window-blind, would
take an observation of the visitors.

*“The old gentleman again!” he
would exclaim; ‘‘a very prepossessing
old gentleman, Mr. Richard—charming
countenance, sir — extremely calm —
benevolence in every feature, sir. He
quite realises my idea of King Lear,
as be appeared when in possession of
his kingdom, Mr. Richard—the same
good-humour, the same white hair and
patial baldness, the same liability to
be imposed upon. Ah! A sweet
::l;]::!t" for contemplation, sir, very

Then Mr. Garland having alighted
and gone upstairs, Sampson would
nqd and smile to Kit from the
window, and presently walk out into
the street to greet him, when some
such conversation as the following
would ensue.

"Admirab]y groomed, Kit” — Mr.
Brass is patting the pony—*¢does you
great credit — amazingly sleek and
bright, to be sure, He literally looks
as if he had been varnished all over,”

Kit tOUCh'es his hat, smiles, pats
zvil::?? h:?:ze'f, hi;m:l expresses his

ion, at r. 1
find many fike him,» O Wil not

*“A beautiful animal ; g
Brass, Sagacious, too ?"j’eed' e

‘“Bless you)” replies  Kit,
knows ?h?t you say to him as wall
as a Christian does,”
'I:;I;;:hhe indeed !

eard the same thine j
same place from the same person e
same words a dozen times, but

cries Brass,
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is paralysed with astonishmen .
witl?standing. ““ Dear me.” x fog!

“T little thought the first time |
saw him, sir,” says Kit, pleased with
the attorney’s strong interest in hi
favourite, ‘‘that I should come to hal
as intimate with him as I am now.”? =

‘““Ah!"” rejoins Mr, Brass, brimfl |
of moral precepts and love of Virtue,
““A charming subject of reflection for
you, very charming. A subject y
proper pride and congratulation, Chris.
topher. Honesty is the best policy. |
always find it so myself. [ lost forty. 4
seven pound ten by being honest thig
morning. But it’s all gain, it's gain 1"

Mr. Brass slily tickles his nose with
his pen, and looks at Kit with the
water standing in his eyes. Kit thinks
that if ever there was a good mag
who belied his appearance, that mag
is Sampson Brass.

A man,” says Sampson, “who
loses forty-seven pound ten in one
morning by his honesty is a man to
be envied. If it had been eighty
pound, the luxuriousness of feeling
would have been increased. Every
pound lost would have been a hundred-
weight of happiness gained. The still
small voice, Christopher,” cries Brass,
smiling, and tapping himself on the
bosom, ‘‘is a-singing comic songs
within me, and all is happiness and
joy!” 1
Kit is so improved by the conversa-
tion, and finds it go so completely
home to his feelings, that he is con-
sidering what he shall say, when Mf
Garland appears. The old gentleman
is helped into the chaise with great
obsequiousness by Mr. Sampson Brassj
and the pony, after shaking his hea.ll_
several times, and standing for three
or four minutes with all his four legs
planted firmly on the ground, as if he
had made up his mind never to stif
from .that spot, but there to live and
die, suddenly darts off, without the
smallest notice, at the rate of twelve
English miles an hour. s
Brass and his sister (who has joinec
him at the door) exchange an O
kind of smile—not at all a plea
one in its expression—and return
the society of Mr. Richard Swivel
Who, during their absence, has be

Ay [~z



. ing himself with various feats of

r‘:;%ﬂ:;gi.mc, and is discovered at his

" desk, in a very flushed and heated con-

dition, violently scratching out nothing

with half a penknife.

3 Whenever Kit came alone, and with-
out the chaise, it always happened that
Sampson Brass was reminded of some
mission calling Mr. Swiveller, if not
to Peckham Rye again, at all events

. to some pretty distant place from

. which he could not be expected to

return for two or three hours, or in

~all probability a much longer period,
as that gentleman was not, to say
the truth, renowned for using great
expedition on such occasions, but rather
~ for protracting and spinning out the
time to the very utmost limit of pos-
sibility. Mr. Swiveller out of sight,
Miss Sally immediately withdrew. Mr,
Brass would then set the office door
wide open, hum his old tune with great
gaiety of heart, and smile seraphically,
as before. Kit coming downstairs
would be called in; entertained with
some moral and agreeable conversa-
tion ; perhaps entreated to mind the
office for an instant while Mr. Brass
stepped over the way ; and afterwards

_presented with one or two hall-crowns,

. as the case might be. This occurred

. so often, that Kit, nothing doubting

but that they came from the single

gentleman, who had already rewarded
his mother with great liberality, could
not enough admire his generosity ; and
bought so many cheap presents for
her, and for little Jacob, and for the
baby, and for Barbara to “boot, that
one or other of them was having some

- new trifle every day of their lives.

While these acts and deeds were in
rogress in and out of the office of
ampson Brass, Richard Swiveller,
being often left alone therein, began

. to find the time hang heavy on his

hands. For the better preservation
~ of his cheerfulness, therefore, and to

_ prevent his faculties from rusting, he

- provided himself with a cribbage-board

. and pack of cards, and accustomed

himself to play at cribbage with a

dummy, for twenty, thirty, or some-

times even fifty thousand pounds a

side, besides many hazardous bets to

a considerable amount.
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As these games were very silently
conducted, notwithstanding the magni-
tude of the interests involved, Mr,
Swiveller began to think that on
those evenings when Mr. and Miss
Brass were out (and they often went
out now) he heard a kind of snorting,
or hard breathing sound in the direc-
tion of the door, which it occurred to
him, after some reflection, must proceed
from ‘the small servant, who always
had a cold from damp living, Looking
intently that way one night, he plainly
distinguished an eye gleaming and
glistening at the keyhole ; and, having
now no doubt that his suspicions were
correct, he stole softly to the door,
and pounced upon her before she was
aware of his approach.

“Oh! I dido't mean any harm in-
deed, upon my word I didn't,” cried
the small servant, struggling like a
much larger one. “It's so very dull
downstairs. Please don’t you tell upon
me, please don’t.”

‘*“ Tell upon you!" said Dick. ‘Do
you mean to say you were looking
through the keyhole for company ? ”

*“ Yes, upon my word I was,” replied
the small servant.

‘“ How long have you been cooling
your eye there ? " said Dick.

‘*Oh, ever since you first began to
play them cards, and long before.”

Vague recollections of several fan-
tastic exercises with which he had
refreshed himself alter the fatigues
of business, and to all of which, no
doubt, the small servant was a party,
rather disconcerted Mr. Swiveller ; but
he was not very sensitive ,on such
oints, and recovered himself speedily.

“* Well—come in,” he said, alter a
little consideration. ** Here—sit down,
and I'll teach you how to play.”

“Oh! I durstn't do it,” rejoined
the small servant; *‘‘Miss Sally 'ud
kill me if she know'd 1 come up
here." S o

‘“ Have you got a fire downstairs ?
said Dick. :

A very little one,” replied the small
servant. :

“Miss Sally couldn’t kill me if she
know'd I went down there, so Il
come,” said Richard, putting the
cards into his pocket. * Why, how

N R A T A ORI, . W RaL e
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thin you are!
by it?”

It ain’t my fault.”

«“Could you eat any bread and
meat?” said Dick, taking down his
hat. “Yes? Ah! 1 thought so.
Did you ever taste beer ?” :

“{ had a sip of it once,” said the
small servant. :

“ Here's a state of things!” cried
Mr. Swiveller, raising his eyes to the

What do you mean

ceiling. *“ She mever tasted it—it can’t
be tasted in a sip! Why, how old are
you?”

“] don't know.”

Mr. Swiveller opened his eyes very
wide, and appeared thoughtful for a
moment ; then, bidding the child mind
the door until he came back, vanished
straightway.

Presently he returned, followed by
the boy from the public-house, who
bore in one hand a plate of bread
and beef, and in the other a great pot,
filled with some very fragrant com-
pound, which sent forth a grateful
steam, and was indeed choice purl, made
after a particular recipe which Mr.
Swiveller had imparted to the landlord,
at a period when he was deep in his
books, and desirous to conciliate his
friendship. Relieving the boy of his
burden at the door, and charging his
little companion to fasten it to prevent
surprise, Mr. Swiveller followed her
into the kitchen.

““There!” said Richard, putting the
plate before her. ‘‘First of all, clear
that off, and then you’'ll see what's
next."”

The small servant needed no second
bidding, and the plate was soon empty.

‘‘ Next,” said Dick, handing the purl,
“‘ take a pull at that ; but moderate your
transports, you know, for you're not used
toit. Well, is it good?”

““Oh, isn’t it ! said the small servant.

Mr. Swiveller appeared gratified
beyond all expression by this reply,
and took a long draught himself, stead-
fastly regarding his companion while he
did so. These preliminaries disposed
of, he applied himself to teaching her
the game, which she soon learned
tolerably well, being both sharp-witted

. and cunning.
B ““Now,” said Mr. Swiveller, putting

.
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two sixpences into a saucer, and trim.
ming the wretched candle, when the
cards had been cut and dealt, ‘“those
are the stakes. If you win, you get
‘em all. If I win, I get ’em. Tg
make it seem more real and pleasant,
I shall call you the Marchioness, dg
you hear?”

The small servant nodded.
“Then, Marchioness,”
Swiveller, ¢ fire away ! ” 1
. The Marchioness, holding her cards )

said Mr.

very tight in both hands, considered
which to play, and Mr. Swiveller,
assuming the gay and fashionable air
which such society required, took
another pull at the tankard, and l
waited for her lead.

CHAPTER LVIIL

MR. SWIVELLER and his partner played
several rubbers with varying success,
until the loss of three sixpences, the
gradual sinking of the purl, and the
striking of ten o'clock, combined to
render that gentleman mindful of the
flight of Time, and the expediency of
withdrawing before Mr. Sampson and
Miss Sally Brass returned.

““With which object in view,
Marchioness,” said Mr. Swiveller
gravely, ‘I shall ask your ladyship’s °
permission to put the board»in my
pocket, and to retire from the presence
when I have finished this tankard;
merely observing, Marchioness, that
since life like a river is flowing, I
care not how fast it rolls on, ma'am,
on, while such purl on the bank still
is growing, and such eyes light the '
waves as they run. Marchioness, your
health. You will excuse my wearing
my hat, but the palace is damp, and
the marble floor is—if 1 may be allowed
the expression—sloppy.”

2 a precaution against this latter
inconvenience, Mr. Swiveller had been
sitting for some time with his feet on
the hob, in which attitude he noW
gave utterance to these apologeti¢
observations, and slowly sipped the J
last choice drops of nectar.

_““The Baron Sampsono Brasso and
his fair sister are (you tell me) at the
play?” said Mr, Swiveller, leaning hi%

»
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 left arm heavily upon the table, and
raising his voice and his right leg after
the manner of a theatrical bandit.

. The Marchioness nodded.

«Ha!" said Mr. Swiveller, with
a portentous frown. ‘“'Tis well.
Marchioness !—but no matter. Some
wine there. Ho!” He illustrated
these melodramatic morsels by hand-
ing the tankard to himself with great
humility, receiving it haughtily, drink-
ing from it thirstily, and smacking

- his lips fiercely.

| The small servant, who was not so
well acquainted with theatrical con-

. ventionalities as Mr. Swiveller (having,

~ indeed, never seen a play, or heard
one spoken of, except by chance
through chinks of doors and in other
forbidden places), was rather alarmed
by demonstrations so novel in their
nature, and showed her concern so
plainly in her looks, that Mr. Swiveller
felt it necessary to discharge his
brigand manner for one more suitable
to private life, as he asked—

‘ Do they often go where glory waits
'em, and leave you here ? "

““Oh, yes; I believe you they do,”
returned the small servant. ‘‘Miss
Sally’s such a one-er for that, she is.”

‘ Such a what?” said Dick.

““Such a one-er,”” returned the

- Marchioness.
1 After a moment’s reflection, Mr.
- Swiveller determined to forego his
. responsible duty of setting her right,
and to suffer her to talk on; as it
- was evident that her tongue was

loosened by the purl, and her oppor-
tunities for conversation were not so
frequent as to render a momentary
check of little consequence.

‘“They sometimes go to see Mr.
Quilp,” said the small servant, with
a shrewd look; ‘“they go to a many
places, bless you ! "

““Is Mr. Brass a wunner ? "’ said Dick.

““Not half what Miss Sally is, he
isn’t,” replied the small servant, shak-
ing her head. ‘ Bless you, he'd never
do anything without her.”

e & Al Ol i

““Oh! He wouldn't, wouldn't he?"
said Dick.
““Miss Sally keeps him in such

- order,”” said the small servant; ‘‘he
always asks her advice, he does; and
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he catches it sometimes. Bless you,
you wouldn't believe lhow much he
catches it.”

“I suppose,” said Dick, ‘that they
consult together a good deal, and talk
about a great many people — about
me, -for instance, sometimes, eh,
Marchioness ? ”

The Marchioness nodded amazingly.

*“ Complimentary?” said Mr. Swiv=
eller.

The Marchioness changed the motion
of her head, which had not yet left
off nodding, and suddenly began to
shake it from side to side, with a
vehemence which threatened to dis-
locate her neck.

*“ Humph ! ” Dick muttered. ¢ Would
it be any breach of confidence, Mar-
chioness, to relate what they say of
the humble individual who has now
the honour to——"

. ‘“*Miss Sally says you're a funny
chap,” replied his friend.

‘“Well, Marchioness,” said Mr.
Swiveller, ‘‘that’s not uncomplimen-
tary. Merriment, Marchioness, is not

a bad nor a degrading quality. Old
King Cole was himself a merry old
soul, if we may put any faith in the
pages of history.”

““ But she says,” pursued his com-
panion, ‘‘that you ain't to be trusted.”

““Why, really, Marchioness,” said
Mr. Swiveller thoughtfully, ¢ several
ladies and gentlemen—not exactly pro=-
fessional persons, but tradespeople,
ma'am, tradespeople—have made the
same remark. The obscure -citizen
who keeps the hotel over the way,
inclined strongly to that opinion to-
night when I ordered him to prepare
the banquet. It's a popular prejudice,
Marchioness; and yet I am sure I
don't know why, for I have- been
trusted in my time to a considerable
amount, and I can safely say that |
never forsook my trust until it deserted
me—never. Mr. Brass is of the same
opinion, I suppose?"

His friend nodded again, with a
cunning look which seemed to hint
that Mr. Brass held stronger opinions
on the subject than his sister, and,
seeming to recollect herself, added im-
ploringly, ‘“But don’t you ever tell
upon me, or I shall be beat to death.”
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thought truly, that rather than receive
fifty pounds down he would have the
Marchioness proved innocent.

While he was plunged in very
profound and serious meditation upon
this theme, Miss Sally sat shaking her
head with an air of great mystery and
doubt; when the voice of her brott'mr
Sampson, carolling a cheerful strain,
was heard in the passage, and tl}at
gentleman himself, beaming with
virtuous smiles, appeared. ;

“Mr. Richard, sir, good-morning !
Here we are again, sir, entering
upon another day, with our bodies
strengthened by slumber and break-
fast, and our spirits fresh and flowing.
Here we are, Mr. Richard, rising with
the sun to run our little course—our
course of duty, sir—and, like him, to
get through our day's work with credit
to ourselves and advantage to our fellow-
creatures. A charming reflection, sir,
very charming ! ”

While he addressed his clerk in these
words, Mr. Brass was, somewhat
ostentatiously, engaged in minutely
examining and holding up against the
light a five-pound bank-note, which he
had brought in in his hand.

Mr. Richard not receiving his remarks
with anything like enthusiasm, his em-
ployer turned his eyes to his face, and
observed that it wore a troubled ex-
pression.

“You're out of spirits, sir,” said
Brass. ‘‘Mr. Richard, sir, we should
fall to work cheerlully, and not in a
despondent state. It becomes us, Mr.
Richard, sir, to——"

Here the chaste Sarah heaved a loud
sigh.

‘““Dear me!” said Mr. Sampson,
“you too! Is anything the matter?
Mr. Richard, sir——"

Dick, glancing at Miss Sally, saw that
she was making signals to him, to
acquaint her brother with the subject
of their recent conversation. As his
Own position .was not a very pleasant
one until the matter was set at rest one
way or the other, he did so; and Miss
Brass, plying her snuff-box at a most
wasteful rate, corroborated his account.

The countenance of Sampson fell, and
anxiety overspread his features. In-
stead of passionately bewailing the loss
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of his money, as Miss Sally had gy,
pected, he walked on tiptoe to the door,
opened it, looked outside, shut it soltly,
returned on tiptoe, and said, in 5
whisper— ’
*“This is a most extraordinary ang
painful circumstance—Mr. Richard, gjp
—a most painful circumstance. The
fact is, that I myself have misseq
several small sums from the desk of
late, and have refrained from mentiop.
ing it, hoping that accident would dis. :
cover the offender ; but it has not done
so—it has not done so. Sally—Mr,
Richard, sir—this is a particularly dis.
tressing affair ! ” 4
As Sampson spoke, he laid the bank-
note upon the desk among some papers,
in an absent manner, and thrust his |
hands into his pockets. Richard
Swiveller pointed to it, and admonished
him to take it up. ]
‘“No, Mr. Richard, sir,” rejoined
Brass, with emotion, ‘I will not take
it up. I will let it lie there, sir. To
take it up, Mr. Richard, sir, would
imply a doubt of you; and in you,
sir, I have unlimited confidence. We
will let it lie there, sir, if you please,
and we will not take it up by any
means.” With that Mr. Brass patted
him twice or thrice on the shoulder, in
a most friendly manner, and entreated
him to believe that he had as much faith
in his honesty as he had in his own. 3
Although at another time Mr. Swiveller
might have looked upon this as a doubt-
ful compliment, he felt it, under the then
existing circumstances, a great relief to
be assured that he was not wrongfully
suspected. When he had made a suit-
able reply, Mr. Brass wrung him by the
hand, and fell into a brown study, as
did Miss Sally likewise. Richard, too,
remained in a thoughtful state ; learing
every moment to hear the Marchioness
impeached, and unable to resist the
conviction that she must be guilty.
. When they had severally remained
in this condition for some minutes, Miss
Sally all at once gave a loud rap upon
the desk with her clenched fist, and
cried, ‘“I've hit it!”—as indeed she
had, and chipped a piece out of it, to0;
but that was not her meaning. 2
*“ Well,” cried Brass anxiously. ‘GO
on, will you?" '
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“ » replied his sister, with an
air gh{'riump%, “ha_sn't_ there been
somebody always coming' 1n and out of
this office for the last three or four
weeks ; hasn't lhi_lt somebody been left
alone in it sometimes—thanks to you;
and do you mean to tell me that that
somebody isn't the thief?”

« What somebody ? "’ blustered Brass.

«« Why, what do you call him—Kit,”

¢ Mr. Gailand’s young man?”

“To be sure.”

«Never !” cried Brass.
I'll not hear of it. Don't tell me
said Sampson, shaking his head, and
working with both his hauds as it he
were clearing away ten thousand cob-
webs. “I'll never believe it of him.
Never!”

‘] say,” repeated Miss Brass, taking
another pinch of snuff, ‘‘that he's the
thief.”

‘1 say,” returned Sampson violently,
¢ that he is nof. What do you mean?
How dare you? Are characters to be
whispered away like this? Do you
know that he's the honestest and faith-
fullest fellow that ever lived, and that
he has an irreproachable good name?
Come in, come in!"”

These last words were not addressed
to Miss Sally, though they partook of
the tone in which the indignant re-
monstrances that preceded them had
been uttered. They were addressed to
some person who had knocked at the
office door; and they had hardly passed
the lips of Mr. Brass when this very Kit
himself looked in.

“Is the gentleman upstairs, sir, if
you please?”

““Yes, Kit,”” said Brass, still fired
with an honest indignation, and frown-
ing with knotted brows upon his sister }
‘‘ yes, Kit, he is. [ am glad to see you,
Kit, I am rejoiced to see you. Look
in again, as you come downstairs, Kit.
That lad a robber ! " cried Brass, when
he had withdrawn, *‘with that frapk
and open countenance! I'd trust him
with untold gold. Mr. Richard, sir,
have the goodness to step directly to

‘“ Never,
"

- Wrasp and Co.’s, in Broad Street, and
_inquire if they have had instructions to
~appear in Carkem and Painter.

lad a robber,” sneered Sampson, flushed

That
and heated with his wrath, ‘““Am I
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blind, deaf, silly ; do I know nothing of
human nature when 1 see it before me ?
Kit a robber! Bah!™

Flinging this final interjection at Miss
Sally with immeasurable scorn and
contempt, Sampson Brass thrust his
head into his desk, as if to shut the
base world from his view, and breathed
defiance from under its half-closed lid,

CHAPTER LIX.

Wauen Kit, having discharged his
errand, came downslairs from the single
gentleman's apartment after the lapse
of a quarter of an hour or so, Mr.
Sampson Brass was alone in the office.
He was not singing as usual, nor was
he seated at his lesk. The open door
showed him standing before the fire,
with his back towards it, and looking
SO very strange that Kit supposed he
must have been suddenly taken ill.

‘“Is anything the matter, sir?" said
Kit. -

“ Matter!” cried Brass.
Why anything the matter? ”

*“You are so very pale,” said Kit,
“‘that I should hardly have known
you.” :

“Pooh, pooh! mere fancy,” cried
Brass, stooping to throw up the cinders.
“t Never better, Kit, never better in all
my life. Merry, too. Ha, ha! How’s
our friénd above stairs, eh ?”

‘A great deal better,” said Kit.

“I'm glad to hear it,” rejoined Brass;
¢ thankful, I may say. An excellent
gentleman—worthy, liberal, generous,
gives very little trouble—an admlrabl'e
lodger. Ha, ha! Mr. Garland—he's
well, I hope, Kit; and the pony—my
friend, my particular friend, you know.
Ha, ha!"”

Kit gave a satisfactory account of all
the little household at Abel Cottage.
Mr. Brass, who seemed remarkably
inattentive and impatient, mounted on
his stool, and beckoning him to come
nearer, took him by the button-hole.

| have been thinking, Kit,"” said the
lawyer, *‘ that I could throw some little
emoluments in your mother's way.
You have a mother, I think? If 1
recollect right, you told i~

“ Qh, yes, sir, yes, certn_lnlh

““No.
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“A widow, I think—an industrious
widow ? "’

A harder working woman, or a
better mother never lived, sir.”

““ Ah!” cried Brass. ‘*That's affect-
ing, truly affecting. A poor widqw
struggling to maintain her orphans in
decency and comfort is a delicious
picture of human goodness. Put down
your hat, Kit."” .

““Thank you, sir, | must be going
directly.”

“ Put it down while you stay, at any
rate,” said Brass, taking it from him,
and making some confusion among the
papers in finding a place for it on the
desk. ‘‘I was thinking, Kit, that we
have often houses to let for people we
are concerned for, and matters of that
sort. Now, you know we’re obliged to
put people into these houses to take care
of 'em—very often undeserving people
that we can’t depend upon.
prevent our having a person that we
can depend upon, and enjoying the
delight of doing a good action at the
same time? [ say, what's to prevent
our employing this worthy woman, your
mother? What with one job and
another, there’s lodging—and good
lodging, too—pretty well all the year
round, rent free, and a weekly allow-
ance besides, Kit, that would provide
ber with a great many comforts she
don’t at present enjoy. Now, what do
you think of that? Do you see dny ob-
jection? My only desire is to serve you,
Kit ; therefore, if you do, say so freely.”

As Brass spoke, he moved the hat
twice or thrice, and shuffled among the
papers again, as if in search of some-
thing.

““ How can I see any objection to such
a kind offer, sir?” replied Kit, with his
whole heart. ““I don't know how to
thank you, sir, I don't, indeed,”

*“ Why, then,” said Brass, suddenly
turning upon him, and thrusting his
face close to Kit's with such a repulsive
smile that the latter, even in the very
height of his gratitude, drew back, quite
startled, ‘* Why, then, 1#s done,”

Kit looked at him in some confusion.

““Done, | say,” added Sampson,
rubbing his hands and veiling himself
again in his usual oily manner. *“Ha,
ha! and so you shall find, Kit, so you
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shall find. But, dear me,” said Braee
“what a time Mr. Richard is gone|
A sad loiterer, to be sure! Will yo
mind the office one minute, while [ run
upstairs? Only one minute, [’]] not
detain you an instant longer on any
account, Kit."” ,

Talking as he went, Mr, Brass bustled
out of the office, and in a very short time
returned. Mr. Swiveller came back
almost at the same instant ; and, as Kj
was leaving the room hastily, to make
up for lost time, Miss Brass herself
encountered him in the doorway.

““Oh!” sneered Sally, looking after
him as she entered. ‘‘There goes your
pet, Sammy, eh? " ;

‘“Ah! There he goes,” replied Brass, -
‘““My pet, if you please. An honest
fellow, Mr. Richard, sir—a worthy
fellow, indeed !”

‘‘Hem !” coughed Miss Brass,

“I tell you, you aggravating vaga-
bond,” said the angry Sampson, *‘that
I'd stake my life upon his honesty. Am
I never to hear the last of this? Am I
always to be baited, and beset, by your
mean suspicions? Have you no regard
for true merit, you malignant fellow?
If you come to that, 1'd sooner suspect
your honesty than his.”

Miss Sally pulled out the tin snuff-
box, and took a long, slow pinch, re-
garding her brother with a steady gaze
all the time, 3

““She drives me wild, Mr. Richard,
sir,” said Brass, ‘‘she exasperates me
beyond all bearing. I am heated and =
excited, sir, | know I am. These are
not business manners, sir, nor business
looks, but she carries me out of
myself.” 3
- "*Why don’t you leave him alone?”
said Dick. :

*“Because she can't, sir,” retorted
Brass; “because to chafe and vex me
1s a part of her nature, sir, and she will "
and must do it, or I don't believe she'd
have her health. But never mind,” said
Brass, ‘““never mind. I've carried my
point. I've shown my confidence in the
lad. He has minded the office agaifl.
Ha, ha! Ugh, you viper ! " -

_The beautiful virgin took another

pinch, and put the snuff-box in her
pocket ; still looking at her brother
with perfect composure. ¥



«He has minded the office again,”
said Brass triumphantly ; ** he has had

and he shall continue to
”

conﬁdence, -
::gm it; he—— Why, where's the——

¢ What have you lost ?"” inquired Mr.
Swiveller. ? A

« Dear me ! " said Brass, slapping all
his pockets, one after another, and
looking into his desk, and under it,
and upon it, and wildly tossing the
papers about, *‘ the note, Mr. Richard,
sir, the five-pound note—what can have
become of it? I laid it down here
—God bless me!”’

«What?” cried Miss Sally, starting
up, clapping her hands, and scattering
the papers on the floor. *‘Gone!
Now, who's right? Now, who’s got
it? Never mind five pounds—what’s
five pounds? He's honest, you know
—quite honest. It would be mean to
suspect /um. Don’t run after him.
No, no, not for the world |

“Is it really gone, though?” said
Dick, looking at Brass with a face as
pale as his own.

“ Upon my word, Mr. Richard, sir,”
replied the lawyer, feeling in all his
pockets with looks of the greatest
agitation, ‘“I fear this is a black
business. It's certainly gone, sir.
- What'’s to be done?”

““Don’t run after him,” said Miss
Sally, taking more snuff. °‘Don’t run
after him on any account. Give him
time to get rid of it, you know. It
would be cruel to find him out !”

Mr. Swiveller and Sampson Brass
looked from Miss Sally to each other
in a state of bewilderment, and then,
as by one impulse, caught up their
hats and rushed out into the street—
darting along in the middle of the road,
- and dashing aside all obstructions, as
though they were running for their
-~ lives.

It happened that Kit had been
running too, though not so fast, and
baving the start of them by some few
~minutes, was a good distance ahead.
As they were pretty certain of the road
he must have taken, however, and kept
on at a greal pace, they came up with

im at the very moment when he had
taken b.ruth. and was breaking into a
run again,

‘‘Stop !” cried Sampson, laying his
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hand on one shoulder, while Mr.
Swiveller pounced upon the other,
‘* Not so fast, sir. You're in a hurry2”

“Yes, 1 am,” said Kit, looking from
one to the other in great surprise.

‘‘ I—I—can hardly believe it,” panted
Sampson, “‘but something of value is
missing from the office. I hope you
don’t know what.”

‘““ Know what! Good Heaven, Mr.
Brass!” cried Kit, trembling from head
to foot ; ‘‘you don’t suppose -

‘“ No, no,” rejoined Brass quickly, “1
don't suppose anything. Don’t say [
said you did. You'll come back quietly,
I hope? "

“Of course I will,” returned Kit.
“Why not?”

““To be sure!” said Brass. ‘ Why
not? I hope there may turn out to be
no why not. If you knew the trouble
I've been in this morning, through
taking your part, Christopher, you'd
be sorry for it.”

“And | am sure you'll be sorry for
having suspected me, sir,” replied Kit.
““Come. Let us make haste back.”

“ Certainly ! ” cried Brass, ‘' the
quicker, the better. Mr. Richard—have
the goodness, sir, to take that arm.
I'll take this one. It's not easy walking
three abreast, but under these circum-
stances it must be done, sir; there's
no help for it.”

Kit did turn from white to red, and
from red to white again, when they
secured him thus, and for a moment
seemed disposed to resist. But quickly
recollecting himself, and remembering
that if he made any struggle he would
perhaps be dragged by the collar
through the public streets, he only
repeated, with great earnestness and
with the tears standing in his eyes,
that they would be sorry for this—and
suffered them to lead him off. While
they were on the way .back, Mr.
Swiveller, upon whom his present
functions sat very irksomely, took an
opportunity of whispering in his ear
that if he would contess his guilt, even
by so much as a nod, and promise not
to do so any more, he would connive
at his kicking Sampson Brass on the
shins and escaping up tl:' cuur‘tp:c'sl;l]" ’[:;'
indignantly rejectin Is pro 2 AN
'l’llicga.rd hid iothjfg for it but to hold

h
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him tight until they reached Bevis
Marks, and ushered him into the

presence of the charming Sarah, who
immediately took the precaution of
locking the door. i e

““ Now, you know,"” said Brass, if
this is a case of innocence, it is a case
of that description, Christopher, where
the fullest disclosure is the best satis-
faction for everybody. Therefore, if
you'll consent to an examination,” he
demonstrated what kind of examination
he meant by turning back the cuffs of
his coat, ‘it will be a comfortable and
pleasant thing for all parties.”

‘““Search me,” said Kit, proudi_y
holding up his arms. ‘‘But mind, sir
—I know you'll be sorry for this, to
the last day of your life.”

““It is certainly a very painful oc-
currence,” said Brass, with a sigh, as
he dived into one of Kit's pockets, and
fished up a miscellaneous collection of
small articles ; * very painful. Nothing
here, Mr. Richard, sir, all perfectly satis-
factory. Nor here, sir. Nor in the
waistcoat, Mr. Richard, nor in the coat
tails. So far, I am rejoiced, I am sure.”

Richard Swiveller, holding Kit's hat
in his hand, was watching the pro-
ceedings with great interest, and bore
upon his face the slightest possible
indication of a smile, as Brass, shutting
one of his eyes, looked with the other
up the inside of one of the poor fellows
sleeves as if it were a telescope—when
Sampson, turning hastily to him, bade
him search the hat.

‘“ Here's a handkerchief,” said Dick.

‘““No bharm in that, sir,” rejoined
Brass, applying his eye to the other
sleeve, and speaking in the voice of
one who was contemplating an immense
extent of prospect. ‘““No harm in a
handkerchief, sir, whatever, The
faculty don’t consider it a healthy
custom, 1 believe, Mr. Richard, to
carry one’s handkerchief in one’s hat—
I have heard that it keeps the head
too warm—but in every other point of
view, its being there is extremely
satisfactory—extremely so.”

An exclamation at once from Richard
Swiveller, Miss Sally, and Kit himself,
cut the lawyer short. He turned his
head, and saw Dick standing with the
bank-uote in his hand.

o’
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«[n the hat? " cried Brass, in 3 sort
of shriek.

«t Under the handkerchief, and tuckeq
beneath the lining,” said Dick, aghag
at the discovery.

Mr. Brass looked at him, at his sister
at the walls, at the ceiling, at the fiogy
—everywhere but at Kit, who stood
quite stupefied and motionless.

“ And this,” cried Sampson, ciasping
his hands, ‘‘is the world that turpg
upon its own axis, and has lunar .
fluences, and revolutions round hea\ren[y
bodies, and various games of that sort]
This is human natur’, is it! Obh, natur’, |
natur’! This is the miscreant that [ |
was going to benefit with all my little
arts, and that, even now, I feel so much
for, as to wish to let him go! But,”
added Mr. Brass, with greater fortitude,
“] am myself a lawyer, and bound to
set an example in carrying the laws of
my happy country into effect. Sally,
my dear, forgive me, and catch hold of
him on the other side. Mr. Richard,
sir, have the goodness to run and fetch
a constable. The weakness is past and
over, sir, and moral strength returns.
A constable, sir, if you please!”

CHAPTER LX.

Kit stood as one entranced, with his
eyes opened wide, and fixed upon the
ground, regardless alike of the
tremulous hold which Mr. Brass
maintained on one side of his cravat,
and of the firmer grasp of Miss Sally
upon the other; although this latter
detention was in itself no small in-
convenience, as that fascinating woman,
besides screwing her knuckles incon-
veniently into his throat from time to
time, had fastened upon him, in the
first instance, with so tight a grip
that even in the disorder and distraction _
ot_' his thoughts he could not divest
himself of an uneasy sense of choking:
Between the brother and sister he res
mained in this posture, quite unresisting
and passive, until Mr. Swiveller re:
turned, with a police constable at his
heels,

This functionary being, of coursé
well used to such scenes, looking upoP
all kinds of robbery, from petty larceny




. ploringly about him.

up to housebreaking or ventures on the

. highway, as matters in the _reguiar
course of business, and regarding the
perpetrators in the light of so many
customers coming to be served at the
wholesale and retail shop of criminal
Jaw, where he stood behind the counter,
received Mr. Brass’s statement of facts
with about as much interest and surprise
as an undertaker might evince if re-
quired to listen to a circumstantial ac-
count of the last illness of a person
whom he was called in to wait upon
professionally ; and took Kit into
custody with a decent indifference.

““We had better,” said this sub-
ordinate minister of justice, ‘‘get to
the office while there's a magistrate
sitting. I shall want you to come along
with us, Mr. Brass, and the " he
looked at Miss Sally, as if in some
doubt whether she might not be a griffin
or other fabulous monster.

*“ The lady, eh ?” said Sampson.

““Ah!"” replied the constable. ‘‘Yes
—the lady. Likewise the young man
that found the property.”

““Mr. Richard, sir,” said Brass, in
a mournful voice. ‘‘A sad necessity.
But the altar of our country, sir 2

“You'll have a hackney-coach, I
suppose ?” interrupted the constable,
bholding Kit (whom his other captors
had released) carelessly by the arm, a
little above the elbow. ‘‘Be so good
as to send for one, will you?”

‘‘ But hear me speak a word,” cried
_Kit, raising his eyes, and looking im-

‘“ Hear me speak

a word. I am no more guilty than any
one of you. Upon my soul I am not.
I, a thief! Oh, Mr. Brass, you know
me better. I am sure you know me
better. This is not right of you, in-
deed.”

““1 give you my word, constable——"
said Brass. But here the constable inter-

posed with the constitutional principle,
““ Words, be blowed”; observing that

~ words were but spoonmeat for babes

and sucklings, and that oaths were the
food for strong men.

- “Quite true, constable,” assented
~ Brass, in the same mournful tone.
“¢ Strictly correct. I give you my oath,
stable, that down to a few minutes
when this fatal discovery was
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made, I had such cenfidence in that lad
that I'd have trusted him with—— A
hackney-coach, Mr. Richard, sir ; you're
very slow, sir.”

ot Who is there that knows me,” cried
Kit, ‘““that would not trust me—that
does not? ask anybody whether they
have ever doubted me ; whether [ have
ever wronged them of a farthing. Was
I ever once dishonest when I was poor
and hungry, and is it likely I would
begin now? Oh, consider what you do.
How can I meet the kindest friends that
ever human creature had, with this
dreadful charge upon me? "

Mr. Brass rejoined that it would have
been well for the prisoner if he had
thought of that before, and was about
to make some other gloomy observa-
tions, when the voice of the single
gentleman was heard, demanding from
above stairs what was the matter, and
what was the cause of all that noise
and hurry. Kit made an involuntary
start towards the door in his anxiety
to answer for himself, but being speedily
detained by the constable, had the agony
of seeing Sampson Brass run out alone
to tell the story in his own way.

“ And he can hardly believe it either,”
said Sampson, when he returned, *‘nor
nobody will. I wish I could doubt the
evidence of my senses, but their deposi-
tions are unimpeachable.. It's of no
use cross-examining my eyes,” cried
Sampson, winking and rubbing them,
““they stick to their first account, and
will. Now, Sarah, I hear the coach in
the Marks; get on your bonnet, and
we’ll be off A sad errand! a moral
funeral, quite!”

¢ Mr. Brass,"” said Kit, ‘“do me one
favour. Take me to Mr. Witherden's
first.”

Sampson shook his head irresolutely.

“Do,” said Kit. “My master's
there. For Heaven's sake, take me
there, first.”

“Well, I don't know,” stammered
Brass, who perhaps had his reasons for
wishing to show as fair as possible in
the eyes of the notary. ‘“How do we
stand in point of time, constable, eh ?”

The constable, who had been chew-
ing a straw all this while with great
philosophy, replied that if they went
away at once they would have time
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enough, but that if they stood shilly-
shallying there any longer, they must
go straight to the Mansion House ; and
finally expressed his opinion that that
was where it was, and that was all
about it.

Mr. Richard Swiveller having arrived
inside the coach, and still remaining
immovable in the most commodious
corner, with his face to the horses, Mr.
Brass instructed the officer to remove
his prisoner, and declared himself qui}e
ready. Therefore, the constable, still
holding Kit in the same manner, and
pushing him on a little before him, so
as to keep him at about three-quarters
of an arm’s length in advance (which is
the professional mode), thrust him into
the vehicle and followed himself. Miss
Sally entered next; and, there being
now four inside, Sampson Brass got
upon the box, and bade the coachman
drive on.

Still completely stunned by the sudden
and terrible change which had taken
place in his affairs, Kit sat gazing out
of the coach window, almost hoping
to see some monstrous phenomenon in
the streets which might give him reason
to believe he was in a dream. Alas!
Everything was too real and familiar—
the same succession of turnings, the
same houses, the same stream of people
running side by side in different direc-
tions upon the pavement, the same
bustle of carts and carriages in the
road, the same well-remembered objects
in the shop windows, a regularity in
the very noise and hurry which no dream
ever mirrored. Dreamlike as the story
was, it was true. He stood charged
with robbery ; the note had been found
upon him, though he was innocent in
thought and deed; and they were
carrying him back a prisoner.

Absorbed in these painful rumina-
tions, thinking with a drooping heart
of his mother and little Jacob, feeling
as though even the consciousness of
mnnocence would be insufficient to sup-
port him in the presence of his friends
if they believed him guilty, and sinking
in hope and courage more and .more
as they drew nearer to the notary’s,
poor Kit was looking earnestly out
of the window, observant of nothing
—when all at once, as though it had
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been conjured up by magic, he becams
aware of the face of Quilp. :

And what a leer there was upon the
face! It was from the open windoy
of a tavern that it looked out; apq
the dwarf had so spread himself over
it, with his elbows on the window-sj||
and his head resting on both his hands,
that what between this attitude ang
his being swollen with suppressed |
laughter, he looked puffed and bloated
into twice his wusual breadth. My, |
Brass, on recognising him, immediately
stopped the coach. As it came to g
halt directly opposite to where he stood,
the dwarf pulled off his hat, and saluted
the party with a hideous and grotesque
politeness. 3

“Aha!” he cried. “Where now,
Brass? where now? Sally with you, |

too? Sweet Sally! And Dick?
Pleasant Dick! And Kit? Honest
Kit!” :
‘““He's extremely cheerful!” said |
Brass to the coachman. *‘Very much
so! Ah, sir—a sad business! Never

believe in honesty any more, sir.” 3

‘““Why not?” returned the dwarf
““Why not, you rogue of a lawyer,
why not?” R

‘“ Bank-note lost in our office, sir,”
said Brass, shaking: his head. ** Found
in his hat, sir—he previously left alone
there—no mistake at all, sir—chain Of
evidence complete—not a link wanting.”

““What!” cried the dwarf, leaning
half his body out of window. *‘Kita
thief! Kit a thief! Ha, ha, ha! 3
he’s an uglier-looking thief than can
be seen anywhere for a penny. Eh,
Kit, eh? Ha, ha, ha! Have you
taken Kit into custody before he h
time or opportunity to beat me! E!
Kit, eh?” And with that he b
into a yell of laughter, manifestly
the great terror of the coachman, a
pointed to a dyer's pole hard by, wh
a dangling suit of clothes bore some
resemblance to a man upon a gibbet.

“Is it coming to that, Kit?” cri
the dwarf, rubbing his hands violen
) What a disappointn
for little Jacob, and for his darli
mother! Let him have the Betl
minister to comfort and console
Brass, El'f, Kit, eh? Drive
coachey, drive on, Bye, bye, Kit;



o with you; keep up your
ik my love to the Garlands—the

 spirits ;
:Ear old lady and gentleman. Say I
inquired after ‘em, will you? Blessings

on 'em, on you, and on everybody, Kit,
Blessings on all the world ! 4
| With such good wishes and fare-
wells, poured out in a rap_id torrqnt
until they were out of hearing, Quilp
suffered them to depart; and, when
he could see the coach no longer, drew
in his head, and rolled upon the ground
in an ecstasy of enjoyment.
| When they reached the notary’s,
~ which they were not long in doing
* for they had encountered the dwarf in
a by-street at a very little distance
from the house, Mr, Brass dismounted ;
and opening the coach door with a
melancholy visage, requested his sister
to accompany him into the office, with
the view of preparing the good people
within for the mournful intelligence that
!_ awaited them. Miss Sally complying,
he desired Mr. Swiveller to accompany
them. So into the office they went;
Mr. Sampson and his sister, arm-in-
arm, and Mr. Swiveller following alone.
The notary was standing before the
L fire in the outer office, talking to Mr.
Abel and the elder Mr. Garland, while
Mr. Chuckster sat writing at the desk,
" picking up such crumbs of their con-
- versation as happened to fall in his
. way. This posture of affairs Mr.
' Brass observed through the glass door
as he was turning the handle, and see-
ing that the notary recognised him,
he began to shake his head and sigh
‘deeply while that partition yet divided
m.
. '*Sir,” said Sampson, taking off his
, and kissing the two forefingers of
is right hand beaver glove, “my name
Brass—Brass of Bevis Marks, sir.
have had the honour and pleasure,
, of being concerned against you in

e little testamentary matters. How
0 you do, sir?”
‘My clerk will attend to any

iness you may have come upon,
. Brass,” said the notary, turning

y.

~ “Thank you, sir,” said Brass,
“thank you, I am sure. Allow me,
o introduce my sister—quite one of
, sir, although of the weaker sex—
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of great use in my business, sir, I
assure you. Mr. Richard, sir, have
the goodness to come forward, if
you please.—No, really,” said Brass,
stepping between the notary and his
private office (towards which he had
begun to retreat), and speaking in the
tone of an injured man, “really, sir,
I must, under favour, request a word
or two with you, indeed.”

*“Mr. Brass,” said the other, in a
decided tone, ““I am engaged. You
see that I am occupied with these
gentlemen. If you will communicate
your business to Mr. Chuckster, yonder,
you will receive every attention.”

‘ Gentlemen,” said Brass, laying his
right hand on his waistcoat, and look-
ing towards the father and son with
a smooth smile—* gentlemen, I appeal
to you—really, gentlemen—consider, I
beg of you. 1 am of the law. I am
styled ‘gentleman’ by Act of Parlia-
ment. [ maintain the title by the
annual payment of twelve pound sterling
for a certificate. I am not one of your
players of music, stage actors, writers
of books, or painters of pictures, who
assume a station that the laws of their
country don’t recognise. 1 am none
of your strollers or vagabonds. If any
man brings his action against me, he
must describe me as a gentleman, or
his action is null and void. 1 appeal to
you—is this quite respectful? Really,
gentlemen &

““Well, will you have the goodness
to state your business then, Mr. Brass?”
said the notary.

“Sir,” rejoined Brass, ‘“I will
Ah, Mr. Witherden! you little know
the But I will not be tempted
to travel from the point, sir. I believe
the name ot one of these gentlemen is
Garland.

¢ Of both,” said the notary.

“ In-deed ! " rejoined Brass, cringing
excessively. * But [ might have known
that, from the uncommon likeness.
Extremely happy, I am sure, to have
the honour of an introduction to two
such gentlemen, although the occasion
is a most painful one. One of you
gentlemen has a servant called Kit?

¢ Both," replied the notary. ey

«Two Kits?" said Brass, smiling.
* Dear me!"” - vt
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««Ope Kit, sir,” returned Mr.
Witherden angrily, ‘‘ who is employed
by both gentlemen. What of him?”

“This of him, sir,” rejoined Brass,
dropping his voice impressively. * That
young man, sir, that I have felt un-
bounded and unlimited confidence in,
and always behaved to as if he was
my equal—that young man has this
morning committed a robbery in my
office, and been taken almost in the
fact.”

“This must be some falsehood!”
cried the notary.

“ It is not possible,” said Mr. Abel.

“TIl not believe one word of it,”
exclaimed the old gentleman.

Mr. Brass looked mildly round upon
them, and rejoined—

“ Mr. Witherden, sir, your words are
actionable, and if I was a man of low
and mean standing, who couldn’t afford
to be slandered, I should proceed for
damages. Hows'ever, sir, being what
1 am, I merely scorn such expressions.
The honest warmth of the other gentle-
men I respect, and I’'m truly sorry to
be the messenger of such unpleasant
news. I shouldn’t have put myself in
this painful position, I assure you, but
that the lad himself desired to be
brought here in the first instance,
and 1 yielded to his prayers. Mr.
Chuckster, sir, will you have the good-
ness to tap at the window for the
> constable that's waiting in the
BT oﬂac‘h ?II 2

The three gentlemen looked at each
other with blank faces when these
words were uttered, and Mr. Chuckster,
doing as he was desired, and leaping
off his stool with something of the
c:neiten;ent of an inspired prophet whose
foretellings had in the fulness of time
~ been realised, held the door open for

 the entrance of the wretched captive.
~ Such a scene as there was when
came in, and, bursting into the
ce with which Truth at

him, called Heaven to
he was innocent, and
property came to be
‘he knew not! Such
m&dbefore the

silence
three
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and the-

k

¢

friends exchanged looks of doubt and -
amazement ! .

“Is it not possible,” said My
Witherden, after a long pause, iy
this note may have found its way jng,
the hat by some accident—such as the
removal of papers on the desk, for
instance ? "’

But this was clearly shown to be quite
impossible. Mr. Swiveller, though a
unwilling witness, could not help provip
to demonstration, from the position iy |
which it was found, that it must hays
been designedly secreted.

“It's very distressing,” said Brass,
““immensely distressing, I am sure,
When he comes to be tried, I shall
be very happy to recommend him to
mercy on account of his previous good
character. 1 did lose money before,
certainly, but it doesn’t quite follow
that he took it. The presumption's
against him —strongly against him—
but we're Christians, I hope?”

““1 suppose,” said the constable,
looking round, ‘“that no gentleman
here can give evidence as to whether
he’s been flush of money of late. Do
you happen to know, sir?”

‘““He has had money from time to
time, certainly,” returned Mr. Garland,
to whom the man had put the question.
“ But that, as he always told me, was
given him by Mr. Brass himself.” _ :

*“Yes, to be sure,” said Kit eagerly.
“ You can bear me out in that, sir?”

““Eh? " cried Brass, looking from face.
to face with an expression of stupid
amazement. 5

*“The money, you know, the hall-
crowns, that you gave me—from the
lodger,” said Kit. .’

_““Oh, dear me ! ” cried Brass, shaking
his head and frowning heavily. ¢ This
is a bad case, I find; a very bad cast
indeed.” £

“What! Did you give him 1o
money on account of anybody, sir?
asked Mr. Garland, with great anxiety.

““f give him money, sir!” returnet
Sampson. ““Oh, come, you know, thi*
1s too barefaced. Constable, my &
fellow, we had better be going.” A

“What!” shrieked Kit. *¢Does 1
g:ll)' lhit Llehdid ? Ask him, soml;“

ay. Ask him to tell whe &
did or not | I
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« Did you, sir?” asked the notary. -

« teli you what, gentlemen,” replied
Brass, in a very grave manper, “he'll
not serve his case this way, and really,
if you feel any interest in him, you
had better advise him to go upon
some other tack. Did I, sir? Of
course I never did.”

« Gentlemen,” cried Kit, on whom
a light broke suddenly, ‘‘master, Mr.
Abel, Mr. Witherden, every one of
you—he did it! What I have done
to offend him, I don’t know, but this
is a plot to ruin me. Mind, gentle-
men, it’s a plot, and whatever comes
of it, 1 will say with my dying breath
that he put that note in my hat him-
self! Look at him, gentlemen! see
how he changes colour. Which of us
looks the guilty person—he or 12”

“ You hear him, gentlemen?"” said
Brass, smiling, ‘‘you hear him. Now,
does this case strike you as assuming
rather a black complexion, or does it
not? Is it at all a treacherous case, do
you think, or is it one of mere ordinary
gullt? Perhaps, gentlemen, if he had
not said this in your presence and I
had reported it, you'd have held this
to be impossible likewise, eh?”

With such pacific and bantering
remarks did Mr. Brass refute the foul
aspersion on his character ; but the
virtuous Sarah, moved by stronger feel-
ings, and having at heart, perhaps, a
more jealous regard for the honour of
her family, flew from her brother’s side,
without any previous intimation of her
design, and darted at the prisoner with
the utmost fury. It would undoubtedly
" have gone hard with Kit’s face, but that

the wary constable, foreseeing her design,

drew him aside at the critical moment,
and thus placed Mr. Chuckster in
- circumstances of some jeopardy; for
that gentleman, happening to be next
the object of Miss Brass’s wrath, and
rage being, like love and fortune, blind,
~ was pounced upon by the fair enslaver,
and had a false collar plucked up by
~ the roots, and his hair very much di-
shevelled, before the exertions of the
company could make her sensible of her
- mis 5
~ The constable, taking warning by this
_desperate attack, and thinking, perhaps,
it would be more satisfactory to the
o.c.s. \
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ends of justice if the prisoner were taken
before a magistrate whole, rather than
in small pieces, led him back to the
hackney-coach without more ado, and,
moreover, insisted on Miss Brass be-
coming an outside passenger ; to which
proposal the charming creature, after
a little angry discussion, yielded her
consent; and so took her brother
Sampson’s place upon the box—Mr.
Brass with some reluctance agreeing to
occupy her seat inside. These arrange-
ments perfected, they drove to the
justice-room with all speed, followed by
the notary and his two friends in another
coach. Mr. Chuckster alone was left
behind—greatly to his indignation ; for
he held the evidence he could have
given, relative to Kit's returning to
work out the shilling, to be so very
material as bearing upon his hypocritical
and designing character, that he con-
sidered its suppression little better than
a compromise of felony.

At the justice-room they found the
single gentleman, who had gone straight
there, and was expecting them with
desperate impatience. But not fifty
single gentlemen rolled into one could
have helped poor Kit, who, in half an
hour afterwards, was committed for
trial, and was assured by a friendly
officer on his way to prison that there
was no occasion to be cast down, for
the sessions would be soon on, and he
would, in all likelihood, get his little
affair disposed of, and be comfortably
transported in less than a fortnight.

CHAPTER LXL

LeT moralists and philosophers say
what they may, it is very questionable
whether a guilty man would have felt
half as much misery that night as Kit
did, being innocent. The world, being
in the constant commission of vast
quantities of injustice, is a little too
apt to comfort itself with the idea
that if the victim of its falsehood and
malice have a clear conscience, I{e
cannot fail to be sustained under his
trials, and somehow or other to come
right at last; “In which _case,” say
they who have hunted him down,
*‘though we certainly don’t expect it,
1
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nobody will be better pleased than
we.” Whereas, the world woul_d do
well to reflect, that injustice is 1n
itself, to every generous and properly
constituted mind, an injury, of all others
the most insufferable, the most torturing,
and the most hard to bear; and that
many clear consciences have gone to
their account elsewhere, and many
sound hearts have broken, because of
this very reason; the knowledge of
their ‘own deserts only aggravating
their sufferings, and rendering them the
less endurable. :

The world, however, was not in fault
in Kit’s case. But Kit was innocent ;
and knowing this, and feeling that his
best friends deemed him guilty—that

3 Mr. and Mrs. Garland would l!ook
upon him as a monster of ingratitude
—that Barbara would associate him
with all that was bad and criminal—
that the pony would consider himself
forsaken—and that even his own mother

' might perhaps yield to the strong

| appearances against him, and believe
him to be the wretch he seemed—
knowing and feeling all this, he ex-
perienced, at first, an agony of mind
which no words can describe, and
walked up and down the little cell in

‘ which he was locked up for the night,

, almost beside himself with grief,

. Even when the violence of these
emotions had in some degree subsided,

1 and he was beginning to grow more

3 calm, there came into his mind a pew

thought, the anguish of which was
scarcely less. The child—the bright
star of the simple fellow’s life—she,
who alvgays came back upon him like

a beautiful dream—who had made the

poorest part of his existence the happiest
and best—who had ever been so gentle,

- and considerate, s:;t'l g'oo’cll—if she were

1S, what would s
~ think! As this idea occurred to hi!l::
~ the walls of the prison seemed to melt
ay, and the old place to reveal itself
1| stead, as it was wont to be
winter nights—the fireside, the Iitile
; ' man's hat, and
half-opened door,
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as far as this, Kit could go o fu
but flung himself upon his poor bed
and wept. i

It was a long night, which gg,
as though it would have ngo end;
he slept, too, and dreamed—;]

u

: Ways' ar
being at liberty, and roving about,yi of

with one person and now with anothe;
but ever with a vague dread of being’
recalled to prison ; not that prison, but
one which was in itself a dim idea-nm
of a place, but of a care and SOrroy.
of something oppressive and alway.
present, and yet impossible to defing,
At last the morning dawned, and thers
was the jail itself—cold, black, and
dreary, and very real indeed.

He was left to himself, howeyer
and there was comfort in that. By
had liberty to walk in a small paved
yard at a certain hour, and learned
from the turnkey, who came to unlock
his cell and show him where to wash,
that there was a régular time fo
visiting every day, and that if any of
his friends came to see him, he would
be fetched down to the grate. When
he had given him this information, and
a tin porringer containing his breakfast,
the man locked him up again; and
went clattering along the stone passage,
opening and shutting a great many
other doors, and raising numberles
loud echoes which resounded through
the building for a long time, as if they
were in prison too, and unable to get
out. 1

This turnkey had given him to~
understand that he was lodged, li_
some few others in the jail, apart frof
the mass of prisoners; because he
not supposed to be utterly depravel
irreclaimable, and had nev
occupied apartments in that mans
before. Kit was thankful for
indulgence, and sat reading the chu
catechism very attentively (though
had known if by heart from a
child), until he heard the key in
lock, and the man entered again.

‘“Now then,” he said, *‘come on!"

‘‘ Where to, sir ?” asked Kit.

The man contented himself by b
replying, ““ Wisitors” ; and taki
by the arm in exactly the same m
as the constable had done the
before, led him through several wi
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ways and strong gates into a passage,
where he placed him at a grating, and
turned upon his heel. Beyond this
grating, at a distance of about four or
five feet, was another exactly like it.
In the space between sat a turnkey
reading a newspaper, and outside the
farther railing Kit saw, with a palpitating
heart, his mother with the baby in her
arms, Barbara’s mother with her never-
failing umbrella, and poor little Jacob,
staring in with all his might, as though
he were looking for the bird, or the
wild beast, and thought the men were
mere accidents with whom the bars
could have no possible concern.

But when little Jacob saw his brother,
and, thrusting his arm between the
rails to hug him, found that he came
no nearer, but still stood afar off with
his head resting on the arm by which
he held to one of the bars, he began
to cry most piteously ; whereupon, Kit's
mother and Barbara's mother, who had
restrained themselves as much as
possible, burst out sobbing and weeping
afresh. Poor Kit could not help joining
them, and not one of them could speak
a word.

During this melancholy pause, the
turnkey read his newspaper with a
waggish look (he had evidently got
among the facetious paragraphs) until,
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man was not unnaturally cruel or hard-
hearted. He had come to look upon
felony as a kind of disorder, like the
scarlet fever or erysipelas: some people
ll;ad it—some hadn't—just as it might

e.

“Oh, my darling Kit,” said his
mother, whom Barbara’s mother had
charitably relieved of the baby, ‘‘that
I should see my poor boy here!”.

““You don’t believe that I did what
they accuse me of, mother dear?” cried
Kit, in a choking voice.

‘1 believe it!” exclaimed the poor
woman, ‘‘J that never knew you tell
a lie, or do a bad action from your
cradle—that have never had a moment’s
SOrrow on your account, except it was
for the poor meals that you have taken
with such good-humour and content,
that I forgot how little there was when
I thought how kind and thoughtful you
were, though you were but a child! 7
believe it of the son that’s been a comfort
to me from the hour of his birth until
this time, and that I never laid down
one night in anger with! [/ believe it
of you, Kit!”

“ Why, then, thank God!” said Kit,
clutching the bars with an earnestness
that shook them, ‘“and I can bear it,
mother! Come what may, [ shall
aways have one drop of happiness in

my heart when I think that you said
that.”

At this the poor woman fell a-crying
again, and Barbara's mother too. And
little Jacob, whose disjointed thoughts
had by this time resolved themselves
into a pretty distinct impression that
Kit couldn’t go out for a walk if he
wanted, and that there were no birds,
lions, tigers, or other natural curiosities
behind those bars—nothing, indeed, but
a caged brother—added his tears to
theirs with as little noise as possible.

Kit’s mother, drying her eyes (and
moistening them, poor soul, more than
she dried them), now took [rom the
ground a small basket, and submissively
addressed herself to the turnkey, saying,
would he please to.listen to her for a
minute?  The turnkey, being in the
very crisis and passion of a joke,
motioned to her with his hand to keep
silent one minute longer, for her life.
Nor did he remove his hand inte its

. happening to take his eyes off for an
instant, as if to get by dint of con-
~ templation at the very marrow of some
* joke of a deeper sort than the rest, it
- appeared to occur to him, for the first
- time, that somebody was crying.
. ““*Now, ladies, ladies,” he said, looking
" round with surprise, “I'd advise you
- not to waste time like this. It’s
~ allowanced here, you know, You
- mustn’t let that child make that noise
~ either. It's against all rules.”
. ““I'm his poor mother, sir,” sobbed
- Mrs. Nubbles, curtsying humbly, ‘‘and
_ this is his brother, sir. Oh, dear me,
dear me ! "
E ~ ‘“Well 1" replied the turnkey, folding
his paper on his knee, so as to get
with greater convenience at the top of
the next column, ‘‘It can’t be helped,
you know. He ain’t the only one in
‘the same fix, You mustn't make a
noise about it!”
~ With that he went on reading. The
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former posture, but kept it in the same
warning attitude until he had finished
the paragraph, when he paused for a
few seconds, with a smile upon his
face, as who should say, * This editor
is a comical blade—a funny dog,” and
then asked her what she wanted.

““1 have brought him a little some-
thing to eat,” said the good woman.
“ If you please, sir, might he have it?”

“Yes—he may have it. There’s no
rule against that Give it to me when
you go, and I'll take care he has it.”

““No, but if you please, sir—don’t be

with me, sir—I am his mother,
and you had a mother once—if I might
only see him eat a little bit, I should
go away so much more satisfied that
he was all comfortable.”

And again the tears of Kit's mother
burst forth, and of Barbara’s mother,
and of little Jacob. As to the baby,
it was crowing and laughing with all
its might—under the idea, apparently,
that the whole scene had been invented,
and got up for its particular satisfaction.

The turnkey looked as if he thought
the request a strange one, and rather
out of the common way, but neverthe-
less he laid down his paper, and
coming round to where Kit's mother
stood, took the basket from her, and

i ing its contents, handed it
to Kit, and went back to his place. It
may be easily conceived that the prisoner
had no great appetite, but he sat down
on the ground, and ate as hard as he
could, while at every morsel he put
into his mouth his mother sobbed and
wept afresh, though with a softened
g:nd' that bespoke the satisfaction the
sight afforded her.

While he was thus engaged, Kit

- made some anxious inquiries about hijs
- employers, and whether they had ex-
E 25& any opinion concerning him ;
E .all he could learn was that Mr.
: A_ﬁd_lﬂl hunsdt:hrolmn the intelligence
his mother with great kindness and
CY, ate on the previous night, but
g 3 no opinion of his
o~ or tlllllt- Kit was on the
of mustering courage to ask

> ~mother about Barbara, when
who had conducted him
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with the newspaper cried, * Time's upir
—adding in the same breath, “ oy for’
the next party!” and then Plungiy
deep into his newspaper again, Kﬁ
was taken off in an instant, with o
blessing from his mother and a scre
from little Jacob ringing in his e
As he was crossing the next yarq with
the basket in his hand, under the
guidance of his former conducty,
another officer called to them to Slop’
and came up with a pint pot of Poru;
in his hand.

“This is Christopher Nubbles, isp}
it, that come in last night for felony?»
said the man.

His comrade replied that this g,
the chicken in question.

“Then here’s your beer,” said the
other man to Christopher. “ Whgt
are you looking at? There ain't g
discharge in it.”

‘““I beg your pardon,” said Kit
““Who sent it me?”

‘ Why, your friend,” replied the man,
‘“ You're to have it every day, he says,
And so you will, if he pays for it.”

‘“ My friend ! ” repeated Kit.

“You're all abroad, seemingly,”
returned the other man. “‘ There’s
his letter. Take hold!”

Kit took it, and when he was locked
up again, read as follows :—

“Drink of this cup, you'll find there's &
spell in its every 'gainst the ills of
mortality. Talk of the cordial that .
for Helen! Her cup was a fiction, but this is
reality Barclay and Co.’s). If they ever send
it in a flat state, complain to the Governon
Yours, R. 8. ;

C“R. 8.1” said Kit, after some con
sideration. *‘It must be Mr. Richard =
Swiveller. Well, it's very kind of him,
and I thank him heartily.” '

CHAPTER LXIIL

A FAINT light, twinkling from the
window of the counting-house
Quilp’s wharf, and looking infiz
and red through the night-fog,
though it suffered from it like an
forewarned Mr. Sampson Brass, as
approached the wooden cabin with
cautious step, that the excel

proprietor, hr- esteemed client,
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- inside, and probably waiting with his
accustomed patience and sweetness of
temper the fulfilment of the appoint-
ment which now brought Mr. Brass
within his fair domain.

“ A treacherous place to pick one’s
steps in, of a dark night,” muttered
Sampson, as he stumbled for the
twentieth time over some stray lumber,
and limped in pain. ‘1 believe that
boy strews the ground differently every
day, on purpose to bruise and maim
one; unless his master does it with
his own hands, which is more than
likely. I hate to come to this place
without Sally. She’s more protection
than a dozen men.”

As he paid this compliment to the
merit of the absent charmer, Mr. Brass
came to a halt; looking doubtfully to-
wards the light, and over his shoulder.

‘* What’'s he about, I wonder?”
murmured the lawyer, standing on
tiptoe and endeavouring to obtain a
glimpse of what was passing inside,
which at that distance was impossible ;
‘“drinking, I suppose—making himself
more fiery and furious, and heating his
malice and mischievousness till they
boil. I'm always afraid to come here
by myself, when his account’s a pretty
large one. [ don’t believe he'd mind
throttling me, and dropping me softly
into the river when the tide was at
its strongest, any more than he’d mind

killing a rat—indeed, 1 don't know
whether he wouldn’t consider it a
pleasant joke. Hark ! Now he's

singing !
Mr. Quilp was certainly entertaining
himself with vocal exercise, but it was
rather a kind of chant than a song;
being a monotonous repetition of one
sentence in a very rapid manner, with
a long stress upon the last word, which
he swelled into a dismal roar. Nor
did the burden of this performance
bear any reference to love, or war, or
 wine, or loyalty, or any other the
standard topics of song, but to a
~ subject not often set to music or

nerally known in ballads; the words
being these :—*‘ The worthy magistrate,
~ after remarking that the prisoner would
find some difficulty in persuading a jury
believe his tale, committed him to
his trial at the approaching
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session_s ; and directed the customary
recognisances to be entered into for
the pros-e-cu-tion.”

Every time he came to this concluding
word, and had exhausted all possible
stress upon it, Quilp burst into a shriek
of laughter, and began again.

‘‘He's dreadfully imprudent,” muttered

Brass, after he had listened to two
or three repetitions of the chant.
‘*“ Horribly imprudent. 1 wish he was

dumb. I wish he was deaf. I wish he
was blind. Hang him,” cried Brass, as
the chant began again. “I wish he
was dead !”

Giving utterance to these friendly
aspirations in behalf of his client, Mr.
Sampson composed his face into its
usual state of smoothness, and waiting
until the shriek came again and was
dying away, went up to the wooden
house, and knocked at the door.

“Come in ! ” cried the dwarf.

‘““How do you do to-night, sir?”
said Sampson, peeping in. ‘‘Ha, ha,
ha! How do you do, sir? Oh, dear
me, how very whimsical! Amazingly
whimsical, to be sure!”

‘“Come in, you fool!” returned the
dwarf, *‘ and don’t stand there shaking
your head and showing your teeth.
Come in, you false witness, you perjurer,
you suborner of evidence, come in !”

““ He has the richest humour !” cried
Brass, shutting the door behind him ;
‘‘ the most amazing vein of comicality !
But isn’t it ratker injudicious, sir >

*“ What?” demanded Quilp; *‘ what,

Judas?”
““Judas!” cried Brass. ‘‘He has
such extraordinary spirits ! His humour

is so extremely playful! Judas! Oh,
yes—dear me, how very good! Ha,
ha, ha!” ¢
All this time, Sampson was rubbing
his hands, and staring, with ludicrous
surprise and dismay at a great, goggle-
eyed, blunt-nosed figure-head of some
old ship, which was reared up against
the wall in a corner near the stove,
looking like a goblin or hideous idol
whom the dwarf worshipped. A mass
of timber on its head, carved into the
dim and distant semblance of a cocked
hat, together with a representation of
a star on the left breast and epaulettes
on the shoulders, denoted that it was
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intended for the effigy of some famous
admiral ; but, without those helps, any
observer might have supposed it the
authentic portrait of a distinguished
merman, or great sea-monster. Being
originally much too large for the apart-
ment which it was now employed to
decorate, it had been sawn short off
at the waist. Even in this state it
reached from floor to ceiling; and
thrusting itself forward, with that ex-
cessively wide-awake aspect, and air
of somewhat obtrusive politeness, by
which figure-heads are usually char-
acterised, seemed to reduce everything
else to mere pigmy proportions.

““Do you know it?"” said the dwarf,
watching Sampson's eyes. ““Do you
see the likeness? ”

“Eh?” said Brass, holding his head
on one side, and throwing it a little
back, as connoisseurs do. ‘‘Now I
look at it again, I fancy I see a—yes,
there certainly is something in the
smile that reminds me of—and yet,
upon my word, I—"

Now, the fact was, that Sampson,
having never seen anything in the
smallest degree resembling this sub-
stantial phantom, was much perplexed ;
being uncertain whether Mr. Quilp
considered it like himself, and had there-
fore bought it for a family portrait, or
whether he was pleased to consider it
as the likeness of some enemy. He
was not very long in doubt; for, while
he was surveying it with that knowing
look which people assume when they
are cgnten;p;u;;g for the first time
portraits whi ey ought to recognise
but don’t, the dwarfu%hrew dow% thé
newspaper from which he had been
chanting the words already quoted, and,
Seizing' a rusty iron bar, which he used
in lieu of poker, dealt the figure such
a ltrok'e on the nose that it rocked again,

“Is it like Kit—is it his picture, his
image, his very self?” cried the dwarf,
-;usyl.]glea sho::rs of blows at the in-

-NSIble countenance, and covering j
with deep dimples. ““Is it the ﬁaéi
model and _Counterpart of the dog—is it
—1s it—is it?”  And with every repeti-
::tof, the quect:ﬂon t:e battered the
. 3 IHAge - un e iration
~ Streamed down his face wipt::rs tll’u vio-
~ lence of the exercise,

VLA O e
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Although this might have been 5 Very |
comical thing to look at from a sec Rl
gallery, as a bull-fight is found ¢
a comfortable spectacle by those w
are not in the arena, and a houge
fire is better than a play to people who
don’t live near it, there was somethig
in the earnestness of Mr. Quilp’s manng
which made his legal adviser fee] that
the counting-house was a little too smal|
and a deal too lonely, for the complm’
enjoyment of these humours. Therel'm-\-_-1
he stood as far off as he. could, whil
the dwarf was thus engaged ; whimper.
ing out but feeble applause; and whey
Quilp left off and sat down again frop
pure exhaustion, approached with more
obsequiousness than ever.

‘“Excellent, indeed!” cried Brass,
‘““He, he! Oh, very good, sir. Yoy
know,” said Sampson, looking round
as if in appeal to the bruised admiral,
‘“he’s quite a remarkable man—quite "

‘“Sit down,” said the dwarf. %]
bought the dog yesterday. I've bheen
screwing gimlets into him, and stick-
ing forks in his eyes, and cutting my
name on him. I mean to burn him at
last!”

‘“ Ha, ha!” cried Brass.
entertaining indeed ! ”

“ Come here,” said Quilp, beckoning
him to draw near. ** What’s injudicious,
hey ?”

*“ Nothing, sir— nothing.  Scarcely
worth mentioning, sir; but I thought
that song—admirably humorous in itself;
you know—was perhaps rather——"

“Yes,” said Quilp, ‘‘ rather what?”

‘“Just bordering, or as one may say
remotely verging, upon the confines of
injudiciousness, perhaps, sir,” returned
Brass, looking timidly at the dwarf’s -
cunning eyes, which were turned towards
the fire, and reflected its red light.

“ Why?” inquired Quilp, without
looking up. -

“Why, you know, sir,” returned
Brass, venturing to be more familiar,
““the fact is, sir, that any allusion
to these little combinings together of ©
friends for objects in themselves a%e g
tremely laudable, but which the 1a¥w |
terms conspiracies, are—you take mé&
sir? —best kept snug, and among
friends, you know.”

“Eh!” said Quilp, looking up

‘¢ Extremely
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a perfectly vacant countenance. What
do you mean?” J 3
“ Cautious, exceedingly cautious,

very right and proper!” cried Brass,
nodding his head. ‘‘Mum, sir, even
here—my meaning, sir, exactly.’

 Your meaning exactly, you brazen
scarecrow — what’s your meaning?”
retorted Quilp. ‘“Why do you talk
to me of combining together? Do
Z combine? Do [ know anything about
your combinings? " :

“No, no, sir—certainly not;
by any means,” returned Brass,

“If you so wink and nod at me,”
said the dwarf, looking about him
as if for his poker, ‘““I'll spoil the
expression of your monkey's face, I
will.”

“Don’t put yourself out of the way,
I beg, sir,” rejoined Brass, checking

not

himself with great alacrity. ‘‘You're
quite right, sir, quite right. I shouldn’t
have mentioned the subject, sir. It's

much better not to. You're quite right,
sir. Let us change it, if you please.
You were asking, sir, Sally told me,
about our lodger. He has not returned,
sir.”

“No?” said Quilp, heating some
rum in a little saucepan, and watch-
ing it to prevent its boiling over.
* Why not?”

“ Why, sir,” returned Brass, ‘‘ he——
Dear me, Mr. Quilp, sir o

““What's the matter?” said the
dwarf, stopping his hand in the act of

~ carrying the saucepan to his mouth.

“You have forgotten the water,

- sir,” said Brass, ‘‘And—excuse me,
- sir—but it's burning hot.”
~ Deigning no other than a practical
~ answer to this remonstrance, Mr. Quilp
raised the hot saucepan to his lips, and
~ deliberately drank off all the spirit it
_ contained, which might have been in
quantity about half a pint, and had
been but a moment before, when he
took it off the fire, bubbling and hissing
- fiercely. Having swallowed this gentle
~ stimulant, and shaken his fist at the
- admiral, he bade Mr. Brass proceed.
~ “But first,” said Quilp, with his
- accustomed grin, ‘‘have a drop your-
- self—a nice drop—a good, warm, fiery

B o \-Vhy. sir,” replied Brass, ‘‘if there
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was such a thing as a mouthful of
water, that could be got without

trouble——"

““There’'s no such thing to be had
here,” cried the dwarf. ‘ Water for
lawyers! Melted lead and brimstone,
you mean; nice, hot, blistering pitch
and tar—that’s the thing for them—eh,
Brass, eh?”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Mr. Brass.
““Oh, very biting! and yet it's like
being tickled —there’s a pleasure in
it, too, sir!”

““ Drink that,” said the dwarf, who
had by this time heated some more.
“Toss it off—don’t leave any heeltap
—scorch your throat, and be happy!”

The wretched Sampson took a few
short sips of the liquor, which immedi-
ately distilled itself into burning tears,
and in that form came rolling down
his cheeks into the pipkin again, turn-
ing the colour of his face and eyelids
to a deep red, and giving rise to a
violent fit of coughing, in the midst of
which he was still heard to declare,
with the constancy of a martyr, that
it was ‘‘beautiful, indeed!” While
he was yet in unspeakable agonies, the
dwarf renewed their conversation.

““The lodger,” said Quilp—*‘‘what
about him?”

‘““He is still, sir,” returned Brass,
with intervals of coughing, ‘‘stopping
with the Garland family. He has only
been home once, sir, since the day of
the examination of that culprit. He
informed Mr. Richard, sir, that he
couldn’t bear the house after what had
taken place; that he was wretched in
it ; and that he looked upon himself as
being in a certain kind of way the cause
of the occurrence.—A very excellent

lodger, sir. I hope we may not lose
him.”

“Yah!” cried the dwarf. *‘‘Never
thinking of anybody but yourself,

Why don’t you retrench, then—scrape
up, hoard, economise, eh?"

“Why, sir,” replied Brass, ‘‘upon
my word, I think Sarah’s as gqod an
economiser as any going. [ do indeed,
Mr. Quilp.”

“ Moisten your clay; wet the other
eye; drink, man!” cried the dwarf.
“You took a clerk to oblige me.”

““Delighted, sir, 1 am sure, at any
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time,” replied Sampson. ‘‘Yes, sir, ;
did.” discl
"Then. now )'Oll maY, 1SC 1arge
him,” said Quilp. ‘ There’s a means
of retrenchment for you at Oﬂcfe-) e

« Discharge Mr. Richard, sir?” cried
Brass.

* Have you more than one clerk,.)'OL;
parrot, that you ask the question?
Yes.?

0 Upon my word, sir,’JI said Brass, (Ll |
wasn’t prepared for this %

““ How could you be?” sneered the
dwarf, ‘““when / wasn't? Ho\w"o[tell
am I to tell you that I brought him to
you that I might always have my eye
on him and know where he was—and
that I had a plot, a scheme, a little
quiet piece of enjoyment afoot, of
which the very cream and essence
was, that this old man and grandchild
(who have sunk underground, I think)
should be, while he and his precious
friend believed them rich, in reality as
poor as frozen rats ?” .

“I quite understood that,
replied Brass. ‘‘ Thoroughly.”

*“ Well, sir,” retorted Quilp, *“and do
you understand now, that they're not
poor—that they can’t be, if they have
such men as your lodger searching for
th_edm,? a'ad scouring the country far and
wide ?’

““ Of course I do, sir,” said Sampson.

“Of course you do,” retorted the
dwarf, viciously snapping at his words,
“Of course, do you understand then,
that it's no matter what comes of this
fellow? Of course, do you understand
that for any other purpose he’s no man
for‘ ‘nlle.hnor fs}r you?”

ave frequently saj
sir,” returned ltilrass,y"t::i 1::: 3:?2}
Do use at all in the business. Yoy can’t
put any confidence in him, sir. If you'll
believe me, I've found that fellow, in the
commonest little matters of
that hatve hbeeu trusted to hi
ing out the truth, though express|
cautioned, aggravation .c?f that

e 30
sir,

As it was plain that Sam
4 S0
on a qompl:m-enta.ry Esr:ng;?
he received a timely interruption,

THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP.

- was his pride and joy, sir.

ke

Mr. Quilp politely tapped him o

crown of his head with the nl' i
saucepan, and requested that |, wlttlu
be so obliging as to hold hjs peace Oulg

‘ Practical, sir, practical,” saiq B
rubbing the place, and smiling, uh:nl
:{t:}l” extremely pleasant—-lmmmsﬂr

‘““Hearken to me, wil] youpn
exclaimed Quilp, “or I'll be a |j
more pleasant, presently. Theres
chance of his comrade and friend p,
turning. The scamp has beep obligeg
to fly, as I learn, for some kna'rery
and has found his way abroad, Le;
him rot there.”

‘“Certainly, sir.  Quite proper,
Forcible !” cried Brass, glancing 4
the admiral again, as if he made a third
in company. ‘‘ Extremely forcible!”

‘I hate him,” said Quilp, between g
teeth, ‘“ and have always hated him, for
family reasons. Besides, he was an
intractable ruffian ; otherwise Ae would
have been of use. This fellow is
pigeon-hearted and light-headed. |
don’t want him any longer. Let him
hang or drown — starve —go to the
devil.”

‘“By all means, sir,” returned Brass.
“When would you wish him, sif
to—ha, ha!—to make that little
excursion?

‘“ When this trial’s over,” said Q“i!ﬂ- be
““As soon as that’s ended, send him
about his business.” e

‘“ It shall be done, sir,” returned Brass;
“by all means. It will be rather a blow.
to Sarah, sir, but she has all her feelings
under control. Ah, Mr. Quilp, I oftea
think, sir, if it had only pleased
Providence to bring you and S
together in earlier life, what blessed
results would have flowed from such &
union! You never saw our dear father,
sirP—A charming gentleman. Sa |
He woulf
have closed his eyes in bliss, WOt
Foxey, Mr. Quilp, if he could ha¥é ™
found her such a partner. You estee™
her, sir?”

‘I love her,” croaked the dwarf.

“You're very good, sir,” returf
Brass, ‘1 am sure. Is there any o
order, sir, that I can take a note!
besides this little matter ‘
Richard?” .
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“ None,” replied the dwarf, seizing a
saucepan. ‘‘Let us drink the lovely
Sarah.” z

“[f we could do it in something, sir,
that wasn't quite boiling,” suggested
Brass humbly, ‘“perhaps it would be
better. 1 think it will be more agree-
able to Sarah’s feelings, when she comes
to hear from me of the honour you have
done her, if she learns it was in liquor
rather cooler than the last, sir.”

But to these remonstrances Mr. Quilp
turned a deaf ear. Sampson Brass,
who was, by this time, anything but
sober, being compelled to take further
draughts of the same strong bowl,
found that, instead of at all contributing
to his recovery, they had the novel
effect of making the counting-house
spin round and round with extreme
velocity, and causing the floor and
ceiling to heave in a very distressing
manner. After a brief stupor, he awoke
to a consciousness of being partly under
the table and partly under the grate.
This position not being the most com-
fortable one he could have chosen for
“himself, he managed to stagger to his
feet, and holding on by the admiral,
looked round for his host.

Mr. Brass’s first impression was, that
his host was gone and had left him
there alone—perhaps locked him in for
the night. A strong smell of tobacco,
however, suggested a new train of
ideas ; he looked upward, and saw that
the dwarf was smoking in his hammock.

‘“ Good-bye, sir,” cried Brass faintly.
“ Good-bye, sir.”

““Won't you stop all night?” said
the dwarf, peeping out. ‘Do stop all
night !

‘“1 couldn’t, indeed, sir,” replied
Brass, who was almost dead from
nausea and the closeness of the room.
““If you'd have the goodness to show
me a light, so that I may see my way
across the yard, sir——"

Quilp was out in an instant; not
with his legs first, or his head first, or
his arms first, but bodily—altogether.

“To be sure,” he said, taking up a
lantern, which was now the only light
in the place. ‘‘Be careful how you
go, my dear friend. Be sure to pick
your way among the timber, for all the
' nails are upwards. There’s a dog
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in the lane. He bit a man last night,
and a woman the night before, and
last Tuesday he killed a child—but that
was in play. Don't go too near him.”

‘“ Which side of the road is he, sir?”
asked Brass, in great dismay.

‘““He lives on the right hand,” said
Quilp, ‘““but sometimes he hides on
the left, ready for a spring. He's
uncertain in that respect. Mind you
take care of yourself. [I'll never forgive
you, if you don’t. There’s the light
out—never mind—you know the way
—straight on!”

Quilp had slightly shaded the light
by holding it against his breast, and
now stood chuckling and shaking from
head to foot, in a rapture of delight,
as he heard the lawyer stumbling up
the yard, and now and then falling
heavily down. At length, however, he
got quit of the place, and was out of

hearing.
The dwarf shut himself up again,
and sprang once more into his
hammock.

CHAPTER LXIIIL

THE professional gentleman who had
given Kit that consolatory piece of
information relative to the settlement of
his trifle of business at the Old Bailey,
and the probability of its being very
soon disposed of, turned out to be quite
correct in his prognostications. In
eight days’ time the sessions
commenced. In one day afterwards,
the Grand Jury found a True Bill
against Christopher Nubbles for felony ;
and in two days from that finding, the
aforesaid Christopher Nubbles was
called upon to plead Guilty or Not
Guilty to an Indictment for that he,
the said Christopher, did feloniously
abstract and steal from the dwelling-
house and office of one Sampson Brass,
gentleman, one Bank Note for Five
Pounds issued by the Governor and
Company of the Bank of England;
in contravention of the Statutes in
that case made and provided, and
against the peace of our Sovereign
Lord the King, his crown and dignity.
To this indictment Christopher
Nubbles, in a low and trembling
voice, pleaded Not Guilty. And here,
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the habit of

are in
let those who pr e

forming hasty judgments from

ances, and who would have had
Christopher, if innocent, speal tﬁu:

strong and loud, observe, a
Sout a " subdue

confinement and anxiety will
the stoutest hearts; and that to one
who has been close shut up, though
it be only for ten or eleven days, seeing
but stone walls and a very few stony
faces, the sudden entrance into a great
hall filled with life is a rather dis-
concerting and startling circumstance.
To this, it must be added, that life
in a wig is, to a large class of people,
much more terrifying and impressive
than life with its own head of hair;
and if, in additon to these con-
siderations, there be taken into account
Kit's natural emotion on seeing the two
Mr. Garlands and the little notary
looking on with pale and anxious
faces, it will perhaps seem matter of
no very great wonder that he should
have been rather out of sorts, and
unable to make himself quite at home,
Although he had never seen either
of the Mr. Garlands or Mr. Witherden,
since the time of his arrest, he had
been given to understand that they had
employed counsel for him. Therefore,
when one of the gentlemen in wigs got
up and said, “I am for the prisoner,
my lord,” Kit made him a bow; and
when another gentleman in a wig got
up and said, ““And [ am against him
my lord,” Kit trembled very much,
and bowed to him too. And dida’t
he hopt in his own heart that his
gentleman was a match for the other
gentleman, and would make
ashTahmed ol’lhimself in no time !
€ gentleman who was against hj
bad to speak first, and be'mggiu dreh::g-‘.
fully good spirits (for he had in the
last trial, very nearly procu:'ed the
~acquittal of a young gentleman who
had had the misfortune to murder hi
father) he spoke up, you may be es::rels*
telling the jury that'if they acquitted
this prisoner they must e e
SaG s EXpect to suffer
: DAOGS -3 agonies than he had

i
i.
3

him
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while, like a man who had RS
terrible to tell them, and fﬁ:::thm_g 5
that he understood an attempt ws ¥
be made by his learned friend ouid

here he looked sideways a¢ (ang

gentleman) to impeach the testim

of those immaculate witnesses Wh%]'

he should call before them ; byt ha gf“

hope and trust that his learned frield

would have a greater respect a::

veneration for the character of th

prosecutor ; than whom, as he Welnl

knew, there did not exist, and never

had existed, a more honourable membgr

of that most honourable profession to

which he was attached. And thep py
said, did the jury know Bevis Marks}

And if they did know Bevis Marks

(as he trusted, for their own character

they did), did they know the historicg

and elevating associations connected
with that most remarkable spot? Dig
they believe that a man like Brass could
reside in a place like Bevis Marks, and
not be a virtuous and most upright’
character? And when he had said a
great deal to them on this point, he
remembered that it was an insult to'

their understandings to make any
remarks on what they must have
felt so strongly without him, and,

therefore, called Sampson Brass into
the witness-box straightway. %
Then up comes Mr. Brass, very
brisk and fresh ; and, having bowed to
the judge, like a man who has had
the pleasure of seeing him before, and
who hopes he has been pretty well
since their last meeting, folds his arms, -
and looks at his gentleman as muclc
as to say, “ Here 1 am—full of evidenc
—tap me!” And the gentleman does
tap him presently, and with great diSs
cretion too; drawing off the evide
by little and little, and making it
quite clear and bright in the eyes ¥
all present. Then Kit’'s gentlem
takes him in hand, but can ™M
nothing of him; and after a &
many very long questions an
short answers, Mr. Sampson
goes down in glory. g
+ To him succeeds Sarah, who 10
manner is easy to be managed by
Brass’s gentleman, but very obdura®
Kit's. In short, Kit's gentleman
get nothing out of her but a rep®
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of what she has said before (only
a little stronger this time, as against
his client), and therefore lets her go,
in some confusion. Then Mr. Brass's
gentleman calls Richard Swiveller, and
Richard Swiveller appears accord-
ingly.

gl.\])c:w, Mr.
whispered in
is disposed to

Brass's gentleman has it
his ear that this witness
be friendly to the
prisoner—whicb, to say the truth, he
is rather glad to hear, as his strength
is considered to lie in what is famil-
jarly termed badgering. Wherefore, he
begins by requesting the officer to be
quite sure that this witness kisses the
book, and then goes to work at him,
tooth and nail.

¢« Mr. Swiveller,” said this gentleman
to Dick, when he had told his tale
with evident reluctance, and a desire
to make the best of it, ¢ pray, sir,
where did you dine yesterday?”
¢ Where did I dine yesterday?” ‘‘Ay,
sir, where did you dine yesterday : was
it near here, sir? ” ‘Oh, to be sure—

yes—just over the way.” “To be sure.
L

Yes. Just over the way,” repeats Mr.
Brass’s gentleman, with a glance at
_ the court.—‘‘Alone, sir?” ‘I beg
your pardon,” says Mr. Swiveller,
who has not caught the question.
“ Alone, sir?” repeats Mr. Brass’s
gentleman, in a voice of thunder;

tdid you dine alone? Did you treat
anybody, sir? Come!” ¢ Oh, yes, to
be suge—yes, 1 did,” says Mr. Swiveller,
with a smile. ‘‘Have the goodness
to banish a levity, sir, which is very
ill-suited to the place in which you
- stand (though perhaps you have reason
~ to be thankful that it’s only that place),”
~ says Mr. Brass’s gentleman, with a nod
. of the head, insinuating that the
 dock is Mr. Swiveller’s legitimate
is-sphere of action, ‘‘and attend to me.
~ You were waiting about here yesterday,
expectation that this trial was
coming on. You dined over the way.
‘You treated somebody. Now, was
" that somebody brother to the prisoner
‘at the bar?” Mr. Swiveller is proceed-
ing to_explain— *Yes or No, sir,”
cries Mr. Brass's gentleman. ‘‘But
will you allow me——" ‘Yes or No,
" “Yes, it was, but—" ‘‘Yes,
t was,” cries the gentleman, taking

s .

E

¥
i
-
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him up short.

witness you are!”
Down sits Mr. - Brass's gentleman.

Kit's gentleman, not knowing how the

““And a very pretty

matter really stands, is afraid to
pursue the subject. Richard Swiveller
retires abashed. Judge, jury, and

spectators have visions of his loung-
ing about with an ill-looking, large-
whiskered, dissolute young fellow of
six feet high. The reality is, little
Jacob, with the calves of his legs
exposed to the open air, and himself
tied up in a shawl. Nobody knows
the truth; everybody believes a false-
hood; and all because of the in-
genuity of Mr. Brass’s gentleman.

Then come the witnesses to character,
and here Mr. Brass’s gentleman “shines
again. It turns out that Mr. Garland
has had no character with Kit, no
recommendation of him but from his
own mother, and that he was suddenly
dismissed by his former master for
unknown reasons. “Really, Mr.
Garland,” says Mr. Brass’s gentle-
man, “‘for a person who has arrived
at your time of life, you are, to say the
least of it, singularly indiscreet, I think.”
The jury think so too, and find Kit
guilty. He is taken off, humbly pro-
testing his innocence. The spectators
settle themselves in their places with
renewed attention, for there are several
female witnesses to be examined in the
next case, and it has been rumoured
that Mr. Brass’s gentleman will make
great fun in cross-examining them for
the prisoner.

Kit's mother, poor woman, is waiting
at the grate below stairs, accompanied
by Barbara’s mother (who, honest soul !
never does anything but cry, and
hold the baby), and a sad interview
ensues. The newspaper-reading turn-
key has told them all. He don’t think
it will be transportation for life, because
there's time to prove the good character
yet, and that is sure to serve him. He
wonders what he did it for. ‘‘He
never did it!” cried Kit's mother.
« Well,” says the turnkey, “I won't
contradict you. It's all one, now,
whether he did it or not.”

Kit's mother can reach his hgnd
through the bars, and she clasps it—
God, and those to whom He has given

£ —
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tenderness, only know in how
,s::;l;lh agony. Kit bids her keep ?
good heart, a‘nd, un_der pretencek_o
having the children lifted up to Kkiss
him, prays Barbara’s mother In a
whisper to take her home.

“Some friend will rise up for us,
mother,” cried Kit, ‘1 am sure. If
not now, before long. My innocence
will come out, mother, and I shall be
brought back again; I feel confidence
in that. You must teach little Jacob
and the baby how all this was, for if
they thought I had ever been dishonest,
when they grow old enough to under-
stand, it would break my heart to know
it, if I was thousands of miles away.
Oh, is there no good gentleman here
who will take care of her?”

The hand slips out of his, for the poor
creature sinks down upon the earth,
insensible. Richard Swiveller comes
hastily up, elbows the bystanders out
of the way, takes her (after some
trouble) in one arm after the manner
of theatrical ravishers, and, nodding to
Kit, and commanding Barbara’s mother
to follow, for he has a coach waiting,
bears her swiftly off.

Well, Richard took her home. And
what astonishing absurdities, in the
way of quotation from song and poem,
he perpetrated on the road;, no man
knows. He took her home, and stayed
till she was recovered ; and, having no
money to pay the coach, went back in
state to Bevis Marks, bidding the driver
(for it was Saturday night) wait at the
door while he went in for ‘‘change.”

“Mr. Richard, sir,” said Brass
cheerfully, good-evening !

Monstrous as Kit's tale had appeared
at first, Richard did, that night, half
suspect his affable employer of some
deep villainy. Perhaps it was but
the misery he had just witnessed which
gave his careless nature this impulse ;
but, be that as it may, it was ver;r
strong upon him, and he said in as few

Yy 28 possible what he wanted.

A Money?” cried Brass, taking out
his purse. “Ha, ha! To e sure
Mr. Richard, to be sure, sir. All men

- must live. You haven't change for a
R e . oto, h‘“.‘ you, sir? »
gt o, ”I'Otl_lrnedbll*lihort!y.
o Ohl said Brass, ‘‘ here's the very
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sum. That saves trouble, Yo“.r”
welcome, I'm sure. Mg, Rich;":‘
sir——" d,

Dick, who had by this tim
the door, turned round.

“You needn’t,” said Brass, “troyy
yourself to come back any more, gjp.»

“Eh?"”

‘““You see, Mr. Richard,” said B,
thrusting his hands in his pockets and
rocking himself to and fro on hjs s,tmﬂ
““the fact is, that a man of your abilitiag
is lost, sir, quite lost, in our dry ang |
mouldy line. It's terrible drudgery_.
shocking. I should say, now, that the
stage, or the—or the army, Mr. Richarg
—or something very superior in the
licensed victualling way—was a kind of
thing that would call out the geniys
of such a man as you. I hope youlll

€ reachy

look in to see us now and then, Sally,
sir, will be delighted, I’'m sure. She's,
extremely sorry to lose you, Mr

Richard, but a sense of her duty to
society reconciles her. An amazing
creature that, sir! You’ll find the
money quite correct, I think. There's
a cracked window, sir, but I've not
made any deduction on that account,
Whenever we part with friends, M
Richard, let us part liberally. A delight-
ful sentiment, sir ! "

To all these rambling observations, ,
Mr. Swiveller answered not one word,
but, returning for the aquatic jacket,
rolled it into a tight round ball, look-
ing steadily at Brass meanwhile, as
if he had some intention of bowling
him down with it. He only took it
under his arm, however, and marched «
out of the office in profound silence.
When he had closed the door, he re-
opened it, stared in again for a few
moments with the same portentous
gravity, and nodding” his head once, 18
a slow and ghost-like manner, vanished.

He paid the coachman, and turned
his back on Bevis Marks, big with gr?’;t"
designs for the comforting of Kits
mother and the aid of Kit himself. w’_'__

But the lives of gentlemen devoted
to such pleasures as Richard Swiveller
are extremely precarious. The spirituat
excitement of the last fortnight,
Ing upon a system affected in no s
degree by the spirituous excitement
some years, proved a little too M-
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for him. That very night, Mr. Richard
was seized with an alarming illness,
and in twenty-four hours was stricken
with a raging fever.

CHAPTER LXIV.

TossING to and fro upon his hot, uneasy
bed ; tormented by a fierce thirst which
nothing could appease ; unable to find,
in any change of posture, a moment’s
peace or ease; and rambling ever
through deserts of thought where there
was no resting-place, no sight or sound
suggestive of refreshment or repose,
nothing but a dull eternal weariness,
with no change but the restless shift-
ings of his miserable body, and the
weary wanderings of his mind, constant
still to one ever-present anxiety—to a
sense of something left undone, of some
fearful obstacle to be surmounted, of
some carking care that would not be
driven away, and which haunted the
distempered brain, now in this form,
now in that, always shadowy and dim,
but recognisable for the same phantom
in every shape it took ; darkening every
vision like an evil conscience and making
slumber horrible—in these slow tortures
of his dread disease, the unfortunate
Richard lay wasting and consuming
inch by inch, until, at last, when he
seemed to fight and struggle to rise
up, and to be held down by devils,
he sank into a deep sleep, and dreamed
no more,

He awoke. With a sensation of
most blissful rest, better than sleep
itself, he began gradually to remember
something of these sufferings, and to
think what a long night it had been,
and whether he had not been delirious
twice or thrice. Happening, in the
midst of these cogitations, to raise
his hand, he was astonished to find
how heavy it seemed, and yet how
thin and light it really was. Still, he
felt indifferent and happy; and having
no curiosity to pursue the subject,
remained in the same waking slumber
until his attention was attracted by a
cough. This made him doubt whether
he had locked his door last night,
and feel a little surprised at having a
 companion in the room.  Still, he
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lacked energy to follow up this train
of thought; and unconsciously fell, in
a luxury of repose, to staring at some
green stripes on the bed-furniture, and
associating them strangely with patches
of fresh turf, while the yellow ground
between made good gravel-walks, and
so helped out a long perspective of trim
gardens.

He was rambling in imagination on
these terraces, and had quite lost himself
among them indeed, when he heard the
cough once more. The walks shrank
into stripes again at the sound, and
raising himself a little in the bed, and
holding the curtain open with one
hand, he looked out.

The same room certainly, and still by
candlelight ; but with what unbounded
astonishment did he see all these
bottles, and basins, and articles of
linen airing by the fire, and such-like
furniture of a sick-chamber—all very
clean and neat, but all quite different
from anything he had left there when
he went to bed! The atmosphere,
too, filled with a cool smell of herbs and
vinegar; the floor newly sprinkled ;
the—the what? The Marchioness ?

Yes; playing cribbage with herself
at the table. There she sat, intent
upon her game, coughing now and then
in a subdued manner as if she feared
to disturb him—shuffling the cards,
cutting, dealing, playing, counting,
pegging — going through all the
mysteries of cribbage as if she had
been in full practice from her cradle !

Mr. Swiveller contemplated these
things for a short time, and, suffering
the curtain to fall into its former
position, laid his head on the pillow
again. ;

“I'm dreaming,” thought Richard,
¢ that's clear. When I went to bed
my hands were not made of egg-shells,
and now I can almost see through
‘em, If this is not a dream, 1 have
woke up, by mistake, in an Arabian
night, instead of a London one. But
I have no doubt I'm asleep. Not the
least.”

Here the small servant had another
cough.

“gVery remarkable ! 7 thought Mr,
Swiveller. ‘I never dreamed such a
real cough as that before. 1 don't know,
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indeed, that I ever dreamed either a
cough or a sneeze. Perhaps it's part
of the philosophy of dreams that one
never does. There’s another —and
another—I say—I'm dreaming rather

fast!"” 4 :
For the purpose of testing his real
condition, Mr. Swiveller, after some

reflection, pinched himself in the arm.

“ Queerer still!"” he thought. ol |
came to bed rather plump than other-
wise, and now there’s nothing to lay
hold of. I’ll take another survey.”

The result of this additional inspection
was, to convince Mr. Swiveller that the
objects by which he was surrounded
were real, and that he saw them,
beyond all question, with his waking

““It’s an Arabian night; that's what
it is,” said Richard, ‘‘Pm in Damascus
or Grand Cairo. The Marchioness is
a genie, and having had a wager with
another genie about who is the
handsomest young man alive, and the
worthiest to be the husband of the
Princess of China, has brought me
away, room and all, to compare us
together, Perhaps,” said Mr. Swiveller,
turning languidly round on his pillow,
and looking on that side of his bed
which was next the wall, *‘ the princess
may be still No, she’s gone.”

Not feeling quite satisfied with this

explanation, as, even taking it to be °

the correct one, it still involved a
little mystery and doubt, Mr. Swiveller
raised the curtain again, determined

to take the first favourable oppor-
tunity of addressing his companion.
An accasion soon presented itself. The
Hamhxgness dealt, turped up a knave
and omitted to take the usual advanta.ge'

- upon which Mr. Swiveller called out as
. m’lgh:‘ he could, '1_‘wo for his heels ! ”
. Marchioness jumped up quickly,
and elx.pped her hands. ‘* Arabian
?‘lght, certainly,” thought Mr. Swiveller ;

- thay always clap their hands instead
of ringing the bell, Now for the two
black slaves, with jars of jewels

ds for joy, as,
afterwards, lbe-begnntolyau;;,
ery; declaring, not in choice
Rt by
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she was ‘‘so glad,

she didp"
what to do.” 0t knoy

‘ Marchioness,” said Mr. Syjy "
thoughtfully, ‘‘be pleased ¢ ller

: : 0 d
nearer. First of all, will you haye rt?
el

goodness to inform me where | sha
find my voice ; and, secondly, what }, .
become of my flesh ? ” 3

The Marchioness only shook her head
mournfully and cried again ; wherey
Mr. Swiveller (being very weak) fe]; hiaiE
own eyes affected likewise. A

B | beg’]n to mfer, from Your .manner
and these appearances, Marchionesg "
said Richard, after a pause, and .ﬁ:rniliI
with a trembling lip, *‘ that I have beey
ill.”

“You just have!” replied the small
servant, wiping her eyes. ‘‘ And haven't
you been a-talking nonsense !”

“Oh!” gaid Dick, ¢ Verya jil§
Marchioness, have 1 been?”

‘“ Dead, all but,” replied the small
servant. ‘‘I never thought you'd get
better. Thank Heaven you have!”

Mr. Swiveller was silent for a long
while. By and by he began to talk
again, inquiring how long he had
been there. .

“Three weeks to-morrow,” replied
the small servant,

““Three what? ” said Dick.

““ Weeks,” returned the Marchioness
emphatically ;  ‘“three long, slow
weeks.”

. The bare thought of having been
in such extremity caused Richard to
fall into another silence, and to lie
flat down again at his full length.
The Marchioness having arranged the
bed-clothes more comfortably, and felt
thzf,_t bis hands and forehead were
quite cool —a discovery that filled
her with delicht—cried a little more
and then applied herself to getting
tea ready, and making some thin,
dry toast, e £

While she was thus engaged, Mr |
Swiveller looked on with a grateful
heart, very much astonished to se€
how thoroughly at home she made
herself, and attributing this attention, i
its origin, to Sally Brass, whom, in
his own mind, he could not -
enough. When the Marchioness ha
finished her toasting, she spread
clean cloth on a tray, and :

IR O E—
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him some crisp slices, and a great
basin of weak- tea, with which (she
said) the doctor had left word he might
refresh himself when he awoke. She
propped him up with pillows, if not as
skilfully as if she had been a pro-
fessional nurse all her life, at least as
tenderly, and looked on with unutter-
able satisfaction while the patient—
stopping every now and then to shake
her by the hand—took his poor meal
with an appetite and relish which the
greatest dainties of the earth, under
any other circumstances, would have
failed to provoke. Having cleared away,
and disposed everything comfortably
about him again, she sat down at the
table to take her own tea.

« Marchioness,” said Mr. Swiveller,
“ how’s Sally?”

The small-servant screwed her face
into an expression of the very utter-
most entanglement of slyness, and
shook her head.

«What ! haven’t you seen her lately ?
said Dick.

“Seen her ! ” cried the small servant.
¢ Bless you, I've run away!”

Mr. Swiveller immediately laid him-
self down again quite flat, and so
remained for about five minutes. By
slow degrees he resumed his sitting
posture after that lapse of time, and

inquired—

“And where do you live, Mar-
chioness?”

“Live!” cried the small servant.
‘“Here!"

“Oh!” said Mr. Swiveller.

And with that he fell down flat again,
as suddenly as if he had been shot.
Thus he remained, motionless and bereft
of speech, until she had finished her
meal, put everything in its place, and
swept the hearth; when he motioned
her to bring a chair to the bedside, and
being propped up again, opened a
further conversation.

““ And so,” said Dick, ** you have run
away?"

“ Yes,” said the Marchioness ; *‘and

~ they’'ve been a-tizing of me.”

““ Been—I beg your pardon,” said
Dick—** what have they been doing ?”
‘Been a-tizing of me—tizing, you

know—in the newspapers,” rejoined the
~ Marchioness.
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‘“ Ay, ay,” said Dick, ‘‘advertising?”

The small servant nodded and winked.
Hef eyes were so red with waking and
crying, that the Tragic Muse might
have winked with greater consistency.
And so Dick felt.

“ Tell me,” said he, ‘‘ how it was that
you thought of coming here? ”

“Why, you see,” returned the
Marchionass, ‘“ when you was gone, I
hadn’t any friend at all, because the
lodger he never come back, and I didn’t
know where either him or you was to
be found, you know. But one morning,
when I was =

““Was near a keyhole?” suggested
Mr.* Swiveller, observing that she
faltered.

““ Well, then,” said the small servant,
nodding, ‘when 1 was near the office
keyhole—as you see me through, you
know—I he.ird somebody saying that
she lived here, and was the lady whose
house you lodged at, and that you was
took very bad, and wouldn’t nobody
come and take care of you. Mr. Brass,
he says, ‘It's no business of mine,’ he
says ; and Miss Sally, she says, ‘He’s a
funny chap, but it’s no business of
mine’; and the lady went away, and
slammed the door to when she went
out, I can tellyou. So I run away that
night, and come here, and told 'em you
was my brother, and they believed me,
and I've been here ever since.”

«This poor little Marchioness has
been wearing herself to death!” cried
Dick. :

¢ No, I haven’t,” she returned, ““not
a bit of it. Don’t you mind about me.
I like sitting up, and I've often had a
sleep, bless you, in one of them chairs.
But if you could have seen how you
tried to jump out o' winder, and if you
could have heard how you used to keep
on singing and making speeches, you
wouldn't have believed it—I'm so glad
you're better, Mr. Liverer.”

¢ Liverer, indeed ! said Dick thought-
fully. “It's well 1 am a liverer. I
strongly suspect I should have died,
Marchioness, but for you.”

At this point, Mr. Swiveller took the
small servant’s hand in his again, and
being, as we have seen, but poorly,
might, in struggling to express his
thanks, have made his eyes as red as
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hers, but that she quickly changed the
theme by making him lie down, and
urging him to keep very quiet. :

““The doctor,” she told him, ‘‘said
you was to be kept quite still, ‘and
there was to be no noise nor nothing.
Now, take a rest, and then we'll talk
again. I'll sit by you, you know. If
you shut your eyes, perhaps you'll go to
sleep. You'll be all the betfer for it, if
you do.” :

The Marchioness, in saying these
words, brought a little table to the
bedside, took her seat at it, and began
to work away at the concoction of some
cooling drink, with the address of a
score of chemists. Richard Swiveller
being, indeed, fatigued, fell into a
slumber, and waking in about half an
hour, inquired what time it was.

‘“ Just gone half after six,” replied his
small friend, helping him to sit up
again.

“ Marchioness,” said Richard, passing
his hand over his forehead, and turning
suddenly round, as though the subject
but that moment flashed upon him,
““what has become of Kit?”

He had been sentenced to trans-
portation for a great many years,
she said.

““Has he gone?” asked Dick ; ““his
mother—how is she—what has become
of her?”

His nurse shook her head, and
answered that she knew nothing about
them. ““But if I thought,” said she,
very slowly, “that you'd keep quiet,
and not put yourself into another fever,
I could tell you—but I won’t, now.”

“Yes, do,” said Dick. ‘]t will
amuse me."”
““Oh! would it, though !” replied the

small servant, with a horrified look
“I know better than that, Wait till
you're better, and then I'll te]| you,”
2 chk_ looked very earnestly at his
little friend, and his eyes, being large
and ho_ljow from illness, assisted the
€xpression so much, that she was
quite frightened, and besought him not
k any more about it,

had not only piqued his curiosity, b
seriously alarmed him, wherefto’;:-. lt::

urgedbutotellhimthewomat
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‘“Oh, there’s no worst in it,” said
1 J the
small servant. It hasn't anyt]:ingt
do with you.” :

‘¢ Has it anything to do with—__
it anything you heard through chinjs os
keyholes—and that you were not inr
tended to hear?” asked Dick, i, ¢
breathless state.

““Yes,” replied the small servant,

““In—in Bevis Marks ?" pursued Dick
hastily. *‘ Conversations between Brasg
and Sally? "

““Yes,"” cried the small servant agaip,

Richard Swiveller thrust his lank arp
out of bed, and gripping her by the
wrist and drawing her close to hipy
bade her out with it, and freely, too:
or he would not answer for the con-
sequences ; being wholly unable to
endure that state of excitement ang
expectation. She, seeing that he was
greatly agitated, and that the effects
of postponing her revelation might be
much more injurious than any that
were likely to ensue from its” being
made at once, promised compliance on
condition that the patient kept himself
perfectly quiet, and abstained from
starting up or tossing about.

““But if you begin to do that,” said
the small servant, “ Ill leave off. And
so [ tell you,”

“You can’t leave off till you have
gone on,” said Dick. *‘*And do go
on, there’s a darling. Speak, sister,
speak. Pretty Polly, say. Oh, tell
me when, and tell me where, pray,
Marchioness, I beseech oAy

Unable to resist ~these fervent
adjurations, which Richard Swiveller
poured out as passionately as if they
had been of the most solemn and
tremendous nature, his companion
spoke thus :—

“Well! Before I ran away I used
to sleep in the kitchen — where we
played cards, you know. Miss Sally
used to keep the key of the kitchen
door in her pocket, and she always
come down at night to take away the
candle and rake out the fire. When
she had done that, she left me to g0
to bed in the dark, locked the door 0n
the outside, put the key in her pocket
again, and kept me Jocked up till she
come down in the morning—very early

can tell you—and let me out.

L
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was terrible afraid of being kept like
this, because if there was a fire, I
tho:lght they might forget me and

only take care of themselves, you
know. S0, whenever | _see an old
rusty key anywhere, I picked it up,
and tried if it would fit the door, and
at Jast 1 found in the dust cellar a key
that did fit it.”

Here Mr. Swiveller made a violent
demonstration with his legs. But the
small servant immediately pausing in
her talk, he subsided again, and,
pleading a momentary forgetfulness of
their —compact, entreated her to

roceed.
¢ They kept me very short,” said
the small servant. ‘“Oh! you can’t
think how short they kept me! So I
used to come out at night after they’d
gone to bed, and feel about in the
dark for bits of biscuit, or sang-
witches that you’d left in the office, or
even pieces of orange peel to put into
cold water, and make believe it was
wine. Did you ever taste orange peel
and water?"

Mr. Swiveller replied that he had
never tasted that ardent liquor, and
once more urged his friend to resume
the thread of her narrative.

“If you make believe very much, it's
quite nice,” said the small servant, ‘ but
if you don’t, you know, it seems as if
it would bear a little more seasoning,
certainly. Well, sometimes I used to
come out after they’d gone to bed, and
sometimes before, you know; and one
or two nights before there was all that
precious noise in the office—when the
young man was took, I mean—I come
upstairs while Mr. Brass and Miss Sally
was a-sittin’ at the office fire; and I'll
tell you the truth, that I come to listen
again about the key of the safe.”

Mr. Swiveller gathered up his knees
50 as to make a great cone of the

bed-clothes, and conveyed into his
countenance an expression of the
utmost concern. But the small

servant pausing, and holding up her

~ finger, the cone gently disappeared,

though the look of concern did not.

« “There was him and her,” said the
small servant, ‘‘a-sittin’ by the fire, and
talking softly together. Mr. Brass

~ says to Miss Sally, ‘Upon my word,’
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he says, ¢it's a dangerous thi
It might get us into fworld of r:ft;u?)?:
and I don't half like it."” She says-'
you know her way—she says, *You're
the chickenest-hearted, feeblest, faintest
man 1 ever see, and I think,’ she says,
that I ought to have been the brother
and you the sister, Isn't Quilp,’ shé
says, ‘our principal support?’ "He
certainly is,’ says Mr. Brass. ¢And
ain’t we,’ she says, ‘constantly ruining
somebody or other in the way of
business?’ ‘We certainly are,’ says
Mr. Brass. ‘Thqn does it signify,’ she
says, ‘about 'ruming this Kit when
Quilp desires it?’' ‘It certainly does
not signify,’ says Mr. Brass. Then they
whispered, and laughed for a long time
about there being no danger if it was
“:eil done, and then Mr. Brass pulls out
his pocket-book, and savs, ‘Well,’ he
says, ‘here it is—Quilp’s own five-pound
note. We'll agree that way, then,’ he
says. ‘Kit's coming to-morrow morn-
ing, 1 know. While he's upstairs,
you'll get out of the way, and I'll clear
off Mr. Richard. Having Kit alone, I'll
hold him in conversation, and put this
property in his hat. I'll manage so,
besides,” he says, ‘that Mr. Richard
shall find it there, and be the evidence.
And if that don’t get Christopher out
of Mr. Quilp’s way, and satisfy Mr.
Quilp’s grudges,’ he says, ‘the devil’s
in it.” Miss Sally laughed, and said
that was the plan, and as they seemed
to be moving away, and I was afraid
to stop any longer, I went downstairs
again. There!”

g‘]‘he small servant had gradually
worked herself into as much agitation
as Mr. Swiveller, and therefore made no
effort to restrain him when he sat up
in bed and hastily demanded whether
this story had been told to anybody.

¢« How could it be ?” replied his nurse.
¢ ] was almost afraid to think about It,
and hoped the young man would be let
off. When 1 heard 'em say they had
found him guilty of what he didn’t do,
you was gone, and so was the lodger
___t]]ough | lhi[lkll Sth‘I]d_ ha\:c been
frightened to tell him, even if he'd be'en
there. Ever since I come here, you've
been out of your senses, and what
would have been the good of telling

you then sl
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“ Marchioness,” said Mr. Swiveller,
plucking off his nightcap, and ﬂl?g:p%
it to the other end of the room; "1
you'll do me the favour to retire for a
few minutes, and see what sort of a

icht it is, I'll get up.” :
nl?f]{’:)u n,‘lustngt ﬂlili:k of such a thing,”

is nurse. -
cn?‘dlhmust indeed,” said the patient,
looking round the room. “ Where-
abouts are my clothes ?” .

“Oh, I'm so glad—you haven’t got
any,” replied the Marchioness. s

“Ma'am!” said Mr. Swiveller, in
great astonishment.

“I've been obliged to sell them,
every one, to get the things that was
ordered for you. But dcm't' take on
about that,” urged the Marchmnegs, as
Dick fell back upon his pillow.
“ You're too weak to stand, indeed.”

“I am afraid,” said Richard dolefully,
“that you're right. What ought I to
do? What is to be done?”

It naturally occurred to him, on very
little reflection, that the first step to take
would be to communicate with one of
the Mr. Garlands instantly. It was
very possible that Mr. Abel had not yet
left the office. In as little time as it
takes to tell it, the small servant had
the address in pencil on a piece of
paper; a verbal description of father
and son, which would enable her to
recognise either without difficulty ; and
a special caution to be shy of Mr.
Chuckster, in consequence of that
gentleman’s known antipathy to Kit.
Armed with these slender powers, she
hurried away, commissioned to bring
either old Mr. Garland or Mr, Abel,
bodily, to that apartment.

““1 suppose,” said Dick, as she
Flosed the door slowly, and peeped
into the room again, to make sure
that he was comfortable—¢ | suppose
the're’s nothing left—not so much as a
waistcoat even ? "

“‘No, nothing.”

eir's embarrassing,”  said Mr.
Swiveller, “in case of fire—even an
umbre}la would be something—but
you did quite right, dear Marchioness.
I should have died without youl”
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CHAPTER LXV,

IT was well for the small servant that
she was of a sharp, quick nature, g
the consequence of sending her gy
alone, from the very neighbourhgog Lq
which it was most dangerous for her
to appear, would probably have beep the
restoration of Miss Sally Brass to the
supreme authority over her persop,
Not unmindful of the risk she ray
however, the Marchioness no soopar
left the house than she dived into the
first dark byway that presented itself
and without any present reference g
the point to which her journey tended,
made it her first business to put two
good miles of brick and mortar between
herself and Bevis Marks. =

When she had accomplished this
object she began to shape her cours
for the notary’s office, to which
shrewdly inquiring of apple-women
oyster-sellers at street corners, rathe
than in lighted shops or of well-dres
people, at the hazard of attracti
notice—she easily procured a direction
As carrier-pigeons, on being first le
loose in a strange place, beat the :
at random for a short time, bel
darting off towards the spot for wi
they are designed, so did the Marchion
flutter round and round until she bel
herself in safety, and then bear swi
down upon the port for which
was bound.

She bad no bonnet—nothing on
head but a great cap which, in
old time, had been worn by
Brass, whose taste in head-dres
was, as we have seen, peculiar—
her speed was rather retarded
assisted by her shoes, which,
extremely large and slipshod, flew
every now and then, and were di
to find again, among the cri
passengers. Indeed, the poor
creature experienced so much
and delay trom having to g
these articles of dress in
kennel, and suffered in these es
so much jostling, pushing, sqt
and bandying from hand to
that by the time she reached
in which the notary lived
fairly worn out and ext
could not refrain from



have got there at last was
comfort, especially as there
ts still burning in the office
and, therefore, some hope
was not too late. So the
. Marchioness dried her eyes with the
packs of her hands, and, stealing
~ softly up the steps, peeped in through
. the glass door. ;

Mr. Chuckster was standing behind
the lid of his desk, making such
preparations towards finishing off for

.~ the night as pulling down his wrist-
. bands, and pulling up his shirt-collar,
. settling his neck more gracefully in
 his stock, and secretly arranging his
. whiskers by the aid of a little triangular
. pit of looking-glass. Before the ashes
~ of the fire stood two gentlemen, one of
. whom she rightly judged to be the
" notary, and the other (who was button-
l ing his greatcoat and was evidently
. about to depart immediately) Mr. Abel
i Garland.

Having made these observations,
~ the small spy took counsel with her-
self, and resolved to wait in the street
until Mr. Abel came out, as there
would be then no fear of having to
speak before Mr. Chuckster, and less
difficulty in delivering her message.
With this purpose she slipped out again,
and, crossing the road, sat down upon a
door-step just opposite. She had hardly
taken this position, when there came
dancing up the street, with his legs
all wrong, and his head everywhere
~ by turns, a pony. This pony had a

little phaeton behind him, and a man
_ in it; but neither man nor phaeton
- seemed to embarrass him in the least,
~ as he reared up on his hind legs, or
~ stopped, or went on, or stood still
. again, or backed, or went side-ways,
without the smallest reference to them
~ —just as the fancy seized him, and
as if he were the freest animal in
' When they came ta the
iotary’s door the man called out in a
~ very respectful manner, '* Woa, then”
intimating that if he might venture
express a wish, it would be that
they stopped there. The pony made a
noment’s pause; but, as if it occurred
o him that to stop when he was
quired might be to establish an
venient and dangerous precedent,

L

l But to
P great
~ were ligh
window,
~ that she

=
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be immediately started off i
rattled at a fist trot to the as%?;zé
corner, wheeled round, came back, and
then stopped of his own accord.

‘“Oh, you're ‘a precious cratur’!”
said the man,

who didn't venture,
by the bye,l to come out in his true
colours until he was safe on the
pavement, ‘‘I wish [ had the reward-

ing o{r you—I do.”

““What has he been doing?” said
Mr. Abel, tying a shawl roundghis neck
as he came down the steps.

‘“ He'’s enough to fret a man’s heart
out,” replied the hostler. ‘““He is a
most wicious rascal. — Woa, then,
will you?”

_“He‘li never stand still if you call
him names,” said Mr. Abel, getting in,
and taking the reins. ‘‘He's a very
good fellow if you know how to manage
him. This is the first time he has
been out this long while, for he has
lost his old driver, and wouldn't stir
for anybody else till this morning.
The lamps are right, are they? That's
well. Be here to take him to-morrow,
if you please. Good-night!”

And after one or two strange plunges,
quite of his own invention, the pony
yielded to Mr. Abel’s mildness, and
trotted gently off.

All this time Mr. Chuckster had been
standing at the door, and the small
servant had been afraid to approach.
She had nothing for it now, there-
fore, but to run after the chaise, and
to call to Mr. Abel to stop. Being
out of breath when she came up with
it, she was unable to make him hear,
The case was desperate; for the pony
was quickening his pace. The Mar-
chioness hung on behind for a few
moments, and, feeling that she could
go no farther, and must soon yield,
clambered, by a vigorous effort, into
the hinder seat, and in so doing lost
one of the shoes for ever.

Mr. Abel, being in a thoughtful
frame of mind, and having quite enough
to do to keep the pony going, went
jogging on without. looking round ;
{ittle dreaming of the strange figure
that was close behind him, until the
Marchioness, having in some degree
recovered her breath, and the loss

of her shoe, and the novelty of her

|
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position, uttered close into his ear the
words—

“] say, sir—" ;

He turned his head quickly enopgh
then, and, stopping the pony, cried,
with some trepidation, ‘‘God bless
me, what is this?” :

“Don’t be frightened, sir,” replied
the still panting messenger. ‘Oh,
I've run such a way after you!"” :

“«“What do you want with me?’
said Mr, Abel. ‘*How did you come
here?” :

“] got behind,” replied the
Marchioness. ‘“Oh, please drive on,
sir—don’t stop—and go towards the
city, will you? And, oh, do please
make haste, because it's of consequence.
There's somebody wants to see you
there. He sent me to say would you
come directly, and that he knowed all
about Kit, and could save him yet,
and prove his innocence.”

““ What do you tell me, child ?”

“The truth, upon my word and
honour I do. But please to drive
on—quick, please! I've been such a
time gone, he’ll think I'm lost.”

Mr. Abel involuntarily urged the
pony forward. The pony, impelled by
some secret sympathy or some new
caprice, burst into a great pace, and
neither slackened it, nor indulged in
any eccentric performances, until they
arrived at the door of Mr. Swiveller's
lodgings, where, marvellous to relate,
he consented to stop when Mr. Abel
checked him.

“See! It's that room up there,”
said the Marchioness, pointing to one

in

where there was a faint light.
“Come !"” 5
Mr. Abel, who was one of the

simplest and most retiring creatures
in existence, and naturally timid withal,
hesitated ; for he had heard of people
being decoyed into strange places to
be robbed and murdered, under circum-
stances very like the present, and
for anything he knew to the contrary,
by guides very like the Marchioness.
His regard for Kit, however, over-
came every other consideration. So,
intrusting Whisker to the charge of
a man who was lingering hard by in
expectation of the job, he suffered
bis companion to take his hand, and
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to lead him up the dark and narrq,,
stairs.

He was not a little surprised tq fing
himself conducted into a dimly lighteq
sick-chamber, where a man was sleepip,
tranquilly in bed. §

‘ Ain't it nice to see him lying thers
so quiet ? " said his guide, in an earneg;
whisper. ‘“Oh! you'd say it was, i
you had only seen him two or three
days ago.”

Mr. Abel made no answer, apg
to say the truth, kept a long way frOn,;
the bed and very near the door. Hjs
guide, who appeared to understand hjg
reluctance, trimmed the candle, ang
taking it in her hand, approached the
bed. As shedid so, the sleeper starteq
up, and he recognised in the wasted
face the features of Richard Swiveller.

“ Why, how is this?” said Mr. Abel
kindly, as he hurried towards him,
“ You have been ill ?”

“Very,” replied Dick.
dead.

‘“ Nearly

Another shake of the hand, Mar-
chioness, if you please.
Mr. Abel seemed rather astonished
to hear of the quality of his guide,
and took a chair by the bedside.
“I1 have sent for you, sir,” said
Dick ;

account? ”
“She did. I am quite bewildered
by all this. I really don’t know what

to say or think,” replied Mr. Abel.

“You'll say that presently,” retorted
Dick. ‘‘ Marchioness, take a seat oo
the bed, will you? Now, tell this
gentleman all that you told me; and
be particular. Don’t you speak another
word, sir.”

The story was repeated ; it was io
effect exactly the same as before
without any deviation or omission.
R:ch?.rd Swiveller kept his eyes fixed
on his visitor during its parration, an
directly it was concluded, took the
word again. )

“You have heard it all, and you'l
not forget it. I'm too giddy and 100
queer to suggest anything; but yoU
and your friends will know what ¢
do. "After this long delay, ever
minute is an age. If ever you Wweo!

+ Sy A —
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You might have chanced to
_bear of your Richard on his bier,
but for the friend I sent to fetch you.

Sit down, sir.”

“but she told you on what
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home fast in your life, go home fast
to-night. Don’t stop to say one word
to me, but go. She will be found
here whenever she's wanted; and as
to me, you're pretty sure to find me
at home, for a week or two. There

 are more reasons than one for that.

Marchioness, a light! If you lose
another minute in looking at me, sir,
I'll never forgive you!”

Mr. Abel needed no more remon-
strance or persuasion. He was gone
in an instant; and the Marchiouess,
returning from lighting him down-
stairs, reported that the pony, without
any preliminary objection whatever, had
dashed away at full gallop.

“ That's right!” said Dick; ‘‘and
hearty of him ; and I honour him from
this time. But get some supper and
a mug of beer for I am sure you must
be tired. Do have a mug of beer. It
will do me as much good to see
you take it as if I might drink it
myself.”

Nothing but this assurance could
have prevailed upon the small nurse to
indulge in such a luxury. Having
eaten and drunk to Mr. Swiveller's
extreme contentment, giving him his
drink, and putting everything in neat
order, she wrapped herself in an old
coverlet and lay down upon the rug
before the fire.

Mr. Swiveller was by that time
murmuring in his sleep, * Strew then,
oh, strew, a bed of rushes. Here will
we stay till morning blushes. Good-
night, Marchioness ! ”

CHAPTER LXVL

ON awaking in the morning, Richard
Swiveller became conscious, by slow
degrees, of whispering voices in his
room. Looking out between the
curtains, he espied Mr. Garland, Mr.
Abel, the notary, and the single gentle-
man, gathered round the Marchioness,
and talking to her with great earnest-
_ness but in very subdued tones—fear-
ing, no doubt, to disturb him. He
lost no time in letting them know that
this precaution was unnecessary, and

all four gentlemen directly approached

_his bedside. Old Mr. Garland was the
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first to stretch out his hand, and inquire

how he felt.

Dick was about to answer that he
felt much better, though still as weak
as need be, when the little nurse
pushing the visitors aside and pressing.'
up to his pillow as if in jealousy of
their interference, set his breakfast
before him, and insisted on his taking
it before he underwent the fatigue of
speaking or of being spoken to. Mr.
Swiveller, who was perfectly ravenous,
and had had, all night, amazingly
distinct and consistent dreams of
mutton chops, double stout, and®imilar
delicacies, felt even the weak tea and
dry toast such irresistible temptations,
that he consented to eat and drink on
one condition.

“ And that is,” said Dick, returning
the pressure of Mr. Garland's hand,
““that you answer me this question

truly, before I take a bit or drop. Is
it too late 2"
“For completing the work you

began so well last night?” returned
the old gentleman. “No. Set your
mind at rest on that point. It is not,
I assure you.”

Comforted by this intelligence, the
patient applied himself to his food with
a keen appetite, though evidently not
with a greater zest in the eating than
his nurse appeared to have in seeing
him eat. The manner of his meal
was this :—Mr. Swiveller, holding the
slice of toast or cup of tea in his
left hand, and taking a bite or drink, as
the case might be, constantly kept in
his right one palm of the Marchioness
tight locked; and to shake, or even
to kiss this imprisoned hand, he would
stop every now and then, in the very
act of swallowing, with perfect serious-

ness of intention, and the utmost
gravity. As often as he put any-
thing into his mouth, whether for eating

or drinking, the face of the Marchioness
lighted up beyond all description ; but,
whenever he gave her one or other
of these tokens of recognition, her
countenance became overshadowed, and
she began to sob. Now, whether
she was in her laughing joy or in her
crying one, the Marchioness could not
help turning to the visitors with an
appealing look, which seemed to say,
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“Vou see this fellow; can I help
this ? "—and they, being thus made, as

it were, parties to the scene, as
regularly answered by another look,
«No. Certainly not.” This dumb

show, taking place during the whole
time of the invalid’s breakfast, and the
invalid himself, pale and emaciated,
performing no small part in the same,
it may be fairly questioned whether at
any meal, where no word, good or bad,
was spoken from beginning to end, so
much was expressed by gestures 1n
themselves so slight and unimportant.

At length—and, to say the truth,
before very long—Mr. Swiveller had
despatched as much toast and tea as
in that stage of his recovery it was
discreet to let him have. But the
cares of the Marchioness did not stop
here ; for, disappearing for an instant,
and presently returning with a basin of
fair water, she laved his face and hands,
brushed his hair, and in short made
him as spruce and smart as anybody
under such circumstances could be
made; and all this in as brisk and
business-like a manner as if he were
a very little boy, and she his grown-up
nurse, To these various attentions,
Mr. Swiveller submitted in a kind of
grateful astonishment beyond the reach
of language. When they were at last
brought to an end, and the Marchioness
had withdrawn into a distant corner
to take her own poor breakfast (cold
enough by that time), he turned his
face away for some few moments, and
shook hands heartily with the air.

*“Gentlemen,” said Dick, rousing
himself from this pause, and turning
round again, “you’ll excuse me. Men
who have been brought so low as I
have been are easily fatigued. 1 am
fresh again now, and fit for talking.
We're short of chairs here, among
other trifles, but if you'll do me the
faf::;t{, ];.o sit upon the bed——”

at can we do for you?” sai

Mr. l(;'au-lsmd kindly. 4 g

‘*If you could make the Marchioness
yonder a Marchioness in real, sober
earnest,” returned Dick, “I'd thank
you to it done off-hand. But as
you can’t, and as the question is not

~ what you will do for me, but what

B
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somebody else who
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has a better claim upon you, pray, 4
sir, let me know what you inteu&,

doing.”

[t’s chiefly on that account that
we have come just now,” said the
single gentleman, ‘‘for you will have
another visitor presently. We feareq
you would be anxious unless you kpey
from ourselves what steps we intendeq
to take, and therefore came to

: : , 10 you

before we stirred in the matter. :
 Gentlemen,” returned Dick,
thank you. Anybody in the helpless

state that you see me in is naturall
anxious. Don’t let me interrupt yoy,
sir.”

“Then, you see, my good fellow,”
said the single gentleman, *‘that while
we have no doubt whatever of the
truth of this disclosure, which has so
providentially come to ligh ;-

“ Meaning hers?” said -Dick, point-
ing towards the Marchioness.

‘ Meaning hers, of course. While
we have no doubt of that, or that a
proper use of it would procure the
poor lad’s immediate pardon and libera-
tion, we have a great doubt whether
it would, by itself, enable us to reach
Quilp, the chief agent in this villainy,
I should tell you that this doubt has
been confirmed into something very
nearly approaching certainty by the
best opinions we have been enabled,
in this short space of time, to take
upon the subject. You’ll agree with
us, that to give him even the most
distant chance of escape, if we could
help it, would be monstrous. You say
with us, no doubt, if somebody must
escape, let it be any one but he.”

“Yes,” returned Dick, **certainly.
That is if somebody must—but, upon

my word, I'm unwilling that anybody

should. Since laws were made for
every degree, to curb vice in others as
well as in me—and so forth, you
know—doesn’t it strike you in that
light?” _

The single gentleman smiled, as if
the light in which Mr. Swiveller had
put the question were not the clearest
in the world, and proceeded to explai
that they contemplated proceeding
stratagem in the first instance, and t at
their design was to endeavour to extort
a confession from the gentle Sarah.

A ot



she finds how much we
how we know it,” he said,
wgnd that she is clearly’ compromised
already, We are not without strong

that we may be enabled, through

~ « When
kn'o“r, 3ﬂd

3 s .
zﬁzfemea“s’ to punish the other two
 effectually. If we could do that, she

* might go scot-free, fpr aught I cared.”

" Dick received this project in any-
" thing but a gracious manner, represent-
| ing, with as much warmth as he was
" then capable of showing, that they
" would find the old buck (meaning
" Sarah) more difficult to manage than

Quilp himself—that, for any tampering,
 terrifying, or cajolery, she was a very
- unpromising and unyielding subject—
that she was of a kind of brass not
easily melted or moulded into shape—
in short, that they were no match for
~ her, and would be signally defeated.
But it was in vain to urge them to
~adopt some other course. The single
‘gentleman has been described as

explaining their joint intentions, but it

should have been written that they
~ all spoke together; that if any one of
them by chance held his peace for a
moment, he stood gasping and panting
for an opportunity to strike in again:
‘in a word, that they had reached that
pitch of impatience and anxiety where
- men can neither be persuaded nor
~ reasoned with ; and that it would have
¥ bt.:.en as easy to turn the most impetuous
. wind that ever blew as to prevail on
- them to reconsider their determination.
So, after telling Mr. Swiveller how
they had not lost sight of Kit's mother
‘and the children ; how they had never
- once even lost sight of Kit himself,
. but had been unremitting in their
endeavours to procure a mitigation of
- his sentence; how they had been
- perfectly distracted between the strong
Proofs of his guilt and their own
fading hopes of his innocence; and
3 ‘hpw *fﬁs Richard Swiveller, might keep
his mind at rest, for everything should
be haF{PllY adjusted between that time
~and night—after telling him all this,
'“d.addmg a great many kind and
- cordial ‘&xpressions, personal to himself,
¥ 1t Is unnecessary to recite, Mr.
arland, the notary, and the single
'l'r"“{“- took their leave at a very
ritical time, or Richard Swiveller must

ok
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ven into another
the results might have

assuredly have been dri
fever, whereof
been fatal.

Mr. : .
looking s femained behiad, very often
g at his watch and at th

door, until Mr. Swivell s
from a sh ; WeTSILwan ol
short nap, by the setting down

;J}r): tl;]e landing-place outside, as from
) seemed to shake the
house, and made the little physic
bottles on the mantel-shelf ring again.
Directly this sound reached his ears,
Mr. Abel started up, and hobbled to
the door, and opened it; and behold !
there stood a strong man, with a might
ham hich. bei : L OVEANY,
per, which, being hauled into the
room, and presently unpacked, disgorged
sgch treasures of tea, and coffee, and
wine, and rusks, and oranges, and
grapes, and fowls ready trussed for
boiling, and calves’-foot jelly, and
arrowroot, and sago, and other delicate
restoratives, that the small servant,
who had never thought it possible that
such things could be, except in shops,
stood rooted to the spot in her one
shoe, with her mouth and eyes watering
in unison, and her power of speech
quite gone, But not so Mr. Abel; or
the strong man who emptied the
hamper, big as it was, in a twinkling ;
and not so the nice old lady, who
appeared so suddenly that she might
have come out of the hamper too (it
was quite large enough), and who,
bustling about on tiptoe and without
noise—now here now there, now every-
where at once—began to fill out the
jelly in tea-cups, and to make chicken
broth in small saucepans, and to peel
oranges for the sick man, and to cut
them up in little pieces, and to 'ply the
emall servant with glasses of wine and
choice bits of everything until more
substantial meat could be prepared for
her refreshment. The whole of which
appearances were SO unexpected and
bewildering, that Mr. Swiveller, when
he had taken two oranges and a little
jelly, and had seen the strong man
I il off with the empty basket, plainly
leaving all that abu.ndancq for his use
and benefit, was fain to lie down and
fall asleep again, from sheer inability

to entertain such wonders in his mind.
Meanwhile, the single gentleman, the
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this accident, the notary shrank from
him with an air of disgust. Brass,
who, over and above his usual pre-
possessing qualities, had a scratched
face, a green shade over one eye, and
a hat grievously crushed, stopped short,

‘and looked round with a pitiful smile.

¢“He shuns me,” said Sampson,
““even when I would, as I may say,
heap coals of fire upon his head. Well!
Ah! But I am a falling house, and
the rats (if I may be allowed the ex-
pression in reference to a gentleman I
respect and love beyond everything)
fly from me! Gentlemen— regarding
your conversation just now, I happened
to see my sister on her way here, and,
wondering where she could be going to,
and being—may I venture to say?—
naturally of a suspicious turn, followed
her. Since then, I have been listening.”

““If you're not mad,” interposed Miss
Sally, ‘*stop there, and say no more.”

‘¢ Sarah, my dear,” rejoined Brass,
with undiminished politeness, ‘‘I thank
you kindly, but will still proceed. Mr.
Witherden, sir, as we have the honour
to be members of the same profession—
to say nothing of that other gentleman
having been my lodger, and having par-
taken, as one may say, of the hospi-
tality of my roof—I think you might
have given me the refusal of this offer
in the first instance. I do indeed.
Now, my dear sir,” cried Brass, seeing
that the notary was about to interrupt
him, ¢ suffer me to speak, I beg.”

Mr. Witherden was silent, and Brass
went on.

‘“If you will do me the favour,” he
said, holding up the green shade, and
revealing an eye most horribly dis-
coloured, ‘“to look at this, you will
naturally inquire, in your own minds,
how did I get it. If you look from
that to my face, you will wonder what
could have been the cause of all these
scratches. And if from them to my
hat, how it came into the state in which
you see it. Gentlemen,” said Brass,
striking the hat fiercely with his

~ clenched hand, “to all these questions
- Tanswer—Quilp!”

~ The three gentlemen looked at each
nothing.

. ﬂ_hi', but said nothing.
: o » :
1 say,” pursued Brass, glancing

as though he were
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talking for her information, and Speak.
ing with a snarling malignity, in Violeng
contrast to his usual smoothness, that
I answer to all these questions—Qu;[p'
Quilp, who deludes me into his inferpg)
den, and takes a delight in looking gy
and chuckling while I scorch, and burg
and bruise, and maim myself—Quilp, whe
never once, no never once, in all our com,.
munications together, has treated me
otherwise than as a dog—OQuilp, whom
I have always hated with my whola
heart, but never so much as lately. Hg
gives me the cold shoulder on this very
matter, as if he had had nothing to dg
with it, instead of being the first tq
propose it. I can’t trust him. In one
of his howling, raving, blazing humours,
I believe he’d let it out, if it was murder,
and never think of himself so long as
he could terrify me, Now,"” said Brass,
picking up his hat again and replacing
the shade over his eye, and actually
crouching down, in the excess of his
servility, ** what does all this lead to?
—what should you say it led me to,
gentlemen ?—could you guess at all
near the mark?”

Nobody spoke. Brass stood smirk-
ing for a little while, as if he had pro-
pounded some choice conundrum ; and
then said—

*“To be short with you, then, it leads
me to this. If the truth has come out,
as it plainly has in a manner that there's
no standing up against—and a very
sublime and grand . thing is truth,
gentlemen, in its way, though Ilike
other sublime and grand things, such
as thunder-storms and that, we’re not
always over and above glad to see it—
I had better turn upon this man than
let this man turn upon me. It's clear
to me that I am done for. Therefore,
if anybody is to split, 1 had better be
the person, and have the advantage of
. Sarah, my dear, comparatively
speaking, you’re safe. I relate these
circumstances for my own profit.”

With that, Mr. Brass, in a great
hurry, revealed the whole story ; bear-
Ing as heavily as possible on his amiable
employer, and making himself out to be
rather a saint-like and holy character,
though subject — he acknowledged—

to human weaknesses. He concluded
thus :—




« Now, gentlemen, 1 am not a man
thillag's by kéal\res. Being in
| ¢ a penny, 1 am ready, as the sayin
j {:: wpbe %'n for a pound. You n};usgt
~ do with me what you please, and take
~ me where you please. If you wish to
have this in writing, we'll reduce it
' into manuscript immediately. You will
. pe tender with me, I am sure. I am
- quite confident you will be tender with
me. You are men of honour, and have
feeling hearts. I yielded from necessity
to Quilp, for though necessity has no
law, she has her lawyers. I yield to
you from necessity, too; from policy
besides, and because of feelings that
have been a pretty long time working
~ within me. Punish Quilp, gentlemen.
Weigh heavily upon him. Grind him
. down. Tread him under foot. - He has
done as much by me for many and many
a day.”
~ Having now arrived at the conclusion
of his discourse, Sampson checked the
current of his wrath, kissed his glove
. again, and smiled as only parasites and
- cowards can.
“And this,” said Miss Brass, raising
her hea'd, with which she had hitherto
.~ sat resting on her hands, and surveying
~ him from head to foot with a bitter
- sneer, ““this is my brother, is it? This
~ ismy brother, that 1 have worked and
~ toiled _for, and believed to have had
something of the man in him !”
. ' Sarah, my dear,” returned Sampson,
- rubbing his hands feebly, ‘‘you disturb
our friends. Besides, you—you're dis-
appointed, Sarah, and, not knowing
Wlil‘it you say, expose yourself.” >
- *“Yes, you pitiful dastard,” retorted
the lovely damsel. ‘“1 understand you.
:_ :fou feared that I should be before-
tlﬂd with you. But do you think
hat 7 would have been enticed to say
; ;!?)tt:iie:l l'c:l have scorned it if they
q a
re?“." nd tempted me for twenty
, "‘He, he!” simpered Brass, who,
‘ f;g:: deep debasement, really seemed
Sy ve changed sexes with his sister,
- 4nd to have made over to her any
spark of manliness he might have
Sessed. ‘“You think so, Sarah,
think so, perhaps; but you would
‘acted quite different, my good
» You will not have forgotten
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that it was poon -
revered fat;ermd’gairlth Fo’sey—-our
suspect everyh.;;dy- TE""?“‘— Always
to go through life wi at’s the maxim
gh life with! If
not actually about to you were
own safety when 1 t[:urchase L4
1 suspect you'd h showed myself,
time. - Aud therefore I've dage it oyt
and spared you tcl';: tr\re :f' ne it myself,
the shame. The sh . =i
added Brass, allowing hirself s be
slightly overcome, if imselfl to be
mine, [t" b.me' if there is any, is
be spared ?t.” tter that a female should
With deference to the better opinion
og Mr. Brass, and more particularly to
:.Il: a::hdc;ﬂtg' e?if h!S g.reat_ .nncestor. it
e y : ubted, with hum:’hty, whether
e elevating principle laid down by
the l_atter gentleman, and acted upon
by his descendant, is always a prudent
one, or attended in practice with the
des:rqd results. This is, beyond
question, a bold and presumptuous
doubt, inasmuch as many distinguished
characters; called men of the world,
long-headed customers, knowing dogs,
shrewd fellows, capital hands at business,
and the like, have made, and do daily
make, this axiom their polar star and
compass. Still, the doubt may be
gently insinuated. And in illustration
it may be observed that if Mr. Brass,
not being over-suspicious, had, without
prying and listening, left his sister
to manage the conference on their
joint behalf, or, prying and listening,
had not been in such a mighty hurry
to anticipate her (which he would not
have been but for his distrust and
jealousy), he would probably have
found himself much better off in the
end. Thus, it will always happen that
these men of the world, who go
through it in armour, defend themselves
from quite as much good as evil;
to say nothing of the inconvenience
and absurdity of mounting guard with
a microscope at all times, and of
wearing a coat of mail on the most
innocent occasions.
The three gentlemen spoke together
apart, for a few moments. At the end
of their consultation, which was very
brief, the notary pointed to the writing
materials on the table, and informed
Mr. Brass that if he wished to make
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any statement in writing, he had the
opportunity of doing so. At the same
time he felt bound to tell him that
they would require his attendance,
presently, before a justice of the
peace, and that in what he did or
said, he was guided entirely by his
own discretion. .

‘“ Gentlemen,” said Brass, drawing
off his gloves, and crawling in spirit
upon the ground before them, “I will
justify the tenderness with which I
know I shall be treated; and as,
without tenderness, I should, now that
this discovery has been made, stand
in the worst position of the three, you
may depend upon it I will make a
clean breast. Mr. Witherden, sir, a
kind of faintness is upon my spirits—
if you would do me the favour to
ring the bell and order up a glass
of something warm and spicy, I shall,
notwithstanding what has passed, have
a melancholy pleasure in drinking
your good health. I had hoped,” said
Brass, looking round with a mournful
smile, ““to have seen you three gentle-
men, one day or another, with your
legs under the mahogany in my humble
pariour in the Marks. But hopes are
fleeting. Dear me!”

Mr. Brass found himself so exceedingly
affected, at this point, that he could
do nothing more until some refresh-
ment arrived. Having partaken of
it, pretty freely for one in his agitated
state, he sat down to write.

The lovely Sarah, now with her
arms folded, and now with her hands
clasped behind her, paced the room
with manly strides while her brother
was thus employed, and sometimes
stopped to pull out her snuff-box and
bite the lid. She continued to pace
up and down until she was quite tired,
and then fell asleep on a chair near
the door.

It has been since supposed, with
some reason, that this slumber was a
sham or feint, as she contrived to
slip away unobserved in the dusk of
the afternoon. Whether this was an
intentional and waking departure, or
a somnambulistic leavetaking and
walking in her sleep, may remain
a subject of eoatention; but on one
peint (and indeed the main one) all
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parties are agreed. In whate\:er s
she walked away, she certainly dig
not walk back again.

Mention having been made of the dusk
of the afternoon, it will be inferred that
Mr. Brass’s task occupied some time in
the completion. It was not finisheq
until evening ; but, being done at |ag
that worthy person and the three friendg
adjourned in a hackney-coach to the
private office of a justlct_:, who, giving
Mr. Brass a warm reception and detaip.
ing him in a secure place that he might
insure to himself the pleasure of seej
him on the morrow, dismissed the otherg
with the cheering assurance that gz
warrant could not fail to be granted
next day for the apprehension of Mr,
Quilp, and that a proper application
and statement of all the circumstances
to the Secretary of State (who was
fortunately in town), would no doubt
procure Kit's free pardon and liberation
without delay.

And now, indeed, it seemed that
Quilp’s malignant career was drawing
to a close, and that retribution, which
often travels slowly—especially when
heaviest—had tracked his footsteps with
a sure and certain scent, and was
gaining on him fast. Unmindful of
her stealthy tread, her victim holds his
course in fancied triumph. Still at his
heels she comes, and, once afoot, is
never turned aside !

Their business ended, the three gentle-
men hastened back to the lodgings of
Mr. Swiveller, whom they found pro-
gressing so favourably in his recovery
as to have been able to sit up for haif
an hour, and to have conversed with
cheerfulness. Mrs. Garland had gone
home some time since, but Mr. Abel was
still sitting with him. ~After telling him '
all they had done, the two Mr. Garlands
and the single gentleman, as if by some
previous understanding, took their leave
for the night, leaving the invalid alone
with the notary and the small servant.

“As you are so much better,” said
Mr. Witherden, sitting down at the
bedside, ““I may venture to communi-
cate to you a piece of news which has
come to me professionally,” ;

The idea of any professional intelli=
gence from a gentleman connected with
legal matters, appeared to afford
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’ anything but a pleasin‘
le;hc?;datioﬂ- yperhaps he connected E‘.
an his own mind with one or two out-
u:anding accounts, in reference to which
;e had already received divers threaten-

ing letters. His countenance fell as he

e ]ied-—- - H S
r “ Certainly, sir. I hope it’s not any-

thing of a very disagreeable nature,
though ? " y

«[f I thought it so, I should choose
some better time for communicating it,”
replied the notary. ‘“‘Let me tell you,
first, that my friends who have been
here to-day know nothing of it, and
that their kindness to you has been
quite spontaneous and with no hope of
return. It may do a thoughtless,
careless man good to know that.”

Dick thanked him, and said he hoped
it would.

«] have been making some inquiries
about you,” said Mr. Witherden, ‘‘little
thinking that I should find you under
such circumstances as those which have
brought us together. You are the
nephew of Rebecca Swiveller, spinster,
deceased, of Cheselbournein Dorsetshire.”

““ Deceased ! ” cried Dick.

“ Deceased. If you had been another

sort of nephew, you would have come
into possession (so says the will, and
I see no reason to doubt it) of five-
and-twenty thousand pounds. As it is,
you have fallen into an annuity of one
hundred and fifty pounds a year; but
I think I may congratulate you even
upon that.”
_ ‘“Sir,” said Dick, sobbing and laugh-
ing together, ‘‘you may. For, please
God, we'll make a scholar of the poor
Marchioness yet! And she shall walk
in silk attire, and siller have to spare,
or may | npever rise from this bed
again ! »

CHAPTER LXVIIL

UNnconscious  of the proceedings
faithfully narrated in the last chapter,
and little dreaming of the mine which
had been sprung beneath him (for, to
the end that he should have no warning

the business a-foot, the profoundest
Secrecy was observed in the whole
. tl'ﬂ.l‘!snl::‘.ion), Mr. Quilp remained shut
"P in his hermitage, undisturbed by any
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suspicion, and ‘extremel i
y well sati
g:: th: result of his machinati?::
sameg a.‘?‘nga\gec:l in the adjustment of
g counts—an occupation to which
silence and solitude of his retreat

were very favourable—he h
Ztrayed from _his den for tw: dwl:)?:
ays. The third day of his devotion to

this pursuit found him sti

work, and little disposed tot’sltlir ];;:'?Ja:t
It was the day next after Mr. Brass's

confession, and consequently that which

thr.eatenef! the restriction of Mr

Quilp's liberty, and the abrupt com-

munication to him of some Very une

pleasant and unwelcome facts. Having

no intuitive perception of the cloud -

which lowered upon his house, the
dwarf was in his ordinary state of
cheerfulness ; and, when he found ha
was becoming too much engrossed by
business, with a due regard to his
health and .spirits, he varied its
monotonous routine with a little
screeching, or howling, or some other
innocent relaxation of that nature.

He was attended, as usual, by Tom
Scott, who sat crouching over the fire
after the manner of a toad, and, from
time to time, when his master’s back
was turned, imitating his grimaces
with a fearful exactness. The figure-
head bhad not yet disappeared, but
remained in its old place. The face,
horribly seared by the frequent applica-
tion of the red-hot poker, and further
ornamented by the insertion, in the
tip of the nose, of a tenpenny nail,
yet smiled blandly in its less lacerated
parts, and seemed, like a sturdy martyr,
to provoke its tormentor to the com=
mission of new outrages and insults.

The day, in the highest and brightest
quarters of the town, was damp, dark,
cold, and gloomy. In that low and
marshy spot, the fog filled every nook
and corner with a thick, dense cloud.
Every object was obscured at one or
two yards’ distance. The warning'
lights and fires upon the river were
powerless beneath this pall; and but
for a raw and piercing chillness in the
air, and now and then the cry of some
bewildered boatman as he rested on
his oars and tried to make out Wé‘“‘
he was, the river itself might have been

miles away.

Cad i



282

The mist, though sluggish and sl'ow
to move, was of a keequ searching
kind. No muffing up in furs and
boardcloth kept it out. It seemed to
penetrate into the very bones of the
shrinking wayfarers, and to rack them
with cold and pains. Everything was
wet and clammy to the touch. The
warm blaze alone defied it, and leaped
and sparkled merrily. It was a day
to be at home, crowding about the
fire, telling stories of travellers who
had lost their way in such weather on
heaths and moors ; and to love a warm
heart more than ever.

The dwarfs humour, as we know,
was to have a fireside to himself;
and, when he was disposed to be con-
vivial, to enjoy himself alone. By no
means insensible to the comfort of
being within doors, he ordered Tom
Scott to pile the little stove with coals,
and dismissing his work for that day,

determined to be jovial.

To this end, he lighted up fresh
candles, and heaped more fuel on the
fire ; and, having dined off a beefsteak,
which he cooked himself in somewhat
of a savage and cannibal-like manner,
brewed a great bowl of hot punch,
lighted his pipe, and sat down to spend
the evening.

At this moment, a low knocking at
the cabin door arrested his attention.
When it had been twice or thrice
repeated, he softly opened the little
window, and thrusting his head out,
demanded who was there.

*“Only me, Quilp,” replied a woman’s
voice.

““ Only you ! ” cried the dwarf, stretch- ‘

ing his neck to obtain a better view of
his visitor. ‘“And what brings you
here, you jade? How dare you
approach the ogre’s castle, eh ?”
"'_I ‘;na;:e come with some news,”
rejoined his spouse, 3
o g pouse. Don’t be angry
“Is it good news—pleasant news
news to mal::e a man skip and snal:'v
his fingers?” said the dwarf, 1
the t;e;r old lady dead ?”
**1 don’t know what news it is. o
, r
whether it’s good or bad,” rejoined his

“ Then she’s alive,” said Ouilp. ¢ I
there’s nothing the matte? uv:rii:i: l:::d

o -
E‘.
.-. 5 .
4 At .
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Go home again, you bird of evi]
0 home!” e e o
] have broug a letter)” i
the meek little woman, > . )

««Toss it in at tl-_ne window here, and
go your ways,” said_Quilp, interrypt.
ing her, “or I'll come out and scrateh,
Ou-ll '
““No, but please, Quilp—do hege
me speak,” urged his submissive wife,
in tears. ‘‘Please do!” :

‘‘Speak, then,” growled the dwarf
with a malicious grin. * Be ql-lick'
and short about it. Speak, will you?"

“It was left at our house this after.
noon," said Mrs. Quilp, trembling, “by
a boy, who said he didn’t know from
whom it came, but that it was givepn
to him to leave, and that he was told
to say it must be brought on to you
directly, for it was of the very greatest
consequence. But please,” she added,
as her husband stretched out his hand
for it—‘‘please let me in. You don't
know how wet and cold I am, or how
many times I have lost my way in
coming here through this thick fog,
Let me dry myself at the fire for five
minutes. I'll go away directly you tell
me to, Quilp. Upon my word I will.”

Her amiable husband hesitated for
a few moments; but, bethinking him-
self that the letter might require some
answer, of which she could be the
bearer, closed the window, opened the
door, and bade her enter. Mrs. Quilp
obeyed right willingly, and, kneeling
down before the fire to warm her hands,
delivered into his a little packet.

“I'm glad you’re wet,” said Quilp,
snatching it, and squinting at her.
“I'm glad you're cold. I’'m glad you
lost your way. I'm glad your eyes
are red with crying. It does my heart
good to see your little nose so pinched
and frosty.”

“Oh, Quilp!” sobbed his
“*How cruel it is of you!” .

“Did she think I was dead?” said
Quilp, wrinkling his face into a most
extraordinary series of grimaces. *‘ Did |
she think she was going to have all
the money, and to marry somebody she
liked? Ha, ha, ha! Did she?” A

These taunts elicited no reply from
the poor little woman, who remain
on her knees, warming her hands, 8¢

wife.




gobbing, to Mr. Quilp’s great delight.
‘But just as he was contemplating her,
and chuckling excessively, he happened
to observe that Tom Scott was delighted
t00 ; wherefore, that he might have
no presumptuous-partner in his glee,
_the dwarf instantly collared him,
dragged him to t.he. door‘, and, after
a short scuffle, kicked him into the
yard. In return for this mark of atten-
tion, Tom immediately walked upon his
hands to the window, and—if the ex-
pression be allowable—looked in with
his shoes ; besides rattling his feet upon
the glass, like a Banshee upside down.
As a matter of course, Mr. Quilp lost
no time in resorting to the infallible
poker, with which, after some dodging
and lying in ambush, he paid his young
friend one or two such unequivocal
compliments, that he vanished pre-
. cipitately, and left him in quiet posses-
sion of the field. ¥

“So! that little job being disposed
of,” said the dwarf coolly, ““I'll read
my letter. Humph!” he muttered,
looking at the direction. ‘‘I ought to
know the writing. Beautiful Sally !”

Opening it, he read, in a fair, round,
legal hand, as follows :—

“* Sammy has been practised upon, and has
broken confidence. Itihas all come out. You
- bad better not be in the way, for strangers
~ are going to call upon you. hey have been
- very quiet as yet, because they mean to surprise
~you. Don’t lose time. [ didn't. It am not
~ to be found anywhere. If I was you, I wouldn’t
~ be, cither. S.B., late of B. M."”

To describe the changes that passed
over Quilp’s face as he read this letter
alf a dozen times, would require some
new language—such, for power of ex-
pression, as was never written, read,
- or spoken. For a long time he did not
‘utter one word; but, after a con-
iderable interval, during which Mrs.
Quilp was almost paralysed with the
alarm his looks engendered, he contrived

s n?;’u?gﬂ%; said his wife, *‘ what's

0 are you angry with ?”
o thO:lld drown him,"gns'a.id the
not heeding her. ‘“Too easy
duth, too short, too quick—but the
iver runs close at hand., Oh, if I
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had him here! 5
the’ Bridk COZK]DJT“ to take him to
hold; : gly and pleasantly—
lding him by the button-hole—jokin.
with him—and, with a sudd ! -3
to send him splashi Sl U
plashing down ! Drownin
men come to the surface three ti .
they say! ‘Ab! To see b imes,
trhree times, and mock hit:-xm asth‘:;si:
ace came bobbin _..
rich treat that wouigd l‘;ep! " b -

“Quilp ! stammered his wife, ven-
:‘:mtgt;eatsl?:u l;:fl:: t‘:‘mehto touch him
v 9 H what has gone

She was so terrified by the relish
:‘\;lthhi“'hlti:fh he pictured this pleasure

mself, _that_she could scarcely
make herself intelligible.

o $uch a bloodless cur!” said Quilp,
rubbing his hands very slowly, and
pressing them tight together. b |
thought his cowardice and servility
were the best guarantee for his keeping
silence. Oh, Brass, Brass—my dear,
good, affectionate, faithful, compli=
mentary, charming friend—if 1 only
had you here ! ”

His wife, who had retreated lest she
should seem to listen to these mutterings,
ventured to approach him again, and
was about to speak, when he hurried
to the door, and called Tom Scott, who,
remembering his late gentle admonition,
deemed it prudent to appear immediately.

«There ! ” said the dwarf, pulling him
in. “Take her home. Don't come here
to-morrow, for this place will be shut
up. Come back no more till you hear
from me or see me. Do you mind?”

Tom nodded sulkily, and beckoned
Mrs. Quilp to lead the way.

¢ As for you"' said the dwarf,
addressing himself to her, ‘‘ask no
questions about me, make no search
for me, say nothing concerning me.
I shall not be dead, mistress, and
that'll comfort you. He'll take care
of you.”

nJ:But, Quilp, what is the matter ?
Where are you going? Do say some

thing more " i
«['|l say that,” said the dwarf, seizing

her by the arm, and do that too,
which, undone and unsaid, would" be
best for you, unless you g0 directly.”

« Has anything happened ? "”crled his
wife. **Oh! do tell me that!

.
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“Yes,” snarled the dwarf. ‘“No.
What matter which? 1 have told you
what to do. Woe betide you if you
fail to do it, or disobey me by a hair’s
breadth. Will you go?” 5

“] am going—1I'll go directly ; but,
faltered his wife, ‘‘answer me one
question first. Has this letter any con-
nection with dear little Nell? I must
ask you that—I must indeed, Quilp.
You cannot think what ~days and
nights of sorrow I have had through
having once deceived that child. I
don't know what harm I may have
brought about, but, great or litt‘le, I
did it for you, Quilp. My conscience
misgave me when I did it. Do answer
me this question, if you please !”

The exasperated dwarf returned no
answer, but turned round and caught
up his usual weapon with such vehe-
mence, that Tom Scott dragged his
charge away, by main force, and as
swiftly as he could. It was well he
did so, for Quilp, who was nearly
mad with rage, pursued them to the
neighbouring lane, and might have pro-
longed the chase but for the dense
mist which obscured them from his
view, and appeared to thicken every
moment.

It will be a good night for travelling
anonymously,” he said, as he returned
slowly, being pretty well breathed with
his run. “‘Stay. We may look better
here. This is too hospitable and free.”

By great exertion of strength he closed
the two old gates, which were deeply
sunken in the mud, and barred them
with a heavy beam. That done, he
shook his matted hair from about his
eyes, and tried them,— Strong and
fast.

“The fence between this wharf and
the next is easily climbed,” said the
dwarf, when he had taken these pre-
cautions. ‘‘ There’s a back lane, too,
from here. That shall be my way out,
A man need know his road well, to
find it in this lovely place to-night. I
need fear no unwelcome visitors while
this lasts, I think.”

Almost reduced to the necessity of
groping his way with his hands (it
had grown so dark and the fog had
so much increased), he returned to his
lair ; and, after musing for some time
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of law, how well contented one of us

over the fire, busied himself .
preparations for a speedy departure,

While he was collecting 5
necessaries and cramming them jp
his pockets, he never once ceyq
communing with himself in , low)
voice, or unclenched his teeth, j;
he had ground together on finishj,.-,g
Miss Brass’s note.

¢ Oh, Sampson! " he muttered, ¢
worthy creature—if I could but j
you! If I could only fold you in my
arms, and squeeze your ribs, ag |
could squeeze them if 1 once had yg,
tight—what a meeting there would ps
between us! If we ever do cross each
other again, Sampson, we’'ll have a
greeting not easily to be forgotten,
trust me. This time, Sampson, thi
moment, when all had gone on g
well, was so nicely chosen! It was
so thoughtful of you, so penitent, so
good. Oh if we were face to face in
this room again, my white-livered man

S =

would be!”

There he stopped; and raising the
bowl of punch to his lips, drank a
long, deep draught, as if it were fair
water and cooling to his parched
mouth. Setting it down abruptly, and
resuming his preparations, he went on
with his soliloquy.

‘‘ There's Sally,” he said, with flash-
ing eyes; ‘‘the woman has spiri,
determination, purpose—was she asleep,
or petrified? She could have stabbed
him—poisoned him safely. She might
have seen this coming on. Why does
she give me notice when it’s too late?
When he sat there—yonder there, over
there—with his white face, and r
head, and sickly smile, why didn’t |
know what was passing in his heart?
It should have stopped beating, that
night, if 1 had been in his secret, OF
there are no drugs to lull a man 0
sleep, or no fire to burn him ! ”’

Another draught from the bowl ; ‘}"d‘ {
cowering over the fire with a ferocious
aspect, he muttered to himself again—

‘*And this, like every other trouble
and anxiety | have had of late times
springs from that old dotard and DS
darling child — two wretched, i
wanderers! I'll be their evil genits
yet. And you, sweet Kit, honest Kity




LOUS, innocent Kit, look to yourself.
here I hate, I blitc. 1 hate you, my
arling fellow, with good cause, and
ud as you are to-night, I'll have
" [urn.-—-Wl’lat’S that ? "

’A knocking at the gate he had closed

loud and violent knocking. Then,
pause ; as if those who knocked had
topped to listen. Then, the noise
gain, more clamorous and importunate
than before.

¢ So soon!” said the dwarf. ‘‘ And
so eager ! 1 am afraid I shall disappoint
you. It's well I'm quite prepared.
Sally, I thank you!”

As he spoke, he extinguished the
candle. In his impetuous attempts to
subdue the brightness of the fire, he
overset the stove, which came tumbling
forward, and fell with a crash upon
the burning embers it had shot forth
in its descent, leaving the room in
pitchy darkness. The noise at the gate
still continuing, he felt his way to the
door, and stepped into the open air.

At that moment the knocking ceased.

dead of the darkest night would have
been as noonday in comparison with
the thick cloud which then rested
upon the earth, and shrouded every-
thing from view. He darted forward
for a few paces, as if into the mouth
‘of some dim, yawning cavern; then,
thinking he had gone wrong, changed
the direction of his steps; then, stood
still, not knowing where to turn.
.« If they would knock again,” said
‘g’uilp, trying to peer into the gloom
which he was surrounded, ‘‘the
'sound might guide me! Come! Batter
 the gate once more ! ”
’_‘ He stood listening intently, but the
~ noise was not renewed. Nothing was
to be heard in that deserted place
~ but, at intervals, the distant barkings
~ of dogs. The sound was far away—
 pow in one quarter, now answered in
~ another; nor was it any guide, for it
_ often came from shipboard, as he
knew.
“If I could find a wall or fence,”
‘said the dwarf, stretching out his arms,
ud walking slowly on, ‘I should know
: |.ch way to turn. A good, black
's night this, to have my dear
iend here! If I had but that wish,
Y

+
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It was about eight o'clock; but the .
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it might, for anything I cared, never
be day again.”

As the word passed his lips, he
staggered and fell, and next moment
was fighting with the cold dark water !

For all its bubbling up and rushing in
his ears, he could hear the knocking at
the gate again—could hear a shout that
followed it—could recognise the voice.
For all his struggling and plashing, he
could understand that they had lost
their way, and had wandered back to
the point from which they started ; that
they were all but looking on, while he
was droivned; that they were close
at hand, but could not make an effort
to save him ; that he himself had shut
and barred them out. He answered the
shout—with a yell, which seemed to
make the hundred fires that danced
before his eyes tremble and flicker, as
if a gust of wind had stirred them. It
was of no avail. The strong tide filled
his throat, and bore him on upon its
rapid current.

Another mortal struggle, and he was
up again, beating the water with his
hands, and looking out, with wild and
glaring eyes that showed him some
black object he was drifting close upon.
The hull of a ship! He could touch its
smooth and siippery surface with his
hand. One loud cry now—but the
resistless water bore him down before
he could give it utterance, and, driving
him under it, carried away a corpse.

It toyed and sported with its ghastly
freight, now bruising it against the
slimy piles, now hiding it in mud or
long, rank grass, now dragging it heavily
over rough stones and gravel, now
feigning to yield it to its own element,
and in the same action luring it away,
until, tired of the ugly plaything, it
flung it on a swamp—3a dismal place
where pirates had swung in chains
through many a wintry night—and left
it there to bleach. -

And there it lay, alone. The sky was
red with flame, and the water that bore
it there had been tinged with the sullen
light as it flowed along. The place the
deserted carcass had left so recently,
a living man, was now a blazing ruin.
There was something of the glare upon
its face. The hair, stirred by the damp
breeze, played in a kind of mock:l'!



death—such a mockery as the dead man
himself would have delighted in when
alive—about its head, and its dress
fluttered idly in the night wind.

CHAPTER LXVIII

LiGHTED rooms, bright fires, cheerful
faces, the music of glad voices, words
of love and welcome, warm hearts, and
tears of happiness—what a change is
this! But it is to such delights that
Kit is hastening. They are awaiting
him, he knows. He fears he will die
of joy before he gets among them.

They have prepared him for this, all
day. He is not to be carried off to-
morrow with the rest, they tell him first.
By degrees they let him know that
doubts have arisen, that inquiries are
to be made, and perhaps he may be
pardoned after all. At last, the evening
being come, they bring him to a room
where some gentlemen are assembled.
Foremost among them is his good old
master, who comes and takes him by the
hand. He hears that his innocence is
established, and that he is pardoned.
He cannot see the speaker, but he turns
towards the voice, and, in trying to
answer, falls down insensible.

They recover him again, and tell him
he must be composed, and bear this like
a man. Somebody says he must think
of his poor mother. It is because he
does think of her so much that the happy
news has overpowered him, They crowd
about him, and tell him that the truth
has gone abroad, and that all the town
and country ring with sympathy for his
misfortunes. He has no ears for this,
His thoughts, as yet, have no wider
range than home. Does sk know it?
What did she say? Who told her?
He can speak of nothing else,

They make him drink a little wine,
and talk kindly to him for a while, until
he is more collected, and can listen, and
thank them. He is free to go. Mr.
Garland thinks, if he feels better, it is
time they went away. The gentlemen
cluster round him, and shake hands with
him. He feels very grateful to them
for the interest they have in him, and
for the kind they make ; but
the power of speech is gone again, and

S R e S S R AL
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of feet inside. It

he has much ado to keep his feet, g
though leaning on his master’s g,
As they come through the
passages, some officers of the jaj
are in waiting there, congratulate §,
in their rough way, on his release, T4
newsmonger is of the number, but
manner is not quite hearty—therq
something of surliness in his
ments. He looks upon Kit as
intruder, as one who has obtained
mission to that place on false preten
who has enjoyed a privilege i}
being duly qualified. He may be g y
good sort of young man, he thinks, py
he has no business there, and the S00ner
he is gone the better.
The last door shuts behind them,
They have passed the outer wall, g
stand in the open air—in the street
has so often pictured to himself, w
hemmed in by the gloomy stones,
which has been in all his dreams,
seems wider and more busy than it
to be. The night is bad, and yet h
cheerful and gay in his eyes! ~Ope
the gentlemen, in taking leave of him.
pressed some money into his hand,
has not counted it ; but when they
gone a few paces beyond the box
poor prisoners, he hastily returns :
drops it in. )
Mr. Garland has a coach waiting in,
a neighbouring street, and taking |
inside with him, bids the man
home. ‘At first they can only travel
a foot pace, and then with torches goi
on before, because of the heavy
But as they get farther from the r
and leave the closer portions of the tos
behind, they are able to dispense
this precaution, and to proceed at
brisker rate. On the road, hard gal
ing would be tdo slow for Kit; b
when they are drawing near

journey’s end, he begs they may gor
slowly,

sight,
minute or two, to give him time 0
breathe,

But there is no stopping then, I8
the old gentleman spsszgstouﬂy
him, the horses mend their pace,
they are already at the garden g
Next minute they are at the
There is a noise of tongues, and t
opens. Kit ru

Pt
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pretend to scold her—but only to bri

her to herself the faster, blezs you !n_-g
and being experienced matrons, and
acute at perceiving the first dawning

Eiﬂ, and finds his mother clin_ging round
" his neck. And there, too, is the ever
' faithful Barbara's mother, still holding
" the baby as if she had never put it down

since that sad day, when they little
~ hoped to have such joy as this—there
she is, Heaven bless her, crying her
eyes out, and sobbing as never woman
sobbed before ; and there islittle Barbara
—poor little Barbara, so much thinner
and so much paler, and yet so very
. pretty—trembling like a leaf, and sup-
~ porting herself against the wall; and
_ there is Mrs. Garland, neater and nicer
than ever, fainting away stone dead,
" with nobody to help her; and there is
Mr. Abel, violently blowing his nose,
- and wanting to embrace everybody ; and
there is the single gentleman hovering
round them all, and constant to nothing
~for an instant; and there is that good,
* dear, thoughtful little Jacob, sitting all
alone by himself on the bottom stair,
with his hands on his knees, like an old
man, roaring fearfully without giving
- any trouble to anybody ; and each and
" all of them are for the time clean out
of their wits, and do jointly and sever-
- ally commit all manner of follies.

And even when the rest have in some
 measure come to themselves again, and
“can find words and smiles, Barbara—

that soft-hearted, gentle, foolish little
‘Barbara—is suddenly missed, and found
. to be in a swoon by herself in the back
~ parlour, from which swoon she falls into
~ hysterics, and from which hysterics into
a swoon again, and is, indeed, so bad,
- that despite a mortal quantity of vinegar
~and cold water, she is hardly a bit
~ better at last than she was at first,
Then Kit's mother comes in, and says
will he come and speak to her; and
Kit says, ‘“Yes,” and goes; and he
says in a kind voice, ‘‘ Barbara !” and
Barbara’s mother tells her that ‘‘it's
only Kit ;" and Barbara says (with her
eyes closed all the time), ““Oh! but is
it him, indeed ?” and Barbara's mother
says, ‘“To be sure it is, my dear;
there’s nothing the matter now.” And
-~ in further assurance that he's safe and
- sound, Kit speaks to her again; and
then Barbara goes off into another fit of
-;!a.u.ghter, and then into another fit of
ing ; and then Barbara’s mother and
it's mother nod to each other, and

symptoms of recovery, they comfort Kit
with the assurance that ‘“ she'll do now
and so dismiss him to the place from
whence he came.

Well! In that place (which is the
next room) there are decanters of wine,
and all that sort of thing, set out as
grand as if Kit and his friends were
first-rate company ; and there is little
Jacob, walking, as the popular phrase
1s, Into a home-made plum-cake, at a
most surprising pace, and keeping his
eye on the figs and oranges which are
to follow, and making the best use of
his time, you may believe. Kit no
sooner comes in than that single gentle-
man (never was such a busy gentleman)
charges all the glasses—bumpers—and
drinks his health, and tells him he shall
never want a friend while %e lives ; and
so does Mr. Garland, and so does Mrs.
Garland, and so does Mr. Abel. But
even this honour and distinction is not
all, for the single gentleman forthwith
pulls out of his pocket a massive silver
watch — going hard, and right to half
a second—and upon the back of this
watch is engraved Kit's name, with
flourishes all over; and, in short, it
is Kit's watch, bought expressly for
him, and presented to him on the
spot. You may rest assured that Mr.
and Mrs. Garland can’t help hinting
about their present in store, and that
Mr. Abel tells outright that he has his ;
and that Kit is the happiest of the
happy.

There is one friend he has not seen
yet, and as he cannot be conveniently
introduced into the family circle, by
reason of his being an iron-shod quad-
ruped, Kit takes the first opportunity
of slipping away and hurrying to the
stable. The moment he lays his hand
upon the latch, the pony neighs the
loudest pony’s greeting ; before he has
crossed the threshold, the pony is caper-
ing about his loose box (for he brooks
not the indignity of a halter), mad to
give him welcome ; and when Kit goes
up to caress and pat him, the pony rubs
his nose against his coat, and fondles
him more lovingly than ever pony fondled
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man. It is the crowning circumstance
of his earnest, heartfelt reception ; anld
Kit fairly puts his arm round Whisker’s
neck, and hugs him. e

But how comes Barbara to trip 1n
there? And how smart she is again !
She has been at her glass since she
recovered. How comes Barbara in the
stable, of all places in the world ? Why,
since Kit has been away, the pony would
take his food from nobody but her ; and
Barbara, you see, not dreaming that
Christopher was there, and just looking
in, to see that everything was right, 1.135
come upon him unawares. Blushing
little Barbara !

It may be that Kit has caressed the
pony enough ; it may be that there are
even better things to caress than ponies.
He leaves him for Barbara, at any rate,
and hopes she is better. Yes. Barbarais
a great deal better. She is afraid—and
here Barbara looks down, and blushes
more—that he must have thought her
very foolish. ‘“Not at all,” says Kit.
Barbara is glad of that, and coughs—
Hem !—just the slightest cough possible
—not more than that.

What a discreet pony. when he
chooses! He is as quiet now as if he
were of marble. He has a very know-
ing look, but that he always has.
“We have hardly had time to shake
bands, Barbara,” says Kit. Barbara
gives him hers. Why, she is trembling
now ! Foolish, fluttering Barbara !

_ Arm’s length! The length of an arm
is not much. Barbara’s was not a long
arm, by any means, and besides, she
didn’t hold it out straight, but bent a
little.  Kit was so near her when they
shook hands, that he could see a smalil
tiny tear yet trembling on an eyelash,
_lt was natural that he should ook at
it, unknown to Barbara. It was natural
that l}arba:a. should raise her eyes un-
consciously, and find him out. Was it
natural th_at at that instant, without an

previous impulse or design, Kit should
kiss Barbara? He did it, whether or
no. Barbara said, “For shame,” but
let him do it, too—twice. He might
have done it thrice, but the pony kicEed
up his heels and shook his head, as if he
were suddenly taken with convulsions
of delight, and Barbara being frightened
ran away—not straight to where her
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mother and Kit's mother were, thoys
lest they should see how red her
were, and should ask her why,
little Barbara !

When the first transports of the yw
party had subsided, and Kit anq his
mother, and Barbara and her mothe,
with little Jacob and the baby to boot,
had had their suppers together—yh;
there was no. hurrying over, for &
were going to stop there all night—M; *
Garland called Kit to him, and takjp,
him into a room where they could pe
alone, told him that he had somethiny
yet to say which would surprise hip
greatly. Kit looked so anxious gy
turned so pale on hearing this, thy
the old gentleman hastened to add he
would be agreeably surprised; ang
asked him if he would be ready next
morning for a journey. '

“ For a journey, sir!” cried Kit,

“‘In company with me and my friend
in the next room. Can you guess jts
purpose ?”

Kit turned paler yet, and shook his
head. .

“Oh, yes. 1 think you do already,”
said his master. * Try.”
Kit murmured something rather

rambling and unintelligible, but he
plainly pronounced the words, *Miss
Nell,” three or four times—shaking his
head while he did so, as if he would add}
that there was no hope of that. :
But Mr. Garland, instead of saying
““Try again,” as Kit had made sure he
would, told him, very seriously, that he
had guessed right. F ‘
““The place of their retreat is indeet:
discovered,” he said, ‘‘at last.
that is our journey’s end.” _
Kit faltered out such questions 8
where was it, and how had it DESH
found, and how long since, and was S5
well and happy ? :
‘“Happy she is, beyond all doubt,
said Mr. Garland. ‘‘And well, 1=
trust she will be soon. She has P
weak and ailing, as I learn, but she W&
better when I heard this morning, &
they were full of hope. Sit you o™
and you shall hear the rest.”
Scarcely venturing to draw his bré
Kit did as he was told. Mr. Ut
then related to him, how he D&%t 0
brother (of whom he would reme!
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'$o have heard him speak, and whose
?picture, taken when he was a young
‘man, hung in the best room), and
how this brother lived a long way off,
'in a country-place, with an old clergy-
"man who had been his early friend.
" How, although they loved each other
'as brothers should, they had not met
for many years, but had communicated
by letter from time to time, always
looking forward to some period when
they would take each other by the
" hand once more, and still letting the
 Present time steal on, as it was the
" habit for men to do, and suffering the
' Future to melt into the Past. How
this brother, whose temper was very
" mild and quiet and retiring—such as
- Mr. Abel’'s—was greatly beloved by the
" simple people among whom he dwelled,
who quite revered the Bachelor (for so
" they called him), and had every one
‘experienced his charity and benevolence.
- How even those slight circumstances
~ had come to_his knowledge very slowly
and in course of years, for the Bachelor
‘was one of those whose goodness shuns
the light, and who have more pleasure
in discovering and extolling the good
deeds of others than in trumpeting
their own, be they never so commend-
~able. How, for that reason, he seldom
~told them of his village friends; but
- how, for all that, his mind had become
so full of two among them—a child and
- an old man, to whom he had been very
~ kind—that, in a letter received a few
- days before, he had dwelled upon them
- from first to last, and had told such a
~tale of their wandering, and mutual
~ love, that few could read it without
- being moved to tears. How he, the
recipient of that letter, was directly led
~ to the belief that these must be the
, very wanderers for whom so much
- search had been made, and whom
- Heaven had directed to his brother’s
care. How he had written for such
: further information as would put the
. fact beyond all doubt; how it had that
morning arrived; had confirmed his first
impression into a certainty; and was
the immediate cause of that journey
being planned which they were to take

. “In the meantime,” said the old
rentleman, rising and laying his hand
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on Kit's shoulder, ““you have a gr
eat

need of rest; for such a day asglhis

would wear out the strongest man.

Good-night, and Heaven send our
Journey may have
dmct y a  prosperous

CHAPTER LXIX.

Kir was no sluggard next morning,
but, springing from his bed some time
before day, beg‘an to prepare for his
welcome expedition. The hurry of
spirits consequent upon the events of
yesterday, and the unexpected intelli-
gence he had heard at night, had
troubled his sleep through the long,
dark hours, and summoned such un-
easy dreams about his pillow, that it
was rest to rise.

But had it been the beginning of some
great labour, with the same end in view
—had it been the commencement of a
long journey, to be performed on foot
in that inclement season of the year, to
be pursued under every privation and
difficulty, and to be achieved only with
great distress, fatigue, and suffering—
had it been the dawn of some painful
enterprise, certain to task his utmost
powers of resolution and endurance, and
to need his utmost fortitude, but only
likely to end, if happily achieved, in
good fortune and delight to Nell—
Kit’s cheerful zeal would have been as
highly roused, Kit's ardour and im-
patience would have been, at least,
the same.

Nor was he alone excited and eager.
Before he had been up a quarter of an
hour the whole house were astir and
busy. Everybody hurried to do some-
thing towards facilitating the prepara-
tions. The single gentleman, it is
true, could do nothing himself, but he
overlooked everybody else, and was
more locomotive than anybody. The
work of packing and making ready
went briskly on, and by daybreak
every preparation for the journey was
completed. Then Kit began to wish
they had not been quite so nimble ; for
the travelling carriage, which had b‘-‘;“-“
hired for the occasion, was not to arrive
until nine o’clock, and there was nothing
but breakfast to fill up the intervening
blank of one hour and a half,



Yes there was, though. There was
Barbara, Barbara was busy, to be
~ sure, but so much the better. Kit
could help her, and that would pass
away the time better than any means
that could be devised. Barbara had no
ﬁjection to this arrangement, and Kit,

out the idea which had come
upon him so suddenly overnight, began
to think that surely Barbara was fond of
him, and surely he was fond of Barbara.

Now, Barbara, if the truth must be
told—as it must, and ought to be—
Barbara seemed, of all the little house-
take least pleasure in the
the occasion; and when Kit,
openness of his heart, told her
glad and overjoyed it made him,
Barbara became more downcast still,
and seemed to have even less pleasure
in it than before !

“You have not been home so long,
" said Barbara—and it is
tell how carelessly she
ve not been home so
be glad to go away
k'.l
purpose,” returned
Miss Nell! To
think of that!

to think that
, Barbara, at last.”
absolutely say that
felt no gratification on this point,

she expressed the sentiment so
inly by one little toss of her head,
Kit was quite disconcerted, and
wondered, in his simplicity, why she
was so cool about it.

“You'll say she has the sweetest and
beautifullest face you ever saw, |
know ,” said Kit, rubbing his hands.
“ I'm sure you'll say that.”
~ Barbara tossed her head again.
 *“*What's the matter, Barbara?” said
- *m'-g Nothing,” cried Barbara. And
rbara pouted—not sulkily, or in an

_manner, but just enough to make
look more than ever.
here is o school in which a pupil
. on s0 fast as that in which Kit

i saw what Barbara
-he had his lesson by heart
e was the book—there
as plain as print.
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“ Barbara,” said Kit,
cross with me? "
Oh, dear, no!
be cross?
to be cross? And what did it matter

Why should Barbarg

whether she was cross or not? Why
minded her ?

““Why, [/ do,” said Kit. * Of course
I do.”

Barbara didn’t see why it was o
course, at all.

Kit was sure she must.
think again ?
Certainly,
again,

Barbara would thiok
No, she didn’t see why it was
of course. She didn't understand what
Christopher meant. And, besides, she
was sure they wanted her upstairs by

““you're not:

And what right had she

Would sha{

this time, and she must go, indeed——

““No, but Barbara,” said Kit,
detaining her gently, ‘“let us part
friends, 1 was always thinking of

you in my troubles. I should have

:
l

been a great deal more mlscrable than

I was if it hadn’t been for you.”

Goodness gracious, how pretty Barbara
was when she coloured —and when
she trembled,
bird.

‘I am telling you the truth, Barbara,
upon my word, but not half so strong
as | could msh " said Kit. ¢ When
I want you to be pleased to see Miss)
Nell, it’s only because I like you to be.
pleased with what pleases me—that’s
all. As to her, Barbara, I think I
could amost die to do her service, but
you would think so, too, if you knew
her as [ do. 1 am sure you would.”

Barbara was touched, and sorry to
have appeared indifferent.

““I have been used, you see,” said
Kit, ““to talk and think of her, almost
as if she was an angel. When I look
forward to meeting her again, I think
of her smiling as she used to do, and
being glad to see me, and putting out
her hand and saying, ‘It's my own old
Kit,” or some such words as those—like
what she used to say. I think of
seeing her happy, and with friends
about her, and brought up as she
deserves, and as she ought to be.
When I think of myself, it's as her old
servant, and one that loved her dearly,
as his kind, good, gentle mistress;
and who would have gone—yes, and

like a little shrinking

!

1
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still would go—through any harm to
save her. Once I couldn’t help being
afraid that if she came back with
friends about her she might forget, or
be ashamed of having known a humble
lad like me, and so might speak coldly,
which would have cut me, Barbara,
deeper than 1 can tell. But when I
came to think again, 1 felt sure that
‘I was doing her wrong in this; and so
1 went on, as | did at first, hoping to
see her once more, just as she used to
be. Hoping this, and remembering
what she was, has made me feel as
if 1 would always try to please her,
and always be what I should like to
seem to her if 1 was still her servant.
1f I am the better for that—and 1
don’'t think I'm the worse—I'm
grateful to her for it, and love and
honour her the more. That’s the plain,
honest truth, dear Barbara, upon my
word itis!”
- Little Barbara was not of a way-
. ward or capricious nature, and, being
~ full of remorse, melted into tears. To
~ what more conversation this might have
~ Jed we need not stop to inquire, for the
- wheels of the carriage were heard at
that moment, and, being followed by
‘a smart ring at the garden gate, caused
‘the bustle in the house, which had
- lain dormant for a short time, to
. burst again into tenfold life and vigour.
Simultaneously with the travelling
equipage arrived Mr. Chuckster in a
hackney-cab, with certain papers and
~ supplies of money for the single gentle-
" man, into whose hands he delivered
- them, This duty discharged, he sub-
sided into the bosom of the family ; and,
entertaining himself with a strolling or
peripatetic breakfast, watched, with
genteel indifference, the process of load-
ing the carriage.
““Snobby's in this, 1 see, sir?” he
said to Mr. Abel Garland. ‘I thought
* he wasn't in the last trip because it was
expected that his presence wouldn’t be
2 ble to the ancient buffalo.”
~ “To whom, sir?” demanded Mr.

[

. “To the old gentleman,” returned
~ Mr. Chuckster, slightly abashed.

~ “Our client prefers to take him now,"”
Mr. Abel drily. ¢ There is no
any need for that precaution, as
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my father's relationship to
in whom the objects c?f hisasgler::::elm“
full cotnﬁde}nce, will be a suﬂicicu?:
guarantee f[o :
their errand."r e frigdly. natide o8
. ‘““Ah!” thought Mr. Chuckster, look-
ing out of the window, *‘ anybody b
me ! Snobby before me, of v i
Gt Bapdin et aet » of course. He
ake that particular
five-pound note, but I have not the
smallest doubt that he's always up to
something of that sort. I always said
it, long before this came out. Devilish
pretty girl that! 'Pon my soul, an
amazing little creature ! ”

Barbara was the subject of Mr.
Chuckste_r’s commendations ; and, as
shf: was lingering near the carriage (all
being now ready for its departure), that
gentleman was suddenly seized with a
strong interest in the proceedings, which
impelled him to swagger down the
garden, and take up his position at a
convenient ogling distance. Having
had great experience of the sex, and
being perfectly acquainted with all those
little artifices which find the readiest
road to their hearts, Mr. Chuckster, on
taking his ground, planted one hand on
his hip, and with the other adjusted his
flowing hair. This is a favourite atti-
tude in the polite circles, and, accom-
panied with a graceful whistling, has
been known to do immense execution.

Such, however, is the difference
between town and country, that nobody
took the smallest notice of this in-
sinuating figure ; the wretches being
wholly engaged in bidding the travellers
farewell, in kissing hands to each other,
waving handkerchiefs, and the like tame
and vulgar practices. For, now, the
single gentleman and Mr. Garland were
in the carriage, and the postboy was
in the saddle, and Kit, well wrapped
and muffled up, was in the rumble be-
hind ; and Mrs. Garland was there, and
Mr. Abel was there, and Kit's mother
was there, and little Jacob was there,
and Barbara’s mother was visible in
remote perspective, nursing the ever-
wakeful baby; and all were nodding,
beckoning, curtsying, or crying out,
< Good-bye ! 7 With all the energy they
could possess. In another minute the
carriage was out of sight; and Mr.
Chuckster remained alone on the spot
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where it had lately been, with a vision
of Kit standing up in the rumble,
waving his band to Barbara, and of
Barbara in the full light and lustre
of his eyes—his eyes—Chuckster's—
Chuckster the successful —on whom

ladies of quality had looked with favour
from phaetons in the parks on Sundays
—waving hers to Kit!

How Mr. Chuckster, entranced by
this monstrous fact, stood for some time
rooted to the earth, protesting within
himself that Kit was the Prince of
felonious characters, and very Emperor
or Great Mogul of Snobs, and how he
clearly traced this revolting circum-
stance back to that old villainy of the
shilling, are matters foreign to our
purpose, which is to track the rolling
wheels, and bear the travellers company
on their cold, bleak journey.

It was a bitter day. A keen wind
was blowing, and rushed against them
fiercely, bleaching the hard ground,
shaking the white frost from the trees
and hedges, and whirling it away like
dust. But little cared Kit for weather.
There was a freedom and freshness
in the wind, as it- came howling by,
which, let it cut never so sharp, was
welcome. As it swept on with its
cloud of frost, bearing down the dry
twigs, and boughs, and withered leaves,
and carrying them away pell-mell, it
seemed as though some general sym-
pathy bad got abroad, and everything
was in a hurry, like themselves. The
harder the gusts the better progress
they appeared to make. It was a good
thing to go struggling and fighting
forward, vanquishing them one by one ;
to watch them driving up, gathering
strength and fury as they came along ;
to bend for a moment as they whistled
past ; and then to look back and see
them speed away, their hoarse noise
dying in the distance, and the stout
trees cowering down before them.

All day long it blew without cessation.
The night was clear and starlight, but
the wind had not fallen, and the cold
was piercing. Sometimes—towards the
end of a long stage—Kit could not
help wishing 1t were a little warmer;
but when they stopped to change
~ horses, and he had had a good run,

and what with that, and the bustle of
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paying the old postillion, and rousiug'
the new one, and running to and fro
again until the horses were put to, he
was so warm that the blood tingled
and smarted in his fingers’ ends—then,
he felt as if to have it one degree less
cold would be to lose half the delight
and glory of the journey; and up he
jumped again, right cheerily, singing to
the merry music of the wheels as they |
rolled away, and, leaving the towns-
people in their warm beds, pursued
their course along the lonely road. 3

Meantime the two gentlemen inside,
who were little disposed to sleep,
beguiled the time with conversation.
As both were anxious and expectant, it
naturally turned upon the subject of
their expedition, on the manner in
which it had been brought about, and
on the hopes and fears they entertained
respecting it. Of the former they had
many, of the latter few—none, perhaps,
beyond that indefinable uneasiness whlﬁ;
is inseparable from suddenly awakened
hope and protracted expectation.

In one of the pauses of their dis-
course, and when half the night had
worn away, the single gentleman, who
had gradually become more and more
silent and thoughtful, turned to his
companion and said abruptly— g

‘“ Are you a good listener ? 3

‘“ Like most other men, I suppose,®
returned Mr. Garland, smiling, ‘‘Ican
be, if I am interested; and if not
interested 1 should still try to appear
so. Why do you ask ?? '

““I have a short narrative on my
lips,” rejoined his friend, ‘‘and will
try you with it. It is very brief.” '

Pausing for no reply, he laid his
hand on the old gentleman's sleeve, |
and proceeded thus :(— 3

““ There were once two brothers, who
loved each other dearly. There was a
disparity in their ages—some "twelve
years. I am not sure but they may
insensibly have loved each other the
better for that reason. Wide as the
interval between them was, however,
they became rivals too soon. The

deepest and strongest affection of both
their hearts settled upon one object.
““The youngest—there were reasons
for Ais being sensitive and watchful—
was the first to find this out. I will
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pot tell you what misery he underwent,
what agony of soul he knew, how
great his mental struggle was. He
had been a sickly child. His brother,
patient and considerate in the midst
of his own high health and strength,
had many and many a day denied
himself the sports he loved, to sit
beside his couch, telling him old stories
till his pale face lighted up with an
unwonted glow; to carry him in his
arms to some green spot, where he
could tend the poor pensive boy as he
looked upon the bright summer day,
and saw all nature healthy but himself ;
to be, in any way, his fond and faithful
pnurse. | may not dwell on all he
did, to make the poor, weak creature
Jove him, or my tale would have no
end. But when the time of trial came
the younger brother’s heart was full
of those old days. Heaven strengthened
it to repay the sacrifices of inconsiderate
youth by one of thoughtful manhood.
He left his brother to be happy. The
truth never passed his lips, and he
- quitted the country, hoping to die
abroad.

““The elder brother married her. She
was in heaven before long, and left him
- with an infant daughter.

““If you have seen the picture-gallery
of any one old family, you will remember
how the same face and figure—often
the fairest and slightest of them all—
come upon you in different generations ;
and how you trace the same sweet girl
through a long line of portraits—never
growing old or changing—the Good
Angel of the race—abiding by them in
all reverses—redeeming all their sins.

“In this daughter, the mother lived
again. You may judge with what
devotion he, who lost that mother
almost in the winning, clung to this
- girl, her breathing image. She grew to
womanhood, and gave her heart to one
who could not know its worth. Well!
Her fond father could not see her pine
and droop. He might be more de-
serving than he thought him. He
- Surely might becomé so, with a wife
; her. He joined their hands, and
~ they were married.
~ “Through all the misery that followed
‘this union ; through all the cold neglect
‘and undeserved reproach ; through all
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the poverty he brought upon her:
:il}goutgc;h all the struggles of t;l‘;ir d,jly’

» 00 mean and pitiful to tell, but
dreadful to endure, she tojled on, in the
deep devotion of her spirit, and'in her
better nature, as only women can. Her
means and substance wasted ; her father
nearly beggared by her husband’s hand,
and the hourly witness (for they lived
now under one roof) of her ill-usage
and unhappiness—she never, but for
him, bewailed her fate. Patient, and
upheld by strong affection to the last,
she died a widow of some three weeks
date, leaving to her father's care two
orphais; one a son of ten or twelve
years pld; the other a girl — such an-
other infant child—the same in helpless-
ness, in age, in form, in feature—as
she had been herself when her young
mother died.

*“The elder brother, grandfather to
these two children, was now a broken
man ; crushed and borne down, less by
the weight of years than by the heavy
hand of sorrow. With the wreck of
his possessions he began to trade—
in pictures first, and then in curious
ancient things. He had entertained a
fondness for such matters from a boy,
and the tastes he had cultivated were
now to yield him an anxious and pre-
carious subsistence.

““The boy grew like his father in
mind and person; the girl so like her
mother, that when the old man had her
on his knee, and looked into her mild,
blue eyes, he felt as if awakening from
a wretched dream, and his daughter
were a little child again. The wayward
boy soon spurned the shelter of his
roof, and sought associates more con-
genial to his tastes. The old man and
the child dwelled alone together.

“[t was then, when the love of two
dead people who had been nearest and
dearest-to his heart, was all transferred
to this slight creature; when her face,
constantly before him, reminded him,
from hour to hour, of the too early
change he had seen in such another
—of all the sufferings he had watched
and known, and all his child'had under-
gone ; when the young man's profligate
and hardened course drained him of
money as his father's had, and even
sometimes occasioned them temporary
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privation and distress ; it was then that
there began to beset him, and to be
ever in his mind, a gloomy dread of
poverty and want. He had no thought
for himself in this. His fear was for

the child. It was a spectre in his
house, and haunted him night and
day.

“The younger brother had been a
traveller in many countries, and had
made his pilgrimage through life alone.
His voluntary banishment had been
misconstrued, and he had borne (not
without pain) reproach and slight for
doing that which had wrung his heart,
and cast a mournful shadow on his
path. Apart from this, communication
between him and the elder was difficult
and uncertain, and often failed ; still, it
was not so wholly broken off but that
he learned—with long blanks and gaps
between each interval of information—
all that I have told you now.

““Then, dreams of their young, happy
life—happy to him though laden with
pain and early care—visited his pillow
yet oftener than before ; and every night,
a boy again, he was at his brother’s
side. With the utmost speed he could
exert, he settled his affairs; converted
into money all the goods he had; and,
with honourable wealth enough for
both, with open heart and hand, with
limbs that trembled as they bore him
on, with emotion such as men can
bardly bear and live, arrived one even-
ing at his brother’s door ! "

The narrator, whose voice had faltered
lately, stopped. ‘‘The rest,” said Mr.
Garland, pressing his hand after a
pause, “‘ ] know.”

‘‘Yes," rejoined his friend, ** we may
spare ourselves the sequel. You know
the poor result of all my search. Even
when, by dint of such inquiries as the
utmost vigilance and sagacity could set
on foot, we found they had been seen
with two poor travelling showmen—and
in time discovered the men themselves
—and io time, the actual place of their
retreat ; even then, we were too late,
Pray God we are not too late again ! "

““ We cannot be,” said Mr. Garland.
* “This time we must succeed.”

- The life of their
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has fallen on my spirits, my good
friend, and the sadness that gathers
over me will yield to neither hope nor
reason.”

““That does not surprise me,” said
Mr. Garland; *“it is a natural conse-
quence of the events you have recalled ;
of this dreary time and place; and,
above all, of this wild and dismal night,
A dismal night, indeed! Hark! how
the wind is howling 1

CHAPTER LXX.

Day broke, and found them still upon

their way.
had halted here and there for necessary
refreshment, and had frequently been
delayed, especially in the night time,
by waiting for fresh horses. They had
made no other stoppages; but the
weather continued rough, and the
roads were often steep and heavy.
It would be night again before they
reached their place of destination.

Kit, all bluff and -hardened with the
cold, went on manfully; and, having

enough to do to keep his blood circu-
lating, to picture to himself the happy

end of this adventurous journey, and
to look about him and be amazed at
everything, had little spare time for
thinking of discomforts. Though his
impatience, and that of his fellow-
travellers, rapidly increased as the day
waned, the hours did not stand still.
The short daylight of winter soon faded
away, and it was dark again when they
had yet many miles to travel.

As it grew dusk, the wind fell ; its
distant moanings were more low and
mournful ; and, as it came creeping up
the road, and rattling covertly among
the dry brambles on either hand, it
seemed like some great phantom for
whom the way was narrow, whose
garments rustled as it stalked along.
By degrees it lulled and died away,
and then it came on to snow.

The flakes fell fast and thick, soon
covering the groufid some inches deep,
and spread abroad a solemn stillness.
The rolling wheels were noiseless, and
the sharp ring and clatter of the horses’
hoofs became a dull, muffled tramp.
progress seemed (O

o i

Since leaving home, they




PG & oLy

THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP.

pe slowly hushed, and something
death-like to usurp its place.

Shading his eyes from the falling
snow, which froze upon their lashes
and obscured his sight, Kit often tried
1o catch the earliest glimpse of twink-
ling lights denoting their approach to
come not distant town. He could
descry objects enough at such times,
but none correctly. Now, a tall
church spire appeared in view, which
presently became a tree, a barn, a
shadow on the ground, thrown on it
by their own bright lamps. Now,
there were horsemen, foot-passengers,
carriages going on before, or meeting
them in narrow ways; which, when
they were close upon them, turned to
shadows too. A wall, a ruin, a sturdy
gable end would rise up in the road;
and, when they were plunging head-
long at it, would be the road itself.
Strange turnings, too, bridges, and
sheets of water, appéared to start up
here and there, making the way doubt-
ful and uncertain; and yet they were
on the same bare road, and these

\ things, like the others, as they were

ed, turned into dim illusions.

He descended slowly from his seat—
for his limbs were numbed—when they
arrived at a lone posting house, and
inquired how far they had to go to
reach their journey’s end. It was a
late hour in such by-places, and the
people were a-bed; but a voice
answered from an upper window, Ten
miles. The ten minutes that ensued
appeared an hour; but at the end of
that time a shivering figure led out the
horses they required ; and, after another
brief delay, they were again in motion.

It was a cross-country road, full,
after the first three or four miles, of
holes and cart-ruts, which, being
covered by the snow, were so many
pitfalls to the trembling horses, and
obliged them to keep a footpace. As
it was next to impossible for men so
much agitated as they were by this
time to sit still and move so slowly,
all three got out -and plodded on be-
hind the carriage. The distance seemed
interminable, and the walk was most
laborious. As each was thinking within
himself that the driver must have lost

'.- his way, a church bell, close at hand,
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struck the hour of midnight, and the
carriage stopped. It had moved softly
enough, but when it ceased to crunch
?he snow the silence was as startling as
if some great noise had been replaced
by perf_ect' stillness.

“Thns is the place, gentlemen,” said
the driver, dismounting from his horse,
and knocking at the door of a little
inn. ‘‘Hollo!
the dead of night here.”

The knocking was loud and lon

5 g 4]
but it failed to rouse the drowsy
inmatess.  All continued dark and
silent as before. They fell back a
httl_e, and looked up at the windows,
whfch were mere black patches in the
whitened house front. No light ap-
peared. The house might have been
deserted, or the sleepers dead, for any
air of life it had about it.

They spoke together, with a strange
inconsistency, in whispers, unwilling to
disturb again the dreary echoes they
had just now raised.

““Let us go on,” said the younger
brother, ‘‘and leave this good fellow
to wake them, if he can. [ cannot
rest until I know that we are not too
late. Let us go on, in the name of
Heaven.”

They did so, leaving the postillion
to order such accommodation as the
house afforded, and to renew his knock-
ing. Kit accompanied them with a
little bundle, which he had hung in
the carriage when they left home, and
had not forgotten since—the bird in
his old cage—just as she had left him.
She would be glad to see her bird,
he knew.

The road wound gcnt]y downward.
As they proceeded, they lost sight of
the church whose clock they had
heard, and of the small village cluster-
ing round it. The knocking, which
was now renewed, and which in that
stillness they could plainly hear,
troubled them.  They wished the
man would forbear, or that they hﬂ_d
told him not to break the silence until
they returned.

The old church tower, clad in a
hostly garb of pure, cold white, again
fose up before them, and a lew

moments brought them close beside
it. A venerable building—gray, even

Past twelve o’clock is -
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in the midst of the hoary landscape.
An ancient sun-dial on the belfry wall
was nearly hidden by the snow-drift,
and scarcely to be known for what it
was. Time itself seemed to have
grown dull and old, as if no day
were ever to displace the melancholy
night.

A wicket gate was close at hand,
but there was more than one path
across the churchyard to which it led,
and, uncertain which to take, they
came to a stand again.

The village street—if street that could
be called which was an irregular cluster
of poor cottages of many heights and
ages, some with their fronts, some with
their backs, and some with gable ends
towards the road, with here and there
a signpost, or a shed encroaching on
the path—was close at hand. There
was a faint light in a chamber window
not far off, and Kit ran towards that
house to ask their way.

His first shout was answered by
an old man within, who presently
appeared at the casement, wrapping
some garment round his throat as a
protection from the cold, and demanded
who was abroad at that unseasonable
hour wanting him.

“'Tis hard weather this,” he
grumbled, ‘““and not a night to call
me up in. My trade is not of that
kind that I need be roused from bed.
The business on which folks want me
will keep cold, especially at this season.
What do you want ? "

‘“I would not have roused you if I
had known you were old and ill,” said
Kit,

‘“Old !  repeated the other peevishly.,
“How do you know I am old? Not
so old as you think, friend, perhaps,
As to being ill, you will find many
young people in worse case than 1
am. More's the pity that it should
be so—mnot that 1 should be strong
and hearty for my years, | mean, but
that they should be weak and tender,

I ask your r-rdnn. though,"” said the
old man, ““if I spoke rather rough at
first. My eyes are not good at night
—that's neither age nor illness; they
never were—and 1 didn't see you were
a stranger.”

“I am sorry to call you from your

e,
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bed,” said Kit, ‘““but those gentlem
you may see by the churchyard gate
are strangers too, who have jusg®

arrived from a long journey, and
seek the parsonage-house. You can
direct ug?” E

““1 should be able to,” answered
the old man, in a trembling voice,
‘‘for, come next summer, [ have been
sexton here good fifty years. The right
hand path, friend, is the road. There
is no ill news for our good gentleman,
I hope ?” i

Kit thanked him, and made him a
hasty answer in the negative; he was
turning back, when his attention was
caught by the voice of a child. Look-
ing up, he saw a very little creature
at a neighbouring window. :

“What is that?” cried the chi
earnestly, ‘‘Has my dream con
true? Pray speak to me, whoever th
is, awake and up.” :

‘“ Poor boy !” said the sexton, before
Kit could answer, ‘‘how goes it,
darling 7" 3

‘“Has my dream come true?”
claimed the child again, in a voice so
fervent that it might have thrilled
the heart of any listener. ¢‘But
that can never be! How could it b
oh ! how could it be?”

‘1 guess his meaning,” said the
sexton. ‘‘To bed again, poor boy!"

‘““Ay!” cried the child, in a burst
of despair. *‘I knew it could nev
be, 1 felt too sure of that before
asked! But, all to-night, and
night too, it was the same. [ nev
fall asleep but that cruel dream com
again.” =

“Try to sleep again,” said the old
man soothingly. *“It will go in time.”

““No, no, 1 would rather that it
stayed—cruel as it is, I would rath
that it stayed,” rejoined the child. ‘I
am not afraid to have it in my s
but I am so sad—so very, very sad.”

The old man blessed him, the ¢
in tears replied Good-night, and Kit
again alone.

He hurried back, moved by what
had heard, though more by the cl
manner than by anything he had
as his meaning was hidden from
They took the path indica

sexton, _a.ndr soon
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parsonage wall. Turning round to look
about them when they had got thus far,
they saw, among some ruined buildings
at a distance, one single solitary light.

It shone from what appeared to be an
old oriel window, and, being surrounded
by the deep shadows of overhanging
walls, sparkled like a star. Bright
and glimnwt'ing as the stars above
their heads, lonely and motionless as
they, it seemed to claim some kindred
with the eternal lamps of heaven, and
to burn in fellowship with them.

“ What light is that?" said the
younger brother.

“ [t is surely,” said Mr. Garland,
“in the ruin where they live. 1 see no
other ruin hereabouts.”

“ They cannot,” returned the brother
bastily, ‘‘be waking at this late
hour ?

Kit interposed directly, and begged
that, while they rang and waited at the
gate, they would let him make his way
to where this light was shining, and try
to ascertain if any people were about.
Obtaining the permission’ he desired, he
darted off with breathless eagerness,
and, still carrying the birdcage in his
hand, made straight towards the spot.

It was not easy to hold that pace
among the graves, and at another time
he might have gone more slowly, or
round by the path. Unmindful of all
obstacles, however, he pressed forward
without slackening his speed, and soon
arrived within a few yards of the
window,

He approached as softly as he could,
and, advancing so near the wall as to
brush the whitened ivy with his dress,
listened. There was no sound inside.
The church itself was not more quiet.
Touching the glass with his cheek, he
listened again. No. And yet there
was such a silence all around that he
felt sure he could have heard even the
breathing of a sleeper, if there had
been one there. ;

A strange circumstance, a light in
such a place at that time of night, with
no one near it !

A curtain was drawn across the lower
portion of the window, and he could not
see into the room. But there was no

‘shadow thrown upon it from within.
- To have gained a footing on the wall,

and tried to look in from above, would
have been attended with some danger
—certainly with some noise, and the
chance of terrifying the child, if that
res# were her habitation. Again and
again he listened ; again and again the
same wearisome blank,

Leaving the spot with slow and
cautious steps, and skirting the ruin for
a few paces, he came at length to a
door. He knocked. No answer. But
there was a curious noise inside, It
was difficult to determine what it was.
It bore a resemblance to the low
moaning of one in pain, but it was not
that, being far too regular and constant.
Now it seemed a kind of song, now a
wail—seemed, that is, to his changing
fancy, for the sound itself was never
changed or checked. It was unlike
anything he had ever heard; and in its
tone there was something fearful,
chilling, and unearthly.

The listener’s blood ran colder now

than ever it had done in frost and
snow, but he knocked again. There

was no answer, and the sound went
He laid

on without any interruption.
his hand softly upon the latch, and
put his knee against the door. It
was secured on the inside, but yielded
to the pressure, and turned upon its
hinges. He saw the glimmering of a
fire upon the old walls, and entered.

CHAPTER LXXL

Tug dull, red glow of a wood fire—
for no lamp or candle burned within
the room—showed him a figure, seated
on the hearth, with its back towards
him, bending over the fitful light.
The attitude was that of one who
sought the heat. It was, and yet was
not. The stooping posture and the
cowering form were there, but no
hands were stretched out to meet the
grateful warmth, no shrug or shiver
compared its luxury with the piercing
cold outside. With limbs huddled
together, head bowed down, arms
crossed upon the breast, and fingers
tightly clenched, it rocked to and fro
upon its seat without a moment’s
pause, accompanying the action with
the mournful sound he had heard.
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The heavy door had closed behind
him on his entrance, with a crash
that made him start. The figure
‘meither spoke, nor turned to look, nay
gave in any other way the fa'*ft
sign of having heard the noise. e
form was that of an old man, his
white head akin in colour to the
mouldering embers upon which he

. He, and the failing light and
dying fire, the time-worn room, the
solitude, the wasted life, and gloom,
were all in fellowship. Ashes, and
dust, and ruin!

Kit tried to speak, and did pro-
nounce some words, though what they
were he scarcely knew. Still the same
terrible low cry went on—still the
same rocking in the chair—the same
stricken figure was there, unchanged
and heedless of his presence,

He had his hand upon the latch, when
something in the form—distinctly seen
as one log broke and fell, and, as it
fell, blazed up — arrested it. He
returned to where he had stood before
—advanced a pace—another—another
~ still. Another, and he saw the face.
' \":TL! Changed as it was, he knew it

““Master!” he cried, stooping on one
knee, and catching at his Inmd'::B ‘“ Dear
master. Speak tome!”

~ The old man turned slowly towards
 him, and muttered in a hollow voice—

- “This is another! How many of
~ these spirits there have been to-night ! "
~ **No spirit, master. No one but your
~ old servant. You know me now, I'm
Miss Nell—where is she—where
all z that!” cried the old

b
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He started up and listened again.

** Nor that?” he cried, with a tri.
umphant smile. ‘' Can anybody know
that voice so well as I? Hush! hush!”

Motioning to him to be silent, he
stole away into another chamber. After
a short absence (during which he could
be heard to speak in a softened,
soothing tone), he returned, bearing in
his hand a lamp.

‘“She is still asleep,” he whispered.
““You were right. She did not call
—unless she did so in her slumber,
She has called to me in her sleep
before now, sir; as 1 have sat by,
watching, I have seen her lips move,
and have known, though no sound came
from them, that she spoke of me. |
feared the light might dazzle her eyes
and wake her, so I brought it
here.”

He spoke rather to himself than to
the visitor, but when he had put the
lamp upon the table, he took it up,
as if impelled by some momentary
recollection or curiosity, and held it
near his face.- Then, as if forgetting
his motive in the very action, he turned
away and put it down again.

‘“ She is sleeping soundly,” he said ;
‘““but no wonder. Angel hands have
strewn the ground deep with snow, that
the lightest footstep may be lighter yet ;
and the very birds are dead, that they
may not wake her. She used to feed
them, sir. Though never so cold and
hungry, the timid things would fly from
us. They never flew from her!”

Again he stopped tolisten, and scarcely
drawing breath, listened for a long, long
time. That fancy past, he opened an old
chest, took out some clothes as fondly
as if they had been living things, and
began to smooth and brush them with
his hand.

““Why dost thou lie so idle there,
dear Nell,” he murmured, ‘‘ when there
are bright red berries out of doors wait-
ing for thee to pluck them? Why
dost thou lie so idle there, when thy
little friends come creeping to the door,
crying, ‘ Where is Nell—sweet Nell ?’—
and sob and weep because they do not
see thee, She was always gentle with
The wildest would do her

y - way with




. Kit had no power to speak. His
P were filled with tears.
% Her little homely dress—her
favourite ! " cried the old man, press-
" .t to his breast, and patting it
his shrivelled hand. *‘She will
. it when she wakes. They have
it here in sport, but she shall
jt—she shall have it. I would
vex my darling for the wide
riches. See here—these shoes
worn they are—she kept them
ind her of our last long journey.
see where the little feet went bare
‘the ground. They told me, after-
that the stones had cut and
4 them. She never told me that.
no, God bless her! and, I have
nembered since, she walked behind
sir, that I might not see how lame
was—but yet she had my hand in
. and seemed to lead me still.”
ie pressed them to his lips, and,
o carefully put them back again,
on communing with himself—
o wistfully from time to time
he had

the chamber lately
¢ She was not wont to be a lie a-bed ;
was well then. We must have
ce. When she is well again, she
rise early, as she used to do, and
e abroad in the healthy morning
1 often tried to track the way
‘had gone, but her small footstep
no print upon the dewy ground to
me. Who is that? Shut the
. Quick! Have we not enough
do to, drive away that marble cold,
i keep her warm? "
The door was indeed opened, for the
ace of Mr. Garland and his friend,
ccompanied by two other persons.
e were the schoolmaster and the
elor. The former held a light in
hand. He had, it seemed, but gone
own cottage to replenish the ex-
ted lamp, at the moment when
came up and found the old man alone.
softened again at sight of these
friends, and, laying aside the angry
. if to anything so feeble and
sad the term can be applied—in
h he had spoken when the door
ned, resumed his former seat, and
ded, by little and little, into the old
stion, and theold, dull, wandering sound.
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Of the strangers h
whatever. Heghad :eetnoo 1:11::1 h].:::
appeared quite incapable of interest or
curiosity. The younger brother stood
apart. The bachelor drew a chair to-
wards the old man, and sat down close
beside him. After a long silence, he
ventured to speak. 3

‘“ Another night, and not in bed !” he
said softly; *““I hoped you would be
more mindful of your promise to me.
W‘hy do you not take some rest?”

¢ Sleep has left me,” returned the old
man. ‘It is all with her!"”

‘It would pain her very much to know
that you were watching thus,” said the
bachelor. “You would not give her
pain? "

*“1 am not so sure of that, if it would
only rouse her. She has slept so very
Icm_g. And yet 1 am rash to say so.
It is a good and happy sleep—eh?”

¢ Indeed it is,” returned the bachelor.
¢ Indeed, indeed itis!"

¢ That's well '—and the waking——"
faltered the old man. * Happy too.
Happier than tongue can tell, or heart
of man conceive.”

They watched him as he rose and
stole on tiptoe to the other chamber
where the lamp had been replaced.
They listened as he spoke again within
its silent walls. They looked into the
faces of each other, and no man'’s
cheek was free from tears. He came
back whispering that she was still
asleep, but that he thought she had
moved. It was her haand, he said—a
little—a very, very little—but he wad
pretty sure she had moved it—perhaps

in seeking his. He had known her do
that, before now, though in the deepest
sleep the while. And when he had said
this, he dropped into his chair again,
and, clasping his hands above his head,
uttered a cry never to be forgotten.

The poor schoolmaster motioned to
the bachelor that he would come on
the other side and speak to him. They
gently unlocked his fingers, which he
had twisted in his gray hair, and pressed
them in their own.

« He will hear me," said the sckool-
master, ‘“I am sure. He will heur
either me or you if we besecch him.
She would, at all times.”

««] will hear any voice she liked to
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hear,” cried the old man. “I love all
she loved ! "

““1 know you do,” returned the
schoolmaster. “‘I am certain of it.

Think of her; think of all the sorrows
and afflictions you have shared together—
of all the trials and all the peaceful
pleasures you have jointly known."

““Ido. Ido. I thinkofnothing else.”

“I would have you think of nothing
else to-night —of nothing but those
things which will soften your heart,
dear friend, and open it to old affec=
tions and old times. It is so that she
would speak to you herself, and in
her name it is that 1 speak now.”

“You do well to speak softly,”
said the old man. “* We will not wake
her. I should be glad to see her
eyes again, and to see her smile. There
is a smile upon her young face now,
but it is fixed and changeless. |
would have it come and go. That
shall be in Heaven's good time. We
will not wake her.”

*‘ Let us not talk of her in her sleep,
but as she used to be when you were
journeying together, far away—as she
was at home, in the old house from
which you fled together—as she was
in the old cheerful time,” said the
schoolmaster.

“She was always cheerful — very
cheerful,” cried the old man, looking
steadfastly at him. *There was ever
something mild and quiet about her,
I remember, from the first; but she
was of a happy nature,”

' *“We have heard you say,” pursued
the schoolmaster ““that in this, and
in all goodness, she was like her
l;:t?her You can think of and remember

He maintained his steadfast look, but
gave no answer,

“Or even one before her,” said the

‘It is many years ago, and
makes the time ll‘t)eurgu' but

nothing that we br;:ght away, btlt
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member, long ago, another child w
loved you dearly, you being but a chj
yourself. Say that you had a brotheg,
long forgotten, long unseen, lopg
separated from you, who now, at las
in your utmost need, came back o
comfort and console you Ay ;

‘‘To be to you what you were ongs
to him,” cried the younger, falling ¢
his knee before him; ‘ to repay yo
old affection, brother dear, by consta
care, solicitude, and love; to be,
yvour right hand, what he has nev
ceased to be when oceans rolled betwee
us; to call to witness his unchangin
truth and mindfulness of bygone da
whole years of desolation. Give m 3
but one word of recognition, brother,
and never—no never, in the brigh
moment of our youngest days, when
poor silly boys, we thought to p
our lives together—have we been {
as dear and precious to each other a
we shall be from this time hence !

The old man looked from face to
face, and his lips moved ; but no s
came from them in reply. i

“If we were knit together th
pursued the younger brother, *
will be the bond between us now?
love and fellowship began in childha
when life was all before us, and
be resumed when we have proved
and are but children at the last.
many restless spirits, who have hunted
fortune, fame, or pleasure through the
world, retire in their decline to where
they first drew breath, vainly seeking
to be children once again before they
die, so we, less fortunate than they
in early life, but happier in its closing
scenes, will set up our rest again
among our boyish haunts, and going
home with no hope realised that had
its growth in manhood ing back

other—saving
the wreck of life,
i :

our old yearnings to
no fragment from
‘but that which first
And even,” he
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By little and little, the'old man had
drawn back towards the inner chamber
while these words were spoken. He
pointed there as he replied, with
trembling lips—

« You plot among you to wean my
heart from her. You never will do that
—_never while 1 have life. I have no
relative or friend but bher—I never had
__| never will have. She is all in all to
me. It is too late to part us now.”

Waving them off with his hand, and
calling softly to her as he went, he
stole into the room. They who were
left behind drew close together, and,

. after a few whispered words—not un-
" broken by emotion, or easily uttered—
followed him. They moved so gently
that their footsteps made no noise; but
. there were sobs from among the group,
and sounds of grief and mourning.

' For she was dead. There, upon her
" Jittle bed, she lay at rest. The solemn
stillness was no marvel now.

She was dead. No sleep so beautiful

~ and calm, so free from trace of pain,
_ so fair to look upon. She seemed a
~ creature fresh from the hand of God,
" and waiting for the breath of life ; not
one who had lived and suffered death.
y Her couch was dressed with here and
" there some winter berries and green
" leaves, gathered in a spot she had been
~ used to favour. ““When I die, put near
me something that has loved the light,
and had the sky above it always.”
Those were her words.

She was dead. Dear, gentle, patient,
noble Nell was dead. Her little bird—a
poor, slight thing the pressure of a
finger would have crushed —was stir-
~ ring nimbly in its cage ; and the strong
" heart of its child mistress was mute
and motionless for ever.

Where were the traces of her’ early
cares, her sufferings, and fatigues? All
Y g:ne. Sorrow was dead indeed in her,
~ but peace and perfect happiness were
born—imaged in her tranquil beauty
- and profound repose.

And still her former self lay there,
~ unaltered in this change. Yes. The
. old fireside had smiled upon that same
~ sweet face ; it had passed, like a dream,
h haunts of misery and care;
" at the door of the poor schoolmaster
on the summer evening, before the

P
furnace fire upon the cold, wi 1313{, S Lge
at the still bedside of the dying oyt 8
there had been the same mild, y s
look. So shall we know the angels in
th?ll'; ma]ledsty, after death, =
_The old man held one languid i
his, fmd had the small ha:dng tightai!t;?d;:
to his breast, for warmth, It was the
hand she had stretched out to him with
her last smile—the hand that had led
him on through all their wanderings.
Ever and anon he pressed it to his lips ;
then hugged it to his breast again,
murmuring that it was warmer now ;
and, as he said it, he looked, in agony,
to those who stood around, as if im-
ploring them to help her.

She was dead, and past all help, or
need of it. The ancient rooms she had
seemed to fill with life, even while her
own was waning fast—the garden she
had tended—the eyes she had gladdened
—the noiseless haunts of many a
thoughtful hour—the paths she had
trodden, as it were, but yesterday—
could know her never more.

“Jt is not,” said the schoolmaster,
as he bent down to kiss her on the
cheek, and gave his tears free vent—
‘it is not on earth that Heaven's
justice ends. Think what earth is,
compared with the world to which her
young spirit has winged its early flight ;
and say if one deliberate wish, exp :
in solemn terms above this bed, could =
call her back to life, which of us would
utter it ! ”

CHAPTER LXXIL

WHEN morning came, and they could
speak more calmly on the subject of
their grief, they heard how her life
had closed.

She had been dead two days. They
were all about her at the time, knowing
that the end was drawing on. She
died soon after daybreak. They h?d
read and talked to her in the earlier
portion of the night, but as the hours
crept on she sank to sleep. They
could tell, by what she faintly uttered
in her dreams, that they were of her
jorneyings with the old man; they were
of no painful scenes, but of people who
had helped and used them kmd_l;\'. for
she often said, ‘‘ God bless you!" with
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great fervour. Waking, she never
wandered in her mind but once, and
that was of beautiful music which she
said was in the air. God knows. It
may have been.

Opening her eyes at last, from a
very quiet sleep, she begged that they
would kiss her once again. That done,
she turned to the old man with a lovely
smile upon her face—such, they said, as
they had never seen, and never could
forget—and clung with both her arms
around his neck. They did not know
that she was dead, at first.

She had spoken very often of the two
sisters, who, she said, were like dear
friends to her. She wished they could
be told how much she thought about
them, and how she had watched them
as they walked together by the riverside
at night. She would like to see poor
Kit, she had often said of late. She
wished there was somebody to take her
love to Kit. And, even then, she never
thought or spoke about him, but with
something of her old, clear,merry laugh.

For the rest, she had never murmured
or complained ; but, with a quiet mind,
and manner quite unaltered—save that
she every day became more earnest and
more grateful to them—faded like the
light upon a summer’s evening.

The child who had been her little
friend came there, almost as soon as it
was day, with an offering of dried
flowers, which he begged them to lay
upon her breast. It was he who had
come to the window overnight and
spoken to the sexton, and they saw in
the snow traces of small feet, where he
had been lingering near the room in
which she lay, before he went to bed.
He had a fancy, it seemed, that they
had left her there alone, and could not
bear the thought.

He told them of his dream again, and
that it was of her being restored to
ﬂ_mn. just
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Up to that time, the old man had not :
spoken once—except to her—or Slirred‘
from the bedside. But when he sawd
her little favourite, he was moved as
they had not seen him yet, and made
as though he would have him come
nearer. Then pointing to the bed, ha
burst into tears for the first time, and

they who stood by, knowing that ths
sight of this child had done him good,

left them alone together. .

Soothing him with his artless talk
of her, the child persuaded him to take
some rest, to walk abroad, to do almost
as he desired him. And when the day"

came on, which must remove her in i

ever, he led him away, that he might

i

her earthly shape from earthly eyes for!

not know when she was taken from
him.
They were to gather fresh leaves and
berries for her bed. It was Sunday—
a bright, clear, wintry afternoon—and
as they traversed the village street,
those who were walking in their path
drew back to make way for them, a
gave them a softened greeting. Some
shook the old man kindly by the han
some stood uncovered while he totter
by, and many cried, ““God help him
as he passed along. T
‘“Neighbour !” said the old man,
stopping at the cottage where his

young guide’s mother dwelt, ‘‘ how is

it that the folks are nearly all in black
to-day ? I have seen a mourning ribbon

or a piece of crape on almost every

°ne.!l 2
She could not tell, the woman said.

‘“ Why, you yourself—you wear the
colour too?” he said. ‘‘Windows are
closed that never used to be by day.
What does this mean?” :

Again the woman said she could not
7

“We must go back,” said the old
man
thi' is. -~

““No, no,” cried the child, detaini
him. *“Remember what you pmming

Our way is to the old green lane, where
she and I so often were, and where

P

found us more than once, making
Bt sf e b oo

4

_!

hurriedly. ¢ We must see what

§
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Do you not know ?" returned the
child. & Did we not leave her but just
now 7"
“ True.
was it? r »
He pressed his hand upon his brow,
looked vacantly round, and, as if im-
: pclied by a sudden thought, crossed the

road, and entered the sexton’s house.
~ He and his deaf assistant were sitting
. pefore the fire. Both rose up, on seeing
. who it was.

The child made a hasty sign to them
with his hand. It was the action of an
jnstant, but that, and the old man's
- look, were quite enough.

1 + Do you—do you bury any one to-
day?" he said eagerly.

g ‘No, no! Who should we bury,

' sir? " returned the sexton.

.~ Ay, who indeed? I say with you,
~who indeed ? i

. W]t is a holiday with us, good sir,”

returned the sexton mildly. “We

have no work to do to-day.”

- **Why, then, I'll go where you will,”
2id the old man, turning to the child.

_ & You're sure of what you tell me?

‘You would not deceive me? 1 am

 changed, even in the little time since you
last saw me.”

4 Go thy ways with him, sir,” cried

the sexton, ‘‘and Heaven be with ye

P both !

¢ ] am quite ready,” said the old man
‘meekly. ‘‘Come, boy, come ;” and so
submitted to be led away.

And now the bell—the bell she had
" so often heard, by night and day, and
listened to with solemn pleasure almost

as a living voice—rang its remorseless

toll for her, so young, SO beautiful,
' so good. Decrepit age, and vigorous
life, and blooming youth, and helpless
~ infancy, poured forth—on crutches, in
the pride of strength and health, in the
full blush of promise, in the mere dawn
" life—to gather round her tomb.
men were there, whose eyes were
and senses failing—grandmothers,
o might have died ten years ago,
still been old—the deaf, the blind,
lame, the palsied, the living dead
many shapes and forms, 10 see the
sing of that early grave. What was
death it would shut in to that which
 could crawl and creep above it!

True. It was her we left—

T
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Along the crowded path th
lt";;"" now ; pure as the ngwly-fall:i m
o e
whers. the had sat when St 0

ad sat when Heaven in its
mercy brought her to that peaceful
spot, she passed again; and the old
church received her in its quiet shade.

They carried her to an old nook,
\\.'here she halnd many and many a
time sat musing, and laid their burden
softly on the pavement. The light
st}'eamed on it through the coloured
window—a window where the boughs
of trees were ever rustling in the
summer, and where the birds sang
sweetly all day long. With every
breath of air that stirred among those
branches in the sunshine, some
trembling, changing light would fall
upon her grave.

Earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust
to dust! Many a young hand dropped
in its little wreath, many a stifled
sob was heard. Some—and they were
not a few—kneeled down. All were
sincere and truthful in their sorrow.

The service done, the mourners stood
apart, and the villagers closed round
to look into the grave before the
pavement-stone should be replaced.
One called to mind how he had seen
her sitting on that very spot, and how
her book had fallen on her lap, and
she was gazing with a pensive face upon
the sky. Another told how he had
wondered much that one so delicate as
she should be so bold; how she had
never feared to enter the church alone at
night, but had loved to linger there
when all was quiet, and even to climb
the tower stair, with no more light
than that of the moon rays stealing
through the loopholes in the thick
old wall. A whisper ~went about
among the oldest that she had seen
and talked with angels; and, when
they called to mind how she had
looked, and spoken, and her early
death, some thought it might be so,
indeed. Thus, coming fo the,  grave
in little knots, and glancing down,
and giving place to others, and falling
off in whispering groups of three or
four, the church was cleared in time of
all but the sexton and the mourning

friends.
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They saw the vault covered, and the
stone fixed down. Then, when the
dusk of evening had come on, and not
a sound disturbed the sacred stillness

of the place—when the bright moon
poured in her light on tomb and
monument, on pillar, wall, and arch,
and most of all (it seemed to them)
upon her quiet grave—in that calm

time, when outward things and inward
thoughts teem with assurances of
immortality, and worldly hopes and
fears are humbled in the dust before
them—then, with tranquil and sub-
missive hearts they turned away, and
left the child with God.

Oh, it is hard to take to heart the
lesson that such deaths will teach,
but let no man reject it, for it is one
that all must learn, and is a mighty,
universal truth. When Death strikes
down the innocent and young, for
every fragile form from which he lets
the panting spirit free, a hundred
virues rise, in shapes of mercy, charity,
and love, to walk the world, and bless
it. Of every tear that sorrowing
mortals shed on such green graves,
some good is born, some gentler nature
comes. In the Destroyer's steps there
spring up bright creations that defy
his power, and his dark path becomes
a way of light to heaven.

It was late when the old man came
home. The boy had led him to his own
dwelling, under some pretence, on their
way back ; and, rendered drowsy by his
long ramble and late want of rest, he
bad sunk into a deep sleep by the fire-
side. He was perfectly exhausted, and
they were careful not to rouse him,
The slumber held him a long time, and
when he at length awoke the moon was
shining.

The younger brother, uneasy at his
protracted absence, was watching at the

door for his coming, when h peared
the pathway with his s
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From that he rushed into the schogl.
master’s cottage, calling her name,
They followed close upon him, and when
he had vainly searched it, brought hijp
home. ‘w

With such persuasive words as pity
and affection could suggest, they pre.
vailed upon him to sit among them and
hear what they should tell him. Then,
endeavouring by every little artifice to
prepare his mind for what must come,
and dwelling with many fervent words
upon the Nappy lot to’ which she had
been removed, they told him, at last, the
truth. The moment it had passed their
lips, he fell down among them like a
murdered man. .

For many hours they had little hope
of his surviving ; but grief is strong,
and he recovered.

If there be any who have never known
the blank that follows death—the weary
void—the sense of desolation that wil
come upon the strongest minds, when
something familiar and beloved is missed
at every turn—the connection between
inanimate and senseless things, and the
object of recollection, when every house-
hold god becomes a monument, s d
every room a grave—if there be any
who have not known this, and proved
it by their own experience, they can
never faintly guess how, for many days
the old man pined and moped away the
time, and wandered here and there as
seeking something, and had no comfort,

Whatever power of thought or memory
he retained was all bound up in her. He%
never understood, or seemed to care
to understand, about his brother. To
every endearment and attention he con-
tinued listless. If they spoke to him on
this or any other theme, save one, he
would hear them patiently for a while,
then turn away, and go on seeking as
before. g ’

On that one theme, which was in his
and all their minds, it was impossible to
touch. Dead! He could not hear or
bear the word, The slightest hint of it
would throw him into a paroxysm, like
that he had had when it was first
spoken, In what hope he lived no man
:l;uld tell ; gut that

he had some hope




and sore at heart—was plain

more sick
g W
X

all.

';Le)' pethought them of a removal

from the scene of this last sorrow; of
. . whether change of place would

. or cheer him. His brother sought

the advice of those who were accounted

and saw him. Some of the number
stayed upon the spot, conversed with
him when he would converse, and
watched him as he wandered up and
" down, alone and silent. Move him
. where they might, they said, he would
ever seek to get back there. His mind
would run upon that spot. If they
confined him closely, and kept a strict
guard upon him, they might hold him
. prisoner, but if he could by any
means escape, he would surely wander
back to that place, or die upon the
~ road.

The boy, to whom he had submitted
" at first, had no longer any influence with
" him. At times, he would suffer the
~ child to walk by his side, or would even
| take such notice of his presence as
giving him his hand, or would stop to
kiss his cheek, or pat him on the head.
At other times, he would entreat him—
pot unkindly—to be gone, and would
not brook him near. But, whether
~ alone, or with this pliant friend, or with
" those who would have given him, atany
. cost or sacrifice, some consolation or
some peace of mind, if, happily, the
" means could have been devised, he was
at all times the same—with no love or
care for anything in life—a broken-
" hearted man.

At length, they found, one day, that
he had risen early, and, with his knap-
- sack on his back, his staff in hand, her

own straw hat, and little basket full of
" such things as she had been used
f to carry, was gone. As they were
- making ready to pursué him far and
" wide, a frightened schoolboy came who
had seen him, but a moment before,
. sitting in the church—upon her grave,
~ he said. _
~ They hastened there, and, going softly
" to the door, espied him in the attitude
of one who waited patiently. They did
" not disturb him then, but kept 2 watch
BSSen him all that day. When it grew
. dark he rose and returned home,
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skilful in such matters, and they came

and went to bed, mu - A o
“‘ She will come to—mr::r;;fn%.uto hlmseﬂ,
¢ Upon the morrow he was there in
rom sunrise until night; i
night he laid him dogwn t:n :::s:“ a:t: :
murmured, ** She will come to’-'morr’ow

And thenceforth, every day, and all
day long, he waited at her grave for
her. How many pictures of new
Journeys over pleasant country, of
resting -places under the free, broad
sky, of rambles in the fields and woods
and paths not often trodden—how man)‘r
tones of that onme well-remembered
voice, how many glimpses of the form
the ﬁgtteri ng dress, the hair that waveé
so gaily in the wind—how many visions
of what had been, and what he hoped
was yet to be—rose up before him, in
the old, dull, silent church! He never
told them what he thought, or where
he went. He would sit with them at
night, pondering with a secret satis-
faction, they could see, upon the flight
that he and she would take before night
came again; and still they would hear
him whisper in his prayers, ‘“Lord!
Let her come to-morrow ! ”

The last time was on a genial day in
spring. He did not return at the usual
hour, and they went to seek him. He
was lying dead upon the stone. ;

They laid him by the side of her
whom he had loved so well; and, in
the church where they had often prayed,
and mused, and lingered hand in hand,
the child and the old man slept together.

CHAPTER THE LAST.

THE magic reel, which, rolling on before,
has led the chronicler thus far, now
slackens in its pace, and stops. It lies
before the goal; the pursuit is at
an end.

It remains but to dismiss the leaders
of the little crowd who have borne
us company upon the road, and so to
close the journey.

Foremost among them, smooth
Sampson Brass and Sally, arm in arm,
claim our polite attention. ;

Mr. Sampson, then, being detained,
as already has been shown, by 'tlm
justice upon whom he called, and_bemg .
so strongly pressed to protract his stay

e
o
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that he could by no means refuse,
remained under his protection for a
considerable time, during which the
great attention of his entertainer kept
him so extremely close, that he was
quite lost to society, and never even
went abroad for exercise saving into a
small paved yard. So well, indeed,
was his modest and retiring temper
understood by those with whom he
had to deal, and so jealous were they of
his absence, that they required a kind
of friendly bond to be entered into by
two substantial housekeepers, in the
sum of fifteen hundred pounds apiece,
before they would suffer him to quit
their hospitable roof — doubting, it
appeared, that he would return, if once
let loose, on any other terms. Mr.
Brass, struck with the humour of this
jest, and carrying out its spirit to the
utmost, sought from his wide connection
a pair of friends whose joint possessions
fell some halfpence short of fifteen pence,
and proffered them as bail—for that was
the merry word agreed upon on both
sides. These gentlemen being rejected
after twenty-four hours’ pleasantry, Mr.
Brass consented to remain, and did
remain, until a club of choice spirits
called a Grand Jury (who were in the
joke) summoned him to a trial before
twelve other wags for perjury and fraud,
who in their turn found him guilty with
a4 most facetious joy—nay, the very
populace entered into the whim, and
Wwhen Mr. Brass was moving in a
- backney-coach towards the building
. where these wags assembled, saluted
; rotten eggs and carcasses of
, and feigned to wish to tear him
ds, which greatly increased the
af the thing, and made him
he more, no doubt.
- work this sportive vein still
f, Mr. Brass, by his counsel,
in arrest of Judgment that he
led to criminate himself by
~of safety and promises of
claimed the leniency which
ds to such confiding natures
_ Cel After solemn
point (with others of a
re, whose humorous ex-
. would be difficult to
referred to the judges
being mean-

S el

time removed to his former quarters,
Finally, some of the points were givey
in Sampson’s favour, and some againsg
him ; and the upshot was, that, insteag
of being desiréd to travel for a time in
foreign parts, he was permitted to grace
the mother country under certain insig.
nificant restrictions.

These were, that he should, for 4
term of years, reside in a spacious
mansion where several other gentlemen
were lodged and boarded at the publig
charge, who went clad in a sober unj-
form of gray turned up with yellow, had
their hair cut extremely short, and
chiefly lived on gruel and light soup, .
It was also required of him that he
should partake of their exercise of con-
stantly ascending an endless flight of
stairs ; and, lest his legs, unused to_l
such exertion, should be weakened by
it, that he should wear upon one ankle
an amulet, or charm, of iron. These
conditions being arranged, he was
removed one evening to his new abode,
and enjoyed, in common with nine other
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gentlemen and two ladies, the privilege

of being taken to his place of retirement

in one of Royalty’s own carriages.

Over and above these trifling penal-
ties, his name was erased and blotted
out from the roll of attorneys; which
erasure has been always held in these
latter times to be a great degradation
and reproach, and to imply the com-
mission of some amazing villainy—as,
indq:ed, it would seem to be the case,
when so many worthless names remain
among its better records unmolested.

Of Sally Brass conflicting rumours
went abroad. Some said with confi-
dence that she had gone down to the
docks in male attire, and had become
a female sailor ; others darkly whispered
that she had enlisted as a private in
the second regiment of Foot Guards,
and had been seen in uniform, and on
duty, to wit, leaning on her musket,
and looking out of a sentry-box in
St. James’s Park, one evening. There
were many such whispers as these in
circulation ; but the truth appears to
be that, after the lapse of some five
years (during which there is no direct
evidence of her having been seen at
all), two wretched people were more
thas once observed to crawl at dusk



the inmost recesses of St Giles's,
‘take their way along the streets,
shuffling steps and cowering,
ring forms, looking into the roads
kennels as they went in search
» food or disregarded offal.
forms were never beheld but in
nights of cold and gloom, when
‘terrible spectres, who lie at all
times in the obscene hiding-places
_ 5“ adon, in archways, dark vaults,
d cellars, venture to creep into the
«the embodied spirits of Disease,
ce, and Famine. It was whispered
‘those who should have known, that
were Sampson and his sister
y ; and to this day, it is said, they
times , on bad nights, in the
loathsome guise, close at the elbow
shrinking passenger.
e body of Quilp 'being found—
oh not until some days had elapsed
inquest was held on it near the
¢t where it had been washed ashore.
e general supposition was that he had
“mitted suicide, and, this appearing
be favoured by all the circumstances
his death, the verdict was to that
t, He was left to be buried with
stake through his heart in the centre
f four lonely roads.
" It was rumoured afterwards that this
rrible and barbarous ceremony had
en dispensed with, and that the re-
ains had been secretly given up to
om Scott. But even here opinion was
ded ; for some said Tom dug them
at midnight, and carried them to a
ace indicated to him by the widow.
' is probable that both these stories
¢ have had their origin in the simple
of Tom’s shedding tears upon the
llest——which he certainly did, extra-
ordinary as it may appear. He mani-
ted, besides, a strong desire to
ault the jury; and, being restrained
d conducted out of court, darkened
only window py standing on his
upon the sill, until he was dexter-
y tilted upon his feet again by a
tious beadle.

he determined to g0
i ad and hands,

accordingly began to tumble for his
d. Finding, however, his English
an insurmountable obstacle to
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Being cast upon the world by his,

e - =

his advancement in this pursuit (no

withstanding that his artpwas in (h.gtt:
repute and favour), he assumed the
name of an Italian image lad, with
whom he had beco i

ft d me_acqumnted, and
afterwards tumbled with extraordinary

success, and to overflowing audiences.

e one deceit that lay so heavy
on her conscience, and never spoke
or thought of it but with bitter tears.
Her husband had no relations, and
she was rich. He had made no will,
or sl’_:e would probably have been poor.
Having married the first time at her
mother’s instigation, she consulted in
her second choice nobody but herself.
It fell upon a smart young fellow
enough ; and, as he made it a pre-
liminary condition that Mrs. Jiniwin
should be thenceforth an out-pensioner,
they lived together after marriage with
no more than the average amount of
quarrelling, and led a merry life upon
the dead dwarf’s money.

Mr. and Mrs, Garland, and Mr.
Abel, went out as usual (except that
there was a change in their house-
hold, as will be seen presently), and
in due time the latter went into
partnership with his friend the notary,
on which occasion there was a dinner,
and a ball, and great extent of dissipa-
tion. Unto this ball there happened
to be invited the most bashful young
lady that was ever seen, with whom
Mr. Abel happened to fall “in love.
How it happened, or how they found
it out, or which of them first com-
municated the discovery to the other,
nobody knows. But, certain it is that
in course of time they were married ;
and equally certain it is that they were
the happiest of the happy and no less
certain it is that they deserved to be
so. And it is pleasant to write down
that they reared & family ; because
any propagation of goodness and
benevolence is 0o small addition to
the aristocracy of nature, and no small
subject of rejoicing for mankind at large.

The pony preserved his character for
independence and principle down O
the last moment of his life; which
was an unusually long one and caused
him to be looked upon, indeed, as the
very Old Parr of ponies. He often
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went to and fro with the little phaeton
between Mr. Garland’s and his son's,
and, as the old people and the young
were frequently together, had a stable
of his own at the new establishment,
into which he would walk of himself
with surprising dignity. He con-
descended to play with the children,
as they grew old enough to cultivate
his friendship, and would run up and
down the little paddock with them like
a dog; but though he relaxed so far,
and allowed them such small freedoms
4S caresses, or even to look at his
shoes or hang on by his tail, he never
permitted any one among them to mount
his back or drive him: thus showing
that even their familiarity must have
its limits, and that there were points
between them far too serious for trifling..

He was not unsusceptible of warm
attachments in his later life, for when
the good bachelor came to live with
Mr. Garland upon the clergyman’s
decease, he conceived a great friendship
for him, and amiably submitted to be
driven by his hands without the least
resistance. He did no work for two
or three years before he died, but lived
in clover; and his last act (like a
choleric old gentleman) was to kick
his doctor.

Mr. Swiveller, recovering very slowly
from his illness, and entering into the
receipt of his aanuity, bought for the
Marchioness a handsome stock of
clothes, and put her to school forthwith,
in redemption of the vow he had
made upon his fevered bed. After
casting about for some time for a
name which should be worthy of her,
he decided in favour of Sophronia
Sphynx, as being euphonious and
genteel, and, furthermore, indicative

mystery. Under this title the
oness repaired, in tears, to the
school of his selection, from which,

as she soon distanced all competitors,
she was removed before the lapse of
of a higher

Quarters to one
E It is but bare justice to Mr,
veller to say that, -although the
expenses of her education kept him

tances for half

.
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or. Erd.ou

y) of her
ly visits tq
upon him
eccentrie
us talent

heard (with great gravit
advancement, on his month
the governess, who looked
as a literary gentleman of
habits, and of a most prodigio
in quotation.

In a word, Mr.
Marchioness at this
she was, at a moderate guess, ful]
nineteen years of age—good-looking,
clever, and good-humoured ; when he
began to consider seriously what was
to be done next. On one of his
periodical visits, while he was revoly.
ing this question in his mind, the
Marchioness came down to him alone,j
looking more smiling and more fresh
than- ever. Then it occurred to him,
but not for the first time, that if she
would marry him how comfortable
they might be! So Richard asked her;
whatever she said, it wasn’t No; and
they were married in good earnest that
day week. Which gave Mr. Swiveller
frequent occasion to remark at divers
subsequent periods that there had been
a young lady saving up for him after all,

A little cottage at Hampstead being
to let, which had in its garden a
smoking-box, the eavy of the civilised
world, they agreed to become its
tenants ; and, when the honeymoon was
over, entered upon its occupation. To
this retreat Mr. Chuckster repaired
regularly every Sunday to spend the
day—usually beginning with breakfast
—and here he was the great purveyor
of general news and fashionable intelli-
gence. For some years he continued a
deadly foe to Kit, protesting that he
had a better opinion of him when he
Was supposed to have stolen the five-
pound note, than when he was shown
to be perfectly free of the crime ; inas-
much as his guilt would have had in
it something daring and bold, whereas
his innocence was but another proof of
a sneaking and crafty disposition. By
slow degrees, however, he was re-
conciled to him in the end; and even
went so far as to honour him with his
Jpatronage, as one who had in some
measure reformed, and was therefore
to be forgiven. But he never forgot

ed that circumstance of the

Swiveller kept the
establishment untj]




il enough, but that his returning to
" work out the former gift was a stain
‘ppon his moral _clharacter which no
.penilence or contrition could ever wash
‘w;(); Swiveller, having always been
some measure of a philosophic and
uflective turn, grew immensely con-
‘templative at times in the smoking-
box, and was accustomed at such
periods to debate in his own mind the
_m,ysteriotm question of Sophronia’s
sarentage. Sophronia herself supposed
she was an orphan; but Mr. Swiveller,
_'putting various slight circumstances
‘together, often thought Miss Brass
must know better than that; and,
having heard from his wife of her
| strange interview with Quilp, enter-
tained sundry misgivings whether that
rson in his lifetime might not also
ve been able to solve the riddle had
he chosen. These speculations, how-
ever, gave him no uneasiness; for
Sophronia was ever a most cheerful,
affectionate, and provident wife to him;
'and Dick (excepting for an occasional
outbreak with Mr, Chuckster, which
she had the good sense rather to en-
courage than oppose) was to her an
| attached and domesticated husband.
. And they played many hundred thou-
~ sand games of cribbage together. And
" let it be added, to Dick’s honour, that,
though we have called her Sophronia,
he called her the Marchioness from
first to last; and that upon every anni-
versary of the day on which he found
" her in his sick-room, Mr. Chuckster
came to dinner, and there was great
- glorification.

The gamblers, Isaac List and Jowl,
with their trusty confederate, Mr. James
Groves of unimpeachable memory, pur
sued their course with varying success,
until the failure of a spirited enterprise
in the way of their profession dispersed
them in various directions, and caused
career to receive a sudden check
the long and strong arm of the
A This defeat had its origin in the
untoward detection of a new associate
—young Frederick Trent — who thus

became the unconscious instrument of
punishment and his own. :
For the young man himself, he rioted
ad for a brief term, living by his
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wits—which means by the abuse of N
every faculty that, wozthily mphy,:f x
raises man above the beasts, and u;
degraded, sinks him far below them.
It was not long before his body was -
recognised by a stranger, who chanced '
to visit that hospital in Paris where the
drovu:ned are laid out to be owned—
dBS’plte the bruises and disfigurements
which were said to have been occasioned
by some previous scuffle. But the -
stranger kept his own counsel until he
returned home, and it was never claimed

or cared for.

The younger brother, or the single
genglgman, for that designation is more
familiar, would have drawn the poor
schoolmaster from his lone retreat, and
made him his companion and friend.
But the humble village teacher was
timid of venturing ifito the noisy world,
and had become fond of his dwelling in
the old churchyard. Calmly happy in
his school, and in the spot, and in the
attachment of Her little mourner, he
pursued his quiet course in peace; and
was, through the righteous gratitude of.
his friend—let this brief mention suffice
for that—a poor schoolmaster no more.

That friend — single gentleman, or
younger brother, which you will—had
at his heart a heavy sorrow ; but it bred
in him no misanthropy or monastic
gloom. He went forth into the world
a lover of his kind. For a long, long -
time, it was his chief delight to travel
in the steps of the old man and the child
(so far as he could trace them from her
last narrative), to halt where they had
halted, sympathise where they had
suffered, and rejoice where they had
been made glad. Those who had been
kiud to them did not escape his search.
The sisters at the school—they who
were her friends, because themselves so
friendless — Mrs. Jarley of the wax-
work, Codlin, Short—he found them
all ; and trust me, the man who fed the
furnace fire was not forgotten. :

Kit's story having got abroad, raised
him up a host of frieads, and many offers
of provision for his future life. He had
no idea at first of ever quitting _Mr.
Garland’s service ; but, after serious
remonstrance and advice from that

entleman, began to contemplate the
possibility of such a change being
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brought about in time. A good post
was procured for him, with a rapidity
which took away his breath, by some of
the gentlemen who had believed him
guilty of the offence laid to his charge,
and who had acted upon that belief.
Through the same kind agency, his
mother was secured from want, and
made quite happy. Thus, as Kit often
said, his great misfortune turned out to
be the source of all his subsequent
prosperity.

Did Kit live a single man all his days,
or did he marry? Of course he married,
and who should be his wife but Barbara ?
And the best of it was, he married so
soon that little Jacob was an uncle
before the calves of his legs, “already
mentioned in this Ristory, had ever been
incased in broadcloth pantaloons —
though that was not quite the best
either, for, of necessity, the baby was
an uncle too. The delight of Kit's
mother, and of Barbara's mother, upon
the great occasion is past all telling ;
finding they agreed so well on that, and

- on all other subjects, they took up their

abode together, and were a most har-
monious pair of friends from that time
forth. And hadn't Astley’s cause to
bless itself for their all going together
once a quarter—to the pit—and didn’t
Kit's mother always say, when they
painted the outside, that Kit's last treat
bad helped to that, and wonder what
the manager would feel, if he but knew
‘it, as they passed his house.

When Kit had children six and seven
years old, there was a Barbara among
them, and a pretty Barbara she was,
Nor was there wanting an exact facsimile
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and copy of little Jacob, as he apg i
in those remote times, when they taughy
him what oysters meant. Of course
there was an Abel, own godson to the
Mr. Garland of that name; and thers
was a Dick, whom Mr. Swiveller did
especially favour. The little group
would often gather round him of g
night, and beg him to tell again that
story of good Miss Nell who died. This
Kit would do; and when they cried tg
hear it, wishing it longer, too, he would
teach them how she had gone to heaven,
as all good people did ; and how, if they
were good, like her, they might hope to
be there too, one day, and to see and
know her as he had done when he was
quite a boy. Then he would relate to
them how needy he used to be, and
how she had taught him what he was
otherwise too poor to learn, and how
the old man had been used to say, *“ She
always laughs at Kit;” at which t
would brush away their tears, and la I
themselves to think that she had done
so, and be again quite merry. Tk
He sometimes took them to the street
where she had lived ; but new improv
ments had altered it so much, it v
not like the same. The old house h
been long ago pulled down, and a fin
broad road was in its place. At firs
he would draw with his stick a square
upon the ground to show them where
it used to stand; but he soon became
uncertain of the spot, and could only say
it was thereabouts, he thought, and
these alterations were confusing. :
Such are the changes which a few
years bring about, and so do things
pass away, like a tale that is told |
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