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THE PEARL: DEVOTED TO POLITE LITERATURE, SCIENCE, AND RELIG

: [ON.
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More moved himself thun he had been yeat, he expressed in a few
hurried words—as expressive perhaps as the most eloquent phrases
—his devotion to the brothers, and his hepe that he might live and
die in their gervice.

"I'o ull this, brather Charles listened in profound silence, and |
with his chair so turned from Nicholas that his fuce could not bel,
scen. lle had not spoken either in his accustomed manner, but
with a certain stifiness and embarrussment very foreign to it.  Ni-,
cholas feared he had offended bim,  Ile said, ¢ No—no—he had
done quite right,”” but that was all.

“ Frank is a heedless, foolish fellow,?
had paused for sowe time, ¢ o very heedless, foolish fellow. T will
take care that this is brought to a close without delay. Let us suy%
Come

S

i
. . |
he said, after Nicholas

no more upon the subject ; it’s a very painful one to me,
to me in hulf an hour, [ have strange things to tell you, my dear|!
Sir, and your uncle has appointed this sfterroon for your waiting

upon hiur with wme.” "’

Ralph Nickleby slank away from the interview, in which the
dreadful tidings respecting his son wera related, and he discover-
ed that he had helped to hunt his only child to death ; the follow-!
ing powerflul passage describes hiv

DESPAIR AND SUICIDE,

“ Creeping from the house and slinking ofl'like a thief : nropin

with his hands when he first got into the street as i he were .1‘
blind man, and looking often over his shoulder while he hurried. i
away, as though he were followed in imagination or reality b) f
Ralph Nickleby left I

some onc anxious to question ar detain him,
the city behind him and took the road to his own home.

The might was darl, and a cold wind Llew, diiving the clonds
furiously and fast before it "T'here was one binck,

that seeemed to follow liim 5 not hurrying in the wild chase with

gloomy mass,

the others, but lingering sullenly behind, and gliding darily :lnd
stealthily on.  He often looked back at this, .un] more than nncc‘
stopped to let it pass over; but somchow, when he went forward |

|
again it was still behind him, coming wournfully and slowly up !
like o shudowy funcral train.

ITe had to pass a poor, mean burial ground—a disinal place rais- |}

cd a few feet above the levol of the street, and parted from it by a
Jow parapet wall and iron railing ; a rank, unwholesome, rotten!
spot, where the very grass and weeds seewncd, in their frowsy
growth, to tell that they had sprung from paupers’ bodies, and
struck their roots in the graves of men, sodden in steaming courts
“and drunken hungry dens.  And here in truth they lay, parted
from the living by a little earth and a board or two—lay thick and
close—corrupting in body as they had in mind ; a denso and squa-
lid crowd. Ilere they lay cheek by jowl with life :
. than the feet of the throng that passed there every day, and pilcdf

no decper,
high as their throats.  1lere they lay, a grisly family, all llm~("
dear departed brothers and sisters of the ruddy clergyman who'

'

|
. . . . I
didd his task so speedily when they were udden in the grownd ! [

As he passed here, Ralph called to mind that he luid heen one |
of a jury long before, on the body of a man who had cut bis throat,

[le could not well how he'

and that he was buried in this place, \

came 1o recollect it now, when lie had so often passed and never
thought about him, or how it was that he felt an interest in the
cireamstanee, but he did both, and stopping, and elasping the iron
railing with his hands, looked eagerly in, wondering which might
be his grave. ‘

While he was thus engaged, there eame towards him, with

noise of shouts and singing, some fellows tult of drink, foilowed by,

g, 8
others, who were remoustrating with them and urging them to 8o,
home in quiet. They were i
He',
was t grotesqgue, Gantastic figure, and the few by-standers l:uxgh«:

ed.

ons who stood near and who looked round

them, a little, weazen, lmmpbached man, began to danee.
Ralph himseif was moved o wmirth, and echoed the faugh of
\\'henj|
1
they had passed on and he was left alone agan, he resumed his.
spe

lust person who had seen the suicide alive had Telt him very mer-

his face.

culation with a sew kind of interest, for he reenileted that the

ry and he remembered low strange e and the other jurors had

though that at the time, 3

Ile could not tix vpon the spot among such a beap of graves, |
bat he conjured up a strong and vivid idea of the man himsel!f, :md:'
how he looked, and what had led him o do i, all of wlieh he re- j
cailed with ease. By dint of dwelling upon this theme, hie cartied ‘
the impression with him when e went away, as be renembered
when a clnld to have had frequently before him the tigure of .~()11|9 §
goblin he had onca scen chalked upon a door. Dut as he drcwI
nearcr and nearer honie he forgot it again, and began to think how |:
very dull and solitary the hovse would be inside.

This feeling became so strong at last, that when he reaciied his!
own door, he could hardly make up his mind to turn the key and
open it—when he had done that and gone into the passage, he
felt as though to shut it again would be to shut out the world. But
he let it go, and it closed with a load noise.  There was no light.
How very dreary, cold, and still it was !

Shivering from head to foot he made his way up stairs into the
room where he had been lust disturbed. e had made a kind of

compact with himself that ho would not think of what had hap-H

1
"stormy maddened sea.

'should have shown him that love

"o it was when he first saw it.

“too, he remembered well.

high good humenr, and one of lo

‘ed

pened until he ot home, Ile was at home pow, and suffered
himself for the first time to consider it.
His own child—his own child ! He never doul:ed the tale ; he

| felt it was true, knew it as well now as if he had been privy to it

all along. His own child ! And dead too. Dying beside Nicho-

las—loving him, and lovking upon him as something like an angel!

"
:That was the worst.

T'hey had all turned from him and deserted him in his very first
need, even money could nut buy them now : everything must

come out, and everybody must koow all. llere was the young

Jord dead, his companion abroad and beyond his reach, ten thou-

sand pounds gone at one blow, his plot with Gride overset ai the
moment of triumiph, his after schemes discovered, himself in dan-
ger, the object of his persccution and Nicholas’s love, his own
wretched boy ;5 everything crumbled and fallen upon him, and he
beaten down beneath the ruins and grovelling in the dust.

If he had known his child to be alive, if no deceit bad been
ever practised and he had grown up beneath his eye, he might
have been a careless, indiflerent, rough, harsh father—like enough
—he felt that ; but the thought would come that he might have
been otherwise, and that his son might have been a comfort 1o him
and they too happy together. Ie began to think now, that his
supposed death and his wile’s flight had had some share in mak-
ing him the morose, hard man he was. Ile seemed to remember
a time when he was not quite so rough znd obdurate, and alnost
‘thought he had at first hated Nicholas because he was so young
Hand gallant, and perhaps like the stripling who had brought disho-
nour and loss of fortune on his head.

Llut one tender thought, or one of natural regret in that whirl-

. wind of passion and remorse, was as a drop of calm water in a

His hatred of Nicholas had been fed npon
aonrished on his interference with his schemes,
fattened upon his old defiance and success. There were reasons
hn its inerease ;3 it had grown and strengthened gradually.  Now
it attained a height which was sheer wild lunacy.  That bis of all
others should have been the hands to rescue his miserable child,
that he should have been his protector and faithful friend, that he
and tenderness which from the
wretched momunt of his birth he had never kuown, that he should

his own deleat,

have taught him to hate his own parent and execrate his very name,

that he should know and feelall this and triumph in the recollec-
tion, was gall and madness to the usurer’s heart. The dead boy’s
love for Nicholas, and the attachment of Nicholas to him, was in-
supportable agony. The picture of his death-hed, with Nicholas
at his side tending and supporting him, and he breathing out his
thanks, and expiring in his armns, when he would have had them
mortal encinies and hating ecach other to the last, drove him fran-
tic. lle gnashed his tecth and smote the air, and looking wildly
round with eyes which gleamed through the darkness, cried aloud:

‘1 am trampled down and roined.  The wretch told me true.
Is there no way to rob them of further tri-
Is there no devil

The night bas come.
umph, and spurn their merey and compassion ?
to help me ¥

Switily there glided into his brain the figure he had raised that
nizht. It secmed to e before him, The head was covered now,
The rigid, upturned, marble feet
Then came before him the pale and
tremnbling relatives who had told their tale upon the inquest—the

shrieks of women—the silent dread of men—the consternation and

i disquiet—-the victory achieved by that heap of clay which with

one motion of its hand had iet out the life and made this stir
among them —-

e spoke no maore, but after a pausc softly greped his way out
[ the room, and up the echoing stairs—up to the top—to the
front garret—where he closed the door behind him, and remain-

It wus a mere lumber-room now, hut it yet contained an old
dismantied bedstead :
other had cver been there

the one on which bis son had slept, for no
lle avoided it hastily, and sat down
as far from 1t as he conld.

T'he weakened glare of the lights in the street below, shining

through the window which had no blind or curtain to intercept it,

.o !
'was enongh to show the claracter of the room, though not sufi-:

cient fully to reveal the varions articles of lumber, old coided
trunks and broken furnitare, which were scuttered about. [t had

a shelving roof 5 high in ene part, and a1 another almost descemd-

and that although it was now past midnight they had sent ia their
anxiety to do right.

‘ Yes,” cried Ralph, “detain him till to-morrow ; then let them
bring him here—him and my nephew—and come themselves, and
be sure that I will be ready to receive them.’

¢ At what hour ?’ asked the voice,

¢ At any hour,” replied Ralph fiercely.
them.
me.’

He listened to the man’s retreating footsteps until the sound
had passed, and then gazing up into the sky saw, or thooght he
saw, the same black cloud that had scemed to follow him home,
and which now appeared to hover directly over the house.

‘I know its meaning now,” he muitered, *and the restless
nights, the dreams, and why I have quailed of late ;—all pointed
to this. Ol !if men by selling their own souls could ride ram-
pant for a term, for how short a term wou!d I barter mine to-
night I’

The sound of a deep bell came along the wind. One.

¢Lie on ” cried the usurer, ¢ with your iron tongue ; ring mer-
rily for births that make expectants writhe, and marriages that are
made in hell, and toll ruefully for the dead whose shoes are worn
alrcady. Call men to prayers who are gedly because not found
out, and ring chimes for the coming in of every year that brings
this cursed world nearer to its end. No book or bell for me’;
throw me on a dunghiil, and let me rot there to infect the air !’

With a wild look around, in which frenzy, hatred, and despair,
were horribly mingled, he shook his clenched fist at the sky above
him, which was still dark and threatening, and closed the window.

The rain and hail pattered against the glass, the chimneys quak-
ed and rocked ; the crazy casement rattled with the wind as tho’
an impatient hand inside were striving to burst it open. But no
hand was there, and it opened no more.

*

¢In the afternoon, tell
At any hour—ut any minnte—all times will be alike to

* 3 * * * *

‘Iow’s this ?” cried one, *the gentlemen say they can’t make
anybody hear, and have been trying these two hours ?’

* And yet he came home last night,’ said another, * for he spoke
to somebody ont of that window up stairs.’
They were a little knot of men, and the window being men -
tioned, went out in the road to look up atit. This occasioned
their observing that the house was still close shut, as the house-
keeper had said she had left it on the previousjnjeht, and led to a
great many suggestions, which ended in two or three of the bold-
est getting round to the back and so entering by a window, while '
the others remained outside in impatient expectation.
They looked into all the rooms below, opening the shutters as
they went to admit the fading light ; and still finding nobody, and
everything quiet and in its place, doubted whether they should go
further. One man, however, remarking that they had not yet been
in the garret, and that it was there he had been last seen, they
agreed to look there too, aud went up softly, for the mystery and
silence made them timid.
After they had stopped for an instant on the landing eyeing each
other, he who had proposed their carrying the search so fur turn-
cd the handle of the door, and pushing it open looked through the
chink, and fell back directly.
“It’s very odd,” he whispered, ¢he’s hiding behind the door !
Loox
They pressed forward to sec, but one among them thrusting the
others aside with a loud exclamation, drew a clasp knife from his
pocket and dashing into the roon: cut down the body.
He had torn a rope from one of the old trunks and hung him-
sell on an iron hook immediately below the trap door in the ceil-
ing—in the very place to which the eyes of his son, a lonely, de-
soiate, little crenture, had so often been directed in childish terror
fourte .n years before.” ‘
(To be concluded in next number.)

SHEADS O TiIFE PEOPLE®
THE FARMER’S DAUGHTER.
Continuved from page 371.

Dolly Cowcabbage.—It is not to be infzrred,
I'mners davghters are like Anue tield.

however, that alt
Plentifully as Provi-
\dence has scattcred beauty and good sense through our farms and
vith a dif-

b
|
'granges, both these and other good things are given

ine to the floor. 1t was towards the highest part that Ralph direct-
ed his eyes, ami upon it he kept them fixed steadily for some mi- %
nutes, when he rose, and dragging thither an old chest upon which!
mounted uvpon i, and felt along the wall
At length they touched a large

he had been seated,
.xlmn' bis head with both hands.

tiron hook firmly driven into one of the beams.

At that motient he was interrupted by a lowd knocking at the
door below. Alfter a little hesitation he opened the window, and;
demanded who it was,

¢ I want Mr. Nickleby,®

*What with him?*

¢ That’s not Mr. Nickleby's voice surely,’

It was not like it ; but it was Ralph who spoke, and so he said.

The voice made answer that the twin brothers wished to know

repiied a voice.

was the rejoinder,

ference.  There are such things amongst furmers® danghters as
ranks, fortuncs, educations, dispositions, abilities, and taste, in as
much variety as any lover of variety can desire. There are
[farmers of all sorts, from the duke :0 the man of twenty acres ;
‘und, of course, there are farmers’ daughters of as many degrees.
There is a large class of gentlemen-furtners—men of estates and
rcapitals, who farm their two or three thousand acres, like some
tof the great corn-farmers of Northumberland ; live in noble large

‘houses, and keep their carringe and livery servants.  Of course,

the davghters of these, and such as these, are educated just the
.same, and have all the same habits and manners as any other
young ladies. It is neither Cobbett, nor any other contemner of
|b0'1rdmﬂ-schools, and such “*scimmy-dish things,”” that will per-
suade these damsels to leave the carriage for the tax-cart, the

whether the man whom he had seen that night was to be dctained,

{piano for the spinniog-wheel, nor the fashionable novel for the



