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INTRODUCTION

Ix the year 1840, Charles Dickens, having already won fame
and fortune with the Pickwick Papers, Oliver Twist, and
Nicholas Nickleby, was on the outlook for & new idea. His
carlier books had been published in monthly numbers, and
he had no intention of departing from a plan which had proved
so popular, but he needed some sort of connecting thread
upon which to string a fresh serics of tales. It was then that
he invented Master Humphrey, a kindly old hunchback,
who should fill a note-book with accounts of people whom he
met in the course of his solitary rambles and keep it in the
case of his grandfather, clock.

In the fourth number of Master Humphrey's Clock the story
of Little Nell began. Before long both Dickens and his
redears became so much interested in the child and her adven-
tures, that poor Master Humphrey faded into the background
and was finally dropped altogether.

It is a little difficult for us to-day to understand the excite-
ment felt by many clever peoplé about the character of Little
Nell, when they made her acquaintance more then eighty
years ago. Dickens had not intended at first to make the
book end sadly, and when he had decided that Nell must die
he wrote to his friend, John Forster. ‘I shan’t recover from
it for a long time. Nobody will miss her like T shall. It is
such a very painful thing to me that I really cannot express
my sorrow.’ His sorrow was shared by thousands of weeping
readers when the closing instalments of The Old Curiosity

vii



viii INTRODUCTION
Shop appeared. Learned judges like Lord Jeffrey, keen-
witted critics like Douglas Jerrold, gifted men of letters like
Walter Savage Landor, could not read those last chapters
without melting into tears,

In the years that have passed since those téars. were shed,
tustes and ideas have altered greatly, and Nell has ceased to
be the most attractive figure in the

tale. A brilliant modern
critic (Mr. G. K. Chéstcrton) has boldly declared that ¢ the

real hero and heroine® of The Old Curiosity Shop are, * of
course,” Dick Swiveller and the Marchioness. Top Swiveller,
Dickens himself had a liking, and it is intcresting to notice
how, as the story unfolds, Djck becomes more and more like-
able, and his manners, and even hjg way of speaking, steadily
improve, e hardly recognise the ¢ figure conspicuous for
its diry Smartness * which first appears in Chapter I1. when
Wo see the good-hearted, ridiculous fellow iy the blue jacket

Playing cribbage with the Marchioness in Chapter X1V,

or weird. The quaintness may

as in the cage of Dick, and the Marchioness, and Kit; bug
there is certainly nothing charming ahout the weirdness of
Daniel Quilp ang Sally Brass. Probably it wag the aim of
Dickens to throw ¢ i

relief by surroung;

: {14 * fantastic carvings . , |
distorted figures |,

; - tapestry, ang strange furnitupe that
might have been designed in dreams,’



THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP

CHAPTER I 3

Nic¢ur is generally my time for walking. In the summer
I often leave home early in the morning, and roam about
fields and lanes all day, or even escape for days or weeks
together; but, saving in the country, I seldom go out
until after dark, though, Heaven be thanked, I love its
light and feel the cheerfulness it sheds upon the earth,
as much as any creature living,

One night I had roamed into the City, and was walking
slowly on in my usual way, musing upon a great many
things, when I was arrested by an inquiry, the purport
of which did not reach me, but which seemed to be
addressed to myself, and was preferred in a soft, sweet
voice that struck me very pleasantly. I turned hastily
round and found at my elbow a pretty little girl, who
begged to be directed to a certain street at a considerable
distance, and indeed in quite another quarter of the
town.

1t is a very long way from here,’ said I, ‘ my child.’

‘I know that, sir,” she replied timidly. ‘I am afraid
it is a very long way, for I came from there to-night.’

¢ Alone 2’ said I, in some surprise.

‘ Oh yes, I don’t mind that, but I am a little frightened

now, for I have lost my road.’
o.8. A e
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‘And what made you ask it of me? Suppose I
should tell you wrong.’ )

‘ Iam sure you will not do that,’ said the little creature,
‘ you are such a very old gentleman, and walk so slow
yourself.’ .

I cannot describe how much I was impressed by this
appeal and the energy with which it was made.

‘ Come,’ said I, * I'll take you there.’

She put her hand in mine as confidingly as if she had
known me from her cradle, and we trudged away to-
gether ; the little creature accommodating her pace to
mine, and rather seeming to lead and take care of me
than I to be protecting her.

‘ Who has sent you so far by yourself 2’ said I.

‘ Somebody who is very kind to me, sir.’

“ And what have you been doing 2’ .

‘ That T must not tell,’ said the child firmly.

Her quick eye seemed to vead m
met mine she added that th
she had been doing, hut it was a great secret—a secret
which she did not even know herself.

This was said with no
but with an unsuspiciou
of truth. She walked o
with me as we proceeded and talking cheerfu]ly by the
way, but she said no more about her home, beyond re-
marking that we were going quite a new road and asking
if it were a short one,.

While we were thus engaged, I revolved ip my mind
a hundred different e

. Xplanations of the riddle apq
rejected them every one.

There was no reason, however,

y thoughts, for as it
ere was no harm in what

appearance of cunning or deceit,
s frankness that bore the impress

why T shoulq refrain
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from seeing the person who had inconsiderately sent
her to so great a distance by night and alone, and as it
was not improbable that if she found herself near home
she might take farewell of me and deprive me of the
opportunity, I avoided the most frequented ways and
took the most intricate, and thus it was not until we
arrived in the street itself that she knew where we were.
Clapping her hands with pleasure and running on before
me for a short distance, my little acquaintance stopped
at a door and remaining on the step till I came up knocked
at it when I joined her.

When she had knocked twice or thrice there was a
noise as if some person were moving inside, and at length
a faint light appeared through the glass: which, as it
approached very slowly, the bearer having to make his
way through a great many scattered articles, enabled
me to see both what kind of person it was who advanced
and what kind of place it was through which he came.

It was a little old man with long grey hair, whose face
and figure as he held the light above his head and looked
before him as he approached, I could plainly see. Though
much altered by age, I fancied I could recognise in his
spare and slender form something of that delicate mould
which T had noticed in the child. Their bright blue
eyes were certainly alike, but his face was so deeply
furrowed and so very full of care, that here all resemblance
ceased.

The place through which he made his way at leisure
was one of those receptacles for old and curious things
which seem to crouch in odd corners of this town and to
hide their musty treasures from the public eye in jealousy
and distrust. There were suits of mail standing like



4 THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP

ghosts in armour here and there, fantastic carvings
brought from monkish cloisters, rusty weapons of various
kinds, distorted figures in china and wood and iron and

ivory : tapestry and strange furniture that might have
been designed in dreams.

The 01d Curiosity Shop.

As he turned the key in the lock, he surveyed me with
some astonjshment which was not diminished when he
looked from me to my companion, The door bein
opened, the child addressed him as grandfather g
tol‘d\::;m the little story of our companionship, , an
on the }1'1:11;?8‘ ﬁfv‘i’ child,” said the old man patting her

. couldst th i
i€ T had Jogt theo, Nall 17 Ou miss thy way ! What



THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP 5

‘I would have found my way back to you, grand-
father,’ said the child boldly ; ° never fear.’

The old man kissed her, then turning to me and begging
me to walk in, I did so. The door was closed and locked.
Preceding me with the light, he led me into a small
sitting-room, in which was another door opening into a
kind of closet, where I saw a little bed that a fairy might
have slept in, it looked so very small and was so prettily
arranged. The child took a candle and tripped into this
little room, leaving the old man and me together.

* You must be tired, sir,” said he as he placed a chair
near the fire, ¢ how can I thank you ?°’

¢ By taking more care of your grandchild another time,
my good friend,’ I replied. )

¢ More care ! ’ said the old man in a shrill voice, ‘ more
care of Nelly! Why, who ever loved a child as I love
Nell 27

He said this with such evident surprise that I was per-
plexed what answer to make, and the more so because
coupled with something feeble and wandering in his
manner, there were in his face marks of deep and
anxious thought which convinced me that he could not
be, as I had been at first inclined to suppose, in a state
of dotage or imbecility.

‘I don’t think you consider——’ I began.

‘I don’t consider !’ cried the old man interrupting me,
‘T don’t consider her! Ah, how little you know of the
truth! Little Nelly, little Nelly !’

It would be impossible for any man, I care not what
his form of speech might be, to express more affection
than the dealer in curiosities did, in these four words. I
waited for him to speak again, but he rested his chin
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upon his hand, and shaking his head twice or thrice,
fixed his eyes upon the fire.

While we were sitting thus in silence, the door of the
closet opened, and the child returned, her light brown
hair hanging loose about her neck, and her face flushed
with the haste she had made to rejoin us. She busied
herself immediately in preparing supper, and while she
was thus engaged I remarked that the old man took an
opportunity of observing me more closely than he had
done yet. I was surprised to sec that all this time every-
thing was done by the child, and that there appeared to
be no other persons but ourselves in the house. 1 took
advantage of & moment when she was absent to venture
a hint on this point, to which the old man replied that

there were few grown persons as trustworthy or as careful
as she.

At this juncture, the subject of our conversat
returned, and the old man motionin
the table, broke off, and said no more.

We had scarcely begun our repast when there was g
knock at the door by which I had entered, and Nell
- bursting into a hearty laugh, wh

ich T was rejoiced to
hear, for it was childlike and full of hilarity, said it
was no doubt dear old Kit come back at last,

‘ Foolish Nell!” said the old man fondling with her
hair. * She always laughs at poor Kit.’
The child laughed again more heartily than before,

and T could not help smiling from pure sympathy. The
little old man took up a candle and went to open the door.
When he came back, Kit was at his heels.

Kit was a shock-headed shambling awkward Iaq with

an uncommonly wide mouth, very red cheeks, a turned-

ion again
g to me to approach
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up nose, and certainly the most comical expression of
face I ever saw. He stopped short at the door on seeing
a stranger, twirled in his hand a perfectly round old hat
without any vestige of a brim, and resting himself now
on one leg and now on the other and changing them con-
stantly, stood in the doorway, looking into the parlour
with the most extraordinary leer I ever beheld.

" A long way, wasn’t it, Kit ? * said the little old man.

“ Why then, it was a goodish stretch, master,’ returned
Kit.

 Did you find the house easily 2’

“Why then, not over and above ecasy, master,’ said
Kit.

¢ Of course vou have come back hungry ?’

* Why then, I do consider myself rather so, master,’
was the answer.

The lad had a remarkable manner of stundmg side-
ways as he spoke, and thrusting his head forward over
his shoulder, as if he could not get at his voice without
that accompanying action. I think he would have
amused one anywhere, but the child’s exquisite enjoy-
ment of his oddity, and the relief it was to find that
there was something she associated with merriment in
a place that appeared so unsuited to her, were quite
irresistible.

As for Kit himself he carried a large slice of bread and
meat and a mug of beer into a corner, and applied himself
to disposing of them with great voracity.

“Ah !’ said the old man turning.to me with a sigh as
if T had spoken to him but that moment, ‘you don’t
know what you say when you tell me that I don’t con-
sider her.’
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‘ You must not attach too great weight to a remark
founded on first appearances, my friend,’ said I.

¢ No,” returned the old man thoughtfully, ‘ no.
hither, Nell.”

The little girl hastened from her seat, and put her arm
about his neck.

‘Do I love thee, Nell?’ said he.
thee, Nell, orno 2’

The child only answered by her caresses, and laid her
head upon his breast.

By this time it wanted but a few minutes of midnight
and I rose to go, which recalled him to himself.

‘ One moment, sir,” he said. ¢ Now, Kit—near mid-
night, boy, and you still here! Get home, get home,

and be true to your time in the morning, for there’s
work to do. Good night! There,

Come

‘Say—do I love

bid him good night,
Nell, and let him be gone !’
‘ Good night, Kit,” said the child, her eyes lighting
up with merriment and kindness.

‘ Good night, Miss Nell,’ returned the boy.

Free of the room, the boy was not slow in taking his
departure ; when he had gone, and the child was occupied
in clearing the table, the old man said :

‘I haven’t seemed to thank you, sir,
you have done to-night, but I do th
and hearlily, and so does she, and her thanks are better
worth than mine. 1 should be sorry that you went
away and thought I was unmindful of your goodness, or
careless of her—I am not indeed.’

Seeing that he was in a state
patience, I turned to put on an
thrown off on entering

enough for what
ank you humbly

of excitement and im-
outer coat which T haq
the room, purposing to 8ay no
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more. I was surprised to see the child standing patiently
by with a cloak upon her arm, and in her hand a hat
and stick.

‘ Those are not mine, my dear,” said 1.

‘No,” returned the child quietly, ‘they are grand-
father’s.’

But he is not going out to-night.’

Oh yes, he is,” said the child, with a smile.
And what becomes of you, my pretty one ?
Me! I stay here of course. I alwaysdo.’

T looked in astonishment towards the old man, but he
was, or feigned to be, busied in the arrangement of his
dress. From him I looked back to the slight gentle
figure of the child. Alone! In that gloomy place all
the long, dreary night. .

When we reached the door, the child setting down the
candle, turned to say good night and raised her face to
kiss me. Then she ran to the old man, who folded her
in his arms and bade God bless her.

¢ Sleep soundly, Nell,” he said in a low voice, ‘and
angels guard thy bed! Do not forget thy prayers, my
sweet.’ ‘

‘No indeed,’ answered the child fervently, °they
make me feel so happy !’

‘ That’s well ; I know they do ; they should,’ said the
old man. ¢ Bless thee a hundred times! Karly in the
morning I shall be home.’

‘Youw’ll not ring twice,” returned the child. °The
bell wakes me, even in the middle of a dream.’

With this, they separated. The child opened the door
(now guarded by a shutter which T had heard the boy
put up before he left the house) and with another farewell
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whose clear and tender note I have recalled a thousand
times, held it until we had passed out. The old man
paused a moment while it was gently closed and fastened
on the inside, and, satisfied that this was done, walked
on at a slow pace. At the street-corner he stopped, and,
regarding me with a troubled countenance, said that our
ways were widely different and that he must take his
leave. T would have spoken, but summoning up more
alacrity than might have been expected in one of his
appearance, he hurried away,

.

k]

CHAPTER II
AFTER combating, for nearly
impelled me to revisit the pla
circumstances already detaile

and determining that this ti

by the light of day, bent m
afternoon.

a week, the feeling which
ce I had quitted under the
d, I yielded to it at length ;
me I would present myself
¥ steps thither early in the

within, if T continued merely
it, I soon conquered this irre
in the Curiosity Dealer's war

The old man and another

Person were together j, the
back part, and there seemed to havye been high words

to pass up and down before

solution, and foung myself
chouse.
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between: them, for their voices which were raised to a
very loud pitch suddenly stopped on my entering, and
the old man advancing hastily towards me, said in a
tremulous tone that he was very glad I had come.

‘You interrupted us at a critical moment,” he said,
pointing to the man whom I had found in company with
him ; ° this fellow will murder me one of these days.
He would have done so, long ago, if he had dared.’

The other stood lounging with his foot upon a chair,
and regarded him with a contemptuous sneer. He was
a young man of one-and-twenty or thereabouts; well
made, and certainly handsome, though the expression
of his face was far from prepossessing, having in common
with his manner and even his dress, a dissipated, insolent
air which repelled one.

¢ Justice or no justice,” said the young fellow, ‘ here
I am and here I shall stop till such time as I think fit to
go. I tell you again that I want to see my sister.’

¢ Your sister | ’ said the old man bitterly.

“Ah! You can’t change the relationship,” returned
the other. °If you could, you’d have done it long ago.
I want to see my sister, that you keep cooped up here.
There’s a friend of mine waiting outside, and as it seems
that I may have to wait some time, I'll call him in, with
your leave.’

Saying this, he stepped to the door, and looking down
the street beckoned several times to some unseen person,
who, to judge from the air of impatience with which
these signals were accompanied, required a great quantity
of persuasion to induce him to advance. At length
there sauntered up, on the opposite side of the way—
with a bad pretence of passing by accident—a figure
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conspicuous for its dirty smartness, which‘after a great
many frowns and jerks of the head, in resistance of the
invitation, ultimately crossed the road and was brought
into the shop.

‘There. It's Dick Swiveller,’ said the young fellow,
pushing him in. ‘ Sit down, Swiveller.’

‘ But is the old min agreeable ?’ said Mr. Swiveller
in an undertone.

¢ 8it down,’ repeated his companion.

Mr. Swiveller complied, and looking about him with
a propitiatory smile, observed that last week was a fine
week for the ducks, and this week was a fine week for
the dust. .

His attire was not remarkable for the nicest arrange-
ment, but was in a state of disorder which strongly
induced the idea that he had gone to bed in it. It con-
sisted of a brown body-coat with a great many brass
buttons up the front and only one behind, a bright
check neckerchief, a plaid waistcoat, soiled white trousers,
and a very limp hat, worn with the wrong side foremost,
to hide a hole in the brim : he dis

played no gloves, and
carried a yellow cane having at the top a bone hand

with the semblance of a Ting on its little finger and a
black ball in its grasp. With all these personal advan-
tages Mr. Swiveller leant back in his chair with his eyes
fixed on the ceiling, and occasionally pitching his voice to
the needful key, obliged the company with a few bars of
an intensely dismal air, and then, in the middle of g
note, relapsed into his former silence.

The old man sat himself down in a chair, and, w
folded hands, looked sometimes at his grandsor’l
sometimes at his strange companion, as if he w

ith
and
ere utterly
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powerless and had no resource but to leave them to do
as they pleased.

The silence was not of long duration, for Mr. Swiveller,
after favouring us with several melodious assurances
that his heart was in the Highlands, and that he wanted
but his Arab steed as a preliminary to the achievement
of great feats of valour and loyalty, removed his eyes
from the ceiling and subsided into prose again.

‘¢ Fred,” said Mr. Swiveller, stopping short as if the
idea had suddenly occurred to him, and speaking in the
same audible whisper as before, 75 the old min friendly ?”’

¢ What does it matter ? ’ returned his friend peevishly.

‘ No, but 7s he ? ’ said Dick.

‘Yes, of course. What do I care whether he is or
not.’

¢ It’s a devil of a thing, gentlemen,’ said Mr. Swiveller,
¢ when rclations fall out and disagree. If the wing of
friendship should never moult a feather, the wing of
relationship should never be clipped, but be always
expanded and serene. Gentlemen, how does the case
stand, upon the present occasion ? Here is a jolly-old
grandfather—I say it with the utmost respect—and here
is 2 wild young grandson. The jolly old grandfather says
to the wild young grandson, “ I have brought you up and
educated you, Fred ; I have put you in the way of get-
ting on in life ; you have bolted a little out of the course,
as young fellows often do; and you shall never have
another chance, nor the ghost of half a one.” The plain
question is, an’t it a pity that this state of things should
continue, and how much better would it be for the old.
gentleman to hand over a reasonable amount of tin, and
make it all right and comfortable 2’
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‘ Why do you hunt and persecute me, God help me !’
said the old man turning to his grandson. ° Why do
you bring your profligate companions here? How
often am I to tell you that my life is one of care and
self-denial, and that I am poor 2’

‘How often am I to tell you,’ returned the other,
looking coldly at him,  that I know better 2’

‘ You have chosen your own path,’ said the old man.
‘ Follow it. Leave.Nell and me to toil and work.’

* Nell will be a woman soon,’ returned the other, ‘and,
bred in your faith, she’ll forget her brother unless he
shows himself sometimes.’

‘Take care,’ said the old man with sparkling eyes,
‘ that she does not forget you when you would have her
memory keenest. Take care that the day don’t come
when you walk barefoot in the streets, and she rides by
in a gay carriage of her own.’ '

‘ You mean when she has your money ?’ retorted the
other. ‘How like & poor man he talks 1>

The door opened, and th
closely followed b
features and forbi
to be quite a dwa
enough for the

e child herself appeared,
y an elderly man of remarkably hard
dding aspect, and so low in stature as
rf, though his head and face w

body of a giant. His black eyes were
restless, sly, and cunning ; his mouth and chin, bristly
with the stubble of g coarse hard beard ; and his com-
plexion was one of that kind which never looks clean
or wholesome. His dress consisted of a large high-
crowned hat, a worn dark suit, a pair of capacious shoes,
and a dirty white neckerchief suffici

. ently limp ang
crumpled to disclose the greater portion of hig wiry
throat.

ere large
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¢Ah !’ said the dwarf, who with his hand stretched
out above his eyes had been surveying the young man
attentively, * that should be your grandson, neighbour !’

* Say rather that he should not be,’ replied the old man.
‘ But he is.’

* And that ? ’ said the dwarf, pointing to Dick Swiveller.

‘Some friend of his, as welcome here as he,’ said the
old man.

‘ And that ? ’* inquired the dwarf, wheeling round and
pointing straight at me.
~ “A gentleman who was so good as to bring Nell home
the other night when she lost her way, coming from

your house.’
" The little man turned to the child as if to chide her or
express his wonder, but as she was talking to the young
man, held his peace, and bent his head to listen.

‘ Well, Nelly,” said the young fellow aloud. ‘Do
they teach you to hate me, eh 2’

‘No, no. For shame. Oh, no!’ cried the child.

‘To love me, perhaps ?’ pursued her brother with a
sncer.

‘To do neither,’ she returned. °‘They never speak
to me about you. But I love you dearly, Fred.’

‘No doubt !’

‘I do indeed, and always will,’ the child repeated
with great emotion, ‘but oh! if you would leave off
vexing him and making him unhappy, then I could
love you more.’

‘1 see !’ said the young man, as he stooped carelessly
over the child, and having kissed her, pushed her from
him : ¢ There—get you away now you have said your
lesson.’
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He remained silent, following her with his eyes, until
she had gained her little room and closed the door ;
and then turning to the dwarf, said abruptly,

‘ Harkee, Mr.—’

‘ Meaning me ?’ returned the dwarf. ‘ Quilp is my
name. You might remember. It's not a long one—
Daniel Quilp.’

‘ Harkee, Mr. Quilp, then,” pursued the other. * You
have some influence with my grandfather there.’

‘ Some,” said Mr. Quilp emphatically.

“And are in a few of his mysteries and secrets.’

“ A few,’ replied Quilp, with equal dryness.

‘ Then let me tell him once for all, through you, that
T will come into and go out of this place as often as I like,
so long as he keeps Nell here ; and that if he wants to be
quit of me, he must first be quit of her. Come, Dick.’

‘Stop !’ cried Mr. Swiveller, as his companion turned
towards the door. *Sir!’

‘8ir, I am your humble servant,” said Mr. Quilp, to
whom the monosyllable was addressed.

* Before 1 leave the gay and festive scene, and halls of
dazzling light, sir,” said Mr. Swiveller, ‘I will, with
your permission, attempt a slight remark. I came here,

sir, this day, under the impression that the old min was
friendly.’

‘ Proceed, sir,’ said Daniel Quilp ;
made a sudden stop.
“ Inspired by this idea and the senti

sir, T took upon myself to suggest a course which ig the
course to be adopted on the present occasion. Wij| you
allow me to whisper half g syllable, sir ?°

Without waiting for the permission he sought, My

for the orator had

ments it awakened,
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Swiveller stepped up to the dwarf, and leaning on his
shoulder and stooping down to get at his ear, said in a
voice which was perfectly audible to all present :

¢ The watch-word to the old min is—fork.’

‘Is what 2’ demanded Quilp.

¢ Is fork, sir, fork,” replied Mr. Swiveller, slapping
his pocket. * You are awake, sir 2’

The dwarf nodded. Mr. Swiveller drew back and
nodded likewise, then drew a little further back and
nodded again, cast himself upon his friend's track,
and vanished.

‘ Humph !’ said the dwarf with a sour look and a shrug
of his shoulders, ‘so much for dear relations. Thank
God I acknowledge none! Nor need yeu either,” he
added, turning to the old man, * if you were not as weak
as a reed, and nearly as senseless.’

¢ What would you have me do ?’ he retorted, in a kind
of helpless desperation. ‘It is casy to talk and sncer.
What would you have me do 2’

‘What would I do if I was in your case ?’ said the
dwarf.

‘ Something violent, no doubt.’

‘You’re right there,” returned the little man, highly
gratified by the compliment, for such he evidently con-
sidered it.

The creature appeared quite horrible with his monstrous
head and little body, as he rubbed his hands slowly round,
and, dropping his shaggy brows and cocking his chin in
the air, glanced upward with a stealthy look of exultation
that an imp might have copied and appropriated to
himself. .

‘ Here,’ he said, putting his hand into his breast and
0.8, B
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sidling up to the old man as he spoke ; ‘T brought it
myself for fear of accidents, as, being in gold, it was some-
thing large and heavy for Nell to carry in her bag. She
need be accustomed to such loads betimes though, neigh-
bour, for she will carry weight when you are dead .’

‘ Heaven send she may ! T hope so,’ said the old man
with something like a groan.

‘ Hope so !’ echoed the dwarf, approaching close to his

car; ‘neighbour, I would I knew in what good invest-
ment all these supplies are sunk.

man, and keep your secret close.’

‘My secret ! * said the other with a haggard look.
‘Yes, you’re right—l—l—keep it close—very close.’

He said no more, but taking the money turned away
with a slow uncertain step, and pressed his hand upon his

head like a weary and dejected man. The dwarf watched
him sharply, while he passed into the little sitting-room
and locked it in an iron safe above the chimuey-piece ;

But you are a deep

I had several times essayed to go myself, hug the old

it and entreate >

forif my
curiosity had been excj i my first
visit, it certainly was

Nell joined us before long, and bringing some needle-
work to the table, sat by the old man’s side.
bleasant to observe the fresh flo
bird with a green bough shading his little cage, the hreath
of freshness and youth which seerned to rustle through the
dull old house and hoves round ¢

he child.
but not so pleasant, to turn from the beau

Wers in the room, the et

It was curious,
ty and grace of
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the girl, to the stooping figure, care-worn face, and jaded
aspect of the old man. As he grew weaker and more
feeble, what would become of this lonely little creature ;
poor protector as he was, say that he died—what would
her fate be, then ? .

The old man almost answered my thoughts, as he laid
his hand on hers, and spoke aloud.

‘T'll be of better cheer, Nell,” he said ; ¢ there must be
good fortune in store for thee—I do not ask it for myself,
but thee.’

She looked cheerfully into his face, but made no answer.

‘ When I think,’ said he, ‘ of the many years—many
in thy short life—that thou hast lived alone with me, 1
sometimes fear I have dealt hardly by thee, Nell.’

¢ Grandfather ! ’ cried the child in unfeigned surprise.

‘Not in intention—no no,” said he. ‘I have ever
looked forward to the time that should enable thee to mix
among the gayest and prettiest, and take thy station
with the best. But I still look forward, Nell, I still look
forward, and if I should be forced to leave thee, mean-
while, how have I fitted thee for struggles with the world ?
The poor bird yonder is as well qualified to encounter it,
and be turned adrift upon its mercies—Hark ! I hear
Kit outside. Go to him, Nell, go to him.’

She rose, and hurrying away, stopped, turned back,
and put her arms about the old man’s neck, then left him
and hurried away again.

¢ A word in your ear, sir,” said the old man in a hurried
whisper. ‘I have been rendered uncasy by what you
said the other night, and can only plead that I have done
all for the best—that it is too late to retract, if I could
(though I cannot)—and that I hope to triumph yet. All
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is for her sake. You mark me, sir ? She shall have no
pittance, but a fortune—Hush ! T can say no more than
that, now or at any other time, and she is here again !’

The eagerness with which all this was poured into my
eax, the trembling of the hand with which he clasped my
arm, the strained and starting eyes he fixed upon me, the
wild vehemence and agitation of his manner, filled me
with amazement. 1 could form no comprehension of
his character, unless he were one of those miserable
wretches who, having made gain the sole end and object
of their lives and having succeeded in amassing great
riches, are constantly tortured by the dread of poverty,
and beset by fears of loss and ruin.

The child came back directly,
self in preparations for giving
which it seemed he had g cou
regularly on that evening, to the great mirth and enjoy-
ment both of himself and his instructress. To relate
how he tucked up his sleeves and squared his elbows and
put his face close to the copy-book and squinted horribly
at the lines—how, from the very first moment of having

the pen in his hand, he began to wallow in blots, and to
daub himself with ink up to the very roots of his hajr—
how, if he did by accident form a letter properly, he

immediately smeared it out again with his arm in his
preparations to make another—how, gt every fresh
mistake, there was a fresh burst of merriment from the

and soon occupied her-
Kit a writing lesson, of
ple every week, and one

; : ) the way through,
notwithstanding, a gentle wish on her part to teach and
an anxious desire on his to learn—to relate all these, ar-
ticulars w P

ould no doubt 0ceupy more space gnq time
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than they deserve. It will be sufficient to say that the
lesson was given—that evening passed and night came
on—that the old man again grew restless and impatient
—that he quitted the house secretly at the same hour as
before—and that the child was once more left alone
within its gloomy walls.

And now, that I have carried this history so far in my
own character and introduced these personages to the
reader, I shall for the convenience of the narrative detach
myself from its further course, and leave those who have
prominent and necessary parts in it to speak and act for
themselves.

CHAPTER III

Ox the Surrey side of the river was a small rat-infested
dreary yard called ‘ Quilp’s Wharf,” in which were a little
wooden counting-house burrowing all awry in the dust
as if it had fallen from the clouds and ploughed into
the ground ; a few fragments of rusty anchors; several
large iron rings; some piles of rotten wood ; and two
or three heaps of old sheet copper, crumpled, cracked,
and battered. On Quilp’s Wharf, Daniel Quilp was a
ship-breaker, yet to judge from these appearances he
must either have been a ship-breaker on a very small
scale, or have broken his ships up very small indeed.
Neither did the place present any extraordinary aspect
of life or activity, as its only human occupant was an
amphibious boy in a canvas suit, whose sole change of
occupation was from sitting on the head of a pile and
throwing stones into the mud when the tide was out, to
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standing with his hands in his pockets gazing listlessly on
the motion and on the bustle of the river at high-water.

It was flood tide when Daniel Quilp sat himself down
in the wherry to cross to the opposite shore. A fleet of
barges were coming lazily on, some sideways, some head
first, some stern first; all in a wrong-headed. dogged,
obstinate way, bumping up against the larger craft,
running under the bows of steamboats, getting into every
kind of nook and corner where they had no business, and
being crunched on all sides like so many walnut-shells ;
while each with its pair_of long sweeps struggling and
sp]as]i'iqg in the.water logk,cd like some lumbering fish
npain.

Daniel Quilp, who was not much affected by a bright
mornipg save in so far as it spared him the trouble of
carrying an umbrella, caused himself to be put ashore
hard by the wharf, and proceeded thither. Arrived at
his destination, the first object that presented itself to
his view was a pair of very imperfectly shod feet elevated

in the air with the soles upwards, which remarkable
appearance was referable to the boy,

eccentric spirit and having a natura] t
was now standing on his head and
aspect of the river under these uncom
He was speedily brought on his he
his master’s voice, and as soon
right position, Mr. Quilp, to speak expressively in the
absence of a better verb, ¢ punched it ’ for him.

‘ Now,’ said Quilp, Ppassing into the wooden counting-
house, ‘ you mind the wharf. Stand upon your head
again, and I'll cut one of your feet off’

It was a dirty little box, this counting-house, with

who being of an
aste for tumbling,
contemplating the
mon circumstances,

els by the sound of
as his head was in its
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nothing in it but an old ricketty desk and two stools, a
hat-peg, an ancient almanack, an inkstand with no ink
and the stump of one pen, and an eight-day clock which
hadn’t gone for eighteen years at least. Daniel Quilp
pulled his hat over his brows, climbed on to the desk
(which had a flat top), and stretching his short length
upon it went to sleep with the ease of an old practitioner.

He had not been asleep a quarter of an hour when the
boy opened the door and thrust in his head, which was
like a bundle of badly-picked g qaj;ﬁm . Qullp Wi 8. hght

sleeper and started up dlrecﬂ) .¢, 4 \\
* Here's somebody for y&ﬁ "‘sp thc boy \ \\
“Who 2’ I TRty
‘I don’t know.’ fea~ ) :
* Ask !’ said Quilp, ¢ ask 3 1%@'\\

I

Not caring to venture w lth \n\l}g&"_’aw‘hm, ﬂle bov
discreetly sent in his stead the first ciirse: M‘Iﬁferrup-
tion, who now presented herself at the door.

* What, Nelly ! ’ cried Quilp.

‘ Yes,’—said the child, hesitating whether to enter or
retreat, for the dwarf just roused, with his dishevelled
hair hanging all about him and a yellow handkerchief
over his head, was something fearful to behold ; ‘it's
only me, sir.’

‘ Come in,’ said Quilp, without getting off the desk.
‘Now come in and shut the door. What’s your
message, Nelly ?°

The child handed hun a letter; Mr. Quilp, without
changing his position further than to turn over a little
more on his side and rest his chin on his hand, proceeded
to make himself acquainted with its contents.

Little Nell stood timidly by, with her eyes raised to
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the countenance of Mr. Quilp as he read the letter,
plainly showing by her looks that while she entertained
some fear and distrust of the little man, she was much
inclined to laugh at his uncouth appearance and grotesque
attitude.

That Mr. Quilp was himself perplexed, and that in no
small degree, by the contents of the letter, was sufficiently
obvious.

‘ Halloa here !’ he said at length, in a voice, and with

a suddenness, which made the child start as though a gun
had been fired off at her ear. * Nelly !’

‘ Yes, sir.

‘ Do you know what’s inside this letter, Nell 2’

‘ No, sir !’

* Are you sure, quite sure, quite certain, upon your
soul 2’
¢ Quite sure, sir.’

‘Well!” muttered Quilp as he marked her earnest
look. *Ibelieveyou. Humph! Gonealready? Gone
in four-and-twenty hours! What the devil has he done
with it, that's the mystery !’

This reflection set him scratching his head and biting
his nails once more. While he was thus employed his
features gradually relaxed into what was with him a
cheerful smile, but which in any other man would have
been a ghastly grin of pain, and when the child looked
up again she found that he was regarding her with extra-
ordinary favour and complacency.

* You shall come with me to Tower Hill, and see Mrs.
Quilp that is, directly,’ said the dwarf. ° She’s very
fond of you, Nell, though not so fond as I am. You
shall come home with me.’
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‘I must go back indeed,’ said the child. ‘ He told me
to return directly I had the answer.’

‘ But you haven't it, Nelly,” retorted the dwarf, ‘ and
won’t have it, and can’t have it, until I have been home,
so you see that to do your errand you must go with me.
Reach me yonder hat, my dear, and we’ll go directly.’
With that, Mr. Quilp suffered himself to roll gradually
off the desk until his short legs touched the ground, when
he got upon them and led the way from the counting-
house to the wharf outside, when the first objects that
presented themselves were the boy who had stood on his
head and another young gentleman of about his own
stature, rolling in the mud together, locked in a tight
embrace, and cuffing each other with mutual heartiness.

‘It’s Kit!’ cried Nelly, clasping her hands, ‘ poor
Kit who came with me ! oh pray stop them, Mr. Quilp !’

‘ I'll stop 'em,’ cried Quilp, diving into the little count-
ing-house and returning with a thick stick, * I'll stop ’em!’

The dwarf flourished his cudgel, laid about him, now
on one and now on the other, in a most desperate manner,
always aiming at their heads. This being warmer work
than they had calculated upon, speedily cooled the
courage of the belligerents, who scrambled to their feet
and called for quarter.

* Never mind,’ said the boy, nodding his head and
rubbing it at the same time ; ‘ you see if ever I offer to
strike anybody again because they say you’re a uglier
dwarf than can be secen anywheres for a penny, that’s
all’

‘Do you mean to say, I'm not, you dog ?’ returned
Quilp.

‘No !’ retorted the boy.
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* Then what do you fight on my wharf for, you villain 2°
said Quilp.

* Because he said so,” replied the boy, pointing to Kit,
‘ nct because you an’t.’

" Then why did he say,’ bawled Kit, ‘ that Miss Nelly
was ugly, and that she and my master was obliged to do
whatever his master liked ? Why did he say that 2 ’

‘ He said what he did because he’s a fool, and you said
what you did because you're very wise and clever—almost
too clever to live, unless you'’re very careful of yourself,
Kit,” said Quilp, with great suavity in his manner, bug
still more of quiet malice about his eyes and mouth.
* Here’s sixpence for you, Kit. Always speak the truth,
Lock the counting-house, you dog, and bring me the
key.’

The other boy, to whom this order was
as he was told. 'Then Mr.
and Kit in a boat,
dancing on his head
the wharf, during th

There was only Mrs

addressed, did
Quilp departed with the child
and the boy revenged himself by
at intervals on the extreme verge of

‘ Here's Nelly Trent, dear Mrs. Quilp,” said her hyus-
band. ‘A glass of wine, my dear, and a biscuit, for she
has had a long walk. She’ll sit with you, my soul, while
I write a letter.

Mrs. Quilp looked tremblingly in her Spouse’s face tq
know what this unusua courtesy might, portend, ang
obedient to the sy

bedi mmons she saw in hig gesture, followeq
him into the next room.
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* Mind what I say to you,” whispered Quilp. °See if
you can get out of her anything about her grandfather,
or what they do, or how they live, or what he tells her.
I've my reasons for knowing, if T can. Do you hear ?2°

* Yes, Quilp.’

‘ Go, then. What’s the matter now 2’

¢ Dear Quilp,’ faltered his wife, ‘I love the child—if
you could do without making me deceive her——’

‘Do you hear me,” whispered Quilp, pinching her
arm ; ‘ worm yourself into her secrets ; I know you can.
I'm listening, recollect. If you're not sharp enough I'll
creak the door, and woe betide you if I have to creak it
much. Go!’

Mrs. Quilp departed according to order, and her
amiable husband, ensconcing himself behind the partly
opened door, and applying his ear close to it, began to
listen with a face of great craftiness and attention.

Poor Mrs. Quilp was thinking, however, in what manner
to begin or what kind of inquiries she could make ; and
it was not until the door, creaking in a very urgent
manner, warned her to proceed without further con-
sideration, that the sound of her voice was heard.

‘ How very often you have come backwards and for-
wards lately to Mr. Quilp, my dear.’

‘I have said so to grandfather, a hundred times,’
returned Nell innocently.

¢ And what has he said to that 2’

¢ Only sighed, and dropped his head. How that door
creaks !’

‘It often does,’” returned Mrs. Quilp, with an uneasy
glance towards it. ‘But your grandfather—he used
not to be so wretched 7’
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“Oh no!’ said the child eagerly,  so different! we
were once so happy and he so cheerful and contented !
You cannot think what a sad change has fallen on us
since.’

‘ Iam very, very sorry, to hear you speak like this, my
dear !’ said Mrs. Quilp. And she spoke the truth.

‘ Thank you,” returned the child, kissing her cheek,
¢ you are always kind to me, and it is a pleasure to talk
to you. I can speak to no one else about him, but poor
Kit. You cannot think how it grieves me sometimes
to see him alter so.’

‘He'll alter again, Nelly,’ said Mrs. Quilp, ‘and be
what he was before.’

¢ Ob, if God would only let that come about !’ said
the child with streaming eyes; ‘but it is a long time

now, since he first began to—1I thought I saw that door
moving !’

*It’s the wind,” said Mrs. Quilp faintly. ¢ Began
to ?°

‘ To be so thoughtful and dejected, and to forget our
old way of spending the time in the lon

g evenings,’ said
the child. T used to read to him by the fireside, and he
sat listening, and when I stopped and we began to tallk,

he told me about my mother, and how she once looked
and spoke just like me when she was a little child.’
¢ Nelly, Nelly ! *—said the poor woman, ‘ I can’t bear to
8see one a8 young as you so sorrowful. Pray don’t cry.’
‘I do so very seldom,’ said Nell, ¢ but I have kept
this to myself a long time. I don't mind telling you,
for 1 know you will not tell it to anyone again.’

She paused here, but though the door creaked more
than once, Mrs. Quilp said nothing,



THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP 29

*Mind you don’t suppose,” said the child earnestly,
* that grandfather is less kind to me than he was. I
think he loves me better every day.’

‘T am sure he loves you dearly,” said Mrs. Quilp.

‘ Indeed, indeed he does !’ cried Nell, * as dearly as T
love him. But I have not told you the greatest change of
all, and this you must never breathe again to any one.
He has no sleep or rest, but that which he takes by day
in his easy chair ; for every night and nearly all night
long he is away from home.’

‘ Nelly !’

* Hush !’ said the child, laying her finger on her

lip and looking round. *When he comes home in
the morning, which is generally just before day, I let
him in. Last night he was very late, and it was guite
light.’ )
The child, overpowered by the weight of her sorrows
and anxieties, by the first confidence she had ever shown,
and the sympathy with which her little tale had been
received, hid her face in the arms of her helpless friend,
and burst into a passion of tears.

In a few moments Mr. Quilp returned, and expressed
the utmost surprise to find her in this condition.

¢ She's tired, you see, Mrs. Quilp,” said the dwarf,
squinting in a hideous manner to imply that his wife
was to follow his lead. *It’s a long way from her home
to the wharf, and then she was alarmed to see a couple
of young scoundrels fighting, and was timorous on the
water besides. All this together has been too much for
her. Poor Nell !’

Mr. Quilp unintentionally adopted the very best means
he could have devised for the recovery of his young
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visitor, by patting her on the head, She rose directly
and declared herself ready to return.

* But you’d better wait, and dine with Mrs. Quilp and
me,’ said the dwarf,

‘I have been away too long,
Nell, drying her eyes.

¢ Well,’ said Mr. Quilp, ° if you will 80, you will, Nelly.
Here’s the note. It’s only to say that I shall see him

to-morrow or maybe next day, and that I couldn’t do

that little business for him this morning.  Good-bye,
Nelly.

sir, already,’ returned

CHAPTER 1V

ONE night, the third after Nelly’s interview with Mrs.
Quilp, the old man, who had been weak and il all day,
said he should not leave home. The chilg’s eyes sparkled
at the intelligence, but her joy subsideq when they
reverted to his worn and sickly face.

‘Two days, he said, ‘two whole, clear, days have
passed, and there is no reply.  What did he tell thee,
Nell 2°

* Exactly what I told you, dear grandfather, indeeq.’

‘ True,” said the old man, faintly, ¢ Vg But tell
me again, Nell, My head fails me. What was it that
he told thee ? Nothing more than that he woulq see
me to-morrow or next day ? That was jn the note.’

* Nothing more,” said the child. ‘Sha] 1 g0 to him
again to-morrow, dear grandfather ? Very early ? |
will be there and back before breakfast >



THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP 31

The old man shook his head, and sighing mourn-
fully, drew her towards him.

‘ *Twould be of no use, my dear, no earthly use. But
if he deserts me, Nell, at this moment—if he deserts me
now, I am ruined, and—worse, far worse than that—
have ruined thee, for whom I ventured all. If we are
beggars—— !’

* What if we are 2’ said the child boldly. * Let us be
beggars, and be happy.’

* Beggars—and happy !’ said the old man. ‘Poor
child !’

‘ Dear grandfather,” cried the girl with an energy
which shone in her flushed face, trembling voice, and
impassioned gesture, ‘ I am not a child in that I think,
but even if I am, oh hear me pray that we may beg, or
work in open roads or fields, to earn a scanty living,
rather than live as we do now.’

* Nelly !’ said the old man.

‘ Yes, yes, rather than live as we do now,’ the child
repeated, more earnestly than before. ‘If you are
sorrowful, let me know why and be sorrowful too.
If you are poor, let us be poor together, but let me be
with you, do not let me see such change and not know
why, or I shall break my heart and die. Dear grand-
father, let us leave this sad place to-morrow, and beg
our way from door to door.’

The old man covered his face with his hands, and hid
it in the pillow of the couch on which he lay.

‘ Let us be beggars,” said the child passing an arm
round his neck, ‘ I have no fear but we shall have enough,
I'am sure we shall.  Let us walk through country places,
and sleep in fields and under trees, and never think of
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money again, or anything that can make you sad, but
rest at nights, and have the sun and the wind upon our
faces in the day, and thank God together. Let us never
set foot in dark rooms or melancholy houses any more,
but wander up and down wherever we like to go, and
when you are tired you shall stop to rest in the pleasantest
place that we can find, and I will go and beg for both.’

These were not words for other ears, nor was it a scene
for other eyes. And yet other ears and eyes were there
and greedily taking in all that passed, and moreover
they were the ears and eyes of no less a person than Mr.
Daniel Quilp, who, having entered unseen when the
child first placed herself at the old man’s side, refrained
—actuated, no doubt, by motives of the purest delicacy
—from interrupting the conversation, and stood looking
on with his accustomed grin.

The child uttered a suppressed shrick on beholding
this agreeable figure; in their first surprise both she
and the old man, not knowing what to say, and half
doubting its reality, looked shrinkingly at it. At length
the old man pronounced his name, and inquired how
he came there.

‘ Through the door,’ said Quilp pointing over his
shoulder with his thumb. ‘I'm not quite small enough
to get through key-holes. Iwish I was. I want to have
some talk with you, particularly, and in private—with
nobody present, neighbour. Good-bye, little Nelly.

Nell looked at the old man, who nodded to her to retire
and kissed her cheek. ’

* Ah!”’ said the dwarf, smacking his lips, © what a nice
11{:'83 :,hat was—just upon the rosy part. What a capital

s |’
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Nell was none the slower in going away, for this remark.
When she had closed the door, Quilp fell to complimenting
the old man upon her charms,

The dwarf watched his companion as he paced rest-
lessly up and down the room, and presently returned

Q\lilp.

to his seat. Here he remained, with his head bowed
upon his breast for some time, and then suddenly
raising it, said,

‘ Once, and once for all, have you brought me any
money 2’

“No !’ returned Quilp.

C.S. o}
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¢ Then,” said the old man, clenching his hands desper-
ately, and looking upward, ¢ the child and I are lost !’

¢ Neighbour,’ said Quilp, glancing sternly at him, and
beating his hand twice or thrice upon the table to attract
his wandering attention, ‘let me be plain with you, and
play a fairer game than when you held all the cards, and
1 saw but the backs and nothing more.
secret from me now.’

The old man looked up, trembling.

“You are surprised,” said Quilp. ¢Well, perhaps
that's natural. You have no secret from me now, I say ;
no, not one. For now I know that all those sums of
money, that all those loans, advances, and supplies that
you have had from me, have found their way to—shall
1 say the word %’

¢ Ay !’ replied the old man, * say it, if you will.’

‘* To the gaming-table,” rejoined Quilp, ¢ your nightly
haunt. This was the precious scheme to make your
fortune, was it; this was the secret certain source of
wealth in which I was to have sunk my money (if I had
been the fool you took me for); this was your in-
exhaustible mine of gold, your El Dorado, eh 2°

‘Yes,” cried the old man, turning upon  him
with gleaming eyes, ‘it was. It is. It will be ti]
I die’

‘ That I should have been blinded,’ said Quilp looking
contemptuously at him, ‘ by a mere shallow gambler!®

‘I am no gambler,” cried the old man fiercely. <1
call Heaven to witness that I never played for gain of
mix?e, or love of play; that at every piece I staked I
whispered to myself that orphan’s name and called ’on
Heaven to bless the venture, which it never did. Who

You have no
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would not have hoped in such a cause—tell me that:
now who would not have hoped as T did ?°*

* When did you first begin this mad career 2’ asked
Quilp, his taunting inclination subdued for a moment
by the old man’s grief and wildness.

* When did I first begin ?’ he rejoined, passing his
hand across his brow. * When was it, that I first began ?
When should it be, but when I began to think how little
I had saved, how long a time it took to save at all, how
short a time I might have at my age to live; then it
was that I began to think about it.’

¢ After you first came to me to get your precious
grandson packed off to sea ?’° said Quilp.

¢ Shortly after that,” replied the old man. * I thought
of it a long time, and had it in my sleep for months.
Then I began. I found no pleasure in it, I expected
none.’

‘ You lost what money you had laid by, first, and then
came to me. While I thought you were making your
fortune (as you said you were) you were making yourself
a beggar, eh ? Dear me! And so it comes to pass that
I hold every security you could scrape together, and a
bill of sale upon the—upon the stock and property,’
said Quilp standing up and looking about him, as if to
assure himself that none of it had been taken away.
‘ But did you never win ?’ .

‘Never !’ groaned the old man. ‘ Never won back
my loss !’

¢ I thought,’ sneered the dwarf, ‘ that if a man played
long enough he was sure to win at last, or at the worst
not to come off a loser.’

“And so he is,’” cried the old man, suddenly rousing
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himself from his state of despondency, ‘ so he is; I have
felt that from the first, I have always known it, I've scen
it, T never felt it half so strongly as I feel it now. T
have no resource but you, give me some help, let me
try this one last hope.’

The dwarf shrugged his shoulders and shook his head.

¢ See, Quilp, good tender-hearted Quilp,” said the old
man, drawing some scraps of paper from his pocket with
a trembling hand, and clasping the dwarf’s arm, ‘ only
see here. Look at these figures. I must win. I only
want a little help once more, a few pounds, but two
score pounds, dear Quilp.’

¢ The last advance was seventy,” said the dwarf ; ‘ and
it went in one night.’

T know it did,” answered the old man, ° but that was
the very worst fortune of all, and the time had not come
then. Quilp, consider, consider,” the old man cried,
trembling so much the while that the papers in his hand
fluttered as if they were shaken by the wind, * that
orphan child. Help me for her sake I implore you—
not for mine, for hers !’

¢ I'm sorry I've got an appointment in the City,” said
Quilp, looking at his watch with perfect self-possession,
‘ or I should have been very glad to have spent half an
hour with you while you composed yourself—very glad.’

¢ Nay, Quilp, good Quilp,’ gasped the old man, catching
at his skirts—* Oh spare me the money for this one last
hope !’

‘T couldn’t do it really,’ said Quilp with unusual
politeness,  though T tell you what; I was so deceived
by that, your miserly way, the Teputation

you had a
those who knew you of being rich, that I'd none

have advanced
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you even now what you want, on your simple note of
hand, though I had been led to suspect something wrong,
if I hadn’t unexpectedly become acquainted with your
secret way of life.’

* Who is it,” retorted the old man desperately. ‘ Come.
Let me know the name—the person.’

‘¢ Now, who do you think 2’

It was Kit, it must have been the boy; he played
the spy and you tampered with him ? ’ said the old man.

‘ How came you to think of him ?’ said the dwarf in
a tone of great commiseration. ‘ Yes, it was Kit. Poor
Kit !’

So saying, he nodded in 2 friendly manner, and took
his leave, stopping when he had passed the outer door a
little distance, and grinning with extraordinary delight.

‘Poor Kit!’ muttered Quilp. ‘I think it was Kit
who said I was an uglier dwarf than could be seen any-
where for a penny, wasn’t it ? Ha haha! Poor Kit!*

And with that he went on his way, still chuckling as
he went.

CHAPTER V

DanEeL QuiLp neither entered nor left the old man’s
house, unobserved. In the shadow of an archway
nearly opposite, leading to one of the many passages
which diverged from the main street, there lingered onc
who having taken up his position when the twilight
first came on, still maintained it with undiminished
patience, and leaning against the wall with the manner
of one who had a long time to wait, and being well used
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to it was quite resigned, scarcely changed his attitude
for the hour together.

The church steeples proclaimed cleven at night, then
the quarter past, and then the conviction scemed to
obtrude itself upon his mind that it was of no use tarrying
there any longer.

At length he gave the matter up as hopeless for that
night, and suddenly breaking into a run as though to
force himself away, scampered off at his utmost speed,
nor once ventured to look behind him lest he should be
tempted back again.

Without relaxing his pace or stopping to take breath,
this mysterious individual dashed on through a great
many alleys and narrew ways until he at length arrived
in a square paved court, when he subsided into a walk,
and making for a small house from the window of which
a light was shining, lifted the latch of the door and passed
in.

‘Bless us!’ cried a woman turning sharply round,
¢who’s that 2 Oh! It’s you, Kit !’

* Yes, mother, it's me.’

* Why, how tired you look, my dear !’

* Old master an’t gone out to-night,’ said Kit; ‘and
so she hasn't been at the window at all’ With which

words, he sat down by the fire and looked very mournful
and discontented.

Late as the Dutch clock showed it to be, the poor
woman was still hard at work at an ironing-table ; g
young child lay sleeping in a cradle near the fire : ;md
another, a sturdy boy of two or three years old, ver} wide
a\.vake, with a very tight night-cap on his head and
night-gown very much too small for him on hi; bod;r1
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was sitting bolt upright in a clothes-basket, staring over
the rim with his great round eyes, and looking as if he
had tho oughly made up his mind never to go to sleep
any more ; which, as he had already declined to take
his natural rest and had been brought out of bed in
consequence, opened a cheerful prospect for his relations
and friends. It was rather a queer-looking family ;
Kit, his mother, and the childien, being all strongly
alike.

* Ah mother !’ said Kit, taking out his clasp-knife
and falling upon a great piece of bread and meat which
she had had ready for him, hours before, * what a one

you are! There an’t many such as you, I know.’

¢TI hope there are many a great deal better, Kit,” said
Mirs. Nubbles; ‘and that there are, or ought to be,
accordin’ to what the parson at chapel says.’

* Much /e knows about it,” returned Kit contemptu-
ously. ¢ Wait 1ill he’s a widder and works like you do,
and gets as little, and does as much, and keeps his spirits
up the same, and then I'll ask him what’s o’clock and
trust him for being right to half a second.’

‘Did you tell me just now that your master hadn’t
gone out to-night ? * inquired Mrs. Nubbles.

¢ Yes,” said Kit, ¢ worse luck.’

* You should say better luck, I think,’ returned his
mother, ¢ because Miss Nelly won’t have been left alone.’

¢ Ah!’ said Kit, ‘I forgot that. I said worse luck,
because I've been watching ever since eight o’clock, and
seen nothing of her.’

‘ It’s a cruel thing to keep the dear child shut up there.
I don’t wonder that the old gentleman wants to keep it
from you.
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* He don’t think it's cruel, bless you,” said Kit, * and
don’t mean it to be so, or he wouldn’t do it—1I do consider,
mother, that he wouldn’t do it for all the gold and silver
in the world. No, no, that he wouldn’t. I know him
better than that.’

‘ Then what does he do it for, and why does he keep
it so close from you %’ said Mrs. Nubbles.

‘ That I don’t know,’ returned her son. “Hark! what’s
that 2’

“ It’s only somebody outside.’

¢ It’s somebody crossing over here '—said Kit, standing
up to listen, ‘ and coming very fast too. He can’t have
gone out after I left, and the house caught fire, mother !’

The footsteps drew nearer, the door was opened with
a hasty hand, and the child herself, pale and breathless,
and hastily wrapped in a few disordered garments,
hurried into the room.

‘Miss Nelly! What is the matter !’ cried mother
and son together.

‘T must not stay a moment,” she returned, ¢ grand-
father has been taken very ill, I found him in a fit upon
the floor——’

“I'll run for a doctor "—said Kit, seizing his brimless
hat. * T'll be there directly, T’1l——

‘ No, no,’ cried Nell, ‘ there is one there, you're not
wanted, you—you—must never come near us any more ! ’

* What !’ roared Kit.

‘ Never again,” said the child. ‘ Don’t ask me why
for I don’t know.’ '
Kit looked at her with his eyes stretched wide, and

opened and shut his mouth a great many times, but
couldn’t get out one word.
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* He complains and raves of you,” said the child, ‘I
don’t know what you have done, but I hope it’s nothing
very bad.’

¢ I done !’ roared Kit.

‘He cries that you're the cause of all his misery,’
returned the child with tearful eyes ; * he screamed and
called for you, they say you must not come near him or
he will die. You must not return to us any more. I
came to tell you. Oh, Kit, what kave you done ?  You
in whom I trusted so much, and who were almost the
only friend I had !’

The unfortunate Kit looked at his young mistress
harder and harder, and with eyes growing wider and
wider, but was perfectly motionless and silent.

‘I have brought his money for the week,” said the
child, looking to the woman and laying it on the table—
¢ and—and—a little more, for he was always good and
kind to me. Good night !’

At length the crisis of the old man’s disorder was past,
and he began to mend. By very slow and feeble degrees
his consciousness came back, but the mind was weakened
and its functions were impaired. He was patient, and
quict ; often sat brooding, but not despondently, for a
long space ; was casilylamused, even by a sunbeam on
the wall or ceiling ; made no complaint that the days
were long or the nights tedious; and appeared indeed
to have lost all count of time and every sense of care or
weariness.

He was sitting in his easy chair one day, and Nell
upon a stool beside him, when a man outside the door
inquired if he might enter. ° Yes,’ he said without
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emotion, ‘it was Quilp, he knew. Quilp was master
there. Of course he might come in.” And so he did.

‘T'm glad to sce you well again at last, neighbour,’
said the dwarf, sitting down opposite to him.
quite strong now %’

* Yes,’ said the old man feebly, ‘ yes.

‘1 don’t want to hurry you, you know, neighbour,’
said the dwarf, raising his voice, for the old man’s senses
were ‘duller than they had been ; ‘ but, as soon as you
can arrange your future proceedings, the better.’

¢T will, certainly,” replied the old man. ‘ We shall
not stop here.’

*So I supposed,” said the dwarf. ‘I have sold the
things. They have not yielded quite as much as they
might have done, but pretty well—pretty well.
Tuesday. When shall they be removed ?
hurry—shall we say this afternoon 2’

* Say Friday morning,’ returned the old man.

‘ Very good,’ said the dwarf. ‘8o be it,—with the
understanding that I can’t go beyond that day, neigh-
bour, on any account.’

‘ Good,.’ returned the old man. T shall remember it

Mr Quilp se.emed Tather puzzled by the strange, even
spiritless way in which all this was said ; but as the old
man nodded his h'eu.d and repeated ¢ on Friday morning,
I shall x.'cmembcr it,” he had no excuse for dwelling upon
the subject any further, and so took a friendly leave with
many expressions of good-will.

Thursday arrived, and there was no alteration in the
old man. But a change came upon him tha
he and the child sat silently together.

The child thought more than once that he w

* You're

To-day's
There’s no

t evening, as

as moved,
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and had forborne to speak. But now he shed tears,
and besought her to forgive him.

* Forgive you—what 2’ said Nell, interposing to
prevent his purpose. * Oh grandfather, what should 1
forgive 2’

* All that is past, all that has come upon thee, Nell,
all that was done in that uncasy dream,’ returned the
old man.

* Do not talk so,” said the child. *Pray do not. Let
us speak of something else.”

‘Yes, yes, we will,” he rejoined. ° And it shall be of
what we talked of long ago—many months—months
i8 it, or weeks, or days ? which is it, Nell 2’

‘I do not understand you,’ said the child.

‘It has come back upon me to-day, it has all come
back since we have been sitting here. T bless thee for
it, Nell !’

* For what, dear grandfather 2’

¢ For what you said when we were first made beggars,
Nell. Let us speak softly. We will not stop here
another day. We will go far away from here.’

‘Yes, let us go,” said the child earnestly. ° Let us
begone from this place, and never turn back or think of
it again.’

‘ We will,” answered the old man, ¢ we will travel afoot
through fields and woods, and by the side of river:s, and
trust ourselves to God in the places where He dwells.
Thou and I together, Nell, may be cheerful and happy
yet, and learn to forget this time, as if it had never
been.’

* We will be happy,’ cried the child. * We never can
be here.’
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¢ No, we never can again—never again—that’s truly
said,’ rejoined the old man. *Let us steal away to-
morrow morning—early and softly, that we may not be
scen or heard—and leave no trace or track for them to
follow by.’

The child’s heart beat high with hope and confidence.
She had no thought of hunger or cold, or thirst, or
suffering. Sun, and stream, and meadow, and summer
days, shone brightly in her view, and there was
no dark tint in dll the sparkling picture.

The old man had slept for some hours soundly in his
bed, and she was yet busily engaged in preparing for
their flight. There were a few articles of clothing for
herself to carry, and a few for him ; old garments, such
as became their fallen fortunes, laid out to wear; and a
staff to support his feeble steps, put ready for his use.
But this was not all her task, for now she must visit the
old rooms for the last time.

At length the day began to glimmer, and the stars to
grow pale and dim. As soon as she was sure of this, she
arose, and dressed herself for the journey.

The old man was yet asleep, and as she was unwilling
to disturb him, she left him to slumber on until the sun
rose. He was anxious that they should leave the house
without a minute’s loss of time, and was soon ready.

The’ child then took him by the hand, and they trod
lightly and cautiously down the stairs, trembling when-
ever a board creaked, and often stopping to listen.
The old man had forgotten a kind of wallet which con-
tained the light burden he had to carry, and the going

back a few steps to fetch it seemed an interminable
delay.
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At last they reached the passage on the ground floor,
where the snoring of Mr. Quilp sounded more terrible in
their ears than the roars of lions. They got the door
open, and passing into the street, stood still.

* Which way ?’ said the child.

The old man looked, irresolutely and helplessly, first
at her, then to the right and left, then at her again, and
shook his head. It was plain that she was thenceforth
his guide and leader.  The child felt it, but had no doubts
or misgiving, and putting her hand in his, led him gently
away.

Forth from the city, while it yet slumbered, went the
two poor adventurers, wandering they knew not whither.

* * * *

In his secret heart, Daniel Quilp was both surprised
and troubled by the flight which had been made. Tt had
nagt escaped his keen eye that some indispensable articles
of clothing were gone with the fugitives, and knowing
the old man’s weak state of mind, he marvelled what
that course of proceeding might be in which he had so
readily procured the concurrence of the child. His
uneasiness arose from a misgiving that the old man had
some secret store of money which he had not suspected,
and the bare idea of its escaping his clutches over-
whelmed him with mortification and self-reproach.

By this time certain vans had arrived for the con-
veyance of the goods, and divers strong men in carpet
caps were balancing chests of drawers and other trifles
of that nature upon their heads, and performing muscular
feats which heightened their complexions considerably.
Not to be behind-hand in the bustle, Mr. Quilp went
to work with surprising vigour ; hustling and driving
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the people about, like an evil spirit. In a few hours
the house was emptied of everything, but pieces of
matting, empty porter-pots, and scattered fragments
of straw.

Seated, like an African chief, on one of these pieces of
matting, the dwarf was regaling himself in the parlour
with bread and cheese and beer, when he observed, with-
out appearing to do so, that a boy was prying in at the
outer door. Assured that it was Kit, though he saw
little more than his nose, Mr. Quilp hailed him by his
name ; whereupon Kit came in and demanded what he
wanted.

‘ Come here, you sir,” said the dwarf. ‘ Well, so your
old master and young mistress have gone 2’

¢ Where ? ’ rejoined Kit, looking round.

‘Do you mean to say you don’t know where 2’
answered Quilp sharply. ‘ Where have they gone, ch 2’

‘I don’t know,’ said Kit.

‘ Come,” retorted Quilp, * let’s have no more of this!
Do you mean to say that you don’t know they went
away by stealth, as soon as it was light this morning 2

' No,’ said the boy, in evident surprise.

* You don’t know that 2 * cried Quilp. * Don’t T know
that you were hanging about the house the other night
like a thief, eh ? Weren’t you told then 2’ ,

Kit might have returned some answer which would
not have been agrecable to his irascible questioner, if
the boy from the wharf, who had been skulking about,
the room in search of anything that might have been
left about by accident, had not happened to cry,
abird! What’s to be done with this 2’

* Wring its neck,” rejoined Quilp.

‘ Here’s
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‘* Oh no, don’t do that,” said Kit, stepping forward.
¢ Qive it to me.’ ‘

¢ Oh' yes, I dare say,” cried the other boy. ‘ Come!
You let the cage alone, and let me wring its neck, will
you? He said I was to do it. You let the cage alone,
will you 2’

* Give it here, give it to me, you dogs,’ roared Quilp.
* Fight for it, you dogs, or I'll wring its neck myself !’

Without further persuasion, the two boys fell upon
each other tooth and nail, while Quilp, holding up the
cage in one hand, urged them on by his taunts and cries.
They were a pretty equal match, and rolled about
together, exchanging blows which were by no means
child’s play, until at length Kit, planting a2 well-directed
hit in his adversary’s chest, disengaged himself, sprang
nimbly up, and snatching the cage from Quilp’s hands
made off with his prize.

He did not stop once until he reached home, where his
bleeding face occasioned great consternation, and caused
the elder child to howl dreadfully.

‘ Goodness gracious, Kit, what is the matter, what
have you been doing ? * cried Mrs. Nubbles.

¢ Never you mind, mother,’” answered her son, wiping
his face on the jack-towel behind the door. ‘I'm not
hurt, don’t you be afraid for me. I've been a-fighting
for a bird and won him, that’s all. Hold your noise, little
Jacob. I never see such a naughty boy in all my days !

¢ You have been fighting for a bird !’ exclaimed his
mother. .

“Ah! TFightin’ for a bird ! ’ replied Kit, * and here he
is—Miss Nelly's bird, mother, that they was a-going to
wring the neck of !’
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Kit exhibited the bird to both children, as a great
and precious rarity—it was only a poor linnet—and
looking about the wall for an old nail, made a scafolding
of a chair and table.

¢ Let me see,” said the boy, ‘ I think I'll hang him in
the winder, because it’s more light and cheerful, and he
can see the sky there, if he looks up very much. He's
such a one to sing, I can tell you!’

So, the scaffolding was made again, and Kit, climbing
up with the poker for a hammer, knocked in the nail
and hung up the cage, to the immeasurable delight of
the whole family.

¢ And now, mother,” said the boy, ‘ before I rest any
more, I'll go out and see if I can find a horse to hold, and
then I can buy some birdseed, and a bit of something
nice for you, into the bargain.’

Kit walked about, now with quick step and now with
slow ; now lingering as some rider slackened his horse’s
pace and looked about him; and now darting at full
speed up a bye-street as he caught a glimpse of some
distant horseman going lazily up the shady side of the
road, and promising to_stop at every door. But on they
all went, one after another, and there was not a penny
stirring.

He was quite tired out with pacing the streets, to say
nothing of repeated disappointments, and was sitting
down upon a step to rest, when there approached towards
him a little clattering jingling four-wheeled chaise,
drawn by a little obstinate-looking rough-coated pony,
" and driven by a little fat placid-faced old gentleman.
Beside the little old gentleman sat a little old lady
plump and placid like himself, and the pony was cominé
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along at his own pace and doing exactly as he pleased
with the whole concern.

As they passed where he sat, Kit looked so wistfully
at the turn-out that the old gentleman looked at him,
and Kit rising and putting his hand to his hat, the old
gentleman intimated to the pony that he wished to stop,
to which proposal the pony (who seldom objected to
that part of his duty) graciously acceded.

‘1 beg your pardon, sir,” said Kit. *I'm sorry you
stopped, sir. I only.meant did you want your horse
minded.’

‘T'm going to get down in the next street,” returned
the old gentleman. ‘If you like to come on after us, you
may have the job.

Kit thanked him, and joyfully obeyed. The pony ran
off at a sharp angle to inspect a lamp-post on the opposite
side of the way, and then went off at a tangent to another
lamp-post on the other side. Having satisfied himself
that they were of the same pattern and materials, he
came to a stop, apparently absorbed in meditation.

¢ Will you go on, sir ? * said the old gentleman, gravely,
‘or are we to wait here for you till it’s too late for our
appointment ?’

The pony remained immoveable.

¢ Oh you naughty Whisker,” said the old lady. °* Fie
upon you! I’m ashamed of such conduct.’

The pony appeared to be touched by this appeal to his
feelings, for he trotted on directly, though in a sulky
manuner, and stopped no more until he came to a door
whereon was a brass plate with the words ¢ Witherden—
Notary.” Here the old gentleman got out and helped

out the old lady, and then took from under the seat a
C.S. D
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noesgay resembling in shape and dimensions a full-sized
warming-pan with the handle cut short off. This, the
old lady carried into the house with a staid and stately
air, and the old gentleman (who had a club-foot) followed
close upon her.

They went, as it was easy to tell from the sound of
their voices, into the front parlour, which seemed to be a
kind of office. The day being very warm and the street
a quiet one, the windows were wide open, and it was ecasy
to hear through the Venetian blinds all that passed inside.

At first there was a great shaking of hands and shuffling
of fect, succeeded by the presentation of the nosegay, for
a voice, supposed by the listener to be that of Mr. Wither-
den the Notary, was heard to exclaim a great many
times, ‘oh, delicious!’ * oh, fragrant, indeed !’ and a
nose, also supposed to be the property of that gentleman,
was heard to inhale the scent with a snuffle of exceeding
pleasure.

‘1 brought it in honour of the occasion, sir,” said the
old lady.

*Ah! an occasion indeed, ma’am ; an occasion which
does honour to me, ma’am, honour to me,’ rejoined Mr.
Witherden the Notary. *T have had many a gentleman
atticled to me, ma’am, many a one, but there was never
one among the number, ma’am, attached as I have been

to many of them, of whom I augured such bright things
as I do of your only son.’

‘ Oh dear !’ said the old lady. ‘ How happy you do
make us when you tell us that, to be sure !’

¢ I‘h‘a.ve no doubt of it,’ returned the Notary ina sym-
pa.'thlsmg voice. *It’s the contemplation of this sort of
thing, that makes me deplore my fate in being a bachelor.
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There was a young lady once, sir, the daughter of an out-
fitting warehouse of the first respectability—but that’s
a weakness. Chuckster, bring in Mr. Abel’s articles.’

‘ You see, Mr. Witherden,” said the old lady, * that
Abel has not been brought up like the run of young men.
He has always had a pleasure in our society, and always
been with us. Abel has never been absent from us, for
a day ; has he, my dear 2"’

There was a short silence, and then the shaking of
hands and shuffling of feet were renewed, and shortly
afterwards there was a clinking of wine-glasses and a
great talkativeness on the part of everybody. In about
a quarter of an hour Mr. Chuckster appeared at the door,
and condescending to address Kit by the jocose appella-
tion of * Young Snob,” informed him that the visitors
were coming out.

Out they came forthwith ; Mr. Witherden, who was
short, chubby, fresh-coloured, brisk, and pompous,
leading the old lady with extreme politeness, and the
father and son following them, arm in arm. Mr. Abel,
who had a quaint old-fashioned air about him, looked
nearly of the same age as his father, and bore a wonderful
resemblance to him in face and figure, though wanting
something of his full, round cheerfulness, and substituting
in its place, a timid reserve. In all other respects, in the
neatness of the dress, and even in the club-foot, he and
the old gentleman were precisely alike.

There was then a great to-do to make the pony hold
up his head that the bearing-rein might be fastened ;
at last even this was cffected ; and the old gentleman,
taking his seat and the reins, put his hand in his pocket
to find a sixpence for Kit.
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He had no sixpences, neither had the old lady, nor Mr.
Abel, nor the Notary, nor Mr. Chuckster. The old gentle-
man thought a shilling too much, but there was no shop
in the street to get change at, so he gave it to the boy.

‘ There,” he said jokingly, ‘I'm coming here again
next Monday at the same time, and mind you’re here, my
lad, to work it out.’

¢ Thank you, sir,’ said Kit. ‘Il be sure to be here.’

CHAPTER VI

THE town was glad with morning light ; places that had
shown ugly and distrustful all night long, now wore a
smile ; and sparkling sunbeams dancing on chamber
windows, and twinkling through blind and curtain before
sleepers’ eyes, shed light even into dreams, and chased
away the shadows of the night. .

The two pilgrims, often pressing each other’s hands,
or exchanging a smile or cheerful look, pursued their way
in silence. Bright and happy as it yvas, there was some-
thing solemn in the long deserted streets, from which
like bodies without souls all habitual character and
expression had departed, leaving but one dead uniform
repose, that made them all alike.

At length these streets, becoming more straggling vet,
dwindled and dwindled away, until there were only swall
garden patches bordering the road, with many a summer-
house innocent of paint and built of old timber or some
fragments of a boat, green as the tough cabbage-stalks
that grew about it, and grottoed at the scams wit}, toad-
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stools and tight-sticking snails. To these succceded
pert cottages, two and two with plots of ground in front,
laid out in angular beds with stiff box borders and narrow
paths between, where footstep never strayed to make
the gravel rough. Then came a turnpike ; then fields
again with trees and haystacks; then a hill; and on
the top of that the traveller might stop, and—looking
back at old Saint Paul’s looming through the smoke, its
cross peeping above the cloud (if the day were clear), and
glittering in the sun—might feel at last that he was clear
of London.

Near such a spot as this, and in a pleasant field, the
old man and his little guide (if guide she were, who knew
not whither they were bound) sat-down to rest. She had
had the precaution to furnish her basket with some
slices of bread and meat, and here they made their
frugal breakfast.

¢ Are you tired ?’ said the child, ‘are you sure you
don’t feel ill from this long walk 2’

‘I shall never feel ill again, now that we are once
away,” was his reply. ‘Let us be stirring, Nell. We
must be further away—a long, long way further. We
are too near to stop, and be at rest. Come !’

The road was pleasant, lying between beautiful pastures
and fields of corn, above which, poised high in the clear
blue sky, the lark trilled out her happy song. The air
came laden with the fragrance it caught upon its way,
and the bees, upborne upon its scented breath, hummed
forth their drowsy satisfaction as they floated by.

They walked all day, and slept that night at a small
cottage where beds were let to travellers. Next morning
they were afoot again, and though jaded at first, and very
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tired, recovered before long and proceeded briskly
forward.

They often stopped to rest, but only for a short space
at a,time, and still kept on, having had but slight refresh-
ment since the morning. It was nearly five o'clock in
the afternoon, when, drawing near another cluster of
labourers’ huts, the child looked wistfully in each, doubt-
ful at which to ask for permission to rest awhile, and buy
a draught of milk.

At length she stopped at one where the family were
seated round the table—chiefly because there was an
old man sitting in a cushioned chair beside the hearth,
and she thought he was a grandfather and would feel for
hers.

There were besides, the cottager and his wife, and three
young sturdy children, brown as berries. The request
was no sooner preferred, than granted. The eldest boy
ran out to fetch some milk, the second dragged two stools
towards the door, and the youngest crept to his mother’s
gown, and looked at the strangers from beneath his sun-
burnt hand.

“ God save you, master,’ said the old cottager in a thin
piping voice ; ‘are you travelling far 2’

‘Yes, sir, a long way '—replied the child; for her
grandfather appealed to her.

‘ From London ? ’ inquired the old man.

The child said yes.

Ah! He had been in London many a time—used to
go there often once, with waggons. It was nigh two-and-
thirty year since he had been there last, and he did hear

say there were great changes. Like enough! He had
changed, himself, since then.
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The milk arrived, and the child producing her little
basket and selecting its best fragments for her grand-
father, they made a hearty meal.

*How far is it to any town or village ? ’ she asked of
the husband.

* A matter of good five mile, my dear,” was the reply,
‘ but you're not going on to-night 2’

* Yes yes, Nell,” said the old man hastily, urging her
too by signs. ‘ Further on, further on, darling, further
away if we walk till midnight.’

* There’s a good barn hard by, master,” said the man.
¢Excuse me, but you do scem a little tired, and unless
you're very anxious to get on——

‘Yes yes, we are,’ returned the old man fretfully.
¢ Further away, dear Nell, pray further away.’

* We must go on, indeed,” said the child, yielding to
his restless wish. ‘ We thank you very much, but we
cannot stop so soon. I'm quite ready, grandfather.’

They trudged forward, more slowly and painfully than
they had done yet, for another mile or thereabouts, when
they heard the sound of wheels behind them, and looking
round observed an empty cart approaching pretty
briskly. The driver on coming up to them stopped his
horse and looked earnestly at Nell.

‘ Didn’t you stop to rest at a cottage yonder ? 2 he said.

¢ Yes, sir,” replied the child.

¢Ah! They asked me to look out for you,’ ‘said the
man. ‘D’m going your way. Give me your hand—jump
up, master.’

This was a great relief, for they were very much fatigued
and could scarcely crawl along. To them the jolting
cart was a luxurious carriage, and the ride the most
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delicious in the world. Nell had scarcely settled herself
on a little heap of straw in one corner, when she fell
asleep, for the first time that day.

She was awakened by the stopping of the cart, which
was about to turn up a bye-lane. The driver kindly got
down to help her out, and pointing to some trees at a very
short distance before them, said that the town lay there,
and that they had better take the path which they would
see, leading through the churchyard. Accordingly,
towards this spot they directed their weary steps.

The old man and the child quitted the gravel path,
and strayed among the tombs ; for there the ground was
soft, and easy to their tired feet. As they passed behind
the church, they heard voices near at hand, and presently
came on those who had spoken.

They were two men who were seated in casy attitudes
upon the grass, and so busily engaged as to be at first
unconscious of intruders. It was not difficult to divine
that they were of a class of itinerant showmen—exhibitors
of the freaks of Punch—for, perched cross-legged upon
a tombstone behind them, was a figure of that hero him-
self, his nose and chin as hooked and his face as beaming
as usual.

In part scattered upon the ground at the feet of the
two men, and in part jumbled together in a long flat box,
were the other persons of the Drama. Their owners had
cvidently come to that spot to make some needful repairs
in the stage arrangements, for one of them wag engaged
in binding together a small gallows with thread, while
the o}:her was intent upon fixing a new black wig, with
the aid of a small hammer and some tacks.

They raised their eyes when the old man ang his
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young companion were close upon them, and pausing
in their work, returned their looks of curiosity. One of

- them, the actual exhibitor no doubt, was a little merry-
faced man with a twinkling eye and a red nose, who
seemed to have unconsciously imbibed something of his
hero’s character. The other—that was he who took the
money—had rather a careful and cautious look, which
was perhaps inseparable from his occupation also.

The merry man was the first to greet the strangers with
a nod ; and following the old man’s eyes, he observed
that perhaps that was the first time he had ever seen a
Punch off the stage.

‘ Why do you come here to do this ? * said the old man
gitting down beside them, and looking at the figures with
extreme delight.

. Why, you see,’ rejoined the little man, ‘ we’re putting
up for to-night at the public house yonder, and it wouldn’t
do to let ’em see the present company undergoing repair.’

‘No!’ cried the old man, making signs to Nell to
listen, ¢ why not, eh ¢ why not 2’

‘ Because it would destroy all the delusion, and take
away all the interest, wouldn’t it ? ’ replied the little man.
‘ Would you care a ha’penny for the Lord Chancellor if
you know’d him in private and without his wig—certainly
not.’ ,

“ Good !’ said the old man, venturing to touch one of
the puppets, and drawing away his hand with a shrill
laugh. ¢ Are you going to show ’em to-night ?are you ?’

‘That is the intention, governor,’ replied the other,
“and unless I'm much mistaken, Tommy Codlin is a
calculating at this minute what we’ve lost through your
coming upon us.’
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Turning over the figures in the box like one who knew
and despised them, Mr. Codlin drew one forth and held it
up for the inspection of his friend :

‘ Look here ; here’s all this Judy’s clothes falling to
pieces again. You haven’t got a ncedle and thread, I
suppose ?’

The little man shook his head, and scratched it rucfully
as he contemplated this severe indisposition of a principal
performer. Seeing that they were at a loss, the child
said timidly :

‘I have a needle, sir, in my basket, and thread too.
Will you let me try to mend it for you ? I think I can do
it neater than you could.’

Even Mr. Codlin had nothing to urge against a proposal
so seasonable. Nelly, kneeling down beside the box, was
soon busily engaged in her task, and accomplishing it to
2 miracle.

While she was thus engaged, the merry little man
looked at her with an interest which did not appear to be
diminished when he glanced at her helpless companion.
When she had finished her work he thanked her,
inquired whither they were travelling.

‘N—no further to-night, I think,’ said the child,
looking towards her grandfather.

‘If you're wanting a place to stop at,” the man re-
marked, ‘I should advise you to take up at the same
house with us. That’s it—the long, low, white house
there. It’s very cheap.’

The public-house was kept by a fat old landlord and
landlady who made no objection to receivin
guests, but praised Nelly’s beaut
prepossessed in her behalf.

and

g their new
¥ and were at opce
There was no other company
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in the kitchen but the two showmen, and the child felt
very thankful that they bad fallen upon such good
quarters.

When they had been refreshed, the whole house
hurried away into an empty stable where the show stood,
and where, by the light of a few flaring candles stuck
round a hoop which hung by a line from the ceiling, it
was to be forthwith exhibited.

Among the laughter none was more loud and frequent
than the old man's. Nell’s was unheard, for she, poor
child, with her head drooping on bis shoulder, had
fallen asleep.

The supper was very good, but she was too tired to
eat, and yet would not leave the old man until she had
kissed him in his bed. He, happily insensible to every
care and anxiety, sat listening with a vacant smile and
admiring face to all that his new friends said ; and it was
not until they retired yawning to their room, that he
followed the child upstairs.

Another bright day shining in through the small case-
ment, and claiming fellowship with the kindred eyes of
the child, awoke her.

It was yet early, and the old man being still asleep,
she walked out into the churchyard, brushing the dew
from the long grass with her feet, and often turning
aside into places where it grew longer than in others,
that she might not tread upon the graves. She felt a
curious kind of pleasure in lingering among these houses
of the dead, and read the inscriptions on the tombs of
the good people (a great number of good people were
buried there), passing on from one to another with

increasing interest.



60 THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP

It was a very quiet place, as such a place should be,
save for the cawing of the rooks who had built their nests
among the branches of some tall old trees, and were
calling to one another, high up in the air.

The old man was by this time up and dressed. Mr.
Codlin, still doomed to contemplate the harsh realities
of existence, was packing among his linen the candle-ends
which had been saved from the previous night’s perform-
ance ; while his companion received the compliments of
all the loungers in the stable-yard, who, unable to separ-
ate him from the master-mind of Punch, set him down
as next in importance to that merry outlaw, and loved
him scarcely less. When he had sufficiently acknow-
ledged his popularity he came in to breakfast, at which
meal they all sat down together.

“And where are you going to-day ?’ said the little
man, addressing himself to Nell.

‘ Indeed I hardly know,—we have not determined yet,
replied the child.

‘ We're going on to the races,’ said the little man. * If
that’s your way and you like to have us for company, let
us travel together. If you prefer going alone, only say
the word and you'll find that we shan’t trouble you.’

‘We'll go with you,” said the old man, ‘ Nell, —with
them, with them.’

The child considered for a moment, and reflecting that
she must shortly beg, and could scarcely hope to do so at
a better place than where crowds of rich ladies and gentle-
men were assembled together for purposes of enjoyment
and festivity, determined to accompany these men so far,
She thercfore thanked the little man for his off

herefore er, and said,
glancing timidly towards his friend, that if there was nn
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objection to their accompanying them as far as the race
town—

‘ Objection !’ said the little man. ‘ Now be gracious
for once, Tommy, and say that you'd rather they went
with us. I know you would. Be gracious, Tommy.’

‘ Trotters,” said Mr. Codlin, who talked very slowly
and eat very greedily, as is not uncommon with philo-
sophers and misanthropes;  you're too free.’

‘ Why, what harm can it do ? * urged the other.

*No harm at all in this particular case, perhaps,’
replied Mr. Codlin ; ‘ but the principle’s a dangerous one,
and you're too free I tell you.’

‘ Well, are they to go with us or not ?°’

‘Yes, they are,” said Mr. Codlin; ‘but you might
have made a favour of it, mightn’t you ?°’

The real name of the little man was Harris, but it had
gradually merged into the less euphonious one of Trotters,
which, with the prefatory adjective, Short, had been
conferred upon him by reason of the small size of
his legs.

Breakfast being at length over, Mr. Codlin called the
bill, divided the sum-total into two fair and equal parts,
assigning one moiety to himself and friend, and the other
to Nelly and her grandfather. These being duly dis-
charged and all things ready for their departure, they
took farewell of the landlord and landlady and resumed
their journey.

Mr. Codlin trudged heavily on, exchanging a word or
two at intervals with Short, and stopping to rest and
growl occasionally. Short led the way ; with the flat
box, the private luggage (which was not extensive) tied
up in a bundle, and a brazen trumpet slung from his
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shoulder-blade. Nell and her grandfather walked next
him on either hand, and Thomas Codlin brought up the
rear.

They made a long day’s journey, and were yet upon
the road when the moon was shining in the sky. Short
beguiled the time with songs and jests, and made the
best of everything that happened. Mr. Codlin, on the
other hand, cursed his fate, and all the hollow things of
earth (but Punch especially), and limped along with the
theatre on his back, a prey to the bitterest, chagrin.

CHAPTER VII

Tue Jolly Sandboys was a small road-side inn of pretty
ancient date, with a sign representing three Sandboys
increasing their jollity with as many jugs of ale and bags
of gold, creaking and swinging on its post on the opposite
side of the road. As the travellers had observed that
day many indications of their drawing nearer and nearer
to the race town, such as gipsy camps, carts laden with
gambling hooths and their appurtenances, itinerant
showmen of various kinds, and beggars and trampers of
every degree, all wending their way in the same direction,
Mr. Codlin was fearful of finding the accommodations
forestalled ; this fear increasing as he diminished the
distance between himself and the hostelry, he quickened
his pace, and notwithstanding the burden he had to
carry, maintained a round trot until he reached the threg-
hold. Here he had the gratification of finding that his
fears were without foundation, for the lundlord was
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leaning against the door-post looking lazily at the rain,
which had by this time begun to descend heavily, and
no tinkling of cracked bell, nor boisterous shout, nor
noisy chorus, gave note of company within.

¢ All alone ?’ said Mr. Codlin, putting down his burden
and wiping his forehead.

¢ All alone as yet,” rejoined the landlord, glancing at
the sky, ¢ but we shall have more company to-night I
expect. Here one of you boys, carry that show into the
barn. Make haste in out of the wet, Tom ; when it
came on to rain I told ’em to make the fire up, and there’s
a glorious blaze in the kitchen, I can tell you.’

Mr. Codlin followed with a willing mind, and soon
found that the landlord had not commended his prepara-
tions without good reason. A mighty fire was blazing
on the hearth and roaring up the wide chimney with
a cheerful sound, which a large iron cauldron, bubbling
and simmering in the heat, lent its pleasant aid to swell.
There was a deep red ruddy blush upon the room, and
when the landlord took off the lid of the iron pot and
there rushed out a savoury smell, Mr. Codlin’s heart was
touched. He drew his sleeve across his lips, and said in
a murmuring voice, ¢ What is it 2’

‘It's a stew of tripe,’ said the landlord smacking his
lips, ‘ and cow-heel,” smacking them again, ‘and bacon,’
smacking them once more, ‘ and steak,” smacking them
for thefourth time, ¢ and peas, cauliflowers, new potatoes,
and sparrow-grass, all working up together in one delicious
gravy.’ .

“ At what time will it be ready ?’ asked Mr. Codlin
faintly.

‘It'll be done to a turn,’ said the landlord looking up
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at the clock, ‘it'll be done to a turn at twenty-two
minutes before eleven.’

¢ Then,’ said Mr. Codlin, ‘ fetch me a pint of warm ale
and don’t let anybody bring into the room even so much
as a biscuit till the time arrives.’ .

Mr. Codlin now bethought him of his companions, and
acquainted mine host of the Sandboys that their arrival
might be shortly looked for. The rain was rattling
against the windows and pouring down in torrents, and
such was Mr. Codlin’s extreme amiability of mind, that
he more than once expressed his earnest hope that they
would not be so foolish as to get wet.

At length they arrived, drenched with the rain and
presenting a most miserable appearance, notwithstanding
that Short had sheltered the child as well as he could
under the skirts of his own coat, and they were nearly
breathless from the haste they had made. Biit their
steps were no sooner heard upon the road than the land-
lord, who had been at the outer door anxiously watching
for their coming, rushed into the kitchen and took the
cover off. The effect was electrical. They all came in
with smiling faces, though the wet was dripping from
their clothes upon the floor, and Short’s first remark
was, - What a delicious smell !’ .

It is not very difficult to forget rain and mud by the
side of a cheerful fire, and in a bright room. They were
furnished with slippers and such dry garments as the
house or their own bundles afforded, and ensconcing
themselves, as Mr. Codlin had already done, in the
warm chimney-corner, soon forgot their late troubles.
Overpowered by the warmth and comfort and the
fatigue they bad undergome, Nelly and the old man
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had not loxig taken their scats here, when they fell
asleep.

¢ Who are they ?’ whispered the landlord.

Short shook his head, and wished he knew himself.

‘Don’t you know ?’ asked the host, turning to Mr.
Codlin.

‘Not I, he replied. ‘ They’re no good, I suppose.’

‘ They’re no harm,’ said Short. ‘ Depend upon that.
I tell you what—it’s plain that the old man an’t in his
right mind—'

¢ If you haven’t got anything newer than that to say,’
growled Mr. Codlin, glancing at the clock, ‘ you'd better
let us fix our minds upon the supper, and not disturb us.’

- Hear me out, won’t you ? ’ retorted his friend. ¢ It’s
very plain to me, besides, that they’re not used to this
way of life. Don’t tell me that that handsome child has
been in the habit of prowling about as she’s done these
last: two or three days. T know better.’

 Well, who does tell you she has 2’ growled Mr. Codlin.

‘I wish somebody would give you your supper,’
returned Short, ‘ for there’ll be no peace till you’ve got
it. Have you seen how anxious the old man is to get on—
always wanting to be furder away—furder away. Have
you scen that ?°’ e

“Ah! what then ? ’ muttered Thomas Codlin.

¢ This, then,” said Short. ‘He has given his friends
the slip. Mind what I say,—he has given his friends the
slip, and persuaded this delicate young creetur all along
of her fondness for him to be his guide and travelling com-
panion—where to, he knows no more than the Man in
the Moon. Now, I'm not a-going to stand that.’

¢ You're not a going to stand that !’ cried Mr. Codlin,
c.s. E
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glancing at the clock again and pulling his hair with both
hands in & kind of frenzy, but whether occasioned by his
companion’s observation or the tardy pace of Time, it
was difficult to determine.  Here’s a world to live in !’

‘1, repeated Short emphatically and slowly, ‘ am not
a-going to stand it. I am not a-going to sec this fair
young child a-falling into bad hands, and getting among
people that she’snomore fit for, than theyare to getamong
angels as their ordinary chums. Therefore when they
dewelope an intention of parting company from us, I
shall take measures for detaining of 'em and restoring "em
to their friends, who I dare say have had their disconsola-
tion pasted up on every wall in London by this time.’

‘ Short,” said Mr. Codlin, who with his head upon his
hands, and his elbows on his knees, had been shaking him-
self impatiently from side to side up to this point and
occasionally stamping on the ground, but who now
looked up with eager eyes; ‘it’s possible that there
may be uncommon good sense in what you’ve said. If
there is, and there should be a reward, Short, remember
that we’re partners in everything !’

His companion had only time to nod a brief assent to
this position, for the child awoke at the instant. They
had drawn close together durifl the previous whispering
and now hastily separated and were rather awkwardly
endeavouring to exchange some casual remarks in their
usual tone, when strange footsteps were heard without,
and fresh company entered.

These were no other than four very dismal dogs, who
came pattering in one after the other, headed by an
old bandy dog of particularly mournful aspect, who
stopping when the last of his followers had got as far a;
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the door, erected himself upon his hind legs and looked
round at his companions, who immediately stood upon
their hind legs, in a grave and melancholy row. Nor was
this the only remarkable circumstance about these dogs,
for each of them wore a kind of little coat of some gaudy
colour trimmed with tarnished spangles, and one of them
had a cap upon his head, tied very carefully under his
chin, which had fallen down upon his nose and completely
obscured one eyc; add to this, that the gaudy coats
were all wet through and discoloured with rain, and that
the wearers were splashed and dirty, and some idea may
be formed of the unusual appearance of these new
visitors to the Jolly Sandboys.

Neither Short nor the landlord nor Thomas Codlin,
however, were the least surprised, merely remarking
that these were Jerry’s dogs and that Jerry could not
be far behind. So there the dogs stood, paticntly
winking and gaping and looking extremely hard at the
boiling pot, until Jerry himself appeared, when they all
dropped down at once and walked about the room in
their natural manner.

Jerry, the manager of these dancing dogs, was a tall
black-whiskered man in a velveteen coat, who secmed
well known to the landlord and his guests and accosted
them with great cordiality. Disencumbering himself of
a barrel organ which he placed upon a chair, and retaining
in his hand a small whip wherewith to awe his company
of comedians, he came up to the fire to dry himself, and
entered into conversation.

“ Your people don’t usually travel in character, do
they 2’ said Short, pointing to the dresses of the dogs.
¢ It must come expensive if they do ?’
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¢ No,’ replied Jerry, ‘no, it's not the custom with us.
But we've been playing a little on the road to-day, and
we come out with a new wardrobe at the races, so I
didn’t think it worth while to stop to undress. Down,
Pedro !’

This was addressed to the dog with the cap on, who,
being a new member of the company and not quite certain
of his duty, kept his unobscured eye anxiously on his
master, and was perpetually starting upon his hind legs”
when there was no occasion, and falling down again.

The landlord now busied himself in laying the cloth,
in which process Mr. Codlin obligingly assisted by setting
forth his own knife and fork in the most convenient
place and establishing himself behind them. When
everything was ready, the landlord took off the cover
for the last time, and then indeed there burst forth such
a goodly promise of supper, that if he had offered to put
it on again or had hinted at postponement, he would
certainly have been sacrificed on his own hearth.

However, he did nothing of the kind, but instead
thercof assisted a stout servant girl in turning the contents
of the cauldron into a large tureen ; a proceeding which
the dogs, proof against various hot splashes which fell
upon their noses, watched with' terrible cagerness. At
length the dish was lifted on the table, and mugs of
ale having been previously set round, little Nell ventured
to say grace, and supper began.

At this juncture the poor dogs were standing on their
hind legs quite surprisingly ; the child, having pity on
them, was about to cast some morsels of f6od to them

before she tasted it herself, hungry though she was, when
their master interposed.
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‘ No, my dear, no, not an atom from anybody’s hand
but mine if you please. That dog,’ said Jerry, pointing
out the old leader of the troop, and speaking in a terrible
voice, ‘lost a halfpenny to-day. He goes without his
supper.’

The unfortunate creature dropped upon his fore-legs
directly, wagged his tail, and looked imploringly at his
master.

‘ You must be more careful, sir,” said Jerry, walking
coolly to the chair where he had placed the organ, and
setting the stop. ‘ Come here. Now, sir, you play away
at that, while we have supper, and leave off if you dare.’

The dog immediately began to grind most mournful
music. His master having shown him the whip resumed
his seat and called up the others, who, at his directions,
formed in a row, standing upright as a file of soldiers.

‘ Now, gentlemen,’ said Jerry, looking at them atten-
tively. ‘ The dog whose name’s called, eats. The dogs
whose names an’t called, keep quiet. Carlo!’

The lucky individual whose name was called, snapped
up the morsel thrown towards him, but none of the others
moved a muscle. In this manner they were fed at the
discretion of their master. Meanwhile the dog in dis-
grace ground hard at the organ, sometimes in quick time,
sometimes in slow, but never leaving off for an instant.
When the knives and forks rattled very much, or any of
his fellows got an unusually large picce of fat, he accom-
panied the music with a short howl, but he immediately
checked it on his master looking round, and applied
himself with increasing diligence to the Old Hundredth. -

After bidding the old man good night, Nell retired to
her poor garret, but had scarcely closed the door, when it
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was gently tapped at. She opened it directly, and was

a little startled by the sight of Mr. Thomas Codlin, whom

she had left, to all appearance, fast asleep down stairs.
 What is the matter ? * said the child.

‘ Nothing’s the matter, my dear,” returned her visitor.
‘I'm your friend. Perhaps you haven’t thought so, but
it’s me that’s your friend—not him.’

* Not who 2’ the child inquired.

¢ Short, my dear. I tell you what,” said Codlin,  for
all his having a kind of way with him that you'd be very
apt to like, I'm the real, open-hearted man. I mayn’t
look it, but T am indeed.’

The child began to be alarmed, considering that the
ale had taken effect upon Mr. Codlin, and that this com-
mendation of himself was the consequence.

‘ Short’s very well, and scems kind,” resumed the
misanthrope, ‘ but he overdoes it. Now I don’t.’

Certainly if there were any fault in Mr. Codlin’s usual
deportment,-it was that he rather underdid his kindness
to those about him, than overdid it. But the child was
puzzled, and could not tell what to say.

‘ Take my advice,” said Codlin ; “don’t ask me why,
but take it.  As long as you travel with us, keep as near
me as you can. Don’t offer to leave us—not on any
ac.count—but always stick to me and say that I'm )folir
friend. Wil you bear that in mind, my dear, and always
say that it was me that was your friend ?°
_ “Say so where,—and when ?’ inquired the child
Innocetluy.,

- Oh, nowhere in particular,’ replied Codlin, a little put
out as it seemed by the question; ‘I'm only anxious
that you should think me so, and do me justice. God
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bless you. Recollect the friend. Codlin’s the friend,
not Short. Short’s very well as far as he goes, but the
real friend is Codlin—not Short.’

Eking out these professions with a number of bene-
volent and protecting looks and great fervour of manner,
Thomas Codlin stole away on tiptoe, leaving the child in
a state of extreme surprise.

Very carly next morning Short entreated that she
svould get up directly, as the proprietor of the dogs was
still snoring, and if they lost no time they might get a
good deal in advance of him.  She started from her bed
without delay, and roused the old man with so much
expedition that they were both ready as soon as Short
himself, to that gentleman’s unspeakable gratification
and relief.

The morning was fine and warm, the ground cool to
the feet after the late rain, the hedges gayer and more
green, the air clear, and everything fresh and healthful.
Surrounded by these influences, they walked on pleasantly
enough.

They had not gone very far, when the child was again
struck by the altered behaviour of Mr. Thomas Codlin,
who instead of plodding on sulkily by himself as he had
theretofore done, kept close to her, and when he had an
opportunity of looking at her unseen by his companion,
warned her by certain wry faces and jerks of the head
not to put any trust in Short, but to reserve all confidences
for Codlin.

All these proceedings naturally made the child more
watchful and suspicious, and she soon observed that
whenever they halted to perform outside a village alchouse
or other place, Mr. Codlin while he went through his share
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of the entertainments kept his eye steadily upon her and
the old man, or with a show of great friendship and con-
sideration invited the latter to lean upon his arm, and so
held him tight till the representation was over and they
again went forward. Even Short seemed to change in
this respect, and to mingle with his good nature something
of a desire to keep them in safe custody. This increased
the child’s misgivings, and made her yet more anxious
and uncasy.

And now they had come to the time when they must
beg their bread. Soon after sunrise in the morning she
stole out from the tent, and rambling into some fields
at a short distance, plucked a few wild roses and such
humble flowers, purposing to make them into little nose-
gays and offer them to the ladies in the carriages when
the company arrived. Her thoughts were not idle while
she was thus employed ; when she returned and was
seated beside the old man in one corner of the tent, tying
her flowers together, while the two men lay dozing in
another corner, she plucked him by the sleeve, and
slightly glancing towards them, said in a low voice—

¢ Grandfather, don’t look at those I talk of, and don’t
seem.as if I spoke of anything but what I am about.
What was that you told me before we left the old house 2
That if they knew what we were going to do, they would
say that you were mad, and part us 2’

The old man turned to her with an aspect of wild
terror ; but she checked him by a look, and bidding him
hold .her flowers while she tied them up, and so bringing
her lips closer to his ear, said—

‘I know that was what you told . me. You needn’t
speak, dear. Grandfather, these men suspect that we
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have secretly left our friends, and mean to carry us
before some gentleman and have us taken care of and
sent back. If you let your hand tremble so, we can
never get away from them, but if you're only quiet now,
we shall do so casily.’

‘How ?’ muttered the old man. ‘Dear Nelly,
how ?

‘You're trembling again,” said the child. XKeep
close to me all day. Never mind them, don’t look at
them, but me. I shall find a time when we can steal
away. When I do, mind you come with me, and do not
stop or speak a word. Hush! That’s all.’

‘ Halloa | what are you up to, my dear ?’ said Mr.
Codlin, raising his head, and yawning. Then observing
that his companion was fast asleep, he added in an
earnest whisper, ‘ Codlin’s the friend, remember—not
Short.’

‘ Making some nosegays,’” the child replied; ‘I am
going to try and sell some, these three days of the races.
Will you have one—as a present I mean ?°’

Mr. Codlin would have risen to receive it, but the child
hurried towards him and placed it in his hand.

As the morning wore on, the tents assumed a gayer and
more brilliant appearance, and long lines of carriages
came rolling softly on the turf. Men who had lounged
about all night in smock-frocks and leather leggings,
came out in silken vests and hats and plumes, as jugglers
or mountebanks. The dancing-dogs, the stilts, the
little lady and the tall man, and all the other attractions,
with organs out of number and bands innumerable,
emerged from the holes and corners in which they had
passed the night, and flourished boldly in the sun.
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Along the uncleared course, Short led his party,
sounding the brazen trumpet and revelling in the voice
of Punch ; and at his heels went Thomas Codlin, hearing
the show as usual, and keeping his eye on Nelly and her
grandfather, as they rather lingered in the rear. The
child bore upon her arm the little basket with her flowers,
and sometimes stopped, with timid and modest looks,
to offer them at some gay carriage; but alas! there
were many bolder beggars there, gipsies who promised
husbands, and other adepts in their trade, and although
some ladies smiled gently as they shook their head, and
others cried to the gentlemen beside them ‘ See what a
pretty face !’ they let the pretty face pass on, and never
thought that it looked tired or hungry.

Many a time they went up and down those long, long
lines, secing everything but the horses and the race;
when the bell rang to clear the course, going back to rest
among the carts and donkeys, and not coming out again
until the heat was over. Many a time, too, was Punch
displayed in the full zenith of his humour, but all this
while the eye of Thomas Codlin was upon them, and to
escape without notice was impracticable.

. At length, late in the day, Mr. Codlin pitched the show
in a convenient spot, and the spectators were soon in the
very triumph of the scene.

If they were ever to get away unseen, that was the
very moment. Short was plying the quarter-staves
vigorously and knocking the characters in the fury of
the combat against the sides of the show, the people
were loolfing on with laughing faces, and Mr. Codlin had
relaxed 1}11:0 a grim smile as his roving eye detected
hands going into waistcoat pockets and groping sccretly
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for sixpences. If they were ever, to get away unseen,
that was the very moment. They seized it and fled.

CHAPTER VIII

It was not until they were quite exhausted and could no
longer maintain the pace at which they had fled from the
race-ground, that the old man and the child ventured to
stop, and sit down to rest upon the borders of a little
wood. Here, though the course was hidden from their
view, they could yet faintly distinguish the noise of
distant shouts, the hum of voices, and the beating of
drums. Climbing the eminence which lay between them
and the spot they had left, the child could even discern
the fluttering flags and white tops of booths; but no
person was approaching towards them, and their resting-
place was solitary and still.

When they rose up from the ground, and took the shady
track which led them through the wood, she bounded on
before, printing her tiny footsteps in the moss, which
rose elastic from so light a pressure and gave it back as
mirrors throw off breath; and thus she lured the old
man on, with many a backward look and merry beck,
now pointing stealthily to some lone bird as it perched
and twittered on a branch that strayed across their path,
now stopping to listen to the songs that broke the happy
silence, or watch the sun as it trembled through the
leaves, and stealing in among the ivied trunks of stout
old trees, opened long paths of light.

At length, the path becoming clearer and less intricate,
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brought them to the end of the wood, and into a pubhe
road. Taking their way along it for a short distance,
they came to a lane, so shaded by the trees on either hand
that they met together overhead, and arched the narrow
way. A broken finger-post announced that this led to
a village three miles off ; and thither they resolved to
bend their steps.

The miles appeared so long that they sometimes thought
they must have missed their road. But at last, to their
great joy, it led downward in a steep descent, with over-
hanging banks over which the footpaths led ; and the
clustered houses of the village peeped out from the woody
hollow below.

It was a very small place. The men and boys were
playing at cricket on the green; and as the other folk
were looking on, they wandered up and down, uncertain
where to seek a humble lodging. There was but one old
man in the little garden before his cottage, and him they
were timid of approaching, for he was the schoolmaster,
and had ‘ School * written up over his window in black
letters on & white board. He was a pale, simple-looking
man, of a spare and meagre habit, and sat among his
flowers and beehives, smoking his pipe, in the little porch
before his door.

‘ Speak to him, dear,’ the old man whispered.

‘I am almost afraid to disturb him,” said the child
timidly. ‘He does not seem to sec us. Perhaps if we
wait a little, he may look this way.’

They waited, but the schoolmaster cast no look towards
them, and still sat, thoughtful and silent, in the little
porch. He had a kind face. In his plain old suit of
black, he looked pale and meagre. They fancied, too,
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a lonely air about him and his house, but perhaps that
was because the other people formed a merry company
upon the green, and he scemed the only solitary man
in all the place.

As nobody else appeared and it would soon be dark,
Nell at length took courage, and when he had resumed his
pipe and seat, ventured to draw near, leading her grand-
father by the hand. The slight noise they made in raising
the latch of the wicket-gate, caught his attention. He
looked at them kindly but seemed disappointed too, and
Slightly shook his head.

Nell dropped a curtsey, and told him they were poor
travellers who sought a shelter for the night which they
would gladly pay for, so far as their means allowed. The
schoolmaster looked earnestly at her as she spoke, laid
aside his pipe, and rose up directly.

*If you could direct us anywhere, sir,’ said the child,
¢ we should take it very kindly.’

‘ You have been walking a long way,’ said the school-
master.

‘ A long way, sir,” the child replied.

‘You're a young traveller, my child,” he said, laying
his hand gently on her head. ‘ Your grandchild, friend ?”’

‘ Ay, sir,’ cried the old man, ‘ and the stay and comfort
of my life.’

¢ Come in,’ said the schoolmaster.

Without further preface he conducted them into his
little schoolroom, which was parlour and kitchen like-
wise, and told them they were welcome to remain under
his roof till morning. Before they had done thanking
him, he spread a coarse white cloth upon the table, with
knives and platters; and bringing out some bread and
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cold meat and a jug of beer, besought them to cat and
drink.

The child looked round the room as she took her secat.
There were a couple of forms, notched and cut and inked
all over ; a small deal desk perched on four legs, at which
no doubt the master sat; a few dog’s-eared books upon
a high shelf ; and beside them a motley collection of peg-
tops, balls, kites, fishing-lines, marbles, half-eaten apples,
and other confiscated property of idle urchins. But
the great ornaments of the walls were certain moral
sentences fairly copied in good round text, and welle
worked sums in simple addition and multiplication,
evidently achieved by the same hand, which were plenti-
tully pasted all round the room.

‘Yes,” said the old schoolmaster, observing that her
attention was caught by these latter specimens. ¢ That's
beautiful writing, my dear.’

¢ Very, sir,’ replied the child modestly,  is it yours 2’

‘Mine !’ he returned, taking out his spectacles and
putting them on, to have a better view of the triumphs
so dear to his heart. ‘I couldn’t write like that, now-
a-days. No. They're all done by one hand ; a little
hand it is, not so old as yours, but a very clever one.
A little hand indeed. Far beyond all his companions,
in his learning and his sports too, how did he ever come
to be so fond of me! That I should love him isno wonder,
but that he should love me—’ and there the schoolmaster
stopped, and took off his spectacles to wi
though they had grown dim.

‘; hope there is nothing the matter, sir,” said Nell
anxiously.

‘ Not much, my dear,’ returned the schoolmaster. 1

pe them, as
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hoped to have seen him on the green to-night. He was
always foremost among them. But he’ll be theré
to-morrow.’

‘Has he been il 2’ asked the child, with a child’s
quick sympathy.

‘ Not very. They said he was wandering in his head
yesterday, dear boy, and so they said the day before.
But that’s a part of that kind of disorder ; it’s not a bad
sign—not at all 2 bad sign.’

The child was silent. He walked to the door, and
. looked wistfully out. The shadows of night were gather-
ing, and all was still. :

‘ If he could lean upon anybody’s arm, he would come
to me, I know,’ he said, returning into the room. ‘He
always came into the garden to say good night. But
perhaps his illness has only just taken a favourable turn,
and it’s too late for him to come out, for it's very damp
and there’s a heavy dew. It’s much better he shouldn’t
come to-night.’

After o sound night’s rest in a chamber in the thatched
roof, the child rose early in the morning and descended
to the room where she had supped last night. As the
schoolmaster had alrecady left his bed and gone out,
she bestirred herself to make it neat and comfortable,
and had just finished its arrangement when the kind
host returned.

He thanked her many times, and said that the old
dame who usually did such offices for him had gone to
nurse the little scholar whom he had told her of. The
child asked how he was, and hoped he was better.

‘No,” rejoined the schoolmaster shaking his head
sorrowfully, ‘ No better. They even say he is worse.’
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“1 am very sorry for that, sir,” said the child.

* The poor schoolmaster appeared to be gratified by her
earnest manner, but yet rendered more uneasy by it,
for he added hastily that anxious people often magnified
an evil and thought it greater than it was; ‘for my
part,” he said, in his quiet, patient way, ‘ I hope it’s not
so. I don’t think he can be worse.’

The child asked his leave to prepare breakfast, and her
grandfather coming down stairs, they all three partook of
it together. While the meal was in progress, their host
remarked that the old man scemed much fatigued, and |
evidently stood in need of rest.

“ If the journey you have hefore you is a long one,’ he
said, ‘ and don’t press you for one day, you're very wel-
come to pass another night here. I should really be
glad if you would, friend.’

He saw that the old man looked at Nell, uncertain
whether to accept or decline his offer ; and added,

‘1 shall be glad to have your young companion with
me for one day. If you can do a charity to a lone man,
and rest yourself at the same time, do so. If you must
proceed upon your journey, I wish you well through it,
and will walk a little way with you before school begins.’

‘' What are we to do, Nell 2’ said the old man irreso-
lutely, ¢ say what we’re to do, dear.’

It required no great persuasion to induce the child to
answer that they had better accept the invitation and
remain. She was happy to show her gratitude to the
kind schoolmaster by busying herself in the performance
of such household duties as his little cottage stood in
need of. When these were done, she took some needle-
work from her basket, and sat herself down upon a stool
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beside the lattice, where the honeysuckle and woodbine
entwined their tender stems, and stealing into the room
filled it with their delicious breath.

As the schoolmaster, after arranging the two forms in
due order, took his scat behind his desk and made other
preparations for school, the child was apprehensive that
she might be in the way, and offered to withdraw to her
little bedroom. But this he would not allow, and as he
seemed pleased to have her there, she remained, busying
herself with her work.

‘ Have you many scholars, sir ? * she asked.

The poor schoolmaster shook his head, and said that
they barely filled the two forms.

‘And are the others clever, sir ?’ asked the child,
glancing at the trophies on the wall.

“Good boys,” returned the schoolmaster, ‘ good boys
enough, my dear, but they’ll never do like that.’

A small white-headed boy with a sunburnt face appeared
at the door while he was speaking, and stopping there to
make a rustic bow, came in and took his seat upon one
of the forms. Soon afterwards another white-headed
little boy came straggling in, and after him a red-headed
lad, and after him two more with white heads, and then
one with a flaxen poll, and so on until the forms were
occupied by a dozen boys or thereabouts, with heads of
every colour but grey, and ranging in their ages from
four years old to fourteen years or more; for the legs
of the youngest were a long way from the floor when he
sat upon the form, and the eldest was a heavy good-
tempered foolish fellow, about half a head taller than
the schoolmaster.

At the top of the first form—the post of honour in the
cs. F
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school—was the vacant place of the little sick scholar,
and at the head of the rows of pegs on which those who
came in hats or caps were wont to hang them up, one
was left empty.

Then began the hum of conning over lessons and getting
them by heart, the whispered jest and stealthy game,
and all the noise and drawl of school ; and in the midst
of the din sat the poor schoolmaster, vainly attempting
to fix his mind upon the duties of the day, and to forget
his little friend.

‘I think, boys,” said the schoolmaster when the clock
struck twelve, ‘ that I shall give an extra half-holiday
this afternoon.’

At this intelligence, the boys, led on and headed by
the tall boy, raised a great shout, in the midst of which
the master was seen to speak, but could not be heard. As
he held up his hand, however, in token of his wish that
they should be silent, they were considerate enough to
leave off. N

‘ You must promise me first,’ said the schoolmaster,
‘that yow’ll not be noisy, or at least, if you are, that
you'll go away and be so—away out of the village I
mean. I'm sure you wouldn’t disturb your old play-
mate and companion.’

There was a gencral murmur (and perhaps a very
sincere one, for they were but boys) in the negative ; and
the tall boy, perhaps as sincerely as any of them, called
those about him to witness that he had only shouted in
a whisper.

‘Then pray don’t forget, there’s my dear scholars,’
§aid the schoolmaster, ‘ what I have asked you, and do
1t as a favour to me. Be gs happy as you can, and don’t
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be unmindful that you are blessed with health. Good-
bye all !’

~ Towards night an old woman came tottering up the
garden as speedily as she could, and meeting the school-
master at the door, said he was to go to Dame West’s
directly, and had best run on before her. He and the
child were on the point of going out together for a walk,
and without relinquishing her hand, the schoolmaster
hurried away, leaving the messenger to follow as she
might,

They stopped at a cottage-door, and the schoolmaster
knocked softly at it with his harid. It was opened with-
out loss of time. They entered a room where a little
group of women were gathered about one, older than the
rest, who was crying very bitterly.

‘Oh dame !’ said the schoolmaster, drawing near her
chair, ¢ is it so bad as this 2’

‘ He's going fast,’ cried the old woman; ‘ my grand-
son’s dying. It’s all along of you. You shouldn’t see
him now, but for his being so earnest on it. This is what
his learning has brought him to. Oh dear, dear, dear,
what can I do !’

‘Do not say that I am in any fault,” urged the gentle
schoolmaster. ‘I am not hurt, dame. No, no. You
are in great distress of mind, and do not mean what you
say.’

‘1 do,” returned the old woman. ‘I mean it all. If
he hadn’t been poring over his books out of fear of you,
he would have been well and merry now, I know he
would.’ .

Without saying a word in reply, or giving them a look
of reproach, the schoolmaster followed the old woman
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who had summoned him (and who had now rejoined
them) into another room, where his infant friend, half-
dressed, lay stretched upon a bed.

He was a very young boy ; quite a little child. His
hair still hung in curls about his face, and his eyes were
very bright ; but their light was of Heaven, not earth.
The schoolmaster took a scat beside him, and stooping
over the pillow, whispéred his name. The boy sprang
up, stroked his face with his hand, and threw his wasted
arms around his neck, crying out that he was his dear
kind friend.

‘I hope I always was. I meant to be, God knows,’
said the poor schoolmaster.

‘Who is that ?’ said the boy, seeing Nell. ‘I am
afraid to kiss her, lest I should make her ill. Ask her to
shake hands with me.’

The sobbing child came closer up, and took the little
languid hand in hers. Releasing his again after a time,
the sick boy laid him gently down. .

‘You remember the garden, Harry,’ whispered the
schoolmaster, anxious to rouse him, for 2 dullness seemed
gathering upon the child, ¢ and how pleasant it used to
be in the evening time ?  You will come soon, my dear,
very soon now,—won’t you 2’

The boy smiled faintly—so very, very faintly—and
put his hand upon his friend’s grey head.

In the silence that ensued, the hum of distant voices
berne upon the evening air came floating through the
open window. ‘What's that ?’ said the sick child,
opening his eyes. .

‘ The boys at play upon the green.’

He took a handkerchief from his pillow, and tried to



THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP 85

wave it above his head. But the feeble arm dropped
powerless down. .

‘ Shall I do it ?’ said the schoolmaster.

‘Please wave it at the window,” was the faint
reply. ‘ Tie it to the lattice. Some of them may see
it there. Perhaps they’ll think of me, and look this
way.’

He raised his head, and glanéed from the fluttering
signal to his idle bat, that lay with slate and book and
other boyish property upon the table in the room. And
then he laid him softly down once more, and asked if the
little girl were there, for he could not see her.

She stepped forward, and pressed the passive hand
that lay upon the coverlet. The two old friends and
companions—for such they were, though they were man
and child—held each other in a long embrace, and then
the little scholar turned his face towards the wall, and
fell asleep. )

The poor schoolmaster sat in the same place, holding
the small cold hand in his, and chafing it. It was but the
hand of a dead child. He felt that ; and yet he chafed
it still, and could not lay it down.

Almost broken-hearted, Nell withdrew with the school-
master from the bedside and returned to his cottage. In
the midst of her grief and tears she was yet careful to
conceal their real cause from the old man, for the dead
boy had been a grandchild, and left but one aged relative
to mourn his premature decay.

She stole away to bed as quickly as she could, and when
she was alone, gave free vent to the sorrow with which
her breast was overcharged.

The sun darting his cheerful rays into the room, awoke
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her ; and now there remained but to take leave of the poor
schoolmaster and wander forth once more.

By the time they were ready to depart, school had
begun. In the darkened room, the din of yesterday
was going on again : a little sobered and softened down,
perhaps, but only a very little, if at all. The school-
master rose from his desk and walked with them to the
gate.

They had not gone half a dozen paces when he was at
the door again ; the old man retraced his steps to shake
hands, and the child did the same.

‘ Good fortune and happiness go with you !’ said the
poor schoolmaster. ‘I am quite a solitary man now.
If ever you pass this way again, you'll not forget the little
village-school.’

‘We shall never forget it, sir,’ rejoined Nell; *nor
ever forget to be grateful to you for your kindness to us.’

They bade him farewell very many times, and turned
away, walking slowly and often looking back, until they
could see him no more. At length they had left the village
far behind, and even lost sight of the smoke among the
trees. They trudged onward now, at a quicker pace,
resolving to keep the main road, and go wherever it
might lead them.

The afternoon had worn away into a beautiful evening,
when they arrived at a point where the road made a sharp
turn and struck across a common. On the border of
this common, and close to the hedge which divided it
from the cultivated fields, a caravan was drawn up to

rest ; upon which, by reason of its situation,
so suddenly that the
would.

they came
y could not have avoided it if they
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It was not a shabby, dingy, dusty cart, but a smart
little house upon wheels, with white dimity curtains
festooning the windows, and window-shutters of green
picked out with panels of a staring red, in which happily-
contrasted colours the whole concern shone brilliant.
Neither was it a gipsy caravan, for at the open door
(graced with a bright brass knocker) sat a Christian lady,
stout and comfortable to look upon, who wore a large
bonnet trembling with bows. And that it was not an
unprovided or destitute caravan was clear from the
lady’s occupation, which was the very pleasant and re-
freshing one of taking tea. The tea things were set
forth upon a drum, covered with a white napkin.

It happened that at that moment the lady of the cara-
van had her cup to her lips, and that having her eyes
lifted to the sky in her enjoyment of the full flavour of
the tea—it happened that being thus agreeably engaged,
she did not see the travellers when they first came up.
It was not until she was in the act of setting down the
cup, and drawing a long breath after the exertion of
causing its contents to disappear, that the lady of the
caravan beheld an old man and a young child walking
slowly by, and glancing at her proceedings with eyes of
modest but hungry admiration.

‘Hey!’ cried the lady of the caravan, scooping the
crumbs out of her lap and swallowing the same before
wiping her lips. ‘ Yes, to be sure—Who won the Helter-
Skelter Plate, child ?’

‘ Won what, ma’am ? ’ asked Nell.

¢ The Helter-Skelter Plate at the races, child—the plate
that was run for on the second day.’

‘Idon’t know, ma’am.’
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‘Don’t know !’ repeated the lady of the caravan;
‘ why, you were there. I saw you with my own eyes.’

Nell was not a little alarmed to hear this, supposing
that the lady might be intimately acquainted with the
firm of Short and Codlin ; but what followed tended to
reassure her.

¢ And very sorry I was,’ said the lady of the caravan,
‘ to see you in company with a Punch ; a low, practical,
wulgar wretch, that people should scorn to look at.’

‘I was not there by choice,’” returned the child ; ‘ we
didn’t know our way, and the two men were very kind
to us, and let us travel with them. Do you—do you know
them, ma’am 2’

‘ Know ’em, child !’ cried the lady of the caravan in a
sort of shriek. ‘Know them! But you’re young and
inexperienced, and that’s your excuse for asking sich a
question. Do I'look asif I know’d ’em, does the caravan
look as if i know’d ’em ?°’

‘ No, ma’am, no,’ said the child, fearing she had com-
mitted some grievous fault. ‘I beg your pardon.’

It was granted immediately, though the lady still
appeared much ruffled and discomposed by the degrading
supposition. The child then explained that they had
left the races on the first day, and were travelling to the
next town on that road, where they purposed to spend
the night. As the countenance of the stout lady began
to clear up, she ventured to inquire how far it was. The
reply was, that the town was eight miles off.

The h}dy of the caravan was in the act of gathering her
tea equipage together preparatory to clearing the table,
but noting the child’s anxious manner she hesitated and
stopped. The child curtseyed, thanked her for her in-
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formation, and giving her hand to the old man had
already got some fifty yards or so away, when the lady
of the caravan called to her to return.

‘ Come nearer, nearer still —said she, beckoning to
her to ascend the steps. ‘ Are you hungry, child 2’

‘Not very, but we are tired, and it’s—it 7s a long
way——'

* Well, hungry or not, you had better have some tea,’
rejoined her new acquaintance. ‘I suppose you are
agreeable to that, old gentleman 2’ '

The grandfather humbly pulled off his hat and thanked
her. The lady of the caravan then bade him come up
the steps likewise, but the drum proving an inconvenient
table for two, they descended again, and sat upon the
grass, where she handed down to them the tea-tray, the
bread and butter, the knuckle of ham, and in short every-
thing of which she had partaken herself.

¢ Set ’em out near the hind wheels, child, that’s the best
place '—said their friend, superintending the arrange-
ments from above. ¢ Now hand up the teapot for a little
more hot water, and a pinch of fresh tea, and thenr both
>f you eat and drink as much as you can, and don’t spare
inything ; that’s all I ask of you.’

While they were thus engaged, the lady of the caravan
ilighted on the earth, and with her hands clasped behind
1er, and her large bonnet trembling excessively, walked
1p and down in a measured tread and very stately
nanner, surveying the caravan from time to time with an
iir of calm delight, and deriving particular gratification
rom the red panels and the brass knocker. When she
1ad taken this gentle exercise for some time, she sat down
tpon the steps and called ‘ George ’; whereupon a man
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in a carter’s frock, who had been so shrouded in a hedge
up to this time as to see everything that passed without
being seen himself, parted the twigs that concealed him,
and appeared in a sitting attitude, supporting on his legs
a baking dish and a half-gallon stone bottle, and bearing
in his right hand a knife, and in his left a fork.

¢ Yes, missus '—said George. -

‘ How did you find the cold pie, George 2’

¢ It warn’t amiss, mum.’

¢ And the beer,’ said the lady of the caravan, with an
appearance of being more interested in this question than
the last ; is it passable, George ?’

‘ It’s more flatterer than it might be,” George returned,
‘ but it an’t so bad for all that.’

‘T hope I haven’t hurried you, George,” said his mis-
tress.

¢ If you have,’ returned the follower, ¢ we must make
up for it next time, that’s all.’

‘ Would these two travellers make much difference to
the horses, if we took them with us ? ’ asked his mistress,
pointing to Nell and the old man, who were painfully
preparing to resume their journey on foot.

‘They’d make a diffcrence in course,’” said George
doggedly.

‘ Would they make imuch difference 2’ repeated his
mistress. ‘ They can’t be very heavy.’

‘The weight o’ the pair, mum,” said George, eyeing
them with the look of a man who was calculating within
half an ounce or so, ‘ would be a trifle under that of
Oliver Cromwell.’

Nell was very much surprised that the man should be
80 accurately acquainted with the weight of one whom
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she had read of in books as having lived considerably
before their time, but speedily forgot the subject in the
joy of hearing that'they were to go forward in the caravan,
for which she thanked its lady with unaffected earnest-
ness. She helped with great readiness and alacrity to
put away the tea-things and other matters that were
lying about, and the horses being by that time harnessed,
mounted into the vehicle, followed by her delighted
grandfather. Their patroness then shut the door and
sat herself down by her drum at an open window ; and,
the steps being struck by George and stowed under the
carriage, away they went, with a great noise of flapping
and creaking and straining, and the bright brass knocker,
which nobody ever knocked at, knocking one perpetual
double knock of its own accord as they jolted heavily
along.

CHAPTER IX

THE lady of the caravan sat at one window, and little
Nell and her grandfather sat at the other; while the
machine jogged on and shifted the darkening prospect
very slowly. At first the two travellers spoke little,
and only in whispers, but as they grew more familiar
with the place they ventured to converse with greater
freedom, and talked about the country through which
they were passing, and the different objects that presented
themselves, until the old man fell asleep ; which the lady
of the caravan observing, invited Nell to come and sit
beside her. ’ .

‘ Well, child,’ she said, ‘ how do you like this way of
travelling 2’
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Nell replied that she thought it was very pleasant
indeed, to which the lady assented in the case of people
who had their spirits. For herself, she said, she was
troubled with a lowness in that respect which required a
constant stimulant.

‘That’s the happiness of you young people,’ she
continued. ‘¢ You don’t know what it is to be low in

your feelings. You always have your appetites too, and
what a comfort that is.’

Nell thought that she could sometimes dispense with
her own appetite very conveniently. She silently
assented, however, as in duty bound, to what the lady
had said, and waited until she should speak again.

Instead of speaking, however, she sat looking at the
child for a long time in silence, and then getting up,
brought out from a corner a large roll of canvas about a
yard in width, which she laid upon the floor and spread
open with her foot until it nearly rcached from one end
of the caravan to the other.

‘ There, child,’ she said, ¢ read that.’

Nell walked down it, and read aloud, in enormous
black letters, the inscription, ¢ JARLEY’S WAX-WoORK.

‘ Read it again,’ said the lady, complacently.

¢ Jarley’s Wax-Work,’ repeated Nell.

That’s me,’ said the lady. ‘Iam Mrs. Jarley.’

Giving the child an encouraging look, intended to
reassure her and let her know, that, although she stood
in the presence of the original Jarley, she must not allow
herself to be utterly overwhelmed and borne down, the
lady of the caravan unfolded another scroll, whereon
was the inscription, ‘ One hundred figures the full size
of life,’ and then another scroll, on which was written,



THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP 93

¢ The only stupendous collection of real wax-work in the
world,’ and then several smaller scrolls with such inscrip-
tions as ‘ Now exhibiting within '—‘ The genuine and
only Jarley '—° Jarley’s unrivalled collection '—‘ Jarley
is the delight of the Nobility and Gentry '—‘ The Royal
Family are the patrons of Jarley.’

When she had brought all these testimonials of her
important position in society to bear upon her young
companion, Mrs. Jarley rolled them up, and having put
them carefully away, sat down again, and looked at the
child in triumph.

‘ Never go into the company of a filthy Punch any
more,’ said Mrs. Jarley, ¢ after this.’

‘I never saw any wax-work, ma’am,” said Nell. ‘Is
it funnier than Punch 2’

‘ Funnier !’ said Mrs. Jarley in a shrill voice. ‘It is
not funny at all.’

‘Oh !’ said Nell, with all possible humility.

‘It isn’t funny at all,’ repeated Mrs. Jarley. ‘1It’s
calm and—what’s that word again—critical 2—no
classical, that’s it—it’s calm and classical. No low
beatings and knockings about, no jokings and squeakings
like your precious Punches, but always the same, and so
like life, that if wax-work only spoke and walked about,
youw’d hardly know the difference. I won’t go so faras to
say, that, as it is, I’ve seen wax-work quite like life, but
T've certainly seen some life that was exactly like wax-
work.’

“Is it here, ma’am ? * asked Nell, whose curiosity was
awakened by this description.

¢ Is what here, child ?’

‘ The wax-work, ma’am ?’
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‘ Why, bless you, child, what are you thinking of ?
How could such a collection be here, where'you see every-
thing except the inside of one little cupboard and a few
boxes ? It’s gone on in the other vans to the assembly-
rooms, and there it'll be exhibited the day after to-morrow.
You are going to the same town, and you'll see it I dare
say. It’s natural to expect that you'll see it, and I've no
doubt you will. I suppose you couldn’t stop away if you
was to try ever so much.’

‘I shall not be in the town, I think, ma’am,’ said the
child.

‘Not there!’ cried Mrs. Jarley. ‘Then where will
you be 2’

¢ I—I—don’t quite know. I am not certain.’

‘You don’t mean to say that you're travelling about
the country without knowing where you’re going to?’
said the lady of the caravan. ¢ What curious people
you are! What line are youin ?  You looked to me at
the races, child, as if you were quite out of your element,
and got there by accident.’

‘We were there quite by accident,” returned Nell,
confused by this abrupt questioning. ‘We are poor
people, ma’am, and are only wandering about. We have
nothing to do ;—I wish we had.’

‘ You amaze me more and more,’ said Mrs. Jarley,
after remaining for some time as mute as one of her own
figures. ‘ Why, what do you call yourselves? Not
beggars ?°

‘Indeed, ma’am, I don’t know what else we are,’
returned the child.

‘Lord bless me,” said the lady of the caravan. ‘I
never heard of such a thing. Who’d have thought it!
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And yet you can read. And write too, I shouldn’t
wonder ?’ '

‘Yes, ma’am,” said the child, fearful of giving new
offence by the confession.

‘ Well, and what a thing that is,” returned Mrs. Jarley.
‘Ican’t!’ ‘

Nell said ‘ indeed ’ in a tone which might imply, either
that she was reasonably surprised to find the genuine and
only Jarley, who was the delight of the Nobility and
Gentry and the peculiar pet of the Royal Fanily, destitute
of these familiar arts; or that she presumed so great a
lady could scarcely stand in need of such ordinary
accomplishments. In whatever way Mrs. Jarley re-
ceived the response, it did not provoke her to further
questioning, or tempt her into any more remarks at the
time, for she relapsed into a thoughtful silence, and
remained in that state so long that Nell withdrew to the
other window and rejoined her grandfather, who was now
awake.

At length the lady of the caravan shook off her fit of
meditation, and, summoning the driver to come under
the window at which she was scated, held a long conversa-
tion with him in a low tone of voice. This conference
at length concluded, she drew in her head again, and
beckoned Nell to approach.

¢ And the old gentleman too,” said Mrs. Jarley ; ‘for
T want to have a word with him. Do you want a good
situation for your grand-daughter, master 2~ If you do,
I can put her in the way of getting one. What do you
say ?’

‘I can’t leave her,” answered the old man. ‘ We can’t
separate. What would become of me without her 2’
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‘I should have thought you were old enough to take
care of yourself, if you ever will be,’ retorted Mrs. Jarley
sharply.

‘ But he never will be,” said the child in an earnest
whisper. ‘I fear he never will be again. Pray do not
speak harshly to him. We are very thankful to you,’ she
added aloud ; ‘ but neither of us could part from the other
if all the wealth of the world were halved between us.’

Mrs. Jarley was a little disconcerted by this reception
of her proposal. After an awkward pause, she thrust
her head out of the window again, and had another
conference with the driver upon a point on which
they did not seem to agree quite so readily as on their
former topic of discussion ; but they concluded at last,
and she addressed the grandfather again.

‘ If you’re really disposed to employ yourself,’ said Mrs.
Jarley, ‘ there would be plenty for you to do in the way
of helping to dust the figures, and take the checks, and so
forth. What I want your grand-daughter for, is to point
’em out to the company ; they would be soon learnt, and
she has a way with her that people wouldn’t think
unpleasant, though she does come after me; for I've
been always accustomed to go round with visitors
myself, which I should keep on doing now, only that my
spirits make a little ease absolutely necessary. It’s not
a common offer, bear in mind,’ said the lady, rising into
the tone and manner in which she was accustomed to
address her audiences; ‘it’sJarley’s wax-work, remember.,
The duty’s very light and genteel, the company particular
select, the exhibition takes place in assembly rooms,
town-halls, large rooms at inns, or auction galleries.
Remember that the price of admission is only sixpence,
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and that this is an opportunity which may never occur
again !’

Descending from the sublime when she had reached
this point, to the details of common life, Mrs. Jarley re-
marked that with reference to salary she could pledge
herself to no sgecific sum until she had sufficiently tested
Nell’s abilitics. But board and lodging, both for her
and her grandfather, she bound herself to provide, and
she furthermore passed her word that the board should
always be good in quality, and in quantity plentiful.

Nell and her grandfather consulted together, and while
they were so engaged, Mrs. Jarley with her hands behind
her walked up and down the caravan, as she had walked
after tea on the dull hearth, with uncommon dignity and
self-esteem.

‘ Now, child ?°’ cried Mrs. Jarley, coming to a balt as
Nell turned towards her.

‘We are very much obliged to you, ma’am,’ said Nell,
‘and thankfully accept your offer.”

* And you’ll never be sorry for it,” returned Mrs. Jarley,
‘I'm pretty sure of that. So as that’s all settled, let us
have a bit of supper.’

In the meanwhile, the caravan blundered on as if it too
had been drinking strong beer and was drowsy, and came
at last upon the paved streets of a town which were clear
of passengers, and quiet, for it was by this time near mid-
night, and the townspeople were all abed. As it was too
late an hour to repair to the exhibition room, they
turned aside into a piece of waste ground that lay just
within the old town-gate, and drew up there for the night,
near to another caravan. .

This machine being empty (for it had deposited its

C.8. G
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burden at the place of exhibition, and lingered here until
its services were again required) was assigned to the old
man as his sleeping-place for the night ; and within its
wooden walls, Nell made him up the best bed she could,
from the materials at hand. For herself, she was to
sleep in Mrs. Jarley’s own travelling carriage, as a signal
mark of that lady’s favour and confidence.

She had taken leave of her grandfather and was re-
turning to the other waggon, when she was tempted by
the pleasant coolness of the night to linger for a little
while in the air. The moon was shining down upon the
old gateway of the town, leaving the low archway very
black and dark.

There was an empty niche from which some old statue
had fallen or been carried away hundreds of years ago,
and she was thinking what strange people it must have
looked down upon when it stood there, when there
suddenly emerged from the black shade of the arch, a
man. The instant he appeared she recognised him—Who
could have failed to recognise, in that instant, the ugly
mis-shapen Quilp ! c

The street beyond was so narrow, and the shadow of
the houses on one side of the way so deep, that he seemed
to have risen out of the carth. But there he was. The
child withdrew into a dark corner, and saw him pass
close to her. He had a stick in his hand, and, when he
had got clear of the shadow of the gateway, he leant
upon it, looked back—directly, as it seemed, towards
where she stood—and beckoned.

To her 2 oh no, thank God, not to her; for as she
stood, in an extremity of fear, hesitating whether to
scream for help, or come from her hiding-place and fly,
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before he should draw nearer, there issued slowly forth
from the arch another figure—that of a boy—who carried
on his back a trunk.

‘ Faster, sirrah !’ said Quilp, looking up at the old
gateway, and showing in the moonlight like some mox-
strous image, that had come down from its niche and
was casting a backward glance at its old house, * faster !’

‘It’s a dreadful heavy load, sir,’ the boy pleaded.
‘I've come on very fast, considering.’

He stopped to listen, and then turning upon the boy
with a suddenness and ferocity that made him start,
asked at what hour that London coach passed the corner
of the road. The boy replied, at one. )

¢ Come on then,” said Quilp, ‘or I shall be too late.
Faster—do you hear me ? Faster.’

The boy made all the speed he could, and Quilp led
onward, constantly turning back to threaten him, and
urge him to greater haste. Nell did not dare to move
until they were out of sight and hearing, and then hurried
to where she had left her grandfather, feeling as if the very
passing of the dwarf so near him must have filled him
with alarm and terror. But he was sleeping soundly,
and she softly withdrew.

As she was making her way to her own bed, she deter-
mined to say nothing of this adventure, as upon whatever
errand the dwarf had come (and she feared it must have
been in search of them) it was clear by his inquiry about
the London coach that he was on his way homeward, and
as he had passed through that place, it was but reasonable
to suppose that they were safer from his inquiries there,
than they could be elsewhere. These reflections did not
remove her own alarm, for she had been too much
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terrified to be casily composed, and felt as if she were
hemmed in by a legion of Quilps, and the very air itself
were filled with them.

Sleep hung upon the eyelids of the child so long, that,
when she awoke, Mrs. Jarley was already decorated with
her large bonnet, and actively engaged in preparing
breakfast. She received Nell’s apology for being so late
with perfect good humour, and said that she should not
have roused her if she had slept on until noon.

The meal finished, Nell assisted to wash the cups and
saucers, and put them in their proper places; and these
household duties performed, Mrs. Jarley arrayed herself
in an exceedingly bright shawl for the purpose of making
a progress through the streets of the town.

‘ The wan will come on to bring the boxes,” said Mrs.
Jarley, ‘and you had better come in it, child. T am
obliged to walk, very much against my will; but the
people expect it of me, and public characters can’t be
their own masters and mistresses in such matters as these.
How do I look, child 2’

Nell returned a satisfactory reply, and Mrs. Jarley,
after sticking a great many pins into various parts of her
figure, and making several abortive attempts to obtain a
full view of her own back, was at last satisfied with her
appearance, and went forth majestically.

Rumbling along with most unwonted noise, the caravan
stopped at last at the place .of exhibition, where Nell
dismounted amidst an admiring group of children, who
evidently supposed her to be an important item of the
curiosities, and were fully impressed with the belief that
her grandfather was a cunning device in wax. The
chests were taken out with all convenient despatch, and
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taken in to be unlocked by Mrs. Jarley, who, attended by
+eorge and another man in velveteen shorts, was waiting
to dispose their contents (consisting of red festoons and
other ornamental devices in upholstery work) to the best
advantage in the decoration of the room. )

They all got to work without loss of time, and very
busy they were. As the stupendous collection were yet
concealed by cloths, lest the envipus dust should injure
their complexions, Nell bestirred herself to assist in the
embellishment of the room, in which her grandfather
also was of great service. The two men being well used
to it, did a great deal in a short time ; and Mrs. Jarley
served out the tin tacks from a linen pocket which she
wore for the purpose, and encouraged her assistants to
renewed excrtion.

When the festoons were all put up as tastily as they
might be, the stupendous collection was uncovered, and
there were displayed, on a raised platform some two feet
from the floor, running round the room and parted
from the rude public by a crimson rope breast-high,
divers sprightly effigies of celebrated characters, singly
and in groups, clad in glittering dresses of various climes
and times, and standing more or less unsteadily upon
their legs, with their eyes very wide open, and their
nostrils very much inflated, and the muscles of their legs
and arms very strongly developed, and all their counte-
nances expressing great surprise. All the gentlemen were
very pigeon-breasted and very blue about the beards; and
all the ladies were miraculous figures; and all the ladies
and all the gentlemen were looking intensely nowhere,
and staring with extraordinary earnestness at nothing.

When Nell had exhausted her first raptures .at this
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glorious sight, Mrs. Jarley ordered the room to be clcaru?d
of all but herself and the child, and, sitting herself down in.
an arm-chair in the centre, formally invested her with a
willow wand, long used by herself for pointing out the

Mrs. Jarley’s Waxworks,

characters, and was at great pains to instruct her in her
duty.

* That,’ said Mrs. Jarley in her exhibition tone, as Nell
touched a figure at the beginning of the platform, ‘ is an
unfortunate Maid of Honour in the time of Queen Eliza-
beth, who died from pricking her finger in consequence of
working upon a Sunday. Observe the blood which is
trickling from her finger; also the gold-eyed needle of
the period, with which she is at work.’
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All this Nell repeated twice or thrice, pointing to the
finger and the needle at the right times, and then
passed on to the next.

‘ That, ladies and gentlemen,’ said Mrs. Jarley, ‘is
Jasper Packlemerton of atrocious memory, who courted
and married fourteen wives, and destroyed them all by
tickling the soles of their feet when they was sleeping in
the consciousness’ of innocence and virtue. Observe
that his fingers is curled as if in the act of tickling, and
that his face is represented with a wink, as he appeared
when committing his barbarous murders.’

When Nell knew all about Mr. Packlemerton, and could
say it without faltering, Mrs. Jarley passed on to the fat
man, and then to the thin man, the tall man, the short
man, the old lady who died of dancing at a hundred and
thirty-two, the wild boy of the woods, the woman who
poisoned fourtcen families with pickled walnuts, and
other historical characters and interesting but misguided
individuals. And so well did Nell profit by her instruc-
tions, and so apt was she to remember them, that by the
time they had been shut up together for a couple of hours,
she was in full possession of the history of the whole
establishment, and perfectly competent to the enlighten-
ment of visitors.

Mrs. Jarley was not slow to express her admiration at
this happy result, and carried her young friend and pupil
to inspect the remaining arrangements within doors. A
highly ornamented table placed at the upper end for Mrs.
Jarley herself, at which she was to preside and take the
money, in company with his Majesty King George the
Third, Mr. Grimaldi as clown, Mary Queen of Scots, an
anonymous gentleman of the Quaker persuasion, and
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Mr. Pitt holding in his hand a correct model of the bill
for the imposition of the window duty. The prepara-
tions without doors had not been neglected cither; for
a nun of great personal attractions was telling her
beads on the little portico over the door; and a brigand
with the blackest possible head of hair, and the
clearest possible complexion, was at that moment
going round the town in a cart, consulting the miniature
of a lady.

Unquestionably Mrs. Jarley had an inventive genius.
In the midst of the various devices for attracting visitors
to the exhibition, little Nell was not forgotten. The
light cart in which the Brigand usually made his per-
ambulations being gaily dressed with flags and streamers,
and the Brigand placed therein, contemplating the
miniature of his beloved as usual, Nell was accommodated
with a seat beside him, decorated with artificial flowers,
and in this state and ceremony rode slowly through the
town every morning, dispersing handbills from a basket,
to the sound of drum and trumpet. The beauty of the
child, coupled with her gentle and timid bearing, produced
quite a sensation in the little country place.

This desirable impression was not lost upon Mrs.
Jarley, who, lest Nell should become too cheap, soon
sent the Brigand out alone again, and kept her in the
cxhibition room, where she described the figures every
half-hour to the great satisfaction of admiring audiences.
And these audiences were of a very superior desc;iption,
including a great many young ladies’ boarding-schools,
whose favour Mrs. Jarley had been at great pains to
conciliate, by altering the face and costume of Mr,
Grimaldi as clown to represent Mr. Lindley Murray as
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he appeared when engaged in the composition of his
English Grammar, and turning a murderess of great
renown into Mrs. Hannah More—both of which likenesses
were admitted by Miss Monflathers, who was at the head
of the head Boarding and Day Establishment in the town,
and who condescended to take a Private View with cight
chosen young ladies, to be quite startling from their
extreme correctness. Mr. Pitt in a night-cap and bed-
gown, and without his boots, represented the poet
Cowper with perfect exactness; and Mary Queen of
Scots in a dark wig, white shirt-collar, and male attire,
was such a complete image of Lord Byron that the young
ladies quite screamed when they saw it.

Although her duties were sufficiently laborious, Nell
found in the lady of the caravan a very kind and con-
siderate person, who had not only a peculiar relish
for being comfortable herself, but for making everybody
about her comfortable also. As her popularity pro-
cured her various little fees from the visitors on which
her patroness never demanded any toll, and as her
grandfather, too, was well-treated and useful, she had no
cause of anxiety in connexion with the wax-work, beyond
that which sprang from her recollection of Quilp, and
her fears that he might return and one day suddenly
encounter them.

Quilp indeed was a perpetual nightmare to the child,
who was constantly haunted by a vision of his ugly face
and stunted figure.
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CHAPTER X

As the course of this tale requires that we should hecome
acquainted, somewhere hereabouts, with a few particulars
connected with the domestic economy of Mr.-Sampson
Brass, the historian takes the friendly reader by the hand,
and springing with him into the air, and cleaving the
same at a greater rate than ever Don Cleophas Leandro
Perez Zambullo and his familiar travelled through that
pleasant region in company, alights with him upon the
pavement of Bevis Marks.

The intrepid aeronauts alight before a small dark
house, once the residence of Mr. Sampson Brass.

In the parlour window of this little habitation, which
is so close upon the footway that the passenger who takes
the wall brushes the dim glass with his coat sleeve—
much to its improvement, for it is very dirty—in this
parlour window in the days of its occupation by Sampson
Brass, there hung, all awry and slack, and discoloured by
the sun, a curtain of faded green, so threadbare from long
service as by no means to intercept the view of the little
dark room, but rather to afford a favourable medium
through which to observe it accurately. There was not
much to look at. A rickety table, with spare bundles of
papers, yellowand ragged from long carriage in the pocket,
ostentatiously displayed upon its top ; a couple of stools
set face to face on opposite sides of this crazy piece of
furniture ; a jar of ink, a pounce box, a stunted hearth-
broom, a carpet trodden to shreds but: still clinging with
the tightness of desperation to its tacks—these, with the
yellow wainscot of the walls, the smoke-discoloured
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ceiling, the dust and cobwebs, were among the most
prominent decorations of the office of Mr. Sampson
Brass.

But this was mere still-life, of no greater importance
than the plate, ‘ Brass, Solicitor,” upon the door, and the
bill, ¢ First floor to let to a single gentleman,” which was
tied to the kmocker. The office commonly held two
examples of animated nature, more to the purpose of this
history, and in whom it has a stronger interest and more
particular concern.

Of these, onc was Mr. Brass himself. The other was
his clerk, assistant, housekeeper, secretary, confidential
plotter, adviser, intrigucr, and bill of cost increascr,
Miss Brass—a kind of amazon at common law, of whom
it may be desirable to offer a brief description.

Miss Sally Brass, then, was a lady of thirty-five or
thereabouts, of a gaunt and bony figure, and a resolute
bearing, which if it repressed the softer emotions of love,
and kept admirers at a distance, certainly inspired a
feeling akin to awe in the breasts of those male strangers
who had the happiness to approach her. In face she bore
a striking resemblance to her brother, Sampson. Her
voice was exccedingly impressive—deep and rich in
quality, and, once heard, not casily forgotten. Her
usual dress was a green gown, in colour not unlike the
curtain of the office window, made tight to the figure, and
terminating at the throat, where it was fastened behind
by a peculiarly large and massive button. Feeling, no
doubt, that simplicity and plainness are the soul of
elegance, Miss Brass wore no collar or kerchief except
upon her head, which was invariably ornamented with a
brown gauze scarf, which, twisted into any form that
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happened to suggest itself, formed an casy and graceful
head-dress.

One morning Mr. Sampson Brass sat upon his stool
copying some legal process, and viciously digging his pen
deep into the paper, and Miss Sally Brass sat upon her
stool making 3 new pen preparatory to drawing out a
little bill, which was her favourite occupation ; and so
they sat in silence for a long time, until Miss Brass broke
silence.

‘Have you nearly done, Sammy ?* said Miss Brass;
for in her mild and feminine lips, Sampson became
Sammy, and all things were softened down.

‘No,’ returned her brother. ‘It would have been all
done though, if you had helped at the right time.’

‘Oh yes, indeed,” cried Miss Sally; ‘you want my
help, don’t you—you, too, that are going to keep a
clerk !’

* Am I going to keep a clerk for my own pleasure, or
because of my own wish, you provoking rascal 2’ said
Mr. Brass, putting his pen in his mouth, and grinning
spitefully at his sister. ‘ What do you taunt me about
going to keep a clerk for 2’

‘Al T know is,’ said Miss Sally, smiling dryly, for she
delighted in nothing so much as irritating her brother,
‘ that if every one of your clients is to force us to keep a
clerk, whether we want to or not, you had better leave off
business.’

‘ Have we got any other client like him ? ’ said Brass.
‘Have we got another client like him, now—will you
answer me that ?’

‘Do you mean in the face ? ’ said his sister.

‘Do I mean in the face!’ sneered Sampson Brass,
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reaching over to take up the bill-book, and fluttering its
leaves rapidly. Look here—Daniel Quilp, Esquire—
Daniel Quilp, IEsquire—Danicl Quilp, Esquire—all
through. Whether should I take a clerk that he recom-
mends and says “ this is the man for you,” or lose all
this—eh 2’

‘ But I know what it is,” resumed Brass after a short
silence. ‘ You're afraid you won’t have as long a finger
in the business as you’ve been used to have. Do you
think I don’t see through that ?’

¢ The business wouldn’t go on very long, I expect, with-
out me,’ returned his sister composedly. ‘ Don’t you be
a fool and provoke me, Sammy, but mind what you're
doing, and do it.’

They both plied their pens at a great pace, and there
the discussion ended.

While they were employed, the window was sud-
denly darkened, as by some person standing close against
it. As Mr. Brass and Miss Sally looked up to ascertain
the cause, the top sash was nimbly lowered from without
and Quilp thrust in his head.

‘ Open the door,” said Quilp, ‘I've got him here.
Such a clerk for you, Brass, such a prize, such an ace of
trumps. Be quick and open the door, or, if there’s
another lawyer near and he should happen to look out of
window, he’ll snap him up before your eyes, he will.’

It is probable that the loss of the pheenix of clerks, even
to a rival practitioner, would not have broken Mr. Brass’s
heart ; but, pretending great alacrity, he rose from his
seat, and going to the door, returned, introducing his
client, who led by the hand no less & person than Mr.
Richard Swiveller.
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¢ There she is,” said Quilp, stopping short at the door,
and wrinkling up his eyebrows as he looked towards Miss
Sally ; *there is the woman I ought to have married—
there is the beautiful Sarah—there is the female who has
all the charms of her sex and none of their weaknesses.
Oh Sally, Sally !’

‘Hold your nonsense, Mr. Quilp, do,” returned Miss
Sally, with a grim smile. ‘I wonder you're not ashamed
of yourself before a strange young man.’

¢ The strange young man,” said Mr. Quilp, handing
Dick Swiveller forward, ¢ is too susceptible himself not to
understand me well. This is Mr. Swiveller, my intimate
friend—a gentleman of good family and great expecta-
tions, but who, having rather involved himself by youthful
indiscretion, is content for a time to fill the humble
station of a clerk—humble, but here most enviable. What
a delicious atmosphere !’

Perhaps some doubts of its pure delight presented them-
selves to Mr. Swiveller, as he gave vent to one or two
short abrupt sniffs, and looked incredulously at the
grinning dwarf.

¢ Mr. Swiveller,” said Quilp,  being pretty well accus-
tomed to the agricultural pursuits of sowing wild oats,
Miss Sally, prudently considers that half a loaf is better
than no bread. Brass, Mr. Swiveller is yours.’

‘1 am very glad, sir, said Mr. Brass, ‘very glad
indeed. Mr. Swiveller, sir, is fortunate to have your
friendship. You may be very proud, sir, to have the
friendship of Mr. Quilp.’

‘ I suppose,’ said the dwarf, turning briskly to his legal
friend, ¢ that Mr. Swiveller enters upon his duties at once 2
1t’s Monday morning.’
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¢ At once, if you please, sir, by all means,’ rcturned
Brass.

¢ Miss Sally will teach him the law, the delightful study
of the law,” said Quilp; °she’ll be his guide, his friend,
his companion, his Blackstone, his Coke upon Littleton,
his Young Lawyer’s Best Companion.’

¢ Oh, beautiful, beautiful ! Beau-ti-ful indeed !’ cried
Brass. ‘It’s a treat to hear him.’

¢ Where will Mr. Swiveller sit 2’ said Quilp, looking
round.

¢ Why, we’ll buy another stool, sir,’” returned Brass.
‘ We hadn’t any thoughts of having a gentleman with us,
sir, until you were kind enough to suggest it, and our
accominodation’s not extensive. We’ll look about for a
second-hand stool, sir. In the meantime, if Mr. Swiveller
will take my seat, and try his hand at a fair copy of
this ejectment, as I shall be out pretty well all the
morning: ?

¢ Walk with me,” said Quilp. ‘I have a word or two
to say to you on points of business. Can you spare the
time 2’

¢ Can I spare the time to walk with you, sir? You're
joking, sir, you’re joking with me,” replied the lawyer,
putting on his hat. ‘I’'m ready, sir, quite ready. It’s
not everybody, sir, who has an opportunity of improving
himself by the conversation of Mr. Quilp.’

The dwarf glanced sarcastically at his brazen friend,
and, with a short dry cough, turned upon his heel to bid
adieu to Miss Sally. After a very gallant parting on his
side, and a very cool and gentlemanly sort of one on hers,
he nodded to Dick Swiveller, and withdrew with the
attorney.




112 THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP

Dick stood at the desk in a state of utter stupefaction,
staring with all his might at the beauteous Sally, as if she
had been some curious animal whose like had never lived.
When the dwarf got into the street, he mounted again
upon the window sill, and looked into the office for a
moment with a grinning face, as a man might peep in toa
cage. Dick glanced upward at him, but without any
token of recognition ; and long after he had disappeared
still stood gazing upon Miss Sally Brass, seeing or thinking
of nothing else, and rooted to the spot. At last he
heaved a deep sigh, and began slowly pulling off his coat.

Mr. Swiveller pulled off his coat and folded it up with
great elaboration, staring at Miss Sally all the time;
then put on a blue jacket with a double row of gilt
buttons, which he had originally ordered for aquatic
expeditions, but had brought with him that morning for
office purposes; and, still keeping his eye upon her,
suffered himself to drop down silently upon Mr. Brass’s
stool.

In course of time, that is to say, after a couple of hours
or so, of diligent application, Miss Brass arrived at the
conclusion of her task, and recorded the fact by wiping
her pen upon the green gown, and taking a pinch of snuff
from a little round tin box which she carried in her pocket.
She arose from her stool, tied her papers into a formal
packet with red tape, and taking them under her arm,
marched out of the office.

Mr. Swiveller had scarcely sprung off his seat and com-
menced the performance of a maniac hornpipe, when he

- was interrupted, in the fulness of his joy at being again

alone, by the opening of the door, and the reappearance
of Miss Sally’s head.
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‘T am going out,’ said Miss Brass.

¢ Very good, ma’am,’ returned Dick.

‘If anybody comes on office business, take their
messages, and say that the gentleman who attends to
that matter isn’t in at present, will you ?’ said Miss
Brass.

‘I will, ma’am,’ replied Dick.

‘I shan’t be very long,’ said Miss Brass, retiring.

Mr. Swiveller sat down in the client’s chair and
pondered ; then took a few turns up and down the room
and fell into the chair again.

“So I’m Brass’s clerk, am I ?’ said Dick. ¢ Brass’s
clerk, eh 2 And the clerk of Brass’s sister—clerk to a
female Dragon. Very good, very good! What shall I
be next ?’

¢ Quilp offers me this place, which he says he can insure
me,’ resumed Dick after a thoughtful silence, and telling
off the circumstances of his position, one by one, upon
his fingers. * My aunt in the country stops the supplies,
and writes an affectionate note to say that she has made
a new will, and left me out of it—no money ; no credit ;
notice to quit the old lodgings—no man knocks himself
down ; if his destiny knocks him down, his desviny must
pick him up again. Then I'm very glad that mine has
brought all this upon itself, and I shall be as careless as 1
can, and make myself quite at home to spite it.’

Dismissing the subject of his downfall with these re-
flections, Mr. Swiveller shook off his despondency and
assumed the cheerful ease of an irresponsible clerk.

As a means towards his composure and self-possession,
he entered into a more minute examination of the office

than he had yet had time to make ; looked into the wig-
C.S. H
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box, the books, and ink-bottle ; untied and inspected
all the papers ; carved a few devices on the table with the
sharp blade of Mr. Brass’s penknife ; and wrote his name
on the inside of the wooden coal-scuttle. These things
done, he got upon his stool again and tried his hand at
drawing caricatures of Miss Brass with a pen and ink,
whistling very cheerfully all the time.

He was occupied in this diversion when a coach stopped
near the door, and presently afterwards there was a loud
double knock. As this was no business of Mr. Swiveller’s,
the person not ringing the office bell, he pursued his
diversions with perfect composure, notwithstanding that
he rather thought there was nobody else in the house.

In this, however, he was mistaken ; for, after the knock
had been repeated with increased impatience, the door
was opened, and somebody with a very heavy tread went
up the stairs and into the room above. Mr. Swiveller
was wondering whether this might be another Miss Brass,
twin sister to the Dragon, when there came a rapping of
knuckles at the office door.

‘Comein !’ said Dick. ‘Don’t stand upon ceremony.’

¢ Oh, please,’ said a little voice very low down in the
doorway, ‘ will you come and show the lodgings ?°

Dick leant over the table, and descried a small slip-
shod girl in a dirty coarse apron and bib, which left
nothing of her visible but her face and feet. She might
as well have been dressed in a violin-case.

‘ Why, who are you ?’ said Dick.

To which the only reply was, ‘ Oh, pleage will you
come and show the lodgings ?2°

There never was such an old-fashioned child in her
looks and manner. She must have been at work from her
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cradle. She seemed as much afraid of Dick as Dick was
amazed at her.

¢ I hav’'n’t got anything to do with the lodgings,’
said Dick. ‘ Tell ’em to call again.’

‘ Oh, but please will you come and show the lodgings,’
returned the girl ; it’s eighteen shillings a week and us
finding plate and linen. Boots and clothes is extra, and
fires in winter time is eightpence a day.’

‘ This is a queer sort of thing,” muttered Dick, rising.
‘ What do you mean to say you are—the cook ?’

‘Yes, I do plain cooking,’ replied the child.
housemaid too ; I do all the work of the house.’

Richard Swiveller, thercfore, sticking a pen behind
each ear, and carrying another in his mouth as a token of
his great importance and devotion to business, hurried
out to meet and treat with the single gentleman.

He was a little surprised to perceive that the bumping
sounds were occasioned by the progress up stairs of the
single gentleman’s trunk, which, being nearly twice as
wide as the staircase, and exceedingly heavy withal, it
was no easy matter for the united exertions of the single
gentleman and the coachman to convey up the steep
ascent. Mr. Swiveller followed slowly behind, entering
a new protest on every stair against the house of Mr.
Sampson Brass being thus taken by storm.

To these remonstrances, the single gentleman answered
not a word, but when the trunk was at last got into the
bedroom, sat down upon it and wiped his bald head and .
face with his handkerchief.

‘I believe, sir,” said Richard Swiveller, taking his pen
out of his mouth, ¢ that you desire to look at these apart-
ments. They are very charming apartments, sir. They

<

I'm
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command an uninterrupted view of—of over the way, and
they are within one minute’s walk of—of the corner of
the street.’

‘ What’s the rent ? ’ said the single gentleman.

¢ One pound per week,’ replied Dick, improving on the
terms.

‘ I’ll take ’em.’

‘ The boots and clothes are extras,” said Dick; ¢ and
the fires in winter are ’

¢ Are all agreed to,” answered the single gentleman.

‘ Two weeks certain,’ said Dick, ‘ are the— "’

¢Two weeks!’ cried the single gentleman gruffly,
eyeing him from top to toe. ‘Two years. I shall live
here for two years. Here. Ten pounds down. The
bargain’s made.’

¢ Why, you see,’ said Dick, ‘ my name is not Brass,
and ’

‘Who said it was? My name’s not Brass. What
then 2’

‘ The name of the master of the house is,” said Dick.

‘T'm glad of it,’ returned the single gentleman ; *it’s
a good name for a lawyer. Coachman, you may go.
So may you, sir.’

Mr. Swiveller was so much confounded that he stood
looking at him almost as hard as he had looked at Miss
Sally. The single gentleman, however, was not in the
slightest degree affected by this circumstance, but pro-
ceeded with perfect composure to unwind the shawl which
was tied round his neck, and then to pull off his boots.
Then he pulled down the window-blinds, drew the

curtains, wound up his watch, and, quite leisurely and
methodically, got into bed.
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‘ Take down the bill,” were his parting words, as he
looked out from between the curtains ; ‘ and let nobody
call me till I ring the bell.’

With that the curtains closed, and he seemed to snore
immediately.

CHAPTER XI

As the single gentleman, after some weeks’ occupation
of his lodgings, declined to correspond by word or gesture
cither with Mr. Brass or his sister Sally, but invariably
chose Richard Swiveller as his channel of communication ;
and as he proved himself in all respects a highly desirable
inmate, paying for everything beforchand, giving very
little trouble, making no noise, and kecping early hours;
Mr. Richard imperceptibly rose to an important position
in the family, as one who had influence over this
mysterious lodger, and could negotiate with him, for
good or evil, when nobody else durst approach his
person. :

But quite apart from and independent of this source
of popularity, Mr. Swiveller had another, which promised
to be equally enduring, and to lighten his position
considerably.

He found favour in the eyes of Miss Sally Brass.

Upon this lady Mr. Swiveller burst in full freshness as
something new and hitherto undreamed of, lighting up
the office with scraps of song and merriment, conjuring
with inkstands and boxes of wafers, catching three
oranges in one hand, balancing stools upon his chin and



118 THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP

penknives on his nose, and constantly performing a
hundred other feats of equal ingenuity ; for with such
unbendings did Richard, in Mr. Brass's absence, relieve
the tedium of his confinement. Mr. Swiveller gradually
came to look upon her as her brother Sampson did, and
as he would have looked upon any other clertk. He
would often persuade her to undertake his share of
writing in addition to her own; nay, he would some-
times reward her with a hearty slap on the back, and
protest that she was a devilish good fellow, a jolly dog,
and so forth ; all of which compliments Miss Sally would
receive in entire good part and with perfect satisfaction.

One circumstance troubled Mr. Swiveller’s mind very
much, and that was that the small servant always
remained somewhere in the bowels of the earth under
Bevis Marks, and never came to the surface unless the
single gentleman rang his bell, when she would answer it
and immediately disappear again. She never went out,
or came into the office, or had a clean face, or took off
the coarse apron, or looked out of any one of the windows,
or stood at the street-door for a breath of air, or had any
rest or enjoyment whatever. Nobody ever came to see
her, nobody spoke of her, nobody cared about her.

“It’s of no use asking the dragon,” thought Dick one
day, as he sat contemplating the features of Miss Sally
Brass. ‘I suspect if I asked any questions on that head,
our alliance would be at an end. I wonder whether she
is a dragon by the bye, or something in the mermaid way.
She has rather a scaly appearance. But mermaids are
fond of looking at themselves in the glass, which she
can’t be. And they have a habit of combing their hair,
which she hasn’t. No, she’s a dragon.
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‘ Where are you going, old fellow ?’ said Dick aloud,
as Miss Sally wiped her pen as usual on the green dress,
and uprose from her seat.

‘ To dinner,” answered the dragon.

‘ To dinner !’ thought Dick, ‘ that’s another circum-
stance. I don’t believe that small servant ever has
anything to cat.’

‘Sammy won’t be home,’ said Miss Brass. ‘Stop till
I come back. I shan’t be long.’

Dick nodded, and followed Miss Brass—with his eyes
to the door, and with his ears to a little back parlour,
where she and her brother took their meals.

‘ Now,” said Dick, walking up and down with his
hands in his pockets, ‘ I'd give something—if I had it—
to know how they use that child, and where they keep
her.’

After running on in this way for some time, Mr.
Swiveller softly opened the office door, with the intention
of darting across the street for a glass of mild porter.
At that moment he caught a parting glimpse of the
brown headdress of Miss Brass flitting down the kitchen
stairs. “ And by Jove !’ thought Dick, ‘ she’s going to
feed the servant. Now or never!’

First peeping over the handrail and allowing the head-
dress to disappear in the darkness below, he groped his
way down, and arrived at the door of a back kitchen
immediately after Miss Brass had entered the same,
bearing in her hand a cold leg of mutton. It was a very
dark miserable place, very low and very damp: the
walls disfigured by a thousand rents and blotches.
Everything was locked up; the coal-cellar, the candle-
box, the salt-box, the meat-safe, were all padlocked.
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There was nothing that a beetle could have lunched upon.
The small servant stood with humility in presence of
Miss Sally, and hung her head.

“ Are you there ?” said Miss Sally.

‘ Yes, ma’am,’ was the answer in a weak voice. .

Miss Brass took a key from her pocket, and opening
the safe, brought from it a dreary waste of cold potatocs,
looking as eatable as Stonehenge. This she placed befo.re
the small servant, ordering her to sit down before it,
and then, taking up a great carving-knife, made a mighty
show of sharpening it upon the carving-fork.

‘Do you see this 2’ said Miss Brass, slicing off about
two square inches of cold mutton, after all this prepara-
tion, and holding it out on the point of the fork.

The small servant looked hard enough at it with her
hungry cyes to see every shred of it, small as it was,
and answered, yes.’

¢ Then don’t you ever go and say,’ retorted Miss Sully.
* that you hadn’t meat here. There, eat it up.’ s

This was soon done, * Now, do you want any more ?
said Miss Sally,

The hungry creature answered with a faint * No.
They were evidently going through an established form.

“You've been helped once to meat,’ said Miss Brass,
Summing up the factg ; ‘you have had as much as you
can eat, you're asked if you want any more, and you
answer, “no!” Then don’t you ever go and say you
were allowanced, mind that.’

With those words, Miss Sally put the meat away and
locked the safe, ang then drawing near to the small

servant, overlooked her while she finished the potatoes.
* * * * *
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The single gentleman among his other peculiarities—
and he had a very plentiful stock, of which he every day
furnished some new specimen—took a most extraordinary
and remarkable interest in the exhibition of Punch. If
the sound of a Punch’s voice, at ever so remote a dis-
tance, reached Bevis Marks, the single gentleman, though
in bed and asleep, would start up, and, hurrying on his
clothes, make for the spot with all speed, and presently
return at the head of a long procession of idlers, having
in the midst the theatre and its proprietors. Straight-
way, the stage would be set up in front of Mr. Brass’s
house ; the single gentleman would establish himself at
the first-floor window ; and the entertainment would
proceed with all its exciting accompaniments of fife and
drum and shout, to the excessive consternation of all
sober votaries of business in that silent thoroughfare.
It might have been expected that when the play was
done, both players and audience would have dispersed ;
but the epilogue was as bad as the play, for no sooner
was the Devil dead, than the manager of the puppets
and his partner were summoned by the single gentleman
to his chamber, where they were regaled with strong
waters from his private store, and where they held with
him long conversations, the purport of which no human
being could fathom.

¢ Come,’ said Mr. Brass one afternoon, °this is two
days without & Punch. I’m in hopes he has run through
’em all, at last.’

‘ Well, what harm do they do ? ’ retorted Sally.

¢ What harm !’ cried Brass. ‘Is it no harm to have
a constant hallooing and hooting under one’s very nose,
distracting one from business?
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The lawyer stopped short, and listening for 2 moment,
and recognising the well-known voice, rested his head
upon his hand, raised his eyes to the ceiling and muttered
faintly,  There’s another !’

Up went the single gentleman’s window directly.

The distant squeak was heard again. The single
gentleman’s door burst open. He ran violently down
the stairs, out into the street, and so past the window,
without any hat, towards the quarter whence the sound
proceeded—bent, no doubt, upon securing the strangers’
services directly.

As Mr. Swiveller was dcecidedly favourable to these
performances upon the ground that looking at a Punch,
or indeed looking at anything out of window, was better
than working ; and as he had been for this reason at some
pains to awaken in his fellow-clerk a sense of their
beauties and- manifold deserts; both he and Miss Sally
rose a8 with one accord and took up their positions at
the window.

The glass being dim, Mr. Swiveller, agreeably to a
friendly custom which he had established between them,
hitched off the brown head-dress from Miss Sally’s head,
and dusted it carefully therewith. By the time he had
handed it back, and its beautiful wearer had put it on
again (which she did with perfect composure and in-
difference), the lodger returned with the show and show-
men ab his heels, and a strong addition to the body of
spectators. The exhibitor disappeared with all speed
behind the drapery, and his partner, stationing himself by
the side of the Theatre, surveyed the audience with a
remarkable expression of melancholy.

The drama proceeded to its close, and held the spec-
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tators enchained in the customary manner. The lodger,
as usual, summoned the men up stairs.

‘ Both of you,” he called from the window ; for only
the actual exhibitor—a little fat man—prepared to obey
the summons. ‘I want to talk to you. Come, both of

you.’ ,
¢ Come, Tommy,” said the little man.

‘I an’t a talker,” replied the other. ‘Tell him so.
What should I go and talk for 2’

‘ Don’t you see the gentleman’s got a bottle and glass
up there ? * returned the little man.

¢ And couldn’t you have said so, at first ? ’ retorted the
other with sudden alacrity. ‘ Now, what are you waiting
for 2 Are you going to keep the gentleman expecting us
all day ? haven’t you no manners ?°’

With this remonstrance, the melancholy man, who was

no other than Mr. Thomas Codlin, pushed past his friend
and brother in the craft, Mr. Harris, otherwise Short or
Trotters, and hurried before him to the single gentleman’s
apartment.
. The gentleman pointed to a couple of chairs, and inti-
mated by an emphatic nod of his head that he expected
them to be seated. Messrs. Codlin and Short, after
looking at each other with considerable doubt and in-
decision, at length sat down—each on the extreme edge
of the chair pointed out to him—and held their hats very
tight, while the single gentleman filled a couple of glasses
from a bottle on the table beside him, and presented
them in due form.

“ You're pretty well browned by the sun, both of you,’
said the entertainer. ‘ Have you been travelling 2’

Mr. Short replied in the affirmative with a nod and a
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smile. Mr. Codlin added a corroborative nod and a short
groan, as if he still felt the weight of the Temple upon his
shoulders.

“To fairs, markets, races, and so forth, I suppose ?’
pursued the single gentleman.

“ Yes, sir,’ returned Short, * pretty nigh all over the
West of England.’

* 1 have talked to men of your craft from North, East,
and South,’ returned their host, in rather a hasty manner ;
¢ but I never lighted on any from the West before.’

“It’s our reg’lar summer circuit is the West, master,’
said Short ; ¢ that’s where it is.’

¢ Let me fill your glass again.’

* Much obleeged to you, sir, I think I will,” said Mr.
Codlin, suddenly thrusting in his own and turning Short’s
aside. ‘ I’m the sufferer, sir, in all the travelling, and in
all the staying at home. In town or country, wet or dry,
hot or cold, Tom Codlin suffers.’

¢ Codlin an’t without his usefulness,” observed Short
with an arch look, ‘ but he don’t always keep his eyes
open. He falls asleep sometimes, you know.

Remember
them last races, Tommy.’ ‘

* Will you never leave off aggravating a man 7 said
Codlin. *If I'an’t a match for an old man and a young
child, you an’t neither, so don’t throw that out against
me, for the cap fits your head quite as correct as it fits
mine.’

‘ You may as well drop the subject, Tom,” said Short.
‘Tt isn’t particularly agreeable to the gentleman, I dare
say.’

'Their entertainer had sat perfectly quiet in the begin-
ning of this dispute. But, from the point where Mr.
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Codlin was charged with sleepiness, he had shown an
increasing interest in the discussion : which now attained
a very high pitch.

‘* You are the two men I want,’” he said, ‘ the two men
I have been looking for, and searching after. Where are
that old man and that child you speak of 2’

* 8ir ?’ said Short, hesitating, and looking towards his
friend. '

‘ The old man and his grandchild who travelled with
you—where are they ? It will be worth your while to
speak out, I assure you; much better worth your while
than you believe. They left you, you say,—at those
races, as I understand. They have been traced to that
place, and there lost sight of. Have you no clue, can you
suggest no clue, to their recovery ?’

‘ Did I always say, Thomas,’ cried Short, turning with
a look of amazement to his friend, ¢ that there was sure
to be an inquiry after them two travellers 2’

‘ Good God ! ’ said the single gentleman, pacing up and
down the room, ‘ have I found these men at last, only to
discover that they can give me no information or assis-
tance !’

¢ Stay a minute,’ said Short. A man of the name of
Jerry—you know Jerry, Thomas 2’

¢ Oh, don’t talk to me of Jerrys,’ replied Mr. Codlin.
* How can I care a pinch of snuff for Jerrys, when I think
of that ’ere darling child 2’

* A man of the name of Jerry, sir,” said Short, turning
from his colleague to their new acquaintance, ¢ wot keeps
a company of dancing dogs, told me in a accidental sort
of way, that he had seen the old gentleman in connexion
with a travelling wax-work, unbeknown to him.’
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‘Is this man in town ?’ said the impatient single
gentleman. * Speak faster.’

“ No he isn’t, but he will be to-morrow, for he lodges
in our house,’ replied Mr. Short rapidly.

“Then bring him here,’ said the single gentleman.
‘ Here’s a sovereign a-picce. 1f I can find these people
through your means, it is but a prelude to twenty more.
Return to me to-morrow, and keep your own counsel upon
this subject—though I need hardly tell you that, for
you'll do so for your own sakes. Now, give me your
address, and leave me.’

The address was given, the two men departed, the
crowd went with them, and the single gentleman for two
mortal hours walked in uncommon agitation up and down

his room, over the wondering heads of Mr. Swiveller and
Miss Sally Brass.

CHAPTER XII

[Note.—Since we last saw Kit, in Chapter V., he has
been taken into the service of the kind old couple, Mr.

and Mrs. Garland, whose pony he held outside Mr
Witherden’s office.]

Kit, while the matters treated of in the last six chapters
were yet in progress, was, as the reader may suppose,
gradually familiarising himself more and more with Mr.
and Mrs. Garland, Mr. Abel, the pony, and Barbara, and
gradually coming to consider them one and all as his

pi‘n:ticular private friends, and Abel Cottage, Finchley, as
his own proper home.
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Although Kit was in the very highest favour with the
old lady and gentleman, and Mr. Abel, and Barbara, it is
certain that no member of the family evinced such a
remarkable partiality for him as the self-willed pony, who,
from being the most obstinate and opinionated pony on
the face of the earth, was in his hands the meekest and
most tractable of animals.

Onc morning Kit drove Mr. Abel to the Notary’s office,
as he sometimes did, and having set him down at the
house, was about to drive off to a livery stable hard by,
when Mr. Chuckster emerged from the office door, and
cried * Woa-a-a-a-a-a | "—dwelling upon the note a long
time, for the purpose of striking terror into the pony’s
heart, and asserting the supremacy of man over the
inferior animals.

¢ Pull up, Snobby,” cried Mr. Chuckster, addressing
himself to Kit. ‘ You’re wanted inside here.’

Kit scraped his shoes very carefully (for he had not yet
lost his reverence for the bundles of papers and the tin
boxes), and tapped at the office door, which was quxck]y
opened by the Notary himself.

‘Oh! come in, Christopher,” said Mr. Witherden.

‘ Is that the lad 2’ asked the elderly gentleman, but of
a stout, bluff figure, who was in the.room.

‘ That’s the lad,” said Mr. Witherden. ‘He fell in
with my client, Mr. Garland, sir, at this very door. I
have reason to think he is a good lad, sir, and that you
may believe what he says. Let me introduce Mr. Abel
Garland, sir—his young master ; my articled pupil, sir,
and most particular friend. My most particular friend,
sir,’ repeated the Notary, drawing out his silk handker-
chief and flourishing it about his face.
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¢ Your servant, sir,’ said the stranger gentleman.

¢ Yours, sir, I'm sure,’” replied Mr. Abel mildly. * You
were wishing to speak to Christopher, sir 2’

‘ Yes, I was. Have I your permission ?’

¢ By all means.’

¢ My business is no secret ; or I should rather say it need
be no secret here,’ said the stranger, observing that Mr.
Abel and the Notary were preparing to retire. ‘ It relates
to a dealer in curiosities with whom he lived, and in whom
I am carnestly and warmly interested. I have been a
stranger to this country, gentlemen, for very many years,
and if I am deficient in form and ceremony, I hope you
will forgive me.’

‘ No forgiveness is necessary, sir ;—none whatever,’

,replied the Notary, and so said Mr. Abel.

‘I have been making inquiries in the neighbourhood in
which his old master lived,” said the stranger, ‘ and I
learnt that he had been served by this lad. T found out
his mother’s house, and was directed by her to this place
as the nearest in which I should be likely to find him.
That’s the cause of my presenting myself here this
morning.’

It was with no harshness, though with something of
constitutional irritability and haste, that he turned to
Kit and said :

* If you think, my lad, that T am pursuing these inquiries
with any other view than that of serving and reclaiming
those I am in search of, you do me a very great wrong,
and deceive yourself. Don’t be deceived, I beg of you,
but rely upon my assurance. The fact is, gentlemen,’ he
&ddt.!d, turning again to the Notary and his pupil, * that I
am 1n a very painful and wholly unexpected position. I
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came to this city with a darling object at my heart,
expecting to find no obstacle or difficulty in the way of
its attainment. I find myself suddenly checked and
stoppetl short in the execution of my design, by a mystery
which I cannot penetrate. I assure you that if you
could give me any assistance, you would not be sorry
to do so, if you knew how greatly I stand in need of it,
and what a load it would relieve me from.’

There was a simplicity in this confidence which occa-
sioned it to find a quick response in the breast of the good-
natured Notary, who replied, in the same spirit, that the
stranger had not mistaken his desire, and that if he could
be of service to him, he would most readily.

Kit was then put under examination and closely
questioned by the unknown gentleman touching his old
master and the child, their lonely way of life, their retired
habits, and strict seclusion. The nightly absence of the
old man, the solitary existence of the child at those times,
his illness and recovery, Quilp’s possession of the house,
and their sudden disappearance, were all the subjects of
much questioning and answer. Finally, Kit informed
the gentleman that the premises were now to let, and that
a board upon the door referred all inquirers to Mr. Samp-
son Brass, Solicitor, of Bevis Marks, from whom he might
perhaps learn some further particulars.

¢ Not by inquiry,’ said the gentleman shaking his head.
T live there.’

¢ Live at Brass's the attorney’s!’ cried Mr. Witherden
in some surprise, having professional knowledge of the
gentleman in question. .

“ Ay, was the reply. ‘I entered upon his lodgings

t'other day, chiefly because I had seen this very board.
C.s. I
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It matters little to me where I live, and I had a desperate
fiope that some intelligence might be cast in my way
there, which would not reach me elsewhere. Yes, I live
at Brass’s—more shame for me, I suppose 2’ )

‘ That’s a mere matter of opinion,’ said the Notary,
shrugging his shoulders. ‘ He is looked upon as rather a
doubtful character.’

‘ Doubtful 2’ echoed the other. ‘I am glad to here
there’s any doubt about it. I. supposed that had
been thoroughly settled, long ago. But will you let me
speak a word or two with you in private 2’

Mr. Witherden consenting, they walked into that
gentleman’s private closet, and remained there in close
conversation for some quarter of an hour, when they
returned into the outer office. The stranger had left his
hat in Mr. Witherden’s room, and secemed to have estab-
lished himself in this short interval on quite a friendly
footing.

* I'll not detain you any longer now,’ he said, putting
a crown into Kit’s hand, and looking towards the Notary.
‘ You shall hear from me again. Not a word of this, you
know, except to your master and mistress.’

‘ I'll take care, sir,’ said Kit. ‘ Thankee, sir, and good
morning.’

All that day, though he waited for Mr. Abel until the
evening, Kit kept clear of his mother’s house, determined
not to anticipate by the slightest approach the pleasures
of the morrow, but to let them come in their full rush of
delight ; for to-morrow was the great and long looked-for
epoch in his life=—to-morrow was the end of his first
quarter—the day of receiving for the first time one fourth
part of his annual income of Six Pounds in one vast sum
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of Thirty Shillings—to-morrow was to be a half-holida
devoted to a whirl of entertainments, and little Jacob
was tQ know what oysters meant, and to see a play.

All manner of incidents combined in favour of’ the
occasion : not only had Mr. and Mrs, Garland forewarned
him that they intended to make no deduction for his out-
fit from the great amount, but to pay it him unbroken in
all its gigantic grandeur; not only had the unknown
gentleman increased the stock by the sum of five shillings,
which was a perfect godsend and in itself a fortune ; not
only had these things come to pass which nobody could
have calculated upon, or in their wildest dreams have
hoped ; but it was Barbara's: quarter too—Barbara's
quarter, that very day—and Barbara had a half-holiday
as well as Kit, and Barbara’s mother was going to make
one of the party, and to take tea with Kit's mother, and
cultivate her acquaintance.

They were both up very early, and had small appetites
for breakfast and less for dinner, and were in a state of
great excitement when Barbara’s mother came in with
astonishing accounts of the fineness of the weather out of
doors (but with a very large umbrella notwithstanding,
for people like Barbara’s mother seldom make holiday
without one), and when the bell rang for them to go up
stairs and receive their quarter’s money in gold and silver.

Well, wasn’t Mr. Garland kind when he said ‘ Chris-
topher, here’s your money, and you have earned it well ;’
and wasn’t Mrs. Garland kind when she said ¢ Barbara,
here’s yours, and I'm much pleased with you;’ and
wasn't it beautiful to see how Mrs. Garland poured out
Barbara’s mother a glass of wine; and didn’t Barbara's
mother speak up when she said ‘ Here’s blessing you,
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a’am, as a good lady, and you, sir, as a good gentleman,
and Barbara, my love to you, and here’s towards you,
Mr. Christopher ; * and wasn’t she as long drinking it as
if it had been a tumblerful ; and didn’t she look genteel
standing there with her gloves on; and wasn't there
plenty of laughing and talking among them as they
reviewed all these matters upon the top of the coach;
and didn’t they pity the people who hadn’t got a holiday !

But Kit’s mother, again—wouldn’t anybody have
supposed she had come of a good stock and been a lady
all herlife 2 There she was, quite ready to receive them,
with a display of tea-things that might have warmed the
heart of a china-shop ; and little Jacob and the baby in
such a state of perfection that their clothes looked as good
as new, though Heaven knows they were old enough!
Didn’t she say before they sat down five minutes that
Barbara’s mother was exactly the sort of lady she ex-
pected, and didn’t Barbara’s mother say that Kit's
mother was the very picture of what she had expected, and
didn’t Kit’s mother compliment Barbara’s mother on
Barbara, and didn’t Barbara’s mother compliment Kit’s
mother on Kit, and wasn’t Barbara herself quite fasci-
nated with little Jacob, and did ever a child show off
when he was wanted, as that child did, or make such
friends as he made ?

* And we are both widows too ! * said Barbara’s mother.
" We must have been made to know ecach other.’

*I haven't a doubt about it,’ returned Mrs. Nubbles.
" And what a pity it is we didn’t know each other sooner.’

‘ But then you know it’s such a pleasure,’ said Bar-
bara’s mother, * to have it brought about by one’s son and
daughter, that it’s fully made up for, now, an’t it 2’
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At last they got to the theatre, which was Astley’s :
and in some two minutes after they had reached the ye?
unopened door, little Jacob was squeezed flat, and the
baby had received divers concussions, and Barbara’s
mother’s umbrella had been carried several yards off and
passed back to her over the shoulders of the people. But
when they were once past the pay-place and tearing
away for very life with their checks in their hands ; and
above all, when they were fairly in the theatre, and
seated in such places that they couldn’t have had better
if they had picked them out and taken them beforchand ;
all this was looked upon as quite a capital joke, and an
essential part of the entertainment.

Dear, dear, what a place it looked, that Astley’s! with
all the paint, gilding, and looking-glass ; the vague smell
of horses suggestive of coming wonders ; the curtain that
hid such gorgeous mysteries ; the clean white sawdust
down in the circus ; the company coming in and taking
their places; the fiddlers looking carelessly up at them
while they tuned their instruments, as if they didn’t
want the play to begin, and knew it all beforchand!
What a glow was that which burst upon them all, when
that long, clear, brilliant row of lights came slowly up ;
and what the feverish excitement when the little bell
rang and the music bégan in good earnest, with strong
parts for the drums, and sweet effects for the triangles!

Then the play itself! the horses which little Jacob
believed from the first to be alive, and the ladies and
gentlemen of whose reality he could be by no means
persuaded, having never seen or heard anything at all
like them—the firing, which made Barbara wink—the
forlorn lady, who made her cry—the tyrant, who made
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her tremble—the man who sang the song with the lady's-
Taid and danced the chorus, who made her laugh—the
pony who reared up on his hind legs when he saw the
murderer, and wouldn’t hear of walking on all fours again
until he was taken into custody—the clown who ventured
on such familiarities with the military man in boots—
the lady who jumped over the nine-and-twenty ribbons
and came down safe upon the horse’s back—everything
was delightful, splendid, and surprising. Little Jacob
applauded till his hands were sore ; Kit cried ‘ ankor’ at
the end of everything, the three-act piece included ; and
Barbara’s mother beat her umbrella on the floor, in her
ccstasies, until it was nearly worn down to the gingham.

What was all this though—even all this—to the
extraordinary dissipation that ensued, when Kit, walking
into an oyster-shop as bold as if he lived there, and not so
much as looking at the counter or the man behind it, led
his party into a box—a private box, fitted up with red
curtains, white table-cloth, and cruet-stand complete—
and ordered a fierce gentleman with whiskers, who acted
as waiter and called him, him, Christopher Nubbles, ¢ sir,’
to bring three dozen of his largest-sized oysters, and to
look sharp about it! Yes, Kit told this.gentlema.n to
look sharp, and he not only said he would look sharp,
but he actually did, and presently came running back
with the newest loaves, and the freshest butter, and the
largest oysters ever seen.

But the greatest miracle of the night was little Jacob,
who ate oysters as if he had been born and bred to the
business, sprinkled the pepper and the Vinegar with a

discretion beyond his years, and afterwards built a grotto
on the table with the shells.
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CHAPTER XIII

It behoves us to leave Kit for a while, thoughtful and
expectant, and to follow the fortunes of little Nell;
resuming the thread of the narrative at the point where it
was left, some chapters back.

The child sat silently beneath a tree, hushed in her very
breath by the stillness of the night, and all its attendant
wonders. The time and place awoke reflection, and she
thought with a quiet hope—less hope, perhaps, than
resignation—on the past, and present, and what was yet
before her. Between the old man and herself there had
come a gradual separation, harder to beatr than any
former sorrow. Every evening, and often in the day-
time too, he was absent, alone; and although she well
knew ‘where he went, and why—too well from the con-
stant drain upon her scanty purse and from his haggard
tooks—he evaded all inquiry, maintained a strict reserve,
and even shunned her presence.

She sat meditating sorrowfully upon this change, and
mingling it, as it were, with everything about her, when
the distant church-clock bell struck nine. Rising at the
sound, she retraced her steps, and turned thoughtfully
towards the town. 7

She had gained a little wooden bridge, which, thrown
across the stream, led into a meadow in her way, when she
came suddenly upon a ruddy light, and looking forward
more attentively, discerned that it proceeded from what
appeared to be an encampment of gipsics, who had made
a fire in one corner at no great distance from the path, and
were sitting or lying round it.
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A movement of timid curiosity impelled her, when she
approached the spot, to glance towards the fire. There
was a form between it and her, the outline strongly
developed against the light, which caused her to stop
abruptly. Then, as if she had reasoned with herself and
were assured that # could not be, or had satisfied herself
that it was not that of the person she had supposed, she
went on again.

But at that instant the conversation, whatever it was,
which had been carrying on near this fire was resumed,
and the tones of the voice that spoke—she could not
distinguish words—sounded as familiar to her as her
own.

She turned, and looked back. The person had been
seated before, but was now in a standing posture, and
leaning forward upon a stick on which he rested both
hands. The attitude was no less familiar to her than the
tone of voice had been. It was her grandfather.

Her first impulse was to call to him ; her next to won-
der who his associates could be, and for what purpose
they were together. Some vague apprehension succeeded,
and, yielding to the strong inclination it awakened, she
drew nearer to the place ; not advancing across the open
field, however, but creeping towards it by the hedge.

In this way she advanced within a few feet of the fire,
and standing among a few young trees, could both sce
and hear, without much danger of being observed.

There were no women or children, as she had seen in
other gipsy camps they had passed in their wayfaring,
;I,Id but one gipsy—a tall, athletic man, who stood with
0;" afiii?;dsi;vlc::i&g against a tree at a little @istance

) e fire, and now, under his black
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eyelashes, at three other men who were there, with a
watchful but half-concealed interest in their conversation.
Of these her grandfather wasone  One of the low, arched
gipsy-tents, common to that people, was pitched hard by,
but it either was, or appeared to be, empty.

* Well, are you going ?’ said the stout man, looking
up from the ground where he was lying at his ease, into
her grandfather’s face. ‘ You were in a mighty hurry
a minute ago. o, if you like. You're your own master,
I hope 2’

‘ You keep me poor, and plunder me, and make a sport
and jest of me besides,’ said the old man, turning from
one to the other. ‘ Ye’ll drive me mad among ye.’

The utter irresolution and feebleness of the grey-
haired child, contrasted with the keen and cunning looks
of those in whose haiids he was, smote upon the little
listener’s heart. But she constrained herself to attend to
all that passed, and to note cach look and word.

* Don’t be hard upon him, Jowl,” said Isaac List.  He’s
very sorry for giving offence. There—go on with what
you were saying—go on.’ :

I go on then,’ said Jowl, ‘ where I left off, when you
got up so quick. If you're persuaded that it’s time for
luck to turn, as it certainly is, and find that you haven’t
means enough to try it (and that’s where it is, for you
Imow yourself that you never have the funds to keep on
long enough at a sitting), help yourself to what seems put
in your way on purpose. Borrow it, I say, and, when
you're able, pay it back again.’

¢ Certainly,” Isaac List struck in, if this good lady
as keeps the avax-works has money, and does keep it in a
tin box when she goes to bed, and doesn’t lock her door



138 THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP

for fear of fire, it scems a easy thing ; quite a Providence,
I should call it—but then I've been religiously brought
up.’ .

¢ My advice,” said Jowl, lying down again with a care-
less air, ‘is plain—I have given it, in fact. I act asa
friend.’ ,

¢ Ah !’ cried Isaac List rapturously, ‘ the pleasures of
winning! The delight of picking up the money—the
bright, shining yellow-boys—and sweeping 'em into one’s
pocket ! The deliciousness of having a triumph at last,
and thinking that one didn’t stop short and turn back,
but went half-way to meet it! The——but you're not
going, old gentleman %’

* I'll do it,” said the old man, who had risen and taken
two or three hurried steps away, and now returned as
hurriedly. ‘ I'll have it, every penny.!

‘ Why not to-night ? * urged Jowl.

‘¢ It’s late now, and I should be flushed and flurried,’
said the old man. ‘It must be softly done. No, to-
morrow night.’

‘ Then to-morrow be it," said Jowl. A drop of com-
fort here. Luck to the best man! Tilll’

The gipsy produced three tin cups, and filled them to
the brim with brandy. The old man turned aside and
muttered to himself before he drank. Her own name
struck upon the listener’s ear, coupled with some wish so
fervent, that he seemed to breathe it in an agony of
supplication.

The old man then shook hands with his tempters, and
withdrew.

They watched his bowed and stooping figure as it
retreated slowly, and when he turned his head to ook
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back, which he often did, waved their hands, or shouted
some brief encouragement. It was not until they had
seen him gradually diminish into a mere speck upon the
distant road, that they turned to each other, and ventured
to laugh aloud and began to talk in a jargon which the
child did not understand. As their discourse appeared
to relate to matters in which they were warmly interested,
however, she deemed it the best time for escaping unob-
served ; and crept away with slow and cautious steps,
keeping in the shadow of the hedges, or forcing a path
through them or the dry ditches, until she could emerge
upon the road at a point beyond their range of vision.
Then she fled homewards as quickly as she could.

The first idea that flashed upon her mind was flight,
instant flight ; dragging him from that place, and rather
dying of want upon the roadside, than ever exposing him
again to such terrible temptations. Then she remem-
bered that the crime was not to be committed until next
night, and there was the intermediate time for thinking,
and resolving what to do. Then she was distracted with
a horrible fear that he might be committing it at that
moment ; with fearful thoughts of what he might be
tempted and led on to do, if he were detected in the act,
and had but a woman to struggle with. It was impos-
sible to bear such torture. She stole to the room where
the money was, opened the door, and looked in. God be
praised ! He was not there, and she was sleeping
soundly.

She went back to her own room, and tried to prepare
herself for bed. But who could sleep—sleep! who could
lie passively down, distracted by such terrors ? They
came upon her more and more strongly yet. Half
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undressed, and with her hair in wild disorder, she flew
to the old man’s bedside, clasped him by the wrist, and
roused him from his sleep.

¢ What's this ! * he cried, starting up in bed, and fixing
his eyes upon her spectral face.

I have had a dreadful dream,” said the child, with an
energy that nothing but such terrors could have inspired.
* A dreadful, horrible dream. I have had it once before.
It is a dream of grey-haired men like you, in darkened
rooms by night, robbing the sleepers of their gold. Up,
up!’ The old man shook in every joint, and folded his
hands like one who prays.

‘ Not to me,’ said the child, ‘ not to me—to Heaven,
to save us from such deeds ! This dream is too real. I
cannot sleep, I cannot stay here, I cannot leave you alone
under the roof where such dreams come. Up! We must
fiy.

He looked at her as.if she were a spirit—she might have
been, for all the look of earth she had—and trembled more
and more. '

* There is no time to lose ; T will not lose one minute,’
said the child. * Up! and away with me!’

¢ To-night ! * murmured the old man.

¢ Yes, to-night,” replied the child. * To-morrow night
will be too late. The dream will have come again.
Nothing but flight can save us. Up !’

The old man rose from his bed, his forehead bedewed
with the cold sweat of fear, and, bending before the child
as if she had been an angel messenger sent to lead him
where she would, made ready to follow her. She took
him by the hand and led him on. As they passed the
door of the room he had proposed to rob, she shuddered
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and looked up into his face. 'What a white face was that,
and with what a look did he meet hers!

She took him to her own chamber, and, still holding
him by the hand as if she feared to lose him for an instant,
gathered together the little stock she had, and hung her
basket on her arm. The old man took his wallet from her
hands and strapped it on his shoulders—his staf, too, she
had brought away—and then she led him forth.

With less and less of hope or strength, as they went on,
but with an undiminished resolution not to betray by any
word or sign her sinking state, so long as she had energy
to move, the child compelled herself to proceed; not
even stopping to rest as frequently as usual, to compensate
in some measure for the tardy pace at which she was
obliged to walk. Evening was drawing on, but had not
closed in, when they came to a busy town.

Faint and spiritless as they were, its streets were insup-
portable. After humbly asking for relief at some few
doors and being repulsed, they agreed to make their way
out of it as speedily as they could, and try if the inmates
of any lone house beyond, would have more pity on their
exhausted state. .

They were dragging themselves along through the last
street, and the child felt that the time was close at hand
when her enfeebled powers would bear no more. There
appeared before them, at this juncture, going in the same
direction as themselves, a traveller on foot, who, with a
portmanteau strapped to his back, leant upon a stout
stick as he walked, and read from a book which he held
in his other hand.

It was not an easy matter to come up with him, and
beseech his aid, for he walked fast, and was a little
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distance in advance. At length he stopped to look more
attentively at some passage in his book. Animated with
a ray of hope, the child shot on before her grandfather,
and, going close to the stranger without rousing him by
the sound of her footsteps, began in a few faint words to
implore his help.

He turned his head, the child clapped her hands
together, uttered a wild shriek, and fell senseless at his
feet. '

It was the poor schoolmaster. No other than the poor
schoolmaster. Scarcely less moved and surprised by the
sight of the child than she had been on recognising him,
he stood for a moment silent and confounded by this
unexpected apparition, without even the presence of
mind to raise her from the ground.

But quickly recovering his self-possession he threw
down his stick and book, and dropping on one knee beside
her, endeavoured by such simple means as occurred to
him, to restore her to herself; while her grandfather,
standing idly by, wrung his hands, and implored het with
many endearing expressions to speak to him, were it only
a word. .

Casting a look upon him, half-reproachful and half-
compassionate, the schoolmaster took the child in his
arms, and bidding the old man gather up her little basket
and follow him directly, bore her away at his utmost
speed.

‘There was a small inn within sight, to which it would
seem he had been directing his steps when so unexpectedly
overtaken. Towards this place he hurried with hig
unconscious burden, and rushing into the kitchen, and
calling upon the company there assembled to make
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way for God’s sake, deposited it on a chair before the
fire. -

While her supper was preparing, the child fell into a
refreshing sleep, from which they were obliged to rouse
her when it was ready. As she evinced extraordinary
uneasiness on learning that her grandfather was below
stairs, and as she was greatly troubled at the thought of
their being apart, he took his supper with her. Finding
her still very restless on this head, they made him up a
bed in an inner room, to which he presently retired. The
key of this chamber happened by good fortune to be on
that side of the door which wasin Nell’sroom ; she turned
it on him when the landlady had withdrawn, and crept
to bed again with a thankful heart.

The report in the morning was, that the child was
better, but was extremely weak, and would at least
require a day’s rest, and careful nursing, before she could

‘proceed upon her journey. The schoolmaster received
this communication with perfect cheerfulness, observing
that he had a day to spare—two days for that matter—
and could very well afford to wait. As the patient was to
sit up in the evening, he appointed to visit her in her
room at a certain hour: and rambling out with his book,
did not return until the hour arrived.

¢ It makes me unhappy even in the midst of all this
kindness,” said the child, ¢to think that we should be a
burden upon you. How can I ever thank you ? If I
had not met you so far from home, I must have died, and
he would have been left alone.’

¢ We’ll not talk about dying,’ said the schoolmaster ;
<and as to burdens, I have made my fortune since you
slept at my cottage.’
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¢ Indeed !’ cried the child joyfully.

¢ Oh yes,’ returned her friend. ‘I have been appointed
clerk and schoolmaster to a village a long way from here
—and a long way from the old one as you may suppose—
at five-and-thirty pounds a year. Five-and-thirty
pounds !’

‘I am very glad,’ said the child—* so very, very, glad.’

‘T am on my way there now,” resumed the school-
master. ‘ They allowed me the stage-coach hire—outside
stage-coach hire all the way. Bless you, they grudge
me nothing. But as the time at which I am expected
there left me ample leisure, I determined to walk instead.
How glad T am, to think I did so !’

* How glad should we be!”’

‘ Yes, yes,” said the schoolmaster, moving restlessly in
his chair, * certainly, that’s very true. But you—where
are you going, where are you coming from, what have
you been doing since you left me, what had you been °
doing before ? Now, tell me—do tell me. T know very
little of the world, and perhaps you are better fitted to
advise me in its affairs than T am qualified to give advice
to you; butIam very sincere, and I have a reason (you
have not forgotten it) for loving you. I have felt since
that time as if my love for him who dicd, had been trans-
ferred to you who stood beside his bed.’

The plain, frank kindness of the honest schoolmaster,
the affectionate earnestness of his speech and manner, the
truth which was stamped upon his every word and look,
gave the child a confidence in him, which the utmost arts
of treachery and dissimulation could never have awakened
in her breast. She told him all—that they had no friend
or relative—that she had fled with the old man, to save
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him from a madhouse and all the miseries he dreaded—
that she was flying now, to save him from himself—and
that she sought an asylum in some remote and primitive
place, where the temptation before which he fell would
never enter, and her late sorrows and distresses could
have no place.

The schoolmaster heard her with astonishment.

What more he thought or said, matters not. It was
concluded that Nell and her grandfather should accom-
pany him to the village whither he was bound, and that
he should endeavour to find them some humble occupa-
tion by which they could subsist. * We shall be sure to
succeed,’ said the schoolmaster, heartily. ‘ The cause is
too good a one to fail.’

They arranged to proceed upon their journey next
evening, as a stage-waggon, which travelled for some dis-
tance on the same road as they must take, would stop
at the inn to change horses, and the driver for a small
gratuity would give Nell a place inside. A bargain was
soon struck when the waggon came ; and in due time it
rolled away; with the child comfortably bestowed
among the softer packages, her grandfather and the
schoolmaster walking on beside the driver, and the land-
lady and all the good folks of the inn screaming out their
good wishes and farewells.

Sometimes walking for a mile or two while her grand-
father rode inside, and sometimes even prevailing upon
the schoolmaster to take her place and lie down to rest,
Nell travelled on very happily until they came to a large
town, where the waggon stopped, and where they spent
a night. They passed a large church ; and in the streets
were 2 number of old houses, built of a kind of earth or

c.s. E
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plaster, crossed and re-crossed in a great many directions

with black beams, which gave them a remarkable and
very ancient look. When they had passed through this

town, they entered again upon the country, and began to

draw near their place of destination.

¢ See—here’s the church !’ cried the delighted school-
master, in a low voice; ‘and that old building close
beside it, is the school-house, I'll be sworn. Five-and-
thirty pounds a year in this beautiful place !’

They admired everything—the old grey porch, the
mullioned windows, the vencrable gravestones dotting
the green churchyard, the ancient tower, the very
weathercock ; the brown thatched roofs of cottage, barn,
and homestead, peeping from among the trees; the
stream that rippled by the distant watermill ; the blue
Welsh mountains far away.

‘T must leave you somewhere for a few minutes,’ said
the schoolmaster, at length breaking the silence into
which they had fallen in their gladness. ‘I have a letter
to present, and inquiries to make, you know. Where
shall T take you ? To the little inn yonder ?°’

‘ Let us wait here,’ rejoined Nell. ‘ The gate is open.
We will sit in the church porch till you come back.’

‘A good place too,” said the schoolmaster, leading the
way towards it, disencumbering himself of his port-
manteau, and placing it on the stone seat. ‘ Be sure that
T come back with good news, and am not long gone.’

So, the happy schoolmaster put on a brand-new pair of
gloves which he had carried in a little parcel in his pocket
all the way, and hurried off, full of ardour and excitement.

After a long time, the schoolmaster appeared at the
wicket-gate of the churchyard and hurried towards them,
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jingling in his hand, as he came along, a bundle of rusty
keys. He was quite breathless with pleasure and haste
when he reached the porch, and at first could only point
towards the old building which the child had been con-
templating so earnestly.

‘ You see those two old houses,” he said at last.

‘ Yes surely,’ replied Nell. ‘I have been looking at
them nearly all the time you have been away.’

‘ And you would have looked at them more curiously
yet, if you could have guessed what I have to tell you,’
said the friend. ‘ One of thosc houses is mine.’

Without saying any more, or giving the child time to
reply, the schoolmaster took her hand, and, his honest
face quite radiant with exultation, led her to the place of
which he spoke.

They stopped before its low arched door. After trying
several of the keys in vain, the schoolmaster found one
to fit the huge lock, which turned back, creaking, and
admitted them into the house.

The room into which they entered was a vaulted cham-
ber once nobly ornamented by cunning architects, and
still retaining, in its beautiful groined roof and rich stone
tracery, choice remnants of its ancient splendour. Foli-
age carved in the stone, and emulating the mastery of
Nature’s hand, yet remained to tell how many times the
leaves outside had come and gone, while it lived on
unchanged. The broken figures supporting the burden
of the chimney-piece, though mutilated, were still dis-
tinguishable for what they had been—far different from
the dust without—and showed sadly by the empty
hearth, like creatures who had outlived their kind, and

mourned their own too slow decay.
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An open door leading to a small room or cell, dim with
the light that came through leaves of ivy, completed the
interior of this portion of the ruin. It was not quite
destitute of furniture. A few strange chairs, whose arms
and legs looked as though they had dwindled away with
age: a table, the very spectre of its race : a great old
chest that had once held records in the church, with other
quaintly-fashioned domestic nccessaries, and store of
firewood for the winter, were scattered around, and gave
evident tokens of its occupation as a dwelling-place at
no very distant time.

The child looked around her, with that solemn fecling
with which we contemplate the work of ages that have
become but drops of water in the great ocean of eternity.
The old man had followed them, but they were all three
hushed for a space, and drew their breath softly, as if
they feared to break the silence even by so slight a sound.

‘ It is a very beautiful place ! ’ said the child, in a low
voice.

“ A peaceful place to live in, don’t you think so ? ’ said
her friend.

‘ Oh yes,” rejoined the child, clasping her hands ear-
nestly. A quiet, happy place—a place to live and learn
to diein!’

‘A place to live, and learn to live, and gather health

of mind and body in,” said the schoolmaster; ©for this
old house is yours.”

‘Ours !’ cried the child.
Ay’ returned the schoolmaster gaily, ¢ for many a

merry year to come, I hope. T shall be a close neighbour
—only next door—but this house is yours.’

Having now disburdened himself of his great surprise,
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the schoolmaster sat down, and drawing Nell to his side,
told her how he had learnt that that ancient tenement had
been occupied for a very long time by an old person,
nearly a hundred years of age, who kept the keys of the
church, opened and closed it for the services, and showed
it to strangers ; how she had died not many weeks ago,
and nobody had yet been found to fill the office ; how,
learning all this in an interview with the sexton, who was
confined to his bed by rheumatism, he had been bold to
make mention of his fellow-traveller, which had been so
favourably received by that high authority, that he had
teken courage, acting on his advice, to propound the
matter to the clergyman. In a word, the result of his
exertions was, that Nell and her grandfather were to be
carricd before the last-named gentleman next day ; and,
his approval of their conduct and appearance reserved
as a matter of form, that they were already appointed to
the vacant post.

¢ There’s a small allowance of money,’ said the school-
master. ‘It is not much, but still enough to live upon in
this retired spot. By clubbing our funds-together, we
shall do bravely ; no fear of that.’

¢ Heaven bless and prosper you !’ sobbed the child.

“ Amen, my dear,” returned her friend cheerfully ;
‘ and all of us, as it will, and has, in leading us through
sorrow and trouble to this tranquil life. But we must
look at my house now. Come!’

They repaired to the other tenement ; tried the rusty
keys as before; at length found the right one; and
opened the worm-eaten door. It led into a chamber,
vaulted and old, like that from which they had come, but
not so spacious, and having only one other little room
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ittached. It was not difficult to divine that the other
10use wasgof right the schoolmaster’s, and that he had
shosen for himself the least commodious, in his care and
regard for them. Like the adjoining habitation, it held
such old articles of furniture as were absolutely necessary,
and had its stack of firewood.

They took their supper together, in the house which
may be henceforth called the child’s ; and when they had
finished their meal drew round the fire, and almost in
whispers—their hearts were too quiet and glad for loud
expression—discussed their future plans. Before they
scparated, the schoolmaster read some prayers aloud ;
and then, full of gratitude and happiness, they parted
for the night.

With the brightness and joy of morning, came the
renewal of yesterday’s abours, the revival of its pleasant
thoughts, the restoration of its energics, cheerfulness,
and hope. They worked gaily in ordering and arranging
their houses until noon, and then went to visit the
clergyman.

He was a simple-hearted old gentleman, of a shrinking,
subdued spirit, accustomed to retirement, and very little
acquainted with the world, which he had left many
years before to come and settle in that place. His wife
had died in the house in which he still lived, and he
had long since lost sight of any earthly cares or hopes
beyvond it.

He received them very kindly, and at once showed an
interest in Nell ; asking her name, and age, her birthplace,
the circumstances which had led her there, and so forth.
The schoolmaster had already told her story. They had
no other friends or home to leave, he said, and had come
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to share his fortunes. He loved the child as though she
were his own. .

“ Well, well,” said the clergyman. ‘Let it be as you
desire.’

After more kind words, they withdrew, and repaired to
the child’s house ; where they were yet in conversation
on their happy fortune, when another friend appeared.

This was a little old gentleman, who lived in the parson-
age-house, and had resided there (so they learnt soon
afterwards) ever since the death of the clergyman’s wife,
which had happened fifteen years before. He had been
“his college friend and always his close companion ; in the
first shock of his grief had come to console and comfort
him ; and from that time they had never parted com-
pany. None of the simple villagers had cared to ask his
name, or, when they knew it, to store it in their memory.
Perhaps from some vague rumour of his college honours
which had been whispered abroad on his first arrival,
perhaps because he was an unmarried, unencumbered
gentleman, he had been called the Bachelor. The
name pleased him, or suited him as well as any other, and
the Bachelor he had ever since remained. And the
bachelor it was, it may be added, who with his own hands
had laid in the stock of fuel which the wanderers had
found in their new habitation.

The bachelor, then—to call him by his usual appella-
tion—lifted the latch, showed his little round mild face
for a moment at the door, and stepped into the room like
one who was no stranger to it.

‘ You are Mr. Marton, the new schoolmaster ? ° he said,
greeting Nell’s kind friend.

‘I am, sir.’
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‘You come well recommended, and I am glad to -
see you. This is our young church-keeper ? You are
not less welcome, friend, for her sake, or for this
old man’s; nor the worst teacher for having learnt
humanity.’

‘She has been ill, sir, very lately,” said the school-
master, in answer to .the look with which the visitor
regarded Nell when he had kissed her check.

The little old gentleman glanced at the grandfather, and
back again at the child, whose hand he took tenderly in
his, and held.

¢ You will .be happier here,” he said ; ¢ we will try, at
least, to make you so. You have made great improve-
ments here already. Are they the work of your hands 2’

‘ Yes, sir.’

* We may make some others—not better in themselves,
but with better means perhaps,’ said the bachelor. ‘ Let
us sce now, let us see.’

Nell accompanied him into the other little rooms, and
over both the houses, in which he found various small
comforts wanting, which he engaged to supply from a
certain collection of odds and ends he had at home, and
which must have been a very miscellancous and extensive
one, as it comprehended the most opposite articles imagin-
able. They all came, however, and came without loss
of time; for the little old gentleman, disappearing for
some five or ten minutes, presently returned, laden
with old shelves, rugs, blankets, and other household
gear, and followed by a boy bearing a similar load.
These being cast on the floor in a promiscuous heap,
yiclded a quantity of occupation in arranging, erecting,
and putting away; the superintendence of which task
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evidently afforded the old gentleman extreme delight,
and engaged him for some time with great briskness and
activity.

The windows of the two old houses were ruddy again
that night with the reflection of the cheerful fires that
burnt within ; and the bachelor and his friend, pausing
to look upon them as they returned from their evening
walk, spoke softly together of the beautiful child, and
looked round upon the churchyard with a sigh.

CHAPTER XIV

-~

WreNEVER Kit came alone, and without the chaise, it
always happened that Sampson Brass was reminded of
some mission, calling Mr. Swiveller, if not to Peckham
Rye again, at all events to some pretty distant place from
which he could not be expected to return for two or three
hours, or in all probability a much longer period, as that
gentleman was not, to say the truth, renowned for using
great expedition on such occasions, but rather for pro-
tracting and spinning out the time to the very utmost
limit of possibility. Mr. Swiveller out of sight, Miss Sally
immediately withdrew. DMr. Brass would then set the
office-door wide open, hum his old tune with great gaiety
of heart, and smile seraphically as before. Kit coming
down stairz would be called in; entertained with some
moral and agrecable conversation ; perhaps entreated to
mind the office for an instant while Mr. Brass stepped
over the way ; and afterwards presented with one or two
half-crowns as the case might be. This cccurred so often,
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that Kit, nothing doubting but that they came from the
single gentleman, who had already rewarded his mother
with great liberality, could not enough admire his genero-
sity ; and bought so many cheap presents for her, and
for little Jacoh, and for the baby, and for Barbara to boot,
that one or other of them was having some new trifle
every day.

While these acts and deeds were in progress in and out
of the office of Sampson Brass, Richard Swiveller, being
often left alone therein, began to find the time hang heavy
on hishands. For the better preservation of his cheerful-
ness, therefore, and to prevent his faculties from rusting,
he provided himself with a cribbage-board and pack of
cards, and accustomed himself to play at cribbage with
a dummy, for twenty, thirty, or sometimes cven fifty
thousand pounds a side, besides many hazardous bets to
a considerable amount.

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

‘ Oh! Tdidn’t mean any harm indeed. Upon my word
T didu’t,” cried the small servant, struggling like a much
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larger one. ‘ It’s so very dull, down stairs. Please don't
you tell upon me ; please don’t.’

‘ Tell upon you!’ said Dick. ‘Do you mean to say
you were looking through the key-hole for company ?’

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

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

¢ Oh, ever since you first began to play them cards, and
long before.’

* Well,—come in '—he said, after a little considera-
tion. ‘ Here—sit down, and I’ll teach you how to play.’

‘Oh! T durstn’t do it,” rejoined the small servant ;
¢ Miss Sally ’ud kill me, if she know’d I came up here.’

¢ Have you got a fire down stairs ? * said Dick.

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

¢ Miss Sally couldn’t kill me if she know’d I went down
there, so I'll come,’ said Richard, putting the cards into
his pocket. ¢ Why, how thin you are! What do you
mean by it 2’ >

‘It an’t my fault.’

‘Could you ecat any bread and meat 2’ said Dick,
taking down his hat. ‘ Yes? Ah! I thought so. Did
you ever taste beer ?’

‘I had a sip of it once,’ said the small servant.

‘ Here'’s a state of things !’ cried Mr. Swiveller, raising
his eyes to the ceiling. ¢ She never tasted it—it can’t be
tasted in a sip! Why, how old are youi ?’

‘I don’t know.’

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

Presently he returned, followed by the boy from the
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public-house, who bore in one hand a plate of bread and
beef, and in the other a great pot, filled with some very
fragrant compound, which sent forth a grateful steam,
and was indeed choice purl. Relieving the hoy of his
burden at the door, and charging his little companion to
fasten it to prevent surprise, Mr. Swiveller followed her
into the kitchen.

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

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

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

‘Oh lisn’t it 2’ said the small servant.

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

‘Now,” said Mr. Swiveller, putting two sixpences into
a saucer, and trimming the wretched candle, when the
cards had been cut and dealt, © those are the stakes. If
you win, you get em’ all. If I win, I get ’em. To make

it scem more real and pleasant, I shall call you the
Marchioness, do you hear 2’

The small servant nodded.

‘ Then, Marchioness,” said Mr. Swiveller,  fire away !’

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

for her lead.
Mr. Swiveller and his partner played several rubbers

with varying success, until the loss of three sixpences, the
gradual sinking of the purl. and the striking of ten o’clock,

Mr. Swiveller and the Marchioness.

combined to render that gentleman mindful of the flight
of Time, and the expediency of withdrawing before Mr.
Sampson and Miss Sally Brass returned.

‘ The Baron Sampsono Brasso and his fair sister are
(you tell me) at the Play ?” said Mr. Swiveller, leaning
his left arm heavily upon the table, and raising his voice
and his right leg after the manner of a theatrical bandit.

The Marchioness nodded.
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‘Ha!’ said Mr. Swiveller, with a portentous frown.
“'Tis well. Marchioness —but no matter. Some wine
there. Ho!’ Heillustrated these melodramatic morsels
by handing the tankard to himself with great humility,
receiving it haughtily, drinking from it thirstily, and
smacking his lips fiercely. ,

The small servant, who was not so well acquainted with
theatrical conventionalitics as Mr. Swiveller (having
indeed never scen a play, or heard one spoken of, except
by chance through chinks of doors and in other forbidden
places), was rather alarmed by demonstrations so novel
in their nature, and showed her concern so plainly in her
looks, that Mr. Swiveller felt it necessary to discharge his
brigand manner for one more suitable to private life, as
he asked, -

‘Do they often go where glory waits ’em, and leave
you here 2’

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

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

The Marchioness nodded amazingly.

‘ Complimentary ? ’ said Mr. Swiveller.

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

‘ Humph !’ Dick muttered.  Would it be any breach
of confidence, Marchioness, to relate what they say of
the humble individual who has now the honour to—— %’

‘ Miss Sally says you're a funny chap,’ replied his friend.
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‘ Well, Marchioness,” said Mr. Swiveller, ¢ that’s not
uncomplimentary. Merriment, Marchioness, is not a bad
or degrading quality. Old King Cole was himself a merry
old soul, if we may put any faith in the pages of history.’

‘ But she says,’” pursued his companion, ‘that you
an’t to be trusted.’ .

‘Why, really, Marchioness,” said Mr. Swiveller,
thoughtfully ; ‘several ladies and gentlemen—not
exactly professional persons, but tradespeople, ma’am,
tradespeople—have made the same remark. Mr. Brass is
of the same opinion, T suppose ?°’

His friend nodded again, with a cunning look which
seemed to hint that Mr. Brass held stronger opinions on
the subject than his sister ; and seeming to recollect her-
self, added imploringly, ‘ But don’t you ever tell upon
me, or I shall be beat to death.’

‘ Marchioness,” said Mr. Swiveller, rising,*‘ the word
of a gentleman is as good as his hbond—sometimes better :
as in the present case, where his bond might prove but a
doubtful sort of security. I am your friend, and I hope
we shall play many more rubbers together in this same
saloon. But, Marchioness,” added Richard, stopping in
his way to the door, and wheeling slowly round upon the
small servant, who was following with the candle; ‘it
oceurs to me that you must be in the constant habit of
airing your eye at key-holes, to know all this.’

‘1 only wanted,” replied the trembling Marchioness,
‘ to know where the key of the safe was hid ; that was
all ; and I wouldn’t have taken much, if T had found it—
only enough to squench my hunger.’

‘You didn’t find it then ?’ said Dick. ° But of
course you didn’t or you'd be plumper. Good night,
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Marchioness. Fare thee well, and if for ever, then for
ever fare thee well—and put up the chain, Marchioness,
in case of accidents.’

With this parting injunction, Mr. Swiveller emerged
from the house. Homeward he went; and his apart-
ments (for he still retained the plural fiction) being at no
great distance from the office, he was soon seated in his
own bedchamber, where, having pulled off one hoot and
forgotten the other, he fell into deep cogitation.

¢ This Marchioness,” said Mr. Swiveller, folding his
arms, ‘is a very extraordinary person—surrounded by
mysteries, ignorant of the taste of beer, unacquainted with
her own name (which is less remarkable), and taking a
limited view of society through the key-holes of doors—
can these things be her destiny, or has some unknown
person started an opposition to the decrees of fate ? It
is a most inscrutable and unmitigated staggerer !’

He awoke in the morning, much refreshed ; and having
taken half an hour’s exercise at the flute, and graciously
received a notice to quit from his landlady, who had been
in waiting on the stairs for that purpose since the dawn
of day, repaired to Bevis Marks; where the beautiful
Sally was already at her post, bearing in her looks a
radiance, mild as that which beameth from the virgin
moon.

Mr. Swiveller acknowledged her presence by a nod, and
exchanged his coat for the aquatic jacket ; which usually
took some time fitting on, for in consequence of a tlg,ht-
ness in the sleeves, it was only to be got into by a series of
struggles. This difficulty overcome, he took his seat at
the desk.

‘I say’—quoth Miss Brass, abruptly breaking the
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silence, ‘you haven’t seen a silver pencil-case this
morning, have you 2’

‘I didn’t meet any in the streét,’ rejoined Mr. Swivel-
ler. ‘I saw one—a stout pencil-case of respectable
appearance—but as he wus in company with an elderly
penknife and a voung toothpick, with whom he was in
earnest conversation, I felt a delicacy in speaking to him.’

‘No, but have you ?’ returned Miss Brass. ¢ Seriously,
you know.’

‘ What a dull dog you must be to ask me such a ques-
tion seriously,” said Mr. Swiveller. ‘Haven't I this
moment come ?’

¢ Well, all I know is,’ replied Miss Sally, ¢ that it’s not
to be found, and that it disappeared one day this week,
when I left it on the desk.’

‘Halloa !’ thought Richard, ‘ I hope the Marchloness
hasn’t been at work here.’

¢ It’s a very unpleasant thing, Dick '—said Miss Brass,
pulling ont the tin box and refreshing herself with a pinch
of snuff ; ¢ but between you and me—between friends you
know, for if Sammy knew it, I should never hear the last
of it—some of the office money, too, that has been left
about, has gone in the same way. In particular, I have
missed three half-crowns at three different times.’

‘You don’t mean that?’ cried Dick. ‘Be careful
what you say, old boy, for this is a gerious matter. Are
you quite sure ? Is there no mistake ?’

‘ 1t is so, and there can’t be any mistake at all,’” rejoined
Miss Brass emphatically.

‘ Then, by Jove,” thought Richard, laying down his
pen,  I'm afraid the Marchioness is done for !’

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

‘Mr. Richard, sir, good morning! Here we are
again, sir, entering upon snother day, with our bodies
strengthened by slumber and breakfast, and our spirits
fresh and flowing.’

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

Mr. Richard not receiving his remarks with anything
like enthusiasm, his employer turned his eyes to his face,
and observed that it wore a troubled expression.

‘ You’re out of spirits, sir,’ said Brass. ¢ Mr. Richard,
sir, we should fall to work cheerfully, and not in a de-
spondent state. It hecomes us, Mr. Richard, sir, to !

Here the chaste Sarah heaved a loud sigh.

‘Dear me !’ said Mr. Sampson, ‘ you too! Is anything
the matter 2 Mr. Richard, sir—’

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

The countenance of Sampson fell, and anxiety over-
spread his features. He walked on tip-toe to the door,

opened it, looked outside, shut it softly, returned on
tiptoe, and said in a whisper,
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¢ This is & most extraordinary and painful circumstance
—DMr. Richard, sir, & most painful circumstance. The
fact is, that T myself have missed several small sums from
the desk of late; and have refrained from mentioning it,
hoping that accident would discover the offender ; but it
has not done so—it has not done so. Sally—Ar. Richard,
sir—this is a particularly distressing affair !’

As Sampson spoke, he laid the baunk-note upon the desk
among some papers, in an absent manner, and thrust his
hands into his pockets. Richard Swiveller pointed to it,
and admonished him to take it up.

¢ No, Mr. Richard, sir,” rejoined Brass with emotion.
T will not take it up. T will let it lie there, sir. To take
it up, Mr. Richard, sir, would imply a doubt of you ; and
in you, sir, I have unlimited confidence. We will let it
lie there, sir, if you please, and we will not take it up by
any means.’” With that, Mr. Brass patted him twice
or thrice upon the shoulder, in a most friendly manner,
and entreated him to believe that he had as much faith
in his honesty as he had in his own.

Miss Sally all at once gave a loud rap upon the desk
with her clenched fist, and cried, ‘I've hit it!’—as
indeed she had, and chipped a piece out of it too; but
that was not her meaning.

“ Well !’ cried Brass anxiously. ‘Go on, will you 2’

¢ Why,’ replied his sister with an air of triumph, ¢ hasn’t
there been somebody always coming in and out of this
office for the last three or four wecks ; hasn’t that some-
body been left alone in it sometimes—thanks to you ; and
do you mean to tell me that that somebody isn’t the thief!’

‘ What somebody ? * blustered Brass.

* Why, what do you call him—XKit 2’
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‘ Mr. Garland’s young man ?’

‘ To be sure.’

‘Never !’ cried Brass. ‘Never. I'll not hear of it.
Don’t tell me—’ said Sampson, shaking his head, and
working with both his hands as if he were clearing away
ten thousand cobwebs. ‘TI’ll never believe it of him.
Never!’

‘1 say,” repeated Miss Brass, taking another pinch of
snuff, ¢ that he’s the thief.’

‘1 say,” returned Sampson violently, ‘ that he is not.
What do you mean ? How dare you? Do you know
that he’s the honestest and faithfullest fellow that ever
lived ? Come in, come in !’

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

¢ Is the gentleman up stairs, sir, if you please 2’

‘ Yes, Kit,’ said Brass, still fired with an honest indig-
nation, and frowning with knotted brows upon his sister ;
‘ Yes, Kit, heis. Iam glad to see you, Kit, I am rejoiced
tosee you. Look in again, as you come down stairs, Kit.
That lad a robber !’ cried Brass when he had withdrawn,
¢ with that frank and open countenance! I'd trust him
with untold gold.’

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

¢ Is anything she matter, sir ? ’ said Kit.

‘Matter | cried Brass. ‘No. Why anything the
matter 2’

‘ You are so very pale,’ said Kit, ‘ that I should hardly
have known you.’

¢ Pooh pooh! mere fancy,” cried Brass, stooping to
throw up the cinders. ‘ Never better, Kit, never better
in all my life. Merry too. Ha ha! How’s our friend
above-stairs, e¢h 2’

¢ A great deal better,’ said Kit.

‘ I'm glad to hear it,’ rejoined Brass ; ‘ thankful, I may
say. An excellent gentleman. Ha ha! Mr. Garland—
he’s well, I hope, Kit—and the pony—my friend, my
particular friend, vou know. Ha ha!’

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

‘Dear me,’ said Brass, ¢ what a time Mr. Richard is
gone! A sad loiterer to be sure! Will you mind the
office one minute, while I run up stairs? Only one
minute. I'll not detain you an instant longer, on any
account, Kit.’

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

self encountered him in the doorway.
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“ Oh !’ sneered Sally, looking after him as she entered.
¢ There goes your pet, Sammy, ch ?’

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

‘ Hem !’ coughed Miss Brass.

‘T tell you, you aggravating vagabond,’ said the angry
Sampson, ¢ that I'd stake my life upon his honesty. Am
I never to hear the last of this 2 Hé¢ has had my confi-
dence, and he shall continue to haveit; he—why, where's
the—’

¢ What have you lost ? * inquired Mr. Swiveller.

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

‘ What !’ cried Miss Sally, starting up, clapping her
hands, and scattering the papers on the floor. ‘ Gone!
Now, who’s right 2 Now, who’s got it 2’

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

‘ Upon my word, Mr. Richard, sir,’ replied the lawyer,
feeling in all his pockets with looks of the greatest agita-
tion, ¢ I fear this is a black business.
sir.  'What’s to be done 2’

‘Don’t run after him,’” said  Miss Sally, taking more
snuff. ‘Don’t run after him on any account. Give him

time to get rid of it, you know. It would be cruel to find
him out !’

It’s certainly gone,

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

It happened that Kit had been running too, though not
so fast, and having the start of them by some few minutes,
was a good distance ahead. As they were pretty certain
of the road he must have taken, however, and keptonata
great pace, they came up with him, at the very moment
when he had taken breath, and was breaking into a run
again.

‘Stop !’ cried Sampson, laying his hand on one
shoulder, while Mr. Swiveller pounced upon the other.
‘ Not so fast, sir.  You're in 2 hurry 2’

‘Yes, I am,’ said Kit, looking from one to the other in
great surprise.

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

‘ Know what! good Heaven, Mr. Brass!’ cried Kit,
trembling from head to foot; ¢ you don’t suppose——'

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

¢ Of course I will,” returned Kit. ‘ Why not ?’

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

“And I am sure you'll be sorry for having suspected
Ine, sir,” replied Kit. ‘Come. Let us make haste back.’
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‘ Certainly ! * cried Brass, ‘the quicker, the better.
Mr. Richard—have the goodness, sir, to take that arm.
I'll take this one. It’s not easy walking three abreast,
but under these circumstances it must be done, sir;
there’s no help for it.’

Kit turned from white to red, and from red to white
again, when they secured him: thus, and for a moment
scemed disposed to resist. But quickly recollecting
himself, and remembering that if he made any struggle,
he would perhaps be dragged by the collar through the
public streets, he only repeated, with great earnestness
and with tears standing in his eyes, that he would be sorry
for this—and suffered them to lead him off. Mr. Richard
had nothing for it, but to hold him tight until they reached
Bevis Marks, and ushered him into the presence of the
charming Sarah, who immediately took the precaution
of locking the door.

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

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

¢ It is certainly a very painful occurrence,’ said Brass
with a sigh, as he dived into one of Kit’s pockets, and
fished up a miscellaneous collection of small articles ;
‘ very painful. Nothing here, Mr. Richard, sir, all per-
fectly satisfactory. Not here, sir. Nor in the waistcoat,
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Mr. Richard, nor in the coat tails. So far, I am rejoiced,
I am sure.’

Richard Swiveller, holding Kit’s hat in his hand, was
watching the proceedings with great interest, and bore
upon his face the slightest possible indication of a smile,
when Sampson turning hastily to him, bade him search
the hat.

‘ Here’s a handkerchief,” said Dick.

‘No harm in that, sir,” rejoined Brass, applying his
eye to the other sleeve, and speaking in the voice of one
who was contemplating an immense extent of prospect.
‘No harm in a handkerchief, sir, whatever.’

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

¢ In the hat ? ’ cried Brass, in a sort of shriek.

‘ Under the handkerchief, and tucked bencath the
lining,” said Dick, aghast at the discovery.

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

¢ And this,” cried Sampson, clasping his hands, ‘ This
is human natur, isit! Oh natur, natur! Sally my dear,
forgive me, and catch hold of him on the other side. Mr.
Richard, sir, have the goodness to run and fetch a con-
stable. The weakness is past and over, sir, and moral
strength returns. A constable, sir, if you please !’
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CHAPTER XV

In eight days’ time, the sessions commenced. In one
day afterwards, the Grand Jury found a True Bill
against Christopher Nubbles for felony ; and in two days
from that finding, the aforesaid Christopher Nubbles was
called upon to plead Guilty or Not Guilty to an Indict-
ment for that he the said Christopher did feloniously
abstract and steal from the dwelling-house and office of
one Sampson Brass, gentleman, onc Bank Note for Five
Pounds issued by the Governor and Company of the
Bank ot England.

To this indictment, Christopher Nubbles, in a low and
trembling voice, pleaded Not Guilty.

Then came the witnesses to character. It turns out
that Mr. Garland has had no character with Kit, no
recommendation of him but from his own mother, and
that he was suddenly dismissed by his former master
for unknown reasons.

The Jury find Kit guilty. He is taken off, humbly
protesting his innocence.

Kit’s mother, poor woman, is waiting at the grate below
stairs, accompanied by Barbara’s mother (who, honest
soul ! never does anything but cry, and hold the baby),
and a sad interview ensues.

Kit’s mother can reach his hand through the bars, and
clasps it—God, and those to whom he has given such
tenderness, only know in how much agony. Kit bids her
keep a good heart, and, under pretence of having the

f:hildren lifted up to kiss him, prays Barbara’s mother
In a whisper to take her home.
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‘Some friend will rise up for us, mother,’ cries Kit,
‘I am sure. If not now, before long. My innocence
will come out, mother, and I shall be brought back again.
Oh! s there no good gentleman here, who will take care
of her!’ '

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

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

‘Mr. Richard, sir,” said Brass cheerfully, °Good
evening.’

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

‘ Money !’ cried Brass, taking out his purse, ‘Ha
ha! To be sure, Mr. Richard, to he sure, sir. All men
must live. You haven’t change for a five-pound note,
have you, sir ?’

¢ No,’ returned Dick, shortly.
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¢Oh!’ said Brass, ¢ here’s the very sum. That saves
trouble. You’re very welcome I'm sure.—Mr. Richard,
sir

Dick, who had by this time reached: the door, turned
round.

‘ You needn’t,” said Brass, ¢ trouble yourself to come
back any more, sir.’

‘Eh ?’

*You see, Mr. Richard,’ said Brass, thrusting his hands
in his pockets and rocking himself to and fro upon his
stool, ¢ the fact is, that a man of your abilities is lost, sir,
quite lost, in our dry and mouldy line. It’s terrible
drudgery—shocking. I should say now that the stage,
or the—or the army, Mr. Richard—was the kind of thing
that would call out the genius of such 2 man as you. 1
hope you'll look in to see us now and then. Sally, sir,
will be delighted I'm sure. Whenever we part with
friends, Mr. Richard, let us part liberally. A delightful
sentiment, sir !’

To all these rambling observations, Mr. Swiveller
answered not one word, but, returning for the aquatic
jacket, rolled it into a tight round ball, looking steadily
at Brass meanwhile as if he had some intention of howling
him down with it. He only-took it under his arm,

however, and marched out of the officc in profound
silence.

That very night, Mr. Richard was seized with an alarm-
ing illness, and in twenty-four hours was stricken with a
raging fever.

Tossing to and fro upon his hot, uneasy bed ; tor-
mented by a fierce thirst which nothing could appease ;
unable to find, in any change of posture, a moment’s
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peace or ease; and rambling ever through deserts of
thought where there was no resting-place,*no sight or
sound suggestive of refreshment or repose; in these slow
tortures of his dread discase, the unfortunate Richard
lay wasting and consuming inch by inch, until at last
he sank into a deep sleep, and dreamed no more.

He awoke ; and, with a sensation of most blissful rest,
better than sleep itself, began gradually to remember
something of these sufferings, and to think what a long
night it had been. Happening in the midst of these
cogitations to raise his hand, he was astonished to find
how heavy it seemed, and yet how thin and light it really
was. Still he felt indifferent and happy; and having
no curiosity to pursue the subject, remained in the same
waking slumber until his attention was attracted by a
cough. This made him doubt whether he had locked his
door last night, and feel a little surprised at having a
companion in the room. Still, he lacked energy to follow
up this train of thought; and unconsciously fell, in a
luxury of repose, to staring at some green stripes upon the
bed-furniture, and associating them strangely with
patches of fresh turf, while the yellow ground between
made gravel walks, and so helped out a long perspective of
trim gardens. ,

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

The same room certainly, and still by candle-light ; but
with what unbounded astonishment did he see all those
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bottles, and basins, and articles of linen airing by the fire,
and such-lik8 furniture of a sick chamber—all very clean
and neat, but all quite different from anything he had
left there, when he went to bed ! The atmosphere, too,
filled with a cool smell of herbs and vinegar ; the floor
newly sprinkled ; the—the what? The Marchioness ?
Yes; playing cribbage with herself at the table. There
she sat, intent upon her game, coughing now and then in
a subdued manner as if she feared to disturb him.

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

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

For the purpose of testing his real condition, Mr.
Swiveller, after some reflection, pinched himself in the
arm.

‘ Queerer still !’ he thought. ‘I came to bed rather
plump than otherwise, and now thcrc's nothing to lay
hold of. T’ll take another survey.’

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

*It’s an Arabian Night, that’s what it is,” said Richard.
‘I'm in Damascus or Grand Cairo. The Marchioness is
a Genie, and having had a wager with another Genic
about who is the handsomest young man alive, and the
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worthiest to be the husband of the Princess of China,
has brought me away, room and all, to compare us
together.’

Not feeling quite satisfied with this explanation,
Mr. Swiveller raised the curtain again, determined to
take the first favourable opportunity of addressing his
companion. An occasion soon presented itself. The
Marchioness dealt, turned up a knave, and omitted to
take the usual advantage; upon which Mr. Swiveller
called out as loud as he could—* Two for his heels !’

The Marchioness jumped up quickly, and clapped her
bands. ° Arabian Night, certainly,” thought Mr. Swivel-
ler; ¢ they always clap their hands instead of ringing the
bell. Now for the two thousand black slaves, with jars
of jewels on their heads !’

It appeared, however, that she had only clapped her
hands for joy ; for directly afterwards she began to laugh,
and then to cry ; declaring, not in choice Arabic but in
familiar English, that she was ‘ so glad, she didn’t know
what to do.’

¢ Marchioness,” said Mr. Swiveller, thoughtfully, ‘ be
pleased to draw nearer. First of all, will you have the
goodness to inform me where I shall find my voice ; and
secondly, what has become of my flesh 2’

The Marchioness only shook her head mournfully, and
cried again.

“I begin to infer, Marchioness,’—said Richard after a
nause, and smiling with a trembling lip, ‘ that I have
seen il

‘ You just have !’ replied the small servant, wiping her
sves.  “ And haven’t vou been a talking nonsense !’
‘Oh!’ said Dick. ¢ Veryill, Marchioness,have I been 2’
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¢ Dead, all but,’ replied the small servant. ‘T never
thought you'd get better. Thank Heaven you have v’

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

¢ Three weeks to-morrow,” replied the small servant.

¢ Three what ?  said Dick.

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

The bare thought of having been in such extremity
caused Richard to fall into another silence, and to lie flat
down again at his full length. The Marchioness, having
arranged the bed-clothes more comfortably, and felt that
his hands and forehead were quite cool-—a discovery that
filled her with delight—cried a little more, and then

applied herself to getting tea ready, and making some thin
dry toast.

When the Marchioness had finished her toasting, she
spread a clean cloth on a tray, and brought him some
crisp slices and a great basin of weak tea, with which
(she said) the doctor had left word he might refresh him-
self when he awoke. She propped him up with pillows,
if not as skilfully as if she had been a professional nurse
all her life, at least as tenderly ; and looked on with
unutterable satisfuction while the patient—stopping
every now and then to shake her by the hand—took his
poor meal with an appetite and relish, which the greatest
dainties of the earth, under any other circumstances,
would have failed to provoke. Having cleared away,
and disposed everything comfortably about him again,
she sat down at the table to take her own tea.

¢ Marchioness,” said Mr. Swiveller, ¢ how’s Sally. 2’
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The small servant screwed her face into an expression
of the very uttermost entanglement of slyness, and shook
her head.

 What, havent you seen her lately ? ’ said Dick.

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

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

* And where do you live, Marchioness 2’

‘Live !’ cried the small servant. ‘ Here!’

‘Oh!’ said Mr. Swiveller.

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

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

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

when I was—’
‘Was near a key-hole ?’ suggested Mr. Swiveller,

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

‘ This poor little Marchioness has been wearing herself
to death !’ cried Dick.

‘No I haven’t,” she returned, ‘ not a bit of it. Don’t
you mind about me. I like sitting up, and I've often had
a sleep, bless you, in one of them chairs. The doctor
said you was to be kept quite still, and there was to be
no noise nor nothing. Now, take a rest, and then we'll
talk again. T’ll sit by you, you know. If you shut your
eyes, perhaps you'll go to sleep. You’ll be all the better
for it, if you do.’

Richard Swiveller, being indeed fatigued, fell into a
deep slumber, and waking in about half an hour, inquired
what time it was.

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

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

‘He had been sentenced to transportation for a great
many years,” she said.

“Has he gone ?’ asked Dick—* his mother—how is
she,—what has become of her 2’
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His nurse shook her head, and answered that she knew
nothing about them.

‘ But, if I thought,’ said she, very slowly, ‘ that you'd
keep quict, and not put yourself into another fever, I
could tell you—but I won’t now.’

‘ Yes, do,’ said Dick. ‘It will amuse me.’

‘Oh! would it though !’ rejoined the small servant,
with a horrified look. ‘I know better than that. Wait
till you’re better and then I'll tell you.’

Dick looked very earnestly at his little friend : and his
eyes, being large and hollow from illness, assisted the
expression so much, that she was quite frightened, and
besought him not to think any more about it. What had
already fallen from her, however, had not only piqued
his curiosity, but seriously alarmed him, wherefore he
urged her to tell him the worst at once.

‘Oh! there’s no worst in it,” said. the small servant.
¢ It hasn’t anything to do with you.’

¢ Has it anything to do with—is it anything you heard
through chinks or key-holes—and that you were not
intended to hear ? ’ asked Dick, in a breathless state.

‘ Yes,’ replied the small servant.

‘ In—in Bevis Marks ?’ pursued Dick hastily. ‘ Con-
versations between Brass and Sally ?°

¢ Yes,” cried the small servant again.

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

¢ But if you begin to do that,’ said the small servant,
‘I'll leave off. And so I tell you’

¢ You can’t leave off till you have gone on,” said Dick.
‘ And do go on, there’s a darling.’

‘Well! Before I run away, I used to sleep in the
kitchen—where we played cards, you know. Miss Sally
used to keep the key of the kitchen door in her pocket, and
she always come down at night to take away the candle
and rake out the fire. When she had done that, she left
me to go to bed in the dark, locked the door on the outside,
put the key in her pocket again, and kept me locked up
till she came down in the morning—very early I can tell
you—and let me out. I was terrible afraid of being kept
like this, because if there was a fire, I thought they might
forget me and only take care of themselves, you know. So
whenever I see an old rusty key anywhere, 1 picked it up
and tried if it would fit the door, and at last I found in the
dust cellar a key that did fit it.

‘ They kept me very short,” said the small servant.
‘Oh! you can’t think how short they kept me! So I
used to come out at night after they’d gone to bed, and
feel about in the dark for bits of biscuit, or sangwitches
that you'd left in the office, or even pieces of orange peel
to put into cold water and make believe it was wine. Did
you ever taste orange peel and water 2’

Mr. Swiveller replied that he had never tasted that

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

 There was him and her,’ said the small servant, ‘a
sittin’ by the fire, and talking softly together. Mr. Brass
says to Miss Sally, “ Upon my word,” he says, “it’s a
dangerous thing, and it might get us into a world of
trouble, and I don’t half like it.” ‘“ Isn’t Quilp,” she
says, “our principal support ?” “ He certainly is,”
says Mr. Brass. ‘“ Then does it signify,” she says,
‘ about ruining this Kit when Quilp desires it 2 “ It
certainly does not signify,” says Brass. Then, they
whispered and laughed for a long time about there being
no danger if it was well done, and then Mr. Brass pulls
out his pocket-book, and says, “ Well,” he says, * here
it is—Quilp’s own five-pound note. We’ll agree that way,
then,” he says. “ Kit’s coming to-morrow morning, I
know. While he’s up stairs, you'll get out of the way,
and T’ll clear off Mr. Richard. Having Kit alone, I'll
hold him in conversation, and put this property in his
hat. I'll manage so, besides,” he says,  that Mr. Richard
shall find it there, and be the evidence.” Miss Sally
laughed, and said that was the plan, and as they seemed
to be moving away, and I was afraid to stop any longer, T

went down stairs again.—There !’
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The small servant had gradually worked herself into
as much agitation as Mr. Swiveller, and therefore made
no cffort to restrain him when he sat up in hed and
hastily demanded whether this story had been told to
anybody.

‘ How could it be ? ’ replied his nurse. ‘I was almost
afraid to think about it, and hoped the young man would
be let off.’

¢ Marchioness,” said Mr. Swiveller, plucking off his
night-cap and flinging it to the other end of the room ; ‘if
yow'll do me the favour to retire for a few minutes and see
what sort of night it is, I'll get up.’

‘ You mustn’t think of such a thing,’ cried his nurse.

‘I must indeed,” said the patient, looking round the
room. ‘ Wherecabouts are my clothes ?°’

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

‘Ma’am !’ said Mr. Swiveller, in great astonishment.

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

‘I am afraid,” said Richard dolefully, ¢ that you’re
right ! What ought T to do! what is to be done !’

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

CHAPTER XVI

It was well for the small servant that she was of a sharp
quick nature, or the consequence of sending her out alone,
from the very neighbourhood in which it was most dangﬂ:
ous for her to appear, would probably have been the
restoration of Miss Sally Brass to the supreme authority
over her person. Not unmindful of the risk she rap
however, the Marchioness no sooner left the house th:u;
she dived into the first dark by-way that presented itse]f
and, without any present reference to the point to “'hic};
her journey tended, made it her first business to put ty,
good miles of brick and mortar between herself ang
Bevis Marks.

When she had accomplished this object, she begap ¢,
o for the notary’s office, to which__
of apple-women and oyster-sellery o4
er than in lighted shops or of weyy_
attracting n°ti°°\she

shape her cours
shrewdly inquiring
street-corners, rath
dressed people, at the hazard of

easily procured a direction.
She had no bonnet—nothing on her head but a Sreat

cap which in some old time had been worn by Sally Bra
whose taste in head-dresses was, 85 we have scen, peculia,
—and her speed was rather retarded than assisted by y T
shoes, which, being extremely large and slipshod, fleyy &
every now and then, and were difficult to find Waiy
among the crowd of passengers. By the time she Teach, d‘
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the street in which the notary lived, she was fairly worn
out and exhausted, and could not refrain from tears.

The small spy took counsel with herself, and resolved
to wait in the street until Mr. Abel came,out. With this
purpose, crossing the road, she sat down upon a door-step
just opposite.

She had hardly taken this position, when there came
dancing up the street, with his legs all wrong, and his
head everywhere by turns, a pony. This pony had a
little phaeton behind him, and a man in it. When they
came to the notary’s door, the man called out in a very
respectful manner, ‘ Woa then,’—intimating that if he
might venture to express a wish, it would be that they
stopped there. The pony made a moment’s pause ; but
he immediately started off again, rattled at a fast trot to
the street-corner, wheeled round, came back, and then
stopped of his own accord.

“Oh! you’re a precious creatur ! * said the man—who
didn’t venture by the bye to come out in his true colours
until he was safe on the pavement. ‘I wish I had the
rewarding of you,—I do.’

‘ Whut has he been doing ?” said Mr. Abel, tying a
shawl round his neck as he came down the steps.

‘He’s enough to fret a man’s heart out,” replied the
hostler. ‘Woa then, will you 2’

‘He'll never stand still, if you call him names,’ said
Mr. Abel, getting in, and taking the reins.. “ He’s a very
good fellow if you know how to manage him. This is the
_ first time he has been out, this long while, for he has lost

his old driver and wouldn’t stir for anybody else, till this
morning. Thelampsare right, are they? That’s well. Be
here to tuke him to-morrow, if you please. Good night!’
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And after one or two strange plunges, quite of his own
invention, the pony yielded to Mr. Abel’s mildness, and
trotted gently off.

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

Mr. Abel being in a thoughtful frame of mind, and hav-
ing quite enough to do to keep the pony going, went
jogging on without looking round : little dreaming of the
strange figure that was close behind him, until the
Marchioness, having in some degree recovered her breath,
and the loss of her shoe, and the novelty of her position,
uttered close into his ear, the words—

‘I say, sir '—

He turned his head quickly enough then, and stopping
the pony, cried with some trepidation, ‘ God bless me,
what is this !’

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

¢ What do you want with me ? * said Mr. Abel. ¢ How
did you come here ?’

‘I got in behind,” replied the Marchioness. ‘Oh
please drive on, sir—don’t stop—and go towards the City,
will you ? And oh do please make haste, because it's of

consequence. There’s somebody wants to see you there.
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He sent me to say would you come directly, and that he
knowed all about Kit, and could save him yet, and prove
his innocence.’

‘ What do vou tell me, child 2’

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

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

‘See! It’s that room up there,” said the Marchioness,
pointing to one where there was a faint light. ¢ Come!’

Mr. Abel, who was one of the simplest and most retiring
creatures in existence, and naturally timid withal, hesi-
tated. His regard for Kit, however, overcame every
other consideration. So, entrusting Whisker to the
charge of a man who was lingering hard by in expectation
of the job, he suffered his companion to take his hand, and
to lead him up the dark and narrow stairs.

He was not a little surprised to find himself conducted
into a dimly-lighted sick chamber, where a man was
sleeping tranquilly in bed.

‘ An’t it nice to see him lying there so quiet ? * said his
guide, in an earnest whisper. ‘Oh! you'd say it was, if
you had only seen him two or three days ago.’

Mr. Abel made no answer, and, to say the truth, kept a
long way from the bed and very near the door. His
guide, who appeared to understand his reluctance,
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trimmed the candle, and taking it in her hand, approached
the bed. As she did so, the sleeper started up, and he
recognised in the wasted face the features of Richard
Swiveller. . )

‘Why, how is this ?’ said Mr. Abel kindly, as he
hurried towards him. ¢ You have been ill 2’

‘Very,” replied Dick. °Nearly dead. You might
have chanced to hear of your Richard on his bier, but for
the friend I sent to fetch you. Another shake of the hand,
Marchioness, if you please, Sit down, sir.’

Mr. Abel seemed rather astonished to hear of the quality
of his guide, and took a chair by the bedside.

‘T have sent for you, sir,” said Dick—* but she told
you on what account ?’

‘She did. T am quite bewildered by all this. T really
don’t know what to say or think,” replied Mr. Abel.

‘You'll say that presently,” retorted Dick. ° Mar-
chioness, take a scat on the bed, will you ? Now, tell
this gentleman all that you told me; and be particular.
Don’t you speak another word, sir.’

The story was repeated ; it was, in cffect, exactly the
ame as before, without any deviation or omission.
Richard Swiveller kept his eyes fixed on his visitor during
ts narration, and directly it was concluded, took the word
gain.

* You have heard it all, and you’ll not forget it. I'm
»0 giddy and too queer to suggest anything; but you
nd vour friends will know what to do. After this long
elay, every minute is an age. Tf ever you went home
st in vour life, go home fast to-night. Don’t stop to say

1e word to me, but go.’
Mr. Abel needed no more remonstrance or persuasion.
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He was gone in an instant ; and the Marchioness, return-
ing from lighting him down stairs, reported that the pony,
without any preliminary objection whatever, hod dashed
away at full gallop.

On awaking in the morning, Richard Swiveller became
conscious by slow degrees of whispering voices in his
room. Looking out between the curtains, he espied Mr.
Garland, Mr. Abel, the Notary, and the single gentleman,
gathered round the Marchioness, and talking to her with
great earnestness but in very subdued tones—fearing, no
doubt, to disturb him. He lost no time in letting them
know that this precaution was unnecessary, and all four
gentlemen directly approached his bedside. Old Mr.
Garland was the first to stretch out his hand, and inquire
how he felt.

Dick was about to answer that he felt much better,
though still as weak as need be, when his little nurse,
pushing the visitors aside and pressing up to his pillow as
if in jealousy of their interference, set his breakfast before
him, and insisted on his taking it before he underwent the
fatigue of speaking or of being spoken to. Mr. Swiveller
consented to eat and drink upon one condition.

‘ And that is,” said Dick, returning the pressure of Mr.
Garland’s hand, ‘ that you answer me this question truly,
before I take a bit or drop. 1Is it too late 2°

‘ For completing the work you began so well last
night ?’ returned the old gentleman. ‘No. Set your
mind at rest upon that point. It is not, I assure you.’

Comforted by this intelligence, the patient applied him-
self to his food with a keen appetite, though evidently
not with a greater zest in the eating than his nurse
appeared to have in seeing him eat.
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At length—and to say the truth before very long—Mr.
Swiveller had despatched as much toast and tea asin that
stage of his recovery it was discreet to let him have. But
the cares of the,Marchioness did not stop here; for,
disappearing for an instant and presently returning with
a basin of fair water, she laved his face and hands, brushed
his hair, and in short made him as spruce and smart as
anybody under such circumstances could be made ; and
all this in as brisk and business-like a manner, as if he
were a very little boy, and she his grown-up nurse. To
these various attentions, Mr. Swiveller submitted in a
kind of grateful astonishment beyond the reach of
language.

¢ Gentlemen,’ said Dick. ‘ youw’ll excuse me. We're
short of chairs here, among other trifles, but if you’ll do me
the favour to sit upon the bed ’

¢ What can we do for you ? * said Mr. Garland, kindly.

‘If you could make the Marchioness yonder, a Mar-
chioness in real, sober earnest,’ returned Dick, < I'd thank
you to get it done off-hand. But as you can’t, and as the
question is not what you will do for me, but what you will
do for somebody else who has a better claim upon you,
pray, sir, let me know what you intend doing.’

‘ It’s chiefly on that account that we have come just
now,’ said the single gentleman, ‘for you will have
another visitor presently.’

After telling Mr.,Swiveller how they had not lost sight
of Kit’s mother and the children; how they had never
once even lost sight of Kit himself, but had been unre-
mitting in their endeavours to procure a mitigation of his
sentence ; how they had been perfectly distracted
between the strong proofs of his guilt, and their own




190 THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP

fading hopes of his innocence ; and how he, Richard
Swiveller, might keep his mind at rest, for everything
should be happily adjusted between that time and night ;
—after telling him all this, and adding & great many kind
and cordial expressions, personal to himself, which it is
unnecessary to recite, Mr. Garland, the Notary, and the
single gentleman took their leaves.

Mr. Abel remained behind, very often looking at his
watch and at the room-door, until Mr. Swiveller was
roused from a short nap, by the setting-down on the
landing-place outside, as from the shoulders of a porter,
of some giant load, which seemed to shake the house, and
made the little physic bottles on the mantel-shelf ring
again. Directly this sound reached his ears, Mr. Abel
started up, and hobbled to the door, and opened it ; and
behold ! there stood a strong man, with a mighty hamper,
which, being hauled into the room and presently unpacked,
disgorged such treasures of tea, and coffee, and wine, and
rusks, and oranges, and grapes, and fowls ready trussed
for boiling, and calves’-foot jelly, and arrow-root, and
sago, and other delicate restoratives, that the small
servant, who had never thought it possible that such
things could be, except in shops, stood rooted to the spot
in her one shoe, with her mouth and eyes watering in
unison, and her power of speech quite gone. But not so Mr.
Abel ; or the strong man svho emptied the hamper, big
as it was, in a twinkling; and not so the nice old lady,
who appeared so suddenly that she might have come out
of the hamper too (it was quite large enough), and who,
bustling about on tiptoe and without noise, began to fill
out the jelly in tea-cups, and to make chicken broth in
small saucepans, and to peel oranges for the sick man and
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to cut them up in little pieces, and to ply the small servant
with glasses of wine and choice bits of everything. The
whole of which appearances were so unexpected and
bewildering, tha$ Mr. Swiveller, when he had taken two
oranges and a little jelly, and had seen the strong man
walk off with the empty basket, plainly leaving all that
abundance for his use and benefit, was fain to lie down and
fall asleep again, from sheer inability to entertain such
wonders in his mind.

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

‘ As you are so much better,” said Mr. Witherden, sit-
ting down at the bedside, * I may venture to communicate
to you a piece of news which has come to me profes-
sionally.’

The idea of any professional intelligence from a gentle-
man connected with legal matters appeared to afford
Richard anything but a pleasing anticipation. His
countenance fell as he replied,

‘ Certainly, sir. I hope it’s not anything of a very
disagreeable nature, though ?”’

If T thought it so, I should choose some better time
for communicating it,’ replied the Notary. ‘Let me tell
you, first, that my friends who have been here to-day
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know nothing of it, and that their kindness to you has
been quite spontaneous, and with no hope of return. It
may do a thoughtless, careless man good to know that.’

Dick thanked him, and said he hoped it would.

‘T have been making some inquiries about you,” said
Mr. Witherden, . little thinking that I should find you
under such circumstances as those which have brought us
together. You are the nephew of Rebecca Swiveller,
spinster, deceased, of Cheselbourne in Dorsetshire.’

‘ Deceased !’ cried Dick.

‘Deceased. If you had been another sort of nephew,
you would have come into possession (so says the will,
and I see no reason to doubt it)- of five-and-twenty
thousand pounds. As it is, you have fallen into an
annuity of one hundred and fifty pounds a year; but I
think I may congratulate you even upon that.’

¢ Sir,” said Dick, sobbing and laughing together, ¢ you
may. For, please God, we'll make a scholar of the poor
Marchioness yet ! And she shall walk in silk attire, and

siller have to spare, or may I never rise from this bed
again !’

CHAPTER XVII

LigaTED rooms, bright fires, cheerful faces, the music
of glad voices, words of love and welcome, warm hearts,
and tears of happiness—what a change is this! But it is
to such delights that Kit is hastening, They are awaiting

him, he knows. He fears he will die of joy before he gets
among them.
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Somebody says he must think of his poor mother. It
is because he does think of her so much, that the happy
news has overpowered him. Does she know it 2 what did
she say ? who told her? He can speak of nothing else.

As they pass through the dismal passages, some officers
of the jail who are in waiting there congratulate him in
their rough way on his release.

The last door shuts behind them. They have passed
the outer wall, and stand in the open air—in the street he
has so often pictured to himself when hemmed in by those
gloomy stones, and which has been in all his dreams. It
scems wider and more busy than it used to be. The
night is bad, and yet how cheerful and gay in his eyes!

Mr. Garland has a coach waiting in a neighbouring
street, and, taking Kit inside with him, bids the man drive
home.

They are at the door. There is a noise of tongues, and
tread of feet, inside. It opens. XKit rushes in, and finds
his mother clinging round his neck.

And there, too, is the ever faithful Barbara’s mother,
still holding the baby as if she had never put it down since
that sad day when they little hoped to have such joy as
this; and there is little Barbara; and there is Mrs.
Garland, neater and nicer than ever, and there is Mr.
Abel, violently blowing his nose, and wanting to embrace
everybody ; and there is the single gentleman, hovering
around them all, and constant to nothing for an instant ;
and there is that good, dear thoughtful little Jacob, sitting
all alone by himself on the bottom stair, with his hands on
his knees like an old man, roaring fearfully without giving

any trouble to anybody.
Kit takes the first opportunity of slipping away and
C.s, N

3
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hurrying to the stable. The moment he lays his hand
upon the latch, the pony neighs the loudest pony’s greet-
ing; before he has crossed the threshold, the pony is
capering about his loose box (for he, brooks not the
indignity of a halter), mad to give his welcome ; and when
Kit goes up to caress and pat him, the pony rubs his nose
against his coat, and fondles him more lovingly than ever
pony fondled man. It is the crowning circumstance of
his earnest, heartfelt reception ; and Kit fairly puts his
arm round Whisker’s neck and hugs him.

When the first transports of the whole party had sub-
sided, and Kit and his mother, and Barbara and her
mother, with little Jacob and the baby to boot, had had
their suppers together—which there was no hurrying
over, for they were going to stop there all night—DMr.
Garland called Kit to him, and taking him into a room
where they could be alone, told him that he had something
yet to say, which would surprise him greatly. Kit looked
so anxious and turned so pale on hearing this, that the
old gentleman hastened to add, he would be agrecably
surprised ; and asked him if he would be ready next
morning for a journey.

‘ For a journey, sir !’ cried Kit.

¢ In company with me and my friend in the next room.
Can you guess its purpose ?’

Kit turned paler yet, and shook his head.

‘Oh yes. I think you do already,” said his master.
< Try.’

Kit murmured something rather rambling and unin-
telligible, but he plainly pronounced the words * Miss
Nell,” three or four times—shaking his head while he did
50, as if he would add there was no hope of that.
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But Mr. Garland, instead of saying ‘ Try again,” as
Kit had made sure he would, told him very seriously that
he had guessed right.

‘ The place of their retreat is indeed discovered,” he
said, ‘ at last. And that is our journey’s end.’

* * * * * *

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

Meantime the two gentlemen inside, who were little
disposed to sleep, beguiled the time with conversation.
As both were anxious and expectant, it naturally turned
upon the subject of their expedition, on the manner in
which it had been brought about, and on the hopes and
fears they entertained respecting it.

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

¢ Are you a good listener ?°

‘ Like most other men, I suppose,’” returned Mr. Gar-
land, smiling. ‘I can be, if I am interested ; and if not
interested I should still try to appear so. Why do you
ask 2’

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

Pausing for no reply, he laid his hand on the old gentle-
man’s sleeve, and proceeded thus :

‘There were once two brothers, who loved each
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otherdearly. There was a disparity in their ages—some
twelve years. Wide as the interval between them was,
however, they became rivals too soon. The deepest
and strongest affection of both their bearts settled upon
one object.

‘ The youngest was the first to find this out. I will
not tell you what misery he underwent, what agony of
soul he knew, how great his mental struggle was. He
had been a sickly child. His brother, patient and con-
siderate in the midst of his own high health and strength,
had many and many a day denied himself the sports he
loved, to be his fond and faithful nurse. But when the
time of trial came, the younger brother’s heart was full
of those old days. He left his brother to be happy. The
truth never passed his lips, and he quitted the country,
hoping to die abroad.

‘ The clder brother married her. She was in Heaven
before long, and left him with an infant daughter.

‘ In this daughter the mother lived again. You may
judge with what devotion he who lost that mother almost
in the winning, clung to this girl, her breathing image.
She grew to womanhood, and gave her heart to one who
could not know its worth.

¢ Patient, and upheld by strong affection to the last,
she died a widow of some three weeks’ date, leaving to
her father’s care two orphans ; one a son of ten or twelve
years old ; the other a girl—such another infant child—
the same in helplessness, in age, in form, in feature—as
she had been herself when her young mother died.

‘ The elder brother, grandfather to these two children,
was now a broken man.  With the wreck of his possessions
he began to trade—in pictures first, and then in curious
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ancient things. He had entertained a fondness for such
matters from a boy.

¢ The wayward boy soon spurned the shelter of his roof,
and sought associftes more congenial to his taste. The
old man and the child dwelt alone together.

* The younger brother had been a traveller in many
countries, and had made his pilgrimage through life alone.
Communication between him and the elder was difficult
and uncertain, and often failed ; still it was not so wholly
broken off but that he learnt—with long blanks and gaps
between each interval of information—all that T have told
you now.

¢ With the utmost speed he could exert, he settled his
affairs; converted into money all the goods he had ;
and, with honourable wealth enough for both, with open
heart and hand, with emotion such as men can hardly
bear and live, arrived one evening at his brother’s door !’

The narrator, whose voice had faltered lately, stopped.

* The rest,” said Mr. Garland, pressing his hand, ‘I
know.’

“Yes,” rejoined his friend after a pause, ¢ we may spare
oursclves the sequel.  You know the poor result of all my
search. TEven when we found they had been seen with
two poor travelling showmen ; and in time discovered
the men themselves—and in time, the actunal place of their
retreat, cven then, we were too late. Pray God we are
not too late again !’

‘We cannot be,” said Mr. Garland. ° This time we
must succeed.’
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CHAPTER XVIII

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

As it grew dusk, the wind fell ; and then it came on
to snow.

Shading his eyes from the falling snow, which froze upon
their lashes and obscured his sight, Kit often tried to
catch the earliest glimpse of twinkling lights denoting
their approach to some not distant town. He could
descry objects enough at such times, but none correctly.
A wall, a ruin, a sturdy gable-end, would rise up in the
road itself.

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

A church bell struck the hour of midnight, and the
carriage stopped. Tt had moved softly enough, but when
it ceased to crunch the snow, the silence was ag startling
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as if some great noise had been replaced by perfect
stillness.

‘ This is the place, gentlemen,™ said the driver, dis-
mounting from his horse, and knocking at the door of a
little inn.  *Halloa! Past twelve o’clock is the dead of
night here.’

The knocking was loud and long, but it failed to rouse
the drowsy inmates. All continued dark and silent as
before.  They fell back a little, and looked up at the
windows, which were mere black patches in the whitened
house front. No light appeared. The house might have
been deserted, or the sleepers dead, for any air of life it
had about it.

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

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

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

The old church-tower, clad in a ghostly garb of pure
cold white, again rose up before them, and a few moments
brought them close beside it. A venerable building—
grey, even in the midst of the hoary landscape. An
ancient sundial on the belfry wall was nearly hidden by
the snow-drift, and scarcely to be known for what it was. -
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Time itself seemed to have grown dull and old. as if no
day were ever to displace the melancholy night.

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

There was a faint light in a chamber window not far
off, and Kit ran towards that house to ask their way.

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

‘I am sorry to call you from your bed,” said Kit,
‘ but those gentlemen you may see by the churchyard
gate, are strangers too, who have just arrived from a

long journey, and seek the parsonage-house. You can
direct us 2’

‘ I should be able to,” answered the old man, in a trem-
bling voice, ¢ for come next summer I have been sexton
here good fifty years. The right-hand path, friend, is
the road.—There is no ill news for our good gentleman, I
hope 2’

Kit thanked him, and made him a hasty answer in the
negative.

He hurried back. They took the path indicated by
the sexton, and soon arrived before the parsonage wall.
Turning round to look about them when they had got
thus far, they saw, among some ruined buil&ings at a
distance, one single solitary light.

 What light is that !’ exclaimed the younger brother.

‘It is surely,’ said Mr. Garland, ‘in the ruin where
they live. T see no other ruin hereabouts.’
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¢ They cannot,” returned the brother hastily, - Dbe
waking at this late hour

Kit interposed directly, and begged that, while they
rang and waited at the gate, they would let him malke his
way to where this light was shining and try to ascertain if
any people were about. Obtaining the permission he
desired, he darted oft with breathless eagerness, and, still
carrying the birdcage in his hand, made straight towards
the spot.

He approached as softly as he could, and advancing so
near the wall as to brush the whitened ivy with his dress,
listened. There was no sound inside. The church itself
was not more quiet. Touching the glass with his cheek,
he listened again. No. And yet there was such a silence
all around, that he felt sure he could have heard even the
breathing of a sleeper, if there had been one there.

A strange circumstance, a light in such a place at that
time of night, with no one near it.

A curtain was drawn across the lower portion of the
window, and he could not sce into the room. But there
was no shadow thrown upon it from within. Again and
again he listened ; again and again the same wearisome
blank.

Leaving the spot with slow and cautious steps, and
skirting the ruin for a few paces, he came at length to a
door. He knocked. No answer. But there was a
curious noise inside. It was difficult to determine what
it was. It bore a resemblance to the low moaning of one
in pain, but it was not that, being far too regular and
constant. It was unlike anything he had ever heard,
and in its tone there was something fearful, chilling, and
uncarthly.
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The listener’s blood ran colder now than cver it had
done in frost and snow, but he knocked again. There
was no answer, and the sound went on without any
interruption. He laid his hand softly upon the latch, and
put his knee against the door. It was not sccured on the
inside, but yielded to the pressure, and turned upon its
hinges. He saw the glimmering of a fire upon the old
walls, and entered.

The dull, red glow of a wood fire—for no lamp or candle
burnt within the room—showed him a figure, seated on
the hearth with its back towards him, bending over the
fitful light.

The heavy door had closed behind him on his entrance,
with a crash that made him start. The figure neither
spoke nor turned to look, nor gave in any other way the
faintest sign of having heard the noise. The form was
that of an old man, his white head akin in colour to the
mouldering embers upon which he gazed.

Kit tried to speak, and did pronounce some words,
though what they were he scarcely knew.

He had his hand upon the latch, when something in the
form—distinctly seen as one iog broke and fell, and, as it
fell, blazed up—arrested it. He returned to where he
had stood before—udvanced a pace—another—another
still.  Another, and he saw the face. Yes!

Changed as
it was, he knew it well.

‘ Master ! * he cried, stooping on one knee and catching
at his hand.  Dear master. Speak to me !’

The old man turned slowly towards him ; and muttered
in a hollow voice,

‘ This is another '—How many of these spirits there
bave been to-night !’
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‘No spirit, master. No one but yvour old servant.
You know me now, I am sure 2 Miss Nell—where is she
—vwhere is she ?°

¢ She is asleep—yonder—in there.’

Thank God !’

*Ay! Thank God !’ returned the old man. ‘Hark !
Did she call ?°

‘T heard no voice.’

‘ Do you tell me that you don’t hear that 2’

He started up, and listened again,

‘ Nor that ? * he cried, with a triumphant smile. ¢ Can
anybody know that voice so well as 1! Hush ! hush !’

Motioning to him to be silent, he stole away into
another chamber. *After a short absence (during which he
could be heard to speak in a softened soothing tone) he
returned, bearing in his hand a lamp.

‘ She-is still asleep,” he whispered. * You were right.
She did not call—unless she did so in her slumber.’

He spolce rather to himself than to the visitor, but when
he had put the lamp upon the table, he took it up, as if
impelled by some momentary recollection or curiosity,
and held it near his face. Then, as if forgetting his
motive in the very action, he turned away and put it
down again.

¢ She is sloeping soundly,” he said ; ‘but no wonder.
The very birds are dead, that they may not wake her.
She used to feed them, sir. Though never so cold and
hungry, the timid things would fly from us. They never
flew from her !’

Again he stopped to listen, and scarcely drawing
breath, listened for a long, long time. That fancy past,
he opened an old chest, took out some clothes as fondly
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as if they had been living things, and began to smooth and
brush them with his hand.

¢ Her little homely dress,—her favourite !’ cried the
old man, pressing it to his breast, and patting it with his
shrivelled hand. ‘She will miss it when she wales.
They have hid it here in sport, but she shall have 1t—
she shall have it. I would not vex my darling, for the
wide world’s riches. Sec here—these shoes—how worn
they are—she kept them to remind her of our last
long journey. I have remembered since, she walked
behind me, sir, that I might not see how lame she was—
but yet she had my hand in hers, and seemed to lead
me still.’

He pressed them to hislips, and having carefully put
them back again, went on communing with himself—
looking wistfully from time to time towards the chamber
he had lately visited.

‘ She was not wont to be a lie-abed ; but she was well
then. We must have patience. Who is that ? Shut
the door. Quick '—Have we not enough to do to drive
away that marble cold, and keep her warm !’

The door was indeed opened, for the entrance of Mr.
Garland and his friend, accompanied by two other per-
sons. These were the schoolmaster, and the bachelor.
The former held a light in his hand. He had, it scemed,
but gone to his own cottage to replenish the exhausted
lamp, at the moment when Kit came up and found the old
man alone.

Hc softened again at sight of these two friends, and
laying aside the angry manner—if to anything so feeble
and so sad the term can he applied—in which he had
spoken when the door opened, resuming his former seat,
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subsided, by little and little, into the old action, and the
old, dull, wandering sound.

Of the strangers he took no heed whatever. He had
seen them, but,appeared quite incapable of interest or
curiosity. The bachelor drew a chair towards the old
man, and sat down close beside him. After a long silence,
he ventured to speak.

* Another night, and not in bed !’ he said softly; ‘1
hoped you would be more mindful of your promise to me.
Why do you not take some rest 2’

¢ Sleep has left me,’ returned the old man. ‘It is all
with her !’

It would pain her very much to know that you were
watching thus,’ said the bachelor. * You would not give
her pain 2’

‘I am not so sure of that, if it would only rouse her.
She has slept so very long.  And yet I am rash to say so.
It is a good and happy sleep—eh?’

‘Indeed it is,’” returned the bachelor. ‘Indced,
indeed, it is !’

‘ That’s well !—and the waking,’—faltered the old
man.

¢ Happy too. Happier than tongue can tell, or heart
of man conceive.’

They watched him as he rose and stole on tiptoe to the
other chamber where the lamp had been replaced. They
listened as he spoke again within its silent walls. He
came back, whispering that she was still asleep, but
that he thought she had moved. It was her hand, he
said—a little—a very, very little—but he was pretty
sure she had moved it—perhaps in seeking his. And
when he had said this, he dropped into his chair again,
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and clasping his hands above his head, uttered a ery
never to be forgotten.

The poor schoolmaster motioned to the bachelor that
he would come upon the other side, and speak to him.
They gently unlocked his fingers, which he had twisted
in his grey hair, and pressed them in their own.

‘He will hear me,” said the schoolmaster, ‘ I am sure.
He will hear either me or you if we beseech him. She
would, at all times.’

‘ You do well to speak softly,’” said the old man. ‘We
will not wake her. I should be glad to see her eyes again,
and tosce hersmile. That shall be in Heaven's good time.
We will not wake her.’

¢ Let us not talk of her in her sleep, but as she used to
be when you were journeying together, far away—as
she was at home, in the old house from which you fled
together—as she was in the old cheerful time,” said the
schoolmaster.

‘She was always cheerful—very cheerful,” cried the
old man, looking steadfastly at him. ¢ There was ever
something mild and quiet about her, I remember, from
the first ; but she was of a happy nature.’

‘We have heard you say,” pursued the schoolmaster,
¢ that in this, and in all goodness, she was like her mother.
You can think of, and remember her 2’

He maintained his steadfast look, but gave no answer.

‘Or even one before her,” said the bachelor. *Say,
that vou could carry back your thoughts to very distant
days—to the time of your early life. Say, that you
could remember, long ago, another child who loved you
dearly, you being but a child yourself. Say, that you
had a brother, long forgotten, long separated from you,

]
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who now, at last, in vour utmost need came back to
comfort and console you '—

‘To be to you what you were once to him,’ cried the
younger, falling pn his knee before him.

By little and little, the old man had drawn back towards
the inner chamber.  He pointed there, as he replied, with
trembling lips.

‘ You plot among you to wean my heart from her.  You
never will do that—never while I have life. I have no
relative or [riend but her—I never had—I never will have.
She is all in all to me. It is too late to part us now.’

Waving them off with his hand, and calling softly to
her as he went, he stole into the room. They who were
left behind, drew close together, and after a few whispered
words, followed him. They moved so gently, that their
footsteps made no noise.

For she was dead. There, upon her little bed, she lay
at rest.  The solemn stillness was no marvel now.

She was dead. No sleep so beautiful and calm, so free
from trace of pain, so fair to look upon. She seemed
a creature fresh from the hand of God, and waiting for
the breath of life ; not one who had lived and suffered
death.

Her couch was dressed with here and there some winter
berries and leaves, gathered in a spot she had been
used to favour. -

She was dead. Dear, gentle, patient, noble Nell was
dead. Her little bird—a poor slight thing the pressure of
a finger would have crushed—was stirring nimbly in its
cage ; and the strong heart of its child-mistress was mute
and motionless for ever.
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CHAPTER THE LAST

Tre magic reel, which, rolling on before, has led the
chronicler thus far, now slackens in its pace, and stops.
It lies before the goal ; the pursuit is at an end.

It remains but to dismiss the leaders of the little crowd
who have borne us company upon the road, and so to
close the journey.

Foremost among them, smooth Sampson Brass and -
Sally, arm in arm, claim our polite attention. [Owing
to the energetic action of Mr. Garland and Mr. Witherden,
Sampson Brass had been arrested and put in prison to
await his trial. Warned by Miss Sally, Quilp had hidden
himself upon his wharf. He did not, however, go un-
punished, as, in trying to escape during a dense fog, he
fell into the Thames and was drowned. Sampson Brass,
being brought to trial, confessed his guilt, but pleaded
that he should be let off lightly, as the real criminal was
Quilp.]

Some of the points were given in Sampson’s favour,
and some against him ; and the upshot was that, instead
of being desired to travel for a time in foreign parts, he
was permitted to grace the mother country under certain
insignificant restrictions.

' These were that he should, for a term of years, reside
In a spacious mansion where several other gentlemen were
!odgcd and boarded at the public charge, who went clad
ina sober uniform of grey turned up with yellow, had
their pair cut extremely short, and chiefly lived on gruel
and light soup. It was also required of him that he
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should partake their exercise of constantly ascending an
endless flight of stairs ; and lest his legs, unused to such
cxertion, should be weakened by it, that he should wear
upon one ankle in amulet or charm of iron.

Of Sally Brass, conflicting rumours went abroad.
Some said with confidence that she had gone down to the
docks in male attire, and had become a female sailor :
others darkly whispered that she had enlisted as a private
in the second regiment of Foot Guards, and had been
seen in uniform and on duty, to wit, leaning on her
musket and looking out of a sentry-box in St. James’s
Park, one cvening. There were many such whispers
as these in cireulation ; but the truth appears to be that,
after a lapse of some five years (during which there is no
direct evidence of her having been seen at all), two
wretched people were more than once observed to crawl
at dusk from the inmost recesses of St. Giles’s, and to take
their way along the streets, with shuflling steps and
cowering shivering forms. It was whispered by those
who should have known, that these were Sampson and
his sister Sally.

Mr. and Mrs. Garland, and Mr. Abel, went on as usual,
and in due time the latter went into partnership with his
friend the Notary.

The pony preserved his character for independence
and principle down to the last moment of his life;
which was an unusually long one, and caused him to be
looked upon, indeed, as the very Old Parr of ponies.
He was not unsusceptible of warm attachments in his
later life, for when the good hachelor came to live
with Mr. Garland upon the clergyman’s decease. he

conceived a great friendship for him, and amiably
C.8. o
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submitted to be driven by his hands without the least
resistance.

Mr. Swiveller, recovering very slowly from his illness,
and entering into the receipt of his anuuity, bought for
the Marchioness a handsome stock of clothes, and put her
to school forthwith, in redemption of the vow he had made
upon his fevered bed. After casting about for some time
for a name which would be worthy of her, he decided in
favour of Sophronia Sphynx, as heing cuphonious and
genteel, and furthermore indicative of mystery. Under
this title the Marchioness repaired, in tears, to the school
of his selection, from which, as she soon distanced all
competitors, she was removed before the lapse of many
quarters to one of a higher grade. Tt is but bare justice
to Mr. Swiveller to say, that, although the expenses of
her education kept him in straitened circumstances for
half-a-dozen years, he never slackened in his zeal, and
always held himself sufficiently repaid by the accounts he
heard (with great gravity) of her advancement, on his
monthly visits to the governess, who looked upon him as a

literary gentleman of cccentric habits, and of a most
prodigious talent in quotation.

In a word, Mr. Swiveller kept the Marchioness at this
establishment until she was, at a moderate guess, full
nineteen years of age—good- looking, clever, and good-
humoured ; when he began to con'ﬂdcr seriously what was
to be done next. On one of his periodical visits, while he
was revolving this question in his mind, the Marchioness
came down to him, alone, looking more smiling and more
fresh than ever. Then it occurred to him, but not for the

first time, that.if she would marry him, how comfortable

they might be! So Richard asked her ; whatever she
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said, it wasn't No ; and they were married in good carnest
that day week.

Sophronia was ever a most cheerful. affectionate, and
provident wife ¢o him, and they played many hundred
thousand games of cribbage together. And let it be
added, to Dick’s honour, that, though we have called her
Sophronia, he called her the Marchioness from first to
last ; and that upon every anumiversary of the day on
which he found her in his sick room there was great
glorification.

The younger brother, or the single gentleman, for that
designation is more familiar, would have drawn the poor
schoolmaster from his lone retreat, and made him his
companion and friend. But the humble village-teacher
was timid of venturing into the noisv world, and had
become fond of his dwelling in the old churchvard.
Calmly happy in his school, he pursued his quict course
in peace, and was, through the righteous gratitude of his
friend—let this brief mention suffice for that—a poor
schoolmaster no more.

That friend—single gentleman, or younger brother,
which vou will—had at his heart a heavy sorrow ; but it
bred in him no monastic gloom. He went forth into the
world, a lover of his kind. For a long, long time. it was
his chief delight to travel in the steps of the old man and
the child (so far as he could trace them from her last
narrative), to halt where they had halted, sympathise
where they had suffered, and rejoice where they had been
made glad. Those who had been kind to them, did not
escape his search. Mrs. Jarley of the wax-work, Codlin,
Short—he found them all.

Did Kit live a single man all his days, or did he marry ?
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Of course he married, and who should be his wife but
Barbara ? The delight of Kit's mother and of Barbara’s
mother upon the great occasion is past all telling ; finding
they agreed so well on that, and on ali other subjects,
they took up their abode together, and were a most
harmonious pair of friends from that time forth.

When Kit had children six and seven years old, there
was a Barbara among them, and a pretty Barbara she
was. Nor was there wanting an exact facsimile and copy
of little Jacob as he appeared in those remote times when
they taught him what oysters meant. Of course there
was an Abel, own godson to the Mr. Garland of that name;
and there was a Dick, whom Mr. Swiveller did especially
favour. The little group would often gather round him
of a night and beg him to tell again that story of good
Miss Nell who died. This Kit would do ; and when they
cried to hear it, wishing it longer too, he would teach
them how she had gone to Heaven, as all good people did ;
and how, if they were good like her, they might hope to
be there too one day, and to see and know her as he had
done when he was quite a boy. Then he would relate to
them how needy he used to be, and how she had taught
him what he was otherwise too poor to lcarn, and how the
old man had been used to say ‘ she always laughs at Kit ; ’
at which they would brush away their tears, and laugh
themselves to think that she had done so, and be again
quite merry.

He sometimes took them to the street where she had
lived ; but new improvements had altered it o much, it
was not like the same. The old house had been long ago
pulled down, and a fine broad road was in its place. At
first he would draw with his stick a square upon the
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ground to show them where it used to stand. But he
soon became uncertain of the spot, and could only say it
was thereabouts, he thought.

Such are the Changes which a few years bring about,
and so do things pass away, like a tale that is told !

THE END
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P. 13, 1. 5. his heart was in the Highlands ;
My heart’s in the Hielan's,
My heart is not here,
My heart's in the Hiclan's,
‘A-chasing the deer;

so begins the old Scuttish song re-written by Robert
Burns and quoted by Mr. Swiveller.

P. 13, 1. 6. his Arab steed: a popular ditty of the periad, ¢ O give
me but my Arab stoed,” must have been in Mr.
Swiveller's mind.

P. 17, 1. 4. fork : i.c. fork out somo money.

P. 34, 1. 22. El Dorado (Spanish, ‘ the Golden’): a fabulous city
once believed to exist between the rivers Amazon
and Orinoco in South America.

.53, 1. 5. a turnpike : the bar (pike) swung on a pivot across
the rond to keop travellers from passing till they had
paid toll.

P. 56, 1. 19. itinerant : wandering.

P.

v

102, 1. 1. The town in which Mrs. Jarley’s Waxwork was
first exhibited with Little Nell’s assistance is believed
to have been Coventry. Dickens does not give the
names of any of the places visited by his heroine in
the course of her wanderings, but the place where the
ruces were held was probably Warwick, and we have
the novelist’s own word for it that when he described

the old church whero she was buried he was thinking
of Tong Church in Shropshire.

103,1. 16. the wild boy of the woods : a youth discovered in
the woods of Hamelin in the year 1725. He could
climb like . monkey, ate leaves and grass, and never
learnt to speak.

104,1. 1. a correct model of the bill : when Pitt the Younger
became Prime Minister and Chancellorof the Exchequer
ot the age of twenty-four, one of his first steps was

t? impose a duty, or tax, upon all windows (1783).
This tax was not abolished till the year 1831.

104, 1. 32. Lindley Murray : o Pennsylvania Quaker, whose
English Grammar was published in 1795.

214
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P. 105, 1. 3. Hannah More (1745-1833), a literary lady, * full of
good works,’ the friend of Dr. Johnson, David Garrick,
Horace Walpole, and other celebrities of her day.

. 106, I. .. Don Cleophas : a character from the play of Le Diable
Boitenz,by Alain Réné Le Sage (1668-1747).

P. 106, 1. 9. Bevis Marks : a street connecting Camomile Street
with Aldgate.

P 106, I. 26. a pounce-box : pounce, finely-powdered pumice-
stone, gum, or cuttle-fishbone, still used to remove
prease from the surface of parchments.

D. 111, L. 5. his Blackstone, his Coke upon Littleton : Sir William
Blackstone (1723-1780) wrote a Commentary on the
Laws of England : Sir Edward Coke (1552-1634) was
the author of o commentary on a legal treatise written
by Sir Thomas Littleton (1402-1481).

P. 111, 1. 17. this ejectment : an action in law to recover posses-
sion of land.

P. 114, 1. 25. a small slipshod girl : Dickens is said to have drawn
the charncter of Sallv Brass’s little servant from that
of a little maid-of-all-work of his own mother’s, who
followed the Dickens family from Chatham to London
in 1821.

P. 133, 1. 1. Astley’s : a famous circus at Lambeth, started by
Philip Astley in 1770. It remained popular till the
middle of the nineteenth century.

P. 145, 1. 3. asylum : a refuge.

P. 154, 1. 13. cribbage : a card game, of which the score was kept
with pegs stuck into holes in a special board. When
the dealer turned up a knave he scored tiwo, but these
points had to be marked before another card was
played. This was known as scoring * two for his heels ’
(see p. 175).

P. 156, 1. 4. purl: ale heated almost to boiling point, and
flavoured with gin, ginger and sugar.

P. 160, 1. 1. Fare thee well, and if for ever : the first line of one
of Byron’s best known lyrical poems.

P. 178, 1. 29. transportation : this form of punishment by which
criminals were shipped to overseas dominions, and
kept there cither for life, or for a term of years, was
introduced in the reign of Charles II. Owing to the
energetic protests of the dominions concerned, it was

abolished in 1853.
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P. 192, 1. 19. she shall walk in silk attire : an adaptation of the
old Scottish song beginning :

And ye shall walk in silk attire
And siller hae tae spare,

Cin [if] ye'll consent tae be my bride,
Nor think o’ Donald mair.

P. 198. The death of Little Nell. Dickens, in writing this
chapter, is said to have been inspired by memories
of the death of his sister-in-law, Mary Hogarth, in
1837, at the age of soventecn.

P. 209, 1. 2. an endless flight of stairs : the treadmill.

QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES

1. What dwarfs do you remember in legend or romance ?  Give
a list of not more than four.

2. If you know Miss Mowcher in David Copperfield, vrite o
little essay comparing her character with that of Daniel Quilp.

3. Hm"e you over been to Madame Tussaud’s, or any other wax-
work exhibition ? If so, what interested you most th-re ?

4. Write a dialogue ‘*On the Queerness of Human Beings’
létl'stw:en Mrs. Jarley’s wild boy and the Punch of Codlin and

hort. .
. 5. \Yrite o letto}- from Dick Swiveller to his Aunt Rebecca,
imitating his Qcculm.r way of expressing himself, and introducing
some of the difficult words which you have learnt while reading
this story.

6. With whom would vou rather spend ft i

3 pend an afternoon, (a) Little

Nell, (h) Mrs. Jarley, (c) the Marchioness ?

7. In looking back over this story, what differences between
the England of eighty years ago and the England of to-day strike
you as being most remarkable ? )

AIDS TO FURTHER STUDY

The standard life of Dickens is that written by his friend John
gﬁrste['. all;d first published within a year or t)\'\'o of his death.
a cIr; tl:c a osa. life of him by Sir A. W. Ward, in the English Men
AT 8 Series. For critical appreciations, George Gissing,
-Q gf]:]mon' Charles Swinburne, G. K. Chesterton and Sir A.

uiller-Couch should be studied. There is an interesting essay

on Dickens in George Santayann’s Soliloguies in Ei
" d S y S es in England, and a
vigorous chapter by Professor Saintsbu lin zfczl,:l ) ;

h ) 'S¢ b me X .
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“~ by J. H. Fowiir. Part 1., Limp, 1s.3d. Boards, 1s. 6d. Part 11, Limp, 1s. 3d
Boards, 1s. 6d.
15. BUNYAN—PILGRIM'S PROGRESS. Abridged and Edited by C. F. Kxox,
M.A.  Roards, 1s. gd.
16. BYRON—CHILDE HAROLD. Cautos III. and IV. Edited by J. H. FowLeg,
M.A. Limp, 1s. 6d. Boards, 15.9d.

17. CARLYLE—ABBOT SAMSON. Chapters from ' Past and Present,” Book LI
Edited by F. A. Cavexacu, M.A.  Limp, 1s. 6d.  Boards, 1s. od.

18,19. — HEROES A.ND HERO-WORSHIP. Kdited by H. M. ButLer, M.A. 2 vols.
Boatds, 2s. eac

20, CAVENDISH— LI}'B OF WOLSEY. Edited by Mary Tour, M.A. . Limp, 1s 3d.
Boards, 1s. 6d

21. CERVANTES -DON QUIXOTE. Abridged and Edited by C. F. Knox. Limy,
15. 9d. Boards, as.

'22. COBBETT—RURAL RIDES—Selections, Edited by Guv Boas. Boards, 15, gl

23. DEFOE—ROBINSON CRUSOE. Abridged and Edited by J. Hutcmisox. Buards, 2s,

24. DICKENS —-DAVID COPPERFIELD. Abridged by H. A. Trrsrg, M.A.  Limp,

. 1s.6d,  Boards, 1s. gd. )

25. — A CHRISTMAS CAROL. FEdited by C. F. Knox. Limp, 1s.3d. Hoards,
© o 1s.6d.

26. —A TALE OF 'i'WO CITIES. Abridged and Edited by C. H. RusseLr, M.A.

Boards, 1s. od
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27. DICKENS—NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. Abridged by C. F. K~ox.
109. — THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. Abridged and Edited by D. M. STUART.

Ilustrated. Boards, 1s. 9d.

28. DUMAS—THE THREE MUSKETEERS. Abridged 'md Edited Ly C . L *0OWr,
AL.A., and H. S. WaLkER, M.A.  Boards, 1s. gd.

29, ELIO'I;-BILAS MARNER. Abridged by Mav Corsev. Limp, 1s. 6d. Bo-uds,\

30. GASKELL—CRANFORD. Abridged and Edited by Mrs. F. S. Boas. Illustrated.
Limp, 1s. 6d. Boards, 1s. gd.

31. GIBBON—THE AGE OF THE ANTONINES. (Chapters L-111. of the Decline
and Fall.)  Edited by J. H. Fowrkr, M.A. Limp, 1s. 3d. Boards, 1s. 6d.

32, — THE DECLINE AND FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE, Narratives from.
s:lgzled and Edited by J. H. FowLgr, M.A. First Series. Limp, 1s. 3d. Boards,
1s

33. GOLDSMITH — VICAR OF WAKEFIELD. Alridged by Mrs. F. S. Boas.

Boards, 1s.gd.

34. GRIMM—FAIRY TALES—A Selection. Edited by A. T.Marmix, M. A. Limp,
1s. 3d.  Boards, 1s. 6d.

35, HAWTHORNE—STORIES FROM A WONDER-BOOK FOR GIRLS AND

BOYS. ldited by J. H. Fowrer, M.A, Limp, 1s. 6d. DBoards, 18. ¢d.
36, 37. — TANGLEWOOD TALES. Edited by J. H. FavLug, M.A, Part 1., Limp,
1s.3d. Poards, 1s. 6d. Part 11,, Limp, 1s. 6d. Bo1rd~ 12~

38, HINDU TALES FROM THE SANSKRIT. ‘I'ranslated by S.M. if1Tra. Edited
by Mrs. A, Buui. Limp, 1s. 6d. Boards, 1s. gd.

39, 40, HISTORY—A BOOK OF POETRY ILLUSTRATIVE OF ENGLISH. Kdited
41, 42, by G. Dowse, B.A. Partl. a.n.61-1485. Part 1. The ‘Ludors and Stuarts.
};:\::rri\“zs lsl:ie Hanoverian Dynasty. Limp, 1s. each. The 3 parts in 1 vol,,

43. lNIl)slAfi' HISTORY—TALES FROM. By Muss. A. S. Roe. Limp,1s.3d. Boards,

41. IRVING- RIP VAN WINKLE, The Legend of Sleepy Hollow,

KESAI{;;c‘ues lidited Ty H. M. Butike, M.A. anp,p;ys. 6d. Bo-t?l: ?:h:dr

45, HEROES OF ASGARD. B o
SR anie, Boants 15, o, y A.and E. Krarv. Adapted and Edited by

46. KEATS Selections. Ldited by B. Grooy, M.A.

47, KINGSLEY—ANDROMEDA, with
by GronGe Yuen, M.A. Limp, 1s. 230 Islg?r?;,olg Peraeus prefized. Kdited

48,49. LAMB --TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE. Edited b
y H. A. Trrn , M.A.
l;:s;dSencc Limp, 1s. 3d. Boards, 1s. 6d. Second Series. Limp, 1s. 6?; Rnoq,ds,

50. LONGER NARRATIVE POEMS i

. M.A. Limp, 1s. 3d. Boards, 1s. gls.th Century). Edited by G. G. Loane,

51. LONGER NARRATIVE POE > di
A i AT VE, TOEMS (Sth Century).  Edited by G. G. Lo,

. LON - = di .

52 LOISG;BL%%:Y‘]SSE%%TER POEMS. Edited by H. B. CorramiL, M.A, Limp,

53. MACAULAY—ESSAY ON SIR W. di T
M.A. Limp, 1s. 6d. Doards, 18, 9dTEMPLB Edited by G. A. TwkNTYMAN,

54. —Ifs}%Y ggrﬁfggdzs BURNEY. Edited by A. D. Grerswoop. Limp,

66,

— ESSAY ON CLIVE. Edited by H. M. BurLix, M.A. Limp, 1. 6d. Boards, 1s. gd.
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56. MACAULAY—ESSAY ON WARREN HASTINGS. Editedby H. M. Burirr,
M.A. Limp, 1s. 9d. DBoards, =s.

7. — NARRATIVES FROM. LEdited by F. Jounsos. Limp, 1s.6d. Boards, 1s. gd.
SAY ON ADDISON. Edited by R. F. Wixcu, M.A. Limp, 1s. 6d. Boards,

-MOﬁE D'ARTHUR. Sclections. Edited by DoroTny M. MAcanuLs.

Limp,\s. 3d.  Boards, 1s. 6d.

60. MODERN POETRY—A FIRST BOOK OF, Seclected and Arranged by H. A.
TresLE, M.A. Boards, 1s. 6d.

61. MODERN POETRY—A SECOND BOOK OF,. Seclected and Arranged by H. A.
Trruee, M.A. Boards, 1s. 6d.

€2, 63. MODERN LYRICS—GOLDEN TREASURY OF. Edited by L. Bixvox., With
Notes by J. H. FowrLeg, M.A.  Boards. Book I., 2s.  Book I1.

64. MORRIS—LIFE AND DEATH OF JASON. Abridged and Edited by R. W,
Jurson, B.A. Limp,1s. 6d. Boards, 1s. 9d.

65. MOTLEY—THE RISE OF THE DUTCH REPUBLIC. ‘hrr.m\es from,
Selected and Edited by J. Hurcmsox. Limp, 1s. 6d.  Boards, 1s, o

66. NAPIER—HISTORY OF THE PENINSULAR WAR. Narratives fmm,Edixed
h 2 Fansnawe, B.A, Limp, 1s. 3d.  Boards, 1s. 6d.

67. NJAL AND GUNNAR Fdited by H. Matim, M.A, Limp, 1s. 6d. Boards,
1s. gd.

68. ODYSSEY-’m BOY'S By W. C. Psrnv. Edited by T. S. Purrin, M.A.
leMs 3d.  Boards, 2s. 6d.

69, ORATORS—BRITISH Passages Seclected and Ananged by J. H. FowLig, M.A.
Limp, 1s. 3d. Boards, 1s. 6d.
70. PANDAV PRINOCES, THE. Edited by WaLtace Ganoy. Boards, 1s. gd.

7.. PARKMAN—PIONEERS OF FRANCE IN THE NEW WORLD. Selections
from, Kdited by Kunygrn Fornes, M.A. Limp, 1s. 3d.  Boards, 1s. 6d.

72, PEACOCK — MAID MARIAN. Edited by F. A. CAvenaGn, M.A. Limp, 1s. 6d.
Boards, 15. gd.
73, PERSIAN HERO, A. Stories from the “Shah Nameh.” Edited by -
W. Ganby. Luup, 1s. 6d.  Boards, 1s. od.
74. PLUTARCH—LIFE OF ALEXANDER. Noith's Translation.  Edited by
H. W. M. Parg, M.A. Limp, 1s. 3d. Boards, 1s. 6d.
75. — LIFE OF JULIUS CAESAR. North's Translation. Edited by H. W. M,
Parr, M.A. Limp, 1s. 64. Boards, 1s. od.
PROSE—FIRST BOOK OF ENGLISH FOR REPETITION. Passages Chosen
and Arranged by J. H. Fowier, M.A.  Limp, 1s. 3d. Boards, 1s. 6d.

. PROSB—FOR REPETITION. Selccted and Arranged by Norman I. Frazer,
.A. Limp, 1s. 3d. Boards, 1s. 6d.

78. PROSE—SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. Selected and Edited by E. Lre. Limp,
15, 3d.  Boards, 1s. éd

79. RAMA, PRINCE OF INDIA, WANDERINGS OF. Edited by W. Ganoy.
Lunp, 1s. 3d.  Boards, 15 6d.

80. B.EYNARD THE FOX. Edited by H. A. TrusLe, M.A.  Limp, 15.3d.  Boards,

6.

-3

81 RUSKIN CROWN OF WILD OLIVE. Edited by J. H. FowLex, M.A.  Limp,
1S. 3. Boards, 15. 6d.

82 — ?EgdAME AND LILIES. Lditedby A, E. Rosexts, M.A, Limp, 1s.3d. Boards,
S, N
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83. BUSKIN —SELECTIONS FROM “THE STONES OF VENICE.” ILdited
Dr E. A. Parker.  Boards, 1s. gd.

.84, SCOT%‘&-IVANHOE. ‘Abridged and Idited by F. Jounson. Limp, 2s. 3d.
25, .

a

LsowN
85, — THE TAI.ISMAN Abndg:d and Edited by F. JouNsor‘ Limp, as. Y’

86, 87 — TALES OF A GRANDFATH.ER. Abridged and Edited bv J Hurcuis.

“irst Series.  Limp, 1s.3d.. Boards, 1s.6d. Second Series. Limp, 1s
Boards, 1s. 6d.

88, 89.. SERTUM: A GARLAND OF PROSE NARRATIVES. Sclected and Edite
by J. H. Fowier and H. \W. M. Parr. Book I. Sixteenth to Eighteentt.

Centuries. Limp, 1s. 3d. Loards, 15.6d. Book I11. Nineteenth Century. Limp,
1s. 3d.  Boards, 1s. 6d.

90. SHAKESPEARE—Select Scenes and Passages from the English Historical
Plays. Edited by C. H. Spexcg, M.A. Limp, 1s. 3d. Boards, 1s. 6d.

91. — MIDSUMMER-NIGHT'S DREAM. Edited by P. T. Cruswert, M.A. Lil%
1s. 3d Boards, 1s. 6d. :

92, SHELLEY—Selections, FEdited by E. H, Brakeney, M.A. Boards, 1s. 6d.

9. SIDNEY —DEFENCE OF POESY. Edited by D. M. Macanbi.... L
1s..3d. Boards, 1s. 6d.

94 BOUTEBY—EPISODBS FROM LIFE OF NELSOw. m ~-d by C. H. Srchu.
Limp, 1£. 3d.” Boards, 15.6d. -

95. SPENSER—-TALES FROM. BySornia H. MacLenose. Limp, 1s.9d. “Boards, 1s.

96. STEV'ENBON—TRAVELS WITH A DONKEY. Edited by R. E. C. Hougnuroy,
M.A. Boards, 1s. od.

97. — VIRGINIBUS PUERISQUE AND OTHER PAPERS. Edijted by J. H.
FowtLeg, M.A. Boards, 1s. od.

98, — AN INLAND VOYAGE. Edited by R. E. C. HoucnTon, M.A. Boards, 1s. gd.

99. STOW—A SURVEY OF. LONDON. Selections from, Edited by A
' Limp, 1s. 3d. Boards, 1s. 6d.

100. SWII-‘T—GULLIVERS TRAVELS. Abridged and Edited by G. C EArLg,
B. Boards, 1s. gd,

. BarTen.

101.. TH.AFKE(}}AY——THE ROSE AND THE RING. Edited by D. M. Stuart.
Joards, 1s. gd

111.—ESMOND. Abridged ard Edited by D. M. StuarT,
102. THOREAU — OHAPTERS FROM WALDEN. Edited by A. Crusk

1s.16d.  Boards, 1s. gd.

Limp,

—THE TALE OF. Re-told in English
103. TROYT S. Perrir, M.A. Limp, 2s..3d. Bf:.rds 2by Aubrey Stewart. Kdite’

WHITE—SELBORNE —Selections. Ediied b ‘g

IM t}'?ugonr.s Limp, 1s. 6d. Boards, 15. od. fed by F. A. Bruron, M.A, 40 Iy
WORTH—PRELUDE Select; .

s W%Iftlggu. M.A. Boards, 1s. 10113, mcluding Book V. Edited by i

106,107. YONGE— A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS, By Cuario
Kdited by Mrs. H. H W 17E M. YorGr. Abridg®
igdwdl‘fch. y e ATSON. Parts Land 11, Limp, s, 64, B S8y
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