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About Thackeray:

Thackeray, an only child, was born in Calcutta, India, where his father,
Richmond Thackeray (1 September 1781 D 13 September 1815),held the
high rank of secretary to the board of revenue in the British East India
Company. His mother, Anne Becher (1792D1864second daughter of
John Harman Becher,a writer for the EastIndia Company, and his wife
Harriet), married Richmond Thackeray on 13 October 1810 after being
sent to India in 1809.Shewas sent abroad after being told that the man
she loved, Henry Carmichael-Smyth, had died. This was not true, but
her family wanted a better marriage for her than with Carmichael-
Smyth, a military man. The truth was unexpectedly revealed in 1812,
when Richmond Thackeray unwittingly invited to dinner the sup-
posedly dead Carmichael-Smyth. Richmond Thackeray, born at South
Mimms, went to India at the age of sixteen to assume his duties as
writer. By 1804 he had fathered a daughter by a native mistress, the
mother and daughter being named in his will. Such liaisons being com-
mon among gentlemen of the East India Company, it formed no bar to
his courting and marrying Anne Becher.After Richmond's death, Henry
Carmichael-Smyth married Anne in 1818and they returned to England
the next year. William had beensentto England earlier, at the age of five,
with a short stopover at St. Helena where the imprisoned Napoleon was
pointed out to him. He was educated at schools in Southampton and
Chiswick and then at Charterhouse School, where he was a close friend
of John Leech. He disliked Charterhouse, parodying it in his later fiction
as "Slaughterhouse."” lliness in his last year there (during which he re-
portedly grew to his full height of 6'3") postponed his matriculation at
Trinity College, Cambridge, until February 1829.Never too keen on aca-
demic studies, he left the University in 1830.He travelled for some time
on the continent, visiting Paris and Weimar, where he met Goethe. He
returned to England and began to study law at the Middle Temple, but
soon gave that up. On reaching twenty-one, he cameinto his inheritance,
but he squandered much of it on gambling and by funding two unsuc-
cessful newspapers, The National Standard and The Constitutional,
which he had hoped to write for. He also lost a good part of his fortune
in the collapse of two Indian banks. Forced to consider a profession to
support himself, he turned first to art, which he studied in Paris, but he
did not pursue it, exceptin later years as the illustrator of some of his
own novels and other writings. Thackeray's years of semi-idleness ended
after he met and, on 20 August 1836, married Isabella Gethin Shawe
(1816-1893),second daughter of Matthew Shawe, a colonel, who had



died after extraordinary service, primarily in India, and his wife, Isabella
Creagh. The marriage appears to have been a very happy one, though
beset by problems (an overbearing mother-in-law and sickness). Their
three daughters were Anne lIsabella (1837-1919),Jane (1837; died at 8
months) and Harriet Marian (1840-1875)He now began "writing for his
life," as he put it, turning to journalism in an effort to support his young
family. He primarily worked for Fraser's Magazine, a sharp-witted and
sharp-tongued conservative publication, for which he produced art criti-
cism, short fictional sketches,and two longer fictional works, Catherine
and The Luck of Barry Lyndon. Later, through his connection to the il-
lustrator John Leech, he began writing for the newly created Punch
magazine, where he published The Snob Papers, later collected as The
Book of Snobs.This work popularized the modern meaning of the word
“snob." Meanwhile tragedy struck in his personal life as his wife suc-
cumbed to depression after the birth of their third child. Finding he
could get no work done at home, he spent more and more time away,
until September 1840, when he noticed how grave her condition was
and, struck by guilt, he took his ailing wife to Ireland. During the cross-
ing she threw herself from a water-closet into the sea (from which she
was rescued). They fled back home after a four-week domestic battle
with her mother. From November 1840to February 1842shewas in and
out of professional care, her condition waxing and waning. In the long
run she deteriorated into a permanent state of detachment from reality,
unaware of the world around her. Thackeray desperately sought cures
for her, but nothing worked, and she ended up confined in a home near
Paris, where she remained until 1893, outliving her husband by thirty
years. After his wife's illness, Thackeray became a de facto widower,
never establishing another permanent relationship. He did pursue other
women, in particular Mrs. JaneBrookfield and Sally Baxter. In 1851 Mr.
Brookfield barred Thackeray from further visits to or correspondence
with Jane,while Baxter, an American twenty years his junior whom he
met in New York City in 1852,married another man in 1855.In the early
1840s, Thackeray had some successwith two travel books, The Paris
Sketch Book and The Irish Sketch Book. Later in the decade, he achieved
some notoriety with his Snob Papers,but the work that really established
his fame was the novel Vanity Fair, which first appeared in serialized in-
stallments beginning in January 1847.Even before Vanity Fair completed
its serial run, Thackeray had becomea celebrity, sought after by the very
lords and ladies he satirized and hailed as the equal of Dickens. He re-
mained "at the top of the tree," ashe put it, for the remaining decadeand



a half of his life, producing several large novels, notably Pendennis, The
Newcomes, and The History of Henry Esmond, despite various illnesses,
including a near fatal one that struck him in 1849in the middle of writ-
ing Pendennis. He twice visited the United Stateson lecture tours during
this period, and there fell in love with a young American girl, Sally Bax-
ter. Thackeray also gave lectures in London, on the English humourists
of the eighteenth century, and on the first four Hanoverian monarchs,
the latter series being published in book form as The Four Georges.In
Oxford, he stood unsuccessfully as an independent for Parliament. He
was narrowly beaten by Cardwell (1070votes, against 1005for Thacker-
ay). In 1860, Thackeray becameeditor of the newly established Cornhill
Magazine, but was never comfortable as an editor, preferring to contrib-
ute to the magazine as a columnist, producing his Roundabout Papers
for it. His health worsened during the 1850sand he was plagued by the
recurring stricture of the urethra that laid him up for days at atime. He
also felt he had lost much of his creative impetus. He worsened matters
by over-eating and drinking and avoiding exercise,though he enjoyed
horsebackriding and kept a horse. On 23 December 1863,after returning
from dining out and before dressing for bed, Thackeray suffered a stroke
and was found dead on his bed in the morning. His death at the age of
fifty-three was entirely unexpected by his family, friends, and reading
public. An estimated 7000 people attended his funeral at Kensington
Gardens. He was buried on 29 December at Kensal Green Cemetery, and
a memorial bust sculpted by Marochetti can be found in Westminster
Abbey. Source: Wikipedia
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Before the Curtain

As the manager of the Performance sits before the curtain on the boards
and looks into the Fair, a feeling of profound melancholy comes over
him in his survey of the bustling place. There is a great quantity of eating
and drinking, making love and jilting, laughing and the contrary,
smoking, cheating, fighting, dancing and fiddling; there are bullies push-
ing about, bucks ogling the women, knaves picking pockets, policemen
on the look-out, quacks (OTHER quacks, plague take them!) bawling in
front of their booths, and yokels looking up at the tinselled dancers and
poor old rouged tumblers, while the light-fingered folk are operating
upon their pockets behind. Yes,this is VANITY FAIR; not a moral place
certainly; nor a merry one, though very noisy. Look at the faces of the
actors and buffoons when they come off from their business;and Tom
Fool washing the paint off his cheeksbefore he sits down to dinner with
his wife and the little JackPuddings behind the canvas. The curtain will
be up presently, and he will be turning over head and heels, and crying,
"How are you?"

A man with areflective turn of mind, walking through an exhibition of
this sort, will not be oppressed, | take it, by his own or other people's hil-
arity. An episode of humour or kindness touches and amuses him here
and thereNa pretty child looking at a gingerbread stall; a pretty girl
blushing whilst her lover talks to her and choosesher fairing; poor Tom
Fool, yonder behind the waggon, mumbling his bone with the honest
family which lives by his tumbling; but the general impression is one
more melancholy than mirthful. When you come home you sit down in a
sober, contemplative, not uncharitable frame of mind, and apply your-
self to your books or your business.

| have no other moral than this to tag to the present story of "Vanity
Fair." Some people consider Fairs immoral altogether, and eschew such,
with their servants and families: very likely they are right. But persons
who think otherwise, and are of a lazy, or a benevolent, or a sarcastic
mood, may perhaps like to step in for half an hour, and look at the per-
formances. There are scenesof all sorts; some dreadful combats, some
grand and lofty horse-riding, some scenesof high life, and some of very
middling indeed; some love-making for the sentimental, and some light
comic business;the whole accompanied by appropriate sceneryand bril-
liantly illuminated with the Author's own candles.

What more has the Manager of the Performance to say?NTo acknow-
ledge the kindness with which it has been received in all the principal



towns of England through which the Show has passed,and where it has
been most favourably noticed by the respected conductors of the public
Press,and by the Nobility and Gentry. He is proud to think that his Pup-
pets have given satisfaction to the very bestcompany in this empire. The
famous little Becky Puppet has been pronounced to be uncommonly
flexible in the joints, and lively on the wire; the Amelia Doll, though it
has had a smaller circle of admirers, has yet been carved and dressed
with the greatestcare by the artist; the Dobbin Figure, though apparently
clumsy, yet dancesin a very amusing and natural manner; the Little
Boys' Dance has been liked by some; and please to remark the richly
dressed figure of the Wicked Nobleman, on which no expensehas been
spared, and which OIld Nick will fetch away at the end of this singular
performance.

And with this, and a profound bow to his patrons, the Manager re-
tires, and the curtain rises.

LONDON, June 28, 1848



Chapter 1

Chiswick Mall

While the present century was in its teens,and on one sunshiny morning
in June, there drove up to the great iron gate of Miss Pinkerton's
academy for young ladies, on Chiswick Mall, a large family coach, with
two fat horsesin blazing harness, driven by a fat coachman in a three-
cornered hat and wig, at the rate of four miles an hour. A black servant,
who reposed on the box beside the fat coachman, uncurled his bandy
legs as soon as the equipage drew up opposite Miss Pinkerton's shining
brassplate, and ashe pulled the bell at least a score of young headswere
seen peering out of the narrow windows of the stately old brick house.
Nay, the acute observer might have recognized the little red nose of
good-natured Miss JemimaPinkerton herself, rising over some geranium
pots in the window of that lady's own drawing-room.

"It is Mrs. Sedley's coach, sister," said Miss Jemima. "Sambo, the black
servant, has just rung the bell; and the coachman has a new red
waistcoat."

"Have you completed all the necessarypreparations incident to Miss
Sedley's departure, Miss Jemima?" asked Miss Pinkerton herself, that
majestic lady; the Semiramis of Hammersmith, the friend of Doctor John-
son, the correspondent of Mrs. Chapone herself.

"The girls were up at four this morning, packing her trunks, sister,"
replied Miss Jemima; "we have made her a bow-pot."

"Say a bouquet, sister Jemima, 'tis more genteel."

"Well, a booky asbig almost asa haystack; | have put up two bottles of
the gillyflower water for Mrs. Sedley, and the receipt for making it, in
Amelia's box."

"And | trust, Miss Jemima, you have made a copy of Miss Sedley'sac-
count. This is it, is it? Very goodNninety-three pounds, four shillings. Be
kind enough to address it to John Sedley, Esquire, and to seal this billet
which | have written to his lady."



In Miss Jemima'seyesan autograph letter of her sister, Miss Pinkerton,
was an object of as deep veneration as would have been a letter from a
sovereign. Only when her pupils quitted the establishment, or when they
were about to be married, and once, when poor Miss Birch died of the
scarlet fever, was Miss Pinkerton known to write personally to the par-
ents of her pupils; and it was Jemima's opinion that if anything could
console Mrs. Birch for her daughter's loss, it would be that pious and elo-
quent composition in which Miss Pinkerton announced the event.

In the present instance Miss Pinkerton's "billet" was to the following
effect:N

The Mall, Chiswick, June 15, 18

MADAM,NAfter her six years' residence at the Mall, | have the hon-
our and happiness of presenting Miss Amelia Sedleyto her parents, asa
young lady not unworthy to occupy a fitting position in their polished
and refined circle. Those virtues which characterize the young English
gentlewoman, those accomplishments which become her birth and sta-
tion, will not be found wanting in the amiable Miss Sedley, whose
INDUSTRY and OBEDIENCE have endeared her to her instructors, and
whose delightful sweetnessof temper has charmed her AGED and her
YOUTHFUL companions.

In music, in dancing, in orthography, in every variety of embroidery
and needlework, she will be found to have realized her friends' fondest
wishes. In geography there is still much to be desired; and a careful and
undeviating use of the backboard, for four hours daily during the next
three years, is recommended as necessaryto the acquirement of that dig-
nified DEPORTMENT AND CARRIAGE, so requisite for every young
lady of FASHION.

In the principles of religion and morality, Miss Sedley will be found
worthy of an establishment which has beenhonoured by the presenceof
THE GREAT LEXICOGRAPHER, and the patronage of the admirable
Mrs. Chapone. In leaving the Mall, Miss Amelia carries with her the
hearts of her companions, and the affectionate regards of her mistress,
who has the honour to subscribe herself,

Madam, Your most obliged humble servant, BARBARA PINKERTON

P.S.NMiss Sharp accompaniesMiss Sedley. It is particularly requested
that Miss Sharp's stay in Russell Square may not exceedten days. The
family of distinction with whom she is engaged, desire to avail them-
selves of her services as soon as possible.

This letter completed, Miss Pinkerton proceeded to write her own
name, and Miss Sedley's, in the fly-leaf of a Johnson'sDictionaryN the



interesting work which sheinvariably presentedto her scholars, on their
departure from the Mall. On the cover was inserted a copy of "Lines ad-
dressedto a young lady on quitting Miss Pinkerton's school, at the Mall;
by the late revered Doctor Samuel Johnson."In fact, the Lexicographer's
name was always on the lips of this majestic woman, and a visit he had
paid to her was the cause of her reputation and her fortune.

Being commanded by her elder sister to get "the Dictionary” from the
cupboard, Miss Jemima had extracted two copies of the book from the
receptaclein question. When Miss Pinkerton had finished the inscription
in the first, Jemima, with rather a dubious and timid air, handed her the
second.

"For whom is this, Miss Jemima?" said Miss Pinkerton, with awful
coldness.

"For Becky Sharp,"” answered Jemima, trembling very much, and
blushing over her withered face and neck, as she turned her back on her
sister. "For Becky Sharp: she's going too."

"MISS JEMIMA!" exclaimed Miss Pinkerton, in the largest capitals.
"Are you in your senses?Replacethe Dixonary in the closet, and never
venture to take such a liberty in future."

"Well, sister, it's only two-and-ninepence, and poor Becky will be
miserable if she don't get one."

"Send Miss Sedley instantly to me," said Miss Pinkerton. And so ven-
turing not to say another word, poor Jemima trotted off, exceedingly
flurried and nervous.

Miss Sedley's papa was a merchant in London, and a man of some
wealth; whereas Miss Sharp was an articled pupil, for whom Miss
Pinkerton had done, as she thought, quite enough, without conferring
upon her at parting the high honour of the Dixonary.

Although schoolmistresses'letters are to be trusted no more nor less
than churchyard epitaphs; yet, asit sometimes happens that a person de-
parts this life who is really deserving of all the praises the stone cutter
carves over his bones; who IS a good Christian, a good parent, child,
wife, or husband; who actually DOES leave a disconsolate family to
mourn his loss; so in academies of the male and female sex it occurs
every now and then that the pupil is fully worthy of the praises be-
stowed by the disinterested instructor. Now, Miss Amelia Sedley was a
young lady of this singular species;and deserved not only all that Miss
Pinkerton said in her praise, but had many charming qualities which that
pompous old Minerva of awoman could not see,from the differences of
rank and age between her pupil and herself.



For she could not only sing like a lark, or a Mrs. Billington, and dance
like Hillisberg or Parisot; and embroider beautifully; and spell aswell as
a Dixonary itself; but she had such a kindly, smiling, tender, gentle, gen-
erous heart of her own, as won the love of everybody who came near
her, from Minerva herself down to the poor girl in the scullery, and the
one-eyed tart-woman's daughter, who was permitted to vend her wares
once a week to the young ladies in the Mall. Shehad twelve intimate and
bosom friends out of the twenty-four young ladies. Even envious Miss
Briggs never spoke ill of her; high and mighty Miss Saltire (Lord Dexter's
granddaughter) allowed that her figure was genteel; and as for Miss
Swartz, the rich woolly-haired mulatto from St. Kitt's, on the day Amelia
went away, she was in such a passion of tears that they were obliged to
send for Dr. Floss,and half tipsify her with salvolatile. Miss Pinkerton's
attachment was, as may be supposed from the high position and eminent
virtues of that lady, calm and dignified; but Miss Jemima had already
whimpered several times at the idea of Amelia's departure; and, but for
fear of her sister, would have gone off in downright hysterics, like the
heiress (who paid double) of St. Kitt's. Such luxury of grief, however, is
only allowed to parlour-boarders. Honest Jemima had all the bills, and
the washing, and the mending, and the puddings, and the plate and
crockery, and the servants to superintend. But why speak about her? It is
probable that we shall not hear of her again from this moment to the end
of time, and that when the great filigree iron gates are once closed on
her, she and her awful sister will never issue therefrom into this little
world of history.

But aswe are to seea great deal of Amelia, there is no harm in saying,
at the outset of our acquaintance, that she was a dear little creature; and
a great mercy it is, both in life and in novels, which (and the latter espe-
cially) abound in villains of the most sombre sort, that we are to have for
a constant companion so guileless and good-natured a person. As sheis
not a heroine, there is no need to describe her person; indeed | am afraid
that her nose was rather short than otherwise, and her cheeks a great
deal too round and red for a heroine; but her face blushed with rosy
health, and her lips with the freshestof smiles, and she had a pair of eyes
which sparkled with the brightest and honestest good-humour, except
indeed when they filled with tears, and that was a great deal too often;
for the silly thing would cry over a dead canary-bird; or over a mouse,
that the cat haply had seized upon; or over the end of a novel, were it
ever so stupid; and as for saying an unkind word to her, were any
persons hard-hearted enough to do soNwhy, so much the worse for
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them. Even Miss Pinkerton, that austere and godlike woman, ceased
scolding her after the first time, and though she no more comprehended
sensibility than shedid Algebra, gave all masters and teachersparticular
orders to treat Miss Sedley with the utmost gentleness, as harsh treat-
ment was injurious to her.

Sothat when the day of departure came, between her two customs of
laughing and crying, Miss Sedley was greatly puzzled how to act. She
was glad to go home, and yet most woefully sad at leaving school. For
three days before, little Laura Martin, the orphan, followed her about
like a little dog. She had to make and receive at least fourteen
presentsNto make fourteen solemn promises of writing every week:
"Send my letters under cover to my grandpapa, the Earl of Dexter," said
Miss Saltire (who, by the way, was rather shabby). "Never mind the post-
age, but write every day, you dear darling,” said the impetuous and
woolly-headed, but generous and affectionate Miss Swartz; and the
orphan little Laura Martin (who was just in round-hand), took her
friend's hand and said, looking up in her face wistfully, "Amelia, when |
write to you | shall call you Mamma." All which details, | have no doubt,
JONES,who reads this book at his Club, will pronounce to be excess-
ively foolish, trivial, twaddling, and ultra-sentimental. Yes; | can see
Jonesat this minute (rather flushed with his joint of mutton and half pint
of wine), taking out his pencil and scoring under the words "foolish,
twaddling,” &c., and adding to them his own remark of "QUITE TRUE."
Well, he is a lofty man of genius, and admires the great and heroic in life
and novels; and so had better take warning and go elsewhere.

Well, then. The flowers, and the presents, and the trunks, and bonnet-
boxesof Miss Sedley having beenarranged by Mr. Samboin the carriage,
together with a very small and weather-beaten old cow's- skin trunk
with Miss Sharp's card neatly nailed upon it, which was delivered by
Sambo with a grin, and packed by the coachman with a corresponding
sneerNthe hour for parting came;and the grief of that moment was con-
siderably lessenedby the admirable discourse which Miss Pinkerton ad-
dressedto her pupil. Not that the parting speechcaused Amelia to philo-
sophise, or that it armed her in any way with a calmness,the result of ar-
gument; but it was intolerably dull, pompous, and tedious; and having
the fear of her schoolmistress greatly before her eyes, Miss Sedley did
not venture, in her presence,to give way to any ebullitions of private
grief. A seed-cakeand a bottle of wine were produced in the drawing-
room, as on the solemn occasionsof the visits of parents, and these re-
freshments being partaken of, Miss Sedley was at liberty to depart.
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"You'll go in and say good-by to Miss Pinkerton, Becky!" said Miss Je-
mima to a young lady of whom nobody took any notice, and who was
coming downstairs with her own bandbox.

"l suppose | must,” said Miss Sharp calmly, and much to the wonder of
Miss Jemima; and the latter having knocked at the door, and receiving
permission to come in, Miss Sharp advanced in a very unconcerned
manner, and said in French, and with a perfect accent,"Mademoiselle, je
viens vous faire mes adieux."

Miss Pinkerton did not understand French; she only directed those
who did: but biting her lips and throwing up her venerable and Roman-
nosed head (on the top of which figured alarge and solemn turban), she
said, "Miss Sharp, | wish you a good morning." As the Hammersmith
Semiramis spoke, she waved one hand, both by way of adieu, and to
give Miss Sharp an opportunity of shaking one of the fingers of the hand
which was left out for that purpose.

Miss Sharp only folded her own hands with a very frigid smile and
bow, and quite declined to accept the proffered honour; on which
Semiramis tossed up her turban more indignantly than ever. In fact, it
was a little battle between the young lady and the old one, and the latter
was worsted. "Heaven blessyou, my child,” said she,embracing Amelia,
and scowling the while over the girl's shoulder at Miss Sharp. "Come
away, Becky," said Miss Jemima, pulling the young woman away in
great alarm, and the drawing-room door closed upon them for ever.

Then came the struggle and parting below. Words refuse to tell it. All
the servants were there in the hallNall the dear friendNall the young
ladiesNthe dancing-master who had just arrived; and there was such a
scuffling, and hugging, and kissing, and crying, with the hysterical
YOOPS of Miss Swartz, the parlour-boarder, from her room, as no pen
can depict, and asthe tender heart would fain passover. The embracing
was over; they partedNthat is, Miss Sedley parted from her friends. Miss
Sharp had demurely entered the carriage some minutes before. Nobody
cried for leaving HER.

Sambo of the bandy legs slammed the carriage door on his young
weeping mistress. He sprang up behind the carriage. "Stop!" cried Miss
Jemima, rushing to the gate with a parcel.

“It's some sandwiches, my dear," said she to Amelia. "You may be
hungry, you know; and Becky, Becky Sharp, here's a book for you that
my sisterNthat is, INJohnson's Dixonary, you know; you mustn't leave
us without that. Good-by. Drive on, coachman. God bless you!"
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And the kind creature retreated into the garden, overcome with
emotion.

But, lo! and just as the coach drove off, Miss Sharp put her pale face
out of the window and actually flung the book back into the garden.

This almost caused Jemima to faint with terror. "Well, | never'N said
sheN"what an audacious"NEmotion prevented her from completing
either sentence.The carriage rolled away; the great gateswere closed;the
bell rang for the dancing lesson. The world is before the two young
ladies; and so, farewell to Chiswick Mall.
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Chapter 2

In Which Miss Sharp and Miss Sedley Prepare to Open
the Campaign

When Miss Sharp had performed the heroical act mentioned in the last
chapter, and had seenthe Dixonary, flying over the pavement of the little
garden, fall at length at the feet of the astonished Miss Jemima, the
young lady's countenance, which had before worn an almost livid look
of hatred, assumed a smile that perhaps was scarcely more agreeable,
and she sank back in the carriage in an easyframe of mind, sayingN"So
much for the Dixonary; and, thank God, I'm out of Chiswick."

Miss Sedley was almost as flurried at the act of defiance as Miss Je-
mima had been; for, consider, it was but one minute that she had left
school, and the impressions of six years are not got over in that space of
time. Nay, with some persons those awes and terrors of youth last for
ever and ever. | know, for instance, an old gentleman of sixty-eight, who
said to me one morning at breakfast, with a very agitated countenance,"l
dreamed last night that | was flogged by Dr. Raine." Fancy had carried
him back five-and-fifty yearsin the course of that evening. Dr. Raine and
his rod were just asawful to him in his heart, then, at sixty-eight, asthey
had beenat thirteen. If the Doctor, with alarge birch, had appeared bod-
ily to him, even at the age of threescoreand eight, and had said in awful
voice, "Boy, take down your pantN"? Well, well, Miss Sedley was ex-
ceedingly alarmed at this act of insubordination.

"How could you do so, Rebecca?" at last she said, after a pause.

"Why, do you think Miss Pinkerton will come out and order me back
to the black-hole?" said Rebecca, laughing.

"No: butN"

"l hate the whole house," continued Miss Sharpin afury. "l hope | may
never set eyeson it again. | wish it were in the bottom of the Thames, |
do; and if Miss Pinkerton were there, | wouldn't pick her out, that |
wouldn't. O how | should like to seeher floating in the water yonder,
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turban and all, with her train streaming after her, and her nose like the
beak of a wherry."

"Hush!" cried Miss Sedley.

"Why, will the black footman tell tales?"cried Miss RebeccaJaughing.
"He may go back and tell Miss Pinkerton that | hate her with all my soul;
and | wish he would; and I wish | had a meansof proving it, too. For two
years | have only had insults and outrage from her. | have been treated
worse than any servant in the kitchen. | have never had a friend or a
kind word, except from you. | have been made to tend the little girls in
the lower schoolroom, and to talk French to the Misses, until | grew sick
of my mother tongue. But that talking Frenchto Miss Pinkerton was cap-
ital fun, wasn't it? She doesn't know a word of French, and was too
proud to confessit. | believe it was that which made her part with me;
and so thank Heaven for French. Vive la France! Vive I'Empereur! Vive
Bonaparte!"

"O Rebecca,Rebecca,for shame!" cried Miss Sedley; for this was the
greatest blasphemy Rebeccahad as yet uttered; and in those days, in
England, to say, "Long live Bonaparte!" was as much asto say, "Long live
Lucifer!" "How can youNhow dare you have such wicked, revengeful
thoughts?"

"Revenge may be wicked, but it's natural,” answered Miss Rebecca.
“I'm no angel." And, to say the truth, she certainly was not.

For it may be remarked in the course of this little conversation (which
took place asthe coachrolled along lazily by the river side) that though
Miss RebeccaSharp hastwice had occasionto thank Heaven, it has been,
in the first place, for ridding her of some person whom she hated, and
secondly, for enabling her to bring her enemiesto some sort of perplexity
or confusion; neither of which are very amiable motives for religious
gratitude, or such as would be put forward by persons of a kind and
placable disposition. Miss Rebeccawas not, then, in the least kind or
placable. All the world used her ill, said this young misanthropist, and
we may be pretty certain that persons whom all the world treats ill, de-
serve entirely the treatment they get. The world is a looking-glass, and
gives back to every man the reflection of his own face.Frown at it, and it
will in turn look sourly upon you; laugh at it and with it, and it is ajolly
kind companion; and so let all young persons take their choice. This is
certain, that if the world neglected Miss Sharp, she never was known to
have done a good action in behalf of anybody; nor canit be expectedthat
twenty-four young ladies should all be as amiable as the heroine of this
work, Miss Sedley (whom we have selectedfor the very reasonthat she
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was the best-natured of all, otherwise what on earth was to have preven-
ted us from putting up Miss Swartz, or Miss Crump, or Miss Hopkins, as
heroine in her place!) it could not be expected that every one should be
of the humble and gentle temper of Miss Amelia Sedley; should take
every opportunity to vanquish Rebecca'shard-heartedness and ill-hu-
mour; and, by a thousand kind words and offices, overcome, for once at
least, her hostility to her kind.

Miss Sharp's father was an artist, and in that quality had given lessons
of drawing at Miss Pinkerton's school. He was a clever man; a pleasant
companion; a carelessstudent; with a great propensity for running into
debt, and a partiality for the tavern. When he was drunk, he used to beat
his wife and daughter; and the next morning, with a headache,he would
rail at the world for its neglect of his genius, and abuse,with a good deal
of cleverness,and sometimes with perfect reason, the fools, his brother
painters. As it was with the utmost difficulty that he could keep himself,
and as he owed money for a mile round Soho, where he lived, he
thought to better his circumstances by marrying a young woman of the
French nation, who was by profession an opera-girl. The humble calling
of her female parent Miss Sharp never alluded to, but used to state sub-
sequently that the Entrechats were a noble family of Gascony, and took
great pride in her descentfrom them. And curious it is that as she ad-
vanced in life this young lady's ancestors increased in rank and
splendour.

Rebecca's mother had had some education somewhere, and her
daughter spoke French with purity and a Parisian accent.It was in those
days rather a rare accomplishment, and led to her engagementwith the
orthodox Miss Pinkerton. For her mother being dead, her father, finding
himself not likely to recover, after his third attack of delirium tremens,
wrote a manly and pathetic letter to Miss Pinkerton, recommending the
orphan child to her protection, and so descendedto the grave, after two
bailiffs had quarrelled over his corpse. Rebeccawas seventeenwhen she
came to Chiswick, and was bound over as an articled pupil; her duties
being to talk French, aswe have seen;and her privileges to live costfree,
and, with a few guineas a year, to gather scraps of knowledge from the
professors who attended the school.

Shewas small and slight in person; pale, sandy-haired, and with eyes
habitually castdown: when they looked up they were very large, odd,
and attractive; so attractive that the Reverend Mr. Crisp, fresh from Ox-
ford, and curate to the Vicar of Chiswick, the Reverend Mr. Flowerdew,
fell in love with Miss Sharp; being shot dead by a glance of her eyes
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which was fired all the way across Chiswick Church from the school-
pew to the reading-desk. This infatuated young man used sometimesto
take tea with Miss Pinkerton, to whom he had been presented by his
mamma, and actually proposed something like marriage in an intercep-
ted note, which the one-eyed apple-woman was charged to deliver. Mrs.
Crisp was summoned from Buxton, and abruptly carried off her darling
boy; but the idea, even, of such an eaglein the Chiswick dovecot caused
a great flutter in the breast of Miss Pinkerton, who would have sent
away Miss Sharp but that she was bound to her under a forfeit, and who
never could thoroughly believe the young lady's protestations that she
had never exchanged a single word with Mr. Crisp, except under her
own eyes on the two occasions when she had met him at tea.

By the side of many tall and bouncing young ladies in the establish-
ment, RebeccaSharp looked like a child. But she had the dismal preco-
city of poverty. Many adun had shetalked to, and turned away from her
father's door; many a tradesman had she coaxed and wheedled into
good-humour, and into the granting of one meal more. She sate com-
monly with her father, who was very proud of her wit, and heard the
talk of many of his wild companionsNoften but ill-suited for a girl to
hear. But she never had been a girl, she said; she had been a woman
since she was eight years old. Oh, why did Miss Pinkerton let such a
dangerous bird into her cage?

The fact is, the old lady believed Rebeccato be the meekestcreature in
the world, soadmirably, on the occasionswhen her father brought her to
Chiswick, used Rebeccato perform the part of the ingenue; and only a
year before the arrangement by which Rebeccahad been admitted into
her house, and when Rebeccawas sixteen years old, Miss Pinkerton
majestically, and with a little speech, made her a present of a
doliNwhich was, by the way, the confiscated property of Miss Swindle,
discovered surreptitiously nursing it in school- hours. How the father
and daughter laughed asthey trudged home together after the evening
party (it was on the occasion of the speeches,when all the professors
were invited) and how Miss Pinkerton would have raged had she seen
the caricature of herself which the little mimic, Rebecca,managed to
make out of her doll. Becky used to go through dialogues with it; it
formed the delight of Newman Street, Gerrard Street, and the Artists'
guarter: and the young painters, when they came to take their gin-and-
water with their lazy, dissolute, clever, jovial senior, used regularly to
ask Rebeccaif Miss Pinkerton was at home: she was as well known to
them, poor soul! as Mr. Lawrence or President West. Once Rebeccahad
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the honour to passa few days at Chiswick; after which she brought back
Jemima, and erected another doll as Miss Jemmy: for though that honest
creature had made and given her jelly and cake enough for three chil-
dren, and a seven-shilling piece at parting, the girl's senseof ridicule was
far stronger than her gratitude, and she sacrificed Miss Jemmy quite as
pitilessly as her sister.

The catastrophe came,and shewas brought to the Mall asto her home.
The rigid formality of the place suffocated her: the prayers and the
meals, the lessonsand the walks, which were arranged with a conventu-
al regularity, oppressed her almost beyond endurance; and she looked
back to the freedom and the beggary of the old studio in Soho with so
much regret, that everybody, herself included, fancied she was con-
sumed with grief for her father. Shehad alittle room in the garret, where
the maids heard her walking and sobbing at night; but it was with rage,
and not with grief. Shehad not been much of a dissembler, until now her
loneliness taught her to feign. She had never mingled in the society of
women: her father, reprobate as he was, was a man of talent; his conver-
sation was a thousand times more agreeableto her than the talk of such
of her own sex as she now encountered. The pompous vanity of the old
schoolmistress, the foolish good-humour of her sister, the silly chat and
scandal of the elder girls, and the frigid correctnessof the governesses
equally annoyed her; and she had no soft maternal heart, this unlucky
girl, otherwise the prattle and talk of the younger children, with whose
care she was chiefly intrusted, might have soothed and interested her;
but she lived among them two years, and not one was sorry that she
went away. The gentle tender-hearted Amelia Sedley was the only per-
son to whom she could attach herself in the least;and who could help at-
taching herself to Amelia?

The happiness the superior advantages of the young women round
about her, gave Rebeccainexpressible pangs of envy. "What airs that girl
gives herself, becauseshe is an Earl's grand-daughter,” she said of one.
"How they cringe and bow to that Creole, becauseof her hundred thou-
sand pounds! | am a thousand times cleverer and more charming than
that creature, for all her wealth. | am as well bred as the Earl's grand-
daughter, for all her fine pedigree; and yet every one passesme by here.
And yet, when | was at my father's, did not the men give up their gayest
balls and parties in order to passthe evening with me?" She determined
at any rate to get free from the prison in which she found herself, and
now began to act for herself, and for the first time to make connected
plans for the future.
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Shetook advantage, therefore, of the means of study the place offered
her; and as she was already a musician and a good linguist, she speedily
went through the little course of study which was considered necessary
for ladies in those days. Her music she practised incessantly, and one
day, when the girls were out, and she had remained at home, she was
overheard to play a piece so well that Minerva thought, wisely, she
could spare herself the expenseof a master for the juniors, and intimated
to Miss Sharp that she was to instruct them in music for the future.

The girl refused; and for the first time, and to the astonishment of the
majestic mistress of the school. "I am here to speak French with the chil-
dren," Rebeccasaid abruptly, "not to teach them music, and save money
for you. Give me money, and | will teach them."

Minerva was obliged to yield, and, of course, disliked her from that
day. "For five-and-thirty years," she said, and with great justice, "I never
have seenthe individual who has dared in my own house to question
my authority. | have nourished a viper in my bosom."

"A viperNa fiddlestick," said Miss Sharp to the old lady, almost faint-
ing with astonishment. "You took me becausel was useful. There is no
guestion of gratitude between us. | hate this place, and want to leaveiit. |
will do nothing here but what | am obliged to do."

It was in vain that the old lady asked her if she was aware she was
speaking to Miss Pinkerton? Rebeccalaughed in her face, with a horrid
sarcastic demoniacal laughter, that almost sent the schoolmistress into
fits. "Give me a sum of money," said the girl, "and get rid of meNor, if
you like better, get me a good place as governessin a nobleman's fam-
ilyNyou can do soif you please." And in their further disputes she al-
ways returned to this point, "Get me a situationNwe hate each other,
and | am ready to go."

Worthy Miss Pinkerton, although she had a Roman nose and a turban,
and was astall asa grenadier, and had beenup to this time an irresistible
princess, had no will or strength like that of her little apprentice, and in
vain did battle against her, and tried to overawe her. Attempting onceto
scold her in public, Rebeccahit upon the before-mentioned plan of an-
swering her in French, which quite routed the old woman. In order to
maintain authority in her school, it became necessaryto remove this
rebel, this monster, this serpent, this firebrand; and hearing about this
time that Sir Pitt Crawley's family was in want of a governess, she actu-
ally recommended Miss Sharp for the situation, firebrand and serpent as
shewas. "l cannot, certainly," she said, "find fault with Miss Sharp's con-
duct, except to myself; and must allow that her talents and
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accomplishments are of a high order. As far asthe head goes, at least, she
does credit to the educational system pursued at my establishment."

And so the schoolmistress reconciled the recommendation to her con-
science,and the indentures were cancelled, and the apprentice was free.
The battle here described in a few lines, of course, lasted for some
months. And as Miss Sedley, being now in her seventeenth year, was
about to leave school, and had a friendship for Miss Sharp ("'tis the only
point in Amelia's behaviour," said Minerva, "which has not been satis-
factory to her mistress"), Miss Sharp was invited by her friend to passa
week with her at home, before she entered upon her duties as governess
in a private family.

Thus the world began for these two young ladies. For Amelia it was
quite a new, fresh, brilliant world, with all the bloom upon it. It was not
quite a new one for RebeccaN(indeed, if the truth must be told with re-
spect to the Crisp affair, the tart-woman hinted to somebody, who took
an affidavit of the fact to somebody else,that there was a great deal more
than was made public regarding Mr. Crisp and Miss Sharp, and that his
letter was in answer to another letter). But who cantell you the real truth
of the matter? At all events, if Rebeccawas not beginning the world, she
was beginning it over again.

By the time the young ladies reached Kensington turnpike, Amelia
had not forgotten her companions, but had dried her tears, and had
blushed very much and been delighted at a young officer of the Life
Guards, who spied her as he was riding by, and said, "A dem fine gal,
egad!" and before the carriage arrived in Russell Square, a great deal of
conversation had taken place about the Drawing-room, and whether or
not young ladies wore powder as well as hoops when presented, and
whether she was to have that honour: to the Lord Mayor's ball she knew
shewas to go. And when at length home was reached, Miss Amelia Sed-
ley skipped out on Sambo'sarm, ashappy and ashandsome a girl asany
in the whole big city of London. Both he and coachman agreed on this
point, and so did her father and mother, and so did every one of the ser-
vants in the house, as they stood bobbing, and curtseying, and smiling,
in the hall to welcome their young mistress.

You may be sure that she showed Rebeccaover every room of the
house, and everything in every one of her drawers; and her books, and
her piano, and her dresses,and all her necklaces, brooches, laces, and
gimcracks. Sheinsisted upon Rebeccaaccepting the white cornelian and
the turquoise rings, and a sweet sprigged muslin, which was too small
for her now, though it would fit her friend to a nicety; and she
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determined in her heart to ask her mother's permission to present her
white Cashmereshawl to her friend. Could she not spareit? and had not
her brother Joseph just brought her two from India?

When Rebeccasaw the two magnificent Cashmere shawls which
Joseph Sedley had brought home to his sister, she said, with perfect
truth, "that it must be delightful to have a brother," and easily got the
pity of the tender-hearted Amelia for being alone in the world, an
orphan without friends or kindred.

"Not alone," said Amelia; "you know, Rebecca, shall always be your
friend, and love you as a sisterNindeed | will."

"Ah, but to have parents, asyou haveNkind, rich, affectionate parents,
who give you everything you ask for; and their love, which is more pre-
cious than all! My poor papa could give me nothing, and | had but two
frocks in all the world! And then, to have a brother, a dear brother! Oh,
how you must love him!"

Amelia laughed.

"What! don't you love him? you, who say you love everybody?"

"Yes, of course, | doNonlyN"

"Only what?"

"Only Josephdoesn't seemto care much whether | love him or not. He
gave me two fingers to shake when he arrived after ten years' absence!
He is very kind and good, but he scarcely ever speaksto me; | think he
loves his pipe a great deal better than his"Nbut here Amelia checked
herself, for why should she speakill of her brother? "He was very kind to
me as a child," she added; "l was but five years old when he went away."

“Isn't he very rich?" said Rebecca."They say all Indian nabobs are
enormously rich."

"l believe he has a very large income."

"And is your sister-in-law a nice pretty woman?"

“La! Joseph is not married," said Amelia, laughing again.

Perhapsshe had mentioned the fact already to Rebeccaut that young
lady did not appear to have remembered it; indeed, vowed and pro-
tested that she expected to see a number of Amelia's nephews and
nieces.Shewas quite disappointed that Mr. Sedley was not married; she
was sure Amelia had said he was, and she doted so on little children.

"l think you must have had enough of them at Chiswick," said Amelia,
rather wondering at the sudden tendernesson her friend's part; and in-
deed in later days Miss Sharp would never have committed herself so far
asto advance opinions, the untruth of which would have been so easily
detected. But we must remember that sheis but nineteen asyet, unused
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to the art of deceiving, poor innocent creature! and making her own ex-
perience in her own person. The meaning of the above series of queries,
as translated in the heart of this ingenious young woman, was simply
this: "If Mr. JosephSedleyis rich and unmarried, why should | not marry
him? | have only a fortnight, to be sure, but there is no harm in trying."
And she determined within herself to make this laudable attempt. She
redoubled her caressesto Amelia; she kissed the white cornelian neck-
lace as she put it on; and vowed she would never, never part with it.
When the dinner-bell rang she went downstairs with her arm round her
friend's waist, asis the habit of young ladies. Shewas so agitated at the
drawing-room door, that she could hardly find courage to enter. "Feel
my heart, how it beats, dear!" said she to her friend.

“No, it doesn't,” said Amelia. "Come in, don't be frightened. Papa
won't do you any harm."
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Chapter

Rebecca Is in Presence of the Enemy

A VERY stout, puffy man, in buckskins and Hessian boots, with several
immense neckcloths that rose almost to his nose, with a red striped
waistcoat and an apple green coat with steel buttons almost as large as
crown pieces (it was the morning costume of a dandy or blood of those
days) was reading the paper by the fire when the two girls entered, and
bounced off his arm-chair, and blushed excessively, and hid his entire
face almost in his neckcloths at this apparition.

"It's only your sister, Joseph,"said Amelia, laughing and shaking the
two fingers which he held out. "I've come home FOR GOOD, you know;
and this is my friend, Miss Sharp, whom you have heard me mention."

“No, never, upon my word," said the head under the neckcloth, shak-
ing very muchN"that is, yesNwhat abominably cold weather,
Miss"Nand herewith he fell to poking the fire with all his might, al-
though it was in the middle of June.

"He's very handsome," whispered Rebecca to Amelia, rather loud.

"Do you think so?" said the latter. "I'll tell him."

"Darling! not for worlds," said Miss Sharp, starting back astimid asa
fawn. She had previously made a respectful virgin-like curtsey to the
gentleman, and her modest eyes gazed so perseveringly on the carpet
that it was a wonder how she should have found an opportunity to see
him.

“Thank you for the beautiful shawls, brother,” said Amelia to the fire
poker. "Are they not beautiful, Rebecca?"

"O heavenly!" said Miss Sharp, and her eyes went from the carpet
straight to the chandelier.

Josephstill continued a huge clattering at the poker and tongs, puffing
and blowing the while, and turning asred as his yellow face would al-
low him. "I can't make you such handsome presents, Joseph,"continued
his sister, "but while | was at school, | have embroidered for you a very
beautiful pair of braces."
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"Good Gad! Amelia," cried the brother, in serious alarm, "what do you
mean?" and plunging with all his might at the bell-rope, that article of
furniture came away in his hand, and increased the honest fellow's con-
fusion. "For heaven's sake seeif my buggy's at the door. | CAN'T wait. |
must go. DN that groom of mine. | must go."

At this minute the father of the family walked in, rattling his sealslike
a true British merchant. "What's the matter, Emmy?" says he.

"Josephwants me to seeif hisNhis buggy is at the door. What is a
buggy, Papa?"

"It is a one-horse palanquin,” said the old gentleman, who was a wag
in his way.

Josephat this burst out into awild fit of laughter; in which, encounter-
ing the eye of Miss Sharp, he stopped all of a sudden, asif he had been
shot.

“This young lady is your friend? Miss Sharp, | am very happy to see
you. Have you and Emmy been quarrelling already with Joseph,that he
wants to be off?"

"I promised Bonamy of our service, sir," said Joseph,"to dine with
him."

"O fie! didn't you tell your mother you would dine here?"

"But in this dress it's impossible."”

"Look at him, isn't he handsome enough to dine anywhere, Miss
Sharp?"

On which, of course, Miss Sharp looked at her friend, and they both
set off in a fit of laughter, highly agreeable to the old gentleman.

"Did you ever seea pair of buckskins like those at Miss Pinkerton's?"
continued he, following up his advantage.

"Gracious heavens! Father," cried Joseph.

“There now, | have hurt his feelings. Mrs. Sedley, my dear, | have hurt
your son's feelings. | have alluded to his buckskins. Ask Miss Sharp if |
haven't? Come, Joseph,be friends with Miss Sharp, and let us all go to
dinner."

“There's a pillau, Joseph,just as you like it, and Papa has brought
home the best turbot in Billingsgate."

"Come, come, sir, walk downstairs with Miss Sharp, and | will follow
with these two young women," said the father, and he took an arm of
wife and daughter and walked merrily off.

If Miss RebeccaSharp had determined in her heart upon making the
conquest of this big beau, | don't think, ladies, we have any right to
blame her; for though the task of husband-hunting is generally, and with
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becoming modesty, entrusted by young personsto their mammas, recol-
lect that Miss Sharp had no kind parent to arrange these delicate matters
for her, and that if she did not get a husband for herself, there was no
one elsein the wide world who would take the trouble off her hands.
What causesyoung people to "come out," but the noble ambition of mat-
rimony? What sends them trooping to watering-places? What keeps
them dancing till five o'clock in the morning through awhole mortal sea-
son?What causesthem to labour at pianoforte sonatas,and to learn four
songs from a fashionable master at a guinea a lesson, and to play the
harp if they have handsome arms and neat elbows, and to wear Lincoln
Green toxophilite hats and feathers, but that they may bring down some
"desirable” young man with those kiling bows and arrows of theirs?
What causesrespectable parents to take up their carpets, settheir houses
topsy-turvy, and spend a fifth of their year's income in ball suppers and
iced champagne?Is it sheerlove of their species,and an unadulterated
wish to seeyoung people happy and dancing? Psha!they want to marry
their daughters; and, as honest Mrs. Sedley has, in the depths of her kind
heart, already arranged a score of little schemesfor the settlement of her
Amelia, so also had our beloved but unprotected Rebeccadetermined to
do her very bestto secure the husband, who was even more necessary
for her than for her friend. Shehad avivid imagination; she had, besides,
read the Arabian Nights and Guthrie's Geography; and it is a fact that
while she was dressing for dinner, and after she had asked Amelia
whether her brother was very rich, she had built for herself a most mag-
nificent castle in the air, of which she was mistress, with a husband
somewhere in the background (she had not seenhim asyet, and his fig-
ure would not therefore be very distinct); she had arrayed herself in an
infinity of shawls, turbans, and diamond necklaces,and had mounted
upon an elephant to the sound of the march in Bluebeard, in order to pay
a visit of ceremony to the Grand Mogul. Charming Alnaschar visions! it
is the happy privilege of youth to construct you, and many a fanciful
young creature besides RebeccaSharp has indulged in these delightful
day-dreams ere now!

JosephSedleywas twelve yearsolder than his sister Amelia. He was in
the East India Company's Civil Service, and his name appeared, at the
period of which we write, in the Bengal division of the East India Re-
gister, as collector of Boggley Wollah, an honourable and lucrative post,
as everybody knows: in order to know to what higher posts Josephrose
in the service, the reader is referred to the same periodical.
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Boggley Wollah is situated in a fine, lonely, marshy, jungly district,
famous for snipe-shooting, and where not unfrequently you may flush a
tiger. Ramgunge, where there is a magistrate, is only forty miles off, and
there is a cavalry station about thirty miles farther; so Josephwrote home
to his parents, when he took possessionof his collectorship. He had lived
for about eight years of his life, quite alone, at this charming place,
scarcely seeing a Christian face except twice a year, when the detach-
ment arrived to carry off the revenues which he had collected, to
Calcutta.

Luckily, at this time he caught a liver complaint, for the cure of which
he returned to Europe, and which was the source of great comfort and
amusement to him in his native country. He did not live with his family
while in London, but had lodgings of his own, like a gay young bachelor.
Before he went to India he was too young to partake of the delightful
pleasures of a man about town, and plunged into them on his return
with considerable assiduity. He drove his horsesin the Park; he dined at
the fashionable taverns (for the Oriental Club was not as yet invented);
he frequented the theatres, as the mode was in those days, or made his
appearance at the opera, laboriously attired in tights and a cocked hat.

On returning to India, and ever after, he used to talk of the pleasure of
this period of his existence with great enthusiasm, and give you to un-
derstand that he and Brummel were the leading bucks of the day. But he
was aslonely here asin his jungle at Boggley Wollah. He scarcelyknew a
single soul in the metropolis: and were it not for his doctor, and the soci-
ety of his blue-pill, and his liver complaint, he must have died of loneli-
ness.He was lazy, peevish, and a bon-vivant; the appearance of a lady
frightened him beyond measure; henceit was but seldom that he joined
the paternal circle in Russell Square, where there was plenty of gaiety,
and where the jokes of his good-natured old father frightened his amour-
propre. His bulk caused Josephmuch anxious thought and alarm; now
and then he would make a desperate attempt to get rid of his super-
abundant fat; but his indolence and love of good living speedily got the
better of these endeavours at reform, and he found himself again at his
three meals a day. He never was well dressed; but he took the hugest
pains to adorn his big person, and passedmany hours daily in that occu-
pation. His valet made a fortune out of his wardrobe: his toilet-table was
covered with as many pomatums and essencesas ever were employed
by an old beauty: he had tried, in order to give himself a waist, every
girth, stay, and waistband then invented. Like most fat men, he would
have his clothes made too tight, and took care they should be of the most
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brilliant colours and youthful cut. When dressed at length, in the after-
noon, he would issue forth to take a drive with nobody in the Park; and
then would come back in order to dress again and go and dine with
nobody at the Piazza Coffee-House. He was as vain as a girl; and per-
haps his extreme shynesswas one of the results of his extreme vanity. If
Miss Rebeccacan get the better of him, and at her first entrance into life,
she is a young person of no ordinary cleverness.

The first move showed considerable skill. When she called Sedley a
very handsome man, she knew that Amelia would tell her mother, who
would probably tell Joseph,or who, at any rate, would be pleased by the
compliment paid to her son. All mothers are. If you had told Sycoraxthat
her son Caliban was as handsome as Apollo, she would have been
pleased, witch as she was. Perhaps, too, JosephSedley would overhear
the complimentNRebecca spoke loud enoughNand he did hear, and
(thinking in his heart that he was a very fine man) the praise thrilled
through every fibre of his big body, and made it tingle with pleasure.
Then, however, camea recoil. "Is the girl making fun of me?" he thought,
and straightway he bounced towards the bell, and was for retreating, as
we have seen,when his father's jokes and his mother's entreaties caused
him to pause and stay where he was. He conducted the young lady
down to dinner in a dubious and agitated frame of mind. "Does she
really think | am handsome?"thought he, "or is she only making game of
me?" We have talked of Joseph Sedley being as vain as a girl. Heaven
help us! the girls have only to turn the tables, and say of one of their own
sex, "Sheis as vain as a man," and they will have perfect reason. The
bearded creatures are quite as eagerfor praise, quite asfinikin over their
toilettes, quite as proud of their personal advantages, quite as conscious
of their powers of fascination, as any coquette in the world.

Downstairs, then, they went, Josephvery red and blushing, Rebecca
very modest, and holding her green eyes downwards. Shewas dressed
in white, with bare shoulders as white as snowNthe picture of youth,
unprotected innocence, and humble virgin simplicity. "I must be very
quiet,” thought Rebecca, "and very much interested about India."

Now we have heard how Mrs. Sedley had prepared a fine curry for
her son, just as he liked it, and in the course of dinner a portion of this
dish was offered to Rebecca."What is it?" said she, turning an appealing
look to Mr. Joseph.

"Capital," said he. His mouth was full of it: his face quite red with the
delightful exercise of gobbling. "Mother, it's as good as my own curries
in India."”
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"Oh, | must try some,if it is an Indian dish," said Miss Rebecca."l am
sure everything must be good that comes from there."

"Give Miss Sharp some curry, my dear," said Mr. Sedley, laughing.

Rebecca had never tasted the dish before.

"Do you find it as good as everything else from India?" said Mr.
Sedley.

"Oh, excellent!" said Rebeccawho was suffering tortures with the cay-
enne pepper.

“Try a chili with it, Miss Sharp," said Joseph, really interested.

"A chili," said Rebecca,gasping. "Oh yes!" She thought a chili was
something cool, asits name imported, and was served with some. "How
fresh and green they look," she said, and put one into her mouth. It was
hotter than the curry; flesh and blood could bear it no longer. She laid
down her fork. "Water, for Heaven's sake, water!" she cried. Mr. Sedley
burst out laughing (he was a coarse man, from the Stock Exchange,
where they love all sorts of practical jokes). "They are real Indian, | as-
sure you," said he. "Sambo, give Miss Sharp some water."

The paternal laugh was echoed by Joseph,who thought the joke capit-
al. The ladies only smiled a little. They thought poor Rebeccasuffered
too much. Shewould have liked to choke old Sedley, but she swallowed
her mortification aswell as she had the abominable curry before it, and
as soon as she could speak, said, with a comical, good-humoured air, "I
ought to have remembered the pepper which the Princessof Persiaputs
in the cream-tarts in the Arabian Nights. Do you put cayenneinto your
cream-tarts in India, sir?"

Old Sedley began to laugh, and thought Rebeccawas a good-hu-
moured girl. Josephsimply said, "Cream-tarts, Miss? Our cream is very
bad in Bengal. We generally use goats' milk; and, 'gad, do you know, ['ve
got to prefer it!"

"You won't like EVERYTHING from India now, Miss Sharp," said the
old gentleman; but when the ladies had retired after dinner, the wily old
fellow said to his son, "Have a care, Joe;that girl is setting her cap at
you."

"Pooh! nonsense!"said Joe,highly flattered. "I recollect, sir, there was a
girl at Dumdum, a daughter of Cutler of the Artillery, and afterwards
married to Lance, the surgeon, who made a dead set at me in the year
'‘4Nat me and Mulligatawney, whom | mentioned to you before din-
nerNa devilish good fellow MulligatawneyNhe's a magistrate at Budge-
budge, and sure to be in council in five years. Well, sir, the Artillery gave
a ball, and Quintin, of the King's 14th, said to me, 'Sedley,' said he, 'l bet
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you thirteen to ten that Sophy Cutler hooks either you or Mulligatawney
before the rains.' 'Done,' says |; and egad, sirNthis claret's very good.
Adamson's or Carbonell's?"

A slight snore was the only reply: the honest stockbroker was asleep,
and so the rest of Joseph'sstory was lost for that day. But he was always
exceedingly communicative in a man's party, and hastold this delightful
tale many scoresof times to his apothecary, Dr. Gollop, when he cameto
inquire about the liver and the blue-pill.

Being an invalid, Joseph Sedley contented himself with a bottle of
claret besides his Madeira at dinner, and he managed a couple of plates
full of strawberries and cream, and twenty-four little rout cakes that
were lying neglected in a plate near him, and certainly (for novelists
have the privilege of knowing everything) he thought a great deal about
the girl upstairs. "A nice, gay, merry young creature," thought he to him-
self. "How she looked at me when | picked up her handkerchief at din-
ner! She dropped it twice. Who's that singing in the drawing-room?
‘Gad! shall | go up and see?"

But his modesty came rushing upon him with uncontrollable force.
His father was asleep:his hat was in the hall: there was a hackney- coach
standing hard by in Southampton Row. "I'll go and see the Forty
Thieves," said he, "and Miss Decamp's dance"; and he slipped away
gently on the pointed toesof his boots, and disappeared, without waking
his worthy parent.

"There goes Joseph,”said Amelia, who was looking from the open
windows of the drawing-room, while Rebecca was singing at the piano.

"Miss Sharp has frightened him away," said Mrs. Sedley. "Poor Joe,
why WILL he be so shy?"
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4

Chapter

The Green Silk Purse

Poor Joe'spanic lasted for two or three days; during which he did not
visit the house, nor during that period did Miss Rebeccaever mention
his name. Shewas all respectful gratitude to Mrs. Sedley; delighted bey-
ond measure at the Bazaars;and in a whirl of wonder at the theatre,
whither the good-natured lady took her. One day, Amelia had a head-
ache, and could not go upon some party of pleasure to which the two
young people were invited: nothing could induce her friend to go
without her. "What! you who have shown the poor orphan what happi-
nessand love are for the first time in her lifeNquit YOU? Never!" and
the green eyeslooked up to Heaven and filled with tears;and Mrs. Sed-
ley could not but own that her daughter's friend had a charming kind
heart of her own.

As for Mr. Sedley's jokes, Rebeccalaughed at them with a cordiality
and perseverance which not a little pleased and softened that good-
natured gentleman. Nor was it with the chiefs of the family alone that
Miss Sharp found favour. Sheinterested Mrs. Blenkinsop by evincing the
deepestsympathy in the raspberry-jam preserving, which operation was
then going on in the Housekeeper'sroom; she persisted in calling Sambo
"Sir," and "Mr. Sambo,"to the delight of that attendant; and she apolo-
gised to the lady's maid for giving her trouble in venturing to ring the
bell, with such sweetnessand humility, that the Servants' Hall was al-
most as charmed with her as the Drawing Room.

Once, in looking over some drawings which Amelia had sent from
school, Rebeccasuddenly came upon one which causedher to burst into
tears and leave the room. It was on the day when Joe Sedley made his
second appearance.

Amelia hastened after her friend to know the causeof this display of
feeling, and the good-natured girl came back without her companion,
rather affected too. "You know, her father was our drawing-master,
Mamma, at Chiswick, and used to do all the best parts of our drawings."
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"My love! I'm sure | always heard Miss Pinkerton say that he did not
touch themNhe only mounted them." "It was called mounting, Mamma.
Rebeccaremembers the drawing, and her father working at it, and the
thought of it came upon her rather suddenlyNand so, you know, sheN"

“The poor child is all heart," said Mrs. Sedley.

"l wish she could stay with us another week," said Amelia.

"She'sdevilish like Miss Cutler that | used to meet at Dumdum, only
fairer. She'smarried now to Lance, the Artillery Surgeon. Do you know,
Ma'am, that once Quintin, of the 14th, bet meN"

"O Joseph,we know that story,” said Amelia, laughing. Never mind
about telling that; but persuade Mamma to write to Sir Something Craw-
ley for leave of absencefor poor dear Rebeccahere she comes, her eyes
red with weeping."

“I'm better, now," said the girl, with the sweetestsmile possible, taking
good-natured Mrs. Sedley's extended hand and kissing it respectfully.
"How kind you all are to me! All," she added, with a laugh, “"except you,
Mr. Joseph."

"Me!" said Joseph,meditating an instant departure "Gracious Heavens!
Good Gad! Miss Sharp!'

"Yes;how could you be so cruel asto make me eat that horrid pepper-
dish at dinner, the first day | ever saw you? You are not so good to me as
dear Amelia."

"He doesn't know you so well," cried Amelia.

"l defy anybody not to be good to you, my dear," said her mother.

“The curry was capital; indeed it was," said Joe, quite gravely.
"Perhaps there was NOT enough citron juice in itNno, there was NOT."

"And the chilis?"

"By Jove,how they made you cry out!" said Joe,caught by the ridicule
of the circumstance, and exploding in afit of laughter which ended quite
suddenly, as usual.

"l shall take care how | let YOU choosefor me another time," said Re-
becca,asthey went down again to dinner. "l didn't think men were fond
of putting poor harmless girls to pain.”

"By Gad, Miss Rebecca, | wouldn't hurt you for the world."

“No," said she, "l KNOW you wouldn't"; and then she gave him ever
so gentle a pressure with her little hand, and drew it back quite
frightened, and looked first for one instant in his face,and then down at
the carpet-rods; and | am not prepared to say that Joe'sheart did not
thump at this little involuntary, timid, gentle motion of regard on the
part of the simple girl.
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It was an advance, and as such, perhaps, some ladies of indisputable
correctnessand gentility will condemn the action asimmodest; but, you
see,poor dear Rebeccahad all this work to do for herself. If a person is
too poor to keep a servant, though ever so elegant, he must sweep his
own rooms: if a dear girl has no dear Mamma to settle matters with the
young man, she must do it for herself. And oh, what a mercy it is that
these women do not exercisetheir powers oftener! We can't resist them,
if they do. Let them show ever so little inclination, and men go down on
their kneesat once:old or ugly, it is all the same.And this | setdown asa
positive truth. A woman with fair opportunities, and without an abso-
lute hump, may marry WHOM SHE LIKES. Only let us be thankful that
the darlings are like the beasts of the field, and don't know their own
power. They would overcome us entirely if they did.

"Egad!" thought Joseph,entering the dining-room, "l exactly begin to
feel as| did at Dumdum with Miss Cutler." Many sweet little appeals,
half tender, half jocular, did Miss Sharp make to him about the dishes at
dinner; for by this time she was on a footing of considerable familiarity
with the family, and as for the girls, they loved each other like sisters.
Young unmarried girls always do, if they are in a house together for ten
days.

As if bent upon advancing Rebecca'splans in every wayNwhat must
Amelia do, but remind her brother of a promise made last Easter holi-
daysN"When | was a girl at school," said she, laughingNa promise that
he, Joseph,would take her to Vauxhall. "Now," she said, "that Rebeccais
with us, will be the very time."

"0, delightful' said Rebeccagoing to clap her hands; but sherecollec-
ted herself, and paused, like a modest creature, as she was.

“To-night is not the night,” said Joe.

"Well, to-morrow."

“To-morrow your Papa and | dine out," said Mrs. Sedley.

"You don't suppose that I'm going, Mrs. Sed?"said her husband, "and
that a woman of your years and size is to catch cold, in such an abomin-
able damp place?"

‘The children must have someone with them," cried Mrs. Sedley.

“Let Joe go," said-his father, laughing. "He's big enough." At which
speecheven Mr. Samboat the sideboard burst out laughing, and poor fat
Joe felt inclined to become a parricide almost.

"Undo his stays!" continued the pitiless old gentleman. "Fling some
water in his face, Miss Sharp, or carry him upstairs: the dear creature's
fainting. Poor victim! carry him up; he's as light as a feather!"
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"If | stand this, sir, I'm dNNN!" roared Joseph.

"Order Mr. Jos'selephant, Sambo!" cried the father. "Send to Exeter
‘Change, Sambo"; but seeing Josready almost to cry with vexation, the
old joker stopped his laughter, and said, holding out his hand to his son,
"It's all fair on the Stock Exchange,JosNand, Sambo,never mind the ele-
phant, but give me and Mr. Josa glass of Champagne. Boney himself
hasn't got such in his cellar, my boy!"

A goblet of Champagne restored Joseph'sequanimity, and before the
bottle was emptied, of which as an invalid he took two-thirds, he had
agreed to take the young ladies to Vauxhall.

“The girls must have a gentleman apiece,"said the old gentleman. "Jos
will be sure to leave Emmy in the crowd, he will be so taken up with
Miss Sharp here. Send to 96, and ask George Osborne if he'll come."

At this, | don't know in the leastfor what reason,Mrs. Sedleylooked at
her husband and laughed. Mr. Sedley'seyestwinkled in a manner indes-
cribably roguish, and he looked at Amelia; and Amelia, hanging down
her head, blushed asonly young ladies of seventeenknow how to blush,
and as Miss RebeccaSharp never blushed in her lifeNat least not since
she was eight years old, and when she was caught stealing jam out of a
cupboard by her godmother. "Amelia had better write a note," said her
father; "and let George Osborne see what a beautiful handwriting we
have brought back from Miss Pinkerton's. Do you remember when you
wrote to him to come on Twelfth-night, Emmy, and spelt twelfth without
the ?"

“That was years ago," said Amelia.

"It seemslike yesterday, don't it, John?"said Mrs. Sedley to her hus-
band; and that night in a conversation which took place in a front room
in the secondfloor, in asort of tent, hung round with chintz of arich and
fantastic India pattern, and double with calico of a tender rose-colour; in
the interior of which species of marquee was a featherbed, on which
were two pillows, on which were two round red faces,one in a laced
nightcap, and one in a simple cotton one, ending in a tasselNin a
CURTAIN LECTURE,I say, Mrs. Sedleytook her husband to task for his
cruel conduct to poor Joe.

"It was quite wicked of you, Mr. Sedley,"said she,"to torment the poor
boy so."

"My dear," said the cotton-tassel in defence of his conduct, "Josis a
great deal vainer than you ever were in your life, and that's saying a
good deal. Though, somethirty yearsago, in the year seventeenhundred
and eightyNwhat was it?Nperhaps you had a right to be vainNI don't
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say no. But I've no patience with Josand his dandified modesty. It is out-
Josephing Joseph,my dear, and all the while the boy is only thinking of
himself, and what afine fellow heis. | doubt, Ma'am, we shall have some
trouble with him yet. Here is Emmy's little friend making love to him as
hard as she can; that's quite clear; and if she does not catch him some
other will. That man is destined to be a prey to woman, as| am to go on
‘Change every day. It's a mercy he did not bring us over a black
daughter- in-law, my dear. But, mark my words, the first woman who
fishes for him, hooks him."

"Sheshall go off to-morrow, the little artful creature," said Mrs. Sedley,
with great energy.

"Why not she aswell asanother, Mrs. Sedley?The girl's a white face at
any rate. | don't care who marries him. Let Joe please himself."

And presently the voices of the two speakerswere hushed, or were re-
placed by the gentle but unromantic music of the nose; and save when
the church bells tolled the hour and the watchman called it, all was silent
at the house of John Sedley, Esquire, of Russell Square, and the Stock
Exchange.

When morning came,the good-natured Mrs. Sedley no longer thought
of executing her threats with regard to Miss Sharp; for though nothing is
more keen, nor more common, nor more justifiable, than maternal jeal-
ousy, yet she could not bring herself to suppose that the little, humble,
grateful, gentle governess would dare to look up to such a magnificent
personage as the Collector of Boggley Wollah. The petition, too, for an
extension of the young lady's leave of absencehad already been des-
patched, and it would be difficult to find a pretext for abruptly dismiss-
ing her.

And asif all things conspired in favour of the gentle Rebeccathe very
elements (although she was not inclined at first to acknowledge their ac-
tion in her behalf) interposed to aid her. For on the evening appointed
for the Vauxhall party, George Osborne having come to dinner, and the
elders of the house having departed, according to invitation, to dine with
Alderman Balls at Highbury Barn, there came on such a thunder-storm
as only happens on Vauxhall nights, and as obliged the young people,
perforce, to remain at home. Mr. Osborne did not seemin the leastdisap-
pointed at this occurrence.He and JosephSedleydrank afitting quantity
of port-wine, tete-a-tete, in the dining-room, during the drinking of
which Sedley told a number of his best Indian stories; for he was ex-
tremely talkative in man's society; and afterwards Miss Amelia Sedley
did the honours of the drawing-room; and these four young persons
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passed such a comfortable evening together, that they declared they
were rather glad of the thunder-storm than otherwise, which had caused
them to put off their visit to Vauxhall.

Osborne was Sedley's godson, and had been one of the family any
time these three-and-twenty years. At six weeks old, he had received
from John Sedley a present of a silver cup; at six months old, a coral with
gold whistle and bells; from his youth upwards he was "tipped" regu-
larly by the old gentleman at Christmas: and on going back to school, he
remembered perfectly well being thrashed by Joseph Sedley, when the
latter was a big, swaggering hobbadyhoy, and George an impudent
urchin of ten years old. In a word, George was as familiar with the fam-
ily as such daily acts of kindness and intercourse could make him.

"Do you remember, Sedley,what afury you were in, when | cut off the
tassels of your Hessian boots, and how MissNhem!Nhow Amelia res-
cued me from a beating, by falling down on her kneesand crying out to
her brother Jos, not to beat little George?"

Jos remembered this remarkable circumstance perfectly well, but
vowed that he had totally forgotten it.

"Well, do you remember coming down in agig to Dr. Swishtail's to see
me, before you went to India, and giving me half a guinea and a pat on
the head? | always had an idea that you were at least seven feet high,
and was quite astonished at your return from India to find you no taller
than myself."

"How good of Mr. Sedley to go to your school and give you the
money!" exclaimed Rebecca, in accents of extreme delight.

"Yes, and after | had cut the tasselsof his boots too. Boys never forget
those tips at school, nor the givers."

"l delight in Hessian boots," said Rebecca.JosSedley,who admired his
own legs prodigiously, and always wore this ornamental chaussure,was
extremely pleased at this remark, though he drew his legs under his
chair as it was made.

"Miss Sharp!" said George Osborne, "you who are so clever an artist,
you must make a grand historical picture of the sceneof the boots. Sed-
ley shall be represented in buckskins, and holding one of the injured
boots in one hand; by the other he shall have hold of my shirt-frill.
Amelia shall be kneeling near him, with her little hands up; and the pic-
ture shall have a grand allegorical title, as the frontispieces have in the
Medulla and the spelling-book."

"| shan't have time to do it here," said Rebecca!l'll do it when Nwhen
I'm gone." And she dropped her voice, and looked so sad and piteous,
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that everybody felt how cruel her lot was, and how sorry they would be
to part with her.

"O that you could stay longer, dear Rebecca," said Amelia.

"Why?" answered the other, still more sadly. "That | may be only the
more unhapNunwilling to lose you?" And she turned away her head.
Amelia began to give way to that natural infirmity of tears which, we
have said, was one of the defects of this silly little thing. George Osborne
looked at the two young women with a touched curiosity; and Joseph
Sedley heaved something very like a sigh out of his big chest, as he cast
his eyes down towards his favourite Hessian boots.

"Let us have some music, Miss SedleyNAmelia," said George, who felt
at that moment an extraordinary, almost irresistible impulse to seize the
above-mentioned young woman in his arms, and to kiss her in the face
of the company; and shelooked at him for a moment, and if | should say
that they fell in love with each other at that single instant of time, |
should perhaps be telling an untruth, for the fact is that thesetwo young
people had beenbred up by their parents for this very purpose, and their
banns had, as it were, been read in their respective families any time
theseten years. They went off to the piano, which was situated, aspianos
usually are, in the back drawing-room; and as it was rather dark, Miss
Amelia, in the most unaffected way in the world, put her hand into Mr.
Osborne's,who, of course, could seethe way among the chairs and otto-
mans a great deal better than she could. But this arrangement left Mr.
JosephSedley tete-a-tetewith Rebeccaat the drawing-room table, where
the latter was occupied in knitting a green silk purse.

“There is no need to ask family secrets,"said Miss Sharp. "Those two
have told theirs."

"As soon as he gets his company,” said Joseph,"l believe the affair is
settled. George Osborne is a capital fellow."

"And your sister the dearest creature in the world,” said Rebecca.
"Happy the man who wins her!" With this, Miss Sharp gave a great sigh.

When two unmarried persons get together, and talk upon such delic-
ate subjects as the present, a great deal of confidence and intimacy is
presently established between them. There is no need of giving a special
report of the conversation which now took place between Mr. Sedley and
the young lady; for the conversation, as may be judged from the forego-
Ing specimen, was not especially witty or eloquent; it seldom is in
private societies,or anywhere exceptin very high- flown and ingenious
novels. As there was music in the next room, the talk was carried on, of
course, in a low and becoming tone, though, for the matter of that, the
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couple in the next apartment would not have been disturbed had the
talking been ever so loud, so occupied were they with their own
pursuits.

Almost for the first time in his life, Mr. Sedley found himself talking,
without the leasttimidity or hesitation, to a person of the other sex. Miss
Rebeccaasked him a great number of questions about India, which gave
him an opportunity of narrating many interesting anecdotes about that
country and himself. He described the balls at Government House, and
the manner in which they kept themselves cool in the hot weather, with
punkahs, tatties, and other contrivances; and he was very witty regard-
ing the number of Scotchmenwhom Lord Minto, the Governor-General,
patronised; and then he described a tiger-hunt; and the manner in which
the mahout of his elephant had been pulled off his seatby one of the in-
furiated animals. How delighted Miss Rebeccawas at the Government
balls, and how she laughed at the stories of the Scotch aides-de-camp,
and called Mr. Sedley a sad wicked satirical creature; and how
frightened she was Joseph Sedley tete-a-tete with Rebecca, at the
drawing-room table, where the latter was occupied in knitting a green
silk purse.

"There is no need to ask family secrets,"said Miss Sharp. "Those two
have told theirs."

"As soon as he gets his company,” said Joseph,"l believe the affair is
settled. George Osborne is a capital fellow."

"And your sister the dearest creature in the world,” said Rebecca.
"Happy the man who wins her!" With this, Miss Sharp gave a great sigh.

When two unmarried persons get together, and talk upon such delic-
ate subjects as the present, a great deal of confidence and intimacy is
presently established between them. There is no need of giving a special
report of the conversation which now took place between Mr. Sedley and
the young lady; for the conversation, as may be judged from the forego-
Ing specimen, was not especially witty or eloquent; it seldom is in
private societies,or anywhere exceptin very high- flown and ingenious
novels. As there was music in the next room, the talk was carried on, of
course, in a low and becoming tone, though, for the matter of that, the
couple in the next apartment would not have been disturbed had the
talking been ever so loud, so occupied were they with their own
pursuits.

Almost for the first time in his life, Mr. Sedley found himself talking,
without the leasttimidity or hesitation, to a person of the other sex. Miss
Rebeccaasked him a great number of questions about India, which gave
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him an opportunity of narrating many interesting anecdotes about that
country and himself. He described the balls at Government House, and
the manner in which they kept themselves cool in the hot weather, with
punkahs, tatties, and other contrivances; and he was very witty regard-
ing the number of Scotchmenwhom Lord Minto, the Governor-General,
patronised; and then he described a tiger-hunt; and the manner in which
the mahout of his elephant had been pulled off his seatby one of the in-
furiated animals. How delighted Miss Rebeccawas at the Government
balls, and how she laughed at the stories of the Scotch aides-de-camp,
and called Mr. Sedley a sad wicked satirical creature; and how
frightened she was at the story of the elephant! "For your mother's sake,
dear Mr. Sedley," she said, "for the sake of all your friends, promise
NEVER to go on one of those horrid expeditions."

"Pooh, pooh, Miss Sharp," said he, pulling up his shirt-collars; "the
danger makesthe sport only the pleasanter." He had never beenbut once
at a tiger-hunt, when the accident in question occurred, and when he
was half killedNnot by the tiger, but by the fright. And as he talked on,
he grew quite bold, and actually had the audacity to ask Miss Rebecca
for whom she was knitting the green silk purse? He was quite surprised
and delighted at his own graceful familiar manner.

"For any one who wants a purse," replied Miss Rebeccalooking at him
in the most gentle winning way. Sedley was going to make one of the
most eloquent speeches possible, and had begunN"O Miss Sharp,
howN" when some song which was performed in the other room came
to an end, and caused him to hear his own voice so distinctly that he
stopped, blushed, and blew his nose in great agitation.

"Did you ever hear anything like your brother's eloguence?"
whispered Mr. Osborne to Amelia. "Why, your friend has worked
miracles."

"The more the better," said Miss Amelia; who, like almost all women
who are worth a pin, was a match-maker in her heart, and would have
been delighted that Josephshould carry back a wife to India. She had,
too, in the course of this few days' constant intercourse, warmed into a
most tender friendship for Rebecca,and discovered a million of virtues
and amiable qualities in her which she had not perceived when they
were at Chiswick together. For the affection of young ladies is of asrapid
growth as Jack'sbean-stalk, and reachesup to the sky in a night. It is no
blame to them that after marriage this Sehnsucht nach der Liebe sub-
sides. It is what sentimentalists, who deal in very big words, call ayearn-
ing after the Ideal, and simply means that women are commonly not
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satisfied until they have husbands and children on whom they may
centre affections, which are spent elsewhere, as it were, in small change.

Having expended her little store of songs, or having stayed long
enough in the back drawing-room, it now appeared proper to Miss
Amelia to ask her friend to sing. "You would not have listened to me,"
she said to Mr. Osborne (though she knew she was telling a fib), "had
you heard Rebecca first."

"I give Miss Sharp warning, though,” said Osborne, "that, right or
wrong, | consider Miss Amelia Sedley the first singer in the world."

"You shall hear," said Amelia; and Joseph Sedley was actually polite
enough to carry the candlesto the piano. Osborne hinted that he should
like quite aswell to sit in the dark; but Miss Sedley, laughing, declined to
bear him company any farther, and the two accordingly followed Mr.
Joseph. Rebeccasang far better than her friend (though of course Os-
borne was free to keep his opinion), and exerted herself to the utmost,
and, indeed, to the wonder of Amelia, who had never known her per-
form so well. Shesang a French song, which Josephdid not understand
in the least, and which George confessed he did not understand, and
then a number of those simple ballads which were the fashion forty
years ago, and in which British tars, our King, poor Susan, blue-eyed
Mary, and the like, were the principal themes. They are not, it is said,
very brilliant, in a musical point of view, but contain numberless good-
natured, simple appeals to the affections, which people understood bet-
ter than the milk-and-water lagrime, sospiri, and felicita of the eternal
Donizettian music with which we are favoured now-a-days.

Conversation of a sentimental sort, befitting the subject, was carried on
between the songs,to which Sambo, after he had brought the tea, the de-
lighted cook, and even Mrs. Blenkinsop, the housekeeper,condescended
to listen on the landing-place.

Among theseditties was one, the last of the concert, and to the follow-
ing effect:

Ah! bleak and barren was the moor, Ah! loud and piercing was the
storm, The cottage roof was shelter'd sure, The cottage hearth was bright
and warmNAn orphan boy the lattice pass'd, And, as he mark'd its
cheerful glow, Felt doubly keenthe midnight blast, And doubly cold the
fallen snow.

They mark'd him as he onward prest, With fainting heart and weary
limb; Kind voices bade him turn and rest, And gentle faces welcomed
him. The dawn is upNthe guest is gone, The cottage hearth is blazing
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still; Heaven pity all poor wanderers lone! Hark to the wind upon the
hill!

It was the sentiment of the before-mentioned words, "When I'm gone,"
over again. As she came to the last words, Miss Sharp's "deep-toned
voice faltered." Everybody felt the allusion to her departure, and to her
hapless orphan state. Joseph Sedley, who was fond of music, and soft-
hearted, was in a state of ravishment during the performance of the
song, and profoundly touched at its conclusion. If he had had the cour-
age; if George and Miss Sedley had remained, according to the former's
proposal, in the farther room, JosephSedley's bachelorhood would have
beenat an end, and this work would never have beenwritten. But at the
close of the ditty, Rebeccaquitted the piano, and giving her hand to
Amelia, walked away into the front drawing-room twilight; and, at this
moment, Mr. Sambo made his appearancewith a tray, containing sand-
wiches, jellies, and some glittering glasses and decanters, on which
Joseph Sedley's attention was immediately fixed. When the parents of
the house of Sedley returned from their dinner-party, they found the
young people so busy in talking, that they had not heard the arrival of
the carriage, and Mr. Josephwas in the act of saying, "My dear Miss
Sharp, one little teaspoonful of jelly to recruit you after your im-
menseNyourNyour delightful exertions."

"Bravo, Jos!"said Mr. Sedley; on hearing the bantering of which well-
known voice, Josinstantly relapsed into an alarmed silence, and quickly
took his departure. He did not lie awake all night thinking whether or
not he was in love with Miss Sharp; the passion of love never interfered
with the appetite or the slumber of Mr. JosephSedley; but he thought to
himself how delightful it would be to hear such songs as those after
CutcherryNwhat a distinguee girl she wasNhow she could speak
French better than the Governor- General'slady herselfNand what a sen-
sation shewould make at the Calcutta balls. "It's evident the poor devil's
in love with me," thought he. "Sheis just asrich asmost of the girls who
come out to India. | might go farther, and fare worse, egad!" And in these
meditations he fell asleep.

How Miss Sharp lay awake, thinking, will he come or not to-morrow?
need not be told here. To-morrow came, and, as sure as fate, Mr. Joseph
Sedley made his appearancebefore luncheon. He had never beenknown
before to confer such an honour on Russell Square. George Osborne was
somehow there already (sadly "putting out" Amelia, who was writing to
her twelve dearestfriends at Chiswick Mall), and Rebeccawas employed
upon her yesterday's work. As Joe'sbuggy drove up, and while, after his
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usual thundering knock and pompous bustle at the door, the ex-Collect-
or of Boggley Wollah laboured up stairs to the drawing-room, knowing
glances were telegraphed between Osborne and Miss Sedley, and the
pair, smiling archly, looked at Rebeccawho actually blushed as she bent
her fair ringlets over her knitting. How her heart beat as Joseph ap-
pearedN Joseph,puffing from the staircasein shining creaking bootsN
Joseph,in a new waistcoat, red with heat and nervousness,and blushing
behind his wadded neckcloth. It was a nervous moment for all; and as
for Amelia, | think she was more frightened than even the people most
concerned.

Sambo,who flung open the door and announced Mr. Joseph,followed
grinning, in the Collector's rear, and bearing two handsome nosegays of
flowers, which the monster had actually had the gallantry to purchasein
Covent Garden Market that morningNthey were not as big as the hay-
stacks which ladies carry about with them now-a-days, in cones of fili-
gree paper; but the young women were delighted with the gift, asJoseph
presented one to each, with an exceedingly solemn bow.

"Bravo, Jos!" cried Osborne.

“Thank you, dear Joseph,"said Amelia, quite ready to kiss her brother,
if he were sominded. (And I think for a kiss from such a dear creature as
Amelia, | would purchase all Mr. Lee's conservatories out of hand.)

"O heavenly, heavenly flowers!" exclaimed Miss Sharp, and smelt
them delicately, and held them to her bosom, and castup her eyesto the
ceiling, in an ecstasyof admiration. Perhaps she just looked first into the
bouquet, to see whether there was a billet-doux hidden among the
flowers; but there was no letter.

"Do they talk the language of flowers at Boggley Wollah, Sedley?"
asked Osborne, laughing.

"Pooh, nonsense!" replied the sentimental youth. "Bought '‘em at
Nathan's; very glad you like 'em; and eh, Amelia, my dear, | bought a
pine-apple at the same time, which | gave to Sambo. Let's have it for
tiffin; very cool and nice this hot weather." Rebeccasaid she had never
tasted a pine, and longed beyond everything to taste one.

So the conversation went on. | don't know on what pretext Osborne
left the room, or why, presently, Amelia went away, perhaps to superin-
tend the slicing of the pine-apple; but Joswas left alone with Rebecca,
who had resumed her work, and the green silk and the shining needles
were quivering rapidly under her white slender fingers.

41



"What a beautiful, BYOO-OOTIFUL song that was you sang last night,
dear Miss Sharp," said the Collector. "It made me cry almost; ‘pon my
honour it did."

"Becauseyou have a kind heart, Mr. Joseph;all the Sedleys have, |
think."

"It kept me awake last night, and | was trying to hum it this morning,
in bed; | was, upon my honour. Gollop, my doctor, camein at eleven (for
I'm asadinvalid, you know, and seeGollop every day), and, ‘gad! there |
was, singing away likeNa robin."

"O you droll creature! Do let me hear you sing it."

"Me? No, you, Miss Sharp; my dear Miss Sharp, do sing it." "Not now,
Mr. Sedley," said Rebeccawith a sigh. "My spirits are not equal to it; be-
sides, | must finish the purse. Will you help me, Mr. Sedley?"And before
he had time to ask how, Mr. JosephSedley, of the EastIndia Company's
service, was actually seatedtete-a-tetewith a young lady, looking at her
with a most killing expression; his arms stretched out before her in an
imploring attitude, and his hands bound in a web of green silk, which
she was unwinding.

In this romantic position Osborne and Amelia found the interesting
pair, when they entered to announce that tiffin was ready. The skein of
silk was just wound round the card; but Mr. Jos had never spoken.

"I am sure he will to-night, dear,” Amelia said, as she pressed
Rebecca'shand; and Sedley, too, had communed with his soul, and said
to himself, "Gad, I'll pop the question at Vauxhall."
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Chapter

Dobbin of Ours

Cuff's fight with Dobbin, and the unexpected issue of that contest, will
long be remembered by every man who was educated at Dr. Swishtail's
famous school. The latter Youth (who used to be called Heigh-ho
Dobbin, Gee-ho Dobbin, and by many other names indicative of puerile
contempt) was the quietest, the clumsiest, and, asit seemed,the dullest
of all Dr. Swishtail's young gentlemen. His parent was a grocer in the
city: and it was bruited abroad that he was admitted into Dr. Swishtail's
academy upon what are called "mutual principles"Nthat is to say, the
expenses of his board and schooling were defrayed by his father in
goods, not money; and he stood thereNmost at the bottom of the
schoolNin his scraggy corduroys and jacket, through the seamsof which
his great big bones were burstingNas the representative of so many
pounds of tea, candles, sugar, mottled-soap, plums (of which avery mild
proportion was supplied for the puddings of the establishment), and
other commodities. A dreadful day it was for young Dobbin when one of
the youngsters of the school, having run into the town upon a poaching
excursion for hardbake and polonies, espied the cart of Dobbin & Rudge,
Grocers and Oilmen, Thames Street, London, at the Doctor's door, dis-
charging a cargo of the wares in which the firm dealt.

Young Dobbin had no peace after that. The jokes were frightful, and
merciless against him. "Hullo, Dobbin," one wag would say, "here's good
news in the paper. Sugarsis ris', my boy." Another would seta sumN"If
a pound of mutton-candles cost sevenpence-halfpenny, how much must
Dobbin cost?" and a roar would follow from all the circle of young
knaves, usher and all, who rightly considered that the selling of goods by
retail is a shameful and infamous practice, meriting the contempt and
scorn of all real gentlemen.

"Your father's only a merchant, Osborne," Dobbin said in private to the
little boy who had brought down the storm upon him. At which the lat-
ter replied haughtily, "My father's a gentleman, and keeps his carriage";
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and Mr. Willlam Dobbin retreated to a remote outhouse in the play-
ground, where he passeda half-holiday in the bitterest sadnessand woe.
Who amongst us is there that does not recollect similar hours of bitter,
bitter childish grief? Who feelsinjustice; who shrinks before a slight; who
has a senseof wrong so acute, and so glowing a gratitude for kindness,
as a generous boy? and how many of those gentle souls do you degrade,
estrange, torture, for the sake of a little loose arithmetic, and miserable
dog-latin?

Now, William Dobbin, from an incapacity to acquire the rudiments of
the above language, as they are propounded in that wonderful book the
Eton Latin Grammar, was compelled to remain among the very last of
Doctor Swishtail's scholars, and was "taken down" continually by little
fellows with pink faces and pinafores when he marched up with the
lower form, a giant amongst them, with his downcast, stupefied look, his
dog's-eared primer, and his tight corduroys. High and low, all made fun
of him. They sewed up those corduroys, tight asthey were. They cut his
bed-strings. They upset buckets and benches,so that he might break his
shins over them, which he never failed to do. They sent him parcels,
which, when opened, were found to contain the paternal soap and
candles. There was no little fellow but had his jeer and joke at Dobbin;
and he bore everything quite patiently, and was entirely dumb and
miserable.

Cuff, on the contrary, was the great chief and dandy of the Swishtail
Seminary. He smuggled wine in. He fought the town-boys. Ponies used
to come for him to ride home on Saturdays. He had his top-boots in his
room, in which he used to hunt in the holidays. He had a gold repeater:
and took snuff like the Doctor. He had beento the Opera, and knew the
merits of the principal actors, preferring Mr. Kean to Mr. Kemble. He
could knock you off forty Latin versesin an hour. He could make French
poetry. What elsedidn't he know, or couldn't he do? They said even the
Doctor himself was afraid of him.

Cuff, the unquestioned king of the school, ruled over his subjects,and
bullied them, with splendid superiority. This one blacked his shoes:that
toasted his bread, others would fag out, and give him balls at cricket
during whole summer afternoons. "Figs" was the fellow whom he des-
pised most, and with whom, though always abusing him, and sneering
at him, he scarcely ever condescended to hold personal communication.

One day in private, the two young gentlemen had had a difference.
Figs, alone in the schoolroom, was blundering over a home letter; when
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Cuff, entering, bade him go upon some message,of which tarts were
probably the subiject.

"l can't," says Dobbin; "I want to finish my letter."

"You CAN'T?" says Mr. Cuff, laying hold of that document (in which
many words were scratched out, many were mis-spelt, on which had
been spent | don't know how much thought, and labour, and tears; for
the poor fellow was writing to his mother, who was fond of him, al-
though she was a grocer's wife, and lived in a back parlour in Thames
Street)."You CAN'T?" says Mr. Cuff: "I should like to know why, pray?
Can't you write to old Mother Figs to-morrow?"

"Don't call names," Dobbin said, getting off the bench very nervous.

"Well, sir, will you go?" crowed the cock of the school.

"Put down the letter," Dobbin replied; "no gentleman readth letterth."

"Well, NOW will you go?" says the other.

“No, | won't. Don't strike, or I'll. THMASH you," roars out Dobbin,
springing to a leaden inkstand, and looking so wicked, that Mr. Cuff
paused, turned down his coat sleevesagain, put his hands into his pock-
ets, and walked away with a sneer. But he never meddled personally
with the grocer's boy after that; though we must do him the justice to say
he always spoke of Mr. Dobbin with contempt behind his back.

Sometime after this interview, it happened that Mr. Cuff, on a sun-
shiny afternoon, was in the neighbourhood of poor William Dobbin, who
was lying under atree in the playground, spelling over a favourite copy
of the Arabian Nights which he had apart from the rest of the school,
who were pursuing their various sportsNquite lonely, and almost
happy. If people would but leave children to themselves; if teachers
would ceaseto bully them; if parents would not insist upon directing
their thoughts, and dominating their feelingsNthose feelings and
thoughts which are a mystery to all (for how much do you and | know of
eachother, of our children, of our fathers, of our neighbour, and how far
more beautiful and sacredare the thoughts of the poor lad or girl whom
you govern likely to be, than those of the dull and world-corrupted per-
son who rules him?)Nif, | say, parents and masters would leave their
children alone a little more, small harm would accrue, although a less
guantity of as in praesenti might be acquired.

Well, William Dobbin had for once forgotten the world, and was away
with Sindbad the Sailor in the Valley of Diamonds, or with Prince
Ahmed and the Fairy Peribanou in that delightful cavern where the
Prince found her, and whither we should all like to make a tour; when
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shrill cries, as of a little fellow weeping, woke up his pleasant reverie;
and looking up, he saw Cuff before him, belabouring a little boy.

It was the lad who had peached upon him about the grocer's cart; but
he bore little malice, not at least towards the young and small. "How
dare you, sir, break the bottle?" says Cuff to the little urchin, swinging a
yellow cricket-stump over him.

The boy had beeninstructed to get over the playground wall (at a se-
lected spot where the broken glass had beenremoved from the top, and
niches made convenient in the brick); to run a quarter of a mile; to pur-
chasea pint of rum-shrub on credit; to brave all the Doctor's outlying
spies, and to clamber back into the playground again; during the per-
formance of which feat, his foot had slipt, and the bottle was broken, and
the shrub had been spilt, and his pantaloons had been damaged, and he
appeared before his employer a perfectly guilty and trembling, though
harmless, wretch.

"How dare you, sir, break it?" says Cuff; "you blundering little thief.
You drank the shrub, and now you pretend to have broken the bottle.
Hold out your hand, sir."

Down camethe stump with a great heavy thump on the child's hand.
A moan followed. Dobbin looked up. The Fairy Peribanou had fled into
the inmost cavern with Prince Ahmed: the Roc had whisked away Sind-
bad the Sailor out of the Valley of Diamonds out of sight, far into the
clouds: and there was everyday life before honest William; and a big boy
beating a little one without cause.

"Hold out your other hand, sir," roars Cuff to his little schoolfellow,
whose facewas distorted with pain. Dobbin quivered, and gathered him-
self up in his narrow old clothes.

“Take that, you little devil!" cried Mr. Cuff, and down came the wicket
again on the child's hand.NDon't be horrified, ladies, every boy at a pub-
lic school has done it. Your children will so do and be done by, in all
probability. Down came the wicket again; and Dobbin started up.

| can't tell what his motive was. Torture in a public school is as much
licensed as the knout in Russia. It would be ungentlemanlike (in a man-
ner) to resist it. Perhaps Dobbin's foolish soul revolted against that exer-
cise of tyranny; or perhaps he had a hankering feeling of revenge in his
mind, and longed to measure himself against that splendid bully and
tyrant, who had all the glory, pride, pomp, circumstance, banners flying,
drums beating, guards saluting, in the place. Whatever may have been
his incentive, however, up he sprang, and screamedout, "Hold off, Cuff;
don't bully that child any more; or I'llN"
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"Or you'll what?" Cuff asked in amazement at this interruption. "Hold
out your hand, you little beast."

"Il give you the worst thrashing you ever had in your life," Dobbin
said, in reply to the first part of Cuff's sentence;and little Osborne, gasp-
ing and in tears, looked up with wonder and incredulity at seeing this
amazing champion put up suddenly to defend him: while Cuff's aston-
iIshment was scarcely less. Fancy our late monarch George Ill when he
heard of the revolt of the North American colonies: fancy brazen Goliath
when little David stepped forward and claimed a meeting; and you have
the feelings of Mr. Reginald Cuff when this rencontre was proposed to
him.

"After school," says he, of course; after a pause and a look, as much as
to say, "Make your will, and communicate your last wishes to your
friends between this time and that."

"As you please," Dobbin said. "You must be my bottle holder,
Osborne."

"Well, if you like," little Osborne replied; for you seehis papa kept a
carriage, and he was rather ashamed of his champion.

Yes,when the hour of battle came, he was almost ashamedto say, "Go
it, Figs"; and not a single other boy in the place uttered that cry for the
first two or three rounds of this famous combat; at the commencement of
which the scientific Cuff, with a contemptuous smile on his face,and as
light and as gay as if he was at a ball, planted his blows upon his ad-
versary, and floored that unlucky champion three times running. At each
fall there was a cheer;and everybody was anxious to have the honour of
offering the conqueror a knee.

"What a licking | shall get when it's over,"” young Osborne thought,
picking up his man. "You'd best give in," he said to Dobbin; "it's only a
thrashing, Figs, and you know I'm used to it." But Figs, all whose limbs
were in a quiver, and whose nostrils were breathing rage, put his little
bottle-holder aside, and went in for a fourth time.

As he did not in the least know how to parry the blows that were
aimed at himself, and Cuff had begun the attack on the three preceding
occasions,without ever allowing his enemy to strike, Figs now determ-
ined that he would commence the engagement by a charge on his own
part; and accordingly, being a left-handed man, brought that arm into ac-
tion, and hit out a couple of times with all his mightN once at Mr. Cuff's
left eye, and once on his beautiful Roman nose.
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Cuff went down this time, to the astonishment of the assembly. "Well
hit, by Jove,"says little Osborne, with the air of a connoisseur, clapping
his man on the back. "Give it him with the left, Figs my boy."

Figs's left made terrific play during all the rest of the combat. Cuff
went down every time. At the sixth round, there were almost as many
fellows shouting out, "Go it, Figs," asthere were youths exclaiming, "Go
it, Cuff." At the twelfth round the latter champion was all abroad, asthe
saying is, and had lost all presenceof mind and power of attack or de-
fence.Figs, on the contrary, was ascalm asa quaker. His face being quite
pale, his eyesshining open, and a great cut on his underlip bleeding pro-
fusely, gave this young fellow a fierce and ghastly air, which perhaps
struck terror into many spectators. Nevertheless, his intrepid adversary
prepared to close for the thirteenth time.

If I had the pen of a Napier, or a Bell's Life, | should like to describe
this combat properly. It was the last charge of the GuardN (that is, it
would have been, only Waterloo had not yet taken place)Nit was Ney's
column breasting the hill of La Haye Sainte, bristling with ten thousand
bayonets, and crowned with twenty eaglesNit was the shout of the beef-
eating British, asleaping down the hill they rushed to hug the enemy in
the savagearms of battleN in other words, Cuff coming up full of pluck,
but quite reeling and groggy, the Fig-merchant put in his left asusual on
his adversary's nose, and sent him down for the last time.

"l think that will do for him," Figs said, as his opponent dropped as
neatly on the green as| have seenJackSpot's ball plump into the pocket
at billiards; and the fact is, when time was called, Mr. Reginald Cuff was
not able, or did not choose, to stand up again.

And now all the boys setup such a shout for Figs aswould have made
you think he had beentheir darling champion through the whole battle;
and asabsolutely brought Dr. Swishtail out of his study, curious to know
the cause of the uproar. He threatened to flog Figs violently, of course;
but Cuff, who had come to himself by this time, and was washing his
wounds, stood up and said, "It's my fault, sirNnot Figs'Nnot Dobbin's. |
was bullying alittle boy; and he served me right." By which magnanim-
ous speechhe not only saved his conqueror a whipping, but got back all
his ascendancy over the boys which his defeat had nearly cost him.

Young Osborne wrote home to his parents an account of the
transaction.

Sugarcane House, Richmond, March, 18N

DEAR MAMA,NI hope you are quite well. | should be much obliged
to you to send me a cake and five shillings. There has been a fight here
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between Cuff & Dobbin. Cuff, you know, was the Cock of the School.
They fought thirteen rounds, and Dobbin Licked. So Cuff is now Only
Second Cock. The fight was about me. Cuff was licking me for breaking
a bottle of milk, and Figs wouldn't stand it. We call him Figs becausehis
father is a GrocerNFigs & Rudge, Thames St., CityNI think as he fought
for me you ought to buy your Tea & Sugar at his father's. Cuff goes
home every Saturday, but can't this, becausehe has 2 Black Eyes.He has
a white Pony to come and fetch him, and a groom in livery on a bay
mare. | wish my Papa would let me have a Pony, and | am

Your dutiful Son, GEORGE SEDLEY OSBORNE

P.S.NGive my love to litte Emmy. | am cutting her out a Coach in
cardboard. Please not a seed-cake, but a plum-cake.

In consequenceof Dobbin's victory, his character rose prodigiously in
the estimation of all his schoolfellows, and the name of Figs, which had
been a byword of reproach, became as respectable and popular a nick-
name as any other in usein the school. "After all, it's not his fault that his
father's a grocer," George Osborne said, who, though a little chap, had a
very high popularity among the Swishtail youth; and his opinion was re-
ceived with great applause. It was voted low to sneer at Dobbin about
this accident of birth. "Old Figs" grew to be a name of kindness and en-
dearment; and the sneak of an usher jeered at him no longer.

And Dobbin's spirit rose with his altered circumstances. He made
wonderful advances in scholastic learning. The superb Cuff himself, at
whose condescensionDobbin could only blush and wonder, helped him
on with his Latin verses; "coached" him in play-hours: carried him tri-
umphantly out of the little-boy class into the middle-sized form; and
even there got a fair place for him. It was discovered, that although dull
at classical learning, at mathematics he was uncommonly quick. To the
contentment of all he passed third in algebra, and got a French prize-
book at the public Midsummer examination. You should have seen his
mother's face when Telemaque (that delicious romance) was presented
to him by the Doctor in the face of the whole school and the parents and
company, with an inscription to Gulielmo Dobbin. All the boys clapped
hands in token of applause and sympathy. His blushes, his stumbles, his
awkwardness, and the number of feet which he crushed as he went back
to his place, who shall describe or calculate?Old Dobbin, his father, who
now respected him for the first time, gave him two guineas publicly;
most of which he spentin a general tuck-out for the school: and he came
back in a tail-coat after the holidays.
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Dobbin was much too modest a young fellow to suppose that this
happy changein all his circumstances arose from his own generous and
manly disposition: he chose, from some perverseness,to attribute his
good fortune to the sole agency and benevolence of little George Os-
borne, to whom henceforth he vowed such a love and affection asis only
felt by childrenNsuch an affection, as we read in the charming fairy-
book, uncouth Orson had for splendid young Valentine his conqueror.
He flung himself down at little Osborne's feet, and loved him. Even be-
fore they were acquainted, he had admired Osborne in secret. Now he
was his valet, his dog, his man Friday. He believed Osborne to be the
possessor of every perfection, to be the handsomest, the bravest, the
most active, the cleverest, the most generous of created boys. He shared
his money with him: bought him uncountable presents of knives, pencil-
cases,gold seals,toffee, Little Warblers, and romantic books, with large
coloured pictures of knights and robbers, in many of which latter you
might read inscriptions to George Sedley Osborne, Esquire, from his at-
tached friend William DobbinNthe which tokens of homage George re-
ceived very graciously, as became his superior merit.

So that Lieutenant Osborne, when coming to Russell Square on the
day of the Vauxhall party, said to the ladies, "Mrs. Sedley, Ma'am, | hope
you have room; I've asked Dobbin of ours to come and dine here, and go
with us to Vauxhall. He's almost as modest as Jos."

"Modesty! pooh," said the stout gentleman, casting a vainqueur look at
Miss Sharp.

"He isNbut you are incomparably more graceful, Sedley," Osborne ad-
ded, laughing. "I met him at the Bedford, when | went to look for you;
and | told him that Miss Amelia was come home, and that we were all
bent on going out for a night's pleasuring; and that Mrs. Sedley had for-
given his breaking the punch-bowl at the child's party. Don't you re-
member the catastrophe, Ma'am, seven years ago?"

"Over Mrs. Flamingo's crimson silk gown,"” said good-natured Mrs.
Sedley. "What a gawky it was! And his sisters are not much more grace-
ful. Lady Dobbin was at Highbury last night with three of them. Such
figures! my dears."

“The Alderman's very rich, isn't he?" Osborne said archly. "Don't you
think one of the daughters would be a good spec for me, Ma'am?"

"You foolish creature! Who would take you, | should like to know,
with your yellow face?"

"Mine ayellow face?Stoptill you seeDobbin. Why, he had the yellow
fever three times; twice at Nassau, and once at St. Kitts."
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"Well, well; yours is quite yellow enough for us. Isn't it, Emmy?" Mrs.
Sedley said: at which speechMiss Amelia only made a smile and a blush;
and looking at Mr. George Osborne's pale interesting countenance, and
those beautiful black, curling, shining whiskers, which the young gentle-
man himself regarded with no ordinary complacency, shethought in her
little heart that in His Majesty's army, or in the wide world, there never
was such afaceor such a hero. "l don't care about Captain Dobbin's com-
plexion," she said, "or about his awkwardness. | shall always like him, |
know," her little reason being, that he was the friend and champion of
George.

“There's not a finer fellow in the service," Osborne said, "nor a better
officer, though he is not an Adonis, certainly." And he looked towards
the glass himself with much naivete; and in so doing, caught Miss
Sharp's eye fixed keenly upon him, at which he blushed a little, and Re-
beccathought in her heart, "Ah, mon beau Monsieur! | think | have
YOUR gauge"Nthe little artful minx!

That evening, when Amelia cametripping into the drawing-room in a
white muslin frock, prepared for conquest at Vauxhall, singing like a
lark, and as fresh as a roseNa very tall ungainly gentleman, with large
hands and feet, and large ears, set off by a closely cropped head of black
hair, and in the hideous military frogged coat and cocked hat of those
times, advanced to meet her, and made her one of the clumsiest bows
that was ever performed by a mortal.

This was no other than Captain William Dobbin, of His Majesty's Regi-
ment of Foot, returned from yellow fever, in the West Indies, to which
the fortune of the service had ordered his regiment, whilst so many of
his gallant comrades were reaping glory in the Peninsula.

He had arrived with aknock sovery timid and quiet that it was inaud-
ible to the ladies upstairs: otherwise, you may be sure Miss Amelia
would never have been so bold asto come singing into the room. As it
was, the sweet fresh little voice went right into the Captain's heart, and
nestled there. When she held out her hand for him to shake, before he
enveloped it in his own, he paused, and thoughtN"Well, is it pos-
sibleNare you the little maid | remember in the pink frock, such a short
time agoNthe night | upset the punch-bowl, just after | was gazetted?
Are you the little girl that George Osborne said should marry him? What
a blooming young creature you seem, and what a prize the rogue has
got!" All this he thought, before he took Amelia's hand into his own, and
as he let his cocked hat fall.
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His history since he left school, until the very moment when we have
the pleasure of meeting him again, although not fully narrated, hasyet, |
think, beenindicated sufficiently for an ingenious reader by the conver-
sation in the last page. Dobbin, the despised grocer, was Alderman Dob-
binNAlderman Dobbin was Colonel of the City Light Horse, then burn-
ing with military ardour to resist the French Invasion. Colonel Dobbin's
corps, in which old Mr. Osborne himself was but an indifferent corporal,
had beenreviewed by the Sovereign and the Duke of York; and the col-
onel and alderman had been knighted. His son had entered the army:
and young Osborne followed presently in the same regiment. They had
served in the West Indies and in Canada. Their regiment had just come
home, and the attachment of Dobbin to George Osborne was as warm
and generous now as it had been when the two were schoolboys.

So these worthy people sat down to dinner presently. They talked
about war and glory, and Boney and Lord Wellington, and the last Gaz-
ette. In those famous days every gazette had a victory in it, and the two
gallant young men longed to seetheir own names in the glorious list,
and cursed their unlucky fate to belong to a regiment which had been
away from the chancesof honour. Miss Sharp kindled with this exciting
talk, but Miss Sedley trembled and grew quite faint as she heard it. Mr.
Jostold several of his tiger-hunting stories, finished the one about Miss
Cutler and Lance the surgeon; helped Rebeccato everything on the table,
and himself gobbled and drank a great deal.

He sprang to open the door for the ladies, when they retired, with the
most killing graceNand coming back to the table, filled himself bumper
after bumper of claret, which he swallowed with nervous rapidity.

"He's priming himself," Osborne whispered to Dobbin, and at length
the hour and the carriage arrived for Vauxhall.
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Chapter 6

Vauxhall

| know that the tune | am piping is a very mild one (although there are
some terrific chapters coming presently), and must beg the good-
natured reader to remember that we are only discoursing at present
about a stockbroker's family in Russell Square,who are taking walks, or
luncheon, or dinner, or talking and making love as people do in common
life, and without a single passionate and wonderful incident to mark the
progress of their loves. The argument stands thusNOsborne, in love
with Amelia, has asked an old friend to dinner and to VauxhallNJos
Sedleyis in love with RebeccaWill he marry her? That is the great sub-
ject now in hand.

We might have treated this subjectin the genteel, or in the romantic, or
in the facetious manner. Suppose we had laid the scenein Grosvenor
Square, with the very same adventuresNwould not some people have
listened? Suppose we had shown how Lord Joseph Sedley fell in love,
and the Marquis of Osborne became attached to Lady Amelia, with the
full consent of the Duke, her noble father: or instead of the supremely
genteel, suppose we had resorted to the entirely low, and described what
was going on in Mr. Sedley's kitthenNhow black Sambo was in love
with the cook (asindeed he was), and how he fought a battle with the
coachman in her behalf; how the knife-boy was caught stealing a cold
shoulder of mutton, and Miss Sedley's new femme de chambre refused
to go to bed without a wax candle; such incidents might be made to pro-
voke much delightful laughter, and be supposed to represent scenesof
"life." Or if, on the contrary, we had taken a fancy for the terrible, and
made the lover of the new femme de chambre a professional burglar,
who bursts into the house with his band, slaughters black Sambo at the
feet of his master, and carries off Amelia in her night-dress, not to be let
loose again till the third volume, we should easily have constructed a
tale of thrilling interest, through the fiery chapters of which the reader
should hurry, panting. But my readers must hope for no such romance,
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only a homely story, and must be content with a chapter about Vauxhall,
which is so short that it scarcedeservesto be called a chapter at all. And
yet it is a chapter, and a very important one too. Are not there little
chapters in everybody's life, that seemto be nothing, and yet affect all
the rest of the history?

Let us then step into the coach with the Russell Square party, and be
off to the Gardens. There is barely room between Josand Miss Sharp,
who are on the front seat. Mr. Osborne sitting bodkin opposite, between
Captain Dobbin and Amelia.

Every soul in the coachagreed that on that night Joswould propose to
make RebeccaSharp Mrs. Sedley. The parents at home had acquiescedin
the arrangement, though, between ourselves, old Mr. Sedley had a feel-
ing very much akin to contempt for his son. He said he was vain, selfish,
lazy, and effeminate. He could not endure his airs as a man of fashion,
and laughed heartily at his pompous braggadocio stories. "l shall leave
the fellow half my property,” he said; "and he will have, besides, plenty
of his own; but as| am perfectly sure that if you, and I, and his sister
were to die to-morrow, he would say 'Good Gad!" and eat his dinner just
as well asusual, | am not going to make myself anxious about him. Let
him marry whom he likes. It's no affair of mine."

Amelia, on the other hand, asbecamea young woman of her prudence
and temperament, was quite enthusiastic for the match. Once or twice
Joshad been on the point of saying something very important to her, to
which shewas most willing to lend an ear, but the fat fellow could not be
brought to unbosom himself of his great secret,and very much to his
sister's disappointment he only rid himself of a large sigh and turned
away.

This mystery served to keep Amelia's gentle bosom in a perpetual flut-
ter of excitement. If shedid not speakwith Rebeccaon the tender subject,
she compensated herself with long and intimate conversations with Mrs.
Blenkinsop, the housekeeper, who dropped some hints to the lady's-
maid, who may have cursorily mentioned the matter to the cook, who
carried the news, | have no doubt, to all the tradesmen, so that Mr. Jos's
marriage was now talked of by a very considerable number of personsin
the Russell Square world.

It was, of course, Mrs. Sedley's opinion that her son would demean
himself by a marriage with an artist's daughter. "But, lor', Ma'am," ejacu-
lated Mrs. Blenkinsop, "we was only grocers when we married Mr. S.,
who was a stock-broker's clerk, and we hadn't five hundred pounds
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among us, and we're rich enough now." And Amelia was entirely of this
opinion, to which, gradually, the good-natured Mrs. Sedley was brought.

Mr. Sedleywas neutral. "Let Josmarry whom he likes," he said; "it's no
affair of mine. This girl has no fortune; no more had Mrs. Sedley. She
seemsgood-humoured and clever, and will keep him in order, perhaps.
Better she, my dear, than a black Mrs. Sedley, and a dozen of mahogany
grandchildren."

Sothat everything seemedto smile upon Rebecca'sfortunes. Shetook
Jos'sarm, as a matter of course, on going to dinner; she had sate by him
on the box of his open carriage (a most tremendous "buck" he was, as he
sat there, serene,in state, driving his greys), and though nobody said a
word on the subject of the marriage, everybody seemedto understand it.
All shewanted was the proposal, and ah! how Rebeccanow felt the want
of amother!Na dear, tender mother, who would have managed the busi-
nessin ten minutes, and, in the course of alittle delicate confidential con-
versation, would have extracted the interesting avowal from the bashful
lips of the young man!

Such was the state of affairs as the carriage crossed Westminster
bridge.

The party was landed at the Royal Gardensin due time. As the majest-
ic Josstepped out of the creaking vehicle the crowd gave a cheer for the
fat gentleman, who blushed and looked very big and mighty, as he
walked away with Rebeccaunder his arm. George, of course, took
charge of Amelia. She looked as happy as a rose-tree in sunshine.

"I say, Dobbin," says George, "just look to the shawls and things,
there's a good fellow.” And sowhile he paired off with Miss Sedley, and
Jossqueezedthrough the gate into the gardens with Rebeccaat his side,
honest Dobbin contented himself by giving an arm to the shawls, and by
paying at the door for the whole party.

He walked very modestly behind them. He was not willing to spoill
sport. About Rebeccaand Jos he did not care a fig. But he thought
Amelia worthy even of the brilliant George Osborne, and as he saw that
good-looking couple threading the walks to the girl's delight and won-
der, he watched her artless happiness with a sort of fatherly pleasure.
Perhaps he felt that he would have liked to have something on his own
arm besidesa shawl (the people laughed at seeingthe gawky young of-
ficer carrying this female burthen); but William Dobbin was very little
addicted to selfish calculation at all; and so long as his friend was enjoy-
ing himself, how should he be discontented? And the truth is, that of all
the delights of the Gardens; of the hundred thousand extra lamps, which
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were always lighted; the fiddlers in cocked hats, who played ravishing
melodies under the gilded cockle-shell in the midst of the gardens; the
singers, both of comic and sentimental ballads, who charmed the ears
there; the country dances, formed by bouncing cockneys and cock-
neyesses,and executed amidst jumping, thumping and laughter; the sig-
nal which announced that Madame Saqui was about to mount skyward
on a slack-rope ascendingto the stars;the hermit that always satin the il-
luminated hermitage; the dark walks, so favourable to the interviews of
young lovers; the pots of stout handed about by the people in the shabby
old liveries; and the twinkling boxes,in which the happy feastersmade-
believe to eat slices of almost invisible hamNof all these things, and of
the gentle Simpson, that kind smiling idiot, who, | daresay, presided
even then over the placeNCaptain William Dobbin did not take the
slightest notice.

He carried about Amelia's white cashmereshawl, and having attended
under the gilt cockle-shell, while Mrs. Salmon performed the Battle of
Borodino (a savage cantata against the Corsican upstart, who had lately
met with his Russianreverses)NMr. Dobbin tried to hum it as he walked
away, and found he was hummingNthe tune which Amelia Sedley sang
on the stairs, as she came down to dinner.

He burst out laughing at himself; for the truth is, he could sing no bet-
ter than an owil.

It is to be understood, asa matter of course,that our young people, be-
ing in parties of two and two, made the most solemn promises to keep
together during the evening, and separated in ten minutes afterwards.
Parties at Vauxhall always did separate, but 'twas only to meet again at
supper-time, when they could talk of their mutual adventures in the
interval.

What were the adventures of Mr. Osborne and Miss Amelia? That is a
secret. But be sure of thisNthey were perfectly happy, and correct in
their behaviour; and asthey had beenin the habit of being together any
time these fifteen years, their tete-a-tete offered no particular novelty.

But when Miss RebeccaSharp and her stout companion lost them-
selvesin a solitary walk, in which there were not above five score more
of couples similarly straying, they both felt that the situation was ex-
tremely tender and critical, and now or never was the moment Miss
Sharp thought, to provoke that declaration which was trembling on the
timid lips of Mr. Sedley. They had previously beento the panorama of
Moscow, where arude fellow, treading on Miss Sharp's foot, caused her
to fall back with a little shriek into the arms of Mr. Sedley, and this little
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incident increased the tenderness and confidence of that gentleman to
such a degree, that he told her several of his favourite Indian stories over
again for, at least, the sixth time.

"How | should like to see India!" said Rebecca.

"SHOULD you?" said Joseph,with a most killing tenderness;and was
no doubt about to follow up this artful interrogatory by a question still
more tender (for he puffed and panted a great deal, and Rebecca'shand,
which was placed near his heart, could count the feverish pulsations of
that organ), when, oh, provoking! the bell rang for the fireworks, and, a
great scuffling and running taking place, these interesting lovers were
obliged to follow in the stream of people.

Captain Dobbin had some thoughts of joining the party at supper: as,
in truth, he found the Vauxhall amusementsnot particularly livelyN but
he paraded twice before the box where the now united couples were
met, and nobody took any notice of him. Covers were laid for four. The
mated pairs were prattling away quite happily, and Dobbin knew he
was as clean forgotten as if he had never existed in this world.

"I should only be de trop," said the Captain, looking at them rather
wistfully. "I'd bestgo and talk to the hermit,"Nand so he strolled off out
of the hum of men, and noise, and clatter of the banquet, into the dark
walk, at the end of which lived that well- known pasteboard Solitary. It
wasn't very good fun for DobbinNand, indeed, to be alone at Vauxhall, |
have found, from my own experience, to be one of the most dismal
sports ever entered into by a bachelor.

The two couples were perfectly happy then in their box: where the
most delightful and intimate conversation took place. Jos was in his
glory, ordering about the waiters with great majesty. He made the salad;
and uncorked the Champagne; and carved the chickens; and ate and
drank the greater part of the refreshments on the tables. Finally, he in-
sisted upon having a bowl of rack punch; everybody had rack punch at
Vauxhall. "Waiter, rack punch.”

That bowl of rack punch was the causeof all this history. And why not
a bowl of rack punch aswell asany other cause?Was not a bowl of prus-
sic acid the causeof Fair Rosamond'sretiring from the world? Was not a
bowl of wine the causeof the demise of Alexander the Great, or, at least,
does not Dr. Lempriere say so?Nso did this bowl! of rack punch influ-
ence the fates of all the principal characters in this "Novel without a
Hero," which we are now relating. It influenced their life, although most
of them did not taste a drop of it.
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The young ladies did not drink it; Osborne did not like it; and the con-
sequencewas that Jos,that fat gourmand, drank up the whole contents
of the bowl; and the consequenceof his drinking up the whole contents
of the bowl was a liveliness which at first was astonishing, and then be-
came almost painful; for he talked and laughed soloud asto bring scores
of listeners round the box, much to the confusion of the innocent party
within it; and, volunteering to sing a song (which he did in that maudlin
high key peculiar to gentlemen in an inebriated state), he almost drew
away the audience who were gathered round the musicians in the gilt
scollop-shell, and received from his hearers a great deal of applause.

"Brayvo, Fat un!" said one; "Angcore, Daniel Lambert!" said another;
"What a figure for the tight-rope!" exclaimed another wag, to the inex-
pressible alarm of the ladies, and the great anger of Mr. Osborne.

"For Heaven's sake, Jos,let us get up and go," cried that gentleman,
and the young women rose.

"Stop, my dearest diddle-diddle-darling," shouted Jos,now as bold as
a lion, and clasping Miss Rebeccaround the waist. Rebeccastarted, but
she could not get away her hand. The laughter outside redoubled. Jos
continued to drink, to make love, and to sing; and, winking and waving
his glass gracefully to his audience, challenged all or any to come in and
take a share of his punch.

Mr. Osborne was just on the point of knocking down a gentleman in
top-boots, who proposed to take advantage of this invitation, and a com-
motion seemedto be inevitable, when by the greatestgood luck a gentle-
man of the name of Dobbin, who had been walking about the gardens,
stepped up to the box. "Be off, you fools!" said this gentle-
manNshouldering off a great number of the crowd, who vanished
presently before his cocked hat and fierce appearanceNand he entered
the box in a most agitated state.

"Good Heavens! Dobbin, where have you been?"Osborne said, seizing
the white cashmere shawl from his friend's arm, and huddling up
Amelia in it.N"Make yourself useful, and take charge of Joshere, whilst |
take the ladies to the carriage."

Joswas for rising to interfereNbut a single push from Osborne'sfinger
sent him puffing backinto his seatagain, and the lieutenant was enabled
to remove the ladies in safety. Joskissed his hand to them as they re-
treated, and hiccupped out "Blessyou! Blessyou!" Then, seizing Captain
Dobbin's hand, and weeping in the most pitiful way, he confided to that
gentleman the secretof his loves. He adored that girl who had just gone
out; he had broken her heart, he knew he had, by his conduct; he would
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marry her next morning at St. George's,Hanover Square;he'd knock up
the Archbishop of Canterbury at Lambeth: he would, by Jove!and have
him in readiness; and, acting on this hint, Captain Dobbin shrewdly in-
duced him to leave the gardens and hasten to Lambeth Palace, and,
when once out of the gates, easily conveyed Mr. Jos Sedley into a
hackney-coach, which deposited him safely at his lodgings.

George Osborne conducted the girls home in safety: and when the
door was closed upon them, and as he walked across Russell Square,
laughed so asto astonish the watchman. Amelia looked very ruefully at
her friend, as they went up stairs, and kissed her, and went to bed
without any more talking.

"He must propose to-morrow,” thought Rebecca."He called me his
soul's darling, four times; he squeezedmy hand in Amelia's presence.He
must propose to-morrow." And so thought Amelia, too. And | dare say
she thought of the dress she was to wear as bridesmaid, and of the
presents which she should make to her nice little sister-in-law, and of a
subsequent ceremony in which she herself might play a principal part,
&c., and &c., and &c., and &c.

Oh, ignorant young creatures! How little do you know the effect of
rack punch! What is the rack in the punch, at night, to the rack in the
head of a morning? To this truth | canvouch asa man; there is no head-
achein the world like that causedby Vauxhall punch. Through the lapse
of twenty years, | can remember the consequenceof two glasses!two
wine-glasses! but two, upon the honour of a gentleman; and JosephSed-
ley, who had aliver complaint, had swallowed at leasta quart of the ab-
ominable mixture.

That next morning, which Rebeccathought was to dawn upon her for-
tune, found Sedley groaning in agonies which the pen refuses to
describe. Soda-water was not invented yet. Small beerNwill it be be-
lieved!Nwas the only drink with which unhappy gentlemen soothed the
fever of their previous night's potation. With this mild beverage before
him, George Osborne found the ex-Collector of Boggley Wollah groaning
on the sofa at his lodgings. Dobbin was already in the room, good-
naturedly tending his patient of the night before. The two officers, look-
ing at the prostrate Bacchanalian,and askanceat each other, exchanged
the most frightful sympathetic grins. Even Sedley's valet, the most sol-
emn and correct of gentlemen, with the muteness and gravity of an un-
dertaker, could hardly keep his countenancein order, as he looked at his
unfortunate master.
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"Mr. Sedley was uncommon wild last night, sir,” he whispered in con-
fidence to Osborne, as the latter mounted the stair. "He wanted to fight
the 'ackney-coachman, sir. The Capting was obliged to bring him up-
stairs in his harms like a babby." A momentary smile flickered over Mr.
Brush's features as he spoke; instantly, however, they relapsed into their
usual unfathomable calm, as he flung open the drawing-room door, and
announced "Mr. Hosbin."

"How are you, Sedley?"that young wag began, after surveying his vic-
tim. "No bones broke? There's a hackney-coachman downstairs with a
black eye, and a tied-up head, vowing he'll have the law of you."

"What do you meanNlaw?" Sedley faintly asked.

"For thrashing him last nightNdidn't he, Dobbin? You hit out, sir, like
Molyneux. The watchman says he never saw a fellow go down so
straight. Ask Dobbin."

“You DID have a round with the coachman," Captain Dobbin said,
"and showed plenty of fight too."

"And that fellow with the white coat at Vauxhall! How Josdrove at
him! How the women screamed!By Jove,sir, it did my heart good to see
you. | thought you civilians had no pluck; but I'll never get in your way
when you are in your cups, Jos."

"l believe I'm very terrible, when I'm roused," ejaculated Josfrom the
sofa, and made a grimace so dreary and ludicrous, that the Captain's po-
liteness could restrain him no longer, and he and Osborne fired off a
ringing volley of laughter.

Osborne pursued his advantage pitilessly. He thought Josa milksop.
He had been revolving in his mind the marriage question pending
between Josand Rebecca,and was not over well pleasedthat a member
of a family into which he, George Osborne, of the Nth, was going to
marry, should make a mesalliance with a little nobodyNa little upstart
governess. "You hit, you poor old fellow!" said Osborne. "You terrible!
Why, man, you couldn't standNyou made everybody laugh in the Gar-
dens, though you were crying yourself. You were maudlin, Jos.Don't
you remember singing a song?"

"A what?" Jos asked.

"A sentimental song, and calling Rosa, Rebecca,what's her name,
Amelia's little friendNyour dearest diddle-diddle-darling?" And this
ruthless young fellow, seizing hold of Dobbin's hand, acted over the
scene,to the horror of the original performer, and in spite of Dobbin's
good-natured entreaties to him to have mercy.
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"Why should | spare him?" Osborne said to his friend's remonstrances,
when they quitted the invalid, leaving him under the hands of Doctor
Gollop. "What the deuceright has he to give himself his patronizing airs,
and make fools of us at Vauxhall? Who's this little schoolgirl that is
ogling and making love to him? Hang it, the family's low enough
already, without HER. A governessis all very well, but I'd rather have a
lady for my sister-in-law. I'm a liberal man; but I've proper pride, and
know my own station: let her know hers. And I'll take down that great
hectoring Nabob, and prevent him from being made a greater fool than
heis. That's why | told him to look out, lest she brought an action against
him."

"l suppose you know best," Dobbin said, though rather dubiously.
"You always were a Tory, and your family's one of the oldest in England.
ButN"

"Come and seethe girls, and make love to Miss Sharp yourself," the
lieutenant here interrupted his friend; but Captain Dobbin declined to
join Osborne in his daily visit to the young ladies in Russell Square.

As George walked down Southampton Row, from Holborn, he
laughed as he saw, at the Sedley Mansion, in two different stories two
heads on the look-out.

The fact is, Miss Amelia, in the drawing-room balcony, was looking
very eagerly towards the opposite side of the Square,where Mr. Osborne
dwelt, on the watch for the lieutenant himself; and Miss Sharp, from her
little bed-room on the secondfloor, was in observation until Mr. Joseph's
great form should heave in sight.

"Sister Anne is on the watch-tower," said he to Amelia, "but there's
nobody coming"”; and laughing and enjoying the joke hugely, he de-
scribed in the most ludicrous terms to Miss Sedley, the dismal condition
of her brother.

"l think it's very cruel of you to laugh, George," she said, looking par-
ticularly unhappy; but George only laughed the more at her piteous and
discomfited mien, persisted in thinking the joke a most diverting one,
and when Miss Sharp came downstairs, bantered her with a great deal of
liveliness upon the effect of her charms on the fat civilian.

"O Miss Sharp! if you could but see him this morning,"” he saidN
"moaning in his flowered dressing-gownNwrithing on his sofa; if you
could but have seen him lolling out his tongue to Gollop the apothecary."

"See whom?" said Miss Sharp.

"Whom? O whom? Captain Dobbin, of course,to whom we were all so
attentive, by the way, last night."
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"We were very unkind to him," Emmy said, blushing very much. "INI
quite forgot him."

"Of course you did," cried Osborne, still on the laugh.

"One can't be ALWAYS thinking about Dobbin, you know, Amelia.
Can one, Miss Sharp?"

"Except when he overset the glass of wine at dinner," Miss Sharp said,
with a haughty air and a toss of the head, "I never gave the existence of
Captain Dobbin one single moment's consideration."

"Very good, Miss Sharp, I'll tell him," Osborne said; and as he spoke
Miss Sharp began to have a feeling of distrust and hatred towards this
young officer, which he was quite unconscious of having inspired. "He is
to make fun of me, is he?"thought Rebecca!'Has he beenlaughing about
me to Joseph?Has he frightened him? Perhaps he won't come."NA film
passed over her eyes, and her heart beat quite quick.

"You're always joking," said she, smiling as innocently as she could.
"Jokeaway, Mr. George;there's nobody to defend ME." And George Os-
borne, asshewalked awayNand Amelia looked reprovingly at himNfelt
some little manly compunction for having inflicted any unnecessaryun-
kindness upon this helpless creature. "My dearest Amelia,” said he, "you
are too goodNtoo kind. You don't know the world. | do. And your little
friend Miss Sharp must learn her station."

"Don't you think Jos willN"

"Upon my word, my dear, | don't know. He may, or may not. I'm not
his master. | only know he is a very foolish vain fellow, and put my dear
little girl into avery painful and awkward position last night. My dearest
diddle-diddle-darling!" He was off laughing again, and he did it so
drolly that Emmy laughed too.

All that day Josnever came.But Amelia had no fear about this; for the
little schemer had actually sent away the page, Mr. Sambo's aide-de-
camp, to Mr. Joseph'slodgings, to ask for some book he had promised,
and how he was; and the reply through Jos'sman, Mr. Brush, was, that
his master was ill in bed, and had just had the doctor with him. He must
come to-morrow, she thought, but she never had the courage to speak a
word on the subjectto Rebeccanor did that young woman herself allude
to it in any way during the whole evening after the night at Vauxhall.

The next day, however, asthe two young ladies sate on the sofa, pre-
tending to work, or to write letters, or to read novels, Sambo came into
the room with his usual engaging grin, with a packet under his arm, and
a note on a tray. "Note from Mr. Jos, Miss," says Sambo.

How Amelia trembled as she opened it!

62



So it ran:

Dear Amelia,NI send you the "Orphan of the Forest." | was too ill to
come yesterday. | leave town to-day for Cheltenham. Pray excuseme, if
you can, to the amiable Miss Sharp, for my conduct at Vauxhall, and en-
treat her to pardon and forget every word | may have uttered when ex-
cited by that fatal supper. As soon as | have recovered, for my health is
very much shaken, | shall go to Scotland for some months, and am

Truly yours, Jos Sedley

It was the death-warrant. All was over. Amelia did not dare to look at
Rebecca'spale face and burning eyes, but she dropt the letter into her
friend's lap; and got up, and went upstairs to her room, and cried her
little heart out.

Blenkinsop, the housekeeper,there sought her presently with consola-
tion, on whose shoulder Amelia wept confidentially, and relieved herself
a good deal. "Don't take on, Miss. | didn't like to tell you. But none of us
in the house have liked her except at fust. | sor her with my own eyes
reading your Ma's letters. Pinner says she's always about your trinket-
box and drawers, and everybody's drawers, and she'ssure she'sput your
white ribbing into her box."

"I gave it her, | gave it her," Amelia said.

But this did not alter Mrs. Blenkinsop's opinion of Miss Sharp."l don't
trust them governesses,Pinner," she remarked to the maid. "They give
themselvesthe hairs and hupstarts of ladies, and their wages is no better
than you nor me."

It now became clear to every soul in the house, except poor Amelia,
that Rebeccashould take her departure, and high and low (always with
the one exception) agreed that that event should take place asspeedily as
possible. Our good child ransackedall her drawers, cupboards, reticules,
and gimcrack boxesNpassed in review all her gowns, fichus, tags, bob-
bins, laces, silk stockings, and fallalsN selecting this thing and that and
the other, to make a little heap for Rebecca.And going to her Papa, that
generous British merchant, who had promised to give her as many
guineas as she was years oldN she begged the old gentleman to give the
money to dear Rebecca, who must want it, while she lacked for nothing.

She even made George Osborne contribute, and nothing loth (for he
was asfree-handed a young fellow asany in the army), he went to Bond
Street, and bought the best hat and spenser that money could buy.

“That's George's present to you, Rebecca,dear," said Amelia, quite
proud of the bandbox conveying these gifts. "What a taste he has! There's
nobody like him."
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"Nobody," Rebeccaanswered. "How thankful | am to him!" She was
thinking in her heart, "It was George Osborne who prevented my mar-
riage."NANd she loved George Osborne accordingly.

She made her preparations for departure with great equanimity; and
acceptedall the kind little Amelia's presents, after just the proper degree
of hesitation and reluctance. Shevowed eternal gratitude to Mrs. Sedley,
of course; but did not intrude herself upon that good lady too much,
who was embarrassed, and evidently wishing to avoid her. She kissed
Mr. Sedley'shand, when he presented her with the purse; and asked per-
mission to consider him for the future as her kind, kind friend and pro-
tector. Her behaviour was so affecting that he was going to write her a
cheque for twenty pounds more; but he restrained his feelings: the car-
riage was in waiting to take him to dinner, so he tripped away with a
"God blessyou, my dear, always come here when you come to town, you
know.NDrive to the Mansion House, James."

Finally came the parting with Miss Amelia, over which picture | in-
tend to throw avelil. But after a scenein which one person was in earnest
and the other a perfect performerNafter the tenderest caressesthe most
pathetic tears, the smelling-bottle, and some of the very best feelings of
the heart, had been called into requisitionNRebecca and Amelia parted,
the former vowing to love her friend for ever and ever and ever.
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Chapter 7

Crawley of Queen's Crawley

Among the most respectedof the namesbeginning in C which the Court-
Guide contained, in the year 18N, was that of Crawley, Sir Pitt, Baronet,
Great Gaunt Street,and Queen's Crawley, Hants. This honourable name
had figured constantly also in the Parliamentary list for many years, in
conjunction with that of a number of other worthy gentlemen who satin
turns for the borough.

It is related, with regard to the borough of Queen's Crawley, that
Queen Elizabeth in one of her progresses,stopping at Crawley to break-
fast, was so delighted with some remarkably fine Hampshire beer which
was then presented to her by the Crawley of the day (a handsome gentle-
man with atrim beard and a good leg), that she forthwith erected Craw-
ley into a borough to send two members to Parliament; and the place,
from the day of that illustrious visit, took the name of Queen's Crawley,
which it holds up to the present moment. And though, by the lapse of
time, and those mutations which age produces in empires, cities, and
boroughs, Queen's Crawley was no longer so populous a place asit had
been in Queen Bess'stimeN nay, was come down to that condition of
borough which used to be denominated rottenNyet, as Sir Pitt Crawley
would say with perfect justice in his elegant way, "Rotten! be hangedNit
produces me a good fifteen hundred a year."

Sir Pitt Crawley (named after the great Commoner) was the son of
Walpole Crawley, first Baronet, of the Tape and Sealing-Wax Office in
the reign of Georgell., when he was impeached for peculation, aswere a
great number of other honest gentlemen of those days; and Walpole
Crawley was, as need scarcely be said, son of John Churchill Crawley,
named after the celebrated military commander of the reign of Queen
Anne. The family tree (which hangs up at Queen's Crawley) furthermore
mentions Charles Stuart, afterwards called Barebones Crawley, son of
the Crawley of Jamesthe First's time; and finally, Queen Elizabeth's
Crawley, who is represented as the foreground of the picture in his
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forked beard and armour. Out of his waistcoat, asusual, grows atree, on
the main branches of which the above illustrious names are inscribed.
Close by the name of Sir Pitt Crawley, Baronet (the subject of the present
memoir), are written that of his brother, the Reverend Bute Crawley (the
great Commoner was in disgrace when the reverend gentleman was
born), rector of Crawley-cum-Snailby, and of various other male and fe-
male members of the Crawley family.

Sir Pitt was first married to Grizzel, sixth daughter of Mungo Binkie,
Lord Binkie, and cousin, in consequence,of Mr. Dundas. She brought
him two sons: Pitt, named not so much after his father as after the
heaven-born minister; and Rawdon Crawley, from the Prince of Wales's
friend, whom his Majesty George IV forgot so completely. Many years
after her ladyship's demise, Sir Pitt led to the altar Rosa,daughter of Mr.
G. Dawson, of Mudbury, by whom he had two daughters, for whose be-
nefit Miss RebeccaSharp was now engaged as governess. It will be seen
that the young lady was come into a family of very genteel connexions,
and was about to move in a much more distinguished circle than that
humble one which she had just quitted in Russell Square.

She had received her orders to join her pupils, in a note which was
written upon an old envelope, and which contained the following words:

Sir Pitt Crawley begs Miss Sharp and baggidge may be hear on Tues-
day, as | leaf for Queen's Crawley to-morrow morning ERLY.

Great Gaunt Street.

Rebeccahad never seena Baronet, as far as she knew, and as soon as
she had taken leave of Amelia, and counted the guineas which good-
natured Mr. Sedley had put into a purse for her, and as soon as she had
done wiping her eyeswith her handkerchief (which operation she con-
cluded the very moment the carriage had turned the corner of the street),
she began to depict in her own mind what a Baronet must be. "l wonder,
does he wear a star?"thought she,"or is it only lords that wear stars?But
he will be very handsomely dressedin a court suit, with ruffles, and his
hair a little powdered, like Mr. Wroughton at Covent Garden. | suppose
he will be awfully proud, and that | shall be treated most contemptu-
ously. Still | must bear my hard lot aswell as| canNat least, | shall be
amongst GENTLEFOLKS, and not with vulgar city people": and she fell
to thinking of her Russell Square friends with that very same philosoph-
ical bitterness with which, in acertain apologue, the fox is represented as
speaking of the grapes.

Having passedthrough Gaunt Squareinto Great Gaunt Street,the car-
riage at length stopped at a tall gloomy house between two other tall
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gloomy houses, eachwith a hatchment over the middle drawing- room
window; as is the custom of houses in Great Gaunt Street, in which
gloomy locality death seemsto reign perpetual. The shutters of the first-
floor windows of Sir Pitt's mansion were closedNthose of the dining-
room were partially open, and the blinds neatly covered up in old
newspapers.

John, the groom, who had driven the carriage alone, did not care to
descend to ring the bell; and so prayed a passing milk-boy to perform
that office for him. When the bell was rung, a head appeared between
the interstices of the dining-room shutters, and the door was opened by a
man in drab breechesand gaiters, with a dirty old coat, a foul old neck-
cloth lashed round his bristly neck, a shining bald head, a leering red
face, a pair of twinkling grey eyes, and a mouth perpetually on the grin.

“This Sir Pitt Crawley's?" says John, from the box.

"Ees," says the man at the door, with a nod.

"Hand down these 'ere trunks then," said John.

"Hand 'n down yourself," said the porter.

"Don't you seel can't leave my hosses?Come, bear a hand, my fine
feller, and Miss will give you some beer," said John, with a horse- laugh,
for he was no longer respectful to Miss Sharp, as her connexion with the
family was broken off, and as she had given nothing to the servants on
coming away.

The bald-headed man, taking his hands out of his breechespockets,
advanced on this summons, and throwing Miss Sharp's trunk over his
shoulder, carried it into the house.

“Take this basket and shawl, if you please, and open the door," said
Miss Sharp, and descended from the carriage in much indignation. "I
shall write to Mr. Sedley and inform him of your conduct,” said she to
the groom.

"Don't," replied that functionary. "I hope you've forgot nothink? Miss
'Melia's gowndsNhave you got themNas the lady's maid was to have
‘ad? | hope they'll fit you. Shut the door, Jim, you'll get no good out of
'ER," continued John, pointing with his thumb towards Miss Sharp: "a
bad lot, | tell you, a bad lot," and so saying, Mr. Sedley's groom drove
away. The truth is, he was attached to the lady's maid in question, and
indignant that she should have been robbed of her perquisites.

On entering the dining-room, by the orders of the individual in
gaiters, Rebeccafound that apartment not more cheerful than such
rooms usually are, when genteel families are out of town. The faithful
chambers seem, as it were, to mourn the absenceof their masters. The
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turkey carpet has rolled itself up, and retired sulkily under the side-
board: the pictures have hidden their facesbehind old sheetsof brown
paper: the ceiling lamp is muffled up in a dismal sack of brown holland:
the window-curtains have disappeared under all sorts of shabby envel-
opes: the marble bust of Sir Walpole Crawley is looking from its black
corner at the bare boards and the oiled fire-irons, and the empty card-
racks over the mantelpiece: the cellaret has lurked away behind the car-
pet: the chairs are turned up heads and tails along the walls: and in the
dark corner opposite the statue, is an old-fashioned crabbed knife-box,
locked and sitting on a dumb waiter.

Two kitchen chairs, and a round table, and an attenuated old poker
and tongs were, however, gathered round the fire-place, as was a sauce-
pan over a feeble sputtering fire. There was a bit of cheeseand bread,
and a tin candlestick on the table, and a little black porter in a pint-pot.

"Had your dinner, | suppose?lt is not too warm for you? Like a drop
of beer?"

"Where is Sir Pitt Crawley?" said Miss Sharp majestically.

"He, he! I'm Sir Pitt Crawley. Reklect you owe me a pint for bringing
down your luggage. He, he!l Ask Tinker if | aynt. Mrs. Tinker, Miss
Sharp; Miss Governess, Mrs. Charwoman. Ho, ho!"

The lady addressed as Mrs. Tinker at this moment made her appear-
ance with a pipe and a paper of tobacco, for which she had been des-
patched a minute before Miss Sharp'sarrival; and she handed the articles
over to Sir Pitt, who had taken his seat by the fire.

"Where's the farden?" said he. "l gave you three halfpence. Where's the
change, old Tinker?"

“There!" replied Mrs. Tinker, flinging down the coin; it's only baronets
as cares about farthings."

"A farthing a day is sevenshillings a year," answered the M.P.; "seven
shillings a year is the interest of seven guineas. Take care of your
farthings, old Tinker, and your guineas will come quite nat'ral.”

"You may be sure it's Sir Pitt Crawley, young woman," said Mrs.
Tinker, surlily; "becausehe looks to his farthings. You'll know him better
afore long."

"And like me none the worse, Miss Sharp," said the old gentleman,
with an air almost of politeness. "I must be just before I'm generous."

"He never gave away a farthing in his life," growled Tinker.

"Never, and never will: it's against my principle. Go and get another
chair from the kitchen, Tinker, if you want to sit down; and then we'll
have a bit of supper.”
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Presently the baronet plunged a fork into the saucepanon the fire, and
withdrew from the pot a piece of tripe and an onion, which he divided
into pretty equal portions, and of which he partook with Mrs. Tinker.
"You see,Miss Sharp, when I'm not here Tinker's on board wages: when
I'm in town she dines with the family. Haw! haw! I'm glad Miss Sharp's
not hungry, ain't you, Tink?" And they fell to upon their frugal supper.

After supper Sir Pitt Crawley beganto smoke his pipe; and when it be-
came quite dark, he lighted the rushlight in the tin candlestick, and pro-
ducing from an interminable pocket a huge mass of papers, began read-
ing them, and putting them in order.

“I'm here on law business, my dear, and that's how it happens that |
shall have the pleasure of such a pretty travelling companion to-
morrow."

"He's always at law business," said Mrs. Tinker, taking up the pot of
porter.

“Drink and drink about,"” said the Baronet. "Yes; my dear, Tinker is
quite right: I've lost and won more lawsuits than any man in England.
Look here at Crawley, Bart. v. Snaffle. I'll throw him over, or my name's
not Pitt Crawley. Podder and another versus Crawley, Bart. Overseersof
Snaily parish against Crawley, Bart. They can't prove it's common: I'll
defy 'em; the land's mine. It no more belongs to the parish than it doesto
you or Tinker here. I'll beat 'em, if it cost me a thousand guineas. Look
over the papers; you may if you like, my dear. Do you write a good
hand? I'll make you useful when we're at Queen's Crawley, depend on it,
Miss Sharp. Now the dowager's dead | want some one."

"Shewas as bad as he," said Tinker. "Shetook the law of every one of
her tradesmen; and turned away forty-eight footmen in four year."

"She was closeNvery close," said the Baronet, simply; "but she was a
valyble woman to me, and saved me a steward."NAnd in this confiden-
tial strain, and much to the amusement of the new-comer, the conversa-
tion continued for a considerable time. Whatever Sir Pitt Crawley's qual-
ities might be, good or bad, he did not make the least disguise of them.
He talked of himself incessantly, sometimesin the coarsestand vulgarest
Hampshire accent; sometimes adopting the tone of a man of the world.
And so, with injunctions to Miss Sharp to be ready at five in the morn-
ing, he bade her good night. "You'll sleepwith Tinker to-night," he said;
“it's a big bed, and there's room for two. Lady Crawley died in it. Good
night."

Sir Pitt went off after this benediction, and the solemn Tinker, rush-
light in hand, led the way up the great bleak stone stairs, past the great
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dreary drawing-room doors, with the handles muffled up in paper, into
the great front bedroom, where Lady Crawley had slept her last. The bed
and chamber were so funereal and gloomy, you might have fancied, not
only that Lady Crawley died in the room, but that her ghost inhabited it.
Rebeccasprang about the apartment, however, with the greatest liveli-
ness,and had peeped into the huge wardrobes, and the closets, and the
cupboards, and tried the drawers which were locked, and examined the
dreary pictures and toilette appointments, while the old charwoman was
saying her prayers. "I shouldn't like to sleep in this yeer bed without a
good conscience,Miss," said the old woman. "There's room for us and a
half-dozen of ghostsin it," saysRebecca."Tell me all about Lady Crawley
and Sir Pitt Crawley, and everybody, my DEAR Mrs. Tinker."

But old Tinker was not to be pumped by this little cross-questioner;
and signifying to her that bed was a place for sleeping, not conversation,
setup in her corner of the bed such a snore asonly the nose of innocence
can produce. Rebeccalay awake for a long, long time, thinking of the
morrow, and of the new world into which she was going, and of her
chancesof successthere. The rushlight flickered in the basin. The mantel-
piece castup a great black shadow, over half of a mouldy old sampler,
which her defunct ladyship had worked, no doubt, and over two little
family pictures of young lads, one in a college gown, and the other in a
red jacket like a soldier. When she went to sleep, Rebeccachosethat one
to dream about.

At four o'clock, on such a roseate summer's morning as even made
Great Gaunt Street look cheerful, the faithful Tinker, having wakened
her bedfellow, and bid her prepare for departure, unbarred and unbolted
the great hall door (the clanging and clapping whereof startled the sleep-
ing echoes in the street), and taking her way into Oxford Street,
summoned a coachfrom a stand there. It is needlessto particularize the
number of the vehicle, or to state that the driver was stationed thus early
in the neighbourhood of Swallow Street,in hopes that some young buck,
reeling homeward from the tavern, might need the aid of his vehicle, and
pay him with the generosity of intoxication.

It is likewise needlessto say that the driver, if he had any such hopes
as those above stated, was grossly disappointed; and that the worthy
Baronet whom he drove to the City did not give him one single penny
more than his fare. It was in vain that Jehu appealed and stormed; that
he flung down Miss Sharp's bandboxes in the gutter at the 'Necks, and
swore he would take the law of his fare.

"You'd better not,"” said one of the ostlers; "it's Sir Pitt Crawley."
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"So it is, Joe,"cried the Baronet, approvingly; "and I'd like to seethe
man can do me."

"So should oi," said Joe,grinning sulkily, and mounting the Baronet's
baggage on the roof of the coach.

"Keep the box for me, Leader," exclaims the Member of Parliament to
the coachman; who replied, "Yes, Sir Pitt," with a touch of his hat, and
rage in his soul (for he had promised the box to a young gentleman from
Cambridge, who would have given a crown to a certainty), and Miss
Sharp was accommodated with a back seat inside the carriage, which
might be said to be carrying her into the wide world.

How the young man from Cambridge sulkily put his five great-coats
in front; but was reconciled when little Miss Sharp was made to quit the
carriage, and mount up beside himNwhen he covered her up in one of
his Benjamins, and becameperfectly good-humouredNhow the asthmat-
ic gentleman, the prim lady, who declared upon her sacred honour she
had never travelled in a public carriage before (there is always such a
lady in a coachNAlas! was; for the coaches,where are they?), and the fat
widow with the brandy-bottle, took their placesinsideNhow the porter
asked them all for money, and got sixpence from the gentleman and five
greasy halfpence from the fat widowNand how the carriage at length
drove awayNnow threading the dark lanes of Aldersgate, anon clatter-
ing by the Blue Cupola of St. Paul's, jingling rapidly by the strangers'
entry of Fleet-Market, which, with Exeter '‘Change, has now departed to
the world of shadowsNhow they passedthe White Bearin Piccadilly,
and saw the dew rising up from the market-gardens of Knights-
bridgeNhow Turnhamgreen, Brentwood, Bagshot, were passedNneed
not be told here. But the writer of these pages, who has pursued in
former days, and in the same bright weather, the same remarkable jour-
ney, cannot but think of it with a sweet and tender regret. Where is the
road now, and its merry incidents of life? Is there no Chelseaor Green-
wich for the old honest pimple-nosed coachmen?| wonder where are
they, those good fellows? Is old Weller alive or dead? and the waiters,
yea, and the inns at which they waited, and the cold rounds of beefin-
side, and the stunted ostler, with his blue nose and clinking pail, where
Is he, and where is his generation? To those great geniusesnow in petti-
coats,who shall write novels for the beloved reader's children, thesemen
and things will be as much legend and history as Nineveh, or Coeur de
Lion, or Jack Sheppard. For them stage-coacheswill have become ro-
mancesNa team of four bays as fabulous as Bucephalus or Black Bess.
Ah, how their coatsshone, asthe stable-men pulled their clothes off, and
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away they wentNah, how their tails shook, aswith smoking sides at the
stage'send they demurely walked away into the inn-yard. Alas! we shall
never hear the horn sing at midnight, or seethe pike-gates fly open any
more. Whither, however, is the light four-inside Trafalgar coach carrying
us? Let us be set down at Queen's Crawley without further divagation,
and see how Miss Rebecca Sharp speeds there.
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Chapter

Private and Confidential

Miss RebeccaSharp to Miss Amelia Sedley, Russell Square, London.
(Free.NPitt Crawley.)

MY DEAREST, SWEETEST AMELIA,

With what mingled joy and sorrow do | take up the pen to write to my
dearestfriend! Oh, what a change between to-day and yesterday! Now |
am friendless and alone; yesterday | was at home, in the sweet company
of a sister, whom | shall ever, ever cherish!

| will not tell you in what tears and sadnessl passedthe fatal night in
which | separated from you. YOU went on Tuesday to joy and happi-
ness, with your mother and YOUR DEVOTED YOUNG SOLDIER by
your side; and | thought of you all night, dancing at the Perkins's, the
prettiest, | am sure, of all the young ladies at the Ball. | was brought by
the groom in the old carriage to Sir Pitt Crawley's town house, where,
after John the groom had behaved most rudely and insolently to me
(alas! 'twas safe to insult poverty and misfortune!), | was given over to
Sir P.'scare,and made to passthe night in an old gloomy bed, and by the
side of a horrid gloomy old charwoman, who keepsthe house. | did not
sleep one single wink the whole night.

Sir Pitt is not what we silly girls, when we used to read Cecilia at
Chiswick, imagined a baronet must have been. Anything, indeed, less
like Lord Orville cannot be imagined. Fancy an old, stumpy, short, vul-
gar, and very dirty man, in old clothes and shabby old gaiters, who
smokes a horrid pipe, and cooks his own horrid supper in a saucepan.
He speakswith a country accent,and swore a great deal at the old char-
woman, at the hackney coachman who drove us to the inn where the
coachwent from, and on which | made the journey OUTSIDE FOR THE
GREATER PART OF THE WAY.

| was awakened at daybreak by the charwoman, and having arrived at
the inn, was at first placed inside the coach. But, when we got to a place
called Leakington, where the rain began to fall very heavilyNwill you
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believe it?NI was forced to come outside; for Sir Pitt is a proprietor of
the coach, and as a passengercame at Mudbury, who wanted an inside
place, | was obliged to go outside in the rain, where, however, a young
gentleman from Cambridge College sheltered me very kindly in one of
his several great coats.

This gentleman and the guard seemedto know Sir Pitt very well, and
laughed at him a great deal. They both agreed in calling him an old
screw; which meansa very stingy, avaricious person. He never gives any
money to anybody, they said (and this meannessl| hate); and the young
gentleman made me remark that we drove very slow for the last two
stageson the road, becauseSir Pitt was on the box, and becausehe is
proprietor of the horsesfor this part of the journey. "But won't | flog 'em
on to Squashmore, when | take the ribbons?" said the young Cantab.
"And sarve 'em right, Master Jack,"said the guard. When | comprehen-
ded the meaning of this phrase, and that Master Jackintended to drive
the rest of the way, and revenge himself on Sir Pitt's horses, of course |
laughed too.

A carriage and four splendid horses, covered with armorial bearings,
however, awaited us at Mudbury, four miles from Queen'sCrawley, and
we made our entrance to the baronet's park in state. There is a fine aven-
ue of a mile long leading to the house, and the woman at the lodge-gate
(over the pillars of which are a serpent and a dove, the supporters of the
Crawley arms), made us a number of curtsies as she flung open the old
iron carved doors, which are something like those at odious Chiswick.

“There's an avenue," said Sir Pitt, "a mile long. There's six thousand
pound of timber in them there trees. Do you call that nothing?" He pro-
nounced avenueNEVENUE, and nothingNNOTHINK, so droll; and he
had a Mr. Hodson, his hind from Mudbury, into the carriage with him,
and they talked about distraining, and selling up, and draining and sub-
soiling, and a great deal about tenants and farmingNmuch more than |
could understand. Sam Miles had been caught poaching, and Peter
Bailey had gone to the workhouse at last. "Serve him right," said Sir Pitt;
"him and his family has been cheating me on that farm these hundred
and fifty years." Someold tenant, | suppose, who could not pay his rent.
Sir Pitt might have said "he and his family,"” to be sure; but rich baronets
do not need to be careful about grammar, as poor governesses must be.

As we passed,| remarked a beautiful church-spire rising above some
old elms in the park; and before them, in the midst of a lawn, and some
outhouses, an old red house with tall chimneys covered with ivy, and
the windows shining in the sun. "Is that your church, sir?" | said.
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"Yes,hang it," (said Sir Pitt, only he used, dear, A MUCH WICKEDER
WORD); "how's Buty, Hodson? Buty's my brother Bute, my dearNmy
brother the parson. Buty and the Beast | call him, ha, ha!"

Hodson laughed too, and then looking more grave and nodding his
head, said, "I'm afraid he's better, Sir Pitt. He was out on his pony yester-
day, looking at our corn."

“Looking after his tithes, hang'un (only he used the same wicked
word). Will brandy and water never kill him? He's astough asold what-
dyecallumNold Methusalem."

Mr. Hodson laughed again. "The young men is home from college.
They've whopped John Scroggins till he's well nigh dead."”

"Whop my second keeper!" roared out Sir Pitt.

"He was on the parson's ground, sir," replied Mr. Hodson; and Sir Pitt
in a fury swore that if he ever caught 'em poaching on his ground, he'd
transport 'em, by the lord he would. However, he said, "lI've sold the
presentation of the living, Hodson; none of that breed shall get it, |
war'nt"; and Mr. Hodson said he was quite right: and | have no doubt
from this that the two brothers are at varianceNas brothers often are,
and sisters too. Don't you remember the two Miss Scratchleys at
Chiswick, how they used always to fight and quarrelNand Mary Box,
how she was always thumping Louisa?

Presently, seeing two little boys gathering sticks in the wood, Mr.
Hodson jumped out of the carriage, at Sir Pitt's order, and rushed upon
them with his whip. "Pitch into 'em, Hodson," roared the baronet; "flog
their little souls out, and bring 'em up to the house, the vagabonds; I'll
commit 'em as sure as my name's Pitt." And presently we heard Mr.
Hodson's whip cracking on the shoulders of the poor little blubbering
wretches, and Sir Pitt, seeingthat the malefactors were in custody, drove
on to the hall.

All the servants were ready to meet us, and E

Here, my dear, | was interrupted last night by a dreadful thumping at
my door: and who do you think it was? Sir Pitt Crawley in his night-cap
and dressing-gown, such a figure! As | shrank away from such a visitor,
he came forward and seized my candle. "No candles after eleven o'clock,
Miss Becky," said he. "Go to bed in the dark, you pretty little hussy" (that
Is what he called me), "and unless you wish me to come for the candle
every night, mind and be in bed at eleven.”" And with this, he and Mr.
Horrocks the butler went off laughing. You may be sure | shall not en-
courage any more of their visits. They let loose two immense blood-
hounds at night, which all last night were yelling and howling at the
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moon. "l call the dog Gorer," said Sir Pitt; "he's killed a man that dog has,
and is master of a bull, and the mother | used to call Flora; but now I
calls her Aroarer, for she's too old to bite. Haw, haw!"

Before the house of Queen's Crawley, which is an odious old- fash-
loned red brick mansion, with tall chimneys and gables of the style of
Queen Bess,there is a terrace flanked by the family dove and serpent,
and on which the great hall-door opens.And oh, my dear, the great hall |
am sure is as big and as glum as the great hall in the dear castle of
Udolpho. It has a large fireplace, in which we might put half Miss
Pinkerton's school, and the grate is big enough to roast an ox at the very
least. Round the room hang | don't know how many generations of
Crawleys, some with beards and ruffs, some with huge wigs and toes
turned out, some dressed in long straight stays and gowns that look as
stiff as towers, and some with long ringlets, and oh, my dear! scarcely
any stays at all. At one end of the hall is the great staircaseall in black
oak, as dismal as may be, and on either side are tall doors with stags'
heads over them, leading to the billiard-room and the library, and the
great yellow saloon and the morning-rooms. | think there are at least
twenty bedrooms on the first floor; one of them has the bed in which
Queen Elizabeth slept; and | have beentaken by my new pupils through
all these fine apartments this morning. They are not rendered less
gloomy, | promise you, by having the shutters always shut; and there is
scarceone of the apartments, but when the light was let into it, | expec-
ted to see a ghost in the room. We have a schoolroom on the second
floor, with my bedroom leading into it on one side, and that of the young
ladies on the other. Then there are Mr. Pitt's apartmentsNMr. Crawley,
he is calledNthe eldest son, and Mr. Rawdon Crawley's roomsNhe is an
officer like SOMEBODY, and away with his regiment. There is no want
of room | assureyou. You might lodge all the people in Russell Squarein
the house, | think, and have space to spare.

Half an hour after our arrival, the great dinner-bell was rung, and |
came down with my two pupils (they are very thin insignificant little
chits of ten and eight years old). | came down in your dear muslin gown
(about which that odious Mrs. Pinner was so rude, becauseyou gave it
me); for | am to be treated as one of the family, excepton company days,
when the young ladies and | are to dine upstairs.

Well, the great dinner-bell rang, and we all assembled in the little
drawing-room where my Lady Crawley sits. She is the second Lady
Crawley, and mother of the young ladies. She was an ironmonger's
daughter, and her marriage was thought a great match. She looks as if
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she had been handsome once, and her eyes are always weeping for the
loss of her beauty. Sheis pale and meagre and high-shouldered, and has
not a word to say for herself, evidently. Her stepson Mr. Crawley, was
likewise in the room. He was in full dress,aspompous asan undertaker.
He is pale, thin, ugly, silent; he has thin legs, no chest, hay-coloured
whiskers, and straw-coloured hair. He is the very picture of his sainted
mother over the mantelpieceNGriselda of the noble house of Binkie.

“This is the new governess, Mr. Crawley," said Lady Crawley, coming
forward and taking my hand. "Miss Sharp."

"O!" said Mr. Crawley, and pushed his head once forward and began
again to read a great pamphlet with which he was busy.

"l hope you will be kind to my girls," said Lady Crawley, with her
pink eyes always full of tears.

"Law, Ma, of course shewill," said the eldest: and | saw at a glance that
| need not be afraid of THAT woman. "My lady is served," saysthe but-
ler in black, in an immense white shirt-frill, that looked asif it had been
one of the Queen Elizabeth's ruffs depicted in the hall; and so, taking Mr.
Crawley's arm, she led the way to the dining-room, whither | followed
with my little pupils in each hand.

Sir Pitt was already in the room with a silver jug. He had just beento
the cellar, and was in full dresstoo; that is, he had taken his gaiters off,
and showed his little dumpy legs in black worsted stockings. The side-
board was covered with glistening old plateNold cups, both gold and
silver; old salvers and cruet-stands, like Rundell and Bridge's shop.
Everything on the table was in silver too, and two footmen, with red hair
and canary-coloured liveries, stood on either side of the sideboard.

Mr. Crawley said a long grace, and Sir Pitt said amen, and the great
silver dish-covers were removed.

"What have we for dinner, Betsy?' said the Baronet.

"Mutton broth, | believe, Sir Pitt," answered Lady Crawley.

"Mouton aux navets," added the butler gravely (pronounce, if you
please, moutongonavvy); "and the soup is potage de mouton a
I'Ecossaise. The side-dishes contain pommes de terre au naturel, and
choufleur a I'eau.”

"Mutton's mutton," said the Baronet, "and a devilish good thing. What
SHIP was it, Horrocks, and when did you kill?" "One of the black-faced
Scotch, Sir Pitt: we killed on Thursday.

"Who took any?"

"Steel, of Mudbury, took the saddle and two legs, Sir Pitt; but he says
the last was too young and confounded woolly, Sir Pitt."
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"Will you take some potage, Miss ahNMiss Blunt? said Mr. Crawley.

"Capital Scotchbroth, my dear," said Sir Pitt, "though they call it by a
French name."

"l believe it is the custom, sir, in decent society,” said Mr. Crawley,
haughtily, "to call the dish as| have called it"; and it was served to us on
silver soup plates by the footmen in the canary coats, with the mouton
aux navets. Then "ale and water" were brought, and served to us young
ladies in wine- glasses.| am not a judge of ale, but | can say with a clear
conscience | prefer water.

While we were enjoying our repast, Sir Pitt took occasionto ask what
had become of the shoulders of the mutton.

"l believe they were eaten in the servants' hall," said my lady, humbly.

"They was, my lady," said Horrocks, "and precious little else we get
there neither."

Sir Pitt burst into a horse-laugh, and continued his conversation with
Mr. Horrocks. "That there little black pig of the Kent sow's breed must be
uncommon fat now."

“It's not quite busting, Sir Pitt," said the butler with the gravest air, at
which Sir Pitt, and with him the young ladies, this time, began to laugh
violently.

"Miss Crawley, Miss RoseCrawley," said Mr. Crawley, "your laughter
strikes me as being exceedingly out of place."

"Never mind, my lord," said the Baronet, "we'll try the porker on
Saturday. Kill un on Saturday morning, John Horrocks. Miss Sharp ad-
ores pork, don't you, Miss Sharp?"

And | think this is all the conversation that | remember at dinner.
When the repast was concluded a jug of hot water was placed before Sir
Pitt, with a case-bottle containing, | believe, rum. Mr. Horrocks served
myself and my pupils with three little glassesof wine, and a bumper was
poured out for my lady. When we retired, shetook from her work-draw-
er an enormous interminable piece of knitting; the young ladies began to
play at cribbage with a dirty pack of cards. We had but one candle
lighted, but it was in a magnificent old silver candlestick, and after a
very few questions from my lady, | had my choice of amusement
between a volume of sermons, and a pamphlet on the corn-laws, which
Mr. Crawley had been reading before dinner.

So we sat for an hour until steps were heard.

"Put away the cards, girls,” cried my lady, in a great tremor; "put down
Mr. Crawley's books, Miss Sharp"; and these orders had been scarcely
obeyed, when Mr. Crawley entered the room.
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"We will resume yesterday's discourse, young ladies," said he, "and
you shall each read a page by turns; so that Miss aNMiss Short may
have an opportunity of hearing you"; and the poor girls beganto spell a
long dismal sermon delivered at Bethesda Chapel, Liverpool, on behalf
of the mission for the Chickasaw Indians. Was it not a charming
evening?

At ten the servants were told to call Sir Pitt and the household to pray-
ers. Sir Pitt camein first, very much flushed, and rather unsteady in his
gait; and after him the butler, the canaries,Mr. Crawley's man, three oth-
er men, smelling very much of the stable, and four women, one of
whom, | remarked, was very much overdressed, and who flung me a
look of great scorn as she plumped down on her knees.

After Mr. Crawley had done haranguing and expounding, we received
our candles, and then we went to bed; and then | was disturbed in my
writing, as | have described to my dearest sweetest Amelia.

Good night. A thousand, thousand, thousand kisses!

Saturday.NThis morning, at five, | heard the shrieking of the little
black pig. Rose and Violet introduced me to it yesterday; and to the
stables,and to the kennel, and to the gardener, who was picking fruit to
send to market, and from whom they begged hard a bunch of hot-house
grapes; but he said that Sir Pitt had numbered every "Man Jack"of them,
and it would be as much as his place was worth to give any away. The
darling girls caught a colt in a paddock, and asked me if | would ride,
and began to ride themselves, when the groom, coming with horrid
oaths, drove them away.

Lady Crawley is always knitting the worsted. Sir Pitt is always tipsy,
every night; and, | believe, sits with Horrocks, the butler. Mr. Crawley al-
ways reads sermons in the evening, and in the morning is locked up in
his study, or else rides to Mudbury, on county business, or to Squash-
more, where he preaches, on Wednesdays and Fridays, to the tenants
there.

A hundred thousand grateful loves to your dear papa and mamma. Is
your poor brother recovered of his rack-punch? Oh, dear! Oh, dear! How
men should beware of wicked punch!

Ever and ever thine own REBECCA

Everything considered, | think it is quite aswell for our dear Amelia
Sedley, in Russell Square,that Miss Sharp and she are parted. Rebeccais
adroll funny creature, to be sure; and those descriptions of the poor lady
weeping for the loss of her beauty, and the gentleman "with hay-col-
oured whiskers and straw-coloured hair," are very smart, doubtless, and
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show a great knowledge of the world. That she might, when on her
knees, have beenthinking of something better than Miss Horrocks's rib-
bons, has possibly struck both of us. But my kind reader will pleaseto
remember that this history has "Vanity Fair" for a title, and that Vanity
Fair is a very vain, wicked, foolish place, full of all sorts of humbugs and
falsenessesand pretensions. And while the moralist, who is holding
forth on the cover ( an accurate portrait of your humble servant), pro-
fessesto wear neither gown nor bands, but only the very same long-
eared livery in which his congregation is arrayed: yet, look you, one is
bound to speak the truth as far as one knows it, whether one mounts a
cap and bells or a shovel hat; and a deal of disagreeable matter must
come out in the course of such an undertaking.

| have heard a brother of the story-telling trade, at Naples, preaching
to a pack of good-for-nothing honest lazy fellows by the sea-shore,work
himself up into such a rage and passion with some of the villains whose
wicked deeds he was describing and inventing, that the audience could
not resist it; and they and the poet together would burst out into aroar of
oaths and execrations against the fictitious monster of the tale, so that the
hat went round, and the bajocchitumbled into it, in the midst of a perfect
storm of sympathy.

At the little Paris theatres, on the other hand, you will not only hear
the people yelling out "Ah gredin! Ah monstre:" and cursing the tyrant of
the play from the boxes; but the actors themselves positively refuse to
play the wicked parts, such asthose of infames Anglais, brutal Cossacks,
and what not, and prefer to appear at a smaller salary, in their real char-
acters as loyal Frenchmen. | setthe two stories one against the other, so
that you may seethat it is not from mere mercenary motives that the
present performer is desirous to show up and trounce his villains; but
becausehe has a sincere hatred of them, which he cannot keep down,
and which must find a vent in suitable abuse and bad language.

| warn my "kyind friends," then, that | am going to tell a story of har-
rowing villainy and complicatedNbut, as | trust, intensely interest-
ingNcrime. My rascals are no milk-and-water rascals, | promise you.
When we come to the proper placeswe won't spare fine languageNNo,
no! But when we are going over the quiet country we must perforce be
calm. A tempest in a slop-basin is absurd. We will reserve that sort of
thing for the mighty oceanand the lonely midnight. The present Chapter
is very mild. OthersNBut we will not anticipate THOSE.

And, as we bring our characters forward, | will ask leave, as a man
and a brother, not only to introduce them, but occasionally to step down
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from the platform, and talk about them: if they are good and kindly, to
love them and shake them by the hand: if they are silly, to laugh at them
confidentially in the reader's sleeve:if they are wicked and heartless, to
abuse them in the strongest terms which politeness admits of.

Otherwise you might fancy it was | who was sneering at the practice of
devotion, which Miss Sharp finds so ridiculous; that it was | who
laughed good-humouredly at the reeling old Silenus of a baronetN
whereas the laughter comes from one who has no reverence except for
prosperity, and no eye for anything beyond success.Such people there
are living and flourishing in the worldNFaithless, Hopeless, Charityless:
let us have at them, dear friends, with might and main. Somethere are,
and very successfultoo, mere quacks and fools: and it was to combat and
expose such as those, no doubt, that Laughter was made.
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Chapter 9

Family Portraits

Sir Pitt Crawley was a philosopher with ataste for what is called low life.
His first marriage with the daughter of the noble Binkie had been made
under the auspicesof his parents; and as he often told Lady Crawley in
her lifetime she was such a confounded quarrelsome high-bred jade that
when she died he was hanged if he would ever take another of her sort,
at her ladyship's demise he kept his promise, and selectedfor a second
wife Miss Rose Dawson, daughter of Mr. John Thomas Dawson, iron-
monger, of Mudbury. What a happy woman was Roseto be my Lady
Crawley!

Let us setdown the items of her happiness. In the first place, she gave
up Peter Butt, a young man who kept company with her, and in con-
sequence of his disappointment in love, took to smuggling, poaching,
and a thousand other bad courses. Then she quarrelled, as in duty
bound, with all the friends and intimates of her youth, who, of course,
could not be received by my Lady at Queen's CrawleyNnor did shefind
in her new rank and abode any persons who were willing to welcome
her. Who ever did? Sir Huddleston Fuddleston had three daughters who
all hoped to be Lady Crawley. Sir Giles Wapshot's family were insulted
that one of the Wapshot girls had not the preferencein the marriage, and
the remaining baronets of the county were indignant at their comrade's
misalliance. Never mind the commoners, whom we will leave to
grumble anonymously.

Sir Pitt did not care, as he said, a brassfarden for any one of them. He
had his pretty Rose,and what more need a man require than to please
himself? So he used to get drunk every night: to beat his pretty Rose
sometimes: to leave her in Hampshire when he went to London for the
parliamentary session,without a single friend in the wide world. Even
Mrs. Bute Crawley, the Rector'swife, refused to visit her, asshe said she
would never give the pas to a tradesman's daughter.
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As the only endowments with which Nature had gifted Lady Crawley
were those of pink cheeksand a white skin, and as she had no sort of
character, nor talents, nor opinions, nor occupations, nor amusements,
nor that vigour of soul and ferocity of temper which often falls to the lot
of entirely foolish women, her hold upon Sir Pitt's affections was not
very great. Her roses faded out of her cheeks, and the pretty freshness
left her figure after the birth of a couple of children, and she becamea
mere machine in her husband's house of no more use than the late Lady
Crawley's grand piano. Being a light-complexioned woman, she wore
light clothes, as most blondes will, and appeared, in preference, in
draggled sea-green,or slatternly sky-blue. Sheworked that worsted day
and night, or other pieceslike it. Shehad counterpanesin the course of a
few years to all the bedsin Crawley. Shehad a small flower-garden, for
which shehad rather an affection; but beyond this no other like or dislik-
ing. When her husband was rude to her she was apathetic: whenever he
struck her she cried. She had not character enough to take to drinking,
and moaned about, slipshod and in curl-papers all day. O Vanity
FairNVanity Fair! This might have been, but for you, a cheery
lassNPeter Butt and Rosea happy man and wife, in a snug farm, with a
hearty family; and an honest portion of pleasures, cares, hopes and
strugglesNbut a title and a coach and four are toys more precious than
happiness in Vanity Fair: and if Harry the Eighth or Bluebeard were
alive now, and wanted a tenth wife, do you suppose he could not get the
prettiest girl that shall be presented this season?

The languid dulness of their mamma did not, asit may be supposed,
awaken much affection in her little daughters, but they were very happy
in the servants' hall and in the stables; and the Scotch gardener having
luckily a good wife and some good children, they got a little wholesome
society and instruction in his lodge, which was the only education be-
stowed upon them until Miss Sharp came.

Her engagementwas owing to the remonstrances of Mr. Pitt Crawley,
the only friend or protector Lady Crawley ever had, and the only person,
besidesher children, for whom she entertained a little feeble attachment.
Mr. Pitt took after the noble Binkies, from whom he was descended,and
was a very polite and proper gentleman. When he grew to man's estate,
and came back from Christchurch, he beganto reform the slackened dis-
cipline of the hall, in spite of his father, who stood in awe of him. He was
a man of such rigid refinement, that he would have starved rather than
have dined without a white neckcloth. Once,when just from college, and
when Horrocks the butler brought him a letter without placing it
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previously on atray, he gave that domestic a look, and administered to
him a speech so cutting, that Horrocks ever after trembled before him;
the whole household bowed to him: Lady Crawley's curl-papers came
off earlier when he was at home: Sir Pitt's muddy gaiters disappeared;
and if that incorrigible old man still adhered to other old habits, he never
fuddled himself with rum-and-water in his son's presence, and only
talked to his servants in a very reserved and polite manner; and those
persons remarked that Sir Pitt never swore at Lady Crawley while his
son was in the room.

It was he who taught the butler to say, "My lady is served," and who
insisted on handing her ladyship in to dinner. He seldom spoke to her,
but when he did it was with the most powerful respect;and he never let
her quit the apartment without rising in the most stately manner to open
the door, and making an elegant bow at her egress.

At Eton he was called Miss Crawley; and there, | am sorry to say, his
younger brother Rawdon used to lick him violently. But though his parts
were not brilliant, he made up for his lack of talent by meritorious in-
dustry, and was never known, during eight years at school, to be subject
to that punishment which it is generally thought none but a cherub can
escape.

At college his careerwas of course highly creditable. And here he pre-
pared himself for public life, into which he was to be introduced by the
patronage of his grandfather, Lord Binkie, by studying the ancient and
modern orators with great assiduity, and by speaking unceasingly at the
debating societies.But though he had afine flux of words, and delivered
his little voice with great pomposity and pleasure to himself, and never
advanced any sentiment or opinion which was not perfectly trite and
stale, and supported by a Latin quotation; yet he failed somehow, in
spite of a mediocrity which ought to have insured any man a successHe
did not even get the prize poem, which all his friends said he was sure
of.

After leaving college he became Private Secretaryto Lord Binkie, and
was then appointed Attache to the Legation at Pumpernickel, which post
he filled with perfect honour, and brought home despatches,consisting
of Strasburg pie, to the Foreign Minister of the day. After remaining ten
years Attache (several years after the lamented Lord Binkie's demise),
and finding the advancement slow, he at length gave up the diplomatic
service in some disgust, and began to turn country gentleman.

He wrote a pamphlet on Malt on returning to England (for he was an
ambitious man, and always liked to be before the public), and took a
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strong part in the Negro Emancipation question. Then he became a
friend of Mr. Wilberforce's, whose politics he admired, and had that fam-
ous correspondence with the Reverend Silas Hornblower, on the
Ashantee Mission. He was in London, if not for the Parliament session,
at leastin May, for the religious meetings. In the country he was a magis-
trate, and an active visitor and speaker among those destitute of reli-
gious instruction. He was said to be paying his addressesto Lady Jane
Sheepshanks,Lord Southdown's third daughter, and whose sister, Lady
Emily, wrote those sweet tracts, "The Sailor's True Binnacle," and "The
Applewoman of Finchley Common."

Miss Sharp's accounts of his employment at Queen's Crawley were not
caricatures. He subjected the servants there to the devotional exercises
before mentioned, in which (and so much the better) he brought his fath-
er to join. He patronised an Independent meeting- house in Crawley par-
ish, much to the indignation of his uncle the Rector, and to the con-
sequentdelight of Sir Pitt, who was induced to go himself once or twice,
which occasioned some violent sermons at Crawley parish church,
directed point-blank at the Baronet's old Gothic pew there. Honest Sir
Pitt, however, did not feel the force of these discourses, as he always
took his nap during sermon-time.

Mr. Crawley was very earnest, for the good of the nation and of the
Christian world, that the old gentleman should yield him up his place in
Parliament; but this the elder constantly refused to do. Both were of
course too prudent to give up the fifteen hundred a year which was
brought in by the second seat (at this period filled by Mr. Quadroon,
with carte blanche on the Slave question); indeed the family estate was
much embarrassed, and the income drawn from the borough was of
great use to the house of Queen's Crawley.

It had never recovered the heavy fine imposed upon Walpole Crawley,
first baronet, for peculation in the Tape and Sealing Wax Office. Sir Wal-
pole was a jolly fellow, eagerto seize and to spend money (alieni appet-
ens, sui profusus, as Mr. Crawley would remark with asigh), and in his
day beloved by all the county for the constant drunkenness and hospital-
ity which was maintained at Queen's Crawley. The cellars were filled
with burgundy then, the kennels with hounds, and the stableswith gal-
lant hunters; now, such horses as Queen's Crawley possessedwent to
plough, or ran in the Trafalgar Coach; and it was with a team of these
very horses,on an off-day, that Miss Sharp was brought to the Hall; for
boor as he was, Sir Pitt was a stickler for his dignity while at home, and
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seldom drove out but with four horses, and though he dined off boiled
mutton, had always three footmen to serve it.

If mere parsimony could have made a man rich, Sir Pitt Crawley might
have become very wealthyNif he had been an attorney in a country
town, with no capital but his brains, it is very possible that he would
have turned them to good account, and might have achieved for himself
a very considerable influence and competency. But he was unluckily en-
dowed with a good name and a large though encumbered estate,both of
which went rather to injure than to advance him. He had a taste for law,
which costhim many thousands yearly; and being a great deal too clever
to be robbed, as he said, by any single agent, allowed his affairs to be
mismanaged by a dozen, whom he all equally mistrusted. He was such a
sharp landlord, that he could hardly find any but bankrupt tenants; and
such a close farmer, as to grudge almost the seed to the ground,
whereupon revengeful Nature grudged him the crops which she granted
to more liberal husbandmen. He speculated in every possible way; he
worked mines; bought canal- shares; horsed coaches;took government
contracts, and was the busiest man and magistrate of his county. As he
would not pay honest agents at his granite quarry, he had the satisfac-
tion of finding that four overseersran away, and took fortunes with
them to America. For want of proper precautions, his coal-mines filled
with water: the government flung his contract of damaged beefupon his
hands: and for his coach-horses,every mail proprietor in the kingdom
knew that he lost more horsesthan any man in the country, from under-
feeding and buying cheap. In disposition he was sociable, and far from
being proud; nay, he rather preferred the society of a farmer or a horse-
dealer to that of a gentleman, like my lord, his son: he was fond of drink,
of swearing, of joking with the farmers' daughters: he was never known
to give away a shilling or to do a good action, but was of a pleasant, sly,
laughing mood, and would cut his joke and drink his glasswith atenant
and sell him up the next day; or have his laugh with the poacher he was
transporting with equal good humour. His politeness for the fair sex has
already beenhinted at by Miss RebeccaSharpNin aword, the whole bar-
onetage, peerage, commonage of England, did not contain a more cun-
ning, mean, selfish, foolish, disreputable old man. That blood- red hand
of Sir Pitt Crawley's would bein anybody's pocket except his own; and it
Is with grief and pain, that, asadmirers of the British aristocracy, we find
ourselves obliged to admit the existenceof so many ill qualities in a per-
son whose name is in Debrett.
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One great causewhy Mr. Crawley had such a hold over the affections
of his father, resulted from money arrangements. The Baronet owed his
son a sum of money out of the jointure of his mother, which he did not
find it convenient to pay; indeed he had an almost invincible repugnance
to paying anybody, and could only be brought by force to discharge his
debts. Miss Sharp calculated (for she became,as we shall hear speedily,
inducted into most of the secretsof the family) that the mere payment of
his creditors cost the honourable Baronet several hundreds yearly; but
this was a delight he could not forego; he had a savagepleasure in mak-
ing the poor wretches wait, and in shifting from court to court and from
term to term the period of satisfaction. What's the good of being in
Parliament, he said, if you must pay your debts?Hence, indeed, his posi-
tion as a senator was not a little useful to him.

Vanity FairNVanity Fairl Here was a man, who could not spell, and
did not care to readNwho had the habits and the cunning of a boor:
whose aim in life was pettifogging: who never had ataste, or emotion, or
enjoyment, but what was sordid and foul; and yet he had rank, and hon-
ours, and power, somehow: and was a dignitary of the land, and a pillar
of the state. He was high sheriff, and rode in a golden coach. Great min-
isters and statesmen courted him; and in Vanity Fair he had a higher
place than the most brilliant genius or spotless virtue.

Sir Pitt had an unmarried half-sister who inherited her mother's large
fortune, and though the Baronet proposed to borrow this money of her
on mortgage, Miss Crawley declined the offer, and preferred the security
of the funds. Shehad signified, however, her intention of leaving her in-
heritance between Sir Pitt's second son and the family at the Rectory, and
had once or twice paid the debts of Rawdon Crawley in his careerat col-
lege and in the army. Miss Crawley was, in consequence,an object of
great respect when she came to Queen's Crawley, for she had a balance
at her banker's which would have made her beloved anywhere.

What a dignity it gives an old lady, that balance at the banker's! How
tenderly we look at her faults if sheis a relative (and may every reader
have a score of such), what a kind good-natured old creature we find
her! How the junior partner of Hobbs and Dobbs leads her smiling to the
carriage with the lozenge upon it, and the fat wheezy coachman! How,
when she comesto pay us avisit, we generally find an opportunity to let
our friends know her station in the world! We say (and with perfect
truth) | wish | had Miss MacWhirter's signature to a chequefor five thou-
sand pounds. Shewouldn't miss it, says your wife. Sheis my aunt, say
you, in an easy carelessway, when your friend asksif Miss MacWhirter
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Is any relative. Your wife is perpetually sending her little testimonies of
affection, your little girls work endless worsted baskets, cushions, and
footstools for her. What a good fire there is in her room when she comes
to pay you a visit, although your wife lacesher stays without one! The
house during her stay assumesa festive, neat, warm, jovial, snug appeatr-
ance not visible at other seasons.You yourself, dear sir, forget to go to
sleep after dinner, and find yourself all of a sudden (though you invari-
ably lose) very fond of a rubber. What good dinners you haveNgame
every day, Malmsey- Madeira, and no end of fish from London. Even the
servants in the kitchen share in the general prosperity; and, somehow,
during the stay of Miss MacWhirter's fat coachman, the beer is grown
much stronger, and the consumption of tea and sugar in the nursery
(where her maid takes her meals) is not regarded in the least. Is it so, or
Is it not so?| appeal to the middle classes.Ah, gracious powers! | wish
you would send me an old auntNa maiden auntNan aunt with a loz-
enge on her carriage, and a front of light coffee-coloured hairNhow my
children should work workbags for her, and my Julia and | would make
her comfortable! SweetNsweet vision! FoolishNfoolish dream!
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Chapter 1 O

Miss Sharp Begins to Make Friends

And now, being received as a member of the amiable family whose por-

traits we have sketched in the foregoing pages, it became naturally

Rebecca'sduty to make herself, as she said, agreeableto her benefactors,
and to gain their confidence to the utmost of her power. Who can but ad-
mire this quality of gratitude in an unprotected orphan; and, if there
entered some degree of selfishnessinto her calculations, who can say but

that her prudence was perfectly justifiable? "I am alone in the world,"

said the friendless girl. "I have nothing to look for but what my own la-
bour can bring me; and while that little pink-faced chit Amelia, with not
half my sense, has ten thousand pounds and an establishment secure,
poor Rebecca(and my figure is far better than hers) has only herself and
her own wits to trust to. Well, let us seeif my wits cannot provide me
with an honourable maintenance, and if some day or the other | cannot
show Miss Amelia my real superiority over her. Not that | dislike poor

Amelia: who can dislike such a harmless, good-natured creature?Nonly

it will be afine day when | cantake my place above her in the world, as
why, indeed, should | not?" Thus it was that our little romantic friend

formed visions of the future for herselfNnor must we be scandalised
that, in all her castlesin the air, a husband was the principal inhabitant.

Of what else have young ladies to think, but husbands? Of what elsedo

their dear mammas think? "I must be my own mamma," said Rebecca;
not without a tingling consciousnessof defeat, as she thought over her
little misadventure with Jos Sedley.

So she wisely determined to render her position with the Queen's
Crawley family comfortable and secure,and to this end resolved to make
friends of every one around her who could at all interfere with her
comfort.

As my Lady Crawley was not one of these personages,and a woman,
moreover, so indolent and void of character asnot to be of the least con-
sequencein her own house, Rebeccasoon found that it was not at all
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necessaryto cultivate her good willNindeed, impossible to gain it. She
used to talk to her pupils about their "poor mamma"; and, though she
treated that lady with every demonstration of cool respect, it was to the
rest of the family that she wisely directed the chief part of her attentions.

With the young people, whose applause she thoroughly gained, her
method was pretty simple. She did not pester their young brains with
too much learning, but, on the contrary, let them have their own way in
regard to educating themselves; for what instruction is more effectual
than self-instruction? The eldest was rather fond of books, and as there
was in the old library at Queen's Crawley a considerable provision of
works of light literature of the last century, both in the French and Eng-
lish languages (they had been purchased by the Secretary of the Tape
and Sealing Wax Office at the period of his disgrace), and asnobody ever
troubled the book- shelves but herself, Rebeccawas enabled agreeably,
and, asit were, in playing, to impart a great deal of instruction to Miss
Rose Crawley.

She and Miss Rose thus read together many delightful French and
English works, among which may be mentioned those of the learned Dr.
Smollett, of the ingenious Mr. Henry Fielding, of the graceful and fant-
astic Monsieur Crebillon the younger, whom our immortal poet Gray so
much admired, and of the universal Monsieur de Voltaire. Once, when
Mr. Crawley asked what the young people were reading, the governess
replied "Smollett." "Oh, Smollett," said Mr. Crawley, quite satisfied. "His
history is more dull, but by no meansso dangerous asthat of Mr. Hume.
It is history you are reading?" "Yes," said Miss Rose;without, however,
adding that it was the history of Mr. Humphrey Clinker. On another oc-
casion he was rather scandalised at finding his sister with a book of
French plays; but asthe governessremarked that it was for the purpose
of acquiring the Frenchidiom in conversation, he was fain to be content.
Mr. Crawley, asa diplomatist, was exceedingly proud of his own skill in
speaking the French language (for he was of the world still), and not a
little pleasedwith the compliments which the governesscontinually paid
him upon his proficiency.

Miss Violet's tastes were, on the contrary, more rude and boisterous
than those of her sister. Sheknew the sequesteredspots where the hens
laid their eggs. She could climb a tree to rob the nests of the feathered
songsters of their speckled spoils. And her pleasure was to ride the
young colts, and to scour the plains like Camilla. She was the favourite
of her father and of the stablemen. She was the darling, and withal the
terror of the cook; for she discovered the haunts of the jam-pots, and
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would attack them when they were within her reach. Sheand her sister
were engaged in constant battles. Any of which peccadilloes, if Miss
Sharp discovered, she did not tell them to Lady Crawley; who would
have told them to the father, or worse, to Mr. Crawley; but promised not
to tell if Miss Violet would be a good girl and love her governess.

With Mr. Crawley Miss Sharp was respectful and obedient. She used
to consult him on passagesof French which she could not understand,
though her mother was a Frenchwoman, and which he would construe
to her satisfaction: and, besides giving her his aid in profane literature,
he was kind enough to selectfor her books of a more serious tendency,
and addressto her much of his conversation. Sheadmired, beyond meas-
ure, his speechat the Quashimaboo-Aid Society; took an interest in his
pamphlet on malt: was often affected, even to tears, by his discourses of
an evening, and would sayN"Oh, thank you, sir," with asigh, and a look
up to heaven, that made him occasionally condescend to shake hands
with her. "Blood is everything, after all," would that aristocratic religion-
ist say."How Miss Sharp is awakened by my words, when not one of the
people here is touched. | am too fine for themNtoo delicate. | must fa-
miliarise my styleNbut she understands it. Her mother was a
Montmorency."

Indeed it was from this famous family, asit appears, that Miss Sharp,
by the mother's side, was descended. Of course she did not say that her
mother had beenon the stage;it would have shocked Mr. Crawley's reli-
gious scruples. How many noble emigres had this horrid revolution
plunged in poverty! Shehad several stories about her ancestorsere she
had been many months in the house; some of which Mr. Crawley
happened to find in D'Hozier's dictionary, which was in the library, and
which strengthened his belief in their truth, and in the high-breeding of
Rebecca.Are we to suppose from this curiosity and prying into diction-
aries, could our heroine suppose that Mr. Crawley was interested in
her?Nno, only in a friendly way. Have we not stated that he was at-
tached to Lady Jane Sheepshanks?

He took Rebeccato task once or twice about the propriety of playing at
backgammon with Sir Pitt, saying that it was a godless amusement, and
that shewould be much better engagedin reading "Thrump's Legacy," or
"The Blind Washerwoman of Moorfields," or any work of a more serious
nature; but Miss Sharp said her dear mother used often to play the same
game with the old Count de Trictrac and the venerable Abbe du Cornet,
and so found an excuse for this and other worldly amusements.
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But it was not only by playing at backgammon with the Baronet, that
the little governess rendered herself agreeable to her employer. She
found many different ways of being useful to him. Sheread over, with
indefatigable patience, all those law papers, with which, before she came
to Queen's Crawley, he had promised to entertain her. She volunteered
to copy many of his letters, and adroitly altered the spelling of them so
as to suit the usages of the present day. She became interested in
everything appertaining to the estate,to the farm, the park, the garden,
and the stables;and so delightful a companion was she, that the Baronet
would seldom take his after-breakfast walk without her (and the chil-
dren of course), when she would give her advice asto the trees which
were to be lopped in the shrubberies, the garden-beds to be dug, the
crops which were to be cut, the horses which were to go to cart or
plough. Before she had been a year at Queen's Crawley she had quite
won the Baronet's confidence; and the conversation at the dinner-table,
which before used to be held between him and Mr. Horrocks the butler,
was now almost exclusively between Sir Pitt and Miss Sharp. Shewas al-
most mistress of the house when Mr. Crawley was absent, but conducted
herself in her new and exalted situation with such circumspection and
modesty as not to offend the authorities of the kitchen and stable,among
whom her behaviour was always exceedingly modest and affable. She
was quite a different person from the haughty, shy, dissatisfied little girl
whom we have known previously, and this change of temper proved
great prudence, a sincere desire of amendment, or at any rate great mor-
al courage on her part. Whether it was the heart which dictated this new
system of complaisance and humility adopted by our Rebecca,is to be
proved by her after-history. A system of hypocrisy, which lasts through
whole years, is one seldom satisfactorily practised by a person of one-
and-twenty; however, our readers will recollect, that, though young in
years, our heroine was old in life and experience,and we have written to
no purpose if they have not discovered that she was a very clever
woman.

The elder and younger son of the house of Crawley were, like the gen-
tleman and lady in the weather-box, never at home togetherNthey hated
eachother cordially: indeed, Rawdon Crawley, the dragoon, had a great
contempt for the establishment altogether, and seldom came thither ex-
cept when his aunt paid her annual visit.

The great good quality of this old lady has been mentioned. She pos-
sessedseventy thousand pounds, and had almost adopted Rawdon. She
disliked her elder nephew exceedingly, and despised him as a milksop.
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In return he did not hesitate to state that her soul was irretrievably lost,
and was of opinion that his brother's chancein the next world was not a
whit better. "Sheis a godless woman of the world,” would Mr. Crawley
say; "she lives with atheists and Frenchmen. My mind shudders when |
think of her awful, awful situation, and that, near as she s to the grave,
she should be so given up to vanity, licentiousness, profaneness, and
folly." In fact, the old lady declined altogether to hear his hour's lecture
of an evening; and when she cameto Queen's Crawley alone, he was ob-
liged to pretermit his usual devotional exercises.

"Shut up your sarmons, Pitt, when Miss Crawley comes down," said
his father; "she has written to say that she won't stand the preachifying."

"0, sir! consider the servants."

“The servants be hanged," said Sir Pitt; and his son thought even worse
would happen were they deprived of the benefit of his instruction.

"Why, hang it, Pitt!" said the father to his remonstrance. "You wouldn't
be such a flat as to let three thousand a year go out of the family?"

"What is money compared to our souls, sir?" continued Mr. Crawley.

"You mean that the old lady won't leave the money to you?"Nand
who knows but it was Mr. Crawley's meaning?

Old Miss Crawley was certainly one of the reprobate. She had a snug
little housein Park Lane, and, asshe ate and drank a great deal too much
during the seasonin London, shewent to Harrowgate or Cheltenham for
the summer. She was the most hospitable and jovial of old vestals, and
had been a beauty in her day, she said. (All old women were beauties
once, we very well know.) Shewas a bel esprit, and a dreadful Radical
for those days. Shehad beenin France (where St. Just,they say, inspired
her with an unfortunate passion), and loved, ever after, French novels,
French cookery, and French wines. Sheread Voltaire, and had Rousseau
by heart; talked very lightly about divorce, and most energetically of the
rights of women. Shehad pictures of Mr. Foxin every room in the house:
when that statesmanwas in opposition, | am not sure that she had not
flung a main with him; and when he came into office, she took great
credit for bringing over to him Sir Pitt and his colleague for Queen's
Crawley, although Sir Pitt would have come over himself, without any
trouble on the honest lady's part. It is needlessto say that Sir Pitt was
brought to change his views after the death of the great Whig statesman.

This worthy old lady took a fancy to Rawdon Crawley when a boy,
sent him to Cambridge (in opposition to his brother at Oxford), and,
when the young man was requested by the authorities of the first-named
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University to quit after a residence of two years, she bought him his
commission in the Life Guards Green.

A perfect and celebrated "blood,” or dandy about town, was this
young officer. Boxing, rat-hunting, the fives court, and four-in- hand
driving were then the fashion of our British aristocracy; and he was an
adept in all these noble sciences.And though he belonged to the house-
hold troops, who, asit was their duty to rally round the Prince Regent,
had not shown their valour in foreign service yet, Rawdon Crawley had
already (apropos of play, of which he was immoderately fond) fought
three bloody duels, in which he gave ample proofs of his contempt for
death.

"And for what follows after death,” would Mr. Crawley observe,
throwing his gooseberry-coloured eyesup to the ceiling. He was always
thinking of his brother's soul, or of the souls of those who differed with
him in opinion: it is a sort of comfort which many of the serious give
themselves.

Silly, romantic Miss Crawley, far from being horrified at the courage
of her favourite, always used to pay his debts after his duels; and would
not listen to a word that was whispered against his morality. "He will
sow his wild oats," she would say, "and is worth far more than that pul-
ing hypocrite of a brother of his."
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Chapter 1 1

Arcadian Simplicity

Besidesthese honest folks at the Hall (whose simplicity and sweet rural
purity surely show the advantage of a country life over a town one), we
must introduce the reader to their relatives and neighbours at the Rect-
ory, Bute Crawley and his wife.

The Reverend Bute Crawley was a tall, stately, jolly, shovel-hatted
man, far more popular in his county than the Baronet his brother. At col-
lege he pulled stroke-oar in the Christchurch boat, and had thrashed all
the bestbruisers of the "town." He carried his taste for boxing and athlet-
Ic exercisesinto private life; there was not a fight within twenty miles at
which he was not present, nor arace,nor a coursing match, nor aregatta,
nor a ball, nor an election, nor a visitation dinner, nor indeed a good din-
ner in the whole county, but he found meansto attend it. You might see
his bay mare and gig-lamps a score of miles away from his Rectory
House, whenever there was any dinner-party at Fuddleston, or at Roxby,
or at Wapshot Hall, or at the great lords of the county, with all of whom
he was intimate. He had a fine voice; sang "A southerly wind and a
cloudy sky"; and gave the "whoop" in chorus with general applause. He
rode to hounds in a pepper-and-salt frock, and was one of the best fish-
ermen in the county.

Mrs. Crawley, the rector's wife, was a smart little body, who wrote this
worthy divine's sermons. Being of a domestic turn, and keeping the
house a great deal with her daughters, she ruled absolutely within the
Rectory, wisely giving her husband full liberty without. He was welcome
to come and go, and dine abroad as many days as his fancy dictated, for
Mrs. Crawley was a saving woman and knew the price of port wine.
Ever since Mrs. Bute carried off the young Rector of Queen's Crawley
(she was of a good family, daughter of the late Lieut.-Colonel Hector
McTavish, and she and her mother played for Bute and won him at Har-
rowgate), she had beena prudent and thrifty wife to him. In spite of her
care, however, he was always in debt. It took him at least ten years to
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pay off his college bills contracted during his father's lifetime. In the year
179-,when he was just clear of these incumbrances, he gave the odds of
100to 1 (in twenties) against Kangaroo, who won the Derby. The Rector
was obliged to take up the money at a ruinous interest, and had been
struggling ever since. His sister helped him with a hundred now and
then, but of course his great hope was in her deathN when "hang it" (as
he would say), "Matilda must leave me half her money."

Sothat the Baronet and his brother had every reasonwhich two broth-
ers possibly can have for being by the ears. Sir Pitt had had the better of
Bute in innumerable family transactions. Young Pitt not only did not
hunt, but setup a meeting house under his uncle's very nose.Rawdon, it
was known, was to come in for the bulk of Miss Crawley's property.
These money transactionsNthese speculations in life and deathNthese
silent battles for reversionary spoilNmake brothers very loving towards
each other in Vanity Fair. |, for my part, have known a five-pound note
to interpose and knock up a half century's attachment between two
brethren; and can't but admire, as| think what a fine and durable thing
Love is among worldly people.

It cannot be supposed that the arrival of such a personage as Rebecca
at Queen's Crawley, and her gradual establishmentin the good gracesof
all people there, could be unremarked by Mrs. Bute Crawley. Mrs. Bute,
who knew how many days the sirloin of beef lasted at the Hall; how
much linen was got ready at the great wash; how many peacheswere on
the south wall; how many dosesher ladyship took when she was illNfor
such points are matters of intense interest to certain personsin the coun-
tryNMrs. Bute, | say, could not pass over the Hall governess without
making every inquiry respecting her history and character. There was al-
ways the bestunderstanding between the servants at the Rectory and the
Hall. There was always a good glass of ale in the kitchen of the former
place for the Hall people, whose ordinary drink was very smallNand, in-
deed, the Rector'slady knew exactly how much malt went to every bar-
rel of Hall beerNties of relationship existed between the Hall and Rect-
ory domestics, as between their masters; and through these channels
each family was perfectly well acquainted with the doings of the other.
That, by the way, may be set down as a general remark. When you and
your brother are friends, his doings are indifferent to you. When you
have quarrelled, all his outgoings and incomings you know, as if you
were his spy.

Very soon then after her arrival, Rebeccabeganto take a regular place
in Mrs. Crawley's bulletin from the Hall. It was to this effect: "The black
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porker's killedNweighed x stoneNsalted the sidesNpig's pudding and
leg of pork for dinner. Mr. Cramp from Mudbury, over with Sir Pitt
about putting John Blackmore in gaolN Mr. Pitt at meeting (with all the
names of the people who attended) Nmy lady as usualNthe young
ladies with the governess."

Then the report would comeNthe new governess be a rare man-
agerNSir Pitt be very sweet on herNMr. Crawley tooNHe be reading
tracts to herN"What an abandoned wretch!" said little, eager, active,
black- faced Mrs. Bute Crawley.

Finally, the reports were that the governess had "come round" every-
body, wrote Sir Pitt's letters, did his business, managed his ac-
countsNhad the upper hand of the whole house, my lady, Mr. Crawley,
the girls and allNat which Mrs. Crawley declared she was an artful
hussy, and had some dreadful designs in view. Thus the doings at the
Hall were the great food for conversation at the Rectory, and Mrs. Bute's
bright eyes spied out everything that took place in the enemy's
campNeverything and a great deal besides.

Mrs. Bute Crawley to Miss Pinkerton, The Mall, Chiswick.

Rectory, Queen's Crawley, DecemberN.

My Dear Madam,NAlthough it is so many years since | profited by
your delightful and invaluable instructions, yet | have ever retained the
FONDEST and most reverential regard for Miss Pinkerton, and DEAR
Chiswick. | hope your health is GOOD. The world and the causeof edu-
cation cannot afford to lose Miss Pinkerton for MANY MANY YEARS.
When my friend, Lady Fuddleston, mentioned that her dear girls re-
quired an instructress (I am too poor to engagea governessfor mine, but
was | not educated at Chiswick?)N"Who," | exclaimed, "can we consult
but the excellent, the incomparable Miss Pinkerton?" In a word, have
you, dear madam, any ladies on your list, whose servicesmight be made
available to my kind friend and neighbour? | assureyou shewill take no
governess BUT OF YOUR CHOOSING.

My dear husband is pleased to say that he likes EVERYTHING
WHICH COMES FROM MISS PINKERTON'S SCHOOL. How | wish |
could present him and my beloved girls to the friend of my youth, and
the ADMIRED of the great lexicographer of our country! If you ever
travel into Hampshire, Mr. Crawley begs me to say, he hopes you will
adorn our RURAL RECTORY with your presence.'Tis the humble but
happy home of

Your affectionate Martha Crawley
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P.S.Mr. Crawley's brother, the baronet, with whom we are not, alas!
upon those terms of UNITY in which it BECOMES BRETHREN TO
DWELL, hasa governessfor his little girls, who, | am told, had the good
fortune to be educated at Chiswick. | hear various reports of her; and as|
have the tenderest interest in my dearest little nieces, whom | wish, in
spite of family differences, to seeamong my own childrenNand as! long
to be attentive to ANY PUPIL OF YOURSN do, my dear Miss Pinkerton,
tell me the history of this young lady, whom, for YOUR SAKE, | am most
anxious to befriend.NM. C.

Miss Pinkerton to Mrs. Bute Crawley.

Johnson House, Chiswick, Dec. 18N.

Dear Madam,NI have the honour to acknowledge your polite commu-
nication, to which | promptly reply. 'Tis most gratifying to one in my
most arduous position to find that my maternal careshave elicited a re-
sponsive affection; and to recognize in the amiable Mrs. Bute Crawley
my excellent pupil of former years, the sprightly and accomplished Miss
Martha MacTavish. | am happy to have under my charge now the
daughters of many of those who were your contemporaries at my estab-
lishmentNwhat pleasure it would give me if your own beloved young
ladies had need of my instructive superintendence!

Presenting my respectful compliments to Lady Fuddleston, | have the
honour (epistolarily) to introduce to her ladyship my two friends, Miss
Tuffin and Miss Hawky.

Either of theseyoung ladies is PERFECTLY QUALIFIED to instruct in
Greek, Latin, and the rudiments of Hebrew; in mathematics and history;
in Spanish, French, Italian, and geography; in music, vocal and instru-
mental; in dancing, without the aid of a master; and in the elements of
natural sciences.In the use of the globes both are proficients. In addition
to these Miss Tuffin, who is daughter of the late Reverend Thomas
Tuffin (Fellow of Corpus College, Cambridge), can instruct in the Syriac
language, and the elements of Constitutional law. But as she is only
eighteen years of age, and of exceedingly pleasing personal appearance,
perhaps this young lady may be objectionable in Sir Huddleston
Fuddleston's family.

Miss Letitia Hawky, on the other hand, is not personally well- fa-
voured. Sheis-twenty-nine; her face is much pitted with the small-pox.
Shehasa halt in her gait, red hair, and a trifling obliquity of vision. Both
ladies are endowed with EVERY MORAL AND RELIGIOUS VIRTUE.
Their terms, of course, are such astheir accomplishments merit. With my
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most grateful respectsto the Reverend Bute Crawley, | have the honour
to be,

Dear Madam,

Your most faithful and obedient servant, Barbara Pinkerton.

P.S.The Miss Sharp, whom you mention asgovernessto Sir Pitt Craw-
ley, Bart., M.P., was a pupil of mine, and | have nothing to say in her dis-
favour. Though her appearance is disagreeable, we cannot control the
operations of nature: and though her parents were disreputable (her
father being a painter, several times bankrupt, and her mother, as| have
sincelearned, with horror, a dancer at the Opera); yet her talents are con-
siderable, and | cannot regret that | received her OUT OF CHARITY. My
dread is, lest the principles of the motherNwho was represented to me
as a French Countess, forced to emigrate in the late revolutionary hor-
rors; but who, as| have since found, was a person of the very lowest or-
der and moralsNshould at any time prove to be HEREDITARY in the
unhappy young woman whom | took as AN OUTCAST. But her prin-
ciples have hitherto been correct (I believe), and | am sure nothing will
occur to injure them in the elegant and refined circle of the eminent Sir
Pitt Crawley.

Miss Rebecca Sharp to Miss Amelia Sedley.

| have not written to my beloved Amelia for these many weeks past,
for what news was there to tell of the sayings and doings at Humdrum
Hall, as | have christened it; and what do you care whether the turnip
crop is good or bad; whether the fat pig weighed thirteen stone or four-
teen; and whether the beaststhrive well upon mangelwurzel? Every day
since | last wrote has been like its neighbour. Before breakfast, a walk
with Sir Pitt and his spud; after breakfast studies (such asthey are) in the
schoolroom; after schoolroom, reading and writing about lawyers,
leases, coal-mines, canals, with Sir Pitt (whose secretary | am become);
after dinner, Mr. Crawley's discourses on the baronet's backgammon;
during both of which amusements my lady looks on with equal placid-
ity. Shehas becomerather more interesting by being ailing of late, which
has brought a new visitor to the Hall, in the person of a young doctor.
Well, my dear, young women need never despair. The young doctor
gave a certain friend of yours to understand that, if she choseto be Mrs.
Glauber, she was welcome to ornament the surgery! | told his im-
pudence that the gilt pestle and mortar was quite ornament enough; asif
| was born, indeed, to be a country surgeon's wife! Mr. Glauber went
home seriously indisposed at his rebuff, took a cooling draught, and is
now quite cured. Sir Pitt applauded my resolution highly; he would be
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sorry to lose his little secretary, | think; and | believe the old wretch likes
me asmuch asit is in his nature to like any one. Marry, indeed! and with
a country apothecary, afterN No, no, one cannot so soon forget old asso-
ciations, about which | will talk no more. Let us return to Humdrum
Hall.

For some time past it is Humdrum Hall no longer. My dear, Miss
Crawley has arrived with her fat horses, fat servants, fat spanielN the
great rich Miss Crawley, with seventy thousand pounds in the five per
cents.,whom, or | had better say WHICH, her two brothers adore. She
looks very apoplectic, the dear soul; no wonder her brothers are anxious
about her. You should seethem struggling to settle her cushions, or to
hand her coffee! "When | come into the country,” she says (for she has a
great deal of humour), "l leave my toady, Miss Briggs, at home. My
brothers are my toadies here, my dear, and a pretty pair they are!"

When she comes into the country our hall is thrown open, and for a
month, at least, you would fancy old Sir Walpole was come to life again.
We have dinner-parties, and drive out in the coach-and-four the footmen
put on their newest canary-coloured liveries; we drink claret and cham-
pagne asif we were accustomedto it every day. We have wax candlesin
the schoolroom, and fires to warm ourselves with. Lady Crawley is
made to put on the brightest pea-greenin her wardrobe, and my pupils
leave off their thick shoesand tight old tartan pelisses, and wear silk
stockings and muslin frocks, as fashionable baronets' daughters should.
Rosecamein yesterday in a sad plightNthe Wiltshire sow (an enormous
pet of hers) ran her down, and destroyed a most lovely flowered lilac silk
dress by dancing over itNhad this happened a week ago, Sir Pitt would
have sworn frightfully, have boxed the poor wretch's ears, and put her
upon bread and water for a month. All he said was, "I'll serve you out,
Miss, when your aunt's gone," and laughed off the accident as quite trivi-
al. Let us hope his wrath will have passed away before Miss Crawley's
departure. | hope so, for Miss Rose'ssake, | am sure. What a charming
reconciler and peacemaker money is!

Another admirable effect of Miss Crawley and her seventy thousand
pounds is to be seenin the conduct of the two brothers Crawley. | mean
the baronet and the rector, not OUR brothersNbut the former, who hate
eachother all the year round, become quite loving at Christmas. | wrote
to you last year how the abominable horse-racing rector was in the habit
of preaching clumsy sermons at us at church, and how Sir Pitt snored in
answer. When Miss Crawley arrives there is no such thing asquarrelling
heard ofNthe Hall visits the Rectory, and vice versaNthe parson and the
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Baronet talk about the pigs and the poachers,and the county business,in
the most affable manner, and without quarrelling in their cups, | be-
lieveNindeed Miss Crawley won't hear of their quarrelling, and vows
that she will leave her money to the Shropshire Crawleys if they offend
her. If they were clever people, those Shropshire Crawleys, they might
have it all, | think; but the Shropshire Crawley is a clergyman like his
Hampshire cousin, and mortally offended Miss Crawley (who had fled
thither in afit of rage against her impracticable brethren) by some strait-
laced notions of morality. He would have prayers in the house, | believe.

Our sermon books are shut up when Miss Crawley arrives, and Mr.
Pitt, whom she abominates, finds it convenient to go to town. On the oth-
er hand, the young dandyN"blood," | believe, is the termN Captain
Crawley makes his appearance, and | suppose you will like to know
what sort of a person he is.

Well, he is a very large young dandy. He is six feet high, and speaks
with a great voice; and swears a great deal; and orders about the ser-
vants, who all adore him nevertheless; for he is very generous of his
money, and the domestics will do anything for him. Last week the keep-
ers almost killed a balliff and his man who came down from London to
arrest the Captain, and who were found Ilurking about the Park
wallNthey beat them, ducked them, and were going to shoot them for
poachers, but the baronet interfered.

The Captain has a hearty contempt for his father, | can see,and calls
him an old PUT, an old SNOB, an old CHAW-BACON, and numberless
other pretty names. He has a DREADFUL REPUTATION among the
ladies. He brings his hunters home with him, lives with the Squires of
the county, asks whom he pleasesto dinner, and Sir Pitt dares not say
no, for fear of offending Miss Crawley, and missing his legacy when she
dies of her apoplexy. Shall | tell you a compliment the Captain paid me?
| must, it is so pretty. One evening we actually had a dance;there was Sir
Huddleston Fuddleston and his family, Sir Giles Wapshot and his young
ladies, and | don't know how many more. Well, | heard him sayN"By
Jove, she'sa neat little filly!" meaning your humble servant; and he did
me the honour to dance two country-dances with me. He gets on pretty
gaily with the young Squires,with whom he drinks, bets,rides, and talks
about hunting and shooting; but he saysthe country girls are BORES;in-
deed, | don't think he is far wrong. You should seethe contempt with
which they look down on poor me! When they dance | sit and play the
piano very demurely; but the other night, coming in rather flushed from
the dining-room, and seeing me employed in this way, he swore out
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loud that | was the bestdancer in the room, and took a great oath that he
would have the fiddlers from Mudbury.

“I'l' go and play a country-dance," said Mrs. Bute Crawley, very read-
ily (sheis alittle, black-faced old woman in aturban, rather crooked, and
with very twinkling eyes);and after the Captain and your poor little Re-
beccahad performed a dance together, do you know she actually did me
the honour to compliment me upon my steps! Such a thing was never
heard of before; the proud Mrs. Bute Crawley, first cousin to the Earl of
Tiptoff, who won't condescendto visit Lady Crawley, except when her
sister is in the country. Poor Lady Crawley! during most part of these
gaieties, she is upstairs taking pills.

Mrs. Bute has all of a sudden taken a great fancy to me. "My dear Miss
Sharp," she says, "why not bring over your girls to the Rectory?Ntheir
cousins will be so happy to seethem.” | know what she means. Signor
Clementi did not teachus the piano for nothing; at which price Mrs. Bute
hopes to get a professor for her children. | can seethrough her schemes,
as though she told them to me; but | shall go, as | am determined to
make myself agreeableNis it not a poor governess'sduty, who has not a
friend or protector in the world? The Rector's wife paid me a score of
compliments about the progress my pupils made, and thought, no
doubt, to touch my heartN poor, simple, country soullNas if | cared a fig
about my pupils!

Your India muslin and your pink silk, dearest Amelia, are said to be-
come me very well. They are a good deal worn now; but, you know, we
poor girls can't afford des fraiches toilettes. Happy, happy you! who
have but to drive to St. James'sStreet, and a dear mother who will give
you any thing you ask. Farewell, dearest girl,

Your affectionate Rebecca.

P.S.NI wish you could have seen the faces of the Miss Blackbrooks
(Admiral Blackbrook's daughters, my dear), fine young ladies, with
dresses from London, when Captain Rawdon selected poor me for a
partner!

When Mrs. Bute Crawley (whose artifices our ingenious Rebeccahad
so soon discovered) had procured from Miss Sharp the promise of a visit,
sheinduced the all-powerful Miss Crawley to make the necessaryapplic-
ation to Sir Pitt, and the good-natured old lady, who loved to be gay her-
self, and to seeevery one gay and happy round about her, was quite
charmed, and ready to establish a reconciliation and intimacy between
her two brothers. It was therefore agreed that the young people of both
families should visit each other frequently for the future, and the
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friendship of course lasted as long asthe jovial old mediatrix was there
to keep the peace.

"Why did you ask that scoundrel, Rawdon Crawley, to dine?" said the
Rector to his lady, asthey were walking home through the park. "I don't
want the fellow. He looks down upon us country people as so many
blackamoors. He's never content unless he gets my yellow-sealed wine,
which costs me ten shillings a bottle, hang him! Besides,he's such an in-
fernal characterNhe's a gamblerNhe's a drunkardNhe's a profligate in
every way. He shot a man in a duelNhe's over head and ears in debt,
and he'srobbed me and mine of the best part of Miss Crawley's fortune.
Waxy says she has him"Nhere the Rector shook his fist at the moon,
with something very like an oath, and added, in a melancholious tone,
"Ndown in her will for fifty thousand; and there won't be above thirty to
divide."

"l think she'sgoing," said the Rector's wife. "She was very red in the
face when we left dinner. | was obliged to unlace her."

"Shedrank sevenglassesof champagne,” said the reverend gentleman,
in alow voice; "and filthy champagne it is, too, that my brother poisons
us withNbut you women never know what's what."

"We know nothing," said Mrs. Bute Crawley.

"Shedrank cherry-brandy after dinner," continued his Reverence,"and
took curacao with her coffee. | wouldn't take a glass for a five-pound
note: it kills me with heartburn. She can't stand it, Mrs. CrawleyNshe
must goNflesh and blood won't bear it! and | lay five to two, Matilda
drops in a year."

Indulging in these solemn speculations, and thinking about his debts,
and his son Jim at College, and Frank at Woolwich, and the four girls,
who were no beauties, poor things, and would not have a penny but
what they got from the aunt's expected legacy, the Rector and his lady
walked on for a while.

"Pitt can't be such an infernal villain asto sell the reversion of the liv-
ing. And that Methodist milksop of an eldest son looks to Parliament,”
continued Mr. Crawley, after a pause.

"Sir Pitt Crawley will do anything," said the Rector's wife. "We must
get Miss Crawley to make him promise it to James."

"Pitt will promise anything," replied the brother. "He promised he'd
pay my college bills, when my father died; he promised he'd build the
new wing to the Rectory; he promised he'd let me have Jibb'sfield and
the Six-acre MeadowNand much he executed his promises! And it's to
this man's sonNthis scoundrel, gambler, swindler, murderer of a
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Rawdon Crawley, that Matilda leaves the bulk of her money. | say it's
un-Christian. By Jove,it is. The infamous dog has got every vice except
hypocrisy, and that belongs to his brother."

"Hush, my dearest love! we're in Sir Pitt's grounds,” interposed his
wife.

"l say he has got every vice, Mrs. Crawley. Don't Ma'am, bully me.
Didn't he shoot Captain Marker? Didn't he rob young Lord Dovedale at
the Cocoa-Tree?Didn't he cross the fight between Bill Soamesand the
Cheshire Trump, by which | lost forty pound? You know he did; and as
for the women, why, you heard that before me, in my own magistrate's
room."

"For heaven's sake, Mr. Crawley," said the lady, "spare me the details."

"And you ask this villain into your house!" continued the exasperated
Rector. "You, the mother of a young familyNthe wife of a clergyman of
the Church of England. By Jove!"

"Bute Crawley, you are a fool," said the Rector's wife scornfully.

"Well, Ma'am, fool or notNand | don't say, Martha, I'm so clever as
you are, | never did. But | won't meet Rawdon Crawley, that's flat. I'll go
over to Huddleston, that | will, and seehis black greyhound, Mrs. Craw-
ley; and I'll run Lancelot against him for fifty. By Jove,| will; or against
any dog in England. But | won't meet that beast Rawdon Crawley."

"Mr. Crawley, you are intoxicated, asusual,”" replied his wife. And the
next morning, when the Rector woke, and called for small beer, she put
him in mind of his promise to visit Sir Huddleston Fuddleston on
Saturday, and as he knew he should have a wet night, it was agreed that
he might gallop back again in time for church on Sunday morning. Thus
it will be seenthat the parishioners of Crawley were equally happy in
their Squire and in their Rector.

Miss Crawley had not long been established at the Hall before
Rebecca'sfascinations had won the heart of that good-natured London
rake, as they had of the country innocents whom we have been describ-
ing. Taking her accustomed drive, one day, she thought fit to order that
“that little governess" should accompany her to Mudbury. Before they
had returned Rebeccahad made a conquest of her; having made her
laugh four times, and amused her during the whole of the little journey.

“Not let Miss Sharp dine at table!" said she to Sir Pitt, who had ar-
ranged a dinner of ceremony, and asked all the neighbouring baronets.
"My dear creature, do you suppose | can talk about the nursery with
Lady Fuddleston, or discuss justices' business with that goose, old Sir
Giles Wapshot? | insist upon Miss Sharp appearing. Let Lady Crawley
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remain upstairs, if there is no room. But little Miss Sharp! Why, she'sthe
only person fit to talk to in the county!"

Of course, after such a peremptory order as this, Miss Sharp, the gov-
erness, received commands to dine with the illustrious company below
stairs. And when Sir Huddleston had, with great pomp and ceremony,
handed Miss Crawley in to dinner, and was preparing to take his place
by her side, the old lady cried out, in a shrill voice, "Becky Sharp! Miss
Sharp! Come you and sit by me and amuse me; and let Sir Huddleston
sit by Lady Wapshot."

When the parties were over, and the carriages had rolled away, the in-
satiable Miss Crawley would say, "Come to my dressing room, Becky,
and let us abuse the company"Nwhich, between them, this pair of
friends did perfectly. Old Sir Huddleston wheezed a great deal at dinner;
Sir Giles Wapshot had a particularly noisy manner of imbibing his soup,
and her ladyship a wink of the left eye;all of which Becky caricatured to
admiration; as well as the particulars of the night's conversation; the
politics; the war; the quarter- sessions;the famous run with the H.H.,
and those heavy and dreary themes, about which country gentlemen
converse. As for the Misses Wapshot's toilettes and Lady Fuddleston's
famous yellow hat, Miss Sharp tore them to tatters, to the infinite amuse-
ment of her audience.

"My dear, you are a perfect trouvaille,” Miss Crawley would say. "l
wish you could come to me in London, but | couldn't make a butt of you
as | do of poor Briggs no, no, you little sly creature; you are too clev-
erNIsn't she, Firkin?"

Mrs. Firkin (who was dressing the very small remnant of hair which
remained on Miss Crawley's pate), flung up her head and said, "I think
Miss is very clever," with the most killing sarcasticair. In fact, Mrs. Fir-
kin had that natural jealousy which is one of the main principles of every
honest woman.

After rebuffing Sir Huddleston Fuddleston, Miss Crawley ordered that
Rawdon Crawley should lead her in to dinner every day, and that Becky
should follow with her cushionNor else she would have Becky's arm
and Rawdon with the pillow. "We must sit together," she said. "We're the
only three Christians in the county, my love"Nin which case,it must be
confessed, that religion was at a very low ebb in the county of Hants.

Besides being such a fine religionist, Miss Crawley was, as we have
said, an Ultra-liberal in opinions, and always took occasionto express
these in the most candid manner.
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"What is birth, my dear!" she would say to RebeccaN"Look at my
brother Pitt; look at the Huddlestons, who have beenhere since Henry Il;
look at poor Bute at the parsonageNis any one of them equal to you in
intelligence or breeding? Equal to youNthey are not even equal to poor
dear Briggs, my companion, or Bowls, my butler. You, my love, are a
little paragonNpositively a little jewelNYou have more brains than half
the shireNif merit had its reward you ought to be a DuchessNno, there
ought to be no duchessesat allN but you ought to have no superior, and
| consider you, my love, asmy equal in every respect;andNwill you put
some coalson the fire, my dear; and will you pick this dress of mine, and
alter it, you who can do it so well?" So this old philanthropist used to
make her equal run of her errands, execute her millinery, and read her to
sleep with French novels, every night.

At this time, as some old readers may recollect, the genteel world had
been thrown into a considerable state of excitement by two events,
which, asthe papers say, might give employment to the gentlemen of the
long robe. Ensign Shafton had run away with Lady Barbara Fitzurse, the
Earl of Bruin's daughter and heiress; and poor Vere Vane, a gentleman
who, up to forty, had maintained a most respectable character and
reared a numerous family, suddenly and outrageously left his home, for
the sake of Mrs. Rougemont, the actress, who was sixty-five years of age.

“That was the most beautiful part of dear Lord Nelson's character,"
Miss Crawley said. "He went to the deuce for a woman. There must be
good in aman who will do that. | adore all impudent matches.N What |
like best,is for a nobleman to marry a miller's daughter, asLord Flower-
dale didNit makes all the women so angryNl wish some great man
would run away with you, my dear; I'm sure you're pretty enough.”

"Two post-boys!NOh, it would be delightful!" Rebecca owned.

"And what | like next best,is for a poor fellow to run away with arich
girl. I have set my heart on Rawdon running away with some one."

"A rich some one, or a poor some one?"

"Why, you goose!Rawdon has not a shilling but what | give him. He is
crible de dettesNhe must repair his fortunes, and succeed in the world."

"Is he very clever?" Rebecca asked.

"Clever, my love?Nnot an ideain the world beyond his horses,and his
regiment, and his hunting, and his play; but he must succeedN he's so
delightfully wicked. Don't you know he has hit a man, and shot an in-
jured father through the hat only? He's adored in his regiment; and all
the young men at Wattier's and the Cocoa-Tree swear by him."
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When Miss RebeccaSharp wrote to her beloved friend the account of
the little ball at Queen's Crawley, and the manner in which, for the first
time, Captain Crawley had distinguished her, she did not, strange to re-
late, give an altogether accurate account of the transaction. The Captain
had distinguished her a great number of times before. The Captain had
met her in a half-score of walks. The Captain had lighted upon her in a
half-hundred of corridors and passages.The Captain had hung over her
piano twenty times of an evening (my Lady was now upstairs, being ill,
and nobody heeded her) as Miss Sharp sang. The Captain had written
her notes (the best that the great blundering dragoon could devise and
spell; but dulness gets on aswell asany other quality with women). But
when he put the first of the notes into the leaves of the song she was
singing, the little governess,rising and looking him steadily in the face,
took up the triangular missive daintily, and waved it about asif it were a
cocked hat, and she, advancing to the enemy, popped the note into the
fire, and made him a very low curtsey, and went back to her place, and
began to sing away again more merrily than ever.

"What's that?" said Miss Crawley, interrupted in her after-dinner doze
by the stoppage of the music.

“It's a false note," Miss Sharp said with a laugh; and Rawdon Crawley
fumed with rage and mortification.

Seeingthe evident partiality of Miss Crawley for the new governess,
how good it was of Mrs. Bute Crawley not to be jealous, and to welcome
the young lady to the Rectory, and not only her, but Rawdon Crawley,
her husband's rival in the Old Maid's five per cents! They becamevery
fond of eachother's society, Mrs. Crawley and her nephew. He gave up
hunting; he declined entertainments at Fuddleston: he would not dine
with the mess of the depot at Mudbury: his great pleasure was to stroll
over to Crawley parsonageNwhither Miss Crawley came too; and as
their mamma was ill, why not the children with Miss Sharp? Sothe chil-
dren (little dears!) camewith Miss Sharp; and of an evening some of the
party would walk back together. Not Miss CrawleyNshe preferred her
carriageNbut the walk over the Rectory fields, and in at the little park
wicket, and through the dark plantation, and up the checkeredavenue to
Queen's Crawley, was charming in the moonlight to two such lovers of
the picturesque as the Captain and Miss Rebecca.

"O those stars, those stars!" Miss Rebeccawould say, turning her
twinkling green eyes up towards them. "I feel myself almost a spirit
when | gaze upon them."
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"ONahNGadNyes, sodo | exactly, Miss Sharp," the other enthusiast
replied. "You don't mind my cigar, do you, Miss Sharp?" Miss Sharp
loved the smell of a cigar out of doors beyond everything in the
worldNand she just tasted one too, in the prettiest way possible, and
gave a little puff, and a little scream,and a little giggle, and restored the
delicacy to the Captain, who twirled his moustache, and straightway
puffed it into a blaze that glowed quite red in the dark plantation, and
sworeN"JoveNawNGadNawNit's  the finest segaw| ever smoked in the
world aw," for his intellect and conversation were alike brilliant and be-
coming to a heavy young dragoon.

Old Sir Pitt, who was taking his pipe and beer, and talking to John
Horrocks about a "ship" that was to be killed, espied the pair so occupied
from his study-window, and with dreadful oaths swore that if it wasn't
for Miss Crawley, he'd take Rawdon and bundle un out of doors, like a
rogue as he was.

"He be a bad'n, sure enough,” Mr. Horrocks remarked; "and his man
Flethers is wuss, and have made such a row in the housekeeper'sroom
about the dinners and hale, as no lord would makeNbut | think Miss
Sharp's a match for'n, Sir Pitt," he added, after a pause.

And so, in truth, she wasNfor father and son too.
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Chapter 1 2

Quite a Sentimental Chapter

We must now take leave of Arcadia, and those amiable people practising
the rural virtues there, and travel back to London, to inquire what has
become of Miss Amelia "We don't care a fig for her," writes some un-
known correspondent with a pretty little handwriting and a pink sealto
her note. "Sheis fade and insipid," and adds some more kind remarks in
this strain, which | should never have repeated at all, but that they are in
truth prodigiously complimentary to the young lady whom they
concern.

Has the beloved reader, in his experience of society, never heard simil-
ar remarks by good-natured female friends; who always wonder what
you CAN seein Miss Smith that is so fascinating; or what COULD in-
duce Major Jonesto propose for that silly insignificant simpering Miss
Thompson, who has nothing but her wax-doll face to recommend her?
What is there in a pair of pink cheeksand blue eyesforsooth? these dear
Moralists ask, and hint wisely that the gifts of genius, the accomplish-
ments of the mind, the mastery of Mangnall's Questions, and a ladylike
knowledge of botany and geology, the knack of making poetry, the
power of rattling sonatasin the Herz-manner, and so forth, are far more
valuable endowments for a female, than those fugitive charms which a
few yearswill inevitably tarnish. It is quite edifying to hear women spec-
ulate upon the worthlessness and the duration of beauty.

But though virtue is a much finer thing, and those hapless creatures
who suffer under the misfortune of good looks ought to be continually
put in mind of the fate which awaits them; and though, very likely, the
heroic female character which ladies admire is a more glorious and beau-
tiful object than the kind, fresh, smiling, artless, tender little domestic
goddess, whom men are inclined to worshipNyet the latter and inferior
sort of women must have this consolationNthat the men do admire them
after all; and that, in spite of all our kind friends' warnings and protests,
we go on in our desperate error and folly, and shall to the end of the
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chapter. Indeed, for my own part, though | have beenrepeatedly told by
persons for whom | have the greatest respect, that Miss Brown is an in-
significant chit, and Mrs. White has nothing but her petit minois chif-
fonne, and Mrs. Black has not a word to say for herself; yet | know that |
have had the most delightful conversations with Mrs. Black (of course,
my dear Madam, they are inviolable): | seeall the men in a cluster round
Mrs. White's chair: all the young fellows battling to dance with Miss
Brown; and so | am tempted to think that to be despised by her sexis a
very great compliment to a woman.

The young ladies in Amelia's society did this for her very satisfactor-
ily. For instance, there was scarcely any point upon which the Misses Os-
borne, George's sisters, and the Mesdemoiselles Dobbin agreed so well
asin their estimate of her very trifling merits: and their wonder that their
brothers could find any charms in her. "We are kind to her," the Misses
Osborne said, a pair of fine black-browed young ladies who had had the
best of governesses,masters, and milliners; and they treated her with
such extreme kindness and condescension,and patronised her so insuf-
ferably, that the poor little thing was in fact perfectly dumb in their pres-
ence,and to all outward appearance as stupid as they thought her. She
made efforts to like them, asin duty bound, and as sisters of her future
husband. She passed"long mornings" with themNthe most dreary and
serious of forenoons. Shedrove out solemnly in their great family coach
with them, and Miss Wirt their governess, that raw-boned Vestal. They
took her to the ancient concertsby way of atreat, and to the oratorio, and
to St. Paul's to seethe charity children, where in such terror was she of
her friends, she almost did not dare be affected by the hymn the children
sang. Their house was comfortable; their papa's table rich and hand-
some; their society solemn and genteel; their self-respect prodigious;
they had the best pew at the Foundling: all their habits were pompous
and orderly, and all their amusements intolerably dull and decorous.
After every one of her visits (and oh how glad she was when they were
over!) Miss Osborne and Miss Maria Osborne, and Miss Wirt, the vestal
governess,asked eachother with increasedwonder, "What could George
find in that creature?"

How is this? some carping reader exclaims. How is it that Amelia, who
had such a number of friends at school, and was so beloved there, comes
out into the world and is spurned by her discriminating sex?My dear sir,
there were no men at Miss Pinkerton's establishment except the old
dancing-master; and you would not have had the girls fall out about
HIM? When George, their handsome brother, ran off directly after
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breakfast, and dined from home half- a-dozen times a week, no wonder
the neglected sisters felt a little vexation. When young Bullock (of the
firm of Hulker, Bullock & Co., Bankers, Lombard Street), who had been
making up to Miss Maria the last two seasons,actually asked Amelia to
dance the cotillon, could you expect that the former young lady should
be pleased?And yet she said she was, like an artless forgiving creature.
“I'm so delighted you like dear Amelia," she said quite eagerly to Mr.
Bullock after the dance."She'sengagedto my brother George;there's not
much in her, but she's the best-natured and most unaffected young
creature: at home we're all so fond of her." Dear girl! who can calculate
the depth of affection expressed in that enthusiastic SO?

Miss Wirt and these two affectionate young women so earnestly and
frequently impressed upon George Osborne's mind the enormity of the
sacrifice he was making, and his romantic generosity in throwing him-
self away upon Amelia, that I'm not sure but that he really thought he
was one of the most deserving charactersin the British army, and gave
himself up to be loved with a good deal of easy resignation.

Somehow, although he left home every morning, as was stated, and
dined abroad six days in the week, when his sisters believed the infatu-
ated youth to be at Miss Sedley'sapron-strings: he was NOT always with
Amelia, whilst the world supposed him at her feet. Certain it is that on
more occasionsthan one, when Captain Dobbin called to look for his
friend, Miss Osborne (who was very attentive to the Captain, and
anxious to hear his military stories, and to know about the health of his
dear Mamma), would laughingly point to the opposite side of the
square, and say, "Oh, you must go to the Sedleys'to ask for George; WE
never seehim from morning till night." At which kind of speechthe Cap-
tain would laugh in rather an absurd constrained manner, and turn off
the conversation, like a consummate man of the world, to some topic of
general interest, such as the Opera, the Prince's last ball at Carlton
House, or the weatherNthat blessing to society.

"What an innocent it is, that pet of yours,"” Miss Maria would then say
to Miss Jane,upon the Captain's departure. "Did you seehow he blushed
at the mention of poor George on duty?"

“It's a pity Frederick Bullock hadn't some of his modesty, Maria,"
replies the elder sister, with a toss of he head.

"Modesty! Awkwardness you mean, Jane.l don't want Frederick to
trample a hole in my muslin frock, as Captain Dobbin did in yours at

Mrs. Perkins'.
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“In YOUR frock, he, he! How could he? Wasn't he dancing with
Amelia?"

The fact is, when Captain Dobbin blushed so, and looked so awkward,
he remembered a circumstance of which he did not think it was neces-
sary to inform the young ladies, viz., that he had been calling at Mr.
Sedley's house already, on the pretence of seeing George, of course, and
George wasn't there, only poor little Amelia, with rather a sad wistful
face, seated near the drawing-room window, who, after some very tri-
fling stupid talk, ventured to ask, was there any truth in the report that
the regiment was soon to be ordered abroad; and had Captain Dobbin
seen Mr. Osborne that day?

The regiment was not ordered abroad asyet; and Captain Dobbin had
not seenGeorge. "He was with his sister, most likely," the Captain said.
"Should he go and fetch the truant?" So she gave him her hand kindly
and gratefully: and he crossed the square; and she waited and waited,
but George never came.

Poor little tender heart! and so it goes on hoping and beating, and
longing and trusting. You seeit is not much of alife to describe. Thereis
not much of what you call incident in it. Only one feeling all dayNwhen
will he come?only one thought to sleep and wake upon. | believe Ge-
orge was playing billiards with Captain Cannon in Swallow Streetat the
time when Amelia was asking Captain Dobbin about him; for George
was a jolly sociable fellow, and excellent in all games of skill.

Once, after three days of absence,Miss Amelia put on her bonnet, and
actually invaded the Osborne house."What! leave our brother to cometo
us?"said the young ladies. "Have you had a quarrel, Amelia? Do tell us!"
No, indeed, there had been no quarrel. "Who could quarrel with him?"
says she, with her eyesfilled with tears. Sheonly came over toNto see
her dear friends; they had not met for so long. And this day she was so
perfectly stupid and awkward, that the Misses Osborne and their gov-
erness, who stared after her as she went sadly away, wondered more
than ever what George could see in poor little Amelia.

Of course they did. How was she to bare that timid little heart for the
inspection of those young ladies with their bold black eyes?It was best
that it should shrink and hide itself. | know the Misses Osborne were ex-
cellent critics of a Cashmere shawl, or a pink satin slip; and when Miss
Turner had hers dyed purple, and made into a spencer;and when Miss
Pickford had her ermine tippet twisted into a muff and trimmings, | war-
rant you the changesdid not escapethe two intelligent young women
before mentioned. But there are things, look you, of a finer texture than
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