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PREFACE
This story was begun, within u few months after the publica-

tion of the completed " Pickwick Papers." There were, then,

a good many cheap Yorkshire schools in existence. There

are very few now.

Of the monstrous neglect of education in England, and the

disregard of it by the State as a means of forming good or bad

citizens, and miserable or happy men, private schools long

afforded a notable example. Although any man who had

proved his unfitness for any other occupation in life, was free,

without examination or qualification, to open a school any-

where; although preparation for the functions he undertook,

was required in the surgeon who assisted to bring x boy into

the world, or might one day assist, perhaps, to send him out

of it; in the chemist, the attorney, the butcher, the baker,

the candlestick maker; the whole round of crafts and trades,

the schoolmaster excepted; and although schoolmasters, as a

race, were the blockheads and impostors who might naturally

be expected to spring from such a state of things, and to

flourish in it; these Yorkshire schoolmasters were the lowest

and most rotten round in the whole ladder. Traders in the

avarice, indifference, or imbecility of parents, and the help-

lessness of children; ignorant, sordid, brutal men, to whom
few considerate persons would have entrusted the board and

lodging of a horse or a dog; they formed the worthy comer-

stone of a structure, which, for absurdity and a magnificent

high-minded laissez-aller neglect, has rarely been exceeded in

the world.

ix



I I

* Preface

We h^ sometimes of an artion for damages a^inst the
unqualified medical practitioner, who has deformed a broken
imb in pretending to heal it. iJut, what ol the hundreds of
thousands of minds that have been deformed ..r ever by the
mcapabie pettifoKyers who have pretended to form them

'

I make mention of the race, as of the Vorkshire school-
masters, m the past tense. Though it has not vet finally
disappeared, it is dwindling daily. A long davs work re-
mains to be done about us in the vv^y of education. Heaven
knows; but great improvements and facilities towards the
attainment of a good one, have been furnished, of late years.

1 cannot call to mind, now, how I came to hear about
Vorkshire schools when I was a not very robust child, sitting
in bye-places near Rochester Castle, with a head full of
Partridge, Strap, Tom Pipes, and Sa.vcho Panza; but I
know that my first impressions of them were picked up at
that time, and that they were somehow or other connected
with a suppurated abscess that some bov had come home
with m consequence of his Yorkshire guide, philosopher, and
friend, having ripped it open with an inky pen-knife The
impression made upon me, htwever made, never left me
I was always curious about Yorkshire schools-fell, long
afterwards and at sundry times, into the way of hearing more
about them-at last, having an audience, resolved to write
about them.

With that intent I went down into York-^' tc before I began
this book, m very severe winter time which is pretty faith-
fully described herein. As I wanted to see a schoolmaster
or two, and was forewarned that those gentlemen might, in
their modesty, be shy of receiving a yisit from the author
of the Pickwick Papers," I consulted with a professional
friend who had a Yorkshire connexion, and with whom I can-
certed a pious fraud. He gave me some letters of introduc-
tion, m the name, I think, of my travelling companion; they
bore reference to a supposititious little boy who had been
left with a widowed mother who didn't know what to do with



Preface xi

him ; the poor lady had thought, as a means of thawinf; the

tardy compassion of her relations in his behalf, of sending

him to a Yorkshire school: I was the poor lady's friend,

travelling that way; and if the recipient of the letter could

inform me of a school in his neighbourhood, the writer would
be vtry much obliged.

I went to several places in that part of the country where
I understood the schools to be most plentifully .j rinkled, and
had no occasion to deliver u letter until I came to a certain

town ^hich shall be nameless. The person to whom it was
addressed, was not at home; but he came down at night,

through the snow, to the inn where I was staying. It was
after dinner; and he needed little persuasion to sit down by
the fire in a warm corner, and take his share of the wine
that was on the table.

I am afraid he is dead now. I recollect he was a jovial,

ruddy, broad-faced man; that we got acquainted directly;

and that we talked on all kinds of subjects, except the
school, which he showed a great anxiety to avoid. " Was
there any large school near? " I asked him, in reference to the
letter. " Oh yes," he said; " there was a pratty big 'un."
" Was it a good one.? " I asked. " Ey! " he said, " it was
as good as anoother; that was a' a matther of opinion;

"

and fell to looking at the fire, staring round the room, and
whistling a little. On my reverting to some other topic

that we had been discussing, he recovered immediately; but,

though I tried him again and again, I never approached the

question of the school, even if he were in the middle of a
laugh, without observing that his countenance fell, and that

he became uncomfortable. At last, when w* had passed a
couple of hours or so, very agreeably, he suddenly took up
his hat, and leaning over the table and looking me full in

the face, said, in a low voice: " Weel Misther, we've been
v.'^'-a pleasant toogather, and ar'll spak' my moind tiv'ee.

Dmnot let the weedur send her lattle boy to yan o' our
school-m asthers, while there's a harse to hoold in a' Lunnun,



XII Preface

0' « gDotther to lie ut«p in. M wouldn't n»k' in wonl."ungmy n«bur,, „d „ .peak tiVe. quiet io^ Buut

b«e to hoold m .' Lunnun, or , goottlwr to lie «Ueep in I

"

Rn««t.ng th«. word, with gre.; heartiness, .^^itt .•olannity on h» jolly face ,h., „«,. j, i^^ wi« Jhl!

In reference to these gentry, I may here quote a few woirtifrom the original preface to this book

f«tion'^u^"lt'
"" '""*^' «''" "»«»"•« "I "tis-laction, during the piogiess o; this work, to learn from

one YorkshOT schoolmaster lay, claim to being the originalof Mr Squeers One worthy, he has reason to believeJ^

«I^,T^
«""nd, on which to rest an action for libel-another, has med.uted a journey to London, for the exD«Kpurpose of committing an ass.ult«,d battery on histrSra third, perfectly remembers being waited on, last Jmu^twelvemonth, by two gentlemen, one of whoik held wH

r I; ? u l^ '"" "'" «>*' "•"' I" l"" fo, and the oub-hshed sketch does not resemble him (whoever hTmavb^^taany other respect, still he and all his\riends and Sb^"
Jc^w . onoe for whom it is meant, because-the tlf^e"

" While the Author cannot but feel the full force of the

tZT"'
'^'" ""^'^«' '» l^' » venturesrsu^^s

^1 ^

-'«««'0"s may arise from the fact, thatX

&I "
Wh

"P'"'"'""™ -" » d"-. and not of ant:
tZlZ\, ?'" '"•"'""' '«"""'^''' »"d "rutal cupidity,are the stock m trade of a small body of men, and one S
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de8cril<«d by these characteristics, all his fellows will recog-

nise something belonging to themselves, and each will have

a misgiving that the portrait is his own.
" The Author's object in calling public attention to the

system would be very imperfectly fulfilled, if he did not state

now, in his own persoit, emphatically and earnestly, that

Mr. Squeers and his school are faint and feeble pictures of an

existing reality, purposely subdued and kept down lest they

should be deemed impossible. That there are, upon record,

triab at law in which d.^ nages have been sought as a poor

recompense for lasting agonies and disfigurements inflicted

upon children by the treatment of the master in these places,

involving such offensive and foul details of neglect. i;Ity,

and disease, as no writer of fiction would have the '
i^ ness

to imagine. And that, since he has been engaged upu.i these

Advent .: es, he has received, from private quarters far beyond

the reacii of suspicion or distrust, accounts of atrocities, in the

perpetration of which upon neglected or repudiated children,

these schoob have been the main instruments, very far

exceeding any that appear in these pages."

This comprises all I need say on the subject ; except that

if I had seen occasion, I had resolved to reprint a few of

these details of l^al proceedings, from certain old news-

papers.

One other quotation from the «:- ^ :? Treface, may serve to

introduce a fact that my readers m think curious.

" To turn to a more pleasant subject, it may be right to say,

that there are two characto-- ~ in this book which are drawn

from life. It is .-eriarkablt that what we call the world,

which is so very credulous in what professes to be true, is

most incredulous in what professes to be imaginary ; and that,

while, every day in real life, it will allow in one man no

blemishes, and in another no virtues, it will seldom admit a

very strongly marked character, either good or bad, in a fic-

titious narrative, to be within the limits of probability. But

those who take an interest in this tale, will be glad to learn
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ii i

rt«r,> .K ^""^-^f
Cheervble live; that their liberalchanty their singleness of heart, their noble nature, and

their unbounded benevolence, are no creations of the Author's

so^'r 'n, r P'°T'"^ "'''^ ^*y (*»^ °f^«"««t by stealth)ome mumficent and generous deed in that town of whichthey are the pride and honour."

from l^7'V'' f"''"PV*° ^""^ "P the thousands of letters,

IZfrw 1 r^'" "^ *" ''''' °' '**'^"d«^ »"d dilateswhich this unlucky paragraph brought down upon me Ishould get mto an arithmetical difficulty from which I couldnot eas. y extricate myself. Suffice it to say, that I believe
the applications for loans, gifts, and offices of profit, that
I have been requested to forward to the originals of theBrothers Cheervble (with whom I never interchanged any
communication m my life), would have exhausted the com^

si'!, f^H T^' "^fV^'
^"'^ Chancellors since the acces-

rZVI' pT f^^'^^^^i^k. and would have broken theRest of the Bank of England.
The Brothers are now dead.
There is only one other point, on which I would desire

to offer a remark. If Nicholas be not always found to beblamdess or agreeable, he is not always intended to appear
so. He IS a young man of an impetuous temper and of little
or no experience; and I saw no reason why such a hero
-ihould be lifted out of nature
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NICHOLAS NICKLEBY

CHAPTER I

INTRODUCES ALL THE REST

There once lived, in a sequestered part of the roiinty of

Devonshire, one . Godfrey Nicklehy: a worthy gtntleman,
who, taking it into his head rather late in lite that he must
get married, and not being young enough or rich enough
to aspire to the hand of a lady of fortune, had wedded an
old flame out of mere attachment, who in her turn had
taken him for the same reason. Thus two people who cannot
afford to play cards for money, sometimes sit down to a
quiet game of love.

Some ill-conditioned persons who sneer at the life-mat ri-

•monial, may pt-rhaps suggest, in this place, that the good
couple would be better likened to two principals in a sparring
match, who, when fortune is low and backers scarce, will

chivalrously set to, for the mere pleasu'-e of the buffeting:

and in one resi.>ect indeed this comparison would hold good;
for, as the adventurous pair of the Fives' Court will afterwards
send round a hat, and trust to the bounty of the lookers-on
for the means of regaling themselves, so Mr. Godfrey Nicklebv
and his partner, the honey-moon being over, looked wistfully

out into the world, relying in no inconsiderable degree upon
chance for the improvement of their means. Mr. Nickleby's
income, at the period of his marriage, fluctuated l>etween
sixty and eighty pounds per annum.
There are people enough in the world, Heaven knows!

and even in London (where Mr. Nickleby dwelt in those
days) but few complaints prevail of the population being
scanty. It is extraordinary how long a man may look among
the crowd without discovering the face of a friend, but it

is no less true. Mr. Nickleby looked, and looked, till his

eyes became sore as his heart, but no friend appeared ; and
when, growing tired of the search he turned his eyes home-

A

'^•^
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^vard he saw very little there to relieve hu wearv visionA painter who ha.s gazed too long upon some gSJS'refreshes h.s dazzled sight by looking upon a daTkeTS
7^:7^11 Ti ^"iT^^'"«

thftZ i?r. Nick ebT".
h^^n l J^J"'^"^^

*"** gloomy a hue, that he would have

^n?r^r '"P"'" '''"•^^"^ ^y '^^ ^^'y reverse ofle

««^^ !^!1^?' ¥^' ^''* y«*"» '^hen Mrs. Nirklebv hadpresented her husband with a couple of son and thatembarrassed gentleman, impressed with the necessity omaking some provision for his family, was seriousrrevolvin

J

n h^ mmd a little commercial speculation of iiisuring h"fI'fc next quarter-day, and then falling from the top of theMonunient by accident, there came, one mon,in7bv Se

S^MrL'nh'N- .^;?"^'' 'TV° «nform"hSS'h7w?i:

bufk ^f kV ?.^P
N'ckleby, was dead, and had left him the

Xnds str!;^^
P"^^^' ^"^^""''"^ - *" ^ five thousand

As the deceased had taken no further notice of his nephewm h s hfetime, than sending to his eldest boy (who hadCnchmtened after h,m, on despemte speculation) a silver sp^onin a morocco case, which, as he hS not too much to eat

'"It ": 'f"^'^ ^ ^^'^ °' ^''« "Pon his having £in bomw thout that useful article of plate Li his mouth"Mr Godf^eT

convle'd rii^'o"'' ^^^^^^ "^'^'^'^ the' J;:^s tiulconveyed to him. On exammation, however, thev turned

1 :, t j^"*''^y ''°"^<=*- The amiable old gentlen-aT it

society, and had indeed execuicu a w 11 to that effect- but

nnnth^'K";''""'
^*^'"S ^^^ ""fortunate enough, a fewmonths before to save the life of a poor relatiorft'o thorn

t Kad V:f/ f°"^^^ °^
V^^^*^

shillings- and sixpenc^
^ had m a fit of very natural exasperation, revoked thebequest m a codicil, and left it all to Mr. Godfrey Nicklebvwith a special mention of his indignation, not onlv agatltthe society for saving the poor relation's li e, but again!? thepoor relation also, for allowing himself to be saved^
With a portion of this property Mr. Godfrey ' Nicklebv

he ret'c'd trh^-- -- Dawliih in DevonshL "She retired with his wife and two children, to live inon thebest interest he could get for the rest of his money, anS thehttle produce he cokM xaise from his land. The two pros-
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The Two Brothers
3

poivd so woll toj^pthor that, when he died, some fifteen vears
after this period, and some five after his wif he was enabled
to leave, to his eldest son, Ralph, three thousand pounds

» in cash, and to hk young -Jt son, Nicholas, one thousand
and .he farm, which was as small a landed estate as one
woi ,d desire to see.

These two brotht rs had been brought up together in a
school at Exeter; and, being accustomed to go home once a
week, had often heard, from their mother's lips, long accounts
of their father's sufferings in his days of poverty, and of
their deceased uncle's importance in his days of affluence:
whicl recitals produced a very different impression on th^
two: for, while the younger, who was of a timid and retirirc
disposition, gleaned from thence nothing but forewarning,
to shun the great world and attach himself to the quiet
routme of a country life, Ralph, the elder, deduced from the
often-repeated taie the two great morals that riches are the
only true source of happiness and power, and that it is

lawful and just to compass their acquisition bv all means
short of felony. " And," reasoned Ralph with himself, "

if

no good came of my uncle's money when he was alive, a
great deal of good came of it after he was dead, inasmuch
as my father has got it now, and is saving it up for me,
which is a highly virtuous purpose; and, going back to the
old gentleman, good did come of it to him too, for he had
the pleasure of thinking cf it all his life long, and of being
envied and courted by all his family besides." And Ralph
always wound up these mental soliloquies by arri\ ing at the
conclusion, that there was nothing like money.
Not confining himself to theory, or permitting his faculties

to rust, even at that early age, in mer abstract speculations,
this promising lad commenced Lisurer on a limited scale at
school; putting out at good interest a small capital of slate-
pencil and marbles, and gradually extending his operations
until they aspired to the copper coinage of this realm, in
which he speculate*^ to considerable advantage. Nor did he
trouble his borrowers with abstract calculations of figures, or
references to ready-reckoners; his simple rule of interest
being all comprised in the one golden sentence, " two-pence
for every half-penny," which greatly simplified the accounts,
and \vhich, as a familiar precept, more easily acquired anrl
retained in the memory than any known rule of arithmetic.
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cannot be too strongly recommended to the notice of caoital

brokers and bill-discounters. Indeed, to do these eenUemenjustice many of them are to this da^ in the frequent hab'tof adopting It, with eminent success.
^

In like manner did young Ralph Nickleby avoid all those

who has'toS''' '"''"^"''°"1 °^ °^^ ^^y^' whichlbod:wno has worked sums m simple-interest can fail to have

u"e thr.V"^^"T^"?' I^y ^^tablishing the one generalru.e that all sums of principal and interest should he naidon pocket-money day, that is to say, on Saturday and ?hat

Fridlv'th
'°"" "'''

f°"*^"^^^d ^^'^' Monda/,'oron theFriday, the amount of interest should be, in both cases the

luT: ^"""^Z"^
he argued, and with gre^t show oTreasonthat It ought to be rather more for one dav than foTfive'

fXptu'mJd'to'^i"""
™«'^ '" '""^ ^-™- -" ^ -^^

lairjy presumed to be in great extrem ty, otherwise he woiiIHnot borrow at all with such odds against him A^ fact
^^

interesting, as illustrating the secret^onnexion and symS^^^
Ralnh K-'trK'^'^'^

^'^^^" ^''^' ^i"^^- ThoughZTrRalph ^ickleby was not at that time aware of it the classof genUemen before alluded to, proceed on just the steprinciple m all their transactions.
^

From what we have said of this youne jrentleman an,i
the natural admiration the reader wiSelSe^ co^^^^^^^^^^of his character, it may perhaps be inferred that heTs to^the hero of the work which we shall presently £egn T^set this point at rest for once and forever, we hasten toundeceive them, and stride to its commencement

°

On the death of his father, Ralph Nickleby, who had been

annlUT ^ ^ ^^^'"^ ^ ^ '^^''^'''^^' housi in Londonapplied himself passionately to his old pursuit of monev-getting, in which he speedily became so buried and absorbedhat he quite forgot his brother for many years- and if at

Z'\M''°i"''''°" ^^ ^'' °^^ playfellow broke upon himthrough the haze m which he lived-for gold coniu?es ud^mist about a man, more destructive of all his old senses a^nriulhng to his feelings than the fumes of charcoa1 rbmu^ht

ne would want to borrow money of him. So. Mr Raloh
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As for Nicholas, he lived a single man on the patrimonial
estate until he grew tired of living alone, and then he took
to wife the daughter of a neighbouring gentleman with
a dower of one thousand pounds. This good lady bore him
U\o children, a son and a daughter, and when the son was
about nineteen, and the daughter fourteen, as near as we
can guess—impartial records of young ladies' ages being,
before the passing of the new act, nowhere preserved in *he
registries of this countr>'—Mr. Nickleby looked about him
for the means of repairing his capital, now sadly reduced
by this increase in his family, and the expenses of their
education.

" Speculate with it," said Mrs. Nickleby.
" Spec—u—late, my dear.? " said Mr. Nickleby, as though

in doubt.
" Why not? " asked Mrs. Nickleby.
" Because, my dear, if we should lose it," rejoined Mr.

Nickleby, who was a slow and time-taking speaker, "
if we

should lose it, we shall no longer be able to live, my dear."
" Fiddle," said Mrs. Nickleby.
" I am not altogether sure of that, my dear," said Mr.

Nickleby.
'' There's Nicholas,' pursued the lady, " quite a young man

—it's time he was in the way of doing something for himself:
and Kate too, poor girl, without a penny in the world
Think of your brother ! Would he be what he is, if he hadn't
speculated ?

"

" That's true," replied Mr. Nickleby. " Very good, my
dear. Yes. I will speculate, my dear."

Speculation is a round game; the players see little or
nothing of their cards at first starting; gains may be great
—and so may losses. The run of luck went agiiinst Mr.
Nickleby. A mania prevailed, a bubble burst, four stock-
brokers took villa residences at Florence, four hundred
nobodies were ruined, and among them Mr. Nickleby.

^

" The very house I live in," sighed the poor gentleman.
" may be taken from me to-morrow. Not an article of my
old furniture, but will be sold to strangers !

"

The last reflection hurt him so much that he took at once
to his bed; apparently resolved to keep that, at all events.

" Cheer up, sir! " said the apothecary.
" You mustn't let yourself be cast down, sir," said the nurse.
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'' Such things happen every day," remarked the lawyer.
• And It IS very sinful to rebel against them," whispered

the clerg^iTnan.

" And what no man with a family ought to do," added the
neighbours.

Mr. Nicklcby shook his head, and motioning them all out
of the room, embraced his wife and children, and having
pressed them by turns to his languidly beating heart, sunk
exhausted on his pillow. They were concerned to find that
his reason went astray after this; for he babbled, for a long
time, about the generosity and goodness of his brother and
the merry old times when they were at school together
This fit of wandering past, he solemnly commended them to
One who never deserted the widow or her fatherless children
and, smihng gently on them, turned upon his face, and
observed that he thought he could fall asleep.

CHAPTER II

OF MR. RALPH NICKLEBV, AND HIS ESTABLISHMENT, AND
HIS UNDERTAKINGS. AND OF A GREAT JOINT STOCK
COMPANY OF VAST NATIONAL IMPORTANCE

Mr. Ralph Nickleby was not, strictly speaking, what you
would call a merchant, neither was he a banker, nor an
attorney, nor a special pleader, nor a notary. He was
certainly not a tradesman, and still less could he lay any
claim to the title of a professional gentleman; for it would
have been impossible to mention any recognised profession
to which he belonged. Nevertheless, as he lived in a spacious
h. use m Golden Square, which, in addition to a brass plate
upon the street-door, had another brass plate two sizes and
a half smaller upon the left-hand doorpost, surmounting
a brass model of an infant's fist grasping a fragment of a
skewer and displaying the word " Office," it was clear that
Mr. Ralph Nickleby did, or pretended to do, business cf
some kind; and the fact, if it required any further circum-
stantial evidence, was abundantly demonstrated by the
diurnal attendance, between the hours of half-past nine and
five, of a sallow-faced man in rusty brown, who sat upon an
uncommonly hard stool in a species of butler's pantry at the



Golden Square

end of the passage, and always had a pen behind his ear
when he answered the bell.

Although a few members of the graver professions live
about Golden Square, it is not exactly in anybody's way to
or from anywhere. It is one of the squares that have been

;

I

a quarter of the town that has gone down in the world, and
token to letting lodgings. Many of its first and second
floors are let, furnished, to single gentlemen; and it takes
boarders besides. It is a great resort of foreigners. The
dark-complexioned men who wear large rings, and heav\-
watch-guards, and bushy whiskers, and who congregate
under the Opera Colonnade, and about the box-office in the
season, between four and five in the afternoon, when thev
give away the orders,—all live in Golden Square, or within
a street of it. Two or three violins and a wind instrument
from the Opera band reside within its precincts. Its board-
jng-houses are musical, and the notes of pianos and harps
float m the evening time round the head of the mournful
stotue, the guardian geaius of a little wilderness of shrubs,
m the centre of the square. On a summer's night, windows
are thrown open, and groups of swarthy mustachioed men
are seen by the passer-by, lounging at the casements and
smokmg fearfully. Sounds of gruff voices practising vocal
music invade the evening's silence; and the fumes of choice
tobacco scent the air. There, snuff and cigars, and (German
pipes and flutes, and violins, and violoncellos divide the
supremacy between them. It is the region of song and
smoke. Street bands are on their mettle in (nilden Square

;

and itinerant glee-singers quaver involuntarily as they raise
their voices within its boundaries.

This would not seem a spot very well adapted to the
transaction of business; but Mr. ^alph Nickleby had lived
there, notwithstanding, for many years, and uttered no com-
plaint on that score. He knew nobody round about, and
nobody knew him, although he enjoyed the reputation of
bemg immensely rich. The tradesmen held that he was
a sort of lawyer, and the other neighbours opined that he
was a kind of general agent; both of which guesses were us
correct and definite as guesses about other people's affairs
usually are, or need to be.

Mr. Ralph Nickleby sat in his private oflice one morning,
ready dressed to walk abroad. He wore a bottle-green



8 Nicholas Nicklcby
spencer over a blue coat: a white waistcoat »t^, ^- *
pantaloons, and Wellington hoo^Z^T^er^.^'Xtcorner of a small-plaited shirt-frill str^gled out « if^n

buS off^ ''''^^' '"^^ ^^"^^" hif'cht and^h topbutton of his spencer; and the latter garment was notmade low enough to conceal a long gold wateh chaTn com
fhfh °H,^ T'' f P'^'" ""g^' ^Wch had ite beg^ninHtthe handle of a gold repeater in Mr. Nickleby's nockel LhIts termination in two little Icpv-s- ,,»» kIi

P-
'

.

watch itself and the otS^o'^me "^Ttem"Sck"' t
would p..haps ha^r'^i STtL^^Ax htrur„iJ:also, or there was something in its very wrinkles anSLte cold restless eye, which leemed to SlTcunLt ?hlt

rleneT' "i' ".'P''^ "' '>™- However"E^
n^;r^w^„s.rse%'?eirsS:[?a

Mr. Nickleby closed an account-book which u^ «„ k-

at'a^- 'i' '^"'"? '^^^^'^ b^^k in his cta^ i^Ld withan air of abstraction through the dirty wmdSw %nm.

tLse dark ™d?P.^rdls""tis /or^'' 'T'l™^
""'

damp straw tak.ng ,„st as long to smoulder'ask thinks
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proper: and mingling with the scanty box, and stunted
everbrowns, and broken flower pots, that are scattered
moumfuUy about—a prey to " blacks " and dirt.

It was into a place of this kind that Mr. Raiph Nicklebv
gazed, as he sat with his hands in his pockets looking out
of window. He had fixed his eyes upon a distorted fir-tree
planted by some former tenant in a tub that had once been
green, and left there, years before, to rot away piecemeal.
1 here was nothing very inviting in the object, but Mr
Mckleby was wrapt in a brown studv, and sat contemplating
It with far greater attention than, m a more cr nscious mood
he would have deigned to b. stow upon the rarest exotic
At length, his eyes wandered to a little dirty window on the
left, through which the face of the clerk was dimly visible •

t, at worthy chancing to look up, he beckoned him to attend'
In obedience to this summons the clerk got off the higl,

stool (to which he had communicated a high polish b\
countless gettings off and on), and presented himself in
Air I^icklebys room. He was a tall man of middle-age
with two goggle eyes whereof one was a fixture, a rubicund
nose, a cadaverous face, and a suit of clothes (if the term be
allowable when they suited him not at all) much the worse
for wear, very much too small, and placed upon such a short
allowance of buttons that it was marvellous how he contrived
to keep them on.

" VVas that half-past twelve, Noggs.? ' said Mr. Nicklebv.m a sharp and grating voice.
" Not more than five-and-twentv minutes by the—" Noggs

was gomg to add public-house clock, but recollecting himself
substituted, " regular time."
"My watch has stopped," said Mr. Nickleby: "

I don't
know from what cause."

" Not wound up," said Noggs.
'' Yes it is," said Mr. Nickleby.
" Over-wound <^hen," rejoined Noggs.
'' That can't very well be," observed Mr. Nicklebv.
Must be," said Noggs.

"Well!" said Mr. Nickleby, putting the repeater back
in his pocket; " pe haps it is."

Noggs gave a peculiar grunt, as was his custom at the
end of all disputes with his master, to imply that he (Noggs)
triumphed; and (as he rarely spoke to anybody unless some-

iijm
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bodv spoke to him) fell into a grim silence, and rubbed his
hands slowly over each f.ther: cracking the joints of his
fingers, and squeezing thtm into all possible distortions
The incessant performance of this routine on ever>- occasion
and the communication of a fixed and rigid look to his
unaffected eye, so as to make it uniform with the other and
to render it mipossible for anybody to determine where or
at what he was looking, were two among the numerous
peculiarities of Mr. Noggs, which struck an inexperienced
observer at first sight.

w
"
L^f. ?°'"S ^° ^^^ London Tavern this morning." said

Mr. Nickleby. **

" Public .meeting? " inquired Noggs.
Mr. Nickleby nodded. " I expect a letter from the solicitor

respecting that mortgage of Ruddle's. If it comes at all
it will be here by the two o'clock delivery. I shall leavt
the city about that time and walk to Charing-Cross on the
left-hand side of the way; if there are any letters, come and
meet me, and bring them with you."
Noggs nodded; and as he nodded, there came a ring at

the office bell. The master looked up from his papers, and
the clerk calmly remained in a stationary position.

" The bell," said Noggs, as though in explanation. " At
home ?

" Yes."

"To anybody?"
"Yes."
" To the tax-gatherer? "

" No ! Let him call again."

^^
Noggs gave vent to liis usual grunt, as much as to say
I thought so! " and, the ring being repeated, went to the

door, wiu-nce he presently returned, ushering in, by the
name of Mr. Bonney, a pale gentleman in a violent hurrv'
who with his hair standing up in great disorder all over his
head, and a ver>' narrow white cravat tied loosely round his
throat, looked as if he had been knocked up in the night
and bad not dressed himself since.

"My dear Nickleby," said the gentleman, taking off a
white hat which was so full of papers that it would scarcely
stick upon his head, " there's not a moment to lose; I have
a cab at the door. Sir Matthew Pupker takes the chair, and
three members of Pariiament are positively coming I have
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seen two of them safely out of bed. The third, who was at

Crockford's all night, has just gone home to put a cleati

shirt on, and take a bottle or two of soda water, and will

certainly be with us in time to address the meeting. He
is a little excited by last night, but never mind that; he
always speaks the stronger for it."

" it seems to promise pretty well," said Mr. Ralph
Nickleby, whose deliberate manner was strongly opposed
to the vivacity of the other man of business.

" Pretty welli " echoed Mr. Bonney. " It's the finest idea

that was ever started. ' United Metropolitan Improved Hot
Muffin and Crumpet Baking and Punctual Delivery Com-
pany. Capital, five millions, in five hundred thousand
shares of ten pounds each.' Why the very name will get

the shares up to a premium in ten days."
" And when they are at a premium," said Mr. Ralph

Nickleby, smiling.
" When they are, you know what to do with them as well

as any man alive, and how to back quietly out at the right

lime," said Mr. Bonney, slapping the capitalist familiarly on
the shoulder. " By the bye, what a very remarkable man
that clerk of yours is."

" Yes, poor devil !
" replied Ralph, drawing on his gloves.

" Though Newman Noggs kept his horses and hounds once."
" Aye, aye? " said the other carelessly.
" Yes," continued Ralph, " and not many years ago either

;

but he squandered his money, invested it anyhow, borrowed
at interest, and in short made first a thorough fool of him-
self, and then a beggar. He took to drinking and had a

touch of paralysis, and then came here to borrow a pound,
as in his better days I had—

"

" Done business with him," said Mr, Bonney will! n

meaning look.
" Just so," replied Ralph; " I couldn't lend it, you know.
*' Oh, of course not."
" But as I wanted a clerk just then, to open the door and

so forth, I took him out of charity, and he has romainccl

with me ever since. He is a little mad, I think," said Mr,

Nickleby, calling up a charitable look, " but he is useful

enough, poor creature—useful enough."
The kind-hearted gentleman omitted to add that Newman

^oggs, being utterly destitute, ser\'ed him for rather less
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other gentleman was plainh impatient ?o he eone' h2ever, and as they hurried into the hacknev caElet ?m'mediately afterwards, perhaps v Sb^ foivot Zmention circumstances so unimp- ^ ^°^ ^

the?d7ew un\^7.'^v!-'
'" Bishopsgate Street V\'ithin, astney drew up, and (it being a windv day) I.Jf a dozen menwere tacking across the road under 'a press of naner S«Hn^

En"at'""°""Tr ^'-^^ ' PubRc M^et^^^o^Hfholden at one o'clock precisely, to take into consideration

UniteW?^ "
• P'''V°"'"8 P"''^'"^"*

'" fa^ou oT hebnited Metropolitan Improved Hot Muffin and Crumoct

int^hl'dreTth^^^^^^^^^^ ^^T^^^' -P'^^^ «-mSin nve nundred thousand shares of ten pounds each • wh.VK

:r MTBonL'Sr'J^K^^^
^'^^^ %-:fof"nsideTaSesize Mr. Bonney elbowed his way brisklv upstairs receivini?n h s progress many low bows fro^ the waiters whi^tood onthe landings to show the way, and, followed by Mr NiSSeb,

.n the'sl^c^nd'n^^^in tne second of which was a business-looking table andseveral business-looking people.
^ '

" Hear! " cried a gentleman with a double chin as MrBonney presented himself. - Chair, gentlemen, chair
f''

The new comers were received with universal approbation

nis hat, ran his fingers through his hair, and knocked ahackney-coachman's knock on tl.e table with a little haJnmerwhereat several gentlemen cried "Hear'" and^Z>H
slightly to each other, as much as fo sav what spirkedconduct that was. Just at this moment, a waker feve hwith agitation, tore into the room, and'throw ng'the dooopen with a crash, shouted " Sir Matthew Pupker '

"

and whTZ"'' ''°°'',"P ^"^ "^"PP^^ their hands for jov;

PuDkl^ attend 7T f'^^^""^
'^'''' ''' ^^"^^ ^ir MatthewPupkcr, attended by two live members of Parliament oneIrish and one Scotch, all smiling and bowing andTool^nRso pleasant that it seemed a perfect marvel how anv mancould have the heart to vote against them. Sir Matthevv
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Pupker especially, who had a little round head with a flaxen
wig on the top of it, fell into such a paroxysm of bows, that
the wig threatened to be jerked off every instant. When
these symptoms had in some degree subsided, the gentlemen
who were on speaking terms with Sir Matthew Pupker,
or the two other members, crowded round them in three
little groups, near one or other of which the gentlemen who
were not on speaking terms with Sir Matthew Pupker or the
two other members, stood lingering, and smilini^ and rubbing
their hands, in the desperate hope of something turning
up which might bring them into notice. All this time, Sir

Matthew Pupker and the two other members were relating

to their separate circles what the intentions of government
were about taking up the bill; with a full account of what
the government had said in a whisper the last time they dined
with it, and how the government had been observed to wink
when it said so; from wh" h premises they were at no loss

to draw the conclusion, that if the government had one object
more at heart than another, that one object was the welfare
and advantage of the United Metropolitan Improved Hot
Muffin and Crumpet Baking and Punctual Delivery Companv.

Meanwhile, and pending the arrangements of the proceed-
ings, and a fair division of the speechifying, the public in

the large room were eyeing, by turns, the empty platform,
and the ladies m the Music Gallery. In these amusements
the greater portion of them had been occupied for a couple of

hours before, and as the most agreeable diversions pall upon
the taste on a too protracted enjoyment of them, the sterner

spirits now began to hammer the floor with their boot-heels,

and to express their dissatisfaction by various hoots and
cries. These vocal exertions, emanating from the people
who had been there longest, naturally proceeded from those
who were nearest to the platform and furthest from the
policemen in attendance, who having no great mind to fight

their way through the crowd, but entertaining nevertheless
a praiseworthy desire to do something to quell the disturbance,
immediately began to drag forth, by the coat tails and collars,

all the quiet people near the door; at the same time dealing
out various smart and tingling blows with their truncheons,
after the manner of that ingenious actor, Mr. Punch : whose
brilliant example, both in the fashion of his weapons and
their use, this branch of the executive occasionally follows.
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Several very exciting skirmishes were in progress whi-n

and"tJ^^K '*"'^V»»«
attention even o^ErKrente

lookfn^ h-KJ .J^^u"**
°' gentJemen with their hats off a^llooking behind them, and uttering vociferous chars' thJ

Se^andlT '"fK^^^^'^^,
^^p''"«^ when SirTafthew

t??h. fr .
^^ -1^° *?*'*' '*»^ members of Parliament ^me

re^^ "d"u';„r;tiot'^^^^^^^^^^^
'-'^«^"> -"

glorious sight as tha? in H^i '^^u^,
*^ "^^*^^ ^««n ^"^h a

career
^

' '^® ''^°'* ^^""^ o' their public

Matthew Pupker went on to say what must h« hU f!!j;

he happiness, the comfort, the libert^thTverl existence of

commercial and mercantile communftv " Th^^ h ^tf
gentlenjan made a speech wS w'tear' fromT^yt
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destitute of the slightest vestige of a muffin, which there

appeared too much reason to believe some of these indigent

persons did not taste from year's end to year's end. He hud
found that among muffin-sellers there existed drunkenness,

debauchery, and profligacy, which he attributed to the

debasing nature of their employment as at present exercised;

he haJ found the same vices among the poorer classes of

people who ought to be muffin consumers; and this he

attributed to the despair engendered by their being placed

beyond the reach of that nutritious article, which drove

them to seek a false siimulant in intoxicating liquors.

He would undertake to \. jve before a comniittte of the

House of Commons, that there existed a combination to

keep up the price of muffins, and to give the bellmen a

monopoly ; he would prove it by bellmen at the bar of thai

house ; and he would also prove, that these men corresp tided

with each other by secret words and signs, as " Snocks,"
" Walker," " Ferguson," " Is Murphy right? " and many
others. It was this melancholy state of things that the

Company proposed to conect; firstly, by prohibiting, under

heavy penalties, all private muffin trading of every descrip-

tion; secondly, by themselves supplying the public generally

and the poor at their own homes, with muffins of first quality

at reduced prices. It was with this object that a bill had
been introduced into Parliament by their patriotic chairman

Sir Matthew Pupker; it was this hill that they had met to

support; it was the supporters of this bill who would confer

unuying brightness 5»nd splendour upon England, under the

name of the United Metropolitan Improved Hot Muffin and
Crumpet Baking and Punctual Delivery Company ; he would
add, with a capital of Five Millions, in five hundred thousand

shares of ten pounds each.

Mr. Ralph Nickleby seconded the resolution, and another

gentleman having moved that it be amended by the insertion

of the words " and crumpet " after the word " muffin," when-
ever it occurred, it was cu.ried triumphantly. Only one man
in the crowd cried " No !

" and he was promptly taken into

custody and straightway borne off.

The second resolution, which recognised the expediency of

immediately abolishing ** all muffin (or crumpet) sellers, all

traders in muffins (or crumpets) of whatsoever description,

whether male or female, boys or men, ringing hand-bells or
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that he WkcTrte^Tc" ^^^^^^^
^'^^'^^

no time. You mi^ht have h^ar^o • * n °' '*** ^^'^^ in

their masters, wl^ch hVJe^"^^^^^^^ ^X
sufliaent reason for thi. mmSL . T ? " Ihemselves

clothing and blanket tt E.>,?^
»"« Provided with warn.

J::;rx?s;^TtotLinr -^ <",-fe .
-t

in the head, benMU. Xh L "i" 'n" ' """" t" « "W
into a perspVStdreco^rr''£''K '"'*,!;"'" » ""
on his own authority hnfk! 1, J u

">« ™"ld vouch for

reason to do^b Te Lt) of a%^f
heard (and he had no

appalhng circum'un'f^H had he^ofTh'e?'""^""''orphan muffin boy who h.Jin«K. '"' case of an
caLge, had l«^n^"moy'SX*SJ'L^J " ^'-y
the amputation of his lee below ttt' '"''.""''"gone

actually pursuing his occu'padon"n'SuteS '^ou'X''"';justice, were these things to last'

<™tches. Fountain of

Th's was the department of ;h' ubiect fVat t^u .umeetmg, and th s w«« tk<. .».,i 1
"ojcct tr.at took the

sympathies. The men sL^ I'f^'"« "> «"''»' ""i'

pocket-handkerchiefa ?il r ' ^' ^"^ *'P' '"^ ">cir

till they were dri ,h"
^'^. '""' """*'' '««' "aved them

Mr. Ni^kfeby wSspered hTs fH™H T "r'"^""^' ">"
the.„cef„«h (t aXS '^i ^.7:^,^^^^^;'^:^

-«
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the object very virtuous; therefore (said the petition) the
bill ought to be passed into a law at once, to the everlasting
honour and glory of that most honourable and glorious
Commons of England in Parliament assembled.

Then, the gentleman who had been at Crockford's uU night,
and who looked something the worse about the eyes in

consequence, came forward to tell his fellow-countrymen
what a speech h • meant to make in favour of that petition
whenever it should be presented, and how desperately h<'

meant to taunt the Parliament if they rejected the bill; and
to inform them also, that he regretted his honourable friends
had not inserted a clause rendering the purchase of muffms
and crumpets compulsory upon all classes of the community,
which he—opposing all half measures, and preferring to go
the extreme animal—pledged himself to propose and divide
upon, in committee. After announcing this determination,
the honourable gentleman grew jocular; and as patent boots,
lemon-coloured kid gloves, and a fur coat-collar, assist jokes
materially, there was immense laughter and much cheering,
and moreover such a brilliant display of ladies' pocket-
handkerchiefs as threw the grievous gentleman quite into
the shade.

And when the petition had been read and was ulxjut to
be adopted, there came fonvard the Irish member (who was
a young gentleman of ardent temperament,) with such a
speech as only an Irish member can make, breathing the
true soul and spirit of poetry, and poured forth with such
fervour, that it made one warm to look at him; in the
course whereof, he told them how he would demand the
extension of that great boon to his native country; how he
would claim for her equal rights in the muffin laws as in all

other laws; and how he yet hoped to see the day when
crumpets should be toasted in her lowly cabins, and muffin
bells should ring in her rich green valleys. And, after him,
came the Scotch member, with various pleasant allusions to
the probable amount of profits, which increased the good
humour that the poetry had awakened ; and all the speeches
put together did exactly what they were intended to do, and
established in the hearers' minds that there was no specula-
tion so promising, or at the same time so praiseworthy, as
the United Metropolitan Improved Hot Muffin and Crumpet
Baking and Punctual Delivery Company.
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So, the petition in favour of the bill was agreed upon, and
the meeting adjourned with acclamations, and Mr. Nicklebv
and the other directors went to the office to lunch, as thev
did every day at half-past one o'clock; and to remunerate
themselves for which trouble (as the company was yet in
its infancy), they only charged three guineas each man for
every such attendance.

CHAPTER III

MR. RALPH NICKLEBV RECEIVES SAD TIDINGS OF HIS BROTHER,
BUT BEARS UP NOBLY AGAINST THE INTELLIGENCE
COMMUNICATED TO HIM, THE READER IS INFORMED
HOW HE LIKED NICHOLAS, WHO IS HEREIN INTRODUCED,
AND HOW KINDLY HE PROPOSED TO MAKE HIS FORTUNE
AT ONCE

Having rendered his zealous assistance towards despatching
the lunch, with all that promptitude and energy which are
among the most important qualities that men of business
can possess, Mr. Ralph Nickleby took a cordial farewell of
his fellow speculators, and bent his steps westward in un-
v/onted good humour. As he passed Saint Paul's he stepped
aside into a doorway to set his watch, and with his hand on
the key and his eye on the cathedral dial, was intent upon
so doing, when a man suddenly stopped before him. It was
Newman Noggs.

"Ah! Newman," said Mr. Nickleby, looking up as he
pursued his occupation. " The letter about the mortgage
has come, has it.? I thought it would."

" Wrong," replied Newman.
" What! and nobody called respecting it? " inquired Mr

Nickleby, pausing. Noggs shook his head.
" What has come, then.? " inquired Mr. Nicklebv.
" I have," said Newman.
*' What else.? " demanded the master, sternly.
*' This," said Newman, drawing a sealed letter slowly from

his pocket. " Postmark, Strand, black wax, black border
woman s hand, C.N. in the comer."

'

''Black wax? " said Mr. Nickleby, glancing at the letter
- I know something of that hand, too. Newman, I shouldn't
lie surprised if my brother were dead."
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" I don't think you would/' said Newman, quietly.
" Why not, sir," demanded Mr. Nickleby.
" You never are surprised," replied Newman, " that's all."

Mr. Nickleby snatched the letter from his assistant, and
fixing a cold look upon him, opened, read it, put it in his

pocket, and having now hit the time to a second, began
winding up his watch.

" It is as I expected, Newman," said Mr. Nickleby, while

he was thus engaged. " He is dead. Dear me ! Well
that's a SP' lien thing. I shouldn't have thought it, really.''

With ' :;se louchii^;; expressions of sorrow, Mr. Nickleby
replace :! h-s watch h his fob, and, fitting on his gloves to a
nicety, turned upoi his way, and walked slowly westward
with hib i.aiid^ i^ehmd him.

" Children alive .5* " inquired Noggs, stepping up to him.
" Why, that's the very thing," replied Mr. Nickleby, as

though his thoughts were about them at that moment.
" They are both alive."

" Both! " repeated Newman Noggs, in a low voice.
" And the widow, too," added Mr. Nickleby, " and all

three in London, confound them; all three here, Newman.'
Newman fell a little behind his master, and his face was

curiously twisted as by a spasm; but whether of paralysis,

or grief, or inward laughter, nobody but himself could
possibly explain. The expression of a man's face is com-
monly a help to his thoughts, or glossary on his speech;

but the countenance of Newman Noggs, in his ordinary
moods, was a problem which no stretch of ingenuity could
solve.

" Go home! " said Mr. Nickleby, after they had walked a

few paces: looking round at the clerk as if he were his dog.

The words were scarcely uttered when Newman darted across

the road, slunk among the crowd, and disappeared in an
instant.

' Reasonable, certainly! " muttered Mr. Nickleby to him-
self, as he walked on, " very reasonable! My brother never
did anything for me, and I never expected it; the breath is

no sooner out of his body than I am to be looked to, as the

support of a great hearty woman, and a grov,n boy and girl.

\\ hat are they to me! 1 never saw them."
Full of these, and many other reflections of a similar kintl

Mr. Nickleby made the best of his way to the Strand, and.
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referring to his letter as if to ascertain the number of the
house he wanted, stopped at a private door about half-wav
down that crowded thoroughfare.
A miniature painter hved there, for there was a large gilt

frame screwed upon the street-door, in which were displayed
upon a black velvet ground, two portraits of naval dress
coats with faces looking out of them, and telescopes attached •

one of a young gentleman in a verv vermilion uniform'
flounshmg a sabre; and one of a literary character with
a high furehead, a pen and ink, six books, and a curtain
There was, moreover, a touching representation of a youn^
lady reading a manuscript in an unfathomable forest, and
a charming whole length of a large-headed little boy, sittincr
on a stool with his legs fore-shortened to the size of salt-
spoons Besides these works of art, there were a greatmany heads of old ladies and gentlemen smirking at each
other out of blue and brown skies, and an elegantly-written
card of terms with an embossed border.

Mr. Nickleby glanced at these frivolities with great con-
tempt, and gave a double knock, which, having been thrice
repeated, was answered by a servant girl with an uncom-
monly dirty face.

"Is Mrs. Nickleby at home, girl.^ " demanded Ralph
sharply. ^

" Her name ain't Nickleby," said the girl. " La Creevv
you mean."

'

Mr. Nickleby looked verv- indignant at the handmaid on
being thus corrected, and demanded with much asperitv
what she meant; which she was about to state, when ';i

tomale voice, proceeding from a perpendicular staircase at
the end of the passage, inquired who was wanted

" Mrs. Nickleby," said Ralph.

^^
"It's the second floor, Hannah," said the same voice-
what a stupid thing you are! Is the second floor at

home.?
" Somebody went out just now, but I think it was the

attic which had been a cleaning of himself," replied the girl
You had better see," said the invisible female. " Show

the gentleman where the bell is, and tell him he mustn't
knock double knocks for the second floor; I can't allow a
knock except when the bell's broke, and then it must be two
single ones.
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" Here," said Ralph, walking in without more parley, " I

beg your pardon; is that Mrs. La what's-her-name ?
"

" Creevy—La Creevy," replied the voice, as a yellow head-

dress bobbed over the banisters.
" I'll speak to you a moment, ma'am, with your h ave,"

said Ralph.

The voice replied that the gentleman was to walk up:

but he had walked up before it spoke, and stepping into thr-

first floor, was received by the wearer of the yellow head-

dress, who had a gown to correspond, and was of much the

same colour herself. Miss La Creevy was a mincing young

lady of fifty, and Miss La Creev>''s apartment was the gilt

frame downstairs on a larger scale and something dirtier.

" Hem !
" said Miss La Creevy, coughing delicately behind

her black silk mitten. " A miniature, I presume. A very

strongly-marked countenance for the purpose, sir. Have
you ever sat before?

"

" You mistake my purpose, I see, ma'am," replied Mr.

Nickleby, in his usual blunt fashion. " I have no money to

throw away on miniatures, ma'am, and nobody to give one

to (thank God) if I had. Seeing you on the stairs, I wanted

to ask a question of you, about some lodgers here."

Miss La Creevy coughed once more—this cough was to

conceal her disappointment—and said, " Oh, indeed!
"

" I infer from what you said to your servant, that the

floor above belongs to you, ma'am? " said Mr. Nickleby.

Yes it did, Miss La Creevy replied. The upper part of

the ' se belonged to her, and as she had no necessity for

tht d-floor rooms just then, she was in the habit of

lettii ^ ...em. Indeed, there was a lady from the countr\-

and her two children in them, at that present speaking.
" A widow, ma'am? " said Ralph.
" Yes, she is a widow," replied the lady.

"A poor widow, ma'am,' said Ralph, with a powerful

emphasis on that little adjective which conveys so much.
" Well, I am afraid she is poor," rejoined Miss La Creevy.
" T happen to know that she is, ma'am," said Ralph.

" N. ,, what business has a poor widow in such a house as

this, ma'am ?
"

" Very true," replied \ii 3 La Creevy, not at all displeased

with this implied compliment to the apartments. " Exceed-

ingly true."

I
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D
.^^'^^.'^.^^^er circumstances intimately, ma'am," said

Kalph
;

in fact, I am a relation of the family ; and I should
recommend you not to keep them here, ma'am."

" I should hope, if there was any incompatibility to meet
the pecuniary obligations," said Miss La Creevy with anothc-
cough, " that the lady's family would "

" Don^t thSkr'"'"^"''
"'^'^'' '"*^"^P'^^ ^a'P^' J^astily.

" If I am to understand that," said Miss La Creevy " the
case wears a very different appearance."

'' You may understand it then, ma'am," said Ralph " andmake your arrangements accordingly. I am the famUy,

"''!,Tr* ,

^^^'^'-
[
^^'^""^ ^ *™ ^« 0"ly "Elation they have

and I think it right that you should know / can't supportthem m their extravagances. How long have they taken
these lodgings for?

"

-» /

'• Ur^"!j- mT "^^^ ^ 7^^^'" ""'P''^^ M'ss La Creevy.
Mrs. Nickleby paid the first week in advance "

p i V'^V^ ^^"^ '^"^'' 8et them out at the end of it," said
Ralph. They can t do better than go back to the countryma am; they are in everybody's way here "

"
^t!".*^'"^y'"

said Miss La Creevy, rubbing her hands, "
if

Mrs. Nickleby took the apartments without the means of
paying for them, it was very unbecoming a lady "

" Of course it was, ma'am," said Ralph.
" And naturally," continued Miss La Creevy, "

I who am
at present—h^m-^n unprotected female, cannot afford to
lose by the apartments."

" Of course you can't, ma'am " replied Ralph
' Though at the same time," added Miss La Creevy. who

was plainly wavering between her good-nature and her
interest, I have nothing whatever to say against the lady
who IS extremely pleasant and affable, though, poor thing'
she seems terribly low in her spirits; uor against the young
people either, for nicer, or better-behaved young people
cannot be." ^ f^^h^c

•' Very well, ma'am," said Ralph, turning to the door, for
these encomiums on poverty irritated him; " I have donemy duty, and perhaps more than I ought: of course nobody
will ihanK me i- r saying what I have."

''I am sure 7 am very much obliged to you at least, sir,"
said Miss La Creevy in a gracious manner. " Would you do
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me the favour to look at a few specimens of my portrait

painting?
"

* You're very good, ma'am," said Mr. Nickleby, making?

off with great speed; " but as I liave a visit to pay upstairs,

and my time is precious, I really can't."

" At any other time when you are passing, I shall be most

happy," said Miss La Creevy. " Perhaps you will have the

kindness to take a card of terms with you ? Thank you

—

good morning
!

"

" Good morning, ma'am," said Ralph, shuttin;, the door

abruptly after him to prevent any further conversation.

" Now for my sister-in-law. Bah !

"

Climbing up another perpendicular flight, composed with

great mechanical ingenuity of nothing but '^orner stairs, Mr.

Ralph Nickleby stopped to take breath on the landing, when

he was overtaken by the handmaid, whom the politiness of

Miss La Creevy had despatched to announce him, and who

had apparently been making a variety of unsuccessful

attempts since their last interview, to wipe her dirty face

clean upon an apron much dirtier.

" What name ? " said the girl.

" Nickleby," replied Ralph.
" Oh ! Mrs. Nickleby," said the girl, throwing open the

door, " here's Mr. Nickleby."

A lady in deep mourning rose as Mr. Ralph Nickleby

entered, but appeared incapable of advancing to meet him,

and leant upon the arm of a slight but very beautiful girl of

about seventeen, who had been sitting by her. A youth,

who appeared a year or two older, stepped forward, and

saluted Ralph as his uncle.

" Oh," growled Ralph, with an ill-favoured frown, '* yov.

are Nicholas, I suppose."
" That is my name, sir," replied the youth.
" Put my hat down," said Ralph, imperiously. " Well,

ma'am, how do you do? You must bear up against sorrow,

ma'am; / always do."
" Mine was no common loss! " said Mrs. Nickleby, apply-

ing her handkerchief to her eyes.

" It was no Mncommon loss, ma'am," returned Ralph, as he

coolly unbuttoned his spencer. " Husbands die every ..ay,

ma'am, and wives too,"
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indig^n"a?io^°^^^^^
^"' ^"'" ^'^ ^'^^^^^ -^^^ * glance of

"Yes, sir, and puppies, and pujr-dojrs likewise" r#»T>l.Vri

"
-k. ^ ?^ °*^f'

complaint was, ma'am."
^

said Mrs Nrklh^'^K^^i'^"'"
^' '° "° P^'-^'<="'a'- di^^^^e/'said Mrs Nick eby, shedding tears. " We have too muchreason to fear that he died of a broken heart."

Pooh! said Ralph, "there's no such thimr I canunderstand a man's dying of a broken neck, or sSing fr^ma broken arm, or a broken head, or a broken leg or a brokennose; but a broken heart !-ninsense, it's thf' ^nt of the

a^S-hi/lldrsTma^^;^''^
'^'^' '' '^' «^ * ^-^- ^--^

NichX^'u'Sl;:
' "^"^^^^ ^^^^ "° h^-^^ ^« break,"observed

" How old is this boy, for God's sake? " inquired Ralohwheeling back his chair, and surveying his rphew frSmhead to foot with intense scorn.
^ » '^

nepnew trom

;;
Nicholas is very nearly nineteen," replied the widow

do fo^r^urbret- lif.'^'^^^^^
" ^^ ^'^ '^ ^- -- to

swjmn'g' Ts irspX' "'
"'''"'" "P"^' ^'^^^^-^ ^^ ^-rt

" You'd have little enough to live upon, if vou did "
retorted the uncle eyeing him contemptuously. ^ ^^'

«h»ii frf /' ^' '^'^ Nicholas, flushed with anger " IshaU not look to you to make it more " ^ '

NickkC^^''
""^ '^'^'' '''""''' ^°"'''^''"' '^^°»^trated Mrs.

;;
Dear Nicholas, pray," urged the young lady.
Hold your tongue, sir," said Ralph. " Upon mv word'Fine begmnings, Mrs. Nickleby-fine'^begimiings"

'^^

Mrs. N icklcby made no other reply than entreating Nicholas

tfLT'T '"/''P '^'"'^ ^""^ the uncle and nephew lookedat each other for some seconds without speaking^ The face

thatnftt
""*" ^^' stem, hard-featured, and forbidd ng •

that of the young one, open, handsome, and ingenuous. Theold mans eye was keen with the twinklings of avarice and

""i^i soiririfisT"'
'"«'' "^^ ''' ^'g^t :riLiii'^ence and spint. His figure was somewhat slight, but manlyand well-formed; and, apart from all the grac! of youthTnd
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comeliness, there was an emanation from the warm young
heart in his look and bearing which kept the old man down.
However striking sut h a contrast as this may he to lookers-

on, none ever feel it with half the keenness or acuteness of

perception with which it strikes to the very soul of him
whose inferiority it marks. It galled Ralph to the heart's

core, and he hated Nicholas from that hour.

The mutual inspection was at length brought to a close bv
Ralph withdrawing his eyes, with a great show of disdain,

and calling Nicholas " a boy." This word is much used us
a term of reproach by elderly gentlemen towards their juniors

:

probably with the view of deluding society into the belief

that if they could be young again, they wouldn't on any
account.

" Well, ma'am," said Ralph impatiently, " the creditors

have administered, you tell me. and there's nothing left for

you?"
" Nothing," replied Mrs. Xirkleby.
" And you spent what little money you had, in coming all

the way to London to see what I could do for vou ? " pursued
Ralph.

" I hoped," faltered Mrs. Nickleby, " that you might have
an opportunity of doing something for your brother's children.

It was his dving wish that I should appeal to you in their

behalf."
" I don't know how it is," muttered Ralph, walking up

and down the room, " but whenever a man dies without any
property of his own, he always seems to think he has a right

to dispose of other people's. What is your daughter fit for,

ma'am ?
"

" Kate has been well educated," sobbed Mrs. Nickleby.
" Tell your uncle, my dear, how far you went in French and
extras."

The poor girl was about to murmur something, when her
uncle stopped her, very unceremoniously.

" We must try and get you apprenticed at some boarding-
school," said Ralph. " You have not been brought up too

delicately for that, I hope? "

" No, indeed, uncle," replied the weeping girl. " I will

try to do anything that will gain me a home and bread."
" Well, well," said Ralph, a little softened, cither by his

niece's beauty or her distress (stretch a point, and say the
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latter). " You must try it, and if the life is too hard perhaosdress-making or tambour-work will come lighter HaveZever done anythmg, sir? " (t .rning to his Lphew.)

"^
No, replied Nicholas, bluntly.

" No, I thought not
!
" said Ralph. " This is the wav mvbrother brought up his children, ma'am." ^ '

Nicholas has not long completed such education as his

Ta^^lt" ;°o11i!-'^
'""'" ^^^"'"^^ ^^^- Nickleb^T''^d h':

•Th?^ M^V"^
something of him some day," sa d Ralph

bro?h.r K TZ' ^'^^y' ^^'"'^'"g' ^"^ never doing. If Svbrother had been a man of activity and prudence he miS^t

his son into the world, as my father turned me when Iwasn't as old as that boy by a year and a half, he wourd havebeen m a situation to help you, instead of being a burdenupon you, and increasing your distress. My brother wS ahoughtless, mconsKlerate man, Mrs. Nicklebv, and nobo^^I^am sure, can have better reason to feel that, than

milti' tllf '!f
^^^ "^'^^^ "P°" ^^•'^^'"g t^^t perhaps shenight have made a more successful venture with her onehousand pounds, and then she began to reflect what a comfortable sum it would have been just then: which dismalthoughts made her tears flow faster, and in the excess othese griefs she (being a well-meaning woman enouT butweak withal) fell first to deploring her hard fate?3'thento remarking, with many sobs, that to be sure sh^ had beena slave to poor Nicholas, and had often told him she mi^hthave married better (as indeed she had, very often) and hat.he never knew m his lifetime how ihe money tent butthat ,f he had confided in her they might all have bren betteroff that day

;
with other bitter recollections common to mostmarried ladies, either during their coverture, or afJem^rds

that t^fJ
P"h''' ^"u ^•^^'^'^y ^°"^'"ded by lamTntingthat the dear departed had never deigned to profit by he?advice, save on one occasion; which was a stric?ly veraciousstatement masmuch as he had onlv acted upon it once andhad ruined himself in consequence.

'

Mr. Ralph Nickieby heard all this with half a smile- andwhen the widow had finished, quietly took up the subfectwhere it had been left before the above outbreak
^
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" Are you willing to work, sir? " he inquired, frowning on

his nephew.
" Of course I am," replied Nicholas haughtily.
*' Then see here, sir," said his uncle. " This caught mv

eye this morning, and you may thank your stars for it."

With this exordium, Mr. Ralph Nickleby took a newspaper
from his pocket, and after unfolding it, and looking for a
short time among the advertisements, read as follows:

" ' Education.—At Mr. Wackford Squeers's Academy,
Dothelxiys Hall, at the delightful village of Dotheboy.j, near
Greta Bridge in Yorkshire, Youth are boarded, clothed,

booked, furnished with pocket-money, provided with all

necessaries, instructed in all languages living and dead,
mathematics, orthography, geometry, astronomy, trigono-

metry, tho use of the globes, algebra, single stick (if required),

writing, arithmetic, fortification, and every other branch of

classical literature. Terms, twenty guineas per annum.
No extras, no vacations, and diet unparalleled. Mr. Squeers
is in town, and attends daily, from one till four, at the

Saracen's Head, Snow Hill. N.B. An able assistant wanted.
Annual salary 1$. A Master of Arts would be preferred.'

" There !
" said Ralph, folding the paper again. " Let him

get that situation, and his fortune is made."
" But he is not a Master of Arts," said Mrs. Nickleby.
" That," replied Ralph, " that, I think, can be got'over."
" But the salary is so small, and it is such a long way off,

uncle
!

" faltered Kate.
" Hush, Kate my dear," interposed Mrs. Nickleby; " your

uncle must know best."
" I say," repeated Ralph, tartly, " let him get that situa-

tion, and his fortune is made. If he don't like that, let

him get one for himself. Without friends, money, recom-
mendiiiion, or knowledge of business of any kind, let him
find honest employment in London which will keep him in

shoe leather, and I'll give him a thousand pounds. At
least," said Mr. Ralph Nickleby, checking himself, " I would
if I had it."

" Poor fellow !" said the young lady. "Oh! uncle, must
we be separated sn soon !

"

" Don't teaze your uncle with questions when he is thinking

only for our good, my love," said Mrs. Nickleby. " Nicholas,

my dear, I wish you would say something."



28 Nicholas Nickleby
Yes mother yes," said Nicholas, who had hithertoremained s.ient and absorbed in thought. " If I am fortunateenough to be appointed *n this post, sir, for whSiI amso.rnp^tly quahfied, what w.irbecom; of those iZT.

" Your mother and sister, sir," replied Rul:,h "
will beprovided for, m that case (not otherwise), by me and dlaced

pendent. That will be my immediate care; thev will not

his uncle s hand, I am ready to do anything you wish me
bul rTfuse!'

°" '"'""' "•'' '"'- '^"^^'^ «'«"-> he can

"He won't do that," said Ralph. " He will be ^laH t«have you on my recommendatioS. Make yoldf^? uS
n i^ii^e' '^r

" "'^ '° !" IP^^^"^^ - the eSHshLnlin no tune. Bless me, only think! if he were to die whvyour fortune's made at once." ' ^

wJfh^r ^ '"''''^^
•'• *' '''"'." '^'^ P««^ Nicholas, delightedwith a thousand visionary ideas, that his good spirits andhi. mexpenence were conjuring up before him " OcZZtsome young nobleman who is being educated at the Hall

TM?/'^',r '""^y *° "^^' ^"^ «'^ »^- father to apS
;..e his travelling tutor when he left, and when we ?ome.:.ck from the continent, procured me some handSmeappointment. Eh! uncle?"

nandsome

" Ah, to be sure !
" sneered Ralph

' ^"'J.^ho J^fws, but when he came to see me when I

wfth'K^.^ ^t
^'

""ifi 'f
^°"^^^)' ^' ^'^Sht fTl b ovewith Kate, who would be keeping mv house and—anHmarry her, eh! uncle? Who knows? ''

a^d-and-
" Who, indeed! " snarled Ralph

asm^^'^Tte"^'/^""'^ ^•' " '"'^ N'^^ho'^s ^ith enthusi-

Sn Kate wm t^^^^ l^T^'"'^ '° '^^ ^^^ °^ ™«^ting
£!! ;k

^^
f

beautiful woman, and I so proud to

at n^rdir, ^°H
'"^

T^'' ^° ^^PPy *° be withTs on eagain, and all these sad times forgotten, and " Thepicture was too bright a one to beir, and Nicholas fJrIvoverpowered by it, smiled faintly, andCst hto Si '

This simple family, bom and bred in retirement and
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wholly unacquainted with what is called the world—a con-
ventional phrase which, being interpreted, often sigiiifieth

all the nccals in it—mingled their tears together at the
thought of their first separation; and, this first gush of
feeling over, were proceeding to dilate with all the buoyancy
of untried hope on the bright prospects before them, when
Mr. Ralph Nickleby suggested that if they lost time, some
more fortunate candidate might deprive Nicholas of the
stepping-stone to fortune which the advertisement pointed
out and so undermine all their air-built castles. This timely
reminder effectually stopped the conversation. Nicholas
having carefully copied the address of Mr. Squecrs, the
uncle and nephew issued forth together in quest of that
accomplished gentleman; Nicholas firmly persuading him-
self that he had done his relative great injustice in disliking

him at first sight; ar»J Mrs. Nickleby being at some pains
to inform her daughter that she was sure he was a much
more kindly disposed person than he seemed; which, Miss
Nickleby dutifully remarked, he might very easily be.

To tell the truth, the good lady's opinion had been not a
little influenced by her brother-in-law's appeal to her better
understanding, and his implied compliment to her high
deserts; and although she had dearly loved her husband,
and still doted on her children, he had struck so successfully
on one of those little jarring chords in the human heart
(Ralph was well acquainted with its worst weaknesses,
though he knew nothing of its best), that she had alaudy
begun seriously to consider herself the amiable and suflerir.g

victim of her late husband's imprudence.

CHAPTER IV

NICHOLAS AND HIS UNCLE (tO SECURE THE FORTUNE WITHOUT
LOSS OF time) wait UPON MR. WACKFORD SQUEERS, THE
YORKSHIRE SCHOOLMASTER

Snow^ Hill I What kind of place can the quiet town's-people
who see the words emblazoned, in all the legibility of gilt

letters and dark shading, on the north-country coaches, take
Snow Hill to be? All people have some undefined and
shadowy notion of a place whose name is frequently before
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their eyes, or often in their ears. What a vast number of
random ideas there must be ptrpetually floating about
regardmg this same Snow Hill. The name is such a good
one. Snow Hill—Snow Hill too, coupled with a Saracen s
Head: picturing to us by a double association of ide.is
something stem and rugged! A bleak desolate tract of
country, open to piercing blasts and fierce wintry storms—
a dark cold, gloomy, heath, lonely by day, and scarcely to be
thought of by honest folks at night—a place which solitary
wayfarers shun, and where desperate robbers congregate —
this, or something like this, should be the prevalent notion
of Snow Hill in those remote and rustic parts, through which
the Saracen's Head, like some grim apparition, rushes each
day and night with mysterious and ghost-like punctuahtv
holding Its swift and headlong course in all weathers, and
seeming to bid defiance to the very elements themselves
The reality is rather different, but by no means to b?

despised notwithstanding. There, at the very core of Ix)ndon,
in the heart of its business and animation, in the midst
of a whirl of noise and motion: stemming as it were the
giant currents of life that flow ceaselessly on from different
quarters and meet beneath its walls: stands Newgate; andm that crowded street on which it frowns so darkly—within
a few feet of the squalid tottering houses—upon the very spot
on which the venders of soup and fish and damaged fruit
are now plying their trades—scores of human beings, amidst
a roar of sounds to which even the tumult of a great city is
as nothing, four, six, or eight strong men at a time, have
been hurried violently and swiftly from the world, when
the scene has been rendered frightful with excess of human
life; when curious eyes have glared from casement, and
house-top, and wall and pillar; and when, in the mass of
white and upturned faces, the dying wretch, in his all-com-
prehensive look of agony, has met not one—not one—that
bore the impress of pity or compassion.
Near to the jail, and by consequence near to Smithfield

also, and the Compter, and the bustle and noise of the citv;
and just on that particular part of Snow Hill where omnibus
horses gomg eastward seriously think of falling down on
purpose, and where horses in hackney cabriolets going west-
ward not unfrequently fall by accident, is the coach-yard of
the Saracen's Head Inn; its portal guarded ..y two Saracens'
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heads and shoulders, which it wsis once the pride and jjlory

of the choice spirits of this metropolis to pull down ;it night,

but which have for some time remained in undisi.irlwd

trancjuillity; possibly because this specits of humour is now

confined to Saint James's parish, where do«>r knockers are

preferred as being more pwrtahle, and bell-wires » stecmed as

convenient tooth-picks. Whether this be llu reason or not,

there they are, frowning upon you from each side of the

gateway. The inn itself garnished with another Saracen's

Head, frowns upon you from the top of the yard; while

from the door of the hind boot of all the red coaclus that

are standing therein, there glares a small Saracen's Head,

with a twin expression to the large Saracens' Heads below,

so that the geneial a[)pfarance of .he pile is decidedly of tht

Saracenic order.

When you walk up this yard, you will see the booking-

oftice on your left, and the tower of St. Sepulchre's church,

darting abruptly up into the sky, im your right, and a gallery

of bedrooms on both sides. Just before you, you will ob-

serve a long window with the words " coffee-room " legibly

painted above it; and looking out of that window, you

would have seen in addition, if y<»u had gone at the right

time, Mr. Wackford Squeers with his hands in his pockets.

Mr. Squeer's appearance was not prepossessing. He had

but one eye, and the popular prejudice runs in favour of two.

The eye he had was uncjucstionably useful, but decidedly

not ornamental: being of a greenish grey, and in shape

resembling the fan-light of a street door. The blank side of

his face was much wrinkled and puckered up, which gave

him a ver\' sinister appearance, especially when he smiled,

at which times his expression bordered closely on the

villainous. His hair was very flat and shiny, save at the

ends, where it was brushed stiffly up from a low protrudinf^

forehead, which assorted well with his harsh voice and

coarse manner. He was about two or three and fifty, and

a trifle below the middle size; he wore a white neckerchief

with long ends, and a suit of scholastic black ; but his coat

sleeves being a great deal too long, and his trousers a great

deal too short, he appeared ill at ease in his clothes, and as

if he were in a perpetual state of astonishment at finding

himself so respectable.

Mr. Squeers was standing in a box by one of the coffee-
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room fire-places, fitted with one such table as is usually seen
in coffee-rooms, and two of extraordinary shapes and dimen-
sions made to suit the angles of the partition. In a comer
of the seat was a very small deal trunk, tied round with
a scanty piece of cord; and on the trunk was perched—his
lace-up half-boots and corduroy trousers dangling in the air—a diminutive boy, with his shoulders drawn up to his ears
and his hands planted on his knees, who glanced timidly at
the schoolmaster from time to time, with evident dread and
apprehension.

"Half-past three," muttered Mr. Squeers, turning from
the window, and looking sulkily at the coffee-room clock.
There will be nobody here to-dav."
Much vexed by this reflection, Mr. Squeers looked at the

little boy to see whether he was doing anything he could beat
him for. As he happened not to be doing anything at all,
he merely boxed his ears, and told him not to do it again.
"At Midsummer," muttered Mr. Squeers, resuming his

complaint, "I took down ten boys; ten twentvs is two
hundred pound. I go back at eight o'clock to-morrow morn-
ing, and have got only three—three oughts is an ought-
three twos is six—sixty pound. What's come of all the
boys? what's parents got in their heads? what does it all
mean ?

"

Here the little boy on the top of the trunk gave a violent
sneeze.

" Halloa, sir! " growled the schoolmaster, turning round
" What's that, sir?

"

" Nothing, please sir," said the little boy.
" Nothing, sir! " exclaimed Mr. Squeers.
" Please sir, I sneezed," rejoined the boy, trembling till

the little trunk shook under him.
" Oh! sneezed, did you? " retorted Mr. Squeers. " Then

what did you say * nothing ' for, sir?
"

In default of a better answer to this question, the little
boy screwed a couple of knuckles into each of his eyes and
began to cry, wherefore Mr. Squeers knocked him 'off the
trunk with a blow on one side of his face, and knocked him
on again with a blow on the other.

"Wait till I get you down into Yorkshire, my young
gentleman," said Mr. Squeers, " and then 111 give you the
rest. Will you hold that noise, sir?

"
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"Ye—ye—^yes," sobbed the little boy, nibbing his face

very hard with the Beggar's Petition in printed calico.

" Then do so at once, sir," said Squeers. " Do you hear?
"

As this admonition was accompanied with a threatening

gesture, and uttered with a savage aspect, the little boy

rubbed his face harder, as if to keep the tears back; and,

beyond alternately sniffing and choking, gave no further

vent to his emotions.
" Mr. Squeers," said the wai^r, looking in at this juncture

;

" here's a gentleman asking for you at the bar."
" Show the gentleman in, Richard," replied Mr. Squeers,

in a soft voice. " Put your handkerchief in your pocket, you

little scoundrel, or I'll murder you when the gentleman goes."

The schoolmaster had scarcely uttered these words in a

fierce whisper, when the stranger entered. Affecting not

to see him, Mr. Squeers feigned to be intent upon mending

a pen, and offering benevolent advice to his youthful pupil.

" My dear child," said Mr. Squeers, " all people have their

trials. This early trial of yours that is fit to make your

little heart burst, and your very eyes come out of your head

with crying, what is it? Nothing; less than nothing. You
are leaving your friends, but you will have a father in me,

my dear, and a mother in Mrs. Squeers. At the delightful

village of Dotheboys, near Greta Bridge in Yorkshire, where

youth are boarded, clothed, booked, washed, furnished with

pocket-money, provided with all necessaries
—

"

" It is the gentleman," observed the stranger, stopping the

schoolmaster in the rehearsal of his advertisement. " Mr.

Squeers, I believe, sir?
"

" The same, sir," said Mr. Squeers, with an assumption of

extreme surprise.
" The gentleman," said the stranger, " that advertised in

the Times newspaper?
"

" —Morning Post, Chronicle, Herald, and Advertiser,

regarding the Academy called Dotheboys Hall at the de-

lightful village of Dotheboys, near Greta Bridge in York-

shire," added Mr. Squeers. " You come on business, sir.

I see by my young friends. How do you do, my little

gentleman? and how do you do, sir? " With this saluta-

tion Mr. Squeers patted the heads of two hollow-eyed, small-

boned little boys, whom the applicant had brought with

him, and waited for further communications.
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" I am in the oil and colour way. My name is Snawley,

sir," said the stranger.

Squeers inclined his head as much as to say, *' And a

remarkably pretty name, too."

The stranger continued. " I have been thinking, Mr.

Squeers, of placing my two boys at your school."
" It is not for me to say so, sir," replied Mr. Squeers, " but

I don't think you could possibly do a better thing."
" Hem !

" said the other. " Twenty pounds per annewum,
I believe, Mr. Squeers ?

"

" Guineas," rejoined the schoolmaster, with a persuasive

smile.
" Pounds for two, I think, Mr. Squeers," said Mr. Snawley,

solemnly.
" I don't think it could be done, sir," replied Squeers, as if

he had never considered the proposition before. " Let mc
see; four fives is twent)', double that, and deduct the—well,

a pound either way shall not stand betwixt us. You must
recommend me to your connection, sir, and make it up
that way."

" They are not great eaters," said Mr. Snawley.
" Oh ! that doesn't matter at all," replied Squeers. " We

don't consider the boys' appetites at our establishment."

This was strictly true; they did not.
" Every wholesome luxury, sir, that Yorkshire can afford,"

continued Squeers; " every beautiful moral that Mrs. Squeers

can instil; ever^—in short, every comfort of a home that a

boy could wish for, will be theirs, Mr. Snawley."
" I should wish their morals to be particularly attended

to," said Mr. Snawley.
" I am glad of that, sir," replied the schoobnaster, drawing

himself up. " They have come to the right shop for morals,

sir."

" You are a moral man yourself," said Mr. Snawley.
" I rather believe I am, sir," replied Squeers.
" I have the satisfaction to know you are, sir," said Mr.

Snawley. " I asked one of \our references, and he said you
were pious.

" Well, sir, I hope I am a little in that line," replied

Squeers.
" I hope I am also," rejoined the other. " Could I say a

few words with you in the next box ?
"
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" By all means," rejoined Squeers with a grin. " My

dears, will you speak to your new playfellow a minute or two ?

That is one of my boys, sir. Belling his name is,—a Taunton
boy that, sir."

" Is he, indeed ? " rejoined Mr. Snawley , looking at the

poor little urchin as if he were some extraordinary natural

curiosity.
" He goes down with me to-morrow, sir," said Squeers.

" That's his luggage that he is a sitting upon now. Each
boy is required to bring, sir, two suits of clothes, six shirts,

six pair of stockings, two nightcaps, two pocket-handker-

chiefs, two pair of shoes, two hats, and a razor."
" A razor 1 " exclaimed Mr. Snawley, as they walked into

the next box. " What for?
"

" To shave with," replied Squeers, in a slow and measured
tone.

There was not much in these three words, but there must
have been something in the manner in which they were said,

to attract attention; for the schoolmaster and his companion
looked steadily at each other for a few seconds, and then

exchanged a very meaning smile. Snawley was a sleek, flat-

nosed man, clad in sombre garme-^ts, and long black gaiters,

and bearing in his countenance an expression of much
mortification and sanctity; so, his smiling without any
obvious reason was the more remarkable.

" Up to what age do you keep boys at your school then?
"

he asked at length.
" Just as long as their friends make the quarterly payments

to my agent in town, or until such time as they run away,"
replied Squeers. " Let us understand each other; I see

we may safely do so. What are these boys;—natural

children?
"

" No," rejoined Snawley, meeting the gaze of the school-

master's one eye. " They ain't."
" I thought they might be," said Squeers, coolly. " We

have a good many of them; that boy's one."
" Him in the next box? " said Snawley.

Squeers nodded in the affirmative; his companion took

another peep at the little boy on the trunk, and turning

round again, looked as if he were quite disappointed to see

him so much like other boys, and said he should hardly have

thought it.
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" He is," cried Squeers. " But about these boys of yours iyou wanted to speak to me?

"

^ ' ^
t .K^"i^'

'^P^'^ Snawley. "The fact is, I am not theirfather Mr Squeers. I'm only their step-fkther."
Oh! Is that It?" said the schoolmaster "Thatexplams it at once. I was wondering what the devil vouwere gomg to send them to Yorkshire for. Ha I ha I Oh Iunderstand now."

n»i nai un, i

" ii'^^^^^-^ ^t""^ ^T^"* ^* mother," pursued Snawley;

mil ^^P""^'^« k«^P'."« boys at home, and as she has a little

Z?S. Sr ? °^ "?^^>
I ^ ^raid (women are s? ven-foohsh, Mr. Squeere) that she might be led to squander it 5)them which would be their ruin you know "

rho.v ^^J '
"*}'™!^ Squeers, throwing himself back in hischair, and waving his hand.

out ^l^f!^"
••«^"'?;^^ Snawley, " has made me anxious to

no h!SfH
**™^

'"^"^J * 8?°^ ^'^^"^ °ff> where there areno holidays-none of those ill-judged comings home twice a

lnu'J)t' ".?h"^'
'^"^^^"'^ minds%o-and whe?e theVi^yrough It a littie—you comprehend? " ^

Sque^s%'oXrhisTj5''
'"^ "" ^""^'^"^ ^^^^^'" ^^

]' Strictly," said Squeers.
"Not too much writing home aUowed, I suppose? " saidthe step-father, hesitating.

suppose r said

" None, except a circular at Christmas, to say they never

SqTee^.
^^^^' ^^ ^""^ '^'^ "^^ "^^'^^ ^^"^ ^<''^jS

his hS*"^
"""^^ ^ ^"'''" '^'^ '^' step-father, rubbing

" Then, as we understand each other," said Squeers "
willyou allow me to ask you whether you consider^e a highly

«L K ';»f
'''"'P'^'^' ^"^ well-conducted man in private He •

and whether, as a person whose business it is to take charge ofyouth, you place the strongest confidence in my unimpelch-

"i"rZ^T^^f""'^'l"?'°"^ principles, and ability? "

schodmSs'giS::
"''^' ^'^ '''^'''^''' ^^^^P-^^'"^ ^^

referenS?^'
^''" '"''"'' '**'^''* *° "^^ '^^'' " ^ "^^ X^" *
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" Not the least in the world."
" That's your sort!" said Squeers, taking up a pen: "thisB doing business, and that's what Hike "

h..?!ir"A*"'*7'^ ^'i
Snawley's address, the schoolmasterhud next to perform the st.ll more agreeable office of entering

the receipt of the first quarter's payment in advance, whichhe had scarcely wmpleted, when another voice was heard
inquiring for Mr. Squeers.

"St ^* '^'" ^P''^^ t^e schoolmaster; " what is it?
"

Only a matter of business, sir," said Ralph Nicklebv
presenting himself, closely followed by Nicholas. " ThSewas an advertisement of yours in the papers this morning? "

There was sir This way, if you please," said Squeers.who had by this tmie got back to the box by the fire-pla"
Won't you be seated?" f «=.

.
'\^^' l^'"^ ' '^'"'" ^P^'«^ ^alph, suiting the action

to the word, and placing his hat on the table before him.
This IS my nephew, sir, Mr. Nicholas Nickleby."
How do you do, sir? " said Squeers.

Nicholas bowed, said he was very well, and seemed ven^

o7^s,fSin!tsfr"'"'^ "' '"' ^'"^"^^^

" You paid me a small account at each of my half-yearlv
visits to town, for some years, I think, sir," replied Squeers.

^^
I did, rejomed Ralph.

" For the parents of a boy named Dorker, who unfor-
tunately

—

"—unfortunately died at Dotheboys HaU," said Ralnh
finishing the sentence.

- p -•

"I remember very well, sir," rejoined Squeers. "Ah'
Mrs. bqueers, sir, was as partial to that lad as if he had
been her own; the attention, sir, that was bestowed upon
that boy m his illness

! Dry toast and wann tea offered him
every night and morning when he couldn't swallow anything—a candle m his bed-room on the very night he died-the
best dictionary sent up for him to lay his head upou-I
don t regret It though. It is a pleasant thing to reflect that
one did one's duty by him."
Ralph smiled, as if he meant anything but smiling, and

looked round at the strangers present.
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These are only some pupils of mine," said Wackfonl
bqueers, pomting to the little boy on the trunk and the t^o
httle boys on the floor, who had been staring at each other
without uttering a word, and writhing their bodies into
most remarkable contortions, according to the custom of
httle boys when they first become acquainted. " This gentle-man, sir, is a parent who is kind enough to compliment meupon the course of education adopted at Dotheboys Hall
which IS situated, sir, at the delightful village of Dothebov/

r^!l^'T ?"j^«' "u Y*'?^^''"'
^^^'^ y^'^^h are boarded!

clothed, booked, washed, furnished with pocket-money—"

t^Z^'' ^l!^^Zu^^
*^"* *^*' ''''' interrupted Ralph,

testily. It's m the advertisement."
"You are very right, sir; it m in the advertisement."

replied Squeers. '

"And in the matter of fact besides," interrupted Mr.
Snawley. I feel bound to assure you, sir, and I am proud
to have this opportunity of assuring you, that I consider
Mr. bqueers a gentleman highly virtuous, exemplary, well-
conducted, and

—

f j>

" I make no doubt of it, sir," interrupted Ralph, checking
Uie torrent of recommendation; " no doubt of it at alf
suppose we come to business? "

" With aU my heart, sir," rejoined Squeers. " ' Never
postpone busmess,' is the very first lesson we i^istil into
our commercial pupils. Master Belling, mv dear, always
remember that; do you hear? " ' ^

" Yes, sir," repeated Master Belling.
'' He recollects what it is, does he? " said Ralph.
Tell the gentleman," said Squeers.

" ' Never,' " repeated Master Belling.
" Very good," said Squeers; " go on."
*' Never," repeated Master Belling again.

u ^^^ ^°°^ indeed," said Squeers. " Yes."
«'.'

S'" ^"SS®^^^ Nicholas, good-naturedly.
Perform—business

!
" said Master Belling. "Never—

perform—business!" ^

" Very well sir," said Squeers, darting a withering look at
the culpnt. You and I will perform a little business on
our pnvate account by and bye."

" And just now," said Ralph, " we had better transact our
own, perhaps.
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soon
have

" If you please," said Squeere
" Well," resumed Ralph, " it's brief enough:

broached; and I hope easily concluded. Yoi
advertised for an able assistant, sir?

"

" Precisely so," said Squeers.
" And you really want one? "

" Certainly," answered Squeers.
" Here he is! "said Ralph. " My nephew Nicholas, hot

from school, with everything he learnt there fermenting
in his head, and nothing fermenting in his pocket, is just
the man you want." •'

"I am afraid," said Squeers, perplexed with such an
application from a youth of Nicholas's figure, "

I am afraid
the young man won't suit me."

" Yes, he will," said Ralph; '• 1 know Ijetter. Don't be

"^n ^iTi' ^"'J^'u ^''^l
^ ^^^^^'"« ''^" ^he young noblemenm Dotheboys Hall m less than a week's time, unUss this

gi ntleman is more obstinate than I take him to be."
" I fear, sir," said Nicholas, addressing Mr. Squeers, " that

you object to my youth, and to my not being a Master of
Arts?

" The absence of & college degree is an objection," replied
bqueere, looking as grave as he could, and considerablv
puzzled, no less by the contrast between the simplicity of
the nephew and the worldly manner of the uncle, than
by th. incomprehensible allusion to the young noblemen
under his tuition.

^

" Look here, sir," said Ralph; " I'll put this matter in
Its true light in two seconds."

" If you'll have the goodness." rejoined Squeers.

K ?J?I^V ^''^'
°l * >'°"^*'' ^'^ ^ '^^' o"" ^ you"g man, or

a hobbledehoy, or whatever you like to call him, of eighteei^
< T nineteen, or thereabouts," said Ralph.

'' Tliat I see," observed the schoolmaster.
"So do I," said Mr. Snawlcy. thinking it as well to back

his new friend occasionally.
" His father is dead, he is wholly ignorant of the world

has no resources whatever, and wants something to do,' said
Kalph. " I recoi-imcnd him to this splendid establishment
ol yours as an opening which will lead him to fortune if h-
turns It to proper account. Do you see that?

"

• Ever>'body must sec that," replied Squeers, half imitating
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the sneer with which the old gentleman was regarding his
unconscious relative.

" I do, of course," said Nicholas, eagerly.
" He does, of course, you observe," said Ralph, in the same

dr>-, hard manner. " If any caprice of tt^mpcr should indiioc
him to cost aside this golden opportunity before he hiis

brought it to perfection, I consider myself absolved from
extenrling any assistance tc liis mother and sister. Look at
him, and think of the ise he may be to you in half a dozen
ways

! Now, the question is, whether, for some time to come
at all events, he won't serve your purpose better than twenty
of the kind of people you would get under ordinary circum-
stances. Isn't that a question for consideration? "

" Yes, it is," said Squeers, answering a nod of Ralph's head
with a nod of his own.

" Good," rejoined Ralph. " Lr t me have two words with
you."

The two words were had apart; in a couple of minutes
Mr. Wackford Squeers announced that Mr. Nicholas Nickleby
was, from that moment, thoroughly nominated to, and in-
stalled in, the office of first assistant master at Dotheboys Hall,

" Your uncle's recommendation has done it, Mr. NickleL ,"

said Wackford Squeers.

Nicholas, overjoyed at his success, shook his uncle's hand
warmly, and could ahnost have worshipped Squeers upon
the spot.

" He is an odd-looking man," thought Nicholas. " What
of that? Porson was an odd-looking man, and so was
Doctor Johnson; all these bookworms are."

" At eight o'clock to-morrow morning, Mr. Nickleby," said
Squeers, " the coach starts. You must be here at a quarter
before, as we take these boys with us."

" Certainly, sir," said Nicholas.

"And your fare down, I have paid," growled Ralph. " So
you'll have nothing to do but keep yourself warm."
Here was another instance of his uncle's generosity!

Nicholas felt his unexpected kindness so much that he could
scarcely find words to thank him; indeed, he had not found
half enough, when they took leave of the schoolmaster, and
emerged from the Saracen's Head gateway.

" I shall be here in the morning to see you fairlv off." said
Ralph. "No skulking!"

= ^
-

»
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** Thank you, sir," replied Nicholas; " I never shall fonret

this kindness."
*

" Take care you don't," replied his uncle. " You had
better go home now, and pack up what you have got to
pack. Do you think you could find your way to Golden
Square first?

"

" Certainly," said Nicholas. " I can easily inquire."
" Leave these papers with my clerk, then," said Ralph,

producmg a small parcel, " and tell him to wait till I come
home."

Nicholas cheerfully undertook the errand, and bidding his
worthy uncle an affectionate farewell, which that warm-
hearted old gentleman acknowledged by a growl, hastened
away to execute his commission.
He found Golden Square in due course; Mr. Noggs, who

had stepped out for a minute or so to the public-house, was
openmg the door with a latch-key as he reached the steps.

*' What's that? " inquired Noggs, pointing to the parcel.
" Papers from my uncle," replied Nicholas; " and you're

to have the goodness to wait till he comes home, if you
please."

"Uncle! "cried Noggs.
" Mr. Nickleby," said Nicholas in explanation.
" Come in," said Newman.
Without another word he led Nicholas into the passage,

and thence into the oflScial pantry at the end of it, where
he thrust him into a chair, and mounting upon his high
stool, sat, with his arms hanging straight down by his sides,
gazing fixedly upon him, as from a tower of observation.

" There is no answer," said Nicholas, laying the parcel on
a table beside him.
Newman said nothing, but folding his arms, and thrusting

his head forward so as to obtain a nearer view of Nicholas's
face, scanned his features closely.

" No answer," said Nicholas, speaking very loud, under the
impression that Newman Noggs was deaf,
Newman placed hi:^ hands upon his knees, and, without

uttering a syllable, continued the same close scrutiny of his
companion's face.

This was such a very singular proceeding on the part of an
utter stranger, and his appearance was so extremely peculiar,
that Nicholas, who had a suflSciently keen sense of the
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ridiculous, could not refrain from breaking into a smile as

he inquired whether Mr. Nopgs had any commands for him.

Noggs shook his head and sighed; upon which Nicholas

ruse, and remarking that he required no rest, bade him good
morning.

It was a great exertion for Newman Noggs, and nol)ody

knows to this day how he ever came to make it, the other

party being wholly unknown to him, but he drew a lonj:

breath and actually said, out loud, without once stopping,

that if the young gentleman did not object to tell, he should

like to know what his uncle was going to do for him.

Nicholas had not the least objection in the world, but on
the contrary was rather pleased to have an opportunity of

talking on the subject which occupied his thoughts; so, he

sat down again, and (his sanguine imagination warming as

he spoke) entered into a fervent and glowing description

of all the honours and advantages to be derived from hi^

appointment at the seat of learning, Dotheboys Hall.

"But, what's the matter—are you ill?" said Nicholas,

suddenly breaking off, as his companion, after throwing

himself into a variety of uncouth attitudes, thrust his hands
under the stool, and cracked his finger-joints as if he were

snapping all the bones in his hands.

Newman Noggs made no reply, but went on shrugging his

shoulders and cracking his fingerrjoints ; smiling horribly all

the time, and looking steadfastly at nothing out of the tops

of his eyes, in a most ghastly manner.
At first, Nicholas thought the mysterious man was in a fit,

but, on further consideration, decided that he was in liquor,

under which circumstances he deemed it p lent to make off

at once. He looked back when he had c the street-door

open. Newman Noggs was still indulgin tn the same extra-

ordinary gestures, and the crackling of his fingers sounded
louder than ever.
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CHAPTER V
NfrHOLAS STARTS FOR YORKSHIRE, OF HIS LEAVE-TAKING

AND HIS FELLOW-TRAVELLERS, AND WHAT BEFELL THEM
ON THE ROAD

If tears dropped into a trunk were charms to preserve its
owner from sorrow and misfortune, Nicholas Nickleby would
liave commenced his expedition under most happy auspices.
There was so much to be done, and so little time to do it in;
so many kind words to be spoken, and such bitter pain in
the hearts in which they rose to impede their utterance ; that
the little preparations for his journey were made moumfull>
indeed. A hundred things which the anxious care of his
mother and sister deemed indispensable for his comfort.
Nicholas insisted on leaving behind, as they might prove of
some after use, or might be convertible into money if occasion
required. A hundred affectionate contests on such points as
these took place on the sad night which preceded his de-
parture; and, as the termination of every angerless dispute
brought them nearer and nearer to the close of their slight
preparations, Kate grew busier and busier, and wept more
silently.

The box was packed at last, and then there came supper,
with some little delii :y provided for the occasion, and as
a set-off against the e.rpense of which, Kate and her mother
had feigned to dine when Nicholas was out. The poor lad
nearly choked himself by attempting to partake of it, and
almost suffocated hmself in affecting a jest or two, and
forcing a melancholy laugh. Thus, they lingered on till the
hour of separating for the night was long past; and then
they found that they might as well have given vent to their
real feelings before, for they could not suppress them, do
what they would. So they let them have their way, and
e\'en that was a relief.

Nicholas slept well till six next morning; dreamed of
home, or of what was home once—no matter which, for
things that are changed or gone will comt bac k as they used
to be, thank God! in sleep—and rose quite brisk and gay.
He wrote a few lines in pencil to say the good bye which he
was afraid to pronounce himself, and laying them, with half
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his scanty stock of money, at his sister's door, shouldered
his box iind crept softly down stairs.

"Is ihat you, Hannah?" cried a voice from Miss La
Crecvy'b •tmg-room, whence shone the light of a feeble

candle.

"It is I, Miss La Crecvy," said Nicholas, putting down
the box .Id looking in.

Bless U5.'" exclaimed Miss La Creevy, starting and

.^<i teby.

^'o'l, ' replied Nicholas.

putting her hind to her curl-papers. " Vou're up very
early, M-

'

"Soh-
" If. :.'.K

return. i

an idea
'

Miss X.

a miniat

mothei '

fji.e arts that bring me out of bed, Mr. Nickleby,"
I la(iy. " I'm waiting for the light to carry out

r-etv / had got up early to put a fancy nose into

i I tii\ ^'v ' ale boy, destined for his grand-
'!i? Mm .', who was expected to bequeath him

property li he - *.ke the family.
" To c;.rr>' o t " idea," repeated Miss La Creevy; " and

that's th . great cun lenience of living in a thoroughfare like

the Strand. When I want a nose or an eye for any particular

sitter, I have only to look out of the window and wait till I

get one."
" Does it take long to get a nose, now? " inquired Nicholas,

smiling.
" Why, that depends in a great measure on the pattern,"

replied Miss La Creevy. " Snubs and romans are plentiful

enough, and there are flats of all sorts and sizes when there's

a meeting at Exeter Hall; but perfect aquilines, I am sorry

to say, are scarce, and we generally use them for uniforms
or public characters."

" Indeed !
" said Nicholas. " If I should meet with any in

my travels, I'll endeavour to sketch them for you."
" You don't mean to say that you are really going all the

way down into Yorkshire this cold winter's weather, Mr.
Nickleby ? " said Miss La Creevy. " I heard something of it

last night."
" I do, indeed," replied Nicholas. " Needs must, you

know, when somebody drives. Necessity is my driver, and
that is only another name for the same gentleman."

" Well I am very sorry for it; that's all I can say," said

Miss La Creevy; "as much mi your mother's and sister's
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account as on yours. Your sister is a very pretty young

kdy, Mr. Nicklebv, and that is an additional reason why she

should have somelxtdy to protect her. I persuaded her to

give me a sitting or two, for the street-door case. Ah ! she'll

make a sweet miniature." As Miss La Creevy spoke, she

held up an ivory countenance intersected with very per-

ceptible sky-blue veins, and regarded it with so much com-

placency that Nicholas quite envied her.

" If you ever have an opportunity of showing Kate some

little kindness," said Nicholas, presenting his hand, " I think

you will."
" Depend upon that," said the good-natured miniature

painter; " and God bless you, Mr. Nickleby; and I wish

you well."

It was very little that Nicholas knew of the world, but he

guessed enough about its ways to think, that if Iw gave Miss

La Creevy one little kiss, perhaps she might not be the less

kindly disposed towards those he was leaving behind. So, he

gave her three or four with a kind of jocose gallantry, and

Miss La Creevy evinced no greater symptoms of displeasure

than declaring, as sh. adjusted her yellow turban, that she

had never heard of such a thing, and couldn't have beUeved

it possible.

Having terminated the unexpected interview in this satis-

fa tory manner, Nicholas hastily withdrew himself from the

house. By the time he had found a man to carry his box

it was only seven o'clock, so he walked slowly on, a little

in advance of the porter, and very probably with not half as

light a heart in his breast as the man had, although he had

no waistcoat to cover it with, and had evidf'ntly, from the

appearance of his other garments, been spending the night

in a stable, and taking his breakfast at a pump
Regarding, with no small curiosity and v. u rest, all the

busy preparations for the coming day whicn every street

and ahnost every house displayed; md thinking, now and

then, that it seemed rather hard that so many people of all

ranks and stations could earn a Uvelihood in L(mdon, and

that he should be compelled lo lurney so far in search of

one; Nicholas speedily arrive- a. the Saracen's Head, Snow

HiU. Having dismissed his attendant, and seen the box

safely deposited in the coach-office he looked into the coffee-

room in search of Mr. Squeers.
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If

He found that learned gentleman sitting at breakfast, with
the three Httle boys before noticed, and two others who had
turned up by some lucky chance since the interview of the
previous day, ranged in a row on the opposite seat. Mr.
Squeers had before him a small measure of coffee, a plate of
hot toast, and a* cold round of beef; but he was at that
moment intent on preparing breakfast for the little boys.

" This is two penn'orth of milk, is it, waiter? " said Mr.
Squeers, looking down into a large blue mug, and slanting it

gently, so as to get an accurate view of the quantity of liquid
contained in it.

" That's two penn'orth, sir," replied the waiter.
" What a rare article milk is, to be sure, in London!"

said Mr. Squeers with a sigh. " Just fill that mug up with
lukewarm water, William, will you? "

" To the very top, sir? " inquired the waiter. " Why,
the milk will be drownded."
" Never you mind that," replied Mr. Squeers. " Serve it

nght for being so dear. You ordered that thick bread and
butter for three, did you? "

" G)ming directly, sir."

"You needn't huny yourself," said Squeers; "there's
plenty of time. Conquer your passions, boys, and don't be
eager after vittles." As he uttered this moral precept, Mr.
Squeers took a large bite out of the cold beef, and recognised
Nicholas.

" Sit down, Mr. Nickleby," said Squeers. " Here we are,
a breakfasting you see!

"

Nicholas did not see that anybody was breakfasting, except
Mr. Squeers; but he bowed with all becoming reverence,
and looked as cheerful as he could.

" Oh! that's the milk and water, is it, William? " said
Squeers. " Very good; don't forget the bread and butter
presently."

At this fresh mention of the bread and butter, the five
little boys looked very eager, and followed the waiter out,
with their eyes; meanwhile Mr. Squeers tasted the milk and
water.

" Ah! " said that gentleman, smacking his lips, " here's
richness! Think of the many beggars and orphans in the
streets that would be glad of this, little boys. A shocking
thing hunger is, isn't it, Mr. Nickleby? "
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•• Very shocking, sir," said Nicholas.

" When I say number one," pursued Mr. Squecrs, putting

the mug before the children, " the boy on the left hand

nearest the window may take a drink; and when I say

number two, the boy next him will go in, and so till we come

to number five, which is the last boy. Are you ready?
"

" Yes, sir," cried all the little boys with great eagerness.

'• That's right," said Squeers, cahnly getting on with his

breakfast; " keep ready till I tell you to begin. Subdue

your appetites, ] ly dears, and you've conquered human

natur. This is the way we inculcate strength of mind, Mr.

Nickleby," said the schoolmaster, turning to Nicholas, and

speaking with his mouth very full of beef and toast.

Nicholas murmured something—he knew not what—in

reply; and the little boys, dividing their gaze between the

mug, the bread and butter (which had by this time arrived),

and every morsel which Mr. Squeers took into his mouth,

remained with strained eyes in torments of expectation.

'• Thank God for a good breakfast," said Squeers when he

had finished. " Number one may take a drink."

Number one seized the mug ravenously, and had just

drunk enough to make him wish for more, when Mr. Squeers

gave the signal for number two, who gave up at the same

interesting moment to number three; and the process was

repeated until tt e milk and water terminated witli number

five. ...
" And now," said the schoolmaster dividmg the bread

and butter for three into as many portions as there were

children, " you had better look sharp with your breakfast,

for the horn will blow in a minute or two, and then every boy

leaves off."

Permission being thus given to fall to, the boys began to

eat voraciously, and in desperate haste: while the school-

master (who was in high good humour after his meal) picked

his teeth with a fork, and looked smilingly on. In a very

short time, the horn was heard.
" I thought it wouldn't be long," said Squeers, juinpmg

up and producing a little basket from under the seat; " put

what you haven't had time to eat, in here, boys! You'll

want it on the road 1

"

Nicholas was considerably startled by these very economical

arrangements; but he had no time to reflect upon them, for
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the little boyj had to be got up to the too of the coach, and^e.r box<a had to be brought out and put in, and MrSqueerss luggage was to be seen carefully deposited in the

.^1' *?^..*K 'i««
«ffi<^^>^ere in his depirtment. HeZn the full heat and bustle of concluding these operations,when h,s uncle, Mr. Ralph Nickleby, accosted him.

'

Oh I here you are, sir! " said Ralph. " Here are yourmother and sister, sir."
^

;;
Where? " cried Nicholas, looking hastily round.
Here I replied his uncle. " Having too much money

coach as I came up, sir."
t- . e ^^^^y

'•We were afraid of being too late to see him before hewent away from us," said Mrs. Nickleby, embracing herson^ heedless of the unconcerned lookersin in the coach-

.

" Very good, ma'am," returned Ralph; " you're the bestjudge of cou«e. I merely said that%iu were paying ahackney coach, /never pay a hackney coach, maU, 1never hire one. 1 haven't been in a haJkney ciach of my°™ TA-'°'' '^"^
years, and I hope I shan^t be for thirty

iiiore, if I live as long." ^

him "l*l°!J^lLr"*''lr*1^7f
^""^eiven myself if I had not seenhim said Mrs Nickleby. " Poor dear boy-going away

« S-V*l"
S^'«^too, because he feared toXtrefs uTT"

anH^ h„' ^u?^ S ^^'"'^'^' "^*'^' ^ ^k a penny loafand a ha porth of milk for my breakfast as I walked to the

B^^f^i Ta?!'?^
""^^ '° ''-' ^y ^ ^^' -'-?

.. " o„:j e
'. moment
get up

there's twenty"poTnd'Vy;a7gone:''""''*
"""^ °°' ^"^ '^'"

..r^',^f*^^'^^°u'"'"
^^•spe'-ed Kate, touching her brother'sarm, "who is that vulgar man?"

inaufr^'
'^^""^^ ^^^^b "^^^'^^^^^ ears had caught the

m?Sr? " ^°" *° ^ introduced to Mr. Squeers,

kI^'s^^^^^^^^
'''''^''^' ^^nol" replied

" I'm sure I heard you say as much, my dear," retorted
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Ralph in his cold sarcastic manner. " Mr. Squeers, here's
my niece: Nicholas's sister!

"

"Very glad to make your acquaintance, miss," said
Squeers, raising his hat an inch or two. "I wish Mrs.
Squeers took gals, and we had you for a teacher. I don't
know, though, whether she mightn't grow jealous if we had.
Ha! ha! ha!"

If the proprietor of Dotheboys Hall could have known
what was passing in his assistant's breast at that moment, he
would have discovered, with some surprise, that he was as
near being soundly pummelled as he had ever been in his life.

Kate Nickleby, having a quicker perception of her brother's
emotions, led him gently aside, and thus prevented Mr.
Squeers from being impressed with the fact in a peculiarly
disagreeable manner.

" My dear Nicholas," said the young lady, " who is this
man ? What kind of place can it be that you arc going to .>

"

"I hardly know, Kate," replied Nicholas, pressing his
sister's hand. " I suppose the Yorkshire folks are rather
rough and uncultivated ; that's all."

" But this person," urged Kate.
" Is my employer, or master, or whatever the proper name

naay be," replied Nicholas quickly, " and I was an ass to take
his coarseness ill. They are looking this way, and it is time
I was in my place. Bless you, love, and good bye ! Mother;
look forward to our meeting again some day! Uncle, fare-
well! Thank you heartily for all you have done and all you
mean to do. Quite ready, sir!

"

With these hasty adieux, Nicholas mounted nimbly to his
seat, and waved his hand as gallantly as if his heart went
with it.

At this moment, when the coachman and guard were com-
paring notes for the last time before starting on the subject
of the way-bill; when porters were screwing out the last
reluctant sixpences, itinerant newsmen making the last offer
of a morning paper, and the horses giving the last impatient
rattle to their harness; Nicholas felt somebody pulling softly
at his leg. He looked down, and there stood Nf;wman Noggs,
who pushed up into hlo hand a dirtv letter.

" What's this ? " inquired Nicholas.
" Hush! " rejoined Noggs, pointing to Mr. Ralph Nickleby,

who was saying a few earnest words to Squeers, a short dis-
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tanceoff. "Take it. Read it. Nobody knows. That's all.

"Stop! "cried Nicholas.
" No," replied Noggs.
Nicholas cried stop, again, but Nevmian Noggs was gone.
A minute's bustle, a banging of the coach doors, a swajring

of the vehicle to one side, as the heavy coachman, and still

heavier guard, climbed into their seats; a cry of all right, a
few notes from the horn, a hasty glance of two sorrowful
faces below, and the hard features of Mr. Ralph Nickleby—
and the coach was gone too, and rattling over the stoics of
Smithfield.

The little boys' legs being too short to admit of their feet

resting upon anything as they sat, and the little boys' bodies
being consequently in imminent hazard of being jerked off

the coach, Nicholas had enough to do, over the stones, to
hold them on. Between the manual exertion and the mental
anxiety attendant upon this task, he was not a little relieved
when the coach stopped at the Peacock at Islington. Ht
was still more relieved when a hearty-looking gentleman,
with a very good-humoured face and a very fresh colour, got
up behind, and proposed to take the other comer of the seat.

" If we put some of these youngsters in the middle," said
the new comer, " they'll be safer in case of their going to
sleep; eh? "

" If you'll have the goodness, sir," replied Squeers, " that'll

be the very thing. Mr. Nickleby, take three of them boys
between you and the gentleman. Belling and the youngest
Snawley can sit between me and the guard. Three children,"
said Squeers, explaining to the stranger, " books as two."

" I have not the least objection, I am sure," said the fresh-
coloured gentleman; " I have a brother who wouldn't object
to book his six children as two at any butcher's or baker's
in the kingdom, I dare say. Far from it."

" Six children, sir.? " exclaimed Squeers.
" Yes, and all boys," replied the stranger.
" Mr. Nickleby," said Squeers, in great haste, " catch hold

of that basket. Let me give you a card, sir, of an establish-
ment where those six boys can be brought up in an en-
lightened, liberal, and moral manner, with no mistake at all

about it, for twenty guineas a year each—twenty guineas,
sir—or I'd take all the bo5rs together upon a average right
through, and say a hundred pound a year for the tot."
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" Oh! " said the gentleman, glancing at the card, " jfou
are the Mr. Squeers mentioned here, I presume? "

"Yes I am, sir," replied the worthy pedagogue; "Mr.
Wackford Squeers is my name, and I'm very far from being
ashamed of it. These are some of my boys, sir; that's one
of my assistants, sir—Mr. Nickleby, a gentleman's son, and
a good scholar, mathematical, classical, and commercial. We
don't do things by halves at our shop. All manner of learn-
ing my boys take down, sir; the expense is never thought
of; and they get paternal treatment and washing in."

" Upon my word," said the gentleman, glancing- at
Nicholas with a half smile, and a more than half expression
of surprise, " these are advantages indeed."

" You may say that, sir," rejoined Squeers, thrusting his

hands into his great-coat pockets. " The most unexception-
able references are given and required. I wouldn't take a
reference with any boy, that wasn't responsible for the pay-
ment of five {)ound five a quarter, no, not if you went down
on your knees, and asked me, with the tears running down
your face, to do it."

" Highly considerate," said the passenger.
" It's my great aim and end to be considerate, sir," re-

joined Squeers. " Snawley, junior, if you don't leave off

chattering your teeth and shaking with the cold, I'll warm
you with a severe thrashing in atwut half a minute's time."

" Sit fast here, gentlemen," said the guard as he clambered
up.

" All right behind there, Dick? " cried the coachman.
"AJl right," was the reply. "Off she goes!" And oflF

she did go,—if coaches be feminine—amidst a loud flourish

from the guard's horn, and the cahn approval of all the
judges of coaches and coach-horses congregated at the
Peacock, but more, especially of the helpers, who stood, with
the cloths over their arms, watching the coach till i* dis-

appeared, and then lounged admiringly stablewards, b^ ow-
ing various gruff encomiums on the beauty of the turn-uut.

When the guard (who was a stout old Yorkshireman) had
blown himself quite out of breath, he put the horn into a
little tunnel of a basket fastene^i to the coach-side for the
purpose, and giving himself a plentiful shower of blows on
the chest and shoulders, observed it was uncommon cold:
after which, he demanded of every person separately whethtr
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he was going right through, and if not where he was going.
Satisfactory replies being made to these queries, he surmised
that the roads were pretty heavy arter that fall last night,
and took the liberty of asking whether any of them gentle-
men carried a snuff-box. It happening that nobody did, he
remarked with a mysterious air that he had heard a medical
gentleman as went down to Grantham last week, say how
that snuflF-taking was bad for the eyes; but for his part he
had never found it so, and what he said was, that everybody
should speak as they found. Nobody attempting to con-
trovert this position, he took a small brown-paper parcel out
of his hat, and putting on a pair of horn spectacles (the
wntmg being crabbed) read the direction half-a-dozen times
over; having done which, he consigned the parcel to its old
place, put up his spectacles again, and stared at everybody
in turn. After this, he took another blow at the horn by way
of refreshment; and, having now exhausted his usual topics
of conversation, folded his arms as well as he could in so
many coats, and falling into a solemn silence, looked care-
lessly at the familiar objects which met his eye on every side
as the coach rolled on; the only things he seemed to care for
being horses and droves of cattle, which he scrutinised with
a critical air as they were passed upon the road.
The weather was intensely and bitterly cold; a great deal

of snow fell from time to time; and the wind was intolerably
keen. Mr. Squeers got down at almost every stage—to
stretch his legs as he said—and as he always came back
from such excursions with a very red nose, and composed
himself to sleep directly, there is reason to suppose that he
derived great benefit from the process. The little pupils
having been stimulated with the remains of their breakfast,
and further invigorated by sundry small cups of a curious
cordial carried by Mr. Squeers, which tasted very like toast-
and-water put into a brandy bottle by mistake, went to
sleep, woke, shivered, and cried, as their feelings prompted.
Nicholas and the good-tempered man found so many things
to talk about, that between conversing together, and cheering
up the boys, the time passed with them as rapidly as it
could under such adverse circumstances.

So the day wore on. At Eton Slocomb there was a good
coach dinner, of which the box, the four front outsides, the
one inside, Nicholas, the good-tempered man, and Mr.
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Squeers, partook; while the five little boys were put to

thaw by the fire, and regaled with sandwiches. A stage or

two further on, the lamps were lighted, and a great to-do

occasioned by the taking up, at a road-side inn, of a very

fastidious lady with an infinite variety of cloaks and small

parcels, who loudly lamented, for the behoof of the outsides,

the non-arrival of her own carriage which was to have taken

her on, and made the guard solemnly promise to stop every

green chariot he saw coming; which, as it was a dark night

and he was sitting with his face the other way, that officer

undertook, with many fervent asseverations, to do. Lastly, the

fastidious lady, finding there was a solitary gentleman inside,

had a small lamp lighted which she carried in her reticule, and
being after much trouble shut in, the horses were put into a

brisk canter and the coach was once more in rapid motion.

The night and the snow came on together, and dismal

enough they were. There was no sound to be heard but the

howling of the wind; for the noise of the wheels and the

tread of the horses' feet, were rendered inaudible by the thick

coating of snow which covered the ground and was fast

increasing every moment. The streets of Stamford were

deserted as they passed through the town; and its old

churches rose, frowning and dark, from the whitened ground.

Twenty miles further on, two of the front outside passengers

wisely availing themselves of their arrival at one of the best

inns in England, turned in, for the night, at the George at

Grantham. The remainder wrapped themselves more
closely in thei^^ coats and cloaks, and leaving the light and
warmth of the town behind them, pillowed themselves

against the luggage, and prepared, with many half-suppressed

moans, again to encounter the piercing blast which swept

across the open country.

They were little more than a stage out of Grantham, or

about half way between it and Newark, when Nicholas, who
had been asleep for a short time, was suddenly roused by a

violent jerk which nearly threw him from his seat. Grasp-

ing the rail, he found that the coach had sunk greatly on
one side, though it was still dragged forward by the horses;

and while—confused by their plunging and the loud screams of

the lady inside—he hesitated, for an instant, whether to jump
oflf or not, the vehicle turned easily over, and relieved him
from all further uncertainty by flinging him into the road.
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CHAPTER VI
IN WHICH THE OCCURENCE OF THE ACCIDENT MENTIONED

IN THE LAST CHAPTER, AFFORDS AN OPPORTUNITY TO

EACH"oraEr
°^''"''=*''=-^' ™ T^^^ STORIES AGAINST

" Wo ho!" cried the guard, on his legs in a minute andrunnmg to the leaders' heads " T« tu^^Z «
"»uiute, ana

as can Iph' a k«!!i k i ?-'
"."»«re ony genelmen there

^^
What s the matter ? " demanded Nichol£; looking sleepily

" Matther mun, matther eneaf for one neight," replied the

^'it^^^^""^^7T ^^''' ^'^ y^ ^««' ^ bond

r»«^ T T** ?"^^o'as, staggering to his feet. " Iniready. I'm only a little abroad, that's all."

tr^. Hang on tiv 'em sumhoo. Well deane, mv lod.

tr}LTu\^^^- 1"*"'^^ '^^''*^ "•* '^^one'" released than theytrotted back with much deliberation, to the stable thevSjust left, which was distant not a mile behind
'

of th??o^ch-Si'pl'^"-
" ^^'' ^'^ «""^' ^-^^«-S-

" I dare say I can," replied Nicholas.
'Then just bio' away into that un as lies on the grund

fit to wakken the deead, will'ee," said the man,
'

'wS Istop sum o' this here squealing inside. Cumin', cumin'Dean't make that noise, wooman!"
*

n,;^f ^A^ ""^ V^^' ^^ P^'o^^eeded to wrench open the upper-most door of the coach, while Nicholas, seizing the homawoke the echoes far and wide with one of the most extra-ordinary performances on that instrument everhird bv

e^ct^ of th*^r fTf ? ^''' "-^^^^ering from the stunning
ettects of their fall, but m summoning assi -nee to their

:^y'ZJ:^'
^^""^^^ ^ ^^^ ^^^^--' - people we^e^

In iact, a man on horseback galloped down before the
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passengers were well collected together; and a careful in-

vestigation being instituted, it appeared that the lady inside

had broken her lamp, and the gentleman his head; that the

two front outsides had escaped with black eyes; the box
with a bloody nose; the coachman with a contusion on the

temple; Mr. Squeers with a portmanteau bruise on his back

;

and the remaining passengers without any injury at all

—

thanks to the softness of the snow-drift in which they had
been overturned. These facts were no sooner thoroughly

ascertained than the lady gave several indications of fainting,

but being forewarned thiat if she did, she must be carried on
some gentleman's shoulders to the nearest public-house, she

prudently thought better of it, and walked back with the

rest.

They found on reaching it that it was a lonely place with
no very great accommodation in the way of apartments—
that portion of its resources being all comprised in one
public room with a sanded floor, and a chair or two. How-
ever, a large faggot and a plentiful supply of coals bein)^'

heaped upon the fire, the appearance of things was not long

m mending; and, by the time they had washed off all efface-

able marks of the late accident, the room was warm and
light, which was a most agreeable exchange for the cold and
darkness out of doors.

" Well, Mr. Nickleby," said Squeers, insinuating himself

into the warmest comer, " you did very right to catch hold

of them horses. I should have done it myself if I had come
to in time, but I am very glad you did it. You did it very

well; very well."
" So well," said the merry-faced gentleman, who did not

seem to approve very much of the patronising tone adopted

by Squeers, " that if they had not been firmly checked when
they were, you would most probably have had no brains left

to teach with."

This remark called up a discourse relative to the prompti-

tude Nicholas had displayed, and he was overwhelmed with

compliments and commendations.
" I am very glad to have escaped, of course," observed

Squeers; " every man is glad when he escapes from danger;

but if any one of my charges had been hurt—if I had been

prevented from restoring any one of these little boys to his

parents whole and soimd as I received him—what would
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have been my feelings? Why the wheel a-top of my headwould have been far preferable to it

" ^
"^'f^^^l !t"

*>ro'hers, sir? " inquired the lady who hadrarned the " Davy " or safety-lamp. ~ "** "^^ '^'^^^
In one sense they are, ma'am," replied Squeers. divinento his great-coat pocket for cards. '« Theykre aU undefthe same parental and affectionate treatment Mrs Lueereajid myself are a mother and father to every one of^ern^ m"

^ntlem^^^^p"* u' ^fj '^'^ '^'^'' »"^ ^^^ ^^esTto fhe

iA^\ Perhaps they might know of some parents thatwould be ^lad to avail themselves of the establishment "

op^XS^oW."? ^"^ **'^.' ""' Squeers, wh^ lost no

upon his knees, and looked at the pupils with as much

^l^,:' t^t^ P^l'ir '^^^i^
-f" 'Nicholi, blu'wngwith shame, handed round the cards as directed.

m«'»n, ?°^ ^?? A"^^'
"° '"convenience from the overturn.

wS^ ^'^^ **** merry-faced gentleman, addressing the

s'g^rLtject
^'°"^' '^ ^^^^ ^^"^"^ ^--- ^

;;
No bodily inconvenience," replied the ladv.

^^
wo mental inconvenience, I hope? "

"r^*i"**l®? " * ^^^ P»'nf"' one to my feelinm sir"replied the lady with strong emotion; "i^d I iSg ^as a gentleman, not to refer to it
" ^ ^

mm?eritilT'""T ^^ /^- ."^T^/'^"^^
gentleman, lookingmerrier still, I merely intended to inquire '

1 nope no inquiries will be made," said the ladv " or I
shall be compelled to throw myself oi the pmtectbn of theother gentlemen. Landlord, pray direct a bSy to keep watchouts.de the door-and if a green chariot passes b thedSonof Grantham, to stop it instantly."

"""ecuon

The people of the house were evidently overcome by this

tould^.avI '^^"^'^r"^
'^'-

V"^'"'^ ^'^^ <^h^"ot^ that itwould have a coachman with a gold-laced hat on the boxand a footman most probably in silk stockings, behind the

Fv.n r',^^
'^' «°°^ '^^'"^ °^ the inn were redoubled!

wnnl^^fli ^'^"r'''"^r.'*"^*^t the infection, and growing

Ze^notJlJ'IZT^^' r^^^L^tely inquired whether therfw^ not very good society m that neighbourhood, to whichthe lady rephed yes, there was: in a manner which suffi-
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ciently implied that she moved at the very tiptop and summit
of it all.

" As the guard has gone on horseback to Grantham to get
another coach," said the good-tempered gentleman when
they had been all litting round the fire, for some time, in

silence, " and as he must be gone a couple of hours at the
very least, I propose a bowl of hot punch. What say you,
sir?

"

This question was addressed to the broken-headed inside,

who was a man of very genteel appearance, dressed in mourn-
ing. He was not past the middle age, but his hair was
grey; it seemed to have been prematurrly turned "by care
or sorrow. He readily acceded to the proposal, and appeared
to be prepossessed by the frank good-nature of the individual
from whom it emanated.

This latter personage took upon himself the office of

tapster when the punch was ready, and after dispensino; it

all round, led the conversation to the antiquities of York,
with which both he and the grey-haired gentleman appeared
to be well acquainted. When this topic flagged, he turned
with a smile to the grey-headed gentleman, and asked if ht-

could sing.

" I cannot indeed," replied the gentleman, smiling in his

turn.

"That's a pity," said the owner of the good-humoured
countenance. " Is there nobody here who can sing a song
to lighten the time?

"

The passengers, one and all, protested that they could not;
that they wished they could; that they couldn't remember
the words of anything without the book; and so forth.

" Perhaps the lady would not object," said the president
with great respect, and a merry twinkle in his eye. " Some
little Italian thing out of the last opera brought out in town,
would be most acceptable, I am sure."

As the lady condescended to make no reply, but tossed
her head contemptuously, and murmured some further
expression of surprise regarding the absence of the green
chariot, one or two voices urged upon the president himself,

the propriety of making an attempt for the general benefit.
" I would if I could," said he of the good-tempered face

;

" for I hold that in this, as in all other cases where people who
are strangers to each other are thrown unexpectedly together.
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they should endeavour to render themselves as pleasant for

1 wisn the maxim were more generally acted on in allcases " said the grey-headed gentleSian. '
^"^^^ °"'

"» »"

I m glad to hear it," returned the other. " Perhaos i»you can't sing you'll teU us a story ? " ^-ernaps, as

" Nay. I should ask you."
•| After you, I will, ^ith pleasure."

"WeVlet1t"be'*,o 'i^f ^'T^'^^^^
gentleman, smiling.

.„r 1 * ?. vJ^- ^ ^^^^ **»« *""» o' my thoughts is notcalculated to lighten the time you must p,^s here but youhave brought this upon yourselves, and shaU Tudw Wewere speaking of York Minster just now. My storl s4' 1 havesome reference to it. Letusiuit
J' ^^o^y snaii nave

THE FIVE SISTERS OF YORK
After a murmur of approbation from the other passenirersduring which the fastidious lady drank a glass^ofSunoteerved the greyheaded gentleman thusiZ on-*^A great many years ago—for the fifteenth centulr wasscarce two years old at the time, and King Henrv the K...^

"^t T^"^." ?••""« «' EnglandUherVS^et S^i^e^Scity of York, five maiden sisters, the subjects^7my^e '

.lA.V'^ ^-^
u*"^"

^""^ *" «' surpassing beauty Theeldest w^ m her twenty-third year, the second a yearyounger, the third a year younger'thaA the second, andXfourth a year younger than the third. They were tollstetdv
figures, with dark flashing eyes and hair of^jet ; dSnitl^^Sgrace were m their every movement; and Uie fameTth^^
'"'LtTthel '^^ ''""«' ^" ^^^ countr^Tund '

But, If the four elder sisters were lovely, how beautifulwas the youngest a fair creature of sixteen! Th^ blushinJ

o„"?heVo^'
'"" ^'°°"^ °" '^' ^'•"'^' °^ '^' deliite paS

of ie fnT'' JTr' T""'
"'^^"'^'^^ '^^"^ ^^ the blendi-^of the rose and lily m her gentle face, or the deep blue ofher eye. The vine, in all its elegant luxuriance is notmore graceful than were the clusters of rich brown ha°rthat sported round her brow.

"^

JIL"^^ ^".^"l^
*'*^^'"^ "^^ t^«se which beat so lightly in

ar'th^^rblfVT! ^"' ^!,"*'^"^' ^'^^^ ^ ^--n tl^earth would be
!

If, while our bodies grow old and withered.
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our hearts could but retain their early youtli and freshness,
of what avail would be our sorrows and sufff^rings! But,
the faint im;igc of Eden which is stamped upon them in

childhood, chafes and rubs in our rough struggles with the
world, and soon wears away: too often to leave nothing
but a mournful blank remaining.

" The heart of this fair girl bounded with joy and gladnt s-.

Devoted attachment to her sisters, and a fervent love of
all heatitiful things in nature, were its pure aflcctions. Her
gleesome voice and merry laugh were the sweetest music of
their home. She was its ver\- light and life. The brightest
flowers in the garden were reared by her; the caged birds
sang when they heard her voicf. and pined when they missed
its sweetness. Alice, dear Alice, what living thing within
the sphere of her gentle witthery could fail to love her!

" You may seek in vain, now, for the spot on which these
sisters lived, for their very names have passed away, and
dusty antiquaries tell of tliem as of a fable. But they dwelt
in an old wooden house—old even in those days—with
overhanging gables and ba.ccnii s ot rudoly-carved oak.
which stood within a pleasant orcKara, and was surrounded
by a rough stone wall, whi n< e a stout archer might have
winged an arrow to Saint Mary's abky. The old abbey
flourished then; and the five sisters, living on its fair domains,
paid yearly dues to the black monks of Saint Benedict, to
which fraternity it belonged.

" It was a bright and sunny morning in the pleasant tiai;-

of summer, when one of those black monks emerged from
the abbey portal, and bent his steps towards the house n'

the fair sisters. Heaven above was blue, and earth beneu
'

was green; the river glistened like a path of diamonds u,

the sun; the birds poured forth their songs from the shad\
trees; the lark soared high above the waving com; and
the deep buzz of insects filled the air. Everything looked
gay and smiling; but the holy man walked gloomily on,
with his eyes bent upon the ground. The beauty of the
earth is but a breath, and man is but a shadow. What
sympathy should a holy preacher have with either?

" With eyes bent upon !he ground, then, or only raised
enough to prevent his stumbling over such obstacles as lay
on his way, the religious man moved slowly forward until
he reached a small postern in the wall of the sisters' orchard,
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through which he passed, closing it behind him. The noise
of soft voices in conversation and of merry laughter, fell ufion
his eara ere he had advanced many paces; and raising his
eyes higher than was his humble wont, he descried, at no
fprcAt distance, the five sisters seated on the grass, with Alicem the centre: all busily plying their customary task of
embroidering.

" ' Save yoH, fair daughters! ' said the friar; and fair in
truth they were. Even a monk might hav\; loved them
as choice master-pieces of his Maker's hand.

" The sisters saluted the holy man with becoming reverence,
and the eldest motioned him to a mossy seat beside them.
But the good friar shook his head, and bumped himself down
on a very hard stone,—at which, no doubt, approving anffels
were gratified.

* r*- ~* •»

" • Ye were meny, daughters,' said the monk."
'
You know how light of heart sweet Alice is,' replied

the eldest sister, passing her fingers through the tresses of
the smiling girl.

And what joy and cheerfulness it wakes up within
us, to see all nature beaming in brightness and sunshine,
father,' added Alice, blushing beneath the stem look of the
recluse.

" The monk answered not, save by a grave inclination of
the head, and the sisters pursued their task in silence.

Still wasting the precious hours,' said the monk at
length, turning to the eldest sister as he spoke, ' still wasting
the precious hours on this vain trifling. Alas, alas ! that the
few bubbles on the surface of eternity—all that Heaven wills
we should see of that dark deep stream—should be so liehtlv
scattered!' * ^

Father,' urged the maiden, pausing, as did each of the
others, in her busy task, ' we have prayed at matins, our
daily alms have been distributed at the gate, the sick peasants
have been tended,—all our morning tasks have been per-
formed. I hope our occupation is a blameless one? '

" ' See here,' said the friar, taking the frame from her
hand, 'an intricate winding of gaudy colours, without
purpose or object, unless it be that one day it is destined
for some vam ornament to minister to the pride of your
frail and giddy sex. Day after day has been employed upon
this senseless task, and yet it is not half accomplished. The
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shade of each departed day faUs upon our graves, and the

worm exults as he beholds it, to know that we are hastening

thither. Daughters, is there no better way to pass the

fleeting hours?

'

" The four elder sisters cast down their eyes as if abashed
by the holy man's reproof, but Alice raised hers, and bent
them mildly on the friar.

" ' Our dear mother/ said the maiden; ' Heaven rest her

soul!'
" * Amen I

* cried the friar in a deep voice.
" ' Our dear mother,' faltered the fair Alice, ' was living

when these long tasks began, and bade us, when she should

be no more, ply them in all discretion and cheerfulness, in

our leisure hours; she said that if in harmless mirth and
maidenly pursuits we passed those hours together, they

would prove the happiest and most peaceful of our lives,

and that if, in later times, we went forth into the world,

and mingled with its cares and trials—if, allured by its

temptations and dazzled by its glitter, we ever forgot that

love and duty which should bind, in holy ties, the children

of one loved parent—a glance at the old work of our common
girlhood would awaken good thoughts of by-gone days, and
soften our hearts to affection and love."

" ' Alice speaks truly, father,' said the elder sister, some-
what proudly. And so saying she resumed her work, as did

the others.
" It was a kind of sampler of large size, that each sister

had before her; the device was of a complex and intricate

description, and the pattern and colours of all five were the

^me. The sisters bent gracefully over their work; the

monk, resting his chin upon his hands, looked from one to

the other in silence.

" * How much better,' he said at length, * to shun all such

thoughts and chances, and, in the peaceful shelter of the

church, devote your lives to Hep.ven! Infancy, childhood,

the prime of life, and old age, wither as rapidly as they

crowd upon each other. Think how human dust rolls

onward to the tomb, and turning your faces steadily towards

that goal, avoid the cloud which takes its rise among the

pleasures of the world, and cheats the senses of their votaries.

The veil, daughters, the veil
!

'

" ' Never, sisters,' cried Alice. * Barter not the light and
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of heaven, and the freshness of earth and all the beautiful
.hings which breathe upon it, for the cold cloister and the
cell. Natures own blessings are the proper goods of life
and we may share them sinlessly together. To die is ou^
heavy portion, but, oh, let us die with life about us: when
our cold hearte cease to beat, let warm hearts be beating
near; let our last look be upon the bounds which God has
set to his own bright skies, and not on stone walls and bars
of iron I Dear sisters, let us live and die, if you list, in this
green garden s compos; only shun the gloom and sadness
of a cloister, and we shall be happy.'

" The tears fell fast from the maiden's eyes as she closed
her impassioned appeal, and hid her face in the bosom of
her Sister.

( "i^i"^ f°T^'''"*'A"*'®''
'*'^ *^^ ^Jdest, kissing her fair

forehead. The veil shall never cast its shadow on thv
young brovr. How say you, sisters? For yourselves you
speak, and not for Alice, or for me.'
"The sisters, as with one accord, cried that their lot was

«:ast together and that there were dwellings for peace and
virtue beyond the convent's walls.

& f- "

" ' Father,' said the eldest lady, rising with dignity, ' you

thfI?l "^.^'''^^'^t;
'^^^ '^'"^ P'°"^ ^^^ ^^i^h enriched

the abbey of Saint Mary, and left us, orphans, to its holy
guardianship, directed that no constraint should be imposed
upon our inclinations, but that we should be free tolive
according to our choice. Let us hear no more of this, wepray you. Sisters it is nearly noon. Let us take shelter
until evenmgr With a reverence to the friar, the lady
rose and walked towards the house, hand in hand with
Alice; the other sisters followed.

JiJ^\^f^ T^""'
"^^^ ^^'^ °^^^" "^g«^ the same point

before but had never met with so direct a repulse, waUced

Zlt 'fH ,^-T''
^^^"^' ^''^^ ^' 'y^' b«"t upon the

~J!k ! lips moving as if in prayer. As th^sisters

them to sV qu'ckened his pace, and called upon

^wlf^ .
^^«

c"
*"^y g'*"^" ^y t""^s at Alice and the

eldest sister, 'Stay, and hear from me what these recol-
lections are, which you would cherish above eternity, andawaken-if in mercy they slumbered-by means of idle
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toys. The memory of earthly things is charged, in after
life, with bitter disappointment, affliction, death; with
dreary change and wasting sorrow. The time will one day
come, when a glance at those unmeaning baubles will tear
open deep wounds in the hearts of some among you, and
strike to your inmost souls. When that hour arrives—and,
mark me, come it will—turn from the world to which you
clung, to the refuge which you spumed. Find me the cell
which shall be colder than the fire of mortals grows when
dimmed by calamity and trial, and there weep for tht-

drearns of youth. These things are Heaven's will, not
mine,' said the friar, subduing his \ oice as he looked round
upon the shrinking girls. ' The Virgin's blessing be upon
you, daughters.?

*

•' \N'ith these words he disappeared through the postern;
and the sisters hastening into the house were seen no mon-
that day.

" But nature will smile though priests may frown, and
next day the sun shone brightly, and on the next, and the
next again. And in the morning's glare, and the evening's
soft repose, the five sisters still walked, or worked, or be-
guiled the time by cheerful conversation, in their quiet
orchard.

" Time passed away as a tale that is told; faster indeed
than many tales that are told, of which number I fear this
may be one. The house of the five sisters stood where it

did, and the same trees cast their pleasant shade upon tht
orchard grass. The sisters too were there, and lovely as at
first, but a change had come over their dwelling. Some-
times, there was the clash of armour, and the gleaming of the
moon on caps of steel; and, at others, jaded coursers were
spurred up to the gate, and a feniiile form glided hurriedly
forth, as if eager to demand tidings of the weary messenger.
A goodly train of knights and ladies lodged one night within
the abbey walls, and next day rode away, with two of the
fair sisters among them. Then, horsemen Ivgan to come
less frequently, and seemed to bring bad tidings when they
did, and at length they ceased to come at all, and footsore
peasants slunk to the gate after sunset, and did their errand
there, by stealth. Once, a vassal was despatched in haste to
the abbey at dead of night, and when morning came, there
were sounds of woe and wailing in the sisters' house; and
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after this, a mournful silence fell upon it, and kniirht or
lady horse or armour, was seen about it no more.

There was a sullen darkness in the sky, and the sun hadgone angrily down, tinting the dull cfcuds with the last
traces of his wrath, when the same black monk walked

^^^ ""V r.'^^u ^""l^^^
*™*' ^'^*^'" a stone's-throw of the

abbey. A blight had fallen on the trees and shmbs: and
the wmd, at length beginning to break the unnatural still-

Sr/ *K
"^ prevailed all day, sighed heavily from time to

l^L S?"l ^°f
t^"'"g •" grief the ravages of the coming

storm. The bat skunmed m fantastic flights through theheavy a.r, and the ground was alive with crawling things
whose mstmct brought them forth to sweU and fatten in the
rain.

"No longer were the friar's eyes directed to the earth-
they were cast abroad, and roamed from point to point, as'
If the gloom and desolation of the scene found a quick responsem his own bosom. Again he paused near the sisters' house
and again he entered by the postern.

'

"But not again did his ear encounter the sound of laughter
or his eyes rest upon the beautiful figures of the five sisters!AH was silent and deserted. The boughs of the trees were^nt and broken, and the grass had grown long and rank.

.. ifr u I *^ ^^^^^^ '' *°^ "'*"y' *"any a day.
With the indifference or abstraction of one well accus-

tomed to the change, the monk glided into the house, and
entered a low, dark room. Four sistere sat there. Their
black garments made their pale faces whiter still, and timeand sorrow had worked deep ravages. They were stately
yet; but the flush and pride of beauty were gone.

^^
And Alice—where was she ? In Heaven.
The monk—even the monk—could bear with some grief

here; for it was long since these sisters had met, and there
were furrows m their blanched faces which years could never
plough. He took his seat in silence, and motioned them to
continue their speech.

" ' They are here, sisters,' said the elder lady in a trembling
voice I have never borne to look upon them since, andnow I blame myself for my weakness. What is there in hermemory that we should dread? To call up our old days
shall be a solemn pleasure yet.'

" She glanced at the monk as she spoke, and, opening a
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abinet brou^t forth the five frames of work, completed

1k^ J^^^-a "u' f^*P ''^ ^' ^''* *»«' »»and irembled asshe produced the last one; and, when the feelings of the
other sisters gushed forth at sight of it, her pent-up tearsmade way, and she sobbed 'God bless her I'

' The monk rose and advanced towards them. ' It wasalmost the last thuig she touched in health,' he said in alow voice.

',]

'JH-
^as.' cried the elder lady, weeping bitterly.

^

liie monk turned to the second sister

„n^
'

IJ^
gallant youth who looked into thine eyes, and hungupon thy very breath when first he saw thee intent upo^

this pastime, lies buned on a plain whereof the turf is redW K*? ;•
^"'^ fragments of armour, once brightly

dnJ"- K 1^.
". '°u^.'"«

°" *^" 8™""^' ^"'^ »«* ^ little dis-
tingmshable for his, as are the bones that crumble in the

«'
?if

^^^y groaned, and wrung her hands.
The policy of courts,' he continued, turning to the two

rp^fL"^ !?' f'T y^ ''°"' y^"*" P^^^^f"' home to scenes of

Zk-7 *"? splendour The same policy, and the restless
ambition of proud and fier>' men, have sent ye back, widowed
maidens, and humbled outcasts. Do I speak truly? '

u ?5f ^°^^ °^ ^^^ *^° ^'"^ers were their only reply

InnV ^'1'^ ^'"''
"^l"^''

^'^ ^^^ "^°"^' ^»^h a meaning

,^tK 1 u^""
^^^y ^he time m gewgaws which shall raiseup the pale ghosts of hopes of early years. Bury them, heap

penance and mortification on their heads, keep them down,
and let the convent be their grave 1'

"The sisters asked for three days to deliberate: and felt,
that night, as though the veil were indeed the fitting shroud
for their dead joys. But morning came again, and though
the bc-ughs of the orchard trees drooped and ran wild upSn
the ground It was the same orchard still. The grass was
coarse and high, but there was yet the spot on which they
had so olten sat together, when change and sorrow were but
names, fhere was every walk and nook which Alice hadmade glad; and m the minster nave was one flat stone
t)eneath which she slept in peace.

" And could they, remembering how her young heart had
sickened at the thought of cloistered walls, look upon her
grave, m garbs which would chill the very ashes within it.?

c
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Could they bow down in prayer, and when all Heaven turned
to hear them, bring the dark shade of sadness on one angel's
face? No.

" They sent abroad, to artists of great celebrity in those
times, and having obtained the church's sanction to their
work of piety, caused to be executed, in five large compart-
ments of richly stained glass, a faithful copy of their old
embroidery work. These were fitted into a large window
until that time bare of ornament; and when the sun shone
brightly, as she had so well loved to see it, the familiar
patterns were reflected in their original colours, and throwing
a stream of brilliant light upon the pavement, fell warmly
on the name of Alice.

" For many hours in every day, the sisters paced slowly
up and down the nave, or knelt by the side of the flat broad
stone. Only three were seen in the customary place, after
many years ; then but two, and, for a long time afterwards,
Ijut one solitary female bent with age. At length she came
no more, and the stone bore five plain Christian names.

" That stone has worn away and been replaced by others,
and many generations have come and gone since then. Time
has softened down the colours, but the same stream of light
still falls upon the forgotten tomb, of which no trace remains

;

and, to this day, the stranger is shown in York cathedral
an old window called the Five Sisters."

" That's a melancholy tale," said the merry-faced gentle-
man, emptying his glass.

" It is a tale of life, and life is made up of such sorrows,"
returned the other, courteously, but in a grave and sad tone
of voice.

"There are shades in all good pictures, but there are
lights too, if we choose to contemplate them," said the
gentleman with the merry face. " The youngest sister in

your tale was always light-hearted."
" And died early," said the other, gently.
" She would have died earlier, perhaps, had she been less

happy," said the first speaker, with much feeling. " Do you
think the sisters who loved her so well, would have grieved
the less if her life had been one of gloom and sadness ? If

anything could soothe the first sharp pain of a heavy loss,

it would be—^with me—the reflection, that those I mourned,
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by being innocently happy here, and loving all about them,
had prepared themselves for a purer and happier world
The sun does not shine upon this fair earth to meet frowninii
eyes, depend upon it."

*

* I'^lu'*"*''*
y°" *^^ ^^^^'" ^^^ ^^« gentleman who had

told the story.

" Believe 1" retorted the other, "can anybody doubt it.?
lake any subject of sorrowful regret, and see with how much
pleasure it is associated. The recoUection of past pleasure
may become pain "

" It does," interposed the other.
"Well; it does. To remember happiness which cannot be

restored is pain, but of a softened kind. Our recollections
are unfortunately mingled with much that we deplore, and
with many actions which we bitterly repent; still in the most
chequered life I firmly think there are so many Uttle rays of
sunshme to look back upon, that I do not believe any mortal
(unless he had put himself without the pale of hope) would
deliberately dram a goblet of the waters of Lethe, if he had
It m his power."

" Possibly you are correct in that belief," said the grev-
haired gentleman after a short reflection. " I am inclined to
thmk you are."

" Why, then," replied the other, " the good in this state
of existence preponderates over the bad, let mis-called
philosophers tell us what they will. If our affections be
tried, our affections are our consolation and comfort: and
memory however sad, is the best and purest link between
this world and a better. But come! I'll tell you a storv of
another kind."

After a very brief sUence, the merry-faced gentleman sent
round thr punch, and glancing silly at the fastidious lady,
who seemed desperately apprehensive that he was eoini? to
relate something improper, began

THE BARON OF GROGZWIG
" The Baron Von Koeldwethout, of Grogzwig in Germany

was as likely a young baron as you would wish to see I
needn t say that he lived in a castle, because that's of course •

neither need I say that he lived in an old castle; for what
German Imron ever lived in a new one? There were many
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itrange circumitancet connected with this venerable building,

among which, not the least startling and mysterious were,
that when the wind blew, it rumbled in the chimneys, or
even howled among the trees b the neighbouring forest;

and that when the nuwn shone, she found her way through
certain small loopholes in the wall, and actually made some
parts of the wide halls and galleries quite light, while she left

others in gloomy shadow. I believe that one of the baron's
ancestors, being short of mone^, had inserted a dagger in

a gentleman who called one night to ask hb way, and it

was supposed that these miraculous occurrences took place
m consequence. And yet I hardly know how that could have
been, either, because the baron's ancestor, who was an
amiable man, felt very sorry afterwards for having been so
rash, and laying violent hands upon a quantity of stone and
timber ^vhich belonged to a weaker baron, built a chapel as
an apology, and so took a receipt from Heaven, in full of all

deniands.
" Talking of the baron's ancestor puts me in mind of the

baron's great claims to respect on the score of his pedigree.

I am afraid to say, I am sure, how many ancestors Uie tMiron

had; but I know that he had a great many more than any
other man of his time; and I only wish that he had lived in

these latter days, that he might have had more. It is a very
hard thing upon the great men of past centuries that they
should have come into the world so soon, because a man
who was bom three or four hundred years ago cannot
reasonably be expected to have had as many reUtions be-

fore him as a man who is bom now. The last man, whoever
he is—and he may be a cobbler or some low vulgar dog for

aught we know—will have a longer pedigree than the great-

est nobleman now alive; and I contend that this is not fair.

"Well, but the Baron Von Koeldwethout of Grogzwig!
He was a fine swarthy fellow, with dark hair and large

moustachios, who rode a hunting in clothes of Lincoln green,

with msset boots on his feet, and a bugle slung over his

shoulder, like the guaid of a long stage. When he blew
this bugle, four-and-twenty other gentlemen cf inferior rank,

in Lincoln green a little coarser, and msset boots with a
little thicker soles, turned out directly; and away galloped

the whole train, with spears in their hands like lackered area
railings, to hunt down the boars, or perhaps encounter a
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bear: in which latter cue the baron killed him first, and
greased his whiskers with him afterwards.

" This was a merry life for the Baron of Grogtwig, and
a merrier still for the baron's retainers, who drank Rhine
wine every night till they fell under the table, and then had
the bottles on the floor, and called for pipes. Never were
such jolly, roystering, rollicking, merry-making blades, as the
jovial crew of Grogzwig.

" But the pleasures of the toble, or the pleasures of under
the table, require a little variety; especially when the same
fiye-and-twenty people sit daily down to the same board, to
discuss the same subjects, and tell the same stories. The
baron grew weary, and wanted excitement. He took to
quarrelling with his gentlemen, and tried kicking two or
three of them every day after dinner. This was a pleasant
change at first; but it became monotonous after a week or
so, and the baron felt quite out of sorts, and cast about, in
despair, for some new amusement.

" One night, after a day's sport in which he had outdone
Nimrod or Gillingwater, and slaughtered ' another fine bear,'
and brought him home in triumph, the Baron Von Koeld-
wethout sat moodily at the head of his table, eyeing the
smoky roof of the hall with a discontented aspect. He
swallowed huge bumpers of wine, but the more he swallowed
the more he frowned. The gentlemen who had been honoured
with the dangerous distinction of sitting on his right and
left, imitated him to a miracle in the drinking, and frowned
at each other.

/"I will!' cried the baron suddenly, smiting the table
with his right hand and twirling his 'moustache with his
left. 'Fill to the Lady of Grogzwig!'

" The four-and-twenty Lincoln greens turned pale, with
the exception of their four-and-twenty noses, which were
unchangeable.

"
1 1 said to the Lady of Grogzwig,' repeated the baron,

looking round the board.
" ' To the Lady of Grogzwig! ' shouted the Lincoln greens;

and down their four-and-twenty throats went four-and-
twenty imperial pints of such rare old hock that they
smacked their eight-and-forty lips, and winked again."

'
The fair daughter of the Baron Von Swillenhausen,'

said Koeldwethout, condescending to explain. ' We will
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demand h^r in marriage of her father, ere the sun goes
down to-morrow. If he refuse our suit, we will cut t.ff
his nose.

" A hoarse murmur arose from the company; every man
touched, first the hilt of his swurd and then the tip of his
nose, with appalling significance.

What a pleasant thing filial piety is to contemplate ! If
the daughter of the Baron Von Swillenhausen had pleaded a
pre-occupied heart, or faUen at her father's feet and corned
them m salt tears, or only fainted away, and complimented
the old gentleman m frantic ejaculations, the odds are a
hundred to one but Swillenhausen castle would have been
turned out of wmdow, or rather the baron turned out of
wmdow, and the castle demolished. The damsel held her
peace, however, when an earl messenger bore the request
of Von Koeldwethout next morning, and modestly retired to
her chamber, from the casement of which she watched the
coming of the suitor and his retinue. She was no sooner
assured that the horseman with the laige moustachios was
her proffered husband, than she hastened to her father's
presenre, and expressed her readiness to sacrifice herself to
secure his peace. The venerable baron caught his child to
his arms and shed a wink of joy.

" There was great feasting at the castle, that day. The
four -and -twenty Lincoln greens of Von Koeldwethout
exchanged vows of eternal friendship with twelve Lincoln
greens of Von Swillenhausen, and promised the old baron
that they would drink his wine ' Till all was blue '—meaning
probably until their whole countenances had acquired the
same tmt as their noses. Everybody slapped everybody
else s back when the time for parting came; and the Baron
Von Koeldwethout and his followers rode gaily home.

" For six mortal weeks the bears and boars had a holiday.
The houses of Koeldwethout and Swillenhausen were united •

the spears rusted; and the baron's bugle grew hoarse for
lack of blowing.

"Those were great times for the four-and-twenty; but,
alas! their high and palmy days had taken boots to them-
selves, and were already walking oflf.

" ' My dear,' said the baroness.
" * My love,' said the baron.

Those coarse, noisy men '



The Baronets Von Kotldwcthout 71

!! ;^;?» "»'"»» ?' laid the bwon, starting.
The baroneft pointed, from the window at which thev

Uncoln greeni were taking a copiouf rtimi^cup, preparatorvto issuing forth after a boar or two.
F«P»«u)ry

- « n^ill"1^1? ^"1"' "•'•"»' »"<* **>• baron.
Disband them, ove,' murmured the baroness.

^^ ^

Disband them cned the baron, in amazement
» ,

1° P**** ™®' '°^«' «?'»«* the baroness.

"
To please the devU, ma'am,' answered the baron.

awa.:?t'[KroS'str' "'^"^ *^"^^' ^"^ '^^^^
"What could the baron do? He called for the ladvsmaid and roared for the doctor; and then, rushing into theyard, kicked the two Lincoln greens who were the most usedto It, and cursing the others all round, bade them robut never mind where. I don't know the GermaJ for it or

I would put It delicately that way.
*

" It is not for me to say by what means or by what decrees

dthonZf ""^^ "^ keep down some husbands as they dolalthough I may have my private opinion on the subject andmay think that no Member of Parliament ought to be marrfedinasmuch as three married members out of^verv four ^ustvote according to their wives' consciences (if there be Tuchthings), and not according to their own. All I need say. justnow, IS, that the Baroness Von Koeldwethout somehow orother acquired great control over the Baron Von Koeld-wethout and that, little by little, and bit by bit, and day byday, and year by year, the baron got the worst of iorZ

.nST. S^'fi""?'
°''r' '"'y ""'^"'^^^ '«^™ «>"»e old hobbv

:

and that by the time he was a fat hearty fellow of forty-ej.rht
or thereabouts, he had no feasting, no revelry, no hunling
train, and no hunting-nothing in short that he liked, or used
to have; and that, although he was as fierce as a lion and aSbold as brass, he was decidedly snubbed and put down, by
his own lad>, in his own castle of Grogzwig
"Nor was this the whole extent of the baron's misfortunesAbout a year after his nuptials, there came into the world

V^IJ r^"^ ^"°"' " ^^°'^ ^°"°"'" * Sre^^ "lany fireworks
i^ere let off, and a great many dozens of wine drunk: butnext year there came a young baroness, and next year anotheryoung baron, and so on, every year, either a baron or baroness
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(and one year both together), until the baron found himself
the father of a small family of twelve. Upon every one of
these anniversaries, the venerable Baroness Von Swillen-
hausen was nervously sensitive for the well-being of her child
the Baroness Von Koeldwethout; and although it was not
found that the good lady ever did anything material towards
contributing to her child's recovery, still she made it a point
of duty to be as nervous as possible at the castle at Grogzwig,
and to divide her time between moral observations on the
baron's housekeeping, and bewailing the hard lot of her
unhappy daughter. And if the Baron of Grogzwig, a little

hurt and irritated at this, took heart, and ventured to suggest
that his wile was at least no worse off than the wives of other
barons, the Baroness Von Swillenhausen begged all persons
to take notice, that nobody but she sympathised with her
dear daughter's sufferings; upon which, her relations and
friends remarked, that to be sure she did cry a great deal
more than her son-in-law, and that if there were a hard-
hearted brute alive, it was that Baron of Grogzwig.

" The poor baron bore it all, as long as he could, and when
he could bear it no longer lost his appetite and his spirits, and
sat himself gloomily and dejectedly down. But there were
worse troubles yet in store for him, and as they came on, his

melancholy and sadness increased. Times changed. He got
into debt. The Grogzwig coffers ran low, though the Swillen-
hausen family had looked upon them as inexhaustible; and
just when the baroness was on the point of making a thir-

teenth addition to the family pedigree. Von Koeldwethout
discovered that he had no means of replenishing them.

" * I don't see what is to be done,' said the baron. ' I

think I'll kill myself.'
" This was a bright idea. The baron took an old hunting-

knife from a cupboard hard by, and having sharpened it on
his boot, made what Soys call ' an offer ' at his throat.

" ' Hem !

' said the baron, stopping short. ' Perhaps it's

not sharp enough.'
" The baron sharpened it again, and made another offer,

when his hand was arrested by a loud screaming among the
young barons and baronesses, who had a nursery in an
up-stairs tower with iron bars outside the window, to prevent
their tumbling out into the moat.

" * If I had been a bachelor,' said the baron sighing, * I
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might have done it fifty times over, without being interrupted.
Hallo

!
Put a flask of wine and the largest pipe in the little

vaulted room behind the hall.'

" One of the domestics, in a very kind manner, executed
the baron's order in the course of half an hour or so, and Von
Koeldwethout being apprised thereof, strode to the vaulted
room, the walls of which, being of dark shining wood, gleamed
in the light of the blazing logs which were piled upon the
hearth. The bottle and pipe were ready and, upon the
whole, the place looked very comfortable.

" ' Leave the lamp,' said the baron.
" * Anything else, my lord? ' inquired the domestic.
" * The room,' replied the baron. The domestic obeyed,

and the baron locked the door.
" ' I'll smoke a last pipe,' said the baron, ' and then I'll be

of!.' So, putting the knife upon the table till he wanted it,

and tossing off a goodly measure of wine, the Lord of Grogzwig
threw himself back in his chair, stretched his legs out before
the fire, and puffed away.

" He thought about a great many things—about his present
troubles and past days of bachelorship, and about the Lincoln
greens, long since dispersed up and down the country, no
one knew whither: with the exception of two who had been
unfortunately beheaded, and four who had killed themselves
with drinking. His mind was running upon bears and boars,
when, in the process of draining his glass to the bottom, he
raised his eyes, and saw, for the first time and with unbounded
astonishment, that he was not alone.

" No, he was not; for, on the opposite side of the fire,

there sat with folded arms a wrinkled hideous figure, with
deeply sunk and bloodshot eyes, and an immensely long
cadaverous face, shadowed by jagged and matted locks of
coarse black hair. He wore a kind of tunic of a dull bluish
colour, which, the baron observed, on regarding it attentively,
was clasped and ornamented down the front, with coffin
handles. His legs, too, were encased in coffin plates as though
in armour; and over his left shoulder he wore a short dusky
cloak which seemed made of a remnant of some pall. He
took no notice of the baron, but was intently eyeing the
fire.

Halloa 1
' said the baron, stampi.j his foot to attract

attention.
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Halloa! * repiied the stranger, moving his eyes towards
the baron, but not his face or himself. ' What now? '

" • What now!
' replied the baron, nothing daunted by his

hoUow voice and lustreless eyes, ' / should ask that question.
How did you get here? '

" ' Through the door,' replied the figure,
" ' What are you? ' says the baron.
" * A man,' replied the figure.
" ' J don't believe it,' says the baron.
" ' Disbelieve it then,' says the figure.
" • I will,' rejoined the baron.
" The figure looked at the bold Baron of Grogzwig for some

time, and then said familiarly,

.'!
\ »!l^'"^'^

"'^ coming over you, I see. I'm not a man !

'

What are you then? ' asked the baron.
" ' A genius,' replied the figure.

You don't look much like one,' returned the baron
scornfully.

" ' I am the Genius of Despair and Suicide,' said the
apparition. ' Now you know me.'

With these words the apparition turned towards the
baron, as if composing himself for a talk—and, what was
very remarkable, was, that he threw his cloak aside, and
displaying a stake, which was run through the centra o." his
body, pulled it out with a jerk, and laid it en the _ole as
composedly as if it had been a walking-stick.

" • Now,' said the figure, glancing at the hunting-knife,
are you ready for me ?

'

'Not quite,' rejoined the baron; ' I must finish this pipe

" ' Look sharp then,' said the figure.

^1 '
You seem in a hurry,' said the baron.
Why, yes, I am,' answered the figure; ' they're doing a

pretty brisk business in my way, over in England and Fr?nce
just now, and my time is a good deal taken up.'
"'Do you drink? ' said the baron, touching the bottle

with the bowl of his pipe.
" ' Nine times out of ten, and then very hard,' rejoined the

figure, dnly.
" ' Never in moderation? ' asked the baron.
" ' Never,' replied the figure, with a shudder; ' that breeds

cheerfulness.
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" The baron took another look at his new friend, whom

he thought an uncommonly queer customer, and at length
inquired whether he took any active part in such little pro-
ceedings as that which he had in contemplation.

No,' replied the figure evasively; ' but I am always
present.*

" ' Just to see fair, I suppose? ' said the baron.
" ' Just that,' replied the figure, playing with the stake, and

examining the ferule.
'" Be as quick as you can, will you, for there's a young

gentleman who is afflicted with too much money and leisure
wanting me now, I find.'

Going to kill himself because he has too much money!

'

exclaimed the baron, quite tickled; ' Ha! ha! that's a good
one.' (This was the first time the baron had laughed for
many a long day.)

" • I say,' expostulated the figure, looking very much
scared; * don't do that again.'

" • Why not? ' demanded the baron.
" ' Because it gives me pain all over,' replied the figure.

' Sigh as much as you please; that does me good.'
"The baron sighed mechanically at the mention of the

word; the figure, brightening up again, handed him the
hiTtiug-kitife with the most winning politeness.

•

'
Its not a bad idea though,' said the baron, feeling the

edge of the weapon; ' a man killing himself because he has
too much money.'

Pooh! ' said the apparition, petulantly, ' no better than
a man's killing himself because he has none or little.'

" Whether the genius unintentionally committed himself
in saying this, or whether he thought the baron's mind was
so thoroughly made up that it didn't matter what he said, I

have no means of knowing. I only know that the baron
stopped his hand all of a sudden, opened his eyes wide, and
looked as if quite a new light had come upon i.im for the
fi *" time.

Why, certainly,' said Von Koeldwethout, ' nothing is

too bad to be retrieved.'
" ' Except empty coffers,' cried the genius.
" ' Well; but they may be one dav filled again,' said the

baron.
" * Scolding wives,' snarled the genius.
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« . J^";^«'»
children,' shouted the genius.

„y^ * *." K° ^^"g' surely,' said the baron,
rhe genius was evidently growing very savaee with the

Sit^'off °i'r
these opinion"; all a?

. rZ^^Y^eM^
Kff ;

1' "k "^u '
i^l

^°"'^ ^^^ ^^ J^^o^ when he had
left off jokmg, he should feel obliged to him.

But I am not joking; I was never farther from it'remonstrated the baron. '

verV ]rim' • >r ^^^ ^ J'"*''
^.**'' "'^ ^^^ ««"'"^> looking

^i! ^^^u'
,l^^"se a joke, without any figure of speech is

" ' ?do„' r •
?"^-'.' A'^ ^^^ dreary^orld a? onci.'

I don t know, said the baron, playing with the knife-
It s a dreary one certainly, but I don't thiSk youre L muchbetter, for you have not the appearance of being partLTr^

comfortable That puts me in mind-what security have I

XrJ^'^l ^T '^'^'^' '°^ g°'"g 0"t of the world
'

' DsnlV"''^-' ^"tr"? "P' ' ^ "«^«^ bought of that.'

" . ^'tP^^^J;
,^"^d the figure, gnashing its teeth.

Keep off! said the baron. 'I'll brood over miseries

fresh air and the bears again; and if that don't do, I'U talk

?ead' wXr'^trt'- ""?,?"* '^' V°" SwiUe^hausens

t^A Au "' ^l^^baron fell into his chair, and laughedso loud and boisterously that the room rang wi\h it.
^

The figure fell back a pace or two, regarding the baronmeanwhile with a look of Tntense terrir, fnd wLn he h^S
ceased, caught up the stake, plunged it violently into itsbody uttered a frightful howl, and disappeared.

Von Koeldwethout never saw it again. Havine once

and the Von Swillenhausens to reason, and died many yearsafterwards: not a rich man that I am iware of, but ce^rSha happy one: leaving behind him a numerous family whohac been carefully educated in bear and boar huntTng inderhis .wn personal eye. And my advice to all men is that ifever they become hipped and melancholy from similar causes

t^n'7 T^"^
•"'" ^°>^'^^y ^""^^ ^^ both sides of the^ues!

Uiev tmZ^ f
'"^gmfymg glass to the best one; and ifthey .till feel tempted to retire without leave, that they

C^l f Y^K,
P'P' ^"? ^""^ ^ ^"" bottle first and profitby the laudable example of the Baron of Grogzwig"
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" The fresh coach is ready, ladies and gentlemen, if you

please," gaid a new driver, looking in.

This intelligence caused the punch to be finished in a great
hurry, and prevented any discussion relative to the last story.
Mr. Squeers was observed to draw the grey-headed gentleman
on one side, and to ask a qrestion with great apparent
mterest; it bore refe.jnce to tne Five Sisters of York, and
was, in fact, an inquiry whether he could inform him how
much per annum the Yorkshire convents got in those days
with their boarders.

The journey was then resumed. Nicholas fell asleep
towards morning, and when he awoke, found, with great
regret, that, during his nap, both the Baron of Grogzwig
and the grey-haired gentleman had got down and were
gone. The day dragged on vncomfortably enough. At
about six o'clock that night, he and Mr. Squeers, and the
little boys, and their united luggage, were all put down
ogether at the George and New Inn, Greta Bridge.

CHAPTER VII

MR. AND MRS. SQUEERS AT HOME

Mr. Squeers, being safely landed, left Nicholas and the boys
standing with the luggage in the road, to amuse themselves
by looking at the coach as it changed horses, while he ran
into the tavern, and went through the leg-stretching process
at the bar. After some minutes, he returned, with his legs

thoroughly stretched, if the hue of his nose and a short
hiccup afforded any criterion; and at the same time there
came out of the yard a rusty pony-chaise, and a cart, driven
by two labouring men.
" Put the boys and the boxes into the cart," said Squeers,

rubbing his hands; "and this young man and me will go
on in the chaise. Get in, Nickleby."

Nicholas obeyed. Mr. Squeers with some difficulty in-

ducing the pony to obey also, they starter* off, leaving the
cart-load of infant misery to follow at leisu'

"Are you cold, Nickleby? " inquired Sqaeers, after they
had travelled some distance in silence.

" Rather, sir, I must say."
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" WeU, I don't find fault with that," said Squeers •

long journey this weather."
'^'u oqueers,

NicholJ!
"""** ^"'^"" '° Dotheboys HaU, sir? "

" About three mile from herp " n^^i;.^ o
y.u needn't call i. . Hr^o™ here."

"^'"^ ^'"'"-
Nichnlfle mii»V.A<l »- :< L. .....

"it's a

' asked

"But
XT' L 7 ." " *""* uwwn nere."

•^Th^ far"*-."^'- " " ^' "°"W '*= «» know why
.. JJ° f"? j',',', ""?} » 'Wl," observed Squeers drilv

.cn.°l-^*ilrd
'"'"'''' "-^^ «-''p-'o7'r„.e.li.

be^lufe'ir^^dte; b7S,^i' \"t" "P *" ^""o"'

" I believe not, sir," rejoined Nicholas.

soiebjy u„Wi^'t£^Tard-iS™\7ariir ""'^^ ?'

Yes, sir," replied the boy

' HeSetfr 'f'^Jf^'^dn't you come before? "

schSa'st:^!^;,;
"^^-^'^ *"^ " «-' - -demanded the

as 'i was'shtit^'^feS^^^^^^^ "-; ^V- " Mi-s said

" Your Missies IZ/' ^"tTd ?qtr"^:„. h
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ordering the boy to see to the pony, and to take care that
he hadn't any more com that night, he told holas to wait
at the front door a minute while he went round and let

him in.

A host of unpleasant misgivings, which had been :rowding
upon Nicholas during the whole journey, thronged into his

mind with redoubled force when he was left alone. His
great distance from home and the impossibility of reaching
It, except on foot, should he feel ever so anxious to return,
presented itself to him in most alarming colours; and as he
looked up at the dreary house and dark windows, and upon
the wild country round, covered with snow, he felt a depres-
sion of heart and spirit which he had never experienced
before.

" Now then
!

" cried Squeers, poking his head out at the
front door. " Where are you, Nickleby ?

"

" Here, sir," replied Nicholas.
" Come in, then," said Squeers, " the wind blows in at this

door fit to knock a man off his legs."

Nicholas sighed, and hurried in. Mr. Squeers, having
bolted the door to keep it shut, ushered him into a smai!
parlour scantily furnished with a few chairs, a yellow map
hung against the wall, and a couple of tables; one of which
bore some preparations for supper; while, on the other,

a tutor's assistant, a Murray's grammar, half a dozen cards
of terms, and a worn letter directed to Wackford Squeers,
Esquire, were arranged in picturesque confusion.

They had not been in this apartment a couple of minutes,
wh"- «" *emale bounced into the room, and seizing Mr.
Sq the throat, gave him two loud kisses: one close

ai r . ther, like a postman's knock. The lady, who was
of .dw-boned figure, was about half a head taller than
Mr. 04ueers, and was dressed in a dimity night-jacket; with
her hair in papers; she had also a dirt^ nightcap on, re-

lieved by a yellow cotton handkerchief which tied it under
the chin.

" How is my Squeer>' ? " said this lady in a playful manner,
and a very hoarse voice.

" Quite well, my love," replied Squeers. " How's the
cows? "

" All right, every one of 'em," answered the lady.
" And the pigs ? " said Squeers.
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•' As well as they were when you went away "

.. so™ihi^^<:rr,^;?"-
" ""- *•' ^' "«•» "wy.

perplexity by Mr. SqueeT "°" "'"^"'^ '""> '^
_^j^Th.s IS the new young man, my dear," said that genUe-

and|^>&fevtS«'"''''-''--''^'>»H
go aS:" te^-t"i--S^ t^uX-UH^a shake-down here to-night, can't you ?"

^"^' ^"^

vvemust manaee itsnmphr.«,"-«»i;„j .L. . , ,,

" Thafrr I » '^
,
'^'^"O'as, 1 am not particular "

hun,p'4'"SL::d^f?i; fs^nrAn '^^•'

mis'^rS reS:iv':'.*Th:r:rrM^r" ?" ™-'" "-^

to^e^rdnffiir* '"''fr-^' P°^'«» <" >«"^'-

broughtX^Tn'thi ?i,!Tf ''r'"^''^»hich he had

and Lid expreL?^- tS';aX!tfiiS*^S^C
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that one among them might relate to him. The look wasa veiy pamful one, and went to Nicholas's heart at once: for
It told a long and very sad history.

It induced him to consider the boy more attentively, and
he was surprised to observe the extraordinary mixture of
garments which formed his dress. Although he could not
have been less than eighteen or nineteen years old, and was
tali tor that age, he wore a skeleton suit, such as is usually
put upon very httle boys, and which, though most absurdly
Short m the arms and legs, ff.v. quite wide enough for his
attenuated frame. In order that the lower part of his legs
might be m perfect keeping with this singular dress, he had
a veiy large pair of boots, originally made for tops, which
might have been once worn by some stout farmer, but were

hnw^ T'^ui !^^
^u"'''*^

^°'* * ^««"- Heaven knowshow long he had been there, but he still wore the same linen
which he had first taken down; for, round his neck, wasa tattered child's fnll, only half concealed by a coarse, iian's
neckerchief He was lame; and as he feigned to be busy in
arranging the table, glanced at the letters with a look sokeen and yet so dispirited and hopeless, that Nicholas could
hardly bear to watch him.
"What are you bothering about there, Smike?" cried

^"if-
Squeers; kt the things alone, can't you? "

^

Eh
!

said Squeers, looking up. " Oh ! it's you, is it?
"

Yes, sir, replied .he youth, pressing his hands together.
as though to control, by force, the nervous wandering of his
fingers; " Is there " ^

Well!" said Su TS.
"Have you-d. anybody—has nothing been heard-

about me?
" Devil a bit," replied Squeers testily.
The lad withdrew his eyes, and, putting his hand to his

face, moved towards the door.
"Not a word," resumed Squeers, "and never will be.Now, this IS a pretty sort of thing, isn't it, that you should

have been left here, aU these years, and no money paid after
the first SIX—nor no notice taken, nor no clue to be eot who
you belong to? It's a j. etty sort of thing that I should
have to feed a great fellow like "ou, and never hope to get
one penny for it, isn't it?

" ^ ^

The boy put his hand to his head as if he were making an
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effort to recollect something, and then, looking vacantly at
his questioner, gradually broke into a smile, and Umped
away. *^

" I'"
tcJJ you wi,*t, Squeers," remarked his wife as the

door closed, I think that young chap's turning silly."

1 hope not,
' said the schoolmaster; " for he's a handy

fellow out of doors, and worth his meat and drink, anyway.
1 should think he d have wit enough for us thouch, if he wm
But come; let's have supper, for I am hungry and tired, and
want to get to bed."
The reminder brought in an exclusive steak for Mr. Squeers

who speedily proceeded to do it ample justice. Nicholas drew
up his chair, but his appetite was effectually taken awav.

^^
How s the steak, Squeers? " said Mrs. S.

'' Tender as a lamb," replied Squeers. " Have a bit."
' I couldn't eat a morsel," replied his wife. " What'll the

young man take, my dear? "

" Whatever he likes that's present," rejoined Squeers, in
a most unusual burst of generosity.

" What do you say, Mr. Knuckleboy? " inquired Mrs
Squeers.

'• I'll take a little of the pie, if you please," replied Nicholas.A very little, for I'm not hungry."
"Well it's a pity to cut the pie if you're not hungry,

isn t It? said Mrs. Squeers. " Will you try a bit of the
beef? "

u
."^Vhatever you please," replied Nicholas, abstractedly;
It's all the same to me."
Mrs. Squeers looked vastly gracious on receiving this reply;

and nodding to Squeers, as much as to say that she was glad
to find the young man knew his station, assisted Nicholas to
a slice of meat with her own fair hands.

" Ale, Squeery ? " inquired the lady, winking and frowning
to give him to understand that the question propounded
was whether Nicholas should have ale, and not whether
he (Squeers) would take any.

"Certainly," said Squt-' re-telegraphing in the same
manner. " A glassful.'

So Nicholas had a glassful, and, being occupied with his
own reflections, drank it, in happy innocence of aU the fore-
gone pvoceedings.

" Uncommon juicy steak that," said Squeers, as he laid
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d<mn his knife and fork, after plying it, in silence, for some

" It's prime meat," rejoined his lady, " I bought a good
large piece of it myself on purpose for "
/|_For what!" exclaimed Squeers ha^^tily. "Not for

"No, no; not for them," rejoined Mrs. Squeers: "on
purpose for you against you came home. Lor! you didn'tthmk I could have made such a mistake as that."

Upon my word, my dear, I didn't kno • what you were
going to say, said Squeers, who had turned pale.

You needn't make yourself uncomfortable," remarked
his wife, laughing heartily .

" To think that I should be such
a noddy ! Well !

"

This part of the conversation was rather unintelligible:
but popular rumour m the neighbourhood asserted that Mr
^queers, bem-? amiably opoosed to cruelty to animals, not
unfrequently purchased for ooy consumption the bodies ofhomed cattle who had died a natural death; possibly he was
apprehensive of having unintentionally devoured some choice
morsel intended for the young gentlemen.
Supper being over, and removed by a small servant girl

with a hungry eye, Mrs. Squeers retired to lock it up, and
also to take mto safe custody the clothes of the five bovs who

^ll""') ^'"^^^',^"? r^" ^^'^ ^^^^-^^y "P ^^^ troubleso.ne
flight of steps which leads to death's door, in consequence
of exposure to the cold. They were then regaled v^th a
light supper of porridge, and stowed away, side by sic n a
small bedstead, to warm each other, and dream of ub-
staniial meal with something hot after it, if their f;mcies set
that way: which it is not at all improbable thev Hid.

Mr. Squeers treated himself to a lu"^ tumble .i bnmdv
and nater, made on the liberal half-ar. ! '.alf principal, allow-
ing for the dissolution of the sugar; and his amiable help-
mate mixed Nicholas the ghost of a small glassful of the same
compound. This done, Mr. and Mrs. Squeers drew close up
to the fire, and sitting with their feet on the fender, talked
confidentially m whispers; while Nicholas, taking up the
tutor s assistant, read the interesting legends in the miscel-
laneous questions, and all the figures into the bargain, with
as much thought or consciousness of what he was doing as if
he had been in a magnetic slumber.
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At length, Mr. Squcers yawned fearfully, and opined that
It was high time to go to bed; upon which signal, Mrs.
Squeers and the girl dragged in a small straw mattress and a
couple of blankets, and arranged them into a couch for
Nicholas.

" We'll put you into your regular bed-room to-morrow,
Nickleby," said Squeers. "Let me see! Who sleeps in
Brooks's bed, my dear? "

" In Brooks's," said Mrs. Squeers, pondering. " There's
Jennings, little Bolder, Graymarsh, and what's his name."
" So there is," rejoined Squeers. " Yes! Brooks is full."
" Full

!
'' thought Nicholas. " I should think he was."

" There's a place somewhere, I know," said Squeers; " but
I can't at this moment call to mind where it is. However,
we 11 have that all settled to-morrow. Good night, Nickleby!
Seven o'clock in the morning, mind."

^' I shall be ready, sir," replied Nicholas. " Good night."
" I'll come in myself and show you where the weU'is," said

Squeers. " You'll always find a little bit of §aap in the
kitchen window; that belongs to you." '

Nicholas opened his eyes, but not his mouth; and Squeers
was again going away, when he once more turned back.

" I don't know, I am sure," he said, " whose tov/el to put
you on; but if you'll make shift with something to-morrow
morning, Mrs. Squeers will arrange that, in the course of the
day. My dear, don't forget."

" I'll take care," replied Mrs. Squeers; " and mind you
take care, young man, and get first wash. The teacher ought
always to have it; but they get the better of him if they can."
Mr. Squeers then nudged Mrs. Squeers to bring away the

brandy bottle, lest Nicholas should help himself in the night;
and the lady having seized it with great precipitation, they
retired together.

Nicholas, being left alone, took half a dozen turns up and
down the room in a condition of much agitation and excite-
ment; but, growing gradually calmer, sat himself down in a
chair, and mentally resolved that, come what come might, he
would endeavour, for a time, to bear whatever wretchedness
might be in store for him, and that remembering the help-
lessness of his mother and sister, he would give his uncle
no plea for deserting them in their need. Good resolutions
seldom fail of producing some good effect in the mind from
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which they spring. He grew less desponding, and— so
sanguine and buoyant is youth—even hoped that affairs at
Dotheboys Hall might yet prove better than they promised.
He was preparmg for bed, with something like renewed

cheerfulness, when a sealed letter fell from his coat pocket
In the hurry of leaving London, it had escaped his attention,
and had not occurred to him since, but it at once brought
back to him the recollection of the mysterious behaviour of
Newman Noggs.
"Dear me!" said Nicholas; "what an extraordinary

hand
!

It was directed to himself, was written upon very
dirty paper, and in such cramped and crippled writing as to be
almost illegible. After great difficulty and much puzzling, he
contrived to read as follows:—

" My dear young Man.
" I know the world. Your father did not, or he

would not have done me a kindness when there was no hope
of return. You do not, or you would not be bound on such
a journey.

" If ever you want a shelter in London (don't be angry at
this, / once thought I never should), they know where I live
at the sign of the Crown, in Silver Street, Golden Square. It
IS at the comer of Silver Street and James Street, with a bar
door both ways. You can come at night. Once, nobody was
ashamed—never mind that. It's all over.

" Excuse errors. I should forget how to wear a whole
coat now. I have forgotten all my old ways. My spelline
may have gone with them.

" Newman Noggs.

" P.S. If you should go near Barnard Castle, there is
good ale at the King's Head. Say you know me, and I am
sure they will not charge you for it. You may say Mr
Noggs there, for I was a gentleman then. I was indeed."

It may be a very undignified circumstance to record but
after he had folded this letter and placed it in his pocket-
book, Nicholas Nickleby's eyes were dimmed with a moisture
that might have been taken for tears.
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CHAPTER VIII

OF THE INTERNAL ECONOMY OF DOTHEBOYS HALL

A RIDE of two hundred and odd miles in severe weather, is
one of the best softeners of a hard bed that ingenuity can
devise. Perhaps it is even a sweetener of dreams, for those
which hovered over the rough couch of Nicholas and whispered
their airy nothings in his ear, were of an agreeable and
happy kind. He was making his fortune very fast indeed,
when the faint glimmer of an expiring candle shone before'
his eyes, and a voice he had no difficulty in recognising as
part and parcel of Mr. Squeers, admonished him that it was
time to rise.

" Past seven, Nickleby," said Mr. Squeers.
" Has morning come already? " asked Nicholas, sitting ud

in bed. ^ ^

" Ah! that has it," replied Squeers, " and ready iced too.
Now, Nickleby, come; tiunble up, will you.?

"

Nicholas needed no further admonition, but "tumbled
up " at once, and proceeded to dress himself by the light of
the taper, which Mr. Squeers carried in his hand.

" Here's a pretty go," said that gentleman; " the pump's
froze.

^

"Indeed!" said Nicholas, not much interested in the
intelligence.

" Yes," replied Squeers. " You can't wash yourself this
morning."

" Not wash myself! " exclaimed Nicholas.
" No, not a bit of it," rejoined Squeers tartly. " So you

must be content with giving yourself a dry polish till we
break the ice in the well, and can get a bucketful out for the
boys. Don't stand staring at me, but do look sharp, will
you? "

Offering no further observation, Nicholas huddled on his
clothes. Squeers, meanwhile, opened the shutters and blew
the candle out; when the voice of his amiable consort was
heard in the passage, demanding admittance.

" Come in, my love," said Squeers.
Mrs. Squeers came in, still habited in the primitive night-

jacket which had displayed the symmetry of her figure on
the previous night, and further ornamented with a beaver
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bonnet of some antiquity, which she wore, with much ease
and hghtness, on the top of the nightcap before mentioned
^

" Drat the things," said the lady, opening the cupboard

;

I can t find the school spoon anywhere."
" Never mind it, my dear," observed Squeers in a soothing

manner; " it's of no consequence."
"No consequence, why how you talkl" retorted Mrs

Squeers sharply; " isn't it brimstone morning? "

" I forgot, my dear," rejoined Squeers; " yes, it certainh-
is.^ We purify the boys' bloods now and then, Nickleby."

'

" Purify fiddlesticks' ends," said his lady. " Don't think,
young man, that we go to the expense of flower of brimstone
and molasses, just to purify them; because if you think we
carry on the business in that way, you'll find yourself mis-
taken, and so I tell you plainly."

'' My dear," said Squeers frowning. " Hem! "
" Oh! nonsense," rejoined Mrs. Squeers. " If the young

man comes to be a teacher here, let him understand, at once,
that we don't want any foolery about the boys. They have'
the brimstone and treacle, partly because if they hadn't
something or other in the way of medicine they'd be always
ailmg and giving a world of trouble, and partly because it
spoils their appetites and comes cheaper than breakfast and
dinner. So, it does them good and us good at the same time
and that's fair enough, I'm sure."

'

Having given this explanation, Mrs. Squeers put her hand
mto the closet and instituted a stricter search after the
spoon, in which Mr. Squeers assisted. A few words passed
between them while they were thus engaged, b-t as their
voices were partially stifled by the cupboard, all that Nicholas
could distinguish was, that Mr. Squeers said what Mrs.
Squeers had said, was injudicious, and that Mrs. Squeers said
what Mr. Squeers said, was " stuff."

A vast deal of searching and rummaging ensued, and it
proving fruitless, Smike was called in, and pushed by Mrs.
Squeers, and boxed by Mr. Squeers; which course of treat-
ment brightening his intellects, enabled him to suggest that
possibly Mrs. Squeers might have the spoon in her pocket
as mdeed turned out to be the case. As Mrs. Squeers had
previously protested, however, that she was quite certain she
had not got it, Smike received another box on the ear for
presuming to contradict his mistress, together with a promise
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of a sound thrashing if he were not more respectful in future:
so that he took nothing very advantageous by his motion

A most mvaluable woman, that, Nickleby," said Squeire
when his consort had hurried away, pushing the drudee
before her.

*^ o e

" Indeed, sir I
" observed Nicholas.

" I don't know her equal," said Squeers; " I do not know
her equal. That woman, Nickleby, is always the same—
always the same bustlmg, lively, active, saving creetur that
you see her now."

Nicholas sighed involuntarily at the thought of the agree-
able domestic prospect thus opened to him; but Squeers
was, fortunately, too much occupied with his own reflections
to perceive it.

" It's my way to say, when I am up in London," continued
Squeers, that to them boys she is a mother. But she is
niore than a mother to them; ten times more. She does
things for them boys, Nickleby, that I don't believe half the
mothers going, would do for their own sons."

" I should think they would not, sir," answered Nicholas
Now, the fact was, that both Mr. and Mrs. Squeers viewed

the boys in the light of their proper and natural enemies-
or, m other words, they held and considered that their
ousiness and profession was to get as much from everv boy
85 could by possibility be screwed out of him. On this point
they were both agreed, and behaved in unison accordingly
The only difference between them was, that Mrs. Squeers
waged war agamst the enemy openly and fearlessly, and
that Squeers covered his rascality, even at home, with a
spice of his habitual deceit; as if he really had a notion of
some day or other being able to take himself in, and per-
suade his own mind that he was a very good fellow.

" But come," said Squeers, interrupting the progress of
some thoughts to this effect in the mind of his usher, "

let's
go to the school-room; and lend me a hand with my school
coat, will you ?

"

Nicholas assisted his master to put on an old fustian
shooting-jacket, which he took down from a peg in the
passage; and Squeers, arming himself with his cane, led the
way across a yard, to a door in the rear of the house.

"There," said the schoolmaster as they stepped in to-
gether; " this is our shop, Nickleby I

"
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It was such a crowded scene, and there were so many
objects to attract attention, that, at first, Nicholas stared
about him, really without seeing anything at all. By
degrees, however, the place resolved itself into a bare and
dirty room, with a couple of windows, whereof a tenth part
might be of glass, the remainder being stopped up with old
copybooks and paper. There were a couple of long old
rickety desks, cut and notched, and inked, and damaged, in
every possible way; two or three forms; a detached desk
for Squeers ; and another for his assistant. The ceiling was
supported, like that of a bam, by crois beams and rafters;

and the walls were so stained and discclrared that it was
impossible to tell whether they had ever been touched with
paint or whitewash. *

But the pupils—the young noblemen ! How the last faint
traces of hope, the remotest glimmering of any good to be
derived from his efforts in this den, faded from the mind of
Nicholas as he looked in dismay around ! Pale and haggard
faces, lank and bony figures, children with the countenances
of old men, deformities with irons upon their limbs, tx)ys of

stunted growth, and others whose long meagre legs would
hardly bear their stooping bodies, all crowded on the view
together; there were the bleared eye, the hare-lip, the
crooked foot, and every ugliness or distortion that told of
unnatural aversion conceived by parents for their offspring,
or of young lives which, from the earliest dawn of infancy,
had been one horrible endurance of cruelty and neglect.
There were little faces which should have been handsome,
darkened with the scowl of sullen, dogged suffering; ihere
was childhood with the light of its eye quenched, its beauty
gone, and its helplessness alone remaining; there were
vicious-faced boys, brooding, with leaden eyes, like male-
factors in a jail; and there were young creatures on whom
the sins of their frail parents had descended, weeping even
for the mercenary nurses they had known, and lonesome
even in their loneliness. With every kindly sympathy and
affection blasted in its birth, with every young and healthy
feeling flogged and starved down, with every revengeful
passion that can fester in swollen hearts eating its evil way
to their core in silence, what an incipient Hell was breeding
here!

And yet this scene, painful as it was, had its grotesque
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features, which, in a less interested observer than Nicholas
might have provoked a smile. Mrs. Squeers stood at one of
the desks, presiding over an immense basin of brimstone and
treacle, of which delicious compound she administered a
large instalment to each boy in succession: using for the pur-
pose a common wooden spoon, which might have been
ongmally manufactured for some gigantic top, and which
widened every young gentleman's mouth considerably; they
bemg all obliged, under heavy corporal penalties, to take in
the whole of the bowl at a gasp. In another corner, huddled
together for companionship, were the little boys who had
amved on the preceding night, three of them in very large
leather breeches, and two in old trousers, a something
tighter fit than drawers are usually worn; at no great dis-
tance from these was seated the juvenile son and heir of
Mr. Squeers—a striking likeness of his father—kicking, with
great vigour, under the hands of Smike, who was fitting upon
him a pair of new boots that bore a most suspicious resem-
blance to those which the least of the little boys had worn on
the journey down—as the little boy himself seemed to think
for he was regarding the appropriation with a look of most
rueful amazement. Besides these, there was a long row of
boys waiting, with countenances of no pleasant anticipation
to be treacled; and another file, who had just escaped from
the infliction, making a variety of wry mouths indicative of
anything but satisfaction. The whole were attired in such
motley, lU-sorted, extraordinary garments, as would have
been irresistibly ridiculous, but for the foul appearance of
dirt, disorder, and disease, with which they were associated.

Now, said Squeers, giving the desk a great rap with his
cane, which made half the little boys nearly jump out of
their boots, " is that physicking over? "

"Just over," said Mrs. Squeers, choking the last boy in
her hurry, and tappin<; the crown of his head with the wooden
spoon to restore him. " Here, you Smike; take away now.
Look sharp !

"

Smike shuffled out with the basin, and Mrs. Squeers
having railed up a little boy with a curly head and wiped
her hands upon it, hurried out after him into a species of
wash-house, where there was a small fire and a large kettle
together with a number of little wooden bowls which were
arranged upon a board.
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Into these bowls^ Mrs. Squeers, assisted by the hungry
servant, poured a brown composition which looked like
diluted pincushions without the covers, and was called
porridge. A minute wedge of brown bread was inserted
m each bowl, and when they had eaten their porridge by
means of the bread, the boys ate the bread itself, and had
finished their breakfast; whereupon Mr. Squeers said, in
a solemn voice, " For what we have received, may the Lord
make us truly thankful! "—and went away to his own.

Nicholas distended his stomach with a bowl of porridge,
for much the same reason which induces some savages to
swallow earth—lest they should be inconveniently hungry
when there is nothing to eat. Having further disposed of
a slice of bread and butter, allotted to him in virtue of his
office, he sat himself down to wait for school-time.
He could not but observe how silent and sad the boys iill

seemed to be. There was none of the noise and clamour of
a school-room; none of its boisterous play, or hearty mirth.
Tlie children sat crouching and shivering together, and
seemed to lack the spirit to move about. The only pupil
who evinced the slightest tendency towards locomotion or
playfulness was Master Squeers, and as his chief amusement
was to tread upon the other boys' toes in his new boots, his
flow of spirits was rather disagreeable than otherwise.

After some half-hour's delay, Mr. Squeers reappeared, and
the boys took their places and their books, of which latter
commodity the average might be about one to eight learners.
A few minutes having elapsed, during which Mr. Squeers
looked very profound, as if he had a perfect apprehension of
what was inside all the book^ and could say every word of
their contents by heart if he only chose to take the trouble,
that gentleman called up the first class.

Obedient to this summons there ranged themselves in
front of the schoolmaster's desk, half-a-dozen scarecrows, out
at knees and elbows, one of whom placed a torn and filthy
book beneath his learned eye.

" This is the first class in English spelling and philosoph\-,
Nickleby," said Squeers, beckoning Nicholas to stand beside
him. " We'll get up a Latin one, and hand that over to
you. Now, then, where's the first boy ?

"

" Please, sir, he's cleaning the back parlour window," said
the temporary head of the philosophical class.
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So he Is, to be sure," rejoined Saucers. "We go upon
the practical mode of teaching, Nickleby; the regulaFeduoi-
tion system. C-I-e-a-n, clean, verb active, to make bright, to

T^'L ?"'""'
V^'

*^"*"'' *^«^> '^^^^> * casement. When
tt.e boy knowii this out of the book, he goes and dMs it It's
just the same principle as the use of the globes! Where's
the second boy?

'

" Please, sir, he's weeding the garden," replied a smaU

u
" 1° .^ *""'" sa'<l Squeers, by no me^ns disconcerted.
So he IS B-o-t, bot, t-i-n, tin, bottin, n-e-y, ney, bottinney.

noun substantive, a knowledge of plants. When he has
learned that bottinney means a knowledge of plants, he goes

thbk ont?*'™"
' °"' '^''^'"' Nickleby; what do you

"
?'f ^'^^*^ "^^"^ °"®' ** *"y ™*«/' answered Nicholas.
I believe you,' rejoined Squeers, not remarking the

emphasis of his usher. " Third boy, what's a horse?^A beast, sir," replied the boy.
'' So it is," said Squeers. " Ain't it, Nickleby? "

^^

I behave there is no doubt of that, sir," answered Nicholas.
Of course there isn't," said Squeers. " A horse is a quad-

ruped, and quadruped's Latin for beast, as every body that's
gone through the grammar, knows, or else where's the use
of having grammars at all?

"
'• Where, indeed! " said Nicholas abstractedly.
As you're perfect in that," resumed Squeers, turning to

the boy, go and look after my horse, and rub him down
well, or 1 11 rub you down. The rest of the class go anddraw water up, till somebody tells you to leave off, for it's
washing-day to-morrow, and they want the coppers filled

"

.
bo saying, he dismissed the first class to their experimentsm practical philosophy, and eyed Nicholas with a look, half

cunning and half doubtful, as if he were not altogether
certain what he might think of him by this time.

That's the way we do it, Nickleby," he said, after a pause.
Nicholas shrugged his shoulders in a manner that was

scarcely perceptible, and said he saw it was.
And a very good way it is, too," said Squeers. " Now.

just take them fourteen little boys and hear them some read-
ing, because, you know, you must begin to be useful. Idlmg
about here, won't do." **
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Mr. Squeen said this, as if it had suddenly occurred to him,
either that he must not say too much to his assistant, or
that his assistant did not say enough to him in praise of the
establishment. The children were arranged in a semicircle
round the new master, and he was soon listening to their dull,

drawling, hesitating recital of those stories of engrossing inter-

est which are to be found in the more antiquated spelling books.
In this exciting occupation, the morning lagged heavily

on. At one o'clock, the boys, having previously had their

appetites thoroughly taken away by stir-about and potatoes,
sat down in the kitchen to some hard salt beef, of which
Nicholas was graciously permitted to take his portion to his

own solitary desk, to eat it there in peace. After this, there
was another hour of crouching in the school-room and shiver-
ing with cold, and then school began again.

It was Mr. Squeers's custom to call the boys together and
make a sort of report, after every half-yearly visit to the
metropolis, regarding the relations and friends he had seen,

the news he had heard, the letters he had brought down,
the bills which had been paid, the accounts which had been
left unpaid, and so forth. This solemn proceeding always
took place in the afternoon of the day succeeding his return;
perhaps, because the boys acquired strength of mind from
the suspense of the morning, or, possibly, because Mr. Squeers
himself acquired greater sternness and inflexibility from
certain warm potations in which he was wont to indulge
after his early dinner. Be this as it may, the boys were
recalled from house-window, garden, stable, and cow-yard,
and the school were assembled in full conclave, when Mr.
Squeers, with a small bundle of papers in his hand, and
Mrs. S. following with a pair of canes, entered the room and
proclaimed silence.

" Let any boy speak a word without leave," said Mr.
Squeers mildly, " and I'll take the skin off his back."

This special proclamation had the desired effect, and a
death-like silence immediately prevailed, in the midst of
which Mr. Squeers went on to say:

"Boys, I've been to London, and have returned to my
family and you, as strong and well as ever."

According to half-yearly custom, the boys gave three feeble

cheers at this refreshing intelligence. Such cheers! Sighs
of extra strength with the chill on.
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" I have leen the parents of some boys/' continued Soueersturning over his papers, " and they're so^Thei howtheir sons are getting on, that there's no prospSt at all of^eir going away, which of course is a Jry pWj rhinito reflect upon, for all parties

" f»«»«»i mmg

I have had disappointments to contend against " saidSqueers looking very grim; " Holder's fat^was Zopound ten short. Where is Bolder? "

"Here he is, please sir," rejoined twenty officious voicesBoys are very hke men to be sure.
'' Come here, Bolder," said Squeers

Bolder," said Squeers, speaking very slowly, for he wasconsidering as the saying goes, where to have him
'
BoWer

If your father thinks that beiuse-why, what^s this S ''

As Squeers spoke, he caught up the bS/s hand by the cuff

.aJ^^T ^° ^°" ^" ^>'^' ^'""^ " demanded the schoolmasteradmmistering a cut with the cane to expedite the^pr
I can t V ip ,t indeed, sir," rejoined the boy, cryine

I In'^ r^ "^T' ''> '^' ^^y ^^^k I think, sir-aneaft

^'nnu""^ "^^^i'
''' '^' ^"^ '''' "°t "y fault."

Bolder, said Squeers, tucking up his wristbanH. a«H
moistening the palm of his right iLd'to™^^ ,1

win 2^/5^ ^^ y°" "° Sood, we must see what anotherwill do towards beating it out of you " ««»oiner

With this, and wholly disregarding a piteous crv formercy, Mr. Squeers fell upon the boy and can?d Wm soLl°

'

not leaving off indeed, until his arm was tired out
^'

There, said Squeers, when he had quite done- "rubaway as hard as you like, you won't rub that off in a hu^
SmlkeT

^"^^ '^' ""''''' '^^^'^ y°"? P"t hiiS 0^;
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The drudge knew better from long experience, than to

h ^itete about obeying, so he bundled the victim out by a
side door, and Mr. Squeers perch d himseU again on his own
stool, supported by Mrs. Squeet^, who occupied another at
his side.

" Now let us see," said Squeers. " A letter for Cobbey.
Stand up, Cobbey."
Another boy stood up, and eyed the letter very hard while

Squeers made a mental abstract of the same.
" Oh !

" said Squeers: " Cobbey's grandmother is dead, and
his uncle John has took to drink' which is all thf news
his sister sends, except eighteenpence, which will just pay
for t'->at broken square of glass. Mrs. Squeers, my dear, will
you take the money? "

The worthy lady pocketed the eighteenpence with a most
business-like air, and Squeers passed on to the next boy, as
coolly as possible.

" Graymarsh," said Squters, " he's the next. Stand up
Graymarsh."
Anothr boy stood up, and the schoohnajter looked over

the letter as before.
" Graymarsh's maternal aunt," said Squeers, when he had

possessed himself of the contents, " is very glad to hear he's
so well and happy, and sends her respectful compliments to
Mrs. Squeers, and thinks she must be an angel. She like-
wise thinks Mr. Squeers is too good for this world; but
hopes he may long be spared to carry on the business. Would
have sent the two pair of stockings as desired, but is short
of money, so forwards a tract instead, and hopes Gray-
marsh will put his trust in Providence. Hopes, above all,

that he will study in everything to please Mr. and Mrs.
Squeers, and look upon them as his only friends; and that
he will love Master Squeers; and not object to sleeping five
In a bed, which no Christian should. Ah ! " said Squeers,
folding it up, " a delightful letter. Very affecting indeed."

It was affecting in one sense, for Graymarsh's maternal
aunt was strongly supposed, by her more intimate friends,
to be no other than his maternal parent; Squeers, however,
without alluding to this part of the stor>' (which would
have sounded immoral before boys), proceeded with the
business by calling out " Mobbs,"' whereupon another boy
rose, and Graymarsh resumed his seat.
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hP.n'I^ )? \
»tei>.mother;' said Squeer.. " took to her bed onhearing that he wouldn't eat fat, and has been very ill eversmce She wishes to know, by an early post, where he ex-P«ts to go to If he quarrels with his vittles; and with what

feelings he could turn up his nose at the cow's liver broth,
af er his ^d master had asked a blessing on it. This was

fnrK.u»"
the London newspapers-not by Mr. Squeers,

for he IS too kind and too good to set anybody against any-

^ZJa 7u^ ^^"i*'*
" discontented, which is sinful andhomd, and hopes Mr. Squeers will flog him into a happier

state of mind; with this view, she has also stopped his half-penny a week pocket-money, and given a double-bladed knife
with a corkscrew in it to the Missionaries, which she had
bought on ,jurpose for him."

" A sulky stete of feeling," said Squeers, after a terrible
pause, during which he had moistened the palm of his .ight
hand again, "won't do. Cheerfulness and contentment must
be k. pt up. Mobbs, come to me !

"

Mobbs moved slowly towards the desk, rubbing his eyesm anticipation of good cause for doing so; and he soon
afterwards retired by the side door, with as good cause asa boy need have.

*

Mr. Squeers then proceeded to open a miscellaneous col-
lection of letters; some enJosing money, which Mrs. Squeers
took care of

; and others referring to small art-Jes of
appare a^ caps and so forth, all of which the sa:... lady
stated to be too large, or too small and calculated for nobodv
but young Squeers, who would appear indeed to have hadmost accommodating limbs, since everything that came into
the school fitted him to a nicety. His head, in particular,
must have been singularly elastic, for hats and caps of all
dmiensions were alike to him.

This business despatched, a few slovenly lessons were'
performed, and Squeers retired to his fireside, leaving Nicholas
to take care o the boys in the school-room, which was very
cold, and where a meal of bread and cheese was served out
shortly after dark.
There was a small stove at that comer of the room which

was nearest to the master's de^k, and U u Nicholas sat
down, so depressed and self-degraded by the consciousness
of his position, that if death could have come upon him
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at that time he would have been almost happy to meet it
The cruelty of whic^• he had been an unwilling witness
the coarse and rufli .ily behaviour of Squeers even in his'
best moods, the filthy place, the sights and sounds about
him, all contributed to this state of feeling; but when he
recollected that, being there as an assistant, he actually
seemed—no matter what unhappy train of circumstances
Had brought him to that pass—to be the aider and abettor
of a system which filled him with honest disgust and in-
dignation, he loathed himself, and felt, for the moment,
as though the mere consciousness of his present situation
must, through all tim«j to come, prevent his raising his head
again.

But, for the present, his resolve was taken, and the re-
solution he had formed on the preceding night remained
undisturbed. He had written to his mother and sister
announcmg the safe conclusion of his journey, and savineu little about Dotheboys Hall, and saying that little as
cheerfully as he possibly could. He hoped that by remain-
ing where he was, he might do some good, even there: at
all events, others depended too much on his uncle's favour
to admit of his awakening his wrath just then.
One reflection disturbed him far more than any selfish

considerations arising out of his own position. This was
tht probable destination of his sister Kate. His uncle had
deceived him, and might he not consign her to some miserable
place where her youth and beauty would prove a far greater
curse than ugliness and decrepitude? To a caged nan
bound hand and foot, this was a terrible idea;—but io he
thought, his mother was by; there was the portrait-painter
too—simp e enough, but still living in the world, and of it'He was willing to believe that Ralph Nickleby had conceived
a personal dislike to himself. Having pretty good reason
by this time to reciprocate it, he had no great difficulty inamving at this conclusion, and tried to persuade himself that
the feeling extended no farther than between them.
As he was absorbed in these meditations, he all at once

encountered the upturned face of Smike, who was on his
knees before the stove, picking a few stray cinders from the
hearth and planting them on the fire. He had paused to
steal a look at Nicholas, and when he saw that he was
observed, shnmk back, as if expecting a blow.

o
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"Are

I am used to

"^".'i^",?®^
"°' ^^ ™«'" »»d Nicholas kindly,

you cold? '

" N-n-o."
" You are shivering."
" I am not cold,'' replied Smike quickly.

There was such an obvious fear of giving oflFence in his

TJi'Z'u'f
^*

''^f '"^t ^ *^'^' broken-spirited creature,
that Nicholas could not help exclaiming, " Poor fellow'

"
If he had struck the drudge, he would have slunk away

without a word. But, now, he burst into tears.

cracked and homy hands. " My heart will break. It will
It Will.

^^

" Hush
!
» said Nicholas, laying his hand upon his shoulder.Be a man; you are nearly one by years, God help you."

of fhlJ'^S'
'"'^ ^"^*^ " °^ ^'^'' ^^' how many

of them! How many of them smce I was a little child
younger than any that are here now! Where are they all?

"'

Whom do you speak of? » inquired Nicholas, wishing to
rouse the poor half-witted creature to reason " Tell me " '

'My friends," he replied, « myself-my-K)h ! what suffer-mgs mine have been !
"

" There is always hope," said Nicholas; he knew not what
to say.

"No" rejoined the other, "no; none for me. Do vouremember the boy that died here? "

whit o'fWm
?»'''' ^°" ^"°'^'" '^^ ^^'^°^^ ^'"'^y^ " ^""^

fil^^^'-A ""^P?^"*
*^^- r^^^^' ^^'^^"^g ^^^ose*- to his ques-

t oner s side, '' I was with him at night, and when it was all
silent he cned no more for friends he wished to come and sitwith him, but began to see faces round his bed that camefrom home; he said they smiled, and talked to him; and he
died at last lifting his head to kiss them. Do you hear? "

^^
Yes, yes," rejoined Nicholas.

"What faces will smile on me when I die!" cried his

£?nTn-'K?','^^r""^-
"^^° ^'" "^^^ to me in thoselong nights! They cannot come from home; they would

frighten me, if they did, for I don't know what it is, and
shouldn't know them. Pain and fea-. pain and fear for me,
alive or dead. No hope, no hope !

" '
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The bell rang to bed: and the boy, subsidini? at the sounHmto his usual listless state, crept awi^ as ifaSs to avo'dnotice. It was with a heavy heart that Nicholas soon afterwards-no not retired; there was no retiremer?her^

foUowed-to his dirty and crowded dormitory

CHAPTER IX
OF MISS SQUEERS, MRS. SQUEERS, MASTER SQUEERS ANDMR. SQUEERS; AND OF VARIOUS MATTERS AND PERSONSCONNECTED NO LESS WITH THE SQUEERSES THAN WITHNICHOLAS NICKLEBY

When Mr. Squeers left the school-room for the night hebetook himseU, as has been before remarked, to iis ow^Preside, which was situated-not in the room in whkSNicholas had supped on the night of his arrival, but in a«naller apartment m the rear of the premises, wheie his ladymfe lus amiable son, and accomplished daughter, were in^e full enjoyment of each other's society; Mrs SqTeersbeing engaged m the matronly pursuit of st;cking-da?ningand the young lady and gentleman being occupied in theadjustment of some youthful difference,^ by m^ans of apugilistic contest across the table, which o/the approach

oiSs '^zzi'ir''''
''''''''' ^"^° ^ --^- -^-^e

th^ Mi« f''
^^^%' '^ ™^y ^ ^ ^^" ^° ^PP"se the reader,

vear th^Tj;
^"^"''^ ^^ ^" ^'' three-and-twentieth

from tw . f
^"^

.°'J^
^^^^ °^ loveliness inseparable

snTeH t r''?^^' P'"°^ °^ "^^' ^''' Squeers may be pre-sumed to have been possessed of it, as there is no reason tosuppose that she was a solitary exception to a univer'Trule

frlT. r'
'""

i''^
her mother, bSt short like her father

!

rom he former she mherited a voice of harsh quality from

M.SS Squeers had been spending a few davs with a neic^h-

rtf ^^Tn tv ' "^^ ^^^ °"'y j"^^ retumed'to the parentalroof To this circumstance may be referred, her having

Shim'thlsrh-'^ff^' ""^•'^^- Squeers^htseff^r^made him the subject of conversation.
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^^
"Well, my dear," said Squeers, drawing up his chair.
what do you think of him by this time? "

"Think of who?" inquired Mrs. Squeers; who (as she
often remarked) was no grammarian, thank Heaven

' Of the young man—the new teacher—who else could Imean?

" T'^te him
"^"*^*^^'" ^''^ ^'^' ^""^^ impatiently.

,Vhat

Squeers.
" What's

do you hate him for, my dear?" asked

If I
that to you?" retorted Mrs. Squeers.

hate hm, that's enough, ain't it?
"

" Quite enough for him, my dear, and a great deal too
much, I dare say, if he knew it," replied Squeers in a pacific
tone. I only asked from curiosity, my dear."

« TMi^^ll'
^^^''' 1^°" "^^^^ ^ ^^°<' rejoined Mrs. Squeers,

111 tell you. Because he's a proud, haughty, consequen-
tial, tumed-up-nosed peacock"

Mrs. Squeers, when excited, was accustomed to use strong
language, and, moreover, to make use of a plurality iS
epithets, some of which were of a figurative kind, as the word
peacock, and furthermore the allusion to Nicholas's nose,
which was not mtended to be taken in its literal sense, but
rather to bear a latitude of construction according to the
fancy of the hearers.

Neither were they meant to bear reference to each other
so much as to the object on whom they were bestowed, as
will be seen in the present case; a peacock with a tumed-up
nose being a novelty .•. ornithology, and a thing not com-
monly seen.

"Hem!" said Squeers, as if in mild deprecation of this
outbreak. He is cheap, my dear; the young man is very
CIiccip*

'' Not a bit of it," retorted Mrs. Squeers.
'' Five pound a year," said Squeers.
"What of that; it's dear if you don't want him, isn't it?

"
replied his wife.

" But we do want him," urged Squeers.
" I don't see that you want him any more than the dead,"

said Mrs. Squeers. " Don't tell me. You can put on the
cards and in the advertisements, ' Education by Mr. Wack-
ford Squeers and able assistants,' without having any
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Mrs. Squecrs's Opinion of Nicholas loi
assistants, can't you? Isn't it done every day by aU the
masters about? I've no patience with you."

""r!"»i ^°o'" ^^'^ Squeers, sternly. "Now I'll tell
you what, Mrs. Squeers. In this matter of having a teacher
III take my own way, if you please. A slave-driver in theWest Indies is allowed a man under him to see that his blacks
don t run away, or get up a rebellion; and I'U have a man
't^^t^w^^^ ^° '^f ,^»"™« r'*''

""*' ^'^<=^^5' t'» s"ch time as
httle Wackford is able to take charge of the school."

fath.^» ct^^w ?r:f^'^^
'''^'^^ ^'^^^ I K^°^ up a man,

KiLt r^
VVackford junior suspending, in the excess of

his delight, a VICIOUS kick which he was administering to his

" You are, my son," replied Mr. Squeers, in a sentimental

•JfS\^^ ?-^!,'^°"'* ^. ^""^ '* ^° ^^^ *^ys! " exclaimed the

I^v't '^
i,"^' ^^P'PS ^'' ^^^^"'^ ^^e- " Oh, father,won 1 1 r.iake 'em squeak again !

"

It was a proud moment in Mr. Squeers's life, when he
witnessed that burst of enthusiasm in his young child'smmd, and saw in it a foreshadowing of his future eminence.He pressed a penny into his hand, and gave vent to his feel-
ngs (as did his exemplary wife also) in a shout of approving
laughter. The mfantine appeal to their common sympathie!
at once restored cheerfulness to the conversation, and har-mony to the company.

hi.!! ^^'^-^iS^'%
stuck-up monkey, that's what I consider

him, said Mrs. Squeers, reverting to Nicholas.

.
Supposing he is," said Squeers, " he is as well s^. ck up

hlXn't'^Hker'^"'
^ ^''^^^^'^ ^'^^^^ 'sn't he?-^specially as

thlt^fC
°t^^.^[Ted Mrs Squeers, "there's something in

J«nLf ^PP'.}^.}^J''fShis pride down, and it shall be no
fault of mine if it don t.

'

Now, a proud usher in a Yorkshire school was such a very

^!^tT .'""f^u
-^"^ "^accountable thing to hear of,-anyusher at all being a novelty; but a proud one, a be nr. ofwhose existence the wildest imagination could never ha^e

witr'hT'^.-'
"^''^ ^''''''' "^° ^^'^°"^ troubled he Ltf

tT^KnnlT,;^ ""^"'".^ '"^""""^ ^'^^ "^"^h <^""Osity who
" M- ufI'^y "^^'i

^^^^ 8*^^ ^''"^^If such airs. ^
iNickleby, said Squeers, spelling the name according to
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jour mother always calls things and people by their wrong

''No matter for that," said Mrs. Squeers, "I see themwith nght eyes, and that's quite enough for me. iTatched

S^l^ty^'^r'J ^*y'"uS °^ ^ ^^"^^ B°Jd^^> tWs afternoon

Sr^S ^ vk'^u^ ^""^''' *" *^« ^*^"«> and> one time

a^h at^vo"^
^/ had more than got it in his mind to ma"ea rush at you. / saw him, though he thought I didn't."

Never mmd that, father," said Miss Squeers, as thehead of the family was about to reply. « Who^s tSm^n? ''

that h.'^'.r"'" ^^^' ^^ «°* '°"™^ "°"^^nse '" his head

S£^^'tLtsTqut?s.^"
^^^'^"^ ^^' '^' *« «'^-

'' The son of a gentleman !
"

" Yes; but I don't believe a word of it. If he's a centlemaa^ son at all, he's a fondling, that's my opiln.'

^

Mrs. Squeers intended to say " foundling," but, as shefrequently remarked when she made any such mistake it

axiom of philosophy, indeed, she was in the constant habit

IP^fe^e.'"^^
^'^" "^'^ ^^"'^^ -^- -- ^-

"He's nothing of the kind,' said Squeers, in answer to

years before he was bom, and she is alive now. If he was
It would be no business of ours, for we make a veiy goSfriend by having him here; and if he likes to learn the bovsanything besides minding them, I have no objection I am

SqueU%ermenV'''' '" "" '"" '""'" "'' """•

tnn
^^y°" ^j'i^ehim, my dear," returned Squeers, "

I don't

^Zf^'^ ^^° '^" '^°^ ^''^^^ ^"«'- than you, and of
course there's no occasion, with him, to take the trouble to

;;
I don't intend to I assure you," interposed Mrs. S.

nri^J^ti.'/?^'' "^'^ I'^T'''
" »"d '' ^^ has a touch ofpnde about him, as I think he has, I don't believe there'sa woman in all England that can bring anybody's spiritdown as quick as you can, my love." ^ ^

Mrs. Squeers chuckled vastly on the receipt of these flatter-
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ing compliments, and said, she hoped she had tamed a hiirhspmt or two, m her day. It is but due to herXracter tosay that m conjunction with her estimable husband she h^broken many and many a one.

'

Miss Fanny Squeers carefully treasured up this, and mucli

rihrn^hf^h '"
K^'

^""^ ^"^J'^^^' Sntil'^he rcTreStor the night, when she questioned the hungrv servant

oTNicti;^PS"lU'h
°"'""' ?P^^^^"'^^ an!ln?erj;

01 iNicholas, to which queries the gir returned such en-husjastic replies, coupled with so miny laudatory remarkstouching his beautiful dark eyes, and his sweetsS a^hisstraight legs-upon which last-named artides she la?d oaJ^

«-th^t m'T^ "" '' ''^' '' i^otHe^Xi^;:,crooked—that Miss Squeers was not long in arriving at theconclusion that the new usher must be a veif^markaWeperson, or, as she herself sigruficantly phrased it/'TmeS
quite out of the common." And so Miss SqueerT madf

ttsTh^X t:"^ "^^ ^ ^^--^ ^--^^

op^fif^^r^tfei--^^^
a nen ;,f<?

jent accidentally into the schoorroom to ge

over thTh "^^ u^Z^'t'T^ "°^ ^y b"* Nicholas pres^fng

n.1'1}!^^
^°"'" P^^^O"/' ^^^^^'^^ ^'^s Squeers; " I thoughtmy father was-pr might be-dear me, how ver^ awkwar?. ''

Mr. Squeers is out," said Nicholas, by no means overcomeb>- the apparition, unexpected though it was
^^^'^^^"^e

with^SltsLTJ^n'^ "- ^^'^^^ ''' " ^^^^'^ ^'- S^--'
"He said about an hour," replied Nicholas-politelv of

^^L-:X:i:^^- ^^ ^^^-^ -^icLn«

youiTdv ^".!^H?^.''^'"g
i^^PP^n «o cross," exclaimed the

wouldn't Inn
^^""^

^^r^'^' "^>' f^^her was here, I\^ouldn t upon any account have—it is very nrovokinamust look so veo^ strange," murmured Mils Squ^ec^stehTmg once more, and glancing, from the pen in he hand to^Nicholas at his desk, and back ag.in
'

If that IS all you want," said Nicholas, pointing to the
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pen, and smiling, in spite of himself, at the affected em-
barrassment of the schoolmaster's daughter, "perhaps I
can supply his place."

o
»

k ^

Miss Squeers glanced at the door, as if dubious of the
propriety of advancing any nearer to an utter stranger; then
round the school-room, as though in some measure reassured
by the presence of forty boys; and finally sidled up to
Nicholas and delivered the pen into his hand, with a most
winning mixture of reserve and condescension.

"Shall it be a hard or a soft nib? " inquired Nicholas,
smiling to prevent himself from laughing outright

"
Sf *?^ a beautiful smile," thought Miss Squeers.

^^
Which did you say? " asked Nicholas.

"Dear me, I was thinking of something else for the
moment, I declare," replied Miss Squeers-" Oh! as soft as
possible. If you please." With which words. Miss Squeers
sighed. It might be, to give Nicholas to understand that
her heart was soft, and that the pen was wanted to
match.

Upon these instructions Nicholas made the pen; when he
gave It to Miss Squeers, Miss Squeers dropped it; and when
he stooped to pick it up, Miss Squeers stooped also, and they
knocked their heads together; whereat five-and-twentv little
boys laughed aloud: being positively for the first and onlv
time that half year.

"Very awkward of me," said Nicholas, opening the door
for the young lady's retreat.

" Not at all sir,'' replied Mi^ Squeers; "
it was my fault.

It was all my foolish—a—a—good morning I

"

T r
^"""^

n^l'" '^4 Nicholas. " The next I make for you,
I hope will be made less clumsily. Take care! You are
bitmg the nib off now."

"Really," said Miss Squeers; "so embarrassing that

troubir''^
^~^^'^ '°"^ ^° ^'^^ y°" '° "^"^^

"Not the least trouble in the world," replied Nicholas,
closing the school-room door.

'

"I never saw such legs in the whole course of my life'

"

said Miss Squeers, as she walked away.
In fact. Miss Squeers was in love with Nicholas NickJeby
ro account for the rapidity with which this young ladyhad conceived a passion for Nicliolas, it may be necessary to
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state, that the friend from whom she had so recently returned

he^runto\t"'i;'" f ^"'y
't'''^'

^'»^° hadLnt?a™ ed

thTnIo" ?^ ^ T °' * ""^" corn-factor, resident inthe nearest market town. Miss Squeers and the miller'sdaughter, being fast friends, had covenanted togethe^sometwo years before, according to a custom pn vJent aiToneyoung lad.es, that whoever was first engaged to limS
^Hhl'ofhTr'tr'^

^^"''^ ^'^ -ghty'se'creVto thrb^ot'
of the other, before communicating it to any living soul andbespeak her as bridesmaid without loss of time,K

S

of which pledge the miller's daughter, when her engagementwas formed, came out express, at eleven o'clock at^S asthe com-facio. s son made an offer of his hand and hear attwenty-five minutes past ten by the Dutch clock in the
kitchen, and rushed into Miss Squeers's bed-room with thegratifying intelhgence. Now, Miss Squeers being five yearsolder, and out of her teens (which is also a great matter) hadsince been more than commonly anxious to retum thecompliment, and possess her friend with a simikr ™cretbut either m consequence of finding it hard to please her 'elf'or harder still to please anybodv%lse, had never had an

disclose. The little interview with Nicholas had no soonerpassed, as above described, however, than Mi s SquTrs

of dive?. Z '"'""^
'.

^°"'"' ^"^' "P°" ^ ^"'^"^n renewal

nit e^pM
"''''"''

f^^'^^'^^y'
'•e^^aled how that she was-not exactly engaged, but going to be-to a gentleman's son-{none of your corn-factors, but a gentleman's son of h ^hdescent>-who had come down as 'teacher to Dothebov4

indeed 1"S-' T'''"°"'
^"^ remarkable circumstanc'e-indeed, as Miss Squeers more than once hinted she had

?L^ms"to"seek h'"'"/
"'."^^'' '^ ^^^ '^^^ of her manycliarms, to seek her out, and woo and win her

isn t It an extraordinary thing? " said Miss Saueersemphasising the adjective strongly
^queers,

he'saS'tVyouT'''"''"' '

"P"^' ^''^ ^"^"^- " «"^ ^^^^ ^-

Sque^rT'''^If v^? K^' ^^f
'^^' "^-^ ^^^^>" ^^i°'n«d Miss

n^ver wU J ^ " ^'^- °"
r

'""" ^'' ^°°^^ and smiles! Inever was so overcome m all my life
"

" Did he look in this way? " inquired the miller's daughter.



io6 Nicholas Nickleby
counterfeiting, as nearly as she could, a favourite leer of the
corn-factor.

« Ih7»''ilftK*7^"^J "T 8?*«*^'" "^PW'd Mi^s Squeers.

on it

"

' * "'^*"' something, depend

Miss Squeers having sUght misgivings on the subject, wa.^by no means ill pleased to be confirmed by a cr-
authority; and, discovering, on further conversa andrompancon of notes, a great many points of resemblance
between the behaviour of Nicholas and that of the corn-
factor, grew so exceedingly confidential, that she intrusted

.!L
^"""^^^'^^ a ^ast number of things Nicholas had notsaid which were all so very complimentary as to be quite

conclusive Then, she dilated on the fearful hardshk, o?having a father and mother strenuously opposed to hermtended husband; on which unhappy ^circumstance shedwelt at great length; for the friend's father and mother

Zrt£' ^^''^^'' "^ ^'' ^'''"^ "^^'^^d' ^d the wholecourtship was m consequence as flat and common-place an
affair as it was possible to imagine.

"
How I should like to see him! " exclaimed the friend
So you shall, 'Tilda," replied Miss Squeers. "

I shouldconsider myself one of the most ungrateful creatures alive SI denied you. I think mother's g4g away for two days'tofetch some boys; and when she does, I'll ask you and Tohnup to tea, and have him to meet you " •'

the^?rL7s'p:^^S""^"^
•'"' ^' '^^^"^ ^"">' ^^^--^ -^''

to fet^Jtllr^'^^^L^"- ^VT''' J°"'""^y' *° ^0'"e distance,

for tiAl^ "T ^^''.f"^
^"" *^" '^^^*'°"« of two old onesfor the balance of a small account, was fixed, that very after-noon, for the next day but one; and on the next7ay butone, Mrs Squeers got up outside the coach, as it stopped tochange at Greta Bridge, taking with her a small bundk con^taming something m a bottle and some sandwiches and

canning besides a large white top coat to wear in the Aighttime; with which baggage she went her way.
Whenever such opportunities as these occurred, it wasSqueers's custom to drive over to the market town evl^evening, on pretence of urgent business, and stop till ten oreleven o'clock at a tavern he much aflFected. As the partywas not m his way, therefore, but rather afforded aS
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of compromise with Hiss Squeers, he readily Yielded hi< (..11

J»«t hereunto, and williSgly immuffl"S NfcLSS

To be sure Miss Squeers was in a desperate flutter as thet«ne approached, and to be sure she waTdressed ou to the^st advantage: with her hair-it had more than a tince ofred and she wore it in a crop-curled in five distinct r?wsup to the veo; top of her hSJand arranged dextor^ullvover the doubtful eye; to say nothing of the blueSXhfloated down her back, or the worked apron, 0^1^^
under'th" oJSef"" ^'""A^^^

"°™ over'^one'shouSer an!
^ h! «rco ^ °' ^"^ °' *^^ numerous devices which wereto be as so many arrows to the heart of Nicholas She tmHscarcely completed these arrangements to her enTi're SSsfttion, when the friend arrived with a white; brown Srce?^flat and three - cornered - containing sundry smalF adonT

Ztl"t? "
•

"* '" ^ F"'
°" "P^'^'^^' ^d whichthe friendput on, taking incessantly. When Miss Squeers had " done "

he friend's hair, the friend " did " mL Squeers's hairthrowing m some striking improvements in the w^; of rin^^lets down the neck; and then, when they were both touched

Zt^ '^\u''\"'
'^}^'^^^on, they went downst^sTfullstate with the long goves on, all ready for compr/

^^
Where's John, 'Tilda? " said Miss Squeers. ^

" H.w li £T T^ u°
^'^^" himself," replied the friendHe will be here by the time the tea's drawn."

- iu? !° P^^Pi^te," observed Miss Squeers.
Ah! I know what it is," replied the friend.
1 have not been used to it, you know, 'Tilda." said MissSqueers applying her hand to the left side of he^ siTYou 11 soon get the better of it, dear," rejoined the friendX t'a^hWr r'.'"^

''"^ ^^^ hungry Uantbro^^^^^^^^

"
There he is

!
" cried Miss Squeers. " Oh 'Tilda ' "

"?n"r^^-"'^•T."1^•
"«^"^-' Say, come in?'-

NichokT '
^"^^ Miss Squeers faintly. And in walked

sciou^"^? Z'T^'" T^ ?^*' y°""g gentleman, aU uncon-sckmW his conquest. "I understood from Mr. Squeers
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were waiZ'fo?n
n'"^"*^

r™'"* *° N'^»»°l^ ^h^ther they

fnl^
^"''''

"Tu "^ ^*''' ^*' ^"^ Squeers's friend was of a olav-

to rallv 'th^io*''^'"^ ^I'^'Y' ^'S^' ^^« ^^^J' it into her&
- « ^. •?• 1°''^" *^" their lowness of spirits.

" rinn'f '^ ^^^^'^l.^X n^X being here," said the young ladvdon t mind me a bit, for I'm quite as bad Vn.. V? ^'
^°

;V4^,f rr -ouW if you wereTne"
'"'• """^ ""^ ^^

of curls "I fm «^''' f?"?''' "''^"""g "P to the top row01 curls, I am ashamed of you: " and here thp twn f«««!JI

bare notion of his being in love with Miss Squee^ and oartlv

We blush to tell it; tat his youthful spirits and vivacitygettmg for a time, the better of his s^ thought^K«.o„er formed th.s resolution than he saluted S%ueen
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A^^^f^^l^^^ P** pllantry, and drawing a chair to

S nJSl^rf'
^8»n to make himself more at home than in

•II probabihty an usher has ever done in his employer's houseimce ushers were first invented
^

on^l ^^'!Ti^- ?,'k"" 1f"8*^^
*»' *" '^^''^^ behaviour

2th kP^k
•
'
^'-

^If
kleby when the expected swain arrived,

inth his hair very damp from recent washing, and a clean
ihirt, whereof the cellar might have belonged to someS
ancestor, forming together with a white waistcoat of similar
dimensions, the chief ornament of his person

Well, John," said Miss Matilda Price (whicf. by-the-bvewas the name of the miller's daughter)
"X "»« oye,

not c^^n^k"*'"^
^°^" ""'^ * ^"" *^** *''"" ^* "^^ *=«"«

J2 ^! r"' P^IPx/' '"!*^rPos«<l Miss Squeers, hastening
to do the honours, " Mr N,ckleby-Mr. John Browdie." ^

I. .1-^ '^"'. '*'*^ J°^"' ^'^° ^as something over six

Uo" tht So'; i?"
^' ^^ '"^- ^^°- ^^« '- P-PO^

fea;rirvag^^orh?brtkdt;bff
^^^^°^-' -'^^"^

nnl';«^™T*'^
"^^ 5°^ ^ gentleman of great conversational

powers so he grinned twice more, and having now bestowed
his customaiy mark of recognition on every person in corn-

Food^*
^ nothing in particular, and helped himself to

his mduthTur
'"'* ' *"'' ''^' " ^' ^- ^^°-^'^' -^h

Miss Squeers nodded assent.
Mr. Browdie gave a grin of special width, as if he thou-ht

^Tk I ^^^^o'^^thmg to laugh at, and went to work°at
the bread and butter with mcreased vigour. It was auite

betweeVthem*'°^'^
'""^ '^ "^^ Nicholas emptied the plate

" Ye wean't get bread and butther ev'ery nei~ht I exnet tmun," said Mr. Browdie, after he had sat staring ai NicE
a long time over the empty plate.

^ iMcnoiai,

Nicholas bit his lip, and coloured, but affected not to hearthe remark.
" Ecod," said Mr. Browdie, laughing boisterously, " thevdean t put too much intiv'em. Ye'U be nowt but skeen andboans if you stop here long eneaf. Hoi ho! hoi "
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..
Vou are facetiout, sir," nid NichoUu, icornfuUy.

of the last teacher's leanness seemed to afford Mr Browdiethe most exquisite delight, for he laughed untU he found kneopsswy to apply b- ^t-cuffs to hi? eyes.
"" "^^ '°""^ '^

enoueh Mr B 7 . f""' l?''
P«^«Ptions are quite keenenough, Mr. B^.- u,e, to enable you to understand that vour

but If they are, have the goodness to "
P«»>on»

stonnlrw^^ "^""^"^ '^°'?' J°**">" »»'"«k^d Miss Price,stoppmg her e imirer's mouth as he was about to interruot
^onfy^^half a word, I'll never foi^ive you, or s^Ty?J

" Weel, my lass, I dean't care aboot 'un," said the com-

horror; the effect of the double intercession was timt Se

X-^tf"aSat ^'Tk'
'?-^^— *»»e table with much

fh^rlf' c ""^^ "^^^ *^* imposmg nature of the ceremonial

f/,Il!'' .^"^V^*"
^«^ overcome aSd shed tears

'

" V *t- ' *'lfp.7\*"f'''
^^""y ? " ««'d Miss Price.

^^
Nothing, "filda," replied Miss Squeers, sobbing.

there^Mn SSb^T""^'
'^"«^^'" "^' ^''^^ ^^^^ " --

;;
None at all," replied Nicholas. " Absurd."

to he^tnnl m'i

^^^'^P^'"-^^ Miss Price, " say something kmdto her, and she 11 soon come round. Here ! Shall Tohn andI go into the little kitchen, and come back presently
?'"

Not on any account," rejoined Nicholas, quite alarmed
' wKaS M-

7."^^'^^-^'^ ^f^ouW you do thatfoT? "

withal A^
''
f
"^'' beckoning him aside, and speaking

Tompa^r'
^^ontempt-" you are a one to kee?

''What do you mean? " said Nicholas; " I am not a oneto keep company at aU-here at all events. I can't mak^

always fickle, and always were, and always wiU be: that Ican make out, very easily."
' '
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"Fickle! "cried Nicholas; "what do you suppose? You

don't mean to say that you think
"

"Oh no, I think nothing at aU," retorted Miss Price,
pettishly. " Look at her, dressed so beautiful and looking
so well—really almost handsome. I am ashamed at you."

" My dear girl, what have I got to do with her dressing
beautifully or looking well? " inquired Nicholas.

" Come, don't call me a dear girl," ^aid Miss Price—smiling
a little though, for she was pretty, and a coquette too in her
small way, and Nicholas was good-looking, and she supposed
him the property of somebody else, which were all reasons
why she should be gratified to think she had made an im-
pression on him,—" or Fanny will be saying it's my fault.

Come; we're going to have a gune at cards." Pronouncing
these last words aloud, she tripped away and rejomed the
big Yorkshireman.

This was wholly unintelligible to Nicholas, who had no
other distinct impression on his mind at the moment, than
that Miss Squeers was an ordinary-looking girl, and her
friend Miss Price a pretty one; but he had not time to
enlighten himself by reflection, for the hearth being by this
time swept up, and the candle snuffed, they sat down to
play speculation.

" There are only four of us, 'Tilda," said Miss Squeers,
looking slyly at Nicholas; "so we had better go partners,
two against two."
"What do you say, Mr. Nickleby?" inquired Miss

Price.

" With all the pleasure in life," replied Nicholas. And
so saying, quite unconscious of his heinous offence, he
amalgamated into one common heap those portions of a
Dotheboys Hall card of terms, which represented his own
counters, and those allotted to Miss Price, respectively.

" Mr. Browdie," said Miss Squeers hysterically, " shall we
make a bank against them ?

"

The Yorkshireman assented — apparently quite over-
whelmed by the new usher's impudence—^and Miss Squeers
darted a spiteful look at her friend, and giggled convulsively.
The deal fell to Nicholas, and the hand prospered.
" We intend to win everything," said he.
" 'Tilda has won something she didn't expect, I think,

haven't you, dear? " said Miss Squeers, maliciously.
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out oT^I^llljr.r'""'''"''^
W«. " Yourhair'scomi^

mJ!r,^y^i:fPC.f^^"^^^' ••y^^ better

J Thank you for remindmg her," «id Nicholas. " So she

his'^im^^ttTiJTw rr;-'" " '»-' »*
opportunity of e«m«;„^;,P *"? ^""^ '" '"' he had an

A-anf anrS"C rtotVtrhe;S^^°";S '"'?
indignaton thatthpcr„»t«f • j • j. *^^^° ^'^h such

ourif in n.ouT^4T:Zi:Zt^. '^^ -''^^'"'^°-

" I wish you had."

c«Kd M^s Pn^
"""' *°"«''' " y- "^y^ win a.

fact fl" ^Id Wfn^e" wL^r?" ''^'- "" *^ --
on I It wn..lrf ki, 1

'

""* conversation was carrvimr

wouldX'r^ity'to'ill'ten^ior''
Mm Sjueers, "that it

He! he I he!"
-"tefnipt, wouldn't it, Mr. Browdie!

aniwj'el/et ^;?°'lf'
"™ 0° " » «""* of having
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said^ss p'^^e'"
^°"' '^'^ ""^"^ " ^°"'" ^y --y'^^B,"

mlieSy."^"' '^'^^ '«"'" «^^«^ ^^ Squee«,

taIk?or»^H l^^'p*^-
««=^°th«, if you don't choose to

whv A 'i ^ *'"' ^"*'^' ™"y'"« *^«r dear friend. " TohrTwhy don't you say something? " •' '

;;
Say summat?" repeated the Yorkshireman.

ilTi^^UVh'?. ^^,;''?^ *"d glum."

out for a brokken head next time he cums under my hond "

vexation, and m part from an impotent desire to lacerat*-somebody's countenance with her fair finger-n^ls
This state of things had been brought about by diversmeans and workings. Miss Squeers had brought it a

W

by aspmng to the high state and condition of beine matri'

?ricThL'K^'^'.^' ""''^r'
S°°d grounds for so doin| mLs

action first, a desire to punish her friend for laying claim

L gScal'of'r;'''
'^"'"^ "° ^°°^ title/se?o„dTine gratincation of her own vanity, in receiving the comniiments of a smart young man : and thirdlv, a w"sh to conW

celebration of their expected nuptials: while Nichokf h«Hbrought It about, by half an hour's gaiery and thoul^^^^

SnirAt rSrr%'"'" ^° ^'^-^ the^'JpuSn "f
Zl th?« !, ? ^T ^'l"^^'"'- So the means employedand the end produced, were alike the most natura^^ b the

Th '-i/^' r,°""^
[^^'^^ ^"^ '°°»^ f^rvvard to beh'g marriedand will jostle each other in the race to the altar Td wHlavail themselves of all opportunities of display^tVd^^

ZTl'"^u V^' ^'' advantage, down to^heTry nSoftime, as they have done from its beginning.
^

Why, and here's Fanny in tears now!" exclaimed
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" What can be the
Miss Price, as if m fresh amazement
matter? "

V^?a' r;* ^°ui^
^"°^' ^'''> °f c«""e you don't knowPray don t trouble yourself to inquire," said Miss Were

;;
Well, I'm sure I

" exclaimed Miss Price.
And who cares whether you are sure or not ma'am? »

retorted Miss Squeers, making another face.
'

" rXr ?'°"'^''°"5 polite, ma'am," said Miss Price.

retort:sirc:^° ^°" *° ^^^ ^^^^^^^ - ^^« -^^-'- •'

-

" You needn't take the trouble to make yourself olainerthan you are, ma'am, however," rejoined Miss Pric" "CLthat s quite unnecessary." '
uci^use

thJI'^l^T^!"' '" '^P^y^ t""'^^ very red, and thanked Godthat she hadn't got the bold faces of sime people M?ssPrice, ,n rejoinder, congratulated herself upJn not bdn^possessed of the envious feeling of other neoV whe^upon Miss Squeers made some general rema^t^^'chiL the

ent"Sl7 oTnS'"\"'''
•'°"

f'^"^' '" "^^^^ Missl>ricS u^u L
[^^"^ observing that it was very true indeed

*^1 S.1i^^1
*^°"gl^t so for a long time.

^ ^'''''

you.''
^^'^l^^ed Miss Squeers with dignity, « I hate

m/c'c^p • ^^f-'' ".° ^"""^ '°'* between us, I assure you " saidMiss Price, tying her bonnet strings with a jerk.^" You'llcry your eyes out when I'm gone; you know you will
"

^^
I scorn your words, Minx," said Miss Squeers.
YOU pay me a great compliment when vou sav so

"
answered the miller's daughter, curtseying very bw '^V^sh

your'sl"?
'^"' "^''^ "^'^"' ^"^ P^--"^ ^-"-s-S

With this parting benediction Miss Price swept from thertjom, foHowed by the huge Yorkshireman, who^excWed
w fh wY^' ^* ^'^^^' ^^^^ peculiarly expressive sc?wlwith which the cut-and-thrust counts, in melodramatic neT-fonnances, inform each other they will meet again

^

1 hey were no sooner gone, than Miss Squeers fulfilled the

trnnr«n5 • I
^^'^' *°? ""^""^ v^"0"s dismal lamenta-tions and mcoherent words. Nicholas stood looking on for
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gropS hSXTZTr *,''°"?'" '''"'o'^' "hen he had

?f il^"f7?'k ''" ""'""^' I"" «" *a^ quiet.

:™':ne^e.^:h:n^rr^;j-^^^^^^^^^^^

CHAPTER X
HOW MR. RALPH NICKLEBY PROVIDED FOR HIS XIECE

AN J SISTER-IN-LAW

flesh-tint which <!hp ha^ ^^ i,
^[S'^'^oy^ a bright salmon

ever do.^eT«';?fwy.^'"^
""" "* *^ *-^'-' P""-'' I ha^e
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in^tU' J K 7"^ "'^' '"^J"^*- » ^e'y nice subjectindeed -though of course, something depends uoon themode of treatment." ^ ^ *^ ""*

" And not a little," observed Kate,

" in !S^' "^^ ^^^''
^°"-*r^ "^''^ ^^^^'" said Miss La Creevy.

in the main you are right there; though I don't allow that

^e "JlZV'"^.^^'
importance in the present case mThe difficulties of Art, my dear, are great "

" They must be, I have no doubt," said Kate, humouringher good-natured little friend.
'
numounng

" They are beyond anything you can form the faintp«!t
conception of," replied Miss La Creevy "Xt w?th bnSmg out eyes with all one's power, Zd keeping down nosfs

tTethl^^K
'°''''' *?^ ^^^'"g ^ ^'^^'> and toking Jway

;;
The remuneration can scarcely repay you," said Kate.

La C^ew ^Zrk ""^ ''",''^ '^^ ^^^^'" ^"^^«^«d Mi;s

reLnnrh^VK . •

^^^-^ P'°P^^ ^'^ ^° dissatisfied and un-reasonable that, nme tmies out of ten, there's no pleasure bpainting them Sometimes they say, ' Oh, how ve^ seii^S

I^, Miss La Creevy, how very smirking! ' when the vervessence of a good portrait is, that it must be either seSor smirkmg, or it's no portrait at all."
"

'' Indeed
!
" said Kate, laughing.

" Certainly, my dear; because the sitters are always eitherthe one or the other," replied Miss La Creevy. "£,ok atthe Royal Academy I AH those beautiful shiny portmks o

fn on '<? .^ M^
^'^^'* waistcoats, with their fi?ts doTbledup on round tables, or marble slabs, are serious, you knowand all the ladies who are playing' with little pCols «;httle dogs or httle children-it's the same rule in art on?Jvar>.ng the objects-are smirking. In fact/' safd iJiW l^Creevy, sinking her voice to a confidential Whisper

''
there

*mirk"C wfaf
°' ^""T P^'"^^"^' ^^^ -io- and thsmirk and we always use the serious for professional DeoDle(except actors sometimes), and the smirk for privateSsand gentlemen who don't care so much about looking clever '»
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Kate seemed highly amused by this information, and Miss

La Creevy went on painting and talking, with immovable
complacency.

"What a number of officers you seem to paint!" said
Kate, avaihng herself of a pause in the discourse, and elanc-
mg round the room.
"Number of what, child?" inquired Miss La Creevy

looking up from her work. " Character portraits, oh yes—
they're not real military men, you know."
"No!"
" Bless your heart, of course not; only clerks and t'lat,

who hire a uniform coat to be painted in and send it here m
a carpet bag. Some artists," said Miss La Creevy, " keep
a red coat, and charge seven-and-sixpence extra for hire and
carmine; but I don't do that myself, for I don't consider it
legitimate."

Drawing herself up, as though she plumed herself greatly
upon not resorting to these lures to catch sitters, Miss La
Creevy applied herself, more intently, to her task: only
raising her head occasionally, to look with unspeakable satis-
faction at some touch she had just put in: and now and then
giving Miss Nickleby to understand what particular features
she was at work upon, at the moment; " not," she expressly
observed, that you should make it up for painting, my
dear, but because it's our custom sometimes, to tell sitters
what part we are upon, in order that if there's j.ny particular
expression they want introduced they may throw it in at
the time, you know."

" And when," said Miss La Creevy, after a long silence,
to wit, an interval of full a minute and a half, " when do you
expect to see your uncle again? "

" I scarcely know; I had expected to have seen him before
now, replied Kate. " Soon I hope, for this state of uncer-
tainty IS worse than anything." .

" I suppose he has money, hasn't he? " inquired Miss La
Creevy.

" He is very rich, I have heard," rejoined Kate. " I don't
know that he is, but I believe so."

" Ah, you may depend upon it he is, or he wouldn't be so
surly, remarked Miss La Creevy, who was an odd little
mixture of shrewdness and simplicity. " When a man's a
bear, he is generally pretty independent."
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" R^,2f!^*'?i°»V?^'" ^^ Kate,

savage."
^'^** ''"*^** * cross-grained old

has had his tSW^rj h^
"'' '

"l"^.'
have heard, ir

of your doine so i R„r^^
">™a tha, i s^^yy ^

hhiself, mSI TOU iS ioT'
""«""' *" ""hout feeling it

that wouTd keen v^teT'T'.",?' "'^ ""'= ^"""-nce
farted, M,d b^ a UttV trT ."*?' ""*" J-"" "^re weU

^''^f£^^^ipi^r^ll%t'Z^;^f^ What

;;
Heyday! " cried Miss La Creevy.

mywho'STshSSL^'" '^r',"''0"'<i e-bit.„

whom you will not hear «n i„H;« ^'^ "'^ °' ^ relation

n.y deJ, sounds ^dly »o"gh?tcX.^"°" '^ '" »''

•' ind'eed^fSfsu'reSurt"''? ^"''t^^"- «-tly.
feelings and recollection nfh,,,^""''' ""*" ""at with the

no remark. ^ ^'' ^°""^ ^"'"^ ^^ distressed, made

while^Sp^fe^^hlTyrr^ ^^.^^°^^ ^-- ^«"

in my behalf as to pIm!
"^'^ /"^.".^ =^o l»"Ie out of his way,

by hi rc'ommenS^^^^^^
remain with my mother \\Lfh ' ^'^^'^}}y'^y bread and
ness again, depends i?nnn .u ^ "^^ '^^" ^""^^ ^^te happi-

but if he ;irrSo this^anH M- l°7""^%°f "^X dear brother;

well and cheerful, ^l^^b^e^ntt^d "' ^^"^ "^ '''' '' '^

As she ceased to speak, there was a nestling behind the
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screen which stood between her and the door, and some
person knocked at the wainscot,

" Come in, whoever it is !
" cried Miss La Creevy.

The person complied, and, coming forward at once, gave
to view the form and features of no less an individual than
Mr. Ralph Nickleby himself.

"Your servant, ladies," said Ralph, looking sharply at
them by turns. " You were talking so loud that I was
unable to make you hear."
When the man of business had a more than commonly

vicious snarl lurking at his heart, he had a trick of almost
concealing his eyes under their thick and protruding bro^^s
for an instant, and then displaying them in their full keen-
ness As he did so now, and tried to keep down the smile
which parted his thin compressed lips, and puckered up the
bad lines about his mouth, they both felt certain that some
part, if not the whole, of their recent conversation had been
overheard.

*' I called in, on my way upstairs, more than half expect-
ing to find you here," said Ralph, addressing his niece, and
looking contemptuously at the portrait. " Is that my niece's
portrait, ma'am ?

"

" Yes it is, Mr. Nickleby," said Miss La Creevy, with a
very sprightly air, " and between you and me and the post
sir. It vvill be a very nice portrait too, though I say it who am'
the painter."

" Don't trouble yourself to show it to me, ma'am," cried
Ralph, moving away, " I have no eye for likenesses. Is it
nearly finished ?

"

" Why, yes," replied Miss La Creevy, con<^idering with the
pencil end of her brush in her mouth. " Two sittings more
will " °

" Have them at once, ma'am," said Ralph. " She'll have
no time to idle over fooleries after to-morrow. Work, ma'am
work; we must all work. Have you let your lodgings!
ma am ?

"

^ & © j

" I have not put a bill up yet, sir."
" Put it up at once, ma'am; they won't want the rooms

after this week, or if they do, can't pay for them. Now,my dear, if you're ready, we'll lose no more time."
With an assumption of kindness which sat worse upon

him, even than his usual manner, Mr. Ralph Nickleby
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Ur'^Tu.mX'^X'i::,'^ ""i »! bowing
.tairs, where Mn. NiS^ r^v.^^^.^ J"'""'''

"^
sions of re?arH <5t«««;— *u ™ **^"" "^^Y expres-

nearer.r»,e™b.r. ^K^ie, ^1e;:;:t^V:?
---

Nick^^b^'
""' '"'"' '' ^o" ™* proceed," said Mrs.

K«e'.
™ ""^ *"'°'" "^' " ^""Id. >»«na," rejoined

hadaXw"^;fuS;^ll«h?r 1' ^'>°""' ^™
interruption," observed Mr? ^- u u ' '^, '^ '^^ *'"'»<•*

nods and frowns "^..r^";,'?"?'*''.'
"""> "^ny ™all

dear; and u'ever lz:^';::'z; ^z'"::^!^' 7desirous, as I am surp anv ^tri 1^ ^ oe—and natural!)

seen so little ofTourunerasl^eh^r'' '"^f"^"'
^^° ^^^^

protract the pleLure o" havLrh^i '
"""'' "^'"'^"^ ''^ ^'^

bound not to 4 selfish Ctl tT ^""""^ "'' '*'"' ^^ ^'"e

•rnportant nature :ft^;>cXa^^^^^^^^^^^^

withVsTar^e^yXtib& ^-^ -;ai'' said Ralph

habits in this familyCds aoDar.nH
.^^''"'' ^^ ^"^'"^^^

.r..rds before business-wfcnTdoef^^^ ^ 5"'^' ^"^1^ °^

tion--is arrived at at al7''
^ """^^^ ^^^nsidera-

" VoVr';LJJ^X^^" "^"^' ^^^- ^•^^^^•^y^ -th a sigh,

verily believe, with tLtrmeaii^oTrher^^^^^^^^^^^ ^
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„k-'//T *** '^'" ^^ ^"- Nickleby, with her handker-

what would have become of him."
What strange creatures we are 1 The slight bait so skil-

Sj^'^rW^'^^^ °" '^'^' first*inte^e~ wi
SZr?" ^^X^"^^ y'^ .^' "^^^ ^™^» deprivation

"
discomfort which presented itself in the course of the four-

-ircunistances peevish visions of her dower of one thousandpounds had arisen before Mrs. Nickleby's mind, umi . at Lt"*she had come to persuade herself that of all her Lte husband's

AnH T f\T. '^^^°"' "^^^ ^d the most to t^ pkiedAnd yet she had loved him dearly for many years and hid nogreater share of selfishmss than is the usufftot'S^morU?sSuch IS the irritability of sudden poverty. A decentZS ywouldjiave restored her thoughts to their old traiS aTonci^

fnntwf ^^ A
°' "?• "'^' "'*'*"^'" ^a'd Ralph. •' Of allfruitless errands, sending a tear to look after a day that isgone, IS the most fruitless."

^
" So it is," sobbed Mrs. Nickleby. " So it is

"
As you feel so keenly, in your own purse and personthe consequences of inattention to business, m^am/^S

necessitv nf'^t'"^ ^'^k""'"
'"^P^^^s "Pon your children thenecessity of attaching themselves to it, early in life

"

" cj«H V°"''' ^ """'^ r ^^^^'" ^^i°'^^d Mrs. Nickleby.Sad experience, you know, brother-in-law-. Kate mv

Ralph paused for a few moments, and seeing that he had

nZrT^'. ^K
'"y '"'^ ?^ '^' »"°^^^^' ^ ^e the daughterobjected to his proposition, went on to say:

^
The situation that I have made interest to procurema am IS w.th--with a milliner and dressmaker, in short."'A milliner! " cried Mrs. Nickleby.

"A milliner and dressmaker, ma'am," replied RalnhDressmakers m London, as I need not remind you, m^^'who are so well acquamted with all matters in the ordin^
routine of life, make large fortunes, keep equipages an^become persons of great wealth and fortune "
Now, the fiRt Ideas called up in Mrs. Nickleby's mind by

SrJn J"'"n ^i d'-essmaker were connected withcertam wicker baskets hned with black oilskin, which she
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placed by visions of large houses at the West *nH nl^ " T
carriages, and a banker's boSt- !Sf ^^ k u'"**'P"''*^
ceededeich other wiTsuchmpiditv ^7^^^. 7^'' '""
finished speakine than she ni35S?' u}^ ^f^ "° '^one*"

.n;e," wiS g^-S'.^At^of̂ SS.'S^„"''
-< • V^ry

carnage „hic/drove ufZ'^I^Zi ,^S'^u>r^,,^

Cavendish Squar; 1 " vTur d»,,Jhlr • J-
^"^ ''"" "^^

after the .ituV.ilX"he?*t!;!:t^di;Jr^^'' '" "^

inqu^TMrNSb/ *" "^ *» ^°" ""'^'' -y '>-?"

ra:hfr!pe"Ar'h>Se1.t''i."^l»°^ri, ' ''t-^
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These reminiscences were at length cut short bv Kate',return in her walking dress, when Ralph, who had bS„rettmg and fuming during the whole tiSie of her abse^

b?; ^hVs^et"^'
"^ ^^'^ ^'"^^ "---^^ « ^^estTdTg

«n!i ^°^'ii
^^ ^^^' ^'"8 ^^'" *"»' " walk as fast as you canand you'll get mto the step that you'U have to w^k tobusmess with every morning'." So saying, he led l^te offat a good round pace, towards Cavendish Square

'

ladv Tt.r2."'l^^AT^'^J^ y^"' ""^'«>" ^d the young

^tl'ryl'
^ ^""''^^ **" '" ^"""^ '^^ some timel

duty/"
«^ *° *^*" **'" ^'^ ^»lP»»- " I »»ope you'll do your

"'

dI"! SL?\P^'*^'„"""^" '^P"^^ Kate; « indeed I~"
" ItW^r •°k'?'

^^^'^^ ^*'P^' " ^ »»«te crying."

afferL t. ^^ '""^r
^^P^' ''°PP'"« ^^^ ^h^ " and veryaffected besides. Let me see no more of it."

*^° ^^'T

Perhaps this was not the best way to dry the tears of ayoung and sensitive female, about to make her first entry on

sirangers but it had its effect notwithstanding Katecoloured deeply, breathed quickly for a few moments and

I?Z «''' °- ""''^ " ^"^^^ ^^^-'^ detenl^rd sfep

.hlZfU
^""°"«,^«»trast to see how the timid countr^girlshrunk through the crowd that hurried up and down thestreets giving way to the press of people, and d?nginK^k,seK

H^rl'^.u '^"^^ ^^ ^^^^^ tolose'him in tWrong-
teedlvon^l^"^""!'"^^^^^^ '"^^ «f businessS
eSnibT'a ^r^ ^' passengers aside, and now and thenexcnangmg a gruff salutation with some passing acauaintance, who turned to look back upon his p?ettr?haS wfth

^.^nLT'''''^'
°^ 'I'P'^''' ^"^ ^^"^^d to wonder a?thei

bv s[d^ ti hiv.f^^ 'u^ '^u
^'^'' '^^^ ^^^« beating side

2/Z'r. T^\\^'^
^^'^ ^^^ gentle innocence of the oneand he rugged villamy of the other; to have hung un^nTeguileless thoughts of the affectionate girl, and t^fn^ed

the^eTnTn"^ ^L""^ P^°^^ ^^ calculatiorof^e oST^
deatht Ak °' ^ °"" ^^""^ °^ fi^^^e denoting thougS^fdeath or of the grave. But so it was; and stringer ftiU-
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. I

Jll?nSa.!l!" ^J *'"f ^' *''''y ^y-^^ ^^^ youn. heart

wnue tnat of the old worldly man lay rustini in iti cell

no^ne throb of hope, or fear, or love, or care, 'f^Jyi^
" Uncle " said Kate, when she judged they must be m^

;; At homel "replied Ralph] " whcre's that?

"

phaticaTy*"
""^ '^oth^r^-Uu widow," «ud Kate em-

RjlnK°".^J" "k*' ^ *^^ '"^"^ »n<J purposes, here," rejoined

wS?^^ from mo'^r n " ^^^^ yo"' ^nealJ, and hS you

mornS^g':;^!^™"* "^ -ght-occasionaUy perhap-'till

"But at night, I mean," said Kate; " I cannot leave her

"it whe";etr'sh7i/°"* f" "^'J^^^ ^^Jme; "tWW be wherever she is, you know, and may be a very hunlble

humble one I Is the girl mad? " way De a

urge^'Ka'^te''^
'^^^^ ^'""^ "^ ^^'' ^ ^^ "*>* '"*»° i' «deed,"

" I hope not," said Ralph.

;;
But my question, uncle; you have not answered it

"

" Jlfd *?*fPf.^^<^
something of the kind," said Ralph •

J^^'^Tll^^'f ""'"^ ^''^"K'y' mind-have provided

K *
""V^

^^'^1 P'^'"' ^'^^ Madame Mantkl^rname
steos Kr' '"^T ^PP^^hed by a handsome flight o1steps. There was a shop to the house, but it was let off tn an

Zfkn-^ J
"'^' ^°"''= * '»" "h ch was notified to thenobility and gentry, by the casual exhibition nearX h.^H«meiy curtamed windows, of two or thrS"ile^t^oS
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of the newest fashion, and some costly garments in the most
approved taste.

A liveried footman opened the door, and in reply toRalphs inquiry whether Madame Mantalini was at home
ushered them, through a handsome hall and up a spacious'
staircase, mto a show saloon, which comprised two spacious
drawmg-rooms, and exhibited an immense variety of superb
dresses and materiak for dresses: some arranged on stands
others laid carelessly on sofas, and others again, scattered
over the carpet, hangmg on the cheval glasses, or minglinem some other way, with the rich furniture of various descrip-
tions, which was profusely displayed.

o^*^J^^' u'lr^'tV* """^^ '""K^*" '""« **»an ^^ agreeable
to Mr Ralph Nickleby, who eyed the gaudy frippel^ about
him with very little concern, and was at length about to pull
the bell, when a gentleman suddenly popped bis head into
the room, and, seeing somebody there, as suddenly popped it

" Here. Hollo! " cried Ralph. " Who's that? "
At the sound of Ralph's voice, the head reappeared, and

the mouth, displaying a very long row of very white teeth
uttered in a mincing tone the words, " Demmit. What'
Nickleby

!
oh, demmit

!
" Having uttered these ejaculations

the gentleman advanced, and shook hands with Ralph with
great warmth. He was dressed in a gorgeous morning gown,
with a waistcoat and Turkish trousers of the same pattern, a
pink silk neckerchief, and bright green slippers, and had a
very copious watch-chain wound round his body. Moreover
he had whiskers and a mousUche, both dyed black and
gracefully curled.

" I^emmit, you don't mean to say you want me, do you,

sh^W r

^^'^ gentleman, smiting Ralph on the

"
Not yet," said Ralph, sarcastically.

"Ha! ha! demmit," cried the gentleman; when, wheeling
round to laugh with greater elegance, he encountered Kate
Kickleby, who was standing near.

I'

My niece," said Ralph.
"I remember," said the gentleman, striking his nose with

the knuckle of his forefinger as a chastening for his forgetful-
ness. Demmit, I remember what you come for. Step this
way, Nickleby; my dear, will you follow me? Ha! ha!
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They ^all follow me, Nickleby; always did, demmit.

Giving loose to the playfulness of his imagination afterthis fashion, the gentleman led the way to aSte sitSiSroom on the second floor, scarcely less elegantty^uSth«i the apartment below, where'^the preLce of a sUver

^^^^;^ci^ ^^- ^- ->-^^

delight at the achievement. " This cursed high room tikes

ri^st'r4,^Sleb^^^^
^^"^^^ ''y parlouU'm^S

round.''°'^'^'
^^ *" "'^''' '"P"'^ ^^^P^' J°°k»g bitterly

"What a demd rum fellow you are, Nicklebv " saiHAe gentleman, " the demdest, longest- heSn^ieeresttempered old coiner of gold and silver ever was-;iemmk ''

r«n T^ complimented Ralph to this eflfect, the gentlemanrang the bell, and stared at Miss Nickleby unffl w^answered when he left off to bid the man desire h^ mte^to come directly; after which, he began again a^dTft offno more until Madame Mantalilii appeLd.^ '
^

«ni ™*K ^"""^Jl"" T^ * buxom person, handsomely dressed

b thTTnrri?t°^^«' ^"* "^"^^ °W«^ than the ^ntleman

mon^S,!. T''""'
^^^"^ ?^^ ^^ wedded some six

Ten conw^^H ?'^ "^^ ^^ originally Mmitle; but it had

ladv riahTL
' ^J ^^ ^^J

transition, into MaAtalini: the^dy rightly considering that an English appellation would

^ a ^niee^^^^^^ ^^^y ^' ^ad previously subsisted

recentiv Jmi ^ A ^°' '^""^ y^*"^' *"«J which he hadrecently improved, after patient cultivation by the addition

St confin.?r
"^ "5' ^"^u""

°^ t^^ business bJing at

XTtha? i^'l^T"^- "^ the money, and occasionfuy,

aire Hi..n ^ .^' '^"''•"S *° ^'- ^aJpb Nickleby to pro-

•'mv hf^"^' -^
a percentage-for the customed bill?

sai^M^aillVrntatr
'''• ^'^^'^ '^'^ ^^'^^ "^ »-'"



Mr. Mantalin''s Winning Ways 127
" Then what a doubly demd infernal rascal that footman

must be, my soul," remonstrated Mr. Mantalini.
" My dear," said Madame, " that is entirely your fault

"

" My fault, my heart's joy? "

" Certainly," returned the ladv; " what can you expect
dearest, if you will not correct the man?"

'

" Correct the man, my soul's delight! "

"Yes; I am sure he wants speaking to, badly enough,"
said Madame, pouting.
"Then do not vex itself," said Mr. Mantalini; " he shall

be horse-whipped tiU he cries out demnebly." With this
promise Mr. Mantalini kissed Madame Mantalini, and, after
that performance, Madame Mantalini pulled Mr. Mantalini
playfully by the ear: which done, they descended to business.

Now, ma'am," said Ralph, who had looked on, at all
this, with such scorn as few men can express in looks, "

this
IS my niece."

"Just SO, Mr. Nickleby," replied Madame Mantalini,
surveymg Kate from head to foot, and back again " Can
you speak French, child? "

"Yes, ma'am," replied Kate, not daring to look up; for
she felt that the eyes of the odious man in the dressine-gown
were directed towards her.

" Like a demd native? " asked the husband.
Miss Nickleby offered no reply to this inquiry, but turned

her back upon the questioner, as if addressing herself to
make answer to what his wife might demand.

" We keep twenty young women constantly employed in
the establishment," said Madame.

" Indeed, ma'am," replied Kate, timidly.
" Yes; and some of 'em demd handsome, too," said th<'

master.

" Mantalini
!
" exclaimed his wife, in an awful voice

^' My senses' idol! " said Mantalini.
" Do you wish to break my heart? "

"Not for twenty thousand hemispheres populated with—
with—with little ballet-dancers," replied Mantalini in a
poetical strain.

" Then you will, if you persevere in that mode of speaking "

said his wife. " What can Mr. Nickleby think when he
hears you ?

" Oh I Nothing, ma'am, nothing." replied Ralph. " I know
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^-eT'^^^t^'X'^'StSC^, ^^*««, «"-rks that
add sweetness to those doS^^o^h'^r *^"*^1^ ^hat
so long-that's all; that's all " ^^ ^^'''^ P^'^^'se to last

hinges^arto^ak^^^^^^^ with its
obstinacy, and grind them to powder n^K*°

°P^" ^'th slow
emit a pleasanter sound in «,S th

'^j P"-°^e«> it would
the rough and bitter vo£^ whTch i"J'^

'^''' '"^^^^ «
Ralph. Even Mr. Mantolini fe7t Jh. -^ '^^'^ ""^red by

young women," continu d Mi:'",!?.^?'- ^^t' ""^ »' «»
and speaking to Kate. ^2^1, ''""«"''" ''"»'>»<i,
must have seen them in the MrJ^ '^" ^^ °' *«% he
from, their w,A, and n"t here^i «°'"8 «»' <" "turning

s:"accistm"^' s°^
'«• «or„?':::^rcri

«^n^?J?„^»r"°"-«"<"'orkata,,,ma-am...
For which reason she'll worfc ai' fK uRalph, putting in a word iZlt *r^

^"^'" "o%" said
the negotiation. ^' ^''^ '^^'^ <">nfession should injure

from nYn^4°it"w" h e^tS^^^iJ^T'-'• " «- ^^urs are
business, for which TaUow p^vm/i'.f'" ""'''' ^^^ f"" ol
Kate bowed her head tnU ?^ f over-time."

satisfied.
""^^^^ *° "^^"nate that she heard, and was

<^^r.lZr:t''yoT:iSr^^^ ^ntahm, '< that is,
wages would averaire Trom fil f^' ^ '^°"^^ ^^^^ your
but I can't give yTanyTertlLSfr^"/^'"'"^^ ^ ^«ek
until I see what you can do ''

"^^^'^^^tion on that point,
Kate bowed her head again.

had 4rr^^-:;tnVor/aC "'' ''^^'"^ ^^^ntalini, "you--KnagtJ.-^-?^^^.^
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"Th?J'liT'^\T'^'^U,r^''^^ R^'Ph> rising.Then I be leve that's all," said the lady. Having arrivedat this natural conclusion, she looked at the doo as 7Ihewished to be gone, but hesitated notwithstanding as thoughunw.lhng to k^ve to Mr. Mantalini the sole hoS'oTslSthem downstairs. Ralph relieved her from her perpSfby takmg his departure without delay: Madame Alan

S

making many gracious inquiries why he never c^me to 1?^them; and Mr. Mantalini anathematising the ^ufrswthgreat volubihty as he followed them down, Tn the hone o^mducmg Kate to look round,-a hope, howeier, whSfw^destmed to remam ungratified.
"There!" said Ralph when they got into the street-now you're provided for."

®^^'

Kate was about to thank him again, but he stopped her
.

I had some idea," he said, " of providing for yTr rnothi.rm a pleasant part of the country^he had a p eLLrio^^^^^^some alms-houses on the bordei^of Cornwall whTchhaSoccurred to him more than onceV-but as vou wnn t
together,,! must do something elsCTor'en ^She^ a Htt':

•' A very little," replied Kate.

R«lnh
^''»

cj""' ^° ^ ^''"S ^^y '^ »''s "sed sparingly " said

" Yo!fVnlJ°" i^T y^"' '°^^^"S^ ^'^ Saturday? " ' ^
^^
You told us to do so, uncle."

r rl^J /^^'^ •' ^" ^ M,P^y ^°"'« t^*' belongs to me which

"
Is it far from here, sir? " inquired Kate

You know your way? Straight on."
°°°'' ''^••

/CnfSt.''rJt?„S"t«^'Pi' K: -tr "•hV"'"intent on schemes of monev-Mttin,^ vJ. ""J™"?'''^'"''
back to their lodgings in the StS*- ^'"' "»"'«' «<"^
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CHAPTER xr
NEWMAN NOGGS INDUCTS MRS. AND MISS NICKLEBY INTO

THEIR NEW DWELLING IN THE CITY

Miss Nickleby's reflections, as she wended her way home-
wards, were of that desponding nature which the occurrences
of the morning had been sufficiently calculated to awaken
Her uncle s was not a manner likely to dispel any doubts or
apprehensions she niight have formed in the outset, neitherwas the glimpse she had had of Madame Mantalini's establish-
ment, by any means encouraging. It was with many gloomy
forebodings and misgivings, therefore, that she looked
forward, with a heavy heart, to the opening of her new career.

11 her mothers consolations could have restored her toa pleasanter and more enviable state of mind, there were
abundance of them to produce the effect. By the time Kate
reached home, the good lady had called to mind two authentic
cases of millmers who had been possessed of considerable
property, though Avhether they had acquired it all in business,
or had had a capital to start with, or had been lucky andmamed to advantage, she could not exactly remember.
However, as she very logically remarked, there must have
been some young person in that way of business who had

""^i !k\ u"^""^ r^^°"* ^^^^"^ anything to begin with,
and that bemg taken for granted, why should not Kate do
the samei' Miss La Creevy, who was a member of the Uttle
council ventured to insinuate some doubts relative to the
probability of Miss Nickleby's arriving at this happy con-
summation in the compass of an ordinary lifetime; but the
good lady set that question entirely at rest, by informing
them that she had a presentiment on the subject—a species
of second-sight with which she had been in the habit of
clenching every argument with the deceased Mr. Nickleby
and, in mne cases and three quarters out of every ten
determining it the wrong way.

'

" I am afraid it is an unhealthy occupation," said Miss La
Lreevy. I recollect getting three young milliners to sit to
me, when I first began to paint, and I remember that thev
were all very pale and sickly."

'

xf °xr' i*,^u^'^ 1?i ^
f^""^""*^

'"^® ^y *"y means," observed
Mrs. Nickleby; for I remember, as well as if it was onlv



Newman Noggs Calls on the Ladies 1 3

,

«'

f
«fhaps she drank," suggested Miss La Creevy.

argument goes for nothing." ^ "*
'**"*' '° ^""^

to her mind, brightly varnished andgiS a"a g itterin, ?oTThis question disposed of, Kate cSmmunicatfd l«"uncS;

almost every week of the year
encountered in

mmiature-painter had made a deeplmpresstn' '
''' ^^

You shal not shake me oflF, for all that." reolied M.«
'^T Z7^'

'"''^ ^' ™"^^ sprightliness as she^ouldAssume
on and 'if

•'^°" 77 °^i'^'
^"^ ^°™« ^"^ hear how youTeton, and if, m all London, or all the wide wnrW k • ?

*:- "-rK"''" "I'^f
*^' '^''- aVinterest inTour weS:'

Ind da™""'
™' >"* '°-'y -™an that prayffor ^^t

r„^",h,'"'' '!!• P°" ^°"''' ""> •^d » heart big enough for



'32 Nicholas Nicklcby
M agreed among themselves about th#» tim- -* i ^

We shall be ready directly " said Knf^ «« w "'^^"J^*

^^
I II get one," replied Newman.

^^
M'lt-.SNeIrj"'"'''=''°""''''"-''«''-N'eHeby.

NiekleST''
•""" '""" *« "^ »' »«" » thing," «d M«.

thinS:^ yo';°S.^-t"l^LT"jT
but didn't get one,

things. «^„bod/«'S™Sat" """" "' ' «™" "»"^

are »heir ovfn dea7ly
'"' "' ""'"' Eveo'body's thought

n,:.t^c1 NTltn!
•"' " """ P"P" '-' *- way."

tnle^^^rnedX N!?kir'''4oI"««'' ,»^ *"'' ™ry
such-how's your master? " ^^P'' '" ^ "^ "«
Newman darted a meaning glance at Katf .nH ~ r j

S^aiTKE-L^tLriS^^^^^^^
Mrs.de"l^. "' "' """ ""'" '""««' 'o ^"'" observed

"Very," said Newman. « I'll tell him so
"

that strange figure before ^ ^ ^ ^'""P^® °^
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vhere

No I " exclaimed Kate, " I should have said so any-

' You'd have said
<:«.• T. u

-Jng/' rejoined Newman. " It's the
first time I ve been out for three weeks. I've had the Rout "
Newman was very very far from having the appearance ofa gouty subject, and so Kate could not help thi?kin^; butthe .conference was cut short by Mrs. Nickleby's insisting onhaving the door shut, lest Mr Noggs should ^^ake cold,lnd

frii hi ?J"lS"f ?" '*"'^"'« ?* **^'^*»* P^> for a coach, for
fear he should bnng on another attack of his disorder. Toboth conditions, Newman was compelled to yield. Presentlv

.l^A ?T' *"'^'
^l^\ ™*"y sorrowful farewells, anda great deal of running backwards and forwards across the

E^th*/" n^' PfV ^^ ^ ^^^'^^ i» the course owhich the yellow turban came into violent contact withsundry foot passengers, it (that is to say the coach, not theturban) went away again, with the t^o ladies and theirluggage mside; and Newman, despite all Mrs. Nicklebv's
assurances that it would be his death-^n the box beside the

They went into the City, turning down by the river side-and, after a long and very slow drive, the streets beinJ^owded at that hour with vehicles of eve'ry kint'opped i?front of a large old dmgy b j.se in Thames Street: the door

tnnirK^
"^^ °^

"^^'f ""l"
'"^ bespattered with mud, that itwould have appeared to have been uninhabited for ^earsThe door of this deserted mansion Newman opened witha key which he took out of his hat-in which, by-the-bve

in consequence o the dilapidated state of his p4keL hedeposited everything, and would most likely have carried hismoney ,f he had had any-and the coach Ling discTargedhe led the way mto the interior of the mansion ^ '

Old, and gloomy, and black, in truth it was, and sullen anddark were the rooms, once so bustling with life and enterpnse. There was a wharf behind, opfning on the Thame
"

An empty dog-kennel, some bones of animals, fragmentToiron hoops, and staves of old casks, lay strewn abou^ but no

This house depresses and chills one," said Kate "andseems as if some blight had fallen on i . If I were su^rstitious, I should be almost inclined to believe that Xedreadful crmie had been perpetrated within th4 old wX
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How frown-

don't talk in

and that the place had never prospered sinceing and how dark it looks ! " ^
"Lord, my dear." replied Mrs. Nicklebv "

that way, or you'U frighten me to deSh »
'

^.Jt ,s only my foofirii fancy, mama," said Kate, forcing a

S Miss
?^^^--you are sotreless-w^ m gSt^rve

dt'or^a^^sa'nT^Sn^rj; ^^Z^:':^^^'-^^

Kinu oi attempt had been made to render habitahl*. Tn

oJ'cS^rCrr* '«*'^' -" '"--'^ -"Set

ftouVhtf^'^X'
*° " ''»'™ "PO". f it hadn't b^n for his

"Very kind, indeed," replied Kate, lookine round

old u™Ze ^' "' "°; ^^ "*' ••^ had'hun^- np theOld turmtuie they saw, from attic and cellar- or th.t h.

S^n^srel^o^fiia^^TT" f """ ^«^*«"
the notion of Ralph Nickleby havinR df^d ft S^^ j "'

SS^JtutTf^""^'''. *»' h-oKoe' retTn t"m'
^I^M^ XT- .^ ?" ^^^"^ '" succession: at which perform^

*d no't^rJLTu^r°^
'"^""^^ ^°""^^^^^ -*^ ^^'^-^
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"u\^ *^*i?-" ^?" "° '?"«*'•' ^ '^^^nk'" »a'd Kate.

" VntK^ If^"« ^ T ^^ " "^«» Newman.
,^
^othIng, thank you," rejoined Miss Nickleby.

. UK M P'^^V^ '^^'' Mr. Noggs would like to drink our

" I think, mama," laid Kate, hesiuting, and remarkiM>fa,r^nyv.rt«i face, " jou would hurt Ks feelil^ Jy^
Xewnan Noggs, bowing to the young lady more like «gentleman than the miserable wretch he seemed pacedhfahand upon his breast, and, pausing for a moment w?A U,e

1 UttlfwStut^f "^
^''•J'"''

•*« "" ^""^-a uuie While, but she was ashamed to own her fears andNewman Noggs was on his road homewards.
'

CHAPTER Xri
WHEREBY THE READER WILL BE ENABLED TO TRACE THEFURTHER COURSE OF MISS FANNY SQUEERS's lOve

OT^ER^^SE^^^^^^^^ ^-^-^ - -- -OOTH^ 0^«

It was a fortunate circumstance for Miss Fanny Soueers thatwhen her worthy papa returned home on ?fe nSft of Jhe

Tn. ' rr'^'' ^u
^^ ^^^^ '^^ i^i^iated teni «

too fargone to observe the numerous tokens of extreme v^JtiJtspmt which were plainly visible in herluntenTnce B^^^^however, of a rather violent and quarrelsome mood in ^?c

ner, either on this or some imaginary tonic if the vn.m„ ilj

LS t ^I "P',°" P"^°^^' t° bear th?fiiit bZt of thegood gentleman's anger; which, having ventedTsel? ;„ !
variety of kicks and cuflFs, subsided suffidenTto^dmiTof
his be,ng persuaded to go to bed. Which hTdiS mT^boots on, and an umbrella under his arm.

^
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little offices of her toikt ;„^ ^a •*• *^"' P*"^**™ '»>« o^"
•he could get ud for th! « *^"''""^f " much flattery a.

quite laiv ^L^h/l!i « Purpose; for Miss Squeers was

distinction, of nS aSd staSn wkT ^'^'^^ ^' ^'^'^^H^
being one.

*^'*°° ''*"** prevented her from

Crt of Miss Squwra HRv^n?» k S
°' ^^''^^P^r on the

d occurred b^th^^unl of^h..^'- '^'"fP'^^" *>' '^^^t

mode of making hcSl^^hu *"!?«' ^^'^ *=^*"««^^ her

indirect tack
agreeable, and proceeded on the

"We,,, I -uldn^ help say^^^^^ ,, ^^^ ^^ ^^ ^^^ ^^forit,"saidthe»v.«.u«u, miugar u Miss Price this night."

the girl, delight^^J?J?,K."'' '" "^ «>' '"'«'" continued

"Mki Price beS ffri^H „, ""PI""""/'" "as making,

that-oh-*en rt '^r f" , "
""*'

' "»"""• to get noticed
" Wh., 7 ' P'°P'?, ""'y «" themselves t

" '

aiT'ota'te^Sctn'"
'"''" "»*"«' "« ^queers, ,.th .„

" And alwaw lavl?. h. u ''"" "' """P^sionately.

pursed iT'^ «^«e ^Oh "'d^,'? n',.'"
"^ «.""''«<•"

delicate."
"'"' ''«"' "» Positive in-

" ' ""' '*"" >">" «» "^ i» that way, Phib," said Mis,
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&ny '^Sfl"fir^,"^.'°"f~P'^' '^^ ^ »»»• don't
"? w!?/k . ' »'» their fault, and not hers."

" Ph^ "wM us^
kncvv mi„," said Phcebe, for which name

wrong she was, and would but set herself r^ht by VouwZa mce young woman she might be in time! " ^ ^ '
*

Fhib, rejomed Miss Squeers, with a stately air "
it',not proper for me to hear these comparisons drnwil theymake Ti da look a coarse improper ^rt of person and itseems unfriendly in me to listen to them I^^uld rather

Z'^^^'^rti^^l^!!!^'''''''
'^^' P-"«- by som'ebody-

Well, me, Phib, if you will have it so," said Miss Saueer.

J -ust say, that if she would, she woild be%U the'S

th^gH m'st^o'ust
"""''' " ' '" ""^' "•^^^'~'" -^

;;
What do you mean? " demanded Miss Squeers.Never mind, miss," replied the girl- "7 know wK»*

I know; that's all."
' ^ '^"*'

vn!,?*^'^''!'
-"^ *'"* ^'J''®^" dramatical! « I insist uoonyour^ explaining yourself. What is thi. dark riyste^?

«iri ^Mr' ^n^^n ^Z' '''?'?' '''' '^^''" ^^'d the servantgin. Mr. John Browdie thinks as you think- anH ,7 hi
wasn't too far gone to do it creditablerhe'd ^vei^ id tobe off w,th Miss Price, and on with Mi;s SqueVrs^''^

^ ^

Gracious Heavens!" exclaimed Miss Squeers clasmn*.her hands with great dignity. " What is this?
"' ^'"^

p^.
Truth, ma am, and nothing but truth," replied the artful

" What a situation! " cried Miss Squeers- "on the hrint

tT'jSXl'r^'T' '''' P^-' and'happTnes's'of my

for my ike? " "
'
^ '^''''' '^'''' *=^°'"" ^"'^^^^^s

reWrnSin'''''' ?n 'm'^''^-
''' '"'^^'" ^^P''^^ '»^« ^'>'' " the

very plain^)
'' ^''"''" """' '^' '^°"' ^' '^^^
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" V f' i? "* ^^ ®J " «*>"'" ''^rted Miss Squecn.
Never I Do you hear? Tilda Price has faults- many

trT7^^''t n^ uf ":: '' *?** *^^« *" ^ ^"^ »»«^ '^•arrled;
for I think It hjghJy des.- able— most desirable from the
very nature of her failin-s-that she should be married aswon as possible. No, 'v!.. Let her have Mr. Browdie
1 may pity htm, poor feliow; but I have a great regard for
rilda, and on y hope she may make a better wife than I
think she will.

^ith this effusion o. Jecli ,r. Miss Squeers went to

Spite is a Uttle word, it -' r.^)resents as strange a jumble
of feelings, and compo. . i of d scords, as any polysyllablf
in the language. Miss -.qn.-::: knew -a well in her heart
of hearts, that what th^ r m- -, ... sr- "- .-,» had said was
sheer, coarse, lymg flattf .3 , ^, o-r' ( ^.,. herself; yet the
mere opportunity of v, ,. >g . ,

,. iU-nature against the
offending Miss Pnce, an « aUc .:, to compassionate her
weaknesses and foibles, though o . in the presence of a
soUtary dependant, was aimost as great a relief to her spleen
as If the whole had been gospel truth. Nay, more We
have such extraordinan powers of persuasion when they
are exerted over ourselves, that Miss Squeers felt quite hijrh-
minded and great after her noble renunciation of Tohn
Browdies hand and looked down upon her rival with a
kind of holy cahnness and tranquillity, that had a miehtv
efiFect in soothing her ruffled feelings.

This happy state of mind had some influence in brineine
about a reconciliation; for, when a knock came at the from
door next day and the miller's daughter was announced.
Miss Squeers betook herself to the parlour in a Christian
frame of spint, perfectly beautiful to behold.

" Well, Fanny," said the miller's daughter, " you see I have
come to see you, although we had some words la-^t night

"

«u ^ ?u^
y®""" ^^'^. P^sions, 'Tilda," repUed Miss Squeers-

but I bear no malice. I am above it."
'

" Don't be cross, Fanny," said Miss Price. " I have come
to tell you something that I know will please you "

" mat may that be, 'Tilda.? " demanded Miss Squeers
screwing up her lips, and looking as if nothing in earth air
fire,^ or water, could afford her the slightest gleam of satis-
faction.
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to

nil

:ing

This/' rejoined Miss Price. " Alter we left here last
light, John and I had a dreadful quarrel."

.
•• That doesn't please me," said Miss Squeers—relaxi

into a smile though.

j.r,H*'.' } wouldn't think so bad of you as to suppose it
did, rejoined her companion. " That's not it."

"Go^o^n'"
'^^ **'** Squeers, relapsing into melancholy.

" After a great deal of wrangUng, and saying we would
nev'er see each other any more," continued Miss Price " wemade it up, and this morning John went and wrote our namesdown to be put up, for the first time, next Sunday, so we
shall be married m three weeks, and I give you notice to get
your frock made." *

There was mir^led gall and honey in this intelligence.
The prospect of the friend's being married so soon was the
gall, and the certainty of her not entertaining serious designs
upon Nicholas was the honey. Upon the whole, the sweet
greatly preponderated over the bitter, so Miss Squeers said she
would get the frock made, and that she i.oped 'Tilda mieht
be happy, though at the same time she didn't know and
would not have iier build too much upon it, for men were
strange creatures, and a great many married women were
veiy miserable, and w ished themselves single again with all
their hearts; to which condolences Miss Squeers added others
equally calculated to raise her friend's spirits and oromote
her cheerfulness of mind.

" But comf now, Fanny," said Miss Price, " I want tohave a word or two with you about young Mr. Nickleby "
He is nothing to me," interrupted Miss Squeers. with

hysterical symptoms. " I despise him too much '
"

^^
Oh, you don't mean that, I am sure? " replied her friend.

Confess, Fanny; don't you like him now? "

Without returning any direct reply, Miss Squeers, all at
once, fell mto a paroxysm of spiteful tears, and exclaimed
that she was a wretched, neglected, miserable castawa

I hate everybody," said Miss Squeers, " and I wis. thateverybody was dead—that I do,"

«f " ^^^' ^^a'"./' said Miss Price, quite moved ^" this avowal
of misanthropical sentiments. " You are not serious, I am

" Yes, I am," rejoined Miss Squeers, tying tight i nots in
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her pocket-handkerchief, and clenching her teeth "And
I wish / was dead too. There!

"

•".^!? '
^?"'" ^*"^^^ differently in another five minutes/'

said Matilda. How much better to take him into favour
again than to hurt yourself by going on in that way.
Wouldn t It be much nicer now, to have him all to yourself
on good terms, m a company-keeping, love-making, pleasant
sort of manner? "

uoJ,'^?'IJ'^^"°'^'*"*'^*^***'^°"'^''' ^°^^'^ Miss Squeers.
Oh

!
Tilda, how could you have acted so mean and dis-

honourable
1 I wouldn't have believed it of you. if anybody

had told me." ^ '

" Heyday 1 "exclaimed Miss Price, giggling. " One would
suppose I had been murdering somebody at least."

'' Very nigh as bad," said Miss Squeers passionately.
' And all this, because I happen to have enough of good

looks to make people civil to me," cried Miss Price. " Per-
sons don't make their own faces, and it's no more my fault
if mine is a good one than it is other people's fault if theirs
is a bad one."

" Hold your tongue," shrieked Miss Squeers, in her shrillest
tone; or you'll make me slap you, 'Tilda, and afterwards
I should be sorry for it!

"

It is needless to say, that, by this time, the temper of each
young lady was m some slight degree affected by the tone of
her conversation, and that a dash of personality was infused
into the altercation, in consequence. Indeed, the quarrel
from slight beginnings, ro">e to a considerable height, and
was assuming a very violent complexion, when both parties,
falling into a great passion of tears, exclaimed simultaneously
that they had never thought of being spoken to in that way :

which exclamation, leading to a remonstrance, gradually
brought on an explanation: and the upshot was, that they
fell into each other's arms and vowed eternal friendship; the
occasion m question, making the fifty-second time of repeat-
ing the same impressive ceremony within a twelvemonth

Perfect amicability being thus restored, a dialogue natur-
ally ensued upon the number and nature of the garments
which would be indispensable for Miss Price's entrance into
the holy slate of matrimony, when Miss Squeers clearly
showed that a great many more than the miller could, or
would, afford, were absolutely necessary, and could not
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decently be dispensed with. The young lady then, by an easy
digression, led the discourse to her own wardrobe, and after
recounting its principal beauties at some length, took her
friend upstairs to make inspection thereof. The treasures of
two drawers and a closet having been displayed, and all the
smaller articles tried on, it was time for Miss Price to return
home

;
and as she had been in raptures with all the frocks, and

had been stricken quite dumb with admiration of a new pink
scarf. Miss Squeers said in high good humour, that she would
walk part of the way with her, for the pleasure of her com-
I»ny; and off they went together: Miss Squeers dilating, as
they walked along, upon her father's accomplishments: and
multiplying his income by ten, to give her friend some faint
notion of the vast importance and superiority of her family

It happened that that particular time, comprising the short
daily interval which was suffered to elapse between what was
pleasantly called the dinner, of Mr. Squeers's pupils, and
their return to the pursuit of useful knowledge, was precisely
the hour when Nicholas was accustomed to issue forth for a
melancholy walk, and to brood, as he sauntered listlessly
through the village, upon his miserable lot. Miss Squeera
knew this, perfectly well, but had perhaps forgotten it for
when she caught sight of that young gentleman advancing
towards them, she evinced many «vmptoms of surprise and
consternation, and assured her friend that she felt "

fit to
drop mto the earth."

" Shall we turn back, or run into a cottage.? " asked Miss
Pnce. He don't see us yet."

" No, "Tilda," replied Miss Squeers, " it is my duty to eo
through with It, and I will!" ^ J h

As Miss Squeers said this, in the tone of one who has made
a high moral resolution, and was, besides, taken with one or
two chokes and catchings of breath, indicative of feelings at a
high pressure, her friend made no farther remark, and they
bore straight down upon Nicholas, who, walking with his
eyes bent upon the ground, was not aware of their approach
until they were close upon him; otherwise he might, perhaps,
have taken shelter himself. ^ ^'

;;
Good morning," said Nicholas, bowing and passing by.

'Tilda
»'^^°*'*' ™""°"^«<* Miss Squeers. " I shall choke,

" Come back, Mr. Nickleby, do I » cried Miss Price, affecting
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alarm at her friend's threat, but really actuated by a malicious

Ni'cLe^y!^
""^^ ''''^''^ """^' "^^^ "«^°^« •^^"wr

Mr. Nickleby ame back, and looked as confused as might

hL^
"""^ ^^^ ^^^ ^^ *"y commands for

"Don't stop to talk," ui;ged Miss Price, hastily; "butsupport her on the other side. How do you feel now, dear? "

a r^^^thu
''Shed Miss Squeers, laying a beaver bonnet of

s^houir ''^^i^iT^sr^z^:^^''''
^" ''-- ^^^^^^^'^

" Don't call it fooUsh, dear," said Miss Price: her brighteye dancmg with merriment as she saw the perplexity ofNicholas; you have no reason to be ashamed of it It'sthose who are too proud to come round again, without all
this to-do, that ought to be ashamed."
"You are resolved to fix it upon me, I see," said Nicholas

smJing, "although I told you, last night,'it was not my

J' ^^1"i i^ ^l^-^^
"^^ """^^ fault, my dear," remarked

the wicked Miss Pnce. " Perhaps you were to<; jealous or

^K^T^^u"^'?^
^'"?'' "^ ^y^ '^ ^^ "ot his fault. You hear •

[ think that's apology enough."
'

"You will not understand me," said Nicholas. "Pray
dispense with this jesting, for I have no time, and really no
inclination to be the subject or promoter of mirth just now "

ment
^°" ""^^""^ " *'^^'*^''' ^"ce, affecting amaze-

him
" °"'* *^^ *^' "^'^^^" ^"^"^ ^'^^ Squeers; " I forgive

"Dear me " said Nicholas, as the brown bonnet went down
on his shoulder again, " this is more serious than I supposed.
Allow me

!
Will you have tlie goodness to hear me speak ? "

Here he raised up the brown bonnet, and regarding withmost unfeigned astonishment a look of tender reproach from
Miss Squeers, shrunk back a few paces to be out of the reach
of the fair burden, a.id went on to say:

" I am very sorry-truly and sincerely sorry-for having
been the cause of any difference among you, last nieht I
reproach myself, most bitterly, for having been so unfor-
tunate as to cause the dissension that occurred, although I
did so, I assure you, most unwittingly and heedlessly."
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"\yell; that's not all you have got to say surely,"'
exclaimed Miss Price as Nicholas paused.

" I fear there is something more," stammered Nicholas
with a half smile, and looking towards Miss Squeers, "

it is

a most awkward thing to say—but—the very mention of
such a supposition makes one look like a puppy—still—may
I ask if that lady supposes that I entertain anv—in short,
does she think that I am in love with her?

"

" Delightful embarrassment," thought Miss Squeers, "
I

have brought him to it, at last. Answer for me dear," she
whispered to her friend.

" Does she think so.? " rejoined Miss Price; " of course
she does."

"She does!" exclaimed Nicholas with such energy of
utterance as might have been, for the moment, mistaken for
rapture.

" Certainly," replied Miss Price.
" If Mr. Nicklebyhas doubted that, 'Tilda," said the blush-

ing Miss Squeers in soft accents, " he may set his mind at
rest. His sentiments are recipro

—

"

" Stop," cried Nicholas hurriedly; " pray hear me. This
is the grossest and wildest delusion, the completest and
most signal mistake, that ever human being laboured under,
or committed. I have scarcely seen the young lady half a
dozen times, but if I had seen her sixty times, or am destined
to see her sixty thousand, it would be, and will be, precisely
the same. I have not one thought, wish or hope, connected
with her, unless it be—and I say this, not to hurt her feel-
ings, but to impress her with the real state of my own—
unless it be the one object, dear to my heart as life itself, of
being one day able to turn my back upon this accursed place,
never to set foot in it again, or think of it—even think of it

—but with loathing and disgust."
With this particularly plain and straightforward declara-

tion, which he made with all the vehemence that his
indignant and excited feelings could bring to bear upon it,

Nicholas, waiting to hear no more, retreated.
But poor Miss Squeers! Her anger, rage, and vexation;

the rapid succession of bitter and passionate feelings that
whirled through her mind ; are not to be described. Refused I

refused by a teacher, picked up by advertisement, at an
annual salary of five pounds payable at indefinite periods,
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•nd found "in food and lodging like the very boys them-selves • and this too m the presence of a little chit ofkt^^n
weeks time, to a man who had gone down on his very kneato ask her! She could have choked in right good^i^
at the thought of being so humbled.

^ '

But there was one thing clear in the midst of her mortifica-

whh Tth
*''' """' that she hated and detested nSoSswith all the narrowness of mind and littleness of purposeworthy a descendant of the house of Squeers. And Serewas one comfort too; and that was, that every hour in eve^

flfc^innT"'^ Tk^ *^'^P"^ ^"^ g^^'^ ^^^ with the is;

n^tZL " '''^^«' °' '"'"''' ^'^ ^deprivation, which couldnot but have some effect on the most insensibl^ person andmust be acutely felt by one so sensitive as Nicholas W^thS I^K .^''J'T'
"PPe""°st in her mind, Miss Squeers

Sf M- M k'''
°^ the matter to her friend, by observing thaiMr. Nick eby was such an odd creature, and ol such a vio enttemper that she feared she should be obliged to give Wmup; and parted from her.

^ ^ ^
^'^^ ^fu

'' ^""^-^ remaiked, that Miss Squeers, havingbestowed her affections or whatever it might be that in^absence of anything better, represented them) on Nkhola^Nckleby had never once seriously contemplated the poss^bihty of his being of a different opinion from herself iSTe
business. M.ss Squeers reasoned that she was preposs^ssbeand beautiful, and that her father was master, kndXffiman, and that her father had saved money, and N ch£had none, all of which seemed to her conclusive argumentwhy the young man should feel only too much honolrTd byher preference. She had not failed to recollect, either howmuch more agreeable she could render his situation if sh^were his friend, and how much more disagreeable if she werehis enemy; and doubtless, many less%crupulous younggentlemen than Nicholas would have encouraged herexS
?eZn K ' ^''"

°i;V°i "t^
^^^y obvious and intelgb^reason. However, he had thought proper to do otherwiseand Miss Squeers was outrageous.

"uicrwLse,

rJlWH^'J^
''^'' ^'^ *^*

'T*^^^^ y°""S ^^^y> ^»»en she hadregamed her own room, and eased her mind by committingan assault on Phib, " if I don't set mother iair
'-^

uttle more when she comes back I

"

against him a
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It was scarcely necessary to do this, but Miss Squeers was

as good as her word; and poor Nicholas, in addition to bad
food, dirty lodging, and the being compelled to witness one
dull unvarying round of squalid misery, was treated with
every special indignity that malice could suggest, or the
most grasping cupidity put upon him.
Nor was this all. There was another and deeper system

of annoyance which made his heart sink, and nearly drove
him wild, by its injustice and cruelty.

The wretched creature, Smike, since the night Nicholas
had spoken kindly to him in the school-room, had followed
him to and fro, with an ever restless desire to serve or help
him; anticipating such little wants as his humble ability
could supply, and content only to be near him. He would
sit beside him for hours, looking patiently into his face; and
a word would brighten up his careworn visage, and call into
It a passing gleam, even of happiness. He was an altered
being; he had an object now; and that object was, to show
his attachment to the only person—that person a stranger—
who had treated him, not to say with kindness, but like a
human creature.

Upon this poor being, all the spleen and ill-humour that
could not be vented on Nicholas were unceasingly bestowed
Drudgery would have been nothing—Smike was well used
to that. Buflfetings inflicted without cause, would have been
equally a matter of course; for to them also, he had served
a long and weary apprenticeship; but it was no sooner
observed that he had become attached to Nicholas, than
stnpes and blows, stripes and blows, morning, noon, and
night, were his only portion, Squeers was jealous of the
mfluence which his man had so soon acquired, and his family
hated him, and Smike paid for both. Nicholas saw it, and
ground his teeth at every repetition of the savage' and
cowardly attack.

He had arranged a few regular lessons for the boys; and
one night as he paced up and down the dismal school-room,
his swollen heart almost bursting to think that his protection
and countenance should have increased the misery of the
wretched being whose peculiar destitution had awakened his
pity, he paused mechanically in a dark comer where sat the
object of his thoughts.

The poor soul was poring hard over a tattered book, with
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the traces of recent tears still upon his face; vainly en-
deavounng to master some task which a child of nine years
old, possessed of ordinary powers, could have conquered with
ease, but which, to the addled brain of the crushed boy of
nmeteen, was a sealed and hopeless mystery. Yet there he
^t, patiently conning the page again and again, stimulated
by no boyish ambition, for he was the common jest and scoflF
even of the uncouth objects that congregated about him, but
inspired by the one eager desire to please his solitary friend.

Nichplas laid his hand upon his shoulder.
" I can't do it," said the dejected creature, looking up with

bitter disappointment in every feature. " No no "
" Do not try," replied Nicholas.
The boy shook his head, and closing the book with a sigh

looked vacantly round, and laid his head upon his arm. He
was weeping.

" Do not for God's sake," said Nicholas, in an agitated
voice; "I cannot bear to see you."

" They are more hard with me than ever," sobbed the boy
" I know it," rejoined Nicholas. " They are."
" But for you," said the outcast, " I should die. They

would kill me; they would; I know they would."
"You will do better, poor fellow," replied Nicholas, shaking

his head mournfully, " when I am gone,"
" Gone! " cried the other, looking intently in his face
" Softly! " rejoined Nicholas. " Yes."
" Are you going.? " demanded the boy, in an earnest whisper.
I cannot say," replied Nicholas. " I was speaking more

to my own thoughts, than to you."
" Tell me," said the boy imploringly, " Oh do tell me

mil you go

—

will you? " '

" I shall be driven to that at last! " said Nicholas. " The
world is before me, after all."

" Tell me," urged Sniike, " is the world as bad and dismal
as this place?

"

" Heaven forbid," replied Nicholas, pursuing the train of
his own thoughts, " its hardest, coarsest toil were happiness
to this."

" Should I ever meet you there? " demanded the boy
speaking with unusual wildness and volubility.

*

'' Yes," replied Nicholas, willing to soothe him.
"No, no!" said the other, clasping him by the hand.
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" Should I—should I—tell me that again. Say I should be
sure to find you."

" You would," replied Nicholas, with the same humane
intention, " and I would help and aid you, and not bring
fresh sorrow on you as I have done here."
The boy caught both the young man's hands passionately

in his, and, hugging them to his breast, uttered a few broken
sounds which were unintelligible. Squeers entered, at the
moment, and he shrunk back into his old corner.

CHAPTER XIII

NICHOLAS VARIES THE MONOTONY OF DOTHEBOYS HALL
BY A MOST VIGOROUS AND REMARKABLE PROCEEDING,
WHICH LEADS TO CONSEQUENCES OF SOME IMPORTANCE

The cold, feeble dawn of a January morning was stealing in
at the windows of the common sleeping-room, when Nicholas,
raising himself on his arm, looked among the prostrate forms
which on every side surrounded him, as though in search of
some particular object.

It needed a quick eye to detect, from among the huddled
mass of sleepers, the form of any given individual. As they
lay closely packed together, covered, for warmth's sake,
with their patched and ragged clothes, little could be dis-
tmguished but the sharp outlines of pale faces, over which the
sombre light shed the same dull heavy colour; with, here
and there, a gaunt arm thrust forth: its thinness hidden by
no covering, but fully exposed to view, in all its shrunken
ugliness. There were some who, lying on their backs with
upturned faces and clenched hands, just visible in the leaden
light, bore more the aspect of dead bodies than of living
creatures; and there were others coiled up into strange and
fantastic postures, such as might have been taken for the
uneasy efforts of pain to gain some temporary relief, rather
than the freaks of slumber. A few—and these were among
the youngest of the children—flept peacefully on, with
smiles upon their faces, dreaming perhaps of home; but
ever and again a deep and heavy sigh, breaking the stillness
of the room, announced that some new sleeper had awakened
to the misery of another day; and, as morning took the
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place of night, the smiles gradually faded away, with the
friendly darkness which had given them birth.
Dreams are the bright creatures of poem and legend, who

sport on earth m the night season, and melt away in the firstbeam of the sun, which lights grim care and stem reality on
their daily pilgnmage through the world.

Nicholas looked upon the sleepers; at first, with the air
of one who gazes upon a scene which, though familiar to
him, has lost none of its sorrowful effect in consequence-
and, afterwards, with a more mtense and searching scrutiny'
as a man would, who missed something his eye was accus-
tomed to meet, and had expected to rest upon. He was
still occupied in this search, and had half risen from his bed
in the eagerness of his quest, when the voice of Squeers was
heard, calling from the bottom of the stairs.
"Now then," cried that gentleman, "are you goine to

sleep all day, up there—" ^ e 6

"You lazy hounds? " added Mrs. Squeers, finishing the
sentence, and producing, at the same time, a sharp sound.
take that which is occasioned by the lacing of stays

ii

jye shall be down directly, sir," replied Nicholas.
Down directly

! "said Squeers. " Ah! you had better
be down directly or I'U be down upon some of you in les,
Where's that Smike? " j ui k...

Nicholas looked hurriedly round again, but made no answer.
Smike! " shouted Squeers.

" Do you want your head broke in a fresh place, Smike? "
demanded his amiable lady in the same key.

Still there was no reply, and still Nichoks stared about
him, as did the greatei part of the boys, who were bv this
time roused. ^

"Confound his impudence I" muttered Squeers, rappintr
the stair-rail impatiently with his cane. " Nickleby ! "

" Well, sir."

"Send that obstinate scoundrel down; don't you hear me

II

He is not here, sir," replied Nicholas.
'* Don't tell me a lie," retorted the schoolmaster. " He is

"

He is not," retorted Nicholas angrily, " don't teU me
one.

"We
. • "^u'lnfT". ^ ^^^^" ^^ ^'- Squeers, rushing

upstairs. I'll find him, I warrant you."

I
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With which assurance, Mr. Squeers bounced into the

dormitory, and, swinging his cane in the air ready for a
blow, darted into the comer where the lean body of the
drudge was usually stretched at night. The cane descended
harmlessly upon the ground. There was nobody there.

'• What does this mean? " said Squeers, turning round with
a very pale face. " Where have you hid him? "

" I have seen nothing of him since last night," replied
Nicholas.

"Come," said Squeers, evidently frightened, though he
endeavoured to look otherwise, " you won't save him this
way. Where is he?

"

"At the bottom of the nearest pond for aught I know,"
rejoined Nicholas in a low voice, and fixing his eyes full on
the master's face.

"D—n you, what do you mean by that?" letorted
Squeers in great perturbation. Without waiting for a reply,
he inquired of the boys whether any one among them knew
anything of their missing schoolmate.
There was a gene'-al hum of anxious denial, in the midst

of which, one shrill voice was heard to say (as, indeed,
everybody thought) :

'' Please, sir, I think Smike's run away, sir."
" Ha! " cried Squeers, turning sharp round; " Who said

that?
"

" Tompkins, please sir," rejoined a chorus of voices.
Mr. Squeers made a plunge into the crowd, and at one dive,
caught a very little boy, habited still in his night gear, and
the perplexed expression of whose countenance as he was
brought forward, seemed to intimate that he was as yet
uncertain whether he was about to be punished or rewarded
for the suggestion. He was not long in doubt.

" You think he has run away, do you, sir? " demanded
Squeers.

" Yes, please sir," replied the little boy.
"And what, sir," said Squeers, catching the little boy

suddenly by the arms and whisking up his drapery in a
most dexterous manner, " what reason have you to suppose
that any boy would want to run away from this establish-
ment? Eh, sir?

"

The child raised a dismal cry, by way of answer, and
Mr. Squeers, throwing himself into the most favourat)le
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attitude for exerasing his strength, beat him until the littleurchm in his wnthings actuaUy roUed out of his hands, whenhe mercifully aUowed him to roll away, as he best <^ld
There, said Squeers. " Now if any other boy thinks

Smilce has run away, I should be glad to have a tklk wiS

KTJ^.*)? T"* !f u~"J?*' * profound sUence, during which

" w!fi ' v\'fK^.?^' " P^"'y *» ^^^ <»" show it.

" vJ^fLu^K f'^'
^'^

^"x**"' ^y^^« Wm maUdously.You think he has run away, I suppose? "

" I think it extremely likely," replied Nicholas, in a quietmanner. ^

know hilZ^"'"'
"• ""' " '"«^ ^'^"- " ""y"* ^o"

" I know nothing of the kind."

.nl~H
«'"*"'' **" ^°" *"* "^^ 8°^"?' ^ suppose, did he?"

sneered Squeers.

nn/ St > "*
"".Vl^Pu**^

Nicholas; " I am very glad he didnot for t would then have been my duty to have warned you,m time. •' '

"Which no doubt you would have been devilish sorry todo, said Squeers m a taunting fashion.
••. I should indeed," replied Nicholas. " You interpret my

feelings with great accuracy." ^ ^
Mrs. Squeers had listened to this conversation, from thebottom of the stairs; but, now losing all patience, sh;> hastilyassumed her night-jacket, and made her way to the scene

or action.

Ji^J'^^'L'^ ^i'^^'"^
*°^^^ " '""^ *h^ ^^^y> « the boys

fell off right and left, to save her the trouble of clearing a

^^Zt^i'lo^:'^.:^^-
"What on earth are yoL

is nTt'o'be'Lnd.''''
"^' '^"""' " ^'^ '^' ''' ^^^^ ^mike

w IZt?' u
^"°'' ^^^^"

'*'f
^^^ ^^^y' " *nd there's the

th«. f/.K
^°"

^'i
* P^'^^'i °^ proud-stomached teachers

that set the young dogs a rebelUng, what else can you look

lnnr.fff''n;r^.°TK^ ™l"' T" ^"'^ ^^^^ ^* kindness to take
yourself off to the school-room, and take the boys off with
you, and don t you stir out of there 'till you have leave rivenyou or you and I may faU out in a way that'll spoil your
beauty, handsome as you think yourself, and so I tell you '»
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II

Indeedl "laid Nicholas.
" Yes; and indeed and indeed again, Mister Jackanapes,"

said the excited lady; " and I wouldn't keep such as you in
the house another hour, if I had my way."

" Nor would you if I had mine," replied Nicholas. " Now,
bo)rs!"

" Ah
!
Now boys," said Mrs. Squeers, mimicking, as nearly

as she could, the voice and manner of the usher. " Follow
your leader, boys, and take pattern by Smike if you dare.
See what he'll get for himself, when he is brought back; and,
mind

! I tell you that you shall have as bad, and twice as bad,
if you so much as open your mouths about him."
"If I catch him," said Squeers, " I'll only stop short of

flaying him alive. I pve you notice, boys."
"// you catch him," retorted Mrs. Sqtieers, con-

temptuously, "you are sure to: you can't help it, if you
go the right way to work. Come! Away with you !

"

With these words, Mrs. Squeers dismissed the boys, and
after a little light skirmishing with those in the rear who
were pressing forward to get out of the way, but were detained
for a few moments by the throng in front, succeeded in
clearing the room, when she confronted her spouse alone.
"He is off," said Mrs. Squeers. "The cow-house and

stable are locked up, so he can't be there; and he's not
downstairs anywhere, for the girl has looked. He must
have gone York way, and by a public road too."

" Why must he? " inquired Squeers.
" Stupid

!
" said Mrs. Squeers angrily. " He hadn't any

money, had he? "

" Never had a penny of his own in his whole life, that I
know of," replied Squeers.

" To be sure," rejoined Mrs. Squeers, " and he didn't take
anythmg to eat with him; that I'l! answer for. Ha! ha'
ha!"

II

Ha! ha! ha !" laughed Squeers.
" Then, of course," said Mrs. S.. " he must beg his way, and

he could do that, nowhere, but on the pubhc road."

II

That's true," exclaimed Squeers, clapping his hands.
"True! Yes; but you would never have thought of it,

for all that, if I hadn't said so," replied his wife. " Now, if

you take the chaise and go one road, and I borrow Swallow's
chaise and go the other, what with keeping our eyes open, and
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The worthy lady's plan was adopted and put in executionwithout a moment's delay. After a very hasty bSstand the prosecuUon of some inquiries X th^ viSSTe%r«ult of which seemed to show'tJut he w2 on fc'Jjtrack, Squeeri sUrted forth in the pony-chaise, intent uSndiscovery and vengeance. Shortly iKemards, M« SnueSS^armyed m the whfte top-coat, and Ued up in various shawband handkerchiefs, issued forth in another chaise and anoXrdirection, takmg with her a good-sized bludg^n, «verL^ -^'T °1 '^'""R ~'"^' »"<* * "out labouring maTSprovided and carried upon the expedition wkh "he 'soleobject of assisting in the capture, and (once carht) insuSthe safe custody of the unfortunate Smike. ^ ^ ^
.hfi' K f ^«"^a'"«<J>hind. in a tumult of feelin? sensiblethat whatever might be the upsnot of the bov's flii^K Sine
frlT "n'".!^?'^™'^'*

consequences were likdy 'to e„ S!from It. Death, from want and exposure to the weatherwas the best that could be expected from thrproti^tSwandermg of so poor and helpless a creature alonra^
linoTn^'%i'^''°"^*^

a countrf of which heV^^ whollyj?norant. There was Uttle, perhaps, to choose betweent^s fate and a return to the teSer mercies of the Yo?Sesch(x,l; but the unhappy being had established a hoWup^nhis sympathy and compassion, which made his hirt aSeat the prospect of the suffenng he was destined to^ndeifo

^^'^^^^^^^^^^^ "-^ '^y' -^- ^queers

No news of the scamp! " said the schoolmaster who haH

thu« out of somebody, Nickleby, if Mrs. Squeers don' hunthim down; so I give you warning

"

^ "'

"
I'l

!s no?ht|^trm?^" '' ""^°'^ ^°"' '"'" -^ N'^h°'--

shanleel
"^ " ^^ ^'*"*''" ^ * threatening manner. « We

•' We shall," rejoined Nicholas.
Here's the pony run right off his legs, and me obhVeHto come home with a hack cob, that'll <^st fifteeTsSgs
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besides other expenses," said Squeers; "who's to i»y for
that, do you hear? "

Nicholas shrugged his shoulders and remained silent.
" I'll have it out of somebody, I tell you," said Squeers,

his usual harsh crafty manner changed to open bullying.
" None of your whining vapourings here, Mr. Puppy, but
be off to your kennel, for it's past your bed-time! Come!
Get out!"

Nicholas bit his Up and knit his hands involuntarily, for
his finger ends tingled to avenge the insult; but remembering
that the man was drunk, and that it could come to little
but a noisy brawl, he contented himself with darting a con-
temptuous look at the tyrant, and walked, as majestically
as he could, upstairs: not a little nettled, howe\ er, to observe
that Miss Squeers and Master Squeers, and the servant girl,
were enjoying the scene from a snug corner; the two former]
indulging in many edifying remarks about the presumption
of poor upstarts, which occasioned a vast deal of laughter,
in which even the most miserable of all niiserable servant'
girls joined: while Nicholas, stung to the quicK, drev over
his head such bed-clothes as he had, and sicinlv rrsolved
that the outstanding account between himself find Mr.
Squeers should be settled rather more speedily than the
latter anticipated.

Another day came, and Nicholas was scarcely awake when
he heard the wheels of a chaise approaching the house. It
stopped. The voice of Mrs. Squeers was heard, and in
exultation, ordering a glass of spirits for somebody, which was
in itself a sufficient sign that something extraordinary had
happened. Nicholas hardly dared to look out of the window;
but he did so, and the very first object that met his eyes'
was the wretched Smike: so bedabbled with mud and rain,
so haggard and worn and wild, that, but for his garments*
being such as no scarecrow was ever seen to wear, he might
have been doubtful, even then, of his identity.

" Lift him out," said Squeers, after he had literally feasted
his eyes, in silence, upon the culprit. " Bring him in; brine
him in

!

"

Take care," cried Mrs. Squeers, as her husband proffered
his assistance. " We tied his legs under the apron and made
'em fast to the chaise, to prevent his giving us the slip again."
With hands trembling with delight, Squeers unloosened
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the cord; and Smike, to all appearance more dead than alive,
was brought into the house and securely locked up in a
ceUar, until such time as Mr. Squeers should deem it expedient
to operate upon him, in presence of the assembled school.
Upon a hasty consideration of the circumstances, it may

be matter of surprise to some persons, that Mr. and Mrs.
Squeers should have taken so much trouble to repossess
themselves of an incumbrance of which it was their wont to
complain so loudly; but their surprise will cease when they
are informed that the manifold services of the druie if
performed by anybody else, would have cost the establwh-
ment some ten or twelve shillings per week m the shape of
wages

;
and furthermore, that all runaways were, as a matter

of pohcy, made severe examples of, at Dotheboys Hall, inas-
much as, m consequence of the limited extent of its attrac-
tions, there was but little inducement, beyond the powerful
impulse of fear, for any pupil, provided with the usual number
of legs and the power of using them, to remain.
The news that Smike had been caught and brought backm triumph, ran like wild-fire through the hungry community

and expectation was on tiptoe all the morning. On tiptoe it
was destined to remain, however, until afternoon; when
Squeers, having refreshed himself with his dinner, and further
strengthened himself by an extra libation or so, made his
appearance (accompanied by his amiable partner) with a
countenance of portentous import, and a fearful instrument
of flagellation, strong, supple, wax-ended, and new,—in short,
purchased that morning, expressly for the occasion.

" Is every boy here? " asked Squeers, in a tremendous
voice.

Every boy was there, but every boy was afraid to speaki
so Squeers glared along the lines to assure himself; and every
eye drooped, and every head cowered down, as he did so.
"Each boy keep his place," said Squeers, administering

his favounte blow to the desk, and regarding with gloomy
satisfaction the universal start which it never failed to
occasion. " Nickleby ! to your desk, sir."

It was remarked by more than one small observer, that
there was a very curious and unusual expression in the usher's
face; but he took his seat, without opening his lips in reply.
Squeers, casting a triumphant glance at his assistant and a
look of most comprehensive despotism on the boys, left the
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room, and shorUy afterwards returned, dragging Smike by
the collar—or rather by that fragment of his jacket which
was nearest the place where his collar would have been, had
he boasted such a decoration.

In any other place, the appearance of the wretched, jaded
spiritless object would have occasioned a murmur of com-
passion and remonstrance. It had some effect, even there;
for the lookers-on moved uneasily in their seats; and a few
of the boldest ventured to steal looks at each other, expressive
of indignation and pity.

They were lost on Squeers, however, whose gaze was
fastened on the luckless Smike, as he inquired, according to
custom m such cases, whether he had anything to say for
himself.

^

'' Nothing, I suppose? " said Squeers, with a diabolical grin.
Smike glanced round, and his eye rested, for an instant, on

Nicholas, as if he had expected him to intercede; but his
look was riveted on his desk.

" Have you anything to say?" demanded Squeers again-
giving his nght arm two or three flourishes to try its power
and suppleness. " Stand a little out of the way, Mrs. Squeersmy dear; I've hardly got room enough."

'

" Spare me, sir! " cried Smike.
"Oh

!
that's aU, is it? " said Squeers. " Yes, I'll flog you

withm an inch of your life, and spare you that."
" Ha, ha, ha," laughed Mrs. Squeers, " that's a good 'un'

"

I was dnven to do it," said Smike faintly; and casting
another imploring look about him.
"Driven to do it, were you?" said Squeers. "Oh' it

wasn't your fault; it was mine, I suppose—eh? "

"A nasty, ungrateful, pig-headed, brutish, obstinate
snaking dog," exclaimed Mrs. Squeers, taking Smike's head
under her arm, and administering a cuff at everv epithet-
what does he mean by that?

" ^ r
,

" Stand aside, my dear," replied Squeers. " We'll try and
find out."

^

Mrs. Squeers being out of breath with her exertions, com-
phed. Squeers caught the boy firmly in his grip; one des-
perate cut had fallen on his body-he was wincing from the
lash and uttenng a scream of pain—it was raised a^ain and
again about to fall—when Nicholas Nickleby suddenlv start-
ing up, cned " Stop! " in a voice that made the rafters ring
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rounr*"
^^ ^ P'" «id Squcers, turning «vgely

^^"
I," said N; aolas, stepping forward. " This must not go

or^tw^gazed upon Nicholas with looks'that w'ere ^fti^^l^

"lln^^.'^T T'" ^^^}^^ Nicholas, nothing daunted-
shall not. I will prevent ft."

""tcu,

Squeers continued to gaze upon him, with his eyes startingout of his head; but astonishment had actually for thfmoment, bereft him of speech.
^'

" You have disregarded all my quiet interference in fh*
miserable lad's behalf," said Nicholas; ''yoTCrreturnedno answer to the letter in which I begged forgiveness for himand oflfered to be responsible that hi woulTrema n qu.et^

LT^K ""kI^'*"*'
™" ^^'^ '^^ P"b"^ interference.^ Youhave brought It upon yourself ; not I."

"Sit down, beggar!" screamed Squeers, almost besidehimsdf with rage, and seizing Smike a?he spoke
Wretch rejoined Nicholas, fiercely, " touch him at vourperil I will not stand by, and see it done. My £d is^upand I have the strength of ten such men as you Look 5yoursdf, for by Heaven I will not spare you?]}* yo^driv:

;;

Stand back," cried Squeers, brandishing his weapon.
I have a long series of insults to avenge," said Nicholas

bv'th^ T^ passion; "and my indignafio'n is aggaSby the dastardly cruelties practised on helpless infancy inthis foul den. Have a care; for if you do raise the devH

o"j;?head!
"''' "'^"^"^"^" ^'^" ^^" heaviiru^'^ 'y^;

He had scarcely spoken, when Squeers, in a violent out-break of wrath, and with a cry like {he howl of a wTd beastspat upon h,m, and struck him a blow across theTceShis instrument of torture, which raised up a bar of livid fl^shas It was inflicted. Smarting with the agony of the bbwand concentrating into that one moment all his feellnes ofrage, scorn, and indignation, Nicholas sprang u^on him
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wrested the weapon from his hand, and pinning him by the
throat, beat the ruffian till he roared for mercyT
The boys—with the exception of Master Squeers. who.

coming to his father's assistance, harassed the enemy in the
rear-moved not hand or foot; but Mrs. Squeers, with many
shneks for aid, hung on to the tail of her partner's coat,
and endeavoured to drag him from his infuriated adversary
while Miss Squeers, who had been peeping through the key-
hole in expectation of a very different scene, darted in at the
very beginning of the attack, and after launching a shower
of inkstands at the usher's head, beat Nicholas to her heart's
content: animatmg herself, at every blow, with the recollec-
tion of his haying refused her proffered love, and thus impart-
ing additional strength to an arm which (as she took afterher
mother in this respect) was, at no time, one of the weakest

rsicholas in the full torrent of his violence, felt the blows
no more than if they had been dealt with feathers: but.
becoming tired of the noise and uproar, and feeling that hisarm grew weak besides, he threw all his remaining strength

I!ilh on :tf'" finishing cuts, and flung Squeers from hL,
with all the force he could muster. The violence of his faU
precipitated Mis. Squeers completely over an adjacent form-
and Squeers striking his head against it in his descent, lay
at his full length on the ground, stunned and motionless.
Having brought affairs to this happy termination, and

ascertained, to his thorough satisfaction, that Squeers was
only stunned, and not dead (upon which point he had had
some unpleasant doubts at first), Nicholas left his family
to restore him, and retired to consider what course he had
better adopt. He looked anxiously round for Smike, as he
left the room, but he was nowhere to be seen.

After a brief consideration, he packed up a few clothes in
a small leathern valise, and, finding that nobody offered to
oppose his progress, marched boldly out by the front door
and shortly afterwards, struck into the road which led to
Greta Bridge.

When he had cooled sufficiently to be enabled to give his
present circumstances some little reflection, they did not
appear m a very encouraging light; he had only four shillings
and a few pence in his pocket, and was something more than
two hundred and fifty miles from London, whither he resolved
to direct his steps, that he might ascertain, among other
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^^
Servan

, young genelman," said John,
*

Yours," said Nicholas.

tenns .he Ust .ime we merrt'waT^rSuM KT-'ta

sh'S:! tandi?^
""^ '""^ '" "• ""«™"^- ™? yZ

the saddfe InT^ve Ni1',^'^ ra\^e'r„'ir.?n
wa'at^b. the manher wi' thy feace, n,un?'?t™lfUk';'„'

" a hit' TC^'^ ^'''^^^^- """'"8 scarlet as he spoke-

del^eritike'-u'^t'th;.
-^'''"''' J""" ^"'-*>- " W^"

™II^K
'*"' "'", ^f/'' Nicholas, not very well knowin? how tomake the avowal, the fact is, that I have been ilKrd'



Nicholas Encounters John Browdic 159
" Noa! " interposed John Browdie, in a tone of compas-

sion
;

for he was a giant in strength and stature, and Nicholas.'
^likely, in his eyes, seemed a mere dwarf; " dean't say

" Y«, I have," replied Nicholas, " by that man Squeers,
and I have beaten him soundly, and am leaving this place in
consequence."

" What! " cried John Browdie, with such an ecstatic shout
that the horee quite shied at it. " Beatten the school-
measther! Ho! ho! ho! Beatten the schoohneasther!
who e^ -^ heard o' the loike o' that noo! Giv' us thee hond
agean, yoongster. Beatten the schoohneasther! Dane it
I loove thee for't." * *

With these expressions of delight, John Browdie laughed
and laughed again—so loud that the echoes, far and wide
sent back nothing but jovial peals cf merriment-and shook
Nicholas by the hand meanwhile, no less heartily. When
his mirth had subsided, he inquired what Nicholas meant
to do; on his informing him, to go straight to London, he
shook his head doubtfully, and inquired if he knew how
much the coaches charged, to carry passengers so far.

No, I do not," said Nicholas; " but it is of no great con-
sequence to me, for I intend walking."

'• Gang awa' to Lunnun afoot !
" cried John, in amazement.

Every step of the way," repUed Nicholas. " I should bemany steps further on by this time, and so good bye!
"

Nay noo," replied the honest countryman, reining in his
impatient horse, ' stan' still, tellee. Hoo much cash hast
thee gotten? "

" Not much "said Nicholas, colouring, " but I can make

£iow

"

^^^^^'^ * '^^"' *^^"'^ * "^^y' y°"

John Browdie made no verbal answer to this remark but
putting his hand in his pocket, pulled out an old purse of
soiled leather, and insisted that Nicholas should borrow from
him whatever he required for his present necessities.

Dean t be afeard, mun," he said; " tak' eneaf to carry
thee whoam. Thee'lt pay me yan day, a' warrant."

Nicholas could by no means be prevailed upon to borrow
more than a sovereign, with which loan Mr. Browdie aftermany entreaties that he would accept of more (observing
with a touch of Yorkshire caution, that if he didn't spend it
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•
heerd this twenty yearl

" ' **" ""^ »"

cneerily, as if to encourage him on h;« wa« v- u •

watched th. ho™ and rid^„„??Uh°"dtapSd ^^°,£fbrow of a distant hill, and then set lorLrd on*!,", iouZr

^^P^t-n' ^inrL'^e^Wrdi^f^ K
When he awoke next momine, and tried to remii«.* w

" Strange! " cried Nicholas; " can thU h^ »««,- r
creation of the visions that haie s,?rce y eft m^ It^^^^be real-and yet I-I am awake ! Smike' ''

^' '*""°'

The form moved, rose, advanced, and drooned nnnn .i-
knees at his feet. It was Smike indeed. ^^ P°" "*

^^
Why do you kneel to me? » said Nicholas, hastily raising

" To go with you-anywhere-cverywhere-to the worid's



Smikc Clings to Nicholas i6i

h^nd^^'n^T^^^u fT^'' "P^'^^ Smike, clinging to

liiidrriL-^r.^e :Jth^x p^y
•' °" ^' ™^ ^^'"^-^

h,m*«n*»l '°"°^«<i*^™'
»t f«emed; had never lost sight ofhim all the way; had watched while he slept, and when hehalted for refreshment; and had feared to appear b^"ore

SwV^^M^^."";!^^- Heh*dnotintendS5^r;'f^a;

Kid^orSh'^K^'l !.^^'^*^ "^°^« ''"^^^^"'y 'hK
anv ^Zh K r

^^Nicholas, " your hard fate denies youany^fne^id but one, and he is nearly as poor and helpless m

" T illfJ"""*? -^uP, Z^*^
y*'"^ " '^^^^ Smike, timidly.

I wanfno IThe?^'^^^^^
hard-working servant, I will, indeed,

tn^fh.r « /k '
-n 'i^''

'^* P*^' "«at"^e. drawing his ragstogether; these will do very well. I only want to be nelJ

"And you shall," cried Nicholas. " And the world shall

tulr'l bTte^! ''^Z^r,
-, tin one or both of us sSltlt

«n?^l\-*'^'t''°''- ';
•?* ''™PP*^ ^^ b"^den on Ws shoulders

SlthT r^K^''
'"'"^

L"
°"^ ^^"^' ^^'^"ded the other to h"'

together ^ ^'^ '"^ '° '^"^ P^^^^ °"' °^ ^« °^d l,^

CHAPTER XIV

^TeoJi? "J!'^^™"
^o ™=at of none but common

In that quarter of London in which Golden Square is situatedthere is a bygone, faded, tumble-down street wi h two

r.!f• TV^ ^" '"^^^ ^^^'^> whict^em o havestared each other out of countenance years ago. The V^chimneys appear to have grown dismal and melanchol7

oveT hTwlv''?Sl''T
'^""

^°K^°°'
'' than^hTcrmn"ey's'

bkckened wft'h 1T ^^P^*''! Mattered, and broken, and

Stock thin th.Jr '/• -^"1: ^''^ *"^ ^^'''' so"^e tallerstack than the rest, mchnmg heavily to one side and toppling
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over the roof, leems to meditate uking revenge for half a
century s neglect by crushing the inhaUtants of the garrets
beneath.

pe fowls who peck about the kennels, jerking their bodies
hither and thither with a gait which none but town fowls are
ever seen to adopt, and which any country cock or hen
would be puzzled to understand, are perfectly in keeping
mth Uie crazy habitations of their owners. Dingy, ill-
plumed drowsy flutterers, sent, like many of the neighbour-
mg children, to get a livelihood in the streets, they hop from
stone to stone, m forlorn search of some hidden eatable in the
mud, and can scarcely raise a crow among them. The only

**?*ir?
anything approaching to a voice, is an af'^d bantam

at the baker s; and even he is hoarse, in consequence of bad
hving m his last place.

To judge from the jlse of the houses, thev have been, at
one tune, tenanted by persons of better condition than their
present occupants; but they are now let off, by the week,m floors or rooms, and every door has almost as many
plates or bell-handles as there are apartments within. The
windows are, for the same reason, sufficiently diversified in
appearance, being ornamented with every variety of common
blmd and curtain that can easily be imagined; while every
doorway is blocked up, and rendered nearly impassable, by
a motley collection of children and porter pots of all sizes,
from the baby in arms and the half-pint pot, to the full-grown
giri and half-gallon can.

^

In the parlour of one of these houses, which was perhaps
a thought dirtier than any of its neighbours; which exhibited
naore beU-handles, children, and porter pots, and caught in
aU Its freshness the first gust of the thick black smoke that
poured forth, night and day, from a large brewery hard by
hung a bill, announcing that there was yet one room to
let withm Its walls, though on what story the vacant room
could be-regard being had to the outward tokens of many
lodgers which the whole front displayed, from the mangle
in the kitchen window to the flower-pots on the parapet-
it would have been beyond the power ok a calculating bov
to discover. ^

The common stairs of this mansion were bare and carpet-
less; but a curious visitor who had to climb his way to the
top, might have observed that there were not wanting indica-
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tions of the progressive poverty of the inmates, although their
rooms were shut. Thus, the first-floor lodgers, being flush
of furniture, kept an old mahogany table—real mahogany
—on the landing-place outside, which was only taken in
when occasion required. On the second story, the spare
furniture dwindled down to a couple of old deal chairsVof
which one, belonging to the back room, was shorn of a lee
and bottomless. The story above boasted no greater excess
than a worm-eaten wash-tub; and the garret landing-place
displayed no costlier articles than two cnppled pitchers and
some broken blacking-bottles.

It was on this garret landing-place that a hard-featured
square-faced man, elderly and shabby, stopped to unlock the
door of the front attic, into which, having surmounted the
task of turning the rusty key in iu stUl more rusty wards
he walked with the air of legal owner.
This person wore a wig of short, coarse, red hair, which he

took off with his hat, and hung upon a nail. Having adopted

? 'u&^ *r*^^^
*^°"°" nightcap, and groped about in the

dark tiU he found a remnant of candle, he knocked at the
partition which divided the two garrets, and inquired, in a
loud voice, whether Mr. Noggs had a light.
The sounds that came back, were stifled by the lath and

plaster, wd it seemed moreover as though the speaker had
uttered them from the interior of a mug or other drinking
vessel; but they were in the voice of Newman, and conveyed
a reply m the affirmative.

" A nasty night, Mr. Noggs! " said the man in the night-
cap, stepping m to light his candle.

" Does it rain? " asked Newman.

throJ^'h "
*'**

"
^^^^'^"^ ^"^ °^^^' pettishly. "I am wet

" It doesn't take much to wet you and me through, Mr
Crowl, said Newman, laying his hand upon the lappel of
his threadbare coat.

" Well; and that makes it the more vexatious," observed
Mr. trowl, m the same pettish tone.

Uttering a low querulous growl, the speaker, whose harsh
countenance was the very epitome of selfishness, rak'>d the
scanty fire nearly out of the grate, and, emptying the glass
which Noggs had pushed towards him, inquired where he
kept his coals.
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Newman Nog^ pointed to the bottom of « cuDboarri .nrfMr. Crowl, semng the shovel thr«r *« kS*^?^' .

»d Cmiil"^
»» «»™d «ving« thi. tin.. .» d.y, I hope? "

was gomg downstairs to supper.
'To the Kenwigses? » asked Crowl.
Newman nodded assent.

JJ ^?^ °^ '*"*' "^""^
'

" ^** ^'•°^»- " W I didn't-think-ing that you were certam not to eo beca.iqi' vnn .-,h
wnnlrln'f **n IT— • t . . . ° ' "*^*'Jse you said vou

ZTfV \
{^e"w'«s I couldn't come, and make up'mvmind to spend the evenmg with you i

" ^ "

^^ J
was obliged to go," said Newman. " They would have

fue^'br nnrhl ^' ^'!r""^ «'*"^^ *^ ^-^ «"'^» «tore of

in oil k'i^ u*"*"""^
'•'* *=°"'^« t° say no-a word whichm all h,s hfe he never had said at the right time either tohimself or any one else-^ave way to the^oposed a^e-ment. Mr. Crowl immediately went about making Self« comforuble, with Newman Noggs's meam « circumstances would admit of his being mide

Ihe lodgers to whom Crowl had made allusion under the

WiTL ^ *''• K^"^'g'S a turner in ivorv, who was^ked upon as a person of some consideration on the pr^mises, masmuch as he occupied the whole of the first floofcomprising a suite of two rooms. Mrs. Kenwigs,Too w^quite a lady m her manners, and of a very genteel famThaying an uncle who collected a water-mtT;^^ fdls wh'd^^distinction, the two eldest of her little gir s went twle a^eek to a dancing school in the neighbourhood and hadflaxen ha.r, tied with blue ribands, hanging in luxuriantpigteis down their backs; and wore little white trouserswith fnlls round the ancles-for all of which reasonTandmany more equally valid but too numerous to mentfon
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Mn. Kenwigi was considered a very desirabl* n*»^. «
know, and was the constant theme^alU^gos.^"^^
ffinS' ""^ •' ''^ *-" rouS?«mer^:

•mony and the five children^seemed all a dr^Tand M«Kcn^gs younger and more blooming thaTo^' S^e v^;first Sunday he had kept company with her^
'

prepamt.o,.s; more, indeed, than she, be ng o a^la^'and genteel constitution, could have sustained \.T .the pride of housewifer^ upheld her A k!?' k
"°*

The party was admirably selected. There were fir,f ^t

and got a little girl to watch if. iZ to math tJu
^^^^'

lady, was a young man, who had known aFh ?.n
' ^°1!"^

he was a bachelor a-iA woe JT ,
°"'" *''^- *^enwigs when

« bearing^, repiu f„„"" ™,';,t'''4!Th''
*" ""^ '''^'«-

Ken„,g. u. their ™ur,.hip; and a sisI^'o^M^-K^li^,^-
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who was quite a beauty; besides whom, there was another
young man, supposed to entertain honourable designs upon
the lady last mentioned; and Mr. Noggs, who was a genteel
person to ask, because he had been a gentleman once. There
were also an elderly lady from the back parlour, and one
more young lady, who, next to the collector, perhaps was
the great lion of the party, being the daughter of a theatrical
fireman, who " went on " in the pantomime, and had the
greatest turn for the stage that was ever known, being able
to sing and recite in a manner that brought the tears into
Mrs. Kenwigs's eyes. There was only one drawback upon
the pleasure of seeing such friends, and that was, that the
lady in the back parlour, who was very fat, and turned of
sixty, came in a low book-muslin dress and short kid gloves,
which so exasperated Mrs. Kenwigs, that that lady assured
her visitors, in private, that if it hadn't happened that the
supper was cooking at the back-parlour grate at that moment,
she certainly would have requested its representative to
withdraw.

" My dear," said Mr. Kenwigs, " wouldn't it be better to
begin a round game? "

" Kenwigs, my dear," returned his wife, " I am surprised
at you. Would you begin without my uncle?

"

"I forgot the collector," said Kenwigs; "oh no, that
would never do."

" He's so particular," said Mrs. Kenwigs, turning to the
other married lady, " that if we began without him, I should
be out of his will for ever."

" Dear I
" cried the married lady.

"You've no idea what he is," replied Mrs. Kenwigs;
" and yet as good a creature as ever breathed."

" The kindest-hearted man as ever was," said Kenwigs.
" It goes to his heart, I believe, to be forced to cut the

water off, when the people don't pay," observed the bachelor
friend, intending a joke.

" George," said Mr. Kenwigs, solemnly, " none of that, if

you please."
" It was only my joke," said the friend, abashed.
" George," rejoined Mr. Kenwigs, " a joke is a wery good

thing

—

& wery good thing—but when that joke is made at
the expense of Mrs. Kenwigs's feelings, I set my face against
It. A man in public life expects to be sneered at—^it is the
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fault of his elewated ritiwation, and not of himself. MrsKenwigs's relation is a public man, and that he kno^'^rge and that he can bear; but putting Mrs. Kenw^s om

connected with the coUector by marriage; and I cannotallow these remarks in my-" Mr. Kenw^s was goW to

At the conclusion of these observations, which drew forthevidences of acute feeling from Mrs. Kenwigs, and hid the

°\. i/'^l^^^^J?'"
s dignity, a ring was heard at the beU.

"MoTwn!
^™> ^J^'spe^ed Mr. Kenwigs, greatly excited.Mor eena my dear, run down and let your uncle in and

^?kin™'
"'^' ^°" ^'' '^' ^°"^ °P^" Hem r Let's be

vp^'^f''*^?^
?*'; ^^""^'g^'s suggestion, the company spoke

snn^ i??^ 'I 'Tk
'^'^ and unembarrassed; and almost assoon as they had begun to do so, a short old gentleman indrabs and gaiters, with a face that might have^been carvedout of lignum viUB, for anything that appeared to thecontrary, was led playfully in by Miss Morleena Kenwi«

regarding whose uncommon Christian name it may be hereremarked that it had been invented and composed by Afn

Hon n?h P''m°?
l°,!l''-

^''' ^>^3"^-'"' ^°^ ^he special distinct
tion of her eldest child, in case it should prove a daughter.Oh uncle, I am so glad to see you," said Mrs. Kenwigs

ladT"
*'°"^*=*°'" aflfectionately on both cheeks. "So

" Many happy returns of the day, my dear," reolied the
collector, returning the compliment

^
Now, this was an interesting thing. Here was a collector

of water-rates, without his book, without his pen and inkwithout his double knock, without his intimidation, kissS-actually kissing-an agreeable female, and leaving taxe?

'Zi^^r'^T""'' '^f ^'- ^^^ ^^"^^' '' announfemenS
that he would never call again, for two quarters' due. whollyout of the question. It was pleasant to see how the com-pany looked on, quite absorbed in the sight, and to behold thenods and wmks with which they expressed their gratification
at finding so much humanitv in a tax-gatherer
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" Where will you sit, uncle? " said Mrs. Kenwigs, in the
full glow of family pride, which the appearance of her dis-
tinguished relation occasioned.

" Anywheres, my dear," said the collector, " I am not
particular."

Not particular! What a meek collector. If he had been
•n author, who knew his place, he couldn't have been more
humble.

^^
"Mr Lill>^ick," said Kenwigs, addressing the collector,
some fnends here, sir, are very anxious for the honour of—thank you—Mr. and Mrs. Cutler, Mr. Lillyvick "

Proud to know you, sir," said Mr. Cutler, " I've heerd
of you very often." These were not mere words of ceremony •

for Mr. Cutler, having kept house in Mr. Lillyvick's parish
had heard of him very often indeed. His attention in calling
had been quite extraordinary.

^^
"George, you know, I think, Mr. Lillyvick," said Kenwigs:
lady rom downstairs-Mr. Lillyvick. Mr. Snewkes-Mn

Lillyvick. Miss Green -Mr. Lillyvick. Mr. Lillyvick

-

Miss Petowker of the Theatre Royal, Drury Lane. Very
glad to make two public characters acquainted! Mrs
Kenwigs, my dear, will you sort the counters.?

"

Mrs. Kenwigs, with the assistance of Newman Noggs ^who
as he performed sundry little acts of kindness for the children'
at all times and seasons, was humoured in his request to be'
taken no notice of, and was merely spoken about, in a
whisper, as the decayed gentleman), did as she was desired-
and the greater part of the guests sat down to speculation'
while Newman himself, Mrs. Kenwigs, and Miss Petowker of

tabl
^^^""^ ^°^^^' ^^^^ ^"^' '°°^^^ ^fter the supper-

While the ladies were thus busyin? themselves, Mr. Lilly-
vick was intent upon the game in progress, and as all should
be fish that comes to a water-collector's net, the dear old
gentleman was by no means scrupulous in appropriating to
himself the property of his neighbours, which, on the con-

^1^7/ ^•^^^^'^*^^^^ whenever an opportunity presented
Itself, smiling good-humouredly all the while, and making somany condescending speeches to the owners, that they were
delighted with his amiability, and thought in their hearts
that he deserved to be Chancellor of the Exchequer at least

After a great deal of trouble, and the administration of
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tTn/l?' °" ?' u^? ^ ^^* ^"^^"^ Kenwigses, whereoftwo of the most rebellious were summarily banished, the
cloth was laid with much elegance, and a pair of boiled fowlsa large piece of pork, apple-pie, potatoes and greens, were
served; at sight which, the worthy Mr. Lillyvick venteda great many witticisms, and plucked up amazingly: to the

Idmfrere
^^ satisfaction of the whole body of

Very well and very fast the supper went off; no more
senous difficulties occurring than those which arose from themcessant demand for clean knives and forks: which made

£*S°'. ^•?^"'^-^'.'^P^'
""^'^ ^^^"^ °"^«' that private society

adopted the principle of schools and required that everv
guest should bring his own knife, fork, and spoon; which
doubtless would be a great accommodation in many casesand to no one more so than to the lady and gentleman of thehouse especially if the school principle were carried out cothe full extent; and the articles were expected, as a matter
of delicacy, not to be taken away again
Evetybody had eaten everything, the table was cleared ma most alarming hurry, and with great noise; and the

spints, whereat the eyes of Newman Noggs glistened beine
arranged m order, with water both hot fnd cold the part?composed ;.heni.el"es for conviviality; Mr. Liilyvick being
stationed 11 a la.ge arm-chair by the fire-side, and the four
httle Kenwigses disposed on a small form in front of thecompany with their flaxen tails towards them, and their faces
to the fire; an arrangement which was no sooner perfected
than Mrs. Kenwigs was overpowered by the feelings of amother, and fell upon the left shoulder of Mr. Kenvvies
dissolved in tears-.

ciinij,s

"They are so beautiful!" said Mrs. Kenwigs, sobbing.
"Oh, dear," said all the ladies, "so they ar^! it's verv

natural you should feel proud of that; but don't give way,

" I can- not help it, and it don't signify," sobbed Mrs

On hearing this alarming presentiment of their beinedoomed to an early death in the flower of their infancy all
four httle girls raised a hideous cry, and burying their heads
in their mother s lap sunultaneously, screamed until the eight
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flaxen tails vibrated again; Mrs. Kenwigs meanwhile clasping
them alternately to her bosom, with attitudes expressive of
distraction, which Miss Petowker herself might have copied
At length, the anxious mother permitted herself to he

soothed mto a more tranquil state, and the little Kenwigses.
being also composed, were distributed amonL the company
to prevent the possibiUty of Mrs. Kenwigs being again over-
come by the blaze of their combined beauty. This done
the ladies and gentlemen united in prophesying that thev
would live for many, many years, and that there vas no
occasion at all for Mrs. Kenwigs to distress herself: whichm good truth, there did not appear to be; the loveliness of

f.Si^!^'"^"
^y "° ^^^^ justifying her apprehensions.

This day ejght year," said Mr. Kenwigs after a pause.
Dear me—ah!"

*^

This reflection was echoed by all present, who said " Ah '
"

first, and " dear me," afterwards.
" I was younger then," tittered Mrs. Kenwigs.
•' No," said the collector.
" Certainly not," added everybody.
"I remember my niece," said Mr. Lillyvick, surveying his

audience with a grave air; " I remember her, on that verv
afternoon, when she first acknowledged to her mother a par-
tiality for Kenwigs. ' Mothei,' she says, ' I love him.'

"

^^ ^
Adore him,' I said, uncle," interposed Mrs. Kenwigs
Love him,' I think, my dear," said the collector,

firmly. '

" Perhaps you are right, uncle," replied Mrs. Kenwigs.
submissively. " I thought it was ' adore.'

"

Love,' my dear," retorted Mr. Lillyvick. " ' Alother
'

she says, 'I love him!' 'What do I hear? ' cried her
mother; and instantly falls into strong conwulsions."
A general exclamation of astonishment burst from the

company,
" Into strong conwulsions," repeated Mr. Lillvvick re-

garding them with a rigid look. "Kenwigs will excusemy saying, m the presence of friends, that there was a verv
great objection to him, on the ground that he was beneath the
family, and would disgrace it. You remember, Kenwigs.? "

"Certainly," replied that gentleman, in no way displeased
at the remmi.<^cence, inasmuch as it proved, beyond ail doubt
what a high family Mrs. Kenwigs came of.

'
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" I shared in that feeling," said Mr. Lillwick: " perhaos

It was natural; perhaps it wasn't."
' ^

A gentle murmur seemed to say, that, in one of Mr. Lillv-
vick s station, the objection was not onlv natural, but highly
praiseworthy.

'
'
unu^my

"I came round to him in time." said Mr. Lillyvick " After
they were marrie^d, and th-re was no help for it, I wks one of
the first to say that Kenwigs must be taken notice of. The
family dtd take notice of him, in consequence, and on mv
representation; and I am bound to say—and proud to say-
that I have always found him a very honest, well-behaved
upright, respectable sort of man. Kenwigs, shake hands " '

^^
I am proud to do it, sir," said Mr. Kenwigs.

^^
So am I, Kenwigs," rejoined Mr. Lillyvick.

Kenwi^**^
^aPPy life I have led with your niece, sir," said

" ^\ ^i*"ilr^ ^*^f ^?®" y^""" °^" f^"lt if you had not, sir,"
remarked Mr. Lillyvick. ' '

"lorleena Kenwigs," cried her mother, at this crisis,mr ,n affected, kiss your dear uncle!
"

The young lady did as she was requested, and the three
other httle girls were successively hoisted up to the collector's
countenance, and subjected to the same process, which was
afterwards repeated on them by the majority of those present.

Oh dear, Mrs. Kenwigs," said Miss Petowker, " while
Mr. Noggs IS making that punch to drink happy returns in
do let Morieena go through that figure dance before Mr'
Lillyvick.

" No, no, my dear," replied Mrs. Kenwigs, "
it will onlv

worry my uncle." ^

..
'; I* c^n'> wo"7 him, I am sure," said Miss Petowker.
\ ou will be very much pleased, won't you, sir?

"

"That I am sure I shall," replied the collector, glancing
at the punch-mixer. ^ °

" ^?",^h^"' I'" tf-" you what," said Mrs. Kenwigs, " Mor-
ieena shall do the steps, if uncle can persuade Miss Petowker
to recite us the Blood-Drinker's Burial, afterwards "

There was a great clapping of hands and stamping of feet
at this proposition; the subject whereof, gently .: clined her
head several times, in acknowledgment of the re, ption

T J- r,""
J^^ow," said Miss Petowker, reproachfullv, " that

1 disUke doing anything professional in private parties
"
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Oh,butnothereI"saidMrs.Kenwigs. "We are all so

t^7Jarf-^
*"^ P'"*^"'' ^' y°" "'•ght as well be goingthrough It in your own room; besides, the occasion—"

I can t resist that/' interrupted Miss Petowker; "any-thing m my humble power I shall be delighted to do »
Mrs. Kenwigs and Miss Petowker had arranged' a smallPr?iramme of the entertainments between them, of which

ti^ s was the prescribed order, but they had settled to have ahttle pressing on both sides, because it looked more natural
TJie company being all ready, Miss Petowker hummed a tuneand Morleena danced a dance; having previously had the
soles of her shoes chalked, with as much '^area^? she weregoing on the tight-rope. It was a very beautiful figure

^•7nnh ^ ^fT ^'f
°^ ^°'^ ^°'' '^' *™^^ ^"<^ ^as receivedwith unbounded applause.

"
J(

I was blessed with a-a child-" said Miss PetowkerWashing, "of such genius as that, I would have her out atthe Opera instantly.'

Mrs Kenwigs sighed, and looked at Mr. Kenwigs whoshook his head, and observed that he was doubtful about itKenwigs is afraid," said Mrs. K.

;;
What of? " inquired Miss Petowker, " not of her failing.?

"

whpPch
"•"^ ""P^'^^M^t. Kenwigs, - but if she grew up

qdses " "^'''-^'^^y ^^^^ °f ^he young dukes and mar-

'• Very right," said the collector.

ioZgTt\:rfui'n? ^" ^'^''" °'^^"^^ ^^^- ^--^^>
" I only know-" faltered Miss Petowker,-" it may beno rule to be sure-but / have never found any inconvenience

or unpleasantness of that sort."
vcmcnce

Mr. Kenwigs with becoming gallantry, said that settledthe question at once, and that he would take the subjectinto his serious consideration. This being resolved upon

B^-J r 'k-T' TT'^ '° ^^^•" the Blood-Drinker's
Bunal; to which end, that young lady let down her back
hair, and taking up her posi:ion at the other end of the roomwith the bachelor friend posted in a corner, to nisS outTt

h^ Ah '" ^'^'^ '^^'''' ^"^ ^^^^ ^'' '" his arms whenshe died raving mad, went through the performance with
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extraordinary spirit, and to the great terror of the little
Kenwigses, who were all but frightened into fits.

The ecstacies consequent upon the effort hau not yet
subsided, and Newman (who had not been thoroughly sober
at so late an hour for a long time), had not yet been ablf to
put in a word of announcement, that the punch was ready,
when a hasty knock was heard at the room-door, which
elicited a shriek from Mrs. Kenwigs, who immediately divined
that the baby had fallen out of bed.

" Who is that? " demanded Mr. Kenwigs, sharply.
*• Don't be alarmed, it's only me," said Crowl, looking in,

in his nightcap. "The baby is very comfortable, for I
peeped into the room as I came down, and it's fast asleep,
and so is the giri; and I don't think the candle will set fire
to the bed-curtain, unless a draught was to get into the room
—it's Mr. Noggs that's wanted."

" Me !
" cried Newman, much astonished.

" Why, it is a queer hour, isn't it? " replied Crowl, who
was not best pleased at the prospect of losing his fire; " and
they are queer-looking people, too, all covered with rain and
mud. Shall I tell them to go away? "

" No," said Newman, rising. " People? How many? "
" Two," rejoined Crowl.
" Want me? By name? " asked Newman.
" By name," replied Crowl. " Mr. Newman Noggs, as pat

as need be."

Newman reflected for a few seconds, and then hurried
away, muttering that he would be back directly. He was
as good a* 'lis word; for, in an exceedingly short time,
he burst i - om, and seizing, without a word of apology
or expla- , lighted candle and tumbler of hot punch
from the " ./ted away like a madman.
"What .x.w deuce is the matter with him?" exclaimed

Crowl, throwing the door open. "Hark! Is there anv
noise above? "

ITie guests rose in great confusion, and, looking in each
other's faces with much perplexity and some fear, stretched
their necks forward, and listened attentively.
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CHAPTER XV
ACQUAINTS THE READER WITH THE CAUSE AND ORIGIN 0>THE INTERRUPTION DESCRIBED IN THE LAST ChT,^«AND^WITH SOME OTHEK ..rr.nsZc^H.^TIi

odd manifestations of surprise and dSiJht H^? I ''*"^"'

I have dry clothes, or at least such as will servs m„turn well, m my bundle," replied NichoUr
"

,, ,
^

« distre^ed to see „,e, you wiS add ti'^i, j i',,"''

.^Srilc^-Te-s-iofeSi

II
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with his arrival in London, Mr. Noggs brightened up again,
and went about making such arrangements as were in his
power for the comfort of his visitors, with extreme alacrity.
These were simple enough; poor Newman's means halting

at a very considerable distance short of his inclinations; but,
slight as they were, they were not made without much
bustling and running about. As Nicholas had husbanded
his scanty stock of money so well that it was not yet quite
expended, a supper of bread and cheese, with some cold beef
from the cook's shop, was soca olaced upon the table ; and
these viands being flanked by a ot tie of spirits and a pot of
porter, there was no ground for apprehension on the score of
hunger or thirst, at all events. Such preparations as New-
man had it in his power to make, for the accommodation of his
guests during the night, occupied no very great time in com-
pleting; and as he had insisted, as an express preliminary,
that Nicholas should change his clothes, and that Smike
should invest himself in his solitary coat (which no entreaties
would dissuade him from stripping off for the purpose), the
travellers partook of their frugal fare, with more satisfaction
than one of them at least had derived from many a better
meal.

They then drew near the fire, which Newman Noggs had
made up as well as he could, after the inroads of Crowl upon
the fuel; and Nicholas, who had hitherto been restrained by
the extreme anxiety of his friend that he should refresh him-
self after his journey, now pressed him with earnest questions
concerning his mother and sister.

"Well;" replied Newman, with his accustomed taci-
turnity; " both well."

" They are living i.. .e city still? " inquired Nicholas.
" They are," said Newman.
" And my sister "—added Nicholas. " Is she still engaged

in the business which she wrote to tell me she thought she
should like so much? "

Newman opened his eyes rather wider than usual, but
merely replied by a gasp, which, according to the action of
the head that accompanied it, was interpreted by his friends
as meaning yes or no. In tV'C present instance, the panto-
mime consisted of a nod, anu not a shake; so Nicholas took
the answer as a favourable one.

" Now listen to me," said Nichdas, laying his hand on
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Newman's ihouldcr. " TUf„r. t -^ •..

»^ them, I deemed .. exrSiTent T^^ "'•^^ *" ^^^rt to

upon them which I am Lv?r *'
^•''^''i^'

'"'''« an in urj
heard from YorkshireT " "P*^' ^^^ ^as myS
4rhTe"^«"t:?i„^^^^^^^^^^ -uth, .everal time., ..
nothing of it, undZMv^JT- ^ '^^' ^"t coulu mak^
i^ and ghaitly .taJ^"^

^*^ ^"^ •y** on Nicholas with a
' Hhat has he heard? " nn..^ m- u .

•«« that I am pre^^d to7e^ ^i^J^t^'
«>'«"""«• " Vou

can have suggested Why should vo^f'''
^^^V^hat malice

I must know it sooner or later 1.nH T''^^ '' '^^ "e?
gamed by.trifling with the ml«er ?or ^ f

P"^*' ^" ^
half the time would put mT in L ^-^'"^ minutes, when
ocfurred? Tell me at'^oncrpSy'^''**'^^" °' *" ^' »«

morrl:^"^'^ """^«'" -d Newman; "hear it to-

;; teuTLV^nr^^^^^^^ Nicholas.

.
"I should sleep the w^«!?'

«P''ed Newman.
tiently. "Sleep! ExLrtrdV.T"''''''"^ i^'^'^°'^«' i^pa-
common need of reTtT? c^nnorhonr/ *"? '"^"^'"^ ^^o
night, unless you tell me e^erylw^''

'° '^°^ "^ «^y« all

hesit^ltfng:'
' ^°"^' ^*" y- -eUing." said Newman,

Pride'j^^ej^^^^^^^^ or wound my
for if the scene wereS over a^arj'^ "°f

.^''^^^ "^ «^t^
part than I have takeiv and w^^. ' ^ ^°"'^ **^^ "» other
accrue to myself from it i shall -v''"" ^consequences may
done-never, if I stTn^e or £^i Tr" ""^''' ^^''^ ^' ^ have
httle poverty or suffering to tLnS'"''^"'.""*- ^^^t is a
most inhuman cowardfcfl I Ln v^'v^/ l^'

^'^'^ and
tamely and passively I ,hLwK^°"' !^ ^ *^ad stood by
merited the ^ontempi ofIve^

1""^ hated myself, a„^'
black-hearted scoundVell" ^ "^ "" existence. The

^^^^'^Z^^^^ Mr. Squeers,
exactly what had passed af r^tt k

"^
ff

^^''"^ to Newman
to speak out with^'l*^^;;^^^^^^^^

^h"'
^"^^'^'^^^

Noggs took, froivi an old truak Tlh. "? ^^^'''^^> ^r.irunjc, a sheec of paper, which
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world, if you toke ev^WyW Z.^ ?'""" "" '" ">«
•U «t, proud to hear rf^^anXou H k.

'"•'"«.^«'-I>«n.n

.

Newman .ccompanW th^ «,« !i^ ! ''''",' " "V"'" "
violent blow upon?he table „5^„Tl!''' '"',""•"'• *'"> •
he had mistaken it for t£ "^V'^M^"' »''''« "'»"'•"«.
Squeen. Having, by this oSTli. ^ ^ °' *''• "'wkfoni
quite precluded &«lf ,^ "^fS ''.«'«™«">n of hi, feeiines
worldly advice (S lad hS.";?

'^=\'''« "X cautio^i

out Shall I read it?
" ^^ "P^ ""' ". while he was

.c^Jdi„^;"rSl^t';;C:"' •*"•'""• Newman Nogg,

«
Sir,

** Dotheboys Hall,
" Thursday Morning.

f^p-A'^uTZZV^^ *^^ ^-^- con.

p is one maTk*o/broos«Zh ^f' '"""^
i^*^'^'^'"?' »nd my

forms are steepled in h7s Go^^ ^t ^"^ f«^n likewise two
him carried down into the krt;h.nK""*u'*'"'P^"^^ to have
will judge from this that he hSh ""^f ^' "°^ '^^^ Vou

" When your nevew that t
^'" '"'^^Sht very low.

had done this toTy pa and^l"?'" ^^^ » teac ,.r
ieet and also lang^edL whiffr'^-.^^"

^'' ^^ ^i^h his
with describing, hfaslult^d ^. '^" T P°"«^t "^v pen
dashed her to theS andT,""*

with dreadful violence^

»sr^urweBS.~ -"-^
since which we have suffrred ^ ^*

i''^''"'^
«' his feury

•he crowing beUef '^^''^t^'ScS;^^ "^^tl^-J
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insides, especially as no marks of violence are visible exter-
nally. I am screaming out loud all the time I write and so
is my brother which takes off my attention rather and I hope
will excuse mistakes.

"The monster having sasiated his thirst for blood ran
away, taking with him a boy of desperate caracter that he
had excited to rebellyon, and a garnet ring belonging to my
ma, and not having been apprehended by the constables is

supposed to have been took up by some stage-coach. My
pa begs that if he comes to you the ring may be returned,
and that you will let the thiet and assassin go, as if we
prosecuted him he would only be transported, and if he is

let go he is sure to be hung before long which will save us
trouble and be much more satisfactory. Hoping to hear
from you when convenient

" I remain
" Yours and cetrer

" Fanny Squeers.
" P.S. I pity his ignorance and despise him."

A profound silence succeeded to the reading of this choice
epistle, during which Newman Noggs, as he folded it up,
gazed with a kind of grotesque pity at the boy of desperate
character therein referred to; who, having no more distinct
perception of the matter in hand, than that he had been the
unfortunate cause of heaping trouble and falsehood upon
Nicholas, sat mute and dispirited, with a most woe-begone
and heart-stricken look.

" Mr. Noggs," said Nicholas, after a few moments' reflec-
tion, " I must go out at once."

" Go out! " cried Newman.
" Yes," said Nicholas, " to Golden Square. Nobody who

knows me would believe this story of the ring; but it may
suit the purpose, or gratify the hatred of Mr. Ralph Nicklebv
to feign to attach credence to it. It is due—not to him
but to myself—that I should state the truth; and moreover*
I have a word or two to exchange with him, which will not
keep cool."

" They must," said Newman.
" They must not, indeed," rejoined Nicholas firmlv, as he

prepared to leave the house.
" Hear me speak," said Newman, planting himself before
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his impetuous young friend. " He is not there. Heisawav
tS.?wr-

H«^i"«°t be back for three da"; andlCwthat letter wiU not be answered before he return^ "
Are you sure of this.? " asked Nicholas, chafing violentlyand pacing the narrow room mth rapid strides!^

^'

yuite, rejomed Newman. "He had hardlv read it

WW Lit?
^''^^ """" ^ *"" wwchTS^™;?

n^L^T'-'^u^''™*'' '">' ""«'" ^"l Newman, speakine for themoment, m his earnestness, like any other m£i-^S noeffort to see even them, tUl he comes home. I know fteman. Do „ot seem to have been tampering wi4 Svbodb.

siarwfsprriTL^rd-Sl
was by thjs time boiling, made a glassful of sp7riS and waterfor Nicholas, and a cracked mug-full for the ioin^ «oT
modation of himself and Smike,^orwhTch the 'Z^Z^m great harmony, while Nicholas, leaning his head u^nh^^hand, remaned buried in melancholy^?di4tio„ ^ ^

xMeanwhile, the company below stair.? aft»V r * •

attentively and not heaLg^ny nois:T4ht:u^^^^^^^^
hem in mterfenng for the gratification of thefr curio uTreturned to the chamber of the Kenw.V^^^ o„!i

curiosity

themselves in hazarding a greafvartetX le^teTrefee

" Dear me," said Mr. Kenwig,; " if, „ot impossible.
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Perhaps, in that case, we'd better send up and ask if he
won't take a little more punch."
"Kenwigs!" said Mr. Lillyvick, in a loud voice, "I'm

surpnsed at you."
" What's the matter, sir? " asked Mr. Kenwigs, with

becommg submission to the collector of water-rates
" ^a^"g such a remark as that, sir," replied Mr. Lillyvick,

angrily. He has had punch already, has he not, sir? I
consider the way in which that punch was cut off, if I mav
use the expression, highly disrespectful to this company:
scandalous, perfectly scandalous. It may be the custom to
allow such things in this house, but it's not the kind of
behaviour that I've been used to see displayed, and so I
don t mind telling you, Kenwigs. A gentleman has a glass
of punch before him to which he is just about to set his lips
when another gentleman comes and collars that glass of
punch, without a ' with your leave,' or ' by your leave ' and
carnes that glass of punch away. This may be good manners—I dare say it is—but I don't understand it, that's all: and
whats more, I don't care if I never do. It's my way to
speak my mind, Kenwigs, and that is my mind; and if you
don t like It, It's past my regular time for going to bed, and
1 can find my way home without making it later."
Here was an untoward event! The collector had sat

swelling and fuming in offended dignity for some minutes,
and had now fairly burst out. The great man—the rich
relation—the unmarried uncle—who had it in his power to
make Morieena an heiress, and the very baby a legatee—was
offended. Gracious Powers, where was this to end!

II I am very sorry, sir," said Mr. Kenwigs, humbly.
Don't tell me you're sorry," retorted Mr. Lillyvick

with much sharpness. "You should have prevented it
then. '

The company were quite paralysed by this domestic crash
The back pariour sat with her mouth wide open, staring
vacantly at the collector, in a stupor of dismay; the other
guests were scarcely less overpowered by the great man's
irritation. Mr. Kenwigs, not being skilful in such matters,
only fanned the flame in attempting to extinguish it.

.. t'J- ^'f
"'' ^^^^^ °^ **' ^ ^"^ ^^^^' ^"" sa'f^ °^'^t gentleman.

I didn t suppose that such a little thing as a glass of punch
would have put you out of temper."

I
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" Out of temper 1 What the devU do you mean by thatpiece of impertinence, Mr. Kenwigs? " kid The colLtorMorleena, child-give me my hat » collector.

say a water-collector; while the four littirSrls private ?instructed to that effect) clasped their uncle's^d ab short^^i'J

"VTsC?d7r' H^™'
"

'T^^'^^'
^^"Slish, to remain"

« "?h ^°
""^T^'^

so cruelly, uncle," sobbed Mrs. Kenwigsunless you wish to kill me."
«^wiwjgs,

reoHed' Mr^tin "^"^"l^^W^
^?™e P^^Ple were to say I did,"

rf^temperl" ^ '
^ ""^ ^"^"'>^ ^' ^^"^'g« " ^^'

.
•'

,?!?r
^ T^""°*

^®^'' *° ««« W"^ look so, at my husb-nd "

'
Mr ?-ilP"T^f' -.'P ^° ^'''^'^' i" families Oht"Mr Lillyvick," said Kenwgs, "I hone for the «!«L-a nf

your niece that you won't object to be recincSed " " "'

The collectors features relaxed, as the company addedtheir entreaties to those of his nephew-in-law. He gate udhis hat, and held out his hand. • ^ P
" There, Kenwigs," said Mr. Lillyvick; "and let me tell

^fs, that If I had gone away without another word it

""w^i ^r,M^^' "° ^'^^^"^^^ '•^^P^'^ting that pound or twowhich I shall leave among your children then iTe "

iTrihZv,- ? ,'^°'^" "P°" y^"*" l^"ees to your dear uncleand beg him to love you all his life through, for he^ morea angel than a man, and I've dways said so
"

Miss Morleena approaching to do homage, in comDliance

oy Mr Lillyvick; and thereupon Mrs. Kenwigs dartPHforward and kissed the collector, Ld an irrepressrbfemS
l&7ty."'^^

'"" ^'^ ^^"'P^"^ -^° ^d witnessed™

The worthy gentleman then became once more the life
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and soul of the society; being again reinstated in his old
post of hon, from which high station the temporary distrac-
tion of their thoughts had for a moment dispossessed him.
Quadruped hons are said to be savage, only when they arehungiy; biped Uons are rarely sulky longer than when their
appetite for distinction remains unappeased. Mr. LiUvvick
stood higher than ever; for he had shown his power; hinted
at his property and testamentary intentions; gained great
credit for dismterestedness and virtue; and, in addition to
all, was finally accommodated with a much larger tumbler of

Sde off thh
'^^''^ Newman Noggs had so feloniously

•'I say! I beg everybody's pardon for intruding again,"
said Crowl, looking in at this happy juncture; " but what a
queer business this is, isn't it? Noggs has lived in this house,now going on for five years, and nobody has ever been to seehun before, within the memory of the oldest inhabitant "

Its a strange time of night to be called away, sir, cer-
tainly said the collector; " and the behaviour of Mr. Nojrffs
himself, IS, to say the least of it, mysterious "

" Well, so it is " rejoined Crowl; " and I'll tell you what'smore—1 think these two geniuses, whoever they are. have
run away from somewhere."
"What makes you think that, sir?" demanded the

collector, who seemed, by a tacit understanding, to have
been chosen and elected mouthpiece to the company " You
have no reason to suppose that they have run away from
anywhere without paying the rates and taxes due I
hope? '

Mr. Crowl, with a look of some contempt, was about to
enter a general protest against the payment of rates or taxes
under any circumstances, when he was checked by a timelv
whisper from Kenwigs, and several frowns and winks from
Mrs. Iv., which providentially stopped him

" Why the fact is," said Crowl, who had* been listening atNewman s door, with all his might and main; " the fact is
that they have been talking so loud, that they quite disturbedme in my room, and so I couldn't help catching a word hei -
and a word there; and all I heard, certainly seemed to refer
to their having bolted from some place or other. I don't
wish to alarm Mrs. Kenwigs; but I hope they haven't come
from any jaU or hospital, and brought away a fever or some
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chit"^"*" ^"^ '^* '°'*' "^^^^ ""'^^^ ^ '^^'^^ ^°' t^«

Mrs Kenwi^ was so overpowered by this supposition, that
It needed all the tender attentions of Miss Petowker, of theTheatre Royal, Drury Lane, to restore her to anything likea state of ^Imness; not to mention the assiduity of Mr
Kenwigs, who held a fat smelling-bottle to his lady's nose'
until It became matter of some doubt whether the tears

7dvolaHU " ^^^ ^*'^*' ^^""^ ^® ''^"^' °^ ^^^''"^^ °'"

The ladies having expressed their sympathy, s.nely and
separately, fell, according to custom, into a little cifo^us of
soothing expressions, among which, such condolences asPoor dear! '--' I should feel just the same, if I was her

"
- To be sure, it s a very trying thing "-and " Nobodv buta mother knows what a mother's feelings is," were among themost prominent, and most frequently repeated. In short
the opimon of the company was so clearly manifested, thatMr. Kenwigs was on the point of repairing to Mr. Noees sroom, to demand an explanation, and had indeed swallowed
a preparatory glass of punch, with great infiexibilitv and
steadiness of purpose, when the attention of all present was
diverted by a new and terrible Surprise.

This was nothing less than the sudden pouring forth of a
rapid succession of the shrillest and most piercing screams
from an upper story; and to all appearance from the verv
two-pair back, m which the infant Kenwigs was at thatmoment enshrined. They were no sooner audible, than Mrs

fhf;!If' °Pr"\^^*ut '^l^"^^ ^* ^^^ *^°™<^ »"' «nd sucked
the baby s breath while the giri was asleep, made for the
door, wringing her hands and shrieking dismally to the
great consternation and confusion of the company

'

Mr. Kenwigs, see what it is; make haste!" cried the
sister, laying violent hands upon Mrs. Kenwigs, and holdit..

nte^?old%ou " • °'
'^'^^ '^''' ^^^^ '' ^-' - ' -"

"My baby, my blessed, blessed, blessed, blessed baby'"
screamed Mrs Kenwigs, making every blessed louder than
the last. My own dariing, sweet, innocent Lillvvick-Oh
let me go to him. Let me go-o-o-o !

"

Pending the utterance of these frantic cries, and the wails
and lamentauons of the four little giris, Mr. Kenwigs rushed
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it

T^^ *?*?V*^™ ^^*^"^* ^^^ «0""ds proceeded- at the

father was thrown down six staii^ .n!i
'
r V.''5 *^T

n«r«t Unding-plac, Wo^VSo^^ Se^'^o^ '.l'"""JhtoMk what was the matter.
""« k> open nu

it isf°i"s^tnt^;"a^"""'*°'"' """'"« 1'"'"; "h-=«

the'^-s no ht„°di;e7..lL'':fi; th'^^ aXTh' ^"T'^k"'
assurances, he delivered Ae taby fwC ?n h'l.T''°''l"b^^camed upside down) to Mrs^^.?^^', ^^^J'^ J,'

«^:T^r^i;^dtr;ir£-t'ic??^r7 *-

ducuve of some most singular insSTcis „*J^^TSpresence of mmd; thus, the bachelor friend had forTLiUme, supported in his arms Mra. Kenwte's sisfer iL»..?^Mrs. Kenwigs; and the worthy Mr LillvvWc' h»H^
°'

J«ually seen, in the perturbatioLfhk spSfto kt mSPetowker several tm,es, behind the room doo? «^v^If nothing were gomg forward. ^

Uh you malicious little wretch!" cried Mr*" K-.n, •

I heard her cries," continued Nirhnlac " ^^a j
in time .0 prevent her settinHre to a^ithW e?«" Z,'may depend upon it that the child is no" hurr foTl ,^t

This brief Explanation over, the infant »h„ „ k
christened afterW collator, /ej^ced nle nam« o^liZ™k Kenwigs, was partially suflicated under the^rieL'of

&X"a nl^'r^TCSon^VuX-grl-wto'SS
had the audac ty to bum her hair off",«!f u f °.

^^^

sundry smaU sla^X'L'Zm'^Jh^m:^";^f^?^^^^^^ladies, was mercifully sent home; the nine^n^tl^ftkIS
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she was to have been rewarded, being escheated to the
Kenwigs family.

" And whatever we are to say to you, sir," exclaimed Mrs.
Kenwigs, addressmg young Lillyvick's deliverer, "

1 am sure
I don t know.

" You need say nothing at all," replied Nicholas. "
I have

done nothing to found any very strong claim upon your
eloquence, I am sure."

f J

" He might have been burnt to death, if it hadn't been
he for you, sir, simpered Miss Petowker.

" Not very likely, I think," replied Nicholas; " for there
was abundance of assistance here, which must have reachedmm before he had been in any danger."

" Y-^u will let us drink your health, anyvays, sir! " said
Mr. Kenwigs, motioning towards the table.

"
T^" '?}y

absence, by all means," rejoined Nicholas, with
a smile. 1 have had a very fatiguing journey, and should
be most indifferent company—a far greater check upon your
merriment than a promoter of it, even if I kept awake,
which I think very doubtful. If you will allow me, I'll
return to my fnend, Mr. Noggs, who went upstairs again
when he found nothing serious had occurred. Good ni^t "
Excusing himself, in these terms, from joining in the

festivities, Nicholas took a most winning farewell of Mrs
Kenwigs and the other ladies, and retired, after makine a

^*I7»*,u*'"*°
^"^ impression upon the company.

^^
What a delightful young manl " cried Mrs. Kenwigs
Uncommon gentlemanly, really," said Mr. Kenwigs.

Don't you think so, Mr. Lillyvick? "

"Yes," said the collector, with a dubious shrug of his
shoulders. He is gentlemanly, very gentlemanly- in
appearance." / "•

"
]

hope you don't see anything against him, uncle?
'

mquired Mrs. Kenwigs.
'• No, my dear," replied the collector, " no. I trust he may

not turn out-well-no matter-my love to you, my dear,
and long life to the baby!

"

/ , /
c«i,

;• Your namesake," said Mrs. Kenwigs, with a sweet smile.And I hope a worthy namesake," observed Mr. Kenwigs
willing to propitiate the collector. " I hope a baby as will
never disgrace his godfather, and as may be considered in
arter years, of a piece with the LiUyvicks whose name he
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^Uif o^~*"^ **t"J ^"T** " «^ ^« «™« sentiment,
and feeb it as strong as I do-that I consider his being called
LUlyvick one of the greatest blessings and Aonors of my
existence. '

;;
Tfu greatest blessing, Kenwigs," murmured the lady,

himclir ^'Tu^^
blessing," said Mr. Kenwigs, correcting

"to dele'rt^^^^^
'''' ' '°P^' °"* ^' ^^^ ^^^^ '

-'
This was a politic stroke of the Kenwigses, because it made

Mr. Lillyvick the great head and fountain of the baby's
importance. The good gentleman felt the delicacy and
dextenty of the touch, and at once proposed the health of
the gentleman name unknown, who had signalised himself
tnat night, by his coolness and alacrity.

" Who, I don't mind saying," observed Mr. LiUyvick, as
a great concession, "is a good-looking young man enough,
with manners that I hope his character may be equal to

''

He has a very nice face and style, reallv/' said Mrs
Kenwigs.

•' He certainly has," added Miss Petowker. " There's
something m his appearance quite—dear, dear, what's that
word again?

'' What word? " inquired Mr. Lillyvick.
" \Vhy—dear me, how stupid I am," replied Miss Petowker,

hesitating What do you call it, when Lords break off
door-knockers and beat policemen, and play at coaches with
other people s money, and all that sort of thing? "

" Aristocratic? " suggested the collector.
"Ah! aristocratic," repUed Miss Petowker; "something

very aristocratic about hrni, isn't there? "

The gentlemen held their peace, and smUed at each other
as who should say, " Well ! there's no accounting for tastes • ''

but the ladies resolved unanimously that Nicholas had an
aristocratic air; and nobody caring to dispute the position
It was established tnumphantly.
The punch being, by this time, drunk out, and the little

Kenwigses (who had for some time previously held their littie
eyes open with their little fore-fingers) becoming fractious
and requesting rather urgently to be put to bed, the collector
made a move by pullmg out his watch, and acquainting the
company that it was nigh two o'clock; whereat some of the
guests were surprised and others shocked, and hats and
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d^?? '^^"f
8™P«<» fo' under the tables, and in course of

snaking of hands, and many remarks how they had never^n such a dehghtful evening, and how they L^eUed to

t^n »5 ^ ^^' expecung to have heard that it was half-past

M« ir!i* r**^
'!S*«'^

and how they wished that Mr. andMre Kenwigs had a wedding-day once a week, and how^ey wondered by what hidden agency Mrs. Kenwigs could

^LJ- ^r^r^'^S^'^^ «?.^«"' and a great deal moFe of thesame kind. To a of which flattering expressions, Mr. ^dMrs Kenwig. rephed, by thanking evety lady and gentle-man, senatm, for the favour of their company, and hop ng

^*d ^e* Lr'
'"^''^*** ^«"««»ves onlyhK well ^ t^?

nr;i?n!.^i^'?°?!5
?"'** unconscious of the impression he hadproduced, he had long since faUen asleep, leaving Mr New-

tTeS. 3 tv ^^' "^ *"^P^ ^^ ^P'"' boVl^twer„
aSUrl^M^®"* ^^^y performed with such extreme

S^el^^h*^- ^u"^*" ^^^ *^"*"y " a J««» to determinewhether he himself was quite sober, and whether he had ever

.WovJ^Lf^" K^*" '° ^^^V"y> drowsily, and completely
mtoxicated, as his new acquaintance.

CHAPTER XVI
NICHOLAS SEEKS TO EMPLOY HIMSELF IN A NEW CAPACITYAND BEING UNSUCCESSFUL, ACCEPTS AN ENGAGEMENT

AS TUTOR IN A PRIVATE FAMILY

The first care of Nicholas, next morning, was. to look aftersome room m which, until better times'" dawned upon himhe could contrive to exist, without trenching u^n he
hospitality of Newman Noggs, who would have%M u,^n

«n-35n ""l"^^
apartment to which the bill in the parlourwindow bore reference, appeared, on inquiry, to be a small

^erlo^r
°" '^Vr"^ f

^^""^ reclaimed from the leads, and

S^te For^th/?^^^^^^^^
^''^^' °^ ^^^ ^d chimney

pots. For the letting of this portion of the house from weekto week, on reasonable tenns, the parlour lodger was em-
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S?TJrl!l *'i' **?"« ***P"^ ^y *»»« '»"dJord to disposeof the rooms as they became vacant, and to keen a sharrteok-put that the lodger, didn't run ^y. As a means S
J^nng the punctual discharge of which last s^rvicThe w^permuted to hve rent-free, lest he should at any time betempted to run away himself.

^

(^ this chamber, Nicholas became the tenant: and havine

smSl f. nM P^'Vt* ^I"^
^**^'^'* ^^ 'n advance: out of fsmall fund raised by the conversion of some spare clothw

prospects wh.ch, like the prospect outside his windoW weresufficiently confined and din^ As they b^ no mSimproved on better acquaintance, and as familiaritvS
*n?o";'hkrH "".f

*^
'"c^"^^^

'""'"^ '-"^ his thou'ghLtydmt of hard walkmg. So, taking up his hat. and leaving

§eZht'"as'VrhTf *»1,«-"^nV?he room 'w?th as2delight as If It had been the costliest palace, he betook him-seiao the streets, and mingled with the'crowd whichX)i^Td

Although a man may lose a sense of his own importancewhen he is a mere unit among a busy throng Si utter

K

regardless of him, it by no meLs follows Sf'he can d s-possess himself, with equal facility, of a very strong Snse of

L'l.'Th"
*"''

^'J?
."magnitude of his cares. TheVnha^py

state of his own affairs was the one idea which occupied thebrain of Nicholas, walk as fast as he would; and when hetried to dislodge ,t by speculating on the situatkm and
prospects of the people whJsurroun^ded him h St Wm
self, in a few ,econds, contrasting their co^ditir

l'
h Ws

o7;i^ugt?'4'aTn.'^'""^
-perceptibly back into his old train

Occupied in these reflections, as he was making his wayalong one of the great public thoroughfares of London hechanced to raise his eyes to a blue board, whereon waJinscribed, m characters of gold, «' General Agency Officefor places and situations of all kinds inquire^ithin "
Itwas a shop-front, fitted up with a gauze blind and an' innerdoor; and m the window hung a long and tempting arrlv ofwritten placards announcing vacant places of every gradefrom a secretary's to a footboy's. ^ ^ '

Nicholas halted instinctively, before this temple of
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proinise, and ran his eye over the capital-text ODenimri in VJm

L .'u^rhr "^'T'^ "i'p'r"-
vvh.?SffiZpk^*

l>u »uryey he walked on a Uttle way, and 'hen back and thm

SSn^and X^'t.'""'"'
^""^ «««' "• «>«" "P^

He found himself in a little floor-clothed room with «

J^uththht'^'
-'^ ^" ^"* ~™«'' behind whiSr«'tTLyouth with cunning eyes and a protruding chin, whose ner-

S^^ »n«pital-text darkened the wfndow He had^a

W rUt f«n^'"^
open before him, and v " S the fingers o*

on a^ver^?«t "Iff^^*^^^'"*" '^t
'^*^**' »"<* ^s ey^ fixedon a very fat old lady m a mob-cap-«vidently the oro-

prjetress of the establishment-who wiring heLfatT
fire, seemed to be only waiting her directions to refer to someentries contained within its rustv clasps

thp/c^'^'® 'H^f'
^a'-d outside,' which acquainted the publicthat servants-of-all-work were perpetually in waitinir to b^S dor T '"^ ^°"'' NicholasW ^t once tha^t som^

Smt^X w^"^ "°""^ '"°"'""' '^''^ ^-h pattens and anumbrella, who were sitting upon a form in one comer werem attendance for that pu pose: especially as the p^r JhTng

tne callings and scations of two smart young ladies who wer^
in conversat on with the fat lady before^he fire unUl~having sat himself down in a corner, and remarked that hewould wait until the other customers had been served-the fa?lady resumed the dialogue which his entrance had interrupt d
said

' ' ^* ^^^^' '^^" ^^""S ^^''^^^ ^s afore-

;' Read out an easy place or two," said the fat lady
_

Pick out very light ones, if you please, young man"

" ' Mrs. Marker,' " said Tom, reading, " '
Russell Place

?wot&' offers eighteen guineas; Land sugar found'Two m family, and see very little company. Five servants
kept. No man. No followers.' » ^ ^ J>ervdnis

"Oh Lor! " tittered the client. " That wont do. Read
another, young man, will you? "
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" • Un. Wrymug/ " said Tom, " ' Pleasant Place, Fins-
bury. Wagj», twelve guineas. No tea, no sugar. Serious
lanuly

"Ah
I
you needn't mind reading that," interrupted the

cuent

", l?*"** serious footmen,' " said Tom, impressively.
Three? did you say? " asked the client in an altered

tone.

" ' Three serious footmen,' " replied Tom. " ' Cook,
housemaid, and nursemaid; each female servant required to
jom the Little Bethel Congregation three times every Sunday
—with a serious footman. If the cook is more serious than
the footman, she will be expected to improve the footman;
if the footman is more serious than the cook, he will be
expected to imprc .e the cook.'

"

"I'll take the address of that place," said the client; " I
don t know but what it mightn't suit me pretty well."

<i iJ^^^^^
another," remarked Tom, turning over the leaves •

Family ^f Mr. Gallanbile, M.P. Fifteen guineas, tea
and sugar, and servants allowed to see male cousins, if godly
Note. Cold dinner in the kitchen on the Sabbath, Mr.
Gallanbile being devoted to the Observance question. No
victuals whatever, cooked on the Lord's Day, with the excep-
tion of dmner for Mr. and Mrs. Gallanbile, which, being a
work of piety and necessity, is .xempted. Mr. Gallanbile
Jines late on the day of rest, in order to prevent the sinfulness
of the cook's dressing herself.'

"

" 1 don't think that'll answer as well as the other," said the
client, after a little whispering with her friend. "

I'll take
the other direction, if you please, young man. I can but come
back again, if it don't do."
Tom made out the address, as requested, and the genteel

c'lent, ha\mg satisfied the fat lady with a small fee, mean-
while, went away, accompanied by her friend.
As Nicholas opened his mouth, to request the young man

to turn to letter S, ' id let him know what secretaryships
remained undisposed of. there came into the office an appli-
cant, in whose favour he immediately retired, and whosje
appearance both surprised and interested him.

This was a young lady who could be scarcely -ig!:teen, of
very slight and delicate figure, but exquisitely shaped, who
walking tunidly up to the desk, made an inquiry, in a very



A Secretary Wanted 191
low tone of voice, relative to some situation as ffoverneu or

SrorlfeiJjt- .S'^^-^,»\"v-Uor'ar?n:S'n"

Tf mo!t
.P ^** the inquir- and disclosed a countenanceof most uncommon beauty, nough shaded by a cloud Vtsadness, which m one so young, was doubly reJrkableHaving received a card of reference to some ^ersron thebook., she made the usual acknowledgment, and gUded

inni"!! T."''^''^* ^"* ""^'y ^"'«*'y »"««<!; «> much soindeed, that it seemed as though her dress, if it had bwn wornby one who imparted fewer gruces of her own to i^ mJg^have^looked poor and shabby. Her attendant-for h^l^done-was a red-faced, round-eyed, slovenly eirl who fmm »
certain roughness about the bare a;ms thatVeSd fr^^^^^^^
her dragg cd simwl, and the half-washcd-o^;t-^ce?of smutand blacklead which tattooed her countenance, was d'aryoa km with the servants-of-all-work on the form: Utweenwhom and hereelf there had passed various grinsTnd ekn^indicative of the freemasonry of the craft

^ '

This g»rl followed her mistress; and, before Nicholas hadrecovered rom the first effects of his surprise rnd adm mtk,n

fhtu '"^P»^f
a^^'J'/y as some sober people may thinkhat he would have followed them out, had he notTen

CkZtr' "^' '''"'' '''""" '""^ ^*' lady and her

;;
When is she coming again, Tom? " asked the fat ladyTo-morrow morning." replied Tom, mending his penWhere have you sent her to? " asked the fat lady.

^
^^
Mrs. Clark's," replied Tom.

^
" She'll have a nice life of it. if she eoes thpt-A " «Kc«-, j

the fat lady taking a pinch of snuff fVomTtinbTx
''''"'^

Tom made no other reply than thrusting his "tongue intohis cheek, and poinring the feather of his peHowlrdsNicholas --reminders which elicited from theTt lady atmquiry, of '' Now, sir, what can we do for vou 1

"

^
Nicholas briefly replied, that he wanted to know whether

tXrieS"^' ^" ^° ^ '^'' - secretary or amal?^^:

tZtT^r' " "^""' *'^ "^^^"^^' " ^ <^-- -^>- An't

" / should think so," answered that young gentleman; and
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as he said it, he winked towards Nicholas with a degree of
fomihanty which he, no doubt, intended for a rather flatter-
ing comphment, but with which Nicholas was most ungrate-
fully disgusted. ^

Upon reference to the book, it appeared that the dozen
secretaryships had dwindled down to one. Mr. Gregsburv
the great member of Parliament, of Manchester Buildings'
Westminster, wanted a young man, to keep his papers ahd
correspondence m order; and Nicholas was exactly the sort
of young man that Mr. Gregsbury wanted.

.u"
^ ^?"'t know what the terms are, as he said he'd settle

them himself with the party," observed the fat lady: but
they must be pretty good ones, because he's a member of
Parliament.

Inexperienced as he was, Nicholas did not feel quite
assured of the force of this reasoning, or the justice of this
conclusion; but without troubling himself to question it he
took down the address, and resolved to wait upon Mr Gregs-
bury, without delay.

^

"I don't know what the number is," said Tom: "but
Manchester Buildings isn't a large place; and if the worst
comes to the woret, it won't take you very long to knock at
all the doors on both sides of the way till you find him out

^.f^.si*^ ^* good-looking gal that was, wasn't she? "

^

What girl? " demanded Nicholas, sternly.
Oh yes. I knov/-what gal, eh?" whispered Tom,

shutting one eye, and cocking iiis chin in the air. You
didn t see her, you didn't-I say, don't you wish you was mewhen she comes to-morrow morning? " '

Nicholas looked at the ugly clerk, as if he had a mind to
reward his admiration of the young lady by beating the
ledger about his ears, but he refrained, and strode haughtily
out of the office; setting at defiance, in his indignation,
those ancient laws of chivalry, which not only made it propel
and lawful for all good knights to hear the praise of the ladies
to whom they were devoted, but rendered it incumbent upon
them to roam about the world, and knock on the head all
such matter-of-f&ct and unpoetical characters, as declined to
exalt, above all the earth, damsels whom they had never
chanced to look upon or hear of-as if that were any excuse!

Ihinking no longer of his own misfortunes, but wondering
what could be those of the beautiful girl he had ^een, Nicholas
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a stream of people pounng into a shabby house not fl; from
G
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the entrance, he waited untU they had made their way in
and then making up to the servant, ventured to inquire if
he knew where Mr. Gregsbury lived.

The servant was a very pale, shabby boy, who looked as
if he had slept underground from his infancy, as very likely
he had. " Mr. Gregsbury? " said he; " Mr. Gregsbury
lodges here. It's all right. Come in!"
Nichob? thought he might as well get in while he could,

so m he w ed; and he had no sooner done so, than the boy
shut the door, and made off.

This was odd enough; but what was more embarrassin*^
was, that all along the passage, and all along the narrow
stairs, blockmg up the window, and making the dark entry
darker still, was a confused crowd of persons with great im-
portance depicted in their looks; who were, to all appear-
ance waiting in silent expectation of some coming event.
From time to time, one man would whisper his neighbour^
or a little group would whisper together, and then the
whisperers would nod fiercely to each other, or give their
heads a relentless shake, as if they were bent upon dinner
something very desperate, and were determined not to be
put off, whatever happened.
As a few minutes elapsed without anything occurring to

explain this phenomenon, and as he felt his own position a
peculiarly uncomfortable one, Nicholas was on the point of
seeking some information from the man next him, when
a sudden move was visible on the stairs, and a voice was
heard to cry, "Now, gentlemen, have the goodness to
walk up!

So far from walking up, the gentlemen on the stairs began
to walk down with great alacrity, and to entreat, with
extraordinary politeness, that the gentlemen nearest the
street would go first; the gentlemen nearest the street
retorted, with equal courtesy, that they couldn't think of such
a thing on any account; but they did it, without thinking
of It, inasmuch as the other gentlemen pressing some half-
dozen (among whom was Nicholas) forward, and closing up
behind him, pushed them, not merely up the stairs, but into
the very sitting-room of Mr. Gregsbury, which they were
thus compelled to enter with most unseemly precipitation,
and without the means of retreat; the press behind them
more than filling the apartment.
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" Gentlemen," said Mr. Gregsbury, " you are welcome Iam rejoiced to see you."

«cume. i

For a gentleman who was rejoiced to see a body of visitorsMr Gregsbury looked as uncomfortable as might be- butperhaps this was occasioned by senatorial gravity, and aStatesmanlike habit of keeping his feelings under control. Hew^ a tough, burly, thick-headed gentleman, with a loudvo ce, a pompous manner, a tolerable command of sentenceswith no meaning in them, and, in short, every requisite La very good member indeed.
rcquii,u. loi

"New gentlemen," said Mr. Gregsbury, tossing a great

himsefftfr- 'T \^i5ker basket It his feet, and^throwLg
himself back m his chair with his arms over the elbows

papers."'
^'^'^^^^^^ ^''^ "^y <^°"duct, I see by the news-'

.
" Ves Mr. Gregsbury, we are," said a plump old pentleman

J'^A "1^ «>'e^'^eceive me," said Mr. Gregsbury, lookinirtowards the speaker, "or is that my old friend Pugsty!^s
"^

gentlem'^n ""^"^ "°
°'^'"' '^" ''^^''^ '^' P^^^P "^^

hSr^''''' r ^.""i'
^^''^' T^ T.'^^-^

^"^"'^'" ^aid Mr. Gregs-

yo7iere.'^
^^^

'
""^ ^'^' ^"'"^' ^ ^"^ ^^^^ ^°^ t° ^ee

^

''I am very sorry to be here, sir," said Mr. Pu-styles-

tion fr^r'
'°"'*"''' ^^'- Gregsbury, has rendered this dep^uta-'tion from your constituents imperatively necessary "

My conduct, Pugstyles," said Mr. Gregsbury, lookineround upon the deputation with gracious magnanimSy-'' Myconduct has been, and ever will be, regulated by a sincereregard for the true and real interests of fhis great a.nd happv

hT7:u ^^^^^7 I. look at home, or abroad; wheff Ibehold the peaceful mdustrious communities of our sTandhome: her nvers covered with steamboats, her roads withlocomotives, her streets with cabs, her ski^s with balloonsa power and magmtude hitherto unknown in the hi'Xof aeronautics in this or any other nation-I say, whetW
1 look merely at home, or, stretching my eves far hlr con

Ic£d b';pTf" P'^P^'^^ °^ ^°"^"'^^ -d possession-achieved by British perseverance and British valour-which
u» outspread before me, I clasp my hands, and turning my

ill
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eyes to the broad expanse above my head, exciaim, ' Thank
Heaven, I am a Briton! '

"

The time had been when this burst of enthusiasm would
have been cheered to the very echo; but now, the deputation
received it with chilling coldness. The general impression
seemed to be, that as an explanation of Mr. Gregsbury's
political conduct it did not enter quite enough into detail;
and one gentleman in the rear did not scruple to remark
aloud, that, for his purpose, it savoured rather too much
of a " gammon " tendency.

"The meaning of that term—gammon," said Mr. Gregs-
bury, " is unknown to me. If it means that I grow a little
too fervid, or perhaps even hyperbolical, in extolling my
native land, I admit the full justice of the remark. I am
proud of this free and happy country. My form dilates, mv
eye glistens, my breast heaves, my heart swells, my bosom
bums, when I call to mind her greatness and her glory."

" We wish, sir," remarked Mr. Pugstyles, calmly, " to ask
you a few questions."

" If you please, gentlemen; my time is yours—and my
country's—and my country's—" said Mr. Gregsbury.

This permission being conceded, Mr. Pugstyles put on his
spectacles, and referred to a written paper which he drew
from his pocket; whereupon nearly ijvery other member of
the deputation pulled a written paper from his pocket, to
check Mr. Pugstyles off, as he read the questions.

This done, Mr. Pugstyles proceeded to business.
" Question number one.—Whether, sir, you did not give

a voluntary pledge previous to your election, that in event of
your being returned, you would immediately put down the
practice of coughing and groaning in the House of Commons?
And whether you did not submit to be coughed and groaned
down in the very first debate of the session, and have since
made no effort to effect a reform in this respect? Whether
you did not also pledge yourself to astonish the government,
and make them shrink in their shoes? And whether you
have astonished them, and made them shrink in their shoes
or not?

"

" Go on to the next one, my dear Pugstyles," said Mr.
Gregsbury.

" Have you any explanation to offer with reference to that
question, sir? " asked Mr. Pugstyles.
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"Certainly not," said Mr. Gregsbuiy

coll4ue on eveToTcaS „
5' you would support your

night before l^t^desertE » ^^
''^'*^'' ^^^ ^'^ "^^^he

because t^wiJe ofTlde?on"lT H^^".'***
other 'side.

M«. Gregsbury^rl„%tni„7^;j ''''' ''''^ ^^'^^^

'<S°?"'
said Mr. Gregsbury.

same man; then he was S mS - ?t
^'"^""^ ^PP*^'' l^l^e the

starch and vinegar R„t L ""* ^°"^y' "^^^ ^^ ^as all

times! ^ • ^"' ™"" '^'''^ ^° <i'fferent at different

.»ip£S^" ""^^^^^^^^ '-^~; -d Mr. Pugstyles,

hustings, th'at it ^J:tur'i^Z H^'T.'''''^'''^oppose everything proposed To d^viH.t'^K '"*'"^'°" ^°

question, to mov'e'for^etums o^evt^'^^CT 7^motion on the books everv day and ^ Xni. ' ^ ^

and his two flefin';rrand tanT^^l-^^'^
^'^ *"« ^^"™bs

styles, w7thaTta„tbS,"S?nrt''°'?''" '"" ^^- P-^"

that efiect from atreatmiionW "'^^•""8.» requisition torom a great majonty of your constituents, you will
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not object at once to resign your seat in favour of some
candidate whom they think they can better trust"
To this, Mr. Gregsbury read the following reply, which,

anticipating the request, he had composed in the form of

a letter, whereof copies had been made to send round to the

newspapers.

" My dear Mr. Pugstyles,
" Next to the welfare of our beloved island—this great

and free and happy country, whose powers and resources are.

I sincerely believe, illimitable—I value that noble indepen-

dence which is an Fnglishman's proudest boast, and which
I fondly hope to bequeath to my children, untarnished and
unsullied. Actuated by no personal motives, but moved only

by high and great constitutional considerations ; which I will

not attempt to explain, for they are really beneath the com-
prehension of those who have not made themselves masters,

as I have, of the intricate and arduous study of politics; I

would rather keep my seat, and intend doing so.
" Will you do me the favour to present my compliments

to the constituent body, and acquaint them with this cir-

cumstance?

" With great esteem,
" My dear Mr. Pugstyles,

"&c., &c."

" Then you will not resign, under any circumstances? "

asked the spokesman.

Mr. Gregsbury smiled, and shook his head.
" Then, good morning, sir," said Pugstyles, angrily.
" Heaven bless you

!

" said Mr. Gregsbury. And the

deputation, with many growls and scowls, filed off as quickly

as the narrowness of the staircase would allow of their

getting down.
The last man being gone, Mr. Gregsbury rubbed his hands

and chuckled, as merry fellows will, when they think they
have said or done a more than commonly good thing; he
was so engrossed in this self-congratulation, that he did not
observe that Nicholas had been left behind in the shadow of

the window-curtains, until that young gentleman, fearing he
might otherwise overhear some soliloquy intended to have
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noJUtenm, coughri twice or thrice, u, .ttmct the member'.

spy :Srm%r.t?Tc„t;:,e?;r: ?-^-iJ.5

not," SrdtchX'""' " " """ '"'-8'^ '" ". •»" I clo

""? ^r'H"?*"' <,-tion"t'j;?cht.,t:^r'
^°"

saMsr^v;^.k„vr<rr.srretri;':
understadmg that you stood in need ofTe''^

'•'^'
""^

eyein^hlml" Serubt™ '°^' ' "' " "" "^- ^^'Ssbury,

Nicholas replied in the affirmative.

T,^l e^.
'" *"" "-"- |o.^^or,.K%t*ll

a.]^"?eS?S^^CSi^--^««.
"Oh!" said Mr. Gregsbury. "How dJH vn„ « j

way up here, then? " ^"^ ^°" ^"^ yo"r

^.^Nicholas related how he had been forced up by the deputa-

Sitdoiir?'^'
"^^ '^" '"^^' ^^ ''^ " "^^ ^'- Gregsbury.

Nicholas took a chair, and Mr. Gregsbury stared at h.mor a long time, as if to make certain, before he Lked an^further questions, that there were no objections t^V. n7ward appearance.
"ujecuons to .us out-

lengtl"
""' '° "^ "^ ^^^^^^^' <^o yo"?" he said at

Nichol^"'
"^ "^ ^"P'°^^^ - '^-^ -Pacity, sir/' replied

;;

Well," said Mr. Gregsbury; « now what can you do? »
I suppose " replied Nicholas, smiling " th^t I Jn wwhat usually falls to the lot of other secreSries" " "^^
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looking

" What's that? " inquired Mr. Gregsbury.
" What is it? " replied Nicholas.

"Ah! What is it?" retorted the member,
shrewdly at him, with his head on one side.

"A secretary's duties are rather difficult to define, per-
haps," said Nicholas, considering. "They include, I pre-
sume, correspondence? "

" Good," mterposed Mr. Gregsbury.
" The arrangement of papers and documents? "
" Very good."
" Occasionally, perhaps, the writing from your dictation;

and possibly, sir,'^—said Nicholas, with a half smile, " the
copying of your speech for some public journal, when you
have made one of more than usual importance."

" Certainly," rejoined Mr. Gregsbury. " What else?
"

" Really," said Nicholas, after a moment's reflection, " I
am not able, at this instant, to recapitulate any other duty
of a secretary, beyond the general one of making himself as
agreeable and useful to his employer as he can, consistently
with his own respectability, and without overstepping that
line of duties which he undertakes to perform, and which
the designation of his office is usually understood to imply."

Mr. Gregsbury looked fixedly at Nicholas for a short time,
and then glancing warily round the room, said in a suppressed
voice:

" This is all very well, Mr. — what is your name? "

" Nickleby."
" This is all very well, Mr. Nickleby, and very proper, so

far as it goes—so far as it goes, but it doesn't go far enough.
There are other duties, Mr. Nickleby, which a secretarj- to a
parliamentary gentleman must never lose sight of. I should
require to be crammed, sir."

" I beg your pardon," interposed Nicholas, doubtful
whether he had heard aright.

" —To be crammed, sir," repeated Mr. Gregsbury.
" May I beg your pardon again, if I inquire what you mean,

sir? " said Nicholas.
" My meaning, sir, b perfectly plain," replied Mr. Gregs-

bury, with a solemn aspect. " My secretary would have to
make himself master of the foreign policy of the world, as
it is mirrored in the newspapers; to run his eye over all

accounts of public meetings, all leading articles, and accounts
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2nv^K- P™*^f^^"9» o' public bodies; and to make notes of

TlnlJ'rl':^ " "^^^'"^ ^ ^^ "^'^f^' be made a ^i^!

stond?

"

' **'' anythmg of that kind. Do you under-

«'

JjJ*^'"^
^ ^°' »'»»" replied Nicholas.

h;.,^'"i:"ir'K-^'',?'^^''"ry'
"»' ^°"'^ ^e necessary for

hi-ii to make himself acquainted, from day to day. withnewspaper paragraphs on passing events; such as ' Mys-tenous disappearance, and supposed suicide of a pot-boy/ or

tn tt^'"^^
.'^^' '??' "P^," ^^'"^ ^ "^'Kht found a ques ion

to the Secretary of State for the Home Department Then

tZrlf .r'
'° ^°Py*b« question, and as much as I remem-

bered of the answer (mcludmg a little compliment about
independence and good sense): and to send the manuscript

StT\ }u^ ^'^^^ ^^^^' ^^^^ P^'"*^^PS half a do...n lines
of leader to the effect, that I was always to be found in my
place in Parliament, and never shrunk from the responsible
and arduous duties, and so forth. You see?"

Nicholas bowed.
" Besides which," continued Mr. Gregsbury, "

I should

n?nTi ^k',
"""^ ^""^ ^^^"' ^° g° ^^^°"g^^ a few figures in thepnnted tables, and to pick out a few results, so that I mir/ht

come out pretty well on timber duty questions, and finance
questions, and so on; and I should like him to get un a few
httle arguments about the disastrous effects of a return tocash payments and a metallic currency, with a touch nowand then about the exportation of bullion, and the Emperor
of Russia, and bank notes, and all that kind of thine which
Its only riecessary to talk fluently about, because nobody
understands it. Do you take me? "

"^ I think I understand," said Nicholas.

. ^j^i'?
""^^^^^ ^° ^"^b questions as are not political," con-tmued Mr. Gregsbury, warming; "and which one can't be

expected to care a curse about, beyond the natural care ofnot allowing mfenor people to be as well off as ourselves-
else where are our privileges?-! should wish mv secretary
to get together a few little flourishing speeches, of a patriotic
cast. l<or instance, if any preposterous bill were brought
forward, for givmg poor grubbing devils of authors a right
to their own property, I should like to say, that I for one
would never consent to opposing an insurmountable bar to

1^
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the diffusion of literature among the people,—you under-
stand?—that the creations of the pocket, being man's, might
belong to one man, or one family; but that the creations of
the bram, being God's, ought as a matter of course to belong
to the people at large—and if I was pleasantly disposed, I
should like to make a joke about postenty, and say that those
who wrote for posterity should be content to be rewarded by
the approbation of posterity; it might take with the house,
and could never do me any harm, because posterity can't be
expected to know anything about me or my jokes either—do
you see?

"

" I see that, sir," replied Nicholas.
" You must always bear in mind, in such cases as this,

where our interests are not affected," said Mr. Gregsbury,
" to put it very strong about the people, because it comes
out very well at election-time; and you could be as funny as
you liked about the authors; because I believe the greater
part of them live in lodgings, and are not voters. This is

a hasty outline of the chief things you'd have to do, except
wa ting in the lobby every night, in case I forgot anything,
and should want fresh cramming; and, now and then, duiing
great debates, sitting in the front row of the gallery, and
saying to the people about—' You see that gentleman, with
his hand to his face, and his arm twisted round the pillar—
that's Mr. Gregsbury—the celebrated Mr, Gregsbury '—with
any other little eulogium that might strike you at the
moment. And for salary," said Mr. Gregsbury, winding up
with great rapidity; for he was out of breath—" And for
salary, I don't mind saying at once in round numbers, to
prevent any dissatisfaction—though it's more than I've been
accustomed to give—fifteen shillings a week, and find your-
self. There!"

^

With this handsome offer, Mr. Gregsbury once more
threw himself back in his chair, and looked like a man who
had been most profligately liberal, but is determined not to
repent of it notwithstanding.

" Fifteen shillings a week is not much," said Nicholas,
mildly.

" Not much ! Fifteen shillings a week not much, young
man? " cried Mr. Gregsbury. " Fifteen shillings a—^"

" Pray do not suppose that I quarrel with the sum, sir,"

replied Nicholas; " for I am not ashamed to confess, that
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«rhatever it may be in itself, to me it is a great deal. Butthe duties and responsibilities make the nSompense smaUand they are so very heavy that I fear to undertake them "

r.J^ •''°"
^^^'H^ }° undertake them, sir? " inquired MrGregsbury, with his hand on the bell-rope

I fear they are too great fo. my powers, however goodmy wUl may be, sir," replied Nicholas
^

th. n^o! " *!iT'? *" ^"^ '^>'. ^^^^ >'°" ^^d rather not accept

SlPf"'.5"i**^Jf yo" <^°n«der fifteen shillings a week t^httle, said Mr. Gregsbur>', ringing. " Do ySu de^-Une S^

•' n^r SLfiK*'"'^*» * ^"i *? ''^ '''"
'•^P"*'^' Nicholas.

appe?S
*'*''*^*'"»' ^'<* ^^'- Gregsl,ury, as the boy

Nichol^
'""^ ^ ^''^ ^'""'"'^'^ y**" unnecessarily, sir," said

•'I am sorry you have," rejoined Mr. Gregsbury. tuminchis back upon him. " Door, Matthews !
" ^^ ^"^'"8

Good morning, sir," said xVicholas.
Door, Matthews! " cried Mr. Gregsbury.

C.O- K^^
beckoned Nicholas, and tumbling lazilv down-

t^ee^t Z^""' °rt '^' ^.^^^^ *"^ "^here^d himin?oX

homeward'
"" "' ^"' P*"^'^^ ^•^' »^« -^--^ ^^^ «teps

\Jj1:^l!^!^
''''^^'^ !,™'*' *°^"^^^'" f'-°"^ the remnant ofla^t nights supper, and was anxiously awaiting his returnrhe occurrences of the morning had not improved Nichola?s

appetite, and, by him, the dinner remained untasted Hewas sit ing in a thoughtful attitude, with the plate which thepoor fdlow had assiduously filled with the choicest morselsuntouched, by his side, when Newman Noggs looked b?o the

" Come back? " asked Newman
"Yes," replied Nicholas, "tired to death; and, what iswMse, might have remained at home for all the good I have

NewS'an!^''''
"'^''' *° ^"^ """'^ ^ ^^'^ "»°"^^"g'" ^^'^

NTilS ^ '°i'

^"* ^ '*"' sanguine, and did expect," said

^^t^^' ^"'^xf"'
proportionately disappointed " Sayingwhich he gave Newman an account of his ^oceedin^s. ^

If I could do anything," said Nicholas, " anything how-

iiBtfi
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ever slight, untd Ralph Nkkleby returns, and I have easedmy mind by confronting him, I should feel happw. I should
thinJc It no disgraa to wort-. Heaven knows. Lying indo-
lently here, hke a half-tamed suUen beast, distracto me."

I dent know," said Newir i; " small things offer-they

r« "iif*/ M%""J{ *u**
""" *»"* y°" '^^"'^Jn't "J^e them;

What could I hardly be expected to undergo?" asked
Nicholas, raising his eyes. " Show me, in this wide waste
of London, any honest means by which I could even defray

^n^t^»^ .K
* ° ^J' r^' ''^'^' ^"^ *" »f I »»»'^k from

^rj"L .?"*.' Vpd^'^o' I have undergone too much,
Z !? XT- V'? '*?^ P"**^ °'' squeamishness now. Except-"

added Nicholas hastily, after a short silence, "except such
squeamishn. .s as is common honesty, and so much pride
as constitutes self-respect. I see little to choose, between
assistant to a brutal pedagogue, and toad-eater to a meanand Ignorant upstart, be he member or no member."

I hardly know whether I should tell you what I heard
this morning, or not," said Newman.

Nichoks
*' ''*^^"*"'^* *° "^^^^ y°" ^'«^ i"st now? " asked

" It has."

"Then in Heaven's name, my good friend, teU it me."
said Nicholas. "For God's sake consider my d;plorable coi-
dition; and, while I promise to take no step without takine
counsel with you, give me, at least, a vote in my own behalf

»
Moved by this entreaty, Newman stammered forth a

variety of most unaccountable and entangled sentences, the
upshot of which was, that Mrs. Kenwigs had examined him
at great length that morning, touching the origin of his
acquaintance with, and the whole life, adventures, and
pedigree of, Nicholas; that Newman had parried these ques-
tions so long as he could, but being, at length, hard pressed
and driven into a corner, had gone so far as to admit, that
Nicholas was a tutor of great accomplishments, involved insome misfortunes which he was not at liberty to explain
and bearing the name of Johnson. That Mrs. Kenwigs!
impelled by gratitude, or ambition, or maternal pride or
maternal love, or all four powerful motives conjointly, had
taken secret conference with Mr. Kenwigs, and had foially
returned to propose that Mr. Johnson should instruct the
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four Miss Kcnwigsesin the French language as spoken bvnatives, at the weekly stipend of five shiMiSgs, afrS coteof the realm; bemg at the rate of one shilli„g 'p^r week^each M,ss Kenwigs, and one shilling over, unfiUuch dme mthe baby might be able to take it out in grammar

K:.n«^„ ^' f" ^T '^^'^ '""^^ mistaken," observed Mrs

f^rrST '"*'^;T/^'
proposition, " will not be very long™ do Wifve

'' ^"' ""'' ^°^^^' "^-^ -- ^- -' o t"l^,'

'"There" said Newman, "that's all. It's beneath vou
«"ri ^",f ^ .'^"'"^'^^ ^^^^^ perhaps you might—" ^ '

T K^/S'^r '"'^^^'^"••^'^'^'^^'^'I'^SreataW^^^ "of course

Jo 'k ^ ^^'1P' '^'^ "^^'- ^^ ""^« Tell the worthy mXr
^, without delay my dear fellow; and that I am r^dv tobegm whenever she pleases

" ^ **

wgs of his friend s acquiescence, and soon returning brouchtback word that they would be happy to see him"n the Irsfloor as soon as convenient; that Mrs" KenwiVs had unonth^

InS, ''"'
""Vl i'^r ^ -^e<«nd-handTench g?amrJ«and dialogues, which had long been fluttering in the W^n^box at the book-stall round the corner: and hattheCr/highly excited at the prospect of this addition to thur'eSv'wished the initiatory lesson to come off immcdia c v

^'

And here it may be observed, that Nicholas was not inthe ordinary sense of the word, a young ntn^fZh" 'iritHe would resent an affront to himself, o? interpose tfreg "si
3 wrong offered to another, as boldly ard freely Lanvknight that ever set lance in rest; but he lacked tS pTcuharexcess of coolness and great-minded selfishness whfchn-vanably distinguished gentlemen of high spirit In tru hfor our own part we are disposed to look upon such ge^te-men as being rather incumbrances than otherw se in Hs n^famiies: happening to be acquainted with srveraTwhosfpint prevents their settling down to any groveuZ occup'!t^on and only displays itself in a tendencv to cS e

fTocTtv aTe botV°''
'"^'^ \"^ ^'^^-g^ must^chtTnd

Nicholas, therefore, not being a high-spirited young man
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according to common parlance, and deeming it a greater
degradation to borrow, for the supply of his necessities, from
Newman Noggs, than to teach French to the little Kenwigses
for five shillings a week, accepted the offer, with the alacrity
already described, and betook himself to the first floor with
all convenient speed.

Here, he was received by Mrs. Kenwigs with a genteel air
kindly intended to assure him of her protection and support
and here, too, he found Mr. Lillyvick and Miss Petowker-
the four Miss Kenwigses on their form of audience; and the
baby in a dwarf porter's chair with a deal tray before it
amusing himself with a toy horse without a head; the said'
horse being composed of a small wooden cylinder, not unlike
an Italian iron, supported on four crooked pegs, and paintedm ingenious resemblance of red wafers set in blacking

" How do you do, Mr. Johnson? " said Mrs. Kenwigs.
Uncle—Mr. Johnson."

^
" How do you do, sir? " said Mr. Lillyvick—rather sharply •

for he had not known what Nicholas was, on the previous
night, and it was rather an aggravating circumstance if a
tax collector had been too polite to a teacher.
"Mr. Johnson is engaged as private master to the children

uncle," said Mrs. Kenwigs.
'

•' So you said just now, my dear," replied Mr. Lillyvick.

^^
But I hope," said Mrs. Kenwigs, drawing herself up

that that will not make them proud; but that they will
bless their own good fortune, which has born them superior
to pommon people's children. Do you hear, Morleena? "

" Yes, ma," replied Miss Kenwigs.
"And when you go out in the streets, or elsewhere 1

desire that you don't boast of it to the other children," said
Mrs. Kenwigs; " and that if you must say anything about it
you don't say no more than ' We've got a private master
comes to teach us at home, but we ain't proud, because ma
says it's sinful.' Do you hear, Morieena? "

" Yes, ma," replied Miss Kenwigs again.
" Then mind you recollect, and do as I tell you," said

Mrs. Kenwigs. " Shall Mr. Johnson begin, uncle? "

" I am ready to hear, if Mr. Johnson is ready to commence,
my dear," said the collector, assuming the air of a profound'
critic. " What sort of language do you consider French, sir?"
" How do you mean? " asked Nicholas.
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Do you consider it a good language, sir? " said the

collector; ' a pretty language, a sensible language? "

A pretty language, certainly," replied Nicholas; "and
as It has a name for everything, and admits of elegant con-
versation about everything, I presume it is a sensible one."

I don't know," said Mr. Lillyvick, doubtfully. " Do
you call it a cheerful language, now? "

"i,

Yes," replied Nicholas, " I should say it was, certainly."
It s very much changed since my time, then," said the

collector, " very much."
" Was it a dismal one in -our time? * asked Nicholas

scarcely able to repress a smilf
'

" Very," replied Mr. Lillyvi '.:, with sor.ie vehemence of
manner. It's the war time that I speak of; the last war
It may be a cheerful language. I should be sorry to contra-
dict anybody; but I can only say that I've heard the French
pnsoners, who were natives, and ought to know how to speak
It, talking m such a dismal manner, that it made one miserable
to hear them. Ay, that I have, fifty times, sir—fifty times !

"

Mr. Lillyvick was waxing so cross, that Mrs. Kenwigs
thought it expedient to motion to Nicholas not to say any-
thing; and It was not until Miss Petowker had practised
several blandishments to soften the excellent old gentleman
that he deigned to break silence, by asking,

'

'' What's the water in French, sir?
"

" VEaa," replied Nicholas.

<i T
^^- ", ^^'^ ^^^- Lillyvick, shaking his head mournfullv,

I thought as much. Lo, eh? I don't think anything of
that language—nothing at all."

" I suppose the children may begin, uncle? " said Mrs
Kenwigs.

" Oh yes; they may begin, my dear," replied the collector,
discontentedly. " / have no wish to prevent them."

This permission being conceded, the four Miss Kenwigses
sat in a row, with their tails all one way, and Morleena at
the top: while Nicholas, taking the book, began his pre-
iminary explanations. Miss Petowker and Mrs. Kenwigs
looked on, m silent admiration, broken only by the whispered
assurances of the latter, that Morleena would have it all by
heart m no time; and Mr. Lillyvick regarded the group with
frowning and attentive eyes, lying in wait for something upon
which he could open a fresh discussion on the language
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CHAPTER XVII
FOLLOWS THE FORTUNES OF MISS NICKLEBY

It was with a heavy heart, and many sad forebodings which
no effort could banish, that Kate Nickleby, on the morning
appomted for the commencement of her engagement with
Madame Mantalini, left the city when its clocks yet wanted
a quarter of an hour of eight, and threaded her way alone
amid the noise and bustle of the streets, towards the west
end of London.
At this earlV hour many sickly girls, whose business, like

that of the poor worm, is to produce, with patient toil, the
hnery that bedecks the thoughtless and luxurious, traverse
our streets, makmg towards the scene of their daily labour
and catchmg, as if by stealth, in their hurried walk, the only
gasp of wholesome air and glimpse of sunlight which cheere
their monotonous existence during the long train of hours
that make a working day. As she drew nigh to the more
fashionable quarter of the town, Kate marked many of this
class as they passed by, hurrying like herself to their painful
occupation, and saw, in their unhealthy looks and feeble gait
but too clear an evidence that her misgivings were not whollv
groundless. '

She arrived at Madame Mantalini's some minutes before
the appointed hour, and after walking a few times up and
down, m the hope that some other female might arrive and
spare her the embarrassment of stating her business to the
servant, knocked timidly at the door: which, after some
delay, was opened by the footman, who had been putting on
his striped jacket as he came upstairs, and was now intent
on fastening his apron.

" Is Madame Mantalini in? " faltered Kate
" Not often out at this time. Miss," replied the man in a

tone which rendered " Miss," something more offensive thanMy dear."

'I

Can I see her? " asked Kate.
'* Eh? " replied the man, holding the door in his hand

and honouring the inquirer with a stare and a broad grin
l-x)rd, no." ^ '

" I came by her own appointment/' said Kate : " I am—

I

am—to be employed here."
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"Ohl you should have rung the worker's bell," said the

footman, touching the handle of one in the door-post " Letme see, though, I forgot—Miss Nickleby. is it?
"

" Yes," replied Kate.

«w^°"'''%,*° "^vK "P'**'" *^^"' P^e^se," said the man.Madame Mantalmi wan s to see you—this way—take care
of these thmgs on the floor."

Cautioning her, in these terms, not to trip over a hetero-
geneous htter of pastrycook's trays, lamps, waiters full of
g-asses, and piles of rout seats which were strewn about the
hall, plainly bespeaking a late party on the previous night
the man led the way to the second story, and ushered Kate
mto a back room, communicating by folding-doors with the
apartment m which she had first seen the mistress of the
establishment.

" If you'll wait here a minute," said the man, "
I'll tell

^fF P^^^^l^^y-" .
Having made this promise with much

affability, he retired and left Kate alone.
There was not much to amuse in the room; of which the

most attractive feature was, a half-length portrait in oil of
Mr. Mantalmi, whom the artist had depicted scratching his
head m an easy manner, and thus displaying to advantage
a diamond ring, the gift of Madame Mantalini before her
marriage. There was, however, the sound of voices in
conversation in the next room • and as the conversation was
loud and the partition thin, Kate could not help discovering
that they belonged to Mr. and ''•

-. Mantalini.
" ^^

^V" "^-'IK^^
odiously, bly outngeously jealous,my soul, said Mr. Mantalini, will be ver}- miserable-^

hornd miserable—demnition miserable." And then there
was a sound as though Mr. Mantalini were sippi'ng his

" I am miserable," returned Madame Mantalini, evidently
pouting. ^

" "^1^^" y?" ^.""^ ^" ungrateful, unworthy, demd unthankful
little fairy," said Mr. Mantalini.

" I am not," returned Mada , with a sob.
" Do not put itself out of humour," said Mr. Msntalini

breaking an egg. "It is a pretty, bewitching little demd
countenance, and it should not be out of humour for it
spoils its loveliness, and makes it cross and gloomy like a
frightful, naughty, demd hobgoblin."
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" I am not to be brought round in that way, always,"
rejoined Madame, sulkily.

" It shall be brought round in any way it likes best, and
not brought round at all if it likes that better," retorted
Mr. Mantalini, with his egg-spoon in his mouth.

" It's very easy to talk," said Mrs. Mantalini.
" Not so easy when one is eating a demnition egg," replied

Mr. Mantalini
;
" for the yolk runs down the waistcoat, and

yolk of egg does not match any waistcoat but a yellow waist-
coat, demmit."

" You were flirting with her during the whole night," said
Madame Mantalini, apparently desirous to lead the conversa-
tion back to the point from which it had strayed

" N^ no, my life."

" You were," said Madame; " I had my eye upon vou all
the time." ^ ^

" Bless the little winking twinking eye; was it on me all
the time

!
" cried Mantalini, in a sort of lazy rapture " Oh

demmit !

"

*
'

" And I say once more," resumed Madame, " that you
ought not to waltz with anybody but your own wife; and I
will not bear it, Mantalini, if I take poison first."

" She will not take poison and have horrid pains, will she? "

said Mantalini; who, by the altered sound of his voice,
seemed to have moved his chair, and taken up his position
nearer to his wife. "She will not take poison, because
she had a demd fine husband who might have married two
countesses and a dowager "

" Two countesses," interposed Madame. " You told me
one before !

"

" Two! " cried Mantalini. " Two demd fine women, real
countesses and splendid fortunes, demmit."

" And why didn't you? " asked Madame, playfully.
" Why didn't I !

" replied her husband. " Had I not seen,
at a morning concert, the demdest little fascinator in all the
world, and while that little fascinator is my wife, may not
all the countesses and dowagers in England be "

Mr. Mantalini did not finish the sentence, but he gave
Madame Mantalini a very loud kiss, which Madame Mantalini
returned; after which, there seemed to be some more kissing
mixed up with the progress of the breakfast.

" And what about the cash, my existence's jewel? " said
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Mantalini, when these endearments ceased. " How m»rKhave we m hand? " "^^^"

;;
Very little indeed," replied Madame,

h.v. ™"^- ^'^""^ '°"'* "'°''^'" ^^'^ Mantalini; " we must

!:?ti drmiir^^
°"' °^ °^' ^^^^'^^^ ^^ --^ -"-:;

coaxbgUy.''"''
''*"' '"^ ™"'' ^"'' "°^'" ^^'^ ^«dame

" My life and soul," returned her husband "
there .'.a hor^e for sale at Scrubbs's, which it would bi a sin anHa cnme to ose-^oing, my senses' joy, for nothW " ^"^

For nothing," cned Madame, "I am glad of that
"

for actually nothing," replied Mantalini " a k ^ ^
guineas down will buy him • mane TrTrr^ll

A hundred

tail, all of the demdest b^ity I wi?^^^^^^^^^^ l^' ^"?
,^f-

fje -ry chariots o^the 'reject fc^u^^^^^^^^demd old dowager will faint with grief and raLe the nZl

demnebly, and wis^. ^Ifdid ?„, bu^iS^^. ^a h? tt^^l^^Madame Mantahn, s prudence, if she had any wTnotproof agamst these triumphal pictures- afw » i;?.! -^ r
of keys, she observed that she S/see ^hat hir"?,''"?
contained, and rising for that purpose o^n^d th. rM^^"'^
door and walked into the room^whTre Kat^w^ seated

"^"

.

Dear me, child
!
" exclaimed Madame ManShnf rp.'. r

in surprise. " How came you here
°" ***"^''~' ^^^^O'^'^g

"Child
!
" cried Mantalini, hurrying in. " How cam«-_ph r—oh—demmit, how d'ye do.?

" "ow came—eh!

Z ^ ^^""^ ^fi "^^'^'"8 ^^""^ some time, ma'am " said K^t^addressing Madame Mantalini. " The servant m?.«f h
'

forgotten to let you know that I was he?e, IS '^
You really must see to that man "

«:a.-H iWolio . •

to her husband " He fo,^e" ",^"r^.hT,;g."''^™''
'"™«

I will twist his demd nose off his countenanr-^ l,.r i-.
•

Tu^Ld!'^
"""^ "«"- ^ ""'- "" h"S;°;iTh"?

•' Mantalini," cried Madame, " you foiget yourself "

can,?' t-^'^^^Z^ -,t
~1, ^. never

aside to Miss NicklebV, who tumed^awly '
^^ ^""'^"'"^

Appeased by tliis compliment, the lady of the business
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I

took some papers from her desk which she handed over to
Mr. Mantahm, who received them with great delight. She
then requested Kate to follow her, and after several feints
on the part of Mr. Mantalini to attract the young ladv's
attention, they went away: leaving that gentleman extended
at full length on the sofa, with his heels in the air and a
newspaper m his hand.
Madame Mantalini led the way down a flight of stairs, and

through a passage, to a large room at the back of the premises
where were a number of young women employed in sewing
cuttmg out, makmg up, altering, and various other processes
known only to those who are cunning in the arts of milliner^'
and dressmakmg. It was a close room with a skv-light. and
as dull and quiet as a room need be.
On Madame Mantalini calling aloud for Miss Knac^, a

short, bustling, over -dressed female, full of importance,
presented herself, and all the young ladies suspending their
operations for the moment, whispered to each other sundry
cnticisms upon the make and fexture of Miss Nicklebv's dress
her complexion, cast of features, and personal appearance'
with as much good-breeding as could have been displayed by
the very best society in a crowded ball-room.

" Oh, Miss Knag," said Madame Mantalini, " this is the
young person I spoke to you about."

Miss Knag bestowed a reverential smile upon Madame
Mantahm, which she dexterously transformed into a gracious
one for Kate, and said that certainly, although it was a great
deal of trouble to have young people who were whollv unused
to the busmess, still, she was sure the young person would

}ll *°. °
I^f,

best—impressed with which conviction she
(Miss Knag) felt an interest in her, already.
"I think that, for the present at all' events, it will be

better for Miss Nickleby to come into the show-room with
you and try things on for people," said .Aladame Mantalini.
bhe will not be able for the present to be of much use in

any other way; and her appearance will
"

''.^li'!,''^'2^
'''^" "^^^^ ""'"^^ Madame Mantalini," inter-

rupted Miss Knag. " So it will ; and to be sure I might haveknown that you would not be long in finding that out: for
you have so much taste in all those matters, that really, as I
often say, to the young ladies, I do not know how, when, or
where, you possibly could have acquired all you know—hem
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-Miss Nickleby and I are quite a pair, Madame Mantalini
onJy I am a little darker than Miss Nickleby, and-hem--I
think my foot may be a litUe smaller. Miss Nickleby. I am
sure will not be oflFended at my saying that, when she hears
that our family always have been celebrated for small feetever since—hem—ever since our family had any feet at all
indeed, I think. I had an uncle once, Madame Mantalini'who lived m Cheltenham, and had a most excellent busmess
as a tobacconist-hem-who had such small feet, that thevwere no bigger than those which are usually joined to wooden

^ryou^ru'r-^""' ^"^^ ^^'^'"^ ^--^-' ^^^^

fee'MliTs Lli^Tald^MldZf"^^ ^'^ ^'^^'^^^^ °^ ^^^

" IT'l! ?T' /^A* '? u}^^ y°"'" ''^^"'•"ed Miss Knag.Ha! ha! ha! Of club feet! Oh very good! As I oftTnremark to the young ladies, ' Well I must say, and I do notcare who knows it, of all the ready humour-hem-I everheard anywhere '-and I have heard a good deal: for

S?'J1 K^ ' ^u°?''
""^ ^"^* (^ ^^Pt ^°"s« ^or him. Miss

Nickleby), we had to supper once a week two or threeyoung men, high y celebrated in those days for their humour.Madame Mantalini-' Of all the ready humour,' I say to theyoung lad.es, '7 ever heard, Madame Mantalini's is the mostremarkable-hem. It is so gentle, so sarcastic, and yeTso
good-natured (as I was observing to Miss Simmonds only
this morning), that how, or when, or by what means sheacquired it, is to me a mystery indeed.' "

Here Miss Knag paused to take breath, and while shepauses It may be observed-not that she was marvellously
loquacious and marvellously deferential to Madame Mantalinismce these are facts which require no comment; but thatevery now and then, she was accustomed, in the torrent ofher discourse, to introduce a loud, shrill, clear, " hemt ''

theimport and meaning of which, was variously interpreted bvher acquaintance; some holding that Miss Knag dealt in
exaggeration, and introduced the monosyllable, when any
fresh invention was m course of coinage in her brain; others
that when she wanted a word, she threw it in to gin time'and prevent anybody else from striking into the conversation'
It may be further remarked, that Miss Knag still aimed atyouth, although she had shot beyond it, years ago; a^ that
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she was weak and vain, and one of those people who are best
described by the axiom, that you may trust them as far as you
can see them, and no farther.

" You'll take care that Miss Nickleby understands her
hours, and so forth," said Madame Mantalini; " and so I'll
iMAre her with you. You'll not forget my directions, Miss

Miss Knag of course replied, ...at to forget anything
Madame Mantahni had directed, was a moral impossibility
and that lady, dispensing a general good morning among her
assistants, billed away. *

" Charming creature, isn't she, Miss Nickleby? " said Miss
Knag, rubbing her hands together.
"I have seen very Uttle of her," said Kate. " I hardlv

know yet.

" Have you seen Mr. Mantalini? " inquired Miss Knae
^ Yes; I have seen him twice."
" Isn't h€ a charming creature? "

"Indeed he does not strike me as being so, by any means,"
replied Kate.

o
» / / ,

u^l^'''
"^y/^^'-" <=."ed Miss Knag, elevating her hands.

Why, goodness gracious mercy, where's vour taste? Such
a fine tall, full-whiskered dashing gentlemanly man, with such
teeth and hair and-hem—well now, you do astonish me."

I dare say I am very foolish," replied Kate, laying aside
her bonnet; but as my opinion is of very little importance
^^ J'T ,?l^"7

^"* *''®' ^ ^° "ot 'egret having formed it.
and shall be slow to change it, I think."

" He is a very fine man, don't you think so? " asked
one of the young ladies.

" In<l«ed he may be, for anything I could say to the con-
trary," replied Kate.

" And drives very beautiful horses, doesn't he? " inquired
another. ^

'' I dare say he may, but I never saw them," answered Kate
Never saw them! " interposed Miss Knag. " Oh, well!

There it is at once you know; how can you possibly pro-
nounce an opinion about a gentleman—hem—if you don't see
him as he turns ou< altogether? "

There was so much ^ the world—even of the little world
of the country girl-in Urn idea of the old milliner, that
Kate, who was anxious, for every reason, to change the



Kate*s New Associates 215

JS'Son":?k"fidr" """'' *"' '''' Miss Knag in

ru.;^fr
*j'**o•'^"lence, during which most of the vouni.people made a closer inspection of Kate's apDearance anS

Kr>KT^ rP^'^g it, one of them Xredo' help

whe^he^t'd^S:^ ^'"^ accepted. inquSwnciner sne did not find black very uncomfortable wear
« ?. S "^.^"'S J«Pl'fd Kate, with a bitter sigh.

her dr«st?hTr'
'"'' °'""^' ^'^ ^"^^ ^P^^-' ^^i-ting

rnw*^*
might have said, that mourning is sometimes thecoldest wear which mortals can assume; that it Tt onTv ch n^the breasts of those it clothes, but extending hsTnLenceto summer fnends freezes up their sources ofyod-^11 and

SSv 'out fTAh"7
'" ^^

'kV^^ °^ promiseTy once so

hSrte exnoL !^
^^""^^

T^^'''^
^"' b^'-^d and rottennearts exposed. There are few who have lost « fr;o« \

relative constituting in life their sole dependence? ihThav"
Sk^ uT]\ ^'^' '^'^ ^^'"'"g i"fl"ence of their ableearb

^^:t:^s:^(:^ ^-^^ ^^ - ^^ mome^nta
" I^am very sorry to have wounded you by my thoughtless

»anion. I did not think of it. You
speech, said her companion. 1 nia no
are m mourning for some near relation? "

^^
For my father," answered Kate.

in an^^udlbfeVdr"'
""^^ '^'^"'^'^ " ^^^^^ ^^«- ^-8

u S^""
father," replied the other softly.

Her father, eh? " said Miss Knag, without the slieht-

St.m?nd:?^""
°' '" ^°^^^- "^^' ^ ^-g "lnesV&

;;
Hush," replied the girl; '« I don't know."

awav "oTfSf '^\' "^""^ '"^^'"'" ^^'d Kate, turning

to sYpporTiJ b'eitn'?"''^^'
'' ^ '^' '""^ ^^^^' ^^ -^^1

J

There had existed not a little desire in the room accordingto invanaWe custom, when any new " young person ''cLnrjto know who Kate was, and what she was and all Tn ,her; but, although it might have been veA. natu iuv increased by her appearance and emotion, theLSwSe that"t pamed her to be questioned, was sufficient trreprefs eve'this curiosity; and Miss Knag, finding it hopeless toTttempt
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extracting any further particular! just then, reluctantly
commanded silence, and bade the work proceed.

In silence, then, the tasks were plied until half-past one,
when a baked leg of mutton, with potatoes to correspond,
were served m the kitchen. The meal over, and the young
ladies having enjoyed the additional relaxation of washing
their hands, the work began again, and was again performedm silence, until the noise of carriages rattling through the
streets, and of loud double knocks at doors, gave token that
the day's work of the more fortunate members of society
was proceeding in its turn.

One of these double knocks at Madame Mantalini's door,
announced the equipage of some great lady—or rather rich
one, for there is occasionally a distinction between riches
and greatness—who had come with her daughter to approve
of sonrie court-dresses which had been a long time preparing,
and upon whom Kate was deputed to wait, accompanied by
Miss Knag, and officered of course by Madame Mantalini.

Kafe's part in the pageant was humble enough, her duties
bei.^ umited to holding articles of costume until Miss Knag
was ready to try them on, and now and then tying a string
or fastening a hook-and-eye. She might, not unreasonably'
have supposed herself beneath the reach of any arrogance, or
bad humour; but it hap,, -ed that the lady and daughter
were both out of temper ti.at day, and the poor girl came
in for her share of their revilings. She was awkward—her
hands were cold—dirty—coaree—she could do nothing right;
they wondered how Madame Mantalini could have such
people about her; requested that they might see some other
young woman the next time they came; and so forth.
So common an occurrence would be hardly deserving of

mention, but for its effect. Kate shed many bitter tears
when these people were gone, and felt, for the first time,
humbled by her occupation. She had, it is true, quailed at
the prospect of drudgery and hard service; but she had felt
no degradation in working for her bread, until she found
herself exposed to insolence and pride. Philosophy wouU
luve taught her that the degradation was on the side of
those who had sunk so low as to display such passions
habitually, and without cause: but she was too young for
such consolation, and her honest feeling was hurt. May not
the complaint, that common people are above their station,

M
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often take its rise in the fact of ««common people bcine
below theirs?

*^ *

In such scenes and occupations the time wore on, until
nine o'clock, when Kate, jaded and dispirited with the
occurrences of the day, hastened from the confinement of
the work-room, to join her mother at the street corner and
walk home:—the more sadly, from having to disguise her
real feelings, and feign to participate in all the sanguine
visions of her companion.

" Bless my soul, Kate, ' said Mrs. Nickleby; " I've been
thinking all day, what a delightful thing it would be for
Madame Mantalini to take you into partnership—such a
likely thing too, you know! VVhy, your poor dear papa's
cousm's sister-in-law—a Miss Browndock—was taken into
partnership by a lady that kept a school at Hammersmith,
and made her fortune in no time at all. I forget, by the
bye, whether that Miss Browndock was the same lady that
got the ten thousand pounds prize in the lottery, but I think
she was; indeed, now I come to think of it, I am sure she
was. ' Mantalini and Nickleby,' how well it would sound !—
and if Nicholas has any good fortune, you might have
Doctor Nickleby, the head-master of Westminster School,
living in the same street."

"Dear Nicholas!" cried Kate, taking from her reticule
her brother's letter from Dotheboys Hall. " In all our mis-
fortunes, how happy it makes me,'mama, to hear he is doing
well, and to find him writing in such good spirits! It con-
soles me for all we may undergo, to think that he is comfort-
able and happy."

Poor Kate! she little thought how weak her consolation
was, and how soon she would be undeceived.

CHAPTER XVIII

MISS KNAG, AFTER DOATING ON KATE NICKLEBY FOR THREE
WHOLE DAYS, MAKES UP HER MIND TO HATE HER FOR
EVERMORE. THE CAUSES WHICH LEAD MISS KNAG TO
FORM THIS RESOLUTION

There are many lives of much pain, hardship, and suffering,
which, having no stirring interest for any but those who
lead them, are disregarded by persons -/ho do not want
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thought or fechng, but who pamper their compassion and
need high stimulants to rouse it.

There are not a few among the disciples of charity who
require, m their vocation, scarcely less excitement than the
voUnes of pleasure in theirs; and hence it is that diseased
sympathy and compassion are ever>- day expended on out-of-
the-way objects, when only too many demands upon the
legitimate exercise of the same virtues in a healthy state, ut
constantly within the sight and hearing of the most unobser-
vant person ahve. In short, charity must have its romance, as
the novelist or playwright must have his. A thief in fustian
IS a vulgar character, scarcely to be thought of by persons of
refinement; but dress him in green velvet, with a high-
crowned hat, and change the scene of his operations, from
a thickly peopled city to a mountain road, and you shall findm him the very soul of poetry and adventure. So it is with
the one great cardinal virtue, which, properly nourished and
exercised, leads to, if it does not necessarily include, all the
others. It must have its romance; and the less of real
hard, struggling work-a-day life there is in that romance'
the better.

'

The life to which poor Kate Nickleby was devoted, in
consequence of the unforeseen train of circumstances already
developed in this narrative, was a hard one ; but lest the very
dulness, unhealthy confinement, and bodily fatigue, which
made up its sum and substance, should deprive it'of any
mterest with the mass of the charitable and sympathetic
I would rather keep Miss Nickleby herself in view just now'
than chill them, in the outset, by a minute and lengthened
description of the establishment presided over by Madame
Mantalini.

" Well, now, indeed Madame Mantalini,'^ said Miss Knag
as Kate was taking her weary way homewards on the first
mght of her noviciate ;

" that Miss Nickleby is a very creditable
young person—a very creditable young person indeed—hem—upoa my word, Madame Mantalini, it does very extra-
ordinary credit even to your discrimination that you should
have found such a very excellent, very well behaved, very-
hem—very unassuming young woman to assist in the fitting
on. I have seen some young women when they had the
opportunity of displaying before their betters, behave in
such a—oh, dear—well—but you're always right, Madame
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Mantalini. always; and as I very often tell the younj? ladies
how you do contrive to be always right, when so manv
people are so often wrong, is to me a mystery indeed."

Af -"^r^VV^P""'"? a very excellent client out of humour,
Miss Nickleby has not d.)ne anything verv remarkal:Ic to-(Jay
-that I am aware of, at least," said Madame Mantalini in
reply.

"Oh, dear!" said Miss Knag; "but you must ;illo^^ a
great deal for mexperience, you know."

'' And youth? " inquired Madame.

'\^\}. ^^ nothing about that, Madame Mantalini,"
rephed Miss Knag, reddening: " because if youth were any
excuse, you wouldn't have—*'

"Quite so good a forewoman as I have, I suppose''
suggested Madame. ' ^ '

u'^^f'-,}
n?ver did know anybody like you, Madame

Mantahni, rejomed Miss Knag most complacently, " and
that s the fact, for you know what one's going to say, before
It has time to nse to one's lips. Oh, very good! Ha, ha
ha! '

" For myself," observed Madame Mantalini, glancing with
affected carelessness at her assistant, and laughing heartilvm her sleeve, " I consider Miss Nickleby the most awkward
girl I ever saw in my life."

" Poor dear thing," said Miss Knag, " it's not her fauli.
If It was, we might hope to cure it; but as it's her mi.; fortune
Madame Mantalini, why really you know, as the man said
about the blind horse, we ought to respect it."

" Her uncle told me she had been considered pretty
"

remarked Madame Mantalini. " I think her one of the most
ordinary girls I ever met with."

;;
Ordinary

!
" cried Miss Knag with a countenance beaming

delight; and awkward! Well, all I can sav is, Madame
Mantahni, that I quite love the poor giri; and that if she was
twice as indifferent-looking, and twice as awkward as she is
I should be only so much the more her friend, and that's the
truth of it."

In fact Miss Knag had conceived an incipient affection
tor Kate .\ickleby, after witnessing her failure that mornin-
and this short conversation with her superior increased the
favourable prepossession to a most surprising extent • which
was the more remarkable, as when she first scanned that
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young lady's face and figure, she had entertained certain
inward misgivings that they would never agree.

" But now,;' said Miss Knag, glancing at the reflection of
herself in a mirror at no great distance, " I love her—I quite
love her—I declare I do! " ^

Of such a highly disinterested quality was this devoted
friendship, and so superior was it to the little weaknesses of
flattery or ill nature, that the kind-hearted Miss Knag can-
didly informed Kate Nickleby, next day, that she saw she
would never do for the business, but that she need not give
herself the slightest uneasiness on this account, for that she
(Miss Knag) by mcreased exertions on her own part, would
keep her as much as possible in the background, and that all
she would have to do, would be to remain perfectly quiet
before company, and to shrink from attracting notice by
every means in her power. This last suggestion was so muchm accordance with the timid giri's own feelings and wishes
that she readily promised implicit reliance on the excellent
spinster's advice: without questioning, or indeed bestowing
a moment s reflection upon, the motives that dictated it

" I take quite a lively interest in you, my dear soul, uponmy word, said Miss Knag; "a sister's interest, actually
It s the most singular circumstance I ever knew."

Undoubtedly it was singular, that if Miss Knag did feel
a strong interest in Kate Nickleby, it should not rather have
been the interest of a maiden aunt or grandmother; that
being the conclusion to which the difference in their respec-
tive ages would have naturally tended. But Miss Knag wore
clothes of a very' youthful pattern, and perhaps her feelings
took the same shape.

" Bless you! " said Miss Knag, bestowing a kiss upon Kate
at the conclusion of the second day's work, "how very
awkward you have been all day."
"I fear your kind and open communication, which has

rendered me more painfully conscious of my own defects has
not improved me," sighed Kate.

'

" No, no, I dare say not," rejoined Miss Knag, in a most
uncommon flow of good humour. " But how much better
that you should know it at first, and so be able to go on
straight and comfortable! Which way are yon walking, my

" Towards the city," replied Kate.
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" The dty

!
" cried Miss Knag, regarding herself with great

favour m the glass as she tied her bonnet. " Goodness
gracious me! now do you really live in the dty? "

' Is it so very unusual for anybody to Uve there? " asked
AAte, half smiling.

"I couldn't have believed it possible that any youngwoman could have hved there, under any circumstances
whatever, for three days together," replied Miss Knag.

Reduced—I should say poor people," answered Kate
correcting herself hastily, for she was afraid of appearing
proud, " must hve where they can."

FK^Muig

'^1 J-^^^r.^^' ?° ^^y ™"s*' very proper indeed!"
rejoined Miss Knag with that sort of half sigh, which, accom-
panied by two or three slight nods of the head, is pity'ssmaU change m general society; " and that's what I viy
otten tell my brother, when our servants go away ill one
after another, and he thinks the back kitchen's rather toodamp for em to sleep in. These sort of people, I teU him
are glad to sleep anywhere! Heaven suits the back to the

so^^^^n^t it?^''^^
* "'''^ ^^"^ '* '^ *° ^^"^ ^^^ '' '^°"^^ ^

" Very," replied Kate.
" I'll walk with you part of the way, my dear," said MissKnag for you must go very near our house; and as it's

quite dark and our lasj; servant went to the hospital a week
ago, with Samt Anthony's fire in her face, I shall be glad ofyour company." **

Kate would willingly have excused herself from this flatter-
ing companionship; but Miss Knag having adjusted herbonnet to her entire satisfaction, took her arm with an airwhich plainly showed how much she felt the compliment shewas confemng, and they were in the street before she couldsay another word.

wuiu

" I fear" said Kate, hesitating, " that mama-my mother
I mean—is waiting for me." ^ "lotner,

KnJ^IT"^"'^ "^^' '^'
^f'* ^P°^°&y> "^y ^e^r/' said MissKnag, smiling sweetly as she spoke; " I dare sky she is avery respectable old person, and I shall be quite-hem-

quite pleased to know her." ^ ^~u^m

h.An- l^"' ^'"^^n'^y
"^^ cooling-not her heels alone,but her limbs generally at the street corner, Kate had nialtemauve but to make her known to Miss Knag, who doing
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the last new carriage customer at second-hand, acknowledged
the introduction with condescending politeness. The three
then walked away, arm in arm: with Miss Knag in the
middle, in a special state of amiability.

^r-\\ J^*^®
^^^^ ^"^^ * ^^"cy to vour daughter, Mrs.

Nickleby, you can't think," said Miss Knag, after she had
proceeded a little distance in dignified silence.

" I am delighted to hear it," said Mrs. Nickleby; " though
It IS nothing new to me, that even strangers should like
Kate."

]|
Hem! "cried Miss Knag.

" You will like her better when you know how good she
IS, said Mrs. Nickleby. " It is a great blessing to me, inmy misfortunes, to have a child, who knows neither pride
nor vanity, and whose bringing-up might very well have
excused a little of both at first. You don't know what it is
to lose a husband, Miss Knag."
As Miss Knag had never yet known what it was to gain

one. It followed, very nearly as a matter of course, that she
didnt know what it was to lose one; so she said, in some
haste, " No, indeed I don't," and said it with an air intending
to signify that she should like to catch herself marrying any-
body—no no, she knew better than that.

Kate has improved even in this little time, I have no
doubt," said Mrs. Nickleby, glancing proudly at her daughter.

Oh! of course," said Miss Knag.
*

" And will improve still more," added Ms. Nickleby.
" That she will, I'll be bound," replied Miss Knag, squeez-

ing Kate's arm m her ov,n, to point the joke.
" She always was clever," said poor Mrs. Nickleby, brighten-

ing up, " always, from a baby. I recollect when she was
only two years and a half old, that a gentleman who used to
visit very much at our house—Mr. Watkins, you know,
Kate, my dear, that your poor papa went bail for, who after-
wards ran away to the United States, and sent us a pair of
snow shoes, with such an affectionate letter that it made
your poor dear father cry for a week. You remember the
letter? In which he said that he was very sorry he couldn't
repay the fifty pounds just then, because his capital was all
out at interest, and he was very busy making his fortune
but that he didn't forget you were his god-daughter, and he
should take it very unkind if we didn't buy you a sUver coral
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and put it down to his old account? Dear me, yes, my dear
how stupid you are! and spoke so aflFectionately of the old
port wme that he used to drink a bottle and a half of every
time he came. You must remember, Kate? "

" Yes, yes, mama; what of him? "

" Why, that Mr. Watkins, my dear," said Mrs. Nickleby
slowly, as if she were making a tremendous effort to recollect
something of paramount importance; " that Mr. Watkins—
he wasn't any relation. Miss Knag will understand, to the
Watkins who kept the Old Boar in the village; by the bye
I don't remember whether it was the Old Boar or the George
the Third, but it was one of the two, I know, and it's much
the same—that Mr. Watkins said, when you were only two
years and a half old, that you were one of the most astonish
ing children he ever saw. He did indeed. Miss Knag and
he wasn't at all fond of children, and couldn't have had the
shghtest motive for doing it. I know it was he who said so
because I recollect, as well as if it was only yesterday his
borrowing twenty pounds of her poor dear papa the verv
moment afterwards." ^

Having quoted this extraordinary and most disintereste
'

testimony to her daughter's excellence, Mrs. Nickleby stopped
to breathe; and Miss Knag, finding that the discourse was
turning upon family greatness, lost no time in striking in
with a small reminiscence on her oviti account.

'

" Don't talk of lending money, Mrs. Nickleby," said Miss
Knag, or you 11 drive me crazy, perfectly crazy. My mama—hem—was the most lovely and beautiful creature with
the most striking and exquisite—hem—the most exquisite
nose that ever was put upon a human face, I do believe,
Mrs. Nickleby' (here Miss Knag rubbed her own nose
sympathetically); the most delightful and accomplished
woman, perhaps, that ever was seen; but she had that one
failing of lending money, and carried it to such an extent
that she lent—hem—oh! thousands of pounds, all our little
fortunes, and what's more, Mrs. Nickleby, I don't think ifwe were to live till-till-hem-till the very end of tirie.
that we should every get them back again. I don't indeed

''

After concluding this effort of invention without beiria
mterrupted. Miss Knag fell into many more recollections
no less interesting than true, the full tide of which, Mrs
Nickleby in vain attempting to stem, at length sailed
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smoothly down, by adding an under-current of her own
recollections; and so both ladies went on talking together
in perfect contentment; the only difference between them,
being, that whereas Miss Knag addressed herself to Kate,
and talked very loud, Mrs. Nickieby kept on in one unbroken
monotonous flow, perfectly satisfied to be talking, and caring
very little whether anybody listened or not.

In this manner they walked on, very amicably, until they
arrived at Miss Knag's brother's, who was an ornamental
stationer and small circulating library keeper, in a by-street
off Tottenham Court Road; and who let out by the day,
week, month, or year, the newest old novels, whereof the
titles were displayed in pen-and-ink characters on a sheet
of pasteboard, swinging at his door-post. As Miss Knag
happened at the moment, to be in the middle of an account
of her twenty-second offer from a gentleman of large
property, she insisted upon their all going in to supper
together; and in they went.

" Don't go away, Mortimer," said Miss Knag as they
entered the shop. " It's only one of our young ladies and
her mother. Mrs. and Miss Nickieby."

" Oh, indeed !
" said Mr. Mortimer Knag. " Ah I

"

Having given utterance to these ejaculations with a very
profound and thoughtful air, Mr. Knag slowly snuffed two
kitchen candles on the counter, and two more in the window,
and then snuffed himself from a box in his waistcoat pocket.
There was something very impressive in the ghostly air

with which all this was done; and as Mr. Knag was a tall

lank gentleman of solemn features, wearing spectacles, and
garnished with much less hair than a gentleman bordering
on forty, or thereabouts, usually boasts, Mrs. Nickieby
whispered her daughter that she thought he must be literary.

" Past ten," said Mr. Knag, consulting his watch. " Thomas,
close the warehouse."

Thomas was a boy nearly half as tall as a shutter, and the
warehouse was a shop about the size of three hackney coaches.

" Ah I
" said Mr. Knag once more, heaving a deep sigh as

he restored to its parent shelf the book he had been reading.
" Well—yes—I believe supper is ready, sister."

With another sigh Mr. Knag took up the kitchen candles
from the counter, and preceded the ladies with mournful
steps to a back parlour, where a char-woman, employed in
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the absence of the sick servant, and remunerated with
certain eighteenpences to be deducted from her wages due,
was putting the supper out
"Mrs. Blockson," said Miss Knag, reproachfully, "how

very often I have begged you not to come into the room with
your bonnet on!"

" I can't help it, Miss Knag," said the char-woman, bridling
up on the shortest notice. " There's been a deal o' cleaning
to do in this house, and if you don't like it, I must trouble
you to look out for somebody else, for it don't hardly pay
me, and that's the truth, if I was to be hung this minute."

" I don't want any remarks if you please," said Miss Knag,
with a strong emphasis on the personal pronoun. " Is there
any fire downstairs for some hot water presently? "

" No there is not, indeed. Miss Knag," replied the substi-
tute: " and so I won't tell you no stories about it."

" Then why isn't there? " said Miss Knag.
" Because there an't no coals left out, and if I could make

coals I would, but as I can't I won't, and so I make bold to
tell you, Mem," replied Mrs. Blockson.

" WUl you hold your tongue—female? " said Mr. Mortimer
Knag, plunging violently into this dialogue.

" By your leave, Mr. Knag," retorted the char-woman,
turnmg sharp round. " I'm only too glad not to speak in
this house, excepting when and where I'm spoke to, sir;
and with regard to being a female, sir, I should wish to know
what you considered yourself?

"

" A miserable wretch," exclaimed Mr. Knag, striking his
forehead. " A miserable wretch."

" I'm very glad to find that you don't call yourself out of
your name, sir," said Mrs. Blockson; "and as I had two
twin children the day before yesterday was only seven weeks,
and my little Chariey fell down a airy and put his elber out'
last Monday, I shall take it as a favior if you'll send nine'
shillings, for one week's work, to my house, afore the clock
strikes ten to-morrow."
With these parting words, the good woman quitted the

room with great ease of manner, leaving the door wide open;
Mr. Knag, at the same moment, flung himself into the
warehouse," and groaned aloud.
" What is the matter with that gentleman, pray? " inquired

Mrs. Nickleby, greatly disturbed by the sound.



226 Nicholas Nickleby

" Is he ill? " inquired Kate, really alarmed.
" Hush !

" replied Miss Knag; " a most melancholy history.
He was once most devotedly attached to—hem—to Madame
Mantalini."

" Bless me! " exclaimed Mrs. Nickleby.
" Yes," continued Miss Knag, " and received great en-

couragement too, and confidently hoped to marry her. He
has a most romantic heart, Mrs. Nickleby, as indeed—hem—as indeed all our family have, and the disappointment
was a dreadful blow. He is a wonderfully accomplished
man—most extraordinarily accomplished—reads—hem

—

reads every novel that comes out; I mean every novel that

—

hem—that has any fashion in it, of course. The fact is, that
he did find so much in the books he read, applicable to his
own misfortunes, and did find himself in every respect so
much like the heroes— because of course he is conscious
of his own superiority, as we all are, and very naturally—
that he to^k to scorning everything, and became a genius;
and I am quite sure that he is, at this very present moment,
writing another book."

" Another book !
" repeated Kate, finding that a pause was

left for somebody to say something.
" Yes," said Miss Knag, nodding in great triumph;

"another book, in three volumes post octavo. Of course
it's a great advantage to him, in all his little fashionable
descriptions, to have the benefit of my—hem—of my ex-
perience, because, of course, few authors who write about
such things can have such opportunities of knowing them
as I have. He's so wrapped up in high life, that the least
allusion to business or worldly matters—like that woman
just now, for instance—quite distracts him; but, as I often
say, I think his disappointment a great thing for him, because
if he hadn't been disappointed he couldn't have written about
blighted hopes and all that; and the fact is, if it hadn't
happened as it has, I don't believe his genius would ever
have come out at all."

How much more communicative Miss Knag might have
become under more favourable circumstances, it is impossible
to divine, but as the gloomy one was within ear-shot, and
the fire wanted making up, her disclosures stopped here. To
judge from all appearances, and the difficulty of making
the water warm, the last servant could not have been much
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SSfhrT'^ ^ !."^ ^'^^ ^'^ ''^^ St. Anthony's- but aMtle brandy and water was made at lact T^aKu

It happened that an old lord of great familv wh«

announcing the fact in aThriM .r?hl. .1 ^1*T Manulini

pipe, whic^ comr^lr:^l^«l^tt'Zr,^rl'V^^'"«-

K^ag^ »d Madan.e Ma^LSS t^^l::^^^
"

I nT.r
''**'"' «P?.=a«nce," said Madame Mantalini

Miss Kn™ """"^ ^° '^O-'^"' '» «" -y 2S™«i<i

buMefarC^,ler„Vr^^^^^^^

wiS'"cu^X"'s?e*p;:3"S^zS; iZdl" t ''"*«'

^countered tl.e Uv% .o:;^'"^;^ ^y^t ^v'.^'
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moment when she kissed the old lord; upon which the
young lady, in a pouting manner, murmured something
about "an old thing," and "great impertinence," and
finished by darting a look of displeasure at Miss Knag,
and smiling contemptuously.

" Madame Mantalini," said the young lady.
" Ma'am," said Madame Mantalini.
"Pray have up that pretty young creati^re we law

yesterday."
" Oh yes, do," said the sister.

" Of all things in the world, Madame Mantalini," said
the lord's intended, throwing herself languidly on. a sofa, "

I
hate being waited upon by frights or elderly persons. 'Let
me always see that voung creature, I beg, whenever I come."

" By all means,'^ said the old lord; " the lovely youre
creature, by all means."

" Everybody is talking about her," said the young lady, in
the same careless manner; "and my lord, being a great
admirer of beauty, must positively see her."

^^
"She is universally admired," replied Madame Mantalini.

" Miss Knag, send up Miss Nickleby. You needn't return."
" I beg your pardon, Madame Mantalini, what did you say

last? " asked Miss Knag, trembling.
" You needn't return," repeated the superior, sharply.

Miss Knag vanished without another word, and in all
reasonable time was replaced by Kate, who took ofif the
new bonnets and put on the old ones: blushing very much
to find that the old lord and the two young ladies were
staring her out of countenance all the time.

" Why, how you colour, child!" said the lord's chosen
bride.

" She is not quite so accustomed to her business, as she
will be in a week or two," interposed Madame Mantalini
with a gracious smile.

" I am afraid you have been giving her some of your wicked
looks, my lord," said the intended.

" No, no, no," replied the old lord, " no, nc, I'm going to
be married, and lead a new life. Ha, ha, ha! a new life, a
new life! ha, ha, ha!"

It was a satisfactory thing to hear that the old gentleman
was going to lead a new life, for it was pretty evident that
his old one would not last him much longer. The mere

m
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exertion of protracted chuckling reduced him to a fearful «hh

This playful inquiry was accompanied with another ««!,»

j;?" P?'i'-«1V shall go first; I wouldn'M^ryo^thtad'm* that pretty girl, not for half a Kcond. I taow yo? S^

s^ofS""'
'"^' '" "'" «» «"' -O « sh^""^ qut

^e old lord, evidently much flattered by this sasoidon

l-oh
!

said Madame Mantaliui, " how he ever rr^fc ;«*a carnage without thinking of a h^rse / ^nf?k- t°

^Se^'S ^'h^^'^"^^
^^y' ™>' dea'tB tLraia^/^'-Kate, who had rema ned during the whole cz-en. -Pu u

:s"hS^of*^^^
""""'•^ ?-!„rwrSy"r hTp' y-s

Ihe arcumstances of the little kinjrrfnm ho^ .1

prince of hartshorn, vinegar^and oth^Sat v^to^Whave borne ample testimony, ev«, withou : the de«^eme«
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of the headdreu and front row of curls, to her having fainted
desperately.

' Bless me! " said Kate, stepping hastily forward, " What
is the matter? "

This inquiry produced in Miss Knag violent symptoms of
a relapse; and several young ladies, darting angry looks at
Kate, applied more vinegar and hartshorn, and said it was
" a shame."

" What is a shame? " demanded Kate. " What is the
matter? What has happened? tell me."
"Matter'" cried Miss Knag, coming, all at once, bolt

upright, to the great consternation of the assembled maidens;
" Matter! Fie upon you, you nasty creature!

"

" Gracious !
" cried Kate, almost paralysed by the violence

with which the adjective had been jerked out from between
Miss Knag's closed teeth; " have / offended you? "

" You offended me! " retorted Miss Knag, " You I a chit,
a child, an upstart nobody ! Oh, indeed ! Ha, ha I

"

Now it was evident, as Miss Knag laughed, that something
struck her as being exceedingly funny; and as the young
ladies took their tone from Miss Knag—she being the chief
—they all got up a laugh without a moment's delay, and
nodded their heads a little, and smiled sarcastically to each
other, as much as to say, how very good that was

!

" Here she is," continued Miss Knag, getting off the box,
and introducing Kate with much ceremony and many low
curtseys to the delighted throng; " here she is—everybody
is talking about her—the belle, ladies—the beauty, the—oh,
you bold-faced thing !

"

At this crisis. Miss Knag was unable to repress a virtuous
shudder, which immediately communicated itself to all the
young ladies; after which. Miss Knag laughed, and after
that, cried.

" For fifteen years," exclaimed Miss Knag, sobbing in a
most affecting manner, " for fifteen years have I been the
credit and ornament of this room and the one upstairs.
Thank God," said Miss Knag, stamping first her right foot
and then her left with remarkable eneigy, •' I have never in
all that time, till now, been exposed to the arts, the vile arts,

of a creature, who disgraces • with all her proceedings, and
makes proper people blush for themselves. But I feel it, I
do feel it, although I am disgusted."
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Have I lived to this day to be called a frShH " ^ a

;;
Don'. uu„k o7fil?w^,^^,^'^p;™™«"'™»-

" I hate her," cried Mia Kiig: " iTtot .ni h.^ T*"Never let her soeuli tn ».. .ZT-^*
aetest and hate her.

a friend of mine^pl'k tThTi'dT^K*' ^""^^^ ^^° »

motives of this altered behavLr devdoDed thLti * ^'

soul, if she could have seen them fall
^ ' "^°''
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CHAPTER XIX

DESCKIPTIVK OF A DINNER AT WK. RALPH NICKLEBY's, AND
Of THE MANNER IN WHICH THE COMPANY ENTERTAINED
THEMSELVES, BEFORE DINNEH, aT DINNER, AND AFTER
DINNER

The bile and rancour of the worthy >'iss Knag undergoing
no diminution during the remaiii ur Oi he week, but rather
augmenting with every successh Ukut, and the honest ire

of all the young ladies rising, ' yc-.vr.wg to rise in exact
proportion to the good spins:..- i'ld gnation, and both
waxing very hot every time M. s .

'

1,'by was called up-
stairs; it will be readily imagin. '

c*. • thi^t v,^.^n^ lady's
daily life was none of the most ^ eeriul m •

i L.)le kind.
She hailed the arrival of Saturdt :-,,. ]»risoner would
a few delicious hours' respite frorr slow l..J wearing torture,
and felt, that the poor pittance .or he ti . week's labour
would have been dearly and hanily earned, had its amount
been trebled.

When she joined her mother, as usual, at the street corner,
she was not a little surprised to find her in conversation with
Mr. Ralph Nickleby ; but her surprise was soon redoubled, no
less by the matter of their conversation, than by the smoothed
and altered manner of Mr. Nickleby himself.

" Ah! my dear! " said Ralph; " we were at that moment
talking about you."

" Indeed
!

" replied Kate, shrinking, though she scarce
knew why, from her uncle's cold glistening eye.

" That instant," said Ralph. " I was coming to call for
you, making sure to catch you before you left; but your
nriother and I have been talking over family affairs, and the
time has slipped away so rapidly "

" Well, now, hasn't it? " interposed Mrs. Nickleby, quite
insensible to the sarcastic tone of Ralph's last remark.
" Upon my word, I couldn't have believed it possible, that
su'jh a Kate, my dear, you're to dine with your uncle at
half-past six o'clock to-morrow."
Triumphing in having been the first to communicate this

extraordinary intelligence, Mrs. Nickleby nodded and smiled
a great many times, to impress its full magnificence on
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Kate's wondering mind, and then fiew off, at an acute anffleto a committee of ways and means. * '

«nii k!^
"*« ^«'" »»«» the good lady. •« Your black silk frock

^rf Jh"-* f
«« «T.^h, my d4r, with that p„.tty hSe

s^kJ^ *£" ^"^\" y?"'
Uf'^' t".*^

* P*ir o^f black sJk
-« ;. . .^

,^**'^' ^^'^ Mrs. N ckleby. flying off atanother angle, " if I had but those unfortunite amethvs^

d '^Z;;;r T"*'* ^'^'"' ^^'^ '"y lovellilJow they u'S

manner, and applied her handkerchief to heTeJes
"^'^

^ aon t want them, mama, indeed," said Kate " Fnr.,-*that you ever had them."
saiaxs^te. l-orget

" hl!:°lfi; ^^\^I '^^^^'" "'^°'"«* *^"- N ickleby, pettishlyhow hke a chid you talk! Four-and-twenty sSver te^^'spoons, brother-in-law, two gravies, four saU all ^e
wTh ^'^r"'*^'^'-'^-^

^^"°^^' ^"d ^^''"ngs- '11 made aJa^

•fifty times a-day. Didn't I, Kate, my dear? D.Ti^vSiIpan opportunitv of impressing it on your poor pl^a? "
^'"

No, no, mama, never," replied Kate. And to do MrsNickleby justice, she never had lost-and to do Zniedladies as a body justice, they seldom do l-se-anv oSonot mculcating similar golden precepts, whose only blemish

'^^l^tlJ^^;^'''-' ^"^ -ertainty^in^'S

al^^ys done my duty, and that's some comfort." '

'

sig^d ribbed h^rT'.
"' '^' '^^^^*^°"' Mrs. Nic.lehv

^^z^^z^^zr"^ ^ ^""^^""^^ whicitusitt
" Now/' said Ralph, with a smile, which, in common . th
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all other tokens of emotion, seemed to skulk under his face
rather than play boldly over it—" to return to the point
from which we have strayed. I have a little party of—of—
gentlemen with whom I am connected in business just now,
at my house to-morrow; and your mother has promised that
you shall keep house for me. I am not much used to parties

;

but this is one of business, and such fooleries are an important
part of it sometimes. You don't mind obliging me? "

I*

Mind !" cried Mrs. Nickleby. " My dear Kate, why »
"Pray," interrupted Ralph, motioning her to be silent

" I spoke to my niece."

^^

" I shall be very glad, of course, uncle," replied Kate;
"but I am afraid you will find me awkward and em-
barrassed."

" Oh no," said Ralph; " come when you like, in a hackney
coach—I'll pay for it. Good night—a—a—God bless you."
The blessing seemed to stick in Mr. Ralph Nickleby's

throat, as if it were not used to the thoroughfare, and didn't
know the way out. But it got out somehow, though awk-
wardly enough; and havmg disposed of it, he shook hands
with his two relatives, and abruptly left them.

" What a very strongly marked countenance your uncle
has! " said Mrs. Nickleby, quite struck with his parting look.
" I don't see the slightest resemblance to his poor brother.''

" Mama! " said Kate reprovingly. " To think of such a
thing!"

" No," said Mrs. Nickleby, musing. ** There certainly is
none. But it's a very honest face."

The worthy matron made this remark with great emphasis
and elocution, as if it comprised no small quantity of in-
genuity and research; and, in truth, it was not unworthy of
being classed among the extraordinary discoveries of the age.
Kate looked up hastily, and as hastily looked down again.

" What has come over you, my dear, in the name of good-
ness? " asked Mrs. Nickleby, when they had walked on for
some time, in silence.

'

" I was only thinking, mama," answered Kate.
" Thinking

!
" repeated Mrs. Nickleby. " Aye, and indeed

plenty to think about, too. Your uncle has taken a strong
fancy to you, that's quite clear; and if some extraordinary
good fortune doesn't come to you, after this, I shall be a
little surprised, that's all."
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With this she launched out into sundry anecdotes ofyoung ladies, who had had thousand-pound noS rive„

^?? «rH .
"' ?K "^ *'°"'^ ^"'^ '"^'^^J them, after short

^nJ /fl^
<=o"'-tsh.ps; and Kate, listening first in apath^and afterwards m amusement, felt, as they walked homesomething of her mother's sanguine complexion gmdrUyawakening in her own bosom, and be^an to think t^at herprospects might be brightening, and that better days mightbe dawmng upon them. Such is hope. Heaven's own giffto

Tr^^Zh'^'^'^^'u-^l^''^' ^'^^^ subtle efencefrom the sk.es, all things, both good and bad; as universalas death, and more infectious than disease

»

""^versai

The feeble winter's sun—and winter's suns in the citv arevery feeble indeed-might have brightened u" as h^7hon^through the dim windows of the lar|e old house, on witn^
7Jjl' T'""^]

'^^' -hich one half-furnished ?olX
p ayed. In a gloomy comer, where, for years, had stood a
silent dusty pile of merchandise, sheltering its colony of^ceand frowning a dull and lifeless mass, upon the^panXdroom save when, responding to the roll 'of £^vy waggoS inthe street without, it quaked with sturdy tremblinis andcaused the bright eyes of its tiny citi. ns^to g?ow brighter
still with ear, and struck them motionless, ^th attentive
ear and palpitating heart, until the alarm had passed away-m thp dark comer was arranged, with scmpulous care allKate's httle finery for the day; each article of dress packing

1,VK
"^,^^^^"^ble air of jauntiness and individuallywhich empty garments-whether by association, or that thevbecome moulded, as it were, to the owner's fori-will take

!^rJ X ^'* °^ """'^y 8°°^^' ^^^'^ lay the black sUk

with toes delicately tumed out, stood upon the very pressure

^ther had unconsciously given place to the very same little

M« N-Vkl'h
^^^

''""f^^"'
^^^^ ^^ ^'^^ '^' object o1Mrs Nickleby^ peculiar care. Rats and mice, and su^small gear, had long ago been starved, or had e^i^ted tobetter quarters: and, in their stead, appeared gloveV^nd?

scarfs, hair-pins, and many other Utufdeviil^SnSt i'

in
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mgeiuous in their ways as rats and mice themselves, for the
tantahsation of mankind. About and among them all
moved Kate herself, not the least beautiful or unwonted
rehef to the stem, old, gloomy building.

J° i'^S^^l ?" j°.^^ ^^"^®' *s ^e '«ad«'' likes to take it
—for Mrs. Nickleby s unpatience went a great deal faster than
the clocks at that end of the town, and Kate was dressed to
the very last hair-pm a full hour and a half before it was at
all necessary to begin to think about it—in good time, or in
bad time, the toilet was completed; and it being at lenjrth
the hour agreed upon for starting, the milkman fetched a
coach from the nearest stand, and Kate, with many adieux
to her mother, and many kind messages to Miss La Creevvwho was to come to tea, seated herself in it, and went awaym state, if ever anybody went away in state in a hackney
coach yet. And the coach, and the coachman, and the horses,
rattled, and jangled, and whipped, and cursed, and swore,
and tumbled on together, until they came to Golden Square
The coachman gave a tremendous double knock at the

door, which was opened long before he had done, as quicklv
as If there had been a mar- behind it, with his hand tied ti
the latch. Kate, who had expected no more uncommon
appearance than Newman Noggs in a clean shirt, was not a
httle astonished to see that the opener was a man in hand-
some hvery, and that there were two or three others in the
hall. There was no doubt about its being the right house
however, for there was the name upon the door; so she
accepted the laced coat-sleeve which was tendered her and
entermg the house, was ushered upstairs, into a back draw-
mg-room, where she was left alone.

If she had been surprised at the apparition of the footman
she was perfectly absorbed in amazement at the richness and
splendour of the furniture. The softest and most elegant
carpets, the most exquisite pictures, the costliest mirrors-
articles of richest ornament, quite dazzling from their beautv'
and perplexing from the prodigahty with which they were
scattered around; encountered her on every side. The ver\-
staircase neariy down to the hall door, was crammed with
beautiful and luxurious things, as though the house were
brim-full of nches, which, with a very trifling addition, would
fairly run over into the street.

PresenUy, she heard a series of loud double knocks at the
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street-door, and after every knock some new voice in the next
room; the tones of Mr. Ralph Nickleby were easily dbtin-
guishable at first, but by degrees they merged into the
general buzz of conversation, and all she could ascertain was
that there were several gentlemen with no very musical'
voices, who talked very loud, laughed very heartily, and
swore more than she would have thought quite necessary
ijut this was a question of taste.

'

At length, the door opened, and Ralph himself, divested
of his boots, and ceremoniously embellished with black silks
and shoes, presented his crafty face.
"I couldn't see you before, my dear," he said, in a low

tone, and pointing, as he spoke, to the next room. "
I was

engaged in receiving them. Now—shall I take you in?
"

Pray, uncle," said Kate, a little flurried, as people much
more conversant with society often are, when they are about
to enter a room full of strangers, and have had time to think
of It previously, " are there any ladies here? "

"i ^S ^'^ ^^'P^' shortly, " I don't know any."

a Uttfe"'^
^ ^° "" immediately? » asked Kate, drawing back

^

"As you please," said Ralph, shrugging his shoulders.
Ihey are all come, and dinner wiU be announced directlv

afterwards—that's all."
'

Kate would have entreated a few minutes' respite, but
reflecting that her uncle might consider the payment of the
hackney^oach fare a sort of bargain for her punctuality, she
suffered him to draw her arm through his, and to lead her
away.

Seven or eight gentlemen were standing round the firewhen they went in, and, as they were talking very loud
were not aware of their entrance until Mr. Ralph Nicklebv'
touching one on the coat-sleeve, said in a harsh emphatic
voice, as if to attract general attention—
"Lord Frederick Verisopht, my niece. Miss Nickleby."
1 he group dispersed, as if in great surprise, and the gentle-man addressed, turning round, exhibited a suit of clothes of

the most superiative cut, a pair of whiskers of similar quality
a moustache, a head of hair, and a young face

'

I'xr?? '
'\^^^ '^® gentleman. " What—the—deyvle i

»
With which broken ejaculations, he fixed his glass in his

eye, and stared at Miss Nickleby in great surprise
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;•% niece, my lord," said Ralph.

work^Z^l^A^i^
not deceive me, and it's not wa^i-x

InH ;Kf t ? *°r1'''*P- Howdedo? I'm very happy"And then his lordship turned to another superlative3tleman somethmg older, something stouter, so^SS;m Uie face, and something longer upon tiwn, and «id in aloud whisper that tJic girl was " deyvlish pittv
"

Introduce me, Nickleby," said this second gentlemanwho was lounging with his back to the fire, and botheSon the chimney-pfece.
eioows

" Sir Mulberry Hawk," said Ralph.

M.vi,?l " '^•^^^ T^* knowing card in the pa-aok MissNickleby," said Lord Frederick Verisopht
Don't leave me out, Nickleby," cried a sham fao.^

" Mr. Pyke," said Ralph.

fSJlZ "? ^""^^^^y" cried a gentleman with a flushedface and a fl«h air, from the elbow of Sir Mulberry HawkMr. Pluck,
"
said Ralph. Then wheeling a^ut ^aintowards a gentleman with the neck of a stork and thHegsof no animal m particular, Ralph introduced him as theHonourable Mr. Snobb; and a white-headed pereTn at thetable as Colonel Chowser. The colonel was In'^onversa t on

^in^^Sd^far^^^^ " ^ ^ -^'--^^'^' -"-
There were two circumstances which, in this early staee ofAe party struck home to Kate's bosom, and brougTthe

S^ T^tlf.
'° ^^' ^^''- °"«' ^^ the 'flippant contemptwith wh,ch the gueste evidently regarded her uncle, andX

That\h/r7
'"'°''"'' °^ '^''' «^*""*^^ toward herselfThat the first symptom was very likely to lead to theaggravation of the second, it needed no great penetmton

out h7fh- ."^f 'T ""' ^^'P^ Nickleby hfd reckoned^Sl

lady (by nature) may be, and however unacquainted3conventional behaviour, the chances are, that she wiU h^vequite as strong an innate sense of the decencies Td pro!pnet.es of hfe as if she had run the gauntlet of a dozTnLondon seasons-possbly a stronger one, for such sem^have been known to blunt in this improvii; processWhen Ralph had completed the ceremonial of introduction
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he led his blushing niece to a seat As he did so, he glanced
wanly round as though to assure himself of the impression
which her unlooked-for appearance had created
"An unexpected playsure, Nickleby," said Lord Frederick

Vensopht, takmg his glass out of his right eye, where it had
unul now, done duty on Kate, and fixing it in his left, to
bring It to bear on Ralph.

pj*'P«signed to surprise you. Lord Frederick," said Mr.

" Not a bad idea," said his lordship, " and one that would
almost warrant the addition of an extra two and a half
per cent."

•; Nickleby," said Sir Mulberry Hawk, in a thick coarse
voice, take the hmt, and tack it on to the other five-and-

^^^^l^^-X' °,':
w^^atever it is, and give me half for the advice."

bir Mulberry garnished this speech with a hoarse laujrh
and terminated it with a pleasant oath regarding Mr.'
Nickleby s limbs, whereat Messrs. Pyke and Pluck lauehed
consumedly. *

These gentlemen had not yet quite recovered the jest, when
dinner was announced, and then they were thrown into fresh
ecstasies by a similar cause; for Sir Mulberry Hawk, in an
excess of humour, shot dexterously past Lord Frederick
Vensopht who was about to lead Kate downstairs, and drew
her arm through his up to the elbow.

" No, damn it, Verisopht," said Sir Mulbeny, " fair play's
a jewel, and Miss Nickleby and I settled the matter with our
eyes, ten minutes ago."
"Ha, ha, ha! " laughed the Honourable Mr. Snobb " verv

good, very good." ' ^
Rendered additionally witt> by this applause. Sir MulberryHawk leered upon his fnends most facetiously, and led Kate

downstairs with an air of familiarity, which roused in her
gentle breast such burning indignation, as she felt it almost
unpossible to repress Nor was the intensity of these feelings
at all dirninished, when she found herself placed at the too
of the table, with Sir Mulbeny Hawk and Lord Frederick
Vensopht on either side.

"
P,^ ^?,"iy* «"?.!* ^°"'" ''^y ^"^^ °"'" neighbourhood, have

you.? " said Su- Mulbeny as his lordship sat down
Of couree,'; replied Lord Frederick, fixing his ty^ on

Miss Nickleby, " how can you a-ask me? "
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" Well, you attend to your dinner " saiH <JtV u»ik

ve'r^lln'^Sl' T' ^'^^ 4'^^^ an7ie, for'^" £S'^ivciy indiflFerent company, I dare say." ^ *

Frederi^
^'"'''' ^'*^*" *^*'*> Nickleby," said Lord

thr.^Il**
^ ?lt "*l*r' "y '°"^? " demanded Ralph from

Lord'^i^ediri^
''*'^^' " monopolising your niece," said

" He has a tolerable share of everythimr that vou lavclaim to my lord," said Ralph with aTnee^ '
^''^ ^^

m. if T ?' '° l^^' "^P"*^^ '*^« young man; " deyvle takeme ,f I know which is master in my house, he or I
"

^
/ know," muttered Ralph.
I think I shall cut him oflF with a shiUimr " said theyoung nobleman, jocosely.

«uxung, saia tlie

" No, no, curse it," said Sir Mulherrv " wi,»-

but^dU then, rn never leave you-you may take yZZi
nh sally (which was strictly founded on fact), was received

unfortunate young lord, who, weak and silly as he Ja^appeared by far the least vicious of the party. Si> Mulb^'Hawk was remarkable for his tact in ruining%y Wmse f a^his creatures, young gentlemen of fortunl^a geS and

Se?H"'l&-?I'T\°^u^^'^^ ^' ^^d undoubtedl/ga ned tSehead With all the boldness of an original genius he hadtruck out an entirely new course of treatment SoDoosedto the usual method; his custom being, when he hadKd
hLT"^"K'^

''''''

-'^r ^' '^'^ >n i^-nd, ra hefto^'keepthem down than to give them their own way; and to exercfse

heZrS "Pk" '^'^' °P^"'y' ^"^ without reserve She made them butts, m a double sense, and while he emoSthem with great address, caused them to ring with Sn^well-admimstered taps, for the divei^ion of sLTty
^

comn?..?""^" *T ^ remarkable for the splendour andcompleteness of its appomtments as the mansion itself, and
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had taken place since breaWwt
' °^*""« ''"°"*

" WelJ," said Lord Frederick, sipping his first elass of nortif this IS a discounting dinner all I hav^ fn c? • l^^'
take me, if it wouldn't £ aS nla an f. ?I^ "' '^^^'^^^

^j^y » '
tuu t oe a good pia-an to get discount every

^1
ft depends entirely on circu™stan<«, my lord," repUed

undertakers. To add to his H^fpaf «5.v m lu P^"^ °'

put up his glass, and surveyed*the 0^4° ^^^urti'='[; twere some extmordinary wild animal hen exhiS for th^fiist time. As a matter of course Messni pTI . j n, ,

stared at the individual whom IIV^^ Hawk^tfredl?

scarcely danng to raise her evp«! ?«»«« fh!, k ,
,^"^ <=o"W>

^^^ne.-t.l«-i'^ -^^^^ et-h ^^
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.

" Here uMJM Nicklcby/' obwrved Sir Mulberrv "wonrf^uing why ti*e deuce wmebody doesn't mSeW to hT'^" No, indeed," said Kate, looking ha^ up " I—'' *nH

S?no'5.?^rah.'^ '' ^^"^^ ^- ^'^^^ ^ ^'

u" ^v**M *l*"y ")^ ^^^ pounds," said Sir Mulberry " thatMm^N.ck^t^ can't look in my fa«, and tell ^TS^e'^l

iJonei responded Sir Mulberry. The monev was nr«.duced on both sides, and the Honourable Mr Snobb^
"C" «id°S^'^'^~

'' ^^*^'^- and See^^
Urr,;nl^^' •

^^' " 8^' confusion, while these ore-bminanes were in course of completion. " Prav do not nS if.

nothing m It. If the gentlemen insist on it "

laueh ""•AiLTlfTT
'''" "^'^ Sir Mulberry, with a loud

?• u ^*' 3^' ^ ^y no means msist upon Miss Nicklehv'*making the denial, for if she does, I lose; but shallS^^^^^^to ^e^her bright eyes, especially as she favours the nliS^ty

sai?tLtbi:^'out"h'
''' "^ "^"-^

'' ^^"> ^^- N-^eby/'
'' Quite cruel," said Mr. Pyke.
" Horrid cruel," said Mr. Pluck.
" I don't (are if I do lose," said Sir Mulberry : " for one toW

" Far more," said Mr. Pluck.

" FoTr£t go™^•'
'"*"• " """^ «'^ «""«"y Hawk.

•'Bravo!"

," y?"'^you ma-ake one eflfort for me. Miss Nickl*.hv? »
asked Lord Frederick, after a short intervkl

^^"'^'"^y?

c- J°n
"«««in'\trouble yourself to inquire, my buck " said

S'. nril^""^'
Miss Nickleby and I understand ^01^she declares on my side, and .bows her taste. You haven't'a chance, old fellow. Time,Snobb?"

*wunavenr
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Eight minutes gone."

haiid^ten"
"°"*y '^^y'" "^^ Sir Mulberry; « youTl soon

"Ha, ha, ha I " laughed Mr. Pyke.
Mr. Pluck, who always came second, and toDoed hiscompanion if he could, screamed outright

^^
thIi\h^l/''\' 1?° ""^.^ overwhelmed with confusionthat she scarcely knew what she did, had determined toremam perfectly quiet; but fearing that by s^ X ng sheS utterTd'::ir"''r

" '" ^"'^"^'^ ^^^ ^^^^ ^-^been uttered with great coarseness and vulgarity of mannerraised her eyes and looked him in the face ThTre wmsomethmg so odbus, so insolent, so repulsive in th7Swhich met her, that, without the power to stammer for hasyllable, she rose and hurried from the r6om. ShrrLrabed

t'^oTave'tL^nfrt.^^^-
^^ ^'^^ alone'u^STTnl

hkkh."
That s a girl of spint, and we'll drink her

It is needless to say, that Pyke and Co. responded withgreat warmth of manner, to this proposal, or tKe t^twas drunk with many little insinuations from the fi^

R^nh' 1:
^\~™PJ«teness of Sir Mulben^^ conqSRalph who, while the attention of the other guest? w^attrac ed to the principals in the preceding scene! had eye^them like a wolf, appeared to brithe more free% now^htmece was gone; the decanters passed quickly rounJ heeaned back m h.s chair, and turned his eyes from speikerto sp^ker, as they warmed with wine, with looks thSseemed to search their hearts, and lay bare, forSs dfstempered sport every idle thought within them.

Meanwhile Kate left wholly to herself, had, in somedegree, recovered her composure. She had learnt from aemale attendant, that her uncle wished to see herZ?orehe left, and had also gleaned the satisfactory inte lig^nc^that the gentlemen would take coffee at table. TheprS
?3 tT-

"° '"°^\<=ontributed greatly to calm her agT^-

K- ^J?^"'^ "P * ^^' '**« composed herself to read
.>he started sometimes, when the sudden opening of thedimng-room door let loose a wild shout of noisfrevdry andmore than once rose in great alarm, as a fandS^ f^'tstep
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— al - . •

S.fn.^'K^ ^IS:^Jifretl'^ i^ "^^—
occurririK however tS^iu""™^ *'°"«- Nothing

deavSiJfd to fix her «te^;f J^"'
apprehensions, she er?

--;;J^.
»«. b. . ruffian „ ,.2;, Jl^^'i^l^S^t.^

Sulws? •'
•
™'' ""''• •" '^y «o <l»Pl«y the eye-

" Upon mytut i.7ri p.rft?"",J^' »«'f''«"'^-d«troy such a pretty K.Se'^fcSJ;,
^'^ *«' ^ 'P«k. "d

to treat.him so tZZ] Jt'o^^fj:fe'."
"" '^•™' "^

Nta-rrnatrs7dSMH^^^^^^^^^
natural—do " iNickleby, be more

to yo'".'"'™'
"' ''°™'" -" Si^ M-H^^y; I want to talk

"
Unhand me, sir, this instant," cried Kate
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young lady, making a violent effort to disengage herself he

^ Kate'^i;""'
*?^ r^^^^,^^ length u^Tthe^rd'As Kate sprung forward to leave the room. Mr Raloh

'
WhL*P^'"'>^»^

the doorway, and confromedL ^
^ What IS this? " said Ralph.
" It is this, sir," replied Kate, violently acitateH- "tko*

chi d, should most have found protw&n I have been exn«!ld

.y.TntiL^!tu'.'h':j!^'i"o?frpV^lirt^
nevertheless: tor he led her to aZSt^t «,d r«uS'«d approaching Sir Mulberry HawrJlTLX^^.'
men, mouoned towards the door.

;' Your way Ues there, sir," said Ralph, in a suooressed

''^'Ji^'r™*
^*^" "*'8ht have owned with pride^^

fierce^
^"'^ """^ ^^ ^'^ " ^^^^ded his friend.

The swobi veins stood out Uke sinews on Ralph's wrinkledforehead, and the nerves about his mouth worked asToulhsome unendurable emotion wrung them; but he smiled dfsdainfully, and again pointed to the dooi.

" W.n°" llTiTf'r"^ n^adman? " asked Sir Mulberry.Well, said Ralph. The fashionable vagabond foV themoment quite quailed under the steady JkTthe oldersinner, and walked towards the door, mutte^ as he wentYou wanted the lord, did you? " he said?sfopping Thortwhen he reached the door, as if a new light hadTolcenS

Ke^;, w^ n'^f""^ ^*^P' ^^ " Damme! I wi;

Ralph smiled again, but made no answer.
Who brought him to you first? " pursued Sir Mulberrv •

yoirn^ra; ^^utleT^
""" ^°" "" '"- «-">^ ^^

"xfc^'f^ch^t-i^- jrrn!^-^;^
"^^^

You would sell your flesh and blood for money
; yourselfIf you have not akeady made a bareain with the devfl"retorted the other. "Do you me«, i teU me that yoir
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Although this hurried dialogue wms carried on in a sud-

£ iSfh^h" ^" ^^ ***? "**^ "'^^^^ h«^ position »o •» tc

" Do you mean to tell me," he asked again, " that it isnot so? Do you mean to say that if he had found his 4vup here instead of me, you wouldn't have been a Httle mTre

than you have been? Come, Nickleby, answer me that

™
I tell you this" replied Ralph, ''iat if I brought herhere, as a matter of business ''

"rougni ner

. L^l^' " v'*
.""* '^°''^'" ^"^^'PO'cd Sir Mulberry, witha kugh You're commg to yourself again now."

'

1
7"^

J*^""*"**"
of business," pursued Ralph, soeakim?slowly and firmly, as a man who has made up hbS to

En^n? Z^t 1'"^ y^"^*" y°" *^*^« t»^en « hand and arelend ng good help to ruin, I knew-knowing him-that k
unless he offended by mere puppyism and emptiness he

e7en ofhU*"
* ''"'' '"^"^gement, respect the sex a?d conducteven of his usurer's mece. But if I thought to draw him on

the giri to the licentiousness and brutality of so old i handas you. And now we understand each other "
Especially as there was nothing to be eot bv it-*h? "

sneered Sir Mulberry.
^ ^ ^ it—eh?

Iwked over his shoulder to make this last reply. The eves

?elt thatTheT'"'' "^f
"'•'' an expression a? ff each r^'cS

felt that there was no disguising himself from the other- and

slow?; ou"^."^
"""' ^'^"^S^' "^ ^*^«"'^«" -"^d wklked

His friend closed the door, and looked restlessly towards

K- Tu K^ff ^l "^""^ ^^'" ^^"'^•ned in the attitude 2which he had left her. She had flung herself heaX upon

her See hiHH^
^th her head drooping'over the cushion £^3her face hidden m her hands, seemed to be stiU weepiAg inan agony of shame and grief.

ccpmg m
Ralph would have walked into any poverty-stricken

debtor's house, and pointed him out to a b^/Uiou^h b
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attendance upon a youn^ child's death-bed, without the
smallest concern, because it would have been a matter quitemthe ordinary course of business, and the man would have
been an offender a^awst his only code of morality. But
here was a young girl, who had done no wrong save that of
conjiing mto the world aUve; who had patienUy yielded to
all his wishes; who had tried hard to please hJnv-ibove allwhodidn towe hun nioney-and he felt awkward and nervous.

« litfff
**?**' *' ***?' disunce; then, another chaira htUe nearer; then, moved a little nearer still; then nearer

again, and finally sat himself on the same sofa, and laid hishand on Kate's arm.
•• Hush, my dear! " he said, as she drew it back, and her

ro^'t'a'o7it""'-
"«-^'»^-^' Don't mind it now;

"Oh, for pity's sake, let me go home," cried Kate. '• Letme leave this house, and go home."
" Ves, yes," said Ralph. " You shall But you must dry

G.'''f^er^the"l'~"^'*^'""*^- ^^ -^ -- your

« il^il' k""''V !i

«^'»'/"«d Kate, clasping her hands.What have I done-what have I done-that you should
subject me to this? If I had wronged you in thought, or
word, or deed, it would have been most cruel to me, and thememory of one you must have loved in some old time;

"Only listen to me for a moment," interrupted Ralph,
senously alarmed by the violence of her emotions: "

I didn't

T H°;i in7 M^ r '
*'T ^"'P'^ss'ble for me to foresee it.

I did all I could.-Come, let us walk about You are faint
with the closeness of the room, and the heat of these lamps.You will be better now, if you make the slightest effort."

me home
'?° *">"*^S'" ^'^P"'^^ ^ate, " if you wUl only send

" Well, well, I will," said Ralph; " but you must get backyour own looks; for those you have will frighten them, andnobody must know of this but you and I. Now let usClkthe other way. There. You look better even now "
With such encouragements as these, Ralph Nicklebv

waUced to and fro with his niece leaning oA his aL; aSuSy
trembling beneath her touch. ^

In the same manner, when he judged it prudent to allow
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tears yet scarcely drv thrflnlL^ u . . ,*
^"® ^<^ <>'

»rrow and dist«ss4t^edThile hfZlT'^J*'''
"'

CHAPTER XX
WHE«Em NICHOLAS AT LENGTH ENCOUNTKliS HIS tmCL,

s^r." ."^HifrL?Ti„T
^-™- °™ --

•Hit;^rd:Sdi.^?.-Li!v;-K£Xd
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ahead-ache; head-aches don't occasion red eyes. She must
have been crying."

Arriving at this conclusion, which, indeed, she had estab-
lished to her perfect satisfaction on the previous evening,
Miss La Creevy went on to consider—as she had done nearly
all night—what new cause of unhappiness her young friend
could possibly have had.

^^

" I can't think of anything," said the little portrait painter.
Nothing at all, unless it was the behaviour of that old bear.

Cross to her, I suppose? Unpleasant brute!
"

Relieved by this expression of opinion, albeit it was vented
upon empty air. Miss La Creevy trotted on to Madame
Mantalini's; and being informed that the governing power
was not yet out of bed, requested an interview with the
second in command; whereupon Miss Knag appeared.

" So far as / am concerned," said Miss Knag, when the
message had been delivered, with many ornaments of speech;
" I could spare Miss Nickleby for evermore."

" Oh, indeed, ma'am 1 " rejoined Miss La Creevy, highly
offended. " But, you see, you are not mistress of the busi-
ness, and therefore it's of no great consequence."

" Very good, ma'am," said Miss Knag. " Have you any
further commands for me? "

'* No, I have not, ma'am," rejoined Miss La Creevy.

I'

Then good morning, ma'am," said Miss Knag.
" Good morning to you, ma'am; and many obligations for

your extreme politeness and good breeding," rejoined Miss
La Creevy.

Thus terminating the interview during which both ladies
had trembled very much, and been marvellously polite-
certain indications that they were within an inch of a very
desperate quarrel—Miss La Creevy bounced out of the room,
and into the street.

" I wonder who that is," said the queer little soul. " A
nice person to know, I should think I I wish I had the
pamtmg of her: Vd do her justice." So, feeling quite satis-
fied that she had said a very cutting thing at Miss Knag's
expense. Miss La Creevy had » hearty laugh, and went home
to breakfast, in great good Ijilhiour.

Here was one of the advantages of having lived alone so
long! The little bustling, active, cheerful creature, existed
entirely within herself, talked to herself, made a confidant
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If she indulged in.c^d^'Zi^T"' *"^ ^'^ "«* '^*"»-

*nd if she enjoyed a Shit nf^ ' reputation suflFered;

one atom t^ woreeOn^n? *k
''*'**' "^ "^'"8 '^^^ ^"

straitened cii^Lmste^r^ !
**' '''* "'•">' ^° ^^om, from

flavour of h« fimtiD rf'tl J ^ .1"^'^ '»"8'" the fuU

gentleman, ^Jh^^Xli C^ a"--T°"""'' '

new sitter transfixed by admiraSt1. ", ™?«'""« «

JJ«in unsp«U«b.e cot^teSStt rpLIS'^^X"?^'

rr^».^r;i:iS^b^S
and not a soul coming near the place! " ^ *^ *" "^''^^^

Don t let me put you out of the wav " co.'ri » »,•
La Creevv knew " T t«w !, ^' ^'^ * ^°'ce ^ws

«tontJ.'^!:'""' "
-«" Mi» I- Cr.«vy, starting in g™.t

exLX'hTha""!
"""""" °"' ' =«'" "^ •'•^o'",

" Why, I thinit I should even have Irnn»n ™.. :« r u j
met you in the street," said Miss U teevTS ^ ,m^Hannah, another cup and saucer No™ ™ .Ti '"J"'-
young man; I'll trouSe you „o? to «St tie fir","'''"'
you were guilty of, on the'momi!,fy^rinfa'

Jy"?^""'""

Nichlra^.
""""' "" * ^'^ '"S'y. """W youV> aslted

tr;;'S,1-s":5ir."
"" *«" ^ ^'«^- •• ^^ -ad better
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Nicholas, with becoming gallantry, immediately took Miss

^ aU f' ^^'u
''^''^' ^*^« ""«^ed a faint icream and

?Kth '
"' '' ''"' "°' * "^'y *^^ *^P' »"d ^''

Cwl^"*'^**
saw such a rude creature!" exclaimed Miss La

;; X? n *°y ™® ^ ^>" ^^ Nicholas.

Creev
^ "^^^ speaking ironically," rejoined Mist U

Creew ^'"Z^n" "^'^f u"°^'
^"^'*^' " ^^^^^^'^^ ^iss La

;k ^L T
"'' """^ ^ '^^ ** yo" again, you seem thinner

Jan when I saw you last, and your f?ce is haggard^dXAnd how come you to have left Yorkshire? » ^
She stopped here; for there was so much heart in heraltered tone and manner, that Nicholas was quite moved.

silence"!'' fori hrvT'''^/'
'^""^'^'" ^' ^'^' ^^''' « ^^ortsuence for I have undei^one some suffering, both of mindand body, smce I left London. I have been very poor^and have even suffered from want."

*^
' '

"Good Heaven Mr. Nicholas I
" exclaimed Miss La Creewwhat are you telling me !

" ^^cevy,

" Nothing which need distress you quite so much

"

answered Nicholas, with a more sprightly air: "neither didI come here, to bewail my lot, bS?on matt;r mo« to ^c
SilTou" thitTrs\5?

""' "^ ""^^^ '''' ^ '*- I ^^ouM

CriLvv' " Sal ^^rfnn*?
"^^ *^"^ "^^^ ''" ^'^^^^^ Miss LaLreevy, that I don t envy you your taste; and that sittimrm the same room with his very boots, would put me out^fhumour for a fortnight."

'^

" In the main," said Nicholas, " there may be no greatdifference of opinion between you and me, so far; but y?uwiU unde«tand, that I desire to confront him, 'to jJs^^mysdf, and to cast his duplicity and malice in his throat "

"Hlvfn'f"^" ^"°'^r T"'*"'" '•^J°'"«d Miss La Creevy.Heaven forgive me; but I shouldn't cry my eves auite ont
of my head if they choked him. Well? " ^ ^

M,v7? ^ " S"'' \
"^"^"^ "P°" ^'"^ this morning." saidNicholas " He only returned to town on Saturday anTiknew nothing of his arrival until late last night."
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" Si, I

^P''!?.?"*"'"^ " H« had gone out7

'"^'^ ?^';^';?'^''?i\'-""^^rrubbi"g her hand.And yet ..„„, ,„„ „
thought of—othere to be considered."

""reconsidered others," rejoined Nicholas- "h„t..Wty and honour are both at Ue, nolh^" hall'SltS

;;

Vou should know best," said Mis, La Creevy.
In this case I hope »," answered Nicholas « Anrf .n

*«!, m a quarter of an hour aftirw^,^"'„S d^™^great service." ' ^ ^ "° ™* «

Mils U Creiw"'- hf, .T' " '"'' "' '"'"• » S«»«'." »«i«i

wi|pr«'.he''::!.,tff;?^-V/"^^^^^^^^

JS^r^Sasr^^rg^^e ™d„''tt^ ^-7
tea-caddv and hid the kev mSL ^h. » 7' ^ ' '**>' *'
bonnet, and, taking NfctoL^Sn'tlKStkJlr'''

""
the city. NichoIaJ left her n^rthrH^, TC- ' ""?' "
house, and promised to «tum^ hha qrr,^ oIlT""'^'

It so chanced that Ralph Nickleby,\t te^J see^rfit

Nicholas had been guilty, had (instead of fire? Dm^fn,^.fanother quarter of the town on business aTN^wlf^v^
"

supposed he would) gone straight toStS ,^? t?'**'
when Miss U Crei^, admi.fed by a pTwto t^ .l"'""'

statemeL of his nlphe^^^^riiSit^^^rK^'^I* "^
her not to «tire, and Mis, La Creevy tZ"a s^ttS^"*
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" You are here already, are you, my gentleman? *' thought

the Uttle woman. " Then he shall announce himself, and
see what effect thi^ has on you."

" This is pretty," said Ralph, folding up Miss Squeers's
note; "very pretty. I recommended him—against all my
previous conviction, for I knew he would never do any good
—to a man with whom, behaving himself properly, he might
have remained, in comfort, for years. What is the result?
Conduct, for which he might hold up his hand at the Old
Bailey."

" I never \ I believe it," said Kate, indignantly: " never.
It IS some base conspiracy, which carries its own falsehood
with it."

" My dear," said Ralph, " you wrong the worthy man.
These are not inventions. The man is assaulted, your brother
is not to be found; this boy, of whom thtj speak, goes with
him—remember, remember."

" It is impossible," said Kate. " Nicholas !—and a thief,
too

!
Mama, how can you sit and hear such statements? "

Poor Mrs. Nickleby, who had, at no time, been remarkable
for the possession of a very dear understanding, and who had
been reduced by the late changes in her affairs to a most
complicated state of perplexity, made no other reply to this
earnest remonstrance than exclaiming from behind a mass of
pocket-handkerchief, that she never could have believed it—
thereby most ingeniously leaving her hearers to suppose that
she did believe it.

" It would be my duty, if he came in my way, to delivei
him up to justice," said Ralph, " my bounden duty; I should
have no other course, as a man of the world and a man of
business, to pursue. And yet," said Ralph, speaking in a
very marked manner, and looking furtively, but fixedly, at
Kate, " and yet I would not. I would spare the feelings of
his—of his sister. And his mother of course," added Ralph
as though by an afterthought, and with far less emphasis. '

Kate very well understood that this was held out as an
additional inducement to her, to preserve the strictest silence
regarding the events of the preceding night. She looked
mvoluntarily towards Ralph as he ceased to speak, but he
had turned his eyes another way, and seemed for the moment
quite unconscious of her presence.

" Everything," said Ralph, after a long silence, broken only
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by Mrs Niddeby's sobs, " everything combines to prove thetruth of this letter, if indeed there were any pLSv ofdisputing It. Do innocent men steal away frbm^he sS nf

.nn<Sn^2re;rn' ^V"^
^ "^iding-places^hL^rL^f d1nnocent men inveigle nameless vagabonds, and prowl with

h!J? ^^"V*'* "'"""^ " '^J« ™bbers di? Wt rio?theft, what do you call these? " -f^Mauit, not,

"A lie! " cried a voice, as the door was dashed open andNicholas came into the room. ^ *
°

rII'J^J'JT ""T^"' °^ '"'T*"'*^ *nd PO«ibly of alarm

taken off his guard by this unexpected apparition Inanother moment, he stood, fixed and immovaKh foldedarms regardmg his nephew with a scowl; while Kate^dM^ La Creevy threw themselves between the two!to prev^t

i&° t:\i:^:?e^:
^'''' ''^ '-'^^ excitement'ofSX

c^J!ZSl^^'' ^"^' ^ '^'''> ^""«'"« ^ »^- "Be

Dear the pam. When I consider all, and think of whathas passed, I need be made of iron to stind before him "
Or bronze," said Ralph, quietly; " there is not WdJhnnrfenough in flesh and blood to face it out ''

hardihood

" Oh dear, dear! " cried Mrs. Nickleby, ''
that things shouldhave come to such a pass as this !

" ^
" Who speaks in a tone as if I had done wrong and bro.mhf

disgrace on them? " said Nicholas, lookin7S ^ '

^^Jour mother, sir?" replied Ralph, 'motioning towards

"Whose ears have been poisoned by you," said Nicholas-by you-who, under pretence of desei^ing the thanks s^epoured upon you, heaped every insult, wronl and indknitvupon my head. You, who sent me 'to a den where s'ordfdcruelty, worthy of yourself, runs wanton, and youtS mlTrv
m^Jhfr''°"''

^^"'^ '^^ lightness of childhood sSmto the heaviness of age, and its every promise blights Zdwithers as it grows. I call Heaven to vXtSess," LidSX
Kno'wrft/' '

^^""'^ " '"^^ ' ^-^ -- -i '^' -d'?li"'

"Refute these calumnies," said Kate, "and be more

IL
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patient, so that you may give them no advantage. Tell us

NicholaT
*^"~" ^^"^ he-«ccuse me? " said

of"nSf'
"^

*'^*^^1f
yo"5 "*»^«^' and being within an ace^quahfy.ng yourself to be tried for murder," interposSKa ph. I speak plainly, young man, bluster as you will."

fmro th^'r.^' '^;^ ^•'^'"^'
" '^ "^« a miserable0^1^from the vilest cruelty. In so doing, I inflicted such punish^ment upon a wretch as he will noi readily forget, ?hSueh

ene^'^f"
^'

^^"'^'^V^"^
™e- " theLme\ene were

wo.?Ih1^ K T "^'^i l'"^"'^
'^'^^ '^« «n><^ part; but I

ZS^h^'k^'^m"' *"^ ^f^'*^'* *"^ '^^nd him%vi h suchmarks as he should carry to his grave, ^o to it when he would."

"Pe^te"n<!;"this'
"'' ""''''' '"™"« ^° ^^^ ""'^^''^'y-

totZ'ZX'^1^^''''''
''^''^^'^' "' '°"'* '"°^ ^^^

" Do not speak just now, mama, I entreat you," said KateDear Nicholas, I only tell you, that you may know whatwickedness can prompt, but they accuse yr of-S riSsmissing, and they dare to say that " ^
" The woman," said Nicholas, haughtily, " the wife of the

a'lX"^"'"
''^'^^ '*^''^*^ comefdropUd^s I suppose-a worthless ring among some clothes of mine, early in themorning on which I left the house. At least I know thatshe was in the bedroom where they lay, sagging wkh a„unhappy child, and that I found it when I openfd my bundle

" AbLut"'t^is^t!X '^^- ^K '
^°°^^"^ *°^*^d^ ^'' "ncle.

^^

About this boy, love, m whose company they say you

h«17^* ^y-' *
'i!'^'

^^^^^^^ creature, from brutality andhard usage, is with me now," rejoined Nicholas. ^
'« .JZl '^i^

^^^^^' appealing to the mother again,everything proved, even upon his own confession. Do vouchoose to restore that boy, sir?
" ^

'' No. I do not," replied Nicholas.
You do not? " sneered Ralph.

f« "Ji'u'
'^^^^ Nicholas, '< not to the man with whom Ifound him. I would that I knew on whom he has the clL
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of birth: I might wring something from his senst of shame.
If he were dead to every tie of nature."
"Indeed I » said Ralph. " Now, sir, wiU you hear a word

or two from me? "

"You can speak when and what you please," replied
Nicholas, embracmg his sister. " I take UtUe heed of what
you say or threaten."

" Mighty weU, sir," retorted Ralph; " but perhaps it may
concern others, who may think it worth their while to listen
and consider what I tell them. I wiU address your mother!
SU-, who knows the world."

'

-,." Ahl and I only too dearly wish I didn't," sobbed Mrs.
Nickleby.

There really was no necessity for the good lady to be much
distressed upon this particular head; the extent of her
worldly knowledge being, to say the least, very questionable;
wjd so Ralph seemed to think, for he smiled as she spoke.He then glanced steadily at her and Nicholas by turns, as he
delivered himself in these words:

" Of what I have done, or what I meant to do, for you.ma am, and my niece, I say not one syUable. I held out no
promise, and leave you to judge for yourself. I hold out no
threat now, but I say that this boy, headstrong, wilful, and
disorderly as he is, should not have one penny of my money
or one crust of my bread, or one grasp of my hand, to savemm from the loftiest gallows in all Europe. I will not meet
him, come where he comes, or hear his name. I will not
help hini, or those who help him. With a fuU knowledge
of what he brought upon you by so doing, he has come backm his selfish sloth, to be an aggravation of your wants, and
a burden upon his sister's scanty wages. I regret to leave
you, and more to leave her, now, but J will not encourage
this compound of meanness and cruelty, and, as I will not
ask you to renounce him, I see you no more."

If Ralph had not known and felt his power in woundimj
tliose he hated, his glances at Nicholas would have shown S
him, m all its force, as he proceeded in the above address
Innocent as the young man was of all wrong, every artful in-
sinuation stung, every well-considered sarcasm cut him to the
quick; and when Ralph noted his pale face and quiverine lip
he hugged himself to mark how well he had chosen the taunts
best calculated to strike deep into a young and ardent spirit.
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" I can't help it/' cried Mrs. Nickleby. " I know you have

been very good to \u, and meant to do a good deal for my
daughter. I am quite sure ol that; I know you did, and it

was very kind of you, having her at your house and all—and
of course it would have been a great thing for her and for me
too. But I can't, you know, brother-in-law, I can't renounce
my own son, even if he has done all you say he has—it's not
possible; I couldn't do it; so we must go to rack and ruin,

kate, my dear. I can bear it, I dare say." Pouring forth

these and a perfectly wonderful train of other disjointed

expressions of regret, which no mortal power but Mrs.
Nickleby's could ever have strung together, that lady wrung
her hands, and her tears fell faster.

" Why do you say '
if Nicholas has done what they say he

has,' mama? " asked Kate, with honest anger. " You know
he has not."

" I don't know what to think, one way or other, my dear,"
said Mrs. Nickleby; " Nicholas is so violent, and your uncle
has so much comf)osure, that I can only hear what he says,

and not what Nicholas does. Never mind, don't let us talk

any more about it. We can go to the Workhouse, or the
Refuge for the Destitute, or the Magdalen Hospital, I dare
say; and the sooner we go the better." With this extra-

ordinary jumble of charitable institutions, Mrs. Nickleby
again gave way to her tears.

" Stay," said Nicholas, as Ralph turned to go. " You need
not leave this place, sir, for it will be relieved of my presence,

in one minute, and it will be long, very long, before I darken
these doors again."

" Nicholas," cried Kate, throwing herself on her brothers
shoulder, " do not say so. My dear brother, you will break
my heart. Mama, speak to him. Do not mind her, Nicholas

;

she does not mean it, you should know her better. Uncle,
somebody, for Heaven's sake speak to him."

" I never meant, Kate," said Nicholas, tenderly, " I never
meant to stay among you; think better of me than to suppose
it possible. I may turn my back on this town a few hours
sooner than I intended, but what of that? We shall not
forget each other apart, and better days will come when we
shall part no more. Be a woman, Kate," he whispered,
proudly, " and do not make me one, while he looks on."

" No, no, I will not," said Kate, eagerly; " but you wili
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rjr«^vr^^ijrd'"r?-^'

nere, Dut let me go at once. There. Dear irirl—dear ^iri »'

herb^"T fk!^ ^"" 'ympathy," he «id, wringing«^_*«Kl, for I know your nature. You will n.;ver fa^

-n^^or^^r, «,d it wfl, be a heavy oit°,^°3;?
Ralph did not allow a musde of his face to indicate thathe hMTd one word of this parting address H« h»rSf„ 1,

that it w« concluded, andTSHjicUe^haJtSj ^"^

s.^nt',!;'^
*""«'' ^' "«'" f W» obscure lodgine

Ralnh Niddeby a, deCe^Xre ^C^rtunlS'eJroSto obtam some small employment, his beingS*«TS5
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ISU^^ P"**"' condition worse, and might greaUy"2«rA«r ftiture piotpecti; for his mother had .potem of

'To5^^;^ V^'T^/J^^ '^»»»<* •»»« h*d not deSedNo, ^ught Nicholas, " I have acted for the best."

MnT^ff^ f 'r**^
gone five hundred yards, some other

wojUd lag agam, and pulling his hat over his eyes, sive wav

?n^v^':l!"'*^r^^^r ""^'^ P«««J thick? u^^nh^'^

S^JS woH^J*'^ "^
'*"*'i*"^

yet to be so entirely alone

^JZJ ^^^^ '~"^ «»>y P«™>n» he lo4l,

Sis llT^^J?? • *='^"»^' when'STmonthsZ^
i^^ »uiTounded by every comfort, and looked up to•s the duef hope of his family—this was hard to b^ H«
J;:^»o*d«jr:«l it either. Well, therTi^mfor7^th2'
*nd poor Nicholas would brighten ud airain to hi *»fin
depr^sed as his guickly sin^nTthoSg^p^J^m^d ^Zvariety of hght and shade before him.

^
Undeigomg these alternations of hope and misirivinawhich no one, placed in a situation of Ordinary3 ,^'

r^m ^hL'^T''^'!^'^''^ »* ^'^^ reach^Sp^
E7hiA-2^'."''J-"S'u^"'! "P ^y ^* ««tement whkh

rffeJK^^lS?^K^^*T' *?* ^'Pf**''*^ hy ^*^ revulsion

ta!™^-^- «^* **^^"**' *»* ^^''^ *»»n»*e'f on the bed, and

hTs^so'Toi^tr^^ ^"' ^^^ "" ^'"^ ^ ^^ -«-•-

the^D,^''*«?T*r^^r ^J***'"'
^"'^ '^ unconscious of

£ inSr.?f 5^*' "?*^' happening to raise his head,

SD^*?W ™?^'' **•? ^^**°^"' " ^«^rf""y ^ he could

IhuZ '
* ^**r

''*"* "^'^ acquaintances you have madethis mormng, or what new wonder you have found oiTinthe compass of this street and the next one."
*""'' '"

-lu ?' ^l?"^e» shaking his head mournfully • " I musttalk of something else to-day "

" Of uIS "^^vi^*''^"?^?^*^^^^"' good-humouredly.

<
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Sas " vn^Jf Vk^^'"^
**" ^*"^ *'"^'^Jy on that of

.^ icnojas, you grow thinner every day : your cheek k nal-r

^^^ ^r^^u ™°'r'
^""''' ^"^««^ I can'n^t'^bSL to see y^^^^^^^^

and think how I am burdening vnn t frjtj * ^ '

to-day, but the thought of yX\.^d"-fac d "w r^^eg^^could not leave you without a word." The p^rTellow couldsay no more, for his eyes filled with tears, a'nTkis tke wl^

him h^-rJiri^'^K^
separates us," said Nicholas, graspinghim heartily by the shoulder, " shall never be sa d by r^e

iow"^ Smi^Tr °"'?; T^°'' f
"^ ''^y- I ^0"ld not lose younow Smike, for aU the world could give The thmmht «f

sCll'^h "P\''t"' ''^°"^^ ^" I havfIndur^'tX andshall, through fifty times such trouble. Give me your hand

^vertv? Vnfr t'^'-i'
''

T'- ^^^^ 'f I ^"» steeped inpoverty? You lighten it, and we wiU be poor together."

CHAPTER XXI
MADAME MANTALim FINDS HERSELF IN A SITUATION OFSOME DIFFICULTY, AND MISS NICKLEBY FINDS HERSELFIN NO SITUATION AT ALL

HERSELF

The agitation she had undergone, rendered Kate Nicklebvunable to resume her duties at the dressmaker's fo Sdays, at the expiration of which interval she betook hSat the accustomed hour, and with languid steps, to the terS^e

supreme"
"'"' """'^"^ Mantalini feirned^Liou^t aSd

.

The ill will of Miss Knag had lost nothing of its virulence

}?om anl''^"^- •
^."-y^""? ^"^^^ ''^' scr?pulousr;TSfrom all companionship with their denounced associate • mdwhen that exemplary female arrived a few minutes after-wards, she was at no pains to conceal the dis^kLure wfthwhich she regarded Kate's return.

^P'easure witn

"Upon my word!" said Miss Knag, as the satellite.,flocked round, to relieve her of her bon^'et a.id shatl "
Ishould have thought some people would have h^d spiritenough to stop away altogether; when they know whK
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incumbrance their presence is to right-minded persons. But
It s a queer world ; oh ! it's a queer world '

" '^^ ^ut

thffn
J"*^'

t^\!"^
^''^^ ^^' comment on the world, inthe tone m which most people do pass comments on theworld when they are out of temper, thaVis to say, as ?f theyby no means belonged to it, concluded by heaving a sSf

ntHflLtr"^' ""'^^ ^° compassionate the^icS
The attendants were not slow to echo the sigh, and MissKnag was apparently on the eve of favouring hem Ssome urther moral reflections, when the voiclof MadlmeMantalm. conveyed through the speaking-tube, oSM,ss Nickleby upstairs to assist in the arrangement of theshow-room; a distmction which caused Miss Knag to tossher head so much, and bite her lips so hard, that iS S.we?sof conversation were, for the time, annihilated.

^
Well Miss Nickleby, child," said Madame Mantaliniwhen Kate presented herself; " are you quite well again^

"

^^

A great deal better, thank you," replied Kate
"

I wish I could say the same," remarked Madame Man-talmi, seating herself with an air of weariness
Are you ill? " asked Kate. " I am very sorry for that

"

Madfme."'''^^
''' '"^ "°"^^'' child-w^orriS;- rejoined

" RoHJuTif'^^
"°''' '°"^ ^° ^^^' ^^^^'" ^'^ Kate, gentlyBodily Illness is more easy to bear, than mental."

^

Ah! and it s much easier to talk than to bear either
"

mfnn^r "th"^''^"^
^'' "°^^ "^^^ "^^^ irritability ^f

thbgTinordl'Tj."^^^
"" ^°"^ ^°^'' ^^"^' -^ P"^^»-

.J!^^^ ^^/^ ""'^ wondering within herself what these

L &t"""v't^
vexation portended, Mr. Mantalin put

thp ffi
^'^/h'^kers, and. by degrees, his head, throughthe half-opened door, and cried in a soft voice-

^
Is my hfe and soul there? "

" No," replied his wife.

like fZ)?!".^ '^^ !?'
'''^'" '^ '' ^ '°°™"? i" the front roomhke a little rose m a demniticn flower-pot? " urged MantaliniMay Its poppet come in and talk? " '*"uiiini.

' Certainly not," replied Madame; "you know I neverallow you here. Go along!"
The poppet, however, encouraged perhaps by the relenting
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tone of this reply, ventured to rebel, and, stealing into the
room, made towards Madame Mantalini on tiptoe, blowing
her a kiss as he cams along.

•' Why will it vex itself, and twist its little face into be-
witchmg nutcrackers? " said Mantalini, putting his left arm
round the waist of his life and soul, and drawing her towards
him with his right.

" Oh! I can't bear you," replied his wife.
" Not—eh, not bear tnel" exclaimed Mantalini. " Fibs

filM. It couldn't be. There's not a woman alive, that could
tell me such a thing to my face—to my own face." Mr
Mantalini stroked his chin as he said this, and glanced com-
placently at an opposite mirror.

" Such destructive extravagance," reasoned his wife, in a
low tone.

" All in its joy at having gained such a lovely creature
such a httle Venus, such a demd, enchanting, bewitching'
engrossing, captivating little Venus," said Mantalini.

"See what a situation you have placed me in!" urged
Madame.
"No harm will come, no harm shall come, to its own

darling," rejoined Mr. Mantalini. " It is all over: there
will be nothing the matter; money shall be got in; and if
It don't come in fast enough, old Nickleby shall stump up
again, or have his jugular separated if he dares X' -x and
hurt the little

"

" Hush! " interrupted Madame. " Don't you see?
"

Mr. Mantalini, who, in his eagerness to make up matters
with his wife, had overlooked, or feigned to overlook. Miss
Nickleby hitherto, took the hint, and laying his finger on his
lip, sunk his voice still lower. There was, then, a great deal
of whispering, during which Madame Mantalini appeared to
make reference, more than once, to certain debts incurred by
Mr. Mantalini previous to her coverture; and also to an un-
expected outlay of money in payment of the aforesaid dobts;
and furthermore, to certain agreeable weaknesses on that
gentleman's part, such as gaming, wasting, idling, and a
tendency to horse-flesh; each of which matters of accusation
Mr. Mantalini disposed of, by one kiss or more, as its relative
importance demanded. The upshot of it all, was, that
Madame Mantalini was in raptures with him, and thai they
went upstairs to breakfast.
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Kate busied herself in what she had to do, and was silently

arranging the various articles of decoration in the best taste
she could display, when she started to hear a strange man's
voice in the room, and started again, to observe, on looking
round, tha-: a white hat, and a red neckerchief, and a broad
round face, and a large head, and part of a green coat were
in the room too.

" Don't alarm yourself. Miss," said the proprietor of these
appearances. " I say; this here's the mantis-making con-
sarn, a'nt it?

" **

" Yes," rejoined Kate, greatly astonished. " What did
you want? "

The stranger answered not; but, first looking back, as
though to beckon to some unseen person outside, came, very
deliberately, mto the rc^m and was closely foUowed by a
httle man m brown, very much the worse for wear, who
brought with hun a mingled fumigation of stale tobacco and
fresh onions. The clothes of this gentieman were much
bespeckled with flue; and his shoes, stockings, and nether
garments, from his heek to the waist buttons of his coat
inclusive, were profusely embroidered with splashes of mud
caught a fortnight previously—before the setting-in of the
fine weather.

Kate's very natural impression was, that these engarini?
mdi, laual^ had called with the view of possessing themsdveT
unlawfully, of any portable articles that chanced to strike
their fancy. She did not attempt to disguise her apprehen-
sions, and made a move towards the door.

" Wait a minnit," said the man in the green coat, closing
it softly, and standing with his back against it.

" This is a
unpleasant bisness. Vere's your governor? "

"My what—did you say?" asked Kate, trembling; for
she thought " governor " might be slang for watch or money.

Mr. Muntlehiney," said the man. " Wot's come on
him? Is he at home? "

" He is above stairs, I believe," replied Kate, a litUe re-
as,' i by this mquiry. " Do you want him? "

^

-o," replied the visitor. " I don't ezactly want him, if
it s made a favour on. You can jist give him that 'ere card
and tell him if he wants to speak to me, and save trouble
here I am; that's all."

With these words, the stranger put a thick square card
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irea^'ll^^fh«?"tH'
^""'^ *° ^'' ^"^"^' '•^^^^ked, withan easy air, that the rooms was a good hieh pitch • " towhich the fnend assented, adding, b^ way^f iSustrition!

that there was lots of room for a little bov to grow ud aman m either on em, vithout much fear of his eveTbrii^bg
his head into contract vith the '^iling

" *"'8'"S

M^r^- 'T;^ ,^^' 5^" ^^"^ ^°"'^ s"n^«»on MadameMantalmi, Kate glanced at the card, and saw that it dispS
the name of "Scaley," together wiih some other infoSon
to ^vhlch she had not had time to refer, when her attent nnwas attracted by Mr. Scaley himself, who, ^^Lr^ up o

'""

of the cheval glasses, gave it a hard poke in the centre ^^°?hhis stick as cooUv as if it had been made of cast iron

..

Good plate this here,Jix/' said Mr. Scalev to his friend.Ah! rejoined Mr. Tix, placing the marks of his four
fingers, and a duphcate impression of his thumb on a rieceof sky-blue silk; and this here article wam't made^lornothing, muid you."
From the silk, Mr. Tix transferred his admiration to someelegant articles of wearing apparel, while Mr. Scalev adiustTd

his neckcloth, at eisure, before the glass, and afterwards
aided by its reflection, proceeded to the minute cons derationof a pimple on his chm; m which absorbing occupation hewas yet engaged, when Madame Mantalmi entering the r^m
"fn^^V'i''''"^'°" °^ '"T'"^« ^hich roused him.
^^

Uh! Is this the missis .^ " inquired Scalev
It is Madame Mantalini," said Kate

" Then," said Mr Scaley, producing a small documentfrom his pocket and unfolding it very slowlv, "
this is awrit of execution, and if it's not conwenient to settle we'llgo over the house at wunst, please, and take the inwentory."

Poor Madame Mantalmi vNTung her hands for grief andrung the bell for her husband; which done, she fell nto achair and a fainting fit, simultaneously. The professional
gentlemen, however were not at all discomposed by thisevent, for Mr. Scaley, leaning upon a stand on wWch ahandsome dress was displayed (so that his shoulders appearedabove It, m nearly the same manner as the shoulders of thelady for whom it w^ designed would have done if she hadhad It on), pushed his hat on one side and scratched hishead with perfect unconcern, while his friend Mr. Tix, taking
that opportumty for a general survey of the apartment
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preparatory to entering on business, stood with his inventor>'-
book under his arm, and his hat in his hand, mentoUy
occupied in putting a price upon every object within his
range of vision.

Such was the posture of affairs when Mr. Mantalini hurried
in; and as that distinguished specimen had had a pretty
extensive interc^yurse with Mr. Scaley's fraternity in his
bachelor days, and was, besides, very far from being taken
by surprise on the present agitating occasion, he merelv
shrugged his shoulders, thrust his hands down to the bottom
of his pockets, elevated his eyebrows, whistled a bar or two,
swore an oath or two, and, sitting astride upon a diair, put
the best face upon the matter with great composure and
decency.

^' What's the demd total? " was the first question he asked.
" Fifteen hundred and twenty-seven pound, four and nine-

pence ha'penny," replied Mr. Scaley, without moving a limb.
" The halfpenny be demd," said Mr. Mantalini, impatiently.
" By all means if you vish it," retorted Mr. Scaley; " and

the ninepence."
" It don't matter to us if the fifteen hundred and twenty-

.seven pound went along with it, that I know on," observed
Mr. Tix.

" Not a button," said Scaley.
" Well; " said the same gentleman, after a pause, " Wots

to be done—anything.? Is it only a small crack, or a out-
and-out smash? A break-up of the constitootion is it

—

werry good. Then Mr. Tom Tix, esk-vire, you must inform
your angel wife and lovely family as you won't sleep at home
for three nights to come, along of being in possession here.
Wot's the good of the lady a fretting herself?" continuerl
Mr. Scaley, as Madame Mantalini sobbed. " A good half of
wot's here isn't paid for, I des-say, and wot a consolation
oughtn't that to be to her feelings !

"

With these remarks, combining great pleasantry with
sound moral encouragement under difficulties, Mr. Scale

\

proceeded to take the inventory, in which delicate task he
was materially assisted by the uncommr. tact and experience
of Mr. Tix, the broker.

" My cup of happiness's sweetener,' said Mantalini, ap-
proaching his wife with a penitent air; "will you listen
to me for two minutes? "

iy
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" Oh I don't speak to me," replied his wife, sobbing. " Youhave rained me, and that's enough."

•s- xou

Mr. Mantalini, who had doubtless well considered his part.

2nH^""!;*^l *^T ''"'^ pronounced in a tone of SeMd seventy than he recoiled several paces, assumeTan

ftZ*?Kf«1
consuming mental agony, rushed headlongfrom the room, and was, soon afterwards, heard to slam

« mSI, M-^iT*^'"
dressing-room with great violence.

Miss Nickleby," cned Madame Mantalini, when thissound met her ear " make haste for Heaven's ^ake, he li

Dear It from me. Alfred, my darlir^ Alfred "

With such exclamations, she hurried upstairs followedby Kate, who, although she did not quite i^rticf^te in^hefond wife's apprehensions, was a little flurried, nevertieless
Tlie dressing-room door being hastily flung open. Mr
Mantalini was disclosed to view, with his shS-collar sym:

S?J ^'^"Tk^"^-" P"'^"« * ^"^ «^« to a breakfast
icniJe by means of his razor strop.
"Ah!" cried Mr. Mantalini, "Interrupted!" and whiskwent the breakfest knife into Mr. Mantalfni's dress^g-gom^

pocket, while Mr. Mantalini's eyes rolled wildly, and SJ
hair floating m wild disorder, mingled with his whiskers.

Alfred, cned his wife, flinging her arms about him. "
Ididn t mean to say it, I didn't mean to say it »

"
' Ry^^e^' " cried Mr. Mantalini. " Have I brought ruinupon the best and purest creature that ever blessed a dem-muon vagabond! Demmit, let me go." At the crisis of hisravjn^ Mr. Mantalmi made a pluck at the breakfast knifeand being restrained by his wife's grasp, attempted to dash

his head agamst the wall-taking very good care to be at
least SIX feet from it.

" Compose yourself, my own angel," said Madame. "
Itwas nobody s fault; it was mine as much as vours, we shall

do very well yet Come, Alfred, come."
Mr. Mantalini did not think proper to come to all at

once; but after calling several times for poison, and request-
ing some lady or gentleman to blow his brains out, gentler
feelmgs came upon him, and he wept pathetically. In this
softened frame of mind he did not oppose the capture of the
Imife-which, to tell the trath, he was rather glad to be rid
of, as an inconvenient and dangerous article for a skirt
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pocket—and finally he suflFered himself to be led awav by
his affectionate partner.

'

'

After a delay of two or three hours, the young ladies
were informed that their services would be dispensed with,
until further notice, and at the expiration of . wo days, the
name of Mantalini appeared in the list of bankiupts: Miss
Nickleby received an intimation per post, on the same
mormng, that the business would be, in future, carried
on under the name of Miss Knag, and that her assistance
would no longer be required—a piece of intelligence with
which Mrs. Nickleby was no sooner made acquainted, than
that good lady declared she had expected it all along, and
cited divers unknown occasions on which she had prophesied
to that precise effect.

" And I say again," remarked Mrs. Nickleby (who, it is
scarcely necessar\' to observe, had never said so before), "

I
say again, that a milliner's and dressmaker's is the ver>''last
description of business, Kate, that you should have thought
of attaching yourself to. I don't make it a reproach to you
my love; but still I will say, that if you had consulted your
own mother "

"Well, well, mama," said Kate, mildly; "what would
you recommend now? "

"Recommend!" cried Mrs. Nickleby, "isn't it obvious
my dear, that of all occupations in this world for a young
lady situated as you are, that of companion to some amiable
lady IS the very thing for which your education, and manners
and personal appearance, and everything else, exactly qualify
" " Did you never hear your poor dear papa speak of the

idy who was the daughter of the old lady who
>v . dm the same house that he boarded in once, when he

.achelor—what was her name again? I know it began
•vuii a B, and ended with a g, but whether it was Waters or—no It couldn't have been that, either; but whatever her
name was, don't you know that that young lady went as
companion to a married lady who died soon afterward*:
and that she married the husband, and had one of the finest
httle boys that the medical man had ever seen—all within
eighteen months.
Kate knew, perfectly well, that this torrent of favourable

recollection was occasioned by some opening, real or imagin-
ary, which her mother had discovered, in the compamon-

il

H
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«hip walk of life. She therefore waited, very patiently until

tne subject, had been exhausted, and at last venfur^H !!

oTTnJ^NSrH^^' ^" -"^^^ Tie t'^Mhercl^out. Mrs. Nickleby had, that morning, had a yesterdav'snewspaper of the very first respectabiliJy from rhTpubUc-house where the porter came frSm; and in th?s yeste^rdav^newspaper was an advertisement, couched in the purest and

w^in^'Z^^f'*' ^''f'i''
*""°""^^"« "^'^ a ma'rnH h3>

Tw tK -L". ^I'l^^^ y°""6 person as companio.i andthat the married lady's name and address were trbe knownon application at a certain library at the wes end of Thetown, therem mentioned.
^"*^

"And I say," exclaimed Mrs. Nickleby, laying the oaner

w^o^S.'Jke'ri*
'''' ' ^°"^ ""^^« ^-'' oVct,'hsT;

at the moment what fate was re erv^ for L^to m^^^^^^^^^

cnT'^'-u-^J;
^^^^^ ^^'^^'"^y «««^«d non; buron thecontrary, highly app..,ved of the suggestion; Neither dWh«

Se"in"dLir "ST ^V^^^^"^^ MaiTs'ddenfailure, indeed it would have been strange if he had in^-much as It had been procured and brought about, chiefly bvlumse f So, the name ai.d address were obtained withoutloss of time, and Miss. Nickleby and her mama wenf nff
^

qu^t of Mrs. Wititterly, of Ca'dogfn ^LTe'sUne g^r^^^^^that same forenoon.
'^w-iic v.ireet,

Cadogan Place is the one slight bond that joins two ereatextremes; it is the connecting Unk between he arirtocm^payemente of Beigrave Square, and the barbarism ofSeTIt IS m Sloane Street, but not of it. The people in cXrnPlace look down upon Sloane Street, and^Wnk Br'mpfonlow. They affect fashion too, and wonder where the KWRoad IS. Not that they claim to be on precisely .he samefooting as the high folks of Beigrave Square and Grotven^rPlace, but that they stand, with referen^ce to them mther °n^he hght of those Ulegitimate children of the great who al^content to boast of their connexions, althou|h thdr coJnexions disavow them. Wearing as mich as thev ^n of th."

Sac^H
^^";^^^"<=«1.°^ J^ftiest 4nk, the peopfeVcad^an

Place have the reahties of middle station. It is the %n
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ductor which communicates to the inhabitants of regions

beyond its limit, the shock of pride of birth and rank, which it

has not within itself, but derives from a fountain-head beyond

;

or, like the ligament which unites the Siamese twins, it con-
tains something of the life and essence of two distinct bodies,

and yet belongs to neither.

Upon this doubtful ground, lived Mrs. VVititterly, and at
Mrs. VVititterly's door Kate Nickleby knocked with trembling
hand. The door was opened by a big footman with his head
floured, or chalked, or painted in some way (it didn't look

genuine powder), and tli hi,.' footman, receiving the card of

mtroduction, gave it to a little page; so little, indeed, that

his body would not hold, in ordinary array, the number of

small buttons which are indispensable to a page's costume,
and they were consequently obliged to be stuck on four

abreast. This young gentleman took the card upstairs on
a salver, and pending his return, Kate and her mother were
shown into a dining-room of rather dirty and shabby aspect,

and so comfortably arranged as to be adapted to almost any
purpose rather than eating and drinking.

Now, in the ordinary course of things, and according to

all authentic descriptions of high life, as set forth in books.

Mrs. Wititterly ought to have been in her boudoir; but
whether it was that Mr. Wititterly was at that moment shav-
ing himself in ihe boudoir or what not, certain it is that Mrs.
Wititterly gave audience in the drawing-room, where was
ever>'thing prope» and necessary, including curtains and
furniture coverings of a roseate hue, to shed a delicate bloom
on Mrs. Wititterly 's complexion, and a little dog to snap at

strangers' legs r Mrs. Wititterly's amusement, and the
afore-mention. page, to hand chocolate for Mrs. Wititterly's

refreshment.

The lady had an air of sweet insipidity, and a face of

engaging paleness; there was a faded look about her, and
about the furniture, and about the house. She was reclin-

ing on a sofa in such a very unstudied attitude, that she
might have been taken for an actress all ready for the first

scene in a ballet, and only waiting for the drop curtain to

go up.
" Place chairs."

The page placed them.
'' Leave the room, Alphoase."

if
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I have ventured to call m^*M% •» ...-^ ir/ ,

seconds of .wkwarf .UeSe' '^fr^K.^^ ^**' '^^^ * '«^

tisement."
"^"^ '""«*' 'rom having seen your adver-

in thI^i,er?liYes'^"-
"^^^"^^^y* " ^»« «' "X P«>PJe Put it

had 'notdte'aSrutf .^^' "^"^'^^ " '»-' '' XO"
tnjubUngyou ^t^^^Vppbtu^^^^^^

^°" "°"'^ '°^- "^
,^
Yes," drawled Mrs. V^ititterly again.
If you have already made a section "
Oh dear no," interrupted the ladv " T am ««*

juited. I reall^r don't know whJt to iy You hl^ ^
been a companion before, have you? "

^' *'*'^* "*^
Mrs. Nickleby, who had been eagerly watching K.,tumty, aune dexterously in. befo^KZ^JSS ^ply" ""^^lto any stranger, ma'am," said the good lady "but' ,k, if?been^ .compamon to me for some fears.'^^i^ he^r'Al^e"

litUe thought, at one time tha7?t'^^Z' ""* ' "'^
my daughter io go out into 'the womTJ? WK^JT
entreaties and "

'"^tened m time to my constant

;;
D^r mama," said Kate, in a low voice.

" I think it is almost unnecessary, mama "

with^ey^K"""' '^""^'" '""'^ «" Wititteriy,

fing^n; having calculate! the nul^iZ.''^^,^

Vl
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Luckily the two calculations agreed, so Mrs. Nickleby had
DO excuse for talking.

" You are a good temper? " asked Mrs. Wititterly, opening
her eyes for an instant, and shutting them a^ain.

" I hope so," rejoined Kate.
" And have a highly respectable reference for everything,

have you? "

Kate replied that she had, and laid her uncle's card upon
the Uble.

" Have the goodness to dra^ your chair a little nearer,

J and let me look at you," said Mrs. V'ititterly; " I am su
very near-sighted that I can't quite discern your features."

Kate complied, though not without some embarrassment,
with this request, and Mrs. Wititterly took a languid survey
of her countenance, which lasted some two or three minutes.

" I like your appearance," said that lady, ringing a little

bell. " Alphonse, request your master to come here."

The page disappeared on this errand, and after & short
interval, during whicli not a word was spoken on either side,

opened the door for an important gentleman of about eight-

and-thirty, of rather plebeian countenance, and with a very
light head of hair, who leant over Mrs. Wititterly for a little

time, and conversed with her in whispers.

"Oh!" he said, turning round, "yes. This is a most
important matter. Mrs. Wititterly is of a very excitable

nature; very delicate, very fragile; a hothouse plant.

exotic."

"Oh!

an

Henry, my dear," interposed Mrs. Wititterly.

"You are, my love, you know you are; on- reath—

"

said Mr. W., blowing an imaginary feather awt " Pho

!

you're gone!

"

The lady sighed.
" Your soul is too large for yorr body," s. id Mr. Wititterly.

" Your intellect wears you out; ; 'I the medical men say so;

you know that there is not a physician who is not proud of

being called in to you. What is their unanimous declaration ?
* My dear doctor,' said I to Sir Tumley Snuffim, in this very

room, the very last time he came. ' My dear doctor, what is

my wife's complaint. Tell me all. I can bear it. Is it

nerves?' * My dear fellow,' he said, 'be proud of that

woman; make much of her; she is an ornament to the

fashionable world, and to you. Her complaint is soul. It

*l

lit

III
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swells, expands, dilates-the blood fires, the pulse quickensthe excitement increases-WhewI '

" Here L WititS'who m the ardour of his description, had flourished Ws^^t'hand to withm something less than ai inch of Mrs SickA
tea^'Slttdt"^ ^'k^""' "^^ blew'hStose^asnercely as if it had been done by some violent machinery

WitiX'r^J^ra%:rsm!r"
' ^-' «-^'" ^^^ ^-rs.

the most frightful excitement. Bless my heart anrf hnH^can I eyer forget the night you danceS^witHL Earo^eX'nephew at the election ball, at Exeter! It w« tremendous »

Wititt'elr'
''"' '^""P"' afterwards,'"s"d Mrs.

must'^hlJ'I ^^ '^"""^

''^''"l"
'*^'^'""^ ^^' ^"«ba"d, " youmust have a companion, m whom there is great eentlenM.great sweetness, excessive sympathy, and pfrfect ?e^se » '

Here, both Mr. and Mrs. Wititterly, who had SlLeHT™;!,.
at the Nicklebys than to each other 7eft oTsSikfnrandlooked at the^ two hearers, with an exVessioLf^cmS^^^^^^

. .1 •xT^'f'"^'"^^'
^^'^ ^e^" husband, addressing him.Plfto Mrs. Nickleby, " is sought after and cou?tedT|litSlcrowds and bnlhant circles. She is excited by the ooemthe drama, the fine arts, the—the—the " ^ '

;;
The nobility, my love," interposed Mrs. Wititterly/The nobihty, of course," said Mr. Wititterly. " And th^

^n 2Z'
^^'

•

°""' ""^ ^^P^^^^^ ^" ^"^ense variety ofopmions on an immense variety of subjects. If some peoplem public life were acquainted with Mrs. Wititterlv'frS
opinion o them, they would not hold their heads pe^^^^^^^quite as high as they do." ' P^^^^^P^r

;;
Hush, Henry," said the lady; " this is scarcely fair

"

-«ni k"J°"
"° "^'"''' J"''^'" ^ep'ied Mr. WititteVlv-and nobody is injured. I merely mention the circumstance

s^nt^J^V^"'
^°" "'

"?,
°'^'^"^ P^^«°"' that thereTa cSn!Stent friction perpetually going on between your mind andyour body; and that you must be soothed and tended Nowlet me hear dispassionately and calmly, what are this voun^lady s qualifications for the oflice." ^ ^
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1

In obedience to this request, the qualifications were all

gone through again, with the addition of many interruptions
and cross-questionings from Mr. Wititterly. It was finally

arranged that inquiries should be made, and a decisive answer
addressed to Miss Nickleby under cover to her uncle, within
two days. These conditions agreed upon, the page showed
them down as far as the staircase window; and the big
footman, relieving guard at that point, piloted them in perfect
safety to the street-door.

" they are very distinguished people, evidently," said Mrs.
Nickleby, as she took her daughter's arm, " What a superior
person Mrs. Wititterly is !

"

" Do you think so, mama? " was all Kate's reply.
" Why, who can help thinking so, Kate, my love?

"

rejoined her mother. " She is pale enough, and looks much
exhausted. I hope she may not be wearing herself out, but
I am very much afraid."

These considerations led the deep-sighted lady into a cal-

culation of the probable duration of Mrs. Wititterly's life,

and the chances of the disconsolate widower bestowing his

hand on her daughter. Before reaching home, she had freed
Mrs. Wititterly's soul from all bodily restraint: married
Kate with great splendour at St. George's, Hanover Square

;

and only left undecided the minor question, whether a
splendid French-polished mahogany bedstead should be
erected for herself in the two-pair back of the house in

Cadogan Place, or in the three-pair front: between which
apartments she could not quite balance the advantages, and
therefore adjusted the question at last, by determining to

leave it to the decision of her son-in-law.

The inquiries were made. The answer—not to Kate's
very great joy—was favourable; and at the expiration of a
week she betook herself, with all her movables and valuables
to Mrs. Wititterly's mansion, where for the present we wil;

leave her.
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CHAPTER XXII

NICHOLAS, ACCX)MPANIED BY SMIKE, SALUES FORTH TO SEEK
HIS FORTUNE. HE ENCOUNTERS MR. VINCENT CRUMMLES

'

AND WHO HE WAS, IS HEREIN MADS MANIFEST
'

Tm whole capital which Nicholas found himself entitled to
either in possession, reversion, remainder, or expectancv*

tf^^ f?^"f i^
""^"^

f^^ ?^^^^ ^^ ^« broker fr^m whom
he had hired his poor furmture, did not exceed, by more than afew halt-pence, the sum of twenty shilUngs. And yet he haUed
the morning on which he had resolved to quit London, witha light heart, and sprang from his bed with an elasticity of
spint which IS happily the lot of young persons, or the world
would never be stocked with old ones.

It was a cold, dr>', foggy morning in early spring. A few
meagre shadows flitted to and fro in the misty streets, and
occasion^ly there loomed through the dull vapour, the heaw
outhne of some hackney-coach wending homewards, whichdrawmg slowly nearer, roUed jangling by, scattering the thin'
crust of frost from its whitened roof, and soon was lost aeamm the doud. At intervals were heard the tread of slipshod
feet, and the chilly cry of the poor sweep as he crept, shiverinc
to his early toil; the heavy footfaU of the official watchS
of the night, pacing slowly up and down and cursing the
tardy hours that still mtervened between him and Tleep-
the rumbhng of ponderous carts and waggons; the roll of the
hghter vehicles which carried buyers and seUers to the
different markets; the sound of ineffectual knocking at the
doors of heavy sleepers—all these noises fell upon the ear
from time to time, but all seemed muffled by the fog, and to
be rendered almost as indistinct to the ear as was every object
to the sight. The sluggish darkness thickened as the day<^e on; and those who had the courage to rise and peep at
the gloomy street from their curtained windows crept back
to bed again, and coiled themselves up to sleep.

Before even these indications of approaching mornine
were nfe m busy London, Nicholas had made his way alone
to the city, and stood beneath the windows of his mother's
house. It was dull and bare to see, but it had light and life
for him; for there was at least one heart within its old walls
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to which insult or dishonour would bring the same blood
rushing that flowed in his own veins.

He crossed the road, and raised his eyes to the window of
the room where he knew his sister slept. It was dosed and
dark. "Poor girl," thought Nicholas, "she little thinks
who lingers here

!

"

He looked again, and felt, for the moment, almost vexed
that Kate was not there to exchange one word at parting,
" Good God !

" he thought, suddenly correcting himself,
" what a boy I am !

"

" It is better as it is," said Nicholas, after he had lounged
on a few paces, and returned to the same spot. " When I
left them before, and could have said good bye a thousand
times if I had chosen, I spared them the pain of leave-taking,
and why not now? " As he spoke, some fancied motion of
the curtain almost persuaded him, for the instant, that Kate
was at the window, and by one of those strange contradictions
of feeling which are common to us all, he shrunk involuntarily
into a doorway, that she might not see him. He smiled at
his own weakness ; said " God bless them !

" and walked away
with a lighter step.

Smike was anxiously expecting him when he reached his
old lodgings, and so was Newman, who had expended a day's
income in a can of rum and milk to prepare them for the
journey. They had tied up the luggage, Smike shouldered it,

and away they went, with Newman Noggs in company;
for he had insisted on walking as far as he could with them,
over-night.

" Which way? " asked Newman, wistfully.
" To Kingston first,"' replied Nicholas
" And where afterwards? " asked Newman. " Why won't

you tell me? "

" Because I scarcely know myself, good friend," rejoined
Nicholas, laying his hand upon his shoulder; " and if I did,
I have neither plan nor prospect yet, and might shift my
quarters a hundred times before you could possibly communi-
cate with me."

" I am afraid you have some deep scheme in your head,'^
said Newman, doubtfully.

" So deep," replied his young friend, " that even I can't
fathom it. Whatever I resolve upon, depend upon it I will
write you soon."
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> all tlie /, to-day? " asked Smike, after a short

silence.

' ^**. ^°"^^ ^ too severe a trial, even for your willing
legs," said Nicholas, with a good-humoured smile. " No.
Godalming is some thirty and odd miles from London—as I

found from a map I borrowed—and I purpose to rest there
We must push on again to-morrow, for we are not rich enougli
to loiter. Let me relieve you of that bundle ! Come!"

" No, no," rejoined Smike, falling back a few steps.
" Don't ask me to give it up to you."

" Why not.? " asked Nicholas.

^^

" Let me do something for you, at least," said Smike.
" You will never let me serve you as 1 ought. You will
never know how I think, day and night, of ways to please
you."

"You are a foolish fellow to say it, for I know it well, and
see It, or I should be a blind and senseless beast," rejoined
Nicholas. " Let me ask you a question while I think of it,
and there is no one by," he added, looking him steadily in
the face. " Have you a good memory ?

"

^^

" I don't know," said Smike, shaking his head sorrowfully.
"I think I had once; but it's all gone now—all gone."

" Why do you think you had once.> " asked Nicholas, turn-
ing quickly upon him as though the answer in some way
helped out the purport of his question.
"Because I could remember, when I was a child," said

Smike, " but that is very, very long ago, or at least it seems
so. I was always confused and giddy at that place you took
me from

;
and could never remember, and sometimes'couldn't

even understand, what they said to me. I—let me see—let
me see !

"

" You are wandering now," said Nicholas, touching him on
the arm.

" No," replied his companion, with a vacant look. •' I was
only thinking how ." He shivered involuntarily as he
spoke.

" Think no more of that place, for it is all over," retorted
Nicholas, fixing his eye full upon that of his companion, which
was fast settling into an unmeaning stupefied gaze, once
habitual to him, and common even then. " What of the
first day you went to Yorkshire.? "

"Eh! "cried the lad.

%^
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" NO;*' said Smike, " no. Come, let us walk on."
He quickened his pace as he said this, apparently under

the impression that they had been standing still, during
the whole of the previous dialogue. Nicholas marked him
closely, and every word of this conversation remained upon
his memory.

It was, by this time, within an hour of noon, and although
a dense vapour still enveloped the city they had left, as if the
very breath of its busy people hung over their schemes of

gain and profit and found greater attraction there than in the
quiet region above, in the open country it was clear and fair.

Occasionally, in some low spots they came upon patches of
mist which the sun had not yet driven from their strong-

holds; but these were soon passed, and as they laboured up
the hills beyond, it was pleasant to look down, and see how
the sluggish mass rolled heavily off, before the cheering
influence of day. A broad, fine, honest sun lighted up the
green pastures and dimpled water, with the semblance of
summer, while it left the travellers all the invigorating

freshness of that early time of year. The ground seemed
elastic under their feet; the sheep-bells were music to their

ears; and exhilarated by exercise, and stimulated by hope,
they pushed onward with the strength of lions.

The day wore on, and all these bright colours subsided,
and assumed a quieter tint, like young hopes softened down
by time, or youthful features by degrees resolving into the
calm and serenity of age. But they were scarcely less

beautiful in their slow decline, than they had been in their

prime; for nature gives to every time and season some
beauties of its own; and f-om morning to night, as from the
cradle to the grave, is but a succession of changes so gentle
and easy, that we can scarcely mark their progress.

To Godalming they came at last, and here they bargained
for two humble beds, and slept soundly. In the morning
they v/ere astir, though not quite so early as the sun, and
again afoot; if not with all the freshness of yesterday,
still, with enough of hope and spirit to bear them
cheerily on.

It was a harder day's journey than yesterday's, for there
were long and weary hills to climb; and in journeys, as in

life, it is a great deal easier to go down hill than up. How-
ever, they kept on, with unabated perseverance, and the hill
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' *'
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SlhV '
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"^^ '"""^
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« fc'^fr J ""'L^'C '^P^^^^d th« landlord.
Is It a good road? » inquired Nicholas.
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being a

I

" Very bad," said the landlord. As of course,
landlord, he would say.

" I want to get on," observed Nicholas, hesitating,
scarcely know what to do."

" Don't let me influence you," rejoined the landlord. " 7
wouldn't go on if it was me."

" Wouldn't you? " asked Nicholas, with the same un-
certainty.

" Not if I knew when I was well off," said the landlord.
And having said it he pulled up his apron, put his hands into
his pockets, and, taking a step or two outside the door,
looked down the dark road with an assumption of great
indifference.

A glance at the toil-worn face of Smike determined
Nicholas, so without any further consideration he made up
his mind to stay where he was.
The landlord led them into the kitchen, and as there was

a good fire he remarked that it was very cold. If there had
happened to be a bad one he would have observed that it w as
very warm.
"What can you give us for supper?" was Nicholas's

natural question.
" Why—what would you like? " was the landlord's no less

natural answer.

Nicholas suggested cold meat, but there was no cold meat
—poached eggs, but there were no eggs—mutton chops, but
there wasn't a mutton chop within three miles, though there
had been more last week than they knew what to do with,
and would be an extraordinary supply the day after to-
morrow.

" Then," said Nicholas, " 1 must leave it entirely to you,
as I would have done, at first, if you had allowed me."

^^

" Why, then I'll tell you what," rejoined the landlord.
" There's a gentleman in the parlour that's ordered a hot
beef-steak pudding and potatoes, at nine. There's more of it

than he can manage, and I have very little doubt that if I

ask leave, you can sup with him. I'll do that, in a minute."
" No, no," said Nicholas, detaining him. " I would rather

not. I—at least—pshaw! why cannot I speak out? Here;
you see that I am travelling in a very humble manner, and'
have made my way hither on foot. It is more than probable,
I think, that the gentleman may not relish my company;
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Roman emperor and the nod of a pot companion; and bade
the landlord shut the door and begone.

rhere's a picture," said Mr. Crummies, motionini?
Nicholas not to advance and spo it. " The little 'un has
him; if the big 'un docsn'i knock under, in three seconds,
he i a dead man. Do that again, bovs."
The two combatants went to work afresh, and chopped

away until the swords emitted a shower of sparks: to the
great satisfaction of Mr. Crummies, who appeared to consider
this a very great point indeed. The engagement commenced
with about two hundred chops adrrinistered by the short
sailor and the tall sailor alternately, without producing any
particular result, unUl the short sailor was chopped down on
one knee; but this was nothing to him, for he worked himself
about on the one knee with the assistance of his left hand
and fought most desperately until the tall sailor chopped
his sword out of his grasp. Now, the inference was, that the
short sailor, reduced to this extremity, would give in at
once and cry quarter, but, instead of that, he aU of a sudden
drew a large pistol from his belt and presented it at the face
of the tall sailor, who was so overcome at this (not expecting
it) that he let the short sailor pick up his sword and begin
again. Then, the chopping recommenced, and a variety of
fancy chops were administered on both sides; such as chops
dealt with the left hand, and under the leg, and over the
right shoulder, and over the left; and when the short sailor
made a vigorous cut at the tall sailor's legs, which would have
shaved them clean oflF if it had taken effect, the tall sailor
jumped over the short sailor's sword, wherefore to lialance
the matter, and make it all fair, the tall sailor administered
the same cut, and the short sailor jumped over his sword.
After this, there was a good deal of dodging about, and
iutchmg up of the inexpressibles in the absence of braces, and
then the short sailor (who was the moral character evidently
for he always had the best of it) made a violent demonstration
and closed with the tall sailor, who, after a few unavailing
struggles, went down, and expired in great torture as the
short sailor put his foot upon his breast, and bored a hole in
him through and through.

" That'll be a double encore if you take care, boys," said
Mr. Crummies. " You had better get your wind now and
change your clothes."
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tion), after fulfilling an engagement at Guildford with the
greatest applause.

" You are going th»t way? " asked the manager.
" Ye-yes," said Ni .lolas. " Yes, I am."
•• Do you know th ; town at all? " inquired the manager, ' ?

who seemed to consider himself entitled to the same degree
of confidence as he had hiniu>clf exhibited.

" No," replied Nicholas.

"Never there?"
"Never."
Mr. Vincent CrumnJes gave a short dry cough, as much

as to say " If you won't be communicative, you won't
;

"

and took so many pinches of snuff from the piece of paper,
one after another, thai Nicholas quite wondered where it all

went to.

While he was thus engaged, Mr. Crummies looked, from
time to time, with great interest at Smike, with whom he
had appeared considerably struck from the first. He had
now fallen asleep, and was nodding in his chair.

" Excuse my saying so," said the manager, leaning over to
Nicholas, and sinking his voice, " but what a capital coun-
tenance your friend has got I

"

" Poor fellow! " said Nicholas, with a half smile, " I wish
it were a little more plump, and less haggard."

" Plump 1
' exclaimed the manager, cjuite horrified, " you'd

spoil it for ever."

"Do you think so?"
" Think so, sir ! Why, as he is now," said the manager,

striking his knee emphatically; " without a pad upon his .-l

body, and hardly a touch of paint upon his face, he'r; nake
such an actor for the starved business as was never seen in this ff
countr>'. Only let him be tolerably well up in th*? Apothe- It

cary in Romeo and Juliet with the slightest possible dab of
j

red on the tip of his nose, and he'd be certain of three rounds I

the moment he put his head out of the practicable door
in the front grooves 0. P." ?

" You view hun with a professional eye," said Nicholas,
laughing.

" And well I may," rejoined the manager. " I never saw
a young fellow so regularly cut out for that line, since I've
been in the profession. And I played the heavy children
when I was eighteen months old."
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Over a Bowl of Punch 287
apology in his power, and to confess his entire ignorance of
aU he had been talking about.

" Why, so I saw,^ observed Mr. Crummies. " You're
uneasy m your mind. What's the matter? "

Nicholas could not refrain from smiling at the abruptness
of the question; but, thinking it scarcely worth while to
pariy it, owned that he was under some apprehensions lest he
might not succeed in the object which had brought him to
that part of the country.

" And what's that? " asked the manager.
" Cutting something to do which will keep me and my

poor fellow-traveller in the common necessaries of life." said
Nicholas. " That's the truth. You guessed it long ago I
dare say, so I may as well have the credit of telliiS k you
with a good grace." ^ '

" What's to be got to do at Portsmouth more than any-
where else? asked Mr. Vincent Crummies, melting the
sealmg-wax on the stem of his pipe in the candle, and rolling
It out afresh with his httle finger.

*

"r^ M^- l^^
many vessels leaving the port, I suppose."

rephed Nicholas. " I shall try for a berth in'some ^hiTir
other. There is meat and drink there, at all events "

"Salt meat and new rum; pease-pudding and chaff-
biscuits said the manager, taking a whiff at his pipe to Keep
It alight, and returning to his work of embellishment

One may do worse than that," said Nicholas. "
I can

rough it, I believe, as well as most young men of my age and
previous habits." ^ "6*- »»~

" You need be able to," said the manager, "
if you go on

board ship; but you won't." 7 K" "«

" Why not? "

" Because there's not a skipper or mate that would tliinkyou worth your salt, when he could get a practised hand "
replied the manager; "and they as plentiful there, as the
oysters m the streets." > « tuc

"What do you mean? " asked Nicholas, alarmed by this

StllT"'"??'^
*^'

'°"^u^'"^
'°"^ *" ^^^^h it had been

uttered Men are not bom able seamen. They must be
reared, I suppose?

"

^ ^
Mr. Vincent Crummies nodded his head. " Thev miwf.

lit not at vnnr o«« t ._. . " iUU3l.,

1

but not at your age, or from
you.

young gentlemen like
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haH a volume in every one of 'em pLZT t
^^^ ^*''^

could write us a piece to brin^ onr;h. I .

*°°' "^^'y* ^O"
company, whene^rw^wrtfd one''

' ''''"^'' °' ^'^

n ^ ^ ^J"
"°* ^^^^^ so confident about that " rpnl.A^ m- u i" But I dare say I could scrihhl*. ^n^-tK- ^ ^^ Nicholas,

that would suit you."
somethmg now and then.
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" We'll have a new show-piece out directly," said the

iTrnTr ^' ?' see-pecuJiar resources of this estab-lishment-new and splendid scenery-you must manage tointroduce a real pump and two washing-tubs "

Into the piece? " said Nicholas.

..!. yh''".l^P"5'^
^^'^ manager. " I bought 'em cheap at asale the other day, and thcy-]l come in admirably. That's

tt, ^nHr P^^^- ^''^ ^""^ "P ^°"^« ^''''^'' and proper!
ties, and have a piece written to fit 'era. Most of the theatreskeep an author on purpose."

"icdires

•' Indeed
!
" cried Nicholas.

''Oh, yes," said the manager; " a common thing. It'i]

Snlend!?7K", V^''
'^'^'^ '" ^'^^'^'^ lines-Real ^mp -

Splendid tubs '-Great attraction ! You don't happen to beanything of an artist, do vou ?
" ^^

NichdS^
'' ""' °"' °^ ""^ accomplishments," rejoined

Jl ^\ k'"'""
'^

"^^"'l^' ^'^P^^'" ^'^'J the manager. " If>ou h, i been, we might have had a large woodcut of the

tl'w^th ?h
'''' P"'''>

^'k°"'"^
^^^ "^-« d'P^n '>f tf^stage, with the pump and tubs in the middle; but however

if you're not, it can't be helped! " "ON\e\er,

" What should I get for all this? " inquired Nicholas, aftera few moments' reflection. " Could I live by it ?
"

Live by it I " said the manager. " Like a prince ! With
^1'/?^^^'^.'/"^^°"'* ^™"^'^> ^"^ yo"^ ^"tings, you'dmake—ah ! you'd make a pound a week !

" ^ > :y"" "

You don't say so !
"

double'?h^moly7' " "' ''' ' "" °' «°°' ^°"^-' --'>'

Nicholas shrugged his shoulders; but sheer destitutionwas before h.m; and if he could summon fortitude to unde go

hi hdnTeTf.h^
'''^' >"'^ ^^''•^^'^•P' ^°^ ^'hat had he rescufS

his helpless charge if it were only to bear as hard a fate a-that from which he had wrested him? It was ea.sy to think

with 7h1'^
"^'^'^ r r.^'"^'

"^^" ''' ^^ ^" '^' ^amc town

b ttere^t Z" h?° k"?
'^'^'^^ ^'"^ ^° "^ «"d roused hisbitterest thoughts; but now, ,t seemed far enough. WTiat

wh^le? '
^""^ ^^ """'^'^ °^ ^^'^ ^"^ t° d^^ the

Without more deliberation, he hastUy declared that it wasa bargain, and gave Mr. Vincent Crumbles his hand ujJonT
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CHAPTER XXIII
TREATS OF THE COMPANY OF MR. VINCENT CRUMMLES,

AND OF HIS AFFAIRS, DOMESTIC AND PERSONAL
As Mr Crummies had a strange four-legged animal in themn stables, which he called a pony, and a vehicle of un-
known design, on which he bestowed the appellation of a
four-wheeled phaeton, Nicholas proceeded on his journey
next morning with greater ease than he had expected: the
manager and himself occupying the front seat: and the
Master Crummleses and Smike being packed together behindm company with a wicker basket defended from wet by a
stout oilskin, m which were the broad-swords, pistols, pig-
tails, nautical costumes, and other professional necessaries
of the aforesaid young gentlemen.
The pony took his time upon the road, and—possibly in

corisequence of his theatrical education—evinced, every now
and then, a strong inclination to lie down. However Mr
Vincent Crummies kept him up pretty well, by jerkini the
rem, and plying the whip; and when these means failed
and the animal came to a stand, the elder Master Crummies
got out and kicked him. By dint of these encouragement^
he was persuaded to move from time to time, and thev
jogged on (as Mr. Crummies truly observed) very comfortablv
for all parties.

"He's a good pony at bottom," said Mr. Crummies,
turning to Nicholas. '

He might have been at bottom, but he certainly was not
at top, seeing that his coat was of the roughest and most
ill-favoured kind. So Nicholas merely observed that he
shouldn t wonder if he was.

" Many and many is the circuit this pony has gone," said
Mr. Crummies, flicking him skilfully on the eyelid for old
acquaintance sake. " He is quite one of us. His mother
was on the stage."

•• Was she? " rejoined Nicholas.
"

^^,® ^}^ apple-pie at a circus for upwards of fourteen
years said the manager; " fired pistols, and went to bed in
a nightcap; and, m short, took the low comedy entirely
His father was a dancer."

" Was he at all distinguished? "

•L.
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' Not veo'," said the manager. " He was rather a low sort

of pony. The fact is, he had been originally jobbed out by
the day, and he never quite got over his old habits. Hewas clever m melodrama too, but too broad-too broad.When the mother died, he took the port-v.ine business."

„ ^f port-wine business! " cried Nicholas.

^^
Dnnking port-wine with the clown," said the manager;

but he was greedy, and one night bit off the bowl of the
glass, and choked himself, so his vulgarity was the death ofnim at last.

aftlnH-nn'T"^^ M°^.^^''
Hl-starred animal requiring increased

attention from Mr. Crummies as he progressed in his dav's
work, that gentleman had very httle time for conversation.
Nicholas was thus left at leisure to entertain himself wkh
his own thoughts, until they arrived at the drawbridge atPortsmouth, when Mr. Crummies pulled up

' We'll get down here," said the manager, " and the bovs
"^ WK i^'""

'''"''1*° '^" '^''^^'^^ ^"d ^^^ at my lodgings

f"r 'he pre^^^^^^^
"^'^ ''^ '^"" ''' ^°"^^ ^ ^^''^ 'her'e.

Thanking Mr Vincent Crummies for his obliging offer.
Nicholas jumped out, and, giving Smike his arm, accompanied
the manager up H.gh Street on their way to the theatre
feelmg nervous and uncomfortable enough at tlie prosoect
of an immediate introduction to a scene so new to him

on?7
passed a great many bills, pasted against the'wuhsand displayed in windows, wherein the names of Mr. VincentCrummies Mrs. Vincent Crummies, Master Crumn.les, Master

F. Crummies, and Miss Crummies, were printed in very larcp
let ers and everything else in very small ones; and. turning
at length into an entry, in which was a strong smell of oran-e-
peel and lamp-oil with an under-current of saw-dust, grop^'ed
their way through a dark passage, and, descending a step ortwo, threaded a httle maze of canvc^ screens and paint-potsand emerged upon the stage of the Portsmouth Theatre '

Here we are, said Mr. Crummies.
It was not very light, but Nicholas found himself close to

tiie first entrance on the prompt fde, among bare wallsdusty scenes, mildewed clouds, heavily daubed draperies, and
dirty floors. He looked about him; ceiling, pit !>,xes
gallery, orchestra, fittings, and decorations of every' kind -aU looked coarse, cold, gloomy, and wretched.

'



292 Nicholas Nicklcby

"t'/k '^if
,» ^«atre? " whispered Smike, in amazement

I thought It was a blaze of light and finery."
^*^"^'"'-

"h„tnn^;ri* '''c
'?^''''^ ^'^^°'^^' hardly less surprised-but not by day, Smike—not by day."

H"5>ta,

The manager's voice recalled him from a more carefnlinspection of the building, to the opposite skie oTth? proscemum where, at a small mahogany table whh rkkSvlegs and of an oblong shape, sat a Lut, por Y female^apparently between forty and fifty, in a tarnisK s^lk doak

Ter hafr^^""K- k"">?'"u« J^^
'''' ^^^ ^^ her hand andner hair (of which she had a great quantity) braided in alai^e festoon over each temple.

^^aiuea m a

thrilm/°^?-TC'^'^
the manager (for Nicholas had c^iventhe name which Newman Noggs had bestowed upon hi-m in

M^XcTn^CrrlS^es^"-
^^"^^^>' " ^^^ ^^-^S^-

:Sf c^r^'^PP^ ^ *^ ^^" as Tlromising'me'i'of

The lady shook Nicholas by the hand as she addressedhim m these terms; he saw it was a large one but had

ac^js;^^ ih»:t^?JSMnis
IS the other. You too, are welcome, sir."

' '^

a pin"h oftu^'"'' "' ''''' " ^^'^ ^^^ ™-^-^ taking

indeed"''
^^""^^^^'^ ''^^'^ '^^ ^^dy. "An acquisition,

.^^' J^""
7^^^^"* Crummies recrossed back to the tablethere bounded on to the stage from some mysterious n^t'a httie girl m a dirty white frock with tucks up to the kneesshort trousers, sandaled shoes, white spence^r, pink gaSbonnet, green veil and curl-papers; who turned TpirouetTecut twice m the air, turned another pirouette, then, looking

off at the opposite wing, shrieked, bounded forward toSnSIX mches of the footlights, and fell into a beautiful attitudeof terror, as a shabby gentleman in an old pair of buff slippers

fiercely brandished a walking-stick.
'

14



The Little Ballet Interlude 293
„''^«y »r«f»ng through the Indian Savage and the
Maiden," said Mrs. Crummies.
"Ohl" said the manager, "the little baUet interlude.

Tn^JT^T^.r:, ^ i"^*. ,?*" """y' " y«» P'^a^e, Mr.
Johnson. That 11 do. Nowl"
The manager clapped his hands as a signal to proceed,

and the savage, becoming ferocious, made a sUde towards
the maiden; but the maiden avoiHed him in six twirls and
camie down, at the end of the last one, upon the very liints
of her toes. This seemed to make some impression upon
the savage; for, after a little more ferocity and chasing of
the maiden into corners, he began to relent, and stroked
his face sev.. trnies with his right thumb and four fingers,
hereby intimating that he was struck with admiration of
the maiden s beauty. Acting upon the impulse of this
passion, he (the savage) began to hit himself severe thumosm the chest, and to exhibit other indications of being
desperately m love which being rather a prosy proceeding,
was very likely the cause of the maiden's falling asleep
whether it was or no, asleep she did fall, sound as a church
on a sloping bank, and the savage perceiving it, leant his
eft ear on his left hand, and nodded sidew^s, ti intimate
to all whom It might concern that she was asleep, and noshamming. Being left to himself, the savage had a dance
all alone. Just as he left off, the maiden woke up, rubbed
her eyes got off the bank, and had a dance all alone too-
such a dance that the savage looked on in ecstasy all the
while, and when it was done, plucked from a neighbouring
tree some botanical curiosity, resembling a small pickled
cabbage, and offered it to the maiden, who at fir^t wouldn'thave It, but on the savage shedding tears relented. Then
the savage jumped for joy; then the maiden jumped forrapture at the sweet smell of the pickled cabbage. Then
the savage and the maiden danced violently together, and
finaUy, the sav^e dropped down on one knee, and theniaiden stood on one leg upon his other knee; thus con-cluding the ballet, and leaving the spectators ii a state^ofpleasmg uncertainty, whether she would ultimately marrv
the savage, or return to her friends.

^

;;
Very well indeed," said Mr. Crummies; " bravo! "
Bravo! cried Nicholas, resolved to make the best nf

everything. " Beautiful! " ^' °*

ii:

L; >
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••This, sir," said Mr. Vincent Crummies, bringing the

maiden forward, •this is the infant phenomenon -Miss
Nmetta Crummies."

" Your daughter? " inquired Nicholas.

Crumml.,*^.''"^^?y.
daughter," replied Mr. Vincent

Crummies; the idol of every place we go into, sir. We
have had complimentary letters about this girl, sir ' he
nobihty and gentry of almost every town in Eng.

I am not surprised at that," said Nicholas; " sne must
be quite a natural genius."

'•Quite a-— !" Mr. Crummies stopped: language was
not powerful enough to describe the infant phenomenon.

1 11 tell you what, sir," he said; '• the talent of this child is
not to be imagined. She must be seen, sir—seen—to be
ever so famtly appreciated. There; go to your mother, my

'' May I ask how old she is? " inquired Nicholas.
You may, sir," replied Mr. Crummies, looking steadilym his questioner s face, as some men do when they have

doubts about being implicitly believed in what they are
going to say. " She is ten years of age. sir."

" Not more? " '^ >

" Not a day."
'• Dear me! " said Nicholas, " it's extraordinary "
it was; for the infant phenomenon, though of short

stature, had a comparatively aged countenance, and liad
moreover been precisely the same age—not perhaps to the
full extent of the memory of the oldest inhabitant, but
certamly for five good years. But she had been kept up late
every night, and put upon an unUmited allowance of cin-and-
water from mfancy, to prevent her growing tall, and perhaps
this system of traming had produced in the infant pheno-
menon these additional phenomena.
While this short dialogue was going on, the gentleman

who had enacted the savage, came up, with his walking
shoes on his feet, and his slippers in his hand, to within a
few paces, as if desirous to jom in the conversation. Deem-
ing this a good opportunity, he put in his word.
"Talent there, sirl" said the savage, nodding towards

Miss Crummies.
Nicholas assented.

••Ah!" said the actor, setting his teeth together, and
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drawing in his breath with a hissing sound, " she oughtn't
to be in the provinces, she oughtn't.'*

" What do you mean? " asked the manager.
" I mean to say," replied the other, warmly, " that she is

100 good for country boards, and that she ought to be in one
of the large houses in London, or nowhere; ind I tell you
more, without mincing the matter, that if it wasn't for envy
and jealousy in some quarter that you know of, she would
be.^ Perhaps you'll introduce me here, Mr. Crummies."

^r'\^!'
^°^^^" said the manager, presenting him to

Nicholas.

"Happy to know you, sir." Mr. Folair touched the brim
of his hat with his forefinger, and then shook hands. " A
recruit, sir, I understand.? "

" An unworthy one," replied Nicholas.
" Did you ever see such a set-out as that? whispered theactor, drawing him away, as Crummies left them to sneakto his wife. «>t«i»»

" As what? "

Mr. Folair made a funny face from his pantomime collec-
tion, and pointed over his shoulder.

'' You don't mean the infant phenomenon? "

Infant humbug, sir," replied Mr. Folair. "There isn'ta female child of common sharpness in a charity school, that
couldn't do better than that. She may thank her sta s shewas bom a manager's daughter."

1 " You seem to take it to heart," observed Nicholas, with a
smile.

'

" Yes, by Jove, and well I may," said Mr. Folair, diav.ine
his arm through his, and walking him up and down the
stage. Isn't it enough to make a man crusty to see that
little sprawler put up in the best business every night and
actually keeping money out of the house, by being firced
down the people's throats, while other people are passed
over? Isn t it extraordinary to see a man's confounded
family conceit blinding him, even to his own interest? W'hv
I *«ott> of fifteen and sixpence that came to Southampton
one night last month, to see me dance the Highland Fling-
and what s the consequence? I've never been put up in it
since -never once -while the 'infant phenomenon' has
been gnnnmg through artificial flowers at five people and a
baby m the pit, and two boys in the gallery, every night "
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v;l?'i ^ T^ ^"^«* f™" ''***' ^ *^^« »«en of you." said

. u ^
«Pj»ed Mr. Folair, beating his slippers together

to knock the dust out; " I can come it pretty well-nlbody'
better, perhaps, ui my own line-but having such business

*ST «!5l,^''^
">'' P""^"« '«»d °" 0"«'« feet inst^n

chalk, and danang m fetters without the credit of it. Holloa
old fellow, how are you? " "ouoa.

The gentleman addressed in these latter words, was a dark-
complexioned man, inclining indeed to sallow, with lone
thick black hair and very evident indications (although h!

deep shade. His age did not appear to exceed thirty, thoughmany at first iight would have considered him much older
as his face was long, and very pale, fn-m the constant appli-'otion of stoge paint He wore a checked shirt, an old gVeen
coat with new gilt buttons, a neckerchief of broad red and
green stnpes, and full blue trousers; he carried, too, a

^r^^^hffl '^^'^T'^'"!''
apparently more for show than

use as he flourished it about, with the hooked end down-
wards, except when he raised it for a few seconds, and throw-
ing hunself mto a fencing attitude, made a pass or two at the

JhltoK?*"'^"/
*^*"y .°*^er object, animate or inanimate,

" w^n T
°'*^

^?!P \P''">^ 8°°^ "^^'^ ^t the moment.
. . . "j Tommy, said this gentleman, making a thrust

*U».' .1" ' "^^^ r'"^"^ '^ dexterously with his slipper,
what s the news? rf >

atNtcholas^^^'*'^"''*''
^^^''' *"'" '^^^'^^ ^'- ^°'*''' '°°^^"g

"Do the honours. Tommy, do the honours," said the other
gentleman, tapping him reproachfully on the crown of thehat with his stick.

tJk™^»"
Mr. Lenville, who does our first tragedy, Mr.

Johnson," said the pantomimist.
^

«'7''??- '"*'?? °^'^
^T^' ^""^ "'°^'' ^^^ >t into his head

to do It himself, you should add, Tommy," remarked Mr.
LenyiUe. You know who bricks and mortar is, I supposei

'' I do not, indeed," replied Nicholas.

rJ,y^^' "^K
^'^"^'"Jes^that, because his style of acting is

™T ^nc'Invl!!'*'^^-"'^
ponderous way," said Mr. Lenville.

I mustn t be cracking jokes though, for I've got a part of

*i^
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twelve lengths here, which I must be up in to-morrow niaht

hav„« made another pass at his friend, proceededToClkto ana fro. connmg it to himself and inducing occafoi^Uv

s"^"^eSf''"P^"'* '^^•°" *" ^ imagmatfonVn^tile'lixi;

A pretty general muster of the company .d bv this timi.token place; for besides Mr. Lenville and Is friend Tommvthere were present, a slim young gentleman with weaH^es'who played the low-spirited lovers and sang tX Tones andwho had come arm-in-arm with the comic count.^£nman with a tumed-up nose, large mouth broaSTaTeJ^Hstanng eyes. Making himself v^ery amiable to tie i'nflmphenorrenon was an inebriated elderly gentleman in tU
otd me^n"" anH^'"'^'"'^^'

"'". P'^^^^ ^^'e Sm and virtuotold men; and paymg especial court to Mrs CrummlM vv !another elderly gentleman, a shade morVresp^c^We whoplayed the n^cible old men-ihose funny fdbws who' havenephews m the army, and perpetually run aCTJth tWrksticks to compel them to ma^ heiresses Besid^thesi^there was a rovmg-looking person in a rough grSt coat'^ho strode up and down in front of the lamps flouTshin?!'

WvaS^f '
":^

''"''
'' ^"^y' •" ^" undertone :i;tevivacity for the amusement of an ideal audieni He ^«not quite so young as he had been, and his figur^was ^therrunning to seed

;
but there was an air ofexagSed^eSvabout him, which bespoke the hero of swa^geTiT fomed^^^There was, also, a little group of three or four yJunrmen'with lantern jaws and thick eyebrows, who were ^3^,^in one corner; but they seemed to be of second" rv^-

Snevelhcci—who could do anytlane from a mJ^i^
to Lady Macbeth, and alsoal^tt"oJpSn trsUk knee-smalls at her benefit-glancing from^fh a u*
of her coal-scuttle straw bonnet,TSL Td '^Ict^tbe absorbed m the reatal of a diverting stiiy to her Jrilnj
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Misi Ledrook who had brought her work, and was makiiurup a ruff in the most natural manner possible. There was
Miss Belvawney -who seldom aspired to speaking parts, and
usually went on as a page in white silk hSeTto stand with

out X^Sii'
^' '""^™P'«*« '»»« audience, or to go in and

out after Mr .nmles in stately tragedy-twisting up the
rmglets of '. beautiful Miss Bravassa, Who had once had
her likeness taken " in character " by an engraver's apprcnuce whereof mipressions were hung up for sale in the Mstry-

Hh«^''«"?n°V"l!*'*?'^"S''°'*''*' *"^ «*' ^he circtilating
hbrary, a :a the box-office, whenever the announce b-lkcame out for her annual night. There was Mrs. Unville

\^uV *""P>^"«t and veil, decidedly in that way in
which she would wish to be if she truly loved Mr. LenviHe-
there was Miss Gazingi, with an imitation ermine boa tied
in a loose knot round her neck, flogging Mr. Crummies,
junior, with both ends in fun. Ustlyf there was Mrs.Grudden m a brown cloth pelisse and a beaver bonnet, who
assisted Mre. Crummies m her domestic affairs, and tookmoney at the doors, and dressed the ladies, and swept the
house, and held the prompt book when everybody else was
on for the last scene, and acted any kind of part on any
emergency without ever learning it, and was put down in
the bilte under any name or names whatever, that occurred
to Mr. Crummies as looking well in print.

Mr. Folair having obligingly confided'these particulars to
Nicholas, left him to mmgle with his fellows: th» work
of personal introduction was completed by Mr. vincent
Crummies, who pubhcly heralded the new actor as a prodicy
of genius and learning. ^ ^^
"I beg your pardon," said Miss Snevellicci, sidling towards

Nicholas, but did you ever play at Canterbury? "
" I never did," replied Nicholas.
" I recollect rneeting a gentleman at Canterbury," said

Miss Snevellicci, only for a few moments, for I was leavine
the company as he joined it, so like you that I felt almost
certain it was the same."

•!J )f!
^°"

n"""^'
^°^.}^^ ^'^ ^""«>" ^ei°»ned Nicholas

with all due gallantry. I am sure I never saw you before •

I couldn't have forgotten it."
"^ ure,

" Oh, I'm sure—it'i very flattering of you to say so
"

retorted Miss Snevellicci with a graceful bend. " Now I look
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at you again, I see that the gentleman at Canterbury hadn't
the same eyes as you—you'll think me very foolish for takinp
notice of such things, won't you? "

" Not at all," said Nicholas. " How can I feel otherwise
than flattered by your notice in any way? "

"Oh! you men are such vain creatures!" cried Miss
Snevellicci. Whereupon, she been me charmingly confused,
and, pulling out her pocket-handkerchief from a faded pink
silk reticule with a gilt clasp, called to Miss Ledrook—

" Led, my dear," said Miss Snevellicci.
" Well, what is the matter? " said Miss Ledrook.
" It's not the same."
" Not the same what? "

" Canterbury—you know what I mean. Come here! I
want to speak to you."
But Miss Ledrook wouldn't come to Miss Snevellicci, so

Miss Snevellicci was obliged to go to Miss Ledrook, which
she did, in a skipping manner that was quite fascinating;
and Miss Ledrook evidently joked Miss Snevellicci about
being struck with Nicholas; for, after some playful whisper-
ing, Miss Snevellicci hit Miss Ledrook very hard on the backs
of her hands, and retired up, in a state of pleasing confusion.

" Ladies and gentlemen," said Mr. Vincent Crummies, who
had been writing on a piece of paper, " we'll call the Mortal
Struggle to-morrow at ten; everybody for the procession.
Intrigue, and Ways and Means, you're all up in, so we shall
only want one rehearsal. Everybody at ten, if you please."
"Everybody at ten," repeated Mrs. Gmdden, looking

about her.

" On Monday morning we shall read a new piece," said
Mr. Crummies; "the name's not known yet, but everybody
will have a good part. Mr. Johnson will take care of that."

" Hallo !
" said Nicholas, starting, " I "

" On Monday morning," repeated Mr. Crummies, raising
his voice, to drown the unfortunate Mr. Johnson's remon-
strance; "that'll do, ladies and gentlemen."
The ladies and gentlemen required no second notice to

quit; and, in a few minutes, the theatre was deserted, save
by the Crummies family, Nicholas, and Smike.

" Upon my word," said Nicholas, taking the manager aside,
" I don't think I can be ready by Monday."

" Pooh, pooh," replied Mr. Crummies.
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.
" But really I ain't," returned Nicholas; " my invention

prolc^^'^"*'
"" ''"' '^™^"'^' '' possib^ I m^°ht

"Invention! what the devil's that got to do with it I"cried the manager, hastily.

^' Everything, my dear sir."
" Nothing, my dear sir," retorted the manager with evident impatience. " Do you understand FrenX '"

Perfectly well."
" Very good," said the manager, opening the table-drawerand giving a roll of paper from it to Nicholas. " There >

Just turn that mto English, and put your name on theS:page. Damn me," said Mr. Crummies, angrily "
if I haven't

often said that I wouldn't have a manVioman Hycompany that wasn't master of the language, so tha^th^Jmight earn it from the original, and play i^ii EneHsh an^save all this trouble and expense."
*" ^ " "" ^"8''^^' ^"^

Nicholas smiled and pocketed the play

Mn Sm'leV'°"
^°"^ '° ^° '^"' y""'* ^"^^^^'^ " ^^'^

Nicholas could not help thinking that, for the first week
It would be an uncommon convenience to have a tum-unbedstead m the pit, but he merely remarked that he ha™no?turned his thoughts that way.

mv' S""*" kT^ "^^^u""*
^^"'" '^'^ ^'- Crummies, " and

mLW;L?:''"^' ^°" ''''' '^""^^' -^ ^^- you the

The offer was not to be refused; Nicholas and MrCrummies gave Mrs. Crummies an arm each, and walkedup the street in stately array. Smike, the boys, and thephenomenon, went home by a shorter cut, md MrsGrudden remamed behind to take some cold Irish stew anda pmt of porter in the box-office.
"^

Mrs. Crummies trod the pavement as if she were eoineto immediate execution with an animating consciousness ofmnocence^ and that heroic fortitude which virtuTaone in

nollf
°^ * hardened despot; but they both attracted somenotice from many of the passers-by, and when they heard awhisper o «' Mr. and Mrs. Crummies! " or saw a litt^^y

run back to stare them in the face, the severe expression oftheir countenances relaxed, for they felt it was popSy

r*-Li-
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Mr. Crummies lived in Saint Thomas's Street, at the house
of one Bulph, a pilot, who sported a boat-green door, with
window-frames of the same colour, and had the little finger
of a drowned man on his parlour mantel-shelf, with other
maritime and natural curiosities. He displayed also a brass i

knocker, a brass plate, and a brass bell-handle, all very bright
and shining; and had a mast, with a vane on the top of it

in his back yard.
'

"You are welcome," sa"? Mrs. Crummies, turning round
to Nicholas when they >iclied the bow-windowed front room i

on the first floor. ;

'

Nicholas bowed his a ^kiowledgmt nts, and was unfeignedlv
*

glad to see the cloth laiJ.

" We have but a shoulder of mutton with onion sauce,"
said Mrs. Crummies, in the same charnel-house voice; " but
such as our dinner is, we beg you to partake of it."

," You are very good," replied Nicholas, " I shall do it

ample justice."

" Vincent," said Mrs. Crummies, " what is the hour?
"

" Five minutes past dinner-time," said Mr. Crummies.
Mrs. Crummies rang the bell. " Let the mutton and onion

sauce appear."

The slave who attended upon Mr. Bulph's lodgers, dis-
appeared, and after a short interval re-appeared \vith the
festive banquet. Nicholas and the infant phenomenon

,opposed each other at the pembroke-table, and Smike and . -

the Master Crummleses dined on the sofa bedstead.
|

u
^^^,}^^y y^^ theatrical people here.' " asked Nicholas. I

" No," replied Mr. Crummies, shaking his head, " far from
it—far from it,"

" I pity them," observed Mrs. Crummies.
"So do I," said Nicholas; "if they have no relish for

theatrical entertainments, properiy conducted."

^^
"Then they have none, sir," rejoined Mr. Crummies.

" To the infant's benefit, last year, on which occasion she !

repeated three of her most popular characters, and also
appeared in the Fairy Porcupine, as originally performed by
her, there was a house of no more than four pound twelve."

" Is it possible.' " cried Nicholas.
'

" And two pound of that was trust, pa," said the pheno-
menon.
"And two pound of that was trust," repeated Mr.

|
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the man4'e% wL''"'- ^
^ ^^'^^"^ ^"^'--^ ^^-V said

"Most audiences are, when they have good acting-real

Tc^ir"'
"'"''' ''"^'" "P"^' '^^•- ^™-^"'

•' fS7»" ^ir'J'''?'''
"'^'^"^- " ^^"i^ed Nicholas.

^^
I do, said Mrs. Crummies.

" There is no teaching here, I suppose> "

"There has been," said Mrs. Crummies. " I have receivedpupils here. I imparted tuition to the daughter of Tdealerm ships' provision; but it afterwards appealed that she walinsane when sne first came to me. It wS^ven extraord^nl^'that she should come, under such circumstances " ^

topJ^^'^eT' " "" °' '''''' ^^^^^°'- ^^-ght it best

•• w^'^m""^ ^f/"
'^'^ ^^^ manager cogitating after dinner

You are very good," rephed Nicholas hastily "but Ithink perhaps it would be better if I had somebody of mvown size at first, m .ase I should turn out awkward. I shoSdfeel more at home perhaps.

"

snouid

"
"^^f;" fid the manager. " Perhaps you would Andyou could play up to the infant, in time, you know " ' ""^

Certainly," rephed Nicholas: devoutly hoping that it

diSdo'n'
'"^ ^°"^ '"^ '^^^^^ ^^ -- ho'nourKh'^'

" vIl'ZPl 'f^p''^"
'"^'^ ^"'" ^°'" '^^ Mr. Crummies

\ ou shall study Romeo when you've done that piece-dw?t^rget to throw the^ pump and tubs in by-the?by^uUetMiss Snevellicci, old Grudden the nurse --Yes tW'i!^

we7e Sut ft°^r°S-^^" r^' ^^ "P ^^- Xou^were about it and Cassio, and Jeremy Diddler. You caneasily knock them off; one part helps\he other .o mu^Here they are, cues and all."
"*^"-

With these hasty general directions Mr. Crummies thrusta mimber of httle books into the faltering hands of NichS^and biddmg his eldest son go with hiSi and show whe«

il^gf:d^i;igh?
'' '-'' ''"-' ^™ 'y ^'^ ^-^>^^

There is no lack of comfortable furnished apartments in
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Portsmouth, and no difficulty in finding some that are pro-
portionate to very slender finances; but the former were too
good, and the latter too bad, and they went into so many
houses, and came out unsuited, that Nicholas seriously began
to think he should be obliged to ask permission to spend the
night in the theatre, after all.

Eventually, however, they stumbled upon two small rooms
up three pair of stairs, or rather two pair and a ladder, at
a tobacconist's shop, on the Common Hard: a dirty street
leading down to the dockyard. These Nicholas engaged,
only too happy to have escaped any request for payment of
a week's rent beforehand.

"There! Lay down our personal property, Smike," he
said, after showing young Crummies downstairs. " We
have fallen upon strange times, and Heaven only knows the
end of them; but I am tired with the events of these three
days, and will postpone reflection till to-morrow—if I can."'

CHAPTER XXIV
or THE GREAT BESPEAK FOR MISS SNEVELLICCT, AND THE

FIRST APPEARANCE OF NICHOLAS UPON ANY STAGE

Nicholas was up betimes in the morning; but he had
scarcely begun to diess, notwithstanding, when he heard
footsteps ascending the stairs, and was presently saluted by
the voices of Mr. F the pantomimist, and Mr. Lenvill'e
the tragedian.

" House, house, ho .c: " cried Mr. Folair.
" What, ho! within there! " said Mr. Lenville, in a deep

voice.

Confound these fellows! thought Nicholas; they have
come to breakfast, I suppose. " I'll open the door directly, if

you'll wait an instant."

The gentlemen entreated him not to hurry himself; and,
to beguile the interval \pd a fencing-bout with their walking-
sticks on the very suiall landing-place: to the unspeakable
discomposure of all the other lodgers dow ^tairs.

Here, come in," said Nicholas, when e had completed
his toilet. " In the name of all that's horrible, don't make
that noise outside."

I' I
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An uncommon snuK little box thi<z " ca;j \r r •«

stepping into the front^room? and iScL S haT»ff HT""'he could get in at all. « Pernicious snLg"
^' ""' ^'°"

rn:;^hr^a^:i-^.^f,r;o^''S;t^^^^^

Unville"'' "-J^l""
""5""'' '" ^ ™8'^ "'»." --"urned Mr.

h^^3.hpLr;^rp:si^^^^^^^^^^
" I. lolt^r^lJ^:!,Y^^^ -' "'-^-V -id ^ScU..

T ^,^^' "^7 .y°" ""^^^ ^° ^o for me, old fellow? " asked MrLenv,le, pokjng the struggling fire 'with hr^Iktng-sti^kand afterv^^rds wipmg ,t on the skirt of his coat. "inySin the gruff and grumbl( way?"
^nytmng

" „'iy°" *"? ^T """^^ ^"^ ^'^"^ °"t of doors," said Nicholas •

th:l;ar:." ' °' "^^ ^"^ ^^^'°"^>'' ^^^ y-^ eldest son ni

goodts&'-' " ^^^^^^'"^^ ^^- '--"- " That's ver>-

relt'rtiir^fiLl'tSt:;"^^" t ^^°"^'^^ -^^
to destroy yourself ^m^^ I " ^°" ""^^^ "P ^^"^ "^'"^

to your hyd:a^c;^k S::^^^^'''' "^ ^^^^^"^ ^^^ P'^^<^^

I see," cned Mr. Lenville. " Very sood "

a clocrs^rlr'-
'"*'"''-^', " >-°" ^«'"'^" "> h-» hearda cjocK strike ten m your infancy The msf^i fou. f

your hand-you are overrome-you burst^n to t 'i s Zbecome a wrtuous and exemplary' chara/terC lZ\Z'

card^fet'Vh
'"^"^ ^- ^.'""'"^•- " ^^^^'^ ^ ^'"^e card, a sure

ZvJa%uI ^"'*^'" ^^^'^ ^'th a touch of nature I^ethat and it 11 be a triumphant success."

anxiously'''
"^^'^^"^ ^°°^ ^°^ "^^^ " ^'^^q^'^^^ Mr. Folair,

" Let me see," said Nicholas. " You play the faithful «n^
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"
4^Y*ys coupled with that infernal phenomenon/' sighed

Mr. Folair; "and we go into poor lodgings, where I won't
take any wages, and talk sentiment, I suppose? "

" vVhy—yes," replied Nicholas; " that is the course of the
piece.

" I must have a dance of some kind, you know," said Mr
Folair. '' You'll have to introduce one for the phenomenon,
so you d better make a pas de deux, and save time."

"There's nothing easier than that," said Mr. LenvilJe
observmg the disturbed looks of the young dramatist.
"Upon my word I don't see how it's to be done," reloined

Nicholas.

"Why, isn't it obvious.? " reasoned Mr. Lenville. " Gad-
zooks, who can help seeing the way to do it?—vou astonish
me! You get the distressed lady, and the little child, and
the attached servant, into the poor lodgings, don'c yoM^
—Well, look here. The distressed lady sinks into a chair
and buries her face in her pocket-handkerchief—' What makes
you weep, mama? ' says the child. ' Don't weep, mama, or
you 11 make me weep too!'—'And me!' says the faithful
servant, rubbing his eyes with his arm. ' What can we do
to raise your spirits, dear mama? ' says the little child. ' Aye
what can we do? ' says the faithful servant. ' Oh, Pierre!

'

says the distressed lady; ' would that I could shake off these
painful thoughts.'—

' Try, ma'am, try,' says the faithful
servant; 'rouse yourself, ma'am; be amused.'-' I will'
says the lady, ' I will learn to suffer with fortitude. Do you
remember that dance, my honest friend, which, 'in happier
days, you practised with this sweet angel? It never failed to
calm my spirits then. Oh ! let me see it once again before
I die! '—There it is—cue for the band, before I die—a.nd off
they go. That's the regular thing; isn't it. Tommy? "

"That's it," replied Mr. Folair. "The distr-^ssed ladv
overpowered by old recollections, faints at the end of the
dance, and you close in with a picture."

Profiting by these and other lessons, which were the result
of the personal experience of the two actors, Nicholas willinglv
gave them the best breakfast he could, and, when he at
length got rid of them, applied himself to his task: by no
means displeased to find that it was so much easier than he
had at first supposed. He worked very hard all day, and
did not leave his room until the evening, when he went

1
''

m
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if

down to the theatre, whither Smike had repaired before him
to go on with another gentleman as a general rebellion.

tn. .?
P^^P^*?^^'-® ^0 ""ch changed, that he scarcelyknew them. False hair, false colour, false calves, false

muscles-they had become different beings. Mr. linville
was a blooriing wamor of most exquisite proportions; Mr.
Crummies, his large face shaded by a profusion of black

nffj,^ 5^ ^? ""^^^"^ °^ ""°'^ '"^jestic bearing; one
of the old gentlemen a gaoler, and the other a venerable
patnarch; the comic countryman, a fighting-man of great
valour, reheveJ by a touch of humour; each of the M^ter
Crummleses a prmce m his own right; and the low-spirited
lover, a desponding captive. There was a gorgeous banquet
ready spread for the third act, consisting of two pasteboard
vases, one plate of biscuits, a black bottle, and a vinegar
cruet

;
and, m short, everything was on a scale of the utmost

splendour and preparation.
Nicholas was standing with his back to the curtain now

contemplating the first scene, which was a Gothic archway
about two feet shorter than Mr. Crummies, through which
that gentleman was to make his first entrance, Ind now
listening to a couple of people who were cracking nuts in the
gallery wondenng whether they made the whole audiencewhen the manager hunself walked familiarly up and accosted

'• Been in front to-night? " said Mr. Crummies.
No, replied Nicholas, « not yet. I am going to see the

play.

^^

" We've had a pretty good Let," said Mr. Crummies.^Four front places in the centre, and the whole of the stage-

;;

Oh, indeed! " ^id Nicholas; " a family, I suppose.? "

thin. \h''P "^
Mr. Crummies, ''yes. It's an affecting

thing There are six children, and they never come unle<=s
the phenomenon plays."

It would have been difficult for any party, family or other-
wise, to have visited the theatre on a night when the pheno-menon did not play, masmuch as she always sustained oneand not uncommonly two or three characters, every night-
but Nicholas, sympathising with the feelings of a father'
refrained from hinting at this trifling circumstance, and
Mr. Crummies continued to talk, uninterrupted by him.
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" Six," said that gentleman; " Pa and Ma. eight, aunt nine,

governess ten, grandfather and grandmother twelve. Then,
there's the footman, who stands outside, with a bag of

oranges and a jug of toast-and-water, and sees the play for

nothing through the little pane of glass in the box-door—it's

cheap at a guinea; they gain by taking a box,"
" I wonder you allow so many," observed Nicholas.

"There's no help for it," replied Mr. Crummies; "it's

always expected in the country. If there are six children,

six people come to hold them in their laps. A family-box
carries double always. Ring in the orchestra, Grudden! "

That useful lady did as she was requested, and shortly

afterwards the tuning of three fiddles was heard. Which
process having been protracted as long as it was supposed
that the patience of the audience could possibly bear it, was
put a stop to by another jerk of the bell, which, being the

signal to begin in earnest, set the orchestra playing a variety

of popular airs, with involuntary variations.

If Nicholas had been astonished at the alteration for the
better which the gentlenien displayed, the transformation of

the ladies was still more extraordinary. When, from a snug
corner of the manager's box, he beheld Miss Snevellicci in all

the glories of white muslin with a golden hem, and Mrs.

Crummies in all the dignity of the outlaw's wife, and Miss

Bravassa in all the sweetness of Miss Snevcllicci's confidential

friend, and Miss Belvawney in the white cilks of a page doing

duty everywhere and swearing to live and die in the service

of everybody, he could scarcely contain his admiration, which
testified itself in great applause, and the closest possible

attention to the business of the scene. The plot was most
interesting. It belonged to no particular age, people, or

country, and was perhaps the most delightful on that account,

as nobody's previous information could afford the remotest

glimmering of what would ever come of it. An outlaw had
been very successful in doing something somewhere, and came
home, in triumph, to the sound of shouts and fiddles, to

greet his wife—a lady of mascuUne mind, who talked a good
deal about her father's bones, which it seemed were unburied,

though whether from a peculiar taste on the part of the old

gentleman himself, or the reprehensible neglect of his rela-

tions, did not appear. The outlaw's wife was, somehow or
other, mixed up with a partiarch, living m a castle a long
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. s^ll basket I, «fistae^ffi7diriaZr '

AT^aT*

g'^eS ap^huL?"''"' " '°™ ''''""' "O'^" "V aLdI
" What did you think of that? " asked Mr rr.,mrv,u» u

Nicholas wew* mund to the ^t-cre a^aln \f r
^"'"','"^es, when

red anH h,»f ,^ ""'-"^"^/'^'g«agam. Mr. Crummies was very
" I th.nt' i ^^"' ^"'^^'- *" ^^^P^'^te fellows to Vhout

« Tir.-c ^ r "^^ ''*'>'
'^P''*^ "»<Jeed;' replied NichXMiss Snevelhca m particular was uncommonly good S^''



Miss Sncvcllicci*s Bespeak 309

"She's a genius," said Mr. Crummies; "quite a genius,
that girl. By-the-bye, I've been thinking of bringing out
that piece of yours on her bespeak night."

" When? " asked Nicholas.
" The night of her bespeak. Her benefit night, when her

friends and patrons bespeak the play," said Mr. Crummies.
"Oh! I understand," replied Nicholas.
" You see," said Mr. Crummies, " it's sure to go, on such

an occasion, and even if it should not work up quite as well

as we expect, why it will be her risk, you know, and not ours."
" Yours, you mean," said Nicholas.
" I said mine, didn't I? " returned Mr. Crummies. " Next

Monday week. What do you say? You'll have done it, and
are sure to be up in tho lover's part, long before that time."

I "I don't know about 'long before,'" replied Nicholas;
" but by that time I think I can undertake to be ready."

" Very good," pursued Mr. Crummies, " theri we'll call

that settled. Now, I want to ask you something else.

There's a little—what shall I call it—a little canvassing
takes place on these occasions."

" Among the patrons, I suppose? " said Nicholas.
" Among the patrons; and the fact is, that Snevellicci has

had so many bespeaks in this place, that she wants an
attraction. She had a bespeak when her mother-in-law died,

and a bespeak when her uncle died; and Mrs. Crummies and
myself have had bespeaks on the anniversary of the pheno-
menon's birthday, and our wedding-day, and occasions of

that description, so that, in fact, there's some difficulty in

getting a good one. Now, won't you help this poor girl, Mr.
Johnson? " said Crummies, sitting himself down on a drum,
and taking a great pinch )f snuff, as he looked him steadily
in the face.

" How do you mean? " rejoined Nicholas.
" Don't you think you could spare half-an-hour to-morrow

morning, to call with her at the houses of one or two of the
principal people? " murmured the manager in a persuasive
tone.

" Oh dear me," said Nicholas, with an air of very strong
objection, " I shouldn't like to do that."

"The infant will accompany her," said Mr. Crummies.
" The moment it was suggested to me, I gave permission for
the infant to go. There will not be the smallest impropriety
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1 1

b^^!?'^*!""*' •"' ".*« ""y «"' <" •">"<><». It would

«y bos^siit would^^"^^t^Sn'^.
1 am veiy sorry to throw a damp ubon the DrisoSS ;»

canv^^g pity" """^ ""J'" " """''"S »"« »' the

" What does Mr. Johnson sav. Vincent? " inn„,-«.^ « •

and MiMSnevellica herself standing behind him.

^Objection." exclaimed Mrs. Crummies. "Can it be

" Oh, I hope not! " cried Miss SnevelhWi " v~. i

are not so cruel-oh, dear me'-WeTl^n .h.T? ^.u'^now after all one's Ming fomard to itr ^"^ "' *"

CrujJ:^leZ°''ritV-/:r«i„7j^^^^^^^

.mi^'!'"'
'""""' '"" " '^"^^•'" '^-J «• Crummies,

acrutme'dT^Sy';o:«'""'"Sme""- "^""""'^ '" ••"

1 know you wUL" '' """'' 5'°" "'" '*«,

aDiliu"'"?„'
" •"/ '^'""'" '^'l Nicholas, moved by these»y= rd,?e;:S^"tli'^TpSeT^nothing vvhich should prevent my doing this iTnow llZ

te«renir4t't^:t£rHS?
he to retun, home to his auShip: mS sJ^eSH-^-for tte after-p,ece: and the disinterested maniwa^dU^
Zlu- K^^r **' P™'^'"* 8ains of the forthcoS bSwak
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1

At the stipulated hour next morning, Nicholas repaired to
the lodgings of Miss Snevellicci, which were in a place called
Lonabard Street, at the house of a tailor. A strong smell of
ironing pervaded the little passage; and the tailor's daughter,
who opened the door, appeared in that flutter of spirits

which IS so often attendant upon the periodical getting up of
a family's linen.

" Miss Snevellicci lives here, I believe? " said Nicholas,
when the door was opened.
The tailor's daughter replied in the aflfirmative.
" Will you have the goodness to let her know that Mr,

Johnson is here? " said Nicholas.
" Oh, if you please, you're to come upstairs," replied the

tailor's daughter, with a smile.

Nicliolas followed the young lady, and ./as shown into a
small apartment on the first floor, communicating with a
back room; in which, as he judged from a certain half-

subdued clinking sound, as of cups and saucers. Miss
Snevellicci was then taking her breakfast in bed.

" You're to wait, if you please," said the tailor's daughter,
after a short period of absence, during which the clinking in

the back room had ceased, and had been succeeded by whis-
pering

—
" She won't be long."

As she spoke she pulled up the window-blind, and having
by this means (as she thought) diverted Mr. Johnson's atten-
tion from the room to the street, caught up some articles

which were airing on the fender, and had very much the
appearance of stockings, and darted off.

As there were not many objects of interest outside the
window, Nicholas looked about the room with more curiosity

than he might otherwise have bestowed upon it. On the
sofa lay an old guitar, several thumbed pieces of music, and
a scattered litter of curl-papers: together with a confused
heap of play-bills, and a pair of soiled white satin shoes with
large blue rosettes. Hanging over the back of a chair wis
a half-finished muslin apron with little pockets ornamented
with red ribbons, such as waiting-women wear on the stage,

and (by consequence) are never seen with anywhere else.

In one corner stood the diminutive pair of top-boots in which
Miss Snevellicci was accustomed to enact the little jockey,
and, folded on a chair hard by, was a small parcel, which
bore a very suspicious resemblanc to the companion smalls.
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Rll* Ak^ ^ • • .But the most interestinff obierf nf «ii -

open scrap-book, displayafKe mfH^ ' T' ^'^^^' ^
duodecimos that wereTtr^JT ?" °^ ''"'"'^ theatrical

into which smp-S^ ZTJrf^'' '^^^^'*' «"d pasted

Snevellicci s aaiT ZZZT '"'J'^'
"°''*^** °^^'^''

Sing. God o, ^yt^rt^h'^.'^S^,;':y'.'

observe from an ad^e tisemTt ^nTrFfr''
'""'^ ^-" ^e

of to-day, that therhl^m'Tand^^^
hcc. takes her benefit on VVednesdav for whth <!I'

^"'^?-
has put forth a bill of far^ futT l' , •

^"'*^" occasion she
the breast of a mi^nthro^^ T^^ '""^'^ exhilaration in

fellow-townsln h^e noMost thit\-°K''^"^^
.^*^^' °"'

public utility and private worth f J^u ^PP'-e^ation of

been so pre emineJtTdistTn^ .^k i
"^^'"'^ '^^^ ^^^^ 'ong

charming actrTsswi be IZ-^- -^ ^'""^''^ '^^ '^'^

Correspondenr-T S kZ? f ""'^ * ^""^P*^-" "To
that th^hthly:gif{ed and Sttr^^^^ ^^'\^' '^^P^'^^
captivating'al} LS at our ^m^^^^^^^^^

nightly

theatre, is not the same ady tH"! t^.T"'°'^'""'.
''"'^

of immense fortune residing within T ^ TT" g^^^'eman
good city of York latek m.r h

* ^""^.^'^^ "^''^^ ^^ the

Lve reason to knt^tt^Mb tevXcT^^^^^^^^^^^^^
^^

m^phcated in that mysterious and ^omanric fffa r JnH^°h^''conduct on that occasion MIH «^ i
l"*""^ ^n&ir, and whose

hear., than oo
^ erSnfctl^:.thTbriut^.t' ""^

Nicholas had read a ffrpat manxr ^r *u
absorbed in a circumsta^S TnT , ^^u'^ '"'^P^' ^"^ ^as
train of events XhSTe/" r^^^^.-^'^ ^'^

^^
her ankle by slipping on a pii^e^ro^^^^^^^^^
monster in human form (so IhrDanlr iT^*"' ^^^ ^^ ^
at Winchester,-when thifylT^ng^a^ SSlfTtSr^^a^
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<:oal-fcuttle bonnet and walking-dress complete, tripped into
the room, with a thousand apologies for having detained him
10 long after the appointed time.

"But really," said Miss Snevellicci, "my darling Led.
who lives with me here, was taken so very ill in the nighi
that I thought she would have expired in my arms."

Such a fate is almost to be envied," returned Nicholas,
" but I am very sorry to hear it nevertheless."

" What a creature you are to flatter! " said Miss Snevellicci,
buttoning her glove in much confusion.

" If it be flattery to admire your charms and accomplish-
menU," rejoined Nicholas, laying his hand upon th*« scrap-
book, " you have better specimens of it here."

^

" Oh you cruel creature, to read such things as those '.

Im almost ashamed to look you in the face afterwards,
positively I am," said Miss Snevellicci, seizing the book and
putting it away in a closet. " How careless of Led ! How
could she be so naughty !

"

" I thought you had kindly left it here, on purpose for me
to read," said Nicholas. And really it did seem possible.

" I wouldn't have had you see it for the world !
" rejoined

Miss Snevellicci. " I never was so vexed—never ! But she
is such a careless thing, there's no trusting her."
The conversation was here interrupted by the entrance of

the phenomenon, who had discreetly remained in the bedroom
up to this moment, and now presented herself, with much
grace and lightness, bearing in her hand a very little green
parasol with a broad fringe border, and no handle. After
a few words of course, they sallied into the street.

The phenomenon was rather a troublesome companion,
for first the right sandal came down, and then the left'

and these mischances being repaired, one leg of the little

white trousers was discovered to be longer than the other;
besides these accidents, the green parasol was dropped
down an iron grating, and only fished up again, with great
difficulty and by dint of much exertion. However, it was
impossible to scold her, as she was the manager's daughter,
so Nicholas took it all in perfect good humour, and walked
on, with Miss Snevellicci, arm in arm on one side, and the
offending infant on the other.

The first house to which they bent their steps, was situated
in a terrace of respectable appearance. Miss Snevelliccrs
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i
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modest double-knock was answered by a foot-bov who inreply to her mquiry whether Mrs. Imd^ym^'J^^r^
opened his eyes very wide, grinned very muchand said h^didn't know, but he'd inquire. With L? he ih^wertheminto a parlour where he kept them waitiig^nTthe tw^women-servants had repaired thither, underVlse pretencesto see the play-actors; and having compared nSes wTththem m the passage, and joined in I vast ^antity of wT£

.

Now Mrs. Curdle was supposed, by those who were bestinformed on such points, to Assess quite the Londoi t«tem matters relating to literature and the dramaf and ^toMr Curdle, he had written a pamphlet of sixlylfour xTeespost octavo, on the character of the Nurse's deceiedhuEm Romeo and Juliet, with an inquiry whetherTe reaSy hadbeen a "merry man" in his lifetime, or wheUieft w^
so t'^CoThfr H^r^^^^^^

^'''^ that kd'cfd hSso to report him He had likewise proved, that by alteringthe received mode of punctuation, any oni of ShTksnSfplays could be made quite different and the seLrcoStelvchanged; it is needless to say, therefore, thatTe wLaS
^\{r^u^ty''1 P'°^°""^ ^"'^ ™ost ordinal thinker

^

parlor'''a^?ht7o'Spi? ^'^-^^^^ -^ the

^^;^a^^^i^^^^Mr. Curdle wore a loose robe on his bark «ni v.;! • i?:
fore-finger on his forehead after L poSs of St n^^^^^^

" I ventured to call, for the purpose of asking whetheryou would put your name to my bespeak, ma'am"^sl^d MissSnevelhcci, producing documents. '
said Miss

" As an exquisite embodiment of the noet's vision, .nj
. «al.s.t>on of human intellectuahty, gilC^iftSCt

It
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in
light our dreamy moments, and laying open a new and magic
world before the mental eye, the drama is gone, perfectly

gone," said Mr. Curdle.
" VVTiat man is there, now living, who can present before

us all those changing and prismatic colours with which the

character of Hamlet is invested? " exclaimed Mrs. Curdle.
" What man indeed—upon the stage," said Mr. Curdle,

with a small reservation in favour of himself. " Hamlet

!

Pooh ! ridiculous ! Hamlet is gone, perfectly gone."

Quite overcome by these dismal reflections, Mr. and Mrs.

Curdle sighed, and sat for some short time without speaking.

At length, the lady, turning to Miss Snevellicci, inquired

what play she proposed to have.
" Quite a new one," said Miss Snevellicci, " of which this

gentleman is the author, and in which he plays: being his

first appearance on any stage. Mr. Johnson is the gentle-

man's name."
" I hope you have preserved the unities, sir? " said Mr.

Curdle.
" The original piece is a French one," said Nicholas.

" There is abundance of incident, sprightly dialogue, strongly-

marked character
"

" —All unavailing without a strict observance of the

unities, sir," returned Mr. Curdle. " The unities of the

drama, before everything."
" Might I ask you," said Nicholas, hesitating between the

respect he ought to assume, and his love of the whimsical,
" might I ask you what the unities are?

"

Mr. Curdle coughed and considered. " The unities, sir,"

he said, " are a completeness—a kind of a universal dove-
tailedness with regard to place and time—a sort of a general

oneness, if I may be allowed to use so strong an expression.

I take those to be the dramatic unities, so far as I have
been enabled to bestow attention upon them, and I have
read much upon the subject, and thought much. I find,

running through the performances of this child," said Mr.
Curdle, turning to the phenomenon, " a unity of feeling,

a breadth, a light and shade, a warmth of colouring, a tone,

a harmony, a glow, an artistical development of original con-

ceptions, which I look for, in vain, among older performers.

I don't know whether I make myself understood?
"

" Perfectly," replied Nicholas.
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'^".1'l4f'' ^^« P^^^™ ^^^^^^
what Mr.

give ««, the si^Uon*o/^r ^«T^fl' "' "" "«
the distinction merdy upZuTtn^^ic^'-ZfT-''
clearly stated. I talf<» it t« k-

'»» oncvciiicci. ihat being

should ext^d' ou?St^L,le i,1 a^'^" """'• """ "^
the sake of the assoSIS^^^.^^.^'^.t^'',"'" '"

rd1Sj'?^'r'^""'°''>^'-«^™Mt™etlIicar»

Let me see," said Mr. cSdle; " twice^our? eth f.

seven-and-six: we shall nof HJff*.; o>^ 7- "* half-crowns is

Sixpence will noTArur^^^fS^til^T""' ' ='""-^''

m^r^S LTS/at .'f;;

'^:^d,e":?d™-^''
"'"j

the toul'"""
""^''" »''' '''^"olas, when they got dear of

" lilT^^'
^y""" ^^ M™ Snevcllicci, ttking hi, armthat I think myself verv luctv th»,, j:j

"'» ms arm,

money instead of beinrsbtOTn« short t 7' *" ""^

would^have been quite ceriain of thrfrr.5,°. '^'^
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with the public actions of the phpnomenon, and who, being
called down from the nursery to be treated with a private
view of that young lady, proceeded to poke their fingers into
her eyes, and tread upon her loes, and show her many other
little attentions peculiar to their time of life.

" I shall certainly persuade Mr. Borum to take a private
box," said the lady of the house, after a most gracious recep-
tion. " I shall only take two of the children, and will make
up the rest of the party, of gentlemen—your admirers. Miss
Snevellicci. Augustus, you naughty boy, leave the little
girl alone."

This was addressed to a young gentleman who was pinch-
ing the phenomenon behind, apparently with a view of ascer-
taining whether she was real.

" I am sure you must be very tired," said the mama
turmng to Miss Snevellicci. " I cannot think of allowing
you to go, without first taking a glass of wine. Fie, Char-
lotte, I am ashamed of you ! Miss Lane, my dear, pray see
to the children."

Miss Lane was the governess, and this entreaty was
rendered necessary by the abrupt behaviour of the youngest
Miss Borum, who, having filched the phenomenon's little
green parasol, was now carrying it bodily off, while the dis-
tracted infant looked helplessly on.

" I am sure, where you ever learnt to act as you do," said
good-natured Mrs. Borum, turning again to Miss Snevellicci.
" I cannot understand (Emma, don't stare so); laughing in
one piece, and crying in the next, and so natural in all—oh
dear

!

"

'

" I am very happy to hear you express so favourable an
opmion," said Miss Snevellicci. "It's quite delightful to
think you like it."

" Like it! " cried Mrs. Borum. " Who can help liking it'
I would go to the play, twice a week if I could: I dote upon
It. Only you're too affecting sometimes. You do put mem such a state; into such fits of crying ! Goodness gracious
me. Miss Lane, how can you let them torment that poor
child so !

" *^

The phenomenon was really in a fair way of being torn
limb from limb; fcr two strong little boys, one holding on
by each of her hands, were dragging her in different direc-
tions as a trial of strength. However, Miss Lane (who had
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Mi i

taken away by haftimT^JrT'.'"- *"">' «"«™ard5
•laraage than a flkttenlnf'^fvf

^"P^mng no more serious

n.theTex.e„3i;et2Khfwglt"eVSL"?r' *"" "

wanted trag^r^d oth^T?^ » Afferent thin^. Some

,^ncing;'^mr\^nVd'''s^r?erSr„r T^'^ '"

thought the comic siMrerrli^M.jii *">'™"S «'«. Some
woull tave mo™VoT£t"iSvX.°*r '"'P''";'
wouldn't promise to go berau^^L ' ^™ P~P'«
promise to go; and othir p^pTwouWn' .^flnT'^"''Other people went At ]»«Jik

"j"" ^ K9 at all, because

omitting JSmetto^-in^Jy^'Xi
«"d. ^X Uttle and little,

that, Miss Sr,tvenLJX,fS^to^^ '.T""^ '"

was comprehensive enSif itT»^ i"
°' '*'* •"<>''

eluded aLng other"ri^^'fo^X dJv^^™"' <"/""
combats, and several daniesV JlXt't '°'^' " '«"

P«t.y well exhausted wwTS^usTness' "thrC """''
xSicholas worked awav af ^u^ •

, . y*

pu. Into reheaiil, a'nTL" worKut'^K'^'' 'I^*'^
which he studied iith ureltZ^^. '^ *! *"= °™ Part,

inches wide, were disnprc*.r^ ;„ oii j- •
' '°"^ "X ^i^ne

the areas, thrusTunSllheYnScte td'/"? T-" ^"
the sho^. They were placarted on aKtaSrtri'" "L'not with complete succp« fnr o„ •, •.

"^ ^°°' though

undertaken throfficeTuri^ ^h.^ i

•^•' P'''°" ^^^^"^

bill-sticker, a Lt were Dosfed !;h"'^''P°''''"" °^ ^^^ ^«g"lar

upside down.
^ P°'^''' '''^''"^>'^' ^^ ^h^ remainder

gaU^V'l;J^^^at%1-
^^^^^^^^

of four people to the

dozen; at six o'clock the kicS 4 ^teJ^fir ""''W^'^'
^

elder Master Crummies opened tie doo^ h.^
^""^

S'" '^'

run behind it for his life Fffti^n u-v^
^^ '''^^ °^^««^ ^

Mrs. Grudden in the fil^^ten^;^^^^^^^^^^^^
"^^^ ^^^- ^^
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Behind the scenes, the same unwonted excitement pre-

vailed. Miss Snevellicd was in such a perspiration that the
paint would scarcely stay on her face. Mrs. Crummies was
so nervous that she could hardly remember her part. Miss
Brayassa's ringlets came out of curl with the heat and
anxiety; even Mr. Crummies himself kept peeping through
the hole in the curtain, and running back, every now and
then, to announce that another man had come into the pit.

At last, the orchestra left off, and the curtain rose upon
the new piece. The first scene, in which there was nobody
particular, passed off calmly enough, but when Miss Snevel-

licd went on in the second, accompanied by the phenomenon
as child, what a roar of applause broke out ! The people in

the Borum box rose as one man, waving their hats and hand-
kerchiefs, and uttering shouts of " Bravo ! " Mrs. Borum
and the governess cast wreaths upon the stage, of which,
some fluttered into the lamps, and one crowned the temples
of a fat gentleman in the pit, who, looking eagerly towards
the scene, remained unconscious of the honour; the tailor

and his family kicked at the panels of the upper boxes till

they threatened to come out altogether; the very ginger-

beer boy remained transfixed in the centre of the house;
a young officer, supposed to entertain a passion for Miss
Snevellicci, stuck his glass in his eye as though to hide a tear.

Again and again Miss Snevellicci curtseyed lower and lower,

and again and again the applause came down, louder and
louder. At length, when the phenomenon picked up one of

the smoking wreaths and put it on, sideways, over Miss
Snevellicci's eye, it reached its climax, and the play pro-

ceeded.

But when Nicholas came on for his crack scene with Mrs.
Crummies, what a clapping of hands there was ! When Mrs.
Crummies (who was his unworthy mother) sneered, and
called him " presumptuous boy," and he defied her, what a
tumult of applause came on ! \\Tiien he quarrelled with the
other gentleman about the young lady, and producing a case
of pistols, said, that if he was a gentleman, he would fight

him in that drawing-room, until the furniture was sprinkled
with the blood of one, if not of two—how boxes, pit, and
gallery, joined in one most vigorous cheer ! When he called

his mother names, because she wouldn't give up the young
lady's property, and she relenting, caused him to relent like-

¥m
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t'l^' Inld^uT^^l^^l-^'^^^^r blessing, haw

fire, anSa/thclXloTed memb^Js ofthef
''' ''^ '^"^

in, and tumbled down in vSs h;5o.-
''''"'P*"^ ^^

that had anything to do wJtK fi? r . f*"^."'~"°' ^^ause
off with a tab efu-Sie «nH.V P^f',^"^'" "'"der to finish

increased consfde^ablyW ^\^ ^>^ '^'^ ^ime

asm, as had not beej\^e^7L ^L^et^f^' '' '"'^"^^^

many a dav. ^® ^^^ ^or many and

CHAPTER XXV

0» T„E« IJ,™ ""^™'«= '^^'^ONV CONSEQUENT

ordinary success" for onX 5- ""i^'
^'^'^^'^ ^^ ^^tra-

receive|, by fa^o^/^o^th^ indU";;-^^^^^^^^ ^'^^f-

tion copy oriSrSL^ „^^^^^^ ^.r"'-' >^'"g ^ P^^s^nta-

with thSgenYleman?own^^.^
[orwarded to the theatre,

.HatH/cu.,erMT;t'CyTStte~
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hira for three hours every morning before breakfast during
nis stay m the town. •*

" I've got another novelty, Johnson," said Mr. Crummiesone mornmg m great glee.
''

VJTiat's that? " rejoined Nicholas. " The ponv? "
ho, no, we never come to the pony till everythine elsehas failed " said Mr. Crummies. 'N[ don't think we^shaUcome to the pony at all, this season. No, no, not the pony."

^^
A boy phenomenon, perhaps? " suggested Wicholas.
There is only one phenomenon, sir," replied Mr. Crummies

impressively, " and that's a girl."

r LlV{
t'^e," said Nicholas. " I beg your pardon. Then

I don t know what it is, I am sure."

Jr! •^'?\/^°Ji''^ y°", ^*y ^° * y°""g ^ady from London? "

kp:l)^;yS.r?^^ "^- ^--^^-^ ^^ ^he Theatre

Nicholi°"^^
^^^ ^^^ "^""'^ '°°^ ""^'^ '"^^ '" *^^ ^'"^'" '*'<^

"You're about right there," said Mr. Crummies: "and
If you had said she would look very well upon the stace too

S.TSf, ^'" '^" '" ""• "-" "'- ""- '»^
With this inquiry Mr. Crummies unfolded a red posterand a blue poster, and a yeUr v poster, at the top of each ofwhich public notification wu inscribed in enomous char-

nf th"! TK 7 appearance of the unrivalled Miss Petowker
of the Theatre Royal, Drury Lane '

"

;;
Dear me! " said Nicholas, " I know that lady."
Then you are acquainted with as much talent as wasever compressed mto one young person's body," retortedMr. Crummies, rolling up the bills again; " that is, talent

^l^
^ertam sort—of a certain sort. ' The Blood Drinker ' "

added Mr. Crummies with a piophetic sigh, '"The BloodDrinker will die with that girl; and .he^ 'the onlv sylph
/ ever saw, who could stand upon one leg, and plav thetambourine on her other knee, like a sylph

''
"

•' When does she come down," asked Nicholas,

an .S
^ ^""Pf'At ^""'J^^y'" '^P"^^ ^fr- ^ rummies. " She is

she cilirn ° f'• ^'r'^^'- ^^''- ^'^"^"^'^^ »a^ whatShe could do-always knew it from the first. She taught
her, indeed, nearly all she knows. Mrs. Crummies was fheongmal Blood Drinker."

P
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1;
Was she, irdeed? "

',',

X^'. ?^* '^^ °^^«*^ *® Pv« it up though."
^
Did It disagree with her? " asked Nichol^.

rn^rn^l? T^^u'^^ ^^'\^ ^^^ ^'^^ audiences," replied Mr.

vT^^L^;
.^°^yco"W«tandit. It was too tremendous.

0" oon t quite know what Mrs. Crummies is, yet."
Nicholas ventured to insinuate that he thought he did.

• J ^' "r°'7°V
*^°"^'" **''^ Mr. Cnmmles; "you don't

mdeed. /don't, and that's a fact. I don't think her
country will till she is dead. Some new proof of talent
bursts from that astonishing woman every year of her lifeLook at her, mother of six children, three of 'em alive, and
all uj)on the stage !

'

" Extraordinary! " cried Nicholas.

f«VJ.^i *^''^°''^H"y.
indeed," rejoined Mr. Crummies,

taking a comp acent pmch of snuff, and shaking his head
gravely. 1 pledge you my professional word I didn't evenknow she could dance, till her last benefit, and then she
played Juliet, and Helen Macgregor, and did the skipping-
rope hornpipe between the pieces. The very first time Isaw that admirable woman, Johnson," said Mr. Crummies
drawing a little nearer, and speaking in the tone of confiden-
tial friendship, she stood upon her head on the butt-end ofa spear, surrounded with blazing fireworks."
" You astonish me! " said Nicholas.
"5A^ astonished me/" returned Mr. Crummies, with avery serious countenance. " Such grace, coupled with such

dignity! I adored her from that moment! "

The arrival of the gifted subject of these remarks put anabrupt termination to Mr. Crummles's eulogium. Almost
immediate y afterwards Master Percy Crummies entered
with a letter, which had arrived by the General Post, and
was directed to his gracious mother; at sight of the
superscription whereof, Mrs. Crummies exclaimed, " From
Hennette Petowker, I do declare!" and instantly became
absorbed in the contents.

'• Is it ? " inquired Mr. Crummies, hesitating.
Oh, yes. Its all right," replied Mrs. Crummies, antici-

pating the question. What an excellent thing for her, to
be sure 1

o ,
vu

.K-'u^'f ^^l
best thing altogether, that I ever heard 01, I

think, said Mr. Crummies; and then Mr. Crummies, Mrs.
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^iT^!^''S^^!^."^^/^l'^ Crummies, all fell to laughing

1 I' /'<^'^?l*«
left them to enjoy their mirth togethe?

and walked to his lodgings: wondering very much what
mystery connected with Miss Petowker could'provoke such
merriment, and pondering still more on the extreme sur-
pnse with which that lady would regard his sudden enlist-ment in a profession of which she was such a distinguished
and brilliant ornament.
But in this latter respect he was mistaken; for-whetherMr Vincent Crummies had paved the way, or Miss Petowker

had some special reason for treating him with even more
than her usual amiability-their meeting at the theatre nextday was more like that of two dear friends who had been
inseparable from infancy, than a recognition passing between
a lady and gentleman who had only met some half dozen
times, and then by mere chance. Nay, Miss Petowker even
whispered that she had wholly dropped the Kenwigses in
her conversations with the manager's family, and had repre-
sented herself as having encountered Mr. Johnson in the
vf y first and most fashionable circles; and on Nicholas
receiving this mteUigence with unfeigned surprise, she added
with a sweet glance, that she had a claim on his good nature
now, and might tax it before long.

Nicholas had the honour of playing in a slight piece with
Miss Petowker that night, and could not but observe that
the warmth of her reception was mainly attributable toa most persevenng umbrella in the upper boxes; he saw
too, that the enchanting actress cast many sweet looki
towards the quarter whence these sounds proceeded: and
that every time she did so, the umbrella broke out afresh
Once, he thought that a peculiarly shaped hat in the same
corner was not wholly unknown to him; but, being occupied
with his share of the stage business, he bestowed no great
attention upon this circumstance, and it had quite vanished
from his memory by the time he reached home.
He had just sat down to supper with Smike, when one

of the people of the house came outside the door, and
announced that a gentleman below stairs wished to speak toMr. Johnson. ^

"Well, if he does, you must tell him to come up: that's
all I know,'' rephed Nicholas. " One of our hungry brethren
I suppose, Smike. '
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t.«?"/!K^'^*^^-''
^**?^"* ** ^« ~^«^ °»«a' in »a«nt calcula-

«nH nn.^
quantity that would be left for dinner next day,and put back a slice he had cut for himself, in order that thevmtor 8 encroachments might be less formidable in th«r

Ju\ " .??^ anybody who has been here before," saidNichoUs, « for he is tumbling up every stair. Come in, cTem. In the name of wonder! Mr. Lillyvick? »
It was, mdeed, Uie collector of water-rates who, regarding

,h^v^?' T'^- t
^"""^ ^°°^ *"^ immovable coun^nan^

shook hands with most portentous solemnity, and sat himseldown in a seat by the chimney-comer.
;• Why, when did you come here? " asked Nicholas.

^
This mormng, sir," replied Mr. Lillyvick.

was your umbi-^*"
^^'^ ''*'" ** ^' ^^'^''^ ^°'"^S^^' ^"^ ^^

"This umbrella," said Mr. Lillyvick, producing a fat green

oTrt^^^fran^ce';?'"^^'
^^-^^^ " What dil you fhink

Ni:h'cJaI" rth^ou^hf^^^^^^^^^^
^^^' -P"^<^

"Agreeable! " cried the collector. " I mean to say, sirthat It was delicious." ^' '

Mr. Lillyvick bent forward to pronounce the last wordwith greater emphasis; and having done so, drew himself
up, and frowned and nodded a great many times

I say, dehcious," repeated Mr. Lillyvick. "
Absorbinff

fauy-hke, toomultuous," and again Mr. Lillyvick r'-ew
himself up, and agam he frowned and nodded. '

Ahl said Nicholas, a little surprised at these svmr oms
of ecstatic approbation. " Yes, she is a clever girl."

. 11 . .""Z ur^I^^^C
'^'^""'^^ ^'' Lillvvick, giving a

collector's double kncck on the ground with the umbrdi
before-mentioned. " I have kno^n divine actreLsbefoe
now, sir; I used to coUect-at least I used to call for-andvery often call for-the water-rate at the house of a divine
actress, who hved m my beat ior upwards of four year butnever-no never, sir-of all divine creatures, actresses or no
actresses, did I see a , vmer one than is Henrietta Petowker "

Nicholas had much ado to prevent himself from laughing-

•i M'^"^n^'"??F *° '^^' ^^ "^«^«^y nodded in accordance
with Mr. Lillyvick's nods, and remained silent
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"Let me sp-eak a word with vou in private," said Mr

Lillyvick.

Nicholas looked g od-humouredlv at Smike, who, taking
the hint, disappeared.

" A bachelor is a miserable wretch, sir," said Mr. Lillvvick
'• Is he? " asked Nicholas.

^

" He is," rejoined the collector. " I have lived in the
world for nigh sixty year, and I ought to know what it is."

" You ought to know, certainly," thought Nicholas; " but
whether you do or not, is another question."

" If a bachelor happens to have saved a little matter of
money," said Mr. Lillyvick, " his sisters and brothers, '^.nd
nephews and nieces, look to that money, and not to him •

even if, by being a public character, he is the head of the
family, or, as it may be, the main from which all the other
bttle branches are turned on, they still wish him dead all the
while, and get low-spirited every time they see him looking
in good health, because they want to come into his little
property. You see that?

"

'' Oh, yes," replied Nicholas: " it's very true, no doubt."
"The great reason for not being married," resumed Mr.

Lillyvick, " is the expense; that's what's kept me off, or
else—Lord

!
" said Mr. Lillyvick, snapping his fingers, "

I

might have had fifty women."
" Fine women? "'asked Nicholas.
"Fine women, sir!" replied the collector; "aye! not

so fine as Henrietta Petowker, for she is an uncommon
specimen, but such women as don't fall into everv man's
way, I can tell you. Now suppose a man can get a' fortune
in a wife instead of with her— eh ?

"

'' Why, then, he's a lucky fellow," replied S'icholas.
"That's what I say," retorted the collector, patting him

benignantly on the side of the head with his umbrella; " just
what I say. Henrietta Petowker, the talented Henrietta
Petowker, has a fortune in herself, and I am going to

'"

" To make her Mrs. Lillyvick? " suggested Nicholas.
" No, sir, not to make her Mrs. Lillv\-ick," replied the

collector. " Actresses, sir, always keep their maiden names
—that's the regular thing—but I'm going to marrv her-
and the day after to-morrow, too." " '

'

" I congratulate you, sir," said Nicholas.
"Thank you, sir," replied the collector, buttoning his
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"T^!*!- ".V*"*" ^^'^ *^«'" •*'*'T' o' CO""*, and I hope
after all that it s nearl> as cheap to keep two as it is to keeo
one; that's a consolaiin." ^

"Surely you doni want any consolation at such amoment? " observed Nicholas.

^^
"No," replied Mr. :.iiiyvick, shaking his head nervously:no—of course not."

"
?"i if\ .f""** >"^" ' °^*» **««» '' you're going to be

married, Mr. Lillyvie'- > -^ed Nicholas.
" Why, that's whai can to explain to you," replied the

coUector of water-r.- lie fact is, we have thought it
best to keep it seen - i i tl e family."

" Family I" said ] itlohs. " V^Tiat family? "
" The Kenw^gses r: rours*>. • rejoi led Mr. Lillyvick.

>H
"If

A^ord about it before
ito fits at my feet, and

' took an oath not to marry
• 't a commission of lunacy,
lit collector, quite trembling

my m'ece and the chid
I came away, theyV' ljf.'e

never have come ouc c f 'eni

anybody. Or thsy'd lave ^ i

or some dreadful thin-," said

as he spoke.

"To be sure," said Nicholas. "Yes; they would have
been jealous, no doubt."
"To prevent which," said Mr. Lillyvick, " Henrietta Pe-

towker (it was settled between us) should come down here to
her fnends, the Crummleses, under pretence of this engage-
ment, and I should go down to Guildford the day before and
join her on the coach there; which I did, and we came down
from Guildford yesterday together. Now, for fear you should
be writing to Mr. Noggs, and might say anything about us,
we have thought it best to let you into the secret. We shall
be married from the Crummleses' lodgings, and shall be
delighted to see you—either before church or at breakfast-
tune, which you hke. It won't be expensive, you know,"
said the collector, highly anxious to prevent any mis-
understanding on this point; " just muffins and coffee, with
perhaps a shrimp or something of that sort for a relish
you know." '

" Yes, yes, I understand," replied Nicholas. " Oh, I shall
be most happy to come ; it will give me the greatest pleasure.
Where's the lady stopping? With Mrs. Crummies? "

Why, no," said the collector; " they couldn't very well
dispose of her at night, and so she is staying with an acquaint-
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ance of hers, and another young lady; they both belong
to the theatre."

*^

" Miss Snevellicci, I suppose? " said Nicholai.

I'

Yes, that's the name.*'
"

ii?u
^*^'" ^ bridesmaids, I presume? " said Nicholas.

Why, said the collector, with a rueful face, " thev wilt
have four hndesmaids; I'm afraid they'll make it rather
theatrical."

" Oh no, not at all," replied Nicholas, with an awkward
attempt to convert a laugh into a cough. " Who may the
four be? Miss Snevellicci of course—Miss Ledrook "

'^ The—the phenomenon," groaned the collector.
Ha, ha! "cried Nicholas. " I beg your pardon, I don'

t

know what I m laughin;? at—yes, that'll be very pretty-the
phenomenon—who else?

" •> r
j

" Some young woman or other," repUed the collector
nsing; some other fnend of Henrietta Petowker's Well
you 11 be 1

.

you? "
careful not to say anything about it, will

"You may safely depend upon me." replied Nicholas
Won t you take anything to eat or drink? "

"No," said the collector; "I haven't any appetite. I
should think it was a very pleasant life, the married one, eh?

"

^^
I have not the : -ast doubt of it," rejoined Nicholas

"Yes," said the collector; " certainly. Oh yes.' No
doubt. Good night."

^

With these words, Mr. Lillyvick, whose manner had
exhibited through the whole of this interview a most extra-

°'^'i^"l''^
u^°"^P°""^ °^ precipitation, hesitation, confidence

and doubt, fondness, misgiving, meanness, and self-import-
ance, turned his back upon the room, and left Nicholas o
enjoy a laugh by himself if he felt so disposed.
Without stopping to inquire whether the intervening dav

appeared to Nicholas to consist of the usual number of nours
of the ordinary length, it may be remarked that to the
parties more directly interested in the forthcomir;' ce emonv
It passed with great rapiditv, insomuch that wh^n Miss
Petowker awoke on the succeeding morninj^ in t..e chamber
of Miss Snevellicci, she declared that noth ng should ever
persuade her that that really was the day which was to
behold a change in her condition.

" I never will believe it," said Miss Petowker; I cannot

(•

r

If
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I-r!lr;K

^''*

u^ "°u"'^ ?"^«' ^ ''*^«'' ^" "'ake up my mind
to go through with such a trial!

" k / xu

On hearing this Miss Snevelhcci, and Miss Ledrook, whoknew perfectly well that their fair friend's mind h^d b^en

sihe wo'IhH h«l/'K
°'

/^n' ^'T' ^' *">^ P^"''^ °f ^»^<=h time
she would have cheerfully underigone the desperate trial now
approaching if she could have found any eligible gentleman
disposed for the venture, began to preach comfort and firm
ness, and to say how very proud she ought to feel that it was
in her power to confer lasting bliss on a deserving object, andhow necessary It was for the happiness of mankind in general
that women should possess fortitude and resignation on such
occasions; and that although for their parts they held true
happiness to consist in a single life, which they would not
wi mgly exchange-no, not for any worldly consideration-
still (thank Heaven), if ever the time should come, they hoped
they knew their duty too well to repine, but would the
rather submit with meekness and humility of spirit to a
fate for which Providence had clearly designed them with
a view to the contentment and reward of their fellow-
creatures.

^
" I might feel it was a great blow," said Miss Snevellicci,

.1 . , ! u"P T°'^
associations and what-do-you-callems of

that kind, but I would submit, my dear, I would indeed."
So would I, said Miss Ledrook; " I would rather court

the yoke than shun it. I have broken hearts before now
and I m very sorry for it. It's a terrible thing to reflect
upon. ®

" It is indeed," said Miss Snevellicci, " Now Led, mv dear
we must positively get her ready, or we shall be too late, we
shall indeed.

This pious reasoning, and perhaps the fear of being too
late, supported the bride through the ceremony of robing
after which, strong tea and brandy were administered m
alternate doses as a means of strengthening her feeble limbs
and causmg her to walk steadier.

'!. S'^T^n ^°"/? » "°^ "^y love? " inquired Miss Snevellicci.
Oh LiUyvick! cned vhe bride. " If you knew what Iam undergoing for you I

"

" Of course he knows it, love, and will never fonjet it
"

said Miss Ledrook. * *

" Do you think he won't? " cried Miss Petowker, really
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showing great capability for the stage. " Oh, do you think
he won't? Do you think Lillyvick will always remember it—always, always, always? "

There is no knowing in what this burst of feeling might
have ended, if Miss Snevellicci had not at that moment
proclaimed the arrival of the fly, which so astounded the
bride that she shook ofif divers alarming symptoms which
were coming on very strong, and running to the glass adjusted
her dress, and calmly declared tl^at she was ready for the
sacrifice.

^^
She was accordingly supported into the coach, and there

" kept up " (as Miss Snevellicci said) with perpetual sniffs of
sal volatile and sips of brandy and other gentle stimulants,
until they reached the manager's door, which was alreadv
opened by the two Master Crummleses, who wore white
cockades, and were decorated with the choicest and most
resplendent waistcoats in the theatrical wardrobe. By the
combined exertions of these young gentlemen and the brides-
maids, assisted by the coachman, Miss Petowker w.is at
length supported in a condition of much exhaustion to the
first floor, where she no sooner encountered the youth.ful
bridegroom than she fainted with great decorimi.

" Henrietta Petowia-r! " said the collector; " chetr up, mv
lovely one,"

Miss Petowker grasped the collector's iiand, but emotion
choked her utterance.

" Is the sight of me so dreadful, Henrietta Petowker? "

said the collector.

" Oh no, no, no," rejoined the bride; " but all the friends,
the darling friends, of my youthful days —to leave them all-
it is such a shock !

"

With such expressions of sorrow, Miss Petowker went on
to enumerate the dear friends of her youthful days one bv
one, and to call upon such of them as were present to come
and embrace her. This done, she remembered that Mrs.
Crummies had been more than a mother to her, and after
that, that Mr. Crummies had been more than a father to her,
and after that, that the Master Crummleses and Miss Ninetta
Crummies had been more than brothers and sisters to her.
These various remembrances being each accompanied with a
series of hugs, occupied a long cime, and they were obliged to
drive to church very fast, for fear they should be too late

f>l
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if'

The procession consisted of two flvs- in th#. fi«* «« u- u
were Miss Bravassa (the fourth hriZ^m^^XM^'crlr^^
the collector, and Mr. Folair, who had beenThosenTSsecond on the occasion. In the other wertth^hJ?^ iS
Crummies, Miss SnevelUcci, M?ss lldmoT anS the 1^^

^'•

menon. The costumes were beaS. 'xhe brfdesmSwere quite covered with artificial flowers and th«^h.nmenon m oarticular, was rendered Zost fnvisible tZportable arUr m which she was enshrined. Miss LdJo^who was of a romantic turn, wore in her breastremfnSof some field-officer unknown, which she had purc£a great bargam not very long before; the oTer hdLs dS'

equal .0 real, and Mrs. Crummies came out in a stem inH

ters™'^"'^'
"'^^•^ ^"^^^^^^ ^^^ admil^dofTf^^ll

But, perhaps the appearance of Mr. Crumml-s was mnr*stnking and appropriate than that of any membTof th^party. This gentleman, who personated iebTde^s father

UD " forTr^'
K^

*

^'^Py *"^ °^*^ conception "made
a^stv r«nH ^^11 ^^ ^"^^^"^ ^™^«^f ^ a theatrica wSofa style and pattern commonly known as a hro^m G^^^and moreover assuming a snuff-coloured «„> ^t^ ^ '

1 he procession up the aisle was beautiful 'n,^ h^^

with that stage "^l^tth^^ksbuoU S^Sra^dTst?

an .mmeme pa^ „f ,p«ud«), ttey wJ. ZfXZ^t
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in high spirits. And here they found Nicholas awaiting their

arrival.
" Now then," said Crummies, who had been assisting Mrs.

Grudden in the preparations, which were on a more extensive

scale than was quite agreeable to the collector. " Breakfast,

breakfast."

No second invitation was required. The company crowded
and squeezed themselves at the table as well as they could,

and fell to, immediately : Miss Petowker blushing very much
when anybody was looking, and eating very much when
anybody was not looking; and Mr. Lillyvick going to work
as though with the cool resolve, that since the good things

must be paid for by him, he would leave as little as possible

for the Crummleses to eat up afterwards.
" It's very soon done, sir, isn't it? " inquired Mr. Folair of

the collector, leaning over the table to address him.
" What is soon done, sir? " returned Mr. Lillyvick.
" The tying up, the fixing oneself with a wife," replied

Mr. Folair. " It don't take long, does it?
"

" No, sir," replied Mr. Lillyvick, colouring. " It does not

take long And what then, sir?
"

" Oh! nothing," said the actor. " It don't take a man
long to hang himself, either, eh? Ha, ha!

"

Mr. Lillyvick laid down his knife and fork, and looked

round the table with indignant astonishment.
" To hang himself! " repeated Mr. Lillyvick.

A profound silence came upon all, for Mr. Lillyvick was
dignified beyond expression.

" To hang himself !
" cried Mr. Lillyvick again. " Is any

parallel attempted to be drawn in this company between
matrimony and hanging? "

" The noose, you know," said Mr. Folair, a little crest-

fallen.

" The noose, sir? " retorted Mr. Lillyvick. " Does any
man dare to speak to me of a noose, and Henrietta Pe "

" Lillyvick," suggested Mr. Crummies.
"—and Henrietta Lillyvick in the same breath?" said

the collector, " In this house, in the presence of Mr. and
Mrs. Ciximmles, who have brought up a talented and virtuous

family, to be blessings and phenomenons, and what not,

are we to hear talk of nooses?
"

" Folair," said Mr. Crummies, deeming it a matter of
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If

'. 1

1

'lit

I

.J ^' *^° ^''" S""? on in this way at me for? " iim«1the unfortunate actor. " What have I done™
^"^

«hoi?S:i,rsl!J[y3'^"*'
'"^-'' " "- " the

reU,^r;^t>th:S'r'""" "'"^'" ^''' Cru-nmfes,

thrcoSec'.or.'^N:;^::','' st^^"'" "'r"'
''^^'" «"<'

r^5^"nt^1';ii"C-J^Jitet^.,^^^^^

tears, and require the assistance of all four bridMm 'vu

ng himself with pinching Nicholas's leg when anvihZ w«:

selves and on. h. .^T ^'^' "" returning thanks for them-

^S;itSK,.trrd°te"ari^:etas^^^^^

proposed to take steamboat to Ryde, had not sent in a
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peremptory message intimating, that if they didn't come
direcLly he should infallibly demand eighteen-pence over

and above his agreement.

This desperate threat effectually broke up the party. After

a most pathetic leave-taking, Mr. Lillyvick and his bride

departed for Ryde, where they were to spend the next two

days in profound retirement, and whither they were accom-

panied by the infant, who had been appointed travelling

bridesmaid on Mr. Lillyvick's express stipulation: as the

steamboat people, deceived by her size, would (he had pre-

viously ascertained) transport her at half-price.

As there was no performance that night, Mr. Crummies

declared his intention of keeping it up till everything to

drink was disposed of; but Nicholas having to play Romeo
for the first time on the ensuing evening, contrived to slip

away in the midst of a temporary confusion, occasioned by

the unexpected development of strong symptoms of inebriety

in the conduct of Mrs. Grudden.

To this act of desertion he was led, not only by his own
inclinations, but by his anxiety on account of Smike, who,

having to sustain the character of the Apothecary, had been

as yet wholly unable to get any more of the part into his

head than the general idea that he was very hungry, which

—perhaps from old recollections—he had acquired with great

aptitude.
" I don't know what's to be done, Smike," said Nicholas,

laying down the book. " I am afraid you can't learn it, my
poor fellow."

" I am afraid not," said Smike, shaking his head. " I

think if you—but that would give you so much trouble."
" What? " inquired Nicholas. " Never mind me."
" I think," said Smike, " if you were to keep saying it to

me in little bits, over and over again, I should be able to

recollect it from hearing you."

"Do you think so!" exclaimed Nicholas. "Well said.

Let us see who tires first. Not I, Smike, trust me. Now
then. ' Wi\o calls so loud? '

"

" ' Who calls so loud? ' " said Smike.
" ' Who calls so loud? ' " repeated Nicholas.
" ' Who calls so loud? ' " cried Smike.

Thus they continued to ask each other who called so loud,

over and over again; and when Smike had that by heart,
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S,tdThen IS^r*"^*' ^"^ ^- to two at a
Smike found to Ss unt^Zb^^^ Z' T^^' "^•^"''^'^* P^^'
remember somethingiCt^e lext ^" ""^^^ ^^^" ""

rendt'd'motS»T n^° ^^ T"> -<^ ^mike,
made, got on f^terl^Xttt^TZl \^^ ^^^^^>'
began to acquire the word prm^LTW'lf^V ^'
him how he must come in wiffih h^i^' ^''^^°l'«

^^o^^d
his stomach, and how he muS ^^ • n'

'P'^^ o"' upon
pliance with the es?rblS,eT£r^TJ°"t'^ '"^ '^^ ^" ^°^-
stege always denote thaSieyw^^ P^°P'« °" ^^^
the morning's rehearsal they wSt .«

* \"^ *° ?*'• After
they stop, except for a S^l^n. """'^ .^^'"' "^'^ did
repair to the th^tre at ^^^

^""''' ""^^ ^^ ^as time to

Net^Ldlup^fm'orrSS'^"^' ^"™^^«> <^ociIe pupil,

kind-hearted master ^ '^"*' unweaiy^ng, considerate,

he waJ^t upotjke'SLf^^^^^^^^ ^^ '' '^'^ -^-^^ -^^en
They prospered well.^'eS^ «newed his instructions,

plaudits an^ unbouJideJ^LorandlmTr'' "'^' ^^^^
unanimously, alike by audieSanH f? T P'-O'^ounced

»nd prodigy of ApotheSries
''°"' ^' ^^"^ P"'^^^

CHAPTER XXVI
.S «A„0„T W.TB ^0«. „..o„ „ „^

PEACE OF MIND

to the duU and pIodZg,"?fi°t? '" '^ ^"^™«»>
Ae gay and spirited; Ihe ne™n. ^'"",°' ""'"'"8 '»
Vemopht, and £s frieid tr SeZZl,^"' '''•''''*''

these, like the nfej?, we«'„XTed\„°? "" r°™' l""
however, because any flow o?mi™ v """"""d; not,ny now of conversation prevented the
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attractions of the journals from being called into request,
for not a word was exchanged between the two, nor was
any sound uttered, save when one, in tossing about to find

an easier resting-place for his aching head, uttered an ex-
clamation of impatience, and seemed for the moment to
communicate a new restlessness to his companion.
These appearances would in themselves have furnished a

pretty strong clue to the extent of the debauch of the pre-
vious night, even if there had not been other indications of
the amusements in which it had been passed. A couple of
billiard balls all mud and dirt, two battered hats, a cham-
pagne bottle with a soiled glove twisted round the neck, to
allow of its being grasped more surely in its capacity of an
offensive weapon; a broken cane; a card-case without the
top: an empty purse; a watch-guard snapped asunder; a
handful of silver, mingled with fragments of half-smoked
cigars, and their stale and crumbled ashes; these, and many
other tokens of riot and disorder, hinted very intelligibly at
the nature of last night's gentlemanly frolics.

Lord Frederick Verisopht was the first to speak. Drop-
ping his slippered foot on the ground, and yawning heavily, he
struggled into a sitting posture, and turned his dull languid
eyes towards his friend, to whom he called in a drowsy voice.

" Hallo !
" replied Sir Mulberry, turning round.

" Are we going to lie here all da-a-y? " said the lord.
" I don't know that we're fit for anything else," replied

Sir Mulberr}'; " yet awhile, at least. I haven't a grain of

life in me this morning."
" Life !

" cried Lord Frederick. " I feel as if there would
be nothing so snug and comfortable as to die at once."

" Then why don't you die? " said Sir Mulberry.
With which inquiry he turned his face away, and seemed

to occupy himself in an attempt to fall asleep.

His hopeful friend and pupil drew a chair to the breakfast-

table, and essayed to eat; but, finding that impossible,

lounged to the window, then loitered up and down the room
with his hand to his fevered head, and finally threw himself
again on his sofa, and roused his friend once more.

" What the devil's the matter? " groaned Sir Mulberry,
sitting upright on the couch.

Althougli Sir Mulberry said this with sufficient ill-humour.

he did not seem to feel himself quite at liberty to remain
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ment at the breakfasttable aJ^ i •' ^ ™*^® ^" «^Per'-

little Nicldeby; eh? " '^'^ *" *** "> "«' '"biKt of

-k^d^'r^^.'J^e'S^'"'^'
*' "'~^-'-^« 0^ the ga-a-., •

of '«,u^"e.^'
™' ' '«'" "P""* Sir Mulberry. " %« girl

Fr^deriSc.""'™"' " '">"'" ««' "« o-t," sa,d L,,,,,

So I did," rejoined his friend- " hnf t »,» ..
further of the matter since tS You dst^ri ''''''??'

business-you shall find her out you«el? " "" '" '^

" R,!r?'''
^"""^strated the other.

'

heroryJu!:L'''^i^„T.S„1S,i/f,:;i„ "^ "«" """
I know as well as you tha? -f T h;.4

"' "'''^" ^O" in-
sight of her without me No J ,,

'
''""

.'^°,V'''
""" 8«

-J*.«-a„d ru "put ™u in the way
^^ '""' ''"'' «"«' "" ""'

thoroug^lS tend •^°1h".k
* ""'

t-""'"' ^''""nV-ht,

sp^ch hap^l' mSt^r^i^^iuTeir °" "'"" '•"'

dinner'allC K,!^!''
''^ ^•""''"^- " She was at tha,

" l°a"bSlr'" •°i"'« '""*• " "'hat the dey -

• a'lYeMcaf. "" '^'= ' '=

'

" '«'--d Lord FredenVk;

Me'Sltu'^'^- ''""'''^' "•>' I-"'" 'he was a smart

H::tsra&^«.„";;j:"j:f X;;u^on „, ,„„,,

upon my soul she is
' " Picture, a statue, a—a—

»d;;;:llL;!^"l'^i^^^;>';*™j^^^

«. mu^'thTS^.'^''''-
'•' -- <'-' 4rS'»^"o:^;

"Confound it!" reasoned the lord, "y„„ „^ .^iek
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enough with her thut day, anyhow. I could hardly get in a
word."

" Well enough for once, well enough for once," replied Sir
Mulberry; "but not worth the trouble of being agreeable
to again. If you seriously want to follow up the niece, tell

the uncle that you must know where she lives and how she
lives, and with whom, or you are no longer a customer of his.

He'll tell you fast enough."

^^

" Why didn't you say this before? " asked Lord Frederick,
" instead of letting me go on burning, consuming, dragging
out a miserable existence for an a-age !

"

" I didn't know it, in the first place," answered Sir Mul-
berry carelessly; "and in the second, I didn't believe you
were so very much in earnest."

Now, the truth was, that in the interval which had elapsed
since the dinner at Ralph Nickleby's, Sir Mulberry Hawk
had been furtively trying by every means in his power to
discover whence Kate had so suddenly appeared, and whither
she had disappeared. Unassisted by Ralph, however, with
whom he had he'd no communication since their angry part-
ing on that occasion, all his efforts were wholly unavailing,
and he had therefore arrived at the determination of com-
municating to the young lord the substance of the admission
he had gleaned from that worthy. To this he was impellefl
by various considerations; among which the certainty of
knowing whatever the weak young man knew was decidedly
not the least, as the desire of encountering the usurer's niece
again, and using his utmost arts to reduce her pride, and
revenge himself for her contempt, was uppermost in his
thoughts. It was a politic course of proceeding, and one
which could not fail to redound to his advantage in every
point of view, since the very circumstance of his having
extorted from Ralph Nickleby his real design in introducing
his niece to such society, coupled with his extreme dis-
interestedness in communicating it so freely to his friend,
could not but advance his interests in that quarter, and
greatly facilitate the passage of coin (pretty frequent and
speedy already) from the pockets of Lord Frederick Veri-
sopht to those of Sir Mulberry Hawk.
Thus reasoned Sir Mulberry, and in pursuance of this

reasoning he and his friend soon afterward repaired to Ralph
Nickleby's, there to execute a plan of operations concerted by

-•1
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In^r"^^
himself avowedly to promote his friend's object,tnd really to attain his own.

""jct«.,

in^tVT^-^"^^^ ** ^^"'^' *"** *^°°«- As he led themmto the drawing-room, the recollection of the scene whi^had taken place there seemed to occur to him, for he ^t acunous look at Sir Mulberry, who bestowed ujin it noXracknowledgment than a careless smile.
^noomer

They had a short conference upon some money mattersthen m progress, which were scarcdy disposed of w^en theterdly dupe (m pursuance of his friend'? instructioi^) re!

^ •• i3^nre^hr4^^^^^^ e-
r[<^rt-hat?ar ^" ^' ^^'— '- ^-'^ '^-P

So saying Sir Mulberry took up his hat, and humming afragment of a song disappeared through the door o^com-

^^hT '''^ drawing-rooms, and closest

;;
Now my lord," said Ralph, " what is it?

"

Nickleby said his cUent, throwing himself alonir thesofa on which he had been previously sLed, so as to brh«

X&;;T'''°
""' °^' ""^'^ ^'

'

"^^^ ^ P^«"y "-""«

Hnn'?^^^!"^ ^**'k^ >?'i^^ ^*^P^- " Maybe-maybe. Idon t trouble my head with such matters " -^ *

You know she's a deyv'lish fine girl," said the clientYou must know that, Nickleby. CoS;e,'don't denj that."

" Ind^J, \ kt^^Lt ^
IfTS^t^ /ofarraSlutt!?^

Sle^i^is^und^^^b^.^^"
"-'-' "^^'-^^ ^" Po^^

.A^r^'^I ^''\}^l y°"?« ™^" ^° '^^'o™ these words wereaddressed could have been deaf to the sneering tone in

wS fu^
'''''' 'P^*"^"' °' ^""^ t° ^« look of coStempt bywkch they were accompanied. But Lord Frederick Veri-

^« wT»^u ^^' •1''^..*°?^ ^^^"^ to be complimentary.
Well he said, p'raps you're a little right, and p'raps

IZ ""
1^'"1^k"^-* J?"^*

^' ^^»^' Nickleby.' IwK
aXtSlfby.'^^^^^'

'^'"' ^'^^ ' -^' ^- -°^^- P-P

" £*^*"^"~r" ^*^P^ ^^^ ^ his usual tones.
Don t talk so loud," cried the other, achieving the great
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point of his ksson to a miracle. " I don't want Hawk to
hear."

" You know he is your rival, do you? " said Ralph, lookina
sharply at him.

" He always is, d-a-amn him." replied the client; " and
I want to steal a march upon him. Ha, ha, ha I He'll cut
up so rough, Nickleby, at our talking together without him.
Where does she Uve, Nickleby, that's aU? Only tell me
where she lives, Nickleby."

" He bites," thought Ralph. " He Wtes."
" Eh, Nickleby, eh? " pursued the client. " Where docs

she live?
"

" Really, my lord," said Ralph, rubbing his hands slowly
ov«- each other, " I must think before I tell you."

" No, not a bit of it, Nickleby; you mus'n't think at all.
Where is it?

"

^^

" No good can come of your knowing," replied Ralph.
She has been virtuously and well brought up; to be sure

she is handsome, poor, unprotected I Poor girl, poor girl."
Ralph ran over this brief summary of Kate's condition as

if It were merely passing through his own mind, and he had
no intention to speak aloud; but the shrewd sly look which
he directed at his companion as he delivered it, gave this
poor assumption the lie.

" I tell you I only want to see her," cried his client. " A
ma-an may look at a pretty woman without harm, mayn't
he? Now, where does she live? You know you're making a
fortune out of me, Nickleby, and upon my soul nobody shall
ever take mo to anybody else, if you only tell me this."

" As you promise that, my lord," said Ralph, with feigned
reluctance, " and as I am most anxious to oblige you, and as
there's no harm in it—no harm—I'll tell you. But you had
better keep it to yourself, my lord; strictly to yourself."
Ralph pointed to the adjoining room as he spoke, and nodded
expressively.

The young lord, feigning to be equally impressed with the
necessity of this precaution, Ralph disclosed the present
address and occupation of his niece, observing that from
what he heard of the family they appeared very ambitious
to have distinguished acquaintances, and that a lord could,
doubtless, introduce himself with great ease, if he felt dis-
posed.

J
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Your oSjwt being only to see her again," said Ralohyou could effect it at any time you chose by that mearS.''
Lord tredenck acknowledged the hint with a great many

squeezes of Ralph's hard, horny hand, and whispering tha^they would now do well to close the conversation, caSed to
bir Mulberry Hawk that he might come back.

I thought you had gone to sleep," said Sir Mulberry
reappearmg with an ill-tempered air.

«tuiucrry,

" Sorry to detain you," replied the gull; " but Nicklebv
has been so ama-azingly funny that I couldn't tear myself

^.L^'''v^" ^^ ^*JP^' "•' '^^ *" ^« lordship. You

\rAV } »J^!«y',^"r™"^' «'«8ant, accomplished man

p^ay Jy'eta;/'"'
''"' ''* '''^' "^ ^^^^"^'^ ^^"^^-'^••

With such courtesies as these, and many low bows, andhe same cold sneer upon his face all the while, Ralph busied

Tn k1 I; ?^^^ ^ ^/f
^'^ downstairs, and otherwise

than by the slightest possible motion about the corners of hismouth, returned no show of answer to the look of admira-
tion w,th which Sir Mulberry Hawk seemed to compliment

S(!^nd"rel^'"^
*" accomplished and most consummate

There had been a ring at the bell a few moments before

rh^'Knn'^N^"!^"^.!'^
^'^*" ^""^^ i"^t as they reached

the hall. In the ordinary course of business Newman wouldhave either admitted the new-comer in silence, or have re-
quested him or her to stand aside while the gentlemen passed
out. But he no sooner saw who it was, than as if for^ome
private reason of his own, he boldly departed from the
established custom of Ralph's mansion in business hours, and
looking towards the respectable trio who were approaching
cnert m a loud and sonorous voice: " Mrs Nickleby' "
"Mrs Nickleby! " cried Sir Mulberry Hawk, as his friend

looked back, and stared him in the face.
It was, indeed, that well-intentioned lady, who, having

received an offer for the empty house in the city directed to
the landlord, had brought it post-haste to Mr. Nickleby
without delay. -^

" Nobody you know " said Ralph. " Step into the office,my—my—dear. I'll be with you directly
"

" Nobody I know! " cried Sir Mulberry Hawk, advancing
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to the astonished lady. " Is this Mrs. Nickleby— tlie mother
of Miss Nicklel))—the delightful creature that I had tht-

happiness of meeting in this house the ver>* last time I dined
here! But no; " said Sir Mulberry, stopping short. " No,
it can't be. Tliere is the same cast of features, the same
indescribable air of—But no, no. This lady is too voune
for that."

*

" I think you can tell the gentleman, brother-in-law, if it

concerns him to know/' said Mrs. Nickleby, acknowledging
the compliment with a graceful bend, " that Kate Nickleby
is my daughter."

" Her daughter, my lord !
" cried Sir Mulberry, turning to

liis friend. " This lady's daughter, my lord."

"My lord!" thought Mrs. Nickleby. "Well, I never
did— I

"

" This, then, my lord," said Sir Mulberry, " is the lady to
whose obliging marriage we owe so much happiness, this
lady is the mother of sweet Miss Nickleby. Do you observe
the extraordinary likeness, my lord? Nickleby—introduce
us.

Ralph did so, in a kind of desperation.
" Upon my soul, it's a most delightful thin^/ said T.ord

Frederick, pressing forward: " How de do?
'

Mrs. Nickleby was too much flurried by these uncommonly
kind salutations, and her regrets at not having on her other
bonnet, to make any immediate reply, so she merely con-
tinued to bend and smile, and betray great agitation.

" A—and how is Miss Nickleby? " said Lord Frederick.
*' Well, I hope? "

" She is quite well, I'm obliged to you, my lord," returned
Mrs. Nickleby, recovering. " Quite well. She wasn't well
for some days after that day she dined here, and I can't help
thinking, that she caught cold in that hackney-coach coming
home. Hackney-coaches, my lord, are such nasty things,
that it's almost better to waJk at any time, for although I
believe a hackney-coachman can be transported for life, if he
has a broken window, still they are so reckless, that they
nearly all have broken windows. I once had a swelled face
for six weeks, my lord, from riding in a hackney-coach—

I

think it was a hackney-coach," said Mrs. Nickleby reflecting,
" though I'm not quite certain, whether it wasn't a chariot;
at all events I know it was a dark green, with a very long
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I

till

I i

I

I

number, beginning with a nought and ending with a nine-
no, beginning with a nine, and ending with a nought, that was
It, and of course the stamp-office people would know at once
whether It was a coach or a chariot if any inquiries were made
there—however that was, there it was with a broken window
and there was I for six weeks with a swelled face—I think
that was the very same hackney-coach, that we found out
afterwards, had the top open aU the time, and we should
never even have known it, if they hadn't charged us a shillir /

an h^ur extra for having it open, which it seems is the law'
or was then, and a most shameful law it appears to be—

I

don t understand the subject, but I should say the Com Laws
could be nothing to that act of Pariiament."
Having pretty weU run herself out by this time, Mrs.

Nickleby stopped as suddenly as she had started off, and
repeated that Kate was quite well. " Indeed," said Mrs.
Nickleby, I don t think she sver was better, since she had
the hoopmg-cough, scarlet fever and measles, all at the same
time, and that's the fact."

'' Is that letter for me? " growled Ralph, pointing to the
httle packet Mrs. Nickleby held in her hand.

'I'l^j^ ^,?^l
brother-in-law," replied Mrs. Nickleby, " and I

walked all the way up here on purpose to give it you "
" AU the way up here I

" cried Sir Mulberry, seizing upon
the chance of discovering where Mrs. Nickleby had come
from. What a confounded distance 1 How far do you call
It now? "

" How far do I caU it 1 " said Mrs. Nickleby. " Let me see
It s just a mile, from our door to the Old Bailey."

" No, no. Not so much as that," urged Sir Mulberry
"Oh! It is indeed," said Mrs. Nicklebv. " I appeal to

his lordship."
'

"I should decidedly say it was a mile," remarked Lord
Frederick, with a solemn aspect.

» r,?*i""^* ^®' ^^ *^"'* ^ * y^""^ ^"s," said Mrs. Nickleby
All down Newgate Street, all down Cheapside, all up

Lombard Street, down Gracechurch Street, and alone
Thames Street, as far as Spigwiffin's Wharf. Oh! It's
a mile."

o- "J^i!
°" *^*^°"^ thoughts I should say it was," replied

Sir Mulberry. " But you don't surely mean to walk all the
way back? "
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" Oh, no," rejoined Mrs. Nickleby. " I shall go back in

an omnibus. I didn't travel about in omnibuses, when my
poor dear Nicholas was alive, brother-in-law. But as it is
you know—

"

'

" Yes, yes," replied Ralph impatiently, " and you had
better get back before dark."

vr",Pt*"^
yo"' brother-in-law, so I had," returned Un.

Nickleby. I think I had better say good bye, at once."
" Not stop and—rest? " said Ralph, who seldom offered

refreshments unless something was to be got by it.

" Oh dear me, no," returned Mrs. Nickleby, glancine at
the dial.

^

"Lord Frederick," said Sir Mulberry, "we are going
Mrs. Nickleby 's way. We'll see her safe to the omnibus? "

" By all means. Ye-cs."
" OhI I really couldn't think of it! " said Mrs. Nickleby.
But Sir Mulberry Hawk and Lord Frederick were peremp-

tory in their politeness, and leaving Ralph, who seemed to
tlunk, not unwisely, that he looked less ridiculous as a mere
spectator, than he would have done if he had taken any
part m these proceedings, they quitted the house with Mrs
Nickleby between them; that good lady in a perfect ecstasy
of satisfaction, no less with the attentions shown her by two
titled gentlemen, than with the conviction that Kate might
now pick and choose, at least between two large fortunes
and most unexceptionable husbands.

*

As she was carried away for the moment by an irresistible
tram of thought, all connected with her daughter's future
greatness. Sir Mulberry Hawk and his friend exchanged
^[lances over the top of the bonnet which the poor lady so
much regretted not having left at home, and proceeded to
dilate with great rapture, but much respect, on the manifold
perfections of Miss Nickleby.

" What a delight, what a comfort, what a happiness, this
amiable creature must be to you," said Sir Mulberry, throwing
into his voice an indication of the warmest feeling.
"She is indeed, sir," replied Mrs. Nickleby; "she is

the sweetest-tempered, kindest-hearted creature—and so
clever!

"

" She looks clayver," said Lord Frederick Verisopht, with
the air of a judge of cleverness.

" I assure you she is, my lord," returned Mrs. Nickleby
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iiwed to'™' Jom'^A'"
Devonshire, she was universallv

there «,Ht^ *^ '" "«?"'"> tte very cleverest girl

i»«xu inrs. iNicKieby, I never shall foreet what nlra^nrA cK^

ISfn! °°i fver-such a delightful letter every hal7-vear

wnting-master touched them up aftemardfw^th '« „ •?*
mg glass and a silver pen; atK\Z"^^^^^^^
dte knrr\"'T ^H't^ <^ertain about thlt,rcluse shedidn t know the handwriting of hers again: but anv wL Tknow It was a circular which they all copied anH^f

'

'

.t was a very gratifying thing-vLy gra^^J^^^^^^^^^
°^ ^'^''"^

With simi ar recollections Mrs. Nickleby beguiled thped,o„sness of the way, until they reached the omnlu wh ch

hem tnT' ^^^''m"-'"
°^ ^'' "^^ ^"^"ds would not allowthem to lea'/e until it actually started when thev tnXJu^

hats, as Mrs. Nickleby solemnlv assured her hirers on n^^n'subsequent occasions, "completely off ''and S-^^^"^'

''Mr N°"i?l''1
g^-? till ?heyU no bnge^v fblf"^Mrs. Nickleby leant back in the furthest corner offK«conveyance, and, closing her eyes, resigned heSto aVosof most pleasing meditations. Kate had never said a w^.^about having met either of these gentlei^^en '

that '^^h^

otnf^f hT''^"^^ ^"^'^ preposL'ssedtLot
.'fM T^K 1 J P *^^ question arose, which one coukit be. The lord was the youngest, and his title was certain vthe grandest; still Kate was not the girl to b^ swlvS ksuch considerations as these. "I will never ^,r„f'*

^'

straint upon her incUnations," said M^s. NkkleK teTers'l?:but upon my word I think there's no comparison betweenhis lordship and Sir Mulberry. Sir Muloerrv t ,„rK
attentive gentlemanly creature^so much mS, ^ch a fineman and has so much to say for himself. I hope it^s s"rMulberry; I think it must be Sir Mulberrv I " AnH fk
her thoughts flew back to her old predictioTald thtumtr
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of times she had said, that Kate with no fortune would
marry better than other people's daughters with thousands;
and, as she pictured with the brightness of a mother's fancy
all the btauty and grace of the poor girl who had struggled
so cheerfully with her new life of hardship and trial, her
heart grew too full, and the tears trickled down her face.

Meanwhile, Ralph walked to and fro in his little back
office, troubled in mind by what had just occurred. To say
that Ralph loved or cared for—in the most ordinary accepta-
tion of those terms—any one of God's creatures, would be
the wildest fiction. Still, there had somehow stolen upon
Wm from time to time a thought of his niece which was
tinged with compassion and pity; breaking through the
dull cloud of dislike or indifference which darkened men
and women in his eyes, there was, in her case, the faintest
gleam of light—a most feeble and sickly ray at the best
of times—b It there it was, and it showed the poor girl in
a better and purer aspect than any in which he had looked
on human nature yet.

" I wish," thought Ralph, " I had never done this. And
yet it will keep this boy to me, while there is money to be
nriade. Sellinp: a girl—throwing her in the way of tempta-
tion, and insult, and coarse speech. Nearly two thousand
pounds profit from him already though. Pshaw! match-
making mothers do the same thing every day."
He sat down, and told the chances, for and against, on

his fingers.

" If i had not put them in the right track to-day," thought
Ralph, " this foolish woman would have done so. Well. If
her daughter is as true to herself as she should be from
what I have seen, what harm ensues? A little teazing, a
little humbling, a few tears. Yes," said Ralph, aloud, as he
locked his iron safe. " She must take her chance. She must
take her chance."
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CHAPTER XXVII

"'"'^NrPLUCK^'wHof,
^^^"^^^"^ ^'^« MESSRS. rVKE

Mrs. Nickleby had not felt so proud and important for

Having despatched the ceremony, with 'its attendant
festivities, to the perfect satisfaction of her own m"nS th.sangoiine mother pfctured to her imagination aTonr^ainolhonours and distinctions which could not fail to accomDanvKate m her new and brilliant snhpr». auJ

"^company

«nted at court, of courJl''^ tT'^nivf^ o""er1,,S"day, which was upon the nineteenth of T..lv^' L / •

past three o'clocfin the ImTnt'' tffit M^^^^^m a parenthesis, "for I recollect asking wlTo'cWic ft was "^
Sir Mulberry would give a great feast to all his tenantT andwould return them three and a half ner cent on fk!™'
of their last half-year's rent, « woXlulVde^H^^^^^^^
recorded m the fashionable intelligence to the fmmTc
able delight and admiration of all th^ereaVr^here™^^^^^

and on' th";
"°"''^ ^" ^' ^'''' half-a-dozen of the annSi sand on the opposite page would appear, in delicate tvn.

Hawk" ?r T'^^P^'r^ '^' ^^'''^' if lidv MulSvHawk By Sir Dmgleby Dabber." Perhaps " some on'lannual, of more comprehensive design thanSlloT m.VK?even contain a portrait of the mothefofjldM^'^l''^with lines by the father of Sir Dinglebv DahS7 \f
'

unhkely things had come to pass. LesSere^^^p^^^
had appeared. As this thought occurred to the good adher countenance unconsciously assumed that compound ex'pression of smipenng and sleepiness which, beingXmon tJ
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all such portraits, is perhaps one reason why they are always
so charming and agreeable.

With sucJa triumphs of aerial architecture did Mrs. Nickleby
occupy the whole evening after her accidental introduction to

Ralph's titled friends; and dreams, no less prophetic and
equally promising, haunted her sleep that night. She was
preparing for her frugal dinner next day, still occupied with
the same ideas—a little softened down perhaps by sleep and
daylight—when the girl who attended her, partly for com-
pany, and partly to assist in the household affairs, rushed into

the r m in unwonted agitation, and announced that two
gentlemen were waiting in the passage for permission to walk
upstairs.

" Bless my heart! " cried Mrs. Nickleby, hastily arranging
her cap and front, " if it should be—dear me, standing in the

passage all this time—why don't you go and ask ^em to

walk up, you stupid thing?
"

While the girl was gone on this errand, Mrs. Nickleby
hastily swept into a cupboard all vestiges of eating and
drinking; which she had scarcely done, and seated herself

with looks as collected as she could assume, when two gentle-

men, both perfect strangers, presented themselves.
" How do you do 1 *' said one gentleman, laying great stress

on the last word of inquiry.
" How do you do? " said the other gentleman, altering the

emphasis, as if to give variety to the salutation.

Mrs. Nickleby curtseyed and smiled, and curtseyed again,

and remarked, rubbing her hands as she did so, that she
hadn't the—really—the honour to

—

" To know us," said the first gentleman. " The loss has
been ours, Mrs. Nickleby. Has the loss been ours,

Pyke? "

" It has, Pluck," answered the other gentleman.
" We have regretted it very often, I believe, Pyke? " said

the first gentleman.
" Very often. Pluck," answered the second.
" But now," said the first gentleman, " now we have the

happiness we have pined and languished for. Have we pined

and languished for this happiness, Pyke, or have we not? "

" You know we have, Pluck," said Pyke, reproachfully.
" You hear him, ma'am? " said Mr. Pluck, looking round;

" you hear the unimpeachable testimony of my friend Pyke
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'I

name i» Pluck or wh,.h..Tin 'f*'^''
'»>'"'>'»« that my

being now^hriv fn^' ' ?^" "k ""' '""<" P^ke (whj
«tttffor meiMn NiSiSTfA '='""?««« «" the office) to
r .h.11 claim""urwtS^i^So^ftTr""'^'- j"'^"'"
strong interest I tiW in ^ «*' P""'" ground of the

make mvSKno™ to vr« Tk"",'^' ? "''«''" ' 'h""

Hawk-ihese MTlflAkL *' '"'^'^ <" Si^ Mulberrv
leave to vo^odetenS™-"^' '" ""^derations which i

in^J^^STfo me ";^*Z,S'K'?'t/?""-^' ™ •-""

_,

"It is delightful to hS^^'ot^™'.f''iiH%"°"^l^-.drawing a chair close tn Mrl m •
1 1 ^ ' ^**° ^'- Pluck,

" It is refreshi,!^. to kVo^^^h,.^^
^"^ ^^^^^"^ himself

Sir Mulberry/frfsuch hrh IS/°" ^^^^ "^^ "''^^"^"^ friend,

Nickleby. \Cn SiJ Mbe '^^^^ ^ word in your ear, Mrs
man-I say, Mr^ Nicklehv «7 ""' '*' ^^ ^^" ^^ « ^^PPv

exultedTSie idea th^f di
''' ^'ckleby, and the poor lady

opinion Sn be of v^ litLT
™^^«"°"^'y ^^X :

"my good
Sir Mulberry '' ^ ^'"^' consequence to a gentleman like

of:?aV^XTnrroi,;^ ^pyke,
opinion of Mrs Nickleby? '' '

Mulberry, is the good

;;
Of what consequence? " echoed PvkeAye," repeated Pluck- "i^ ,> V.^ Vu

sequence?" ' '^ '* ""^ ^^^ greatest con-

"'

Mrs'^Kiltllh^''^^''*
consequence," replied Pvke

*"Si^^"J?-^^^^^^
"0,

,^
Pluck

!
said his friend, " beware! " ^

i yke IS nght," muttered Mr. Pluck after « cK-.^

p/kl^
not to mention it. P,ke is "vt^h. T.^Z^

%
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by entreating Mrs. Nickleby to take no heed of what he had
inadvertently said— to consider him imprudent, rash, in-

judicious. The only stipulation he would make in his own
favour was, that she should give him credit for the best

intentions.
" But when," said Mr. Pluck, " when I see so much sweet-

ness and beauty on the one hand, and so much ardour and
devotion on the other, I—pardon me, Pyke, I didn't intend

to resume that theme. Change the subject, Pyke."
" We promised Sir Mulberry and Lord Frederick," said

Pyke, " that we'd call this morning and inquire whether you
took any cold last night."

" Not the least in the world last night, sir; " replied Mrs.

Nickleby, " with many thanks to his lordship and Sir Mul-
berry for doing me the honour to inquire; not the least

—

which is the more singular, as I really am very subject to

colds, indeed—very subject. I had a cold once," said Mrs.

Nickleby, " I think it was in the year eighteen hundred and
seventeen; let me see, four and five are nine, and—yes,

eighteen hundred and seventeen, that I thought I never

should get rid of; actually and seriously, that I thought I

never should get rid of. I was only cured at last by a remedy
that I don't know whether you ever happened to hear of, Mr.

Pluck. You have a gallon of water as hot as you can possibly

bear it, with a pound of salt and sixpen'orth of the finest bran,

and sit with your head in it for twenty minutes every night

just before going to bed : at least, I don't mean your head-
your feet. It's a most extraordinary cure—a must extra-

ordinary cure. I used it for the first time, 1 recollect, the day
after Christmas Day, and by the middle of April following

the cold was gone. It seems quite a miracle when you come to

think of it, for I had it ever since the beginning of September."
" What an afflicting calamity! " said Mr. Pyke.
" Perfectly horrid !

" exclaimed Mr. Pluck.
" But it's worth the pain of hearing, only to know that

Mrs. Nickleby recovered it, isn't it. Pluck? " cried Mr. Pyke.
" That is the circumstance which gives it such a thrijling

interest,"' replied Mr. Pyke.
" But come," said Pyke, as if suddenly recollecting him-

self; " we must not forget our mission in the pleasure of

this interview. We come on a mission, ^Trs. Nickleby."
" On a mission," exclaimed that good lady, to whose mind
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d«il^/" """*^'" '^««' Py""- • You mu« b. v«y

;;
Rather dull, I confMs," «,d Mr,. Nicklebv

Oh de«rl •• Mud Ua. Nickfehv '•
r _

never."
"laiieDy, I never go out at «I1,

-hy^us!l^*Id"go?ut'r„,Sr"rl.'"^ ^' ""• Nickleby,

" Oh, pr»jr do," said Pyke
"You positively must," u^ed Pluck.

i
" J^' "* ""^ """" -" «"• Nickleby, hesitating;

r«;io^SL''Mjk'°"tt"^!i.r "^r «"• Nickleby,"

Your brother-in-law loins us Sh S"']?"?^'™'^''"'"?'.
Mulberry join, uA SuS' fa^™„ 1''^'* ""^ "»' «"
Mulberry send, a a^W. fo,

"
u-t^L?"

'''"^"»"- Sir
seven to the moment-vfu'll nJ .T" "'?' ">«""« before
the whole partyX. ifSliby? -^ ~ """ " " -"^PP"'-"

»y.'^^llSr'^r5:rb^'
^^^ ^—'y -now wh.* to

mad^'-OW^^ck^^^/Mr ;;..-;?' "^ "i-es.
excellent gen?len«n, loweS^g his voice "^i""''' 'f^

««'
tnfling, the most excusable brLhS' ->»!." " '" ™"
I am about to say: and vetifmCt.-

?' confidence m what
it-such is that mL,\lSte^e„l?nf />''' *."' "^"''^'-d

Pyke'whf'h'Sf ^LS rSe'S «'^"« « «' »"'"<«
»quee.ing her hand, went on

"'°"' ^"^ ^'- ""*,
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" What d0 you behold, my dear fellow? " asked Mr. Pluck.
" It is the face, the countenance, the expr»sion," cried

Mr. Pyke, falling into his chair with a miniatiire in his hand

:

" feebly portrayed, imperfectly caught, but still ihe face.

the countenance, the expression."
" I recognise it at this distance! " exclaimed Mr. Pluck,

in a fit of enthusiasm. *' Is it not, my dear madam, the
faint similitude of—"

" It is my daughter's portrait," said Mrs. Nickleby, with
peat pride. And so it was. And little Miss La Creevy had
broupht it home for inspection only two nights before.

Mr. Pyke no sooner ascertained that he was quite right
in his conjecture, than he launched into the most extrava-
gant encomiums of the divine original; and in the warmth
of his enthusiasm kissed the picture a thousand times, while
Mr. Pluck pressed Mrs. Nickleby's hand to his heart, and
congratulated her on the possession of such a daughter,
with so much earnestness and affection, that the tears stood,
or seemed to stand, in his eyes. Poor Mrs. Nickleby, who
had listened in a state of enviable complacency at first,

became at length quite overpowered by these tokens of
regard for, and attachment to, the family; and even the
servant -giri, who had peeped in at the door, remained
rooted to the spot in astonishment at the ecstasies of the two
friendly visitors.

By degrees these raptures subsided, and Mrs. Nickleby
went on to entertain her guests with a lament over her
fallen fortunes, and a picturesque account of her old house
in the country : comprising a full description of the different

apartments, not forgetting the little store-room, and a lively

recollection of how many steps you went down to get into
the garden, and which way you turned when you came out
at the parlour-door, and what capital fixtures there were in

the kitchen. This last reflection naturiUy conducted her
into the wash-house, where she stumbled upon the brewing
utensils, among which she might have wandered for an hour,
if the mere mention of those implements had not, by an
association of ideas, instantly reminded Mr. Pyke that he
was " amazing thirsty."

" And I'll tell you what," said Mr. Pyke; " if you'll send
round to the public-house for a pot of mild half-and-half
positively and actually I'll drink it."
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regale the^^i^esrA:"
'4^:'i„rp?l'.^,err„'^,

'°

. .

At twenty mmute, befo™ seven, th?n "
said Mr Pvk

«, the coach „m be here. One n,„% mJ^J^^'^
rising,

look—at that sweet iace. Ah! here it is !!„„„ j '

changed!" This by the wav «n\ . ,

' ""Kived, un

cums'tance, miniature WnTUk toT ^"""J'l'le cir-

expression. - Oh, Plucki ?l„ck| • '
-" """"«" ""

ha*!!- wl^h^^g^frsCo^tt aiS'rT
'''^^'*^''

n.«, but she^ad n^J^felt S^tkfiKSr '"" r""
sightedness as she did thatiy She ha/l^Ji -."T,"

'""'P"
night i,eforc. She had ne^^see '^^t/reiy aid'Ta !together—never even heard Sir Miilh^rA!'« ;fo^ i^*'*
hadn't she said to herself from the veiL^fi'

^^^

how the case stood? and wS a tn^fZh v' *^^V^\'^^
was now no doubt about T If th"seTtt

'''^'' ^°' '^""
to herself were not suffic ent proofs S.V m'iF ^"f"'^°"«
fidential friend had suffered th's^c 1 ?"esL"p^h?^^•n°"*many words.

"
I am quite in love with ha??ea Al 7,"^I declare I am," said Mrs. Nickleby

^"^'''

ve^ worthy person, but I am ate too much benet^SirMulberry s station for us tn mcU.. „
"»ui,n oeneath bir
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dence, and contented herself with holding out sundry vague
and mysterious hopes of preferment to the servant-girl, who
received these obscure hints of dawning greatness with much
veneration and respect.

Punctual to its tmie came the promised vehicle, which was
no hackney coach, but a private chariot, having behind it a
footman, whose legs, although somewhat large for his body,
might, as mere abstract legs, have set themselves up for

models at the Royal Academy. It was quite exhilarating to
hear the clash and bustle with which he banged the door and
jumped up behind after Mrs. Nickleby was in; and as that
good lady was perfectly unconscious that he applied the gold-
headed end of his long stick to his nose, and so telegraphed
most disrespectfully to the coachman over her very heac^ she
sat in a state of much stiffness and dignity, not a Uttle proud
of her position.

At the theatre entrance there was more banging and more
bustle, and there were also Messrs. Pyke and Pluck waiting
to escort her to her box; and so polite were they, that Mr.
Pyke threatened with many oaths to " smifligate " a very old
man with a lantern who accidentally stumbled in her way—
to the great terror of Mrs. Nickleby, who, conjecturing more
from Mr. Pyke's excitement than any previous acquaintance
with the etymology of the word that smifligation and blood-
shed must be in the main one and the same thing, was
alarmed beyond expression, lest something should occur.

Fortunately, however, Mr. Pyke confined himself to mere
verbal smifligation, and they reached their box with no more
serious interruption by the way, than a desire on the part of

the same pugnacious gentleman to " smash " the assistant

boxkeeper for happening to mistake the number.
Mrs. Nickleby had scarcely been put away behind the

curtain of the box in an arm-chair, when Sir Mulberry and
Lord Frederick Verisopht arrived, arrayed from the crowns
of their heads to the tips of their gloves, and from the tips of

their gloves to the toes of <^heir boots, in the most elegant

and costly manner. Sir Mulberry was a little hoarser Sian
on the previous day, and Lord Frederick looked rather sleepy

and queer: from which tokens, as well as from the circum-
stance of their both being to a trifling extent unsteady on
their legs, Mrs. Nickleby justly concluded that they had
taken dinner.
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" We have been-we have been— toasting your lovely

"It^tulTl"^ '°"^'"
"'P^'"^ ^'' *^"Jberry Hawk.

It s you that s kind upon my soul it is. It was so kind ofyou to come to-night."

prSgio;:?;''^^^^
"""'^^'^^ '°"'"^ ^^^ ^^^^' -^ ^-j^-g

"I am so anxious to know you, so anxious to cultivate your
good opmion, so desirous that there should be a delicious kind
of harmonious family understanding between us," said Sir
Mulberry, "that you mus,>n't think I'm disinterested in what
1 do. I m infernal selfish; I am—upon my soul I am "

I am sure you can't be selfish. Sir Mulberry," replied Mrs.
Nickleby You have much too open and generous a coun-
tenance for that."

"What an extraordinary observer you are!" said Sir
Mulberry Hawk.

" Oh no, indeed, I don't see very far into things. Sir Mul-
beny, rephed Mrs. Nickleby, in a tone of voice which left
the baronet to infer that she saw very far indeed
"I am quite afraid of you," said the baronet.

' " Upon my
soul, repeated Sir Mulberry, looking round to his com-
panions; I am afraid of Mrs. Nicklebv. She is so im-
mensely sharp."

Messrs. Pyke and Pluck shook their heads mysteriously
and observed together that they had found that out long
ago; upon which Mrs. Nickleby tittered, and Sir Mulberry
laughed, and Pyke and Pluck roared.

nf
"

^^T- ^h""^'^ w i'
brother-in-law. Sir Mulberry? " inquired

Mrs. Nickleby. I shouldn't be here without him. I hope
he s coming." *^

".Pyke/' said Sir Mulberry, taking out his toothpick and
lolling back in his chair, as if he were too lazy to invent a
reply to this question. " Where's Ralph Nickleby? "

' Pluck," said Pyke, imitating the baronet's action, and

xr'"^r,,
''^

^"^^^ ^° ^'^ ^"^"^' " ^yheTe's Ralph Nicklebv? "
Mr. Pluck was about to return some evasive reply, when

the bustle caused by a party entering the next box seemed

5
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to attract the attention of all four gentlemen, who exchanged
glances of much meaning. The new party beginning to con-
verse together, Sir Mulberry suddenly assumed the character
of a most attentive listener, and implored his friends not
to breathe—not to breathe.

•' Why not? " said Mrs. xNickleby. " What is the matter? "

Hush! rvjphed Sir Mulberry, laying his hand on her
arm. Lord Predenck, do you recognize the tones of that
voice?

" Deyvle take me if I didn't think it was the voice of Miss
Nickleby."

" Lor, my lord! " cried Miss Nickleby's mama, thrusting
her head round the curtain. "Why actually—Kate mv
dear, Kate." ' ^

" You here, mama! Is it possible!
"

" Possible, my dear? Yes."
" Why who—who on earth is that you have with you,

mama? " said Kate, shrinking back as she caught sight of
a man smiling and kissing his hand.

" VVho do you suppose, my dear? " replied Mrs. Nicklebv,
bending towards Mrs. Wititterly, and speaking a little louder
for that lady's edification. " There's Mr. Pyke, Mr. Pluck
Sir Mulberry Hawk, and Lord Frederick Verisopht."

'

"Gracious Heaven!" thought Kate hurriedly. "How
comes she in such society !

"

Now, Kate thought thus so hurriedly, and the surprise was
so great, and moreover brought back so forcibly the recollec-
tion of what had passed at Ralph's delectable dinner, that
she turned extremely pale and appeared greatly agitated,
which symptoms being observed by Mrs. Nicklebv, were at
once set down by that acute lady as being caused' and occa-
sioned by violent love. But, although she was in no small
degree delighted by this discovery which reflected so much
credit on her own quickness of perception, it did not lessen
her motherly anxiety in Kate's behalf; and accordingly, with
a vast quantity of trepidation, she quitted her own box to
hasten into that of Mrs. Wititterly. Mrs. Wititterly, k-enlv
alive to the glory of having a lord and a baronet among her
visiting acquaintance, lost no time in signing to Mr. Wititterly
to open the door, and thus it was that in less than thirty
seconds Mrs. Nickleby's party had made an irruption into
Mrs. Wititterly 's box, which it filled to the very door there



356 Nicholas Nicklcby

!

^

being in fact only room for Messrs. Pyke and Pluck to get in
their heads and waistcoats.

" My dear Kate," said Mrs. Nickleby, kissing her daughter
affectionately. " How ill you looked a moment ago! You
quite frightened me, I declare !

"

" It was a mere fancy, mama—the—the—reflection of the
lights perhaps," replied Kate, glancing nen'ously round, and
finding it impossible to whisper any caution or explanation.

" Don't you see Sir Mulberry Hawk, my dear? "

Kate bowed slightly, and biting her lip turned her head
towards the stage.

But Sir Mulberry Hawk was not to be so easily repulsed,
for he advanced with extended hand; and Mrs. Nickleby
officiously informing Kate of this circumstance, she was
obliged to extend her own. Sir Mulberry detained it while
he muniiured a profusion of compliments, which Kate,
remembering what had passed between them, rightly con-
sidered as so many aggravations of the insult he had already
put upon her. Then followed the recognition of Lord
Frederick Verisopht, and then the greeting of Mr. Pyke, and
then that of Mr. Pluck, and finally, to complete the young
lady's mortification, she was compelled at Mrs. Wititterly's
request to perform the ceremony of introducing the odious
persons, whom she regarded with the utmost indi- tion
and abhorrence.

" Mrs. Wititterly is delighted," said Mr. Wititterly, rubbing
his hands; " delighted, my lord, I am sure, with this oppor-
tunity of contracting an acquaintance which, I trust, my
lord, we shall improve. Julia, my dear, you must not allow
yourself to be too much excited, you must not. Indeed you
must not. Mrs. Wititterly is of a most excitable nature. Sir
Mulberry. The snuff of a candle, the wick of a lamp, the
bloom on a peach, the down on a butterfly. You might blow
her away, my lord; you might blow her away."

Sir Mulberry seemed to think that it would be a great con-
venience if the lady could be blown away. He said, how-
ever, that the delight was mutual, and Lord Frederick added
that it was mutual, whereupon Messrs. Pyke and Pluck were
heard to murmur from the distance that it was very mutual
indeed.

" I take an interest, my lord," said Mrs. Wititterly, with
a faint smile, " such an interest in the drama."
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" Ye—<s. It's very interesting," replied Lord Frederick.
I'm always ill after Shakspeare," said Mrs. Wititterlv

" I scarcely exist the next day; I find the reaction so very
great after a tragedy, my lord, and Shakspeare is such a
delicious creature "

" Ye—«sl " replied Lord Frederick. " He was a clayver
man."

" Do you know, my lord," said Mrs. Wititccrly, after a
long silence, " I find I take so much more interest in his
plays, after having been to that dear little dull house he was
bom in! Were you ever there, my lord?

"

" No, nayver," replied my lord.
'' Then really you ought to go, my lord," returned Mrs.

Wititterly, m very languid and drawling accents. " J don't
know how it is, but after you've seen the place and written
your name in the little book, somehow or other you seem to
be inspired; it kindles up quite a fire within one."

" Ye—es! " replied Lord Frederick, " I shall certainlv go
there." '

^

"Julia, my life," interposed Mr. Wititterly, "you are
deceivmg his lordship—unintentionally, my lord, she is

deceiving you. It is your poetical temperament, my dear—
your ethereal soul—your fervid imagination, which throws
you mto a fi[!o'. ' rf genius and excitement. There is nothingm the pla.c, n/ dear—nothing, nothing."

" I think there must be something in the place," said Mrs.
Nickleby, who had been listening in silence; "for, soon
after I was married, I went to Stratford with my poor
dear Mr. Nickleby, in a post-chaise from Birmingham—was
It a post-chaise though I" said Mrs. Nickleby, considering;
" yes, it must have been a post-chaise, because I recollect
remarking at the time that the driver had a green shade over
his left eye;—in a post-chaise from Birmingham, and after
we had seen Shakspeare's tomb and birthplace, we went
back to the inn there, where we slept that night, and I rt col-
lect that pil night long I dreamt of nothing but a black gentle
man, at i length, in plaster-of-Paris, with a lay-down
collar tied with two tassels, leaning against a post and think-
mg; and when I woke in the morning and described him to
Mr. Nickleby, he said it was Shakspeare just as ho had been
when he was alive, which was very curious indeed Strat-
ford—Stratford," continued Mrs. Nickleby, considering
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" \es, I am positive about that, because I recollect I was in
the family way with my son Nicholas at the time, and I had
been very much frightened by an Italian image boy that very
morning. In fact, it was quite a mercy, ma'am," added Mrs.
Nickleby, in a whisper to Mrs. Wititterly, " that my son
didn't turn out to be a Shakspeare, and what a dreadful thing
that would have been !

"

When Mrs. Nickleby had brought this interestii^g anecdote
to a close, Pyke and Pluck, ever zealous in their patron's
cause, proposed the adjournment of a detachment of the
party into the next box; and with so much skill were the
prehmmaries adjusted, that Kate, despite all she could say
or do to the contrary, had no alternative but to suffer herself
to be led away by Sir Mulberry Hawk. Her mother and Mr.
Pluck accompanied them, but the worthy lady, pluming
herself upon her discretion, took particular care not so much
as to look at her daughter during the whole evening, and to
seem wholly absorbed in the jokes and conversation of Mr.
Pluck, who, having been appointed sentrv over Mrs.- Nickleby
for that especial purpose, neglected, on his side, no possible
opportunity of engrossing her attention.

Lord Frederick Verisopht remained in the next box to be
talked to by Mrs. Wititterly, and Mr. Pyke was in attendance
to throw in a word oi two when necessary. As to Mr
Wititterly, he was sufficiently busy in the body of the house!
mformmg such of his friends and acquaintance as happened
to be there, that those two gentlemen upstairs, whom they
had seen m conversation with Mrs. W., were the distin-
guished Lord Frederick Verisopht and his most intimate
fnend, the gay Sir Mulberry Hawk—a communication
which inflamed several respectable housekeepers with tha
utmost jealousy and rage, and reduced sixteen unmarried
daughters to the very brink of despair.
The evening came to an end at last, but Kate had yet to

be handed downstairs by the detested Sir Mulberry; and so
skilfully were the manoeuvres of Messrs. Pyke and Plutk
conducted, that she and the baronet were the last of the
party, and were even—without an appearance of effort or
design—left at some little distance behind.

" Don't hurry, don't hurry," said Sir Mulberry, as Kate
hastened on, and attempted to release her arm.
She made no reply, but still pressed forward.
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" Nay, then—" coolly observed Sir Mulberry, stopping

her outright. fk b

" You had best not seek to detain me, sir! " said Kate
angnJy. '

"And why not?" retorted Sir Mulberry. "My dear
creature, now why do you keep up thif show of displeasure?

"

Show I repeated Kate, indignantly. " How dare you
presume to speak to me, sir—to address me—to come intomy presence? "

,f
",7°" '??'' prettier in a passion, Miss Nickleby," said Sir

Mulberry Hawk, stooping down, the better to see her face.
I hold you in the bitterest detestation and contempt,

sir, said Kate. "If you find any attraction in looks of
disgust and aversion, you-let me rejoin my friends, sir,
instantly. Whatever considerations may have withheld me
thus far, I will disregard them all, and take a course that
even yo« might feel, if you do not immediatelv suffer me to
proce i

. ^.^

Si iviulberry smiled, and still looking in her face and
retaining her arm, walked towards the door.

" If no regard for my sex or helpless situation will induce
you to desist from this coarse and unmanly persecution "
said Kate, scarcely knowing, in the tumult of her passions,
what she said, I have a brother who will re. .nt it dearlv
one day. "
"Upon my soul!" exclaimed Sir Mulberry, as though

quietly communing with himself, and passing his arm round
her waist as he spoke, " she looks more beautiful, and I like
her better, in this mood, than when her eyes are cast down
and she is m perfect repose!

" '

How Kate reached the lobby where her friends were
waiting she never knew, but she hurried across it without at
all regarding them, and disengaged herself suddenly from
her companion, sprang into the coach, and throwing herself
into Its darkest comer burst into tears

Messrs. Pyke and Pluck, knowing their cue, at once threw
the party into great commotion bv shouting for the '-arriages
and getting up a violent quarrel with sundry .offensive
bystanders; m the midst of which tumult the put the
afFnghted Mrs. xXickleby in her chariot, and having -ot her
safely off, turned their thoughts to Mrs. Wititterly,\hose
attention also they had now effectually distracted from the
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your^ lady, by throwing her into a state of the utmost
bewilderment and consternation. At length, the convey-
ance m which she had come rolled off too with its load, and
the four worthies, being left alone under the portico, enjoyed
a hearty laugh together.

"There," said Sir Mulberry, turning to his noble friend.
Didn 1 1 tell you last night that if we could find where they

were gomg by bribing a servant through my feUow, and
then established ourselves close by with the mother, these
people s house would be our own? Why here it is, done in
four-and-twenty hours."

" Ye-es," replied the dupe. " But I have been tied to the
old woman all ni-ight."

.. jl
^^\\^^ '

" said Sir Mulberry, turning to his two friends.
Hear this discontented grumbler. Isn't it enough to make

a man swear never to help him in his plots and schemes
agam.? Isn't it an infernal shame? "

Pyke asked Pluck whether it was not an infernal shame
and 1 luck asked Fyke; but neither answered.

., I'J^^y }^ ^^® ^^^^^ " demanded Frederick Verisopht.
Wasn t It so?

"

"Wasn't it so!" repeated Sir Mulberry. "How would
you have had it? How could we have got a general invita-
tion at first sig' '.—come when you like, go when you like, stop
as long as you like, do what you like—if you, the lord, had
not made yourself agreeable to the foolish mistress of the
house?^ Do / care for this girl, except as your friend?
Haven 1 1 been sounding your praises in her ears, and bearing
her pretty sulks and peevishness all night for you? What
sort of stuff do you think I'm made of? Would I do this
for every man? Don't I deserve even gratitude in return? "

" You're a deyvlish good fellow," said the poor young lord
taking his fnend's arm. " Upon my life, you're a deyvlish
good fellow, Hawk."

" And I have done right, have I? " demanded Sir Mul-
berry.

" Quite ri-ight."

" And^ like a poor, silly, good-natured, friendly dog as I
am, eh? "

" Ye-es, ye-es: like a friend," replied the other.
" WeU then," replied Sir Mulberry, " I'm satisfied. And

now let s go and have our revenge on the German baron and
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the Frenchman, who cleaned you out so ban 'otncly last
night."

With these words the friendly creature took his com-
panion's arm and led him away: turning half round as »-e did
so, and bestowing a wink and a contemptuous sn- le on
Messrs. Pyke and Pluck, who, cramming their handkerchiefs
into their mouths to denote their siient enjoyment of the
proceedings, followed their patron and his victim at a littV
distance.

m

CHAPTER XXVIII

MISS NICKLEBY, RENDERED DESPERATE BY THE PERSECU-
TION OF SIR MULBERRY HAWK, AND THE COMPLICATED
DIFFICULTIES AND DISTRESSES WHICH SURROUND
HER, APPEALS, AS A LAST RESOURCE, TO HER UNCLE
FOR PROTECTION

The ensuing morning brought reflection with it, as morning
usually does; but widely different was the train of thought
it awakened in the different persons who had been so unex-
pectedly brought together on the preceding evening, by the
active agency of Messrs. Pyke and Pluck.
The reflections of Sir Mulberry Hawk—if such a term can

be applied to the thoughts of the systematic and calculating
man of dissipation, whose joys, regrets, pains, and pleasures,
are all of x\f, and who would seem to retain nothing of the
intellectual faculty but the power to debase himself, and to
degrad -

- ^^y nature whose outward semblance he wears
—the • i of Sir Mulberry Hawk turned upon Kate
Nicklt .', ^ vere, in brief, that she was undoubtedly hand-
some; w-r coyness must be easily conquerable by a man
of his address and experience, and that the pursuit was one
which could not fail to redound to his credit, and greatly to
enhance his reputation with the world. And lest this last
consideration—no mean or secondary one with Sir Mulberry—should sound strangely in the ears of some, let it be remem-
bered that most men live in a world of their own, and that
in that limited circle alone are they ambitious for distinction
and applause. Sir Mulberry's world was peopled with profli-
gates, and he acted accordingly.

Thus, cases of injustice, and oppression, and tyranny, and



362 Nicholas Nicklebv
the most extravagant bigotry, are in constant occurrenceamong us every day. It is the custom to trumpet forth

s^twiT^^'/""*
astonwhment at the chief actore therein

setting at defiance so completely the opinion of the world;
but there IS no greater fallacy; it is precisely because theydo consu t the opmion of their own little world that such
things take place at all, and strike the great world dumb
with amazement.
The reflections of Mrs. Nickleby were of the proudesc andmost complacent kmd; under the influence of her very

agreeable delusion she straightway sat down and indited along letter to Kate, m which she expressed her entire approval

Mnllwr^ri t'*""'""
'^' ^^^ "^^^^' »"d extolled Sir

Mulljerry to the skies; ^sertmg, for the more complete satis-
action of her daughter's feelings, that he was precisely the
ndividual whom she (Mrs. Nickleby) would have chosen
for her son-m-law, if she had had the picking and choosingfrom all mankind. The good lady then,*with the preUminar?

lived in the world so '^ng without knowing its ways, com-
rnunicated a great niany subtle precepts applicable Jo the
state of courtship, and confirmed in their wisdom by her own
personal expenence. Above all things she commended a strict
maidenly reserve as being not only a very laudable thing inSA /' ''"

" •? materially to strengthen and increafe a
lover s ardour And I never," added Mrs. Nickleby, " wasmore dehghted m my hfe than to observe last night, mv dear,
that your good sense had already told you this." With which
sentiment, and various hints of the pleasure she derived from
the knowledge that her daughter inherited so large an instal-ment of her own excellent sense and discretion (to nearly the

n H^T^u M^;fu^' °^^,^* ^°P^' ^'^^ ^re> to succeed

nie^lelue'J: ^ '°"'^"^'^ ^ "'^ ^"^^ ^"^ ^^^^^

.1.^1°" ^*.? '""^f "i^h distracted on the receipt of four
cio^ely-wntten and closely-crossed sides of congratulation on
the very subject which had prevented her closing her eyes alln%at, and kept her weepmg and watching in her chamber;
still worse and more trying was the necessity of rendering

after the fatigue of the preceding night, of course expected
her compamon (e?se wherefore had she board and salary?)
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to be in the best spirits possible. As to Mr. Wititterly, he

went about all day in a tremor of delight at having shaken

hands with a lord, and having actually asked him to come
and see him in his own house. The lord himself, not being

troubled to any inconvenient extent with the power of think-

ing, regaled himself with the conversation of Messrs. Pyke
and Pluck, who sharpened their wit by a phntiful indulgence

in various costly stimulants at his expense.

It was four in the afternoon—that is, the vulgar afternoon

of the sun and the clock— nd Mrs. Wititterly reclined.

according to custom, on the drawmg-room sofa, while Kate

read aloud a new novel in three volumes, entitled " The Lady
Flabella," which Alphonse the doubtful had procured from

the library that very morning. And it was a production

admirably suited to a lady labouring under Mrs. Wititterly's

complaint, seeing that there was not a line in it, from begin-

ning to end, which could, by the most remote contingency,

awaken the smallest excitement in any person breathing.

Kate read on.
" ' Cherizette,' said the Lady Flabella, inserting her mouse-

like feet in the blue satin slippers, which had unwittingly

occasioned the half-playful, half-angry altercation between

herself and the youthful Colonel Befillaire, in the Duke of

Mincefenille's salon de danse on the previous night. ' Cheri-

zette, ma chere, donnez-moi de Veau-de-Cologne, s'il vous plait,

mon enfant.*
" ' Merct—thank you,' said the Lady Flabella, as the lively

but devoted Cherizette, plentifully besprinkled with the

fragrant compound "* Lady Flabella's mouchoir of finest

cambric, edged wi Jchest lace, and emblazoned at the

four comers with the Flabella crest, and gorgeous heraldic

bearings of that noble family ;
' Merci—that will do.'

" At this instant, while the Lady Flabella yet inhaled that

delicious fragrance by holding the mouchoir to her exquisit',

but thoughtfully-chiselled nose, the door of the bondof:

(artfully concealed by rich hangings of silken damask, the

hue of Italy's firmament) was thrown open, und with noise-

less tread two valets-de-chanibre, clad in sumptuous liveries

of peach-blossom and gold, advanced into the room followed

by a page in bas de soie—silk stockings—who, 'vhile they

remained at some distance m .king the most graceful

obeisances, advanced to the feet of his lovely mistress, and



364 Nicholas Nicklcby

on a golden salver
dropping on one icnee presented.
goi|jeously chased, a scented bilUt.

d«cription again, MmTJlclcieby
"

'
"'"'^- ^'^ ">"

Kate complied.
" Sweet, indeed I " said Mrs. Wititterly, with a uVh " ««
aluptuous, I. it not? So soft?"

J'-"™""?*- Sovoluptuous, is it not? So soft?

,;
Yes, I think it U," rephed

ni^hclSd'^J?" "' *"-*" »'•» "-O infusion las.

" How very odd I " excUimed Mrs. Wititterly with a u„\r

l^nT^^i^ r'sleat'enS"'^ ^S'i'""-
"^^^

n-echanisn, out of orde^"S:;SdZ^TZ:^^^^^" »'

o£^4Jtf«r:: ^s?'^if^^s^'^i-'
Still eyeing Kate through her glass.

vvititterly,

I met them at my uncle's," said Kate, vexed to feel that

^^
Have you known them long? " ^ "^*"-

^^
No," rejoined Kate. " x\ot long."
1 was very glad of the opnor-'unitv whirh th,,*- r«^ *

"^5E^iSrr."iS|™ai^-^^ £^^^^^
r-ui^arthi:^ -"' »'=-- ---"-«

o.T£'^hr;urix^^-^t.^-^for;er^^^
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(for Pyke and Pluck were included among the delightful

creatures), whom Mrs. Wititterly did not know. But as

the circumstance had made no impression one way or other

upon Kate's mind, the force of the observation was quite

lost upon her.
" They asked permission to call," said Mr^ Wititterly.

" I gave it them of course."
" Do you expect them to-day? " Kate ventured to inquire.

Mrs. Wititterly's answer was lost in the noise of a tremen-

dous rapping at the street-door, and, before it had ceased to

vibrate, there drove up a handsome cabriolet, it of which
leaped Sir Mulberry Hawk and his friend Lord li'rederick.

" They are here now," said Kate, rising and hurrying away.
" Miss Nickleby !

" cried Mrs. Wititterly, perfectly aghast
at a companion's attempting to quit the room, without her

permission first had been obtained. " Pray don't think of

going."
" You are very goodl " repVM Kate. " But "

" For goodness' sake, don't ag cate me by making me speak
so much," said Mrs. Wititterly, with great sharpness. " Dear
me, Miss Nickleby^ I beg

"

It was in vain for Kate to protest that she was unwell,

for the footsteps of the knockers, whoever they were, were
already on the stairs. She resumed her seat, and had scarcely

done so, when the doubtful page darted into the room and
announced, Mr. Pyke, and Mr. Pluck, and Lord Frederick

Verisopht, and Sir Mulberry Hawk, all at one burst.
" The most extraordinary thing in the world," said ^ >.

Pluck, saluting both ladies with the utmost cordialitv; ''
u*

most extraordinary thing. As Lord Frederick and
Mulberry drove up to the door, Pyke and I hac that iustant

knocked."
" That instant knocked," said Pyke.
" No matter how you came, so that >oa are here," said

Mrs. Wititterly, who, by dint of lying on the same sofa for

three years and a half, had got up a little pantomime of

graceful attitudes, and now threw herself into the most
striking of the series, to astonish the visitors. " I »-n

delighted, I am sure."
" And how is Miss Nickleby? " said Sir Mulberry Hawk,

accosting Kate, in a low voice; not so low, however, but
that it reached the ears of Mrs. Wititterly.
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«• ,J^y^^he complains of suflFering from the fright of lastmght/' said the lady. " I am sure I don't wondefat it formy nerves are quite torn to pieces."
'

"And yet you look," observed Sir Mulberry, tuminirround; " and yet you look " ^' cuming

'' Beyond everything," said Mr. Pyke, coming to hispatron's assistance. Of course Mr. Pluck said t^e "ami
I am afraid Sir Mulberr>' is a flatterer, my lord "

said

£l?n Y.^S^'kT'S'n^''''' y°.""^ gentlemWwho had^en sucking the head of his cane in silence, and staring at

"Oh, deyvlish!" replied my lord. Having given utterance^ to which remarkable sentiment, he occupirhimsTa"

"Neither does Miss Nickleby look the worse" said S.VMulberry, bending his bold gaze upon her ''4e wasalways handsome, but upon m^y sou],^ma'am, you em fohave imparted some of your own good looks to her besiL '^

To judge from the glow which suffused the poor Si'scountenance after this speech, Mrs. Wititterly mi^ht w hsome show of reason, have been supposed to have imoarted Jn
itsomeofthatartificial bloom whichd^^^^^
Witmerly admitted, though not with the best grace'in the

tW .'• 'm 'iK^'''
'^''^ ^°°^ P^^"y- She began toXnl tc^^at Sir Mulberry wrs not quite so agreeable a creature as s^ehad a first supposed hmi; for, although a skilful flatterer isa most delightful companion ii you can keep him aU to yourself, his taste becomes very doubtful when he Ske to comphmenting other people.

°'"'

" Pyke," said the watchful Mr. Pluck, observing the effect

Well, Pluck," said Pyke.
" Is there anybody," demanded Mr. Pluck, mysteriouslv^^anybody you know, whom Mrs. Wititterly's Ule reminl'

; Reminds me of!" answered Pyke. " Oi course thereis

." The C. of B.," replied Pyke, with the faintest trace of agrm Imgenng m his countenance. " The beautiful Ster isthe countess; not the duchess."
'^
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" True," said Pluck, " the C. of B. The resemblance is

wonderful !

"

" Perfectly startling !
" said Mr. Pyke.

Here was a state of things ! Mrs. V^'ititterly was declared,

upon the testimony of two veracious and competent
witnesses, to be the very picture of a countess! This was
one of the consequences of getting into good society. Why,
she might have moved among grovelling people for twenty
years, and never heard of it. How could she, indeed? what
did they know about countesses

!

The two gentlemen having by the greediness with which
this little bait was swallowed, tested the extent of Mrs.
VVititterly's appetite for adulation, proceeded to administer
that commodity in very large doses, thus affording to Sir

Mulberry Hawk an opportunity of pestering Miss Nickleby
with questions and remarks, to which she was absolutely

obliged to make some reply. Meanwhile, Lord Frederick
enjoyed unmolested the full flavour of the gold knob at the
top of his cane, as he would have done to the end of the inter-

view if Mr. Wititterly had not come home, and caused the

conversation to turn to his favourite topic.
" My lord," said Mr. Wititterly, " I am delighted—honoured

—proud. Be seated again, my lord, pray. I am proud,
indeed; most proud."

It was to the secret annoyance of his wife that Mr.
Wititterly said all this, for, although she was bursting with
pride and arrogance, she would have had the illustrious

guests believe that their visit was quite a common occur-

rence, and that they had lords and baronets to see them
every day in the week. But Mr. Wititterly's feelings were
beyond the power of suppression.

" It is an honour, indeed! " said Mr. Wititterly. " Julia,

my soul, you will suffer for this to-morrow."
" Suffer! " cried Lord Frederick.
" The reaction, my lord, the reaction," said Mr. Wititterly.

" This violent strain upon the nervous system over, my lord,

what ensues? A sinking, a depression, a lowness, a lassitude,

a debility. My lord, if Sir Tumley Snuffim was to see that

delicate creature at this moment, he would not give a—a

—

this for her life." In illustration of which remark, Mr.
Wititterly took a pinch of snuff from his box, and jerked it

lightly into the air as an emblem of instability.
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Not that, said Mr. Wititterly, looking about him witha serious countenance. "Sir Tumley Snuffim would notgive that for Mrs. Wititterly's existence."

^ "°'

iffwe^TtiTflLfH-^- ^i- ^ \^^ °^ ^°^^^ ^'^^^tion, asIT *"^*"S distinction for a man to have a wife in

ofas' i'X7eirtrhr' ""^k
^^^^^^^ sighed^Ldbld

as"m"eWyt ml^ht be
"'' '"^ '^' '^^^""^^^^ ^° bear it

9n!!ffi
""' ,^^*^"?^^y'" .said her husband, " is Sir TumleySnuffim s favourite patient. I believe I may venture to^vthat Mrs. Wititterly is the first person who took the newmed cme which is supposed to have destroyed a family aTKensmgton Gravel Pits. I believe she was. If I am wrongJuha, my dear, you will correct me " ^'

voice.
^'^'^"

^ ''^''" '"^^ ^"- ^^ti««^I>^ in a faint

«o^ ^^u^
appeared to be some doubt in the mind of hispatron how he could best join in this conveSn themdefatigable Mr. Pyke threw himself into the breach'and

r/f.r^ 1 ?/'"? '°"^^'^^"S to the point, inquired-^^th
reference to the aforesaid medicine-whether it was nice^
tion,"^aid 'MrT "°' '' '^' "°^ ^^^" ^^^^ recommenda-

;;
I think I am," said Mrs. Wititterly, smiling.
I think you are, my dear Julia," repUed her husband ina tone which seemed to say that he wL not vain but stS

TZVT'v^P-'' '^''' P"^"^g^^- " " anybody my lord
"

added Mr Wititterly, wheeling round to the nobfem^n "willproduce to me a greater martyr than Mrs. Wititter^ aU Ican say is, that I shall be glad to see that martyr whethermale or female-that's all, my lord." ^ ' ^^

Pyke and Pluck promptly remarked that certainly nothingcould be fairer than that; and the call having been by tSstime pro racted to a very great length, they obeyed S rMulberry's look, and rose to go. This brought^SirSberrv

testations of friendship, and expressions anticipative of the
pleasure which must inevitably flow from so happy anacquaintance were exchanged, and the visitors depmedHith renewed assurances that at all times and seasons the
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mansion of the Wititterlys would be honoured by receiving
them beneath its roof.

That they came at all times and seasons—that they dined
there one day, supped the next, dined again on the next, and
were constantly to and fro on all—that they made parties to
visit public places, and met by accident at lounges—that
upon all these occasions Miss Nickleby was exposed to the
constant and unremitting persecution of Sir Mulberry Hawk,
who now began to feel his character, even in the estimation
of his two dependants, involved in the successful reduction
of her pride—that she had no intervals of peace or rest,
except at those hours when she could sit in her solitary room,
and weep over the trials of the day—all these were conse-
quences naturally flowing from the well-laid plans of Sir
Mulberry, and their able execution by the auxiliaries. Pvke
and Pluck.

^

And thus for a fortnight matters went on. That any but
the weakest and silliest of people could have seen in one
mterview that Lord Frederick Verisopht, though he was
a lord, and Sir Mulberry Hawk, though he was a baronet,
were not persons accustomed to be the best possible com-
panions, and were certainly not calculated by habits, manners,
tastes, or conversation, to shine with any very great lustre in
the society of ladies, need scarcely be remarked. But with
Mrs. Wititterly the two titles were all-sufficient; coarseness
became humour, vulgarity softened itself down into the most
charming eccentricity; insolence took the guise of an easy
absence of reserve, attainable only by those who had hud the
good fortune to mix with nigh folks.

If the mistress put such a construction upon the behaviour
of her new friends, what could the companion urge against
them? If they accustomed themselves to very little restraint
before the lady of the house, with how much more freedom
could they address her paid dependant ! Nor was even this
the worst. As the odious Sir Mulberry Hawk attached
himself to Kate with less and less of disguise, Mrs. Wititterly
began to grow jealous of the superior attractions of Miss
Nickleby. If this feeling had led to her banishment from
the drawing-room when such company was there, Kate
would have been only too happy and willing that it should
have existed, but unfortunately for her she possessed that
native grace and true gentility of manner, and those thousand
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nameless accomplishments which give to female society its
greatest charm; if these be valuable anywhere thev were
espeaally so where the lady of the house wL a m^'re anLIted

fi^;;« t
*;^nsequence was, that Kate had the double morti-

SfrS?,lJrr^'"lK^"/"^'5P'"'^^^" P"* °^ "-^^ <=i^cle when
Sn- Mulberry and his friends were there, and of being exposed,on that very account to all Mrs. Wititterly's ill-humoursand caprices when they were gone. She became utterlyand completely miserable.

^

fJ'l'^'^'^^^^^'^^^^^
"^''^'" ^^"""^ °ff the mask with regard

to Sir Mulberry, but when she was more than usually out oftemper, attributed the circumstance, as ladies sometimes do,

t^«rT°;i'Tj'''i'P.°^'^°."-.
However, as the dreadful idea

w^h ^'t ^'^^r't ^r'^P^^ ^'^° ^^ somewhat taken

r.n / '
^""^

"-^J-
'^'' ^"- Wititterly, was quite as^ondary person, dawned upon that lady's mind and

gradually developed itself, she became possessed with a large

ZTt^-A "f^I
P'^P"' *"^ "^°^^ ^'^t"°"^ indignation,and felt It her duty, as a married lady and a moral membe^

of soaety, to mention the circumstance to " the youns
person " without delay. ^ ^

Accordingly Mrs Wititterly broke ground next morning,durmg a pause m the novel-reading
" Miss Nickleby " said Mrs. Wititterly, « I wish to speakto you very gravely. I am sorry to have to do it, upon myword I am ve^ sorry, but you leave me no alternative. MissNickleby" Here Mrs. Wititterly tossed her head -no

passionately, only virtuously -and remarked, with some

nf?Kff'^l"'
excitement, that she feared that palpitation

01 the heart was conung on again.
" Your behaviour. Miss Nickleby," resumed the lady "

is

TrfZiTK r™
pleasmg me-very far. I am very anxious

M v-^V^^" '^°" *^ ^° ^'"' ^"* yo" "^ay depend upon itMiss Nickleby, you wiU not, if you go on as you do." ^ '

^^

Ma ami exclaimed Kate, proudly.

Hnn'?""'^!fi?*^ Sr ^^ ^P^^^^g '^ that way. Miss Nickleby,don t, said Mrs. Wititterly, with some violence, " or youUcompel me to rmg the bell."
^

Kate looked at her, but said nothing.
' You needn't suppose," resumed Mrs. Wititterly " thatyour looking at me in that way. Miss Nickleby, will preventmy saymg what 1 am going to say, which I feel to be a
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religious duty. You needn't direct your glances towards
me," said Mrs. Wititterly, with a sudden burst of spite;
" / am not Sir Mulberry, no, nor Lord Frederick V^erisopht,
Miss Nickleby; nor am I Mr. Pyke, nor Mr. Pluck either."
Kate looked at her again, but less steadily than before;
and resting her elbow on the table, covered her eyes with
her hand.

** If such things had been done when / was a young girl,"
said Mrs. Wititterly (this, by the way, must have been some
little time before), " I don't suppose anybody would have
believed it."

" I don't think they would," murmured Kate. " I do not
think anybody would believe, without actually knowing it,

what I seem doomed to undergo 1

"

" Don't talk to me of being doomed to undergo, Miss
Nickleby, if you please," said Mrs. Wititterly, with a shrill-

ness of tone quite surprising in so great an invalid. " I will
not be answered. Miss Nickleby. I am not accustomed to
be answered, nor will I permit it for an instant. Do you
hear.> " she added, waiting with some apparent inconsistency
for an answer.

" I do hear you, ma'am," replied Kate, " with surprise

;

with greater surprise than I can express."
" I have always considered you a particularly well-behaved

young person for your station in life," said Mrs. Wititterly;
" and as you are a person of healthy appearance, and neat in
your dress and so forth, I have taken an interest in you, as
I do still, considering that I owe a sort of duty to that
respectable old female, your mother. For these reasons.
Miss Nickleby, I must tell you once for all, and begging you
to mind what I say, that I must insist upon your immediatelv
altering your very forward behaviour to the gentlemen who
visit at this house. It really is not becoming," said Mrs.
Wititterly, closing her chaste eyes as she spoke; "it is

improper, quite improper."
"Oh!" cried Kate, looking upwards and clasping her

hands; "is not this, is not this, too cruel, too hard to bear!
Is it not enough that I should have suffered as I have, night
and day: that I should almost have sunk in my own estima-
tion from very shame of having been brought into contact
with such people; but must I also be exposed to this unjust
and most unfounded charge !

"
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•jX?" ^lll^?^® f^^
goodness to recollect, Miss Nickleby."

said Mrs. Wititterly, " that when you use such terms as
unjust, and unfounded,' you charge me, in effect, with

stating that which is untrue."
" ^

^P'" ?^^ ^^^> ^^ *»onest indignation. " Whether
you make this accusation of yourself, or at the prompting of
others, is alike to me. I say it is vilely, grossly, wilfully
untrue. Is it possible I

" cried Kate, " thit any one of myown sex can have sat by, and not have seen the misery
these men have caused me! Is it possible that you, ma'am
can have been present, and failed to mark the insulting
freedom that their every look bespoke? Is it possible that
you can have avoided seeing, that these Ubertines, in their
utter disrespect for you, and utter disregard of all gentlemanly
behaviour, and almost of decency, have had but one object in
introducing themselves here, and that the furtherance of
theu- designs upon a friendless, helpless girl, who, without
this humihatmg confession, might have hoped to receive
from one so much her senior something like womanly aid
and sympathy? I do not—I cannot believe iti

"

If poor Kate had possessed the slightest knowledge of the
world, she certamly would not have ventured, even in the
exatement mto which she had been lashed, upon such an
mjudiaous speech as this. Its effect was precisely what

f-,.™°^®
®^P®"®"ced observer would have foreseen. Mrs

Wititterly received the attack upon her veracity with exem-
plaiy calmness, and listened with the most heroic fortitude
to Kate s account of her own sufferings. But allusion being
made to her being held in disregard by the gentlemen, she
evinced violent emotion, and this blow was no sooner followed
up by the remark concerning her seniority, than she fell back
upon the sofa, uttering dismal screams.
"What is the matter!" cried Mr. Wititterly, bouncing

mto the room. " Heavens, what do I see ! Tulial Tulia!
look up, my life, look up !

"

"^ •'

But Julia looked down most perseveringly, and screamed
stiU louder! so Mr. Wititterly rang the bell, and danced in
a frenzied manner round the sofa on which Mrs. Wititteriy
lay; uttenng perpetual cries for Sir Tumley Snuffim, and
never once leavmg off to ask for any explanation of the
scene before him.

" Run for Sir Tumley," cried Mr. Wititterly, menacing the
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page with bo^h fists. " I knew it, Miss Nickleby," he said,

looking round with an air of melancholy triumph, " that
society has been too much for her. This is all soul, you
know, every bit of it." With this assurance Mr. Wititterly

took up the prostrate form of Mrs. Wititterly, and carried

her bodily off to bed.

Kate waited until Sir Tumley Snuffim had paid his visit

and looked in with a report, that, through the special inter-

position of a merciful Providence (thus spake Sir Tumley),
Mrs. Wititterly had gone to sleep. She then hastily attired

herself for walking, and leaving word that she should return
within a couple of hours, hurried away towards her uncle's
house.

It had been a good day with Ralph Nickleby, quite a
lucky day. As he walked to and fro in his little back room
with his hands clasped behind him, adding up in his own
mind all the sums that had been, or would be, netted from
the business done since morning, his mouth was drawn into
a hard stem smile; while the firmness of the lines and curves
that made it up, as well as the cunning glance of his cold
bright eye, seemed to tell, that if any resolution or cunning
would increase the profits, they would not fail to be exerted
for the purpose.

" Very good !
" said Ralph, in allusion, no doubt, to some

proceeding of the day. " He defies the usurer, does he?
Well, we shall see. 'Honesty is the best policy,' is it?

We'll try that too."

He stopped, and then walked on again.
" He is content," said Ralph, relaxing into a smile, " to

set his known character and conduct against the power of
money. Dross, as he calls it. Why, what a dull blockhead
this fellow must be I Dross too, dross ! Who's that?

"

" Me," said Newman Noggs, looking in. " Your niece."
" What of her? " asked Ralph sharply.
" She's here."
" Here? "

Newman jerked his head towards his little room, to signify
that she was waiting there.

" What does she want? " asked Ralph.
" I don't know," rejoined Newman. " Shall I ask? " he

aaded quickly.
" No," replied Ralph. "Show her in! Stay." He hastily
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put away a padlocked cash-box that was on thr taKi. a

F^T'V''^ '""'^ ^" empty Vr^e'-'Ce-'i^^Kalph. " iV<w she may come in
" '

^

Well," said Ralph, roughly enoueh • hnt «tm .v.vi, -
thmg more of kindSei mWrnaS'ttan h wouU hav^::exh,b.,ed towards anybody eUe. " Well, my^rar 'wh«
Kate rmsed her eyes, which were filled with tears- »nHwth an effort to master her emotion stroveTo snS bu?^^vam. bo drooping her head again, she remaimdS h1?

:^ZX " "^ ™"^ '"' '*^""' ""'^ -"'^""'^e
"I can guess the cause of this!" thought Ralnh «ff.r

^t-t^' ^^usf wSf, t^uT.-t'lSght'^ift-?

-^;,and it-s an .^.r^^JlT,^, a^tU^t

opS'an'dS'ttinTri;."
"''^'' ^''^- '^'-^ ^ ^->

whlPel^ed'^^p-^tt^L*,^^^^^^^^ «™"- »^«>

Ihe matter which brings me to vou sir " ch« c.;^ ««

•

one which should call the Lod up Tnti Tour cheeks 'andmake you bum to hear, as it does me to tell T Ko \
wronged; my feelings h^ve been outmged nsulted un' ^3
past all healing, and by your friendsT

'
'"'"^'^^' ^^'°""^»ed

^.^^

Fnends!" cried Ralph, sternly. "/ have no friends,

'' By the men I saw here, then," returned Kate quicklv

we4^hTe morrh'
°' "°""' ^'^^ '^^ knew :;.irth/;were, on, the more shame on vou unrl#» fnr u,.; ;

among them. To have su^.-ectedm; tothaU wasTxlsTd

knowledge of your guests, would have reouired somT cf
excuse; but if you did it-as I now bellne^ ou did-kn^^^^^^^them well, it was most dastardly and crueL"

^"owmg
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Ralph drew back in utter amazement at this plain speaking,

and regarded Kate with the sternest look. Bur she met his
gaze proudly and firmly, and although her face was very
pale, It looked more noble and handsome, lighted up as it
was, than it had ever appeared before.

" There is some of that boy's blood in you, I see," said
Ralph, speaking in his harshest tones, as something in
the flashmg eye reminded him of Nicholas at their last
meeting.

" I hope there is! " replied Kate. " I should be proud to
know it. I am young, uncle, and all the difficulties and
miseries of my situation have kept it down, but I have been
roused to-day beyond all endurance, and come what may,
/ will not, as I am your brother's child, bear these insults
longer."

I*

What insults, girl ? " demanded Ralph, sliarply.
"Remember what took place here, and ask yourself,"

replied Kate, colouring deeply. " Uncle, you must—I am
sure you will—release me from such vile and degrading
companionship as I am exposed to now. I do not mean,"
said Kate, hurrying to the old man, and laying her arm upon
his shoulder; " I do not mean to be angry and violent—

I

beg your pardon if I have seemed so, dear uncle,—but you
do not know what I have suffered, you do not indeed. You
cannot tell what the heart of a young girl is—I have no
right to expect you should; but when I tell you that I am
wretched, and that my heart is breaking, I am sure you will
help me. I am sure, I am sure you will !

"

Ralph looked at her for an instant; then turned away his
head, and beat his foot nervously upon the ground.

" I have gone on day after day," said Kate, bending over
him, and timidly placing her little hand in his, " in the hope
that this persecution would cease; I have gone on day after
day, compelled to assume the appearance of cheerfuhiess,
when I was most unhappy. I have had no counseUor, no
adviser, no one to protect me. Mama supposes that these
are honourable men, rich and distinguished, and how can I—
how can I undeceive her—when she is so happy in these little
delusions, which are the only happiness she has? The lady
with whom you placed me, is not the person to whom I
could confide matters of so much delicacy, and I have come
at last to you, the only friend I have at hand—almost the
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only friend I have at all-to intreat and implore you to
assist me." *^ j

u w
•• How can / assist you, child? " said Ralph, rising from

his chair, and pacing up and down the room in his old
attitude.

"You have influence with one of these men, I knowr
rejomed Kate, emphatically. " Would not a word from you
mduce them to desist from this unmanly course? "

"No," said Ralph, suddenly turning'; " at least-that—

I

can't say it, if it would."
"Can't say it!"
"No," said Ralph coming to a dead stop, and clasping his

hands more tightly behind him. " I can't say it
"

Kate feU back a step or two, and looked at him, as if in
doubt whether she had heard aright.

" We are connected in business," said Ralph, poising him-
self alternately on his toes and heels, and lookilig coolly in
his nieces face, "m business, and I can't afford to offend
them. What is it after aU? We have all our trials, and
this IS one of yours. Some girls would be proud to have
such gallants at their feet."

"Proud! "cried Kate.
" I don't say," rejoined Ralph, raising his fore-finger, " but

that you do right to despise them; no, you show your good
sense m that, as mdeed I knew from the first you wSuld.
Well. In all other respects you are comfortably bestowed
Its not much Xr. bear. If this young lord does dog your
footsteps, and wnisper his drivelling inanities in your ears
what of It? It s a dishonourable passion. So be it; it won't
last long borne other novelty will spring up one day, and
you will be released. In the meantime "

"In the meantime," interrupted Kate, with becoming
pnde and indignation, " I am to be the scorn of my own
sex, and the toy of the other; justly condemned by allwomen of right feeling, and despised by all honest and
honourable men; sunken in my own esteen' and de'^raded
in every eye that looks upon me. No, not if I work my
fingers to the bone, not if I am driven to the roughest and
hardest labour. Do not mistake me. I will not disgrace
your recommendation. I will remain in the house in which
It placed me, until I am entitled to leave it by the terms ofmy engagement; though, mind, I see these men no morel
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When I quit it, I will hide myself from them and >-ou, *ind,

strivii.^ to support my mother by hard service, I will live,

at least, in peace, and trust in God to help me."
With these words, she waved her nand, and quitted the

room, leaving Ralph Nickleby motionless as a statue.

The surprise with which Kate, as she closed the room-
door, beheld, close beside it, Newman Noggs standing bolt

upright in a little niche in the wall like some scarecrow or

Guy Faux laid up in winter quarters, almost occasioned her

to call aloud. But, Newman laying his finger upon his lips,

she had the presence of mind to refrain.

" Don't," said Newman, gliding out of his recess, and
accompar./ing her across the hall. " Don't cry, don't cry."

Two very large tears, by-the-bye, were running down New-
man's face as he spoke.

" I see how it is," said poor Noggs, drawing from his

pocket what seemed to be a very old duster, and wiping

Kate's eyes with it, as gently as if she were an infant.
" You're giving way now. Yes, yes, very good ; that's

right, I like tliat. It was right not to give way before him.

Yes, yes! Ha, ha, hal Oh, yes. Poor thing!
"

With these disjointed exclamations, Newman wiped his

own eyes with the afore-mentioned duster, and, limping to

the street-door, opened it to let her oat.
" Don't cry any more," whispered Newman. " I shall see

you soon. Ila! ha! ha! And so shall somebodv else too.

Yes, yes. Ho! ho!"
" God bless you," answered Kate, hurrying out, " God

bless you."
" Same to you," rejoined Newman, opening the door again

a little way, to say so. " Ha, ha, ha ! Ho ! ho ! ho I

"

And Newman Noggs opened the door once again to nod
cheerfully, and laugh—and shut it, to shake his head mourn-
fully, and cry.

Ralph remamed in the same attitude till he heard the

noise of the closing door, when he shrugged his shoulders,

and after a few turns about the room—hasty at first, but
gradually becoming slower, as he relapsed into himself—sat

down before his desk.

it is one of those problems of human nature, which may
be noted down, but not solved;—although Ralph felt no
remorse at that moment for his conduct towards the inno-
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cent, true-hearted girl

; although his libertine clients haddone precisely what he had expected, precisely what hemost wished, and precisely what woul/S mosT to his

So^rJSThLlu'i
'•^ "*"" '^^ '^^^ ^^' '^^ ^-^

.i"^?Il'u'
*?'**

^t^^^'
»<=owJ'"g round, and shaking hisclenched hand a. the faces of the two profligates rose up

^y for^isT''' ^'" ''"" P^^ '°^ ''^' ^"^^ yo^'haR

rJ^r^l ^T' ^""^ '"' ^°"^«'«tion to his books andpapers, a performance was going on outside his office-doorwhich would have occasioned him no small surprise if hecould by any means have become acquainted wkTiiNewman Noggs was the sole actor. He stood at a littledistance from the door, with his face towards it; and i"ththe sleeve of his coat turned back at the wrists, w« occup edm bestowing the most vigorous, scientific, and strai7h?fomard
blows upon the empty air.

f-'gnuorwara

At first sight, this would have appeared merely a wiseprecaution m a man of sedentary habits, with the vie^ofopening the chest and strengthening the muscles of thearms. But the intense eagerness and joy depicted in theface of Newman Noggs, which was sufftised wTh i^"pi^!
tion; the suynsmg energy ith which he directed a Snstantsuccession of blows towards a particular panel aCt fiJefeet eight from the ground, and still worked away inTe stuntiring and persevering manner; would have sufficientlvexplained to the attentive observer, that his imaSonwas thrashing to within an inch of his life, his C;^"
active employer, Mr. Ralph Nickleby.

^

CHAPTER XXIX
or THE PROCEEr NGS OF NICHOLAS, AND CERTAIN INTERNAI
DIVISIONS IN TH. COMPANY OP MR. VINCENT CRrMLEs

The unexpected success and favour with which his exn^riment at Portsmouth had been received tduced^M"Crummies to prolong his stay in tiiat town for a fortniXbeyond the period he had originally assigned for the du a inof his visit, dunng which time Nicholas personated a vist
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variety of character! with undiminished success, and at-

tracted so nuuiy people to the theatre who had never

been seen there before that a benefit was considered by the

manager a very pron ising speculation. Nicholas assent-

ing to the terms proposed, the benefit was had, and by it

he realised no less a sum than twenty pounds.

Possessed of this unex^xcted wealth, his first act was to

enclose to honest John Browdie the amount of his friendly

loan, which he accompanied with many expressions of grati-

tude and esteem, and mf ny cordial wishes for his matrimonial

happiness. To Newman Noggs he forwarded one half of the

sum he had realised, entreating him to take an opportunity

of handing it to Kate in secret, and conveying to her the

warmest assurances of his love and affection. He made
no mention of the way in which he had employed himself;

merely informing Newman that a letter addressed to him

under his assumed name at the Post Oflfice, Portsmouth,

would readily find him, and entreating that worthy friend

to write full particulars of the situation of his mother and

sister, and an account of all the grand things that Ralph

Nickleby had done for them since his departure from London.
" \ ou are out of spirits," said Smike, on the night after

the letter had been dispatched.
" Not II " rejoined Nicholas, with assumed gaiety, for the

confession would have made the boy miserable all night; " I

was thinking about my sister, Smike."

"Sister I"
•' Aye."
" Is she like you? " inquired Smike.
" Why, so they say," replied Nicholas, laughing, " c:iiy a

great deal handsomer."
" She must be very beautiful," said Smike, after ihinking

a little while with his hands folded together, and his eyes

bent upon his friend.

" Anybody who didn't know you as well as I do, my dear

fellow, would say you were an accomplished courtier," said

Nicholas.
" I don't even know what that is," replied Smike, shaking

his head. " Shall I ever see your sister?
"

" To be sure," cried Nicholas; " we shall all be together

one of these days—when we are rich, Smike."
" How is it that you, who are so kind and good to me,
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I

have nobody to be kind to you? " asked Smikc. " I cannotmake that out."
" ^Tiy, it is a long story," replied Nicholas, " and one you

would have some difficulty in comprehending, I fear. I have
an enemy—you unders^and what that is?

"
'' Oh, yes, I understand that," said Smike.
' Well it is owing to him," returned Nicholas. " He is

nch, and not so easily punished as your old enemy. Mr
Squeers. He is my uncle, but he is a villain, and has doneme wrong.

.. ^„?.H^^°"8^V ^H?** ^"^*' ^^"^^"« eagerly forward.
What IS his name? Tell me his name "

" Ralph—Ralph Nickleby."
"Ralph Nickleby," repeated Smike. " Ralph. I'll get

that name by heart." **

He had muttered it over to himself some twenty times,when a loud knock at the door disturbed him from his occu-
pation Before he could open it, Mr. Folair, the panto-
mimist, thrust m his head.

^

Mr. Folair's head was usuaUy decorated with a verv round
hat unusually high m the crown, and curled up quite tight
in the bnms. On the present occasion he wore it ve^^' mSch
on one side, with the back part forward in consequence of its
being the least rusty; round his neck he wore a flaming red

hZllt u^T^^'^u^^'^^ ^^ straggling ends peeped out
beneath his threadbare Ncvmarket coat, which was verx-
tight and buttoned all the way up. He carried in his hand
one very dirty glove, and a cheap dress cane with a glass
handle; m short, his whole appearance was unusually dash-
ing, and demonstrated a far more scrupulous attention to
his toilet than he was in the habit of bestowing upon it

Good evenmg, sir," said Mr. Folair, taking off the tall
hat, [and running his fingers through his hair. "I brimr a
communication. Hem!" ^
"From whom and what about?" inquired Nicholas.
You are unusuallv mysterious to-night "

tk"5°^?{.
perhaps " returned Mr. Folair; "cold, perhaps.

That IS the fault of my position-not of myself, Mr. JohnsonMy position as a mutual friend requires it, sir." Mr Folair
paused with a most impressive look, and diving into the hat
before noticed, drew from thence a small piece of whity-
brown paper curiously folded, whence he brought forth a
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note which it had served to keep clean, and handing it over

to Nicholas, said

—

" Have the goodness to read that, sir."

Nicholas, in a state of much amazement, took the note and

broke the seal, glancing at Mr. Folair as he did so, who,

knitting his brow and pursing up his mouth with great

dignity, was sitting with his eyes steadily fixed upon the

ceiling.

It was directed to blank Johnson, Esq., by favour of

Augustus Folair, Esq.; and the astonishment of Nicholas

was in no degree lessened, when he found it to be couched in

the following laconic terms:

—

" Mr. Lenville presents his kind regards to Mr. Johnson,

and will feel obliged if he will inform him at what hour

to-morrow morning it will be most convenient to him to meet

Mr. L. at the Theatre, for the purpose of having his nose

pulled in the presence of the company.
" Mr. Lenville requests Mr. Johnson not to neglect making

an appointment, as he has invited two or three professional

friends to witness the ceremony, and cannot disappoint them

upon any account whatever.
" Portstnouth, Tuesday night."

Indignant as he was at this impertinence, there was some-

thing so exquisitely absurd in such a cartel of defiance, that

Nicholas was obliged to bite his lip and read the note over

two or three times before he could muster sufficient gravity

and sternness to address the hostile messenger, who had not

taken his eyes from the ceiling, nor altered the expression of

his face in the slightest degree.

" Do you know the contents of this note, sir? '• he asked,

at length.
" Yes," rejoined Mr. Folair, looking round for an instant,

and immediately carrying his eyes back again to the ceiling.

" And how dare you bring it here, sir.' " asked Nicholas,

tearing it into very little pieces, and jerking it in a shower

towards the messenger. " Had you no fear of being kicked

downstairs, sir.'
"

Mr. Folair turned his head—now ornamented with several

fragments of the note—towards Nicholas, and with the same

imperturbable dignity, briefly replied " ^^" "

" Then " «aif^ Micholas. takine ud '

No.

said Nicholas, taking up the tall hat and tossing
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an h r^n^fty" '^^^^^^^^^ ""l'
^^'-^^ ^"^denly losing

gentleman's wirdX." '' ^°" ^"°^- ^° ^"^^s with I
" Leave the room/' returned Nicholas " w«,„ ^ u

» l^ilT^LL^^/,^: «'^™d M- Folair, waving
;

" I wasn't in

his h«nH n V •
y^"^' returned Mr.

earnest. I only brought it in joke."

noses rather a dangerous remSr, ^ '""I'?" '° P""'"?
facetiousness Waf1™^^'"„'% ° *'

^'^r^^'
"""

upon hfa hand,l^d affectil^hl . "* *"' "'<' '^' """<'

;t . .n,ost superfluous .0 sayThadtfC^Sr Sn^
• H^vT^^^drei^ to'f/plSi,

'""*""« *» 'P"^ <" -»-«•
Why, rii tell you how it is

" saiH U, ir 1 .

luniself down in a chair with g kt e^£, ^°^^.- ^'"'"8

and, i^»d^?S„ra t?pS«"^^^ ^""-^"^^^^^^^

•' rpL'r-^™ lard'y 'sXhir ~'*V

night, never^gettingTCS; afd '';o^^^Z;"atS;ifS
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rounds at least, and sometimes three, till at length he got

quite desperate, and had half a mind last night to play
Tybalt with a real sword, and pink you—not dangerously,

but just enough to lay you up for a month or two."
" Very considerate," remarked Nicholas,
" Yes, I think it was, under the circumstances; his pro-

fessional reputation being at stake," said Mr. Folair, quite

seriously. " But his heart failed him, and he cast about for

some other way of annoying you, and making himself popular

at the same time—for that's the point. Notoriety, notoriety,

is the thing. Bless you, if he had pinked you," said Mr.

Folair, stopping to make a calculation in his mind, " it would
have been worth—ah, it would have been worth eight or ten

shillings a week to him. All the town would have come to

see the actor who nearly killed a man by mistake ; I shouldn't

wonder if it had got him an engagement in London. How-
ever, he was obliged to try some other mode of getting

popular, a id this one occurred to him. It's a clever idea,

really. It you had shown the white feather, and let him
pull your nose, he'd have got it into the paper, if you had
sworn the peace against him, it would have been in the paper

too, and he'd have been just as much talked about as you

—

don't you see?
"

" Oh certainly," rejoined Nicholas; " but suppose I were

to turn the tables, and pull his nose, what then? Would
that make his fortune?

"

" Why, I don't think it would," replied Mr. Folair, scratch-

ing his head, " because there wouldn't be any romance about
it, and he wouldn't be favourably known. To tell you the

truth though, he didn't calculate much upon that, for you're

always so mild spoken, and are so popular among the women,
that we didn't suspect you of showing fight. If you did,

however, he has a way of getting out of it easily, depend
upon that."

" Has he? " rejoined Nicholas. " We will try to-morrow
morning. In the meantime, you can give whatever account

of our interview you like best. Good night."

As Mr. Folair was pretty well known among his fellow-

actors for a man who delighted in mischief, and was by no
means scrupulous, Nicholas had not much doubt but that he

had secretly prompted the tragedian in the course he had
taken, and, moreover, that he would have carried his mission



3^4 Nicholas Nicklebv

'.

mth a very high hand if he had not been disconcerted by thevery unexpected demonstrations with which it had been

hZ7ui .'° *»« d^s'P^ed the pantomimist, with a gentleh nt that If he offended again it would be under the pInZ
of a broken head; and Mr. Folair, taking the cau^on inexceedingly good part, walked away to confer With lis

mSh- ffir ?'^ "" "^^°""^ °^ W« proceeding L hemight think b^t calculated to carry on the joke.

Jtrtrr^^L'!?^ T^^ l^'^'^t^
^^** ^^^^°'^ ^^s in a State of

^th muc^S;;£^V-
^^'7^'"

'^f >^°""S ««°'J«"^^" ^'^Ikedmth much dehberation down to the theatre next morning atthe usua hour, he found aU the company assembled"Sent
expectation, and Mr. LenviUe, with his severest sSge facesitfang majestically on a table, whistling defiance

'

Now the ladies were on the side of Nicliolas and the

f^'r" ^""T? ^^t"f)
^''' «^ ^^^ ^'^« of the dTskpplted

!2P K^iii "^^^l *^' ^*"^' ^°""«d a little group a^ut thenedoubtable Mr. LenviUe, and the former bok?d Tat alittle distance in some trepidation and anxiety. On Nicholasstopping to sdute them, Mr. LenviUe laughed a scomS

Si^X^ptr"^ ^^^^-^ -™-^ ^-'-^ the na^t^:^!

th^eT''
" '^^ ^^^^°^^S' looking quietly round, " are you

«nH ^l^""^'" u^^^Tv ^'- ^^"^^"^' flourishing his right arm

.^Ik^^T^'"^ ^'i^.°^^
^"^ ^ theatricll stride. Sn Ni^hl?S?'"'^^r,*'
"^^^ "^°"^^"t ^ ""1« startled,

St^rf^i ? ^"^
""u

^°°^ "1"'^^ ^^ frightened as he hadexpected, and came all at once to an awkward halt, at whichthe assembled ladies burst into a shrill laugh.
Object of my scorn and hatred! " said Mr. LenviUe "

Ihold ye m contempt."
«iviiie, i

Nicholas laughed in very unexpected enjoyment of this

lau^nT'.' ?v.^ 't%^"^'^^'
^y^^>' of encouragemen

KttJr. -f"^" S'^°''^
'^^'''^' ^^'- LenviUe assumed

"millions
'' ' ^""^'^'''^ ^'' opinion that they were

''But they shaU not protect ye!" said the tragedian

T^ZIZ T^'"^
look at Nicholas, beginning at his bofts andending at the crown of his head, and then I downward onebeginning at the crown of his head, and ending at his b^oS
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—which two looks, as everybody knows, express defiance on
the stage. " They shall not protect ye—boy 1

"

Thus speaking, Mr. Lenville folded his arms, and treated
Nicholas to that expression of face with which, in melo-
dramatic performances, he was in the habit of regarding the
tyrannical kings when they said, " Away with him to the
deepest dungeon beneath the castle moat; " and which,
accompanied with a little jingling of fetters, had been known
to produce great effects in its time.

Wliether it was the absence of the fetters or not, it made
no very deep impression on Mr. Lenville's adversary, how-
ever, but rather seemed to increase the good humotir ex-
pressed in his countena- ce; in which stage of the contest,
one or two gentlemen, who had come out expressly to witness
the pulling of Nicholas's nose, grew impatient, murmuring
that if it were to be done at all it had better be done at once,
and that if Mr. Lenville didn't mean to do it he had better
say so, and not keep them waiting there. Thus urged, the
tragedian adjusted the cuff of his right coat sleeve for the
performance of the operation, and walked in a very stately
manner up to Nicholas, who suffered him to approach to
within the requisite distance, and then, without the smallest
discomposure, knocked him down.

Before the discomfited tragedian could raise his head from
the boards, Mrs. Lenville (who, as has been before hinted,
was in an interesting state) rushed from the rear rank of
ladies, and uttering a piercing scream threw herself upon the
body.

" Do you see this, monster? Do you see this 1 " cried Mr.
Lenville, sitting up, and pointing to his prostrate lady, who
was holding him very tight round the waist.

" Come, " said Nicholas, nodding his head, " apologize for
the insolent note you wrote to me last night, and waste no
more time in talking."

" Never! " cried Mr. Lenville.

"Yes—yes—^yes!" screamed his wife. " For my sake

—

for mine, Lenville—forego all idle form? unless you would
see me a blighted corse at your feet."

' This is affecting! " said Mr. Lenville, looking round him,
and drawing the back of his hand across his eyes. " The ties

of nature are strong. The weak husband and the father—
the father that is yet to be—relents. I apologize."
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" Humbly and submissively? " said Nicholas.
"Humbly and submissively," returned the tragedian,

scowling upward. " But only to save her,—for a time wiU
come "

" Very good," said Nicholas; " I hope Mrs. LenviUe may
have a good one; and when it does come, and you are a
father, you shall retract it if you have the courage. There.
Be careful, sir, to what lengths your jealousy carries you
another time; and be careful, also, before you venture too
far, to ascertain your rival's temper." With this parting
advice Nicholas picked up Mr. Lenville's ash stick which had
flown out of his hand, and breaking it in half, threw him the
pieces and withdrew.
The profoundest deference was paid to Nicholas that night,

and the people who had been most anxious to have his nose
pulled in the morning, embraced occasions of taking him
aside, and telling him with great feeling, how very friendly
they took it that he should have treated that Lenville so
properly, who was a most unbearable fellow, and on whom
they had all, by a remarkable coincidence, at one time or
other contemplated the infliction of con^ga punishment,
which they had only been restrained from administering by
considerations of mercy; indeed, to judge from the invariable
termination of all these stories, there never was such a
charitable and kind-hearted set of people as the male members
of Mr. Crummles's company.

Nicholas bore his triumph, as he had his success in the
little world of the theatre, with the utmost moderation and
^ood humour. The crestfallen Mr. Lenville made an expir-
mg effort to obtain revenge by sending a boy into the gallery
to hiss, but he fell a sacrifice to popular indignation, and was
promptly turned out without having his money back.

" Well, Smike," said Nicholas when the first piece was
over, and he had almost finished dressing to go home "

is
there any letter yet? " '

" Yes," replied Smike, " I got this one from the post-
office."

^

" From Newman Noggs," said Nicholas, casting his eye
upon the cramped direction; " it's no easy matter to make his
writing out. Let me see—^let me see."

By dint of poring over the letter for half an hour, he con-
trived to make himself master of the contents, which were
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certainly not of a nature to set his mind at ease. Newman
took upon himself to send back the ten pounds, observing
that he had ascertained that neither Mrs. Nickleby nor Kate
was m actual want of money at the moment, and that a time
might shortly come when Nicholas might want it riore. He
entreated him not to be alarmed at what he was about to say •

--there was no bad news—they were in good health—but he
thought circumstances might occur, or were occurring, which
would render it absolutely necessary that Kate should have
her brother s protection, and if so, Newman said, he would
wnte to him to that effect, either by the next post or the next
but one.

Nicholas read this passage very often, and the more he
thought of It the more he began to fear some treachery upon
the part of Ralph. Once or twice he felt tempted to repair to
London at all hazards without an hour's delay, but a little
reflection assured him that if such a step were necessary
Newman would have spoken out and told him so at once.

.... ^^ ^'^ events I should prepare them here for the possi-
JMhty of my going away suddenly," said Nicholas; " I should
lose no time m doing that." As the thought occurred to him
he took up his hat and hurried to the green-room.

'

"Well, Mr. Johnson," said Mrs. Crummies, who was
seated there m full regal costume, with the phenomenon as
the Maiden in her maternal arms, " next week for Ryde. then
for Winchester, then for

"

"I have some reason to fear," interrupted Nicholas, " that
before you leave here my career with you will have closed."

Closed!" cned Mrs. Crummies, raising her hands in
astonishment.

"Closed! " cried Miss Snevellicci, trembling so much in her
tights that she actually laid her hand upon the shoulder of
the manageress for support.
"Why, he don't i..ean to say he's going I

" exclaimed Mrs.
Urudden, making her way towards Mrs. Crummies. " Hoitv
toity I Nonsense." '

The phenomenon, being of an affectionate nature and more-
over excitable, raised a loud cry, and Miss Belvawnev and
Miss Bravassa actually shed tears. Even the male per-
formers stopped in their conversation, and echoed the wordbomg

!
although some among them (and they had been

the loudest m theu: congratulations that day) winked at each
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other as though they would not be sorry to lose such a
favoured rival; an opinion, indeed, which the hrr.c-.t Mr.
Folair, who was ready dressed for the savage, open'.v stated
in so many words to a demon with whom he \^ac'8harine
a pot of porter.

Nicholas briefly said that he feared it would be so, al
he could not yet speak with any degree of certainty , ..ad
getting away as soon as he could, went home to con New-
man's letter once more, and speculate upon it afresh.
How trifling all that had been occupying his time and

thoughts for many weeks seemed to him during that sleep-
less night, and how constantly and incessantly present to his
imagination was the one idea that Kate in the midst of some
great trouble and distress might even then be looking—and
vainly too—for him

!

CHAPTER XXX
FESTIVITIES ARE HELD IN HONOUR OF NICHOLAS, WHO

SUDDENLY WITHDRAWS HIMSELF FROM THE SOCIETY
OF MR. VINCENT CRUMMLES AND HIS THEATRICAL
COMPANIONS

Mr. Vincent Crummles was no sooner acquainted with the
public announcement which Nicholas had made relative to
the probability of his shortly ceasing to be a member of the
company, than he evinced many tokens of grief and conster-
nation; and, in the extremity of his despair, even held out
certam vague promises of a speedy improvement not onl>-m the amount of his regular salary, but also in the contin-
gent emoluments appertaining to his authorship. Finding
Nicholas bent upon quitting the society (for he had now
determined that, even if no further tidings came from New-
man, he would, at all hazards, ease his mind by repairing to
London and ascertaining the exact position of his sister) Mr.
Crummies was fain to content himself by calculating the
chances of his coming back again, and taking prompt and
energetic measures to make the most of him before he went
away.

" Let me see," said Mr. Crummies, taking off his outlaw's
wig, the better to arrive at a cool-headed view of the whole
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case. "Let me see. This is Wednesday night. We'll have
posters out the first thing in the morning, annooncing posi-
tively your last appearance for to-morrow."

,

" ®»' P?^^P^ ^\ ™*y "°' ^ ™y ^^ appearance, you
know, said Nicholas. " Unless I am summoned away I
should be sorry to inconvenience you by leaving before the
end of the week."

" Sc much the better," returned Mr. Crummies. " We
can have positively your last appearance, on Thursday—re-
engagement for one night more, on Friday—and, yielding
to the wishes of numerous influential patrons, who were
disappointed in obtaining seats, on .Saturday. That oueht
to bring three very decent houses."
"Then I am to make three last appearances, am I?"

inquired Nicholas, smiling.
" Yes," rejoined the manager, scratching his head wit'.i an

air of some vexation; "three is not enough, and it's very
bunghng and irregular not to have more, bin if we can't help
It we can't, so there's no use in talking. A novelty would
be very desirable. You couldn't sing a comic song on the
pony s back, could you? "

''^ No," replied Nicholas, " I couldn't indeed."
"It has drawn money before now," said Mr. Crummies

with a look of disappointment. " What do yon think of a
brilliant display of fireworks?

"

" That it would be rather expensive," replied Nicholas
dnly.

'• Eighteenpence would do it," said Mr. Crummies " You
on the top of a pair of steps with the phenomenon in an
attitude; Farewell' on a transparency behind; and nine
people at the wings with a squib in each hand—aO the dozen
and a half going off at once—it would be very grand—awful
from the front, quite awful."
As Nicholas appeared by no means impressed with the

solemnity of the proposed effect, but, on the contrary
received the proposition in a most irreverent manner and
laughed at It very heartily, Mr. Crummies abandoned the
project m its birth, and gloomily observed that Uiey must
make up the best bill they could with combats and hornpipes
and so stick to the legitimate drama.

'

For the purpose of carrying this object into instant execu-
tion, the manager at once repaired to a small dressing-room

«
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adjacent, where Mrs. Crummies was then occupied in ex-
changing the habiliments of a melodramatic empress for the
ordinary attire of matrons in the nineteenth century. And
with the assistance of this lady, and the accomplished
Mrs. Grudden (who had quite a genius for making out bills,

being a great hand at throwing m the notes of admiration,
and knowing from long experience exactly where the largest
capitals ought to go), he seriously applied himself to the
composition of the poster.

" Heighol " sighed Nicholas, as he threw himself back in
the prompter's chair, after telegraphing the needful directions
to Smike, who had been playing a meagre tailor in the
interlude, with one skirt to his coat, and a little pocket
handkerchief witli a large hole in it, and a woollen nightcap,
and a red nose, and other distinctive marks peculiar to tailors
on the stage. " Heigho I I wish all this were over."

" Oyer, Mr. Johnson 1 " repeated a female voice behind him,
in a kind of plaintive surprise.

" It was an ungallant speech, certainly," said Nicholas,
looking up to see who the speaker was, and recognising Miss
Snevellicci. " I would not have made it if I had known you
had been within hearing."

" What a dear that Mr. Digby is! " said Miss Snevellicci,
as the tailor went ofl on the opposite side, at the end of the
piece, with great applause. (Smike's theatrical name was
Digby.)

"m tell him presently, for his gratification, that you said
so," returned Nicholas.

" Oh you naughty thing! " rejoined Miss Snevellicci. "
I

don't know though, that I should much mind his knowing
my opinion of him; with some other people, indeed, it

might be " Here Miss Snevellicci stopped^ as though
waiting to be questioned, but no questioning came, for
Nicholas was thinking about more serious matters.

" How kind it is of you," resumed Miss Snevellicci, after a
short silence, " to sit waiting here for him night after night,
night after night, no matter how tired you are; and taking
so much pains with him, and doing it all with as much delight
and readiness as if you were coining gold by it!

"

" He well deserves all the kindness I can show him, and
a great deal more," said Nicholas. " He is the most grateful,
•ingle-hearted, affectionate creature, that ever breathed."
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!! 5? ?1^' ^°P/' remarked Miss SneveUicci, " isn't he?
"

bod help him, and those who have made him so- he is
indeed," rejoined Nicholas, shaking his head

'

He IS such a devilish close chap," said Mr. Folair, whohad come up a httle before, and now joined in the conie^^
"W ?°^°^y <»" e^" g«t anything out of him."

tnrZr '^'f'^^^y i^{ out of him?" asked Nicholas,tummg round with some abruptness.

Mr' 1^5'' "^ll^^
* fire-eater you are, Johnson! " -cturnedMr Folair, puUing up the heel of his dancing shoe. - I'monly talking of the natural curioJty of the people here JSknow what he has been about aU his life

" '

h»l' nT.K^"°T «'^ *' P!:^"y P'*'"' I s^°"Id think, that hehas not the mtellect to have been about anything ofmucltimportance to them or anybody else," said xNicholls.
Ay, rejomed the actor, contemj.iating the eflfect of hisace m a kmp reflector, " but that i^^volve^s the whole que !

tion, you know. ^
" What question.? " asked Nicholas.
" Why, the who he is and what he is, and how you two
V !.'t/°^^f^''"^'

"^"^^ ^° be such close companions ''

replied Mr Fola.r, delighted with the opportunity of'aWngsomething disagreeable. " That's in everybody's mouh"^
I-he everybody' of the theatre, I suppose? •

saidNicholas, contemptuously ^

NicholItS^^^^^
^"^°"' ^"^ ^^-^-'^y>" -t--P-<^

^

" Perhaps you have," rejoined the immovable Mr. Folair-
If you have, he said this before he was silenced: Lenvillesays that you're a regular stick of an actor, and that 'son y the mystery about you that has caused you to go downwith the people here, and that Crummies keeps it up for hisown sake; though Lenville says he don't believe there's anv!thmg at all m it, except your having got into a scrape and^^
nh% •'? M-TT^^'f' '^' ^°^"S something or other."Uh I said Nicholas, forcing a smile.

" That's a part of what he says," added Mr. Folair " I

fidence^^ I don't agree with him, you know. He says hetakes Digby to be more knave than fool; and old Fluggers
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who does the heavy business you know, he says that when he
delivered messages it Covent Garden the season before last,
there used to be a pickpocket hovering about the coach-stand
who had exactly t^ face of Digby; though, as he very
properly says, P- may not be the same, but only his
brother, or so: • ..^tr relation."

II

Oh! '' cried Nicholas again.
'• Yes," said Mr. Folair, with undisturbed calmness, " that's

what they say. I thought I'd tell you, because really you
ought to knov Oh I here's thU blessed phenomenon at last
Ugh, you httle imposition, I should like to—quite ready my
darlme,~humbi)g—Ring up, Mrs. G., and let the favoirite
wake em I

"

Uttering in a loud voice such of the latter allusions as were
complimentary to the unconscious phenomenon, and givina
the rest m a confidential " aside " to Nicholas, Mr. Folair
foUowed the ascent of the curtain with his eyes, regardcJ
with a sneer the reception of Miss Crummies as the Maiden
and, falling back a step or two to advance with the better
effect, uttered a preliminary howl, and " went on " chattering
his teeth and brandishing his tin tomahawk as the Indian
Savage.

" So these are some of the stories they invent about us, and
bandy from mouth to mouth!" thought Nicliolas. "'if aman would commit an inexpiable offence againsi any society
large or small, let him be successful. They will forgive him
any crime but that."

" You surely don't mind what that malicious creature
says, Mr, Johnson.? " observed Miss Snevellicci in her most
wmning tones.

" Not I," replied Nicholixs. " If I were going to remain
here, I might think it worth my while to embroil myself
As It is, let them talk till they are hoarse. But here," add-d
r^icholas, as Smike approached, " here comes the subject of
a portion of their good-nature, so let he and I say good nieht
together."

" ^

" No, I will not let either of you say anything of the kind
"

returned Miss Snevellicci. " You must come home and see
mama, who only came to Portsmouth to-day, and is dying to
behold you. Led, my dear, persuade Mr. Johnson."

Oh, I'm sure," returned Miss Ledrook, with considerable
vivacity, if you can't persuade him—" Miss Ledrook said
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no more, but intimated, by a dexterous playfubess, that if

Miss Snevellicci couldn't persuade him, nobody could.
" Mr. and Mrs. Lillyvick have taken lodgings in our house,

and share our sitting-room for the present," said Miss Snevel-
licci. " Won't that induce you? '^

" Surely," returned Nicholas, " J can require no possible
inducement beyond your invitation.

'

"Oh no! I dare say," rejoined Miss Snevellicci. And
Miss Ledrook said, " Upon my wordl " Upon which Miss
Snevellicci said that Miss Ledrook was a giddy thing ; and
Miss Ledrook said that Miss Snevellicci needn't coloar up
quite so much; and Miss Snevellicci beat Miss Ledrook, and
Miss Ledrook beat Miss Snevellicci.

" Come," said Miss Ledrook, " it's high time we were there,
or we shall have poor Mrs. Snevellicci thinking thnt you
have run away with her dau;,'hter, Mr. Johnson; and then
we should have a pretty to-do."

" My dear Led," remonstrated Miss Snevellicci, " how vou
do talk!"

Miss ledrook made no answer, but taking Smike's arm
in hers, left her friend and Nicholas to follow at their pleasure

:

which it pleased them, or rather pleased Nicholas, who had
no great fancy for a tete-a-tete under the circumstances, to
do at once.

There were not wanting matters of conversation when thev
reached the street, for it turned out that Miss Snevellicci
had small basket to carry home, and Miss Ledrook a small
bandbox, both containing such minor articles of theatrics!
costume as the lady performers usually carried to and fr.

every evening. Nicholas would insist upon carrying the
basket, and Miss Snevellicci would insist upon carrjing it

herself, which gave rise to a struggle, in which Nicholas
captured the basket and the bandbox likewise. Then
Nicholas said, that he wondered what could possibly be
inside the basket, and attempted to peep in, whereat Miss
Snevellicci screamed, and declared that if she thought he
had seen, she was sure she should faint away. This declara-
tion was followed by a similar attempt on the bandbox,
and similar demonstrations on the part of Miss Ledrook,
and then both ladies vowed that they wouldn't move a step
further until Nicholas had promised that he wouldn't offer
to peep again. At last Nicholas pledged himself to betray
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no further curiosity, and they walked on : both ladies gigdine
very much, and declaring that they never had seen such a
wicked creature in all their born days—never

.rii!!i*!?'?K^ ?•, '^^^u
"^^^ '""^^ pleasantry' as this, the]

arrived at the tailor's house in no time; and here they made
^ IX?" T M, ^^^7'

^^^'^ ^^*"g P'^esent besides Mr. LiUyvickand Mrs. Lillyvick, not only Miss Snevellicci's mama, but herpapa also. And an uncommonly fine man Miss Snevellicci's
papa was, with a hook nose, and a white forehead, and curis
black hair and high cheek bones, and altogether quite ahandsome face, only a little pimply as though with drinking.He had a very broad chest had Miss Snevellicci's papland he wore a threadbare blue dress coat buttoned with
gilt buttons tight across it; and he no sooner saw Nicholascome into the room, than he whipped the two forefingers
of his right hand m between the two centre buttons, and
sticking his other arm gracefully a-kimbo, seemed to say,

to me"?'"
^'"^

*""' ""^ ^"""^^ ^""^ ""^^^ ^^""^ y°" S°^ *°'^>

Such was, and in such an attitude sat Miss Snevellicci's
papa, who had been m the profession ever since he had first
played the ten-year-old imps in the Christmas pantomimes;who could sing a httle, dance a little, fence a Httle, act a littleand do everything a little, but not much; who had been
sometimes m the ballet, and sometimes in the chorus ateye^ theatre m London; who was always selected in virtue
of his figure to play the military visitors and the speechless
noblemen; who always wore a smart dress, and came onarm-m-arm with a smart lady in short petticoats,-and
always did it too with such an air that people in the pithad been several times known to cry out " Bravo t " under
the impression that he was somebody. Such was Miss
bnevelhcci s papa upon whom some envious persons cast
the imputation that he occasionally beat Miss Snevellicci'smama, who was stiU a dancer, with a neat little figure andsome remains of good looks, and who now sat, as she danced

iirSL^ktr^nd
°^' '" ^'^ ^"" ''^'^ °^ ^^^ ^-^"«^^-

fnl°oi>^'^
good people Nicholas was presented with much

formahty. The mtroduction being completed, Miss Snevel-
hcci s papa (who was scented with rum and water) said thathe was delighted to make the acquaintance of a gentleman
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80 highly talented; and furthermore remarked, that there
hadn't been such a hit made—no, not since the first appear-
ance of his friend Mr. Glavormelly, at the Coburg.

" You have seen him, sir? " said Miss Snevellicci's papa
'' No, really I never did," replied Nicholas.
" You never saw my friend Glavormelly, sir! " said Mbs

Snevellicci's papa. " Then you have never seen acting yet
If he had lived

"

" Oh, he is dead, is he? " i.nerrupted Nicholas.
" He is," said Mr. Sne\ -ilicci, " but u ; isn't in Westminster

Abbey, more's the sham.
, He was a . Well, no matter.

He is gone to that bounce rom whei.ce no traveller returns]
I hope he is appreciated ttiere.'

So saying, Miss Snevellicci's papa rubbed the tip of his
nose with a very yellow silk handkerchief, and gave the
company to understand that these recollections overcame him

" Well, Mr. Lillyvick," said Nicholas, " and how are you? "
" Quite well, sir," replied the collector. " There is nothing

like the married state, sir, depend upon it."
" Indeed? " said Nicholas, laughing.
"Nothing like it, sir," replied Mr. Lillyvick solemnly,

' How do you thmk," whispered the collector, drawing him
aside, " How do you think she looks to-night? "

" As handsome as ever," replied Nicholas, glancing at the
late Miss Petowker.

WTiy, there's a air about her, sir," whispered the collector,
" that I never saw in anybody. Look at her, now she moves
to put the kettle on. There! Isn't it fascination, sir?

"
'' You're a lucky man," said Nicholas.
"Ha, ha, ha!" rejoined the collector. "No. Do you

think I am though, eh? Perhaps I may be, perhaps I may
be. I say, I couldn't have done much better if I had been
a young man, could I? You couldn't have done much better
yourself, could you—eh—could you? " With such inquiries
and many more such, Mr. Lillyvick jerked his elbow into
Nicholas's side, and chuckled till his face became quite
purple in the attempt to keep down his satisfaction.
By this time the cloth had been laid under the joint super-

intendence of all the ladies, upon two tables put together,
one being high and narrow, and the other low and broad'
There were oysters at the top, sausages at the bottom, a pair
of snuffers m the centre, and baked potatoes wherever it was
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most convenient to put them. Two additional chairs were
brought m from the bedroom; Miss Snevellicci sat at the
head of the table, and Mr. Lillyvick at the foot; and Nicholas
had not only the honour of sitting next Miss Snevellicci but
of havmg Miss Snevellicci's mama on his right hand, and
Miss Snevellicci s papa over the way. In short, he was the
hero of the feast; and when the table was cleared and some-
thing warm mtroduced. Miss Snevellicci's papa got up and
proposed his health in a speech containing such aflFecting
allusions to his coming departure, that Miss Snevellicci wept
and was compelled to retire into the bedroom.

'

" Hush! Don't take any notice of it," said Miss Ledrook
peeping m from the bedroom. " Say, when she comes back'
that she exerts herself too much."

'

Miss Ledrook eked out this speech with so many mysterious
nods and frowns before she shut the door again that a
profound silence came upon all the company, during which
Miss Snevellicci's papa looked very big indeed—several sizes
larger than Me-at everybody in turn, but particularlv at
^lcholas, and kept on perpetually emptying his tumbler'and
fiihng it agam, until the ladies returned in a cluster with
Miss Snevellicci among them.

,, " You needn't alarm yourself a bit, Mr. Snevellicci," said
Mrs Lillyvick. "She is only a little weak and nervous-
she has been so ever since the morning."

'

" Oh," said Mr. Snevellicci, " that's all, is it.?
"

•' Oh yes, that's all. Don't make a fuss about it," cried all
the ladies together.

.
Now this was not exactly the kind of reply suited to Mr

bne\ eUicci s importance as a man and a father, so he picked
out the unfortunate Mrs. Snevellicci, and asked her what the
devil she meant by talking to him in that way.

" Dear me, my dear! " said Mrs. Snevellicci.
" Don't call me your dear, ma'am," said Mr. Snevellicci

* if you please."
'

" Pray, pa, don't," interposed Miss Snevellicci.
" Don't what, my child.?

"

" Talk in that way."
" Why not.? " said Mr. Snevellicci. " I hope you don't

luppose there's anybody here who is to prevent my talking= I like?

"

-^ 6

" Nobody wants to, pa," rejoined his daughter.

as
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^^

" Nobody would if they did want to," said Mr. Snevellicci.
" I am not ashamed of myself. SneveUicci is my name. I'm
to be found in Broad Court, Bow Street, when I'm in town.
If I'm not at home, let any man ask for me at the stage
door. Damme, they know me at the stage door I suppose?
Most men have sc n my portrait at the cigar shop round the
comer. I've been mentioned in the newspapers before now
haven't I? Talk! I'U teU you what; if I found out that
any man had been tampering with the affections of my
daughter, I wouldn't talk. I'd astonish him without talking •

that's my way."
'^'

So saying, Mr. Snevellicci struck the pahn of his left hand
three smart blows with his clenched fist; pulled a phantom
nose with his right thumb and fore-finger, and swallowed
another glassful at a draught. " That's my way," repeated
Mr. Snevellicci.

Most public characters have their failings; and the truth
is that Mr. Snevellicci was a little addicted to drinking; or,
if the whole truth must be told, that he was scarcely 'ever
sober. He knew in his cups three distinct stages of intoxica-
tion,—the dignified—the quarrelsome—the amorous. When
professionally engaged he never got beyond the dignified; in
private circles he went through all three, passing from one
to another with a rapidity of transition often rather perplex
ing to those who had not the honour of his acquaintance.
Thus Mr. Snevellicci had no sooner swallowed another

glassful than he smile^' ':pon all present in happy forgetful-
ness of having exhi. ^vniptoms of pugnacity, and pro-
posed " The ladies

! : leir hearts !
" in a most vivacious

manner.
" I love 'em," said Mr, Snevellicci, looking round the table,

" I love 'em, every one."
" Not every one," reasoned Mr. Lillyvick, mildly.
" Yes, every one," repeated Mr. Snevellicci.
" That would include the married ladies, you know," said

Mr. Lillyvick.

" I love them too, s' ' said Mr. Snevellicci.

The collector looked into the surrounding faces with an
aspect of grave astonishment, seeming to ay, " This is a
nice man I" and appeared a little sur^iised that Mrs.
Lillyvick's manner yielded no evidences of horror and
indignation.

N
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I

I

I

" One good turn deserves another," said Mr. Snevellicd.
" I love them and they love me." And as if this avowal
were not made in sufficient disregard and defiance of all

moral obligations, what did Mr. Snevellicci do? He winked
—winked, openly and undisguisedly; winked with his right

eye—upon Henrietta Lillyvickl

The collector fell back in his chair in the intensity of his

astonishment. If anybody had winked at her as Henrietta
Petowker, it would have been indecorous in the last degree;
but as Mrs. Lillyvickl While he thought of it in a cold
perspiration, and wondered whether it was possible that he
could be dreaming, Mr. Snevellicci repeated the wink, and
drinking to Mrs. Lillyvick in dumb show, actually blew her
a kiss! Mr. Lillyvick left his chair, walked straight up to
the other end of the table, and fell upon him—literally fell

upon him— instantaneously. Mr. Lillyvick was no light

weight, and consequently when he fell upon Mr. Snevellicci,

Mr. Snevellicci fell under the table. Mr. Lillyvick followed
him, and the ladies screamed.

" What is the matter with the men ! Are they mad? "

cried Nicholas, diving under the table, dragging up the
collector by main force, and thrusting him, all doubled up,
into a chair, as if he had been a stuffed figure. " What do
you mean to do? What do you want to do? What is the
matter with you? "

While Nicholas raised up the collector, Smike had per-
formed the same office for Mr. Snevellicci, who now regarded
his late adversary in tipsy amazement.

" Look here, sir," replied Mr. Lillyvick, pointing to his

astonished wife, " here is purity and elegance combined,
whose feelings have been outraged—violated, sir !

"

" Lor, what nonsense he talks 1 " exclaimed Mrs. Lillyvick

in answer to the inquiring look of Nicholas. " Nobody has
said anything to me."

"Said, Henrietta!" cried the collector. "Didn't I see
him " Mr. Lillyvick couldn't bring himself to utter the
word, but he counterfeited the motion of the eye.

" Well !
" cried Mrs. Lillyvick, " Do you suppose nobody

is ever to look at me? A pretty thing to be married indeed,
if that was law !

"

" You didn't mind it? " cried the collector.
" Mind it

!

" repeated Mrs. Lillyvick contemptuously, " You
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ought to go down on yonr knees and beg ever>'body's pardon,

that you ought."
" Pardon, my dear? " said the dismayed collector.

" Yes, and mine first," replied Mrs. Lillyvick. " Do you

suppose / ain't the best judge of what's proper and what's

improper?
"

" To be sure," cried all the ladies. " Do you suppose we
shouldn't be the first to speak, if there was anything that

ought to be taken notice of ?
"

" Do you suppose they don't know, sir? " said Miss Snevel-

licci's papa, pulling up his collar, and muttering some'.hing

about a punching of heads, and being only withheld by
considerations of age. With which Miss Snevellicci's papa

looked steadily and sternly at Mr. Lillyvick for some seconds,

and then rising deliberately from his chair, kissed the ladies

all round, beginning with Mrs. Lillyvick.

The unhappy collector looked piteously at his wife, a? if to

see whether there was any one trait of Miss Petowker left in

Mrs. Lillyvick, and finding too surely that there was not,

begged pardon of all the company with great humility, and

sat down such a crestfallen, dispirited, disenchanted man,
that despite all his selfishness and dotage, he was quite an

object of compassion.

Miss Snevellicci's papa being greatly exalted by this

triumph, and incontestable proof of his popularity with the

fair sex, quickly grew convivial, not to say uproarious;

volunteering more than one song of no inconsiderable length,

and regaling the social circle between-whiles with recollec-

tions of divers splendid women who had been supposed to

entertain a passion for himself, several of whom he toasted

by name, taking occasion to remark at the same time that

if he had been a little more alive to his own interest, he

might have been rolling at that moment in his chariot-and-

four. These reminiscences appeared to awaken no very

torturing pangs in the breast of Mrs. Snevellicci, who
was sufficiently occupied in descanting to Nicholas upon
the manifold accomplishments and merits of her daughter.

Nor was the young lady herself at all behindhand in dis-

playing her choicest allurements; but these, heightened as

they were by the artifices of Miss Ledrook, had no effect

whatever in increasing the attentions of Nicholas, who,

with the precedent of Miss Squeers still fresh in his memory,
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pubrwerTintrm^rd^n aTC^^ ^ '"/ ^--«' and the
in letter. afflicteTwith eve y'Sb?e 1^'

V'^'"'^"' "^"^
deformity, how that Mr InhnLf^ ,5

/*"a*'°'* «>f spinal
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'"' '°" '^^ ">
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When everybody was dressed and the curtain went udthe excitement occasioned by the presence of the I ondonmanager increased a thousand-fold. Everv^dv h mrin^^ *know that the Ix>ndon manager had co^S^w^ntS y S>^tness his or her own performance, and aU were in aXtSof anxiety and expectation. Some of those who were not onm the first scene, hurried to the wings, and there stretchedheir necks to have a peep at him° 'others stole up tt^the two little pnvate boxes over the stage-doors and fmmhat position reconnoitred the London manager

'

Once th^London manager was seen to smile. He smiled at the comiccountryman's pretending to catch a blue-bottle wMeCCrumm es was making her greatest effect. ^ VeVi^od m^^fine fellow," said Mr. Crummies, shaking his fist at Secomic countryman when he came off, " you leave this company next Saturday night."
*^°™"

In the same way, everybody who was on the stage beheldno audience but one individual; everybody played to theLondon manager. When Mr. Lenville in a sudden burst o?passion called the emperor a miscreant, and then bit"n« Wsgove said, "But I must dissemble," instead of lookb^egloomily at the boards and so waiting for his cue ^ S
mX^r" ^"wheTS-'

' p'^"' '" ''' ^'^'^ "P^ ^he Londonmanager. When Miss Bravassa sang her song at her loverwho according to custom stood ready to shake hands3
^ftT^:i

'*"' ""'''''' '^^y ^°°^^^' "°t at each otherCat the I^ndon manager. Mr. Crummies died point blank athim; and when the two guards came in to take the body of

dl^aTThe^jln'r'' '' "^^ "^? ^° '^'^ '^'^ ^^^
-'

gunce at the London manager. At length thp Tnnri^,,
manager was discovered to belsleep, and shortly afte^tha?

?nnr°f '.K
P '"? ^'"' ^"^y^ Whereupon all the company fel

hnlnn ""^ff^^ f^""^"
Countryman, declaring that hibuffoonery was the sole cause; and Mr. Crummies said thathe had put up with It a long time, but that he really couldn\stand It any longer, and therefore would feel obliged by hislooking out for another engagement.

All this was the occasion of much amusement to Nicholaswhose only feehng upon the subject was one of sLncei
satisfaction that the great man^ent away b forThT
appeared. He went through his part in the two last piecesas hnskly as he could, and having been receixed^^th
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»•

unbounded favour and unprecedented applause -so said
the bills for next day, which had been printed an hour or
two before—he took Smike's arm and walked home to
bed.

With the post next morning came a letter from Newman
Noggs, very inky, very short, very dirty, very small, and
very mysterious, urging Nir**r,las to return to London
instantly; not to lose an instant; to be there at night if

possible.

" I will," said Nicholas. " Heaven knows I have remained
here for the best, and sorely against my own will; but
even now I may have dallied too long. What can' have
happened? Smike, my good fellow, here—take my purse.
Put our things together, and pay what Uttle debts we owe-
quick, and we shall be in time for the morning coach. I will
only tell them that we are going, and will return to you
immediately."

So saying, he took his hat, and hurrying away to the
lodgings of Mr. Crummies, applied his hand to the knocker
with such hearty good-will, that he awakened that gentle-
man, who was still in bed, and caused Mr. Bulph the pilot
to take his morning's pipe very nearly out of his mouth in
the extremity of his surprise.

The door being opened, Nicholas ran upstairs without
any ceremony, and bursting into the darkened sitting-room
on the one-pair front, found that the two Master Crummleses
had sprung out of the sofa-bedstead and were putting on
their clothes with great rapidity, under the impression that
It was the middle of the night, and the next house was
on fire.

Before he could undeceive them, Mr. Crummies came
down in a flannel-gown and night-cap; and to him Nicholas
briefly explained that circumstances had occurred which
rendered it necessary for him to repair to London imme-
diately.

" So good bye," said Nicholas; " good bye, good bye."
He was half-way downstairs before Mr. Crummies had

sufficiently ri»/x)vered his surprise to gasp out something
about the poste**.

" I can't help it," replied Nicholas. '' Set whatever I may
have earned this week against them, or if that will not repay
you, say at once what wifl. Quick, quick."
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" Wc'U cry quits about that," returned Crummies. " But

can t we have one last night more? "

"Not an hour—not a minute," replied Nicholas, im-
patiently. '

1"
?^°u

'^ ^°" **°P,*? ^y something to Mrs. Crummies? "
asked the manager, following him down to the door.

I couldn t stop if it were to prolong my life a score of
years," rejomed Nicholas. " Here, tSce mv hand, and
with It my hearty thanks.-Oh! that I should have been
fooling here

!

Accompanying these words with an impatient stamp upon
the ground, he tore hmiself from the manager's detaiiuna
|;rasp, and dartmg rapidly down the street was out of s^m an mstant. *

" ^ear me, dear me," said Mr. Crummies, looking wist-
ully towards the pomt at which he had just disappeared:
if he only acted like that, what a deal of money he'd drawlHe should have kept upon this circuit; he'd have been very

useful to me. But he don't know what's good for him He.
IS an unpetuous youth. Young men are rash, very rash."

Mr. Crummies bemg m a moralising mood, might possibly
have moralised for some minutes longer if he had not
mechanically put his hand towards his waistcoat pocket
where he was accustomed to keep his snuff. The absence
of any pocket at all in the usual direction, suddenly recalled
to his recoUection the fact that he had no waistcoat on: and
this leading hun to a contemplation of the extreme scanti-
ness of his attire, he shut the door abruptly, and retired
upstairs with great precipitation.
Smike had made good speed while Nicholas was absentand with his help everythin,

^ was soon ready for their depar-
ture. They scarcely stopped to take a morsel of breakfast,
and m less than half an hour arrived at the coach-office
quite out of breath with the haste they had made to reach
It in time. There were yet a few minutes to spare, sohaving secured the places, Nicholas hurried into a slopseller's
hard by and bought Smike a great-coat. It would havebeen rather large for a substantial yeoman, but the shopmanavemng (and with considerable truth) that it was a mostuncommon fit, Nicholas would have purchased it in hi»
mipatience if it had been twice the size
As they hurried up to the coach, which was now in the
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«,

open street and aU ready for starting, Nicholas was not
a httle astonished to find himself suddenly clutched in a
dose and violent embrace, which nearly took him off his
icg^; nor was his amazement at all lessened by hearing the
voice of Mr. Crummies exclaim, " It is he—my friend, my
fnend

!

j
> j

"Bless my heart," cried Nicholas, struggling in the
manager s arms, " what are you about? "

The manager made no reply, but strained him to his
breast agam, exclaiming as he did so, " Farewell, my noble,my hon-hearted boy I

"

In fact, Mr. Crummies, who could never lose any oppor-
tumty for professional display, had turned out for the
express purpose of taking a public farewell of Nicholas; and
to render it the more unposing, he was now, to that young
gentleman's most profound annoyance, inflicting upon him
a rapid succession of stage embraces, which, as everybody
Imows, are performed by the embracer's laying his or her
chin on the shoulder of the object of affection, and looking
over It. This Mr. Crummies did in the highest style of
melodrama, pounng forth at the same time aU the most
dismal forms of farewell he could think of, out of the stock
pieces. Nor was tiiis all, for the elder Master Crummies
was going throuj^r. a similar ceremony with Smike; while
Master Percy Cr. ironies, with a very littie second-hand
ramlet-cloak, worn theatrically over his left shoulder, stood
by, m the attitude of an attendant officer, waiting to convey
the two victims to the scaffold.

The lookers-on laughed very heartily, and as it was as well
to put a good face upon the matter, Nicholas laughed too
when he had succeeded in disengaging himself; and rescu-
ing the astonished Smike, climbed up to the coach roof after
him, and kissed his hand in honour of the absent Mrs.
Crummies as they rolled away.
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CHAPTER XXXI
or RALPH NICKLKBV AND NEWMAN NOCGS, AND SOME WISE

PRECAUTIONS, THE SUCCESS OR FAILURE OF WHICH
WILL APPEAR IN THE SEQUEL

In blissful unconsciousness that his nephew was hastening at
the utmost speed of four good horses towards his sphere of
action and that ex ery passing minute diminished the dis-
tance between them, Ralph Nickleby sat that morning occu-
pied m his customary avocations, and yet unable to prevent
bis thoughts wandering from time to time back to the inter-
view which had taken place between hii^self and his niece
on the previous day. At such intervals, alter a few moments
Of abstraction, Ralph would mutter some peevish interjec-
tion and apply hunself with renewed steadiness of nuiws*-
to the ledger before him, but again and ai^ain the same train
of tiiought came back despite all his eliorts to prevent it
confusing him m his calculations, and utterly distracting hii
attention from the figures over which he bent. At length
Ralph laid down his pen, and threw himself back in his chair
as though he had made up his mind to allow ti.e obtrusive
current of reflection to take its own course, and, by giv inc it
full scope, to nd himself of it efTectually.

Pol l^"! °°f
*™™° be moved by a pretty face," muttered

Ralph sternly. There is a grinning skull beneath it, andmen like me who look and work below the surface see thatand not Its delicate covering. And yet I almost like the
girl, or should if she had been less proudly and squeamishly
brought up. If the boy were drowned or hanged, and the
mother dead, this house should be her home. I wish thev
were, with all my soul."

^
Notwithstanding the deadly hatred which Ralph felt

towards Nicholas, and the bitter contempt with which he
sneered at poor Mrs. Nickleby—notvvithstanding the base-
ness with which he had behaved, and was then behaving
and would behave again if his interest prompted him'
towards Kate herself-stiU there was, strange though it may
seena, something humanising and even gentle in his thoughte
at that moment. He thought of what his home might be ifKate were there; he placed her i. the empty chaif, looked
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upon her, heard her speak; he felt again upon hit arm the
gentle pressure of the trembling hand; he strewed his costly
rooms with the hundred silent tokens of feminine presence
and occupation; he came back again to the cold fireside and
the silent dreary splendour; and in that one glimpse of a
better nature, bom as it was in selfish thoughts, the rich man
felt himself friendless, childless, and alone. Gold, for the
insUnt, lost its lustre in his eyes, for there were countless
treasures of the heart which it could never purchase.
A very slight circumstance was suflScient to banish such

reflections from the mind of such a man. As Ralph looked
vacantly out across the yard towards the window of the other
office, he became suddenly aware of the earnest observation
of Newman Nog^s, who, with his red nose almost touching
the glass, feigned to be mending a pen with a rusty fragment
of a knife, but was in reality staring at his employer with a
countenance of the closest and most eager scrutiny.
Ralph exchanged his dreamy posture for his accustomed

business attitude: the face of Newman disappeared, and the
train of thought took to flight, all simultaneously and in an
instant.

After a few minutes, Ralph rang his bell. Newman
answered the summons, and Ralph raised his eyes stealthily
to his face, as if he almost feared to read there, a knowledge
of his recent thoughts.

There was not the smallest speculation, however, in the
countenance of Newman Noggs. If it be possible to imagine
a man, with two eyes in his head, and both wide open, look-
ing in no direction whatever, and seeing nothing, Newman
appeared to be that man while Ralph Nickleby regarded him

" How nowi* '* «];Tcwled Ralph.
" Oh !

" said Newman, throwing some intelligence into his
eyes all at once, and droppii^ them on his master, " I
thought you rang." With which laconic remark Newman
turned round and hobbled away.
"Stop! "said Ralph.
Newman stopped; not at all disconcerted.
" I did ring."
" I knew you did."
" Then why do you oflfer to go if you know that.?

'*

"I thought you rang to say you didn't ring," replied
Newman. " You often do."
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•' How dare you pry, and peer, and stare at me, sirrah?

"

demanded Ralph.
" Stare !

" cried Newman, " at you 1 Ha, ha !
" w^ h was

ail the explanation Newman deigned to o£Fer.

" Be careful, sir," said Ralph, looking steadily at him.
" Let me have no drunken fooling here. Do you see this

parcel?
"

" It's big enough," rejoined Newman.
" Carry it into the City ; to Cross, in Broad Street, and

leave it there—quick. Do you hear?
"

Newman gave a dogged kind of nod to express an affirma-

tiye reply, and, leaving the room for a few seconds, retu. ncd
with his hat. Having made various ineffective attempts to
fit the parcel (which was some two feet square) into the
crown thereof, Newman took it under his arm, and after

putting on his fingerless gloves with great precision and
nicety, keeping his eyes fixed upon Mr. Ralph Nickleby
all the time, he adjusted his hat upon his head with as
much care, real or pretended, as if it were a bran-new one
of the most expensive quality, and at last departed on his

errand.

He executed his commission with great promptitud" and
despatch, only calling at one public-house for half a minute,
and even that might be said to be in his way, for he went in

at one door and came out at the other; but as he returned
and had got so far homewards as the Strand, Newman began
to loiter with the uncertain air of a man who has not quite
made up his mind whether to halt or go straight forwards.
After a very short consideration, the former inclination pre-

vailed, and making towards the point he had had in his

mind, Newman knocked a modest double-knock, or rather a
nervous single one, at Miss La Creevy's door.

It was opened by a strange servant, on whom the odd
figure of the visitor did not appear to make the most favour-
able impression possible, inasmuch as she no sooner saw
him than she ver}' nearly closed it, and placing herself in

the narrow gap, inquired what he wanted. But Newman
merely uttering the monosyllable " Noggs," as if it were
some cabalistic word, at sound of which bolts would fly back
and doors open, pushed briskly past and gained the door of
Miss La Creevy's sitting-room, before the astonished servant
could offer any opposition.
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Walk m if you please," said Miss La Creevy in reply to
the sound of Newman's knuckles; and in he walked accord-
ingly.

" Bless us! " cried Miss La Creevy, starting as Newman
bolted m; " what did you want, sir?

"

" You have forgotten me," said Newman, with an inclina-
tion of the head. " I wonder at that. That nobody should
remember me who knew me in other days, is natural enough;
but there are few people who, seeing me once, foiget me
now." He glanced, as he spoke, at his shabby clothes and
paralytic limb, and slightly shook his head.

" I did forget you, I declare," said Miss La Creevy, rising
to receive Newman, who met her half-way, "and I am
ashamed of myself for doing so; for you are a kind, good
oreature, Mr. Noggs. Sit down and tell me all about Miss
Nickleby. Poor dear thing! I haven't seen her for this
many a week."

" How's that? " asked Newman.

^^

" Why, the truth is, Mr. Nog;?s," said Miss U Creevy,
that I have been out on a visit—the first visit I have made

for fifteen years."
'' That is a long time," said Newman, sadly.
" So it is, a very long time to look back upon in years

though, somehow or other, thank Heaven, the solitary days
roll away peacefuUy and happily enough," replied the
miniature painter. " I have a brother, Mr. Noggs—the only
relation I have—and all that time I never saw him once.
Not that we ever quarrelled, but he was apprenticed down in
the country, and he got married there, and new ties and
affections springirg up about him, he forgot a poor little
woman hke me, as it was very reasonable he should, you
know. Don't suppose that I complain about that, because I
always said to myself, ' It is very natural; poor dear John is
making his way in the worid, and has a wife to tell his cares
and troubles to, and children now to play about him, so God
bless him and them, and send we may all meet together one
day where we shall part no more.' But what do you think
Mr. Noggs," said the miniature painter, brightening up and
clapping her hands, " of that very same brother coming up to
London at last, and never resting till he found me out; what
do you think of his coming here and sitting down in that very
chair, and crying like a child because he was so glad to see
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me—^what do you think of his insisting on taking me down all

the way into the country to his own house (quite a sumptuous
place, Mr. Noggs, with a large garden and I don't know how
many fields, and a man in livery waiting at table, and cows
and horses and Digs and I don't know what besides), and
making me stay a whole month, and pressing me to stop

there all my life—yes, all my life—and so did his wife, and
so did the children—and there were four of them, and one,

the eldest girl of all, they—^they had named her after me eight

good years before, they had indeed. I never was so happy;
in all my life I never was !

" The worthy soul hid her face

in her handkerchief, and sobbed aloud; for it was the first

opportunity she had had of unburdening her heart, and it

would have its way.
" But bless my life," said Miss La Creevy, wiping her eyes

after a short pause, and cramming her handkerchief into her

pocket with great bustle and dispatch; "what a foolish

creature I must seem to you, Mr. Noggs 1 I shouldn't have
said anything about it, only I wanted to explain to you how
it was I hadn't seen Miss Nickleby."

" Have you seen the old lady? " asked Newman.
" You mean Mrs. Nickleby? " said Miss La Creevy.

" Then I tell you what, Mr. Noggs, if you want to keep in

the good books in that quarter, you had better not call her

the old lady any more, for I suspect she wouldn't be best

pleased to hear you. Yes, I went there the night before

last, but she was quite on the high ropes about something,

and was so grand and mysterious, that I couldn't make any-

thing of her: so, to tell you the truth, I took it into my head

to be grand too, and came away in state. I thought she

would have come round again before this, but she hasn t

been here."
" About Miss Nickleby

—
" said Newman.

" Why, she was here twice while I was away," returned

Miss La Creevy. " I was afraid she mightn't like to liave me
calling on her among those great folks in what's-its-name

Place, so I thought I'd wait a day or two, and if I didn't see

her, write."
" Ah! " exclaimed Newman, cracking his fingers.

" However, I want to hear all the news about them from

you," said Miss La Creevy. " How is the old rough-and-

tough monster of Golden Square? Well, of course; such

li

ii

?i ij
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people always are. I don't mean how is he in health, but
how is he going on: how is he behaving himself? "

" Damn him! " cried Newman, dashing his cherished hat
on the floor; " like a false hound."

" Gracious, Mr. Noggs, you quite terrify me! " exclaimed
Miss La Creevy, turning pale.

" I should have spoilt his features yesterday afternoon if I
could have afforded it," said Newman, moving restlessly
about, and shaking his fist at a portrait of Mr. Canning over
the mantel-piece. " I was very near it. I was obliged to put
my hands in my pockets, and keep 'em there very tight. I
shall do it some day in that little back-parlour, I know I
shall. I should have done it before now, if I hadn't been
afraid of making bad worse. I shall double-lock myself in
with him and have it out before I die, I'm quite certain of it

"

" I shall scream if you don't compose yourself, Mr. Noggs*"
id Miss La Creevy; " I'm sure I shan't be able to help it"
" Never mmd,'| rejoined Newman, darting violently to — ^

" He's coming up to-night; I wrote to tell him.

said

* <» TT J • - . ' o / — ftnd
fro. He s commg up to-mght; I wrote to tell him. He
little thmks I know; he little thinks I care. Cunning

he don't think that. Not he, not he. Never
thwart him—/, Newman Noggs. Ho, ho, the

scoundrel

!

mind, I'll

rascal!"

Lashing himself up to an extravagant pitch of fur>',
Newman Noggs jerked himself abo t the room with the'
most eccentric motion ever beheld in a human being: now
sparring at the litt'e miniatures on the wall, and now giving
himself violent thumps on the head, as if to heighten the
delusion, until he sank down in his former seat quite breath-
less and exhausted.

" There," said Newman, picking up his hat; " that's done
me good. Now I'm better, and I'll tell you all about it."

It took some little time to reassure Miss La Creevy, who
had been almost frightened out of her senses by this remark-
able demonstration; but that done, Newman faithfullv
related all that had passed in the interview between Kate and
her uncle, prefacing his narrative with a statement of his
previous suspicions on the subject, and his reasons for form-
ing them; and concluding with a communication of the step
he had taken in secretly writing to Nicholas.
Though little Miss La Creevy's indignation was not so

singulariy displayed as Newman's, it was scarcely inferior
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in violence and intensity. Indeed if Ralph Nickleby had
happened to make his appearance in the room at that
moment, there is some doubt whether he would not have
found ISiss La Creevy a more dangerous opponent than even
Newman Noggs himself.

" God forgive me for saying so," said Miss La Creevy, as a
wind-up to all her expressions of anger, " but I really feel as
if I could stick this into him with pleasure."

It was not a very awful weapon that Miss La Creevy held,
it being in fact nothing more nor less than a black-lead
pencil; but discovering her mistake, the little portrait painter
exchanged it for a mother-of-pearl fruit knife, wherewith, in
proof of her desperate thoughts, she made a lunge as she
spoke, which would have scarcely disturbed the crumb of a
half-quartern loaf.

" She won't stop where she is, after to-night," said New-
man. " That's a comfort."

" Stop !
" cried Miss La Creevy, " she should have left there,

weeks ago."
" --If we had known of this," rejoined Newman. " But

we didn't. Nobody could properly interfere but her mother
or brother. The mother's weak—poor thing—weak. The
dear young man will be here to-night."

"Heart alive 1" cried Miss La Creevy. "He will do
fomething desperate, Mr. Noggs, if you tell him all at
once."

Newman left off rubbing his hands, and assumed a thought-
ful look.

" Depend upon it," said Miss La Creevy, earnestly, "
if

you are not very careful in breaking out the truth to him, he
will do some violence upon his uncle or one of these men ^at
will bring some terrible calamity upon his own head, and
grief and sorrow to us all."

" I never thought of that," rejoined Newman, his coun-
tenance falling more and more. " I came to ask you to
receive his sister in case he brought her here, but "

" But this is a matter of much greater importance," inter-

rupted Miss La Creevy; " that you might have been sure of

before you came, but the end of this, nobody can foresee,

nnless you are very guarded and careful."
" What can I do? " cried Newman, scratching his head

with an air of great vexation and perplexity. " If he was
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to talk of pistolling 'em aU, I should be obliged to sav
•Certainly. Serve 'em right'

"

^ ^'
Miss La Creevy could not suppress a smaU shriek on hear-mg this, and mstantly set about extorting a solemn pledge

from Newman that he would use his utmost endeavours topaofy the wr&th of Nicholas; which, after some demur, was
conceded. They then consulted together on the safest and

""if^l^u^j^® °J
co"»municating to him the circumstances

which had rendered his presence necessary.
"He must have time to cool before he can possibly do

anything," said Miss La Creevy. " That is of the greatest
consequence. He must not be told until late at night "

'But he'll be in town between six and seven this evenine "
iphed Newman. " / can't keep it from him when he asks

u V
'"'*" y«>".™"st go out, Mr. Noggs," said Miss La Creevy.You can easily have been kept away by business, and must

not return till nearly midnight."
" pen he'U come straight here," retorted Newman,
bo I suppose, observed Miss U Creevy; "but he won't

find me at home, for I'll go straight to the City the instant
you leiv/e me, make up matters with Mrs. Nickleby. and
take her away to the theatre, so that he may not even know
where his sister hves.

Upon further discussion, this appeared the safest and most
feasible mode of proceeding that could possibly be adopted.
Therefore it was finaUy determined that matters should be
so arranged. Newman, after listening to many supplemen-
tary cautions and entreaties, took his leave of Miss La Creew
and trudged back to Golden Square, ruminating as he went
upon a vast number of possibilities and impossibiUties which
crowded upon his brain, and arose out of the conversation
that had just termmated.
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CHAPTER XXXII

RELATING CHIEFLY TO SOME REMARKABLE CONVERSATION,

AND SOME REMARKABLE PROCEEDINGS TO WHICH IT

GIVES RISE

" London at last I
" cried Nicholas, throwing back his great-

coat and rousing Smike from a long nap. " It seemed to me
as though we should never reach it."

" And yet you came along at a tidy pace too," observed

the coachman, looking over his shoulder at Nicholas with no
very pleasant expression of countenance.

" Ay, I know that," was the reply; " but I have been very

anxious to be at my journey's end, and that makes the way
seem long."

" Well," remarked the coachman, " if the way seemed long

with such cattle as you've sat behind, you must have been

most uncommon anxious; " and so saying, he let out his

whip-lash and touched up a little boy on the calves of his

legs by way of emphasis.

They rattled on through the noisy, bustling, crowded streets

of London, now displaying long double rows of brightly-

burning lamps, dotted here and there with the chemists'

glaring lights, and illuminated besides with the brilliant flood

that streamed from the windows of the shops, where sparkling

jewellery, silks and velvets of the richest colours, the most

inviting delicacies, and most sumptuous articles of luxurious

ornament, succeeded each other in rich and glittering pro-

fusion. Streams of people apparently without end poured on

and on, jostling each other in the crowd and hunting for-

ward, scarcely seeming to notice the riches that surrounded

them on every side; while vehicles of all shapes and makes,

mingled up together in one moving mass like running water,

lent their ceaseless roar to swell the noise and tumult.

As they dashed by the quickly-changing and ever-varying

objects, it was curious to observe in what a strange proces-

sion they passed before the eye. Emporiums of splendid

dresses, the materials brought from every quarter of the

world; tempting stores of everything to stimulate and
pamper the sated appetite and give new relish to the oft-

repeated feast ; vessels of burnished gold and silver, wrought

into every exquisite form of vase, and dish, and goblet; guns.
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•words, pwtols, and patent engines of destruction; screwsand irons for the crooked, clothes for the newly-boAi, d™te the sick, coffins for the dead, churchyards for the buriS^1 these jumbled ^ch with the other knd flocking si^by
side, seemed to flit by in motley dance like the fantasticS fo/tt' ''t

'5?'"^ Painter,^nd with the^T^™
moral for the unheeding restless crowd.
Nor were there wanting objects in die crowd itself to rive

.tLS"?K
"* b^lad-sn^er fluttered in the rich lighVtiiitshowed tiie goldsmiths' treasures; pale and pinchedTup faceshovered about the wmdows where was temptiJig food; hur^

«f hr,^ T**^
°'''' ^^ P'^^lY'^"" guarded by one thin she7t

of bnttie glass-an n-cn wall to them; half-naked shiverinR

frT?H;^ ^P^K *"* ^^'* *^ ??"*'* ^^»^'^ «"d golden s^
^ffn^tJ '7^, * christening party at the largest
coffn-maker s, and a funeral hatchment had stopped some

STtK r^IT'T^^u '"!, ^^^ ^^^^* ™^ion- Life andd^tii went hand m hand; wealth and poverty stood s'de by
side; repletion and starvation laid them dowi together.

h-H ™ iV^K^i''^^"' ?^? ^"^ °^^ ^°""ti7 lady Siside, who^ ?Sl n/^^"^T ""^ the coach-window a mile or t^o onAis side of Kingston and had cried out to the driver tiiatAewas sure he must have passed it and forgotten to set herdown, was satisfied at last.

Nicholas engaged beds for himself and Smike at the innwhwe the coach stopped and repaired, without the delay ofanother moment, to tiie lodgmgs of Newman Noggs; for hisanxiety and impatience had increased with every succeedb^mmute, and were ahnost beyond control
^^cumg

b*^?p?f K^ ^ ^'li°
Newman's garret, and a candle had

^rniL^^""^' ^^ 5°°' "^ "^"^"^y '^^P^' ^e room wasas comfortably arranged as such a room could be, and meat

IS^fJri'^T ^}^'^ ^ °'^'' "P«" ^« table. Everytiung
bespoke the affectionate care and attention of NewmanN^
but Newman hunself was not there.

^^ '

"Do you know what time he will be home? "
inquired

Nicholas, tappmg at the door of Newman's front S^h

"w^' *^^-.J°^il^°"'",said Crowl, presenting himself,

ha^teedl^""" "'" ^""'" ^~^' I^vercoSi
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"^"^".'^'".•^fpoxi Nicholas. "My question-1•m extremely anxious to know " quesnon—

i

entertain you which I shall ^^gti to do"'^
' ""^ '"

i^seuZ^^t ?n7^ ^^ anticipated, Nicholas betook

suToTC " "" "" " *'^*'™ «"'^^"" She :2
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seemed to be losing time unless he was moving. It was an
absurd fancy, he knew, but he was wholly unable to resist
it. So he took up his hat and rambled out again.
He strolled westward this time, pacing the long streets

with hurried footsteps, and agitated by a thousand misgiv-
ings and apprehensions which he could not overcome. He
passed mto Hyde Park, now silent and deserted, and in-
creased his rate of walking as if in the hope of leaving his
thoughts behind. They crowded upon him more thickly,
however, now there were no passing objects to attract his
attention; and the one idea was always uppermost, that
some stroke of ill-fortune must have occurred so calamitous
in its nature that all were fearful of disclosing it to him.
Tlie old question arose again and again—What couU it be?
Nicholas walked till he was weary, but was not one bit the
wiser; and indeed he came out of the Park at last a great
deal more confused and perplexed than he had gone into it
He had taken scarcely anything to eat or drink since earlym the morning, and felt quite worn out and exhausted. As

he returned languidly towards the point from which he had
started, along one of the thoroughfares which lie between
Park Lane and Bond Street, he passed a handsome hotel,
before which he stopped mechanically.
"An expensive place, I dare say," thought Nicholas; " but

a pint of wine and a biscuit are no great debauch wherever
they are had. And yet I don't know."
He walked on a few steps, but looking wistfully down the

long vista of gas-lamps before him, and thinking how long
It would take to reach the end of it—and being besides in
that kind of mood in which a man is most disposed to yield
to his first impulse—and being, besides, strongly attracted
to the hotel, in part by curiosity, and in part by some odd
mixture of feelings which he would have been troubled to
define—Nicholas turned back again, and walked into the
coffee-room.

It was very handsomely furnished. The walls were orna-
mented with the choicest specimens of French paper, en-
riched with a gilded cornice of elegant design. The floor
was covered with a rich carpet; and two superb mirrors,
one above the chimneypiece and one at the opposite end of
the room reaching from floor to ceiling, multiplied the other
beauties and added new ones of their own to enhance the
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Oteerving all tnis in the first < omprehensive elance with

st' h^^ "TT' '"''"7^ ^ P^'*^^ ^hat [s new o him NichoSsat himself down in the hov n^vt t« ^k • '
^^'^"".'«

He had not read twenty lines, and was in truth half-dozingwhen he was startled by the mention of hirsister's namf

'

Little Kate Nickleby " were the words tha c^t hi" e^r"He raised his head in amazement, and as he did so saw bv

Lehin?v'^T T '^' °PP°^'^^ ^'^^' that two of the partvbehind him had risen and were standing before the fire ''Itmust have come from one of them,' thought Nichol^' Hewaited to bear more with a countenance of someLdt^atio^for he tone of speech had been anything but reS^?:and the appearance of the individual whom he prSumed tohave been the speaker was coarse and swaggering
This person—so Nicholas observed in the sanS al=.n.« .

was adjusting h,s shirt collar bv thedd of the%lL Cvspoke in whispenr, now and then bursting into a I^d laurf,but Nicholas could catch no repetition of the words nor Iv

At length the two resumed their seats and more win •

being ordered, the party grew louder in heir mh^th StHthere was no reference made to anybody with whom he tiacquainted, and Nicholas became persuId^J thrt hLxciTedancy had either imagined the sounds altogether or con

s'inrthts.tr^
-'' ''' "-^ -'-^^ h^^ ^-

-

=>urpnsed; but ' little Kate Nickleby '' "
"^"^^ "^^^ '° '""''^i

The wme coming at the moment prevented his finishing
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the sentence. He swallowed a glassful and took up the paper
again. At that instant

" Little Kate Nickleby! " cried a voice behind him.
" I was right," muttered Nicholas as the paper fell from

his hand. " And it was the man I supposed."
" As there was a proper objection to drinking her in heel-

taps," said the voice, " we'll give her the first glass in the
new magnum. Little Kate Nickleby !

"

" Little Kate Nickleby," cried the other three. And the
glasses were set down empty.

Keenly alive to the tone and manner of this slight and
careless mention of his sister's name in a public place,

Nicholas fired at once; but he kept himself quiet by a great
effort, and did not e\en turn his head.

" The jade !
" said the same voice which had spoken before.

" She's a true Nickleby—a worthy imitator of her old uncle
Ralph—she hangs back to be more sought after—so does
he; nothing to be got out of Ralph unless you follow him
up, and then the money comes doubly welcome, and the
bargain doubly hard, for you're impatient and he isn't. Oh 1

infernal cunning."
** Infernal cunning," echoed two voices.

Nicholas was in a perfect agony as the two elderly gentle-

men opposite rose one after the other and went away, lest

they should be the means of his losing one word of what was
said. But the conversation was suspended as they withdrew,
and resumed with even greater freedom when they had left

the room.
" I am afraid," said the younger gentleman, *' that the ;

'

woman has grown jea-a-lous, and locked her up. Upon y
soul it looks like it."

" If they quarrel and little Nickleby goes home to her
mother, so much the better," said the first. " I can do any-
thing with the old lady. She'll believe anjrthing I tell her."

" Egad that's true," returned the other voice. " Ha, ha,

ha I Poor deyvie!"
The laugh was taken up by tiie two voices which always

came in together, an'^' became general at Mrs. Nickleby's

expense. Nicholas ti, icd burning hot with rage, but he
commanded himself for the moment, and waited to hear

more.

What he heard need not be repeated here. Suffice it that



Face to Face with Sir Mulberry 419

*'v?fu''T
""*"* ^°""*^ ^^ ^"^'^ enough to acquaint himwith the characters and designs of those whose conve^satio^he overheard; to posstis him with the fuil extent of Ralph's

villainy, and the real reason of his own presence beinere
quired m London. He heard all this and more. HeTeard

at and brutally misconstrued; he heard her name bandiedfrom mouth to mouth, and herself made the subject of coarseand msolent wagers free speech, and licentious jesting.

inl^ T" "T^**
^^ T)**" ^"*' ^^ ^he conversation andndeed almost engrossed it, being only stimulated from timeto time by some slight observation from one or other of his

he wa^ sufficiently composed to stand before the party and
force the words from his parched and scorching tE.*

^^
Let me have a word with you, sir," said Nicholas.

in di^liatfd 'su^^^^^^^^^^^^ '^ ^"•'""-^ "-^' ^^-^^ »^'-

diffi^^ff^;^/;^-ssr' ^^^^"^ -'''' ^-^

Mnlllr;!!^'^^"^"^?*'*"^^'"' "P^" "^y ^o"'-" exclaimed Sir

ufl^n'TfriS'
'" ""-^'"^ ^° ^'^ ''^' ^"^ '-^<- -"^

" Will you step apart with me for a fe. minutes, or doyou refuse? ' said Nicholas sternly.

hJ^K?*"'^!^ ""^'^^l ^"'^ '" *^^ a*^^ o^ drinking, andbade him either name his business or leave the table
^^_Nicholas drew a card from his pocket, and threw it before

A momentary expression of astonishment, not unmixedwith some confusion, appeared in the face of Sir Mulberry
as he read the name; but he subdued it in an instant, andtossing the card to Lord Frederick Verisopht, who Tar
opposite, drew a tooth-pick from a glass before him, and x ery
leisurely applied it to his mouth.

'

''Your name and address.^ " said Nicholas, turnin" rwleras his passion kindled. " ^

'• I shall give you neither." replied Sir .Mulberry,
it there is a gentleman in this party." said Ni-holas

looking round and scarcel>- able to make his white lips torm

.



Nicholas Nicklcby

iiiin I itil I have."
iii^ r ntemptuously, and. address-

I ^

lia e nothing serious to sav to

• jvotty s'iter shall save him u
r; : ifirh*^

'

ritks^ < '1 irv,!! " said Nicholas.
•') / urld. IwxWknowyou:

the streets till morning."
losed upon the decanter.
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the words, " he will acquaint me with the name and residence
of this man."
There was a dead silenr .

" I am the brother of the young lady who has been the
subject of conversation I (r*/' said Nicholas. " I denounce
this person as a liar. an<! impeach him as a coward. If he
has a friend here, he will ^av ( him the disgrace of the paltry
attempt to conceal his nar.- an utterly useless one—for I

will find it out, nor lea\

Sir Mulberr)' looked r.

ing his companions, sj i

" Let the fellow tall

bo}'s of his station: ai

broken head, if he talk
" You are a base and

" and shall be proclain^e fu

I will follow you home if you .

Sir Mulberry's hand invi luntf. ^.
and he seemed for an insi ml about to launch it at the head of
his challenger. But he only filled his glass, and laughed in

derision.

Nicholas sat himself down, directly opposite to the party,
and, summoning the waiter, paid his bill.

" Do you know that person's name? " he inquired of the
man in an audible \oice. ix)inting out Sir Mulberry as he put
the question.

Sir Mulberry laughed again, and the two voices which had
always spoken together, echoed the laugh ; but rather feeblv.

" That gentleman, sir .^ " replied the waiter, who, no doubt,
knew his cue, and answered with just as little respect, and
just as much impertinence as he could safely show: " no, sir.

I do not, sir."

"Here, you sir!" cried Sir Mulberry, as the man was
retiring. " Do you know that person's name.?

"

' Name, sir? No, sir."

" Then you'll find it there." said vSir Mulberry, throwing
Nicholas's card towards him ;

" and when you have made
yourself master of it, put that piece of pasteboard in the fire."

The iv.an grinned, and. looking doubtfully at Nicholas,
compromised the matter by sticking the card in the chimney-
glass. Having done this, he retired.

Nicholas folded his arms, and, biting his lip, sat perfectly
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3I!^!iL*"?'^'°**^'
«P'"«^s'ni ^y iM8 manner, however, a firmdetermination to carr>- his threat of followi^ Sir Mulbe^home, mto steady execution. * -^uioerry

It was evident from the tone in which the younger memberof the party appeared to remonstrate with Ws S^h^the objected to this course of proceeding and urT^him tn
comply with the request whfchTchoks td Sd^'"^?
a sullen and dogged state of obstinacy, soon silenced the
representations of his weak young friend, and furtSmed-as .f to save himself from a repetition of them-to ins^ton l^eing le t alone. However this might have be^n theyoung gentleman and the two who had alwLrs^ken
together, actually rose to go after a short Sval andpresently retired, leaving their friend alone witlXhlr
of S^^nt"rr ''^^^''y '"PP^^«* '^^' '•- «"« •» the con^t'on

ThH^ ? //L' ""T"'"' ^PP"^""*^ *o n^ov^ ^ith leaden wings

from the monotonous ticking of a French u .ok, or the shriU

reclined SirVnt ^ ^'*V°" }^'^^PPO'^^ side of the roomreclined bir Mulberry J .awk, with his legs upon the cushionand his handkerchief hrown negligemly ^er his kn^-

hour
"

Vil^h-'i
'""'^^"^.dJ" perfect silence for upwards of anhour-.Nicholas would have thought for three hours at least

thr11 h' Tt''J' ^'^^''^ °"^>'^°"« ^°- times l^icTo;

!/ ?• mTk^""^
^."g"ly ^"d impatienth- round; but thereas Sir Mulberry m the same attitude, putting his glass tolu ips from time to time, and looking vacantlv at the wa 1

llrin"
""' "^'"'' ^'""^'^"^ '^ the 'presence of any iivfnJ

cooll> to the glass, and, having surveved himself ^her inturned round and honoured Nicholas With a bng a id antemptuous stare. Nicholas stared again with rightVo-lwi^^-S. Mulbenj^ shrugged his shoulders smiled slight!v%a"^tt'ben. and ordered the waiter to help him on with hi.V^^eat-coatThe man did so, and held the door open.

..,i?""'
^^^''" '""'^ S'^ ^lulheny; and they vNere done
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Sir Mulberry took several turns up and down the room,
whistling carelessly all the time; stopped to finish the last
glass of claret which he had poured out a few minutes before
waUced again, put on his hat, adjusted it by the glass, drew
on his gloves, and, at last, walked slowly out. Nicholas, who
had been fuming and chafing until he was nearly wild, darted
from his seat, and followed him: so closely, that before the
door had swung upon its hinges after Sir Mulberrv's passin<»
out, they stood side by side in the street together.'

"

There was a private cabriolet in waiting ; the groom opened
the apron, and jumped out to the horse's head.

" Will you make yourself known to me? " asked Nicholas
in a suppressed voice.

'

" No," replied the other fiercely, and confirming the refusal
with an oath. " No."

" If you trust to your horse's speed, you will find yourself
mistaken," said Nicholas. "I will accompany you. By
Heaven I will, if I hang on to the foot-board! "

" You shall be horsewhipped if you do," returned Sir Mul-
berry.

" You are a villain," said Nicholas.
"You are an errand-boy for aught I know," said Sir

Mulberry Hawk.

^
" I am the son of a country gentleman," returned Nicholas,
your equal in birth and education, and your superior I

trust in everything besides. I tell you again. Miss Nickleby
is my sister. Will you or will you not answer for your un-
manly and brutal conduct? "

" To a proper champion—yes. To you—no," returned
Sir Mulberry, taking the reins in his hand. '* Stand out of the
way, dog. William, let go her head."

" You had better not," cried Nicholas, springing on the step
as Sir Mulberry jumped in, and catching at the reins. " He
has no command over the horse, mind. You shall not go—
YOU shall not, I swear—till you have told me who you are."
The groom hesitated, for the mare, who was a high-spirited

animal and thorough-bred, plunged so violently that ht could
scarcely hold her.

" Leave go, I tell you! " thundered his master.
The man obeyed. The animal reared and plunged as

though it would dash the carriage into a thousand pieces,
but Nicholas, blind to all sense of danger, and conscious of
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u^ntt.;^^
'""^

'

^'"' "*^"'^'"^ ''^ P'-^ -d his hold

1'
)X-!!

^'°" "nc'asp your hand? "

Will you tell me who you are' "

"No!"
^"u.»re.

"No!"
In less time than the quickest tongue could tell it thesewords were exchanged, and Sir Mulbe^ shortening his whinapplied It furiously to the head andXulde^s of nS'
IX and'tUVLy^"^^'^' ""^^^ gained^ thet^l^y

from tCve to tL^^n^^u
°"' ''1' °^ ^' antagonist's faciirom ine eye to the lip. He saw the gash: knew thaf fh^mare had darted off at a wild mad galllp; k hSed lUts

tTround'"
''''' '"' '^ '''' ^'™'^'^ «""« vi"cJen7ly';tn

rou^^Tfh'l^f ''fr^' ^"/ '^^^^'^ ^° »^i^ feet directly,

the stee? InH
""^ '^°"'' °^ ?" "^"" ^»^° ^^^^ bearing up

R. IT ' ^ scr^ming to those ahead to clear the wayHe ^as consaous of a torrent of people rushing quickly bv-looking up, could discern the cJtbriolet wh Sfd^aWtheoot pavement with frightful rapidity-then hjrdatul^the smashing of some heavy body, aiid the breaking of glass-

:efo^htit^e'.
"^^^^ •*" ^" ''' ^^--' -' "^

'-Id

sel^to^tl"/'^^
attention had been entirely directed from hin>-

R- K.^
t^'e Ppon in the carriage, and he was quite aloneRightly judging that under such circumstanc^ ?t would t^rnadness to follow, he turned down a bye-strS ^ 7^^ ^

was reeling hke a drunken man, and aware for the firsf UmA
of^^stream ot blood that was'wckUng do^'wslaitd

c

1

1

Mi
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CHAPTER XXXI I

r

IN WHICH MR. RALPH NICKLEBY IS RELIEVED, BY A VERY
EXPEDITIOUS PROCESS, FROM ALL COMMERCE WITH
HIS RELATIONS

1*1!^^J^v?* ^^r""^^^ Noggs, Who in his impatience hadretomed home long before the time agreed upon, sat before
the fire, istenmg anxiously to every footstep on the stairs,
and the slightest sound that stirred within the house, for the
approach of Nicholas. Time had worn on, and it was grow-
ing late.

^
He had promised to be back in an hour: and his

prolongeu absence began to excite considerable alarm in the
mmds-of both, as was abundantly testified by the blank looks
they cast upon each other at every new disappointment

.« r i?lr u* f*'*''^ "^f^
heard to stop, and Newman ran out

to light Nicholas up the stairs. Beholding him in the trim
descnbed at the conclusion of the last chapter, he stood
aghast m wonder and consternation.

" Don't be a'armed," said Nicholas, hurrving him back
into the room. " There is no harm done, beyond what a
basin of water can repair."

n, Ir^X ^k'"J
'

" ^"^"^ Newman, passing bis hands hastily

tKof I u^? u"1
^™' ""^ Nicholas, as if to assure himself

do?n ?
" "^ ^"*^' " ^^"^ ^^""^ ^^ ^^^"

"I know all," interrupted Nicholas; " I have heard a
part, and guessed the rest. But before I remove one jot of
these stains I must hear the whole from you. You see I am
collected. My resolution is taken. Now, my good friend
speak out; for the time for any palliation or concealment is
past, and nothing will avail Ralph Nickleby now "

Your dress is torn in several places; you walk lame,
and I am sure are suffering pain," said Newman. •' Let me
see to your hurts first."

"I have no hurts to see to, beyond a little soreness and
stiffness that will soon pass off," said Nicholas, seating him-
self w,th some difficulty. " But if I had fractured everv
limb and still preserved my senses, you should not banda-e
one till you had told me what I have the right to know.
Lome, said Nicholas, giving his hand to No^as "

Vo-i
had a sister of your own, you told me once, who°died before
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Netman."
'"^ ™^''°'^""^- ^ow think of her, and tell me,

tnilh!^''
^ "^"^ ^

'^'"'" "^^^ ^°^«'' " ^'" ^«" y«" ^^ whole

Newman did so. Nicholas nodded his head from time totime as jt corroborated the particulars heSSv
His recital ended, Newman iiisisted upon his vounefriend's stnppmgoff his coat, and aUowing Xtever inShe had received to be properly tended. Nicholas, afte?som1

opiM)sitK,n, at length consented, and, while si^ pX^vere bruises on. his arms, and shoulders were being rSbbS
r\°xT*"'^ '''"^S^'"' *"d ^^"ous other efficacioulfem^Ji^

which Newman borrowed from the different tZers'^^S
in what manner they had been received. The rSJ made

L r^ rTT'°" °" '^' ^^™ imagination of New^^'for when Nicholas came to the violent part of the auSS'he rubbed so hard as to occasion him the 1 feSSepain which he would not have exhibited, however fo^theworld. It being perfectly clear that, for the moment NeLail

oThir^TSt''^
^"^^^->' «-^' -^ ^^^ ^-e lostTght.

^^^^^ ^ments should be^nade for his mother's immediaS quS.her present r^idence. and also for despatchir^^Mbf^
Creevv to break the intelligence to her. He th^n wrlot^himself m Smike's great-coat, and repaired to the in^Xrethey were o pass the night, and whWe (after writing Ifewhnes to Ralph, the delivery of which wa^ to be to!t^ toNewman next day), he endeavoured to obtain tl^ reSe ofwhich he stood so much in need.

^^
Drunken men, they say, may roll down precipices and bequite unconscious of any serious persoiSd iSe^ncewhen their reason returns. The remark may i^^ssiSry apphto injuries received m other kinds of violent exdS/-certain it is that although Nicholas experiencedlSnTnaInon first awakening next morning, he sprung out of be^asTclock struck seven, with very little dfficultv, and was s.J»na. much on the alert as if nothing had occurred.
Merely looking into Smike's room, and telling him that

I
k
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Newman Noggs would call for him verj- shortly, Nicholas
descended into the street, and calling a hackney-coach, bade
the man drive to Mrs. Wititterly's, according to the direction
which Newman had given him on the previous night.

It wanted a quarter to eight when they reached Cadogan
Place. Nicholas began to fear that no one might be stirring
at that early hour, when he was relieved by the sight of a
female servant, employed in cleaning the door-steps. By
this functionary he was referred to the doubtful page, who
appeared with dishevelled hair and a very warm and glossy
face, as of a page who had just got out of bed.
By this young gentleman he was informed that Miss

Nickleby was then taking her morning's walk in the gardens
before the house. On the question being propounded
whether he could go and find her, the page desponded and
thought not; but being stimulated with a shilling, the page
grew sanguine and thought he could.

" Say to Miss Nickleby that her brother is here, and in

great haste to see her," said Nicholas.

The plated buttons disappeared with an alacrity most
unusual to them, and Nicholas paced the room in a state of
feverish agitation which made the delay even of a minute
insupportable. He soon heard a light' footstep which he
well icnew, and before he could advance to meet her, Kate
had fkllen on his neck and burst into tears.

" My darling girl," said Nicholas as he embraced her.
" How pale you are!

"

" I have been so unhappy here, dear brother," sobbed poor
Kate; "so very, very miserable. Do not leave me here,

dear Nicholas, or I shall die of a broken heart."
" I will leave you nowhere," answered Nicholas—" never

again, Kate," he cried, moved in spite of himself as he
folded her to his heart. " Tell me that I acted for the best.

Tell me that we parted because I feared to bring misfortune
on your head ; that it was a trial to me no less than to your-
self, and that if I did wrong it was in ignorance of the world
and unknowingly."

" Why should I tell you what we know so well? " returned
Kate soothingly. " Nicholas—dear Nicholas—how can you
give way thus ?

"

" It is such bitter reproach to me to know what you have
undergone," returned her brother; "to see you so much
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altered, and yet so kind and patient—God !
" cried Nicholas,

clenching his fist and suddenly changing his tone and manner,
" it sets my whole blood on fire again. You must leave here
with me directly; you should not have slept here last night,
but that I knew all this too late. To whom can I speak!
before we drive away.' "

This question was most opportunely put, for at that
instant Mr. Wititterly walked in. and to him Kate intro-
duced her brother, who at once announced his purpose, and
the impossibility of deferring it.

"The quarter's notice," said Mr. Wititterly, with the
ffravity of a man on the right side, " is not yet half expired
Therefore—

"

" Therefore," interposed Nicholas, " the quarter's salarv
must be lost, sir. You will excuse this extreme haste, but
circumstances require that I should immediately remove my
sister, and I have not a moment's time to lose. Whatever
she brought here I will send for, if you will allow me, in the
course of the day."

Mr. Wititterh- bowed, but offered no opposition to Kate's
immediate departure; with which, indeed, he was rather
gratified than otherwise, Sir Tumley Snuffim having given
It as his opinion, that she rather disagreed with Mrs.
Wititterly's constitution.

'' With regard to the trifle of salary that is due," said Mr.
Wititterly, " I will—" here he was interrupted by a violent
fit of coughing—" I will—owe it to Miss Nickleby."

Mr. Wititterly, it should be observed, was accustomed to
owe small accounts, and to leave them owing. All men
have some little pleasant wav of their own; and this was
Mr. Wititterly's.

" If you please," said Nicholas. And once more offering
a hurried apology for so sudden a departure, he hurried Kate
into the vehicle, and bade the man drive with all speed into
the City.

^

To the City they went accordingly, with all the speed the
hackney-coach could make; and as the horses happened to
live at Whitechapel and to be in the habit of taking their
breakfast there, when they breakfasted at all, thev per-
formed the journey with greater expedition than 'could
reasonably have been expected.

Nicholas sent Kate upstairs a few minutes before him.

•1
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that his unooked-for appearance might not alarm his mother,
and when the way had been paved, presented himself withmuch duty and affection. Newman had not been idle, for
there was a little cart at the doer, and the effects were hurry-
ing out already. '

Now, Mrs. Nickleby was not the sort of person to be toldanything in a hurry, or rather to comprehend anything of
peculiar delicacy or importance on a short notice. Where-
fore, although the good lady had been subjected to a fullhour s preparation by little Miss La Creew, and was now
addressed m most lucid terms both by Nicholas and his
sister, she was m a state of singular bewilderment and con-
fusion, and could by no means be made to comprehend the
necessity of such hurried proceedings.

" Why don't you ask your uncle, my dear Nicholas, whathe can ix)ssibly mean by it? " said Mrs. Nicklebv.
.

My dear mother," returned Nicholas, " the ti'me for talk-

lo^.^^
?°'''

^l ^^^'^ ^ ^"* °"^ •"'^^P to take, and that isto cast him off with the scorn and indignation he deserves.Vour own honour and good name demand that, after the
discovery of his vile proceedings, you should not be beholden
to him one hour, even for the shelter of these bare walls

"
To be sure,' said Mrs. Nicklebv, crving bitterlv, "he isa brute, a monster; and the walls 'are Very bare, and want

painting too, and I have had this ceiling whitewashed at the
expense of eighteen-pence, which is a very distressing thin-
cons,dermg that it is so much gone into your uncle's pocket.'
I never could have believed it—never."

'' Nor I, nor anybody else," said Nicholas.

tK- WK u ?y ^'^^'" exclaimed Mrs. Nickleby. - Tothink that that Sir Mulberry Hawk should be such kn abandoned wretch as Miss La Creevy says he is, Nicholas, mv
dear; wheri I was congratulating myself everv day on his

thZ r T7k f °"u ^f'
^^''''' ^"d thiiikirig what athing It would be for the family if he was to become con-

^ov^'r^mfn.
"'/ ^""^

"^l^^'
^"^^'^'^ *° S^t y°" ^°°^e profitable

fhnn^.T
P^^?-, ^^"'^ "' ^^^y g°°d places to be gotabout the court I know; for a friend of oure (Miss CropW

at Exeter, my dear Kate, you recollect), he had one, and Iknow that it was the chief part of his duty to wear silk stock-S V if fi
"^'^ ^'^^ ^ ^^^"^ watch-pocket; and to think

that It should come to this after all~oh, dear, dear it's
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enough to kill one, that it is

!

" With such expressions of
sorrow, Mrs. Nickleby gave fresh vent to her grief, and wept
piteously.

As Nicholas and his sister were by this time compelled to
superintend the removal of the few articles of furniture, iliss

La Creevy devoted herself to the consolation of the matron,
and observed with great kindness of manner that she must
really make an effort, and cheer up.

" Oh I dare say, Miss La Creevy," returned Mrs. Nickleby,
with a petulance not unnatural in her unhappy circumstances,
" it's very easy to say cheer up, but if you had as many occa-
sions to cheer up as I have had ^and there," said Mrs.
Nickleby, stopping short, "Think of Mr. Pyke and Mr.
Pluck, two of the most perfect gentlemen that ever lived,
what am I to say to them—what can I say to them.? Why,
if I was to say to them, ' I'm told your friend Sir Mulberry 'is

a base wTetch,' they'd laugh at me."
" They will laugh no more at us, I take it," said Nicholas,

advancing. " Come, mother, there is a coach at the door,
and until Monday, at all events, we will return to our old
quarters."—

" Where everything is ready, and a hearty welcome
into the bargain," added Miss La Creevy. " Now, let me go
with you downstairs."

But Mrs. Nickleby was not to be so easily moved, for first

she insisted on going upstairs to see that nothing had been
left, and then on going downstairs to see that everything had
been taken away ; and when she was getting into the coach
she had a vision of a forgotten coffee-pot on the back-kitchen
hob, and after she was shut in, a dismal recollection of a green
umbrella behind some unknown door. At last Nicholas, in
a condition of absolute despair, ordered the coachman to
drive away, and in the unexpected jerk of a sudden starting,
Mrs. Nickleby lost a shilling among the straw, which fortun-
ately confined her attention to the coach until it was too late
to remember anything else.

Having seen everything safely out, discharged the servant,
and locked the door, Nicholas jumped into a cabriolet and
drove to a bye place near Golden Square where he had
appointed to meet Noggs; and so quickly had everything
been done, that it was barely half-past nine when he reached
the place of meeting.

11
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*k 1
*?.?** '®"®'^ ^^ Ralph/' said Nicholas, " and here

the key. When you come to me this evening, not a word
01 last mght. Ill news travels fast, and they will know it
soon enough. Have you heard if he was much hurt? "

Newinan shook his head.
'*} ?^" ascertain that, myself, without loss of time," said

Nicholas.

« J*
^°" ^^ ^®"«^ *a^e some rest," returned Newman.

You are fevered and ill."

^
Nicholas waved his hand carelessly, and concealing the

indisposition he really felt, now that the excitement which
tiad sustained him was over, took a hurried farewell ofNewman Noggs, and left him.

Newnrian was not three minutes' walk from Golden Square,
but in the course of that three minutes he took the letter out
of his hat and put it in again twenty times at least. First
the front, then the back, then the sides, then the superscrip-
tion, then the seal, were objects of Newman's admiration.
Then he held it at arm's length as if to take in the whole at
one dehaous survey, and then he rubbed his hands in a
perfect ecstasy with his commission.
He reached the offia , hung his hat on its accustomed peg,

until Ralph Nickleby should appear. After a few minutes',
the well-known creaking of his boots was heard on the stairsand then the bell rung.

" Has the post come in? "

" No."
"Any other letters?"

desk^^'"
^'®^^*" ®>'^ ^'™ ^^osely, and laid it on the

" What's this ? " asked Ralph, taking up the kev.
Left with the letter;—a boy brought them—quarter ofan hour ago, or less."

as follSts^'*"^^
^^ ^^^ direction, opened the letter, and read

T
'

XS^u*^**
'^°''" *° ™® "«^- There are no reproaches

1 could heap upon ye ;v head which would carry with themone thousandth part of the grovelling shame that this assur-
ance will awaken even in your breast.
"Your brother's widow and her orphan child spurn the

shelter of your roof, and shun you with disgust and loathing.
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1

Your kindred renounce you, for they know no shame but the
ties of blood which bind them in name with you.

" You are an old man, and I leave you to the grave.
May every recollection of your life cling to your false heart,

and cast their darkness on your death-bed."
Ralph Nickleby read this letter twice, and frowning

heavily, fell into a fit of musing; the paper fluttered from
his hand and dropped upon the floor, but he clasped liis

fingers, as if he held it still.

Suddenly, he started from his seat, and thrusting it all

crumpled into his pocket, turned furiously to Newman Noggs,
as though to ask him why he lingered. But Newman stood
unmoved, with his back towards him, following up, with the
worn and blackened stump of an old pen, some figures in an
Interest-table which was pasted against the wall, and ap-
parently quite abstracted from ever}' other object.

CHAPTER XXXIV
WTIEREIN MR. RALPH NICKLEBY IS VISITED BY PERSONS

WITH WHOM THE READER HAS BEEN ALREADY MADE
ACQUAINTED

" What a demnition long time you have kept me ringing at

this confounded old cracked tea-kettle of a bell, every tinkle

of which is enough to throw a strong man into blue convul-
sions, upon my life and soul, oh demmit." said Mr. Mantalini
to Newman Noggs, scraping his boots, as he spoke, on Ralph
Nickleby's scraper.

" I didn't hear the bell more than once," replied Newman.
" Then you are most immensely and outrtgeously deaf,"

said Mr. Mantalini, " as deaf as a demnition post."

Mr. Mantalini had got by this time into the passage, and
was making his way to the door of Ralph's office with very
little ceremony, when Newman interposed his body; and
hinting that Mr. Nickleby was unwilling to be disturbed,

inquired whether the client's business was of a pressing

nature.
" It is most demnebly particular," said Mr. Mantalini.

" It is to melt some scraps of dirty paper into bright, shining,

chinking, tinkling, demd mint sauce."
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Newman uttered a significant grunt, and taking Mr Man.

As he thrust his head m at the door, he saw that Ralph hadresumed the thoughtful posture into which he tod fallenafter perusmg h.s nephew's letter, and that he si^S to

fn his ^y^^h! '\
"^"'"'

"^u^'
**"" "^°^* ^'^^ it open

Lin J^ . K P^ ^'^"''^ "^ ^"t momentary, for Ralph
bem^Jisturbed, turned to demand the caus7if the i^S:

As Newman stated it. the cause himself swaggered intothe room, and graspmg Ralph's homy hand with uncommon

fn aXs lir
"' '' '"' ""'*' *^" ^""^ '^''•"^ ^°

"«"

««;^^f^" ?"r*^ * ^'°**"' "P*'" yo"'" ^"nd countenance,"
said Mr. Mantalmi. seating himself unbidden, and arranging

Lm'k l''
"^"'''''" "

^^°" '^'^ ^"^^'^ J"^^»"<^ ««dX
wa^^irmeTf' '

"^"^"^^ ^^'P*^' ^^^^'^^ " '''^^ ^o you

-w??"!.'!,' t"""^^
^'- ^lantalini, displaying his teethWhat did I want! Yes. Ha, ha! Very good What

did I want. Ha, ha. Ohdem!"
^^Y %oo(i. » hat

;' What ^fp you want, man.> " demanded Ralph, sternly.

.«. T?T- ^'ISO""*/; returned Mr. Mantalini. with agnn, and shaking his head waggishly.
" Money is scarce," said Ralph.

ManSilJi^
'"*'""' ""' ' shouldn't want it," interrupted Mr.

"The times are bad, and one scarcely knows whom to
trust," continued Ralph. " I don't want to do businesslus?
now, m fact I would rather not; but as vou are a friend-how many bills have you there .?

"
'' Two," returned Mr. Mantalini.
" What is the gross amount? "

" Demd trifling. Fi\e-and-seventv "

"And the dates?'"
" Two months, and four."
"I'll dp them for you—mind, for vo«; I wouldn't for

d'eSra^^T
'^'' ^'' ^^''^^^'^^e^^y pounds." said Ralph

" Oh demmit
!
"cried Mr. Mantalini, whose face lengthened

considerably at this handsome proposal.
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" Why, that leaves you fifty," retorted Ralph. " What

would you have? Let me see the names."
"You are so demd hard, Nicklebv," remonstrated Mr.

Mantalini.
" Let me see the names." replied Ralph, impatientlv

extending his hand for the bills. " Well ! They are not
sure, but they are safe enwigh. Do j'ou consent to the
terms, and will you take the money? I don't want you to
do so. I would rather you didn't."

" Demmit, Nickleby, can't you—" began Mr. Mantalini.
" No," replied Ralph, interrupting him. " I can't. Will

you take the money—down, mind; no delay, no going into
the city and pretending to negotiate with some other party
who has no existence and ne\er had. Is it a bargain or is it

not?"
Ralph pushed some papers from him as he spoke, and

carelessly rattled his cash-box, as though by mere accident.
Tlie sound was too much for Mr. Mantalini. He closed the
bargain directly it reached his ears, and Ralph told the
money out upon the table.

He had scarcely done so, and Mr. Mantalini had not yet
^thered it all-up, when a ring was heard at the bell, and
immediately afterwards Newman ushered in no less a person
than Madame Mantalini. at sight of whom Mr. Mantalini
evinced considerable discomposure, and swept the cash into
his pocket with remarkable alacrity.

" Oh, you are here," said Madame Mantalini, tossing her
ead.

" Yes, my life and soul. I am," replied her husband,
dropping on his knees, and pouncing with kitten-like pla}'ful-
ness upon a stray sovereign. " I am here, my soul's delight,
upon Tom Tiddler's ground, picking up the demnition gold
and silver."

"I am ashamed of you," said Madame Mantalini, with
much indignation.

"Ashamed? Of me, my joy? It knows it is talking
demd charming sweetness, but naughty fibs," returned Mr.
Afantalini. '• It knows it is not asharned of its own popo-
lorum tibby."

Whatever were the circumstances which had led to such
a result, it certainly appeared as though the popolorum
tibby had rather miscalculated, for the nonce, the extent of
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his lady's affection. Madame Mantalini only looked scornfulm reply, and, turning to Ralph, begged him to excuse her
intrusion.

" Which is entirely attributable," said Madame, " to the

yi^tam^^^
*"*^ "**' improper behaviour of Mr.

" Of me, my essential juice of pine-apple !
"

Of you," returned his wife. " But I will not allow it
I will not submit to be ruined by the extravagance and
profligax:y of any man. I call Mr. Nickleby to witness the
course I mtend to pursue with you."

R«in^^"*l'*"*?i *^? ?* *° '^''""* anything, ma'am," said

youreelves"
^'^een yourselves, settle it between

ValSin?""*^ T^^ ^^ y**"u^ * ^*^°"^'" ^d Madame
Aiantalmi, to hear me give him notice of what it is my
fixe|l mtention to do-my fixed intention, sir," repeated

'^Tu M^*"^*'l'"' <*arting an angry look at her husband.
Will she call me ' Sir '! " cried Mantalini. " Me who

doat upon her with the demdest ardour ! She, who coils her
fascinations round me like a pure and angelic rattlesnake!
It will be all up with my feelings; she will throw me into ademd state.

"Don't taJk of feelings, sir," rejoined Madame Mantalini.
seating herself, and tummg her back upon him. " Vou don't
consider mme."

M^taHni
"**^ *^°"^'***'' y®"^'*' ^V soul!" exclaimed Mr.

" No," replied his wife.

And notwithstanding various blandishments on the part
of Mr. Mantalmi, Madame Mantalini still said no, and said
It too with such determined and resolute ill temper, that Mr
Mantalmi was clearly taken aback.

«HH5i''''^If''^f""^o^'f-
Nickleby," said Madame Mantalini,

addressmg herself to Ralph, who leant against his easy-chai^
with his hands behind him, and regarded the amiable couple
with a smile of the supremest and most unmitigated con-
tempt. His extravagance is beyond all bounds."

sarciticaUy"^
''^'"'^^ ^^''' '"^P^'"^ "'" *"'^"'^ ^*^P^'

"1 assure you, Mr. Nickleby, however, that it is," returnedMadame Mantalmi. " It makes me miserable. I am under

L
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constant apprehensions, and in constant difficulty. .\nd
even this," said Madame Mantalini, wiping her eyes, '*

is not
the worst. He took some papers of value out of my desk this
morning without asking my permission."

Mr. Mantalini groaned slightly, and buttoned his trousers
pocket.

•• I am obliged.' continued Madame Mantalini, " since our
last misfortunes, to pay Miss Knag a great deal of money for
having her name in the business, and I really cannot afford
to encourage him in all his wastefulness. As I have no doubt
that he came straight here, Mr. Nickleby, to convert the
lepers I have spoken of, into mcmey, and iis you have as-
sisted us very often before, and are very much connected with
us in this kind of matters, I wish you to know the determina-
tion at which his conduct has compelled mc to arrive."

Mr. Mantalini groaned once more from behind his wife's
bonnet, and fitting a sovereign into one of his eves, winked
with the other at Ralph. Having achieved this performance
with great dexterity, he whipped the coin into iiis poi ket,
and groaned again with increased penitence.

" I have made up my mind," said Madame Mantalini, as
tokens of impatience manifested themselves in Ralph's coun-
tenance, " to allowance him."

" To do what, my joy? " inquired Mr. Mantalini, who did
not seem to have caught the words.

" To put him," said Madame Mantalini, looking at Ralph,
and prudently abstaining from the slightest glance at her
husband, lest his many graces should induce her to falter in
her resoliition, " to put him upon a fixed allowance; and I
say that if he has a hundred and twenty pounds a-year for
his clothes and pocket-money, he may consider himself a verv
fortunate man."
Mr. Mantalini waited, with much decorum, to hear the

amount of the proposed stipend, but when it reached his
ears, he cast his hat and cane upon the floor, and drawing
out his pocket-handkerchief, gave vent to his feelings in a
dismal moan.

" Demnition! " cried Mr. Mantalini, suddenly skipping out
of his chair, and as suddenly skipping into it again, to the
great discomposure of his lady's nerves. " But no. It is a
demd horrid dream. It is not reality. No! "

Comforting himself with this assurance, Mr. Mantalini

it
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closed his eyes and waited patiently till such time as he
should wake up.

" A very judicious arrangement," observed Ralph with a
sneer, " if your husband will keep within it, ma'am~as no
doubt he will."

" Derrmit! " exclaimed Mr. Mantalini, opening his eyes at
the sound of Ralph's voice, " it is a horrid reality. She is

sittmg there before me. There is the graceful outline of her
form; it cannot be mistaken—there is nothing like it. The
two countesses had no outlines at all, and the dowager's was
a derad outline. Why is she so excruciatingly beautiful that
-I cannot be angry with her, even now.? "

" You have brought it all upon yourself, Alfred," returned
Madame Mantalini—still reproachfully, but in a softened
tone.

" I am a demd villain !
" cried Mr. Mantalini, smiting him-

self on the head. " I will fill my pockets with change for a
sovereign in halfpence and drown myself in the Thames;
but I will not be angry with her, even then, for I will put a
note in the twopenny post as I go along, to tell her where
the body is. She will be a lovely widow. I shall be a body.
Some handsome women will cry; she will laugh demnebly!"

" Alfred, you cruel, cruel, creature," said Madame Man-
talini, sobbing at the dreadful picture.

" She calls me cruel—me—me—who for her sake will
become a demd, damp, moist, unpleasant body! " exclaimed
Mr. Mantalini.

" You know it almost breaks my heart, even to hear you
talk of such a thing," replied Madame Mantalini.

Can I live to be mistrusted? " cried her husband.
" Have I cut my heart into a demd extraordinarv number
of little pieces, and given them all away, one after another,
to the same little engrossing demnition captivater, and can I
live to be suspected by her ! Demmit, no I can't."

" Ask Mr. Nickleby whether the sum I have mentioned is

not a proper one," reasoned Madame Mantalini.
" I don't want any sum," replied her disconsolate husband

;

" I shall require no dem'd allowance. I will be a body."
On this repetition of Mr. Mantalini's fatal threat, Madame

Mantalini wrung her hands, and implored the interference of
Ralph Nickleby; and after a great quantity of tears and
talking, and several attempts on the oart of Mr. Mantalini
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to reach the door, preparatory to straightway committing
violence upon himself, that gentleman was prevailed upon,
with difficulty, to promise that he wouldn't be a body. This
great point attained, Madame Mantalini argued the question
of the allowance, and Mr. Mantalini did the same, taking
occasion to show that he could live with uncommon satisfac-
tion upon bread and water, and go clad in rags, but that he
could not support existence with the additional burden of
being mistrusted by the object of his most devoted and dis-

interested affection. This brought fresh tears into Madame
Mantalini's eyes, which having just begun to open to some
few of the demerits of Mr. Mantalini, were only open a very
little way, and could be easily closed again. The result was,
that without quite giving up the allowance question, Madame
Mantalini postponed its further consideration; and Ralph
saw, clearly enough, that Mr. Mantalini had gained a fresh
lease of his easy life, and that, for some time longer at ail

events, his degradation and downfall were postponed.
"But it will come soon enough," thought Ralph; "all

love—bah ! that I should use the cant of boys and girls— is

fleeting enough ; though that which has its sole root in the
admiration of a whiskered face like that of yonder baboon,
perhaps lasts the longest, as it originates in the greater
blindness and is fed by vanity. Meantime the fools bring
grist to my mill, so let them live out their day, and the longer
it is, the better."

These agreeable reflections occurred to Ralph Nickleby,
as sundry small caresses and endearments, supposed to be
unseen, were exchanged between the objects of his thouj^hts.

" If you have nothing more to say, my dear, to Mr.
Nickleby," said Madame Mantalini, " we will take our
leaves. I am sure we have detained him much too long
already."

Mr. Mantalini answered, in the first instance, by tapping
Madame Mantalini several times on the nose, and then, by
remarking in words that he had nothing more to say.

" Demmit ! I have, though," he added almost immedi-
ately, drawing Ralph into a corner. " Here's an affair about
your friend Sir Mulberry. Such a demd extraordinary out-
of-the-way kind of thing as never was !

"

" What do you mean? " asked Ralph.
" Don't vou know, demmit.' " asked Mr. Mantalini.

i
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I see by the paper that he was thrown from his cabriolet
last night, and severely injured, and that his life is in some
danger, answered Ralph with great composure; " but I see
nothmg extraordinary in that. Accidents are not miraculous
events, when men live hard, and drive after dinner "

•'Whew!" cried Mr. Mantalini in a long shrUi whistle.
Inen don t you know how it was? "

" Not unless it was as I have just supposed," replied
Kalph, shruggmg his shoulders carelessly, as if to give his
questioner to understand that he had no curiositv upon the
subject. ' ^

" Demmit, you amaze me! " cried Mantalini.
Ralph shrugged his shoulders again, as if it were no great

feat to amaze Mr. Mantalini, and cast a wistful glance at the
face of Newman Noggs, which had several times appeared
behmd a couple of panes of glass in the room door; it beintr
a part of Newman's duty, when unimportant people called
to make various feints of supposing that the bell had runii
for him to show them out: by way of a gentle hint to such
visitors that it was time to go.
"Don't you know," said Mr. Mantalini, taking Ralph by

the button, that it wasn't an accident at all, but a demd
furious, manslaughtering attack made upon him by vour
nephew^?

"

i- j . "

"
^^*f :

" snarled Ralph, clenching his fists and tuminir
a Iivid white. **

''Demmit, Nickleby, you're as great a tiger as he is"
said Mantalmi, alarmed at these demonstrations.

Go on," cried Ralph. " Tell me what vou mean. \Vhat
is this story? Who told you? Speak,'' growled Ralph.
Do you hear me ?

"

I

• " '95^^,Nickleby," said Mr. Mantalini, retreating towards
his wife, what a demneble fierce old evil genius you are'
You re enough to frighten my life and joul out of her little
delicious wits—flying all at once into such a blazing, ravag-
ing, ragmg passion as never was, demmit I

"

" Pshaw," rejoined Ralph, forcing a smile. " It is but
manner."

" It is a demd uncomfortable, private-madhouse-sort of
manner, said Mr. Mantalini, picking up his cane.
Ralph affected to smile, and once more inquired from

whom Mr. Mantalini had derived his information.
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" From Pyke. And a demd, fine, pleasant, gentlemanly

do^ it is," replied Mantalini. " Demnition pleasant, and
a tip-top sawyer."

" And what said he? " asked Ralph, knitting his brows.
" That it happened this way—that your nephew met him

at a coffee-house, fell upon him with the most demneble
ferocity, followed him to his cab, swore he would ride home
with him, if he rode upon the horse's back or hooked himself
on to the horse's tail, smashed his countenance, which is a
demd fine countenance in its natural state, frightened the
horse, pitched out Sir Mulberry and himself, and—

"

" And was killed? " interposed Ralph with gleaming: eyes.
"Was he? Is he dead?"

Mantalini shook his head.
'• Ugh," said Ralph, turning away. " Then he has done

nothing. Stay!" he added, looking round again. "He
broke a leg or an arm, or put his shoulder out, or fractured
his collar-bone, or ground a rib or two ? His neck was saved
for the halter, but he got some painful and slow-healing
injury for his trouble ? Did he ? You must have heard that,

at least."

" No," rejoined Mantalini, shaking his head again. " Un-
less he was dashed into such little pieces that they blew
away, he wasn't hurt, for he went off as quiet and comfort-
able as—as—as demnition," said Mr. Mantalini, rather at a
loss for a simile.

" And what," said Ralph, hesitating a little, " what was
the cause of quarrel?

"

" You are the demdest, knowing hand," replied Mr.
Mantalini, in an admiring tone, " the cunningest, rummest,
superlativest old fox—oh dem !—to pretend now not to know
that it was the little bright-eyed niece—the softest, sweetest,
prettiest

"

" Alfred !
" interposed Madame Mantalini.

" She is always right," rejoined Mr. Mantalini soothingly,
" and when she says it is time to go, it is time, and go she
shall; and when she walks {dong the streets with her own
tulip, the women shall say with envy, she has got a demd
fine husband ; and the men shall say with rapture, he has got
a demd fine wife; and they shall both be right and neither

wrong, upon my life and soul—oh demmit! "

With which remarks, and many more, no less intellectual

f J4|
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^n \^^^ fTC?^/,^'-
Mantalini kissed the fingers of fcisgoves to Ralph Nickleby, and drawing his lady's ai^ throZ

his, led her mincingl} away. ^
"So, so," muttered Ralph, dropping into his chair; "

this
devil IS loose again, and thwarting me, as he was born to do
at every turn. He told me once there should be a day of

ZfTJ'^f
between us, sooner or later. I'll make him a true

prophet, for it shall surely come."

his^h^ad''"'''
*' ^°"''' " ^'^'"^ ^''""*"' *"^^"^>' P^PP'"^ "

"No," replied Ralph, with equal abruptness.
iSewman withdrew his head, but thrust it in again.
You re quite sure you're not at home, are vou.> "

saidrsewman.

;;
What does the idiot mean? " cried Ralph, testily.
He has been waiting nearly ever since they first came in

^utrn^h'^hLdr' -
°" ^'""^ ^'^^'^ ^"'" ^^^^^—

;

" Who h^? " demanded Ralph, wrought by the intelli-
gence he had just heard, and his clerk's provoking coolness,
to an intense pitch of irritation.

*- e ^»

The necessity of a reply was superseded bv the unlooked-
for entrance. of a third party-the individual in question-

RiYnK K?l^'' °"f
'-'^ ^^^^ ^^ ^^ ^"^ o'^^) to bear onRalph Nickleby, made a great many shambling bows, and

sat himself down m an arm-chair, with his hands on his
knees, and his short black trousers, drawn up so high in the

^^ul u f
^^\^t'«" o^ seating himself, that they scared

v

reached below the tops of his Wellington boots.
• Why, this IS a surprise! " said Ralph, bending his ifazeupon the visitor, and half smiling as he scrutinized him

attentively: 'I should know your face. Mr. Squeers ''

Ah! rephed that worthy, " and you'd have know'd it
better sir, if it hadn't been for all that I've been a-goina
through. Just lift that little boy off the tall stool in th?
back office, and tell him to come in here, will vou, mv man ? "
said Squeers, addressing himself to Newman. "Oh he's
lifted his-self off! My son, sir, little Wackford. Wh'at do
you think of him sir, for a specimen of the Dothebovs Hall
feeding.? Am t he fit to bust out of his clothes, and start
the seams, and make the very buttons fly off with his fat-
ness ? Here s flesh

!
" cried Squeers, turning the bov about



Mr. Squeers Enters into Details 441

and indentii^ the plumpest parts of his figure with divers

pc^es and punches, to the great discomposure of his son and
heir. " Here's firmness, here's solidness ! Why you can
hardly get up enough of him between your finger and thumb
to pinch him anywheres."

In however good condition Master Squeers might have
been, he certainly did not present this remarkable compact-
ness ' person, for on his father's closing his finger and thumb
in illustration of his remark, he uttered a sharp cry, and
rubbed the place in the most natural manner possible.

" Well," remarked Squeers, a little disconcerted, " I had
him there; but that's because we breakfasted early this

morning, and he hasn't had his lunch yet. Why you couldn't

shut a bit of him in a door, when he's had his dinner. Look
at them tears, sir," said Squeers, with a triumphant air, as

Master Wackford wiped his eyes with the cuff of his jacket,
" there's oiliness !

"

" He looks well, indeed," returned Ralph, who, for some
purposes of his own, seemed desirous to conciliate the school-

master, " But how is Mrs. Squeers, and how are you? "

" Mrs. Squeers, sir," replied the proprietor of Dotheboys,
" is as she always is—a mother to them lads, and a blessing,

and a comfort, and a joy to all them as knows her. One of

our boys—gorging his-self with vittles, and then turning ill;

that's their way—got a abscess on him last week. To see

how she operated upon him with a pen-knife! Oh Lor!

"

said Squeers, heaving a sigh, and nodding his head a great

many times, " what a member of society that woman is !
"

Mr. Squeers indulged in a retrospective look, for some
quarter of a minute, as if this allusion to his lady's excellences

had naturally led his mind to the peaceful village of Dothe-
boys near Greta Bridge in Yorkshire ; and he then looked at

Ralph, as if waiting for him to say something.
" Have you quite recovered that scoundrel's attack.?

"

asked Ralph.
' I've only just done it, if I've done it now," replied

Squeers. " I was one blessed bruise, sir," said Squeers,
touching first the roots of his hair, and then the toes of his

boots, " from here to there. Vinegar and brown paper,
vinegar and brown paper, from morning to night. I suppose
there was a matter of half a ream of brown paper stuck upon
me, from first to last. As I laid all of a heap in our kitchen,
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i

1

1

pUistered aU over you might have thought I was a lareebrown paper pju-cel, chock full of nothing but groans. dSI groan loud, Wackford, or did I groaiTsoft? " sSked MrSqueers, appealing to his son.
'• Loud," replied Wackford.
'; Was the boys sorry to see me in such a dreadful con-di ion Wackford. or was they glad? " asked Mr. Squ^rs?"„a sentunental manner. m»^", »n

" Gl—

"

" P? "cried Squeers, turning sharp round.
^

Ssorry, rejoined his son.

•« TK?^
'."

f^'^
Squeers, catching him a smart box on the ear.Then take your hands out of your pockets, and don'tammer when you're asked a question. Hold 'your no^se

sir m a gentleman's office, or I'll run away from my family

hl^r/ .wT ^*'^ -^"y "^°^^' ^"d then what Zuldbecome of all them precious and forlorn lads as would be letloose on the world without their best friend at their elbers!
"

quirSTalph"
^ ^^ ^"^

^^""^ ""^'"^^ attendance? " in-

" Ay was I " rejoined Squeers, " and a precious bill themedical attendant brought in too; but I paid it though "
RaJph elevated his eyebrows in a manner which might be

r heTZfr °' '''^'"
'I^^P^'^y °^ astonishment.^ Justas the beholder was pleased to take it.

«^^?i^P**'* 'V
^^^''y farthing," replied Squeers, whoseemed to know the man he had to deal with, too wel7 tosuppose that any blinking of the question would i^u^ him

" No? " said Ralph.
"Not a halfpenny/' replied Squeerg. "The fact is wehave only one extra with our boys, and that is for doc'tor"Hhen required-and not then, unless we're sure of ourcustomers. Do you see?

"

" I understand/' said Ralph.
" Very good," rejoined Squeers. " Then, after mv billwas run up, we picked out five little boys'(sons of smatradesmen, as was sure pay) that had never had the scarlet

lever, and we sent one to a cottage where they'd got it. andhe took It and then we put the four others to lleep ^thhim, and they took it, and then the doctor came and attended
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'em once all round, and we divided my total among 'em,
and added it on to their little bills, and the parents paid it.

Ha! ha! ha!"
" And a good plan too," said Ralph, eyeing the school-

master stealthily.

" I believe you," rejoined Squeers. " We always do it.

Why, when Mrs. Squeers was brought to bed with little

Wackford here, we ran the whooping-cough through half-a-

dozen boys, and charged her expenses among 'em, monthly
nurse included. Ha! ha! ha!"
Ralph never laughed, but on this occasion he produced

the nearest approach to it that he could, and waiting until

Mr, Squeers had enjoyed the professional joke to his heart's

content, inquired what had brought him to town.
" Some bothering law business," replied Squeers, scratch-

ing his head, " connected with an action, for what they call

neglect of a boy. I don't know what they would have. He
had as good grazing, that boy had, as there is about us."

Ralph looked as if he did not quite understand the obser-

vation.
" Grazing," said Squeers, raising his voice, under the

impression that as Ralph failed to comprehend him, he must
be deaf. " When a boy gets weak and ill and don't relish

his meals, we give him a change of diet—turn him out, for

an hour or so every day, into a neighbour's turnip field, or
sometimes, if it's a delicate case, a turnip field and a piece of

carrots alternately, and let him eat as many as he likes.

There an't better land in the county than this perwerse lad

grazed on, and yet he goes and catches cold and indigestion

and what not, and then his friends brings a lawsuit against
me ! Now, you'd hardly suppose," added Squeers, moving
in his chair with the impatience of an ill-used man, " that
people's ingratitude would carry them quite as far as that

;

would you? "

" A hard case, indeed," observed Ralph.
" You don't say more than the truth when you say that,"

replied Squeers. " I don't suppose there's a man going, as

possesses the fondness for youth that I do. There's youth
to the amount of eight hundred pound a-year, at Dotheboys
Hall at this present time. I'd take sixteen hundred ) jund
worth, if I could get 'em, and be as fond of every indl , idual

twenty pound among 'em as nothing should equal it!
"

U
ft

0-i
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•' Are you stopping at your old quarters? " asked Ralph

don t want ver>' long to the end of the half-yeir, we shaUcontmney to stop there, till I've collected the^in^y andsome new boys too, I hope. I've brought littirWadcford

puiKX' .H t°" '' P*'?^ ?«dVrdians nLnput him m the advertisement, this time. Look at that bov

" I should like to have a word with you," said Raloh whohad both spoken and listened mechanically for some timeand seemed to have been thinking.
^

'

^ " \vflf™!f^
'^°''^ *' >''" ^'^^' "'•'" rejoined Squeers.Uackford, you go and play in the back office, and don^t

?nThf°^V°°
°^""*'' ""' >'°"'" ««' thin, and thai won't do

have v'T' flT ' '^'"^^^ '""f^^^' ^'^ NickleS>

mat nnTwt A
^'^"''"?' '^"^ « *»"°^h «* keys in hiscoat^pocket, and muttenng something about its being all

\ni! ll^l^'"'^ i
^^''^'' '^'"^ ^^^P^' ^^'^' sJ'^^lv, and produc-ing, after much nimmagmg in an old drawer, a pennyfa half-penny, and two farthings. ^ ^'

-HeTprv"'"
^'^/?"^^r^^ bestowing it upon his son.Here! You go and buy a tart-Mr. Nickleby's man willshow you where-and mind you buy a rich one. PastrT "

added Squeers closing the door on Master Wackford

a he"^t ''"' ^ ^°°' ^'''' ^"^ P^''-'^ thinkTthat

eke^k oufMr'iP^^"^''°"' ^"J^u^
peculiarly knowing look toeke It out, Mr. Squeers moved his chair so as to bring himselfopposite to Ralph Nickleby at no great distance off andliaving planted it to his entire satisfaction, sat don-n

Attend to me " said Ralph, bending forward a little
Squeers nodded.

S ^w 7* '^-^ '"PPo^e/' said Ralph, " that vou are dolt

was"?omltZ" '' ''''''' ''1 ^^^^"y' t^« ^^^'-^^ 'hat

panied kT'' "^''" -''"' °' '^^ '''P°'"'"' ^^'^^ accom-

'' Devil a bit," replied Squeers, tartly.
Or to lose an opportunity of repaying it with interest

if you could get one.? " said Ralph.
mierest,

" Show me one, and try," rejoined Squeers.

'W„_
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" Some such object it was. that induced >'OU to call on
me? " said Ralph, raising his eyes to the schoolmaster's face.

" N—n—no, I don't know that," replied Squeers. " I

thought that if it was in your power to make me, besides the

trifle of mcmey you sent, any compensation "

"Ah!" cried Ralph, interrupting him. " Vou needn't

go on."

After a long pause, during whiqh Ralph appeared absorbed
in contemplation, he again broke silence, by asking:

" Who is this boy that he took with him.'
'"

Squeers stated his name,
" Was he young or old. healthy or sickly, tractable or

rebellious ? Speak out. man." retorted Ralph.
" Why, he wasn't young," answered Squeers ;

" that is,

not young for a boy, you know.'"
" That is, he was not a bov at all, I suppose? " interrupted

Ralph.
" Well." returned Squeers, briskly, as if he felt relieved

by the suggestion, " he might have been nigh twenty. He
wouldn't seem so old, though, to them as didn't know him.
for he was a little wanting here," touching his forehead;
" nobody at home you know, if you knocked ever so

often."
"

" And you did knock prettv often. I dare sav? " muttered
Ralph.

" Pretty well," returned Squeers with a grin.
" When you wrote to acknowledge the receipt of this trifle

of money as you call it," said Ralph, " you told me his friends

had deserted him long ago and that you had not the faintest

clue or trace to tell you who he was. Is that the truth?
"

'' It is, worse luck! " replied Squeers, becoming more and
more easy and familiar in his manner, as Ralph pursued his

inquiries with the less reser\e. " It's fourteen years ago, by
the entry in my book, since a strange man brought him to

my place, one autumn night, and left him there: paying fi\e

pound five, for his first quarter in advance. He might ha\ e

i>een five or six year old at that time, not more."
" What more do you know about him? " demanded Ralph.
" Devilish little, I'm sorry to say," replied Squeers. " The

money was paid, for some si.\ or eight year, and then it

stopped. He had given an address in London, had this

chap; but when it came to the point, of course nobody

m

4fj
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knowed anything about htm. So I kept the lad out of-out

" Charity? " suggested Ralph drilv.

knees, and when he begins to be useful in a certain sort of

m!;\?"
young scoundrel of a Nickleby comes and carriesmm off But the most vexatious and aggeravating part ofthe whole affair is,

' said Squeers, droppbg his vSicVand

hltrdn" 'te ''^ '^T '' ^^'P'^' "that some ques'ti^nshave been asked about him at last; not of me, but, in aroundabout kmd of way, of people in our village. So that
just when I might have had all arrears paid up, pe;harand perhaps-who knows? such things h'avc happened inour busmess before-a present besides for putting him out
to a farmer, or sendmg him to sea, so that he might nex erturn up to disgrace his parents, supposing him to be a natural

&1^ "TV^ S"'
^y^a'-^-damme, if that villain of a.Nickleby don t collar h,m m open day, and commit as good

as highway robbery upon my pocket.
'

'

" We will both cry quits with him before long," said Raloh
laying his hand on the arm of the Yorkshire schoolmaster^

'

i.» ? n^??^ ^"^^r^- "^^ and I should like toleave a small balance m his favour, to be settled when he
can. I only wish Mrs. Squeers could catch hold of him.
Bless her heart! She'd murder him, Mr. Nickleby. Shewould, as soon as eat her dinner."

timpTn 7w l^^) ! '^i^
^8*'"'" '*'^ ^*^Ph- " I must haveime to think of it. To wound him through his own affec-t^on^d fancies

. If I could strike him through this

" ISl^^ K^™u^T y^^J'^^e^ sir," interrupted Squeers,
only hit him hard enough, that's all. And with that I'lsay good morning. Here!-just chuck that little boy's hat

off that corner-peg, and lift him off the stool, will you?'"
Bawling th^e requests to Newman Noggs, Mr. Squeers

S\^'"''>k'" '^' "."^"^ ^'^ ««^^^' ^d'fitted on his
child i, hat with parental anxiety, while Newman, with hispen behind his ear, sat, stiff and immovable, on his stool
regarding the father and son by turns with a bioad stareHes a fine boy, an't he? " said Squeers, throwine'hi^^
head a little on one side, and falling back to the desk the
better to estimate the proportions of little Wackford '



Ralph's Recollections 447

I

" Very," said Newman.
"Pretty well swelled out, an't he?" pursued Squeen.

" He has the fatness of twenty hoys, he has."
" Ah !

" replied Newman, suddenly thrusting his face into
that of Squeers, "he has;—the fatness of twenty 1- more

!

He's got it all. God help the others. Ha I ha ! Oh Lord !
"

Having uttered these fragmentary ob8er\'ations, Newman
dropped upon his desk and began to write with most mar-
\'elIous rapidity.
" Why, what does the man mean ? " cried Squeers, colour-

ing. "Is he drunk?"
Newman made no reply.
" Is he mad? " said Squeers.

But still Newman betrayed no consciousness of an\-

presence save his own; so, Mr. Squeers comforted himself by
saying that he was both drunk and mad; and, with this

parting observation; he led his hopeful son away.
In exact proportion as Ralph Nickleby became conscious

of a struggling and lingering regard for Kate, had his detesta-
tion of Nicholas augnriented. It might be, that to atone for

the weakness of inclining to any person, he held it neces-
sary to hate some other more intensely than before; but
such had been the course of his feelings. And now, to be
defied and spumed, to be held up to her in the worst and
most repulsive colours, to know that she was taught to hate
and despise him, to feel that there was infection in his touch,
and taint in his companionship—to know all this, and to
know that the mover of it all was that same boyish poor
relation who had twitted him in their very first interview,

and openly bearded and braved him since, wrought his quiet
and stealthy malignity to such a pitch, that there was
scarcely anything he would not have hazarded to gratify it,

if he could have seen his way to some immediate retaliation.

But, fortunately for Nicholas, Ralph Nickleby did not;
and although he cast about all that day, and kept a comer of

his brain working on the one anxious subject through all the
round of schemes and business that came with it, night
found him at last, still harping on the same theme, and still

pursuing the same unprofitable reflections.
" When my brother was such as he," said Ralph, " the first

comparisons were drawn between us. Always in my dis-

favour. He was open, liberal, gallant, gay ; / a crafty hunks

1, *'i

^, il
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448 Nichblas Nicklcby
of cold and stagnant blood, with no passion but love of

betTer now!"
"^"^ '^'' '''^'^'''' '^"^ ^ ^^"^^^^ber it

atomV^ld^rhr^^Pl'"^ L"
''^""^ ^^'^^°^^'^ J^"^'- into

about hi^
'P°^'' ^' '^^"^"-^^ ^' i" ^ ti"y shower

smL^''°flltf
°"' ^*'

'^''f'" P""^"^^ R^P^ ^ith a bitter

crowds Id fror.o"'';,"'^'"
^ ^'^'^ "^y^^^^ t'' them, in

XTd afWt toT '.
.^''' ^"^''"'- ^^ * Portion of the

Xw themlLIt?"'
''' ^°"" '' "°"^^' ^ --' ^^y -d

slum"^^R±h ^m' u k'"''
^" ^ P^'^^^'^t f^^n^^ of '"ind for>iumDer, Kalph NuJcleby went to bed.

H

CHAPTER XXXV

BRIGHTER DAYS SEEM TO DAWN UPON THE FAMILY
Having established his mother and sister in the apartments

sL MuK^^ P^^"^^^' ^»d ascertaS tha

siritiat'lJoT" 4^' ^ir^^^i^^^^^^^^

Th. Ml u ,
-T^t P^^s^nt the poor fellow in due form

stretch a pomt, I am sure, for mine
"' ' ^ ^'"

one nersin '^H
'' *^'^'" ^'^^^ '"'^S^^'"^^ ^"^ ^o^fined toone person. He was sure of Kate, but he knew his mother'.pecuhanties, and was not quite so' certain that SmikTwouldfind favour m the eyes of Mrs. Nickleby

^

volent^eTrlnd
•"

''l^ol ""''^ff "^ ^^P^^"^^^ <^" ^is bene-vuienc errand, she cannot fail to become attach^H tr^ hirv,wh.„ she knows what a devoted creature he k and i™e
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must quickly make the discovery, his probation will be a
short one."

"I was afraid," said Smike, overjoyed to see his friend
apin, " that you had fallen into some fresh trouble; the
time seemed so long, at last, that I almost feared you were
lost."

"Lost!" replied Nicholas gaily. "You will not be rid
of me so easily, I promise you. I shall rise to the surface
many thousand times yet, and the harder the thrust that
pushes me down, the more quickly I shall rebound, Smike.
But come; my errand here is to take you home."
" Home! " faltered Smike, drawing timidly back.
" Ay," rejoined Nicholas, taking his arm. " Why not? "
" I had such hopes once," said Smike; " day and night,

day and night, for many years. I longed for home till I was
weary, and pined away with grief; but now "

" And what now? " asked Nicholas, looking kindly in his
face. " What now, old friend?

"

"I could not part from you to go to any home on earth,"
replied Smike, pressing his hand; " except one, except one.
I shall never be an old man; and if your hand placed me in
the grave, and I could think, before I died, that you would
come and look upon it sometimes with one of your kind
smiles, and in the summer weather, when everything was
alive—not dead like me—I could go to that home, almost
without a tear."

" Why do you fcilk thus, poor boy, if your life is a happv
one with me? " said Nicholas.

" Because / should change; not those about me. And if

they forgot me, I should never know it," replied Smike.
" In the churchyard we are all alike, but here there are none
like me. I am a poor creature, but I know that,"

" You are a foolish, silly creature," said Nicholas cheer-
fully. " If that is what you mean, I grant you that. Why,
here's a dismal face for ladies' company!—my pretty sistei
too, whom you have so often asked me about. Is this your
Yorkshire gallantry? For shame! for shame! "

Smike brightened up and smiled.
" When I talk of homes," pursued Nicholas, " I talk of

mine—which is yours of course. If it were defined by any
particular four walls and a roof, God knows I should be suffi-
ciently puzzled to say whereabouts it lay; but that is not

p
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what I mean. When I speak of home, I speak of the placewhere m default of a better, those I love are gathered

should call It by the same good name notwithstanding. Aidnow, for what is my present home; which, however alarm-
ing your expectations may be, will neither terrify you by itsextent nor its magnificence I

"

j y ^ uy iii>

So saying, Nicholas took his compam'on by the arm, andsaymg a great deal more to the same purpose, and pointing
out vanous thmgs to amuse and interest him as thL wem
along, led the way to Miss La Creevy's house.

And this, Kate," said Nicholas, entering the room where
his sister sat alone, « is the faithful friend\nd affectionate
felbw-traveller whom I prepared you to receive."
Poor Smike was bashful, and awkward, and frightenedenough at first but Kate advanced towards him so kindlyand said, m such a sweet voice, how anxious she had been to

hfH^^.K l^K- ^'I
^'^^^^^ ^^ *°'^ ^^'' ^"d how much shehad to thank him for havmg comforted Nicholas so greatlym their very trying reverses, that he began to be very doubt-

^Ir fl

^^'^^'
S°"^^ '^'? ^'^'' °^ "V and beSme stillmore flurned. However, he managed to /, in a broken

voice, that Nicholas was his only friend, and that he would
lay down his hfe to help him; and Kate, although she was
so kind and considerate, seemed to be so wholly unconscious

?! '^^fr' ^?1 embarrassment, that he recovered almost
immediately and felt quite at home.
Then, Miss La Creevy came in; and to her Smike had to

be presented a so. And Miss La Creevy was very kind too,anu wonderfully talkative: not to Smike, for that would
have made him uneasy at first, but to Nicholas and his
sister. Then, after a time, she would speak to Smike him-
self now and then, askmg him whether he was a iudcre of
likenesses and whether he thought that picture in the comerwas like herself and whether he didn't think it would have
looked better if she had made herself ten years younger
and whether he didn't think, as a matter of general obse^a-
tion, that young ladies looked better not only in pictures but
out of them too, than old ones; with many more small jokes
and facetious remarks, which were delivered mth such good-humour and merriment, that Smike thought, within himself,
she was the nicest lady he had ever seen; even nicer than Mrs.
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Grudden, of Mr. Vincent Crummles's theatre: and she was
a nice kdy too, and talked, perhaps more, but certainly
louder, tlian Miss La Creevy.
At length the door opened again and a lady in mourning

came in; and Nicholas kissing the lady in mourning affec-
tionately, and calling her his mother, led her towards the
chair from which Smike had risen when she entered the room.

" You are always kind-hearted, and anxious to help the
oppressed, my dear mother," said Nicholas, " so you will be
favourably disposed towards him, I know."

" I am sure, my dear Nicholas," replied Mrs. Nickleby,
lookmg very hard at her new friend, and bending to him
with something more of majesty than the occasion seemed
to require: *' I am sure any friend of yours has, as indeed
he naturally ought to have, and must have, of course, you
know, a great claim upon me, and of course, it is a very
great pleasure to me to be introduced to anybody you take
an interest in. There can be no doubt about that ; none at
all; not the least in the world," said Mrs. Nickleby. " At
the same time I must say, Nicholas, my dear, as 1 used to say
t> ycvr poor dear papa, when he would bring gentlemen
h. :.ie t J dinner and there was nothing in the house, that if

he had come the day before yesterday—no, I don't mean the
day before yesterday; I should have said, perhaps, the year
before last—we should have been better able to entertain
him."

With which remarks, Mrs. Nickleby turned to her daughter,
and inquired, in an audible whisper) whether the gentleman
was going to stop all night?

^^

" Because, if he is, Kate, my dear," said Mrs. Nickleby,
" I don't see that it's possible for him to sleep anywhere
and that's the truth."

Kate stepped gracefully forward, and without any show of
i yance or irritation, breathed a few words into her
mother's ear.

a u
^' ^^^^' ^^ dear," said Mrs. Nickleby, shrinking back,

how you do tickle one ! Of course, I understand that, my
love, without your telling me; and I said the same to
Nicholas, and I am very much pleased. You didn't tell me,
Nicholas, my dear," added Mrs. Nickleby, turning round
with an air of less reserve than she had before assumed,
*' what your friend's name is."
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" His name, mother," replied Nicholas, " is Smike."
The effect of this communication was by no means antici-

pated; but the name was no ooner pronounced, than Mrs.
Nickleby dropped upon a chair, and burst into a fit of crying.

" What is the matter? " exclaimed Nicholas, running to
support her.

"It's so like Pyke," cried Mrs. Nickleby; "so exactly
hke Pyke. Ohl don't speak to me— I shall be better
presently."

After exhibiting every symptom of slow suffocation, in all
its stages, and dnnking about a tea-spoonful of water from
a full tumbler, and spilling the remainder, Mrs. Nickleby
was better, and remarked, with a feeble smile, that she was
very foolish, she knew.

" It's a weakness in our family," said Mrs. Nickleby, " so,
of course, I can't be blamed for it. Your grandmama,
Kate, was exactly the same—precisely. The least excite-
ment, the slightest surprise—«he fainted away directly. I
have heard her say, often and often, that when she was a
young lady, and before she was married, she was turning a
comer into Oxford Street one day, when she ran against her
own hairdresser, who, it seems, was escaping from a bear;

—

the mere suddenness of the encounter made her faint awav,
directly. Wait, though," added Mrs. Nickleby, pausing to
consider. " Let me be sure I'm right. Was it her hair-
dresser who had escaped from a bear, or was it a bear who
had escaped from her hairdresser's? I declare I can't re-
member just now, but the hairdresser was a very handsome
uian, I know, and quite a gentleman in his manners; so that
it has nothing to do with the point of the story."

Mrs. Nickleby having fallen imperceptibly into one of her
retrospective moods, improved in temper from that moment,
and glided, by an easy change of the conversation occasion-
ally, into various other anecdotes, no less remarkable for
their strict application to the subject in hand.

" Mr. Smike is from Yorkshire, Nicholas, my dear? " said
Mrs. Nickleby, after dinner, and when she had been silent
for some time.

" Certainly, mother," replied Nicholas. " I see you have
not forgotten his melancholy history."
"0 dear no," cried Mrs. Nickleby. "Ah! Melancholy,

mdeed! You don't happen, Mr. Smike, ever to have dined
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wiA the Grimbles of Grimble HaU, somewhere in the North
Riding, do you? " said the good lady, addressing herself to
t»un. A very proud man Sir Thomas Grimble, with six
grown-up and mo • lovely uaughters, and the finest park in
tne county.

'

'

"My dear mother 1 " reasoned Nicholas, " do you suppose
that the unfortunate outcast of a Yorkshire school was Ukely
to receive many cards of invitation from the nobility and
gentry in the neighbourhood? "

" Really, my dear, I don't know why it should be so verv
extraordinary," said Mrs. Nickleby. « I know that when /
was at school, I always went at least twice every half-year to
the Hawkinses at Taunton Vale, and they are much richer
tnan the Gnmbles, and connected with them in marriage • so

r
you see It s not so very unlikely, after all."
Having put down Nicholas in this triumphant manner,

Mrs. Nickleby was suddenly seized with a forgetfulness of
bmike s real name, and an irresistible tendency to call him
Mr. Slammons; which circumstance she attributed to the
remarkable similarity of the two names in point of sound
both beginning with an S, and moreover being spelt with
an M. But whatever doubt there might be on this point
there was none as to his being a most excellent listener!
which circumstance had considerable influence in placine
them on the very best terms, and in inducing Mrs. Nickleby
to express the highest opinion of his general deportment and
disposition.

Thus, the little circle remained, on the most amicable and
agreeable footing, until the Monday morning, when Nicholas
withdrew himself from it for a short time, seriously to reflect
upon the state of his affairs, and to determine, if he could
upon some course of life which would enable him to support
those who were so entirely dependent upon his exertions.

Mr. Crummies occurred to him more than once; but
although Kate was acquainted with the -hole history of his
connection with that gentleman, his mot ^ r was not; and he
.oresaw a thousand fretful objections, on ..er part, to his seek-
ing a hvehhood upon the stage. There were graver reasons
too, against his returning to that mode of Ufe. Indepen-
dently of those arising out of its spare and precarious earn-
ings, and his own internal conviction that he could never
hope to Rspu-e to any great distinction, even as a provincial
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actor, how could he carry his sister from town to town, and
place to place, and debar her from any other associates than
those with whom he would be compelled, almost without
distmctjon, to mmgle? « It won't do," said Nicholas, shak-mg his head; I must try something else."

It was much easier to make this resolution than to carry
It into effect. With no greater experience of the world than
he had acquured for himself m his short trials; with a suffi-
aent share of headlong rashness and precipitation (quali-
taes not altogether unnatural at his time of life); with a verv
slender stock of money, and a still more scanty stock of
friends; what could he do? " Egad I

" said Nicholas, "
I'll

I
try that Register Office again."

y
He smiled at himself as he walked away, with a quick

ff step; for, an instant before, he had been internally blaming
his own precipitation. He did not laugh himself out of the
intention, however, for on he went: picturing to himself ashe approached the place, all kinds of splendid possibilities,
and impossioihties too, for that matter, and thinking himself
perhaps with good reason, very fortunate to be endowed
with so buoyant and sanguine a temoerament.
The office looked just the same as when he had left it last

ajnd, ndeed, with one or two exceptions, there seemed to hi
the very same placards m the window that he had seen before
lliere were the same unimpeachable masters and mistresses
in want of virtuous servants, and the same virtuous servantsm want of ummpeachable masters and mistresses, and thesame magnificent estates for the investment of capital, and
the same enormous quantities of capital to be invested in
estates, and, in short, the same opportunities of all sorts for
people who wanted to make their fortunes. And a most
extraordmary proof it was of the national prosperity, that
people had not been found to avail themselves of such
advantages long ago.
As Nicholas stopped to look in at the window, an oldgentleman happened to stop too; Nicholas, carrying his eyealong the wmdow-panes from left to right in search of some

capital-text placard, which should be applicable to his owr
case caught sight of this old gentleman's figure, and in
stmctively withdrew his eyes from the window, ti observe
the same more closely.

He was a sturdy old fellow in a broad-skirted blue coat

i
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made pretty large, to fit easily, and with no particular waist:
his bulky legs clothed in drab bretclies and high . aiters, and
his head protected by a low-crowned broad-brimmed white
oat, such as a wealthy grazier might wear. He wore his
coat buttoned; and his dimpled double-chin rested in the
folds of a white neckerchief—not one of your stiff-starched
apoplectic cravats, but a good, easy, old-fashioned white-
neckcloth that a man might go to bed in and be none the
worse for. But what principally attracted the attention of
Nicholas, was the old gentleman's eye,—never was such a
clear, twmklmg, honest, merry, happy eye, as that. And
there he stood, lookmg a little upward, with one hand thrust
into the breast of his coat, and the other playing with his
old-fashioned gold watch-chain: his head thrown a little
on one side, and his hat a little more on one side than his head
(but that was evidently accident; not his ordinarv way of
weanng it), with such a pleasant smile playing about his
mouth, and such a comical expression of mingled shness
simplicity, kind-heartedness, and good-humour, hghtiuL' up
his johy old face, that Nicholas would have been content to
have stood there, and looked at him until evening, and to
have forgotten, meanwhile, that there was such a thing as a
-oured mind or a crabbed countenance to be met with m the
whole wide world.

But, even a very remote approach to this gratification was
no^

'
1 h- made, for although he seemed quite unconscious of

n a the subject of observation, he looked casually at
. : and the latter, fearful of giving offence, resumed
h .^y of the window instantly.

OU.1., the old gentleman stood there, glancing from placard
to placard, and x\icholas could not forbear raising his eyes to
his face again. Grafted upon the quaintness and oddity of
his appearance, was something so indescribably engaging
and bespeakmg so much worth, and there were so manv
httle hghts hovering about the corners of his mouth and eyes
that It was not a mere amusement, but a positive pleasure
and delight to look at iiim.

This being the case, it is no wonder that the old man
caught ^Nicholas m the fact, more than once. At such times
Nicholas coloured and looked embarrassed: for the truth is'
that he had begun to wonder whether the stranger could'
by any possibility, be looking for a clerk or secretary

|
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and thinking this, be felt as if the old gentleman must
know It

Long as an this takes to tell, it was not more than a couple
of minutes in passing. As the stranger was moving away,
Nicholas caught his eye again, and, in the awkwardness of
the moment, stammered out an apology.

" No offence. Oh no offence I ''^said the old man.
This was said in such a hearty tone, and the voice was so

exactly what it should have been from such a speaker, and
there was such a cordiality in the manner, that Nicholas was
emboldened to speak again.

"A great many opportunities here, sir I" he said, half-
smiling as he motioned towards the window.
"A great many people willing and anxious to be employed

have seriously thought so very often, I dare say," rephed the
old man. " Poor fellows, poor fellows !

"

He moved awaj as he said this; but, seeing that Nicholas
was about to speak, good-naturedly slackened his pace, as if

he were unwilling to cut him short. After a little of that
hesitation which may be sometimes observec between two
people in the street who have exchanged a nod, and are both
uncertain whether they shall turn back and speak, or not
Nicholas found himself at the old man's side.

*

" You were about to speak, young gentleman; what were
you going to say? "

" Merely that I ahnost hoped—I mean to say, though '^—

you had some object in consulting those advertisementb
said Nicholas.

'

" Ay, ay? what object now—what object? " returned the
old man, looking slyly at Nicholas. "Did you think I
wanted a situation now? Eh? Did you think I did? "

Nicholas shook his head.
"Hal ha!" laughed the old gentleman, rubbing his

hands and wrists as if he were washing them. "A verv
natural thought, at all events, after seeing me gazing at
those bills. I thought the same of you, at first; upon my
word, I did."

^

" If you had thought so at last, too, sir, you would not
have been ffj from the truth," rejoined Nicholas.

" Eh? " cried the old man, surveying him from head to
foot. "Whatl Dear me! No, no. Well-behaved young
gentleman reduced to such a necessity I No no, no no."
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Nicholas bowed, and bidding him good morning, turned

upon his heel.

"Stay," said the old man, beckoning him into a bye
street, where they could converse with less interruption.
" What d'ye mean, eh?

"

" Merely that your land face and manner—both unlike
any I have ever seen-te ipted me into an avowal, which,
to any other stranger in tnis wilderness of London, I should
not have dreamt of making,'' returned Nicholas.

"Wilderness! Yes it is, it is. Good I It ix a wilderness,"
said the old man with much animation. " It was a wilder-
ness to me once. I came here barefoot I have never for-
gotten it. Thank God! " and he raised his hat from his
head, and looked very grave.

" What's the matter? What is it? How did it all come
about? " said the old man, laying his hand on the shoulder
of Nicholas, and walking him up the street. " You're

—

Eh? " laying his finger on the sleeve of his black coat.
" Who's it for, eh?

"

" My father," replied Nicholas.
" Ah! " said the old gentleman quickly. " Bad thing for

a young man to lose his father. Widowed mother, perhaps ?
'

'

Nicholas sighed.
" Brothers and sisters too? Eh? "

" One sister," rejoined Nicholas.

"Poor thing, -oor thing! You're a scholar too, I dare
say? " said th i man, looking wistfully into the face of
the young one.

" I have been tolerably well educated," said Nicholas.
" Fine thing," said the old gentleman: " education a great

thing: a very great thing! I never had any. I adn>ire it

the more in others. A very fine thing. Yes, yes. Tail me
more of your history. Let me hear it all. No impertinent
curiosity—no, no, no."

There was something so earnest and guileless in the way
in which all this was said, and such a complete disregard
of all conventional r^traiiits and coldnesses, that Nicholas
could not resist it. Among aen v/ho have any sound and
sterling qualities, there is nothing so contagious as pure
op' mess of heart. Nicholas took the infection instantly,
ana ran over the main points of his little history without
reserve: merely suppressing names, and touching as lightly
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*8 possible upon his uncle's treatment of Kate. The oldman listened with great attention, and when he had con-
cluded, drew his arm eagerly through his o\ •».

„
" I^n't say another word. Not another word !

" said he
Come along with me. We mustn't lose a minute."
&) saying, the old gentleman dragged him hack into

Uxford btreet, and hailing an omnibus on its way to the
city, pushed Nicholas in before him, and followed him
self.

As he appeared in a most extraordinary condition of rest-
less excitement, and whenever Nicholas offered to speak
immediately interposed with: " Don't say another word mv
dear sir, on any account—not another word!" the youngman thought it better to attempt no further interruption
Into the city they journeyed accordingly, without inter-
changing any conversation; and the farther they went the
more Nicholas wondered what the end of the adveiitute
could possibly be.

ITie old gentleman got out, with great alacrity, when thev
reached the Bank, and once more taking Nicholas by the
arm, humed him along Threadneedle Street, and through
some lanes and passages on the right, until they, at length
emerged in a quiet shady little square. Into the oldest and
cleanest-Iookmg house of business in the square, he led the
way. The only inscription on the door-post was " Cheerybic
Brothers "

;
but from a hasty glance at the directions of

some packages which were lying about, Nicholas supposed
that the Brothers Cheeryble were German-merchants.

Passing through a warehouse which presented everv indica-
tion of a ihriving business, Mr. Cheeryble (for such Nicholas
supposed him to be, from the respect which had been shown
him by the warehousemen and porters whom they passed)
ed him into a little rar^ 'tioned-off counting-Iiouse like a
large glass-case, in whi, ounting-house there sat—as free
from dust and blemish as if he had been fixed into the ^lass-
case before the top was put on, and had never come out
since—a tat, elderly, large-faced clerk, with silver spectacles
and a powdered head.

" Is my brother in his room, Tim.? " said Mr. Cheeryb'e
with no less kindness of manner than he had shown te
Nicholas.

" Yes he is, sir," replied the fat clerk, turning his spectacle-
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glasses towards his principal, and his eyes towards Nicholas,
" but Mr. Trimmers is with him."
"Ayl And what has he come abo ,t, Tim?" said Mr.

Cheeryble.
" He is getting up a subscription for the widow and family

of a man who was lulled in the East India Docks this morn-
ing, sir," rejoined Tim. " Smashed, sir, by a cask of sugar."

" He is a good creature," said Mr. C ."eryble, with great
earnestness. " He is a kind soul. I am very much obliged
to Trimmers. Trimmers is one of the best friends we have.
He makes a thousand cases known to us that we should
never discover of ourselves. I am very much obliged to
Trimmers." Saying which, Mr. Cheeryble rubbed his hands
with infinite delight, and Mr. Trimmers happening to pass
the door tiiat instant, o . his way out, shot out after him and
caught him by the hand.

" I owe you a thousand thanks, Trimmers, ten tliousand
thanks. I take it very friendly of you, very fricndl ' indeed,"
said Mr. Cheeryble, dragging him into a corner to get out of
hearing. " How many children are there, and what has
my brother Ned given. Trimmers.' "

" There are six children," replied the gentleman, •' and
your brother has given us twenty pounds."

" My brother Ned is a good fellow, and you're a good
fellow too, Trimmeri," said the old man, shakir hi'n by
both hands with trembling eagerness. " Put me ;wn for
another twenty—or—stop a minute, stop a mii...e! We
mustn't look ostentatious; put me down ten oound, and Tim
Linkinvvater ten pound. A cheque for twei^y pound for Mr.
Trimmers, Tim. God bless you, inmmers-ind come and
dine with us some day this week ; yoaU always find a knife
and fork, and we shall be delighted. Now, my dear sir-
cheque from Mr. Linkinwater, Tim. Smashed by a cask of
sugar, and six poor children—oh dear, dear, dear!

"

Talking on in this strain, as fast as he could, to pre /ent any
friendly remonstrances from the collector of the subscription
on the large amount of his donation, Mr. Cheeryble led
Nicholas, equally astonished and affected by what he had
seen and heard in this short space, to the half-opened door
of another room.
"Brother Ned," said Mr. Cheeryble, tapping with his

knuckles, and stooping to listen: " are you busy, my dear

M
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brother, or can you spare time for a word or two with

"Brother Charles my dear fellow," rephed a voice from

I^Hon?. „ J
^

'^"^t"^'
'^^ *>^* **^°"«*»t it wi the^same'don t ask me such a question, but come in directly."

'

They went m, without further parley. What was th^
amazement of Nicholas when his conduT^r^L^ a^dexchanged a warm greeting with another old gentleman thevery type and model of himself-the same face, the"aSefigure the ^me coat, waistcoat, and neckcloth the s^'breeches and gaiters-nay, there was the verylme Xehathangmgagamstthe walll ^ "c wmre

r i^J"^ f^°u^ '^P^ ®*^«' ^y tt^e hand-the face of eachlighted up by beaming looks of affection, which would hitbeen most delightful to behold in infants/ JnSwhS^ in mJn^old was mexpressibly touching-Nicholas couW oUr^^timt the iMt old gentleman was something stouter thanTisbrother; this, and a slight additional shade of clumsiTss in

^tw'^inSJem'Th ?""^'J'.^
°"^^ perceptible"iSe

Se«. ^ ''°"^*^ ^^^^ ^°"^**^^ *^«^ being twm
" Brother Ned," said Nicholas's friend, closing the room-

We'Cust"malf/°""^
'"^"' ^'."^"^' "*^°™ -« ™"' S.We must make proper mquiries into his statements injustice to him as weU as to ourselves, and if S^ey a?eCfirmed-as I feel assured they will be^-we must Lit hZwe must assist him, brother Ned." '

" It is enough my dear brother, that you say we should "
returned the other. " When yoJ say Lt, no further iiqumes are needed. He shall be assisted.' What are Ssnecessities, and what does he require.? M^ere I TimLinkmwater? Let us have him here

"

.mnw-*^*
brothers, it may be here remarked, had a very

s3 t '.K "^'T'.''
^^^^'^y'' both had los nearly th^same teeth which imparted the same peculiarity to theirspeech; and both spoke as if, besides poSessing the utmostseremty of nund that the kindliest and most unsuspecTngnature could bestow, they had, in collecting theS ? o^^

and kept them m their mouths. '

" Where is Tim Linkinwater? " said brother Ned.

,1
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" Stop, stop, stop! '* said brotbrr Charles, taking the other

•side. " I've a plan, my dear brother, I've a plaji. Tim is

getting old, and Tim has been a faithful servant, brothiT

Ned, and I don't think pensioning Tim's mother and sister,

and bu3dng a little tomb for the family when his poor brother

died, was a sufficient recompense for his faithful services."

" No, no, no," replied the other. " Certainly not. Not
half enough, not half."

" If we could lighten Tim's duties," said the old gentle-

man, " and prevail upon him to go into the country, now
and then, and sleep in the fresh air, two or three times a-week

(which he could, if he began business an hour later in the

morning), old Tim Linkinwater would grow young again in

time; and he's three good years our senior now. Old Tim
Linkinwater young again! Eh, brother Ned, eh? why, I

recollect old Tim Linkinwater quite a little boy, don't you?

Ha, ha, ha ! Poor Tim, poor Tim !

"

The fine old fellows laughed pleasantly together: each

with a tear of regard for old Tim Linkinwater, standing in

his eye.
" But hear this first—hear this first, brother Ned," said

the old man, hastily, placing two chairs, one on each side of

Nicholas. " I'll tell it you myself, brother Ned, because the

young gentleman is modest, and is a scholar, Ned, and I

shouldn't feel it right that he should tell us his story over and
over again as if he was a beggar, or as if we doubted him.

No, no, no."
" No, no, no," returned the other, nodding his head

gravely. " Very right, my dear brother, very right."
" He will tell me I'm wrong, if I make a mistake," said

Nicholas's friend. " But whether I do or not, you'll be very

much affected, brother Ned, remembering the time when we
wwe two friendless lads, and earned our first shilling in this

great rity."

The twins pressed each other's hands in silence; and in

his own homely manner, brother Charles related the par-

ticulars he had heard from Nicholas. The conversation

ii^ich ensued, was a long one, and when it was over, a secret

conference of almost equal duration took place between

brother Ned and Tim Lii^cinwater in another room. It is no
disparagement to Nicholas to say, that before he had been

closeted with the two brothers ten minutes, he could only
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wave Ws hand at every fresh expression of kindness andsympathy, and sob like a little chSd.
At length brother Ned and Tim Linkinwater came back

together, when Tmi instantly walked up to Nicholas and
whaspered m his ear m a very brief sentence (for Tim was
ordinarily a man of few words), that he had taken down the
address m Je Strand, and would caU upon him that evening,
at eight Having done which, Tim wiped his spectacles and
put them on, preparatory to hearing what more the Brothers
Lneeryble had got to say.

"Tim," said brother Charles, "you understand that wehave an intention of taking this young gentleman into the
countmg-house? « «ic

Brother Ned remarked that Tim was aware of that inten-
tion, and qmte approved of it; Tim having nodded, and saidhe did, drew hunself up and looked particularly fat, and verv
important. After which there was a profound silence

, » ^.°^^9°°»Pg f?
hour later in the morning, youknow said Tim, breaking out all at once, and looking verv

resolute I m not gomg to sleep in the fresh air; no, noV
I m not gomg mto the country either. A pretty thing at
this time of day, certainly. Pho!"

" Damn your obstinacy, Tim Linkinwater," said brother
Charles lookmg at him without the faintest spark of aneer
ajid with a countenance radiant with attachment to the old
clerk. Damn your obstinacy, Tim Linkinwater, what doyou mean, sir?

" '

" It's forty-four year," said Tim, making a calculation in
the air with his pen, and drawing an imaginary hne before

^LT i^ ?A^
forty-four year, next May, since I first kept

the books of Cheeryble, Brothers. I've opened the safe everymornmg all that time (Sundays excepted) as the clock struckmne, and gone over the house every night at half-past ten
(except on Foreign Post nights, and then twenty minutes
before twelve) to see the doors fastened, and the fires cutIve never slept out of the back attic one single night.'
There s the same mignonette box in the middle of thi windowand the same four flower-pots, two on each side, that Ibrought with me when I first came. There an't-I've said
It agam and again, and I'U maintain it-there an't such a
«<juare as this, m the world. I know there an't," said Tim
with sudden energy, and looking sternly about him " Not
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one. For business or pleasure, in summer time or winter—

I

don't care which—there's nothing like it. There's not such

a spring in England as the pump under the archway. There's

not such a view in England as the view out of my window.

I've seen it every morning before I shaved, and I ought

to know something about it. I have slept in that room,"

added Tim, sinking his voice a little, " for four-and-forty

year; and if it wasn't inconvenient, and didn't interfere with

business, I should request leave to die there."

" Damn you, Tim Linkinwater, how dare you talk about

dying?" roaxed the twins by one impulse, and blowing

their old noses violently.
^^

" That's what I've got to say, Mr. Edwin and Mr. Charles,

said Tim, squaring his shoulders again. "This isn't the

first time you've talked about superannuating me; but, if

you please, we'll make it the last, and drop the subject for

evermore."

With those words, Tim Linkinwater stalked out, and

shut himself up in his glass-case, with the air of a man who

had had his say, and was thoroughly resolved not to be

put down.
The brothers interchanged looks, and coughed some half-

dozen times without speaking.
" He must be done something with, brother Ned," said

the other, warmly; "we must disregard his old scruples;

they can't be tolerated, or borne. He must be made a

partner, brother Ned; and if he won't sabmit to it peaceably,

we must have recourse to violence."

" Quite right," replied brother Ned, nodding his head as

a man thoroughly determined; "quite right, my dear

brother. If he won't listen to reason, we must do it against

his will, and jhow him that we are determined to exert our

authority. We must quarrel with him, brother Charles."

" We must. We certainly must have a quarrel with Tim

Linkinwater," said the other. " But in the mean time, my
dear brother, we are keeping our young friend, and the poor

lady and her daughter will be anxious for his return. So

let us say good-bye for the present, and—there, there—take

care of that box, my dear sir—and—no, no, no, not a word

now—be careful of the crossings and "

And with any disjointed and unconnected words which

would prevent Nicholas from pouring forth his thanks, the

MA
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J

j

S^y'^^^cf'^^-^
'"*•• "^^^ ^^ with him aU th.

«»c« just d«aii«i .wS«irf MX L S^i;: ^3:

•ppointment; that, oddivSte ^^d1;»'!™"*"*l'°
'^

bound to be, of the PTOKra^^'r.fT ' T " •» was

comprehensi^^ liberaM^^e«^ « employers' most

* For nothing at all," said Brother N^H " w^
and should be ashamed to touch the rent hAh. V"? "*'^'

stances as these Where i. 7?m t •
1

• '^^.'" ^""^^ <^""C"n»-

at,a,^ my de^bJetfor'^uIiSu^'iT'''^-'" -thing

Ned^5LfedTe'i>5r.^s;! ^i; zir::^'^-

pound, or twenty pound, and tfU^ !^„cTJfllt 11 "''ft up to them in some other vrav A„rfr- ff' '"'''*

advance a smaU loan towarfsTlitaffuir**" "!?"">'
m^ht se<«tly advance another sS I^ broCv'l?«d tf we find them doing „en_„ we shLT'the^tl £^'
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no fear—we can change the loan into gifts. Carefully,
brother Ned, and by degrees, and without pressing upon
them too much; what do you say now, brother?

"

Brother Ned gave his hand upon it, and not only said it

should be done, but had it done too; and, in one short week,
Nicholas took possession of the stool, and Mrs. Nickleby and
Kate took possession of the house, and all was hope, bust'e,
and light-hearteduess.

There surely never was such a we*;k of discoveries and
surprises as the first week of that cottage. Every night
when Nicholas came home, something new had been found
out. One day it was a grape vine, and another day it was
a boiler, and another day it was the key of the front parlour
closet at the bottom of the water-butt, and so on through
a hundred items. Then, this room was embellished with a
muslin curtain, and that room was rendered quite elegant
by a window-Wind, and such improvements were made, as
no one would have supposed possible. Then there was Miss
La Creevy, who had come out in the omnibus to stop a day
or two and help, and who was perpetually losing a very
small brown paper parcel of tin tacks and a very large
hammer, and running about with her sleeves tucked up at
the wrists, and falling off pairs of steps and hurting herself
very much—and Mrs. Nickleby, who talked incessantly, and
did something now and then, but not often—and Kate,
who busied herself noiselessly everywhere, and was released

with everything—^and Smike, who made the garden a perfect
wonder to look upon—and Nicholas, who helped and en-
couraged them every one—all the peace and cheerfulness of
home restored, with such new zest imparted to every frugal

pleasure, and such delight to every hour of meeting, as mis-
fortune and separation alone could give I

In short, the poor Nicklebys were social and happy, while
the rich Nickleby was alone and miserable.

-.i'
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CHAPTER XXXVI
PRIVATE AND CONFIDENTIAL; REJ^TING TO FAMILYMATTERS. SHOWING HOW MR. KENWIGS UNDERWENT

riZ. .TJ^""''' ^° =°^ -*^- ^N^^GS ^^SAS WELL AS COULD BE EXPECTED
It might have been seven o'clock in the evening, and it wasgrowing dark m the narrow streets near Golden 800^^?when Mr. Kemvigs sent out for a pair of the chea^stSbd gloves- those at fourteenpence-and selecting thestrongest, wh eh happened to be die right-hand o^e^alkeddownstairs with an air of pomp and much excitement andproceeded to muffle the knob^f the street-do^rknicker
therein. Having executed this task with great mW MrKenwigs pulled the door to, after him, Sd juTt sTenDedacross the road to try the effect from the opposite sde of ?hestreet. Satisfied that nothing could possibfy look 2«^^^^^^^
Its way, Mr. Kenwigs then stepped back agin and ^Un.through the keyhole to Morleena to open tKor"^hedmto the house, and was seen no longer

vanisnea

Now considered as an abstract circumstance, there was nomore obvious cause or reason why Mr. Kenwigs should takethe trouble of muffling this particular knockS,S tSewould have been for his muffling the knocker of a^y noble-man or gentleman resident ten miles oflF; because for thegreater convemence of the numerous lodgers, the streeldSr

^r^hfff'.^'^ °r'

^"'^ ^^^ '^"-k^' wi never used^

irh «^ 11 /•f°°''
the second floor, and the third floor, had^ch a oeU of its own. As to the attics, no one ever called onthem. If anybody wanted the parlou/s, they were d^e athand, and all le had to do was to walk straight into themwhile the kitchen had a separate entrance down the area-steps As a question of mere necessity and usefulness

itm^PhcSrble^"^'"^
°^ ''' '^-'^ - ^^-u"ghT;

But knockers may be muffled for other purposes than those

IZT "il^^namsm, as, in the present instance, was cleariyshown There are certain polite forms and ceremonies whichmust be observed m civiUsed life, or mankind relapse i^to

^onfin °r^ -"^J
^^''^^"'™- ^^ g^"^««l J^dy was ever ye?confined-mdeed, no genteel confinement can possibly take
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place—without the accompanying symbol of a muffled
knocker. Mrs. Kenwigs was a lady of some pretensions to
gentility; Mrs. Kenwigs was confined. And, therefore, Mr.
Kenwigs tied up the silent knocker on the premises in a white
kid glove.

" I'm not quite certain neither," said Mr. Kenwigs, arrang-
ing his shirt-collar, and walking slowly upstairs, " whether,
as it's a boy, I won't have it in the papers."

Pondering upon the advisability of this step, and the
sensation it was likely to create in the neighbourhood, Mr.
Kenwigs betook himself to the sitting-room, where various
extremely diminutive articles of clothing were airing on a
horse before the fire, and Mr. Lumbey, the doctor, was
dandling the baby—that is, the old baby—not the new one.

"It's a fine boy, Mr. Kenwigs," said Mr. Lumbey, the
doctor.

You consider him a fine boy, do you, sir? " returned Mr.
Kenwigs.

" It's the finest boy I ever saw in all my life," said the
doctor. " I never saw such a baby."

It is a pleasant thing to reflect upon, and furnishes a com-
plete answer to those who contend for the gradual degenera-
tion of the human species, that every baby bom into the
world is a finer one than the last.

" I ne-ver saw such a baby," said Mr. Lumbey, the doctor.
" Morleena was a fine baby," remarked Mr. Kenwigs ; as

if this were rather an attf k, by implication, upon the family.
" They were all fine babies," said Mr. Lumbey. And Mr.

Lumbey went on nursing the baby with a thoughtful look.
Whether he was considering under what head he could best
char-e the nursing in the bill, was best known to himself.

During this short conversation. Miss Morleena, as the
eldest of the family, and natural representative of her mother
during her indisposition, had been hustling and slapping the
three younger Miss Kenwigses without intermission; which
considerate and affectionate conduct brought tears into the
eyes of Mr. Kenwigs, and caused him to declare that, in
understanding and behaviour, that child was a woman.

" She will be a treasure to the man she marries, sir," said
Mr. Kenwigs, half aside; " I think she'll marry above her
station, Mr. Lumbey."

" I shouldn't wonder at all " replied the doctor.

r

\i
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see her dance, sir, did you?" asked Mr.
" You never

Kenw'gs.

The doctor shook his head.

.
.''-Ay'

' ,fl^
^^' Kenwigs, as though he pitied him from

his heart, then you don't know what she's capable of
"

^1 this time, there had been a great whisking in and out
of the other room; the door had bcon opened and shut very
softly about twenty times a minute (for it was necessary to
keep Mrs. Kenwigs quiet); and the baby had been eadiibited
to a score or two of deputations from a select body of female
fnends, who had assembled in the passage, and about the
stawt-door, to discuss the event in aU its bearings. Indeed
the excitement extended itself over the whole street and
groups of ladies might be seen standing at the doors (somem the interesting condition in which Mrs. Kenwigs had last
appeared m pubHc), relating their experiences of similar
occurrences. Some few acquired great credit from having
prophesied, the day before yesterday, exactly when it would
come to pass; others, again, related, how that they guessed
what It was, directly they saw Mr. Kenwigs turn pale and
run up the street as hard as ever he could go. Some said
one thmg, and some another; but all talked together, and
aU agreed upon two points; firstly, that it was very meri-
tonous and highly praiseworthy in Mrs. Kenwigs, to do as
she had done: and secondly, that there never was such a
skilful and saentific doctor as that Doctor Lumbey.

In the midst of this general hubbub, Doctor Lumbey satm the first floor front, as before related, nureing the deposed
baby, and talking to Mr. Kenwigs. He was a stout, bluff-
looking gentleman, with no shirt-collar, to speak of and a
beard that had been growing since yesterday mornin^r;
for Doctor Lumbey was popular, and the neighbourhood
was prolific; and there had been no less than three other
knockers muffled, one after the other, within the last fortv-
eight hours. -^

" WeU, Mr. Kenwigs " said Dr. Lumbey, " this makes six.
You 11 have a fine family m time, sir."

;;
I think six is almost enough, sir," returned Mr. Kenwigs.
Pooh! pooh!" said the doctor. "Nonsense! not half

enough."

With this, the doctor laughed; but he didn't laugh half
as much as a married friend of Mrs. Kenwigs's, who had just

1
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come in from the sick chamber to report progress, and take
a small sip of brandy-and-water: and who seemed to con-
sider it one of the best jokes ever launched upon society.

"They're not altogether dependent upon good fortune,
neither," said Mr. Kenwigs, taking his second daughter on
his knee; " they have expectations."

" Oh, indeed !
" said Mr. Lumbey, the doctor.

" And very good ones too, I believe, haven't they? " asked
the married lady.

" Why, ma'am," said Mr. Kenwigs, " it's not exactly fc.

me to say what they may be, or what they may not be. It's
not for me to boast of any family with which I have the
honour to be connected; at the same time, Mrs. Kenwigs's
is; 1 should say," said Mr. Kenwigs abruptly, and raising
his voice as he spoke, " that my children might come into a
matter of a hundred pound a-piece, perhaps. Perhaps more,
but certainly that."

" And a very pretty little fortune," said the married lady.
" There are some relations of Mrs. Kenwigs's," said Mr.

Kenwigs, taking a pinch of snuff from the doctor's box, and
then sneezing very hard, for he wasn't used to it, " that
might leave their hundred pound a-piece to ten people, and
yet not go a b^ging when they had done it."

"Ah I I know who you mean," observed the married lady,
nodding her head.

" I made mention of no names, and I wish to make mention
of no names," said Mr. Kenwigs, with a portentous look.
" Many of my friends have met a relation of Mrs. Kenwigs's
in this very room, as would do honour to any comoanv
that's all." ^ ''

" I've met him," said the married ladv, with a glance
towards Doctor Lumbey.

" It's naterally very gratifying to my feelings as a father,
to see such a man as that, a kissing and taking notice of
my chUdren," pursued Mr. Kenwigs. " It's naterally very
gratifying to my feelings as a man, to know that man. It
will be naterally very gratifying to my feelings as a husband,
to make that man acquainted with this ewent."
Having delivered his sentiments in this form of words, Mr.

Kenwigs arranged his second daughter's flaxen tail, and bade
her be a good girl and mind what her sister, Morieena, said.

" That girl grows more like her mother every day," said
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Mr. Lumbey, suddenly stricken with an enthusiastic admira-
tion of Morleena.

" There! " rejoined the married lady. " What I always
My; what I always did say I She's the very picter of her."
Having thus du-ected the general attention to the young
tody m question, the married lady embraced the opportuni^
of taking another sip of the brandy-and-water—and a orettv
long sip too. *^ '

" Yes! there is a likeness," said Mr. Kenwigs, after some
reflection. But such a woman as Mrs. Kenwigs was, afore
she was mamed 1 Good ^dous, such a woman I

"

Mr. Lumbey shook his head with great solemnity, as
though to unply that he supposed she must have been rather
a dazzlcr.

"Talk of fairies!" cried Mr. Kenwigs. "/ never see
anybody so hght to be aUve, never. Such manners too: so
playful, and yet so sewerely proper! As for her figure! It
isnt generally known," said Mr. Kenwigs, dropping his
voice; but her figure was such, at that Ume, that the sign
of the Britannia over in the Holloway road, was painted
from It

!

"

/ > F cu

.< ^ ^"^ ,°"!y f®®
^^^^^ *^ ^5 "°^' " "J^ed the married lady.

Does she look like the mother of six?
"

'' Quite ridiculous," cried the doctor.
" She :, oks a deal more like her own daughter," said the

married lady.

"So she does/' assented Mr. Lumbey. "A great deal
more."

Mr. Kenwigs was about to make some further observr :ions
most probably in confirmation of this opinion, when anoilier
mamed lady, who had looked in to keep up Mrs. Kenwgs's
spmts, and help to clear off anything in the eating and
dnnking way that might be going about, put in her head to
announce that she had just been down to answer the bell
and that there was a gentleman at the door who wanted to
see Mr. Kenwigs " most particular."
Shadowy visions of his distinguished relation flitted

through the brain of Mr. Kenwigs, as this message was
delivered; under their influence, he despatched Morieena to
show the gentleman up straightway.

" Why, I do declare," said Mr. Kenwigs, standing of osite
the door so as to get the eariiest glimpse of the visitor, as
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he came upstairs, "it's Mr. Joiinson! How do you find

yourself, sir?
"

Nicholas shook hands, kissed his old pupils all round,
entrusted a large parcel of toys to the guardi.m^hip of

Morleena, bowed to the doctor and the married ladies, and
inquired after Mrs. Kenwigs in a tone of interest which went
to the very heart and soul of the nurse, who had come in to

warm some mysterious compound, a little saucepar over
the fire.

" I ought to make a hundred apologies to you for calling

at such a season," said Nicholas, " but I was not aware of it

until I had rung the bell, and my time is so fully occupied
now, that I feared it might be some days before I could
possibly come again."

" No time like the present, sir," said Mr. Kenwigs. " The
sitiwation of Mrs. Kenwigs, sir, is no obstacle to u little

conversat'jn between you and mt, I hope.?
"

" You are very good," said Nicholas.

At this juncture, proclamation was made by another
married lady, that the baby had begun to eat like anythin;^ ;

whereupon the two married ladies, already mentioned,
rushed tumultuously into the bedroom to behold him in

the act.

" The fact is," resumed Nicholas, " that before I left the
country, where I have been for some time past, I undertook
to deliver a message to you."

" Ay, ay? " said Mr. Kenwigs.
" And I have been," added Nicholas, " already in town

for some days, without having had an opportunity of

doing so."
" It's no matter, sir," said Mr. Kenwigs. " I dare say

it's none the worse for keeping cold. Message from the
country!" said Mr. Kenwigs, ruminating; " that's curious.

I don't know anybody in the country."
" Miss Petowker," suggested Nicholas.

"Oh! from her, is it?" said Mr. Kenwigs. "Oh dear,

yes. Ah! Mrs. Kenwigs will be glad to hear from her.

Henrietta Petowker, eh? How odd things come about,
now! That you should have met her in the countr\'l

Well !

"

Hearing this mention of their old fric- ' -ne, the four
Miss Kenwigses gathered round Nicho ^en eyed and

I

i
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>:

wo, out quite oomforuble and unsuipectiiw

hesiSfng"*^*
'^•'^ ^ '•^y "-""V' «id NichoK

" Oh, never mind/' uu'd Kenwin, glancing at Mr T „mh.„
''^Z}^^ nuiWy taken cha^if SSe^^j^'J^^^^nobody disposed to relieve him «# ki.

*^y^<^» round

"All friends here.''
^'^ ^ P"*^**"* »>"'den:

Nicholas hemmed once or twice anH «<>*m.^ ^.^ u
difficulty in proceeding

' **"•** *° *^^« «>«»«

Keni^y**''^^"'*''
"'""'^^ ^''«^''" "/' observed Mr.

" Y«," said Nicholas, " Mr. Lillyvick is there "

an'Ji/cSerat^*' '"^ "^^^^^*^' -^ -^> '^^-
"The message is from him," said Nicholas.

"
He desired me to give his kindest love." said Nichols,

' Vety much obliged to him, I'm sure.
'

Y^ur ^t^^H.LiUyvick, my dears," interposed Mr Kenvriw ^^L J'
.ngly explaining it to the clSldren

^'' ^"^^^^"d-

His kindest love," resumed Nicholas; " and to .sav th.*-he had no time to write, but that he was marnWiT S-
'

Petowker." mamed to Miss

Mr. Kenwigs started from his seat with a nptwfi-^ *
caught his second daughter by heriTen taifanSlShis face with his pocket-handkerchief. Morfee^a feinnstiff and ngid, mto the baby's chair as she hJi «!! '

k
mother fall when she fainted awavanrf^fh.. ^*" ^^"^

little Ke «.igses shrieked in affr^^t'
' '"^^ "'"^"'"'"^

'My ch'idren, my defrauded, swindled infants!" rr,-.^

and .eg^He, ,„. .u,f s^^.^^t,.'^tS" "-VC;

" WhlfV^^!!'^'''
"
T'^ *^* ""««' Jool^ing angrily roundWhat does he mean by making that noise here?^^ "*•

Silence woman! "said Mr. Kenwigs, fiercely.
I won t be sUent," returned the nurse. - Be sflent
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yourself, you wreU \. Have you no regard for your baby?
"

" No I " returned Mr. Kenwigs.
" More shante for you," retorted the nurse. " Ugh! you

unnatural monster."
" Let him die," cried Mr. Kenwigs, in the torrent of his

wrath. " Let him die I He has no expectations, no property

to come into. We -vant no I abies here," said Mr. Kenwigs

recklessly. "Take 'em away, take 'cm away to the

FondUngI"
With these awful remarks, Mr. Kenwigs sat himself down

in a chair, and defied the nurse, who made the best of her

way into the adjoining room, and returned with a stream of

matrons, declaring that Mr. Kenwigs had spoken blasphemy

against his family, and must be raving mad.
Appearances were certainly not in Mr. Kenwigs's favour,

for the exertion of speaking with so much vehemence, and

yet in such a tone as should prevent his lamentations reach-

ing the ears of Mrs. Kenwigs, had made him very black in the

face; besides which, the excitement of the occasion, and an

unwonted indulgence in various strong cordials to celebrate

it, had swollen and dilated his feature^t to a most unusual

extent. But, Nicholas and the doctor—who had been passive

at first, doubting very much whether Mr. Kenwigs could be

in earnest—interposing to explain the immediate cause of

his condition, the indignation of the matrons was changed to

pity, and they implored him, with much feeling, to
i

r^ quietly

to bed.
" The attentions," said Mr. Kenwigs, looking around with

a plaintive air, " the attentions that I've shown to that man I

The h/seters he has eat, and the pints of ale he has drank, in

this house 1"

" It's very trying, and very hard to bear, we know," said

one of the married ladies; " but think of your dear darling

wife."
" Oh yes, and what she's been a undergoing of, only this

day," cried a great many voices. " There's a good man, do."

"The presents that have been made to him," said Mr.

Kenwigs, reverting to his calamity, " the pipes, the snuff-

boxes

—

& pair of india-rubber goloshes, ih&t cost six and

six—"
" Ah I it won't bear thinking of, indeed," cried the matrons

generally; " but it'll all come home to him, never fear."

:/m
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Mr. Kenwigs ,ooked darkly upon the ladies, as if he would
prefer its all commg home to him, as there was nothing to be

Mc K
^

!f I ^A^}^
said nothing, and resting his head upon

his hand, subsided into a kind of doze.
^

.J^".V^®
matrons again expatiated on the expediency oftaking the good gentleman to bed; observing that he would

be better to-morrow, and that they knew what was the wearand tear of some men's minds when their wives were taken
us Mrs. Kenwigs had been that day, and that it did him great
credit and there was nothing to be ashamed of in it) far

h?j;i 'a 7 ^1"*.*° 'f ''' ^^y ^^^> ^°^ 't showed a good
heart And one lady observed, as a case bearing upon the
present, that her husband was often quite light-headed from
anxiety on similar occasions, and that once, when her littleJohnny was bom, ,t was nearly a week before he came to
himself again, dimng the whole of which time he did nothing

At length Morleena (who quite forgot she had faintedwhen she found she was not noticed) announced that achamber was ready for her afflicted parent; and Mr Ken-
wigs, havmg partially smothered his four daughters in the
closeness of his embrace, accepted the doctor's arm on one
side aaid the support of Nicholas on the other, and was con-
ducted upstairs to a bedroom which had been secured for the
occasion.

^^^

^^!'Z'^^ -f
'" ^^sound asleep, and heard him snore mos.

satisfactorily, and havmg further presided over the distribu-Uon of the toys to the perfect contentment of all the little
Kenwigses, Nicholas took hLs leave. The matrons dropped
off, one by one, with the exception of six or eight particular
friends who had determined to stop all night; The lightsm the houses gradually disappeared; the last bulletin was
issued that Mrs Kenwigs was as well as could be expected
and the whole family were left to their repose.
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CHAPTER XXXVII

NICHOLAS FINDS FURTHER FAVOUR IN THE EYES OF THE
BROTHERS CHEERYBLE AND MR. TIMOTHY LINKIN-
WATER. THE BROTHERS GIVE A BANQUET ON A
GREAT ANNUAL OCCASION. NICHOLAS, ON RETURN-
ING HOME
IMPORTANT
NICKLEBY

FROM IT, RECEIVES A MYSTERIOUS AND
DISCLOSURE FROM THE LIPS OF MRS.

The Square in which the counting-house of the Brothers
Cheeryble was situated, although it might not wholly realize

the very sanguine expectations which a stranger would be
disposed to form on hearing the fervent encomiums bestowed
upon it by Tim Linkinwater, was, nevertheless, a sufficiently

desirable nook in the heart of a busy town like London, and
one which occupied a high place in the affectionate remem-
brances of several grave persons domiciled in the neighbour-
hood, whose recollections, however, dated from a much more
recent period, and whose attachment to the spot was far less

absorbing, than were the recollections and attachment of

the enthusiastic Tim.
And let not those Ix)ndoners whose eyes have been accus-

tomed to the aristocratic gravity of Grosvenor Square and
Hanover Square, the dowager barrenness and frigidity of

Fitzroy Square, or the gravel walks and garden seats of the
Squares of Russell and Euston, suppose thai the affections

of Tim Linkinwater, or the inferior lovers of this particular

locality, had been awakened and kept alive b\- any refreshing

associations with leaves, however dingy, or grass, however
bare and thin. The City Square has no enclosure, save the
lamp-post in the middle ; and has no grass but the weeds which
spring up round its base. It is a quiet, little-frequented,

retired spot, favourable to melancholy and contemplation,
and appointments of long-waiting; and up and down its

every side the Appointed saunters idly by the hour together
wakening the echoes with the monotonous sound of his foot-

steps on the smooth worn stones, and counting, first the
windows, and then the very bricks of the tall silent houses
that hem him round about. In winter-time, the snow will

linger there, long after it has melted from the busy streets

and highways. The summer's sun holds it in some respect,

! J.:.
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tt?ti^T^^ It ""oret, that you can almost hearZLZ^ . '^T °™ '"*<='' ">"> you stop to cool in itt«ft»hu« atinosphere. Th«« is . disLit huSi-o?S^h«
A. l^r^^"«? °*" ^r" ^'^ thlttiSSs rfme square. The ticket porter leans idly against the no.'

aay IS broiling. His white apron flaps lanmidlv in the Shis head graduaUy droops u^n his biS^he l3i« X'

nyj astray trom flowers and sweets an#l flMi-/o»-.
the iron heads of the dusty J^ Sg^"^ ^""'""8 ""<"«

?iL -i- . •

"^^^ °^ *^® y°"ng cJerk, there were not a

S.-o'Sj'in-^eTuranS S^ina^^.^S
puLS;.7rx^?i^^™rKf

S

=^s Sdo:-t^^r>^^-3'
hidden, unknown church hard by (for Tim held the foh/prl
goodness of that at the Horse Guards to iTa pleasint fictioninvented by jealous West-enders), the dd ck^ nerf^r^^^^^^

a^-c^rtletr °' ^'^ ^^y^ ^"^ arS^^ithe'^tXst
articles m the httie room, in a precise and regular ordprwhich could not have been exceeded if it had Sally btna real glass ca^e, fitted with the choicest curiL^tiS Cerpens, mk ruler, seahng-wax, wafers, pounce-b^x stS
^^'.Ji^""' T'^i' ^^' "^^"^'^ scrupXsIy-folded glov^

s^rit h
^°^^-^?°W precisely like a back view of him-'

nihe^o ,.Z ^T' *^\^^»-a" had their accustomedinches of space. Except the clock, there was not such anaccurate and ummpeachable instruiient in existence^ thelittle thermometer which hung behind the do^ SW^^
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not a bird of such methodical and business-like habits in all

the world, as the blind blackbird, who dreamed and dozed
away his days in a large snug cage, and had lost his voice,

from old age, years before Tim first bought him. There
was not such an eventful story in the whole range of anecdote,
as Tim could tell concerning the acquisition of that very bird;
how, compassionating his starved and suffering condition,

he had purchased him, with the view of humanely terminat-
ing his wretched life; how, he determined to wait three days
and see whether the bird revived; how, before half the time
was out the bird did revive; and how he went on reviving
and picking up his appetite and good looks until he gradually
became what—" what you see him now, sir I

"—Tim would
say, glancing proudly at the cage. And with that, Tim
would jtter a melodious chirrup, and cry "Dick"; and Dick,
who, for any sign of life he had previously given, might have
been a wooden or stuffed representation 01 a blackbird in-

differently executed, would come to the side of the cage in
three small jumps, and, thrusting his bill between the bars,
would turn his sightless head towards his old master—and
at that moment it would be very difficult to determine
which of the two was the happier, the bird or Tim Linkin-
water.

Nor was this all. Everything gave back, besides, some
reflection of the kindly spirit of the brothers. The ware-
housemen and porters were such sturdy, jolly fellows, that
it was a treat to see them. Among the shippirc, ..nnounce-
ments and steam-packet lists which decorated the counting-
house walls, were designs for alms-houses, statements of
charities, and plans for new hospitals. A blunderbuss and
two swords hung above the chimney-piece, for the terror of
evil-doers; but the blunderbuss was rusty and shattered,
and the swords were broken and edgeless. Elsewhere, their
open display in such a condition would have raised a smile;
but, there, it seemed as though even violent and offensive
weapons partook of the reigning influence, and became
emblems of mercy and forbearance.

Such thoughts as these, occurred to Nicholas very strongly,
on the morning when he first took possession of the vacant
stool, and looked about him, more freely and at ease than he
had before enjoyed an opportunity of doing. Perhaps they
encouraged and stimulated him to exertion, for, during the

Mi
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:• i

next two weeks, all his spare hours, late at night and earlym the morning were ncessantly devoted to Icquiring themystenes of book-keeping and some other forms of mercan!

ntZT""'- ^" '^''\^' "PP"^^ ^™^«>f with such reTd":ness and perseverance that, although he brought no ereateramount of previous knowledge to the subject th^n Knd,m reco lections of two or three very long sums entereS^to

bon by the effigy of a fat swan tastefully flourished by thewntmg-master's own hand, he found himself, at the end of afortnight, m a condition to report his profidency to MrLinkmwater, and to claim his Vnmise that hTN^ioTasNickleby, should now be allowed to assist him in his graver

It was a sight to behold Tim Linkinwater slowly brineout a massive ledger and day book, and, after tuS thTmover and over, and affectionately dust ng the rTcL an^sides, open the leaves here and there, and cast Ws eveshalf-moumfully, half-proudly, upon the fj aS unbffi
" Four-and-forty year, next May!" said Tim " Manvnew ledgers smce then. Four-and-forty year I

™*
'

lim closed the book again.

be^n.'™"'
'°™''" '^'^ ^''^''^^' " ^ ^"^ «" impatience to

nrn^r ^l^^TfJ^!;
'^°°^ ^^ ^^^^ ^^h an air of mild re-

5Z ; J
'•
^/f^'^^

^'^' "°^ sufficiently impressed with thedeep and awful nature of his undertaking.* Suppos^ thereshould be any mistake-any scratching out'-^^
Young men are adventurous. It is extraordinary whatthey mU rush upon, sometimes. Without even takL theprecaution of sitting himself down upon his stoc^, but sLndmg leisurely at the desk, and with a smile upon his S^

water often mentioned it aftei wards-Nicholas dipoed his

oTcCbi:tsi-^""
"'"' '"' ''""'^^' '"- ^^^^

Tun Linkinwater turned pale, and, tilting up his stool onthe two legs nearest Nicholas, looked ovef hfs shou de inbreathless anxiety. Brother Charies and brother Ne3entered the counting-house together; but Tim Linkinwater
without lookmg round, impatiently waved his hand as a
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caution that profound silence must be observed, and followed
the nib of the inexperienced pen with strained and eager eyes.

The brothers looked on with smiling faces, but Tim Linkin-

water smiled not, nor moved for some minutes. At length,

he drew a long slow breath, and, still maintaining his posi-

tion on the tilted stool, glanced at brother Charles, secretl}

pointed with the feather of his pen towards Nicholas, and
nodded his head in a grave and resolute manner, plainly

signifying " He'll do."

Brother Char' s nodded again, and exchanged a laughing
look with brother Ned; but, just then, Nicholas stopped to

refer to some other page, and Tim Linkinwater, unable to
contain his satisfaction any longer, descended from his stool,

and caught him rapturously by the hand.
" He has done it

!

" said Tim, looking round at his em-
ployers and shaking his head triumphantly. " His capital

B's and D's are exactly like mine; he dots all his small i's

and crosses every t as he writes it. There an't such a young
man as this in all Ix)ndon," said Tim, clapping Nicholas on
the back; " not one. Don' w tell me! The City can't pro-

duce his equal. I challenge the City to do it 1

"

With this casting down of his gauntlet, Tim Linkinwater
struck the desk such a blow with his clenched fist, that the
old blackbird tumbled off his perch with the start it gave
him, and actually uttered a feeble croak, in the extremity of

his astonishment.

"Well said, Tim, well said, Tim Linkinwater!" cried

brother Charles, scarcely less pleased than Tim himself, and
clapping his hands gently as he spoke. " I knew our young
friend would take great pains, and I was quite certain he
would succeed in no time. Didn't I sajt so, brother

Ned? "

" You did, my dear brother; certainly, my dear brother,

you said so, and you were quite right," replied Ned.
" Quite right. Tim Linkinwatei is excited, but he is justly

excited, properly excited. Tim is a fine fellow. Tim
Linkinwater, sir—you're a fine fellow."

" Here's a pleasant thing to think of 1
" said Tim, wholly

regardless of this address to himself, and raising his spectacles

from the '"dger to the brothers. " Here's a pleasant thing.

Do yor jose I haven't often thoaght what would become
of thes. .i.cs when I ^ " gone? Do you suppose I haven't

1 I

1^
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often tiiought that things might go on irregular and untidvhere after I was taken away? fiSt now,^d tS extend^mg his forefinger towards Nicholas, " now, when IVe sho^
iZnN'**"'^' T'' ^'?, ^*^^«*^^- The business 4jr'oTwhen I m dead, as well as it did when I was aUve-iustSsame-and I shaU have the satisfaction of kn^ tha?there never were such books-never were such boS Nb
SrotS:;"

^' "* "'' "^""^ '""^ "^^^ of CheeryWe

Having thus expressed his sentiments, Mr. Linkinwatergave vent to a short laugh, indicative of defiance t?t^Sof London and Westminster, and, turning again to hi^ dSkquietly earned seventy-six from' the l^t cobmn he hadadded up, and went on with his work.

vnnr r ^"^^"^"^'^F' .^"^'^ ^^^ brother Charles; "give me
IZ\ ^^iu^-

This IS your birthday. How dire you tSabout anything else till you have been wished many hLoDv
^" Hes/^ou> '''" ^^^"^^^^^^ ^ bless^u!^^^

en^^/d t? " T-^'V- f^'"^
*^" ""^^^'^ '^^e Tim's dis-

fhf^K A '
Tim Lmkmwater looks ten y^rs youneerthan he did on his last birthday " younger

f.lw'«^T K ?^^'
u'"^J?^' ^y" '«*"™ed the other oldfellow I behave that Tim Linkinwater was bom a hundredand-fifty yeai^ old, and is gradually coming d^^ to five

•' ^t'\^ot a tuU^b"^^^^^^^^^
'^ ''" '^'''' •'-*^- ^^'^

athal^rt^f' "^^Z "^^ ^'''}^^' ^^'^^' " that we dineat half-past five to-day instead of two o'clock: we aWsdepart from our usual custom on this anniversaX « vouvery well know, Tim Linkinwater. Mr. NicWebyTmy d^c^r

^JZ """^^ ""^^^ r- Tim Linkinwater, give'me yomsnuff-box as a remembrance to brother Charts and myself^an attached and faithful rascal, and take that, in eSnLeas a feeble mark of our respect and esteem, aAd don^oX'It until you go to bed, and never say another word unnn ?h^
subj^t, or I'll kill the blackbird. I d^lH. iLXi^lhad a golden cage half-a-dozen years a|o, if it wouW Sve
madehimorhismasterabitthehappier Now brother NeHmy dear feUow, I'm ready. At S^lf-pasV^m^m^^^
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Mr. Nickleby! Tim Linkinwater, sir, take care of Mr.

Nickleby at half-past five. Now, brother Ned."

Chattering away thus, according to custcm, to prevent

the possibility of any thanks or acknowledgment being ex-

pressed on the other side, the tw'ns trotted off, arm in arm

:

having endowed Tim Linkinwater with a costly gold snuff-

box, inclosing a bank-note worth more than its value ten

times told.

At a quarter past five o'clock, punctual to the minute,

arrived, accu.ding to annual usage, Tim Linkinwater's sister;

and a great to-do there was, between Tim Linkinwater's

sister and the old house-keeper, respecting Tim Linkin-

water's sister's cap, which had been despatched, per boy,

from the house of the family where Tim Linkinwater's sister

boarded, and had not yet come to hand: notwithstanding

that it had been packed up in a bandbox, and the bandbox

in a handkerchief, and the handkerchief tied on to the boy's

arm; and notwi^tanding, too, that the place of its con-

signment had been duly set forth, at full length, on the back

of an old letter, and the boy enjoined, under pain of divers

horrible penalties, the full extent of which the eye of man
could not foresee, to deliver the same with all possible speed,

and not to loiter by the way. Tim Linkinwater's sister

lamented; the house-keeper condoled; and both kept

thrusting their heads out of the second-floor window to see

if the boy was " coming "—which would have been highly

satisfactory, and, upon the whole, tantamount to his being

come, as the distance to the comer was not quite five yards

—

when, all of a sudden, and when he was least expected, the

messenger, carrying the bandbox with elaborate caution,

appeared in an exactly opposite direction, puffing and pant-

ing for breatb, and flushed with recent exercise; as well he

might be; for he had taken the air, in the first instance,

behind a hackney-coach that went to Camberwell, and had

followed two Punches afterwards, and had seen the Stilts

home to their own door. The cap was all safe, however

—

that was one comfort—and it was no use scolding him

—

that was another; so the boy went upon his way rejoicing,

and Tim Linkinwater's sister presented herself to the com-

pany below stairs, just five minutes after the half-hour had
struck by Tim LiiUcinwater's own infallible clock.

The company consisted of the Brothers Cheeryble, Tim
Q
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Linkinwater, a ruddy-faced white-head«d Hend of Tim's
(who was a superannuated bank clerk), ftnj Nicholas, who
was presented to Tim Linkinwater's sister with m- avitv
and solemnity The party being now comp orother

^^n^rL^AT^'^^'^u-' '^^l' ^'"^ ''^^"'^ afterward*
announced, led Tim Lmkinwater's sister into the next re m
r !l* mT? set forth with great preparation. Then,
brother Ned took the head of the table, and brother Charlei
the foot; and Tim Lmkinwater's sister sat on the left-hand
of brother Ned, and Tim Linkinwater himself on his right-
and an ancient butler of apoplectic appearance, and with
veiy short legs, took up his position at the back of brother
Ned s arm-chair, and, waving his right arm preparatory to
taking off the covers with a flourish, stood bolt upright and
motionless. "

^
"For these and all other blessings, brother Charles," said

Char^°^*^'

™*ke "s truly thankful, brother Ned," said

Whereupon the apoplectic butler whisked off the top of
the soup-tureen, and shot, all at once, into a state of violent
activity.

There was abundance of conversation, and little fear of its
ever flagging, for the good-humour of the glorious old twins
drew everybody out, and Tim Linkinwater's sister went oflF
into a long and circumstantial account of Tim Linkinwater's
mfancy, immediately after the very first glass of champagne
—taking care to premise that she was very much Tim's
junior and had only become acquainted with the facts from
their being preserved and handed down in the family This
histor>'^ concluded, brother Ned related how that, exactly
thirty-five years ago, Tim Linkinwater was suspected to
have received a love-letter, and how that vague information
had been brought to the counting-house of his having been
seen walkmg down Cheapside with an uncommonly hand-
some spinster; at which there was a roar of laughter, andTim Linkinwater being charged with blushing, and called
upon to explam, denied that the accusation was true- and
further, that there would have been any harm in it if it had
been; which last position occasioned the superannuated
bank clerk to laugh tremendously, and to declare that it was
the very best thing he had ever heard in his life, and that
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Tim Linkinwater might say a great many things before he

laid anything which would beat that.

There was one little ceremony peculiar to the day, both

the matter and manner of which made a very strong impres-

ion upon Nicholas. The cloth having been removed and

the decanters sent round for the first time, a profound silence

succeeded, and in the cheerful faces of the brothers there

appeared an expression, not of absolute melancholy, but of

quiet thoughtfulness very unusual at a festive table. As

Nicholas, struck by this sudden alteration, was wondering

what it could portend, the brothers rose together, and the

one at the top of the table leaning forward towards the other,

and speaking in a low voice as if he wt^e addressing him

individually, said:
" Brother Charles, my dear fellow, there is another asso-

ciation connected with this day which must never be for-

gotten, and never can be forgotten, by you and me. This

day, which brought into the world a most faithful and ex-

cellent and exemplary fellow, took from it, the kindest and

very best of parents, the very best of parents to us both. I

wish that she couid have seen us in our prosperity, and

shared it, and had the happiness of knowing how dearly we

loved her in it, as we did when we were two poor boys; but

that was not to be. My dear brother—The Memory of our

Mother."
^, , ^

" Good Lord! " thought Nicholas, and there are scores

of people of their own station, knowing all this, and twenty

thousand times more, who wouldn't ask these men to dinner

because they eat with their knives, and never went to

school!

"

,••,••
But there was no time to moralise, for the joviality again

became very brisk, and the decanter of port being nearly

out, brother Ned pulled the bell, which was instantly

answered by the apoplectic butler.

" David," said brother Ned.
" Sir," repUed the butler.

, _ .^ j •
, .u

" A magnum of the double-diamond, David, to dnnk the

health of Mr. Linkinwater."
, j •

Instantly, by a feat of dexterity, which was the admira-

tion of aU the company, and had been, annually, for some

years past, the apoplectic butler, bringing his left hand from

behind the small of his back, produced the bottle with the

»
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I

corkscrew already irwerted; uncorked it at a jerk- andpkced the magnum and the cork before his master wiih thedignity of conscious cleverness.

Jfl^ll fw ^u^^^.
^^' 5"' camming the cork and

nlr^v 1 i''"^*'^^'"''
^*?^^* ^ °^^ b"^J" looked com-

CnJv^ *"'*^^y ""'." " '^ '^*« »" *»» o^ property,

fin!i «
°;;8f^* *°> *^'" «Plied.David. " You'd be troubled tofind such a gk«s of wme as is our double-diamond, and tha?Mr. Lmkmwater knows very well. That was laid down, when

" JiS^lT •? ^* ^^'' ^' '^« ^«»' gentlemen/"
^^
Nay, David, nay," mterposed brother Charles.

1 !7°*.*,*i*
*"*^ " ^« cellar-book myself, sir. if vouplease^" said David, in the tone of a man, quite confidenHn

the strength of his facts. « Mr. Linkinwitlr had only ^e"
Wd%T>^'"

^^"' '""' ''*'"" ^^^ P'P* ""^ double-diamond was

kII^^^'^^ 'tv?"''*" "i^^u*' "J^i? "«^'> b"''^*^ Charles," said^ed: are the people here, David? "

«
2"tside the door, sir," replied the butler.
bhow em m, David, show 'em in."

a smU^v'ofT ^^ °^^
''"^L*'

P^""^ *^^°« »»^ mastera smaU tray of clean glasses, and opening the door admitted

Sw^-P?^^"
and warehousemen whom Nicholas had seen

^T^ They were foiu; m all. As they came in, bowing

J^nc5rTl' ^^'^^ ^'"'^S> the housekeeper, and ciok, andhousemaid, brought up the rear.
" Seven," said brother Ned, filling a corresponding numberof glasses with the double-diamond, " and David! eight!!W fi- aZ' ^?.- '*

t^ °^.y°" ^° ^"'^ 'he health of yourbest fnend Mr. Tmiothy Lmkinwater, and wish him healthand long life and many happy returns of this day, both for
his own sake and that of your old masters, who consider himan inestimable treasure. Tim Linkinwater, sir, your heak"
il^.?^t

.y^*".' ^"" Linkinwater, sir, God bless you."

„.!^ T- ^'- ?'?^"^*' contradiction of terms, brother Nedgave Tun Lmkmwater a slap on the back, which made him
look for the moment, almost as apoplectic as the butler:and tossed off the contents of his glass in a twinkling.
The toast was scarcely drunk with all honour to TimLmkmwater, when the sturdiest and jolliest subordinate
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elbowed himself a little in advance of his fellows, and ex-
hibiting a very hot any flushed countenance, pulled a single

lock of grey hair in the middle of his forehead as a respectful

salute to the ronnpany, and delivered himself as follows

—

rubbing the palms of his hands very hard on a blue cotton
handkerchief as he did so:

" We're allowed to take a liberty once a year, gen'lemen,
and if you please we'll tak . it now; 4-here being no time like

the present, and no two birds in the hand worth one in the
bush, as is well known—^leastways in a contrairy sense,

which the meaning is the same. (A pause—the butler un-
convinced.) What we mean to say is, that there never was
(looking at the butler)—such - (looking at the cook) noble-
excellent—(looking everywhere and seeing nobody) free,

generous spirited masters as them as has treated us so hand-
some this day. And here's thanking of *em for all their

goodness as is so constancy a diffusing of itself over every-
where, and wishing they may live long and die happy !

"

When the foregoing speech was over—and it might have
been much more elegant and much less to the purpose—the
whole body of subordinates under command of the apoplectic-

butler gave three roft cheers; which, to that gentleman s

great indignation, were not very regular, inasmuch as the
women persisted in giving an immense number of little shrill

hurrahs among themselves, in utter disregard of the time.

This done, they withdrew; shortly afterwards, Tim Linkin-
water's sister withdrew; in reasonable time after that, the
sitting was broken up for tea and coflfee, and a round game
of cards.

At half-past ten—late hours for the square—there appeared
a little tray of sandwiches and a bowl of bishop, which
bishop coming on the top of the double-diamond, and other
excitements, had such an effect upon Tim Linkinwater, that
he drew Nicholas aside, and gave him to understand, con-
fidentially, that it was quite true about the uncommonly
handsome spinster, and that she was to the full as good-
looking as she had been described—^more so, indeed—but
that she was in too much of a hurry to change her condition,
and consequently, while Tim was courting her and thinkin**

of changing his, got married to somebody else. " After all,

I dare say it was my fault," said Tim. " I'll show you a
print I havf -jot upstairs, .one of these days. It cost me

HI

H

/'
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five*nd-tw» ihillinm. I bought it, toon after we were
cool to eP' ither. Don't mention it, but it'i the most
extraor

. _/ accidental likeness you ever saw—her very
portrait, sirl

"

'

By this time it was past eleven o'clock; and Tim Linkin-
water s sister declaring that she ought to have been at home
a fuU hour ago, a coach was procured, into which she was
handed with great ceremony by brother Ned, while brother
CharlM imparted the fuUest directions to the coachman,
and, besides paymg the man a shilling over and above his
fare, m order that he might take the utmost care of the lady.
aJl but choked him with a glass of spirits of uncommon
strength, and then nearly knocked all the breath out of his
body m his energetic endeavours to knock it in again.
At length the coach rumbled off, and Tim linkinwater's

sister bemg now fairly on her way home, Nicholas and Tim
Linkmwater's fnend took their leaves together, and left old
fim and the worthy brothers to their repose.
As Nicholas had some distance to walk, it was consider-

ably oast midnight by the time he reached home, where he
found his mother and Smike sitting up to receive him It
was long alter their usual hour of retiring, and they had
expected him, at the very latest, two houre ago; but the
tanae had not hung heavily on their hands, foi Mi .. Nickieby
had entertamed Smike with a genealogical account of her
famdy by the mother's side, comprising biographical sketches
of the pnnapal members, and Smike had sat wondering
what It was aU about, and whether it was learnt from a book
or said out of Mrs. Nickleby's own head; so that they got on
together very pleasantly.

Nicholas could not go to bed without expatiating on the
excellences and munificence of the brothers Cheeryble and
relati^ the great success which had attended his efforts
that day. But before he had said a dozen words, Mrs
Nickleby, with many sly winks and nods, observed, that she
was sure Mr. Smike must be quite tired out, and that she
positively must insist on his not sitting up a minute longer.A most biddable creature he is to be sure." said Mrs
Nickleby, when Smike had wished them good night and left
tiie room. " I know you'U excuse me, Nicholas, my dear,
but I don't like to do this before a third person; indeed
before a young man it would not be quite proper, though
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really, after all, I don't know what harm there is in it,

except that to be sure it's not a very becoming thing, though

•mne people say it is verv much so, and really I don't know

why it should not be, if it's well sot up, and the borders are

small plaited; of course, a good deal depends upon that."

With which preface, Mrs. Nickleby took her nightcap

from between the leaves of a very large prayer-book where

it had been folded up small, and proceeded to tie it on: talk-

ing away, in her usual discursive manner, all the time.

" People may say what they like," observed Mrs. Nickleby,
" but there's a great deal of comfort in a nightcap, as I'm

sure you would confess, Nicholas, my dear, if you would

only have strings to yours, and wear it like a Christian,

instead of sticking it upon the very top of your head like a

blue-coat boy. You needn't think it an unmanly or quizzical

thing to be particular about your nightcap, for I have often

heard your poor dear papa, and the Reverend Mr. what's-

his-name, who used to read prayers in that old church with

the curious little steeple that the weather-cock was blown off

the night week before you were bom,—I have often heard

them say, that the young men at college are uncommonly
particular about their nightcaps, and that the Oxford night-

caps are quite celebrated for their strength and goodness;

so much so, indeed, that the young men never dream of going

to bed without 'em, and I believe it's admitted on all hands

that they know what's good, and don't coddle themselves."

Nicholas laughed, and entering no further into the subject

of this lengthened harangue, reverted to the pleasant tone

of the little birthday party. And as Mrs. Nickleby instantly

became very curious respecting it, and made a great number
of inquiries touching what they had had for dinner, and

how it was put on table, and whether it was overdone or

underdone, and who was there, and what " the Mr.

Cherrybles " said, and what Nicholas said, and what " the

Mr. Cherrybles " said when he said that; Nicholas described

the festivities at full length, and also the occurrences of the

morning.
" Late as it is," said Nicholas, *' I am almost selfish enough

to wish that Kate had been up to hear all this. I was all

impatience, as I came along, to tell her."
" Why.. Kate," said Mrs. Nickleby, putting her feet upon

the fender, and drawing her chair close to it, as if settling

'i

# ,

'
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It

pTt ^l^::^n^:^::,^r^^ -- *^ ^^> -l- people could'

Nicholas stopped in the middle of a sleepy yawn as hi,mother began to speak, and looked at her w'ilJh'S a^te"

Nickkh?"'!^. l'^^^.
'" °"' neighbourhood," said MrsiMickleby speaking of sons puts me in mind nf it a uam our neighbourhood when ^e liv^d near^awlhltimk

Mnr^r' T^^^S^rs; indeed I am sure it was f it wSMurphy, which is the only doubt I have "

said m^^X^;!!''^"''
^^^ y- -h to speak to me ?

"

" About her t " cried Mrs. Nicklehv " r««^
Nicholas, my dear, how can you be Hdiculous! CSw^ always the way with your poor dear papa^^just W wav-always wandering, never able to fix Ws thought on Invone subject for two minutes together I think !«:.? k"^

wnue 1 was talking to him about h s affairs, iust ^ if h,=

whThTr '^ *•''"'" °^ P^^^^^t conglomeratioir^^yboS^,who had come in upon us suddenly, would have suoSoseH Iwas confusing and distracting him instead ofTakK^^^^
plainer; upon my word they would."

'"a^mg tmngs

"I am very sorry, mother, that I should inherit th,«

^buJl'lfH '^^'^r
"' ^PP^^hension," said Nichc^Ta^ My

st'^ght on'"
"' '"' '' ""'^^^^^ y-> if you'lUnfylo'

" Your poor papa I " said Mrs. Nickleby, pondering « Wpnever W, till it was too late, what'i ^^otd" hive iS

\J^i!ZTu''i'f^^^y *^« *^*^«> inasmuch as the deceased

dl:d."&er^h^, "^-si^^^jr::!^
sort, an explanation of the circumsSnce

' ' '" '°"''

However," said Mrs. Nickleby, drying her tear., "
this
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has nothing to do—certainly, nothing whatever to do—with
the gentleman in the next house."
" I should suppose that the gentleman in the next house

has as little to do with us," returned Nicholas.
" There can be no dr:ibt," said Mrs. Nickleby, " that he

15 a gentleman, and 'las the manners of a gentleman, and the
appearance of a gt itleman, alti.t.ugh he does wear smalls
and grey worsted blockings. That may be eccentricity, or
he may be proud o; a- lep^s. I don't see why he shouldn't
be. The Prince Regent was proud of his legs, and so was
Daniel Lambert, who was also a fat man; he was proud of

his legs. So was Miss Biffin: she was—no," added Mrs.
Nickleby, correcting herself, " I think she had only toes, but
the principle is the same."

Nicholas looked on, quite amazed at the introduction of

this new theme. Which seemed just what Mrs. Nickleby
had expected him to be.

" You may well be surprised, Nicholas, my dear," she
said, " I am sure / was. It came upon me like a flash of fire,

and almost froze my blood. The bottom of his garden joins

the bottom of ours, and of course I had several times seen
him sitting among the scarlet-beans in his little arbour, or
working at his little hot-beds. I used to think he stared
rather, but I didn't take any particular notice of that, as we
were new-comers, and he might be curious to see what we
were like. But when he began to throw his cucumbers over
our wall

"

" To throw his cucumbers over our wall? " repeated
Nicholas, in great astonishment.

" Yes, Nicholas, my dear," replied Mrs. Nickleby in a
very serious tone; " his cucumbers over our wall. And
vegetable-marrows likewise."

" Confound his impudence !
" said Nicholas, firing immedi-

ately. " What does he mean by that?
"

" I don't think he means it impertinently at all," replied
Mrs. Nickleby.

" What !
" said Nicholas. " Cucumbers and vegetable-

marrows flying at the heads of the family as they walk in

their own garden, and not meant impertinently I Why,
mother "

Nicholas stopped short; for there was an indescribable
expression of placid triumph, mingled with a modest con-

4i

r.4
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fusion, lingering between the borders of Mrs. Nickleby's
nightcap, which arrested his attention suddenly.

" He must be a very weak, and foolish, and inconsiderate
man," said Mrs. Nickleby; " blameable, indeed—at least
I suppose other people would consider him so; of course I
can't be expected to express any opinion on that point,
especially after always defending your poor dear papa when
other people blamed him for making proposals to me; and
to be sure there can be no doubt that he has taken a very
singular way of showing it. Still at the same time, his
attentions are—that is, as far as it goes, and to a certain
extent of course—a flattering sort of thing. And although
I should never dream of marrying again with a dear girl
like Kate still unsettled in life

"

" Surely, mother, such an idea never entered your brain
for an instant? " said Nicholas.

" Bless my heart, Nicholas, my dear," returned his mother
in a peevish tone, " isn't that precisely what I am saying, if

you would only let me speak? Of course, I never gave it a
second thought, and I am surprised and astonished that you
should suppose me capable of such a thing. All I say is,

what step is the best to take, so as to reject these advances
civilly and delicately, and without hurting his feelings too
much, and driving him to despair, or anything of that kind?
My goodness me!" exclaimed Mrs. Nickleby, with a half
simper, " suppose he was to go doing anything rash to him-
self. Could I ever be happy again, Nicholas? "

Despite his vexation and concern, Nicholas could scarcely
help smiling, as he rejoined, " Now, do you think, mother,
that such a result would be likely to ensue from the most
<Tuel repulse?

"

" Upon my word, my dear, I don't know," returned Mrs.
Nickleby; " really, I don't know. I am sure there was a
case in the day before yesterday's paper, extracted from one
of the French newspapers, about a journeyman shoemaker
who was jealous of a young giri in an adjoining village,
because she wouldn't shut herself up in an air-tight three^
pair-of-stairs and charcoal herself to death with him; and
who went and hid himself in a wood with a sharp-pointed
knife, and rushed out, as she was passing by with a few
friends, and killed himself first and then all the friends, and
then her—no, killed aU the friends first, and then herself
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and then himstU—which it is quite frightful to think of.

Somehow or other," added Mrs. Nickleby, after a momentary
pause, " the> always are journeyman shoemakers who do
these things in France, according to the papers. I don't
know how it is—something in the leather, I suppose."

" But this man, who is not a shoemaker—what has he
done, mother, what has he said? " inqjuired Nicholas, fretted

almost beyond endurance, but lookmg nearly as resigned

and patient as Mrs. Nickleby herself. " You know, there is

no language of v^etables, which converts a cucumber into

a formal declaration of attachment."
" My dear," replied Mrs. Nickleby, tossing her head and

looking at the ashes in the grate, " he has done and said all

sorts of things."
" Is there no mistake on your part? " asked Nicholas.
" Mistake !

" cried Mrs. Nickleby. " Lord, Nicholas my
dear, do you suppose I don't know when a man's in earnest?

"

" WeU, weU! " muttered Nicholas.
** Every time I go to the window," said Mrs. Nickleby,

" he kisses one hand, and lays the other upon his heart—of
course it's very foolish of him to do so, and I dare say you'll

says it's very wi jng, but he does it very respectfully—^very

respectfully indeed—and very tenderly, extremely tenderly.

So far, he de?' >« the greatest credit; there can be no
doubt about ti fhen, there are the presents which come
pouring over tht > ^ every day, and very fine they certainly

are, very fine; we had one of the cucumbers at dinner yester-

day, and think of pickling the rest for next winter. And
last evening," added Mrs. Nickleby, with increased confusion,
" he called gently over the wall, as I was walking in the

garden, and proposed marriage, and an elopement. His
voice is as clear as a bell or a musical glass—very like a
musical glass in'^eed—but of course I didn't listen to it.

Then, the quest .1 is, Nicholas, my dear, what am I to do?
"

*' Does Kate know of this? " asked Nicholas.
" I have not said a word about it yet," answered his

mother.
" Then, for Heaven's sake," rejoined Nicholas, rising,

" do not, for it would make her very unhappy. And wiSi
r^ard to what you should do, my dear moUier, do what
your good sense and feeling, and respect for my father's

memory, would prompt. There are a thousand ways in

<
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matter so ndiculous, and attach importance to it Tndl vou

^^aTv'ine'ff^^""'"-
Most wSS.en can'VoMa?^C

l^^his^e wh,lT' ^^ ^i '°"^^'^*^"' '" circumstinces

«^uld n^t^i^
are unworthy of a serious thought. Iwould not shame you by seeming to take them to h^rt ortr^t tfiem earnestly for an instant. Absurd old id oT»

''

nlJ?.^!??l^''^°^>^''"^ ^' ™°^e»-^ and bade her good

^o Ho M %^- Mf^-^^ ^^'^ '''^"^^^ chambers ^

«.nn?H K
"• ^'"^^^y justice, her attachment to her childrenwou^d have prevented her seriously contemplating a seconS

SnTofTer fj\ 'f^^'"^ ^" ^'' conq'ueredVer recol

.W ?t / ^' ^**^ ^'' ^^^*^ *5 to have any strong inclina-

S^. fi^i
''^^' 5"'\^?'^°"g'^ t^«^« ^'^ no evil Ld mt^re^ selfishness m Mrs. Nickleby's heart, she had a weak headand a vam one; and there was something so flatttringln

knnv^' fi
'^' '°" "* "°^ ^•'™^^ the passion of the un!kBOwn gentleman, quite so summarily or lightly, as Nicholas

appeared to deem becoming. ^ y, *« .Mcnous

hl^f^ M*" ^,^g Pfeposterous, and doting, and ridiculous "

r^om^ « I^onV '^^'^j;' communing with herself in he ownroom I don t see that, at al . It's hopeless on h;<! n«rt
certainly; but why he should be anaS o d I'diot 7con
iS Poor Z'n ^'i?

"?' ''^ ^^PP°^^<^ *° know?f^ home-less. Poor fellow! He is to be pitied, 7 think !
»

hJr^'H?^/^^ ^^f^^
reflections, Mrs. Nicklebv looked inher httle dressmg-glass, and, walking backward a few steos

^hZ li'T? '"^ '^''''^^' ^^° ^t wi who used to sTySwhen Nicholas was one-and-twenty he would have more theappearance of her brother, than her son. Not befn^aWe to

Sew un'?ii°"-^;"r'^
^'^ extinguished her clTn'dfe and

t^^hiFlu ^<*o^-blmd to --dmit the light of moriinewhich had by this time, begun to dawn. ^ "^ormng.

It s a bad light to distinguish objects in/' murmured MrsNickleby, peenng mto the garden, " and my' eyes are not verygood-I was short-sighted fror.i a child-but, upon mv wor7
m^rl^'l^nJ^'"' l^^K^^^f'

^"^^ ^^^^^^^^ ma,To;st^c?iS!au£^moment, on the broken glass bottles at the top of tS?waUr
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CHAPTER XXXVIII

COMPRISES CERTAIN PARTICULARS ARISING OUT OF A VISIT

OF CONDOLENCE, WHICH MAY PROVE IMPORTANT

HEREAFTER. SMIKE UNEXPECTEDLY ENCOUNTERS
A VERY OLD FRIEND, WHO INVITES HIM TO HIS

HOUSE, AND WILL TAKE NO DENIAL

Quite unconscious of the demonstrations of their amorous

neighbour, or of their effects upon the susceptible boson of

her mama, Kate Nickleby had, by this time, begun to enjoy

a settled feeling of tranquillity and happiness, to which, even

in occasional and transitory glimpses, she had long been a

stranger. Living under the same roof with the beloved

brother from whom she had been so suddenly and hardly

separated, with a mind at ease and free from any persecu-

tions which could call a blush into her cheek or a pang into

her heart, she seemed to have passed into a new state of being.

Her former cheerfulness was restored, her step regained its

elasticity and lightness, the colour which had forsaken her

cheek visited it once again, and Kate Nickleby looked more

beautiful than ever.

Such was the result to which Miss La Ci evy's ruminations

and observations led her, when the cottage had been, as she

emphatically said, " thoroughly got to rights, from the

chimney-pots to the street-door scraper," and the busy

little woman had at length a moment's time to think about

its inmates.
" Which I declare I haven't had since I first came down

here," said Miss La Creevy; " for I have thought of nothing

but hammers, nails, screw-drivers, and gimiCts, morning,

noon, and night."
" You never bestow one thought upon yourself, I believe,"

returned Kate, smiling.
" Upon my word, my dear, when there are so many

pleasanter things to think of, I should be a goose if I did,"

said Miss La Creevy. " By the bye, I have thought of some-

body too. Do you know, that I observe a great change in

one of this family—a very extraordinary change? "

" In whom? " asked Kate, anxiously. " Not in
—

"

" Not in your brother, my dear," returned Miss La Creevy,

anticipating the close of the sentence, " for he is always the

JL
(J-
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that he w« ;£i I foTtaew you N?*^'^ '^'»»'
be called, poor mowTioTh^I^-; u .^'' "'»«»

,How? asked Kate. " Not in health? "

fcebir'aS.or^^d^C'St h'ttce'wUT" "S

I .:iie^K^dt::';dii Si srs-sT*"--
"^"

eyes many times Tf iTn^f « j^^^ ,* ^^® ^^ars into my

with good cause and reior I am L ^^ ^''l<^^^been here, he has wown frn,i
**^^* ^^^ ^« ^as

oonsdous if his weafae^-",^^'?i,^rjo;?"1i
"'""

hmi greater pain to know thaf k^ j
°'^®- '^ K^^es

camaot undei?^d ve^li'if.utr^tL' ^°"^«^i™«s^nd
when you haveTot be2^ b^mt !i ^ ••. I ^*^? ^^^^^^^ ^i™
with such a loorof naX ?r ?f'

''^ ^?''^^S ^y ^-^elf,

then get up and leaveX^o^^^^^
''^'''^y ^^ ^° ^«> ^nd

dejeion, ?hat itrnot'te'Tou how^hirfc"^ ""
T""three weeks ago he was a i;„kV»; L. ? P"'^ "®- ^ot

overjoyed to l^i^ a bustTfanH Jf
^^"^^^^^ busy creature.

Now he is anotL beW '
t?^ S P^?,^' "^^ ^^^ ^^^

" ? hnl^ '^' T^^^L^ °^'" '"^^ Kate. '« Poo; fellow. "

unus^i^STher:^^^^^^^^^^^ fS^Jt^'^-^^^
" I have said my say, Ld a ie t̂ngT^ ^,tTn ,

a
''^'

wrong say too, I shouldn't wonder at all t.Siik ^ ^-"^
up to-night, at aU events Inriful'l l

^^" ^^^^^ ^"n
the way to the S^nd I Shan t^l^

'' *^*^ "^ '^"^^« a"
never leave off, tTI hive rol^^ T' "^J^

°"' ^°^

Chairs,^! d^^t^tw,l^^^^^^^^ -^
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dispose of them advantageclever thief who

for I can't, I know, and that's the honest

So saying, little Miss La Creevy hid her face in a very flat

bonnet, and herself in a very big shawl; and fixing herself

tightly into the latter, by means of a large pin, declared

that Uie omnibus might come as soon as it pleased, for she

was quite ready.

But there was still Mrs. Nickleby to take leave of; and
long before that good lady had concluded some reminiscences,

beuing upon, and appropriate to, the occasion, the omnibus
arrived. This put Miss La Creevy in a great bustle, in

consequence whereof, as she secretly rewarded the servant-

girl with eighteen-pence behind the street-door, she pulled

out of her reticule ten-pennyworth of halfpence, which rolled

into all possible comers of the passage, and occupied some
considerable time in the picking-up. This ceremony had, of

course, to be succeeded by a second kissing of Kate and
Mrs. Nickleby, and a gathering together of the little basket

and the brown-paper parcel, during which proceedings, " the

omnibus," as Miss La Creevy protested, " swore so dreadfully,

that it was quite awful to hear it." At length and at last,

it made a feint of going away, and then Miss La Creevy

darted out, and darted in, apologis'.ng with great volubility

to all the passengers, and declaring that she wouldn't pur-

posely have kept them wating on any account whatever.

While she was looking about for a convenient seat, the

conductor pushed Smike in, and cried that it was all right

—

though it wasn't—and away went the huge vehicle, with

the noise of half a dozen brewers' drays at least.

Leaving it to pursue its journey at the pleasure of the

conductor afore-mentioned, who lounged gracefully on his

little shelf behind, smoking an odoriferous cigar; and leaving

it to stop, or go on, or gallop, or crawl, as that gentleman

deemed expedient and advisable; this narrative may embrace

the opportunity of ascertaining the condition of Sir Mulberry

Hawk, aad to what extent he had, by this time, recovered

from the injuries consequent on being flung violently from

his cabriolet, under the circumstances already detailed.

With a shattered limb, a body severely bruised, a face

disfigured by half-healed scars, and pallid from the exhaustion

of recent pain and fever, Sir Mulberry Hawk lay stretched

upon his back, on the couch to which he was doomed to be

i I

N

iJ
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with a dg^ M»mouth^nH "^T".'- '*''"'« "^ """<>r
'amp, suS^^»TiS'e,Kie„^l? ^- "^ *e Ught of .'

• Curse So« hJuJS,7"lS™hTta™L°7"V'T"'-.
impatiently towards the adj^fa*'.S;'^^. ^^'Z^^

^^
their infernal throats? " '

"""s """' will nothing stop

iml^SSaie^f*^"^^!?' '^^'i™. and stopped

^^T^p.'^Xtm^ r.'ji^'-- -« teeth, and
enough, and aie room duU en^h aS the^.^ll^T' "^1?
but «,,„,„„ t^rt „,p

^eh and tt« pan, bad enough,

„ S''"-T' "«?'• "plied his friend.

head from siSeTo sLriateh^^^^^
"^''? ^"^8 °^ ^is

in the progress of tWa^^ ^''^u "'°.^'°" °^ ^^ ^^enfl

interest^l^l^yii and ve hnw
^^\^J^^V"gerness and

address and skill were Lrf.I?
."^^"^y ^""^ ^°°"y- His

his adversaVX *

'w mft ??.,'T"'J
'^^ * "^^^ch for

when fortuS'favouTeS him t^th Jn H^"^ T^lM^em, even

often the cas*> ^Jr m ik
^'^ ^°°** ^'"^^^ which was not

long^, thrust forth hSwIsted^^' « "^
''^"^^ '° P'^^ ^">'

with i ^x>astful oath Tnd th.^r« l"^"^^', "^ '^^ ^^^''^^

consider«i/y lowered in tone thftT
>^''' '"i^^h, though

Nickleb/s .^.ingt'L"; monAore'
^"^""'^^ ^ ^^^^^

tha?M[^^irpt^iS7J«'^^^^^^^^
he wa«. to-night. ' wished to know how

^^U^ Sir Mulberry, impatiently.
Mr. Nickleby wishes to know, sir »
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" I tell you, better," replied Sir Mulberry, striking his hand

upon the table.

The man hesitated for a moment or two, and then said
that Mr. Nickleby had requested permission to see Sir

Mulberry Hawk, if it was not inconvenient.
" It is inconvenient, I can't see him. I can't see any-

body," said his master, more violently than before. " You
know that, you blockhead."

" I am very sorry, sir," returned the man. " But Mr.
Nickleby pressed so much, sir

"

The fact was, tnat Ralph Nickleby had bribed the man,
who, being anxious to earn his money with a view to future
favours, held the door in his hand, and ventured to linger

still.

" Did he say whether he had any business to speak about? "

inquired Sir Mulberry, after a little impatient consideration.
" No, sir. He said he wished to see you, sir. Particularly,

Mr. Nickleby said, sir."

" Tell him to come up. Here I
" cried Sir Mulberry, calling

the man back, as he passed bis hand over his disfigured face,
" move that lamp, and put it on the stand behind me. Wheel
that table away, and place a chair there—further oflf. Leave
it so,"

The man obeyed these directions as if he quite compre-
hended the motive with which they were dictated, and left

the room. Lord Frederick Verisopht, remarking that he
would look in presently, strolled into the adjoining apartment,
and closed the folding-door behind him.
Then was heard a subdued footstep on the stairs; and

Ralph Nickleby, hat m hand, crept softly into the room,
with his body bent fo^^vard as if in profound respect, and his

eyes fixed upon the face of his worthy client.

"Well, Nickleby," said Sir Mulberry, motioning him to the
chair by the couch side, and waving his hand in assumed
carelessness. " T have had a bad accident, you see."

" I see," rejoined Ralph, with the same steady gaze. " Bad,
indeed ! I should not have known you. Sir Mulberry. Dear,
dear ! this is bad."

Ralph's manner was one of profound humility and respect,

and his low tone of voice was that which the gentlest con-
sideration for a sick man would have taught a visitor to
assume. But the expression of his face, Sir Mulberry's being

H'i
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averted, was in extnwrdinary contrast And as he stoodm his usual attitude, calmly looking on the prostrate form
before hmi, all that part of his features which was not cast
into shadow by his protruding and contracted brows, bore
the impress of a sarcastic smile.

" Sit down," said Sir Mulberry, turning towards him, as
though by a violent effort. " Am I a sight, that you stand
gazmg there?

"

As he turned his face, Ralph recoiled a step or two, and
making as though he were irresistibly impelled to express
astonishment, but was determined not to do so, sat dowii
with well-acted confusion.

" I have inquired at the door. Sir Mulberry, every day "

said Ralph, " twice a day, indeed, at first—and to-night,
presummg upon old acquaintance, and past transactions by
which we have mutually benefited in some degree, I could
not resist soliciting admission to your chamber. Have you
—have you suffered much? " said Ralph, bending forward
and allowing the same harsh smile to gather upon his face
as the other closed his eyes.

'

" More than nnugh to please me, and less than enough to
please some bic>en-down hacks that you and 1 know of, and
who lay their ruin between us, I dare say," returned Sir
Mulberry, tossing his arm restlessly upon the coverlet.
Ralph shrugged his shoulders in deprecation of the intense

irritation with which this had been said; for there was an
aggravating, cold distinctness in his speech and manner which
so grated on the sick man that he could scarcely endure it.

" And what is it in these ' past transactions,' that brought
you here to-night? " asked Sir Mulberry.

" Nothing," replied Ralph. " There are some bills of my
lord's which need renewal; but let them be, till you are well.
I—I—came,

' said Ralph, speaking more slowly, and with
harsher emphasis, " I came to say how grieved I am that
any relative of mine, although disowned by me, should have
inflicted such punishment on you as "

" Punisliment! " interposed Sir Mulberry.
" I know it has been a severe one," said Ralph, wilfulh

mistaking the meaning of the interruption, " and that has
made me the more anxious to tell you that I disown this
vagabond—that I acknowledge him as no kin of mine—and
that I leave him to take his deserts from you, and every man
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besides. You may wring his neck if you please. / shall not
interfere."

" This story that they tell me here, has eot abroad then,
has it? " asked Sir Mulberry, clenching his hands and teeth.

" Noised in all directions," replied Ralph. " Every club
and gaming-room has runs with it. There has been a good
song made about it, as I am told," said Ralph, looking
eagerly at his questioner. " I have not heard it myself, not
bemg in the way of such things, but I have been told it's

even printed—for private circulation—but that's all over
town, of course."

" It's a lie !
" said Sir Mulberry; " I teU you it's all a lie.

The mare took fright."
" They say he frightened her," observed Ralph in the same

unmoved and quiet manner. " Some say he frightened you,
but plat's a lie, I know. I have said that boldly—oh, a score

of times I I am a peaceable man, but I can't hear folks tell

that of you. No, no."

When Sir Mulberry found coherent words to utter, Ralph
bent forward with his hand to his ear, and a face as calm as
if its every line of sternness had been cast in iron.

" When I am off this cursed bed," said the invalid, actually

striking at his broken leg in the ecstasy of his passion, " I'll

have such revenge as never man had yet. By G— I will I

Accident favouring him, he has marked me for a week or two,
but I'll put a mark on him that he shall carry to his grave.
I'll slit his nose and ears, flog him, maim him for life. I'll do
more than that; I'll drag that pattern of chastity, that pink
of prudery, his delicate sister, through "

It might have been that even Ralph's cold blood tingled in

his cheeks at that moment. It might have been that Sir

Mulberry remembered, that, knave and usurer as he was, he
must, in some early time of infancy, have twined his arm
about her father's neck. He stopped, and, menacing with
his hand, confirmed the unuttered threat with a tremendous
oath.

" It is a galling thing," said Ralph, after a short term of

silence, during which he had eyed the sufferer keenly, " to

think that the man about towxi, the rake, the toui, the rook
of twenty seasons, should be brought to this pass by a mere
boy I"

Sir Mulberry darted a wrathful look at him, but Ralph's
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tyes were bent upon the sround. and hin far* .»*. -^ *i.

expression than one of thSughtfub^ ^ ''^^ "° ^^^^

-,KJ:
™'^'%^t stripling," continued Ralph, " aminst a manwhose veiy weight might crush him; to mv nSr ofW^skill m—I am ncht I thinlr '» ...'.i d-i u ^ .?""?? °* ""

outcasts have it."
^"c^^* 'uck I These hangdog

He i?hL i^'"!
Ralph quickly, " he doesn't dream of that

preparatoo. to depardng, Lord Fredeii VeriS^htlSot) fa

.00^ ^;:SrthS^o„r "^'^' -^ '-^'" «« ^^-p^

»lways'<S^^1irM".K"""'1? ''I'P''- " 0" *« point w.

threa^., and oaths agaiS NichoiXoT^toS^J^ylS
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Ralph, who was no common observer, was surprised to see

that as this tirade proceeded, the manner of Lord Frederick

Verisopht, who at the commencement had been twirling his

whiskers with a most dandified and listless air, underwent a
complete alteration. He was still more surprised when, Sir

Mulberry ceasing to speak, the young lord angrily, and almost

una£fectedly, requested never to have the subject renewed
in his presence.

" Mind that. Hawk !
" he added, with unusual energy, " I

never will be a party to, or permit, if I can help it, a cowardly

attack upon this young fellow."
" Cowardly 1 " interrupted his friend.

" Ye-es," said the other, turning full upon him. " If you
had told him who you were; if you had given him your card,

and found out, afterwards, that his station or character

prevented your fighting him, it would have been bad enough
then; upon my soul it would have been bad enough then.

As it is, you did wrong. I did wrong too, not to interfere,

and I am sorry for it. What happened to you afterwards,

was as much the consequence of accident as design, and more
your fault than his; and it shall not, with my knowledge, be

cruelly visited upon him, it shall not indeed."

With this emphatic repetition of his concluding words, the

young lord turned upon his heel ; but before he had reached

the adjoining room he turned back again, and said, with even

greater vehemence than he had displayed before,
" I do believe, now; upon my honour I do believe, that the

sister is as virtuous and modest a young lady as she is a

handsome one; and of the brother, I say this, that he acted

as her brother should, and in a manly and spidted manner.

And I only wish, with all my heart and soul, that any one

of us came out of this matter half as well as he does."

So saying. Lord Frederick Verisopht walked out of the

room, leaving Ralph Nickleby and Sir Mulberry in most
unpleasant astonishment

'* Is this your pupil? " asked Ralph, softly, " or has he come
fresh from some country parson?

"

" Green fools take these fits sometimes," replied Sii

Mulberry Hawk, biting his lip, and pointing to the door.
" Leave him to me."
Ralph exchanged a familiar look with his old acquaintance;

for they had suddenly grown confidential again ic this

f«
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•Jwming surprise; and took his way home, thoughtfully and

th^^!^''**^7"! ^"^^^ *"^ ^o"«' ^d long beforethey were included, the omnibus had disgorged Miss La&eevy and her escort, and they had arrivedltWo^oofNow, the good-nature of the little miniature-painter v^uldbvno means aUow of Smike's walking back agS^unta he had

^o£hY°"'^J ''^•^51^. '^^^^^^ alTof sometl^
,wi/l^ ^^ *^^^ H^* °' *«' '^ Smike, enteS
^Z ^Iaw " ^"1*° "^^ ' P °^ something c(;mforSS,or the m xed biscmt, but, considering on the contrary that

^rfi? inhl f
?'^^***

"""'J ^^"S^'' ^^ »»« originaUy in-

SfSh on i^ •
'* "^

K*"""*
^ **°" ^*«' **"«k when heset lorth on his journey home.

There was no likelihood of his losing his way. for it lav
quite straight before him, and he had walkedStSL w^SNicholas, and back alone, ahnost every day. So JSs La

b«ng charged with more kind remembrances to mS kLdMiss Nickleby, Smike started off.

m^* .^^ Y.
of Ludgate Hill, he turned a little out of theroad to satisfy his cunosity by having a look at NewLteAfter starmg up at the sombre ialls, from the opposiS oi

tl^^Lf" ^- ^""^^^ ^"^^ ^°^ some minutes, he

S^ni^^ T^ "^ .^^" °^^ ^"^^ ^<^ walked brisklythrough the aty; stoppmg now and then to gaze in at the

S'un't^lL^ghtdr
'P^^^ ^""' "^^ ^° °"' - -^ °^^-

He had been gazing for a long time through a ieweUer'swindow, wishing he could take some of the b^utifJ trinket?

.S^^ ^u P'TJ"*' ^""^ imagining what delight they wouldafford If he could, when the clocks struck three-quarterTo^t
eight; roused by the sound, he hurried on atlve^qm^k
fdTh.Wif'^i'^.f^

the comer of a bye street when he

he ^?nW "^fT^^l
^''''^^\ ^' "^'^ * i«^^ so sudden that

?lw A A'k
*° *^ to a lamp-post to save himself from

failing. At the same moment, a small boy clune tight round

^bi^^^'.^^^
"^ »' " «- "« ».*•*«' »^"

Smike knew that voice too weU. He cast his despairing
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eyes downward towards the form from which it had pro-

ceeded, and, shuddering from head to foot, looked round.

Mr. Squeers :iad hooked him in the coat-collar with the handle

of his umbrella, and was hanging on at the other end with

all his might and main. The cry of triumph proceeded

from Master Wackford, who, regardless of all his kicks and

struggles, clung to him with the tenacity of a bull-dog I

One glance showed him this; and in that one glance the

terrified creature became utterly powerless and unable to

utter a sound.

•Here's a gu!" cried Mr. Squeers, gradually coming it

hand-over-hand down the umbrella, and only unhooking it

when he had got tight hold of the victim's collar. " Here's

a delicious go 1 Wackford, my boy, call up one of the coaches."

" A coach, father! " cried little Wackford.

"Yes, a coach, sir," replied Squeers, feasting his eyes

upon the countenance of Smike. "Damn the expense.

Let's have him in a coach."

"What's he been a doing of?" asked a labourer with

a hod of bricks, against whom and a fellow-labourer Mr.

Squeers had backed, on the first jerk of the umbrella.

" Everything !
" replied Mr. Squeers, looking fixedly at his

old pupil in a sort of rapturous trance. "Everything—

running away, sir—joining in bloodthirsty attacks upon his

master—there's nothing that's bad that he hasn't done. Oh,

what a delicious go is this here, good Lord !

"

The man looked from Squeers to Smike; but such mental

faculties as the poor fellow possessed, had utterly deserted

him. The coach came up. Master Wackford entered, Squeers

pushed in his prize, and, following close at his heels, pulled

up the glasses. The coachman mounted his box and drove

slowly off, leaving the two bricklayers, and an old apple-

woman, and a town-made little boy returning from an evening

school, who had been the only witnesses of the scene, to

meditate upon it at their leisure.

Mr. Squeers sat himself down on the opposite seat to the

unfortunate Smike, and, planting his hands firmly on his

knees, looked at him for some five minutes, when, seeming

to recover from his trance, he uttered a loud laugh, and

slapped his old pupil's face several times—taking the right

and left sides alternately. „^ , , ^ u ^
" It isn't a dream

! " said Squeers. " That's real flesh and

m'Ml
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^i°^'
I
"f^ a>« fed of it! " And being miite assuied

" Your mother wfll be fit to jump out of her skin m» hn»when she hears of Urn," s«d S^aee" to his s^n '
°"^ '"'^'

" To'Z"k "^S°««''' '**f.''u" "P"""' M«'« Wackford.
10 think, said Squeera, " that you and me should h>

umwella, as if I had hooked him with a grappling-iron!

Uttie^W^wLS"*
'""' "' "^ '* """--• «"*"'" ««

•'You did; like a good 'un, my boy." said Mr Snni.pr,patting his son's head, " and yiu shaU LveTe b^t button'over jacket and waistcoat that'the next new l^y b^s down"

qu'e^lstkedT
'^^ ^°"'" ^^ ^^^ ^1^/- SLTaSSt

Improving the occasion I, these words, Mr. Squeers pattedh^ son s head again, and then patted Smike's-but h^de?-a^ .nqmred m a bantering tone how he found ^in^df by'

;;

I must go home," replied Smike, looking wUdly round

Mr Jqueer*'^Yo?r J°"'^^
^^out riglt ther^'^reptdMr. aqueers. You U go home very soon, vou will Vnn'iifind yourself at the peaceful villag7of DotSys in YoJkshire m something under a wee?s time, my you^fri °nd

"

and the next tmie you get away from there, I g^e /ou"eaveto keep away. Where's the clothes vou run off in , J
ungmeful robber? "said Mr. Squeet, Ta se'^re voiS

'°"

Smike danced at the neat attire which the care of Solashad provided for him, and wrung his hands.

OW ^.y°" ''now that I could hang you up, outside of the

JdLfitJ«Su;!;ro/ri^Hr^s
from a dwelhng-housef Eh? Do you know tt^t? wKo



A Thrashing in a Hackncy-Coach 505

you suppose was the worth of them clothes you had? Do you

know that that Wellington-boot you wore, cost eight-and-

twenty shillings when it was a pair, and the shoe seven-and-

six? But you came to the right shop for mercy when you

came to me, and thank your stars that it is me as has got to

serve you with the article."

Anybody not in Mr. Squeers's confidence, would have

supposed that he was quite out of the article in question,

instead of having a large stock on hand ready for all comers;

nor would the opinion of sceptical persons have undergone

much alteration when he followed up the remark by poking

Smike in the chest with the ferrule of his umbrella, and

dealing a smart shower of blows, with the ribs of the same

instrument, upon his head and shoulders.
" I never thrashed a boy in a hackney-coach before," said

Mr. Squeers, when he stopped to rest. " There's incon-

veniency in it, but the novelty gives it a sort of relish, too !

"

Poor Smike ! He warded off Ae blows, as v. Jl as he could,

and now shrunk into a comer of the coach, with his head

resting on his hands, and his elbows on his knees; he was

stunned and stupefied, and had no more idea that any act of

his, would enable him to escape from the all-powerful Squeers,

now that he had no friend to speak to or to advise with, than

he had had in all the weary years of his Yorkshire life which

preceded the arrival of Nicholas.

The journey seemed endless; street after street was entered

and left behind; and still they went jolting on. At last

Mr. Squeers began to thrust lus head out of the window
every half-minute, and to bawl a variety of directions to the

coachman; and after passing, with some difficulty, through

several mean streets which the appearance of the houses and

the bad state of the road denoted to have been recently built,

Mr. Squeers suddenly tugged at the check string with all his

might, and cried, " Stop!
"

" What are you pulling a man's arm off for? " said the

coachman, loolung angrily down.
" That's the house," replied Squeers. " The second of

them four little houses, one story high, with the green

shutters. There's a brass plate on the door, with the name
of Snawley."

" G)uldn't you say that, without wrenching a man's limbs

off his body? " inquired the coachman.

I
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" No !

" bawled Mr. Squeers. " Say another word, and I'Msummons you for having a broken winder. Stopl

"

Obedient to this direction, the coach stopped at Mr
Snawley's door. Mr. Snawley may be remembSed as the
sleek and sanctified gentleman who confided two sons (in

tul^
«^e parental care of Mr. Squeers, as narrated in ie

fourth chapter of this history. Mr. Snawley's house was on
Uie extreme borders of some new settlements adjoining

fnr°L'?K^T'
^""^ ^•- ^"^"^^ ^^ ^^^" ^"^^Sirygs thereS

tor a short time, as his stay was longer than usual, and as
the Saracen, havmg expenence of Master Wackford's appetitehad dechned to receive him on any other terms thaTas a
full-grown customer.

,

" Here we are! " said Squeers, hurrying Smike into the
httle parlour, where Mr. Snawley and his\ife were takinga lobster supper. " Here's the vagrant-the felon-the rebel—the monster of unthankfubiess."
"What! TTie boy that run away! " cried Snawley, resting

his knife and fork upright on the table, and opening hi
;yes to their full width.

h^ "ig nis

<?miw.'nn!7 J'T'^'
"^^ ^.'*"'''^' P""^^8 ^ ^'^ close tobmikes nose, and drawing it away again, and repeating the

process several times, with a vicious aspect. "
If there

wasn't a ady present, I'd fetch him such a—: never mind!
1 11 owe It him. *

an^l^^"^
Mr. Squeers related how, and in what manner,and when and where, he had picked up the runaway

It s clear that there has been a Providence in it, sir." said
Mr. Snawley, rastmg down his eyes with an air of humilitvand elevating his fork, with a bit of lobster on the top of it
towards the ceiling.

h "* *i,

"Providence is again him, no doubt," replied Mr. Squeers
scratehing his nose. " Of course; that w£ to be exLtedAnybody might have known ^hat."

^
"a
Hard-heartedness and evil-doing wiU never prosper, sir

"
said Mr. Snawley. r r > >

"Never was such a thing known," rejoined Squeers, taking

tereVsl
"'"'"' pocket-book, tolee that they

Ja ^ ^^1 A^a^'
^^^' Snawley," said Mr. Squeers, when hehad satisfied himself upon this point, "I have been thatchap s benefactor, feeder, teacher, and dother. I have been
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that chap's classical, commercial,mathematical, philosophical,

and trigonomical friend. My son—my only son, Wadcford—

has been his brother. Mrs. Squecrs has been his mother,

grandmother, aunt,—Ah 1 and I may say uncle too, all m one.

She never cottoned to anybody, except them two engaging

and delightful boys of your;>, as she cottoned to this chap.

What's my return? What's come of my milk of human

kindness? It turns into curds and whey when I look at him.

"WeU it may, sir," said Mrs. Snawley. "Ohl WeU it

'^Where has he been aU this time? " inquired Snawley.

" Has he been living with ?
"

...
"Ah, sir I" interposed Squeers, confronting him agam.

" Have you been a living with that there devilish Nickleby,

sir?"
, ^ M J

But no threats or cuffs could eliat from Smike one word

of reply to this question; for he had internally resolved that
.

he would rather perish in the wretched prison to which he

was again about to be consigned, than utter one syllable

which could involve his first and true friend. He had already

called to mind the strict injunctions of secrecy as to his past

life, which Nicholas had laid upon him when they traveUed

from Yorkshire; and a confused and perplexed idea that his

benefactor might have committed some terrible crime m

»

bringing him away, which would render him liable to heavy

punishment if detected, had contributed in some degree to

reduce him to his present state of apathy and terror.

Such were the thoughts—if to visions so imperfect and

undefined as those which wandered through his enfeebled

brain, the term can be applied—which were present to the

mind of Smike, and rendered him deaf alike to intimidation

and persuasion. Finding ".very effort useless, Mr. Squeers

conducted him to a Uttle back room upstairs, where he was

to pass the night. Taking the precaution of removmg his

shoes, and coat and waistcoat, and also of locking the door

on the outside, lest he should muster up sufTicient energy to

make an attempt at escape, that worthy gentleman left him

to his meditations.
,

What those meditations were, and how the poor creature s

heart sank within him when he thought—when did he, for

a moment, cease to think!—of his late home, and the dear

friends and famiUar faces with which it was associated, can-
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^nJ!l**''*'\ J"**
P'''P*" **»« roind for «uch a heavy sImd ii,

echo of no old word of love or kTnT'^« rf * ^Pg^nng

CHAPTER XXXIX

of its approach with the hVelyS^^f V^^^ ^"'\°°^*

wonder «^b^ 'qu^f^^iSFeTlS I'SS,'" f""""«

Church. 'Ecod, he be a soizableW he be " '

Monstherl—Ye're aboot right tbeer T «..!, i.
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near it 'gin ye thried for twolve moonths. It's na' but
a Poast-officel Hoi hoi They need to charge for dooble-
latthers. A Poast-officel Wa'at dost thee think o' thot?
'Ecod, if thot's on'y a Poast-office, I'd loike to see where the
Lord Mayor o' Lunnun lives."

So saying, John Browdie—for he it was—opened the
coach-door, and tapping Mrs. Browdie, late Miss Price, on
the cheek as he looked in, burst into a boisterous fit of

laughter.
" Weel 1 " said John. " Dang my bootuns if she bean't

asleep agean 1

"

" She's been asleep all night, and was, all yesterday, except
for a minute or two now and then," replied John Browdie's
choice, " and I was very sorry when she woke, for she has
been so cross."

The subject of these remarks was a slumbering figure, so
muffled in shawl and cloak, that it would have been matter
of impossibility to guess at its sex but for a brown-beaver
bonnet and green veil which ornamented the head, and which,
having been crushed and flattened for two hundred and fifty

miles in that particular ingle of the vehicle from which the
lady's snores now proceeded, presented an appearance suffi-

ciently ludicrous to have moved less risible muscles than
those of John Browdie's ruddy face.

" Hollo !
" cried John, twitching one end of the dragged

veil. " Coom, wakken oop, will 'ee."

After several burrowings into the old corner, and many
exclamations of impatience and fatigue, the figure struggled
into a sitting posture; and there, under a mass of crumpled
beaver, and surrounded by a semicircle of blue curl-papers,

were the delicate features of Miss Fanny Squeers,
" Oh, 'Tilda 1 " cried Miss Squeers, " how you have been

kicking of me through this blessed night 1

"

" Well, I do like that," replied ber friend, laughing, " when
I
ou have had nearly the whole coach to yourself."
" Don't deny it, 'Tilda," said Miss Squeers, impressively,

" because you have, and it's no use to go attempting to say
you haven't. You mightn't have known it in your sleep,

'Tilda, but I haven't closed my eyes for a single wink, and sa
I think I am to be believed."

With which reply. Miss Squeers adjusted the bonnet and
veil, which nothing but supernatural interference and an

4><
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utter suspension of nature's laws could have reduced to any
•hape or form; and evidently flattering herself that it looked
uncommonly neat, brushed of! the sanJ^/ich-crumbs and bits
of biscuit which had accumulated in her lap, and availing
herself of John Browdie's proffered arm, descended fromthc
coach.

" Noo, " said John, when a hackney-coach had been called,
and the ladies and the luggage hurried in, " gang to the
Sarah's Head, mun." ' e -o

'I

To the veref " cried the coachman.
" Lawk, Mr. Browdie I

" interrupted Miss Squeeis. " The
ideal Saracen's Head."

" Surely/' said John, " I know'd it was something aboot
barah s Son's Head. Dost thou know thot? "

"Oh, ah! I know that," replied the coachman gruflly. as he
banged the door. * /* «« ub

"'TOda, dear, really," remonstrated Miss Squeeis. " we
shall be taken for I don't know what."

^^

" Let them tak' us as they foind us," said John Browdie:
we dean t come to Lunnun to do nought but 'iov ours-1

do we?

"

o J / »=-*,

" I hope not, Mr. Browdie," replied Miss Squeers, looking
singularly dismal. ' ^

" Well, then," said John, " it's no matther. I've only
been a mamed man fower days, 'account of poor old feyther
deem and puttin' it oflF. Here be a weddin' party—broide
and broidesmaid, and the groom—if a mun dean't 'joy him-
sel noo, when ought he, hey? Drat it all, thot's what I want
to know.

So, in order that he might begin to enjoy himself at once
and lose no tune, Mr. Browdie gave his wife a hearty kiss
and succeeded in wresting another from Miss Squeers, after
a maidenly resistance of scratching and struggling on thepan of that young lady, which was not quite over when
they reached the Saracen's Head.

Here, the party straightway retired to rest; the refresh-
ment of sleep being necessary after so long a journey; and
here tiiey met a^am about noon, to a substantial breakfast
spread by direction of Mr. John Browdie, in a small private
room upstairs commanding an uninterrupted view of the
stables.

To have seen Miss Squeers now, divested of the brown
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beaver, the green vefl, and the blue curl-papers, and arrayed

m idl the virgin splendour of a white frock and spencer, with

a white mushn bonnet, and an imitative damask rose in full

bloom on the inside thereof—her luxuriant crop of hair

arranged in curls so tight that it was impossible they could

come out by any accident, and her bonnet-cap trimmed with

littie damask roses, which might be supposed to be so many

promising scions of the big rose—to have seen all thb, and

to have seen the broad damask belt, matching both the

family rose and the little roses, which encircled her slender

wabt, and by a happy ingenuity took off from the shortness

of the spencer behind,—to have beheld all this, and to have

taken further into account the coral bracelets (rather short

of beads, and with a very visible black string) which clasped

her wrists, and the coral necklace which rested on her neck,

supporting, outside her frock, a lonely cornelian heart, typical

of her own disengaged affections—to have contemplated

all these mute but expressive appeals to the purest feelings

of our nature, might have thawed the frost of age, and added

new and inextinguishable fuel to the fire of youth.

The waiter was touched. Waiter as he was, he had human

passions and feelings, and he looked very hard at Miss Squeers

as he handed the muffins.
" Is my pa in, do you know? " asked Miss Squeers with

dignity.
" Beg your pardon. Miss?

"

" My pa," repeated Miss Squeers; " is he in?
"

" In where, Miss?
"

"In here—in the house 1" replied Miss Squeers.

pa—Mr. Wackford Squeers—he's stopping here. Is

home?
"

" I didn't know there was any gen'l'man of that name in

the house. Miss," replied the waiter. " There may be, in the

coffee-room."

Maybe. Very pretty this, indeed 1 Here was Miss Squeers,

who had been depending, all the way to London, upon showing

her friends how much at home she would be, and how much

respectful notice her name and connexions would excite,

told that her father might be there 1
" As if he was a feller I

"

observed Miss Squeers, with emphatic indignation.

" Ye'd bctther incjuire, mun," said John Browdie. " An'

hond up another pigecn-pie, will 'ee? Dang the chap,"

"My
he at
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Sr'-i'J^ hct'l«"I^^^^ f^y '^"^ - ^ -iter

doant know when it's in y'our mooS^nd wK'.^* f?wonder hoo many pies gcis to . breakSstT"
^*' ^

another ,>ie, and the informati^ 'that rToueST^.'"'^

<amay intefenc. from wfSS^h^^
"""^ «"»« P""t.

n««3^..;r^^JL,-g^I;-™. «hoo,.

^o^Using wa,, .. Lore you./::!;..^?,'?'^^^J^
^

;

Will'ee pick a bit? " said John.

v.h^°™tl™% S"^ Miss S,u«., Shaking J^^^d.
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" They an't draVd into it by mi, Tilda," retorted Miss

Squeers.
" No," returned her friend; " that's exceedingly true."

The sarcastic tone of this reply might have provoked a

rather acrimonious retort from Miss Squeers, who, besides

being of a constitutionally vicious temper—aggravated, just

now, by travel and recent jolting—was somewhat irritated

by old recollections and the failure of her own designs upon
Mr. Browdie. And the acrimonious retort might have led to

a great many other retorts, which might have led to Heaven
knows what, if the subject of conversation had not been, at

that precise moment, accidentally changed by Mr. Squeers

himself.
" What do you think? " said that gentleman; " who do

you suppose we have laid hands on, Wackford and me? "

" Pal not Mr. ? " Miss Squeers was unable to finish

the sentence, but Mrs. Browdie did it for her, and added,

"Nickleby?"
" No," said Squeers. " But next door to him though."
" You can't mean Smike? " cried Miss Squeers, clapping

her hands.
" Yes, I can though," rejoined her father* " I've got him,

hard and fast."

"Wa'at!" exclaimed John Browdie, pushing away his

plate. " Got that poor—dom'd scoundrel? Where?"
"Why, in the top back room, at my lodging," replied

Squeers, " with him on one side, and the key on the

other."
" At thy loodgin'! Thee'st gotten him at thy loodgin'?

Hoi hoi The schoolmeasther agin all England 1 Give us

thee bond, mun; I'm darned but I must shak thee by the

bond for thot.^5otten hun at thy loodgin'?
"

" Yes," replied Squeers, staggering in his chair under the

congratulatory blow on the chest which the stout Yorkshire-

man dealt him; " thankee. Don't do it again. You mean
it kindly, I know, but it hurts rather. Yos, there he is.

That's not so bad, is it?
"

" Ba'ad ! " repeated John Browdie. " It's eneaf to scare a

mun to hear tell on."
" I thought it would surprise you a bit," said Squeers,

rubbing his hands. " It was pretty neatly done, and pretty

quick too."

N
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u T ?°° Tu ^ ".inquired John, sitting down dose to him.
reU us all aboot it, mun; coom, quick I

"

Although he ould not keep pace with John Browdie'i
imMticnce Mr. Squcers reUted the lucky chance by which
Smikc had fallen in' s hands, as quickly as he could, and.
«cept when he <. is in- rrupted by the admiring remarks of
his auditora, p^u d r..,t b the recital until he had brought
It to an end. *

"For fwr he s, uW »ive me the slip, by any -hance."
observed Squeer; - .-- i-j - • . r'. J.

.
J ~*^^»

ning, " I've takei

for Wackford anu
the accounts ar J

So, it's very luck

Vi he ha(* finished, looking very cun
h '•lit-

. J. to-morrow morning—
-ijm arri t oxid have arranged to leave
.e ; ;>, .3 to the agent, don't you see?

, ' you ..),. e to-day, or you'd have missed
us; as It IS, unlesi yoi. < ail come and tea with me to-
night we shar t see anytliing more of you before we eo
away.

'

»

" Dean't say anoother wurd,"' returned the Yorkshireman.
shaking him by the hand. " We'd coom, if it was twonty

" No, would you though? " returned Mr. Squeers, who had
not expected quite such a ready acceptance of his invitation
or he would have considered twice before he gave it.

John Browdie's only reply was another squeeze of the hand
and an assurance that they would not begin to see London till
to-morrow, so that they might be at Mr. Snawley's at six
o clock without fail. After some further conversation. Mr
Squeers and his son departed.
During the remainder of the day, Mr. Browdie was in a

very odd and excitable state; bursting occasionaUy into an
explosion of laughter, and then taking up his hat and running
into the coach-yard to have it out by himself. He waa
very restless too, constantly walking in and out, and snapping
his fingers, and dancing scraps of uncouth country dances
and, ui short, conducting himself in such a very extraordinary'
manner, that Miss Squeers opined he was going mad, and
begging her dear 'Tilda not to distress herself, communicated
her suspicions in so many words. Mrs. Browdie however
without discovering any great alarm, observed thit she had
seen him so, once before, and that although he was almost
sure to be ill after it, it would not be anything very serious,
and therefore he was better left alone.

° ^
'
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The remit proved her to be perfectly correct; for, while
they were all sitting in Mr. Snawley's parlour that night,
and just as it was beginning to get dusk, John Browdie was
taken so ill, and seized with such an alarming dizziness in
thf head, that the whole company were thrown into the
utmost consternation. His good lady, indeed, was the only
person present who retained presence of mind enough to
observe that if he were allowed to lie down on Mr. Squeers's
bed for an hour or so, and were left entirely to himself, he
would be sure to recover again almost as quickly as he had
been taken ill. Nobody could refuse to try the effect of so
reasonable a proposal, before sending for a surgeon. Accord-
ingly, John was supported upstairs, with great difficulty

(being a monstrous weight, and regularly tumbling down
two steps ever\ time they hoisted him up three), and, being
laid on the bed, was left in charge . f his wife, who after a
•hort mterval re-appeared in the parlour, with the gratifying
intelligence that he had idUen fast asleep.

Now, the fact was, that at that particular moment, John
Browdie was sitting on the bed, with the reddest face ever
seen, cramming the comer of the pillow mto his mouth, to
prevent his roaring out loud with laughter. He had no sooner
succeeded in suppressing this emotion, than he slipped off

his shoe , and, creeping to the adjoining room where the
prisoner was confined, turned the key, which was on the
outside, and darting in, covered Smike's mouth with his huge
hand before he could utter a sound.

" Ods-bobs, dost thee not know me, mun? " whispered the
Vorkshireman to the bewildered lad. " Browdie. Chap as
met thee efther schoohneasther was banged ?

"

'' Yes, yes," cried Smike. "Oh! help me."
" Help thee! " replied John, stopping his mouth again, the

instant he had said thus much. " Thee didi t r ed help, if

thee wam't as silly yoongster as ever draw'd . reath. Wa'at
did 'ee come here for, then? "

" He brought me; oh! he brought me, cried Smike.
" Brout thee !

" replied John. " Why didn't "ee punch his
head, or lay theeself doon and kick, and : que.! out for the
poUis? I'd ha' licked a doozen such as hin when I was
yoong as thee. But thee be'est a poor brr ker doot^ chap,'
said John, sadly, " and God forgi' me for biagi^nng ower yan
o' his weakest creeturs

!

"

'!
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'

Smike opened his moutk to speak, but John Browdie
stopped him.

" Stan' still," said the Yorkshireman, " and doant'ee speak
a morsel o' talk till I tell'ee."

With this caution, John Browdie shook his head signifi-

cantly, and, drawing a screw-driver from his pocket, took off

the box of the lock in a very deliberate and workmanlike
manner, and laid it, together with the implement, on the floor,

" See thot? " said John. " Thot be thy doin'. Noo, coot
awa'l"
Smike looked vacantly at him, as if unable to comprehend

his meaning.
" I say, coot awa'," repeated John, hastily. " Dost thee

know where thee livest? Thee dost? Weel. Are yon thy
clothes, or schoolmeasther's?

"

" Mine," replied Smike, as the Yorkshireman hurried him
to the adjoining room, and pointed out a pair of shoes and
a coat which were lying on a chair.

" On wi' *em I " said John, forcing the wrong arm into the
wrong sleeve, and winding the tails of the coat round the
fugitive's neck. "Noo, foller me, and when thee get'st

ootside door, turn to the right, and they wean't see thee
pass."

*' But—but—he'll hear me shut the door," replied Smike,
trembling from head to foot.

" Then dean't shut it at all," retorted John Browdie^
" Dang it, thee bean't afeard o' schoolmeasther's takkin

cold, I hope? "

" N-no," said Smike, his teeth chattering in his head.
" But he brought me back before, and will again. He will,

he will indeed."

"He wuU, he wull?" replied John, impatiently. "He
wean't, he wean't. Look'ee 1 I wont to do this neighbourly

loike, and let them think thee's gotten awa' o' theeself, but
if he cooms oot o' thot parlour awhiles thee'rt clearing off,

he mun' have mercy on his oun boans, for I wean't. If he
foinds it oot, soon efther, I'll put 'un on a wrong scent, I

warrant 'ee. But if thee keep'st a good hart, thee'lt be at

whoam afore they know thee'st gotten off. Coom 1

"

Smike, who comprehended just enough of this to know it

was intended as encouragement, prepared to follow with
tottering steps, when John whispered in his ear.
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" Thee'lt just tell yoong Measther, that I'm sploiced to

•Tilly Price, and to be heard on at the Saracen by latther,

and that I bean't jealous of 'un—dang it, I'm loike to boost

when I think o' that neight! 'Cod, I think I see 'un now,

a powderin' awa* at the thin bread an' buttherl

"

It was rather a ticklish recollection for John just then,

for he was within an ace of breaking out into a loud guffaw.

Restraining himself, however, just in time, by a great effort,

he glided downstairs, hauling Smike behind him; then,

plaang himself close to the parlour-door, to confront the first

person that might come out, he signed to Smike to make off

Having got so far, Smike needed no second bidding.

Opening the house-door gently, and casting a look of mingled

gratitude and terror at his deliverer, he took the direction

which had been indicated to him, and sped away, like the

wind.

The Yorkshireman remained on his post, for a few minutes,

but, finding that there was no pause in the conversation

inside, crept back again unheard, and stood listening over

the stair-rail for a full hour. Everything remaining per-

fectly quiet, he got into Mr. Squeers's bed, once more, and

drawing the clothes over his head, laughed till he was nearly

smothered*

If there could only have been somebody by, to see how
the bed-clothes shook, and to see the Yorkshireman's great

red face and round head appear above the sheets, every now
and then, like some jovial monster coming to the surface to

breathe, and once more dive down convulsed with the

laughter which came bursting forth afresh—that somebody

would have been scarcely less amused than John Browdie

himself.

CHAPTER XL

IN WHICH NICHOLAS FALLS IN LOVE. HE EMPLOYS A

MEDIATOR, WHOSE PROCEEDINGS ARE CROWNED WITH
UNEXPECTED SUCCESS, EXCEPTING IN ONE SOLITARY

PARTICULAR

Once more out of the clutches of his old persecutor, it

needed no fresh stimulation to call forth the utmost energy

and exertion that Smike was capable of summoning to ms
I
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•id. Without pausing for a moment to reflect upon the
course he was taking, or the probability of its leading him
homewards or the reverse, he fled away with surprising
swiftness and constancy of purpose, borne upon such wings
as only Fear can wear, and impelled by imaginary shouts in
the well-remembered voice of Squeers, who, with a host of
pursuers, seemed to the poor fellow's disordered senses to
press hard upon his track; now left at a greater discance in
the rear, and now gaining faster and faster upon him, as the
alternations of hope and terror agitated him by turns. Long
after he had become assured that these sounds were but the
creation of his excited brain, he still held on, at a pace,
which even weakness and exhaustion could scarcely retard.
It was not until the darkness and quiet of a country road
recalled him to a sense of external objects, and the starry
sky, above, warned him of the rapid flight of time, that,
covered with dust and panting for breath, he stopped to
listen and look about him.

All was still and silent. A glare of light in the distance,
casting a warm glow upon the sky, marked where the huge
city lay. Sohtary fields, divided by hedges and ditches,
through many of which he had crashed and scrambled in his
flight, skirted the road, both by the way he had come and
upon the opposite side. It was late now. They could
scarcely trace him by such paths as he had taken, and if he
could hope to regain his own dwelling, it must surely be at
such a time as that, and under cover of the darkness. This,
by degrees, became pretty plain, even to the mind of Smike!
He had, at fiiit, entertained some vague and childish idea
of travelling into the country for ten or a dozen miles, and
then returning homewards, by a wide circuit, which should
keep him clear of London—so great was his apprehension of
traversing the streets alone, lest he should again encounter
his dreaded enemy—but, yielding to the conviction which
these thoughts inspired, he turned back, and taking the open
road, though not without many fears and misgivings, made
for London again, with scarcely less speed of foot than that
with which he had left the temporary abode of Mr. Squeers.
By the time he re-entered it, at the western extremity,

the greater part of the shops were closed. Of the throngs
of people who had been tempted abroad after the heat of the
day, but few remained in the streets, and they were lounging
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home. But of these he asked his way from time to time,

and, by dint of repeated inquiries, he at length reached the

dwelling of Newman Noggs.

All that evening, Newman had been hunting and search-

ing in by-ways and comers for the very person who now
knocked at his door, while Nicholas had been pursuing the

same inquiry in other directions. He was sitting, with u

melancholy air, at his poor supper, when Smike's timorous

and uncertain knock reached his ears. Alive to every sound,

in his anxious and expectant state, Newman hurried down-
stairs, and, uttering a cry of joyful surprise, dragged the

welcome visitor into the passage and up the stairs, and said

not a word until he had him safe in his own garret, and the

door was shut behind them, when he mixed a great mug-full

of gin and water, and holding it to Smike's mouth, as one
might hold a bowl of medicine to the lips of a refractory

child, commanded him to drain it to the last drop.

Newman looked uncommonly blank when he found that

Smike did little more than put his lips to the precious mix-
ture; he was in the act of raising the mug to his own mouth
with a deep sigh of compassion for his poor friend's weakness,

when Smike, beginning to relate the adventures which had
befallen him, arrested him half-way, and he stood listening,

with the mug in his hand.

It was odd enough to see the change that came over New-
man as Smike proceeded. At first he stood, rubbing his lips

with the back of his hand, as a preparatory ceremony to-

wards composing himself for a draught; then, at the mention

of Squeers, he took the mug under his arm, and opening

his eyes very wide, looked on in the utmost astonishment.

When Smike came to the assault upon himself, in the hackney-

coach, he hastily deposited the mug upon the table, and
limped up and down the room in a state of the greatest ex-

citement, stopping himself with a jerk, every now and then,

as if to listen more attentively. When John Browdie camc-

to be spoken of, he dropped, by slow and gradual degrees, into

a chair, and rubbing his hands upon his knees—quicker and
quicker as the story reached its climax—burst, at last, into

a laugh composed of one loud sonorous " Ha ! ha I
" Hav-

ing given vent to which, his countenance immediately fell

again as he inquired, with the utmost anxiety, whether it was
probable that John Browdie and Squeers had come to blows ?

aoi
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" you're tired

—

They have been
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"No! I think not," replied Smike, " I don't thmk he
could have missed me till I had got quite away."
Newman scratched his head with a show of great dis-

appointment, and once more Ufting up the mug, applied
himself to the contents; smiling meanwhile, over the rim,
with a grim and ghastly smile at Smike.

" You shall stay here," said Newman;
fagged. I'll tell them you're come back,
half mad about you. Mr. Nicholas "

" God bless him I " cried Smike.
" Amen I " returned Newman. " He hasn't had a minute's

rest or peace; no more has the old lady, nor Miss
Nickleby."

"No, no. Has she thought about me?" said Smike.
" Has she though? Oh, has she, has she? Don't tell me
so, ii she has not."

" She has," cried Newman. " She is as noble-hearted as
she is beautiful."

" Yes, yes I " cried Smike. " Well said
!

"

" So mild and gentle," said Newman.
" Yes, yes! " cried Smike, with increasing eagerness.
" And yet with such a true and gallant spirit," pursued

Newman.
He was going on, in his enthusiasm, when, chancing to

look at his companion, he saw that he had covered his face
with his hands, and that tears were stealing out between his
fingers.

A moment before, the boy's eyes were sparkling with
unwonted fire, and every feature had been lighted up with
an excitement which made him appear, for the moment,
quite a different being.

" Well, well," muttered Newman, as if he were a httle
puzzled. " It has touched me, more than once, to think such
a nature should have been exposed to such trials; this poor
fellow—yes, yes,—he feels that too—it softens him—makes
him think of his former misery. Hah! That's it? Yes
that's—hum!"

It was by no means clear, from the tone of these broken
reflections, that Newman Noggs considered them as explain-
ing, at all satisfactorily, the emotion which had suggested
Uiem. He sat, in a musing attitude, for some time, regarding
Snuke occasionally with an anxious and doubtful glance,
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which sufficiently showed that he was not very remotely
connected with his thoughts.
At length he repeated his proposition that Smike should

remain where he was for that night, and that he (Noggs)
should straightway repair to the cottage to relieve the sus-
pense of the family. But, as Smike would not hear of this
—pleading his anxiety to see his friends again—thev eventu-
ally sallied forth together; and the night being, by this time,
far advanced, and Smike being, besides, so footsore that he
could hardly crawl along, it was within an hour of sunrise
when they reached their destination.

At the first sound of their voices outside the house,
Nicholas, who had passed a sleepless night, devising schemes
for the. recovery of his lost charge, started from his bed,
and joyfully admitted them. There was so much noisy con-
versation, and congratulation, and indignation, that the
remainder of the family were soon awakened, and Smike
received a warm and cordial welcome, not only from Kate,
but from Mrs. Nickleby also: who assured him of her future
favour and regard, and was so obliging as to relate for his
entertainment and that of the assembled circle a most re-
markable account extracted from some work the name of
which she had never known, of a miraculous escape from
some prison, but what prison or escape she couldn't remem-
ber, effected by an officer whose name she had forgotten,
confined for some crime which she didn't clearly recollect.
At first Nicholas was disposed to give his uncle credit for

some portion of this bold attempt (which had so nearly
proved successful), to carry oflF Smike; but, on more mature
consideration, he was inclined to think that the full merit
of it rested with Mr. Squeers. Determined to ascertain, if

he could, through John Browdie, how the case really stood,
he betook himself to his daily occupation: meditating as he
went, on a great variety of schemes for the punishment of
the Yorkshire schoolmaster, all of which had their foundation
in the strictest principles of retributive justice, and had but
the one drawback of being wholly impracticable.
"A fine morning, Mr. Linkinwater! " said Nicholas,

entering the office.

" Ah
!
" replied Tim, " talk of the country, indeed ! What

do you think of this, now, for a day—a London day-—eh? "
" It's a little clearer out of town," said Nicholas.

I

is »i
i (

ill
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« You should see it
** Gearer! " echoed Tim Linkinwater.

from my bed-room window."
" You should see it from mine," replied Nicholas, with a

smile.

" Pooh! pooh! " said Tim Linkinwater. " Don't tell me.
Country

!
" (Bow was quite a rustic place to Tim.) " Non-

sense! What can you get in the country but new-laid eggs
and flowers ? I can buy new-laid eggs in Leadenhall market,
any mommg before breakfast. And as to flowers, it's
worth a run upstairs to smell my mignonette, or to see the
double-wallflower in the back-attic window, at No. 6. in the
court."

'

" There is a double-wallflower at No. 6, in the court, is
there? " said Nicholas.

" Yes, is there! " replied Tim, " and planted in a cracked
jug, without a spout. There were hyacinths there, this last
spring, blossoming in but you'll laugh at that."

I'

At what? "

" At their blossoming in old blacking-bottles," said Tim.
"Not I, indeed," returned Nicholas.
Tim looked wistfully at him, for a moment, as if he were

encouraged by the tone of this reply to be more communica-
tive on the subject; sticking behind his ear, a pen that he
had been making, and shutting up his knife with a smart
cuck, he said,

" They belong to a sickly bed-ridden hump-backed boy,
and seem to be the only pleasures, Mr. Nickleby, of his sad
existence. How many years is it," said Tim, pondering,

since I first noticed him, quite a little child, dragging him-
self about on a pair of tiny crutches? Well! Well! Not
many; but though they would appear nothing, if I thought
of other things, they seem a long long time, when I think of
him. It IS a sad thing," said Tim, breaking off, " to see a
httle deformed child sitting apart from other children, who
are active and merry, watching the games he is denied the
power to share in. He made my heart ache very often."

•
"iJ^r

'^ * ^°°^' heart," said Nicholas, " that disentangles
Itself from the close avocations of every day, to heed such
things. You were saying "

That the flowers belonged to this poor boy," said Tim;
"that's all. When it is fine weather, and he can crawl out
of bed, he draws a chair close to the window, and sits there,
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looking at them and arranging them, all day long. We used

to nod, at first, and then we came to speak. Formerly, when
I called to him of a morning, and asked him how he was, he

would smile, and say, ' better '; but now he shakes his head,

and only bends more closely over his old plants. It must be

dull to watch the dark house-tops and the flying clouds, for

so many months; but he is very patient."
" Is there nobody in the house to cheer or help him? '*

asked Nicholas.
" His father lives there, I believe," replied Tim, " and

other people too; but no one seems to care much for the

poor sickly cripple. I have asked him, very often, if I can

do nothing for him; his answer is always the same.
' Nothing.' His voice is growing weak of late, but I can see

that he makes the old reply. He can't leave his bed now,
so they have moved it close beside the window, and there he

lies, aU day: now, looking at the sky, and now at his flowers,

which he still makes shift to trim and water, with his own
thin hands. At night, when he sees my candle, he draws

back his curtain, and leaves it so*, till I am in bed. It seems
such company to him to know that I am there, that I often

sit at my window for an hour or more, that he may see I am
still awake; and sometimes I get up in the night to look at

the dull melancholy light in his little room, and wonder
whether he is awake or sleeping.

" The night will not be long coming," said Tim, " when
he will sleep, and never wake again on earth. We have
never so much as shaken hands in all our lives, and yet I

shall miss him like an old friend. Are there any country

flowers that could interest me like these, do you think? Or
do you suppose that the withering of a hundred kinds of the

choicest flowers that blow, called by the hardest Latin names
that were ever invented, would give me one fraction of the

pain that I shall feel when those old jugs and bottles are

swept away as lumber ! Country !
" cried Tim, with a con-

temptuous emphasis; " don't you know that I couldn't have
such a court under my bedroom window, anywhere, but in

London? "

With which inquiry, Tim turned his back, and, pretending

to be absorbed in his accounts, took an opportunity of

hastily wiping his eyes when he supposed Nicholas was look-

ing another way.

__-
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^cther It WM that Tim'i accounts were more thanusuaUy intricate that morning, or whether it was that his
habitual serenity had been a little disturbed by these recoUec-
tions, It so happened that when Nicholas returned from«ecutmg some commission, and inquired whether Mr.
Charles Cheeryblc was alone in his room, Tim prompUy, and
without the smallest hesitation, replied in the aMnnative,
^Uiough somebody had passed into the room not ten minut^
before, and Tun took especial and particular pride in prevent-

ISL?^
*"^''°° on either of the brothers when they were

engaged with any visitor whatever.

^klHi.^*^ ^!"f ^ ^™ *' <>nc«/' ""d Nicholas, " if

No answer.

Another knock, and still no answer,

table^^
^'* ^ ***"*" ^°^^^ Nicholas. " I'll lay it on his

So, Nicholas opened the door and walked in: and vervquK^Iy he turned to walk -out again, when he saw, to his
great astomshment and discomfiture, a young lady upon her
knees at Mr. Cheeryble's feet, and Mr. Chee^ble besSiW
her to nse, and entreating a third person who had t^
appearance of the young lady's female attendant, to add her
persuasions to his to mduce her to do so

Nicholas stammered out an awkward apology, and was
preapitately retanng, when the young lady, turning her heada httle, presented to his view the features of the lovely girlwhom he had seen at the register-office on his first visit long
before. Glancing from her to the attendant, he recognised
the same clumsy servant who had accompanied her then:
and between his admiration of the young lady's beauty, and
the confusion and surprise of this ui.'^xpected recognition, he
stood stock-still, m such a bewildered state of surprise and
embarrassment that, for the moment, he was quite bereft of
the power either to speak or move.

'My dear ma'am—my dear young lady," cried brc ir
Charles m violent agitation, " pray don't-not another word,
I beseech and entreat you ! I implore you—I beg of you—to
nse. We—we—are not alone."

"^ /

As he spoke, he raised the young lady, who sta»fered to a
chair and swooned away.
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"She has fainted, nr/' said Nicholas, darting eagerly

forward.

"Poor dear, poor dear! "cried brother Charles. "Where
is my brother Ned ? Ned, my dear brother, come here pray."
" Brother Charles, my dear fellow," replied his brother,

hurrying into the room, " what is the ahl what- "

" Hushl hiuhl—not a word for your life, brother Ned,"

returned the other. "Ring for the housekeeper, my dear

brother—call Tim Linkinwaterl Here, Tim Linkinwater,

sir—Mr. Nickleby, my dear sir, leave the room, I beg and

beseech of you."
" I think she is better now," said Nicholas, who had been

watdiing the patient so eagerly, that he had not heard the

request.
" Poor bird 1 " cried brother Charles, gently taking her

hand in his, and laying her head upon his arm. " Brother

Ned, my dear fellow, you will be surprised, I know, to witness

this, in business hours; but
—

" here he was again reminded

of the presence of Nicholas, and, shaking him by the hand,

earnestly requested him to leave the room, and to send Tim
Linkinwater without an instant's delay.

Nicholas immediately withdrew, and, on his way to the

counting-house, met both the old housekeeper and Tim
Linkinwater, jostling each other in the passage, and hurrying

to the scene of action with extraordinary speed. Without

waiting to hear his message, Tim Linkinwater darted into

the room, and presently afterwards Nicholas heard the door

shut and locked on the inside.

He had abundance of time to ruminate on this discovery,

for Tim Linkinwater was absent during the greater part of

an hour, during the whole of which time Nicholas tiiought

of nothing but the young lady, and her exceeding beauty,

and what could possibly have brought her there, and why
they made such a mystery of it. The more he thought of

all this, the more it perplexed him, and the more anxious he
became to know who and what she was. " I should have

known her among ten thousand," thought Nicholas. And
with that he walked up and down the room, and recalling

her face and figure (of which he had a peculiarly vivid

remembrance), discarded all other subjects of reflection and
dwelt upon that alone.

At length Tim Linkinwater came back—provokingly cool.
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"l^^Pf?*" "* ^ ***"**' *nd » pen in hit mouth, as ifnothing had happened. '

«^H T^ recovered? » laid Nicholas, impetuously.
Who? '* returned Tim Linkinwater.

t^««"u«x.

" Who 1
" repeated Nicholas. " The young lady."

What do you make, Mr. Nickleby," said Tim takinc hi.
pen out of his mouth, " what do you 'make of Sir huTdrlS

thirt^-'ht?'^^"
*«ne» three thousand two hundred and

" Nay," returned Nicholas, " what do you make of my
question first? I asked you " ^

"About the young lady," said Tim Linkinwater, putting
on^his spectacles. "To be sure. Yes. Oh I she's veiy

" Very \yell, is she? " returned Nicholas.

« «w^ Y®"'" '®P^'®^ ^'- Linkinwater, gravely.
Wil she be able to go home to-day? " asked Nicholas.
She's gone," said Tim.

"Gone I"
" Yes."
" I hope she has not far to go? " said Nicholas, looking

earnestly at the other. '
luoxing

xT-'^^*,' ""^F"*^ ?^ immovable Tim, " I bo^e she hasn't."
Nicholas hazarded one or two further remarks, but it was

evident that Tim Linkinwater had his own reasois for ev^mg the subject, and that he was determined to afford no
further information respecting the fair unknown, who hadawakened so much cunosity in the breast of his young friend.
Nothing daunted by this repulse, Nicholas returned to the
charge next day, emboldened by the circumstance of MrLmkmwater being m a very talkative and communicative
mood; but, he no sooner resumed the theme, than Tim
relapsed mto a state of the most provoking taciturnity, andfrom answering m monosyUables, came to returning no
answers at aU save such as were to be inferred from several
grave nods and shrugs, which only serve to whet that appe-
tite for mteUigence in Nicholas, which had already attamS
a most unreasonable height.

Foiled in these attempts, he was fain to content himself
with watchmg for the young lady's next visit, but here again

return. He looked eagerly at the superscription of all the



Nicholas Falls in Love 527

notes and letters, but there was not one among them which

he could fancy to be in her handwriting. On two or three

occasions he was employed on business which took him to a
distance, and had formerly been transacted by Tim Liiikin-

water. Nicholas could not help suspecting that, for some
reason or other, he was sent out of the way on purpose, and
that the young lady was there in his absence. Nothing

transpired, however, to confirm this suspicion, and Tim could

not he entrapped into any confession or admission tending

to support it in the smallest degree.

Mystery and disappointment are not absolutely indis-

pensable to the growth of love, but they are, very often, its

powerful auxiliaries. " Out of sight, out of mind," is well

enough as a proverb applicable to cases of friendship, though

absence is not always necessary to hoUowness of heart, even

between friends, and truth and honesty, like precious stones,

are perhaps most easily imitated at a distance, when the

counterfeits often pass for real. Love, however, is very

materially assisted by a warm and active imagination, which

has a long memory, and will thrive for a considerable time

on very slight and sparing food. Thus it is, that it often

attains its most luxvuiant growth in separation and under

circumstances of the utmost difficulty; and thus it was.

that Nicholas, thinking of nothing but the unknown young
lady, from day to day and from hour to hour, b^an, at last,

to think that he was very desperately in love with her, and
that never was such an ill-used and persecuted lover as he.

Still, though he loved and languished after the most
orthodox models, and was only deterred from making a con-

fidante of Kate by the slight considerations of having never,

in all his life, spoken to the object of his passion, and having

never set eyes upon her, except on two occasions, on both of

which she had come and gone like a flash of lightning—or, as

Nicholas himself said, in the numerous conversations he held

with himself, like a vision of youth and beauty much too

bright to last—his ardour and devotion remained without

its reward. The young lady appeared no more; so there

was a great deal of love wasted (enough indeed to have set

up half-a-dozen young gentlemen, as times go, with the

utmost decenrv) and nobody was a bit the wiser for it; not
even Nicholas himself, who, on the contrary, became more
dull, sentimental, and lackadaisical, every day.
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Whae matters were in this state, the faUure of a cam.•pondent of the Brothers CheeryWi in G«™,y Ji^upon Tim Linkinwater and Nicholas the^SSi^r'^^through some verv long and complicated a^t^^lxtenS^Sover a considerable space of tiSie. To get thriuehSwith tfie greater dispatch, Tim Linkinwater pJoXi^tthey should remam at the counting-house, for a wetkor^

^VlJ«»<;^^,<x=l'.*t night; te th^ as n^'tJ^?„7dI^^^i
seal of Nicho as in the service of his kind patrSns-Xev^
romance, which has seldom business habite-hclh^BrfulW
•ssented. On the very first night of thes^ laS^ ho^^""tnme exactly, there came: not the young lady hen^WbSth«r servant, who, being closeted with 7ro^i^ ?Sri« forsome time, went away, and returned next night at thelamehour, and on the next, and on the next again

*""**"*°»«

tnThf* "*1f^**
yisitt inflamed the curiosity of Nicholasto the very highest piteh. Tantalized and excited beyond

all bearing, and unable to fathom the myste^wiiout

NMgs, unplonng him to be on the watch next nieht-to
follow the girl home; to set on foot such inq!^ri,S*reUti^
to Uie name, cond tion, and history of her misS-^' „ he

rhf^'^-^'^S! T''^ '"*P'^'°"' *«d to reportS ^uhto hun with the least possible delay.

^^7^"^ if"
°'?^" P'^"** °^ ^ commission, NewmanNog^s took up his post, m the square, on the foUowSe

S^h^ "? ?^ P^P *Pl P""^« ^ *^at over his ey^began hw watch with an elaborate appearance of mysteryadmirably calculated to excite the suspWn of aU beholden

.^S'l.>tr'L'*"'*!!'-«''^
^*^° *^^ to draw watered'•undry httle boys who stopped to drink at the ladle w^e

almost sc^ed out of their senses, by the appS^^I
^ntr*° ^^ ^^^""^ 'toalthily roiid the pump, wiSnothmg of him visible but his face, and that weaiLX
expression of a meditative Ogre.

weanng tne

^t^'^T'^.^ ^*'
*l"*' ?' messenger came again, and,

f^lrZ "'m™'' ''^u'V^'''
^^"g"'' ^"^^^o« ^ Usui'departed. Newman had made two appointments withNidioks: one for the next evening, cSSditionaJ on ittuaess: one the next night following, which was to be keptunder all circumstances. The first night he was not at the
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(• half-certain tavero about
Square), but on the second night he was

there, before Nicholas, and received him with open arms.
" It's all right," whispered Newman. " Sit down. Sit

down, there's a dear young man, and let me tell you all

about it."

Nicholas needed no second invitation, and eagerly inquired

what was the news.
" There's a great deal of news," said Newman, in a flutter

of exultation. " It's all right. Don't be anxious. I don't
know where to begin. Never mind that. ICeep up your
spirits. It's all right."
" Well ? " said Nicholas eagerly. " Yes? '»

" Yes," replied Newman. " That's it."

" What's it ? " said Nicholas. " The name—the name, my
dear fellow 1"

" The name's Bobster," replied Newman.
" Bobster I

" repeated Nicholas, indignantly.
" That's the name," said Newman. " I remember it by

Lobster."
" Bobster i" repeated Nicholas, more emphatically than

before. " That must be the servant's name."
" No, it an't," said Newman, shaking his head with great

positiveness. " Miss Cecilia Bobster."
" Cecilia, eh? " returned Nicholas, muttering the two

names together over and over again in every variety of tone,

to try the effect. " Well, Cecilia is a pretty name."
" Very. And a pretty creature too," said Newman.
"Who? "said Nicholas.
" Miss Bobster."
" Why, where have you seen her? " demanded Nicholas.
" Never mind, my dear boy," retorted Noggs, dapping him

on the shoulder. " I have seen her. You shall see her. I've

managed it all."

"My dear Newman," cried Nicholas, grasping his hand;
" are you serious ?

"

" I am," replied Newman. " I mean it all. Every word.
You shall see her to-morrow night. She consents to hear

you speak for yourself. I persuaded her. She is all affa-

bility, sweetness, and beauty."
" I know she is; I know she must be, Newman I " said;

Nicholas, wringing his hands.
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in

** You are right," returned Newman,
"Where does she live?" cried Nicholas. "What have

you learnt of her history? Has she a father—mother—any
brothers—sisters? What did she say? How came you to
see her? Was she not very much surprised ? Did you say
how passionately I have longed to speak to her? P'.' you
tell her where I had seen her? Did you tell her how, and
when, and where, and how long, and how often, I have
thought of that sweet face which came upon me in my
bitterest distress like a glimpse of some better world—did
you, Newman—did you ?

"

Poor Noggs literally gasped for breath as this flood of
questions rushed upon him, and moved spasmodically in his
chair at every fresh inqiiry, staring at Nicholas meanwhile
with a most ludicrous expression of perplexity.

" No," said Newman, " I didn't tell her that."
" Didn't tell her which? " asked Nicholas.

„
" 4^°"*^ ^^® glimpse of the better world," said Newman.

" I didn't tell her who you were, either, or where you'd seen
her. I said you loved her to distraction."

" That's true, Newman," replied Nicholas, with his charac-
teristic vehemence. " Heaven knows I do !

"

" I said too, that you hac' admired her for a long time in
secret," said Newman.

" Yes, yes. What did she say to that? " asked Nicholas.
" Blushed," said Newman.
"To be sure. Of course she would," said Nicholas,

approvingly.

Newman then went on to say, that the young lady was an
only child, that her mother was dead, that she resided with
her father, and that she had been induced to allow her lover
a secret interview, at the intercession of her servant who had
great influence with her. He further related how it required
much moving and great eloquence to bring the young lady
to this pass ; how it was expressly understood that she merely
afforded Nicholas an opportunity of declaring his passion;
and how she by no means pledged herself to be favourably
impressed with his intentions. The mystery of her visits
to the Brothers Cheeryble, remained wholly unexplained, for
Newman had not alluded to them, either in his preliminary
conversations with the servant or his subsequent interview
-with the mistress, merely remarking that he had been in-



A Revulsion of Feeling 531

structed to watch the girl home and plead his young friend'*

cause, and not saying how far he had followed her, or from
what point. But Newman hinted that from what had fallen

from the confidante, he had been led to suspect that the

young lady led a very miserable and unhappy life, under the

strict control of her only parent, who was of a violent and
brutal temper; a circumstance which he thought might in

some degree account, both for her having sought the protec-

tion and friendship of the brothers, and her suffering herself

to be prevailed upon to grant the promised interview. The
last he held to be a very logical deduction from the premises,

inasmuch as it was but natural to suppose that a young lady,

whose present condition was so unenviable, would be more
than commonly desirous to change it.

It appeared, on further questioning—for it was only by
a very long and arduous process that all this could be got
out of Newman Noggs—that Newman, in explanation of his

shabby appearance, had represented himself as being, for

certain wise and indispensable purposes connected with that

intrigue, in disguise; and, being questioned how he had come
to exceed his commission so far, as to procure an interview,

he responded, that the lady appearing willing to grant it,

he considered himself bound, both in duty and gallantry, to

avail himself of such a golden means of enabling Nicholas

to prosecute his addresses. After these and aJl possible

questions had been asked and answered twenty times over,

they parted, undertaking to meet on the following night at

half-past ten, for the purpose of fulfilling the appointment:

which was for eleven o'clock.
" Things come about very strangely I

" thought Nicholas,

as he walked home. " I never contemplated anything of

this kind; never dreamt of the possibility of it. To know
something of the life of one in whom I felt such interest; to

see her in the street, to pass the house in which she lived, to

meet her sometimes in her walks, to hope that a day might
come when I might be in a condition to tell her of my love,

this was the utmost extent of my thoughts. Now, however
—but I should be a fool, indeed, to repine at my own good
fortune

!

"

Still, Nicholas was dissatisfied; and there was more in the

dissatisfaction than mere revulsion of feeling. He was angry

with the young lady for being so easily won, " because,"
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reasoned Nicholas, " it is not as if she knew it was I, but
It might have been anybody,"—which was certainly not
pleasant. The next moment, he was angry with himself for
entertaming such thoughts, arguing that nothing but good-
ness could dwell in such a temple, and that the behaviour of
tiie brothers sufficiently showed the estimation in which they
held her. " The fact is, she's a mystery altogether," said
Nicholas. This was not more satisfactory than his previous
course of reflection, and only drove him out upon a new sea
of speculation and conjecture, where he tossed and tumbled,m great discomfort of mind, until the clock struck ten, and
the hour of meeting drew nigh.

Nicholas had dressed himself with great care, and even
Newman Noggs had trimmed himself up a little; his coat
presenting the phenomenon of two consecutive buttons, and
the supplementary pins being inserted at tolerably regular
mtervals. He wore his hat, too, in the newest taste, with
a pocket-handkerchief in the crown, and a twisted end of it
straggling out behind after the fashion of a pigtail, though
he could scarcely lay claim to the ingenuity of inventing this
latter decoration, inasmuch as he was utterly unconscious of
it: being in a nervous and excited condition which rendered
hmi quite insensible to everything but the great object of the
expedition.

They traversed the streets in profound silence; and after
walkmg at a round pace for some distance, arrived in one
of a gloomy appearance and very little frequented, near the
Edgeware-road.

" Number twelve," said Newman.
" Oh I " replied Nicholas, looking about him.
" Good street? " said Newman.
" Yes," returned Nicholas. " Rather dull."
Newman made no answer to this remark, but, halting

abruptly, planted Nicholas with his back to some area rail-
mgs, and gave him to understand that he was to wait there
without moving hand or foot, until it was satisfactorily
ascertained that the coast was dear. This done, Noggs
limped away with great alacrity; looking over his shoulder
every instant, to make quite certain that Nicholas was
obeying his directions; and, ascending the steps of a house
some half-dozen doors off, was lost to view.

After a short delay, he re-appeared, and limping back
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again, halted midway, and beckoned Nicholas to foUow him<
" Well? " said Nidiolas, advancing towards him on tiptoe.
" All right," replied Newman, in high glee. " All ready;

nobody at home. G)uldn't be better. Hal ha I"
Witii this fortifying assurance, he stole past a street-door,

on which Nicholas caught a glimpse of a brass plate, with
" BoBSTEK," in very la^e letters; and, stopping at the area-

gate, which was open, signed to his young friend to descend.
" What the devil I " cried Nicholas, drawing back. " Are

we to sneak into the kitchen, as if we came after the forks?
"

" Hush I " replied Newman. " Old Bobster—ferocious

Turk. He'd kill 'em all—^box the young lady's ears—^he

does—often."
" What I

" cried Nicholas, in high wrath, " do you mean
to tell me that any man would dare to box the ears of

such a
"

He had no time to sing the praises of his mistress, just

then, for Newman gave him a gentle push which had nearly

precipitated him to the bottom of the area steps. Thinking
it best to take the hint in good part, Nicholas descended
without further remonstrance, but with a countenance be-

speaking anything rather than the hope and rapture of a
passionate lover. Newman followed—he would have fol-

lowed head first, but for the timely assistance of Nicholas

—

and, taking his hand, led him through a stone passage, pro-

foundly dark, into a back kitchen or cellar, of the blackest

and most pitchy obscurity, where they stopped.
" Well I " said Nicholas, in a discontented whisper, " this

is not all, I suppose, is it?
"

" No, no," rejoined Noggs; " they'll be here directly.

It's aU right."
" I am glad to hear it," said Nicholas. " I shouldn't have

thought it, i confess."

They exchanged no further words, and there Nicholas

stood, listening to the loud breathing of Newman Noggs, and
imagining that his nose seemed to glow like a red-hot coal,

even in tiie midst of the darkness which enshrouded thenu
Suddenly, the sound of cautious footsteps attracted his ear,

and directly afterwards a female yoice inquired if the gentle-

man was there.
" Yes," replied Nicholas, turning towards the comer from

which the voice proceeded. " Who is that?
"

' Hij
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" Only me, sir," replied the voice. " Now if yo« please
ma'am." ' *^ ^^*
A gleam of light shone into the place, and presently the

servant-girl appeared, bearing a light, and followed by her
young mistress, who seemed to be overwhelmed by modesty
and confusion. '

At sight of the young lady, Nicholas started and changed
colour; his heart beat violently, and he stood rooted to the
spot. At that instant and almost simultaneously with her
arrival and that of the candle, there was heard a loud and
furious knocking at the street-door, which caused Newman
Noggs to jump up with great agility from a beer-barrel on
wluch he had been seated astride, and to exclaim abruptiy.
and with a face of Ashy paleness, " Bobster, by the Lord! "

XT- u ,^®""^ lady shrieked, the attendant wrung her hands.
Nicholas gazed from one to the other in apparent stupe-
faction, and Newman hurried to and fro, thrusting his hands
into all his pockets successively, and drawing out the linings
of every one m the excess of his irresolution. It was but a
moment, but the confusion crowded into that one moment
no imagination can exaggerate.
"Leave the house, for Heaven's sake! We have done

wrong, we deserve it all," cried the young lady. " Leave the
house, or I am ruined and undone for ever."
"Will you hear me say but one word! " cried Nicholas.
Only one. I will not detain you. Will you hear me say

one word m explanation of this mischance ?
"

But Nicholas might as well have spoken to the wind, for
the young lady, with distracted looks, hurried up the stairs.He would have followed her, but Newman, twisting his hand
in his coat collar, dragged him towards the passage by which
they had entered.

*- -» /

„.".^f^
"^® SO, Newman, in the Devil's name!" cried

Nicholas. I must speak to her. I wiUI I will not leave
this house without."

" Reputation—character—violence—consider," said New-
man, clinging round him with both arms, and hurrying him
away Let them open the door. We'll go, as we came,
directly it's shut. Come. This way. Here."
Overpowered by the remonstrances of Newman, and the

tears and prayers of the giri, and the tremendous knocking
above, which had never ceased, Nicholas allowed himself to
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hurried Bobster; and, precisely as 1

entrance by the street-door, he and Noggs made their exit by
the area-gate.

They hurried away, through several streets, without stop-

ping or speaking. At last, they halted and confronted each

other with blank and rueful faces.

" Never mind," said Newman, gasping for breath. " Don't

1 ;ast down. It's all right. More fortunate next time. It

couldn't be helped. I did my part."
" Excellently," replied Nicholas, taking his hand. " Ex-

cellently, and like the true and zealous friend you are. Only
—^mind, I am not disappointed, Newman, and feel just as

much indebted to you—only i
.' was the wrong lady."

"Eh?" cried Newman Noggs. "Taken in by the ser-

vant?
"

" Newman, Newman," said Nicholas, laying his hand upon
his shoulder: " it was the wrong servant too."

Newman's under-jaw dropped, and he gazed at Nicholas,

with his sound eye fixed fast and motionless in his head.
" Don't take it to heart," said Nicholas; " it's of no conse-

quence; you see I don't care about it; you followed the

wrong person, that's all."

That was all. Whether Newman Noggs had looked round

the pump, in a slanting direction, so long, that his sight

became impaired; or whether, finding that there was time

to spare, he had recruited himself with a few drops of some-

thing stronger than the pump could yield—by whatsoever

means it had come to pass, this was his mistake. And
Nicholas went home to brood upon it, and to meditate upon
the charms of the unknown young lady, now as far beyond
his reach as ever.

CHAPTER XLI

CONTAINING SOBIE ROMANTIC PASSAGES BETWEEN MRS.

NICKLEBY AND THE GENTLEMAN IN THE SMALL-CLOTHES

NEXT DOOR

Ever since her last momentous conversation with her son,

Mrs. Nickleby had begun to display unusual care in the adorn-

ment of her person, gradually superadding to those staid

and matronly habiliments which had, up to that time, formed
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tLt^?J^ ^^'^' *. ^*r**y «' embellishments and decora-tions slight perhaps m themselves, but, taken tt^ether^Hconsidered with reference to the subject of hTr d^l^ure ofno meaji importance Even her blaik ^J^J^^'^^i.t

by a P™d'enTi'p^:i;"hl"^^^ ^T
ajone, escaped the general wreck and been nermitt^^!!

whSe'^Xtr.rLiS
''' ?™^" '' ^' drrwe^^^dl^xS

7!^ jiay' gnt seldom shone,, her moumine irarmenSas«nned quite a new character. From beTgX^^id
v^ ?',^P«^,^d sorrow for the dead, th?y K^Tc^^
ujonihe"Hv^f

^ '' ^*^ ^^"«^^-- -^ Jaiing desl^

• ^i!^' ^i^J^^^y
m'ght have been stimulated to this oroceeH

^cel^rJ^'Xr''- 'J 1"^' *"<^ impulses ofIquXn^Weexcellence She might, by this time, have become imorea^

Sfn cStf'"5 '°"S -<^"'g-- - unarnn^S^r
decomm^if?^.r hf^"'"^ ^P'T' *^^^P'« ^^ "fatness ind
an^^L

her bloommg daughter. Considerations of duty

rise irfLSS'thP^"'' '^' ^S* ™'g^^ »^*^« tXn"te
St alti '

^ ^ '^* P."'^^ *"^ ™o«t disinterested charitf

rnielfc. ™'? "f'^'
^^^'^ ^»^ ^^6" vilified by Nichd2*rudely stigmatised as a dotard and an idiot; and for thSe

s^tZ7t^!rf^;''''^''i!'h''^' N'ckleby wi> omesort, accountable. She might have felt that it wa^ the actof a good Christian to show, by all means in herXer thattiie abused gentieman was neither the oie nor^lTither

nenJn thT.K- •' *^ P""®^'"? ^ all men, in her own
frf^. ' M^'' Pf•"°'' ^^ ^^« °'o^t rational and reasonS
SscreetTnH' tV

V"'' '^' "^'^ ^«^"^^' ^^ ^^ othe^ whrchaiscreet and thinking persons might have forpsp^n frr>r«
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that night when I frowned at him? It was a mercy he

didn't emigrate. It very nearly drove him to it."

Whether the deceased might not have been better ofF if he

had emigrated in his bachelor days, was a question which his

relict did not stop to consider; for Kate entered the room,

with her work-box, in this stage of her reflections; and a

much slighter interruption, or no interruption at all, would

have diverted Mrs. Nickleby's thoughts into a new channel

at any time.
" Kate, my dear," said Mrs. Nickleby ; " I don't know how

it is, but a fine warm summer day like this, with the birds

singing in every direction, always puts me in mind of roast

pig, with sage and onion sauce, and made gravy."
" That's a curious association of ideas, is it not, mama? "

" Upon my word, my dear, I don't know," replied Mrs,

Nickleby. " Roast pig; let me see. On the day five weeks

after you were christened, we had a roast—^no, that couldn't

have been a pig, either, because I recollect there were a pair

of them to carve, and your poor papa and I could never have
thought of sitting down to two pigs—they must have been

partridges. Roast pig 1 I hardly think we ever could have

had one, now I come to remember, for your papa could

never bear the sight of them in the shops, and used to say

that they always put him in mind of very little babies, only

the pigs had much fairer complexions; and he had a horror

of little babies, too, because he couldn't very well aSord any
increase to his family, and had a natural dislike to the subject.

It's very odd now, what can have put that in my head ! I

recollect dining once at Mrs. Bevan's, in that broad street

round the comer by the coachmaker's, where the tipsy man
fell through the cellar-flap of an empty house nearly a week
before the quarter-day, and wasn't found till the new tenant

went in—and we had roast pig there. It must be that, I

think, that reminds me of it, especially as there was a little

bird in the room that would keep on singing all the time ot

dinner—at least, not a little bird, for it was a parrot, and he

didn't sing exactly, for he talked and swore dreadfully ; but I

think it must be iiiaX. Indeed I am sure it must. Shouldn't

you say so, my dear?
"

" I should say there was not a doubt about it, mama,"
returned Kate, with a cheerful smile.

" No; but do you think so, Kate?" said Mrs. Nickleby,
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mth as much gravity as if it were a question of the most
immmcnt and thrilling interest. " If you don't, say so at
once, you know; because it's just as weU to be correct,
particularly on a point of this kind, which is very curious
and worth settling while one thinks about it."
Kate laughingly replied that she was quiteconvinced : and

as her mama still appeared undetermined whether it was
not absolutely essential that the subject should be renewed
proposed that they should take their work into the summer-
house, and enjoy the beauty of the afternoon Mrs. Nickleby
readily assented, and to the summer-house they repaired
without further discussion.

'

" Well, I will «;Hy," observed Mrs. Nickleby, as she took her
seat, " that there never was such a good creature as Smike.
Upon my word, the pains he has taken in putting this little
arbour to rights, and training the sweetest flowers about it
are beyond anything I could have-^I wish he wouldn't
put aU the gravel on your side, Kate, my dear, though, and
leave nothing but mould for me."

" Dear mama," returned Kate, hastily, " take this seat-
do—to oblige me, mama."

„ "
^S' ,"?<!«*^> ^y <lear. I shaU keep my own side," said

Mrs. Nickleby. "Weill I declare I"
Kate looked up inquiringly.
" If he hasn't been," said Mrs. Nickleby, " and got, from

somewhere or other, a couple of roots of those flowers that
I said I was so fond of, the other night, and asked you if
you were not—no, that you said you were so fond of, the
other night, and asked me if I wasn't—it's the same thing
Now, upon my word, I take that as very kind and attentive
indeed I I don't see," added Mrs. Nickleby, looking narrowly
about her, " any of them, on my side, but I suppose they
grow best near the gravel. You may depend upon it they
do, Kate, and that's the reason they are all near you, and he
has put the gravel there, because it's the sunny side.' Uponmy word, that's very clever now 1 I shouldn't have had half
so much thought myself! "

" Mama," said Kate, bending over her work so that her face
was almost hidden, " before you were married "

"Dear me, Kate," interrupted Mrs. Nickleby, "what in
the name of goodness graciousness makes you fly off to the
time before I was married, when I'm talking to you about his
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thoughtfulness and attention to me? You don't seem to
take the smallest interest in the garden."
"Oh! mama," said Kate, raising her face again, "you

know I do."
" Well then, my dear, why don't you praise the neatness

and prettiness with which it's kept? " said Mrs. Nickleby.
" How very odd you are, Kate I

"

" I do praise it, mama," answered Kate, gently. " Poor
fellow I"

" I scarcely ever hear you, my dear," retorted Mrs.
Nickleby; " that's all I've got to say." By this time the

good lady had been a long while upon one topic, so she fell

at once into her daughter's little trap, if trap it were, and
inquired what she had been going to say.

"About what, mama?" said Kate, who had apparently
quite forgotten her diversion.

" Lor, Kate, my dear," returned her mother, " why, you're
asleep or stupid 1 About the time before I was married."

" Oh yes
!

" said Kate, " I remember. I was going to ask,

mama, before you were married, had you many suitors?
"

" Suitors, my dearl " cried Mrs. Nickleby, with a smile of

wonderful complacency. " First and last, Kate, I must have
had a dozen at least."

" Mamal " returned Kate, in a tone of remonstrance.
" I had indeed, my dear," said Mrs. Nickleby; *' not includ-

ing your poor papa, or a young gentleman who used to go, at

that time, to the same dancing school, and who would send
gold watcjies and bracelets to our house in gilt-edged paper
(which were always returned), and who afterwards uafor-

tunately went out to Botany Bay in a cadet ship—a convict

ship I mean—^and escaped into a Lush and killed sheep (I

don't know how they got there), and was goiiig to be hung,
only he accidentally choked himself, and the government
pardoned him. Then there was young Lukin," said Mrs.

Nickleby, beginning with her left thumb and checking off

the names on her fingers
—

" Mogley—Tipslark—Cabbery

—

Smifser
"

Having now reached her little finger, Mrs. Nickleby was
carrying the account over to the other hand, when a loud
" Hem! " which appeared to come from the very foundation

of the garden-wall, gave both herself and her daughter a
violent start.
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J|M«mal what wm that?" idd Kate, in « low tone of

*• Upon my word, my dear/' returned Mrs. Nickleby. con-«^bly startled " unl^ it wa. the gentleman belonghifS*
the next house, 1 don't know what it could possibly—'^

tnn/jV^' J^^ ^ "^^ '''*•**' •^ ^*» not in thetone of an ordinary clearing of the throat, but in a kindof bellow, which m>ke up all the echoes m the neighbo rhood.and was prolonged to an extent which must have made theUMeen bellower c^uite black in the face.
" I understwid it now, my dear," sa 1 Afrs. Nickleby, layincher hand on Kate's; • don't be alarmed, my love, iVs^

directed to you, and is not intended to frighten inybody.
Let^us give everybody their due, Kate; I a^ bound to say

hJ?
^?yj"«>M"- Nickleby nodded her head, and patted the

hJhl^A^^^ ^^ somethmg vastly important if she chose,
*
5J?

«^-d«nial, thank Heaven; and wouldn't do it.What do you mean, mama? " demanded Kate, in evident

;r,ll^'^\^I'^^' ™y ^**'"'" ^P^'^ Mrs. Nickleby, look-mg towards the garden-wall, « for you see I'm not, and if it

I«"m ?*^"u "? ""y^y ^ ^ ^^^^> it certainly
would-under aU the circumstances-be excusable in me, but
I am not, Kate, not at all."

'

^U seems designed to attract our attention, mama," said

." }^
»i i^^S^^ y> attract our attention, my dear : at least

"

rejoined Mrs. Nickleby drawing herself ^and patting her
daughter's hand more blandly than before, " to Attract the

m deLT"
°"* "** *' ^°" »e<^n't be at all uneasy,

.}^^\
^°°w ""r^

^"*'** perplexed, and was apparently
about to ask for further explanation, when a shouting and
J^ffling noise, as of an elderly gentleman whooping, and
kicking up his 1^ on loose gravel, with great violen^e^ was
heard to proceed from the same direction as the former
sounds; and, before they had subsided, a large cucumber was
seen to shw)t up m the air with the velocity of a .ky-rocket.
whence it descended, tumbling over and over, u. .J it fell atMrs. Nickleby s feet*
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Thii remarkable «|^[>earaaM was succeeded bjr another of m
precisely similar description; then a fine vegetable marrow,

of unusually large dimensions, was seen to whirl aloft, and
come toppling down; then, several cucumbers shot up
together ; fina^y, the air was darkened bv a shower of onions,

turnip-radishes, and other small vegetaUes, which fell rolling

and scattering, and bumping about, in all directions.

As Kate rose from her seat, in some alarm, and causht

her mother's hand to run with her into the house, she felt

herself rather retarded than assisted in her intention; and
following the direction of Mrs. Nickleby's eyes, was quite

terrified by the apparition of an old black velvet cap, which,

by slow degrees, as if its wearer were ascending a ladder

or pair of steps, rose above the wall dividing their garden

from that of the next cottage (which, like Uieir own, was
a detached building), and was gradually followed by a very

large head, and an old face in which were a pair of most
extraordinary grey eyes: very wild, very wide open, and
rolling in their sockets, with a dull languishing leering look,

most ugly to behold.

"Mamal" cried Kate, really terrified for the moment,
"why do you stop, why do you lose an instant? Mama,
pray come in 1

"

" Kate, my dear," returned her mother, still holding back,
" how can you be so foolish? I'm ashamed of you. How
do you suppose you are ever to get through life, if you're

such a coward as thisl What do you want, sir? " said Mrs.

Nickleby, addressing the intruder with a sort of simpering

displeasure. " How dare you look into this garden?
"

" Queen of my soul," replied the stranger, folding his

hands together, " this goblet sip I

"

" Nonsense, sir," said Mrs. Nickleby. " Kate, my love,

pray be quiet."
" Won't you sip the goblet? " urged the stranger, with

his head imploringly on one side, and his right hand on his

breast. " Oh, do sip the goblet I

"

" I shall not consent to do anything of the kmd, sir," said

Mrs. Nickleby. " Pray, begone."
" Why is it," said the old gentleman, coming up a step

higher, and leaning his elbows on the wall, with as much
complacency as if he were looking out of a window, " why
is it that beauty is always obdurate, uven when admiration
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r« t

» as honourable and respectful as mine? " Here he sm.l*^kissed his hand, and made several low L>ws"T.V«- '

to the bees, who, when the honey season i?over anH 11^"^

look.^'iJohTi'iL^fy?,^ «""-». -«• a languishing

".Yes," returned Mrs. Nickleby "certainlv v«» k„
bus™.^here. ^is « private ^VT^i^S: yl^oSS;? "to°

oanns -here he kissed his hand and bowed again-" waft

^n^'v'en^tho''^""''
^"^^'^'^^ ^^^oe fS

*tl7; u'^'^f^l
^°°^^^ ^^^ g^and, not to say contemotuous

" If you will conduct yourself, sir, like the gentleman I
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should imagine you to be, from your language and—and—
appearance (quite the counterpart of your grandpapa, Kate,
my dear, in his best days), and will put your question to me
in plain words, I will answer it."

If Mrs. Nickleby's excellent papa had borne, in his best
days, a resemblance to the neighbour now looking over the
wall, he must have been, to say the least, a very queer-
looking old gentleman in his prime. Perhaps Kate thought
so, for she ventured to glance at his living portrait with some
attention, as he took oflf his black velvet cap, and, exhibiting
a perfectly bald head, made a long series of bows, each
accompanied with a fresh kiss of the hand. After exhausting
himself, to all appearance, with this fatiguing performance, he
covered his head once more, pulled the cap very carefully
over the tips of his ears, and resuming his former attitude,
said,

" The question is
—

"

Here he broke off to look round in every direction, and
satisfy himself beyond all doubt that there were no listeners
near. Assured that there were not, he tapped his nose
several times, accompanying the action with a cunning look,
as though congratulating himself on his caution; and stretch-
ing out his neck, said in a loud whisper,

" Are you a princess?
"

"You are mocking me, sir," replied Mrs. Nickleby, making
a feint of retreating towards the house.
" No, but are you? " said the old gentleman.
" You know I am not, sir," replied Mrs. Nickleby.
" ThsJ^.are you any relation to the Archbishop of Canter-

bury? " inquired the old gentleman with great anxiety.
" Or to the Pope of Rome? Or the Speaker of the House of
Commons? Forgive me, if I am wrong, but T was told you
were niece to the Commissioners of Paving, and daughter-
in-law to the Lord Mayor and Court of Common Council,
which would account for your relationship to all three."

" Whoever has spread such reports, sir," returned Mrs.
Nickleby, with some warmth, "has taken great liberties
with my name, and one which I am sure my son Nicholas,
if he was aware of it, would not allow for an instant. The
ideal " said Mrs. Nickleby, drawing herself up. " Niece to
the Commissioners of Paving 1

"

" Pray, mama, come away 1 " whispered Kate.
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" ' Pray, mama I ' Nonsense, Kate," said Mis. Nickleby,
angrily, " but that's just the way. If they had said I was
niece to a piping bullfinch, what would you care 1 But I have
no sympathy," whimpered Mrs. Nickleby, " I don't expect it,

that's one thing."
" Tears

!
" cried the old gentleman, with such an energetic

jump, that he fell down two or three steps and grated his
chin against the wall. " Catch the crystal globules—catch
'em—bottle 'em up—cork 'em tight—put sealing-wax on the
top—^eal 'em with a cupid—label 'em ' Best quality '—and
stow 'em away in the fourteen binn, with a bar of iron on
the top to keep the thunder off."

Issuing these commands, as if there were a dozen attend-
ants all actively engaged in their execution, he turned his
velvet cap inside out, put it on with great dignity su as to
obscure his right eye and three-fourths of his nose, and
sticking his arms a-kimbo, looked very fiercely at a sparrow
hard by, till the bird flew away. He then put his cap in
his pocket with an air of great satisfaction, and addressed
himself with respectful demeanour to Mrs. Nicklebv.

" Beautiful madam," such were his words, " '
1 have

made any mistake with regard to your family or connexions,
I humbly beseech you to pardon me. If I supposed you to
be related to Foreign Powers or Native Boards, it is because
you have a manner, a carriage, a dignity, which you will
excuse my saying that none but yourself (with the single
exception perhaps of the tragic muse, when playing extem-
poraneously on the barrel organ before the East India Com-
pany) can parallel. I am not a youth, ma'am, as you see;
and although beings like you can never grow old, I venture to
presume that we are fitted for each other."

" ReaUy, Kate, my love I
" said Mrs. Nickleby faintly, and

looking another way.
" I have estates, ma'am," said the old gentleman, flourish-

ing his right hand negligently, as if he made very light of
such matters, and speaking very fast; " jewels, lighthouses,
fish-ponds, a whalery of my own in the North Sea, and
several oyster-beds of great profit in the Pacific Ocean. If
you will have the kindness to step down to the Royal Ex-
change and to take the cocked hat off the stoutest beadle's
head, you will find my card in the lining of the crown,
wrapped up in a piece of blue paper. My wtdking-stick is
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also to be seen on application to the chaplain of the House
of Commons, who is strictly forbidden to take any money
for showmg .t. I have enemies about me, ma'am," he
looked towards his house and spoke veiy low, " who attackme on all occasions, and wish to secure my property. If you
bless me with your hand and heart, you can apply to the
lx)rd Chancellor or caU out the military if necessary—sendingmy toothpick to the commander-in-chief wUl be sufficient--
and so clear the house of them before the ceremony is
performed. After that, love, bliss and rapture; rapture,
love and bhss. Be mine, be mine I

"

^
>

f
,

Repeating these last words with great rapture and enthu-
siasm, the old gentleman put on his black velvet can again
and lookmg up into the sky in a hasty manner, said some-'
thing that was not quite intelligible concerning a balloon he
expected, and which was rather after its time.

"^ Be mine, be minel " repeated the old gentleman.
Kate, my dear," said Mrs. Nickleby, " I have hardly the

power to speak; but it is necessary for the happiness of all
parties that this matter should be set at rest for ever."

" Surely there is no necessity for you to say one wordmama^ reaso.^ed Kate.
*

"
Yf" "^-^i

^^}''\?^^ ™y ^^^> '^ yo" Please, to judge for
myself," said Mrs. Nickleby. > } 6 ^

'' Be mine, be minel '» cried the old gentleman.
It can scarcely be expected, sir," said Mrs. Nickleby.

fixing her eyes modestly on the ground, " that I should tella stranger whether I feel flattered and obliged by surh nro-
posals, or not. They certainly are made under very sin-ular
cu-cumstances; still at the same time, as far as it goes^and
to a certain extent of course" (Mrs. Nickleby's customary
qualification) " they must be gratifying and agreeable to
one s feelmgs.

" B ne, be mine," cried the old gentleman. " Gog and
Magog, vxog and Magog. Be mine, be mine !

"

K-^JuZ"^^ ^ sufficient for me to say, sir," resumed Mrs.
Nickleby, with perfect seriousness—" and I'm sure you'll seethe propriety of taking an answer and going away—that 'lhave made up my mind to remain a widow, and to devote

mother of two children-indeed many people have doubted
It, and said that nothing on earth could ever make 'em believe
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it possible—but it is the case, and they are both grown up»
We shall be very glad to have you for a neighbour—very
gkd; delighted, I'm sure—but in any other character it'»

quite impossible, quite. As to my bein^ young enough to
marry again, that perhaps may be so, or it mi;y not be; but
I couldn't think of it for an instant, not on any account
whatever. I said I never would, and I nevor will. It's a
very painful thing to have to reject proposals, and I would
much rather that none were made; at the same time this is

the answer that I determined long ago to make, and this is

the answer I shall always give."

These observations were partly addressed to the old gentle-
man, partly to Kate, and partly delivered in soliloquy. To-
wards their conclusion, the suitor evinced a very irreverent
degree of inattention, and Mrs. Nickleby had scarcely finished

speaking, when, to the great terror both of that lady and her
daughter, he suddenly flung of! his coat, and springing on
the top of the wall, threw himself into an attitude which
displayed his small-clothes and grey worsteds to the fullest

advantage, and concluded by standing on one leg, and repeat-
ing his favourite bello.v with increased vehemence.

While he was still dwelling on the last note, and embellish-
ing it with a prolonged flourish, a dirty hand was observed to
glide stealthily and swiftly along the top of the wall, as if in
pursuit of a fly, and then to clasp with the utmost dexterity
one of the old gentleman's ankles. This done, the companion
hand appeared, and clasped the other ankle.

Thus encumbered the old gentleman lifted his legs awk-
wardly once or twice, as if they were very clumsy and im-
perfect pieces of machinery, and then looking down on his
own side of the wall, burst into a loud laugh.

"

" It's you, is it? " said the old gentleman.
" Yes, it's me," replied a gruff voice.
•' How's the Emperor of Tartary? " said the old gentle-

man.
" Oh ! he's much the same as usual," was the reply. " No

better and no worse."
" The young Prince of China," said the old gentleman,

with much interest. " Is he reconciled to his father-in-law,

the great potato salesman? "

" Nr," answered the gruff voice; " and he says he never
will be, that's more."
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"If that's the case," observed the old gentleman, " perhaps

I d better come down."
*^

"Well," said the man on the other side, " I think you had,

One of the hands being then cautiously unclasped, the old
gentleman dropped into a sitting posture, and was looking
round to smile and bow to Mrs. Nickleby, when he dis-
appeared with some precipitation, as if his legs had been
pulled from below.
Very much relieved by his disappearance, Kate was tumimr

to speak to her mama, when the dirty hands again became
visible, and were immediately fcUowed by the figure of a
coarse squat man, who ascended by the steps which had been
recently occupied by their singular neighbour.

" Beg your pardon, ladies," said this new comer, erinnin£
' ^-. touchmg his hat. " Has he been making love to eith5
of you ?

•• Yes,^' said Kate.
"Ah; " rejoined the man, taking his handkerchief out of

his hat and wiping his face, " he always will, you know.
Nothing will prevent his making love."

" I need not ask you if he is out of his mind, poor creature "
•aid Kate. '

,
"Why no " replied the man, looking into his hat, throw-

ing his handkerchief in at one dab, and putting it on again
"That's pretty plain, that is."

' ^ ^ "^
««»»"•

" Has he been long so? " asked Kate.
'] A long while."

"And is there no hope for him?" said Kate, compas-
sionately. ^

u
"Not a bit, and don't deserve to be," replied the keeper.
He s a deal pleasanter without his senses than with 'emHe was the cruellest, wickedest, out-and-outerest old flint

that ever drawed breath."
" Indeed 1" said Kate.
"By George!" replied the keeper, shaki his head so

emphatically that he was obliged to frown U keep his hat
on, I never came across such a vagabond, and my mate
says the same. Broke his poor wife's heart, turned his
daughters out of doors, drove his sons into the streets •

it
was a blessing he went mad at last, through evil tempers
and covetousness, and selfislmess, and guziling, and drinking
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or he'd have drove many others so. Hope for him, an
old rip! There isn't too much hope going, but I'll bet a
crown that what there is, is saved for more deserving chaps
than him, anyhow."
With which confession of his faith, the keeper shook his

head again, as much as to say that nothing short of this
would do, if things were to go on at all; and touching his
hat sulkily—not that he was in an ill humour, but that his
subject, ruffled him—descended the ladder, and took it
away.

During this conversation, Mrs. Nickleby had regarded the
man with a severe and steadfast look. She now heaved a
profound sigh, and pursing up her lips, shook her head in a
slow and doubtful manner.

" Poor creature 1 " said Kate.
"Ahl poor indeed!" rejoined Mrs. Nickleby. "It's

shameful that such things should be allowed. Shameful !
"

" How can they be helped, mama? " said Kate, mournfully.
" The infirmities of nature—

"

"Nature!" said Mrs. Nickleby. "What! Do you
suppose this poor gentleman is out of his mind? "

" Can anybody who sees him entertain any other opinion,
mama? "

" Why then, I just tell you this, Kate," returned Mrs.
Nickleby, " that he is nothing of the kind, and I am sur-
prised you can be so imposed upon. It's some plot of these
people to possess themselves of his property—didn't he say
so himself? He may be a little odd and flighty, perhaps,
many of us are that; but downright mad! and express him-
self as he does, respectfully, and in quite poetical language,
and making offers with so much thought, and care, and
prudence—not as if he ran into the streets, and went down
upon his knees to the first chit of a girl he met, as a madman
would

! No, no, Kate, there's a great deal too much method
in hts madness; depend upon that, my dear,"
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CHAPTER XLII
ILLUSTRATIVE OF THE CONVIVIAL SENTIMENT, THAT THE

BEST OF FRIENDS MUST SOMETIMES PART
Th. pavement of Snow Hill had been baking and frying allday m the heat, and the twain Saracens' heads guardn/th"entmnce to the hostelry of whose name and s^ thef are

Lh^"P ? ' presentiments, looked-^r seemed in the eyes"faded and foot-sore passers by, to look-more vicious thanusuaJ after bhstenng and scorching in the sun, when? n S^e

^ninlVT'
""^"•'' ^'"'"g-^oo™^ through whoi op^nmndow there rose, m a palpable steam, whSlesome exhSlUons from reeking coach-horses, the usual furniture of a tea-table was displayed m neat and inviting order, flanked bvarge jomts of roast and boiled, a tongue, a pigeon-pie a cold

ki^H'
' wT'"^ S^

"'"' ^^ °^*^ little matf«s oftheSkind, which, m degenerate towns and cities, are generallvunderstood to belong more particularly to'soUd Elsstage-coach dinners, or unusually substantial breakfasts
'

Mr. John Browdie, with his hands in his pockets, hovered
restlessly about these delicacies, stopping^ccLbnally to

haiidkerchief or to dip a tea-spoon in the milk-pot and camr
it to his mouth, or to cut off a little knob of crusti and a

S

corn.; cf meat, and swallow them at two gulps like a ?oupleof .' ter every one of these flirtations with the eatables

ou-:^ "t ^K rr*"' '^.^ ,^'''^'"^ ^'^^ »" eamestnesiqu ^> .tic that he couldn't undertake to hold out twomin^i^j longer.

a "?"^!,"u*^^ 1°^ ^ *"' ^"^y* ^l»o was reclining halfawake and half asleep upon a sofa.
^

"Well, John 1"

" Not very," said Mrs. Browdie.

ng. Hear her say not vary, and us dining at three andloonching off pasthry thot aggravates a mon 'ftead of i^ciTvinghim! Not vary!"
-^w oi paciiy

kxiki^Tn!
* «'"''*'"^ ^""^ y°"' "'^>" ^id the waiter,
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" A wa'at, for me? " cried John, as though he thought it

must be a letter, or a parcel.
" A gen'l'man, sir."

" Stars and garthers, chap I " said John, " wa'at dost thou
coom and say thot for? In wi' un."

" Are you at home, sir?
"

" At whoam! " cried John, " 1 wish I wur; I'd ha' tea'd
tvTO hour ago. Why, I told t'oother chap to look sharp oot-
side door, and tell 'un d'rectly he coom, thot we war faint
wi' hoonger. In wi' un. Aha I Thee hond, Misther
Nickleby. This is nigh to be the proodest day o* my life,

sir. Hoo be all wi' ye? Ding! But, I'm glod o' this !
"

Quite forgetting even his hunger in the heartiness of his
lalutation, John Browdie shook Nicholas by the hand again
and again, slapping his palm with great violence between
each shake, to add warmth to the reception.

" Ah! there she be," said John, observing the look which
Nicholas directed towards his wife. "There she be—we
shan't quarrel about her noo—Eh? Ecod, when I think o'
thot—but thou want'st soom'at to eat. Fall to, mm, fall to,
and for wa'at we're aboot to receive "

No doubt the grace was properly finished, but nothing
more was heard, for John had already begun to play such a
knife and fork, that his speech was, for the time, gone.
"I shall take the usual licence, Mr. Browdie," said

Nicholas, as he placed a chair for the bride.
" Tak' whatever thou likest," said Jolm, " and when a's

gane, ca' for more."
Without stopping to explain, Nicholas kissed the blushing

Mrs. Browdie, and handed her to her seat.
" I say," said John, rather astounded for the moment,

** mak* theeself quite at whoam, will 'ee?
"

" You may depend upon that," replied Nicholas; " on one
condition."

" And wa'at may thot be? " asked John.
" That you make me a godfather the very first time you

have occasion for one."
" Eh! d'ye hear thot! " cried John, laying down his knife

and fork. " A godfeyther! Ha! ha! ha! Tilly—hear till

'un—a godfeyther! Divn't say a word more, ye'U never
beat thot. Occasion for 'un—a godfeyther I Ha ! ha ! ha !

"

Never was man so tickled with a respectable old ioke, as
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l^nS^n. ^ ^^ \Aughing large pieces of beef into hiswindpipe, roared again, persisted in eating at the same limegot rcc! m the face and black in the foreh^ SuVS S'
choked, had his back thumped, sUmped about, fnghte.ed

tion iL*d w>k".1"''
'''°"'''^ •" * '^^« ^^ »he last exhaustion and with the water st.eaniing from his eyes but stillfamtly ejaculating « A g.xlfeyther-a godfeythe^Tiny '' h

.•u^^ng^o^^^Zfnir
*'^^* '-'-' ^' '^'""-^' -" -

^udNichoTr"^'
"^^ "'«*'' °^ ""'' ^'^^ tea-drinking? "

•• H^wL^'ri^'**'
''' ??,"^ " ''«P''*^ Jo»»n Browdie.

„«. w S*
* J«^P«rate fellow that night though was he

" n viu htdt
;^'^/,-h'''-'-

" Quite a riist:?
•'

•

II you had only heard him as we were goinir home MrNickleby, you'd have said so indeed," returned the brideI never was so frightened in all my life."
*

Coom, coom," said John, with a broad grin- " tho„know'st betther than thot, Tilly

"

* ' "^"
" So I was," replied Mrs. Browdie. " I almost made unmy mmd never to speak to you again."

^*^* "^
A most! said John, with a broader grin than the las*A most made up her mind! And she wur coaxin' ««:•

• W?2'/3^"^'^'''"''
^"^ wheedlln' a'Th ble™' w^'

'

^^^^/t didst tb" :t yon chap mak' oop tiv'ee fo T"1av?I•

d edn't'^sl^i "no?%: ^r''" "^^ '^' "^-
agean."

^
' '^^^ '^^' ^ ^queedgin of me

JuJt^''"^u^'"
^"^^'Posed his pretty wife, colouring verymuch. How can you talk such nonsense? As if I shuuldhave dreamt of such a thing !

" ^^

I think'S ^"
-iT

^*^«^^«^V"'d ever dreamt of it, though

did^tlt.
'
vJvL r? i:.™'"?'"

'""^^'^^ J^^^"' " ^ut thou

savs I 'Not Lif"^}\'^'"«^^^^ weathercock, lass,'says 1 Not feeckle, John,' says she. 'Yes' savs Ifeeckle, dom'd feeckle. Dim n teh me thou b^an't ef hJ;yon chap at schoolmeasther's,' says I. ' ffim^' savs sh/quite screeching. ' Ah ! him !
' says I * Whv

'

Totf/'
'

sh^ -and she co'om a deal closer ^^sj'ueedled'; fearder'than she'd deane afore-' dost thou thinkVs na'ral noo!

H

?

1

*'•

1
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that havinff tuch • ^ropcr mun mz thou to keep company wi'.
I d ever tak' oop wi' such a leetle scanty whipper-snapper as
?'2."^.•^^**y*• Hal hal hal She said whl^per-sipperl
Ecod I I says,

' either thot, neame the day, anu let's have it
owerl' Hal hal hal"

Nicholas Uughed very heartily at this story, both on
account of its telling against himself, and his being desirous
to spare the blushes of Mrs. Browdie, whose protestations
were drowned in peals of laughter from her husband. His
good-nature soon put her at her ease; and although she
still denied the charge, she laughed so heartily at it, that
Nicholas had the satisfaction of feeling assured that in all
essential respects it was strictly true.

" This is the second time," said NichoUs, " that we have
ever taken a meal together, and only the third I have ever
seen you; and yet it really seems to me as if I were among
old friends."

*
" Weel! " observed the Yorkshireman, " so I say."
'' And I am sure I do," added his young wife.
" I have the best reason to be impressed with the feeling,

mind," said Nicholas; " for if it had not been for vour kind-
ness of heart, my good friend, when I had no right or reason
to expect it, I know not what might have become of me or
what plight I should have been in by this time."
" Talk aboot soom'at else," replied John, gruffly, " and

dinnot bother."
" It must be a new song to the same tune then," said

Nicholas, smiling. " i told you in my letter that I deeply
felt and admired your sympathy with that poor lad, whom
you released at the risk of involving yourself in trouble and
difficulty; but I can never tell you how grateful he and I,
and others whom you don't know, are to you for taking pity
on him."

^^
"Ecod!" rejoined Joh.'-

' owdie, drawing up his chair;
" and I can never tell you hoo gratful soom folks that we do
know would be loikewise, if they know'd I had takken pity
on him."

" Ah! " exclaimed Mrs. Browdie, " what a state I was in.
that night I"

*

" Were they at all disposed to give you credit for assistingm the escape? " inquired Nicholas of John Browdie.
"Not a bit," replied the Yorkshireman, extending his
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ineMthers bed long either it was dark, and nobody coom
nigh the pleace. ' Weel I ' thinks I, ' he'i got a pretty cootl
start, and if he bean't whoam by noo, he never will be-
so you may coom as quick as you loike, and foind us reddy

'

•—that IS, you know, schoolmeasther might coom."
" I understand," said Nicholas.
" Presently," resumed John, " he did coom. I heerd door

Shut doonstairs, and him a warking oop in the daark
Slow and steddy,' I says to myself, ' tak' your time, sir—no

hurry. He cooms to the door, turns the key—turns the
key when there wam't nothing to hoold the lock!—and ca's
oot Hallo, there I '-'Yes,' thinks I, 'you may do thot
agean, arid not wakken ; ybody, sir.' 'Hallo, there,' he
says, and then he stops. ' I'hou'd betther not aggravate me '

says schoolmeasther, efther a little time. ' I'll brak' every
boan m your boddy, Smike,' he says, efther another little
time. Then all of a soodden, he sings oot for a loight, and
when It cooms—ecod, such a hoorly-boorly I

' VVa'at's the
matter? 'says I. ' He's gane,' says he,—stork mad wi' ven-
•jeance. Have you heerd nought?' ' Ees,' says I 'I
heerd street door shut, no time at a' ago. I heerd a person
run doon there' (pomting t'other wa'—eh?) 'Helpl' he
cnes. ' I'll help you,' says I ; and off we jct—the wro wl* I

Hoi ho! hoi"
" Did you go far? " asked Nicholas.
" Far! " replied John; " I run him clean r^^ his legs in

quarther of an hoor. To see old schoolmeasti r wi'out his
hat, skimming along oop to his kncos n mud aid wather
tumblmg over fences, and rowling into ditches, and bawlin^
oot like mad, wi' his one eye looking sharp out for the Uuf
and his coat-toils flying out behind, and him spattered wi'
mud all ower, face and aUl I thot I should ha' dropped
doon, and killed myself wi' laughing."
John laughed so heartily at the mere recollection, that he

communicated the contagion to both his hearers, and all
three burst mto peals of laughter, which were renewed again
and again, until they could laugh no longer.

" He's a bad 'un," said John, wiping his e^ js: " a very
bad un, is schoolmeasther."

'' I can't bear the sight of him, John," said his wife.
Coom," retorted John, " thot's tidy in you, thot is. If



554 Nicholas Nicklcby

it wa'nt along o' you, we shouldn't know nought aboot 'un<
Thou know'd 'un first, Tilly, didn't thou? "

I couldn't help knowing Tanny Squeers, John," returned
his wife; " she was an old playmate of mine, you know."

" Weel," replied John, " dean't I say so, lass? It's best
to be neighbourly, and keep up old acquaintance loike; and
what I say is, dean't quarrel if 'ee can help it. Dinnot
think so, Mr. Nickleby ?

"

"Certainly," returned Nicholas; "and you acted upon
that principle when I met you on horseback on the road,
after our memorable evening."

" Sure-ly," said John. " Wa'at I say, I stick by."
"And that's a fine thing to do, and manly too," said

Nicholas, " though it's not exactly what we understand by
' coming Yorkshire over us ' in London. Miss Squeers is

stopping with you, you said in your note."
"Yes," replied John, "Tilly's bridesmaid; and a queer

bridesmaid she be, too. She wean't be a bride in a hurry.
I reckon."

^*

" For shame, John," said Mrs. Browdie; with an acute
perception of the joke though, being a bride herself.

" The groom will be a blessed man," said John, his eyes
twinkling at the idea. " He'll be in luck, he will."

" You see, Mr. Nickleby," said his wife, " that it was in
consequence of her being here, that John wrote to you and
fixed to-night, because we thought that it wouldn't be
pleasant for you to meet, after what has passed."

" Unquestionably. You were quite right in that," said
Nicholas, interrupting.

"Especially," observed Mrs. Browdie, looking very sly,
" after what we know about past and gone love matters."
"We know, indeed!" said Nicholas, shaking his head.

" You behaved rather wickedly there, I suspect."
" 0' course she did," said John Browdie, passing his huge

forefinger through one of his wife's pretty ringlets, and
looking very proud of her. "She wur always as skittish
and full o' tricks as a

"

" Well, as a what? " said his wife.
" As a woman," returned John. " Dingl But I dinnot

know ought else that cooms nigh it."

" You were speaking about Miss Squeers," said Nicholas,
with the view of stopping some slight connubialities which
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had begun to pass between Mr. and Mrs. Browdie, and which
rendered the position of a third party in some degree embar-
rassing, as occasioning him to feel rather in the way than
Otherwise.

"Oh yes," rejoined Mrs. Browdie. "John, ha' done.
John fixed to-night, because she had settled that she would
go and drink tea with her father. And to make quite sure
of there being nothing amiss, and of your being quite alone
with us, he settled to go out there and fetch her home."

^^
"That was a very good arrangement," said Nicholas,

" though I am sorry to be the occasion of so much trouble."

^^

" Not the least in the world," returned Mrs. Browdie;
"for we have looked forward to seeing you—John and I
have—with the greatest possible pleasure. Do you know,
Mr. Nickleby," said Mrs. Browdie, with her archest smile,
" that I really think Fanny Squeers was very fond of you? "

" I am very much obliged to her," said Nicholas, " but,
upon my word, I never aspired to making any impression
upon her virgin heart."

" How you talk! " tittered Mrs. Browdie. " No, but do
you know that really—seriously, now and without any
joking—I was given to understand by Fanny herself, that
you had made an offer to her, and that you two were going
to be engaged quite solemn and regular."
"Was you, ma'am—was you?" cried a shrill female

voice, " was you given to understand that I—I—was going
to be engaged to an assassinating thief that shed the gore of
my pa? Do you—do you think, ma'am—that I was very
fond of such dirt beneath my feet, as I couldn't condescend
to touch with kitchen tongs, without blacking and crocking
myself by the contract? Do you, ma'am? Do you? Oh,
base and degrading 'Tilda!

"

With these reproaches Miss Squeers flung the door wide
open, and disclosed to the eyes of the astonished Browdies
and Nicholas, not only her own symmetrical form, arrayed
in the chaste white garments before described (a little

dirtier), but the form of her brother and father, the pair of
Wackfords.

" This is the hend, is it? " continued Miss Squeers, who,
being excited, aspirated her h's strongly; " this is the hend,
is it, of all my forbearance and friendship for that double-
faced thing—that viper, that—that—mermaid? " (Miss
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Squecrs hesitated a long time for this last epithet, and
brought It out triumphantly at last, as if it quite clinched
the busmess.) " This is the hend, is it, of aU my bearing
with her deceitfulness, her lowness, her falseness, her laying
henelf out to catch the admiration of vulgar minds, in a way
which made me blush for my—for my "

" Gender," suggested Mr. Squeers, regarding the spectators
witii a malevolent eye; literally a malevolent eye.

" Yes," said Miss Squeers; " but I thank my stars that
my ma* is of the same."

" Hear, hear! " remarked Mr. Squeers; " and I wish she
was here to have a scratch at this company."

This is the hend, is it," said Miss Squeers, tossing her
head, and looking contemptuously at the floor, "of my
taking notice of that rubbishing creature, and demeaning
myself to patronise her? "

" Oh, come," rejomed Mrs. Browdie, disregarding all the
endeavours of her spouse to restrain her, and forcing herself
into a front row, " don't talk such nonsense as that."

" Have I not patronised you, ma'am? " demanded Miss
Squeers.

" No," returned Mrs. Browdie.
" I will not look for blushes in such a quarter," said Miss

Squeers, haughtily, " for that countenance is a stranger to
everything but hignominiousness and red-faced boldness."
"I say," interposed John Browdie, nettled by these

accumulated attacks on his wife, " dra' it mild, dra' it mild."
" You, Mr. Browdie," said Miss Squeers, taking him up

very (juickly, " I pity, I have no feeling for you, sir, but one
of unliquidated pity."

•|Ohr' said John.

^^

" No," said Miss Squeers, looking sideways at her parent,
although I am a queer bridesmaid and shan't be a bridema hurry, and although my husband wiU be in luck, I enter-

tain no sentiments towards you, sir, but sentiments of pity."
Here Miss Squeers looked sideways at her father again,

who looked sideways at her, as much as to say, ' There you
had him.'

" / know what you ve got to go through," said Miss
Squeers, shaking her curls violently. " / know what life is
before you, and if you was my bitterest and deadliest enemy
I could wish you nothing worse."
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" Couldn't you wish to be married to him yourself, if that

was the case?" mquired Mrs. Browdie, with great suavity
of manner. '

"Oh, ma'am, how witty you are," retorted Miss Squecrs
with a low curtsey, " almost as witty, ma'am, as you are
clever. How very clever it was in you, ma'am, to choose a
tune when I had gone to tea with my pa', and was sure not
to come back without being fetched! What a pity you
never thoug:ht that other people might be as clever as vour-
self and spoil your plans !

"

...
"7°",^°"'^ ^^^ ^^> "^^^^^^ ^^ such airs as these," said

the late Miss Price, assuming the matron.
" Don't A/mw me, ma'am, if you please," returned Miss

Squeers, sharply. " I'll not bear it. Is this the hend "
Dang It a'," cried John Browdie, impatiently. " Say

thee say out, Fanny, and male' sure it's the end, and dinnot
ask nobody whether it is or not."

" Thanking you for your advice which was not required
Mr. Browdie," returned Miss Squeers, with laborious polite-
ness, have the goodness not to presume to meddle with my
Christian name. Even my pity shall never make me forget
whats due to myself, Mr. Browdie. '"Tilda," said Miss
Squeers, with such a sudden accession of violence that Tohn
started m his boots, " I throw you oflF for ever, Miss I
abandon you. I renounce you. I wouldn't," n°d Miss
Squeers m a solemn voice, " have a child named 'Tilda not
to save It from its grave."

" As for the matter o' that," obser%Td John, "
it'll be

tune eneaf to think aboot neaming of it when it cooms "
'' John !

" interposed his wife, " don't tease her."
,.1'^^' y^^^> inused!" cried Miss Squeers, bridling up
Tease, indeed! He, he! Tease, too! No, don't tease

her. Consider her feelings, pray !
"

" If it's fated that listeners are never to hear any good of
themselves," said Mrs. Browdie, " I can't help it, and I am
very sorty for it. But I will say, Fanny, that times out of
number I have spoken so kindly of you behind your back
that even you could have found no fault with what I said

"

'

Oh. I dare say not, ma'am," cried Miss Squeers. with
another curtsey " Best thanks to you for your goodness,
and begging and praying you not to be hard upon me another
time.



5S8 Nicholas Nickleby

I don't know," resumed Mrs. Browdie, " that I have said
anything very bad of you, even now. At all events, what I
did say was quite true; but if I have, I am very'sorry for it,
and I beg your pardon. You have said much worse of me
•cores of tunes, Fanny, but I have never borne any malice to
you, and I hope you'll not bear any to me."

Miss Squeers made no more direct reply than surveying
her former friend from top to toe, and elevating her nose in
the air with ineffable disdain. But some indistinct allusions
to a puss," and a " minx," and a " contemptible creature,"
escaped her; and this, together with a severe biting of the
hps, great difficulty in swallowing, and very frequent comings
and goings of breath, seemed to imply that feelings were
swelling in Miss Squeers's bosom too great for utterance,

tir^w
*^ ^^^ foregoing conversation was proceeding. Master

Wackford, finding himself unnoticed, and feeling his pre-
ponderating inclinations strong upon him, had bv little and
little sidled up to the table and attacked the food with such
slight skirmishing as drawing his fingers round and round
the inside of the plates, and afterwards sucking them with
infinite relish; picking the bread, and dragging the pieces
over the surface of the butter; pocketing lumps of sugar
pretending all the time to be absorbed in thought: and so
forth. Finding that no interference was attempted with
these small liberties, he gradually mounted to greater, and
after helping himself to a moderately good cold collation, was'
by this time, deep in the pie.

'

Nothing of this had been unobserved by Mr. .Squeers
who, so long as the attention of the company was fixed upon
other objects, hugged himself to think that his son and heir
should be fattening at the enemy's expense. But there being
now an appearance of a temporary calm, in which the pro-
ceedings of little Wackford could scarcely fail to be observed
he fejgned to be aware of the circumstance for the first time
and inflicted upon the face of that young gentleman a slap
that made the very tea-cups ring.

Eating," said Mr. Squeers, " of what bis father's enemies
has left! Its fit to go and poison you, you unnat'ral

" It wean't hurt him," said John, apparently very much
reheved by the prospect of having a man in the quarrel:

let un eat. I wish the whole school was here. I'd give
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'em soom'ut to stay their unfort'nate stomachs wi', if I spent
the last penny I had!"

Squeers scowled at him with the worst and most malicious
expression of which his face was capable—it was a face of
remarkable capability, too, in that way—and shook his fist
stealthily.

" Coom, coom, schoolmeasther," said John, " dinnot make
a fool o' thyself; for if I was to sheake mine—only once—
thou'd fa' doon wi' the wind o' it."

" It was you, was it," returned Squeers, " that helped off
my runaway boy? It was you, was it?

"

" Me
!
" returned John, in a loud tone. " Yes, it wa' me,

coom ; wa'at o' that 1 It wa' me. Noo then !
"

" You hear him say he did it, mv child!" said Squeers,
appealmg to his daughter. "You hear him say he did
It

!

"

"Did it
!
" cried John. " I'll tell 'ee more; hear this, too.

If thou'd get another roonaway boy, I'd do it agean. If
thou'd got twonty roonaway boys, I'd do it twonty times
ower, and twonty more to thot; md I tell thee more," said
John, " noo my blood is oop, that thou't an old ra'ascal;
and that it's weel for thou, thou bc'st an old 'un, or I'd ha
poonded thee to flour when thou told an honest mun hoo'
thou'd licked that poor chap in t' coorch."

II

An honest man !
" cried Squeers, with a sneer.

"Ah! An honest man," replied John; " honest in ought
but ever putting legs under seame table wi' such as thou.'"
"Scandal!" said Squeers, exultingly. "Two witnesses

to It; Wackford knows the nature of an oath, he does; we
shaU have you there, sir. Rascal, eh? " Mr. Squeers took
out his pocket-book and made a note of it, " Very good. I
should say that was worth full twenty pound at the next
assizes, without the honesty, sir."

" 'Soizes," cried John,
"'
thou'd betther not talk to me o'

'Soizes. Yorkshire schools have been shown up at 'Soizes
afore noo, mun, and it's a ticklish soobjact to revive I can
tell ye."

Mr. Squeers shook his head in a threatening manner, look-
ing very white with passion; and taking his daughter's arm
and dragging little Wackford by the hand, retreated towards
the door.

" As for you," said Squeers, turning round and addressing

m

H

m
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al'tl!!!^^' " •
• *^ ""'*^^ to «nart pretty soundly

^rt jIT"'/""*' •°°' P"'^^*'^ *b^^'n«d from tikinr«iv

thX* Jk 5^ a kidnapping of boys, will you? Takr^etneir fathers don't turn un mnrt tK««. «. i *•***'
V^*

rj?.1t5a^3^--^ -' Sit:

"I leave mch society, with my pa', for iever," said Misste 'k^k"* ^'""Ptuousl/al.d loftUy round "I^
Mr*'Brot''j^'r^HM%"f T? ™ch '^r^.turU. tZ
he-; » SdudedfHer'her'he,'" ^I'^^f

^™';'!?' •' i*"'

'Tilda I"
aej nei lie I Artful and designing

mSc wLr Mi« f'^''
^'° ^^^ ^^^"^^^^ -"<! n^ostmajestjc wrath, Miss Squeers swept from the room- anH

To'u?.?*' "^^l^^^^"
said Johii, briskly. " Look alive hereTa^ these thmgs awa', and let's have soomat brSd fo;sooper-vary coomfortable and plenty o' it-at ten o'clockBnng soom braniy and soom wather, Ind a pair o' sliDoer^

ma wig
.

said John, rubbing his hands, " there's no PancrJna

S^dn^r'^'^Vr^ '° ''''^ ^"yl>°dy whoam7l^d ecoTSlbegin to spend the evening in airnest I"
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CHAPTER XLIII
OmCTATES AS A KIND OF GENTLEMAN USHER, IN BRINCiNO

VARIOUS PEOPLE TOGETHER
The Storm had long given place to a calm the most profound

^t 7lu''^
''^ P'*"y ^^' advanced-indeed supper was

over, and the process of digestion proceeding as favourably
as, under the mfiuence of complete tranquillity, cheerful con-
versation, and a moderate allowance of brandy and watermost wise men conversant wich the anatomy and functions
of the human frame will consider that it ought to have pro-
ceeded, when the three friends, or as one might say, both in

r.^r^rl"u^/°"' '^°'*> *"^ ^»^^ proper deference andre^d to the holy state of matrimony, the two friends (Mr.

^arf^\ !r^'^- ''°''P}^^ ^ "° ™°« than one), were^ K^K^*
°°''*,°' ^°"^ ^"^ ""Sry threatenings below

stairs, which presently attained so high a pitch, and wereconveyed besides m language so towering, sanguinary and
ferocious, that it could hardly have been Idrpasl^d, i7thTrehad actually been a Saracen's head then present in the estab-
ishnient, supported on the shoulders and surmounting thetrunk of a real live, funous, and most unappeasable Saracen

n„fK .
/""^ ' '"^^^f*^

°^ ^"''^^^y subsiding after the firstoutburst (as turmoils not unfrequently do, whether in
taverns, legislative assemblies, or elsewhere), into a mere

f^ZuK ^ «;nd growliiig squaoble, increased every moment;and although the whole dm appeared to be raised by but one
pair of lungs yet that one pair was of so powerful a qualityand repeated such words as " scoundrel," " rascal " "

inso-
ent puppy," and a variety of expletives no less flattering tothe party addressed, with such great relish and strength of
tone, that a dozen voices raised in concert upder any ordinarv

rcTsSr^rti^^^r^'^
'" '-'- "p^°" ^-^ ^^^^

towJds^h: doon''^
"^""' " "^' ^^^^°^^^' ---g ^-ti^y

M,i°^r ^T'^i' "^^ '^^"^'"S in the same direction whenMrs. Browdie turned pale, and, leaning back in her chair
requested him with a faint voice to take notice, that if he

[mmP^nLT "^^f' u "^^J"^'
"^^^"^'°" to fall into hysterics

immediately, and that the consequences might be more
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enous than he thought for. John looked rather discon-
certed by vnis intelligence, though there was a lurking grin
on his face at t»'e same time: but, being quite unable to keep
out of the fray, he compromised the matter by tucking his
wife s arm under his own, and, thus accompanied, following
Nicholas downstairs with all speed.
The passage outside the coffee-room door was the scene

of disturbance, and here were congregated the coffee-room
customers and waiters, together with two or three coachmen
and helpers from the yard. These had hastily assembled
round a young man who from his appearance might have
been a year or two older than Nicholas, and who, besides
having given utterance to the defiances juit now described

. seemed to have proceeded to even gref.ter lengths in his
indignation, inasmuch as his feet had no other covering than
a pair of stockings, while a couple of slippers lay at no great
distance froni the head of a prostrate figure in an opposite
comer, who bore the appearance of having been shot into
his present retreat by means of a kick, and complimented bv
having the slippers flung about his ears afterwards.
The coffee-room customers, and the waiters, and the coach-

men, and the helpers—not to mention a barmaid who was
looking on from behind an open sash window—seemed at that
moment, if a spectator might judge from their winks, nods
and muttered exclamations, strongly disposed to take part
agamst the young gentleman in the stockings. Observing
this, and that the young gentleman was neariy of his own
age and had in nothing the appeanmce of an habitual
brawler, Nicholas, impelled by such feelings as will influence
young men sometimes, felt a very strong disposition to side
with the weaker party, and so thrust himself at once into the
centre of the group, and in a more emphatic tone, perhaps
than circumstances might seem to warrant, demanded what
all that noise was about?

" Hallo!" said one of the men from the yard, "
this is

somebody in disguise, this is."

",?°°"™. ,^'' .^^^ ^'^^^* ^°" °^ ^^e Emperor of Roosher,
gen 1 men ! cried another fellow.

Disregarding these sallies, which were uncommonly well
received, as sallies at the expense of the best-dressed personsma crowd usually are, Nicholas glanced carelessly round,
and addressmg the young gentleman, who had bv this time
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picked up his slippers, and thrust his feet into them, repeated
his inquiries with a courteous air.

" A mere nothing 1 " he replied.
At this, a murmur was raised by the lookers-on, and some

of the boldest cried, "Oh, indeed !—Wasn't it, though?—
Nothing, eh?—He called that nothing, did he?—Lucky for
him if he found it nothing." These and many other ex-
pressions of ironical disapprobation having been exhausted
two or three of the out-of-door fellows began to hustle
Nicholas and the young gentleman who had made the noise:
stumbling against them by accident, and treading on their
tjoes, and so forth. But this being a round game, and one not
necessarily lunited to three or four players, was open to
John Browdie too, who, bursting into the Uttle crowd—to
the great terror of his wife—and falling about in all directions,
now to the right, now to the left, now forwards, now back-
wards and accidentally driving his elbow through the hat of
the tallest helper who had been particularly active, speedily
caused the odds to wear a very different appearance; while
more than one stout fellow limped away to a respectful
distance, anathematising with tears in his eyes the heavy
tread and ponderous feet of the burly Yorkshireman.
" Let me see him do it again," said he who had been kicked

into the comer, rising as he spoke, apparently more from the
tear of John Browdie's inadvertently treading upon him, than
from any desire to place himself on equal terms with his late
adversary. " Let me see him do it again. That's all."

" Let me hear you make those remarks again," said the
young man, " and I'll knock that head of yours in among
the wine-glasses behind you there."
Here a waiter who had been rubbing his hands in ex-

cessive enjoyment of the scene, so long as only the breaking
of heads was in question, adjured the spectators with great
earnestness to fetch the police, declaring that otherwise
murder would be surely done, and that he was responsible
for all the glass and china on the premises.

" No one need trouble himself to stir," said the young
gentleman. " I am going to remain in the house all night,
and shall be found here in the morning if there is any assault
to answer for."

" What did you strike him for? " asked one of the by-
standers.

i 1
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hi

"Ah
I
What did you strike htm for?" demanded th<

otners.

The unpopular gentleman looked cooUy round, and ad
dressing himself to Nicholas, said:

" You inquired just now what was the matter here. Th<
matter IS simply this. Yonder person, who was drinking
with a fnend m the coffee-room when I took my seat there
for half an hour before going to bed (for I have just come
off a journey, and preferred stopping here to-night, to going
home at this hour, where I was not expected until to-moirow)
chose to express himself in very disrespectful, and insolently
familiar terms, of a young lady, whom I recognised from his
description and other circumstances, and whom I have the
honour to know. As he spoke loud enough to be overh^'ard
by the other guests who were present, I informed him most
civilly that he was mistaken m his conjectures, which were
of an offensive nature, and requested him to forbear. He did
so for a little time, but as he chose to renew his conversation
when leaving the room, in a more offensive strain than before,
I could not refrain from making after him, and facilitating his
departure by a kick, which reduced him to the posture in
which you saw him just now. I am the best judge of myown affairs, I take it," said the young man, who had certainlv
not quite r* covered from his recent heat, "

if anybody here
thinks proper to make this quarrel his own, I have not the
smallest fsarthly objection, I do assure him."
Of all possible courses of proceeding under the circum-

stances detailed, there was certainly not one which, in his
then state of mmd, could have appeared more laudable to
Nicholas than this. There were not many subjects of dispute
which at that moment could have come home to his own
breast more powerfully, for having the unknown upper-
most in his thoughts, it naturally occui/ed to him that he
would have done just the same if any audacious gossiper
durst have presumed in his hearing to speak lightly of her
Influenced by these considerations, he espoused the young
gentleman s quarrel with great warmth, protesting that he
had done quite right, and that he respected him for it:
which John Browdie (albeit not quite clear as to the merits)
immediately protested too, with not inferior vehemence.

Let him take care, that's all," said the defeated party,
who was bemg rubbed down by a waiter, after his recent
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fall on the dusty boards. " He don't knock me about for
nothing, I can tell him that. A pretty lUte of things, if a
man isn't to admire a handsome girl without being beat to
pieces for it!

"

This reflection appeared to have great weight with the
young lady in the bar, who (adjusting her cap as she spoke,
and glancing at a mirror) declared th \t would be a ve-y
pretty state of things ii^deed; and that if people were to be
punished for actions so innocent and natural as that, there
would be more people to be knocked down than there would
be people to knock them down, and that she wondered what
the gentleman meant by it, that she did.

" My dear girl," said the young gentleman in a low voice,
advancing towards the sash window.

" Nonsense, sir! " replied the young lady sharply, smihng
though as shr turned aside, and biting her lip (v hereat Mrs.
Browdie, who was still standing on the stairs, glanced at
her with disdain, uid called to her husband to come
away).

" No, but listen to me," said the yoang man. " If admira-
tion of a pretty face were criminal, I should be the most
hopeless person alive, for I cannot resist one. It has the
most extraordinary effect upon me, checks and controls me
in the most furious and obstinate mood. You see what an
effect yours has had upon me already."

" Oh, that's very pretty," replied the young lady, tossing
her head, " but

"

" Yes, I know it's very pretty," said the young man, looking
with an air of admiration in the barmaid's face. " I said
so, you know, just this moment. But beauty should be
spoken of respectfully—respectfully, and in proper terms,
and with a becoming sense of its worth and excellence,
whereas this fellow has no more notion

—

'—

"

The young lady interrupted the conversation at this point,
by thrusting her head out of the bar-window, and inquiring
of the waiter in a shrill voice whether that young man who
had been knocked down was going to stand in the passage
all night, or whether the entrance was to be left clear for
other people? The waiters taking the hint, and communi-
cating it to the hostlers, were not slow to ch? '•»>eir tone
too, and the result was, that the unfortun .tim was
bundled out in a twinkling.
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^

Indeed I repUed hu new acquaintance.

•' wLrjf?T **' **'" r<»^'<*ola., pausing to reflect

a ^r/^r^ have-^topl-yes, to be .iTe-hf belong.^a register-office up at the west end of the town. Ik™'
recollected the face."

^^ * ™'^

f
*J?a»'>deed, Tom, the ugly clerk.

tK.
^*'' *^** •°*'"8»»'

" «"d Nicholas, ruminating upoi

^T^/^^l"^ which that registir-office ,eem^

,.»»'.! "I "™"? °**''«**^ ^° y°" '«•' yo"f ^d advocacy of mvcauw when it most needed an advocate," saidT/you^Jman, laughing, and drawing a card from his pocket "Per?

he^retuiISd °Slll!'
'*^^' "*^ «'*?*='"« *^ ^^ involuntarily as

" Mr F^nt Sf ''^kP'I'??'"^.'
^»""d ^«y «r«at surprise.

w
™^,CheerybIeI" said Nicholas. '• Surelv not Sienephew of Cheeryble Brothers, who is expected toto??oVr

returned Mr Frail ""LT*" ^^* "^^P^ew of the firm,"returned Mr Frank, good-humouredly; " but of the twoexceUent mdividuals who compose it,^I am pro to ZyI am the nephew. And you, I see, are Mr. Nicklebv 7fwhom I have heard so much! This is a most unexn^'t^meeting but not the less welcome, I assure y^u " "°**P*^'*^

Nicholas responded to these compliments with others of

•n ', T'/?i' 'S^ ^*y '^"^^ h^ds warmly Then hein roduced John Browdie, who had remained in a state oi

T K B J-'^^y
''°" ^^^'^ ^ t^e right side. Then MreJohn BrowHie was introduced, and finally thev J wentupstairs together a«d spent thi next half hour^with ^eatsatisfaction and mutual entertainment; Mrs. Toh^ Browdi^beginning the conversation by declaring that o* all the mldi-

not an absolute miracle and phenomenon in natorir w^ aspi^hUy, good-humoured, pleWnt fellow, wiSJmuih^thm his countenance and disposition that rminded NkholaS
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very itrongly of tht kino-hearted brothew. His manner was
as unaffected as theirs, and his demeanour full of that hearti-
ness which, to most people who have anything generous in
their composition, is peculiarly prepossessing. Add to this,
that he was good-looking and intelligent, had a plentiful
share of vivacity, was extremely cheerful, and accommodated
himself m five minutes' ti.ne to all John Browdie's oddities
with as much ease as if he had known him from a hoy ; and
It will be a source of no great wonder that when they parted
for the night he had produced a most favourable impression,
not only upon the worthy Yorkshireman and his wife, but
upon Nicholas also, who, revolving all these things in hu
mmd as he made the best of his way home, arrived at the
conclusion that he had laid the foundation of a most agree-
able and desirable acquaintance.

" But it's a most extraordinary thing about that register-
office fellow I" thought Nicholas. "Is it likely that this
nephew can know anything about that beautiful girl ? When
'^"im Linkinwater gave me to understand the other day that
he was coming to take a share in the business here, he said
he had been superintending it in Germany for four years,
and that during the last sbc months he had been engaged in
establishing an agency in the north of England. That's four
years and a half—four years and a half. She can't be more
than seventeen—say eighteen at the outside. She was qui''
a child when he went away, then. I should say he knew
nothing about her and had never sejn her, so A* can give
no information. At all events," thought Nicholas, coming
to tlie real point in his mind, " there can be no danger of
any prior occupation of her affections in that quarter: that's
quite clear."

Is selfishness a necessary ingredient in the composition of
that passion called love, or does it deserve all the tine things
which poets, in the exercise of their undoubted vocation,
have said of it ? There are, no doubt, authenticated instances
of gentlemen having given up ladies and ladies having given
up gentlemen to meritorious rivals, under circumstances of
great high-mindedness; but is it quite established that the
majority of such ladies and gentlemen have not made a
virtue of necessity, and nobly resigned what was beyond
their reach; as a private soldier might register a vow never
to accept the order of the Garter, or a poor curate of great
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that same nephew was likelv tn X-,] k,-^
"f*»""ns wnetner

He did not stop to set on foot an inquiry into his train ofthought or state of feeling, however- bnt wpnt^K- i
•

jcnnenting ideas whi^a^wS K"rLe"evrnTtt°'

w*o^i^\;;;:ra.t«^XS;^''^"''-^^—
^^^^^

..ther deferred or hastened i^ app'o^h by The Z,^"r^'

charge of hi, public dut^^ Ae b»L of^Se'„"tt>f«invariably risen according to the a^mJ^^JT I
.ufienng hin«elf to be swaged by an^JS^i-SelllSTr



A Remarkable Coincidence 569
So morning came as usual, and with it business-hours, and
with them Mr. Frank Cheeryble, and with him a long train
of smiles and welcomes from the worthy brothers, and a

•'l?S*^ ^J-I^'^^r^ ^^' Nickleby should have met last
night, said Tmi Lmkinwater, getting slowly off his stool,and looking round the counting-house with his back planted
against the desk, as was his custom when he had anything
very particular to say: '' that those two young men should
have met last night m that manner is, I say, a coincidence
a remarkable coincidence. Why, I don't believe now," addedlim, taking off his spectacles, and smiling as with gentle
pride, '• that there's such a place in aU thf world for^cob-
cidences as London is !

"

;' I don't know about that," said Mr. Frank; " but "
Don t know about it, Mr. Francis 1" interrupted Tim

with an obstinate air. « Well, but let us know. If there

Fn™?^T ?l*'f
•^''•' ^."«=^,^^. ^here is it? Is it in

&sZ No.^V-^T\r^"J."^»*^ Why, of course
It snot. Isitmi^rica? Not a bit of it. Is it in America?You know better than that, at all events. Well, then," saidlim, folding his arms resolutely, " where is it?

"
" I was not about to dispute the point, Tim," said young

Cheeryble, laughing. "I am not such a heretic as that
iU I was going to say was, that I hold myself under aiJ
obligation to the comcidence, that's all."

" 1^^^ "^ ??" "^u"'*
*^''P,"^*' '''" **'^ Tim, quite satisfied,

that's another thing. I'll tell you what though. I wishyou had. I wish you or anybody would. I would so put
that man down, said Tmi, tapping the forefinger of his lefthand emphaticaUy with his spectacles, " so put that mandown by argument "

It was quite impossible to find language to express the
degree of mental prostration to which such an adventurous
wight would be reduced in the keen encounter with Tim
Lmkinwater, so Tim gave up the rest of his declaration in
pure lack of words, and mounted his stool again.

" We may consider ourselves, brother Ned," ^d Charles
after he had patted Tim Linkinwater approvingly on the
back, "very fortunate in having two such /oung men
about us as our nephew Frank and Mr. Nickleby It
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o

Nicholas Nickleby
should U a source of great satisfaction and pleasure to us »

because^?™ is'a'merrcht
''"''"/ "^^ "°^^'"« ^^^^^>

ver thinroro?Xintt7rnl1ra5r^°'^^^^ -
-at do you say to that, sir?^°

^'""^ ^°" ^^^*'">

" I am jealous of both of 'em " <iaiA t.\,, « j

and taking hun kmr^'/ by the hand " T T .^ -
'

us wrf? f„ t.i^^ J ^' ™"°' »""»' *ose who serv'e

and sister: \o Imo.t^Zii,^mA^'ZT ''""' """*"
.unity of relieving their mtai'^^t^Vtag ttmZTCtrifling service we have been ihl^'fn^„ ,k •

^^
more than repaid by theS »d Itu 'yTu di^pirS
make hoH^'t'''"

'"' ' ^- To-morrow isTunday 'ilS

ttat understanding. Broker Ned, my d^ W r^et"^.have a word with you this way." ' ™®
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The twins went out of the office arm in arm, and Nicholas,
who saw in this act of kindness, and many others of which
he had been the subject that morning, only so many delicate
renewals on the arrival of their nephew of the kind assurances
which the brothers had given him in his absence, could
scarcely feel sufficient admiration and gratitude for such
extraordinary consideration.

The intelligence that they were to have a visitor—and
such a visitor—next day, awakened in the breast of Mrs.
Nickleby mingled feelings of exultation and regret; for
whereas on the one hand she hailed it as an omen of her
speedy restoration to good society and the almost-forgotten
pleasures of morning calls and evening tea-drinkings, she
could not, on the other, but reflect with bitterness of spirit

on the absf ice of a silver teapot with an ivory knob on the
lid, and a milk-jug to match, which had been the pride of

her heart in days of yore, and had been kept rrom year's
end to year's end wrapped up in wash-leather on a certain
top shelf which now presented itself in lively colours to her
sorrowing imagination.

" I wonder who's got that spice-box," said Mrs. Nickleby,
shaking her head. " It used to stand in the left-hand comer,
next but two to the pickled onions. You remember that
spice-box, Kate? "

" Perfectly well, mama."
" I shouldn't think you did, Kate," returned Mrs. Nickleby,

in a severe manner, "talking about it in that co!-; and
unfeeling way! If there is any one thing that vexes me
in these losses more than the losses themselves, I do protest
and declare," said Mrs. Nickleby, rubbing her nose with an
impassioned air, " that it is to have people about me who
take things with such provoking calmness !

"

" My dear mama," said Kate, stealing her arm round her
mother's neck, " why do you say what I know you cannot
seriously mean or think, or why be angry with me for being
happy and content? You and Nicholas are left to me, we
are together once again, and what regard can I have for a
few trifling things of which we never feel the want? When
I have seen all the misery and desolation that death can
bring, and known the lonesome feeling of being solitary and
alone in crowds, and all the agony of separation in grief and
poverty when we most needed comfort and support from each
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other, can you wonder that I look upon this as a place of
such delicious quiet and rest, that with you beside me I have
nothing to wish for or regret ? There was a time, and not long
since, when all the comforts of our old home did come back
upon me, I own, very often—oftener than you would think
perhaps—but I affected to care nothing for them, in the hope
that you would so be brought to regret them less. I was not
insensible, indeed. I might have felt happier if I had been.
Dear mama," said Kate, in great agitation, " I know no
difference between this home and that in which we were all
so happy for so many years, except that the kindest and
gentlest heart that ever ached on earth has passed in peace to
heaven."

" Kate, my dear Kate! " cried Mrs. Nickleby, folding her
in her arms.

" I have so often thought," sobbed Kate, " of ali his kind
words—of the last time he looked into my little room, as he
passed upstairs to oed, and said ' God bless you, darling.'
There was a paleness in his face, mama—the broken heart—
I know it was—I little thought so—then—

"

A gush of tears came to her relief, and Kate laid her head
upon her mother's brea.st, and wept like a little child.

It is an exquisite and beautiful thing in our nature, that
when the heart is touched and softened by some tranquil
happiness or affectionate feeling, the memory of the dead
comes over it most powerfully and irresistibly. It would
almost seem as though our better thoughts and sympathies
were charms, in virtue of which the soul is enabled to hold
some vague and mysterious intercourse with the spirits of
those whom we dearly loved in life. Alas! how often and
how long may those patient angels hover above us, watching
for the spell which is so seldom uttered, and so soon forgotten I

Poor Mrs. Nickleby, accustomed to give ready utterance
to whatever came uppermost in her mind, had never con-
ceived the possibility of her daughter's dwelling upon these
thoughts in secret, the more especially as no hard trial or
querulous reproach had ever drawn them from her. But
now, when the happiness of all that Nicholas had just told
them, and of their new and peaceful life, brought these
recollections so strongly upon Kate that she could not sup-
press them, Mrs. Nickleby began to have a glimmering that
she had been rather thoughtless now and then, and was
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conscious of something like self-reproach as she embraced her

daughter, and yielded to the emotions which such a conversa-

tion naturally awakened.
There was a mighty bustle that night, and a vast quantity

of preparation for the expected visitor, and a very large

nosegay was brought from a gardener's hard by and cut up
into a number of very small ones with which Mrs. Nickleby

would have garnished the little sitting-room, in a style that

certainly could not have failed to attract anybody's attention,

if Kate had not offered to spare her the trouble, and arranged

them in the prettiest and neatest manner possible. If the

cottage ever lookc i pretty, it must have been on such a

bright and sunshiny day as the next day was. But Smike's

pride in the garden, or Mrs. Nickleby's in the condition of

the furniture, or Kate's in everything, was nothing to the

pride with which Nicholas looked at Kate herself; and surely

the costliest mansion in all England might have found in

her beautiful face and graceful form its most exquisite and

peerless ornament.

About six o'clock in the afternoon Mrs. Nickleby was
thrown into a great flutter of spirits by the long-expected

knock at the door, nor was this flutter at all composed by the

audible tread of two pairs of boots in the passage, which Mrs.

Nickleby augured in a breathless state must be " the two
Mr. Cheerybles"; as it certainly was, though not the two
Mrs. Nickleby expected, because it was Mr. Charles Cheeryble,

and his nephew, Mr. Frank, who made a thousand apologies

for his intrusion, which Mrs. Nickleby (having tea-spoons

enough and to spare for all) most graciously received. Nor
did the appearance of this unexpected visitor occasion the

least embarrassment (save in Kate, and that only to the

extent of a blush or two at first), for the old gentleman .was

so kind and cordial, and the young gentleman imitated him
in this respect so well, that the usual stiffness and formality

of a first meeting showed no signs of appearing, and Kate
really more than once detected b-^rself in the very act of

wondering when it was going to begin.

At the tea-table there was plenty of conversation on a great

variety of subjects, nor were there wanting jocose matters

of discussion, such as they were; for young Mr. Cheeryble's

recent stay in Germany happening to be alluded to, old Mr.

Cheeryble ' Srmed the company that the aforesaid young
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Mr Cheeryble was suspected to have faUen deeply in love
with the daughter of a certain German burgomaster. This
accusation young Mr. Cheeryble most indignantly repeUed,
upon which Mrs. Nickleby slily remarked that she suspected,
tPom the vc-y warmth of the denial, there must be somethingm It Young Mr. Cheeryble then earnestly entreated old Mr.
^eeryble to confess that it was all a jest, which old Mr.
Cheeryble at last did, young Mr. Cheeryble being so much in
earnest about it, that—as Mrs. Nickleby said many thousand
times afterwards in recalling the scene—he " quite coloured,"
which she rightly considered a memorable circumstance, and
one worthy of remark, young men not being as a class re-
inarkable for modesty or self-denial, especially when there
« a lady in the case, when, if they colour at all, it is rather
their practice to colour the story, and not themselves.

After tea there was a walk in the garden, and the evening
bemg very fine they strolled out at the garden gate into
some lanes and bye-roads, and sauntered up and down until
It grew quite dark. The time seemed to pass very quickly
with all the party. Kate went first, leaning upon her
brother's arm, and talking with him and Mr. Frank Cheeryble;
ajad Mrs. Nickleby and the elder gentleman followed at a'

short distance, the kindness of the good merchant, his interestm the welfare of Nicholas, and his admiration of Kate, so
operating upon the good lady's feelings, that the usual
current of her speech was confined within very narrow and
arcumscribed limits. Smike (who, if he had ever been an
object of interest in his life, had been one that day) accom-
panied them, joining sometimes one group and sometimes
the other, as brother Charles, laying his hand upon his
ihoulder, bade him walk with him, or Nicholas, looking
imihngly round, beckoned him to come and talk with the
old fnend who understood him best, and who could win a
smile into his careworn face when none else could.

Pride is one of the seven deadly sins; but it cannot be the
pride of a mother in her children, for that is a compound of
two cardinal virtues—faith and hope. This was the pride
which swelled Mrs. Nickleby's heart that night, and this it
was which left upon her face, glistening in the light when
they returned home, traces of the most grateful tears she had
«ver shed.

There was a quiet mirth about the little supper, which
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harmonized exactly with this tone of feeling, and at length

the two gentlemen took their leave. There was one circum-
stance in the leave-taking which occasioned a vast deal of

smiling and pleasantry, and that was, Mr. Fr? nk Cheeryble
offered his hand to Kate twice over, quite forgetting that he
had bade her adieu already. This was held by the elder

Mr. Cheeryble to be a convincing proof that he was thinking
of his German flame, and the jest occasioned immense
laughter. So easy is it to move light hearts.

In short, it was a day of serene and tranquil happiness;
and as we aii ..ave some bright day—many of us, let us hope,
among a crowd of others—to which we revert with particular

delight, so this one was often looked back to afterwards, as

holding a conspicuous place in the calendar of those who
shared it.

Was there one exception, and that one he who needed to
have been most happy?
Who was that who, in the silence of his own chamber,

sunk upon his knees to pray as his first friend had taught
him, and folding his hands and stretching them wildly in the
air, fell upon his face in a passion of bitter grief?

CHAPTER XLIV

MR. RALPn NICKLEBV CUTS AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE. IT

WOULD ALSO APPEAR FROM THE CONTENTS HEREOF,
THAT A JOKE, EVEN BETWEEN HUSBAND AND WIFE,
MAY BE SOMETIMES CARRIED TOO FAR

There are some men who, living with the one object of
enriching theiuoJves, no matter by what means, and being
perfectly conscious of the baseness and rascality of the means
which they will use every day towards this end, affect never-
theless—even to themselves—a high tone of moral rectitude,

and shake their heads and sigh over the depravity of the
world. Some of the craftiest scoundrels* that ever walked
this earth, or rather—for walking implies, at least, an erect

position and the bearing of a man—that ever crawled and
crept through life by its dirtiest and narrowest ways, will

gravely jot down in diaries the events of every day, and keep

H
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fhltPl^ ^' ^^ ^^^'^^ •*=«»""' ^«lh ^>aven, which

Whether this IS a gratuitous (the only gratuitous) nart of thii
falsehood and trickery of suih men'Xes, or wff.-hevreal y hope to cheat Heaven itself, and lay 'up tr , the

lay up treasure in this-not to question how it is so it is

«aDhil°wW?h\*"''
book-keep'ing (like rertaii\utobi'.^

graphies which have enlightened the worid) cannot fail toprove serviceable, in the one respect of sparing the ?ecordin^Angel some time and labour.
"8 me recording

Ralph Nickleby was not a man of this stamp. Stem un-

rn1ife"t^^'^'/>^
impenetrable, Ralph carE^ for „Xg

avi ci th^C ln'H*'''*i^'
.gratificatfon of two passions:

^lTu!l a\u
»n«^ P^dommant appetite of his nature

^^Afi h
*"' T"?- ^'"''''^ to ~««d«f himself but atype of all humanity, he was at Httle pains to conceal his Siiecharacter from the world in general, Snd in his oTh^lexulted over aiid chenshed every bad design as it hadTrthThe only scriptural admonition that Ralph Nickleby heededm the letter, was " know thyself." He knew Setf we^'«id choosing to imagine that all mankind were cast in the

TcoTes '±n'.' 'T'*
'°'' '^°"«^ "° ™*" hates himseWthe coldest among us having too much self-love for that vet

Td it'^^llTr'"^"''^ ^'M^e the world from themsei/esand It wiU be very generally found that those who sneei^habituaUy at human nature, and affect to despSe itTeamong its worst and least pleasant samples. ^ '

But the present business of these adventure^j is with Ralohhimself, who stood regarding Newman Noggs with a h^vvfrown while that worthy took off his fingerless gloves and

TtS 'them" >K "k^- ^"-'i!^
P^^ °^ ^^ leff hand, and

P^S ^ZufLIll w^a^abl^^t ^^T^ -h

yo^r^^^lLl^^i: ^' ^*^P^' ^^-^y- " A mistake of

gone/°
™'**^*'" '*^^™«^ Newman. « Not even going;

fretfS^lSirer^
^'^ °' ^'^^^ " """'"^ ^»*P^' "^'^ «
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I don't know," said Newman, " but he's gone'

The repetition of the word "gone," seemed to affordNewman Noggs inexpressible delight, in proportion as it
annoyed Ralph Nickleby. He uttered the word with a fuU
round emphasis, dwelhng upon it as long as he decentiv could,
and when he could hold out no longer without attracting
observation, stood gasping it to himself, as if even that were
a satisfaction.

" And where has he gone? " said Ralph.
" France," replied Newman. " Danger of another attack

of erysipelas—a worse attack-in the head. So the doctora
ordered him off. And he's gone."

•• And Lord Frederick ? " began Ralph.

^^
He s gone too," replied Newman.

"And he carries his drubbing with him, does h".!» said
Ralph, turning away: " pockets his bruises, and sneaks off
without the retaliation of a word, or seeking the smallest
reparation I

"

^

" He's too ill," said Newman.
'• Too ill 1

" repeated Ralph. " Why 1 would have it if I
were dying; m that case I would only be the more deter-
mined to have it. and that without delay—I mean if I were
he. But he's too ill! Poor Sir Mulberry ! Too ill I"

Uttering these words with supreme contempt and great
irritation of manner, Ralph signed hastily to Newman to
leave the room; and throwing himself into his chair, beat his
toot impatiently upon the ground.
" There is some spell about that boy," said Ralph, grinding

tus teeth. Circumstances conspire to help him. Talk of
fortune s favours 1 What is even money to such Devil's luck
as this

!

He thrust his hands impatiently into his pockets, but not-
withstandmg his previous reflection there was some consola-
tion there, for his face relaxed a little; and although there
was stil a deep frown upon the contracted brow, it was one
of calculation, and not of disappointment.

.. "Pv ?f'^''
""'" ^°"^® ^^^^ however," muttered Ralph i

and >f I know the man (and I should by this time) his
wrath will have lost nothing of its violence in the meanwhile.
Ubhgcd to live m retirement—the monotony of a sick-room
to a man of his habits-no life-no drink-no play-nothing
that he likes and Uves by. He is not likely to forget his

T
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obligations to the cause of all this. Few men would: but
he of all others? No, no!"
He smiled and shook his head, and resting his chin upon

his hand, fell a musing, and smiled again. After a time he
rose and rang the bell.

" That Mr. Squeers; has he been here? " said Ralph.
" He was here last night. I left him here when I went

home/' returned Newman.

^^

" I know that, fool, do I not? " said Ralph, irascibly.
" Has he been here since? Was he here this morning? "
" Nc," bawled Newman, in a very loud key.
" If he comes while I am out—he is pretty sure to be here

by nine to-night—let him wait. And if there's another man
with him, as there will be—perhaps," said Ralph, checking
himself, " let him wait too."

" Let 'em both wait? " said Newman.
"Ay," replied Ralph, turning upon him with an angry

look. "Help me on with this spencer, and don't repeat
after me like a croaking parrot."

" I wish I was a parrot," said Newman, sulkily.
" I wish you were," rejoined Ralph, drawing his spencer

on; " I'd have wrung your neck long ago."
Newman returned no answer to this compliment, but

looked over Ralph's shoulder for an instant (he was adjust-
ing "he collar of the spencer behind, just then), as if he
were strongly disposed to tweak him by the nose. Meeting
Ralph's eye, however, he suddenly recalled his wandering
fingers, and rubbed his own red nose with a vehemence
quite astonishing.

Bestowing no further notice upon his eccentric follower
than a threatening look, and an admonition to be careful
and make no mistake, Ralph took his hat and gloves, and
walked out.

He appeared to have a very extraordinary and miscel-
laneous connexion, and very odd calls he made, some at great
rich houses, and some at small poor houses, but all upon one
subject: money. His face was a talisman to the porters and
servants of his more dashing clients, and procured him ready
admission, though he trudged on foot, and others, who were
denied, rattled to the door in carriages. Here, he was all

softness and cringing civility ; his step so light, that it scar jely
produced a sound upon the thick carpets; his voice so soft
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that It WM not audible beyond the person to whom it was

J^n^' »J;"
•" '*!* 5~"^ h-biution. Ralph was anoth"man; h,s boots creaked .n the passage floor as he walkS

mo^ll t^hU**"
""''''T ^^ *"^ '^ " be demandeS tS2money that was overdue; h.s threats were coarse and angryWith another class of customers, Ralph was again anotW

don who ri^'!'"°'^*y' ?' '?^°^* '»»*» ^'^"btful reputTtion, who helped him to new business, or raise j fresh orofi^upon old. With them Ra?ph was familiar a,S,W
uZTrP^r -^^ 'r""

°^ '*^* ^*y' ^^ especiallyplS
?n^r ?r^5 "iP'T *"^. P^''^"^^ difficulties that made good

the bulky leather case full of biH= and notes which he drewfrom his pocket at every house, and the constant repetkionof the same complamt varied only in tone and Style t!

he might be If he had his own; but that there was no getting

and It was a hard matter to live; even to live from day to

niLT^^TK"'"^
before a long round of such visits Tinter-rupted only by a scanty dmner at an eating-house) terminated

way£:; "'P*' """^"^ ^'^"^ ''• ^''"^^'« ^^^^^' "b's

There were some deep schemes in his head, as the puckered

ev^rirthevTiXr "°"'' "°"'^ ^^^^ abundantlySed,
pZ n

^ ^ ^^^" unaccompanied by a complete indiffer-

pUf ;
°' ""J?"^7°"«ness of, the objects about him. Socomplete was his abstraction, however, that Ralph, usuallyas quick-sighted as any man, did not observe tha he was

behhd him'wlth''"'!"^ f
^"^^' "^'^^ ^' °- ^'-e ^td

n«^« hi K-
^

"°'i''^''
footsteps, at another crept a few

an tfnS./
' ^'?'

^"u-
*' ^'''^^' ^''^^'^ ^Jo"g by his side; ataJl times regarding him with an eye so keeS, and a look soeager and attentive, that it was more like the expression oi

Srr thaJT" ^°"l^
P°"^^"^ P'^^-« - strongTmarkel

The sky had been lowering and dark for some time and

or%hXTort'rf °'t? "°'^r
'"'"^ °^ ^^'^ drovrRal^htor shelter to a tree. He was leaning against it with folded
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arms, still buried in thought, when, happening to rai«6 hia
eyes, he suddenK aet those of a man who, creeping round
Che trunk, pe^- nto his face with a searching look. There
was somet* ,. ^ in the usurer's expression at the moment,
which the man appeared to remember well, for it decided
him; and stepping close up to Ralph, he pronounced his
name.

Astonish td for the moment, Ralph fell back a couple of
paces and surveyed him from head to foot. A spare, dark,
withered man, of about his own age, with a stooping body,
and a very sinister face rendered more ill-favoured by hollow
And hungry cheeks deeply sunburnt, and thick black eye-
brows, blacker in contrast with the perfect whiteness of his
hair; rouglhy clothed in shabby garments, of a strange and
uncouth niake; and having about him an indefinable manner
of depression and degradation—this, for a moment, was all

he saw. But he looked again, and the face and person
seemed gradually to grow less strange, to change as he
looked, to subside and soften into Imeaments that were
familiar, until at last they resolved themselves, as if by
some strange optical illusion, into those of one wliom he had
know for many years, and forgotten and lost sight of for
nearly as many more.
The man saw that the recognition was mutual, and beckon-

bg to Ralph to take his former place under the tree, ^ad not
to stand in the falling rain—of which, in his first surprise, he
had been quite regardless—addressed him in a hoarse faint
tone.

" You would hardly have known me from my voice, I

suppose, Mr. Nickleby? " he said.
" No," returned Ralph, bending a severe look upon him.

"Though there is something in that, that I remember
now."

" There is little in me that you can call to mind as having
been there eight years ago, I dare say? " observed the other.

" Quite enough," said Ralph, carelessly, and averting his
face. " More than enough."

" If I had remained in doubt about you, Mr. Nickleby/'
said the other, " this reception, and your manner, would have
decided me very soon."

" Did you expect any other? " asked Ralph, sharply.
"No!" said the man.
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•• You are right," retorted Ralph; " and ai you feel nowrpnie, need expreu none."

« you leei no

• Mr. Nickleby " laid the man, bluntly, after a brief pause

.. j^D*?!?**.'*^ ^ '^'* **«" ^'U **»• "^»n holds a little
"

hJ.n'"S.??i'"J2"'
«»nfi<J««»-." thus his companion

*^*2;,nWJe?'*'** ™"»f ^nd •miled involuntarilVT
Well, said the other, •• as much in your confidence atyou ever chose to let anybody be."

wnnaence ai

;• Ahl " rejoined Ralph, folding his arms; "
that's anotherthing, quite another thing."
«'«ianoiner

of humility!""*
^^^ "^" ''°'^' ^' ^'''^^'^y» « ^« ""»«

••Of what? "said Ralph.
•• Oi humanity," replied the other, sternly. " I am himirrv

w long an abjence-must see, for I, upon whom it has comeby slow and hard degrees, see it and know it well-will n^t

rrr^'^^P'?','"' '*^* '^"°^'«»g«^ ^^at bread-no ?hedaily bread of the Lord's Prayer, Jhich, as it is offc?«i unm cities like this, is understood to include half the lu^rS
will support life for the poor-not that, but bread a crustof dry hard bread-is beyond my reach t^-day-let that hTvesome weight with you, if nothing else has."

^ ^"^^

If this IS the usual form in which you beg. sir
"

saidRalph " you have studied your part well; buf'if yiu w Htake advice from one who knows something of he woridand Its ways, I should recommend a lower%one a Ttt^e

h.«^r-\***t"^
?"' Ralph Clenched his left wrist tightly withh« right hand and inclining his head a little on oneTdeand dropping h,s chm upon his breast, looked at him wh«nhe addressed with a rowning, sullen face. The very 0^°"

of a man whom nothing could move or soften
^

Yesterday was my first day in London," said the
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old man, glancing at his travel-stained dress and worn
shoes.

" It would have been better for you, I think, if it had
been your last also," replied Ralph.

" I have been seeking you these two days, where I thoujrht
you were most likely to be found," resumed the other more
humbly, and I met you here at last, when I had ahnost
given up the hope of encountering you, Mr. Nickleby."
He seemed to wait for some reply, but Ralph giving him

none, he contmued: ^

" I am a most miserable and wretched outcast, nearly
socty years old, and as destitute and helpless as a child of

"I am sixty years old, too," replied Ralph, " and am
neither destitute nor helpless. Work. Don't make fine
play-actmg speeches about bread, but earn it."

"^°'^l"''''''^^
^^e o^^er. "Where? Show me the

means. Will you give them to me? "

"I did once," replied Ralph, composedly: " you scarcely
need ask me whether I will again."

" It's twenty years ago, or more," said the man, in a sup-
pressed voice, " smce you and I fell out. You remember
that? I claimed a share in the profits of some business
I brought to you, and, as I persisted, you arrested me for an
old advance of ten pounds, odd shillings, including interest
at fifty per cent, or so."

" Wha'tThen ?^''
'°°'®^"'« °^ '*'" ^^P"«*^ ^*^P^> carelessly.

"That didn't part us," said the man. "I made sub-
mission, being on the wrong side of the bolts and bars: and
as you were not the made man then that you are now you
were glad enough to take back a clerk who wasn't over nice
and who knew something of the trade you drove."

'

u
','

Y°" ,^3^^ ^^ prayed, and I consented/' re'umed
Ralph. That was kind of me. Perhaps I did want you.
I forget. I should think I did, or you would have beggedm vam. You were useful; not too honest, not too deliSte
not too nice of hand or heart; but useful."

"Useful, indeed!" said the man. Come. You had
pmched and ground me down for some years before that
but I had served you faithfully up to that time, in spite of
all your dog's usuge. Had I?"

^
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Ralph made no reply.

"i S**^ ^ ** " ^^'^ '^^ '"^n again.

Hn„* ,
^^"^ ^*^ ^?,"'' "^^S^"'" '^joined Ralph, "and had

« M^!"'.?"^ "°^ afWa. .Is/' said the other.

,-„,t ,.°i?
^^'^^''^!/ ^' "'^'"^y' ^^o'- *^^''n then, for (as you haveJust said) you owed n. noney, ana do still,'" repffialph

Mark thit T H^ .n'
'^'-

T""'
'^"^^^'y- That's not^Mark that I didn't forget that old sore, trust me PartIvm remembrance of that, and partly in the hope oi mak'S

Tsulon^ar ?'^ ^^ ^^ '^^^"^^' ^ ^°°1^ advantage ofmyposition about you, and possessed myself of a hold unonyou, which you would give half of alfyou have to knowand never can know but through me T l^ff ,, i
'

h!' j 1° '"" ' ""'' '"' ""d drink. Money is on vour

^^
By my old one, if you like."
Why, then, harkye, Mr. Brooker " saiH Rair^k ; i.-

your mts, or you would not corae i^th such a ti^s hu^
«;mXu Ski'""'""

""' "^ "' " p"'-"'^ it fo-t,;:
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" I can't do that," interposed Brooken " That wouldn't
serve me."
" Wouldn't it? " said Ralph. " It will serve you as much

as bringing it to me, I promise you. To be plain with vou.
I am a careful man, and know my affairs thoroughly. I
know the world, and the world knows me. Whatever you
gleaned, or heard, or saw, when you served me, the world
knows and magnifies already. You could tell it nothing that
would surprise it, unless, indeed, it redounded to my credit
or honour, and then it would scout you for a liar. And yet
I don't find business slack, or clients scrupulous. Quite the
contrary. I am reviled or threatened every day by one man
or another," said Ralph; " but things roll on just the same,
and I don't grow poorer either."

" I neither revile nor threaten," rejoined the man. "
I

can tell you of what you have lost by my act, what I only
can restore, and what, if I die without restoring, dies with
me, and never can be regained."

" I tell my money pretty accurately, and generally keep it

m my own custody," said Ralph. " I look sharply after
most men that I deal with, and most of all I looked sharply
after you. You are welcome to all you have kept from me."

" Are those of your own name dear to you? " said the man
emphatically. " If they are

"

" They are not," returned Ralph, exasperated at this per-
severance, and the thought of Nicholas, which the last ques-
tion awakened. "They are not. If you had come as a
common beggar, I might have thrown a sixpence to you in
remembrance of the clever knave you used to be; but since
you try to palm these stale tricks upon one you might have
known better, I'll not part with a halfpenny—nor would
I to save you from rotting. And remember tnt, 'scape-
gallows," said Ralph, menacing him with his hand, " that if

we meet again, and you so much as notice me by one begging
g:esture, you shall see the inside of a jail once more, and
tighten this hold upon me in intervals of the hard labour
that vagabonds are put to. There's my answer to vour
trash. Take it."

With a disdainful scowl at the object of his anger, who
met his eye but uttered not a word, Ralph walked away at
his usual pace, without manifesting the slightest curiosity to
see what became of his late companion, or indeed once look-
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h!f .^!l'"<? ^i™- "^u*.
"*" "™*'"«*^ 0" t^« »»"»« »pot with

Jir' ^ ^^*r ''r^x'^'"^
'"* *""* »*^"' his chest, as if thedamp and lack of food struck coldly to him, lingered with

^fd'aC '' ""' "'"'*' "^' "^^^^^ °"^"^
"^'

f„^hl?\'" "°r*t "*'''*^ **y '^^^^^ had late'y passed.

rol^?Q^ °"' and turnmg out of the Park and leavingGolden Square on his right, took his way through som!streets at the west end of the town until he arrived inZ
^ tKTular one m wh.ch stood the residence of Madame Man-tolmi. The name of that lady no longer appeared on theflammg door-plate that of Miss Knag being substituted inIts stead

;
but the bonnets and dresse^were slill dimly vS^bS

eyenmg and, exceptmg this ostensible alteration in the
^

«^Hu^h^'^''
'^' establishment wore its old appearance

mnnth "^K
"'""^'^d Ralph, drawing his hand across hismouth with a connoisseur-like air, and surveying the housefrom top to bottom; " these people look pretly well They

b^e::;Vat^s :ir
^^^^ ^- ^ "^-^^ ^-p ^- ^^-'^

the^s'no?^wh5 ''^
^'

y complacently, Ralph was leaving

^J.nH K ^K u' T"'"*''
'" ^"Sht the sound of a confused

noise and hubbub of voices, mingled with a great running upand down stairs, m the very house which had been the

tnVn u
his scrutiny; and while he was hesitating whetherto knock at the door or listen at the key-hole a little longera female servant of Madame Mantalini's (whom he had oftenseen) opened it abruptly and bounced out, with her blue cap-ribbons streaming m - air

^

He're^am?" n-^
^'."^

' "if
"'^ ^^'P*^' " that's the matter?were am I. Didn't you hear me knock ? "

Oh! Mr Nickleby,sir,"saidthegirl. " Go up for thelove of Gracious Master's been and done it agaim"
^^
Done what? said Ralph, tartly, " what d've mean? "

« I^siiSTaluLt^^ '' "' "" "'"' '' '''" ""' ^'^ ^•''•

kJI?*""®-^"*/. ^°" ^'"y wench," said Ralph, catching herby the wr«t; « and don't carry family matter^ to the neigh-
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bours, destroying the credit of the establishment. Come
here; do you hear me, girl ? "

Without any further expostulation, he led or rather pulled
the frightened handmaid into the house, and shut the door-
then bidding her walk upstairs before him, followed without
more ceremony.
Guided by the noise of a great many voices all talking

together, and passing the girl in his impatience, before they
had ascended many steps, Ralph quickly reached the private
sitting-room, when he was rather amazed by the confused
and inexplicable scene in which he suddenly found himself.
There were all the young lady-workers, some with bonnetsand some without, m various attitudes expressive of alarmand consternation; some gathered round Madame Mantaliniwho was m tears upon one chair; and others round Miss

rm^nH Mr"T f pPP"' u°"
*^^" "P°" ^°^^"' ^^ othersround Mr Mantahni, who was perhaps the most striking

St^/nH^H "^'.T,^?'" «J°"P' '°^ ^r. Mantalini's legs werfextended at full length upon the floor, and his h^ and
shoulders were supported by a very tall footman, who didn'tseem to know what to do with them, and Mr. Mantalini's
eyes were closed, and his face was pale, and his ha^wLcomparatively straight, and his whiskers and moustache were

nTi/r- h^t
^'^}^ ^''' clenched, and he had a little bottlem his right hand, and a little tea-spoon in his left, and his

AnH v.?m'A ^^''xT^
'^^H^ders, were all stiff and powerless.And yet Madame Mantahni was not weeping upon the bodybut was scolding violently upon her cha^;^and all ^Samidst a clamour of tongues, perfectly deafening, and which

S i^tZr''^
'° T' ^""^" ^^ unfortunate footman t^tne utmost verge of distraction.

^^^What is the matter here?" said Ralph, pressing for-

At this inquiry, the clamour was increased twenty-fold and
as " He's

an astounding string of such shrill contradictions

^Dnn't " "^ H Vr'.' Hf, h^^'^'t - ' Send for a doctor »-Dont __ Hesdymg "-"He isn't, he's only pretending"-with various other cries, poured forth with bewildering
volubility until Madame Mantalini was seen to address her?
self to Ralph when female curiosity to know what she would

SrSr^K '^' ^\^ u>y S"""""^ *=°"^«nt, a dead silence,
unbroken by a single whisper, instantaneously succeeded.
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"Mr. Nickleby" said Madame Mantalini; "by whatchance you came here, I don't know." ' ^ •*"
Here a gurghng voice was heard to ejaculate, as part of

neLr'Koh H 'f T^'i""'
"«^^» Demnitfon'sweetnessi But nobody heeded them except the footman who

wer? f'rom'bt'" 'T '"'' \"^"' *°"'^ proceedTn,"' « ?tS uZ the fl ^r"^ '*"«'''' ^'°PP«^ his m,ster'sneaa upon the floor with a prettv loud crash an^ fK-^

« iJheVn f°^ ^ 'V' "P' «-^<^ upon X^^^^^^^^

'•
I tm h^"' '°T,'''^'"?

'^'^'' cleve?than otherwise
'

K-r i
'
however " contmued Madame Mantalini drvincher eyes and speaking with great indignation " sav befirf

r'airl^fr '"^^^'^.^^^ *^'^^' ^^^ thf fir.t t me and oncefor all, that I never will supply that man's extrWaganceland vciousness again I have been a dupe and a Tool to

c^n Inl T'^t ^'^ ^"'"'^' ^^ ^hall support himself ? hecan, and then he may spend what monev he nleaJ. , J^!wl^m and how he pleas'es; but it shrnot fee a'^dtherefore you had better pause before you trust him further "Thereupon Madame Mantalini, quite unmoved bv snL
7:JT''' lamentations on the ^art of heThusba/d tha

tX^T"^ ^^^
"f '"•'^'^ ^he prussic aci.^ strong enough

VM*"! "'I''*
^""^^ ^"°*her bottle or two to finish thework he had m hand, entered into a catalogue of hat amkhl^gentleman's gallantries, deceptions, ex^trLlgances 'f^^^^infideht.es (especially the last), winding up with a nroLstagamstbemg supposed to entertain the smallest remnan

0I hTaffe'r;'™' T^ "^^"^'"^' '" P^^^^ °^ ^^e altered stateof her affections, the circumstance of his havin- poisonedhmriself in private no less than six times with^i ZTast
?e»v?h?il"" '^^^"^ °-^ ^"'-^-^ 'y -^ or

"And I insist on being separated and left to mv^elf

"

a separation, 1 11 have one in law-I can-and I hope this

exhib^ti^n"'
"'"' '' '" ^"'^ "'^^ ^^^^ -- ^his disgLce?,;!

Miss Knag who was unquestionably the oldest drl incompany, said with great solemnity, that it wouJd be awarning to A.r and so did the young ladies generally with

i^l?rP''T "
u°"'

°' *^° "'ho appeared to entertJn doubtswhether such whiskers could do wrong.

'f
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Why do you say aU this before so many listenen? " said
Ralph, m a low voice. " You know you are not in earnest."

1 am in earnest,
' replied Madame Mantalini, aloud, and

retreatmg towards Miss Knag.
'

" Well, but consider," reasoned Ralph, who had a great
mtercst m the matter. " It would be well to reflect A
married woman has no property."

" Not a solitary individual dem, my soul," said Mr. Man-
talini, raising himself upon his elbow.
"I am quite aware of that," retorted Madame Mantalini.

tossing her head; "and / have none. The business, the
stock, this house, and everything in it, aU belong to Miss

"That's quite true, Madame Mantalini," said Miss Knag
with whom her late employer had secretly come toim
wnicable understanding on this point. " Very true, indeed.Madame Mantolini-hem-very true. And I never wasmore glad m all my life, that I had strength of mind to resist
matrimonial offers, no matter how advantageous, than Iam when I think of my present condition as compared with

i^tohnf
"""* "°*^* and most undeserved one, Madame

" Demmit I " cried Mr. Mantalini, turning his head towards
his wife. Will It not slap and pinch the envious dowager,
that dares to reflect upon its own delicious?"

..
But the day of Mr. Mantalini's blandishments had departed.
Miss Knag sir, said his wife, " is my particular fnend: "

and although Mr. Mantalini leered tiU his eyes seemed in

te' vr"Tr ^T'"S "^"^ ^ **^«''" "g*»t places again,
Madame Mantalini showed no signs of softening.
To do the excellent Miss Knag justice, she had been mainly

mstnimentaJ in bringing about this altered state of th-ngs.
for, finding by da:ly experience, that there was no chance of
the business thriving, or even continuing to exist, while Mr.
Mantalini had any hand in the expenditure, and having now
a considerable mterest in its well-doing, she had sedulously
applied herself to the investigation of some little matters
connected with that gentleman's private character, which
Jhe had so well elucidated, and artfully imparted to Madame
MMitalini, as to open her eyes more effectually than the closest
and most philosophical reasoning could have done in a series
of yean. To which end, the accidental discovery by Miss
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Knag of some tender correspondence, in which Madame
Mantahni was described as " old " and " ordinary," had most
providentially contributed.

However, notwithstanding her firmness, Madame Manta-
Imi wept very piteously; and as she leant upon Miss Knag,
and signed towards the door, that young lady and all the
other young ladies with sympathising faces, proceeded to
bear her out.

" Nickleby," said Mr. Mantalini in tears, " you have been
made a witness to this demnition cruelty, on the part of the
demdest enslaver and captivater that never was, oh dem!
I forgive that woman."
" Forgive! " repeated Madame Mantalini, angrily.
" I do forgive her, Nickleby," said Mr. Mantalini. " You

will blame me, the world will blame me, the women will
blame me; everybody will laugh, and scoff, and smile, and
gnn most demnebly. They will say, ' She had a blessing.
She did not know it. He was too weak; he was too good;
he was a dem'd fine fellow, but he loved too strong; he could
not bear her to be cross, and call him wicked names. It was a
dem'd case, there never was a demder.' But I forgive her."
With this affecting speech Mr. Mantalini fell down again

very flat, and lay to all appearance without sense or motion,
until all the females had left the room, when he came
cautiously into a sitting posture, and confronted Ralph with
a very blank face, and the little bottle still in one hand and
the tea-spoon in the other.

" You may put away those fooleries now, and live by your
wite again," said Ralph, coolly putting on his hat.

" Demmit, Nickleby, you're not serious? "
" I seldom joke," said Ralph. " Good night "
" No, but Nickleby," said Mantalini.
" I am wrong, perhaps," rejoined Ralph. " I hope so.

You should know best. Good night."
Affecting not to hear his entreaties that he would stay

and advise with him, Ralph left the crestfallen Mr. Mantalini
to his meditations, and left the house quietly.
"Ohol" he said. "Sets the wind that way so soon?

Ha^f knave and half fool, and detected in both characters?
I think your day is over, sir."

As he said this, he made some memorandum in his pockct-
booK m which Mr. Mantalini's name figured conspicuously.

If.

'1
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^^Ja^'^'^J'^u" "^^^^ ^^ '' ^" *>etween nine and tenclock, made all speed home.

Newman."^'^
^"""^ " """" "^"^ ^"* ^"''^^^ »^« *«^«^^ <>'

Nev^man nodded. " Beeu ..ere half-an-hour."

^^
1 wo of them ? One a fat sleek n^an ? "

^

Ay said Newman " In your room now."
Good, rejoined Ralph. " Get me a coach."

Newman
you-^joing to-Eh?" stammered

Ralph angrily repeated his orders, and Noggs, who miirht

Into It went Mr. Squeers, and Ralph, and the third manwhom Newman Noggs had never seen.^ Newman stood ZL'
where or upon what busmess they were going, untU hechanced by mere accident to hear Ralph n^e the X^swhither the coachman was to drive
Quick as lightning and in a state of the most extremewonder, Newman darted into his little office for his hat a^dhmped after the coach as if with the intention of gettine^pbehind; but m this design he was balked, for it had too muchthe start of h.m and was soon hopelessi; ahead, leav^ghTrngaping m the empty street.

. 'c.tvmg mm
" I don't know though," said Noggs, stopping for breathany good that I could have done by going too 4 ruld

this
!

If I had only known it yesterday I could have told—drive there
! There's mischief in it. There must be^'

His reflections were interrupted by a grey-haired man of «very remarkable, though far from p^ssessfnTapp^^^^^^
who, com«g stealthily toward him" solicited relief

'

Newman, ^,11 cogitating deeply, turned awavj but theman followed lu.t,. and pressed him with such a tJe of miserv^t xNewman (w!^ might have been considered a hopel'ssperson to beg from, and who had little enough to give) bokedmto ius hat for ^me hali>^ce which he usually klptctwed
^tS't^ r^ '" ^ ^^'' °^^ Pocket-handkerS
While he wa* busily untwitting the knot with hi* teeth
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the man said something which attracted his attention ; what-
ever that something was, it led to something else; in the end
he and Newman walked away side by side—the strange man
talking earnestly, and Newman listening.

CHAPTER XLV
CONTAINING MATTER OF A SURPRISING KIND

"As we gang awa' fr i' Luimun to-morrow neeght, and as I
dinnot know that I was e'er so happy in a' my days, Misther
Nickleby, Dmg! but I will tak' anoother glass to our next
merry meeting 1

"

So said John Browdie, rubbing his hands with great joyous-
ness, and looking round him with a ruddy shining face, quitem keeping with the declaration.
The time at which John found himself in this enviable

condition, was the same evening to which the last chapter
bore reference; the place was the cottage; and the assembled
company were Nicholas, Mrs. Nirkleby, Mrs. Browdie, Kate
Nickleby, and Sinike.

A very merry party they had been. Mrs. Nickleby,
knowing of her son's obligations to the honest Vorkshireman
had, after some demur, yielded her consent to Mr. and Mrs!
Browdie being invited out to tea; in the way of which arrange^
ment, there were at first sundry difficulties and obstacles,
arising out of her not having had an opportunity of " calling

''

upon Mrs. Browdie first; for although Mrs. Nickleby very
often observed with much complacency (as most punctilious
people do), that she had not an atom of pride or formality
about her, still she was a great stickler for dignitv and cere-
monies; and as it was manifest that, until a call had been
made, she could not be (politely speaking, and according
to the laws of society) even cognizant of the fact of Mrs,
Browdie's existence, she felt her situation to be one of
peculiar delicacy and difficulty.

"The call mmt originate with me, my dear," said Mrs.
Nickleby, " that's indispensable. The fact is, my dear, that
It s necessary there should be a sort of condescension on my
part, and that I should show this young person that I am
willing to take notice of her. There's a very respectable-
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looking young man," added Mrs. Nickleby, after a short
consideration, " who it conductor to one of the omnibuses
that go by here, and who wears a glazed hat—your sister and
I have noticed him very often-he has a wart upon his
nose Kate, you know, exactly like a gentleman's servant."

moth^r-'^^ufd^Nrhr
""'"'• ""^ "P^" ^^^ "«-'

" Nicholas, my dear, how very absurd you are," returned
his mother;

^

of course I mean that his glazed hat looks like
a gentleman s servant, and not the wart upon his nose:
though even that is not so ridiculous as it may seem to you
for we had a footboy once, who had not only a wart, but awen also, and a very large wen too, and he demanded to have
bis wages raised in consequence, because he found it came
very expensive. Let me see, what was I-oh yes, I knoi>.
The best way that I can think of, would be to send a card
nd my compliments (I've no doubt he'd take 'em for a pot

of porter) by this young man, to the Saracen with Two
Necks. If the waiter took him for a gentleman's servant, somuch the better. Then all Mrs. Browdie would have to do
*«rould be to send her rr^rd back by the carrier (he could easUv
come with a doub'e i. u ck), and there's an end of it."

My dear mother,
" said Nicholas, " I don't suppose such

unsophisticated people as these ever had a card of their own
or ever will have." '

m"i.?u '^f'
'"?«ed, Nicholas, my dear," returned Mrs.

Nickleby, • that's another thing. If you put it upon that
ground, why, of course, I have no more to say, than that I
have no doubt they are very good sort of persons, and that I
have no kind of objection to their coming here to tea if they
like, and shall make a point of being very civil to them i
they do.

xT-^,'',\P°'r*. ^?^ *^"^ effectually set at rest, and Mrs.
Nickleby duly placed m the patronising and mildly-conde-
scending position which became her rank and matrimonial
years, Mr. and Mrs. Browdie were invited and came: and as
they were very deferential to Mrs. Nickleby, and seemed to
have a becoming appreciation of her greatness, and were
very much pleased with everything, the good lady had more
than once given Kate to understand, in a whisper, that she
thought they were the very best-meaning people she had
ever seen, and perfectly well behaved.
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.

And thus it came to pass, that John Browdie declared,
in the parlour after supper, to wit, at twenty minutes before

hiTda s

**'"'
***

***** "'^" ****" ** ***PPy '" *"

Nor was Mrs. Browdie much behind her husband in this re-
pcct, for that young matron, whose rustic beauty contrasted
very prettily with the more delicate loveliness of Kate and
without suffering by the contrast either, for each served as it
were to set oil and decorate the other, could not sufficiently
admjre the gentle and winning manners of the younc ladv
or the engagmg affability of the elder. Th n Kate had the
art of turning the conversation to subjects upon which the
country girl, bashful at first in strange company, could feel
herself at home; and if Mrs. Nickleby was not quite so
fe icitous at times in the selection of topics of discourse, or if
she did seem as Mrs. Browdie expressed it, " rather high in
her notions, still nothing could be kinder, and that she took
considerable interest in the young couple was manifest from
the very long lectures on housewifery with which she was so
obliging as to entertain Mrs. Browdie's private ear, which
were illustrated by various references to the domestic economy
of the cottage, in which (those duties falling exclusively upon
Kate) the good lady had about as much share, either in
theory or practice, as any one of the statues of the Twelve
Apostles which embellish the exterior of St. Paul's Cathedral

„ . .u
^''ow^die," said Kate, addressing his young wife,

IS the best-humoured, the kindest and heartiest creature
I ever saw. If I were oppressed with I don't know howmwiy cares, it would make me happy only to look at

"He does seem indeed, upon my word, a most excellent
creature, Kate," said Mrs. Nickleby; " most excellent. And
1 am sure that at all times it will give me pleasure—really
p easure now-to have you, Mrs. Browdie, to see me in this
plam and homely manner. We make no display," said
Mrs. NicWeby with an air which seemed to insinuate that
they could make a vast deal if they were so disposed; " no
fuss, no preparation; I wouldn't allow it. I said ' Katemy dear, you will only make Mrs. Browdie feel uncomfortable'
and how very foolish and inconsiderate that would be! ' "

'

I am very much obliged to you, I am sure, ma'am,"
returned Mrs. Browdie, giatefuUy. "It's nearly eleven
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clock, John. I am afraid we are keeping you up very li
nia am."

!i

^^*'!" !^^ *'"• Nickleby, with a sharp thin laui
and one little cough at the end, like a note of admirat
expressed. " This is quite early for ut. We used to k(
such hours! Twelve, one, two, three o'clock was nothi
to us. Balls, dinners, card-parties ! Never were such ral
as the people about where we used to live. I often thi
now, I am sure, that how we ever could go through w
It IS quite astonishing, and that is just the evil of havi
a large connexion, and being a great deal sought after, whi
1 would recommend all young married people steadily
resist; though, of course, and it's perfectly clear, and a ve
happy thing too, / think, that very few young marri
people can be exposed to such temptations. There was o
family m particular, that used to live about a mile from us
not straight down the road, but turning sharp off to the h
by the turnpike where the Plymouth mail ran over t
donkey—that were quite extraordinary people for giving t
most extravagant parties, with artificial flowers and chai
pagne, and variegated lamps, and, in short, every delicacy
eating and drinking that the most singular epicure cou
possibly require. I don't think there ever were such peon

^ those Peltiroguses. You remember the Peltiroguse

Kate saw that for the ease and comfort of the visitors
was high time to stay this flood of recollection, so answert
that she entertained of the Peltiroguses a most vivid an
distinct :ei.'ernbrance; and then said that Mr. Browdie ha
haJf promised, early in the evening, that he would sin
a Yorkshire song, and that she was most impatient that h
should redeem his promise, because she was sure it woul
afford her mama more amusement and pleasure than it wa
possible to express.

Mrs. Nickleby confirming her daughter with the be<
possible grace—for there was patronage in that .00, an
a kind of implication that she had a discerning taste in sue
matters, and was something of a critic—John Bro\di
proceeded to consider the words of some north-countrv dittv
and to take his wife's recollection respecting the same. Thi
done, he made divers ungainly movements in his chair an<
smglmg out one particular fly on the ceUing from the ithe
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?«Jt*" !^^*^' ?*•** **" «y** «" *»'™' a"d beg-n to roarameek «jntiment supposed to be uttered by a7entle swain
fast pimng away with love and despair) in a voice of thunder.At the end of the first verse, as thouch some oerson
«^.thout had waited unta then to make hi.S auS
I*?..^ / '**"^ !^^ r'oJ«nt knocking at the street-door
so loud and w violent, mdeed, that the ladies started as byone accord, and John Browdie stopped.

"w^V""""' *J«
some mistake," said Nicholas, carelesslyWe know nobody who would come here at this hour."

Mrs. Nickleby surmised, however, that perhi ps the count-
ing-house was burnt down, or perhaps " the Mr. Cheerybles "
had sent to take Nicholas into partnership (which certainly

Mr Lmkmwater had run away with the property, or perhaps
Miss La Creevy was taken ill, or perhaps—

—

^

But a hasty exclamation from Kate stopped her abruptlym her conjectures, and Ralph Nickleby walked into the

J' ^^yf '^'^ \^P^' *« Nicholas rose, and Kate, makingher way towards h.m, threw herself upon his arm. " Befor?that boy says a word, hear me."
Nicholas bit his lip and shook his head in a threateninL'

'r^!!rhV iJ'^r^'i''^
^"', '^' "'°'"'"^ "'"'^^^ to articulate

Lw A lu ^^^YlT- '^^^'^'" ^ his arm, Smike retreated
l>ehmd them and John Browrlie, who had heard of Ralph^d appeared to have no great difficulty in recognising him'

1 step furthe".
P''''''"""^' ^''^''' ^^ ^hem from advancing

•' Hear me, I say," said Ralph, " and not him."
bay what thou'st gotten to say then, sir," retorted John •

and tak care thou d.nnot put up angry bluid which thou'dst
Deiiner try to quiet.

"I should know yo,/," said Ralph, -by your tongue- andhtm (pomtmg to Smike) " by his looks."
^

• Don't speak to him," said Nicholas, recovering his voice
I will not have It. I will not hear him. I do not knowthat man. I cannot breathe the air that he corrupts His

^wirS^t'l.™ u!"''
"• ""' '^'"- '' '^ ^"""^ «" - ''™-

" Stand
!

" cried John, laying his heavy land upon his chest.
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"Then let him instantly retire," said Nicholas, struiwlinff

draw. I will not have him here. John, John BrowdiiIS this my house, am I a child? If hi staidiXrf~cri2Nicholas, burning with fury, " looking so calmly uj^'n tiiow

Se^w^i?4lt^le^:^ "^^ "^" NictC-Tlht

WaJ K^'thof I /*" ^ ^. «°^^" »*=«"' o' thot already.Waat be that shadow ootside door there? Noo sch^K
kT^^I^

»how thyself, mun; dinnot be she^'e- 2c^
HU^riit^Jh'^ "!J?'

'''> ^^* schoolmeasther, cTm^^^*Hearing this adjuration, Mr. Squeers, who had been

^S"^.'? 't-
P*^" ""'" such time as it should bSexpedient for him to enter and he could appear with effertwas fam to present himself in a somewhat^ndijnfied^'sneaking way; at which John Browdie laughedCth sJ?hkeen and heartfelt delight, that even Kate"Kl tLe pahanxiety and surprise of the scene, and though the tea^ w^e

mhereyes,feltadispositiontojoinhim. ^ "»««»" were

length*''*
^"^^ **°"* *'"^'*'^"^ >'°""*"' ^^" ^d Ralph, at

"
Pratty nigh for the prasant time, sir," replied JohnI can wait," said Ra'ph. " Taki your oSn time pmv "

Ralph waited until there was a perfect siknce «nH ?k^^m ng to Mrs. Nickleby, but direc'tiig L e^^^^^^^ gTl^SKate as ,f more anxious to watch his effect upon bLTZidNow, ma'am, listen to me. I don't imagine that vouwere a party to a very fine tirade of words seTme by ratboy of yours, because I don't believe that underl^is control

IZZ" '^' '^'^^'''' ^^ ^' y<>"^ ^^' or that your aSvSyour opinion, your wants, your wishes, anything whichlL'nature and reason (or of what use is your grSt experiencedought to weigh with him, has the sligKest iXenTe or

T« N^l'fr^ ?' I ?^^" ^°^ » ^^'"^"t into account"Mrs Nick eby shook her head and sighed, as if there werea good deal m that, certainly.
"

you ^ma'fm "TX^'''^'^ ^'^^!'' " ^ ^^'''' ™y««^* toyou, ma am. For this reason, partly, and partly because Tdo not wish to be disgraced byL JiL ofaSs sSpSig
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irhom / was obliged to disown, and who, afterwards, in his
boyish majesty feigns to—ha I hal-to disown me, I present
myself here to night. I have another motive in coming:
a motive of humanity. I come here," said Ralph, looking
round with a biting and triumphant smile, and gloating and
dwelling upon the words as if he were loath to lose the
pleasure of saying them, " to restore a parent his child.

h "^'
?T*

,<=o"^»n"«d» bending eagerly forward, and
addressing Nicholas, as he marked the change of his coun-
tenance, to restore a parent his child; his son, sir: tre-
panned, waylaid, ruid guarded at every turn by you. with
the base design of robbing him some day of any little
wretched pittance of which he might become possessed."

^
In that, you know you lie," said Nicholas, proudly.
In this, I know I speak the truth. I have his father

here," retorted Ralph.
" Here I " sneered Squeers, stepping forward. " Do youhe^ that?^ Here I Didn't I tell you to be careful that his

tather didn t turn up, and send him back to me? Why his
father's my friend; he's to come back to me directly, he isNow, what do you say-«h l—now—come—what do you say
to that-^ t you sorry you took so much trouble for nothing?
an'tyou? ant you?" ^
"You bear upon your body certain marks I gave you

"
said Nicholas, looking quietly away, "and may talk in
•cimowledgment of them as much as you please. You'll talk
a long time before you rub them out, Mr. Squeers."
The estimable gentleman last named, cast a hasty look at

the table, as if he were prompted by this retort to throw a
jug or bottle at the head of Nicholas; but he was interrupted
in this design (if such design he had) by Ralph, who, touching
him on the elbow, bade him tell the father that he might
now appear and claim his son.

This being purely a labour of love, Mr. Squeers readily
complied, and leaving the room for the purpose, almost
immediately returned, supporting a sleek personage with anoUy face, who, bursting from him, and giving to view the
form and face of Mr. Snawley, made straight up to Smike.
aiid tucking that poor fellow's head under his arm in a most
uncouth and awkward embrace, elevated his bj oad-brimraed
hat at arm s length in the air as a token of devout thanks-
givmg, exclaiming, meanwhUe: " How little did I think of

; it
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this here joyful meeting, when I saw him last I Oh, how
littledidl thmkitl"

" Be composed, sir," said Ralph, with a gruff expression of
sympathy; " you have got him now."
"Got him I Oh, haven't I got himl Have I got him.

though? cned Mr. Snawley, scarcely able to believe it.
Yes, here he is, flesh and blood, flesh and blood."
" Vary little flesh," said John Browdie.
Mr. Snawley was too much occupied by his parental feelings

to notice this remark; and, to assure himself more completely
of the restoration of his child, tucked his head under his arm
again, and kept it there.

" What was it," said Snawley, " that made me take such a
strong mterest in him, when that worthy instructor of youth
brought him to my house ? What was it that made me bum
all over with a wish to chastise him severely for cutting away
from his best friends, his pastors and masters? "

" It was parental instinct, sir," observed Squeers.
'That's what it was, sir," rejoined Snawley ; " the elevated

filing, the feeling of the ancient Romans and Grecians, and
of the beasts of the field and birds of the air, with the excep-
tion of rabbits and tom-cats, which sometimes devour their
offspring. My heart yeamei towards him. I could have—I don t know what I couldn't have done to him in the
anger of a -ather."

''It only shows what Natur is, sir," said Mr. Squeers.
' She s a rum 'un, is Natur."
" She is a holy thing, sir," remarked Snawley.

u T I '^J'fTt
^°"'" ^^'^^^ *^'"- Squeers, with a moral sigh.

1 should like to know how we should ever get on without
her. Natur," said Mr. Squeers, solemnly, "

is more easier
conceived than described. Oh what a blessed thine, sir to
be in a state o' natur I"

'

Pending this philosophical discourse, the bystanders had
been quite stupefied with amazement, while Nicholas had
looked keenly from Snawley to Squeers, and from Squeers to
Ralph, divided between his feelings of disgust, doubt, and
surprise. At this juncture, Smike escaping from his father
fled to Nicholas, and implored him, in most moving terms
never to give him up, but to let him live and die beside
him.

" If you are^is boy's father," said Nicholas, " look at the
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wreck he is, and teU me that you purpose to send him back
to that loathsome den from which I brought him."

" Scandal again 1 " cried Squeers. " Recollect I You an't
worth powder and shot, but I'll be even with you one way
or another. ^

^

'' Stop," interposed Ralph, as Snawley was about to speak
L*t us cut this matter short, and not bandy words here

with hair-bramed profligates. This is your son, as you can
prove. And you, Mr. Squeers, you know this boy to be the
same that was with you for so many years under the name
of Smike. Do you ?

"

'• Do 1
1

" returned Squeers. " Don't I ?
"

" Good," said Ralph; " a very few words will be sufficient

« V u * *°" ^^ y^""" ^"* ^'f®' ^^'- Snawley? "

« L tn ' [ ""^P''^^ ^^^ P*"°"' " ^^ t^ere he stands."
We 11 show that presently," said Ralph. " You and your

wife were separated, and she had the boy to live with her
when he was a year old. You received a communication from'
her, when you had lived apart a year or two, that the boy
was dead; and you believed it?

"

"Of course I did I" returned Snawley. "Oh the joy

" Be rational, sir, pray," said Ralph. " This is business
and transports interfere with it. This wife died a year and
a half ago, or thereabouts—not more—in some obscure place
**

.f!^*^?
""^ housekeeper in a family. Is that the case?

"

^
That s the case," replied Snawley.

" Having written on her deathbed a letter of confession
to you, about this very boy, which, as it was not directed
otherwise than in your name, only reached you, and that by
a circuitous course, a few days since?

"

"Just so," said Snawley. " Correct in every particular.
Sir.

*i." ^^i^'^
confession," resumed Ralph, " is to the effect

that his death was an invention of hers to wound you—was
a part of a system of annoyance, in short, which you seem
to have adopted towards each other—that the boy lived but
was of weak, imperfect intellect—that she sent him by a
trusty hand to a cheap school in Yorkshire—that she had
paid for his education for some years, and then, being poor
and going a long way off, gradually deserted him, for which
she prayed forgiveness? "

;i'1
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Snawley nodded his head, and wiped his eyes: the first
shghdy; the last, violently.

" The school was Mr. Squeers's," continued Ralph: " the
boy was left there m the name of Smike; every description
was fully given, dates tally exactly with Mr. Squeers's books.
Mr. bqueers is lodging ^^ith you at this time; you have two
other boys at his school: you communicated the whole dis-
covery to him, he brought you to me as the person who had
recommended to him the kidnapper of his child: and I
brought you here. Is that so ?

"

"You talk like a good book, sir, that's got nothing in it
inside but what's the truth," replied Snawley.

"This is your pocket-book," said Ralph, producing one
from his coat; the certificates of your first marriage wid of
the boy s birth, and your wife's two letters, and every other
paper that can support these statements directly or by imoli-
cation, are here, are they?" ^ ^ f

" Every one of 'em, sir."

"And you don't object to their being looked at here, so
^aat these people may be convinced of your power to substan-
tiate your claim at once in law and reason, and you may
resume your control over your own son without more delay.Do I understand you ?

"

*' I couldn't have understood myself better, sir."

*K ; kI'"'^' ^u?'" ^'^ ^*'P^' *°'5'"g ^^^ pocket-book upon
the table. Let them see them if they like; and as those
are the ongmal papers, I should recommend you to stand near
while they are bemg examined, or you may chance to lose
some.

With these words Ralph sat down unbidden, and com-
pressing his lips, which were for the moment slightly parted
by a smile, folded his arms, and looked for the first time at
bis nephew.

Nicholas, stung by the concluding taunt, darted an indig-
nant glance at him; but commanding himself as well as he
could, entered upon a close examination of the documents,
at which John Browdie assisted. There was nothing aboutthem which could be called in question. The certificates
were regularly signed as extracts from the parish books, the
first letter had a genuine appearance of having been writtenand preserved for some years, the handwriting of the second
tallied with It exactly (making proper aUowance for its
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1

having been written by a person in extremity), and there
were several other corroboratory scraps of entries and
memoranda which it was equally difficult to question.

" Dear Nicholas," whispered Kate, who had been looking
anxiously over his shoulder, "can this be really the case>
Is this statement true?

"

" I fear it is," answered Nicholas. " What say you, John ?
"

John scratched his head and shook it, but said nothine
at all.

"

" You will observe, ma'am," said Ralph, addressing himself
to Mrs. Nickleby, " that this boy being a minor and not of
strong mind, we might have come here to-night, armed with
the powers of the law, and backed by a troop of its myrmi-
dons. I should have done so, ma'am, unquestionably, but for
my regard for the feelings of yourself, and your daughter."

" You hiA'e shown your regard for her feelings well," said
Nicholas, drawing his sister towards him.

" Thank you," replied Ralph. " Your praise, sir, is com-
mendation, indeed."

" Well," said Squeers, " what's to be done ? Them hackney-
coach horses will catch cold if we don't think of moving;
there's one of 'em a sneezing now, so that he blows the street
door right open. What's the order of the day? Is Master
Snawley to come along with us?

"

" No, no, no," replied Smike, drawing back, and clinging
to Nicholas. "No. Pray, no. I will not go from vou with
hmi. No, no."
" This is a cruel thing," said Snawley, looking to his friends

for support. " Do parents bring children into the world for
this?

"

" Do parents bring children into the world for that f " said
John Browdie bluntly, pointing, as he spoke, to Squeers.

" Never you mind," retorted that gentleman, tapping his
nose derisively.

"Never I mind!" said John. "No, nor never nobody
mmd, say'st thou, schoolmeasther. It's nobody's minding
that keeps sike men as thou afloat. Noo then, where be'st
thou coomin' to? Dang it, dinnot coom treadin' ower me
mun." '

Suiting the action to the word, John Browdie just jerked
5 elbow into the chest of Mr. Squeers, who was ad\ ancing

upon Smike, with so much dexterity that the schoolmaster

I

his
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reeled and staggered back upon Ralph Nickleby, and, being
unable to recover his balance, knocked that gentleman oflF
his chair, and stumbled heavily upon him.
This accidental circumstance was the signal for some very

decisive proceedings. In the midst of a great noise, occa-
sioned by the prayers and entreaties of Smike, the cries and
exclamations of the women, and the vehemence of the men,
demonstrations were made of carrying off the lost son by
violence. Squeers had actually begun to haul him out,
when Nicholas (who, until then, had been evidently un-
decided how to act) took him by the collar, and shaking him
so that such teeth as he had chattered in his head, politely
escorted him to the room door, and thrusting him into the
passage, shut it upon him.
" Now," said Nicholas, to the other two, " have the kind-

ness to follow your friend."
" I want my son," said Snawley.
" Your son," replied Nicholas, " chooses for himself. He

chooses to remain here, and he shall."
" You won't give him up? " said Snawley.
" I would not give him up against his will, to be the victim

of such brutality as that to which you would consign him,"
replied Nicholas, " if he were a dog or a rat."

" Knock that Nickleby down with a candlestick," cried Mr.
Squeers, through the keyhole, " and bring out my hat, some-
body, will you, unless he wants to steal it."

" I am very sorry, indeed," said Mrs. Nickleby, who, with
Mrs. Browdie, had stood crying and biting her fingers in a
comer, while Kate (very pale, but perfectly quiet) had kept
as near her brother as she could. " I am very sorry, indeed,
for all this. I really don't know what would be best to do,'
and that's the truth. Nicholas ought to be the best judge)
and I hope he is. Of course, it's a hard thing to have to keep
other people's children, though young Mr. Snawley is cer-
tainly as useful and willing as it's p|0ssible for anybody to be;
but, if it could be settled in any friendly manner—if old Mr.
Snawley, for instance, would settle to pay something certain
for his board and lodging, and some fair arrangement was
come to, so that we undertook to have fish twice a-week, and
a pudding twice, or a dumpling, or something of that sort—
I do think that it might be very satisfactory and pleasant for
all parties."
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tJ^lS^^T"*' '^**'** T" P"»P0»ed with abundance of
tears and sighs, not exactly meeting the point at issue

°^!;lr''"rr'~ «' '*' Poo^ Mrs^NickleTi:irdbgly
proceeded to enlighten Mrs. Browdie upon the idvaS^m Ssuch a scheme, and the unhappy resulteflowmg. on^S^
advTce

°°* *^^ *''*"^'^ ^ ^***" •heVoffereSISr

« .L?"-^'
«'•»"»« Snawley, addressing the terrified Smike.are an unnatural, ungrateful, unlovable boy. You won't

wonTyou7'^'"
"*^'° ' ™' ^- ^""'^ ^^ <=»^« ^^^^

'• No, no, no," cried Smike, shrinking back.

keyhole"*" Hi°n'** "'j'^^J'" ^""Z^'^
S^"^*'" *™"g»» thekeyhole. He never loved me; he n-ver loved Wackfordwho is next door but one to a cherubim. How can vou

5:n7unders^J„r ^tt^T i^tJi'^' " ^ '^^^ * '^'^^ «^

.n^'iul'^'^^^^ •°°''l^
Steadfastly at his son for a full minute,and then covering his eyer with his hand, and once moreraising ins hat m the air, a^ .eared deeply occupiedTn deploring his black ingratitude. Then drawing his arm Icrosfh

L

ey^. he picked up Mr Squeers's hat, and'taking it uXonearm, and his own under the other, walked slowly and sadlv

"
^i"' "°T'?\'T'" '^^ ^*'P^' ^'"g^"»« 'o' a moment,

IS d^troyed, I take it. No unknown; no persecuted
descendant of a man of high degree; the weik imbedre son o1a poor petty tradesman. We shaU see how your sympathy
melts before plain matter of fact."

>»yinpaim

"
X°A ^^y ^'^ !!^'^.¥?' mouoning towards the door.

v«„ tf !?*'•*
"t'-'""'

""^^'^ ^^P^' " ^»^^t I "ever supposedyou would give him up to-night. Pride, obstinacy, reputa
tion for fine feelmg, were all again^. it. These must bebroutnt down sir lowered, crushed, as they shall be soon.Ihe protracted and wearing anxiety and expense of the lawm Its most oppressive form, its torture from hour to hour
Its weary days and sleepless nights, with these I'll prove you'

TnA 2 ^°"'
^?^^i^ IP^"'' '^'°''^ ^ y°" deem it now:'And when you make this house a hell, and visit these trials

those who think you now a young-fledged hero, we'll go into

I
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1^

old accounts between us two, and see who stands the debtor
and comes out best at last, even before the world "
Ralph Nickleby withdrew. But Mr. S^ueere, who had

heard a portion of this closing addre55, and was by this time
wound up to a pitch of impotent malignity almost unpre-
cedented, could not refrain from returning to the parlour-door,
and actually cutting some dozen capers with various wry
facw and hideous grimaces, expressive of his triumphant
confidence in the downfall and defeat of Nicholas.
Having concluded this war-dance, in which his short

ttousers and large boots had borne a very conspicuous
figure, Mr. Squeers followed his friends, and the famUy were
left to mediute upon recent occurrences.

CHAPTER XLVI
THROWS SOME LIGHT UPON NICHOLAS'S LOVE; BUT

WHETHER FOR GOOD OR EVIL, THE READER MUST
DETERMINE

An^R an anxious consideration of the painful and embar-
rassing position in which he was placed, Nicholas decided
that he ought to lose no time in frankly stating it to the kind
brothers. Availing himself of the first opportunity of beine
alone with Mr. Charles Cheeryble at the close of next day he
accordingly related Smike's little history, and modestly but
firmly expressed his hope that the good old gentleman would
under such circumstances as he described, hold him justified
in adopting the extreme course of interfering between parent
and child, and upholding the latter in his disobedience: even
though his horror and dread of his father might seem, and
would doubtless be represented as, a thing so repulsive and
unnatural, as to render those who countenanced him in it
fit objects of general detestation and abhorrence,

u
"So deeply-rooted does this horror of the man appear to

be, said Nicholas, " that I can hardly believe he really is his
son. Nature does not seem to have implanted in his' breast
one lingering feeling of affection for him, and surely ^he can
never err."

" xMy dear sir," replied brother Charies, " you fall into the
very common mistake of charging upon Nature matters with
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which she hat not the smallest connexion, and for which she
s m no wav re.pons.ble Men talk of Nature as an abstract
Jmg, and lose sight of what is natural while they do soHere is a poor lad who has never felt a parent's cie, whohM scarcely known anything all hi. life but suffering and

whose first act « to signify his intention of putting an end

f^te J5^^w''™k"' !rPP'"?»' «' consigning'him^ W. ddfate and toking him from the only friend he has ever had-which .s youreelf. If Nature, in such a case, put intoihatlads breast but one secret prompting which urged him

«d^ W^ot."
^"^"^ '~" ^^"' '^* ''^^"'^ ^» "^

,J!rf^'" H *^''«^*«1 to find that the old gentlemanspke so warmly, and m the hope that he might say som^thing more to the same purpose, made no reply. ^

other, at every turn," said brother Charles. " Parents whonever showed their love complain of want of natural aflfec-
tujn m their children; children who never show^ ^^duty complain of want of natural feeling in their parents-Uw-makers who find both so miserable that their affectionsW never had enough of life's sun to develop them, a^toud in their morahsmgs over parents and children too, andcg^ that the very ties of nature are disregarded. Natural
affections and instincts, my dear sir, are the most beautiful
of the Almighty's works, but like other beautiful works ofH« they must be reared and fostered, or it is as naturalthat they should be wholly obscured, and that new feelin«

.on". f^^K*^ '^^l
P r^ " '* '' ^* the sweetest produ?

w^Sc ?K ?*^> ^«^t untended, should be choked with

thi^ an"? r^"^"L^
^''^ ""^ ~"'^ ^ ''^^"g^t to Consider

h^,- K.'
remembenng natural obligations a little more atthe right time, talk about them a little less at the wrong

After this, brother Charles, who had talked himself into agreat heat, stopped to cool a little, and then continued-

U^f^L^^l^
^^ ^°"-*? *yrP"s«d, my dear sir, that I havehstened to your recital with so little astonishment. That iseasUy explained. Your uncle has been here this morning."

Nwholas coloured, and drew back a step or two
Yes, said the old gentieman, tapping his desk emphati-

'i^
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2!SL f!L*;^'
" *^" .'~"- ^* '^o"" listen neither torMuonfeehng nor justice. But brother Ned was hard upon

(, £:*
**™* *** »•<* Nicholas.

To complain of you," returned brother Charles, "topoison our ears with calumnies and falsehoods; iSnScaiw
tn,fh^"^?

en^d^d went away with some who^etruths m his ear besides. Brother Ned, my dwTS-Nickleby-brojer Ned, sir, is a perfect lon.^SolJ Tte
Jil^^tT"*/' ^•'i>

*»"^** • "»»• We had Tim b to f^

vJ! S?^^ ^ *""" ****^ y°"' '" »»' *«^ d«ep obligations
yoji impose upon me every day? " said Nicholas

f^mS'i, Jt"**/^'*".'* "P®** ^« «''>iect* my dear sir," r^turned brother Charles. " You shaU be righted. At lelTt

Sf-Tl "^^' j^*y »***'* °<»* *»"rt a hairlf your head orthe boy's h<«d, or your mother's head, or your siste^fheaS

L^Tt '*We'L*''°'*fr ^^^
^^".""'^ •* Tim Linkinwater hisaid It. We have aU said it, and we'll all do it. I have seen

He ^*a'wh
^' ^

"^i
father-and I suppose ht must^"He IS a barbanan and a hypocrite, Mr. Nickleby. I toldhim you are a barbarian, sir.' I did. I said, 'You're a

him he was a barbanan, very glad, indeed I
" ^ « *° ' "^"^

.t^^Lf • ^•™l-^'°'^.*'"
^^'"^^ '^^ " «"ch a very amstate of mdignation that Nicholas thought he might -ature

^^XS *, "^At' ^'.^'^ "^^^^^'^^ ^' «Wed to^do so, MrCheeryble laid his hand softly upon his an^, and pointed to

" The subject is at an end for the present." said the oW
gentleman, wiping his face. " Don't^revive'it by a Jn^e
Jl ;•

1 T- «°'"f
to ^P^ Jpon another subject, a con-

wemuftS"''^'^'^'^^''^- WemustbeUiag^,

s«if *nH*r
°'

^^u^ ^"^^ **''**"" *^*= '°°"» »»« resumed his

w^ s^ted, slid?
''""'' "^ '^' ^° ''^''^ N^**°^^

Rnii is *.^''
•

^° '^.P***^ 5^**"' °*y ^^^^r "^^ o» a confidentialand delicate mission."
««*w4»i

" You might employ many a more able messenger, sir/'



A Confidential and Delicate Mission 607
Mid Nicholas, " but a more trustworthy or zealous one I'nay bf IwW to say, you could not find."

'

Of that I am well assured," returned brother Charles,
well assured. You will give me credit for thinkinrwwhen; teU you, that the object of this mission is a JL^'

thl^^I^r? '>t^i''''
" "•'*** ^'^*^"'"' *?"•*« trembling forthe moment with his eagerness to hear more.

^^A^very beautiful young lady," said Mr. Cheerybie,

" Pray go on, sir," returned Nicholas.
' I am thinking how to do so," said brother Charles: sadlvas .t seemed to h.s young friend, and with an expr^io^,'

aihed to pa.n. " You accfdentally saw a young lady in thisroom one mommg, my dear sir, in a fainting fit. Do younmemheT? Perhaps you have forgotten."
Oh no "replied Nicholas, hurriedlv. " I—I—remember

It very well indeed."
. * x rcmcmoer

" She is the lady I speak of," said brother Charles. Likethe famous parrot, Nicholas thought a preat deal, but wasunable to utter a word.
'

"She is the daughter," said Mr. Cheeryble, "of a lad\who, when she was a beautiful girl herself, and I was verv

utter now-I loved very dearly. You will smile, perhaps
to hear a grey-headed man talk about such things. You'
will not offend me, for when I was as young as you I dar«say I should have done the same." * ^ '

•• I have no such inclination, indeed," said Nicholas.My dear brother Ned," continued Mr. Cheeryble, " was

nJ^^A^T"'^ ^7 '''^'' ^"^ '^*^ ^'^^- She is d^^ad toonoj and has been for many years. She married her choice,and I wish I could add that her after-life was as happy a^bod knows, I ever prayed it might be !
"

to break"^^

'"*"''* intervened, which Nicholas made no effort

«'L"*k"!I
^""^ ca'amity had fallen as lightly on his head,as m the deepest truth ot my own heart I ever hoped (forher sake) it would, his life would have been one of j^e andhappiness," said the old gentleman, calmly. "It will h«

happy; that they fell mto complicated distresses and diffi-
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"t

culties; that she ame, twelve monthi before her death tiappeal to my old fr endship; sadly changed, sadly X;*?
broken-spmted fror ...ffering and illHSag;,^^XS
broken-hearted. He reudily availed himseU of the m"^
which, to give her but one hour's pe«» of mind, I wo^Whave poured out as *r.. .. „ water-nay, he often sent h«back for more-^.. yet, yen while he squandered it htmade the very wcc... of these, her appliSions to „i 'thgroundwork of cr. , unu and jeers, protesting that he

made, that she had x arr-.d '.,m from motives of interest and

^.^n hi K
"*'" •"" "' ^" " "^>' ^"*1 ^«"'i"« 'n shortupon her, by ever>^u .jusi ... unkind means, the bitterness

of that rum and dis..ppoir tin- t which had been brought
about by his profligac ' alone, i,. those times this young ladywas a mere child. I never saw her again until that morning

v^"
yo" s^w her also, but my nephew, Frank "

Nicholas started, and indistinctly apologising for the inter-
ruption, begged his patron to proceedr

" ^1;^ ^^ 5?''^ u' ^'*"?' ^ ^y" resximtd Mr. Cheeryble,
encountered her by accident, and lost sight of her almost

?ntl?n;!"^H^nf'*''.
^'^^^ ^^'^ ^*y* *^'«^ he returned to

England. Her father lay m some secret place to avoid his
creditoni reduced between sickness and poverty, to the

Z^AA ^Tt^'
^1'^"'. ^

'^"^-^^ might*almost think, ifwe did not know the wisdom of all Heaven's decrees-who
should have blessed a better man, was steadily braving
privation, degradation, and everything most terrible to sucha young and delicate creature's heart, for the purpose of

?J,K'"^- ^H"-
^^*

""^u
»"«nd«^d> «r," said brother

CharlM, ,n these reverses, by one faithful creature, who had
been in old times, a poor kitchen wench in the family, whowas then their solitary servant, but who might have been
for the truth and fidehty of her heart-who might have been—ah

I
the wife of Tim Linkinwater himself, sir!

"
Pursuing this encomium upon the poor follower with such

energy and relish as no words can describe, brother Charles
leant back m his chair, and delivered the remainder of hi^
relation with greater composure.

It was in substance this: That proudly resisting all offers
of permanent aid and support from her late mother's friends.



Filial Self-Sacrifice 609

out of every hunHr.H hi,Jj * ' " "'""ymne casej

«d incalcJl^b^^^h: '(^"^t^^JP"" f27"» immeasurably

"y u,at the ist'LaSttc?o:rip"rT"r

.b.^.,^heart.tr„fiti„Tl;"a:,ir"'"''- »"' "">

eyes • in k^h"k'^''" "'?,'>™*" Charles, with .parkling

S^^i. cL, '" ?°°''' "• Nickleby, my dear . Tv kh

has been tried a S.ouldTrmes t""*^
""

""'f " "-"^

11 without g«»j causMW' *"• ""' """'"' =<• ">'

»«

u
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^

-" Nicholas hesitated" Cannot she be persuaded to-

when he had got thus far.

"To leave him?" said brother Charles. "Who could

entreat a child to desert her parent ? Such entreaties, limited

to her seeing him occasionally, have been urged upon her

—

not by me—but always with the same result."

" Is he kind to her? " said Nicholas. " Does he requite

her affection?
"

• " True kindness, considerate self-denying kindness, is not

in his nature," returned Mr. Cheeryble. " Such kindness as

he knows, he r^ards her with, I believe. The mother was

a gentle, loving, confiding creature, and although he wounded

her from their marriage until her death as cruelly and

wantonly as ever man did, she never ceased to love him.

She commended him on her deathbed to her child's care.

Her child has never foi^otten it, and never will."

" Have you no influence over him ? " asked Nicholas.

" I, my dear sir? The last man in the world. Such is

his jealousy and hatred of me, that if he knew his daughter

had opened her heart to me, he would render her life miserable

with his reproaches; although—this is the inconsistency and

selfishness of his character—although if he knew that every

penny she had came from me, he would not relinquish one

personal desire tliat the most reckless expenditure of her

scanty stock could gratify."
" An unnatural scoundrel I

" said Nicholas, indignantly.

" We will use no harsh terms," said brother Charles, in

a gentle voice: " but will accommodate ourselves to the

circumstances in which this young lady is placed. Such

assistance as I have prevailed upon her to accept, I have

been obliged, at her own earnest request, to dole out in

the smallest portions, lest he, finding how easily money

was procured, should squander it even more lightly than he

is accustomed to do. She has come to and fro, to and fro,

secretly and by night, to take even thisj and I cannot bear

that things should go on in this way, Mr. Nickleby, I really

cannot bear it."

Then it came out by little and little, how that the twins

had been revolving in their good old heads, manifold plans

and schemes for helping this young lady in the most delicate

and considerate way, and so that her father should not

suspect the source whence the aid was derived; and how
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they had at last come to the conclncinn *h^4. !. u .
would b, to nuke a feint of pC^hS*: *ttX""'^

fellow-a very fin. fellow-to wet^ a^^d tu/lf^?"?''be a little flighty and thoughtlea in 7uch . li'^ .
' "«"

and that he might Derha^-thfJ k u
^''"*'' ""*"".

susceptible (fo/,h^ irifeS^rc^S:*''^ ™i*°":^^
<-

innocent br^t°^iSt1?™S K^'S,":? "uT"?'
'''"' *"

of gradually ^%w"r„^ ?%''""•'''« '"struments

interest in her foSs whenhe?^^
an extraordinary

that It was she in wHoq*. h«Koi* J"'"^,^®
^ad made of him,

M to your ^t^uZ,^'^' "' ""^^ *" '"™°'l »"-h

Jurred^ hf^^^: ^^fiCt "en'lE^dThe™ thaS?"*the young lady herself
'^^ "^ ^^«"

f^'^^^n^l'To''^^^^^ " that

for Tim, sir, is such a tremendous LllowtLt hi
'
TJ''"^"'contain himself, but wonlH an t« i i! f .

*^°"^^ "«ver

before he had been I tiie^nl^. F''''^^'
^''^ ^« ^^^her

know what ^m is sir wh.n^ h' '

""^
'^'I''^^'-

^°" don't

appeals to hirfSini vt" st'ronr"!^ T''"^ ^-'/^

sir, is Tim Linkinwater, absoSy terrSc M " ''"'^''

-:>r^t7rfs^r± ^lln^^^^^^^^^
-"- s-

there's no difference ^t^eZ '^^tlJ^' ^T' ?'"^' ^°^

except that he is the finestTreatuTe tW "^^ >''°'^«'- ^ed,
there is not and never will hfli!?? ^,T ^^*^' *"d that

world-in yo^we hZ Zt H 1^^ '''^^ ^"^ '" a" the

and deli^y oflsS wH.h '''S
''''*"*^ *"^ affections,

an office. Vlylu^^ Z'^t::::i^r <J"«^'^y Xou for such

m
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"The young lady, sir/' said Nicholas, who felt so em-
barrassed that he had no small difficulty in saying anything
at all

—
" Does—is—is she a party to this innocent deceit?

"

" Yes, yes," returned Mr. Cheeryble; "at least she knows
you come from us; she does not know, however, but that we
shall dispose of these little productions which you'll purchase
from time to time; and, perhaps, if you did it very well

(that is, very well indeed), perhaps she might be brought to
believe that we—that we made a profit of them. Eh ? Eh ?

"

In this guileless and most kind simplicity, brother Charles
was so happy, and in this possibility of the young lady being
led to think that she was under no obligation to him, he
evidently felt so sanguine and had so much delight, that
Nicholas would not breathe a doubt upon the subject.

All this time, however, there hovered upon the tip of his

tongue p confession that the very same objections which
Mr. Cheeryble had stated to the employment of his nephew
in this commission applied with at least equal force and
validity to himself, and a hundred times had he been upon
the point of avowing the real state of his feelings, and
entreating to be released from it. But as often, treading
apon the heels of this impulse, came another which urged
him to refrain, and to keep his secret to his own breast.

"Why should I," thought Nicholas, " why should I throw
difficulties in the way of this benevolent and high-minded
design? What if I do love and reverence this good and
lovely creature. Should I not appear a most arrogant and
shallow coxcomb if I gravely represented that there was
any danger of her falling in love with me. Besides, have
I no confidence in myself? Am I not now bound in honour
to repress these thoughts? Has not this excellent man a
right to my best and heartiest services, and should any
considerations of self deter me from rendering them ?

"

Asking himself such questions as these, Nicholas mentally
answered with great emphasis " No! " and persuading himself

that he was a most conscientious and glorious martyr, nobly
resolved to do what, if he had examined his own heart a little

more carefully, he would have found he could not resist.

Such is the sleight of hand by which we juggle with ourselves,

and change our very weaknesses into most magnanimous
virtues I

Mr. Cheeryble, being of course wholly unsuspicious that
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SSd'1SSXTJ*T"^w*'™"''" '» hi, young

5^*4ilS"7"K*r "^TJ
""-"ged and thetriS

m.aU«t reference to the furniture of'iheirPetl
*'

troubUng hi. head with such ma?ter/^the« and .Tth^.

^ri„g vans greengrocery, 'rdTis'1,fo?s'aS;^i

the wind came round the compr nnH kiI \7 . '
""^^

It was m truth a shabby house outside witiv^it^Jparlour windows and very small shZ «? u- [ 7 *^'™

dirty muslin curtains dalCacrosr ttw^^^
^"'^ ^*^

very loose and limp strin/s."nS, whei^^^^ SoT
~
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opened, did the inside appear to belie the outward promise,
as there was faded carpeting on the stairs and faded oil-cloth
in the passage; in addition to which discomforts a gentlonan
Rulei was smoking hard in the front parlour (though it was
noi yet noon), while the lady of the house was busily engaged
in turpentining the dis^inted fragments of a tent-bedstead
at the door of the back parlour, as if in preparation for the
reception of some new lodger who had been fortunate enough
to engage it.

Nicholas had ample time to make these observations while
the little boy, who went on errands for the lodgers, clattered
down the kitchen stairs and was heard to scream, as in
some remote cellar, for Miss Bray's servant. Who, presently
appearing and requesting him to follow her, caused him to
evince greater symptoms of nervousness and disorder than
so natural a consequence of his having inquired for that
young lady would seem calculated to occasion.

Upstairs he went, however, and into a front room he
was shown, and there, seated at a little table by the window,
on which were drawing materials with which she was occupied,
sat the beautiful girl who had so engrossed his thoughts, and
who, surrounded by all the new and strong interest which
Nicholas attached to her story, seemed now, in his eyes,
a thousand times more beautiful than he had ever yet
supposed her.

But how the graces and elegances which she had dispersed
about the poorly-furnished room, went to the heart of
Nicholas! Flowers, plants, birds, the harp, the old piano
whose notes had sounded so much sweeter in bygone times;
how many struggles had it cost her to keep these two last
links of that broken chain which bound her yet to home!
With every slender ornament, the occupation of her leisure
hours, replete with that graceful charm which lingers in every
little tasteful work of woman's hands, how much patient
endurance and how many gentle affections were entwined!
He felt as though the smile of Heaven was on the little

chamber; as though the beautiful devotion of so young and
weak a creature, had shed a ray of its own on tha inanimate
things around, and made them beautiful as itself; as though
the halo with which the old painters surround the bright angei
of a sinless world, played about a being akin in spirit to them,
and its light were visibly before him.

t„
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one broad skv over all th^ w«rM
"^"'^.'^ce' ^ut, there is

cloudy, .h.'L°:Hfv«'Cd H-''^t'Jw! t" t'"!
"

n«d of compunction for tfig« h.lii'^^'"'
"" *^ ""

mu^c^XrSifS£r^'^^*» ST"''^
« ?. appear

pression which could have rendered a far nf- ^^ ^^^ '''^

more preoossessina ?^c J!u
'^'^ P^^'"®*" ^»ce much

" ^Usttr^'
*"*'"•" "'""•«' h^^ *•">«. petulantly.

Ko^ »i
''^t^ense oemg of the smallest cons deration H-

note folded inin envelo'^td Sied "" "'"" " » •"-*

• C^^A'r^prtnTdei.^'''
"""""••" ^^ "« "*-

• It's quite right, papa, I'm sure."

r
it-'

• {
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** Here! " said Mr. Bray, putting out his hand, and opening
and shutting his bony fingers with irritable impatience.
" Let me see. What are you talking about, Madeline?
You're sure? How can you be sure of any such thing? Five
pounds—well, is that right?

"

" Quite," said Madeline, bending over him. She was lo
busily employed in arranging the pillows that Nicholas could
not see her face, but as she stooped he thought he saw a
tear fall.

" Ring the bell, ring the bell," said the sick man, with
the same nervous eagerness, and motioning towards it with
such a quivering hand that the bank note rustled in the air.
" Tell her to get it changed, to get me a newspaper, to buy
me some grapes, another bottle of the wine that I had last

week—and—and—I forget half I want just now, but she can
go out again. Let her get those first, those first. Now,
Madeline, my love, quick, quick ! Good God, how slow you
are!"

" He remembers nothing that she wants ! " thought
Nicholas. Perhaps something of what he thought was ex-
pressed in his countenance, for the sick man turning towards
him with great asperity, demanded to know if he waited for

a receipt?
** It is no matter at all," said Nicholas.

"No matter! What do you mean, sir?" was the tart

rejoinder. " No matter ! Do you think you bring your
paltry money here as a favour or a gift; or as a matter of

business, and in return for value received? D—n you, sir,

because you can't appreciate the time and taste which are
bestowed upon the goods you deal in, do you think you
give your money away ? Do you know that you are talking

to a gentleman, sir, who at one time could have bought
up fifty such men as you and all you have? What do you
mean? "

" I merely mean that, as I shall have many dealings with
this lady, if she will kindly allow me, I will not trouble her
with such forms," said Nicholas.

" Then / mean, if you please, that we'll have as many forms
as we can," returned the father. " My daughter, sir, requires

no kindness from you or anybody else. Have the goodness
to confine your dealings strictly to trade and business, and
not to travel beyond it. Every petty tradesman is to begin
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to pity her now, is he? Upon my soul I Verv nr***«

character thii« nr^^mw^t^ * W l ^ .

*"**"» uncommon

h^chair and moaned out a feeble complain Sat th^
U"

" whYnti l1aII^S"> " '* ^"^ *^« P'- o' P-I-^'

aiJirred^^mtdtS;' "^ ^' ^*"«^^-' ^"^ ^« father

wo3\'n7°nJ^V'T'''u "? f^^'
^'^' ^^ "°^ b«fo^«- Don'tworry and persecute. Madeline, mv dear whi>n ;- !!•

pereon to call again?" ^
'

^'^^^ " ^»*

» 1?'I:J!°'
^°' *• '?^ *'"'^' "ot 'or three or four weeks- it

Why, how are we to do without? " ureed her father n«*speakme above his breath « tk
""^gea ner lather, not

Three of four wedcs !
" * ^ "^ ^°"' ^'**^' *^^«"««

'

tuj|.^;?orh"
C""^ ^ ^^" P^*"^'" «^'^ ^« y-"« ^-cly,

" Three or four weeks I
" muttered the father " Moj-i

•

what on earth-do nothing ,„r th'^ „r fo* w«k.rf^''""-
• vZ ,k- "f

""". ""*'"" ^'d Nicholas.

"If I d,„»", ^' '•'>.>"'"'" '"oned the father, «,grily"
,', f°" t" «?. "•. Md stoop to ask assistant "from

S^f ,K''''P"f'
""''' " '<»"• "•»"">» would not bl a loZ

you iTi^' ; a :eik
"""^ *" '' "'P*""™'; l"" " I don't,

ing^'upo°^M'r"S'av'r S *'^"5
'^>' ""'^ "'>•<>' Pond"-

h?pinrS,at therL i,li. S ?' -"dependence, and devoutly

.^..''ijkirrou'-nne^ »^^th^rt^'^;our^r*,t
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bat way of scttiing the question was to turn back at onoe.
which Nicholas did.

.,
'*y°"'J

^°^ whether I do right in asking you, sir/' said
Madeline humedly, " but pray, pray, do not mention to my
poor mother's dear friends what has passed here to-day. He
has suflfered much, and ii worse this morning. I bee vou
sir, as a boon, a favour to myself."

-^ j >

"You have but to hint a wish," returned Nicholas,
fervently, and I would hazard my life to gratify it

"

" You speak hastily, sir."
" Truly and sincerely," rejoined Nicholas, his lips trem-

blmg as he formed the words, " if ever man spoke mily yet
I am not skilled in disguising my feelings, and, if I were.
I could not hide my heart from you. Dear madam, as I
know your history, and feel as men and angels must who
hear and see such things, I do entreat you to believe that
I would die to serve you."
The young lady turned away her head, and was plainly

weeping. *^ ^

„ ."
f
<"«'ve me," said Nicholas, with respectful earnestness,

If 1 seem to say too much, or to presume upon the con-
fidence which has been entrusted to me. But I could not
leave you as if my interest and sympathy expired with the
commission of the day. I am your faithful servant, humbly
devoted to you from this hour, devoted in strict truth and
honour to him who sent me here, and in pure integrity of
heart, and distant respect for you. If I meant more or less
than this, I should be unworthy his regard, and false to the
nature that prompts the honest words I utter."
She waved her hand, entreating him to be gone, but

answered not a word. Nicholas coiTJd say no more, and
silentiy withdrew. And thus ended iiis first interview with
Madelme Bray,
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CHAPTER XLVII

' I don't believe he ever had an ann««tJt* »' c.-j xr

iwice or tnnce with an air of ereat r^UeK o^j *iir
" ' "H»

tho,_eh? Don t you know ,t's nothing but aggravation-

wrongs, however, ^e^ed nL^'theXri^'n^.V'n:
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/

..^'"i ''"' '««*»'"^'on into ""tant effect, he had advanced

Ttr^t 1^1 ^^^'' ''**'" ^* ^""^ «>' "^^ latch IceyTtS

iSToffi^^rar*
»- to make a precipitate retreatU hi.

him"*v **vmV
growled Newman, "and somebody with

oof^^?3
Newman .lipped into a taU empty closet whichopened wth two half door., and shut himself Jp; intendiwto l.p out directly Ralph was safe inside his 0^'r.^m ^

JBut not a word said Newman.

mnttT!^!^''?.^ i^lf ^**"f .^ *"> ^'"""> *»»«"«»» I told him not,"

wateh •' Hu±hr v^ r/?* °"^^« *"^ P""'"8 out hiswatcn. Humph! You had tetter come m here GrideMy man's out, and the sun is hot upon my room "Si L

alike to ^l"^*'
^^: N'ckleby, oh not at all." AU places arealike to me, sir Ah I very nice indeed. Oh! veVy nicel''The person who made this reply was a little old maT ofabout seventy or seventy-five yeis of age. of a veTli^

figure, much bent, and slightly twisted^ He wore?gS?
nhji:rKi V^Z "*"?^ ^°"*''' *" oW-fashioned waistcoSofnbbed black silk, and such scanty trousers as displayed Wsshninken spmdle-shanks in their full ugliness. The oiSvarticles of display or ornament in his dress/were a s^^watch-chain to which were attached some laJge gold sS-
fTiiL ^^ "f^^" '"^ ^**'^^' ^ compliance wfth an ddfashion scarcely ever observed in these days, his £rev hair

oroXnt^'h- "^''"^K ?'? "°^^ ^^ chin'were sSr^ ^dprominent, his jaws had fallen inwards from loss of teeth,his face was shrivelled and yellow, save where the cSwere streaked with the colour of a'dry wrnt^^apple^ ^^^^
where his beard had been, there lingered ye a^few ^y
^ihZ'"^

seemed like the ragged%yebrows, to deSSethe badness of the soil from which they Sprung. The whole«r and attitude of the form was one o^f st^lthy J-hke
obsequiousness; the whole expression of the face was <»n!
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P'»"' but exprM,«i the most covMouf .„riK wnu™
Ralph Nickkby was a member. ?ucS wa> old Arthur Grid.

Not for a long time," said Ralph, with a oeculiar smiUunportmg that he very well knew i? ias not o^atere v^Sof compliment that his friend had come. "
It wasTnaZwchance that you saw me now, for I had only usT^me UD ^the door as you turned the comer." P ^

^^
I am very lucky," observed Gride.
So men say," replied Ralph, drily.

wind^Hiy'^^'^"
"^' ''^P'^' »' ^*"g'^' "-»«^t's in the

" Aha
1 you're a bold man, Mr. Nickleby," cried the other

TbuS'^r;' 'H'^'' ^y Ralph^s'leX thety
" WhJ K "^^^'Z "^f

^'^ ^^^* ^ bold man you are I

»
Why, you have a sleek and slinking way with you thatmakes me seem so by contrast," returned Raloh "TJZ^lknow but that yours may answer Ttter, but I wanf 5.epatience for it."

•^'••", uut i wane the

• ^P^d^M*.^™ 1m "' *"• '"''""'^'" «"•< «'" Arthur.

«eri^S^h^f'.K 'f;"^ ^"'P'"' " '» I™"' that I 5haU

rp>i„t t^::'.ioS"rc^r^Vwt„TouiL"„5
s^ r:;7?ed"t"'^'"''

^
'
""-^^ P-tr:eir:"h2

" Ha, ha, ha," rejoined Arthur, rubbing his hands. " So

m
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you do, so you do, no doubt. Not a man knows it better,
Well, It's a pleasant thing now to think that you remember
okl times. Oh dear I"
"Now then," said Ralph, composedly: " what's in the

wind, I ask again ? What is it ?
"

" See that now I " cried the other. " He can't even keep
from business while we're chatting over bygones. Oh dear
dear, what a man it is

!

"

'

•• Which of the bygones do you want to revive? " said
Ralph. " One of them, I know, or you wouldn't talk about
them."

" He suspects even me! " cried old Arthur, holding up his
hands. "Even me! Oh dear, even me. What a man it

is! Ha, ha, ha! What a man it is ! Mr. Nickleby against
all the world. There's nobody like hun. A giant among
pinnies, a giant, a giant!

"

Ralph looked at the old dog with a quiet smile as he
chuckled on in this strain, and Newman Noggs in the closet
felt his heart sink within hun as the prospect of dinner grew
fainter and fainter.

" I must humour him though," cried old Arthur; " he
must have his way—a wilful man, as the Scotch say—well,
well, they're a wise people, the Scotch. He will talk about
business, and won't give away his time for nothing. He's
very right. Time is money, lime is money."

" He was one of us who made that saying, I should think,"
said Ralph. " Time is money, and very good money too, to
those who reckon interest by it. Time is money ! Yes, and
time costs money; it's rather an expensive article to some
people we could name, or I forget my trade."

In rejoinder to this sally, old Arthur again raised his
hands, again chuckled, and again ejaculated " What a man
it is! " which done, he dragged the low chair a little nearer
to Ralph's high stool, and looking upwards into his immov-
able face, said,

" What would you say to me, if I was to tell you that T

was—that I was—going to be married? "

" I should tell you," replied Ralph, looking coldly down
upon him, " that for some purpose of your own you told a
lie, and that it wasn't the first time and wouldn't be the
last; that I wasn't surprised, and wasn't to be taken in."

" Then I tell you seriously that I am," said old Arthur.



Going to be Married 623
And / tell you seriously," rejoined Ralph, " what I told

you this minute. SUy. Let me look at you. There's a
liquorish devilry in your face. What is this?

"

•'I wouldn't deceive you, you know," whined Arthur
Gride; " I couldn't do it, I should be mad to try. I, I,
to deceive Mr. Nicklebyl The pigmy to impose upon
the giant. I ask again—he, he, he1— what should you
say to me if I was to tell you that I was going to be
married? "

II

To some old hag? " said Ralph.
" No, no," cried Arthur, interrupting him, and rubbing his

hands in an ecstasy. " Wrong, wrong again. Mr. Nickleby
for once at fault: out, quite out I To a young and beautiful
girl; fresh, lovely, bewitching, and not nmeteen. Dark
eyes, long eyelashes, ripe and ruddy lips that to look at is to
long to kiss, beautiful clustering hair thai, one's fingers itch
to play with, such a waist as might make a man clasp the
air involuntarily thinkmg of twining his arm about it, little
feet that tread so lightly they hardly seem to walk upon the
ground--to marry all this, sir, this—hey, hey I

"

" This is something more than common drivelling," said
Ralph, after listening with a curled lip to the old sinner's
raptures. " The giri's name ?

"

" Oh deep, deep ! See now how deep that is !
" exclaimed

old Arthur. " He knows I want his help, he knows he can
give it me, he knows it must all turn to his advantage, h;
sees the thing already. Her name—is there nobody within
hearing? "

" Why, who in the devil should there be? " retorted Ralph,
testily.

" I didn't know but that perhaps somebody might be
passing up or down the stairs," said Arthur Gride, after
looking out at the door and carefully reclosing it; " or but
that your man might have come back and might have been
listening outside. Clerks and servants have a trick of
listening, and I should have been very uncomfortable if

Mr. Noggs—

"

" Curse Mr. Noggs," said Ralph, sharply, " and go on with
what you have to say."

^^

" Curse Mr. Noggs, by all means," rejoined old Arthur;
I am sure I have not the least objection to that. Her

name is
—

"
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Well, said Ralph, rendered very irritable by old Arthur*,pausing again. "What is it?"

"« "7 01a Arthur's

" Madeline Bray."
Whatever reasons there might have been-^md ArthurGnde appeared to have anticipated some-for the mint?!of .h.s name producing an effect upon Ralph, or wSt*;?

^^^est';^".^ t^^'^^T "P«" *^'^ "^^ pe?m'itted none Smanifest itself, but calmly repeated the name several tira«S^Mf reflecting when and where he had heard it before
'

Bray,' said Ralph. » Bray-there was young Bray«
,
no, he never had a daughter." ^ ^

;;

j^ou^ remember Bray ?" rejoined Arthur Gride.

" Si 1^1 ^*'£^' '°°'""? vacantly at him.

handl°me'::?l:Yoin?^' ^'^ '^"''"^ ™-^ ^^^ ^^ »^«

rJliV ^°" '!*'' ^ J**^" *"y particular dashing man to my
h^^l^o m" ^^"Tu f,

"^'' " '^*''" ^'d Ralph, shrugging
bis shoulders "I shall confound him with nine-tenths of thfdashing men I have ever known."

rJII""' '"I J*l^V®^*y ''^^ '^ "°^ •" 'he Rules of the

io?h nf
"^'"^

A^A k''
•"'• X^" ^^"'' »^^^« forgotten Bray!

money!""'
''"''"''' "^'^^ *^'"- ^^^^ ^« ^^^^ X^

ok', ^u?"?-' !i "^^r*"* .^?'P^- " ^y> ''y- Now you speakOh! Its Aw daughter, is it?" "^ *^

Naturally as this was said, it was not said so naturallybut that a kindred spint like old Arthur Gride might h^vediscerned a design on the part of Ralph to lead him on tomuch more explicit sutements and explanations Than h^would have volunteered, or than Ralph could in all likelihoJ;have obtained by any other means. Old Arthur, howev«was so intent upon his own designs, that he sufTe/ed himself

fHen?''""''*^'''"^'
^"'^ ^'^ "^ ^"^P^^'°° but that his goSmend was in earnest. *

"I knew you couldn't forget him, when vou came to thinkfor a moment," he said.

"You were right," answered Ralph. " But old ArthurGnde and matrimony is a most anomalous conjuncrion owords; old Arthur Gride and dark eyes and eyelashes andhns that to look at is to long to kiss, and clusterbg hatr thatwants to play w;,th and waists that he wants to'span, and
t that don t tread upon an/thing-old Arthur Gride

he
little
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and such things as these, is more monstrous still; but old

«i^n ' •« K dT"'^;"! ^^^ ^''^Shttr of a ruined ' dashingman in the Rules of the Bench, is the most monstrous and
mcred.ble of all. Plamly, friend Arthur Gride, if you wantany help from me m this business (which of course you do

Anr^Z^""^^ T^^.^''']\ '^^ «"'' ^"^ ^ ^he purpose!And, above all, don't talk to me of its turning to my
advantage, for I know it must turn to yours also, and toa good round tune too, or you would have no finger in sucha pic as this.

There was enough acerbity and sarcasm not only in the
matter of Ralph s speech, but in the tone of voice in which
he uttered it, and the looks with which he eked it out tohave fired even the ancient usurer's cold blood and flushed
even his withered cheek. But he gave vent to no demon-
^^^ utr^^^''

contenting himself with exclaiming as
before. What a man it is I

" and rolling himself from side
to side, as 1 in unrestramed enjoyment of his freedom and

nn p7V.^^^^ observing, however, from the expression
on Ralph s features, that he had best come to the point as
speedily as might be, he composed himself for more serious
business, and entered upon the pith and marrow of bis
negotiation.

First he dwelt upon the fact that Madeline Bray was
devoted to the support and maintenance, and was a slave toeveiy wish, of her only parent, who had no other friend on
earth; to which Ralph rejoined that he had heard somethinR
of the kind before, and that if she had known a litUe more
of the world, she wouldn't have been surh a fool.

Secondly, he enlarged upon the character of her father
arguing, that even taking it for granted that he loved herm return with the utmost affection of which he was capable
yet he loved himself a great deal better; which Ralph said
It was quite unnecessary to say anything more about, as thatwas very natural, and probable enough.
And, thirdly, old Arthur premised that the girl was a

delicate and beautiful creature, and that he had really a
hankering to have her for his wife. To this Ralph deigned
no other rejoinder than a harsh smile, and a glance at the
shrivelled old creature before him: which were, however
sufficiently expressive. '

" Now," said Gride, " for the little plan I have in my mind
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to bring this about; because, I haven't offered m3rself even
to the father yet, I should have told you. But that vou
have gathered already? Ah I oh dear, oh dear, what an
edged tool you are!"
"Don't play with me then," said Ralph, impatiently.

" You know the proverb."
"A reply always on the tip of his tongue!" cried old

Arthur, raising his hands and eyes in admiration. "He
is always prepared 1 Oh dear, what a blessing to have such
a ready wit, and so much ready money to back it! " Then,
suddenly changing his tone, he went on: "I have been back-
wards and forwards to Bray's lodgings several times within
the last six months. It is just half a year since I first saw
this delicate morsel, and, oh dear, what a delicate morsel it

is! But that is neither here nor there. I am his detaining
creditor for seventeen hundred pounds."

" You talk as if you were the only detaining creditor,"
said Ralph, pulling out his pocket-book. " I am another
for nine hundred and seventy-five pounds four and three-
pence."

^^

" The only other, Mr. Nickleby," said old Arthur, eagerly.
"The only other. Nobody else went to the expense of
lodging a detainer, trusting to our holding him fast enough,
I warrant you. We both fell into the same snare; oh, dear,
what a pitful it was; it almost ruined me! And lent him
our money upon bills, with only one name besides his own,
which to be sure everybody supposed to be a good one, and
was as negotiable as money, but which turned out you
know how. Just as we should have come upon him, he died
insolvent. Ah! It went very nigh to ruin me, that loss
did

!

"

"Go on with your scheme," said Ralph. " It's of no use
raising the cry of our trade just now; there's nobody to
hear us."

" It's always as well to talk that way," returned old
Arthur, with a chuckle, " whether there's anybody to hear
us or not. Practice makes perfect, you know. Now, if

I offer myself to Bray as his son-in-law, upon one simple
condition that the moment I am fast married he shall be
quietly released, and have an allowance to live just t'other
tide the water like a gentleman (he can't live long, for I
have a^ed his doctor, and he declares that his complaint

f
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pretend I did! I^e .0 Lk what youZu dike f'^mm.f I prospered w.th the father, for this debt of tou4 pTe'slulhngs in the pound, six and eightpence, ten sSm' ?wouU go as far as ten for such a frie^d^2^ you wfhavealways been on such good terms; but you wortbe »Supon me as that, I know. Now, will you?
•" "^ ^ '"'«'

Ihere s something more to be told," said Rabh as «nn«
iind immovable as ever.

'"u naipn, as stony

Art'hlfrS* ""r
"' *""T r"'' 8i« ">« time," returned

r»n ,.^1, 5- ' ™"' * '^''" '" this matter; one who

creature. Now, if you get a good composition for this debt

'' There's something more," said Ralph.

^^
No, no, mdeed," cried Arthur Gride

lieht?ned ' v"^
"*
Arthur feigning to be suddenly en-lightened You mean somethmg more, as concerns mvselfand my mtenton. Ay. surelv surelv cko ii t

^^

that?"
!»urciy, surely, bhall I mention

'' 1 S" '.^T^ ^^l^'
" '^J^'"^^ ^^Ph' drily.

I didn t like to trouble you with that, because I suoooseHyour interest would cease with your owTconcem ^Hk^
affair," said Arthur Gride. " Thaf's kind o" v^to^k Ohdear, how very kmd of you ! ^Vhy, supposing I had a know

•^*
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ledge of some property—some little property—very little—
to which this pretty chick was entitled ; which nobody does
or can know of at this time, but which her husband could
sweep into his pouch, if he knew as much as I do, would
that account for "

" For the whole proceeding," rejoined Ralph, abruptly.
" Now, let me turn this matter over, and consider what
I ought to have if I should help you to success."

" But don't be hard," cried old Arthur, raising his hand
with an imploring gesture, and speaking in a tremulous
voice. " Don't be too hard upon me. It's a very small
property, it is indeed. Say the ten shillings, and we'll close
the bargain. It's moie than I ought to give, but you're so
kind—shall we say the ten ? Do now, do."
Ralph took no notice of these supplications, but sat for

three or four minutes in a brown study, looking thoughtfully
at the person from whom they proceeded. After sufficient

cogitation he broke silence, and it certainly could not be
objected that he used any needless circumlocution, or failed

to speak directly to the purpose.
" If you married this girl without me," said Ralph, " you

must pay my debt in full, because you couldn't set her
father free otherwise. It's plain, then, that I must have
the whole amount, clear of all deduction or incumbrance, or
I should lose from being honoured with your confidence,
instead of gaining by it. That's the first article of the
treaty. Por the second, I shall stipulate that for my trouble
in negotiation and persuasion, and helping you to this for-

tune, I have five hundred pounds. That's very little,

because you have the ripe lips, and the clustering hair, and
what not, all to yourself. For the third and last article,

I require that you execute a bond to me, this day, binding
yourself in the payment of these two sums, before noon of
the day of your marriage with Miss Madeline Bray. You
have told me I can urge and press a point. I press this
one, and will take nothing less than these terms. Accept
them if you like. If not, marry her without me if you can.
I shall still get my debt."

To all entreaties, protestations, and offers of compromise
between his own proposals and those which Arthur Gride
had first suggested, Ralph was deaf as an adder. He would
enter into no further discussion of the subject, and—while
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old Arthur dilated on the enormity of his demands and
proposed modifications of them, approaching by degrees
nearer and nearer to the terms he resisted—sat perfectly
mute, looking with an air of quiet abstraction over the
entries and papers in his pocket-book. Finding that it was
unpossible to make any impression upon his staunch friend,

1 u * ^^° *^ prepared himself for some such
result before he came, consented with a heavy heart to the
proposed treaty, and upon the spot filled up the bond re-
quired (Ralph kept such instruments handy), after exacting
toe condition that Mr. Nickleby should accompany him to
Bray s lodgings that very hour, aiid open the negotiation at
once, should circumstances appear auspicious and favourable
to their designs.

In pursuance of this last understanding the worthv gentle-
men went out together shortly afterwards, and Newman
Noggs emerged, bottle in hand, from the cupboard, out of
the upper door of which, at the imminent risk of detection,
he had more than once thrust his red nose when such parts
of the subject were under discussion as interested him
most.

" I l^ave no appetite now," said Newman, putting the flask
in his pocket. " I've had my dinner."
Having delivered this observation in a very grievous and

doleful tone, Newman reached the door in one long limp,
and came back again in another.
"I don't know who she may be, or what she may be," he

said;^ but 1 pity her with all my heart and soul; and
I can t help her, nor can I help any of the people against
whom a hundred tricks, but none so vile as this, are plotted
every day! Well, that adds to my pain, but not to theirs.
The thing is no worse because I know it, and it tortures me
as well as them. Gride and Nickleby 1 Good pair for a
curricle. Oh roguery! roguery! roguery!"
With these reflections, and a very hard knock on the

crown of his unfortunate hat at each repetition of the last
word, Newman Noggs, whose brain was a little muddled by
so much of the contents of the pocket-pistol as had found
their way there during his recent concealment, went forth
to seek such consolation as might be derivable from the beaf
and greens of some cheap eating-house.
Meanwhile the two plotters had betaken themselves to the
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lanie lu>use whither Nicholas had repaired for the first time
but a few mornings before, and having obtained access to
Mr. Bray, and found his daughter from home, had by a train
of the most masterly approaches that Ralph's utmost skUl
could frame, at length laid open the real object of tlieir
visit.

•' There he sits, Mr. Bray," said Ralph, as the invalid, not
yet recovered from his surprise, reclined in his chair, looking
alternately at him and Arthur Gride. " What if he has had
the ill fortune to be one cause of your detention in this
place? I have been another. Men must live; you are too
much a man of the world not to see that in its true light.We offer the best reparation in our power. Reparation?
Here is an offer of marriage, that many a titled father would
leap at, for his child. Mr. Arthur Gride, with the fortune
of a prince. Think what a haul it is I

"

" My daughter, sir," returned Bray, haughtUy, " as / have
brought her up, would be a rich recompense for the largest
tortune that a man could bestow in exchange for her hand "

Precisely what I told you," said the artful Ralph, turn-
ing to his friend, old Arthur. " Precisely what made me
consider the .thing so fair and easy. There is no obligation
on either side. You liave money, and Miss Madeline has
beauty and worth. She has youth, you have money. She
has not money, you have not youth. Tit for tat. quits
a match of Heaven's own making I

" * n
>

"Matches are made in Heaven, they say," added Arthur
Gride, leenng hideously at the father-in-law he wanted.

If we are married, it wiU be destiny, according to that."
Then think, Mr. Bray," said Ralph, hastily substituting

for this arpment considerations more nearly allied to earth
think what a stake is involved in the acceptance or re-

jection of these proposals of my friend."
"How can I accept or reject.? " interrupted Mr. Brav

with an irritable consciousness that it really rested with
him to decide. " It is for my daughter to accept or reject;
It IS for my daughter. You know that."
"True," said Ralph, emphatically; "but you have still

the power to advise; to state the reasons for and against-
to hint a wish." ^
"To hint a wish, sir!" returned the debtor, proud and

mean by turns, and selfish at all times. " I am her father,
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am I not? Why should I hint, and beat about the bush?
Do you suppose, like her mother's friends and my enemies

—

a curse upon them all !—that there is anything in what she

has done for me but duty, sir, but duty? Or do you think

that my having been unfortunate is a sufficient reason why
our relative positions should be changed, and that she should

command and I should obey? Hint a wish, tool Perhaps
you think because you see me in this place and scarcely able

to leave this chair without assistance, that I am some
broken-spirited dependent creature, without the courage or

power to do what I may think best for my own child. Stilt

the power to hint a wish ! I hope so I

"

" Pardon me," returned Ralph, who thoroughly knew his

man, and had taken his ground accordingly; " you do not

hear me out. I was about to say that your hinting a wish,

even hinting a wish, would surely be equivalent to com-
manding."

" Why, of course it would," retorted Mr. Bray, in an
exasperated tone. " If you don't happen to have heard of

the time, sir, I tell you that there was a time, when I carried

every point in triumph against her mother's whole family,

although they had power and wealth on their side, by my
will alone."
" Still," rejoined Ralph, as mildly as his nature would

allow him, " you have not heard me out. You are a man
yet qualified to shine in society, with many years of life

before you; that is, if you lived in freer air, and under
brighter skies, and chose your ov/n companions. Gaiety is

your element, you have shone in it before. Fashion and
freedom for you. France, and an annuity that would sup-

port you there in luxury, would give you a new lease of life,

would transfer you to a new existence. The town rang with

your expensive pleasures once, and you could blaze on a new
scene again, profiting by experience, and living a little at

others' cost, mstead of letting others live at yours. What
is there on the reverse side of the picture? What is there?

I don't know which is the nearest churchyard, but a grave-

stone there, wherever it is, and a date, perhaps two years

hence, perhaps twenty. I'hat's all."

Mr. Bray rested his elbow on the arm of his chair, and
shaded his face with his hand.

" I speak plainly," said Ralph, sitting down beside him,

4
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" because I feel strongly. It's my interest that you should
marry your daughter to my friend Gride, because then he
sees me paid—in part, that is. I don't disguise it I
acknowledge it openly. But what interest have you in
recornmendmghertosuchastep? Keep that in view. She
might object, remonstrate, shed tears, talk of his beine too
old and plead that her life would be rendered miserable.
But what IS It now?"

Several slight gestures on the part of the invalid showed
that these arguments were no more lost upon him than the
smallest iota of his demeanour was upon Ralph.

" What is it non, I say," pursued the wily usurer. " or
what has It a chance of being? If you died, indeed, the
people you hate would make her happy. But can you bear
the thought of that? " ^

"No I " returned Bray, urged by a vindictive impulse he
could not repress,

" I should imagine not, indeed I
" said Ralph, quietly. "

If
she profits by anybody's death," this was said in a lower
tone let it be by her husband's. Don't let her have to
ook back to yours ^ the event from which to date a happier

• ••
:» ^u '"^ '^ '^® objection ? Let me hear it stated. What

IS It? That her suitor is an old man? Why, how often domen of family and fortune, who haven't your excuse, but
have all the means and superfluities of life within their riachhow often do they marry their daughters to old men, o^
(worse still) to young men without heads or hearts, to tickle
some Idle vanity, strengthen some family interest, or secure
some seat in Parliament! Judge for her, sir, judge for her.
You must know best, and she will live to thank you "

Hush! hush!" cried Mr. Bray, suddenly starting up.
and covering Ralph's mouth with his trembline hand "I
hear her at the door!"
There was a gleam of conscience in the shame and terror

of this hasty action, which, in one short moment, tore the
ttim covering of sophistry from the cruel design, and laid it
bare m all its meanness and heartless deformity. The
father fell into his chair pale and trembling; Arthur Gride
plucked and fumbled at his hat, and durst not raise his eyes
from the floor; even Ralph crouched for the moment like a
beaten hound, cowed by the presence of one young innocent
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Vne cilect was almost as brief as sudden. Ralph was tht

first to recover himself, and observing Madeline's looks of
alarm, entreated the poor girl to be composed, assuring her
that there was no cause for fear.

" A sudden spasm," said Ralph, glancing at Mr. Bray.
" He is quite well now."

It might have moved a very hard and worldly heart to
see the young and beautiful creature, whose certain misery
they had been contriving but a minute before, throw her
arms about her father's neck, and pour forth words of tender
sympathy and love, the sweetest a father's ear can know, or
child's lips form. But Ralph looked coldly on; and Arthur
Gride, whose bleared eyes gloated only over the outward
beauties, and were blind to the spirit which reigned within,
evinced—a fantastic kind of warmth certainly, but not
exactly that kind of warmth of feeling which the contempla-
tion of virtue usually inspires.

" Madeline," said her father, gently disengaging himself,
" it was nothing."

" But you had that spasm yesterday, and it is terrible to
see you in such pain. Can I do nothing for you ?

"

" Nothing just now. Here are two gentlemen, Madeline,
one of whom you have seen before. She used to sav," added
Mr. Bray, addressing Arthur Gride, " that the sight of you
always made me worse. That was natural, knowing what
she did, and only what she did, of our connexion and its

results. Well, well. Perhaps she may change her mind on
that point

;
girls have leave to change their minds, you know.

You are very tired, my dear."
" I am not, indeed."
" Indeed you are. You do too much.*'
" I wish I could do more."
" I know you do, but you overtask your strength. This

wretched life, my love, of daily labour and fatigue is more
than you can bear. I am sure it is. Poor Madeline! "

With these and many more kind words, Mr. Bray drew his
daughter to him and kissed her cheek affectionately. Ralph,
watching him sharply and closely in the meantime, made his
way towards the door, and signed to Gride to follow him.

" You will communicate with us again? " said Ralph.
" Yes, yes," returned Mr. Bray, hastily thrusting his

daughter aside. " In a week. Give me a week."

*l
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"One week/' said Ralph, turning to his comwmion, " from

«S' ^"®™"»«: Mi" Madeline, I kiss your hand."

h«, as oW Arthur bowed. " You meanweU, no doubt. lam
bound to say so now. If I owed you money, that was not
your fault. Madelme, my love, your hand here."

Oh dear I If the young lady would condescend I Only
the tips of her fingersi" said Arthur, hesitating and hpif
retreating.

Madeline shrunk involuntarily from the goblin figure, but
she placed the tips of her fingers in his h; nd and instantly
withdrew them. After an ineffectual cltitch, intended to
detam and cany them to his lips, old Arthur gave his own
fingers a mumbling kiss, and with many amorous distortions
of visage went m pursuit of his friend who was by this time in
the street.

•

" What do«M he say, what does he say? What does the
giant say to the pigmy? " inquired Arthur Gride, hobblinir
up to Ralph. *

" VVhat does the pigmy say to the giant? " rejoined Ralph.
elevating his eyebrows and looking down upon his questioner.

^
He doesn t know what to say," replied Arthur Gride.He hopes and fears. But is she not a dainty morsel ? "

^^
I have no great taste for beauty," growled Ralph.
But I have," rejoined Arthur, rubbing his hands. " Oh

dear! How handsome her eyes looked when she was stoop-mg over him
1 Such long lashes, such delicate fringe 1 She

—she—looked at me so soft."
'' Not over-lovingly, I think? " said Ralph. " Did she? "

No, you think not? " replied old Arthur. " But don't
you thmk it can be broughtabout? Don't you think it can? "
Ralph looked at him with a contemptuous frown, and

replied with a sneer, and between his teeth:
" Did you mark his teUing her she was tired and did too

much, and overtasked her strength? "
•' Ay, ay. What of it?

"

" When do you think he ever told her that before? TheMe w more than she can bear! Yes, yes. He'll change it

" D'ye think it's done? " inquired old Arthur, peering into
his companion's face with half-closed eyes.

'

" I am sure it's done," said Ralph. " He is trying to
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decenrehunself, even before our cy«, already. Hebmakinc
believe that he thinks of her good, and not his own. He is
•cting a virtuous part, and is so considerate and a£Fectionate
sir, that his daughter scarcely knew him. I saw a tear of
surprise in her eye. There'll be a few more tears of surprise
there before long, though of a different kind. Oh I we may
wait with confidence for this day week."

CHAPTER XLVIII

BXINO FOR THE BSNEHT OF MR. VINCENT CRUMMLES, AND
POSITIVELY HIS LAST APPEARANCE ON THE STAGE*

It was with a very sad and heavy heart, oppressed by many
painful ideas, that Nicholas retraced his steps eastward and
betook himself to the counting-house of Cheeryble Brothers
Whatever the idle hopes he had suffered himself to entertain
whatever the pleasant visions which had sprung up in hismmd and grouped themselves round the fair image of
Madeline Bray, they were now dispelled, and not a vestige of
their gaiety and brightness remained.

It would be a poor compliment to Nicholas's better nature
and one which he was very far from deserving, to insinuate
that the solution, and such a solution, of the mystery which
had seemed to surround Madeline Bray, when he was ignorant
even of her name, had damped his ardour or cooled the
fervour of his admiration. If he had regarded her before
with such a passion as young men attracted by mere beauty
and elegance may entertain, he was now conscious of much
deeper and stronger feelings. But, reverence for the truth
and punty of her heart, respect for the helplessness and lone-
liness of her situation, sympathy with the trials of one so
young and fair, and admiration of her great and noble spirit
all seemed to raise her far above his reach, and, while they
imparted new depth and dignity to his love, to whisper that
it was hopeless.

"I will keep my word, as I have pledged it to her," said
Nicholas, manfully. " This is no common trust that I have
to discharge, and I wiU perform the double duty that is
imposed upon me most scrupulously and strictly. My
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i

secret feelings deserve no consideration in such a case as this
and they shall have none."

Still, there were the secret feelings in existence just th
same, and in secret Nicholas rather encouraged them thai
otherwise; reasoning (if he reasoned at all) that there the
could do no harm to anybody but himself, and that if he kep
them to himself from a sense of duty, he had an additiona
nght to entertain himself with them as a reward for hi
heroism.

All these thoughts, coupled with what he had seen tha
morning and the anticipation of his next visit, rendend hin

f.
^®%.^""/"^ ^^^^'^c^^<^ companion; so much so, indeed

that Tim Linkinwater suspected he must have made the
mistake of a figure somewhere, which was preying upon his
mind, and seriously conjured him, if such were the case tc
make a clean breast and scratch it out, rather than have his
whole life embittered by the tortures of remorse.
But in reply to these considerate representations, andmany others both from Tim and Mr. Frank, Nicholas could

only be brought to state that he was never merrier in his life-
and so went on all day, and so went towards home at night*
still turning over and over again the same subjects, thinking
over and over again the same things, and arriving over and
over again at the same conclusions.

In this pensive, wayward, and uncertain state, people are
apt to lounge and loiter without knowing why, to read
placards on the walls with great attention and without the
smallest idea of one word of their contents, and to siare most
earnestly through shop-windows at things which thev don't
see. It was thus that Nicholas found himself poring With the
utmost interest over a large play-bill hanging outside a Minor
Theatre which he had to pass on his way home, and reading
a list of the actors and actresses who had promised to do
honour to some approaching benefit, with as much gravity as
If It had been a catalogue of the names of those ladies and
gentlemen who stood highest upon the Book of Fate, and he
had been looking anxiously for his own. He glanced at the
top of the bill, with a smile at his own dullness, as he prepared
to resume his walk, and there saw announced, in large letters
with a large space between each of them, " Positively the
Ust appearance of Mr. Vincent Crummies of Provincial
Celebrity 111"
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" Nonsense 1 " said Nicholas, turning back again. " It

can't be."

But there it was. In one line by itself was an announce-
ment of the first night ol a new melodrama; in another line

by itself was an announcement of the last six nights of an old

one; a third line was devoted to the re-engagement of the
unrivalled African Knife-swallower, who had kindly suffered

himself to be prevailed upon to forego his country eni^age-

ments for one week longer; a fourth line announced that Mr.
Snittle Timberry, having recovered from his last severe indis-

position, would have the honour of appearing that evening;

a fifth line said that there were " Cheers, Tears, and
Laughter!" every night; a sixth, that that was positively

the last appearance of Mr. Vincent Crummies of Provincial

Celebrity.
" Surely it must be the same man," thought Nicholas.
'• There can't be two Vincent Crummleses."
The better to settle this question he referred to the bill

again, and finding that there was a Baron in the first piece,

and that Roberto (his son) was enacted by one Master
Crummies, and Spaletro (his nephew) by one Master Percy

Crummies

—

their last appearances—and that, incidental to

the piece, was a characteristic dance by the characters, and
a Castanet pas seul by the Infant Phenomenon

—

her last

appearance—he no longer entertained any doubt; and pre-

senting himself at the stage door, and sending in a scrap of

paper with " Mr. Johnson " written thereon in pencil, was
presently conducted by a Robber with a very large belt and
buckle round his waist, and very large leather gauntlets on
his hands, into the presence of his former manager.

Mr. Cmmmles was unfeignedly glad to see him, and start-

ing up from before a small dressing-glass, with one very

bushy eyebrow stuck on crooked over his left eye, and the

fellow eyebrow and the calf of one of his legs in his hand,
embraced him cordially; at the same time observing, that it

would do Mrs. Cruminles's heart good to bid him good-bye
before they went.

" Vou were always a favourite of hers, Johnsc .1," said

Crummies, " always were from the first. I was quite easy

in my mino about you from that first day you dined with us.

One that Mrs. Crummies took a fancy to was sure to turn

out right. Ah 1 Johnson, what a woman that is !

"

'X
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" I am sincerely obliged to her for her kindness in this and
all other respects," said Nicholas. " But where are yQu
going, that you talk about bidding good-bye?

"

" Haven't you seen it in the papers ? " said Crummies, with
some dignity.

" No," replied Nicholas.
" I wonder at that," said the manager. " It was among

the varieties. I had the paragraph here somewhere—but I

don't know—oh, yes, here it is."

So saying, Mr. Crummies, after pretending that he thought
he must have lost it, produced a square inch of newspaper
from the pocket of the pantaloons he wore in private life

(which, together with the plain clothes of several other

gentlemen, lay scattered about on a kind of dresser in the

room), and gave it to Nicholas to read:
" The talented Vincent Crummies, long favourably known

to fame as a country manager and actor of no ordinary pre-

tensions, is about to cross the Atlantic on an histrionic

expedition. Crunmiles is to be accompanied, we hear, by
his lady and gifted family. We know no man superior to

Crummies in his particular line of character, or one wb'-

whether as a public or private individual, could carry » .v 1

him the best wishes of a larger circle of friends. Crummies
is certain to succeed."

" Here's another bit," said Mr. Crummies, handing over a
still smaller scrap. " This is from the notices to correspon-

dents, this one."

Nicholas read it aloud. " * Philo-Dramaticus. Crummies,
the country manager and actor, cannot be more than forty-

three, or forty-four years of age. Crummies is not a Prus-

sian, having been bom at Chelsea.' Humph 1 " said Nicholas
" that's an odd paragraph."

" Very," returned Crummies, scratching the side of his

nose, and looking at Nicholas with an assumption of great

unconcern. " I can't think who puts these things in. I

didn't."

Still keeping his eye on Nicholas, Mr. Crummies shook his

head twice or thrice with profound gravity, and remarking,
that he could not for the life of him im^^ine how the news-
papers found out the things they did, folded up the extracts

and put them in his pocket again.
" I am astonished to hear this news," said Nicholas.
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" Going to America I You had no such thing in contempla-
tion when I was with 3 ou."
" No," replied Crummies, " I hadn't then. The fact is,

that Mrs. Crummies—most extraordinary woman, Johnson."
Here he broke oflf and whispered something in his ear.
"Oh I" said Nicholas, smiling. "The prospect of an

addition to your family?
"

" The seventh addition, Johnson," letumed Mr. Crummies,
solemnly. " I thought such a child as the Phenomenon
must have been a closer; but it seems we are to have
another. She is a very remarkable woman."

" I congratulate you," said Nicholas, " and I hope this may
prove a phenomenon too."

" Why, it's pretty sure to be something uncommon, I
suppose," rejoined Mr. Crummies. " The talent of the other
three is principally in combat and serious pantomime. I
should like this one to have a turn for juvenile tragedy ; I
understand they want something of that sort in America
/ery much. However, we must take it as it comes. Per-
haps it may have a genius for the tight-rope. It may have
any sort of genius, in short, if it takes after its mother, John-
son, for she is j- -.niversi^ genius; but, whatever its genius is,

that genius shall be developed."
Expressing himself after these terms, Mr. Crummies put

on his other eyebrow, and the calves of his legs, and then
put on his lega, which were of a yellowish flesh-colour, and
rather soiled about the knees, from frequent going down upon
those joints, in curses, prayers, last struggles, and other
strong passages.

While the ex-manager completed his toilet, he informed
Nicholas that as he should have a fair start in America, from
the proceeds of a tolerably good engagement which he had
been fortunate enough to obtain, and as he and Mrs.
Crummies co' :carcely hope to act for ever (not being
immortal, exce^^t in the breath of Fame and in a figurative
sense), he had made up his mind to settle there permanently,
m the hope of acquiring some land of his own which would
support them in their old age, and which they could after-
wards bequeath to their children. Nicholas, having highly
commended this resolution, Mr. Crummies went on to im-
part such further intelligence relative to their mutual friends
as he thought might prove interesting; informing Nicholas,
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among other things, that Miss Snevellicci was happily
married to an affluent young wax-chandler who had supplied
the theatre with candles, and that Mr. Lillyvick didn't dafe
to say his soul was his own, such was the tyrannical sway of

Mrs. Lillyvick, who reigned paramount and supreme.
Nicholas responded to this confidence on the part of Mr.

Crummies, by confiding to him his own name, situatio'.i, and
prospects, and informing him in as few general words as he
could, of the circumstances which had led to their first

acquaintance. After congratulating him with great hearti-

ness on the improved state of his fortunes, Mr. Crummies
gave him to understand that next morning he and his were
to start for Liverpool, where the vessel lay which was to

carry them from the shores of England, and that if Nicholas

wished to take a last adieu of Mrs. Crummies, he must repair

with him that night to a farewell-supper, given in honour of

the family at a neighbouring tavern; at which Mr. Snittle

Timbcrry would preside, while the honours of the vice-chair

would be sustained by the African Swallower.

The room being by this time very warm and somewhat
crowded, in consequence of the influx of four gentlemen, who
had just killed each other in the piece under representation,

Nicholas accepted the invitation, and promised to return at

the conclusion of the performances; preferring the cool air

and twilight out of doors to the mingled perfume of gas,

orange-peel, and gunpowder, which pervaded the hot and
glaring theatre.

He availed himself of this interval to buy a silver snuflF-box

—the best his funds would afford—as a token of remembrance
for Mr. Crummies, and having purchased besides a pair of

earrings for Mrs. Crummies, a necklace for the Phenomenon,
and a flaming shirt-pin for each of the young gentlemen, he
refreshed himself with a walk, and returning a little after the

appointed time, found the lights out, the theatre empty, the

curtain raised for the night, and Mr. Crummies walking up
and down the stage expecting his arrival.

" Timberry won't be long," said Mr. Crummies. " He
played the audience out to-night. He does a faithful black

in the last piece, and it takes him a little longer to wash
himself."

" A very ur pleasant line of character, I should think?
'

said Nicholas.
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" No, I don't know," replied Mr. Crummies; " it comes off

easily enough, and there's only the face and neck. We had
a first-tragedy man in our company one*., who, when he
played Othello, used to black k.nself all over. But that's
feeling a part and going into it as if you meant it; it isn't

usual; more's the pity."

Mr. Snittle Timberry now appeared, arm in arm with the
African Swallower, and, being introduced to Nicholas, raised
his hat half-a-foot, and said he was proud to know him. The
Swallower said the same, and looked and spoke remarkably
like an Irishman.

"I see by the bills that you have be-^n ill, sir," said
Nicholas to Mr. Timberry. " I hope you are none the worse
for your exertions to-night?

"

Mr. Tim i ny in reply, shook his head with a gloomy air,

tapped h' chest several times with great significancy, and
drawing his cloak more closely about him, said, " But no
matter, no matter. Come !

"

It is observable that when people upon the stage are in
any strait involving the very last extremity of weakness and
exhaustion, they invariably perform feats of strength requir-
ing great ingenuity and muscular power. Thus, a wounded
prince or bajndit-chief, who is bleeding to death and too faint
to move, except to the softest music (and then only upon his
hands and knees), shall be seen to approach a cottage door
for aid, in such a series of writhings and twistings, and with
such curlings up of the legs, and such rollings over and over,
and such gettings up and tumblings down again, as could
never be achieved save by a very strong man skilled in

Dosture-making. And so natural did this sort of perform-
ance come to Mr. Snittle Timberry, that on their way out of
the theatre and towards the tavern where the supper was to
be holden, he testified the severity of his recent indisposition
and its wasting effects upon the nervous system, by a series
of gymnastic performances which were the admiratior i all

witnesses.

" Why this is indeed a joy I had not looked for! said
Mrs. Crummies, when Nicholas was presented.

" Nor I," replied Nicholas. " It is by a mere chance that
I have this opportunity of seeing you, although I would have
made a great exertion to have availed myself of it."

"Here is one whom you know,' said Mrs. Crummies,
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thrusting forward the Phenomenon in a blue gauze frock,

extensively flounced, and trousers of the same; " and here
another—and another," presenting the Masters Cnmimles.
" And how is your friend, the faithful Digby? "

" Digby !

" said Nicholas, forgetting at the instant that this

had been Smike's theatrical name. " Oh yes. He's quite

—

what am I saying?—he is very far from well."
" How! " exclaimed Mrs. Crummies, with a tragic recoil.
" I fear," said Nicholas, shaking his head, and making an

attempt to smile, " that your better-half would be more
struck with him now, than ever."

" What mean you? " rejoined Mrs. Crummies, in her most
popular manner. " Whence comes this altered tone? "

" I me&n that a dastardly enemy of mine has struck at

me through him, and that while he thinks to torture me, he
inflicts on him such agonies of terror and suspense as

You will excuse me, I am sure," said Nicholas, checking
himself. " I should never speak of this, and never do,

except to those who know the facts, but for a moment I

forgot myself."

With this hasty apology Nicholas stooped down to salute

the Phenomenon, and changed the subject; inwardly cursing
his precipitation, and very much wondering what Mrs.
Crummies must think of so sudden an explosion.

The lady seemed to think very little about it, for the
supper being by this time on table, she gave her hand to

Nicholas and repaired with a stately step to the left hand of

Mr. Snittle Timberry. Nicholas had the honour to support
her, and Mr. Crummies was placed upon the chairman's
right; the Phenomenon and the Masters Crummies sustained
the vice.

The company amounted in number to some twenty-five

or thirty, being composed of such members of the theatrical

profession, then engaged or disengaged in London, as were
numbered among the mos ' intimate friends of Mr. and Mrs.
Crummies. The ladies and gentlemen were pretty equally

balanced; the expenses of the entertainment being defrayed

by the latter, each of whom had the privilege of inviting one
of the former as his guest.

It was upon the whole a very distinguished party, for

independently of the lesser theatrical lights who clustered

on this occasion round Mr. Snittle Timberry, there was a
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Bterary gentleman present who had dramatised in his time
two hundred and forty-seven novels as fast as they had comeout—some of them faster than they had come out—and who
was a literary gentleman in consequence.

This gentleman sat on the left hand of Nicholas, to whom
he was mtroduced by his friend the African Swallower. from
the bottom of the table, with a high eulogium upon his fame
and reputation.

*•
"
l*™.i*?EPy ^ ^°w * gentleman of such great distinc-

tion, said Nicholas, politely.
" Sir," replied the wit, " you're very welcome, I'm sure.

The honour is reciprocal, sir, as I usually say when I
drwnatise a book. Did you ever hear a definition of fame,
Sir I

« wl **''' heard several," replied Nicholas, with a smile.
What IS yours?
" When I dramatise a book, sir," said the literary gentle-

man, thafs fame. For its author."
•^ Oh, indeed! " rejoined Nicholas.

!! ?^«? ^^®' ^^^" ^^'^ *h« literary gentleman.

!.« u ?^"? '^"'^'"i
'^°'" ^'"g' *"^ Jeny Abershaw

tove handed down to fame the names of those on whom
they committed their most impudent robberies? " said
Nicholas.

" I don't know anything about that, sir," answered the
hterary gentle\ .

"Shakspear dsed stories which had previously
appeared mp r - true," observed Nicholas.

u J^i^Tf/ -'"'said the literary gentleman. "So
he did. BiU was an adapter, certainly. So he was-and
very well he adapted too—considering."

" I was about to say," rejoined Nicholas, " that Shak-
speare derived some of his plots from old tales and legends in
general circulation; but it seems to me, that some of the
gentlemen of your craft at the present day have shot very
far beyond him—

"

^

" You're quite right, sir," interrupted the literary gentle-
man, leaning back in his chair and exercising his toothpick.
Human intellect, sir, has progressed since his time, is pro-

gressmg, will progress."
*^

"Shot beyond him, I mean," resumed Nicholas, " in quite
another respect, for, whereas he brought within the magic
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circle of his geniui, traditions peculiarly adapted for his
purpose, and turned familiar things into constellations which
should enlighten the world for ages, you draff within the
magic circle of your dukiess, subjects not at aU adapted to
the purposes of the stage, and debase as he exalted. For
instance, you take the uncompleted books of living authors,
fresh from their hands, wet from the press, cut, hack, and
carve them to the powers and capacities of your actors,
and the capability of your theatres, finish unfinished works,
hastily and crudely vamp up ideas not yet worked out by
their original projector, but which have doubtless cost him
many thoughtful days and sleepless nights; by a comparison
of incidents and dialogue, down to the very last word he
may have written a fortnight before, do your utmost to anti-
cipate his plot—all thb without his permission, and against
his will; and then, to crown the whole proceeding, publish
in some mean pamphlet, an unir-aning farrago of garbled
extracts from his work, to wliich you put your name as
author, with the honourable distinction aimexed, of having
perpetrated a hundred other outrages of the same description.
Now, show me the distinction between such pilfering as this,

and picking a man's pocket in the street: unless, indeed, it

be, that the legislature has a regard for pocket-handkerchiefs,
and leaves men's brains (except when they are knocked out
by violence) to take care of themselves."

" Men must live, sir," said the literary gentleman, shrug-
ging his shoulders.

"That would be an equally fair plea in both cases,"
replied Nicholas; "but if you put it upon that ground,
I have nothing more to say, than, that if I were a writer
of books, and you a thirsty dramatist, I would rather pay
your tavern score for six months, large as it might be,
than have a niche in the Temple of Fame with you for the
humblest comer of my pedestal, through six hundred
generations.

The conversation threatened to take a somewhat angry
tone when it had arrived thus far, but Mrs. Crummies oppor-
tunely interposed to prevent its leadmg to any violent out-
break, by making some inquiries of the literary gentleman
relative to the plots of the six new pieces which he had
written by contract to introduce the African Knife-swallower
in his various unrivalled performances. This speedily
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enga^^d him in an animated conversation with that lady in
the interest of which, aU recoUection of his recent discussion
with Nicholas very quickly evaporated.
The board being now clear of the more substantial article*

of food, and punch, wine, and spirits being placed upon it
and handed about, the guests, who had been previously
conversing m little groups of three 0- four, gradually fell
off into a dead silence, while the majority of those present
glanad from time to time at Mr. Snittle Timberry, and
the bolder spirits did not even hesitate to strike the table
with their knuckles, and plainly intimate their expectations,
by uttering such encouragements as " Now, Tim " " Wake
up, Mr. Chairman," " All charged, sir, and waiting for a
toast," and so forth.

To these remonstrances, Mr. Timberry deigned no other
rejoinder than striking his chest and gasping for breatli, and
giving many other indications of being stUl the victim of
indisposition—for a man must not make himself too cheap
either on the stage or off—while Mr. Crummies, who knew
full well that he would be the subject of the forthcoming
toast, sat gracefully in his chair with his arm thrown carelessly
over the back, and now and then lifted his glass to his mouth
and drank a little punch, with the same air with which he
was accustomed to take long draughts of nothing, out of the
pasteboard goblets in banquet scenes.
At length Mr. Snittle Timberry rose in the most approved ' ^

Hv tude, with one hand in ' breast of his waistcoat and
the other on the nearest snuu-uox, and having been received
with great enthusiasm, proposed, with abundance of quota-
tions, his friend Mr. Vmcent Crummies: ending a pretty
long speech by extending his right hand on one side and
ins left on the other, and severally calling upon Mr. and
Mrs. Crummies to grasp the same. This done, Mr. Vincent
Crummies returned thanks, and that done, the iVfrican
Swallower proposed Mrs. Vincent Crummies, in affecting
terms. Then were heard loud mc ns and sobs from Mrs.
Crummies and the ladies, despite of which that heroic
woman insisted upon returning thanks 1 >rself, which she
did, in a manner and in a speech which has never been
surpassed and seldom equalled. It then became the duty
of Mr. Snittle I'imberry to give the young Crummieses,
which he did; after which Mr. Vincent Crummies, as their



646 Nicholas Nickleby

father, addressed the company in a supplementary speech,
enlarging on their virtues, amiabilities, and excellences, and
wishing that they were the sons and daughter of every lac '

and gentleman present. These solemnities having been
succeeded by a decent interval, enlivened by musical and
other entertainments, Mr. Crummies proposed that ornament
of the profession, Mr. Snittle Timberry; and at a little later
period of the evening, the health of that other ornament of
the profession, the African Swallower, his very dear friend,
if he would allow him to call him so; which liberty (there
being no particular reason why he should not allow it) the
African Swallower graciously permitted. The literary gentle-
man was then about to be drunk, but it being discovered
that he had been drunk for some time in another acceptation
of the term, and was then asleep on the stairs, the intention
was abandoned, and the honour transferred to the ladies.

Finally, after a very long sitting, Mr. Snittle Timberry
vacated the chair, and the company with many adieus and
embraces dispersed.

Nicholas waited to the last to give his little presents.
When he had said good-bye all round and came to Mr.
Crummies, he could not but mark the difference between
their oresent separation and their parting at Portsmouth.
Not a jot of his theatrical manner remained; he put out his
hand with an air which, if he could have summoned it at
will, would have made him the best actor of his day in
homely parts, and when Nichola.« shook it with the warmth
he honestly felt, appeared thoroughly melted.

" We were a very happy little company, Johnson," said
poor Crummies. " You and I never had a word. I shall be
very glad to-morrow morning to think that I saw you again,
but now I ahnost wish you hadn't come."

Nicholas was about to return a d;ee?'ul reply, when he
was greatly disconcerted by the sud... apparition of Mrs.
Gnidden, who it seemed had declined to attend the supper
in order that she might rise earlier in the morning, and
who now burst out of an adjoining bedroom, habited in ver}'

extraordinary white robes; and throwing her arms about his
neck, hugged him with great affection.

" What! Are you going too? " said Nicholas, submitting
with as good a grace as if she had been the finest young
creature in the world.
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"Going?" returned Mrs. Grudden. "Lord ha' mercvwhat do you think they'd do without me ? " ^'

.ri!"'^^''"
submitted to another hug with even a setter

f. X^^''^^^'''^'u^ ^^''\r" P^"'*^'*' •"d saving his hatas cheerfully as he could, took fareweU of the Vinctnt

CHAPTER XLIX
CHRONICLES THI FURTHER PROCEEDINGS OP THE NICKLEBY

FAMILY, AND THE SEQUEL OF THE ADVENTURE OF THF
GENTLEMAN IN THE SMALL-CLOTHES

VVhile Nicholas, absorbed in the one engrossing subjecto interest which had recently opened ..pon himToccupLd
his le sure hours with thoughts of MadeW BraV, and in
execution of the commissions which the anxiety of brother
Charles m her behalf impcsed upon him, saw her again and
again, and each tune with greater danger to his teace ofmind and a more weakening eflfect upon the lofty resolutions
he had formed, Mrs, Nickleby and Kate continued to live "npeace and quiet, a^jitated by no other cares than those whichwere connected with certain harassing proceedings taken byMr Snawley for the recovery of his son, and their anxietV
for Smike himself, whose health, long upon the wane, began
to be so much affected by apprehension and uncertainty%<
sometimes to occasion both them and Nicholas considerablT
uneasiness, and even alarm.

It was no complaint or murmur on the part of the pec
fellow himself that thus disturbed them. Ever ....^r to beemployed m such slight services as he could render, andalways anxious to repay his benefactors with cheerful andhappy looks, less friendly eyes might have seen in him no
cause for any misgiving. But there were times, and often

tnn'fl i!"^^!'^ T^^v ^^^ "^^ *°° ^''S^^> the hollow cheek
too flushed the breath too thick and heavy in its course, the

notTce
exhausted, to escape their regard and

^^^? K^ ^l^^^ ^i'f^^e ^hich so prepares its victim, as itw.re, for death; which so refines it of its grosser aspect, ar .throws around familiar looks, unearthly indications of thecummg change; a dread disease, in which the struggle
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between soul and body is so gradual, quiet, and solemn,
and the result so sure, that day by day, and grain by grain,

the mortal part wastes and withers away, so that the spirit

grows light and sanguine with its lightening load, and,
feeling immortality at hand, deems it but a new term of

mortal life; a disease in which death and life are so strangely

blended, that death takes the glow and hue of life, and life

the gaunt and grisly form of death; a disease which medicine
never cured, wealth never warded ofif, or poverty could boast
exemption from; which sometimes moves in giant strides,

and sometimes at a tardy sluggish pace, but, slow or quick,

is ever sure and certain.

It was with some faint reference in his own mind to this

disorder, though he would by no means admit it, even to

himself, that Nicholas had already carried his faithful

companion to a physician of great repute. There was no
cause for immediate alarm, he said. There were no present

symptoms which could be deemed conclusive. The con-
stitution had been greatly tried and injured in childhood,

but still it might not be—^and that was all.

But he seemed to grow nc worse, and, as it was not difficult

to find a reason for these symptoms of illness in the shock
and agitation he had recently undergone, Nicholas comforted
himself with the hope that his poor friend would soon recover.

This hope his mother and sister shared with him; and as the
object of their joint solicitude seemed to have no uneasiness

or despondency for himself, but each day answered with
a quiet smile that he felt better than he had upon the day
before, their fears abated, and the general happiness was by
degrees restored.

Many and many a time in after years did Nicholas look
back to this period of his life, and tread again the humble
quiet homely scenes that rose up as of old before him. Many
and many a time, in the twilight of a summer evening, or
beside the flickering winter's fire—but not so often or so sadly
then—would his thoughts wander back to these old days, and
dwell with a pleasant sorrow upon every slight remembrance
which they brought crowding home. The little room in

which they had so often sat long after it was dark, figuring

such happy futures; Kate's cheerful voice and merry laugh;
how, if she were from home they used to sit and watch for her
return, scarcely breaking silence but to say how dull it seemed
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without her; the glee with which poor Smike would start
from the darkened comer where he used to sit, and hurry to
admit her; and the tears they often saw upon his face, half
wondering to see them too and he so pleased and happy;
every little incident, and even slight words and looks of those
old days, little heeded then, but well remembered when busy
cares and trials were quite forgotten; came fresh and thick
before him many and many a time, and, rustling above the
dusty growth of years, came back green boughs of yester-
day.

But there were other persons associated with these re-
collections, and many changes came about before they had
being. A necessary reflection for the purposes of these
adventures, which at once subside into their accustomed
train, and shunning all flighty anticipations or wayward
wanderings, pursue their steady and decorous course.

If the Brothers Cheeryble, as they found Nicholas worthy
of trust and confidence, bestowed upon him every day some
new and substantial mark of kindness, they were not less
mindful of those who depended on him. Various little
presents to Mrs. Nickleby, always of the very things they
most required, tended in no slight degree to the improvement
and embellishment of the cottage. Kate's little store of
trmkets became quite dazzling; and for company ! If brother
Charles and brother Ned failed to look in for at least a few
minutes every Sunday, or one evening in the week, there
was Mr. Tim Linkinwater (who had never made half-a-dozen
other acquaintances in all his life, and who took such delight
in his new friends as no words can express) constantly coming
and going in his evening walks, and stopping to rest; while
Mr. Frank Cheeryble happened, by some strange conjunction
of circumstances, to be passing the door on some business or
other at least three nights in the week.

" He is the most attentive young man / ever saw, Kate "

said Mrs. Nickleby to her daughter one evening, when this
last-named gentleman had been the subject of the worthy
lady's eulogium for some time, and Kate had sat perfectly
silent.

" Attentive, mama !
" rejoined Kate.

" Bless my heart, Kate! " cried Mrs. Nickleby, with her
wonted suddenness, "what a colour you have eot- whv
you're quite flushed I"

a
, y,
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" Oh, mama! what strange things you fancy."
" It wasn't fancy, Kate, my dear, I'm certain of that,"

returned her mother. " However, it's gone now at any rate,

so it don't much matter whether it was or not. What was
it we were talking about? Oh! Mr. Frank. I never saw
such attention in my life, never."

" Surely you are not serious," returned Kate, colouring
again; and this time beyond all dispute.

" Not serious! " returned Mrs. Nickleby; " why shouldn't
I be serious? I'm sure I never was more serious. I will

say that his politeness and attention to me is one of the most
becoming, gratifying, pleasant things I have seen for a very
long time. You don't often meet with such behaviour in

young men, and it strikes one more when one does meet
with it."

" Oh ! attention to you, mama," rejoined Kate quickly—" oh yes."

"Dear me, Kate," retorted Mrs. Nickleby, "what an
extraordinary girl you are. Was it likely I should be talking
of his attention to anybody else ? I declare I'm quite sorry
to think he should be in love with a German lady, that I am,"

" He said verj' positively that it was no such thing, mama,"
returned Kate. " Don't you remember his saying so that
very first night he came here? Besides," she added, in a
more gentle tone, " why should we be sorry if it is the case ?

What is it to us, mama? "

" Nothing to us, Kate, perhaps," said Mrs, Nickleby
emphatically; "but something to me, I confess. I like

English people to be thorough English people, and not
half English and half I don't know what. I shall tell him
point-blank next time he comes, that I wish he would marry
one of his own countrywomen; and see what he says to that,"

" Pray don't think of such a thing, mama," returned Kate
hastily; " not for the world. Consider. How very

"

" Well, my dear, how very what? " said Mrs. Nickleby,
opening her eyes in great astonishment.

Before Kate had returned any reply, a queer little double-
knock announced that Miss La Creevy had called to see them

;

and wlien Miss La Creevy presented herself, Mrs. Nickleby,
though strongly disposed to be argumentative on the previous
question, forgot all about it in a gush of supposes about
the coach she had come by; supposing that the man who
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drove must have been either the man 4n the shirt-sleeves or
the man with the black eye; that whoever he was, he hadn't
found that parasol she left inside last week; that no doubt
they had stopped a long while at the Halfway House, coming
down; or that perhaps being full, they had come straight
on; and lastly, that they, surely, must have passed Nicholas
on the road.

" I saw nothing of him," answered Miss La Creevy; " but
I saw that dear old soul Mr. Linkinwater."

" Taking his evening walk, and coming on to rest here,
before he turns back to the city, I'll be bound! " said Mrs.
Nickleby.

"I should think he was," returned Miss La Creevy;
" especially as young Mr. Cheeryble was with him."

" Surely that is no reason why Mr. Linkinwater should be
coming here," said Kate.

" Why I think it is, my dear," said Miss La Creevy. " For
a young man, Mr. Frank is not a very great walker; and I
observe that he generally falls tired, and requires a good long
rest, when he has come as far as this. But where is my
friend? " said the little woman, looking about, after having
glanced slyly at Kate. " He has not been run away with
again, has he? "

"Ah! where is Mr. Smike?" said Mrs. Nickleby; "he
was here this instant."

Upon further inquiry, it turned out, to the goou lady's
unbounded astonishment, that Smike had, that moment,
gone upstairs to bed.

" Well now," said Mrs. Nickleby, " he is the strangest
creature! Last Tuesday—was it Tuesday? Yes to be sure
it was; you recollect, Kate, oiy dear, the very last time
young Mr. Cheeryble was here—last Tuesday night he went
off in just the same strange way, at the very moment the
knock came to the door. It cannot be that he don't like
company, because he is always fond of people who are fond
of Nicholas, and I am sure young Mr. Cheeryble is. And
the strangest thing is, that he does not go to bed; therefore
it cannot be because he is tired. I know he doesn't go to
bed, because my room is the next one, and when I went up-
stairs last Tuesday, hours after him, I found that he had not
even taken his shoes off; and he had no candle, so he must
have sat moping in the dark all the time. Now, upon my

If
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word," said Mrs. Nickleby, " when I come to think of it,

that's very extraordinary!

"

As the hearers did not echo this sentiment, but remained
profoundly silent, either as not knowing what to say, or
as being unwilling to interrupt, Mrs. Nickleby pursued the
thread of her discourse after her own fashion.

" I hope," said that lady, " that this unaccountable con-
duct may not be the beginning of his taking to his bed and
living there all his life, like the Thirsty Woman of Tutbury, or
the G)ck-lane Ghost, or some of those extraordinary creatures.
One of them had some connexion with our family. I forget,
without looking back to some old letters I have upstairs,
whether it was my great-grandfather who went to school
with the Cock-lane Ghost, or the Thirsty Woman of Tutbury
who went to school with my grandmother. Miss La Creevy,
you know, of course. Which was it that didn't mind what
the clergyman said? The Cock-lane Ghost, or the Thirstv
Woman of Tutbury?"

" The Cock-lane Ghost, I believe."
" Then I have no doubt," said Mrs. Nickleby, " that it

was with him my great-grandfather went to school; for I
know the master of his school was a dissenter, and that
would, in a great measure, account for the Cock-lane Ghost's
behaving in such an improper manner to the clergyman when
he grew up. Ah! Train up a Ghost—child, I mean "

Any further reflections on this fruitful theme, were abruptly
cut short by the arrival of Tim Linkinwater and Mr. Frank
Cheeiyble; in the hurry of receiving whom, Mrs. Nickleby
speedily lost sight of everything else.

"I am so sorry Nicholas is not at home," said Mrs.
Nickleby. " Kate, my dear, you must be both Nicholas
and yourself."

" Miss Nickleby need be but herself," said Frank.
" Then at all events she shall press you to stay," returned

Mrs. Nickleby. " Mr. Linkinwater says ten minutes, but I
cannot let you go so soon; Nicholas would be very much
vexed, I am sure. Kate, my dear!

"

In obedience to a great number of nods, and winks, and
frowns of extra significance, Kate added her entreaties that
the visitors would remain; but it was observable that she
addressed them exclusively to Tim Linkinwater; and there
was, besides, a certain embarrassment in her manner, which,
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although it was as far from impairing its graceful character
as the tinge it communicated to her cheek was from dimin-
ishing her beauty, was obvious at a glance even to Mrs.
Nickleby. Not being of a very speculative character, how-
'iver, save under circumstances when her speculations could
be put into words and uttered aloud, that discreet matron
attributed the emotion to the circumstance of her diughter's
not happening to have her best frock on :

" though i never
saw her look better, certainly," she reflected at the same
time. Having settled the question in this way, and being
most complacently satisfied that in this, as in all other
instances, her conjecture could not fail to be the right one,
Mrs. Nickleby dismissed it from her thoughts, and inwardly
congratulated herself on bemg so shrewd and knowing.

Nicholas did not come home nor did Smike re-appear; but
neither circumstance, to say the truth, had any great effect

upon the little party, who were all in the best humour
possible. Indeed, there sprung up quite a flirtation between
Miss La Creevy and Tim Linkinwater, who said a thousand
jocose and facetious things, and became, by degrees, quite
gallant, not to say tender. Little Miss La Creevy, on her
part, was in high spirits, and rallied Tim on having remained
a bachelor all his life with so much success, that Tim was
actually induced to declare, that if he could get anybody to

have him, he didn't know but what he might change his

condition even yet. Miss La Creevy earnestly recommended
a lady she knew, who would exactly suit Mr. Linkinwater,
and had a very comfortable property of her own; but this

latter qualification had very little effect upon Tim, who
manfully protested that fortune would be no object with
him, but that true worth and cheerfulness of disposition

weif? what a man should look for in a wife, and that if he
had these, he could find money enough for the moderate
wants of both. This avowal was considered so honourable
to Tim, that neither Mrs. Nickleby nor Miss La Creevy
could sufficiently extol it; and stimulated by their praises,

Tim launched out into several other declarations also mani-
festing the disinterestedness of his heart, and a great devotion
to the fair sex: which were received with no less approba-
tion. This was done and said with a comical mixture of
jest and earnest, and, leading to a great amount of laughter,
made them very merry indeed.
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Kate was commonly the life and soul of the conversation
at home; but she was more silent than usual upon this
occasion (perhaps because Tim and Miss La Creevy engrossed
so much of it), and, keeping aloof from the talkers, sat at
the window watchmg the shadows as the evenmg closed
m, and enjoying the quiet beauty of the night, which seemed
to have scarcely less attractions for Frank, who first lingered
near, and then sat down beside her. No doubt, there are
a great many things to be said appropriate to a summer
evening, and no doubt they are best said in a low voice, as
being most suitable to the peace and serenity of the hour;
long pauses, too, at times, and then an earnest word or so,
and tihen another interval of silence which, somehow, does
not seem like silence either, and perhaps now and then a
hasty turning away of the head, or drooping of the eyes
towards the ground, all these minor circumstances, with a
disinclination to have candles introduced and a tendency to
confuse hours with minutes, are doubtless mere influences of
the time, as many lovely lips can clearly testify. Neither
was there the slightest reason why Mrs. Nickleby should
have expressed surprise when, candles being at length
brought in, Kate's bright eyes were unable to bear the
light which obliged her to avert her face, and even to leave
the room for some short time; because when one has sat
in the dark so long, candles are dazzling, and nothing can
be more strictly natural than that such results should be
produced, as all well-informed young people know. For
that matter, old people know it too, or did know it once,
but they forget these things sometimes, and more's the pity.
The good lady's surprise, however, did not end here. It

was greatly increased when it wa' discovered that Kate had
not the least appetite for supper; a discovery so alarming
that there is no knowing in what unaccountable efforts of
oratory Mrs. Nickleby's apprehensions might have been
vented, if the general attention had not been attracted, at
the moment, by a very strange and uncommon noise, pro-
ceeding, as the pale and trembling servant-girl affirmed, and
as everybody's sense of hearing seemed to affirm also, " right
down " the chimney of the adjoining room.

It being quite plain to the comprehension of all present
that, however extraordinary and improbable it might appear,
the noise did nevertheless proceed from the chimney in
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question; and the noise (which was a strange compound of

various shuffling, sliding, rumbling, and struggling sounds,

aU muffled by the chimney) still continuing, Frank Gieeryble

caught up a candle, and Tim Linkinwater the tongs, and
they would have very quickly ascertained the cause of this

disturbance if Mrs. Nickleby had not been taken very faint,

and declined being left behind, on any account. This pro-

duced a short remonstrance, which terminated in their all

proceeding to the troubled chamber in a body, excepting only

Miss La Jreevy, who, as the servant-girl volunteered a con-

fession of having been subject to fits in her infancy, remained
with her to give the alarm and apply restoratives, in case

of extremity.

Advancing to the door of the mysterious apartment, they
I were not a Uttle surprised to hear a human voice, chaunting

with a highly elaborated expression of melancholy, and in

tones of suffocation which a human voice might have pro-

duced from under five or six feather-beds of the best quality,

the once popular air of " Has she then failed in her truth, the

beautiful maid I adore !
" Nor, on bursting into the room

without demanding a parley, was their astonishment lessened

by the discovery that these romantic sounds certainly pro-

ceeded from the throat of some man up the chimney, of

whom nothing was visible but a pair of legs, which were
dangling above the grate; apparently feeling, with extreme
anxiety, for the top bar whereon to effect a landing.

A sight so unusual and unbusiness-like as this, completely

paralysed Tim Linkinwater, who, after one or two gentle

pinches at the stranger's ankles, which were productive of

no effect, stood clapping the tongs together, as if he were
sharpening them for another assault, and did nothing else.

" This must be some drunken fellow," said Frank. " No
thief would announce his presence thus."

As he said this, with great indignation, he raised the

candle to obtain a better view of the legs, and was darting for-

ward to pull them down with very little ceremony, when Mrs.

Nickleby, clasping her hands, uttered a sharp sound, some-

thing between a scream and an exclamation, and demanded
to know whether the mysterious 1 mbs were not clad in small-

clothes and grey worsted stockings, or whether her eyes had
deceived her?

" Yes," cried Frank, looking a little closer. " Small-
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clothes certainly, and~ and— rough grey stockings, too.
Do you know hun, ma'am? "

" Kate, m3r dear," said Mr Nickleby, deliberately sitting
henelf down in a chair with that sort of desperate resignation
which seemed to imply that now matters had come to a crisis,

and all disguise was useless, " you will have the goodness,
my love, to explain precisely how this matter stands. 1 have
given him no encouragement—none whatever—not the least
in the world. You know that, my dear, perfectly well. He
was very respectful, cxceedmgly respectful, when he dc lared,
as you were a witness to; still at the same time, if I am to
be persecuted in this way, if vegetable what's-his-names and
all kinds of garden-stuff are to strew my path out of doors,
and gentlemen are to come choking up our chimneys at
home, I really don't know—upon my word I do not know

—

what is to become of me. It's a very hard case—harder
than anything I was ever exposed to, before I married your
poor dear papa, though I suffered a good deal of annoyance
then—but that, of course, I expected, and made up my mind
for. When I was not nearly so old as you, my dear, there
was a young gentleman who sat next us at church, who used,
aknost every Sunday, to cut my name in large letters in the
front of his pew while the sermon was going on. It was
gratifying, of course, naturally so, but still it was an annoy-
ance, because the pew was in a very conspicuous place, and he
was several times publicly taken out by the beadle for doing
it. But that was nothing to this. This is a great deal worse,
and a great deal more embarrassing. I would rather, Kate,
my dear," said Mrs. Nickleby, with great solemnity, and an
effusion of tears: " I would rather, I declare, have been a
pig-faced lady, than be exposed to such a life as this !

"

Frank Cheeryble and Tim Linkinwater looked, in irre-

pressible astonishment, first at each other and then at Kate,
who felt that some explanation was necessary, but who,
between her terror at the apparition of the legs, her fear
lest their owiier should be smothered, and her anxiety to give
the least ridiculous solution of the mystery that it was capable
of bearing, was quite unable to utter a single word.
"He gives me great pain," continued Mrs. Nickleby,

drying her eyes, " great pain; but don't hurt a hair of his
head, I beg. On no account hurt a hair of his head."

It would not, under existmg circumstances, have been
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?"***^!? •'^ to hurt a hair of the gentleman's head as
Mrs. Nickleby seemed to imagine, inasmuch as that part of
his person was some feet up the chimney, which was by no
means a wide one. But, as aU this time, he had never left
off smg'ig about the bankruptcy of the beautiful maid in
respect of truth, and now began not only to croak very
feebly, but to kick with great violence as if respiration
became a task of difficulty, Frank Cheeryble, without further
hesitation, pulled at the shorts and worsteds with such
heartiness as to bring him floundering into tlie room with
greater precipitation than he had quite calculated upon
"Oh

I
yes, yes," said Kate, directly the whole figure of

this smgular visitor appeared m this abrupt manner. " I
know who it is. Pray don't be rough with him. Is he
hurt? I hope not. Oh, pray see if he is hurt."

" He is not, I assure you," replied Frank, handling the
object of his surprise, after this appeal, with sudden tender-
ness and respect. " He is not hurt in the least."
" Don't let him come any nearer," said Kate, retiring as

far as she could.
" No no, he shall not," rejoined Frank. " You see I have

him secure here. But may I ask you, what this means, and
whether you expected this old gentleman? "

" Oh, no," said Kate, " of course not; but he—mama does
not think so, I believe—but he is a mad gentleman who
has escaped from the next house, and must have found an
opportunity of secreting himself here."

" Kate," interposed Mrs. Nickleby with severe dignity
" I am surprised at you."

'

'

" Dear mama," Kate gently remonstrated.
" I am surprised at you," repeated Mrs. Nickleby; " upon

my word, Kate, I am quite astonished that you should join
the persecutors of this unfortunate gentleman, when you
know very well that they have the basest designs upon his
property, and that that is the whole secret of it. It would
be much kinder of you, Kate, to ask Mr. Linkinwater or
Mr. Cheeryble to interfere in his behalf, and see him righted.
You ought not to allow your feelings to influence you; it's
not right, very far from it. What should my feelings be, do
you suppose ? If anybody ought to be indignant, who is it ?
I, of course, and very properly so. Still, at the same time^
I wouldn't commit such an injustice for the world. No "
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ft-

continued Mrs. Nickleby, drawing hcraelf up, and lookmg

another way with a kind of bashfulstateliness; " this gentle-

man will understand me when I tell him that I repeat the

answer I gave him the other day; that I always will repeat

it, though I do believe him to be sincere when I find him

placing himself in such dreadful situations on my account;

and that I request him to have the goodness to go away

directly, or it will be impossible to keep his behaviour

a secret from my son Nicholas. I am obliged to him, very

much obliged to him, but I cannot listen to his addresses

for a moment. It's quite impossible."

While this address was in course of delivery, the old

gentleman, with his nose and cheeks embellished with large

patches of soot, sat upon the ground with his arms folded,

eyeing the spectators in profound silence, and with a very

majestic demeanour. He did not appear to take the smallest

notice of what Mrs. Nickleby said, but when she ceased to

speak he honoured her with a long stare, and inquired if

she bad quite finished ?

"
I have nothing more to say," replied that lady modestly.

*' I really cannot say anything more."
" Very good," said the old gentleman, raising his voice,

" then bring in the bottled lightning, a clean tumbler, and

a corkscrew."

Nobody executing this order, the old gentleman, after a

short pause, raiscii his voice again and demanded a thunder

sandwich. This article not being forthcoming either, he

requested to be served with a fricassee of boot-tops and

goldfish sauce, and then laughing heartily, gratified his

hearers with a very long, very loud, and most melodious

bellow

But still Mrs. Nickleby, in reply to the significant looks

of all about her, shook her head as though to assure them

that she saw nothing whatever m all this, unless, indeed,

it were a slight degree of eccentricity. She might have

remained impressed with these opinions down to the latest

moment of her life, but for a slight train of circumstances,

which trivial as they were, altered the whole complexion

of the case.

It happened that Miss La Creevy, finding her patient m
no very threatening condition, and being strongly impelled

by curiosity to see what was going forward, bustled into the
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room while the old gentleman was in the ver> act of bellow-
ing. It happened, too, that the instant the old gentleman
saw her, he stopped short, skipped suddenly on his feet, and
fell to kissing nis hand violently : a change of demeanour
which almost terrified the little portrait-painter out of her
senses, and caused her to retreat behind Tim Linkinwater
with the utmost expedition.

" .\hal " cried the old gentleman, folding hi' '^ands, and
squeezing them with great force ?.gainst each otner. " I see
her now, I see he" now! My love, my life, my bride, my
peerless beauty. She is come at last—at last—and all is gas
and gaiters I

"

Mrs. Nickleby looked rather disconcerted for a moment,
but imnediately recovering, nodded to Miss La Creevy and
the other spectators several times, and frowned, and smiled
gravely; giving them to understand that she saw where
the mistake was, and ' ould set it all to rights in a min:ite
or two.

" She is come I " said the o!d gentleman, laying his hand
upon his heart. " Cormoran and Blunderbore I She is come I

All the wealth I have is hers if she will take m<? for her slave.

Where are grace, beauty, and blandishments, like those?
In the Empress of Madagascar? No. In the Queen of
Diamonds? No. In Mrs. Rowland, who every morning
bathes in Kalydor for nothing? No. Melt all these down
into one, with the three graces, the nine Muses, and fourteen
biscuit-bakers' daughters from Oxford-street, and make a
woman half as lovely. Pho I I defy you."

After uttering this rhapsody, the old gentleman snapped
his fingers twenty or thirty times, and then subsided into

an ecstatic contemplation of Miss La Creevy's charms. Ihis
aflFording Mrs. Nickleby a favourable opportunity of explana-
tion, she went about it straight.

" I am sure," said the worthy lady, with a prefatory
cough, " that it's a great relief, under such trying circum-
stances as these, to have anybody else mistaken for me

—

a very great relief; and it's a circumstance that never
occurred before, although I have several times been mis-
taken for my daughter Kate. I have no doubt the people
were very foolish, and perhaps ought to have known better,

but stiU they did take me for her, and of course that w '*

fault of mine, and it would be very hard indeed if I .
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be made responsible for it However, in this instance, of

course, I must feel that I should do exceedingly wrong if I

suffered anybody—especially anybody Uiat I am under great

obligations to—to be made uncomfortable on my a«:ount.

And therefore I think it my duty to tell that gentleman
that he is mistaken, that I am the lady who he was told by
•omc impertinent person was niece to the Council of Paving-
stones, and that I do beg and intreat of him to go quietly

away, if it's only for," here Mrs. Nickleby simpered and
hesitated, " for my sake."

It might Iiave t.en expected that the old gentleman
would have been penetrated to the heart by the delicac)'

and condescension of this appeal, and that he would at least

have returned a courteous and suitable reply. What, then,

was the shock which Mrs. Nickleby received, when, accosting

her in the most unmistakable manner, he replied in a loud

and sonorous voice: "Avaunt! Cat I"
" Sir I " cried Mrs. Nickleby, in a faint tone.

"Cat I" repeated the old gentleman. "Puss, Kit, Tit,

Grimalkin, Tabby, Brindle! Whoosh!" With which last

sound, uttered in a hissing mam. )r between his teeth, the

old gentleman swung his arms violently round and round,
and at the same time alternately advanced on Mrs. Nickleby,
and retreated from her, in that species of savage dance with
which boys on market-days may be seen to frighten pigs,

sheep, and other animals, when they give out obstinate

indications of turning down a wrong street.

Mrs. Nickleby wasted no words, but uttered an exclama-
tio.1 of honor and surprise, and immediately fainted away.

" I'll attend to mama," said Kate, hastily; " I am not at

all frightened. But pray take him away; pray take him
away !

"

Frank was not at all confident of his power of complying
with this request, until he bethought himself of the stratagem
of sending Miss La Creevy on a few paces in advance, and
urjging the old gentleman to follow her. It succeeded to a
miracle; and he went away in a rapture of admiration,
strongly guarded by Tim Linkinwater on one side, and
Frank himself on the other.

"Kate," murmured Mrs. Nickleby, reviving when the

coast was clear, " is he gone ?
"

She was assured that he was.
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1

" I shall never fonive mvself, J ate," said Mrs. Nickleby;
" never! That sentknum has lost his senses, and / am the
unhappy rause.

" You the cause I
" said Kate, greatly astonished.

" I, my love," replied Mrs. Nickleby, with a desperate
calmness. " You saw what he was the other day; you see
what he is now. I told your brotl ^r, weeks and weeks ago,
Kate, that I hoped a disappointment might not be too much
for him. You see what a wreck he is. Making allowance
for his being a little flighty, you know how rationally and
sensibly and honourably he talked, when we saw him in the
garden. You have heard the dreadful nonsense he has been
guilty of, this night, and the manner in which he has gone
on with that poor unfortunate little old maid. Can anybody
doubt how all this has been brought about !

"

" I should scarcely think they could," said Kate miUly.
" / should scarcely think so, either," rejoined her mother.

" Well! if I am the unfortunate cause of this, I have the
satisfaction of knowing that I am not to blame. I told
Nicholas. I said to him, * Nicholas, my dear, we should be
very careful how we proceed.' He would scarcely hear me.
If the mattet had only been properly taken up at first, as I

wished it to be ! But you are both of you so like your poor
papa. However, I have my consolation, and that should be
enough for me !

"

Washing her hands, thus, of all respKonsibility under this

head, past, present, or to come, Mrs. Nickleby kindly added
that she hoped her children might never have greater cause
to reproach themselves than she had, and prepared herself

to receive the escort, M-ho soon returned with the intelligence

that the old gentleman was safely housed, and that thty
found his custodians, who had been making merry with
some friends, wholly ignorant of his absence.

Quiet being again restored, a delicious half hour—so Frank
called it, in the course of subsequent conversation with Tim
Linkinwater, as they were walking home—was spent m con-
versation, and Tim's watch at length apprising him that it

was high time to depart, the ladies were left alone, though
not without many offers on the part of Frank to remain
until Nicholas arrived, no matter what hour of the night
it might be, if, after the late neighbourly irruption they
entertained the least fear of being left to themselves. As
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their freedom from all furthei apprehension, however, left
no pretext for his insisting on mounting guard, he was
obliged to abandon the citadel, and to retire with the
trusty Tim.
Nearly three hours of silence passed away. Kate blushed

to find, when Nicholas returned, how long she had been
sitting alone, occupied with her own thoughts.

" I really thought it had not been half an hour," she said.
" They must have been pleasant thoughts, Kate," rejoined

Nicholas gaily, " to make time pass away like that. What
were they now? "

Kate was confused; she toyed with some trifle on the
table, looked up and smiled, looked down and dropped a
tear.

Why, Kate," said Nicholas, drawing his sister towards
him and kissing her, "let me see your face. No? Ah!
that was but a glimpse; that's scarcely fair. A longer look
than that, Kate. Come—and I'll read your thoughts for
you."

There was something in this proposition, albeit it was
said without the slightest consciousness or application,
which so alarmed his sister, that Nicholas laughingly
changed the subject to domestic matters, and thus gathered,
by degrees, as they left the room and went upstairs together,
how lonely Smike had been all night—and by very slow
der"-ces, too; for on this subject also, Kate seemed to speak
with some reluctance.

" Poor fellow," said Nicholas, tapping gently at his door,
" what can be the cause of all this !

"

Kate was hanging on her brother's arm. The door being
quickly opened, she had not time to disengage herself, before
vSmike, very pale and haggard, and completely dressed, con-
fronted them.

" And have you not been to bed ? " said Nicholas.
" N—n—no," was the reply.

Nicholas gently detained his sister, who made an effort to
retire; and asked, " Why not? "

" I could not sleep," said Smike, grasping th*^ hand which
his friend extended to him.

" You are not well? " rejoined Nicholas.
" I am better, indeed. A great deal better," said Smike

quickly.
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" Then why do you give way to these fits of melancholy ?

"

inquired Nicholas, in his kindest manner; " or why not tell

us the cause? You grow a different creature, Smike."
" I do; I know I do," he replied. " I will tell you the

reason one day, but not now. I hate myself for this; you
are all so good and kind. But I cannot help it. My heart
is very full; you do not know how iull it is."

He wrung Nicholas's hand before he released it; and
glancing, for a moment, at the brother and sister as they
stood together, as if there were something in their strong
affection which touched him deeply, withdrew into his

chamber, and was soon the only watcher under that quiet
roof.

con-

CHAPTER L

INVOLVpS A SERIOUS CATASTROPHE

The little race-course at Hampton was in the full tide and
height of its gaiety; the day as dazzling as day could be;
the sun high in the cloudless sky, and shining in its fullest

splendour. Every gaudy colour that fluttered in the air from
carriage seat and garish tent top, shone out in its gaudiest
hues. Old dingy flags grew new again, faded gilding was
re-burnished, stained rotten canvas looked a snowy white,
the very beggars' rags were freshened up, and sentiment
quite forgot its charity in its fervent admiration of poverty
so picturesque.

It was one of those scenes of life and animation, caught
in its very brightest and freshest moments, which can scarcely
fail to please; for, if the eye be tired of show and glare, or
the ear be weary with a ceaseless round of noise, the one
may repose, turn abnost where it will, on eager, happy, and
expectant faces, and the other deaden all consciousness of
more annoying sounds in those of mirth and exhilaration.
Even the sunburnt faces of gipsy children, half naked though
they be, suggest a drop of comfort. It is a pleasant thing
to see that the sun has been there; to know that the air
and light are on them every day; to feel that they are
children, and lead children's lives; that if their pillows be
damp, it is with the dews of Heaven, and not with tears:
that the limbs of their girls are free, and that they are not
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crippled by distortions, imposing an unnatural and horrible

penance upon their sex; that their lives are spent, from day
to day, at least among the waving trees, and not in the midst

of dreadful engines which make young children old before

they kno' vhat childhood is, and give them the exhaustion

and infirnucy of age, without, like age, the privilege to die.

God send that old nursery tales were true, and that gipsies

stole such children by the score

!

The great race of the day had just been run; and the close

lines of people, on either side of the course, suddenly breaking

up and pouring into it, imparted a new liveliness to the

scene, which was again all busy movement. Some, hurried

eagerly to catch a glimpse of the winning horse; others

darted to and fro, searching, no less eagerly, for the carriages

they had left in quest of better stations. Here, a little

knot gathered round a pea and thimble table to watch the

plucking of some unhappy greenhorn; and there, another

proprietor with his confederates in various disguises—one

man in spectacles, another, with an eye-glass and a stylish

hat; a third, dressed as a farmer well to do in the world,

with his top-coat over his arm and his flash notes in a large

leathern pocket-book; and all with heavy-handled whips to

represent most innocent country fellows who had trotted

there on horseback—sought, by loud and noisy talk and
pretended play, to entrap some unwary customer, while the

gentlemen confederates (of iiiore villainous aspect still, in

clean linen and good clothes) betrayed their close interest in

the concern by the anxious furtive glance they cast on all

new comers. These, would be hanging on the outskirts of

a wide circle of people assembled round some itinerant

juggler, opposed, in his turn, by a noisy band of music,

or the classic game of " Ring the Bull," while ventriloquists

holding dialogues with wooden dolls, and fortune-telling

women smothering the cries of real babies, divided with

them, and many more, the general attention of the company.
Drinking-tents were full, glasses began to clink in carriages,

hampers to be unpacked, tempting provisions to be set forth,

knives and forks to rattle, champagne corks to fly, eyes to

brighten that were not dull before, and pickpockets to count

their gains during the last heat. The attention so recently

strained on one object of interest, was now divided among
a hut.dred; and, look where you would, there was a motley
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assemblage of feasting, laughing, talking, begging, gambling,

and mummery.
Of the gambling-booths there was a plentiful show,

flourishing in all the splendour of carpeted ground, striped

hangings, crimson cloth, pinnacled roofs, geranium pots,

and livery servants. There were the Stranger's club-house,

the Athenaeum club-house, the Hampton club-house, the

Saint James's club-house, half-a-mile of club-houses to play

in ; and there were rouge-et-noir, French hazard, and other

games, to play at. It is into one of these booths that our

story takes its way.

Fitted up with three tables for the purposes of play, and

crowded with players and lookers on, it was, although the

largest place of the kind upon the course, intensely hot,

notwithstanding tha* a portion of the canvas roof was rolled

back to admit more air, and there were two doors for a free

passage in and out. Excepting one or two men who, e^^ch

with a long roll of half-crowns chequered with a few stray

sovereigns, in his left hand, staked their money at every roll

of the ball with a business-like sedateness which showed that

they were used to it, and had been playing all day, and most

probably all the day before, there was no very distinctive

character about the players. They were chiefly young men,

apparently attracted by curiosity, or staking small sums as

part of the amusement of the day, with no very great interest

in winning or losing. There were two persons present,

however, who, as peculiarly good specimens of a class,

deserve a passing notice.

Of these, one was a man of six or eight and fifty, who
sat on a chair near one of the entrances of the booth, with

his hands folded on the top of his stick, and his chin

appearing above them. He was a tall, fat, long-bodied man,

buttoned up to the throat in a li^ht green coat, which made
his body look still longer than it was. He wore, besides,

drab breeches and gaiters, a white neckerchief, and a broad-

brimmed white hat. Amid all the buzzing noise of the

games, and the perpetual passing in and out of people, he

seemed perfectly calm and abstracted, without the smallest

particle of excitement in his composition. He exhibited no

indication of weariness, nor, to a casual observer, of interest

either. There he sat, quite still and collected. Sometimes,
'

but very rarely, he nodded to some passing face, or beckoned
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to a waiter to obey a call from one of the tables. The next
instant he subsided into his old state. He might have been
some profoundly deaf old gentleman, who had come in to take
a rest, or he might have been patiently waiting for a friend,
without the least consciousness of anybody's presence, or he
might have been fixed in a trance, or under the influence of
opmm. People turned round and looked at him; he made
no gesture, caught nobody's eye, let them pass away, and
others come on and be succeeded by others, and took no
notice. When he did move, it seemed wonderful how he
could have seen anything to occasion it. And so, in truth,
It was. But there was not a face that passed in or out^
which this man failed to see; not a gesture at an\ one of
the three tables that was lost upon him; not a word, spoken
by the bankers, but reached his ear; not a winner or loser
he could not have marked. And he was the proprietor of
the place.

The other presided over the rouge-et-noir table. He was
probably some ten years younger, and was a plump, paunchy,
sturdy-looking fellow, with his under-lip a little pursed,
from a habit of counting money inward.y as he paid it, but
with no decidedly bad expression in his face, which was
rather an honest and jolly one than otherwise. He wore no
coat, the weather being hot, and stood behind the table with
a huge mound of crowns and half-crowns before him, and a
cash-box for notes. This game was constantly playing.
Perhaps twenty people would be staking at the same time.
This man had to roll the ball, to watch the stakes as they
were laid down, to gather them off the colour which lost, to
pay those who won, to do it all with the utmost dispatch, to
roll the ball again, and to keep this game perpetually alive.
He did it all with a rapidity absolutely marvellous; never
hesitating, never making a mistake, never stopping, and
never ceasing to repeat such unconnected phrases as the
following, which, partly from habit, and partly to have some-
thing appropriate and business-like to say, he constantly
poured out with the same monotonous emphasis, and in
nearly the same order, all day long.

" Rooge-a-nore from Paris ! Gentlemen, make your game
and back your own opinions—any time while the ball rolls
—rooge-a-nore from Paris, gentlemen, it's a French game,
gentlemen, I brought it over myself, I did indeed !—Rooge-
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t-nore from Paris—black wins—black—stop a minute, sir,

and I'll pay you directly—two there, half a pound there,
three there—and one there—gentlemen, the ball's a rolling

—any time, sir, while the ball rolls!—The beauty of this

game is, that you can double your stakes or put down your
money, gentlemen, any time while the ball rolls—black again
—black wins—I never saw such a thing—I never did, in all

my Ufe, upon my word I never did; if any gentleman had
been backing the black in the last five minutes he must have
won five and forty pound in four rolls of the ball, he must
indeed. Gentlemen, we've port, sherry, cigars, and most
excellent champagne. Here, wai-ter, bring a bottle of
champagne, and let's have a dozen or fifteen cigars here

—

and let's be comfortable, gentlemen—and bring some clean
glasses—any time while the ball rolls!—I lost one hundred
and thirty-seven pound yesterday, gentlemen, at one roll of
the b; ", I did indeed!—how do you do, sir," (recognising
some knowing gentleman without any halt or change of voice,
and giving a wink so slight that it seems an accident), " will

you take a glass of sherry, sir—here, wai-ter ! bring a clean
glass, and hand the sherry to this gentleman—and hand it

round, will you, waiter—this is the rooge-a-nore from Paris,

gentlemen—any time while the ball rolls !—gentlemen, make
your game, and back your own opinions—it's the rooge-a-
nore from Paris—quite a new game, I brought it over myself,
I did indeed—gentlemen, the ball's a rolling!

"

This officer was busily plying his vocation when half-a-

dozen persons sauntered through the booth, to whom, but
without stopping either in his speech, or work, he bowed
respectfully; at the same time, directing, by a look, the
attention of a man beside him to the tallest figure in the
group, in recognition of whom the proprietor pulled off his

hat. This was Sir Mulberry Hawk, with whom were his

friend and pupil, and a small train of gentlemanly-dressed
men, of characters more doubtful than obscure.

The proprietor, in a low voice, bade Sir Mulberry good
day. Sir Mulberry, in the same tone, bade the proprietor
go to the devil, and turned to speak with his friends.

There was evidently an irritable consciousness about him
that he was an object of furiosity, on this first occasion of
showing himself in pub' ter the accident that liad be-
fallen him; and it was e .0 perrei'-e 'i ^t he appeared on
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d'ye do,

our friend

Lord
here.

the race-course, that day, more in the hope of meeting with
a great many people who knew him, and sc getting over as
much as possible of the annoyance at once, than with any
purpose of enjoying the sport. There yet remained a slight
scar on his face, and whenever he was recognised, as he was
ahnost every minute by people sauntering in and out, he
made a restless effort to conceal it with his glove; showing
how keenly he felt the disgrace he had undergone.
"Ah! Hawk," said one very sprucely dressed personage

in a Newmarket coat, a choice neckerchief, and aU other
accessories of the most unexceptionable kind. " How d'ye
do, old fellow?"

This was a rival trainer of young noblemen and gentlemen,
and the person of all others whom Sir Mulberry most hated
and dreaded to meet. They shook hands with excessive
cordiality.

" And how are you now, old fellow, hey? "

" Quite well, quite well," said Sir Mulberry.
"That's right," said the other. " ^r— J'

Frederick? He's a little pulled dow
Rather out of condition still, hey? "

It should be observed that the gentleman had very white
teeth, and that when there was no excuse for laughing, he
generally finished with the same monosyllable, which he
uttered so as to display them.

" He's in very good condition; there's nothing the matter
with him," said the young man carelessly.

" Upon my soul I'm glad to hear it," rejoined the other.
" Have you just returned from Brussels?

"

"We only reached town late last night," said Lord
Frederick. Sir Mulberry turned away to speak to one of his

own party, and feigned not to hear.
" Now, upon my life," said the friend, affecting to speak

in a whisper, " it's an uncommonly bold and game thing in

Hawk to show himself so soon. I say it advisedly; there's
a vast deal of courage in it. You see he has just rusticated
long enough to excite curiosity, and not long enough for men
to have forgotten that deuced unpleasant—by the bye

—

you know the rights of the afifair, of course? Why did you
never give these confounded papers the lie? I seldom read
the papers, but I looked in the papers for that, and may I

be
"
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*' Look in the papers/' interrupted Sir Mulberry, turning

suddenly round, " to-morrow—^no, next day."
" Upon my life, my dear fellow, I seldom or never read the

papers," said the other, shrugging his shoulders, " but I will,

at your recommendation. What shall I look for?
"

" Good day," said Sir Mulberry, turning abruptly on his
heel, and drawing his pupil with him. Falling, again, into
the loitering careless pace at which they had entered, they
lounged out, arm in arm.

" I won't give him a "se of murder to read," muttered
Sir Mulberry with an oath; " but it shall be something very
near it, if whipcord cuts and bludgeons bruise."

His companion said nothing, but there was something in

his manner which galled Sir Mulberry to add, wi^ nearly
as much ferocity as if his friend had been Nicholas himseljf:

" I sent Jenkins to old Nickleby before eight o'clock this

morning. He's a staunch one; he was back with me before
the messenger. I had it all from him in the first five minutes.
I know where this hound is to be met with; time and place
both. But there's no need to talk; to-morrow will soon be
here."

"And wha-at's to be done to-morrow?" inquired Lord
Frederick.

Sir Mulberry Hawk honoured him with an angry glance-,

but condescended to return no verbal answer to the inquiry.

Both walked sullenly on, as though their thoughts were
busily occupied, until they were quite clear of the crowd,
and almost alone, when Sir Mulberry wheeled round to
return.

" Stop," said his companion, " I want to speak to you in

earnest. Don't turn back. Let us walk here, a few
minutes."

" What have you to say to me, that you could not say
yonder as well as here ? " returned his Mentor, disengaging
his arm.

" Hawk," rejoined the other, " tell me; I must know."
" Must know," interrupted the other disdainfully.

" Whew ! Go on. If you must know, of course there's no
escape for me. Must know !

"

" Must ask then," returned Lord Frederick, " and must
press you for a plain and straightforward answer. Is what
you have just said, only a mere whim of the moment.
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occasioned by your being out of humour and irritated, or
is it your serious intention, and one that you have actually
contemplated ?

"

" Why, don't you remember what passed on the subject
one night, when I was laid up with a broken limb? " said
Sir Millberry, with a sneer.

" Perfectly weU."
"Then take that for an answer, in the devil's name,"

replied Sir Mulberry, " and ask me for no other."
Such was the ascendancy he had acquired over his dupe,

and such the latter's general habit of submission, that, for

the moment, the young man seemed half-afraid to pursue
the subject. He soon overcame this feeling, however, if it

had restrained him at all, and retorted angrily:
" If I remember what passed at the time you speak of, I

expressed a strong opinion on this subject, and said that,
with my knowledge or consent, you never should do what
you threaten now."

"Will you prevent me?" asked Sir Mulberry, with a
laugh.

" Ye-es, if I can ;
" returned the other, promptly.

" A very proper saving clause, that last," said Sir Mul-
berry; " and one you stand in need of. Look to your own
business, and leave me to look to mine."

" This is miiie," retorted Lord Frederick. " I make it

mine; I will make it mine. It's mine already. I am more
compromised than I should be, as it is."

" Do as you please, and what you please, for yourself,"
said Sir Mulbeny, affecting an easy good humour. " Surely
that must content you I Do nothing for me ; that's all. I
advise no man to mterfere in proceedings that I choose to
take. I am sure you know me better than to do so. The
fact is, I see, you mean to offer me advice. It is well meant,
I have no doubt, but I reject it. Now, if you please, we will

return to the carriage. I find no entertainment here, but
quite the reverse. If we prolong this conversation, we might
quarrel, which would be no proof of wisdom in either you
or me."

With this rejoinder, and waiting for no further discussion.
Sir Mulberry Hawk yawned, and very leisurely turned back.

There was not a little tact and knowledge of the young
lord's disposition in this mode of treating him. Sir Mulberry
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clearly saw that if his dominion were to last, it must be
established now. He knew that the moment he became
violent, the young man would become violent too. He had
many times, been enabled to strengthen his influence, when
any circumstance had occurred to weaken it, by adopting
this cool and laconic style; and he trusted to it now, with
very httle doubt of its entire success.

tint while he did this, and wore the most careless and
mdifferent deportment that his practised arts enabled him
to assume, he inwardly resolved, not only to visit all the
mortification of being compelled to suppress his feelings, with
additional severity upon Nicholas, but also to make the
young lord pay dearly for it, one day, in some shape or other.
So long as he had been a passive instrument in his hands, bir
Mulberry had regarded him with no other feeling than con-
tempt; but, now, that he presumed to avow opinions in
opposition to his, and even to turn upon him with a lofty
tone and an air of superiority, he began to hate him. Con-
scious that, m the vilest and most worthless sense of the
term, he was dependent upon the weak young lord. Sir Mul-
berry could the less brook humiliation at his hands; and
when he began to dislike him. he measured his dislike—as
men often do—by the extent of the injuries he had inflicted
upon its object. When it is remembered that Sir Mulberry
Hawk had plundered, duped, deceived, and fooled his pupilm every possible way, it will not be wondered at, that,
beginning to hate him, he began to hate him cordially.
On the other hand, the young lord having thought—which

he vety seldom did about anything—and seriously too, upon
the aflFair with Nicholas, and the circumstances which led
to It, had arrived at a manly and honest conclusion. Sir
Mulberry's coarse and insulting behaviour on the occasionm question had produced a deep impression on his mind;
a strong suspicion of his having led him on to pursue Miss
Nickleby for purposes of his own, had been lurking there,
for some time; he was really ashamed of his share in the
transaction, and deeply mortified by the ro-sgiving that he
had been gulled. He had had suflScient leisure to reflect
upon these things, during their late retirement; and, at
tunes, when his careless and indolent nature would permit,
had availed himself of the opportunity. Slight circum-
stances, too, had occurred to increase his suspicion. It
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wanted but a very slight circumstance to kindle his wrath
against Sir Mulberry. This his disdainful and insolent tone

in their recent conversation (the only one they had held upon
the subject since the period to whidi Sir Mulberry referred),

effected.

Thus they rejoined their friends: each with causes of

dislike against the other, rankling in hb breast: the young
man haunted, besides, with thoughts of the vindictive retalia-

tion which was threatened against Nicholas, and the deter-

mination to prevent it by some strong step, if possible. But
this was not all. Sir Mulberry, conceiving that he had
silenced him effectually, could not suppress his triumph, or

forbear from following up what he conceived to be his

advantage. Mr. Pyke was there, and Mr. Pluck was there,

and Colonel Chowser, and other gentlemen of the same caste

v,". -e there, and it was a great point for Sir Mulberry to show
them that he had not lost his uifluence. At first, the young
lord contented himself with a silent determination to take

measures for withdrawing himself from the connexion
immediately. By degrees, he grew more angry, and was
exasperated by jests and familiarities, which, a few hours

before, would have been a source of amusement to him.

This did not serve him; for, at such bantering or retort as

suited the company, he was no match for Sir Mulberry.

Still, no violent rupture took place. They returned to town;
Messrs. Pyke and Pluck and other gentlemen frequently

protesting on the way thither, that Sir Mulberry had never

been in such tiptop spirits in all his life.

They dined together, sumptuously. The wine flowed

freely, as indeed it had done all day. Sir Mulberry drank, to

recompense himself for his recent abstinence; the young
lord, to drown his indignation; the remainder of the party,

because the wine was of the best and they had nothing to pay.

It was nearly midnight when they rushed out, wild, burning
with wine, their blood boiling, and their brains on fire, to the

gaming-table.

Here, they encountered another party, mad like themselves.

The excitement of play, hot rooms, and glaring lights, was
not calculated to allay the fever of the time. In that giddy

whirl of noise and confusion, the men were delirious. Who
thought of money, ruin, or the morrow, in the savage intoxi-

cation of the moment? More wine was called for, glass after
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glass was drained, their parched and scalding mouths were
cracked with thirst. Down poured the wine like oil on blaz-mg fire. And still the riot went on. The debauchery rained
its height; glasses were dashed upon the floor by hands that
could not <»rry them to lips; oaths were shouted out by lips
which could scarcely fonn the words to vent them in •

dmnken losers cursed and roared; some mounted on the
tebles, waving bottles above their heads, and bidding je-
fiance to the rest; some danced, some ;ang, some tore the
cards and raved. Tumult and frenzy reigned supreme-
when a noise arose that drowned all others, and two men'
seizing each other by the throat, struggled into the middle
01 the room.
A dozen voices, until now unheard, called aloud to part

them. Those who nad kept themselves cool, to win, andwho earned their living in such scenes, threw themselves
upon the combatants, and, forcing them asunder, drawed
them some space apart.

**

«
"Let rae gol " cried Sir Mulberry, in a thick hoarse voice.He struck me! Do you hear? I say, he struck me. Have

lafnendhere? Who is this? Westwood. Do you hear me
say he struck me ?

"

•• I hear, I hear," replied one of those who held him.
Come away, for to-night! "

" ^
"^il! "u,^' ^Y,

^^'" ^® '^P"^^- " A dozen men about
us saw the blow.

!!
J'o-morrow will be ample time," said the friend.
It will not be ample time! " cried Sir Mulbcrr>' " To-

night, at once, here! " His passion was so great, that he
could not articulate, but stood clenching his fist, tearing his
hair, and stamping on the ground.

"
^^^^V^ ^^'^' ™y '"'^ '* " ^^^^ o"e of those who surrounded

him. Have blows passed? "

" One blow h^ " was the panting reply. " I struck him.
I proclaim it to all here ! I struck him, and he knows why I

fl' n ^™' ^^^ ^^'^ ^^'^'^e^ t)e adjusted now. Captain
Adams said the young lord, looking hurriedly about him.
and addressing one of those who had interposed. "

let me
speak with you, I beg."

^

The person addressed, stepped forward, and, taking the
young man s arm, they retired together, followed shortly
afterwards by Sir Mulberry and his friend,
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It was ft profligate haunt of the wont repute, and not
a place in Trhich luch an a^ / was likely to awaken an>
sympathy for either partv j call forth any further remon-
strance or interpositic. £lsewhere, its further progress
would have been Instantly prevented, and time altewed foi

sober and cool reflection; but not there. Disturbed in theii
0' ies, the party broke up; some reeled away with looks oi
tipsy gravity; others -nthdrew, noisily discussing what had
just occurred; the gentlemen of honour who lived upon their
winnings remarked to each other, as they went out, that
Hawk was » good shot; those who had been most noisy, fell

fast asleep upon the sofas, and thought no more about it.

Meanwhile, the two seconds, as they may be called now,
after a long conference, each with his principal, met together
in another room. Both utterly heartless, both men upon
town, both thoroughly initiated in its worst vices, both deeply
in debt, both fallen from some higher estate, both addicted to
every depravity for which society can find some genteel
name and plead its most depraving conventionalities as an
excuse, they were, naturally, gentlemen of unblemished
honour themselves, and of great nicety concerning the honour
of other people.

These two gentlemen were unusually cheerful, just now;
for the affair was pretty certain to make some noise, and could
scarcely fail to enhance their reputations.

" This is an awkward affair, Adams," said Mr. Westwood,
drawing himself up.

" Very," returned the captain; " a blow has been struck,
and there is but one course, o^ course."

" No apology, I suppose? " said Mr. Westwood.
" Not a syllable, sir, from my man, if we talk till dooms-

day," returned the captain. " The original cause of dispute.
I understand, was some girl or other, to whom your principal
applied certain terms, which Lord Frederick, defending the
girl, repelled. But this led to a long recrimination upon a
great many sore subjects, charges, and counter-charges. Sir
Mulberry was sarcastic; Lord Frederick was excited, and
struck him in the heat of provocation, and under circum-
stances of great aggravation. That blow, unless there is a
full retraction on the part of Sir Mulberry, Lord Frederick is

ready to justify."

" There is no more to be said," returned the other, " but

Lmc
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bihty
;
but then is a strong feeling to have it over. Do you

object to say at sunrise ?
" '

„
" Sharp work," replied the captain, referring to his watch:

^J^""^!' ? ^." *^"* ^ ^"^^ *^n » 'on« time breeding,
and negotiation is only a waste of words, no."

Something may possibly be said, out of doors, after what
passed m the other room, which renders it desirable that we

5J? w ^l^^^'^^^'il^^^'^y' *"^ <1"»^ clear of town," said
Mr. VVestwood. •' What do you say to one of the m(^ows
opposite Twickenham, by the river-side? "

The captain saw no objection.
" Shall we join company in the avenue of trees which leads

from Petersham to Ham House, and settle the exact sootwhen we arrive there ? " said Mr. VVestwood.
To this the captain also assented. After a few other

preliminaries, equally brief, and having settled the road each

^.^?ir °u „ ^^^ ^ *^°*^ suspicion, they separated.
VVe shall just have comfortable time, my lord," said the

captam, when he had communicated the arrangements " to
call at my rooms for a case of pistols, and then jog coollv
down. If you will allow me to dismiss your servant well
take my cab; for yours, perhaps, might be recognised."
What a contrast, when they reached the street, to the scene

ttiey had just left I It was already daybreak. For the flaring
yellow light withm, was substituted the clear, bright, gloriom
morning; for a hot, close atmosphere, tainted with the smell
ot expiring lamps, and reeking with the steams of riot and
dissipation the free, fresh, wholesome air. But to the fevered
head on which that cool air blew, it seemed to come laden
with remorse for time misspent and countless opportunities
neglected. With throbbing vems and burning skin, eyes wild
and heavy, thoughts hurried and disordered, he felt as though
the light were a reproach, and shrank involuntarily from the
day as if he were some foul and hideous thing.

'' Shivering ? " said the captain. " You are cold
"

Rather."
" It does strike cool, coming out of those hot rooms. Wrap

that Cloak about you. So, so; now we're off."
They rattled through the quiet streets, made their call at

the captam s lodgings, cleared the town, and emerged upon
the open road without hindrance or molestation.
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Fields, trees, gardens, hedges, everything looked very beau-
titul; the young man scarcely seemed to have noticed them
before, though he had passed the same objects a thousand
tmies. There was a peace and serenity upon them all
strangely at variance with the bewilderment and confusion
of his own half-sobered thoughts, and yet impressive and
welconie. He had no fear upon his mind ; but, as he looked
about hun, he had less anger; and though all old delusions,
relative to his worthless late companion, were now cleared
away he rather wished he had never known him than
thought of Its having come to this.

The past night, the day before, and many other davs and
nights beside, all mingled thenisslves up in one unintelliVible
and senseless whirl; he could not separate the transactions
of one time from those of another. Now, the noise of the
wheels resolved itself into some wild tune in which he could
recognise scraps of airs he knew; now, there was nothing
in his ears but a stunning and bewildering sound, like rushing
water. But his companion rallied him on being so silent, and
they talked and laughed boisterously. When they stopped
he was a little surprised to find himself in the act of smoking-
but, on reflection, he remembered when and where he h«i
taken the cigar.

They stopped at the avenue gate and alighted, leaving the
carnage to the care of the servant, who was a smart fellow
and nearly as well accustomed to such proceedings as his
master. Su- Mulberry and his friend were already there. All
four walked m profound silence, up the aisle of stately elm
trees, which, meeting far above their heads, formed a long
green perspective of gothic arches, terminating, like some old
ruin, m the open sky.

After a pause, and a brief conference between the seconds
they, at length, turned to the right, and taking a track across
a ittle meadow, passed Ham House and came into some
helds beyond. In one of these, they stopped. The ground
was measured, some usual forms gone through, the two
principals were placed front to front at the distance agreed
upon, and Sir Mulberry turned his face towards his young
adversary for the first time. He was very pale, his eyes were
bloodshot, his dress disordered, and his hair dishevelled. For
the face it expressed nothing but violent and evil passions.
He shaded his eyes with his hand; gazed at his opponent
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steadfastly, for a few moments; and, then taking the weaponwhich was tendered to him, bent his eyes upSn that! S^3kjoked up no more until the word was given, when he instkntly

ins^n/'^^lf?? J'^/^^^^' f nearly as possible, at the same

T^ }^c^ IT'^"*'
*^^ y'^'-"^ ^'^'^ t""^ed his headsharply round, fixed upon his ad^ ersary a gl.a.ty stare, andwithout a groan or stagger, fell .hvn dead. ^ ' '

h«H ?^ '
^""T '1Tl Westwood, v'ho, with the other second,had nm up to the body, and fallen on one Knee beside it.

His blood on his own head," said Sir Mulberry. " Hebrought this upon himself, and forced it upon me."
Captain Adams," cried Westwood, hastily, « I call youto witness hat this was fairly done. Hawk, we have not a

^T • V? °'^- .^^ """'^ '^^^^ ^^^ P'ace immediately, push
tor Brighton, and cross to France with all speed. This has

Arnfc r^'''^^ ™*y^ ^^''^^^ >^ ^e delay a moment.

Hv^K ?"'l y?""" «^n safety, and don't remain here; the
living before the dead

; good bye !
"

h,S ?"^ '^°'''^''

I^^
'^'^^^ ^'' Mulberry by the arm, and

hurried him away. Captain Adams-only pausing to con-
vince himself, beyond all question, of the fatal resSlt-sped
off m the same direction, to concert measures with his servant

^^nT^T ^i^J^^y'.and securing his own safety likewise,

had Innni >K "if
"""5 Verisopht, by the hand which hehad loaded with gifts, and clasped a thousand times; by the

act of him, but for whom, and others like him, he might

hTbed * ^^^^ ™^' ^"""^ ^'^^ "^'^^ children's faces round

The sun came proudly up in all his majesty, the noble river

It? Ik T"?"^ ''°"?®' ^^* '**^«' quivered and rustled in the
air, the birds poured their cheerful songs from every tree, the
short-lived butterfly fluttered its little wings; all the lightand life of day came on; and, amidst it all, and pressingdown the grass whose every blade bore twenty tiny lives, la?the dead man, with his stark and rigid face turned upward
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CHAPTER U
THE PROJECT OF m. RALPH NICELEBV »rT. ».

PECTEDLY raowK^n^I^ "• »«»>'"» TOEX-

»m. THBR «Z,e"c "™ '"" ""^ ">«"''

shriveuS^ X^4^'Sffrom tSi kT ^TT ^"'0" ""J

misers' h^, w^rS^^^Jlf'' ""' ^^ "»<< «"<< "
walk; attenuilTpS^^Sri^LTr^''^^''","?^

minds, cocked their arms suspidSv «,d tiS'^ "^ ?'"
on their guard. Others, wer?CjtiX ^'^^S'^'P'.
as having drawn themselves up to theinutiSh^if ^'
put on their fiercest looks to ?tSiXco,Sr„,W '

""*

tenance Others, again, knocked uj^nsuK^hS"

From out the most spare and hungry room in aU thi.spare and hungry house there came, one momine ^l

burden rL!^
'^ '°™' ^°'"«"'^" ^°"^' °^ '^hich the
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Ta

—

^ran—tan—too.
Throw the old shoe,
And may the wedding be lucky!

which he repeated, in the same shrill quavering tones, again
and again, until a violent fit of coughing obliged him to
desist, and to pursue in silence the occupation upon which
he was engaged.

This occupation was, to take down from the shelves of a
worm-eaten wardrobe, a quantity of frowsy garments, one by
one; to subject each to a careful and minute inspection by
holding It up against the light, and, after folding it withpat exactness, to lay it on one or other of two httle heap«;
beside him. He never took two articles of clothing out
together, but always brought them forth, singly, and never
tailed to shut the wardrobe door, and turn the key, between
each visit to its shelves.

" The snuff-coloured suit," said Arthur Gride, surveying a
threadbare coat. " Did I look well in snuff-colour ? lit me
think.

'

The result of his cogitations appeared to be unfavourable
for he folded the garment once more, laid it aside, and
mounted on a chair to get down another, chirping whUe he
did so

;

°

Young, loving, ai
Oh what happines.
The wedditig is cure 00 lucky!

rhey always put in ' young,' " said old Arthur, " but
songs are only written for the sake of rhyme, and this is
a silly one that the poor country people sang, when I was
a little boy. Though stop—young is quite right too—it
means the bride—yes. He, he, he! It means the brideOh dear, that s good. That's ver good. And true besides,
quite true!" *

In the satisfaction of this discovery, he went ov- the
verse again, with increased expression, and a shake - two
here and there. He then resumed his employment.

The bottle-green," said old Arthur; " the bottle-green
was a famous suit to wear, and I bought it very cheap at a
pawnbrokers, and there was - he, he, he! -a tarnished
shilhng m the waistcoat pocket. To think that the pawn-
broker shouldn't have known there was a shilling m it'
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/ knew it! I felt it when I was examining the quality. 0\
what a dull dog of a pawnbroker! It was a lucky suit tot
this bottle-green. The very day I put it on first, old Lor
Mallowford was burnt to death in his bed, and all the posl
obits fell in. I'll be married in the bottle-green, Peg. Pe
Sliderskew— I'll wear the bottle-green! "

This call, loudly repeated twice or thrice at the room dooi
brought mto the apartment a short, thin, weasen, blear-eye(
old woman, palsy-stricken and hideously ugly, who, wipinj
her shrivelled face upon her dirty apron, inquired, in tha
subdued tone in which deaf people commonly speak:

" Was that you a calling, or only the clock a striking:
My hearing gets so bad, I never know which is which; bu
when I hear a noise, I know it must be one of you, because
nothing else never stirs in the house."

" Me, Peg, me," said Arthur Grid , tapping himself or
the breast to render the reply more intelligible.

" You, eh? " returned Peg. " And what do you want? '

" I'll be married in the bottle-green," cried Arthui
Gride.

" It's a deal too good to be married in, master," rejoined
Peg, after a short inspection of the suit. " Haven't you goi
anything worse than this?

"

" Nothing that'll do," replied old Arthur.
" Why not do? " retorted Peg. " Why don't you wear

your every-day clothes, like a man,—eh? "

" They an't becoming enough, Peg," returned her master.
" Not what enough? " said Peg.
" Becoming."
" Becoming what? " said Peg, sharply. " Not becoming

too old to wear? "

Arthur Gride muttered an imprecation on his house-
keeper's deafness, as he roared in her ear:

" Not smart enough ! I want to look as well as I can."
" Look! " cried Peg. " If she's as handsome as you say

she IS, she won't look much at you, master, uke your oath
of that; and as to how you look yourself—pepper-and-salt,
bottle-green, sky-blue, or tartan-plaid will make no difference
in you."

With which consolatory assurance. Peg Sliaerskew gathered
up the chosen suit, and folding her skinny arms upon the
bundle, stood, mouthing, and grinning, and blinking her
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1

oTSS;in^'''
^' '^ ""'°"* ^«"^* ^ '^^' monstrous piece

" You're in a fiiimy humour, an't vou Pfir> •• ..m a-i.
mtji not the best possible grak '^ ' ^' ""* *^"'''

woman "'TiJn
"°"^''

'".T"'"
""'" "i"™') the old

JIT^"- domit Tort^-'n'-irf
""«''' "'"^'»<''

"-ter. N„b«iy shauT put o^e"' Peg Sirrsk^:;."^'

^' aS-comrti ttz:::^^^^' '" ^™- ^^^ *«

™rsa^,:;Tha?Lt :s,iith:: ShVa^^ oX^
r^z t:^::.^'

"-' '- "- •^--^ '°oLrp?g:''be°„t

aucea upon the old woman's countenanr*.. «« cK»
•"•• pr

paint, work all manner of pX S'" fornm"^"
'^'^''"

"If you don't let her make a iool of you, she may," returned

-ttti ?„' rf::,e?tt^:i^^s^3^- p:j-' ^°- »«

yo", ?eg. That vSaU "' '
""^ ' "•''"^'' '""y'h»8 to

Peg ^p"ro'^'"'
'^'''' "" «" y»" «»«» ar- over," said
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*'When I do that, Peg Sliderskew," thought Arthur
Gride, " they will be."

Although he thought this, very distinctly, he durst not
move his lips lest the old woman should detect him. He
even seemed half afraid that she might have read his thoughts

;

for he leered coaxingly upon her, as he said aloud:
" Take up all loose stitches in the bottle-green with the

best black silk. Have a skein of the best, and some new
buttons for the coat, and—this is a good idea, Peg, and one
you'll like, I know—as I have never given her anything yet,

and girls like such attentions, you shall polish up a sparkling

necklace that I have got upstairs, and I'll give it her upon
the wedding morning—clasp it round her charming little

neck myself—and take it away again next day. He, he, he

!

I'll lock it up for her. Peg, and lose it. Who'll be made the

fool of there, I wonder, to begin with: eh. Peg? "

Mrs. Sliderskew appeared to approve highly of this in-

genious scheme, and expressed her satisfaction by various

rackings and twitchings of her head and body, which by no
means enhanced her charms. These she prolonged until she

had hobbled to the door, when she exchanged them for a
sour malignant look, and twisting her under-jaw from side

to side, muttered hearty curses upon the future Mrs. Gride,

as she crept slowly down the stairs, and paused for breath at

nearly every one.
" She's half a witch, I think," said Arthur Gride, when he

found himself again alone. " But she's very frugal, and she's

very deaf. Her living costs me next to nothing; and it's no
use her listening at keyholes; for she can't hear. She's a
charming woman—for the purpose; a most discreet old

housekeeper, and worth her weight in—copper."

Having extolled the merits of his domestic in these high
terms, old Arthur went back to the burden of his song. The
suit destined to grace his approaching nuptials being now
selected, he replaced the others with no less care than he had
displayed in drawing them from the musty nooks where they
had silently reposed for many years.

Startled by a ring at the door, he hastily concluded this

operation, and locked the press; but, there was no need for

any particular hurry, as the discreet Peg seldom knew the

bell was rung unless she happened to cast her dim eyes

upward, and to see it shaking against the kitchen ceiling.
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K "i^'»^?'
^o«8sI" cried Arthur Gride, rubbim? his

^form^^.^"'
'"^"'' ^'^^ ^°««^' what'newsTy^

Newman, witii a steadfast and immovable aspect, and his

wnH ^7f7.
fi^ed mdeed, replied, suiting the kction to SS

^^'% t '"""'•
,

^'^"^ *^''- N'^'^^^l>y- Bearer waits."
Won't you take a—^a

—

"

Newman looked up, and smacked his lips.—^A chair? "

" No," replied Newman. " Thank'ee."
Arthur opened the letter, with trembling hands, and de-

Z^rJl '"'''''''' ^'? '^' "*"^°^* g'^^diness: chTckhtS Sl'i^>T' V?^ "f^'"^ '' ^^^^^^1 ^•'"e^^ before hecould take It from before his eyes. So many tiies did he

^^Zr^u^'^^'u^ '"' *^** ^^''"™^" considered it expedient
to remmd him of his presence.

" Answer," said Newman. " Bearer waits."

I do^Tclare^"'^
"^"^ '^^"'-

" ^''-^''' ^ *^™«^* ^«^«^'

" Jthought you were forgetting," said Newman.
• J v!?^

"?bt to remind me, Mr. Noggs. Oh, very rieht
indeed/' said Arthur. "Yes. I'll writfa line I'm-I'm-
rather flurried, Mr. Noggs. The news is—"

Bad? " interrupted Newman.
" No, Mr Noggs, thank you; good, good. The very bestof news. Sit down. I'll get the pen and inkVand^^te

a hnem answer. I'U not detain you long. I know y^«a treasure to your master, Mr. Noggs. He speaks of you insuch terms, sometimes, that, oh dear! you'd be astonished

^e^ofTou/' ' °
'"'' ^"^ ^^^^y' ^^-

^ ^^^^y^ '^y tbe

vn!i' S^' tT,' ^"kTJ^'- ^°gS' ^'^b all my heart!' then, ifyou do thought Newman, as Gride hurried out.

«J^f i,^"^r
^^"^ ^^"^" °" *be ground. Looking carefullyabout him, for an mstant, Newman, impelled by curiosity toW he result of the design he 'had overheard from jS

office closet, caught it up and rapidly read as follows:
unde.

dav J.l f"^ ^'*^ T"" ^ morning, and proposed theday after to-morrow (as you suggested) for the marriage.
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TTiere is no objection on his part, and all days are alike to
his daughter. We will go together, and you must be with
me by seven in the morning. I need not tell you to be
punctual.

"Make no further visits to the girl, in the meantime.
You have been there, of late, much oftener than you should.
She does not languish for you, and it might have been
dangerous. Restrain your youthful ardour for eight-and-
forty hours, and leave her to the father. You only undo
what he does, and does well.

" Yours,
" Ralph Nickleby."

A footstep was heard without, Newman dropped the letter
on the same spot again, pressed it with his foot to prevent
its fluttering away, regained his seat in a single stride, and
looked as vacant and unconscious as ever mortal looked.
Arthur Gride, after peering nervously about him,, spied it on
the ground, picked it up, and sitting dovn to write, glanced
at Newman Noggs, who was staring at the wall with an
intensity so remarkable, that Arthur was quite alarmed.
"Do you see anything particular, Mr. Noggs?" said

Arthur, trying to follow the direction of Newman's eyes

—

which was an impossibility, and a thing no man had ever
done.

" Only a cobweb," replied Nfwman.
"Oh, is that a!)

.>"

^' No," said Newman. " There's a fly in it."
" There are a good many cobwebs here," observed Arthur

Gride.

"Ho there are in our place," returned Newman; "and
ftes too/'

Newman appenT^-A to derive great entertainment from this

repartee, and to the ^eat discomposure of Arthur Gride's
nerves, produced a serift* of sharp cracks from his finger-

joints, resembling the noii* of a distant discharge of small
artillery. Arthur succeeded m finishing his reply to Ralph's
note, nevertheless, and at length handed it over to the
eccentric messenger for delivery.

" That's it, Mr. Noms," said Gride.

Newman gave a nod, put it in his hat, and was shuffling

away, when Gride, whose <iotmg delight i»ew no bounds.
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beckoned him back again, and said, in a shrill whisper, and
with a grin which puckered up his whole face, and almost
obscured his eyes:

"Will you—will you take a little drop of something-
just a t ste ?

*

In good fellowship (if Arthur Gride had been capable of
It) Newman would not have drunk with him one bubble of
the richest wine that was ever made; but to see what he
would be at, and to punish him as much as he could he
accepted the offer immediately.

Arthur Gride, therefore, again applied himself to the press,and froni a shelf laden with tall Flemish drinking-glasses
and quamt bottles: some with necks like so many storks
and others with square Dutch-built bodies and short fat
apoplectic throats: took down one dusty bottle of promisinc
appearance, and two glasses of curiously small size

You never tasted this," said Arthur. " It's eau-d'or~
go den water. I like it on account of its name. It's a
delicious name. Water of gold, golden water ! O dear me
It seems quite a sin to drink it !

" '

As his courage appeared to be fast faihng him, and he
trifled with the stopper in a manner which threatened
the dismissal of the bottle to its old place, Newman tookup one of the little glasses, and clinked it, twice or thrice
against the bottle, as a gentle reminder that he had not
been helped yet With a deep sigh, Arthur Gride, .lowly
filled It—though not to the brim—and then filled his
own.

"Stop, stop; don't drink it yet," he said, laying his handon Newman s; " it was given to me, twenty year? ago, an.]when I take a little taste, which is ve-rv seldom, I like to
ttimk of It beforehand, and teaze myself. We'll drink a toast
bhall we drmk a toast, Mr. Noggs.?

"

" Ah! " said Newman, eyeing his little glass impatiently.
Look sharp. Bearer waits."
"Why, then I'll tell you what," tittered Arthur, "

we'lldrmk—he, he, he !—we'll drink a lady."
" The ladies.? " said Newman.

*'.!ua' ""X^^"' ^°F'" "i^P"^^ ^'^^^' arresting his hand,
fllady. You wonder to hear me say a lady. I know vou

f^ ! il^Z
^""'^ ^?- .^^"^'^ ""'« Madeline. That's the

toast, Mr. Noggs. Little Madeline! "
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.. r¥^?li"*'" ****^ Newman; inwardly adding, "and God
help her!" "

The rapidity and unconcern with which Newman dismissed
his portion of the golden water, had a great effect upon the
old man, who sat upright in his chair, and gazed at him
open-mouthed, as if the sight had taken away his breath.
Quite unmoved, however, Newman left him to sip his own
at leisure, or to pour it back again into the bottle, if he
cho^, and departed; after greatly outraging the dignity
of Peg Shderskew by brushing past her, in the passage,
without a word of apology or recognition.

Mr. Gride and his housekeeper, immediately on being left
alone, resolved themselves into a committee of ways and
means, and discussed the arrangements which should be
made for the reception of the young bride. As they were,
like som*' other committees, extremely dull and prolix in
debate, tms history may pursue the footsteps of Newman
Noggs; thereby combining advantage with necessity; for it
would have been necessary to do so under any circumstances
and necessity has no law, as all the world know.

'

"You've been a long time; v^id Ralph when Newman
returned.

'' He was a long time," replied Newman.
" Bah

!
" cried Ralph, impatiently. " Give me his note, if

he gave you one: his message, if he didn't. And don't go
away. I want a word with you, sir."

Newman handed in the note, and looked very virtuous and
innocent while his employer broke the seal, and glanced his
eye over it.

" He'll be sure to come I " muttered Ralph, as he tore it
to pieces; " why of course, I know he'll be sure to come.
What need to say that? Noe;gs! Pray, sir, what man was
that, with whom I saw you in the street last night? "

" I don't know," replied Newman.
" You had better refresh your memory, sir," said Ralph,

with a threatening look.

"I tell you," returned Newman boldly, "that I don't
know. He came here, twice, and asked for you. You were
out He came again. You packed him off, yourself. He
gave the name of Brooker."

" I know he did," said Ralph; " what tlwn? "
" What then ? Why, then he lurked about and dogged me
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in the street. He follows me, night after night, and urges
me to bring him face to face with you; as he says he has
been, once, and not long ago either. He wants to see you
face to face, he says, and you'll soon hear him out, he
warrants."

" And what say you to that? " inquired Ralph, lookine
keenly at his drudge.

That it's no business of mine, and I won't. I told him
he might catch you in the street, if that was all he wanted,
but no I that wouldn't do. You wouldn't hear a word there,
he said. He must have you, alone in a room with t. s door
locked, where he could speak without fear, and you'd soon
change your tone, and hear him patiently,"

"^ An audacious dog! " Ralph muttered.
" That's all I know," said Newman. " I say again, I don't

know what man he is. I don't believe he knows, himself.
You have seen him; perhaps you do."

II
I think I do," replied Ralph.

" Well," retorted Newman, sulkily, " don't expect me to
know him too; that's all. You'll ask me, next, why I
never told you this before. What would you say, if I was
to tell you all that people say of you ? What do you call me
when I sometimes do? * Brute, ass I ' and snap at me like
a dragon."

This was true enough; though the question which
Newman anticipated, was, in fact, upon Ralph's lips at the
moment.

" He is an idle ruffian," said Ralph; " a vagabond from
beyond the sea where he travelled for his crimes; a felon let
loose to run his neck into the halter; a swindler, who has
the audacity to try his schemes on me who know him well.
The next time he tampers with you, hand him over to the
police, for attempting to extort money by lies and threats,—
d ye hear?--«nd leave the rest to me. He shall cool his
heels m jail, a little time, and I'll be bound he looks for
other folks to fleece, when he comes out. You mind what
I say, do you ?

"

" I hear," said Newman.
"Do it then," returned Ralph, "and I'll reward you.

Now, you may go,"
Newman readUy availed himself of the permission, and,

shutting hunself up in his little office, remained there, in
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S» K
«>«»tation. all day. When he was leleaied

mght, he proceeded, with all the expedition he could use.

- uV *Ir }^} "P J!*'* "'"^ P**»'*'<>" *>«»»•«<» the pump
watch for Nicholas. For Newman Noggs was proud in tway and could not bear to appear as his friend^ before tl
Brothers Cheeryble, m the shabby and degraded state
which he was reduced.

e " »«*«=

He had not occupied this position many minutes, whe
he was rejoiced to see Nicholas approaching, and darted oifrom his ambuscade to meet him. Nicholas, on his parwas no less pleased to encounter his friend, whom he ha
not seen for some time; so, their greeting was a warm one.

'• i^!^T' -"ul"?
°^y?"' ** '''*' moment," said Nichola

Thats right, rejoined Newman, "and I of you
couldnt hep commg up, to-night. I say I I think I'l
going to find out something."

*i," ^AA
'^^^^ "^^y '^*^ ^^ " «'"med Nicholas, smiling a

this odd communication. °

" I don't know what it may be, I don't know what it ma
not be, said Newman; "it's some secret in which you
uncle is concerned, but what, I've not yet been able ti
discover, although I have my strong suspicions. I'll no
hint em now, in case you should be disappointed."

^^
/ disappomtedl " cried Nicholas; " am I interested? "

• u"^7°u" *'^ '''P''^^ Newman. " I have a crotche
in my head that it must be so. I have found out a marwho plainly knows more than he cares to tell at once. Anche has already dropped -.'ch hints to me as puzzle me-]
say, as puzzle me," said Newman, scratching his red nose

w^htn't'"
of violent inflammation, and staring at Nicholas

with all his might and main meanwhile.
Adniiring what could have wound his friend up to sucha pitch of mystery, Nicholas endeavoured, by a series oi

questions to elucidate the cause; but in vain. Newman
could not be drawn mto any more explicit statement thana repetition of the perplexities he had^lready throv^ out"

to te rf"^ f'^'^'"'' '^r^"S' «*^^ '^ ^« necessary
to use the utniost caution; how the lynx-eyed Ralph hadalready seen him in company with his unknown corre-spondent; and how he had baffled the sakl Ralph by extreme
guardedness of manner and ingenuity of speech • havina
prepared himself for such a contbgency f^mThe fi«t ^
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Remembering his companion's propensity,—of which his

iiose, indeed, perpetually warned all beholders like a beacon
--Nicholas had drawn him into a sequestered tavern. Here'
they fell to reviewing the origin and progress of their
acquamtance, as men sometimes do, and tracing out tne
little events by which it was most strongly marked, came
at last to Miss Cecilia Bobster.
"And that reminds me," said Newman, " that you never

told me the young lady's real name."
"Madeline!" said Nicholas.
''Madeline!" cried Newman. "What MadeUne? Htr

other name. Say her other name."

II

Bray," said Nicholas, in great astonishment.
It s the same

!
" cried Newman. * Sad story I Can you

stand idly by, and let that unnatural marriage take place
without one attempt to save her?"

" What do you mean? " exclaimed Nicholas, starting up-
"marriage! Are you mad?" * ^

" Are you ? Is she ? Are you blind, deaf, senseless, dead ? "
said Newman. " Do you know that within one day. by
means of your uncle Ralph, she will be married to a man as
bad as he, and worse, if worse there is? Do you know that
within one day, she will be sacrificed, as sure as you stand
there alive, to a hoary wretch—a devil born and bred, and
grey in devil s ways ?

"

"Be careful what you say," replied Nicholas. "For
Heaven s sake be careful! I am left here alone, and those
who could stretch out a hand to rescue her, are far away
What is It that you mean ?

"

"I never heard her name," said Newman, choking with
his energy. "Why didn't you tell me? How was I to
know? We might, at least, have had some time to
think !

"

" What is it that you mean? " cried Nicholas.
It was not an easy task to arrive at this information; but

after a great quantity of extraordinary pantomime, which in
no way assisted it, Nicholas, who was almost as wild asNewman Noggs himself, forced the latter down upon his
seat and held him down until he began his tale.
Rage, astonishment, indignation, and a stonii of passions,

rushed through the listener's heart, as the plot was laid bareHe no sooner understood it all, than with a face of ashy
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paleness, and trembling in every limb, he darted from the
house.

" Stop him !

" cried Newman, bolting out in pursuit.
" He'll be doing something desperate; he'll murder some-
body. Hallo! there, stop him. Stop thief! stop thief!"

CHAPTER LII

NICHOLAS DESPAIRS OF RESCUING MADELINE BRAY, BUT
PLUCKS UP HIS SPIRITS AGAIN, AND DETERMINES TO
ATTEMPT IT, DOMESTIC INTELLIGENCE OK THE
KENWIGSES AND LILLYVICKS

Finding that Newman was determined to arrest his progress
at any hazard, and apprehensive that some well-intentioned
passenger attracted by the cry of " stop thief," might lay
violent hands upon his person, and place him in a disagreeable
predicament from which he might have some difficulty in
extricating himself, Nicholas soon slackened his pace, and
suffered Newman Noggs to come up with him: which he did,
in so breathless a condition, that it seemed impossible he
could have held out for a minute longer.

" I will go straight to Bray's," said Nicholas. " I wiU see
this man. If there is a feeling of humanity lingering in his
breast, a spark of consideration for his own child, motherless
and friendless as she is, I will awaken it."

" You will not," replied Newman. " You will not, indeed."
" Then," said Nicholas, pressing onward, " I will act upon

my first impulse, and go straight to Ralph Nickleby."
" By the time you reach his house he will be in bed," said

Newman.
" I'll drag him from it," cried Nicholas.
" Tut, tut," said Noggs. " Be yourself."
" You are the best of friends to me, Newman," rejoined

Nicholas after a pause, and taking his hand as he spoke.
" I have made head against many trials; but the misery of
another, and such misery, is involved in this one, that I

declare to you I am rendered desperate, and know not how
to act."

In truth, it did seem a hopeless case. It was impossible
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to make any use of such intelligence as Newman Noms had
gleaned, when he lay concealed in the closet. The mere
arcumstance of the compact between Ralph Nickleby and
Onde would not invalidate the marriage, or render Bray
averse to it, who, if he did not actually know of the existence
ot some such understanding, doubtless suspected it. What
had been hinted with reference to some fraud on Madelme,
had been put with sufficient obscurity by Arthur Gride, but
commg from Newman Noggs, and obscured still further by
the smoke of his pocket-pistol, it became wholly unintelli-
gible, and mvolved in utter darkness.

'' There seems no ray of hope," said Nicholas.
" The greater necessity for coolness, for reason, for con-

sideration, for thought," said Newman, pausing at every
alternate word, to look anxiously in his friend's face.
Where are the brothers? "

"Both absent on urgent business, as they will be for
a week to come."
"Is there no way of communicating with them ? No way

of getting one of them here, by to-morrow night? "
" Impossible! " said Nicholas, " the sea is between us and

them. With the fairest winds that ever blew, to go and
return would take three days and nights."

" Their nephew," said Newman, " their old clerk."

.« wr^^^^"'"^^
^^^^^^ ^^> ^^^^ ^ cannot? " rejoined Nicholas.

With reference to them especially, I am enjoined to the
strictest silence on this subject. What right have I to betray
the confidence reposed in me, when nothing but a miracle
can prevent this sacrifice?

"

" Think," urged Newman. " Is there no way? "
" There is none," said Nicholas, in utter dejection. " Not

one. The father urges, the daughter consents. These
demons have her m their toils; legal right, might, power,
money, and every influence are on their side. How can I
hope to save her? "

"Hope t» the last!" said Newman, clapping him on the
back. Always hope; that's a dear boy. Never leave oflF
bopmg; It don't answer. Do you mind me, Nick? It don't
answer. Don't leave a stone unturned. It's always some-
thmg, to know you've done the most you could. But don't
leave oflF hoping or it's of no use doing anything. Hope,
hope, to the last!"

o
/ -6 t^.
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Nicholas needed encouragement. The suddenness wil

W« tK fvlfl-'
""^ *?\*^° """'^'•^' P'^ l^d come upchm, the httle tune which remained for exertion, the pro!

abihty, almost wnountmg to certainty itself, that a few houiwould place Madehne Bray for ever beyond his reach, consig
her to unspeakable misery, and perhaps to an untimely death
ali this quite stunned and overwhelmed him. Every hoc
connected with her that he had suffered himself to form chad entertained unconsciously, seemed to fall at his f^i
withered and dead. Every charm with which his memor
or unagmation had surrounded her, presented itself beforhim only to heighten his anguish and add new bittemes
to his despair. Every feeling of sympathy for her forlon
condition, and of admiration for her heroism and fortitude
aggravated the mdignation which shook him in every limband swelled his heart almost to bursting.

But, if Nicholas's own heart embarrassed him, Newman',came to his rehef There was so much earnestness in hi^
remonstrance, and such sincerity and fervour in his mannerodd and ludicrous as it always was, that it imparted tc
Nicholas new firmness, and enabled him to say, after he hadwalked on for some little way in silence:
"You read me a good lesson, Newman, and I will profitby It One step, at least, I may take-am bound to takemdeed-and to that I will apply myself to-morrow."

thr.2Jln p ? k\^^Vt
" ^^'^ ^°^^' y^istiuUy. " Not to

threaten Ralph? Not to see the father.?
"

" To see the daughter, Newman," replied Nicholas. " Todo what, after all, ,s the utmost that the brothers could do
If they were here, as Heaven send they were! To reason'
with her upon this hideous union, to point out to her allthe horrors to which she is hastening; rashly, it may beand without due reflection. To ent?eat herf'at W to'
pause. She can have had no counsellor for her eJodPerhaps even I may move her so far yet, though it is theeleventh hour, and she upon the very brink of rum."

Bravely spoken!" said Newman. " WeU done, welldone! Yes. Very good."
'

.1^'iu^''' "^lu^'^C ^'"t'*
Nicholas, with honest enthusi-«sm, that m this effort I am influenced by no selfish or

persona^ considerations, but by pity for her, and detestationand abhorrence of this scheme; and that I would do the
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same, were there twenty rivals in the field, and I the last

and least favoured of them alL"
" You would, I believe," said Newman. " But where are

you hurrying now? "

" Homewards," answered Nicholas. " Do you come with
me, or shall I say good-night? "

" I'll come a little way, if you will but walk: not run,"
said Noggs.

" I cannot walk to-night, Newman," returned Nicholas,
hurriedly. " I must move rapidly, or I could not draw my
breath. I'll tell you what I've said and done, to-morrow !

"

Without waiting for a reply, he darted of? at a rapid pace,
and, plunging into the crowds which thronged the street, was
quickly lost to view.

" He's a violent youth at times," said Newman, looking
after him; " and yet I like him for it. There's cause enough
now, or the deuce is in it. Hope ! I said hope, I think

:

Ralph Nickleby and Gride with their heads together! And
hope for the opposite party ! Ho ! ho !

"

It was with a very melancholy laugh that Newman Noggs
concluded this soliloquy; and it was with a very melancholy
shake of the head, and a very rueful countenance, that he
turned about, and went plodding on his way.

This, under ordinary circumstances, would have been to
some small tavern or dram-shop; that being his way, in
more senses than one. But Newman was too much inter-
ested, and too anxious, to betake himself even to this re-

source, and so, with many desponding and dismal reflections,

went straight home.
It had come to pass, that afternoon, that Miss Morleena

Kenwigs had received an invitation to repair next day, per
steamer from Westminster Bridge, unto the Eel-pie Island
at Twickenham: there to make merry upon a cold collation,

bottled-beer, shrub, and shrimps, and to dance in the open
air to the music of a locomotive band, conveyed thither for
the purpose: the steamer being specially engaged by a danc-
ing-master of extensive connexion for the accommodation of
his numerous pupils, and the pupils displaying their appre-
ciation of the dancing-master's services, by purchasing them-
selves, and inducing their friends to do the like, divers light-
blue tickets, entitling them to join the expedition. Of these
light-blue tickets, one had been presented by an ambitious
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I.

fc!i? w"L*^i!f"' *^°'!ft!!*
^"''«'' ^* an invitation tojoin her daughters; and Mrs. Kenwigs, rightly decmini? that

the honour of the family was involved hi Miss MoSmaking the most splendid appearance possible on so short anotice and testifymg to the dancing-m^ter that there were

^ofhi'"""^"?^?? ^'^'' ^'"'^d *« all fathersTnd
mothers present that other people's children could learn tobe genteel besides theirs, had fainted away, twice, under themagnitude of her preparations, but, upheld by a deSrS^
tion to sustain the amily name or ,5erish i the atSwas still hard at work when Newman Noggs came home^

'

Now, between the italian-ironing of frills, and fiouncinir
of trousers, the trimming of frock, the failings and t1^
coming-to again, incidental to the occasion, Mrt. Kenwigs

.^il >K-° K^fr^^ u^'^^P^'^' ^* «^« ^ad not obs3
m1 Mn?"" ^^{^ ''^^^ ^^''''' *^at the flaxen tails ofMiss Morleena's hair were, in a manner, run to seed; andthat, unless she were put under the hands of a skilful hair-
dresser, she ..ver could achieve that signal triumph overthe daughter, of all other people, anythingCS whkhwould be tantamount to defeat. This discoveiy drove M^
f^ni^/''^^''' ^°' *^' hairdresser lived three streete

wt^i^ .
dangerous crossings oflF; Morieena could not betrusted to go there alone, even if such a proceeding were

sta-ictly proper; of which Mrs. Kenwigs had her doubt^Mr. Kenwigs had not returned from business; and therew« nobody to take her. So, Mrs. Kenwigs first sW^
s^ed fe^.'^"

"" ^"^ '^' "*"'" °^ ^'' ^^^'
^'°"' andXn

"You ungrateful child!" said Mrs. Kenwigs. "After Ihave gone through what I have, this night, for your good "

hairXro':!^
''' "^^ ''^""'^ ^°^'--> -^- - 'ears;'"my

wiTs^" Hnr?.^ V ""^'-7?" "*"S^*y **^^g'
" ^aid Mrs. Ken-wigs, don t. Even if I was to trust you by yourself andyou were to^escape being run over, I know you'd ^nin^oUura Chopkins " who was the daughter of the «nbiriousneighbour, " and teU her what you're going to we^to-mor-row, I know you would. You've no proi^r prid^in y^ur-sel^ and are not to be trusted out of sight, for an instont ''

Deplonng the e^-mindedness of hir eldest drughfer inthese terms, Mrs. Kenwigs distilled fresh drops of veSioB



my

A Highly Genteel Establishment 695

from her eyes, and declared that she did believe there never
was anybody so tired as she was. Thereupon, Morleena
Kenwigs wept afresh, and they bemoaned themselves to-

gether.

Matters were at thb point, as Newmai* Noggs was heard
to limp past the door on his way upstairs; when Mrs. Ken-
wigs, gaining new hope from the sound of his footsteps,

hastily removed from her countenance as many traces of
her late emotion as were eflFaceable on so short a notice:
and presenting herself before him, and representing their

dilemma: entreated that he would escort Morleena to the
hairdresser's shop.

" I wouldn't ask you, Mr. Noggs," said Mrs. Kenwigs, " if

I didn't know what a good, kind-hearted creature you are

;

no, not for worlds. I am a weak constitution, Mr. Noggs,
but my spirit would no more let me ask a favour where I

thought there was a chance of its being refused, than it

would let me submit to see my children trampled down and
trod upon, by envy and lowness I

"

Newman was too good-natured not to have consented, even
without this avowal of confidence on the part of Mrs. Ken-
wigs. Accordingly, a very few minutes had elapsed, when he
and Miss Morleena were on their way to the hairdresser's.

It was not exactly a hairdresser's; that is to say, people
of a coarse and vulgar turn of mind might have called it

a barber's; for they not only cut and curled ladies elegantly,

and children carefully, but shaved gentlemen easily. Still, it

was a highly genteel establishment—quite first-rate in fact—
and there were displayed in the window, besides other ele-

gancies, waxen busts of a light lady and a dark gentleman
which were the admiration of the whole neighbourhood.
Indeed, some ladies had gone so far as to assert, that the
dark gentleman was actually a portrait of the spirited young
proprietor; and the great similarity between their head-
dresses—both wore very glossy hair, with a narrow walk
straight down the middle, and a profusion of flat circular

curls on both sides— encouraged the idea. The better
informed among the sex, however, made light of this as-

sertion, for however willing they were (and they were ver>'

willing) to do full justice to the handsome face and figure

of the proprietor, they held the countenance of the dark
gentleman in the window to be an exquisite and abstract
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%

idea of masculine beauty, realised sometimes, perhaps, amonc
angels and military men, but very rarely embodied to
gladden the eyes of mortals.

It was to this establishment that Newman Noggs led MissKenwigsm safety. The proprietor, knowing that Miss Ken-
wigs had three sisters, each with two flaxen tails, and aU
good for sixpence a-piece, once a month at least, promptly
deserted an old gentleman whom he had just lathered for
shaving, and handing him over to the journeyman (who was
not veiy popular among the ladies, by reason of his obesity
and middle age), waited on the young lady himself

Just as this change had been effected, there presented
himself for shaving, a big, bur'y, good-humoured coal-heaver
./ith a pipe li his mouth, who, drawing his hand across his
dim, requested to know when a shaver would be disengaged

TTie journeyman to whom the question was put, looked
doubtfully at the young proprietor, and the young proprietor
looked scornfully at the coal-heaver: observing at the same
time

:

" You won't get shaved here, my man."
'' Why not? " said the coal-heaver.
'• We don;t shave gentlemen in your line," remarked theyoung proprietor.

*!, " ^u-^'J ^^- y?" * shaving of a baker, when I was a looking
through the winder, last week," said the coal-heaver,

r n „^ necessary to draw the line somewheres, my fineMer, replied the principal. " We draw the line there.We can t go beyond bakers. If we was to get any lower
than bakers, our customers would desert us, and we might
shut up shop You must try some other establishment, sir.We couldn't do it here."
The applicant stared; grinned at Newman Noggs, who

appeared highly entertained; looked slightly round The shop,
as If m depreciation of the pomatum pots and other articles
ot stock; took his pipe out of his mouth and gave a very loud
whistle

; and then put it in again, and walked out.
Ihe old gentleman who had just been lathered, and who

was sitting m a melancholy manner with his face turned
towards the wall, appeared quite unconscious of this incident,
and to be msensible to everything around him in the depth

hll?''^"V ^^'y jnopraf"! one, to judge from the sighs
he occasionally vented-m which he was absorbed. Affected
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by this example, the proprietor began to clip Miss Kenwigs,
the journeyman to scrape the old gentleman, and Newman
Noggs to read last Sunday's paper, all three in silence:
when Miss Kenwigs uttered a shrill little scream, and New-
man, raising his eyes, saw that it had been ehcited by me
circumstance of the old gentleman turning his head, and
disclosing the features of Mr. LiUyvick the collector.
The features of Mr. Lill)rvick they were, but strangely

altered. If ever an old gentleman had made a point of
appearing in public, shaved close and clean, that old gentleman
was Mr. LiUyvick. If ever a coUector had borne himself like
a collector, and assumed before aU men a solemn and porten-
tous dignity as if he had the world on his books and it was
aU two quarters in arrear, that collector was Mr. J.illyvick.
And now, there he sat, with the remains of a beard at least a
week old, encumbering his chin; a soiled and crumpled shirt-
friU crouching, as it were, upon his breast, instead of standing
boldly out; a demeanour so abashed and drooping, so despon-
dent, and expressive of humiliation, grief, and shame; that
if the siuls of forty imsubstantial hous''!'.eepers, all of whom
had had their water cut oflf for non-payb ent of the rate, coukl
have been concentrated in one body, that one body could
hardly have expressed such mortification and defeat as were
now expressed in the person of Mr. LiUyvick the collector.

Newman Noggs uttered his name, and Mr. LiUyvick
groaned: then coughed to hide it. But the groan was a fuU-
sized groan, and the cough was but a wheeze.

" Is anything the matter? " said Newman Noggs.
" Matter, sir! " cried Mr. LiUyvick. " The plug of life is

dry, sir, and but the mud is left."

This speech—the style of which Newman attiibuted to Mr.
Lillyvick's recent association with theatrical characters—not
being quite explanatory, Newman looked as if he were about
to ask another qjiestion, when Mr. LiUyvick prev.nted him
by shaking his h^nd mournfully, and then waving his own.

" Let me be shaved !
" said Mr. LiUyvick. " It shall be

done before Morleena; it is Morleena, isn't it?
"

" Yes," said Newman.
" Kenwigses have got a boy, haven't they? " inquired the

collector.

Again Newman said " Yes."
" Is it a nice boy? " demanded the collector.

M
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" It ain't a very nasty one/' returned Newman, rather
embarrassed by the question.

"Susan Kenwigs used to say," observed the co\\<.c*x>r,

" that if ever she had another boy, she hoped it Tiight be
like me. Is this one like me, Mr. Noggs? "

This was a puzzling inquiry; but Newman evaded it, by
replying to Mr. Lillyvick, that he thought the baby might
possibly come like him in time.

" I should be glad to have somebody like me, somehow,"
said Mr. Lillyvick, " before I die."

" You don't mean to do that yet awhile? " said Newman.
Unto which Mr. Lillyvick replied in a solemn voice, " Let

me be shaved !

" and again consigning himself to the hands
of the journeyman, said no more.

This was remarkable behaviour. So remarkable did it seem
to Miss Morleena, that that young lady, at the imminent
hazard of having her ear sliced off, had not been able to
forbear looking round, some score of times, during the fore-
going colloquy. Of her, however, Mr. Lillyvick took no
notice: rather striving (so, at least, it seemed to Newman
Noggs) to evade her observation, and to shrink into himself
whenever he attracted her regards. Newman wondered very
much what could have occasioned this altered behaviour on
the part of the collector; but, philosophically reflecting that
he would most likely know, sooner or later, and that he could
perfectly afford to wait, he was very little disturbed by the
singularity of the old gentleman's deportment.
The cutting and curling being at last concluded, the old

gentleman, who had been some time waiting, rose to go, and,
walking out with Newman and his charge, took Newman's
arm, and proceeded for some time without making any
observation. Newman, who in power of taciturnity was
excelled by few people, made no attempt to bi?ak silence;
and so they went on, until they had very nearly reached
Miss Morleena's home, when Mr. Lillyvick said:

" Were the Kenwigses very much overpowered, Mr. Noggs,
by that news? "

" What news? " returned Newman*
" That about—my—^being-

" Married? " suggested Newman.
"Ah!" replied Mr. Lilljrvick, with another groan:

time not even disguised by a wheeze.
this
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It made ma cry when she knew it," interposed Miss

Morkena, but we kept it from her for a teng time: and
pa was veiy low in his spirits, but he is better now: and
I was very ill, but I am better too."

" WouW you give your great-unck LUlyvick a kiss if
he was to ask you, Morleena? " said the collector, with
some hesitation.

"Yes; uncle LUlyvick, I wouM," returned Miss Morleena.
with the energy of both her parents combined: *' but not
aunt LiUyvick. She's not an aunt of mine, and HI never
call her one."

Immediately upon the utterance of these words, Mr. Lillv-
vidc ^ught Miss Morleena up in his arms, and kissed her:
and, bemg by this tune at the door of the house where Mr
Kenwigs lodged (which as has been before mentionedl
^ually stood wide open), he walked straight up into Mr!
Kenwigs ssittng-room, and put Miss Morleena down in the
midst. Mr. and Mrs. Kenwigs were at supper. At the siirht
of their perjured relative, Mrs. Kenwigs turned faint and
pale, and Mr. Kenwigs rose majestically.

",
^enwigs," said the coUector, " shake hands."
Sir, said Mr. Kenwigs, " the time has been, when I was

proud to shake hands with such a man as that man as now
surweys me. T^e time has been, sir," said Mr. Kenwigs,
when a wisit from that man has excited in me and my

femilys boozums sensations both nateral and awakening
But, now, I look upon that man with emotions totally sur-pwsmg everythink, and I ask myself where is his Aonour
where IS his straight-for'ardness, and where is his human
natur? "

" Susan Kenwigs," said Mr. LiUyvick, turning humbly to
his niece, don't you say anything to me ?

"

fu'^M •*
"°u ^^""f,^

^ ?'
'*''" '^'^ M""- Kenwigs, striking

the table emphatically. " What with the nursing of a healthy
Dabby, and the reflections upon your cruel conduct, four pints
of malt liquor a day is hardly able to sustain her."
"I am glad," said the poor collector meekly, "that the

baby is a healthy one. I am very glad of that."
This was touching the Kenwigses on their tenclerest point

Mrs. Kenwigs mstantly burst into tears, and Mr. Kenwie^
evmced great emotion. *
"My pleasantest feeling, all the time that child was
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sfiS^Cr?.¥t ^'?'«'' mournfully, " was a thinking,

T ii
• u

^' " ^. ^^.'^ "*y be
;

for I have heard its uncleUlyvick say apin and again he would prefer our having a

What will he like him to be called? Will he be Peter or
Alexander, or Pompey, or Diorgeenes, or what will he bi?

'

And now when I look at him; a precious unconscious help-
less mfant, with no use m his little arms but to tear his little
cap, and no use m his little legs but to kick his little self-when I see hmi a-lying on his mother's lap, cooing and cooinff.
and, m his mnocent state, almost a choking hisself with l£
hl^trw •„'""•*!"" '"'** * •"^*"* " ^^ ^> »nd think
that that uncle Lillyvick, as was once a going to be so fond
of him, has withdrawed himself away, su?h a feeling ofwengeance comes over me as no language can depicter and
I feel as if even that holy babe was a Sllifg me toKiT"

This affectmg picture moved Mrs. Kenwigs deeply. After
several imperfect words, which vainly attempted to strujrele
to the surface, but were drowned and washed away bv rtie
strong tide of her tears, she spaJce.

way oy ine

" Uncle," said Mrs Kenwigs, « to think that you shouldhave turned your back upon me and my dear children, andupon Kenwigs which is the author of their being-you whowas once so kmd and aflFectionate, and who, if anylidy had
told us such a thmg of, we should have withered with scornhke hghtning-you that little LiUyvick, our first and earliest
boy, was named after at the very altar ! Oh gracious I

"
Was It money that we cared for? » said Mr. Kenwigs.Was It property that we ever thought of?

" ^
;

No/' cried Mrs. Kenwigs, " I scorn it."

..
JO do I, said Mr. Kenwigs, " and always did."

" r.^Ll^^u^'u^''^
*^^" lancerated," said Mrs. Kenwigs,my heart has been torn asunder with anguish, I have beenthrown back in my confinement, my unoffending infant has

^"/r'^'u^
uncomfortable and fractious, Morleena h^pined herself away to nothing all this I forget and forgive,and with you, uncle, I never can quarrel. fiSt never ask meo receive her, never do it, uncle.^ For I wiU not, I wifl not

I won't, I won't, I won't !
" *

child^"'^"'
""^ '*^*''" "^"^ ^'' ^'"^^^' " ^°"^'der your

" Yes," shrieked Mrs. Kenwigs, " I will consider my child I
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I will consider my child I My own child, that no uncles can
deprive me of; my own hated, despised, deserted, cut-off
little child." And, here, the emotions of Mrs. Kenwigs
became so violent, that Mr. Kenwigs was fain to administer
hartshorn internally, and vinegar externally, and to destroy
a staylace, four petticoat strings, and several small buttons.
Newman had been a silent spectator of this scene; for

Mr. Lillyvick had signed to him not to withdraw, and Mr.
Ken>yigs had further solicited his presence by a nod of in-
vitation. When Mrs. Kenwigs had been in some degree
restored, and Newman, as a person possessed of some in-
fluence with her, had remonstrated and begged her to com-
pose herself, Mr. Lillyvick said in a faltering voice:

" I shall never ask anybody here to receive my—I needn't
mention the word; you know what I mean. Kenwigs and
Susan, yesterday was a week she eloped with a half-pav
captain I"

^'

Mr. and Mrs. Kenwigs started together.
" Eloped with a half-pay captain," repeated Mr. Lillyvick.

" Basely and falsely eloped with a half-pay captain. With
a bottle-nosed captain that any man might have Cv .sidered
himself safe from. It was in this room," said Mr. Lillyvick,
looking sternly round, " that I first see Henrietta Eetowker.
It is in this room that I turn her off, for ever."

Riis declaration completely changed the whole posture of
affairs. Mrs. Kenwigs threw herself upon the old gentleman's
neck, bitterly reproaching herself for her late harshness, and
exclaiming if she had suffered, what must his sufferings have
beenl Mr. Kenwigs grasped his hand, and vowed eternal
friendship and remorse. Mrs. Kenwigs was horror-stricken
to think that she should ever have nourished in her bosom
such a snake, adder, viper, serpent, and base crocodile, as
Henrietta Petowker. Mr. Kenwigs argued that she must
have been bad indeed not to have improved by so long a
contemplation of Mrs. Kenwigs's virtues. Mrs. Kenwigs
remembered that Mr. Kenwigs had often said that he was
not quite satisfied of the propriety of Miss Petowker's con-
duct, and wondered how it was that she could have been
blinded by such a wretch. Mr. Kenwigs remembered that
he had had his suspicions, but did not wonder why Mrs.
Kerwigs had not had hers, as she was all chastity, purity,
and truth, and Henrietta all baseness, falsehood, and deceit.
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^ ^«*I!?
**"• ^"^ ^^' "^f ^^ »tn>ng feeling

oesi, and conjured the good uiiector not to rive vnv h
miavailing pUtf, but to ieek ccns..! ttion mlhrsS S

iJ^^C"^ "'•*^" '^^ -- «id"he2l^t:

^'m^l^£'uZ!Sf''^^r '"' °"> Susan and Kenwig», saw Mr. LUIyvick, and not cut of revenee and sniti

I onrm^? to Urt °'
''«' •

'^'^^'
'' '^' '"^^^^y which

1 once meant to leave 'em m n w "
^ fieri shall hf

executed to-morrow, and Mr Nr.„^
J snail be

witaesses. He hears me proxni j th
done."

Overpowwed by this noble a- J gener.us oflFer. Mr Ken-wigs Mrs. Kenwigs, and Miss Morleena Kenwks 3l b^i^

X' iSo"ie*^ej?*
"'^

K^'
^^^ sobbinrco^rrcatmg Itself to the next room where the children lav a-bedand fusing them to cry too, Mr. Kenwigs rusiSi w«dly1nand bnngmg them.out in his arms, by twS and two. Sledthem down in then- mghtcaps and gowns at the f4?of MrL,I yvick, and called upon them to thank and blesslU

^..^ Z'"'^"J^^. ^'' ^^^y^^K when a heart-rendimrscene had ensued and the children were cleared awayS
to^ Tc3 '"Pff^- ™^. "^^ P'*^^ twenty rJlLTS;
iT: ,,5f™® HP ^« mommg, and have been lineerinirabout, all day, without being able to make u^mymKcome and see you. I humoured her in everyth.^ SiT haS

<ione ths. There was twelve teaspoons and twenty-fourpound m sovereigns-I missed them first-it's a tria?-I fc"I shall never be able to knock a double knock a«ab when Igo my romids-^on't say anything more abou^rpkJse-
the spoons were worth-never mind-never mind I

''

With such muttered outpourings as these, the old gentle-

SiTo^tn/r """^l
^"'

^fy
«'^ ^'"^ ^*°^h« elbows,and prevailed upon hmi, without much pressing, to mafc a

tT^i '""^^''^^^y ?^ *'™« ^^^ finished his firTt^pJand disposed of half a dozen glasses out of a crown S)\SSpundi, ordered by Mr. Kenwi|s, in celebrationX ret™to the bosom of his family, he seemed, though still ve^
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humble, quite resigned to his fate, and rather relieved than
otherwise by the flight of his wife.

" ^«n I Me that man," said Mr. Kenwigs, with one hand
round Mi^. Kenwigs's waist: his other hand supporting his
pipe (which made him wink and cough very much, for he
was no smoker): and his eyes on Morleena, who sat upon her
uncle s knee, when I see that man a mingling, once again
in the spear which he adorns, and see his affections dewelop-
ing themselves in legitimate sitiwations, I feci thnt his nature
IS as elewated and expanded, as his standing afore society
as a public character is unimpcached, and the woices of my
'

*
."'

fliii'?''^"
purvided for in life, seem to whisncr to me

softly, This IS an ewent at which Evins itself looks down !
'
"

CHAPTER LIII

CONTAINING THE FURTHER PROlRESS OF THE PLOT CON-
TRIVED BY MR. RALPH NICKLEBY AND MR. ARTHUR
GRIDE

\ViTH that settled resolution, and steadiness of purpose to
which extreme circumstances so often give birth, acting opon
far less excitable and mor^ sluggish temperaments than that
which was the lot of Madeline Bray's admirer, Nicholas
started, at dawn of day, from the restless couch which no
sleep had visited on the previous night, and prepared to
make that last appeal, by whose slight and fragile thread h>r
only remaining hope of escape depended.
Although to restless and ardent minds, morning may br

the fitting season for exertion and activity, it is not always
at that time that hope is strongest or the spirit most sanguine
and buoyant. In trjMng and doubtful positions, vouth
custom, a steady contemplation of the difficulties 'which
surround us, and a familiarity with them, impercepti' iv
dimmish our apprehensions and beget comparative indifitr-
ence, if not a vague and reckless confidence in some relief tb.-
means or nature of which we care not to foresee. But when
we come, fresh, upon such things in the morning, with that
dark and silent gap between us and yesterday; with every
link m the brittle chain of hope, to rivet afresh; our hot
enthusiasm subdued, and cool calm reason substituted in its

!::
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stead; doubt and misgiving revive. As the traveller sees
farthest by day, and becomes aware of rugged mountains and
trackless plains which the friendly darkness has shrouded
from his sight and mind together, so, the wayfarer in the
toilsome path of human life, sees, with each returning sun,
some new obstacle to surmount, some new height to be
attained. Distances stretch out before him which, last night,
were scarcely taken into account, and the light which gilds
all nature with its cheerful beams, seems but to shine upon
the weary obstacles that yet lie strewn between him and the
grave.

So thought Nicholas, when, with the impatience natural to
a situation like his, he softly left the house, and, feeling as
though to remain in bed were to lose most precious time,
and to be up and stirring were in some way to promote the
€nd he had in view, wandered into London! perfectly well
knowing that for hours to come he could not obtain speech
with Madeline, and could do nothing but wish the interven-
ing time away.
And, even now, as he paced the streets, and listlessly

looked round on the gradually increasing bustle and prepara-
tion for the day, everything appeared to yield him some new
occasion for despondency. Last night, the sacrifice of a
young, affectionate, and beautiful creature, to such a wretch,
and in such a cause, had seemed a thing too monstrous to
succeed; and the warmer he grew, the more confident he felt
that some interposition must save her from his clutches.
But now, when he thought how regularly things went on,
from day to day, in the same unvarying round ; how youth
and beauty died, and ugly griping age lived tottering on;
how crafty avarice grew rich, and manly honest hearts were
poor and sad; how few they were who tenanted the stately
houses, and how many those who lay in noisome pens, or rose
each day and laid them down each night, and lived and died,
father and son, mother and child, race upon race, generation
upon generation, without a home to shelter them or the
energies of one single man directed to their aid; how, in
seeking, not a luxurious and splendid life, but the bare
means of a most wretched and inadequate subsistence, there
were women and children in that one town, divided into
classes, numbered and estimated as regularly as the noble
families and folks of great degree, and reared from infancy to
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drive most criminal and dreadful trades; how ignorance was
punished and never taught; how jail-doors gaped and gallows
loomed, for thousands urged towards them by circumstances
darkly curtaining their very cradles' heads, and but for which
they might have earned their honest bread and lived in
peace; how many died in soul, and had no tnance of life;

how many who could scarcely go astray, be they vicious as
they would, turned haughtily from the crushed and stricken
wretch who could scarce do otherwise, and who would have
been a greater wonder had he or she done well, than even
they had they done ill; how much injustice, misery, and
wrong there was, and yet how the world rolled on, from
year to year, alike careless and indifferent, and no man
seeking to remedy or redress it; when he thought of all this,

and selected from the mass the one slight case on which his
thoughts were bent, he felt, indeed, that there was little

ground for hope, and little reason why it should not form an
atom in the huge aggregate of distress and sorrow, and add
one small and unimportant unit to swell the great amount.
But youth is not prone to contemplate the darkest side of

a picture it can shift at will. By dint of reflecting on what
he had to do, and reviving the train of thought which night
had interrupted, Nicholas gradually summoned up his utmost
energy, and when the morning was sufficiently advanced for
his purpose, had no thought but that of using it to the
best advantage. A hasty breakfast taken, and such affairs of
business as required prompt attention disposed of, he directed
Ills steps to the residence of MadeUne Bray: whither he lost

no time in arriving.

It had occurred to him that, very possibly, the young
lady might be denied, although to him she never had been;
and he was still pondering upon the surest method of obtain-
ing access to her in that case, when, coming to the door of
the house, he found it had been left ajar—probably by the
last person who had gone out. The occasion was not one
upon which to observe the nicest ceremony; therefore, avail-
ing himself of this advantage, Nicholas v alked gently up-
stairs and knocked at the door of the room into which he
had been accustomed to be shown. Receiving permission to
enter, from some person on the other side, he opened the door
md walked in.

Bray and his daughter were sitting there alone. It was
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newrly three weeks since he had seen her last, but there was
a change in the lovely girl before him which told Nicholas,
in starthng terms, how much mental suffering had been
compressed mto that short time. There are no words which
can express, nothing with wliich can be compared, the perfect
pallor, the clear transparent whiteness, of the beautiful face
which turned towards him when he entered. Her hair was
a nch deep brown, but shading that face, and straying upon
a neck that rivalled it in whiteness, it seemed by the strong
contrast raven black. Something of wildness and restless-
ness there was in the dark eye, but there was the same patient
look, the same expression of gentle moumfulness which he
well remembered, and no trace of a single tear. Most beauti-
ful—more beautiful, perhaps, than ever—there was some-
thing m her face which quite unmanned him, and appeared
far more touchmg than the wildest agony of grief. It was
not merely calm and composed, but fixed and rigid, as though
the violent effort which had summoned that composure
beneath her father's eye, while it mastered all other thoughts,
had prevented even the momentary expression they had
communicated to the features from subsiding, and had
fastened it there, as an evidence of its triumph.
The father sat opposite to her; not looking directly in her

face, but glancing at her, as he talked with a gay air which
lU disguised the anxiety of his thoughts. The drawing
materials were not on their accustomed table, nor were any
of the other tokens of her usual occupations to be seen The
httle vases which Nicholas had always seen filled with fresh
flowers were empty, or supplied only with a few withered
stalks and leaves. The bird was silent. The cloth that
covered his cage at night was not removed. His mistress
had forgotten him.
There are times when, the mind being painfully alive to

receive impressions, a great deal may be noted at a glance
This was one, for Nicholas had but glanced round him when
he was recognised by Mr. Bray, who said impatiently:

" Now, sir, what do you want? Name your errand here
quickly, if you please, for my daughter and I are busily
engaged with other and more important matters than
those you come about. Come, sir, address yourself to your
business at once."

Nicholas could very well discern that the irritability and
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impatience of this speech were assumed, and that Bray, in
his heart, was rejoiced at any interruption which promised
to engage the attention of his daughter. He bent his eyes
involuntarily upon the father as he spoke, and marked his
uneasiness; for he coloured and turned his head away.
The device, however, so far as it was a device for causing

Madeline to interfere, was successful. She rose, and advanc-
ing towards Nicholas paused half way, and stretched out
her hand as expecting a letter.

" Madeline," said her father impatiently: " my love, what
are you domg? "

" Miss Bray ejcpects an inclosure perhaps," said Nicholas,
speaking very distinctly, and with an emphasis she could
scarcely misunderstand. "My employer is absent from
England, or I should have brought a letter with me. I
hope she will give me time—a little time. I ask a very
little time."

" If that is all you come about, sir," said Mr. Bray, " you
may make yourself easy on that head. Madeline, my dear,
I didn't know this person was in your debt? "

" A—^a trifle, I believe," returned Madeline, faintly,
" I suppose you think now," said Bray, wheeling his chair

round and confronting Nlcholi^s, " that, but for such pitiful

sums as you bring here, because my daughter has chosen to
employ her time as she has, we should stance? "

" I have not thought about it," returned Nicholas.
" You have not thought about it! " sneered the invalid.

" You know you have thought about it, and have thought
that, and think so every time you come here. Do you
suppose, young man, that I don't know what little purse-
proud tradesmen are, when, through some fortunate circum-
stances, they get the upper hand for a brief day—or think
they get the upper hand—of a gentleman? "

"My business," said Nicholas respectfully, "is with a
lady."

"With a gentleman's daughter, sir," returned the sick
man, "and the pettifogging spirit is the same. But perhaps
you bring orders, eh? Have you any fresh orders for my
daughter, sir?

"

Nicholas understood the tone of triumph in which this
interrogatory was put; but, remembering the necessity of
supporting his assumed character, produced a scrt^ of paper
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purporting to contain a list of some subjects for drawings
which his employer desired to have executed; and with
which he had prepared himself in case of any such con-
tingency.

" Oh !
" said Mr. Bray. " These are the orders, are thev ?

"

" Since you insist upon the term, sir, yes," replied Nicholas.
" Then you may tell your master," said Bray, tossing the

paper back again, with an exulting smile, " that my daughter,
Miss Madeline Bray, condescends to employ herself no longer
in such labours as these; that she is not at his beck and call,

as he supposes her to be; that we don't live upon his money,
as he flatters himself we do; that he may give whatever he
owes us to the first beggar who passes his shop, or add it to
his own profits next time he calculates them; and that he
may go to the devil, for me. That's my acknowledgment of
his orders, sir !

"

" And this is the independence of a man who sells his
daughter as he has sold that weeping girl !

" thought Nicholas.
The father was too much absorbwl with his own exulta-

tion to mark the look of scorn which, for an instant, Nicholas
could not have suppressed had he been upon the rack.
" There," he continued, after a short silence, " you have
your message and can retire—^unless you have any further
—ha !—'•ny further orders."

" 1 have none," said Nicholas; " nor in consideration of
the station you once held, have I used that or any other
word which, however harmless in itself, could be supposed
to imply authority on my part or dependence on yours.
I have no orders, but I have fears—fears that I will express,
chafe as you may—fears that you may be consigning that
young lady to something worse than supporting you by the
labour of her hands, had she worked herself dead. These
are my fears, and these fears I found upon your own
demeanour. Your conscience will tell you, sir, whether I

construe it well or not."

"For Heaven's sake!" cried Madeline, interposing in

alarm betweeu them. " Remember, sir, he is ill."
** 111! " cried the invalid, gasping and catching for breath.

" 111 ! Ill ! I am bearded and bullied by a shopboy, and she
beseeches him to pity me and remember I am illl

"

He fell into a paroxysm of his disorder, so violent that
for a few moments Nicholas was alarmed for his life; but
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finding that he began to recover, he withdrew, after signify-
ing by a gesture to the young lady that he had somethinjj
important to communicate, and would wait for her outside
the room. He could hear that the sick man came, gradually
but slowly to himself, and that without any reference to
what had just occurred, as though he had no distinct
recollection of it, as yet, he requested to be left alone.

" Oh I " thought Nicholas, " that this slender chance might
not be lost, and that I might prevail, if it were but for one
week s tune and reconsideration! "

xr
'

jX°"
"* charged with some commission to me, sir," said

Madelme, presenting herself in great agitation. " Do not
press It now, I beg and pray you. The day after to-morrow

:

come here then."
" It will be too late—too late for what I have to say "

rejomed Nicholas, " and you wUl not be here. Oh, madaii,
if you have but one thought of him who sent me here, but
one last lingering care for your own peace of mind and heart,
I do for God s sake urge you to give me a hearing."
She attempted to pass him, but Nicholas gently detained

" A hearing," said Nicholas. " I ask you but to hear me-
not nae alone, but him for whom I speak, who is far away
and does not know your danger. In the name of Heaven
hear me !

"

The poor attendant with her eyes swollen and red with
weeping, stood by; to her, Nicholas appealed in such pas-
sionate terms that she opened a side door, and, supporting
her mistress into an adjoining room, beckoned Nicholas to
follow them.

^' Leave me, sir, pray," said the young lady.

^^
"I cannot, will not leave you thus," returned Nicholas.
I Ixave a duty to discharge; and, either here, or in the

room from which we have just now come, at whatever risk or
hazard to Mr. Bray, I must beseech you to contemplate
again the fearful course to which you have been impelled."
"What course is this you speak of, and impelled by

whom, sir? " demanded the young ladv, with an effort to
speak proudly.

" I speak of this marriage," returned Nicholas; " of this
marriage, fixed for to-morrow, by one who never faltered in
a bad purpose, or lent his aid to any good design; of this
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marriage, the history of which is known to me, better, far

better, than it is to you. I know what web is wound about
you. I know what men they are from whom these schemes
have come. You are betrayed, and sold for money: for

gold, whose every coin is rusted with tears, if not red with
the blood of ruined men, who have fallen desperately by
their own mad hands."

" You say you have a duty to discharge," said Madeline,
" and so have I. And with the help of Heaven I will per-
form mine."

"Say rather with the help of devils," replied Nicholas:
" with the help of men, one of them your destined husband,
who are

"

" I must not hear this," cried the young lady, striving to
repress a shudder, occasioned, as it seemed, even by this

slight allusion to Arthur Gride. " This evil, if evil it be,

has been of my own seeking. I am impelled to this course
by no one, but follow it of my own free will. You see I am
not constrained or forced. Report this," said Madeline, " to
my dear friend and benefactor, and, taking with you my
prayers and thanks for him and for yourself, leave me for

cverl"
" Not until I have besought you, with all the earnestness

and fervour by which I am animated," cried Nicholas, " to
postpone this marriage for one short week. Not until I have
besought you to think, more deeply than you can have done,
influenced as you are, upon the step you are about to take.

Although you cannot be fully conscious of the villainy of
this man to whom you are about to give your hand, some of
his deeds you know. You have heard him speak, and have
looked upon his face. Reflect, reflect before it is too late,

on the mockery of plighting to him at the altar faith in

which your heart can have no share—of uttering solemn
words, against which nature and reason must rebel—of the
degradation of yourself in your own esteem, which must
ensue, and must be aggravated every day, as his detested
character opens upon you more and more. Shrink from the
loathsome companionship of this wretch as you would from
corruption and disease. Suffer toil and labour if you will,

but shun him, shun him, and be happy. For, believe me,
I speak the truth; the most abject poverty, the most
wretched condition of human life, with a pure and upright
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mind, would be happiness to that which you must undenroas the wife of such a man as this

!

"

unaerigo

Long before Nicholas ceased to speak, the younir ladvbuned her face m her hands, and gaVThir tea« ?r^3In a voice at first inarticulate with%motion, but grrduaUvre^venng strength as she proceeded, 'she iTwerea

thijI^K^^*
'^''?'''* '^*'" y°"' sir-though perhaps I ought-that I have undergone great pain of mind, and have bfennearly broken-hearted since I saw you last I do ^z bvethis gentleman. The difference between our ages tas?rand habiU forbids it. This he knows, and kSg S

oflFers me h,s hand By accepting it, and by that step^ilone
I can release my father who is dying in this place; prXnehis hfe, perhaps, for many years; ristore him to comfort-

roTth^r''^"*"/'
"^"*"^*> ^^ ""^^'^ ^ generous manfrom the burden of assisting one, by whom, I grieve to saV

his noble heart is littie undlrstood.
"^

Do noi thfnk so ^orfv'of me as to believe that I feign a love I do not feel Donot report so ill of me, for thai I could not bear. If I carniotm reason or in nature, love the man who pays this pric7?ormy poor hand, I can discharge the duties of a wife: iTan beaU he seeks m me, and will. He is content to take me as Iam I have passed my word, and should rejoice, not weephat It IS so. I do. The interest you take L on^ so frTend-
less and forlorn as I, the delicacy with which you krvedischarged your trust, the faith you have kept w^th mehave my warmest thanks, and, while I make th^ last feeWeacknowledgment, move me to tears, as you see. But I do

of JfK'n"L'h'" ' "'^'^P^y-
J
^^ ^^PPy '" the prospec?

rltL t
achieve so easily. I shall be more so when 1look back upon it, and all is done, I know."

NTirh rr ?'*'"!i
^^" ^T' ^ y°" ^^^ of happiness," saidNicholas 'and you shun the contemplation of that darkfuture which must be laden with so much misery to vouDefer this marriage for a week. For but one week! " ^

He was talking, when you came upon us just now withsuch smiles as I remember to have seen of old andW notseen for many and many a day, of the freedom that wL ?ocome to-morrow," said Madeline, with momen^ry firmness
of the welcome change, the fresh air, all the new scen^ andobjects that would bring fresh life ti his exhausted frame.
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His eye grew bright, and his face lightened at the thought.

I will not defer it for an hour."
" These are but tricks and wiles to urge you on/' cried

Nicholas.
" I'll hear no more/' said Madeline, hurriedly, " I have

heard too much—more than I should—^already. What
I have said to you, sir, I have said as to that dear friend to

whom I trust in you honourably to repeat it. Some time

hence, when I am more composed and reconciled to my new
mode of life, if I should live so long, I will write to him.

Meantime, all holy angels shower blessings on his head, and
prosper and preserve him."

She was hurrying past Nicholas, when he threw himself

before her, and implored her to think, but once again, upon
the fate to which she was precipitately hastening.

" There is no retreat," said Nicholas, in an agony of sup-

plication, " no withdrawing ! All regret will be unavailing,

and deep and bitter it must be. What can I say, that will

induce you to pause at this last moment! What can I do,

to save you I

"

" Nothing," she incoherently replied. " This is the

hardest trial I have had. Have mercy on me, sir, I beseech,

and do not pierce my heart with such appeals as these. I—

I

hear bim calling. I—I—must not, will not, remain here for

another instant."
" If this were a plot/' said Nicholas, with the same violent

rapidity with which she spoke, " a plot, not yet laid bare by
me, but which with time I might unravel ; if you were (not

knowing it) entitled to fortune of your own, which, being

recovered, would do all that this marriage can accomplish,

would you not retract?
"

"No, no, no! It is impossible, it is a child's tak. Time
would bring his death. He is calling again !

"

" It may be the last time we shall ever meet on earth,"

said Nicholas, " it may be better for me that we should never

meet more."
" For both, for both," replied Madeline, not heeding what

she said. " The time will come when to recall the memory
of this one interview might drive me mad. Be sure to tell

them, that you left me calm and happy. And God be with

you, sir, and my grateful heart and blessing!
"

She was gone. Nicholas, staggering from the house,
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thought of the hurried scene which had just closed upon
him, as if it were the phantom of some wild, unquiet dream.
The day wore on; at night, having been enabled in some
measure to collect his thoughts, he issued forth again.
That night, being the last of Arthur Gride's bachelorship,

found him in tip-top spirits and great glee. The bottle-green
suit had been brushed, ready for the morrow. Peg Sliderskew
had rendered the accounts of her past housekeeping; the
eighteenpence had been rigidly accounted for (she was never
trusted with a larger sum at once, and the accounts were not
usually balanced more than twice a-day); every preparation
had been made for the coming festivd; and Arthur might
have sat down and contemplated his approaching happiness,
but that he preferred sitting down and contemplating the
entries in a dirty old vellum book with rusty clasps.

" Well-a-day !
" he chuckk-d, as, sinking on his knees before

a strong chest screwed down to the floor, he thrust in his ami
nearly up to the shoulder, and slowly drew forth this greasy
volume, " Well-a-day now, this is all'my library, but it's one
of the most entertaining books that were ever written ! It's

a delightful book, and all true and real—that's the best of it

—true as the Bank of England, and real as its gold and silver.

Written by Arthur Gride. He, he, he I None of your story-
book writers will ever make as good a book as this, I warrant
me. It's composed for private circulation, for my own
particular reading, and nobody else's. He, he, he !

"

Muttering this soliloquy, Arthur carried his precious
volume to the table, and, adjusting it upon a dusty desk,
put on his spectacles, and began to pore among the leaves.

" It's a large sum to Mr. Nickleby," he said, in a dolorous
voice. " Debt to be paid in full, nine hundred and seventy-
five, four, three. Additional sum as per bond, five hundred.
One thousand, four hundred and seventy-five pounds, four
sh 'ings, arid threepence, to-morrow at twelve o'clock. On
tl' ,:ther side though, there's per contra, by means of this
preuy chick. But, again, there's the question whether I
mightn't have brought all this about, myself. ' Faint heart
never won fair lady.' Why was my heart so faint? Why
didn't I boldly open it to Bray myself, and save one thousand
four hundred and seventy-five, four, three !

"

These reflections depressed the old usurer so much, as to
wring a feeble groan or two from his breast, and cause him

I I
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to declare, with uplifted hands, that he would die in a work-
house. Remembering on further cogitation, however, that
under any circumstances he must have paid, or handsomely
compounded for, Ralph's debt, and being by no means con-
fident that he would have succeeded had he undertaken his
enterprise alone, he regained his ec^uanimity, and chattered
and mowed over more satisfactory items, until the entrance
of Peg Sliderskew interrupted him.

" Aha, Peg !

" said Arthur, " what is it? What is it now.
Peg? "

" It's the fowl," replied Pep, holding up a plate containing
a little, a very little, one. Quite a phenomenon of a fowl.
So very small and skinny.

" A beautiful bird !
" said Arthur, after inquiring the price,

and finding it proportionate to the size. " With a rasher of
ham, and an egg made into sauce, and potatoes, and greens,
and an apple pudding. Peg, and a little bit of cheese, we
shall have dinner for an emperor. There'll only be she
and me—and you. Peg, when we've done."

" Don't you complain of the expense afterwards," said Mrs.
Sliderskew, sulkily.

" I'm afraid we must live expensively for the first week,"
returned Arthur, with a groan, " and then we must make
up for it. I won't eat more than I can help, and I know
you love your old master too much to eat more than you can
help, don't you. Peg? "

" Don't I what? " said Peg.
" Love your old master too much—

"

" No, not a bit too much," said Peg.
" Oh dear, I wish the devil had this woman !

" cried Arthur:
" love him too much to eat more than you can help at his

expense."

"At his what? "said Peg.
" Oh dear ! She can never hear the most important word,

and hears all the others !
" whined Gride. " At his expense—you catamaran I

"

The last-mentioned tribute to the charms of Mrs. Slider-

skew, being uttered in a whisper, that lady assented to the
general proposition by a harsh growl which was accompanied
by a ring at the street-door.

" There's the bell," said Arthur.
*' Ay, ay; I know that/' rejoined Peg,
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" Then why don't you go? " bawled Arthur.
" Go where? " retorted Peg. " I ain't doing anv harm

here, ami?"
Arthur Gride in reply repeated the word " bell " as loud

as he could roar; and, his meaning being rendered further
intelligible to Mrs. Sliderskew's dull sense of hearing by
pantomime expressive of ringing at a street-door, Peg hobblei
out, after sharply demanding why he hadn't said there was a
ring, before, instead of talking about all manner of thingi
that had nothing to do with it, and keeping her half-pint of
beer waiting on the steps.

" There's a change come over you, Mrs. Peg," said Arthur,
following her oi>t with his eyes. " What it means I don't
quite know; but, if it lasts, we shan't agree together long, I
see. You are turning crazy, I think. If you are, you must
take yourself off, Mrs. Peg—or be taken ofT. All's one to
me." Turning over the leaves of his book as he muttered
this, he soon lighted upon something which attracted his
attention, and forgot Peg Sliderskew and everything else in
the engrossing interest of its pages.

The room had no other light than that which it derived
from a dim and dirt-clogged lamp, whose lazy wick, being
still further obscured by a dark shade, cast its feeble rays
over a very little space, and left all beyond in heavy shadow.
This lamp, the money-lender iiad drawn so close to him, that
there was only room between it and himself for the book over
which he bent; and as he sat, with his elbows on the desk,
and his sharp cheek-bones resting on his hands, it only served
to bring out his ugly features in strong relief, together with
the little table at which he sat, and to shroud all the rest of
the chamber in a deep sullen gloom. Raising his eyes, and
looking vacantly into this gloom as he made some mental
calculation, Arthur Gride suddenly met the fixed gaze of a
man.
"Thieves! thieves !" shrieked the usurer, starting up and

folding his book to his breast. " Robbers! Murder! "

" What is the matter? " said the form, advancing.
" Keep off t " cried the trembling wretch. " Is it a man

or a—^a
—

"

" For what do you take me, if not for a man? " was the
inquiry.

" Yes, yes," cried Arthur Gride, shading his eyes with his

I I
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hand," it is a man, and not a spirit. It is a man. Robbers!
robbers!"

" For what are these cries raised ? Unless indeed you know
me, and have some purpose in your brain ? " said the stranger,
coining close up to him. " I am no thief."

" What then, and how come you here? " cried Gride, some-
what reassured, but still retreating from his visitor: " what
is your name, and what do you want? "

" My name you need not know," was the reply. " I came
here, because I was shown the way by your servant. I have
addressed you twice or thrice, but you were too profoundly
engaged with your book to hear me, and I have been silently
waiting until you should be less abstracted. • What I want, I
will tell you, when you can summon up courage enough to
hear and understand me."
Arthur Gride venturing to r^ard his visitor more atten-

tively, and perceiving that he was a young man of good mien
and bearing, returned to his seat, and muttering that there
were bad characters about, and that this, with former
attempts upon his house, had made him nervous, requested
his visitor to sit down. However he declined.

" Good God ! I don't stand up to have you at an advan-
tage," said Nicholas (for Nicholas it was), as he observed
a gesture of alarm on the part of Gride. " Listen to me.
You are to be married to-morrow morning."

" N—n—no," rejoined Gride. " Who said I was? How
do you know that? "

" No matter how," replied Nicholas, " I know it. The
young lady who is to give you her hand, hates and despises
you. Her blood runs cold at the mention of your name;
the vulture and the lamb, the rat and the dove, could not
be worse matched than you and she. You see I know her."

Gride looked at him as if he were petrified with astonish-
ment, but did not speak: perhaps lacking the power.

" You and another man, Ralph Nickleby by name, have
hatched this plot between you," pursued Nicholas. " You
pay him for his share in bringing about this sale of Madeline
Bray. You do. A lie is trembling on your lips, I see."
He paused; but, Arthur making no reply, resumed again.
" You pay yourself by defrauding her. How or by what

means—for I scorn to sully her cause by falsehood or deceit
—I do not know; at present I do not know, but I am not
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•lone or single-handed in this business. If the enemy ofman can compass the discovery of your fraud and treachery
before yourdcath; if wealth, revenge, and just hatred, can
hunt and track you through your windings; you wiU yet
be called to a dear account for this. We are on the scent
•Jready; judge you who know what we do not, when we
shall have you down 1

'

He paused again, and still Arthur Gride glared upon himm silence.

" If you were a man to whom I could appeal with any
hope of touchmg his compassion or humanity,^' said Nichola/,
^

I would urge upon you to remember the helplessness, the
innocence, the youth, of this lady; her worth and beauty,
her filial excellence, and last, and more than all as concemimr
you more nearly, the appeal she has made to your mercy and
your manly feelmg But, I take the only ground that can
be taken with men like you, and ask what money will buv
you off. Remember the danger to which you are exposeci.
You see I know enough, to know much more with very
little help Bate some expected gain, for the risk you save,
and say what is your price."

*

Old Arthur Gride moved his lips, but they only formed
an ugly smile and were motionless again

" You think," said Nicholas, " that the price would not
be paid. Miss Bray has wealthy friends who would coin
their very hearts to save her in such a strait as this. Name
your price, defer these nuptials for but a few days, and see
whether those I speak of shrink from the payment. Do you
hear me? " ^

o ^^M-^M^'u^^^Su*"' ^''^"'' ^"**«'» 'mpression was, that
Ralph Nickleby had betrayed him; but, as he proceeded, he
felt convinced that however he had come by the knowledge
he possessed, the part he acted was a genuine one, and that
with Ralph he had no concern. All he seemed to know, for
certain was, that he, Gride, paid Ralph's debt; but that, toanybody who knew the circumstances of Bray's detentioi—
even to Bray himself on Ralph's own statement-must be
perfectly notonous. As to the fraud on Madeline herself
his visitor knew so little about its nature or extent, that it
might be a lucky guess, or a hap-hazard accusation. Whether
or no, he had clearly no key to the mystery, and could not
Hurt him who kept it close within his own breast. The
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allusion to friends^ and the offer of money, Gride held to be
mere empty vapouring, for purposes of delay. " And even if

money were to be had," thought Arthur Gride, as he glanced

at Nicholas, and trembled with passion at his boldness and
audacity, " I'd have that dainty chick for my wife, and cheat

you of her, young smooth-face I

"

Long habit of weighing and noting well what clients said,

and nicely balancing chances in his mind and calculating

odds to their faces, without the least appearance of being so

engaged, had rendered Gride quick in forming conclusions,

and arriving, from puzzling, intricate, and often contradictory

premises, at very cunning deductions. Hence it was, that,

as Nicholas went on, he followed him closely with his own
constructions, and, when he ceased to speak, was as well

prepared as if he had deliberated for a fortnight.
" I hear you," he cried, starting from his seat, casting back

the fastenings of the window-shutters, and throwing up the

sash. " Help here 1 Help ! help !

"

" What are you doing! " said Nicholas, seizing him by the

arm.
" I'll cry robbers, thieves, murder, alarm the neighbour-

hood, struggle with you, let loose some blood, and swear

you came to rob me, if you don't quit my house," replied

Gride, drawing in his head with a frightful grin, " I will !

"

"Wretch! "cried Nicholas.
" You'll bring your threats here, will you? " said Grit'.e,

whom jealousy of Nicholas and a sense of his own triumph

had converted into a perfect fiend. " You, the disappointed

lover? Oh dear ! He ! he ! he ! But you shan't have her, nor

she you. She's my wife, my doting little wife. Do you think

she'll miss you? Do you think she'll weep? I shall like to

see her weep, I shan't mind it. She looks prettier in tears."
" Villain! " said Nicholas, choking with his rage.
" One minute more," cried Arthur Gride, " and I'll rouse

the street with such screams, as, if they were raised by any-

body else, should wake me even in the arms of pretty

Madeline."

"You hound I" said Nicholas. "If you were but a

younger man "

" Oh yes 1 " sneered Arthur Gride, " if I was but a younger

man it wouldn't be so bad; but for me, so old and uglyt

To be jilted by livtle Madeline for mel

"
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" Hear me," said Nicholas, " and be thankful I have enough

command over myself not to fling you into the street, which
no aid could prevent my doing if I once grappled with you.
I have 1 een no lover of this Udy's. No contract or engage-
ment, no word of love, has ever passed between us. She
does not even know my name."

" I'll ask it for all that. I'U beg it of her with kisses,"

said Arthur Gride. " Yes, and she'll tell me, and pay them
back, and we'll laugh together, and hug ourselves, and be
very merry, when we think of the poor youth that wanted to
have her, but couldn't because she was bespoke by me !

"

This taunt brought such an expression into the face of
Nicholas, that Arthur Gride plainly apprehended it to be
the forerunner of his putting his threat of throwing him into

the street in immediate execution; for he thrust his head out
of the window, and holding tight on with both hands, raised

a pretty brisk alarm. Not thinking it necessary to abide
the issue of the noise, Nicholas gave vent to an indignant
defiance, and stalked from the room and from the house.
Arthur Gride watched him across the street, and then, draw-
ing in his head, fastened the window as before, and sat down
to take breath.
" If she ever turns pettish or ill-humoured, I'll taunt her

with that spark," he said, when he had recovered. " She'll

little think I know about him; and, if I manage it well, I

can break her spirit by this means and have her under my
thumb, I'm glad nobody came. I didn't call too loud. The
audacity to enter my house, and open upon me 1 But I shall

have a very good triumph to-morrow, and he'll be gnawing
his fingers off : perhaps drown himself , or cut his throat ! I

shouldn't wonder 1 That would make it quite complete, that
would: quite."

When he had become restored to his usual condition by
these and other comments on his approaching triumph,
Arthur Gride put away his book, and, having locked the
chest with great caution, descended into the kitchen to warn
Peg Sliderskew to bed, and scold her for having afforded
such ready admission to a stranger.

The unconscious Peg, however, not being able to compre-
hend the offence of which she had been guilty, he summoned
her to hold the light, while he made a tour of the fastenings,

and secured the street-door with his own hands.

•m
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" Top bolt," muttered Arthur, fastening as he spoke, " bot-
tom bolt, chain, bar, double-lock, and key out to put under
my pillow! So, if any more rejected admirers come, they
may come through the key-hole. And now I'll go to sleep
till half-past five, when I must get up to be married, Peg! "
With that, he jocularly tapped Mrs. Sliderskew under the

chm, and appeared for the moment inclined to celebrate the
close of his bachelor days by imprinting a kiss on her shrivelled
lips. Thmking better of it, however, he gave her chin
another tap, in lieu of that warmer familiarity, and stole
away to bed.

CHAPTER LIV

THE CRISIS OF THE PROJECT AND ITS RESULT

There are not many men who lie abed too late, or oversleep
themselves on their wedding morning. A legend there is of
somebody remarkable for absence of mind, who opened his
eyes upon the day which was to give him a young wife, and
forgetting all about the matter, rated his servants for pro-
viding him with such fine clothes as had been prepared for
the festival. There is also a legend of a young gentleman,
who, not having before his eyes the fear of the canons of the
church for such cases made and provided, conceived a passion
for his grandmother. Both cases are of a singular and
special kind, and it is very doubtful whether either can be
considered as a precedent likely to be extensively followed
by succeeding generations.

Arthur Gride had enrobed himself in his marriage garments
of bottle-green, a full hour before Mrs. Sliderskew, shaking
off her more heavy slumbers, knocked at his chamber door;
and he had hobbled downsUirs in full array ai.d smacked
his lips over a scanty taste of his favourite cordial, ere that
delicate piece of antiquity enlightened the kitchen with
her presence.

"Faugh!" said Peg, grubbing, in the discharge of her
*im€»tic functions, among a scanty heap of ashes m the
fiisty grate. "Wedding, indeed! A precious wedding! He
wants somebody better than his old Peg to take care of him,
does he? And what has he said to me, many and many a
time, Ui keep me content with short food, small wages, and
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little fire? 'My will, Peg! my will!' says he. 'I'm a
bachelor—no friends—no relations, Peg.' I.ies! And now
he's to bring home a new mistress, a baby-faced chit of a
girl! If he wanted a wife, the fool, why couldn't he have
one suitable to his age and that knew his ways? She won't
come in my way, he says. Ho, that she won't; but you
little think whv; Arthur boy !

"

While Mrs. Sliderskew, influenced possibly by some linger

ing feelings of disappointment and personal slight, occa-

sioned by her old master's preference for another, was giving

loose to these grumblings below stairs, Arthur Gride was
cogitating in the parlour upon what had taken place last night.

" I can't think how he can have picked up what he knows,"
said Arthur, " unless I have committed myself—let some-
thing drop at Bray's, for instance—which has been over-

heard. Perhaps I may. I shouldn't be surprised if that

was it. Mr. Nickleby was often angry at my talking to him
before we got outside the door. I mustn't tell iiim that part

of the business, or he'll put me out of sorts, and make me
nervous for the day."
Ralph was universally looked up to, and recognised among

his fellows as a superior genius, but upon Arthur Gride his

stem unyielding character and consummate art had made
so deep an impression that he was actually afraid of him.

Cringing and cowardly to the core, by nature, Arthur Gride
humbled himself in the dust before Ralph Nickleby, and,
even when they had not this stake in common, would have
licked his shoes and crawled upon the ground before him
rather than venture to return him word for word, or retort

upon him in any other spirit than one of the most slavish

and abject sycophancy.

To Ralph Nickleby's, Arthur Gride now betook himself

according to appointment; and to Ralph Nickleby he related

how, last night, some young blustering blade whom he had
never seen, forced his way into his house, and tried to

frighten him from the proposed nuptials. Told, in short,

what Nicholas had said and done, with the slight reservation

upon which he had determined.
" Well, and what then? " said Ralph.
" Oh ! nothing more," rejoined Gride.
" He tried to frighten you," said Ralph, " and you tperr

frightened I suppose; is that it?
"
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" I frightened him by cr3ring thieves and murder," replied

Oride. " Once I was in earnest, I tell you that, for I had
more than half a mind to swear he uttered threats, and
demanded my life or my money."

" Oho !

" said Ralph, eyeing him askew. " Jealous too !
"

" Dear now, see that! " cried Arthur, rubbing his hands
and affecting to laugh.

" Why do you make those grimaces, man? " said Ralph;
" you are jealous—and with good cause I think."
"No, no, no; not with good cause, hey? You don't think

with good cause, do you? " cried Arthur, faltering. " Do
you though, hey? "

" Why, how stands the fact? " returned Ralph. " Here
is an old man about to be forced in marriage upon a girl;
and to this old man there comes a handsome young fellow—
you said he was handsome, didn't you? "

" No! " snarled Arthur Gride.
"Oh!" rejoined Ralph, "I thought you did. Well!

Handsome or not handsome, to this old man there comes a
young fellow who casts all manner of fierce defiances in his
teeth—gums I should rather say—and tells him in plain
terms that his mistress hates him. What does he do that
for? Philanthropy's sake?

"

" Not for love of the lady," replied Gride, " for he said
that no word of love (his very words) had ever passed
between em !

"

"He said!" repeated Ralph, contemptuously. "But I
like him for one thing, and that is, his giving you this feir
warning to keep your—what is it?—Tit-tit or dainty chick
—which?—under lock and key. Be careful, Gride, be care-
ful. It's a triumph, too, to tear her away from a gallant
young rival: a great triumph for an old man! It only
remains to keep her safe when you have her—that's all."

" What a man it is!" cried Arthur Gride, aflfecring, in
the extremity of his torture, to be highly amused. And then
he added, anxiously, " Yes; to keep her safe, that's all.

And that isn't much, is it?
"

" Much! " said Ralph, with a sneer. " Why, everybody
knows what easy things to understand and to control,
women are. But come, it's very nearly time for you to be
made happy. You'll pay the bond, now, I suppose, to save
js trouble afterwards."
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" Oh, what a man you are

!

" croaked Arthur.
" Why not? " said Ralph. " Nobody will pay you interest

for the money, I suppose, between this and twelve o'clock;

will they?
"

" But nobody would pay you interest for it either, you
know," returned Arthur, leering at Ralph with all the cunning
and slyness he coul hrow into his face.

" Besides which," said Ralph, suffering his lip to curl into

a smile, " you haven't the money about you, and you weren't

prepared for this, or you'd have brought it with you; and
there's nobody you'd so much like to accommodate as me.
I see. We trust each other in about an equal d ;gree. Are
you ready?

"

Gride, who had done nothing but grin, and nod, and
chatter, during this last speech of Ralph's, answered in the

affirmative; and, producing from his hat a couple of large

white favours, pinned one on his breast, and with consider-

able difficulty induced his friend to do the like. Thus
accoutred, they got into a hired coach which Ralph had in

waiting, and drove to the residence of the fair and most
wretched bride.

Gride, whose spirits and courage had gradually failed him
more and more as they approached nearer and nearer to the

house, was utterly dismayed and cowed by the mournful
silence which pervaded it. The face of the poor servant-girl,

the only person they saw, was disfigured with tears and want
of sleep. There was nobody to receive or welcome them;
and they stole upstairs into the usual sitting-room, more
like two burglars than the bridegroom and his friend.

" One would think," said Ralph, speaking, in spite of him-

self, in a low and subdued voice, " that there was a funeral

going on here, and not a wedding."

"He, he!" tittered his friend, "you are so—so verv

funny!"
" I need be," remarked Ralph, drily, " for this is rather

dull and chilling. Look a little brisker, man, and not so

hang-dog like
!

"

•' Yes, yes, I will," said Gride. " But—but—you don't

think she's coming just yet, do you ?
"

" Why, I suppose she'll not come till she is obliged,"

returned Ralph, looking at his watch, " and she has a good
half-hour to spare yet. Curb your impatience."
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"I— I— am not impatient," stammered Arthur. "I
wouldn't be hard with her for the world. Oh, dear, dear
not on any account, Let her take her time—her own time!
Her time shall be ours by all means."

While Ralph bent upon his trembling friend a keen look,
which showed that he perfectly understood the reason of this
great consideration and regard, a footstep was heard upon
the stairs, and Bray himself came into the room on tiptoe,
and holdmg up his hand with a cautious gesture, as if there
were some sick person near, who must not be disturbed.
"Hush

!
" he said, in a low voice. " She was very ill last

night. I thought she would have broken her heart. She is
dressed, and crying bitterly in her own room; but she's
better, and quite quiet. That's everything! "

" She is ready, is she? " said Ralph.
'' Quite ready," returned the father.
" And not likely to delay us by any young-lady weaknesses

—fainting, or so forth? " said Ralph.
" She may be safely trusted now," returned Bray. "

I
have been talking to her this morning. Here! Come a
httle this way."
He drew Ralph Nickleby to the further end of the room,

and pointed towards Gride, who sat huddled together in a
corner, fumbling nervously with the buttons of his coat, and
exhibiting a face of which every skulking and base expression
was sharpened and aggravated to the utmost by his anxiety
and trepidation,

«.!!.^^ *^ ^^* ™^"'" whispered Bray, emphatically.
This seems a cruel thing, after all."
" What seems a cruel thing? " inquired Ralph, with as

much stohdity of face as if he really were in utter ignorance
of the other's meaning.

" This marriage," answered Bray. " Don't ask me what.
Y ou know as well as I do."
Ralph shrugged his shoulders, in silent deprecation of

Brav's impatience, and elevated his eyebrows, and pursed
his hps, as men do when they are prepared with a sufficient
answer to some remark; but wait for a more favourable
opportunity of advancing it, or think it scarcely worth while
to answer their adversary at all.

" Look at him. Does it not seem cruel? " said Brav.
" No I

" replied Ralph boldly.



Apprehensions of the Bride's Father 725
" I say it does," retorted Bray, with a show of much

irritation. " It is a cruel thing, by all that's bad and
treacherous !

"

When men are about to commit^ or to sanction the com-
mission of some injustice, it is not uncommon for them to
express pity for the object either of that or some parallel
proceeding, and to feel themselves, at the time, quite virtuous
and moral, and immensely superior to those who express no
pity at all. This is a kind of upholding of faith above works,
and is very comfortable. To do Ralph Nickleby justice, he
seldom practised this sort of dissimulation; but he under-
stood those who did, and therefore suffered Bray to sav,
again and again, with great vehemence, that t'hey were
jointly doing a very cruel thinor, before he again offered to
interpose a word.

" You see what a dry, shrivelled, withered old chap it is."
returned Ralph, when the other was at length silent. " If
he were younger, it might be cruel, but as it is—harkee,
Mr. Bray, he'll die soon, and leave her a rich young widow

!

Miss Madeline consults your taste this time; let her consult
her own next."

" True, true," said Bray, biting his nails, and plainly very
ill at ease. " I couldn't do anything better for her than
advise her to accept these proposals, could I ? Now, I ask
you, Nickleby, as a man of the world; could I?

"

" Surely not," answered Ralph. " I tell you what, sir;

there are a hundred fathers, within a circuit of five miles
from this place—well off, good, rich, substantial men- who
would gladly give their daughters, and their own ears with
them, to that very man yonder, ape and mummv as he
looks."

" vSo there are! " exclaimed Bray, eagerly catching at any-
thing which seemed a justification of himself. " And so
1 told her, both last night and to-day."

" You told her truth," said Ralph, " and did well to do
50 ; though I must say, at the same time, that if I had a
daughter, and my freedom, pleasure, nay, my very health
and life, depended on her taking a husband whom I pointed
out, I should hope it would not be necessary to advance
any other arguments to induce her to consent to my
v.ishes."

Bray looked at Ralph, as if to see whether he spoke in

I I
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4

earnest, and having nodded twice or thrice in unqualified
assent to what had fallen from him, said

:

" I must go upstairs, for a few minutes, to finish dressing.
When I come down, I'll bring Madeline with me. Do you
know I had a very strange dream last night, which I have
not remembered till this instant? I dreamt that it was this
morning, and you and I had been talking, as we have been
this minute; that I went upstairs, for the very purpose for
which I am going now; and that as I stretched out my
hand to take Madeline's, and lead her down, the floor sank
with me, and after falling from such an indescribable and
tremendous height as the imagination scarcely conceives
except in dreams, I alighted in a grave."

" And you awoke, and found yu were lying on your back,
or with your head hanging over the bedside, or suflfering
some pain from indigestion? " said Ralph. " Pshaw, Mr.
Bray I Do as 1 do (you will have the opportunity, now that
a constant round of pleasure and enjoyment opens upon you),
and, occupying yourself a little more by day, have no time
to think of what you dream by night."
Ralph followed him, with a steady look, to the door; turn-

ing to the bridegroom, when they were again alone, he said,
" Mark my words, Gride, you won't have to pay his

annuity very long. You have the devil's luck in bargains,
always. If he is not booked to make the long voyage before
many months are past and gone, I wear an orange for a
head !

"

To this prophecy, so agreeable to his ears, Arthur returned
no answer than a cackle of great delight. Ralph, throwing
himself into a chair, they both sat waiting in profound
silence. Ralph was thinking, with a sneer upon his lips, on
the altered manner of Bray that day, and how soon their
fellowship in a bad design had lowered his pride and estab-
lished a familiarity between them, when his attentive ear
caught the rustling of a female dress upon the stairs, and
the footstep of a man.

" Wake up! " he said, stamping his foot impatiently upon
the ground, " and be something like life, man, will you?
1 hey are here. Urge those dry old bones of yours this way.
Quick, man, quick 1

"

Gride shambled forward, and stood, leering and bowing,
close by Ralph's side, when the door opened and there entered
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in haste—not Bray and his daughter, but Nicholas and his
sister Kate.

If some tremendous apparition from the world of shadows
had suddenly presented itself before him, Ralph Nirkleby
could not have been more thunderstricken than he was by
this surprise. His hands fell powerless by his side, he reeled
back; and with open mouth, and a face of ashy paleness,
stood gazing at them in speechless rage. His eyes were so
prominent, and his face was so convulsed and changed by the
passions which raged within him, that it would have been
difiicult to recognise in him the same stern, composed, hard-
featured man he had been not a minute ago.

" The man that came to me last night !
" whispered Gride,

plucking at his elbow. " The man that came to me last

Mr. n'g^^'"
" I see," muttered Ralph, " I know! / might have guessed

as much before. Across my every path, at every turn, go
where I will, do what I may, he comes !

"

The absence of all colour from the face; the dilated
nostril; the quivering of the lips which, though set firmlv
against each other, would not be still ; showed what emotions
were struggling for the mastery with Nicholas. But he
kept them down, and gently pressing Kate's arm to reassure
her, stood erect and undaunted, front to front with his
unworthy relative.

As the brother and sister stood side by side, with a gallant
bearing which became them well, a close likeness between
them was apparent, which many, had they only seen them
apart, might have failed to remark. The air, carriage, and

on ^®'*y !°<*^ ^"<^ expression of the brother were all reflected in
the sister, but softened and refined to the nicest limit of
feminine delicacy and attraction. More striking still, was
some indefinable resemblance in the face of Ralph, to both.
While they had never looked more handsome, nor he more
ugly; while they had never held themselves more proudly,
nor he shrunk half so low; there never had been a time when
the resemblance was so perceptible, or when all the worst
characteristics of a face rendered coarse and harsh by evil
thoughts were half so manifest as now.

" Away
!
" was the first word he could utter as he literally

gnashed his teeth. " Away I What brings you here? Liar,
scoundrel, dastard, thief!

"

*H
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*' T come here," said Nichola* in a low deep vmcc, " to fa\
your victim if I can. Liar and scoundrel you are, in evei
action of your life; theft is your trade; and double dastar
you must be, or you were not here to-day. Hard words wi
not move me, nor would hard blows. Here I stand, and wi
till I have done my errand."

" Girl I
" said Ralph, " retire ! We can use force to Kin

but I would not hurt you if I could help it. Retire, yo
weak and silly wench, and leave this dog to be dealt w ith s

he deserves."
" I will not retire," cried Kate, with flashing eyes an<i tli

red blood mantling in her cheeks. " You will do him n
hurt that he will not repay. You may use force with m«
I think you will, for I am a girl, and that would well hecora
you. But if I have a girl's weakness, I have a woman'
heart, and it is not you who in a cause like this can tur
that from its purpose."

" And what may your purpose be, most lofty lady? " san
Ralph.

" To oflFer to the unhappy subject of your treachery, a
this last moment," replied Nicholas, " a refuge and a home
If the near prospect of such a husband as you have provided
will not prevail upon her, I hope she may be moved by th
prayers and entreaties of one of her own sex. At all event
they shall be tried. I myself, avowing to her father fron
whom I come and by whom I am commissioned, will rende
it an act of greater baseness, meanness, and cruelty in hin
if he still dares to force this marriage on. Here I wait t
see him and his daughter. For this I came and brought mi
sister even into your presence. Our purpose is not to se(

or speak with you; therefore to you, we stoop to say n<

more."
" Indeed

!
" said Ralph. " You persist in remaining here

ma'am, do you .?
"

His niece's bosom heaved with the indignant excitemeni
into which he had lashed her, but she gave him no reply.

" Now, Gride, see here," said Ralph. " This fellow (]

grieve to say, my brother's son: a reprobate and profligate
stained with every mean and selfish crime), this fellow
coming here to-day to disturb a solemn ceremony, and
knowing that the consequence of his presenting himself ir

another man's house at such a time, and persisting in remain-
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ing there, must be his being kicked into the streets and
dra(Tged through them like the vagabond he is—this fellow,
mark you, brings with him his sister as a protection, thinking
we would not expose a silly girl to the degradation and
indignity which is no novelty to him. And, even after I

have warned her of what must ensue, he still keeps her by him,
as you see, and clings to her apron-strings like a cowardly
boy to his mother's. Isn't this a pretty fellow to talk as big
as you have heard him now? "

" And as I hea/d him last night," said Arthur Gride; " as
I heard him last night when he sneaked into my house, and
—he

I he! he!—very soon sneaked out again, when I nearly
frightened him to death. And he wanting to marry Miss
Madeline too! Oh, dear! Is there anything else he'd like?
Anything else we can do for him, besides giving her up?
Would he like his debts paid and his house furnished, and
a few bank notes for shaving paper—if he shaves at all!

He! he! he!"
" You will remain, girl, will you? " said Ralph, turning

upon Kate again, " to be hauled downstairs like a drunken
drab, as I swear you shall if you stop here? No answer!
Thank your brother for what follows. Gride, call down Bray—and not his daughter. Let them keep her above."
"If you value your head," said Nicholas, taking up a

position before the door, and speaking in the same low voice
in which he had spoken before, and with no more outward
passion than he had before displayed ;

" stay where you
are

!

"

" Mind me, and not him, and call down Bray," said Ralph.
" Mind yourself rather than either of us, and stay where

you are !
" said Nicholas.

" Will you call down Bray? " cried Ralph.
" Remember that you come near me at your peril/' said

Nicholas.

Gride hesitated. Ralph, being by this time as furious as
a baffled tiger, made for the door, and, attempting to pass
Kate, clasped her arm roughly with his hand. Nicholas,
with his eyes darting fire, seized him by the collar. At that
moment, a heavy body fell with great violence on the floor

above, and, in an instant afterwards, was heard a most
appalling and terrific scream.

They all stood still, and gazed upon each other. Scream
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succeeded scream; a heavy pattering of feet succeede(
many shrill voices clamouring together were heard to cr
" He is dead I

"

" Stand off I " cried Nicholas, letting loose all the passic
he had restrained till now, " if this is what I scarcely dare 1

hope it is, you are caught, villains, in your own toils."
He burst from the room, and, darting upstairs to t\

quarter whence the noise proceeded, forced his way throug
a crowd of persons who quite filled a small bed-chambei
and found Bray lying on the floor quite dead; his daught(
clinging to the body.

" How did this happen? " he cried, looking wildly aboi
him.

Several voices answered together, that he had bee
observed, through the half-opened door, reclining in a Strang
and uneasy position upon a chair; that he had been spoke
to, several times, and not answering, was supposed to b
asleep; until some person going in and shaking him by th
arm, he fell heavily to the ground and was discovered to b
dead.

" Who is the owner of this house? " said Nicholas, hastil}
An elderiy woman was pointed out to him; and to her h

said, as he knelt down and gently unwound Madeline's arm
from the lifeless mass round which they were entwined
" I represent this lady's nearest friends, as her servant her
knows, and must remove her from this dreadful scene. Thi
is my sister to whose charge you confide her. My namo am
address are upon that card, and you shall receive from m
all necessary directions for the arrangements that must b
made. Stand aside, every one of you, and give room an(
air for God's sake I

"

The people fell back, scarce wondering more at what hac
just occurred, than at the excitement and impetuosity of hin
who spoke. Nicholas, taking the insensible girl in his arms
liore her from the chamber and downstairs into the roon
he had just quitted, followed by his sister and the faithfu
servant, wliom he charged to procure a coach directly whil
he and Kate bent over their beautiful charge and endea
voured, but in vain, to restore her to animation. The gir
performed her office with such expedition, that in a very fev
minutes the coach was ready.
Ralph Nickleby and Gride, stunned and paralysed by thi
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awful event which had so suddenly overthrown their schemes
(it would not otherwise, perhaps, have made much impres-
sion on them), and carried away by the extraordinary energy
and precipitation of Nicholas, which bore down all before
him, looked on at these proceedings like men in a dream or
trance. It was not until every preparation was made for
Madeline's immediate removal that Ralph broke silence bv
declaring that she should not be taken away,

" Who says so? " cried Nicholas, rising from his knee and
confronting them, but still retaining Madeline's lifeless hand
in his.

"II" answered Ralph, hoarsely.
" Hush, hush! " cried the terrified Gride, catching him by

the arm again. " Hear what he says."
"Ay!" said Nicholas, extending his disengaged hand in

the air, " hear what he says. That both your debts are
paid m the one great debt of nature. That the bond, due
to-day at twelve, is now waste paper. That your contem-
plated fraud shall be discovered yet. That vour schemes
are known to man, and overthrown by Heaven. Wretches,
that he defies you both to do your worst !

"

„
" 7^^^ man," said Ralph, in a voice scarcely intelligible,
this man claims his wife, and he shall have her."
" That man claims what is not his, and he should not

have her if he were fifty men, with fifty more to back him,"
said Nicholas.

" Who shall prevent him ?
"

" I will."

" By what right I should like to know," said Ralph. " By
what right I ask ?

"

" By this right. That, knowing what I do, you dare not
tempt me further," said Nicholas, " and by this better right;
that those I serve, and with whom you would have uone me
base wrong and injury, are her nearest and her dearest
friends. In their name I bear her hence. Give way I

"
" One word I

" cried Ralph, foaming at the mouth.
" Not one," replied Nicholas, " I will not hear of or -

save this. Look to yourself, and heed this warning that I
give you I Day is past in your case, and night is coming on."

'' My curse, my bitter, deadly curse, upon you, bov !
"

"Whence will curses come at your command? Or what
avails a curse or blessing from a man like you? I tell vou
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that misfortune and discovery are thickening about voi
head; that the structures you have raised, through all Voi
lU-spent hfe, are crumbling into dust; that your path is bes(
with spies; that this very day, ten thousand pounds of yoi
hoarded wealth have gone in one great crash !

"
" 'Tis false I " cried Ralph, shrinking back.

Tis true, and you shall find it so. I have no moi
words .0 waste Stand from the door. Kate, do you go firs
Lay not a hand on her, or on that woman, or on me, or smuch as brush their garments as they pass you by '—Yo
let them pass and he blocks the door again !

"

Arthur Gride happened to be in the doorway, but whethe
intentionally or from confusion was not quite apparent
Nicholas swung him away, with such violence as to caus
him to spin round the room until he was caught by a shan
angle of the wall and there knocked down; and then taking
his beautiful burden m his arms rushed out. No one cared tl
stop him if any were so disposed. Making his way througl
a mob of people, whom a report of the circumstances har
attracteo round the house, and carrying Madeline, in hi:
excitement as easily as if she were an infant, he reached th«
coach in which Kate and the girl were already waiting, and
confiaing his charge to them, jumped up beside the coachmar
and bade him drive away.

CHAPTER LV
OF FAMILY MATTERS, CARES, HOPES, DISAPPOINTMENTS,

AND SORROWS

Although Mrs. Nickleby had been made acquainted by her
son and daughter with every circumstance of Madeline Bray's
history which was known to them; although the responsible
situation in which Nicholas stood had been carefully explained
to her, and she had been prepared, even for the possible
contingency of having to receive the young lady in her own
house, iniprobable as such a result had appeared only a few
minutes before it came about; still, Mrs. Nickleby, from themoment when this confidence was first reposed m her lateon the previous evening, had remained in an unsatisfactory
and profoundly mystified state, from which no explanations
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or arguments could relieve her, and which every fresh
soliloquy and reflection onl> aggravated more and more.

*i, S ^^^J^^ K*^^' ^*^'" ^ ^« good lady argued, " it
the Mr. Cheerybles don't want this young lady to be marri-d,why don t they file a bill against the Lord Chancellor, make
her a chancery ward, and shut her up in the Fleet prison for
safety?—

I have read of such things in ^e newspapers a
hundred times. Or, if they are so very fond of her as

or so I
Nicholas says they are, why don't they marry her themselves—one of them I mean? And even supposing they don't
want her to be married, and don't want to marry her them-
seiv^s why in the name of wonder should Nicholas go about
the world forbidding people's banns? "

"'
w^?i"'t*

^^'"^ y°" ^"^*® understand," said Kate, gently.
well I am sure, Kate, my dear, you're very polite!"

rephed Mrs Nickleby. " I have been married myself I
hope, and I have seen other people married. Not understand
mdeedl '

"1 know you have had great experience, dear mama," said
ft^ate; I mean that perhaps you don't quite understand all
the circumstances i>' this intance. We have stated them
awkwardly, I dare say."

^

"That I dare say you have," retorted her mother, briskly.
Ihats very likely. I am not to be held accountable for

that; though, at xh^ same time, as the circumstances speak
for themselves, I shall take the liberty, my love, of saying
that I do understand them, and perfectly well too; whatever
you and Nicholas may choose to think to the contrary. Whv
IS such a great fuss made because this Miss Magdalen is going
to marry somebody who is older than herself? Your poor
papa was older than I was, four years and a half older, faneUibabs—the Dibabses lived in the beautiful little thatched
white house one st high, covered all over with ivy and
creeping plants, wau an exquisite little porch with twining
honeysuckles and all sorts of things: where the earwigs used
to fall mto one's tea on a summer evening, and always fell
upon their backs and kicked dreadfully, and where the frogs
used to get into the rushlight shades when one stopped all
night, and sit up and look through the little holes like
Christians—Jane Dibabs, she married a man who was a crea;
deal older than herself, and would marry him, notwithsSind-
ing all that could b<! said to the contrary, and she was so fond
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of him that nothing was ever equal to it. "nr^re was n
niss made about Jane Dibabs, and her husband was a mos
honourable and excellent man, and everybody spoke we
of him. Then why should there be any fuss about ti^i

Magdalen ?
"

" Her husband is much older; he is not her own choice
his character is the very reverse of that which you have jus
descnbed. Don't you see a broad distinction between th
two cases? " said Kate.
To this, Mrs. Nickleby only replied that she durst say sh

was very stupid, indeed she had no doubt she was, for he
own children almost as much as told her so, every day o
her life; to be sure she was a little older than they, an(
perhaps some foolish people might think she ought reasonable
to know best. However, no doubt she was wrong ; of cours(
she was, she always was, she couldn't be right, she couldn'
be expected to be; so she had better not expose herself an\
more; and to all Kate's conciliations and concessions fo']

an hour ensuing, the good lady gave no other replies thar
Oh, certainly, why did they ask her, her opinion was o
no consequence, it didn't matter what she said; with manv
other rejoinders of the same class.

In this frame of mind (expressed, when she had become toe
resigned for speech, by nods of the head, upliftings of the eyes
and little beginnings of groans, converted as they attracted
attention into short coughs), Mrs. Nickleby remained untii
Nicholas and Kate returned with the object of their solicitude

:

when, having by this time asserted her own importance, and
becoming besides interested in the trials of one so younc
and beautiful, she not only displayed the utmost zeal and
sohcitude, but took great credit to herself for recommendin"
the course of procedure which her son had adopted: fre^
quently declaring, with an expressive look, that it was very
fortunate things were as they were: and hinting, that but
for great encouragement and wisdom on her own part, thev
never could have been brought to that pass.
Not to strain the question whether Mrs. Nickleby had or

had not any great hand in bringing matters about, it is

unquestionable that she had strong ground for exultation.
The brothers, on th nr return, bestowed surh commendations
on Nicholas for the part he had taken, and evinced so much
joy at the altered state of events and the recovery of their
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tive that (vague and clouded though they Sshe^« ^isu^ tames, ahnost as happy as if^she hVrtall ten^^^^^mwiently provided for, on a scale of great splendour ^
The sudden and terrible shock she had rewived comhm.^

a «me. threatened her reason, and-scarcely worse-herm
Who, slowly recovering from a disorder so severe and

could they make so deep an impression as on a youngleans ored with every pure and true affection that women cherlhalmost a stranger to the endearments and devotfon of L'own sex, save as it learnt them from itself rendered iv
calamity and suflfering, keenly susceptible o thesym^ so

^Sr^u''' ^^ '° ^^"g ^«"ght in vainl wffwonderthat days became as years in knitting them together . WhSHonder, :f with every hour of retur'ning heakh, there cami
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some stronger and sweeter recognition of the praises which
Kate, when they recalled old scenes—they seemed old now,
and to have been acted years ago—would lavish on hei

brother I Where would have been the wonder, even, if those

praises had found a quick response in the breast of Madeline,

and if, with the ima^e of Nicholas so constantly recurring ir

the features of his sister that she could scarcely separate the

two, she had sometimes found it equally difficult to assign

to each the feelings they had first inspired, and had imper-
ceptibly mingled with her gratitude to Nicholas, some oi

that warmer feeling which she had assigned to Kate I

" My dear," Mrs. Nickleby would say, coming into the

room with an elaborate caution, calculated to discompose
the nerves of an invalid rather more than the entry of a

horse-soldier at full gallop; "how do you find yoursell

to-night? I hope you are better?
"

" Almost will, mama," Kate would reply, laying down hei

work, and taking Madeline's hand in hers.

"Kate!" Mrs. Nickleby would say, reprovingly, "don't
talk so loud " (the worthy lady herself talking in a whispei
that would have made the blood of tlie stoutest man run cold

in his veins).

Kate would take this reproof very quietly, and Mrs
Nickleby, making every board creak and every thread rustle

as she moved stealthily about, would add:
" My son Nicholas has just come home, and I have come,

according to custom, my dear, to know, from your own lips'

exactly how you are; for he won't taJce my account, and
never will."

" He is later than usual to-night," perhaps Madeline would
reply. " Nearly half an hour."

" Well, I never saw such people in all my life as you are

for time, up here
!

" Mrs. Nickleby would exclaim in great

astonishment; " I declare I ixev^r did! I had not the least

idea that Nicholas was after his time, not the smallest,

Mr. Nickleby used to say—your poor papa, I am speaking of,

Kate, my dear—used to say, that appetite was the best clock

in the world, but you have no appetite, my dear Miss Bray,
I wish you had, and upon my word I really think you ought
to take something that would give you one. I am sure 1

don't know, but I have heard that two or three dozen native

lobsters give an appetite, though that comes to the same
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tfiing after all, for I suppose you must have an appetite
before you can take 'em. If I said lobsters, I meant oysters,

u * XT- f f*'"'^-
.Though ''eally bow you came to know

about Nicholas "

" We happened to be just talking about him, mama ; that

"You never seem to me to be talking about anything else,
Kate, and upon my word I am quite surprised at your being
so very thoughtless. You can find subjects enough to talk
about, sometimes, and when you know how important it is
to keep up M,ss Bray's spirits, and interest her, and all that,
It really is quite extraordinary to me what can induce you
to keep on prose, prose, prose, din, din, din, everlastingly.
upon the same theme. You are a very kind nurse, Kate, and
a very good one, and I know you mean very well: but I will
say this-that if it wasn't for me, I really don't know what
would become of Miss Bray's spirits, and so I tell the doctor
every day. He says he wonders how I sustain my own, and
I am sure I very often wonder myself how I can contrive to
keep up as I do. Of course it's an exertion, but still, when
1 know how much depends upon me in this house. I am
obliged to make it. There's nothing praiseworthy in that,
but It's necessary, and I do it."

7 «w,

With that, Mrs. Nickleby would draw up a chair, and for
some three-quarters of ..

' - run through a great variety
of distracting topics m . distracting manner possible-
tearing herself away,

, on the plea that she mustnow go and amuse Nic. ..nile he took his supper. After
a preliminary raising of his spirits with the information that
she considered the patient decidedly worse, she would further
cheer him up, by relating how dull, listless, and low-spirited
Aliss Bray was, because Kate foolishly talked about nothinc
e^se but him and family matters. When she had made
Nicholas thoroughly comfortable with these and other
mspintmg remarks, she would discourse at length on the
arduous duties she had performed that day; and, sometimes,
would be moved to tears in wondering how, if anything were
to happen to herself, the family would ever get on without her.
At other times, when Nicholas came home at night he

would be accompanied by Mr. Frank Cheeryble, who 'was
commissioned by the brothers to inquire how Madeline was
that evening. On such occasions (and they were of very
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frequent occurrence), Mrs. Nickleby deemed it of particular

importance that she should have her wits about her; for,

from certain signs and tokens which had attracted her
attention, she shrewdly suspected that Mr. Frank, interested

as his uncles were in Madeline, came quite as mnch to see

Kate as to inquire after her; the more espcrially as the
brothers were in constant communication with the medical
man, came backwards and forwards very frequently them-
selves, and received a full report from Nicholas every morning.
These were proud times for Mrs. Nickleby; never was
anybody half so discreet and sage as she, or half so

mysterious withal; and never were there such cunning
generalship and such unfathomable designs, as she brought
to bear upon Mr. Frank, with a view of ascertaining whether
her suspicions were well founded- and if so, of tantalising

him into taking her into his confidence md throwing himself

u^on her merciful consideration. Extensive was the artillerv-,

heavy and light, which Mrs. Nickleby brought into play for

the furtherance of these great schemes: various and opposite
were the means she employed to bring about the end she had
in view. At one time, she was all cordiality and ease; at
another, all stiffness and frigidity. Now, she would seem to
open her whole heart to her unhappy victim ; the next time
they met, she would receive him with the most distant and
studious reserve, as if a new light had broken in upon her,

and, guessing his intentions, she had resolved to check them
in the bud; as if she felt it her bounden duty to act with
Spartan firmness, and at once and for ever to discourage
hopes which never could be realised. At other times, when
Nic' nlas was not there to overhear, and Kate was upstairs

busi.y tending her sick friend, the worthy lady would throw
out dark hints of an intention to send her daughter to France
for three or four "ears, or to Scotland for the improvement of

her hii^lth impaired by her late iatigues, or to America on a
visit, or anywhere that threatened a long and tedious separa-
tion. Nay, she even went so far as to hint, obscurely, at an
attachment entertained for her daughter by the son of an old

neighbour of theirs, one Horatio Peltirogus (a young gentle-

man who might have been, at that time, four years old, or

thereabouts), and to represent it, indeed, as almost a settled

thing between the families—only waiting for her daughter's

final decision, to come off with the sanction of the church,
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and to the unspeakable happiness and content of all
parties.

It was in the full pride and glory of having sprung this
last mine one night, with extraordinary success, that Mrs.
1.' -klehy took the opportunity of being left alone with her
son before retiring to rest, to sound him on th - subject whicli
so occupied her thoughts; not doubting that ihcy could have
but one opmion respecting it. To this end, she api)roached
the question with divers laudatory and appropriate remarks
touching the general amiahility of Mr. Frank Cheeryble.
"You are quite right, motlier," said Nicholas, " quite right.

He IS a fine fellow."
**

•' Good-looking, too," said Mrs. Nickleby.
*' Decidedly good-looking," answered Nicholas.

XM ^*,^ ^^^' ^'°" ^^" ^'* "°^^' ^^'''' "^y ^ear? " pursued
Mrs. Nickleby, wishing to interest Nicholas in the subject to
the utmost.

" Call it? " repeated Nicholas.
" Ah

!

" returned his mother, " what style of nose ? What
order of architecture, if one may say so. I am not very
learned in noses. Do you call it a Roman or a Grecian? "

" Upon my word, mother," said Nicholas, laughing "as
well as I remember, I should cal; it a kind of Composite, or
mixed nose. But I have no very strong recollection on the
subject If it will afford you any ratification, I'll observe
It more «-. .sely, and let you know."

" I wish you would, my dear," saiu Mrs. Nickkbv, with an
earnest look.

" Very well," returned Nicholas. " I will."
Nicholas returned to the perusal of the book he had been

reading, when the dialogue had gone thus far. Mrs. Nicklebv
after stopping a little for consideration, resumed.

'

'

" He is very much attached to you, Nicholas, my dear
"

Nxholas laughingly said, as he closed his bo'V, that he
was glad to hear it, and observed that ? s mother seemed
deep in their new friend's confidence alreiay.

'• Hem I " said Mrs. Nickleby. " I don't know .bout that
my dear, but I think it is very necessary that somebody
should be in his confidence; highly necessary."

Elated by a look of curiosity from her son, and the con-
sciousness of possessing a great secret, aV to herself Mrs
Nickleby went on with great animation:

'
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•' I am nire, my dear Nicholas, how you can have faiU

to notice it is, to me, quite extraordinary; though 1 don
know why I should say that, either, because, of course, 1

far as it goes, and to a certain extent, there is a great dc
in this sort of thing, especially in this early stage, whicl
however clear it may be to females, can scarcely be expecte
to be so evident to men. I don't say that I have ar
particular penetration in such matters. I may have. Thos
about me should know best about that, and perhaps do knoi
Upon that point I shall express no opinion, it wouldn
become me to do so, it's quite out of the question, quite

"

Nicholas snuffed the candles, put his hands in his pocket
and, leaning back in his chair, assumed a look of patier
suffering and melancholy resignation.

*' I think it my duty, Nicholas, my dear," resumed hi

mother, ]' to tell you what I know: not only because yo
have a rip;ht to know it too, and to know everything tha
happens m this family, but because you have it in you
power to promote and assist the thing very much; an
there is no doubt that the sooner one can come to a clea
understanding on such subjects, it is always better, ever
way. There are a great many things you might do; sucj
as taking a walk in tlie garden sometimes, or sitting upstair
in your own room for a little while, or making believe t
fall asleep occasionally, or pretending that you recollectei
some business, and going out for an hour or so, and takini
Mr. Smike with you. These seem very slight things, ant
I dare say you will be amused at my making them of s<

much importance; at the same time, my dear, I can assuri
you (and you'll find this out, Nicholas, for yourself one o
these days, if you ever fall in love with anybody: as I trus
and hope you will, provided she is respectable and wel
conducted, and of course you'd neve: ^' ./im of falling ii

love with anybody who was not), I say, 1 can assure yoi
that a great deal more depends upon these little thing;
than you would suppose possible. If your poor papa was
alive he would tell you how much depended on the parties
being left alone. Of course, you are not to go out of th(
room as if you meant it and did it on purpose, but as if it

was quite an accident, and to come back again in the sam«
way. If you cough in the passage before you open the door^
or whistle carelessly, or hum a tune, or something of that
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sort to let them know you're coming, it'i always better-
becauie, of coune, though it's not only natural hut perfectW
correct and proper under the circumstances, still it is very
confusing if you interrupt young people when they are—
when they are sitting on the sofa, and—and all that sort of
thing: which is very nonsensical perhapt. but still they will
do it."

'

The profound astonishment with which her son regarded
her during this long address, gradually increasing as it

approached its climax, in no way discomposed Mrs. Nickleby,
but rather exalted her opinion of her own cleverness; there-
fore, merely stopping to remark, with much complacency,
that she had fully expected him to be surprised, she entered
on a vast quantity of circumstantial evident of a particularly
incoherent and perplexing kind; the upshot of which was,
to establish beyond the possibility of doubt, that Mr. Frank
Cheeryble had fallen desperately in love with Kate.

" With whom? " cried Nicholas.
Mrs. Nickleby repeated, with Kate.
"VVhat! OwKate! My sister!"
" Lord, Nicholas! " returned Mrs. Nickleby, " whose Kate

should It be, if not ours; or what should I care about it, or
take any interest in it for, if it was anybody but vour
sister?"

^ '

" Dear mother," said Nicholas, " surely it can't be!
"

" Very good, my dear," replied Mrs. Nickleby, with irreat
confidence. " Wait and see."

Nicholas had never, until that moment, bestowed a thought
on the remote possibility of such an occurrence as thut v Wch
was now communicated to him; for, besides that he hau oeen
much from home of late and closely occupied with other
matters, his own jealous fears had prompted the suspicion
that some secret interest in Madeline, akin to that which he
felt himself, occasioned those visits of Frank Cheeryble which
had recently become so frequent. Even now, although he
knew that the observation of an anxious mother was much
more likely to be correct in such a case than his own, and
altk •

rh she reminded him of many little circumstances
whic taken together, were certainly susceptible of the
constriTction she triumphantly put upon them, he was not
quite convinced but that they arose from mere good-natured
thoughtless gallantry, which would have dictated the same
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conduct towards any other girl who was young and pleasing
At all events, he hoped so, and therefore tried to believe it.

" I am very much disturbed by what you tell me," said
Nicholas, after a little reflection, " though I yet hope vou
may be mistaken."
"I don't understand why you should hope so," said

Mrs. Nickleby, " I confess; but vou may depend upon it

I an not."
" What of Kate ? " inquired Nicholas.
" Why that, my dear," returned Mrs. Nickleby, "

is just
he point upon which I am not yet satisfied. During this

sickness, she has been constantly at Madeline's bedside—
never were two people so fond of each other as they have
grown—and to tell you the truth, Nicholas, I have rather
kept her away now and then, because I think it's a good
plan, and urges a young man on. He doesn't get too sure,
you know."
Sue said this with such a mingling of high delight and

self-congratulation, that it was inexpressibly painful to
Nicholas to dash her hopes; but he felt that there was only
one honourable course before him, and that he was bound to
take it.

" Dear mother," he said kindly, " don't you see that if

there were really any serious inclination on the part of
Mr. Frank towards Kate, and we suffered ourselves fi r

a moment to encourage it, we should be acting a most
dishonourable and ungrateful part? I ask you if you don't
see it, but I need not say, that I know you don't, or you
would have been more strictly on your guard. Let me
exp]ain niy meaning to you. Remember how poor we are."

Mrs. Nickleby shook her head, and said, through her tears,
that poverty was not a crime,

" No," said Nicholas, " and for that reason poverty should
engender an honest pride, that it may not lead and tempt
us to unworthy actions, and that we may preserve the self-

respect which a hewer of wood and drawer of water may
maintain, and does better in maintaining than a monarch in
preserving his. Think what we owe to these two brothers;
remember what they have done, and what they do every
day for us, with a generosity and delicacy for which the
devot'on of our whole lives would be a most imperfect and
inadequate return. What kind of return would that be
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which would be comprised in our permitting their nephew,
their only relative, whom they regard as a son, and for
whom It would be mere childishness to suppose they have
not formed plans suitably adapted to the education he has
had, and the fortune he will inherit—in our permitting him
to marry a portionless girl, so closely connected with us,
that the irresistible inference must be that he was entrapped
by a plot, that it was a deliberate scheme, and a speculation
amongst us three? Bring the matter clearly before yourself,
mother. Now, how would you feel if they were married,
and the brothers, coming here on one of those kind errands'
which bring them here so often, you had to break out to them
the truth? Would you be at ease, and feel that you had
played an open part?

"

Poor Mrs. Nickleby, crying more and more, murmured
that of course Mr. Prank would ask the consent of his uncles
nrst.

" Why, to be sure, that would place him in a better situa-
tion with them," said Nicholas, " but we should still be
open to the same suspicions; the distance between us would
still be as great; the advantages to be gained would still
be as manifest as now. We may be reckoning without our
host, m all this, he added more cheerfully, " and I trust
and ahnost believe we are. If it be otherwise, I have that
confidence in Kate that I know she will feel as I do—and in
you, dear mother, to be assured that after a little considera-
tion you will do the same."

After many more representations and entreaties, Nicholas
obtained a promise from Mrs. Nitkleb\' that she would tr\
all she could, to think as he did; and that if Mr. Frank
persevered in his attentions she would endeavour to discour-
age them, or, at the least, would render iiim no countenanr e
or assistance. He determined to forbear mentioning the
subject to Kate, until he was quite convinced that there
existed a real necessity for his doing so; and he resolved to
assure himself, as well as he could by close personal observa-
tion, of the exact position of affairs. This was a very wise
resolution, but he was prevented from putting it in practice
by a new source of anxiety and uneasiness.

'

Smike became alarmingly ill; so reduced and exhausted
that he could scarcely move from room to room without
assistance; so worn and emaciated, that it was painful to
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look upon him. Nicholas was warned by the same media
authority to whom he had at first appealed, that the la:
chance and hope of his life depended on his being instantl
removed from London. That part of Devonshire in whic
Nicholas had been himself bred was named as the mos
favourable spot; but this advice was cautiously coupled wit
the information that whoever accompanied him thither mus
be prepared for the worst; for every token of rapid consump
tion had appeared, and he might never return alive.
The kind brothers, who were acquainted with the poo

creature's sad history, dispatched old Tim to be present a
this consultation. That same morning, Nicholas was sum
moned by brother Charles into his private room, and thu
addressed:

" My dear sir, no time must be lost. This lad shall no
die, if such human means as we can use can save his life

neither shall he die alone, and in a strange place. Remove
him to-morrow morning, see that he has every comfort tha
his situation requires, and don't leave him; don't leave him
my dear sir, until you know that there is no longer anj
immediate danger. It would be hard, indeed, to part yov
now. No, no, no! Tim shall wait upon you to-night, sir

Tim shall wait upon you to-night with a parting word oi

two. Brother Ned, my dear fellow, Mr. Nickleby waits tc

shake hands and say good-bye; Mr. Nickleby won't be lon^

gone; this poor chap will soon get better, very soon gel

better; and then he'll find out some nice homely country
people to leave him with, and will go backwards and forwards
sometimes—backwards and forwards you know, Ned. And
there's no cause to be down-hearted, for he'll very soon get

better, very soon. Won't he, won't he, Ned? "

What Tim Linkinwater said, or what he brought with him
that night, needs not to be told. Next morning Nicholas
and his feeble companion began their journey.
And who but one—and that one he who, but for those

who crowded round him then, had never met a look of

kindness, or known a word of pity—could tell what agony of

mind, what blighted thoughts, what unavailing sorrow, were
invohed in that parting 1

" See," cried Nicholas, as he looked from the coach
window, " they are at the comer of the lane still I And now
there's Kate, poor Kate whom you said you couldn't bear to
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say good-bye to, waving her handkerchief. Don't go, without
one gesture of farewell to Kate! "

"I cannot make itl" cried his trembling companion,
falling back in his seat and covering his eyes. " Do you see
her now? Is she there still?

"

"Yes, yes!" said Nicholas earnestly. "There! She
waves her hand again ! I have answered it for you—and now
they are out of sight. Do not give way so bitterly, dear
friend, don't. You will meet them all again."
He whom he thus encouraged, raised his withered hands

and clasped them fervently together.
" In heaven. I humbly pray to God, in heaven !

"

It sounded like the prayer of a broken heart.

CHAPTER LVI

RALPH NICKLEBY, BAFFLED BY HIS NEPHEW IN HIS LATE
DESIGN, HATCHES A SCHEME OF RETALIATION WHICH
ACCIDENT SUGGESTS TO HIM, AND TAKES INTO HIS
COUNSELS A TRIED AUXILIARY

The course which these adventures shape out for them-
selves, and imperatively call upon the historian to observe,
now demands that they should revert to the point thev
attained previous to the commencement of the last chapter,
when Ralph Nickleby and Arthur Gride were left together
in the house where death had so suddenly reared his dark
and heavy banner.
With clenched hands, and teeth ground together so firm

and tight that no locking of the jaws could have fixed and
riveted them more securely, Ralph stood, for some minutes,
m the attitude in which he had last addressed his nephew:
breathing heavily, but as rigid and motionless in other
respects as if he had been a brazen statue. After a time, he
began by slow degrees, as a man rousing himself from heavy
slumber, to relax. For a moment he shook his clasped
fist towards the door by which Nicholas had disappeared;
and then thrusting it into his breast, as if to repress by force
even this show of passion, turned round and confronted the
less hardy usurer, who had not yet risen from the ground.
The cowering wretch, who still shook in every limb, and
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whose few grey hairs trembled and quivered on his hea(

with abject dismay, tottered to his feet as he met Ralph'
eye, and, shielding his face with both hands, protested, whil
he crept towards the door, that it was no fault of his.

" Who said it was, man ? " returned Ralph, in a suppresse(
voice. " Who said it was ?

"

" You looked as if you thought I was to blame," sai(

Gride, timidly.
" Pshaw! "Ralph muttered, forcing a laugh. " I blam^

him for not living an hour longer. One hour longer wouh
have been long enough. I blame no one else."

" N—^n—n'> one else? " said Gride.
" Not for this mischance/' replied Ralph. " I have ai

old score to clear with that young fellow who has carried ol

your mistress; but that has nothing to do with his blusterinj
just now, for we should soon have been quit of him, bu
for this cursed accident."

There was something so unnatural in the calmness witl
which Ralph Nickleby spoke, when coupled with his face
there was something so unnatural and ghastly, in the contras
between his harsh, slow, steady voice (only altered by s

certain halting of the breath which made him pause betweer
alniost every word, like a drunken man bent upon speaking
plainly), and his face's evidence of intense and violent passion
and the struggle lie made to keep it under; that if the deac
body which lay above, had stood, instead of him, before th<

cowering Gride, it could scarcely have presented a spectacle

which would have terrified him more.
" The coach," said Ralph after a time, during which he hac

struggled like some strong man against a fit. " We came
in a coach. Is it waiting? "

Gride gladly availed himself of the pretext for going to the

window to see. Ralph, keeping his face steadily the othei

way, tore at his shirt with the hand he had thnist into hii

breast, and muttered in a hoarse whisper:
" Ten thousand pounds ! He said ten thousand ! Th«

precise sum paid in but yesterday for the two mortgages
and which would have gone out again, at heavy interest

to-morrow. If that house has failed, and he the first tc

bring the news I—Is the coach there ?
"

" Yes, yes," said Gride, startled by the fierce tone of th«

inquiry. " It's here. Dear, dear, what a fiery man you are I

"
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Come here," said Ralph, beckoning to him. "We
mustn't make a show of being disturbed. We'll go down,
arm in arm."

" But you pinch me black and blue," urged Gride.
Ralph let him go, impatiently, and descending the stuiis

with his usual firm and heavy tread, got into the coach.
Arthur Gride followed. After looking doubtfully at Ralph
when the man asked where he was to drive, and finding
that he remained silent and expressed no wish upon tlic

subject, Arthur mentioned his own house, and thither thev
proceeded.

On their way, Ralph sat in the furthest comer with folded
arms, and uttered not a word. With his chin sunk on his
breast, and his downcast eyes quite hidden by the contraction
of his knotted brows, he might have been asleep, for any sign
of consciousness he gave, until the coach stopped; when he
raised his head, and, glancing through the window, inquired
what place that was }

"My house," answered the disconsolate Gride, affected
perhaps by its loneliness. "Oh dear! My house."

" True," said Ralph. " I have not observed the way we
came. I should like a glass of water. You have that in the
house, I suppose.?

"

" You shall have a glass of—of anything you like,"
answered Gride, with a groan. " It's no use knocking,
coachman. Ring the bell 1

"

The man rang, and rang, and rang again; then, knocked
until the street re-echoed with the sounds; then, listened at
the keyhole of the door. Nobody came. The house was
silent as the grave.

" How's this.? " said Ralph, impatiently.
" Peg is so very deaf," answered Gride with a look of

anxiety and alarm. "Oh dear! Ring again, coachman.
She sees the boll."

Again the man rang and knocked, and knocked and rang.
Some of the neighbours threw up their windows, and called
across the street to each other that old Gride's housekeepex
must have dropped down dead. Others collected round the
coach, and gave vent to various surmises; some held that
she had fallen asleep; some, that she had burnt herself to
death; some, that she had got drunk; one very fat man.
that she had seen something to eat which had frightened
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her so much (not being used to it) that she had fallen into
a fit. This lest suggestion particularly delighted the by-
standers, who cheered it uproariously, and were with some
difficulty deterred from dropping down the area and breaking
open the kitchen door to ascertaxn the fact. Nor was this all.

Rumours having gone abroad, that Arthur was to be married
that morning, very particular inquiries were made after the
bride, who was held by the majority to be disguised in the
person of Mr. Ralph Nickleby, which gave rise to much
jocose indignation at the public appearance of a bride in
boots and pantaloons, and called forth a great many hoots
and groans. At length, the two money-lenders obtained
shelter in a house next door, and, being accommodated
with a ladder, clambered over the wall of the back yard—
which was not a high one—and descended in safety on the
other side.

" I am ahnost afraid to go in, I declare," said Arthur,
turning to Ralph when they were alone. "Suppose she
should be murdered. Lying with her brains knocked out
by a poker, eh?"
" Suppose she were," said Ralph. " I tell you, I wish

such thmgs were more common than tliey are, and more
easily done. You may stare and shiver. I do 1

"

He applied himself to a pump in the yard, and, having
taken a deep draught of water and flung a quantity on
his head and face, regained his accustomed manner and
led the way into the house: Gride following close at his
heels.

It was the same dark place as ever: every room dismal
and silent as it was wont to be, an d every ghostly article of
furniture in its customary place. The iron heart of the grim
old clock, undisturbed by all the noise without, still beat
heavily within its dusty case; the tottering presses slunk
from the sight, as usual, in their melancholy comers; the
echoes of footsteps returned the same dreary sound; the
long-legged spider paused in his nimble run, and, scared
by the sight of men in that his dull domain, hung motionless
on the wall, counterfeiting death until they should have
passed him by.

From cellar to garret went the two usurers, opening every
creaking door and looking into every deserted room. But
no Peg was there. At last, they sat them down m the



Mrs. Sliderskew is Missing 749
apartment which Arthur Gride usually inhabited, to rest
after their search.

"The hag is out, on some preparation for your wedding
festivit's, I suppose," said Ralph, preparing to depart.
'

'
See here I I destroy the bond ; we shall never need it now."
Gride, who had been peering narrowly about the room,

fell, at that moment, upon his knees before a large chest,
and uttered a terrible yell.

" How now? " said Ralph, looking sternly round.
" Robbed ! kobbed !

" screamed Arthur Gride.
"Robbed! Of money?"
"No, no, no. Worse I far worse !

"

II

Of what? " demanded Ralph.
" Worse than money, worse than money! " cried the old

man, casting the papers out of the chest, like some beast
tearing up the earth. " She had better have stolen money
—all my money—I haven't much! She had better ha\'e
made me a beggar, than have done this!

"

"Done what?" said Ralph. "Done what, you devil's
dotard?"

Still Gride made no answer, but tore and scratched among
the papers, and yelled and screeched like a fiend in torment.

" There is something missing, you say," said Ralph, shaking
him furiously by the collar. " What is it ?

"

" Papers, deeds. I am a ruined man. Lost, lost! I am
robbed, I am ruined ! She saw me reading it—reading it of
late—I did very often—She watched me, saw me put it in
the box that fitted into this, the box is gone, she has stolen it.

Damnation seize her, she has robbed me !
"

" Of what / " cried Ralph, on whom a sudden light ap-
peared to break, for his eyes flashed and his frame trembled
with agitation as he clutched Gride by his bonv arm. " Of
what? "

" She don't know what it is; she can't read! " shrieked
Gride, not heeding the inquiry. " There's only one way in
which money can be made of it, and that is by taking it to
her. Somebody will read it for her and tell her what to do.
She and her accomplice will get money for it and be let off
bes: 'es; they'll make a merit of it—say they found it—knew
it—and be evidence against me. The only person it will fall
upon, is me, me, me !

"

"Patience!" said Ralph, clutching him still tighter and
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eyeing him with a sidelong Icok, so fixed and eager as suffi-

ciently to denote that he had some hidden purpose in what
he was about to say. " Hear rei*aon. She can't have been
gone long. I'll call the police. Do you but give information
of what she has stolen, and thev'll lay hands upon her, tiust
me. Here! Help!"

" No, no, no," screamed the old man, putting his hand on
Ralph's mouth. " I can't, I daren't."

;|Help! help! "cried Ralph.
" No, no, no," shrieked the other, stamping on the grouiid

with the energy of a madman. " I tell you no. I daren't.
I daren't!"

'

" Daren't make this robbery public? " said Ralph.
"No!" rejoined Gride, wrmging his hands. "Hush!

Hush! Not a word of this; not a word must be said. I am
undone. Whichever way I turn, I am undone. I am be-
trayed. I shall be given up. I shall die in Newgate !

"

With frantic exclamations such as these, and with many
others in which fear, grief, and rage, were strangely blended,
tlie panic-stricken wretch gradually subdued his first loud
outcry, until it had softened down into a low despairing
moan, chequered now and then by a howl, as, going over
such papers as were left in the chest, he discovered some
new loss. With very little excuse for departing so abruptly,
Ralph left him, and, greatly disappointing the loiterers out-
side the house by telling them there was nothing the matter,
got into the coach and was driven to his own home.
A letter lay on his table. He let it lie there, for some

time, OS if he had not the courage to open it, but at length
did so and turned deadly pale.

" The worst has happened," he said, '" the house has failed.
I see. The rumour was abroad in the City last night, and
reached the ears of those merchants. Well, well !

"

He strode violently up and down the room and stopped
again.

" Ten thousand pounds ! And only lying there for a day

—

for one day ! How many anxious years, how many pinching
days and sleepless nights, before I scraped together that ten
thousand pounds !—Ten thousand pounds. How many proud
ainted dames would have fawned and smiled, and how many

spendthrift blockheads done me lip-service to my face and
cursed me in their hearts, while I turned that ten thousand
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on

pounds into twenty ! While I ground, and pinched, and used
these needy borrowers formy pleasure and profit, what smooth-
tongued speeches, a,nd courteous looks, and civil letters,

they would have given me 1 The cant of the lying world is,

that men like me compass our riches by dissimulation and
treachery: by fawning, cringing, and stooping. Why, how
many lies, what mean evasions, what humbled behaviour
from upstarts who, but for my money, would spurn me aside

as they do their betters every day, would that ten thousand
pounds have brought me in! Grant that I had doubled it

—made cent, per cent.—for every sovereign told another

—

there would not be one piece of money in all the heap which
wouldn't represent ten thousand mean and paltry lies, told,

not by the money-lender, oh no ! but by the money-borrowers,
your liberal thoughtless generous dashing folks, who wouldn't
be so mean as save a sixpence for the world !

"

Striving, as it would seem, to lose part of the bitterness

of his regrets in the bitterness of these other thoughts, Ralph
continued to pace the room. There was less and less of reso-

lution in his manner as his mind gradually reverted to his

loss; at length, dropping into his elbow-chair and grasping

its sides so firmly that they creaked again, he said:
" The time has been when nothing could have moved mt

like the loss of this great sum. Nothing. For births, deaths,

marriages, and all the events which are of interest to most
men, have (unless they are connected with gain or loss of

money) no interest for me. But now, I swear, I mix up
with the loss, his triumph in telling it. If he had brought
it about,—I almost feel as if he had—I couldn't hate him
more. Let me but retaliate upon him, by degrees, however
slow—let me but begin to get the better of him, let me but
turn the scale—and I can bear it."

His meditations were long and deep. They terminated

in his aispatching a letter by Newman, addressed to Mr.
Squeers at the Saracen's Head, with instructions to inquire

whether he had arrived in town, and, if so, to wait an
answer. Newman brought back the information that Mr.
Squeers had come by mail that morning, and had received

the letter in bed; but that he sent his duty, and word that

he would get up and wait upon Mr. Nickleby directly.

The interval between the delivery of this message, and
the arrival of Mr. Squeers, was very short; but, before he
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came, Ralph had suppressed every sign of emotion, and once

more regained the hard immovable inflexible manner which

was habitual to him, and to which, perhaps, was ascribable no

small part of the influence which, over many men of no very

strong prejudices on the score of morality, he could exert

almost at will.

" Well, Mr. Squeers," he said, welcoming that worthy with

his accustomed smile, of which a sharp look and a thoughtful

frown were part and parcel: " how do you do? "

" Why, sir," said Mr. Squeers, " I'm pretty well. So's the

family, and so's the boys, except for a sort of rash as is a

running through the school, and rather puts them off their

feed. But it's a ill wind as blows no good to nobody ; that's

what I always say when them lads has a wisitation. A
wisitation, sir, is the lot of mortality. Mortality itself, sir,

is a wisitation. The world is chock full of wisitations; and

if a boy repines at a wisitation and makes you uncomfort-

able with his noise, he must have his head punched. That's

going according to the scripter, that is."

" Mr. Squeers," said Ralph, drily.

'• Sir."
" We'll avoid these precious morsels of morality if you

please, and talk of business."
" With all my heai-, sir," rejoined Squeers, " and first let

me say
" First let me say, if you please. Noggs !

"

Newman presented himself when the summons had been

twice or thrice repeated, and asked if his master called.

" I did. Go to your dinner. And go at once. Do you
hear?

"

"It an't time," said Newman, doggedly.
" My time is yours, and I say it is," returned Ralph.
" You alter it every day," said Newman. " It isn't fair."

" You don't keep many cooks, and can easily apologise to

them for the trouble," retorted Ralph. " Begone, sir!
"

Ralph not only issued this order in his most peremptory

manner, but, under pretence of fetching some papers from

the little office, saw it obeyed, and, when Newman had left

the house, chained the door, to prevent the possibility of his

returning secretly, by means of his latch-key.
" I have reason to suspect that fellow," said Ralph, when

he returned to his own office. " Therefore until I have
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thought of the shortest and least troublesome way of ruin-
ing him, I hold it best to keep him at a distance."

" It wouldn't take much to ruin him, I should think," said
Squeers, with a grin.

" Perhaps not," answered Ralph. " Nor to ruin a great
many people whom I know. You were going to say ? "

Ralph's summary and matter-of-course wav of holding up
this example, and throwing out the hint tk«c followed it,
had evidently an effect (as doubtless it was designed to
have) upon Mr. Squeers, who said, after a little hesitation
and in a much more subdued tone:
"Why, what I was a going to say, sir, is, that this here

busmess regardmg of that ungrateful and hard-hearted chap,
Snawley senior, puts me out of my way, and occasions a
mconveniency quite unparalleled; besides, as I may say,
making, for whole weeks together, Mrs. Soueers a perfect
wivlder. It's a pleasure to me to act with you, of course."

" Of course," said Ralph, drily.
" Yes, I say of course," resumed Mr. Squeers, nibbing his

knees; " but at th-; same time, when one comes, as I do
now, better than two hundred and fifty mile to take a affer-
david, it does put a man out a good deal, letting alone the
risk."

'' And where may the risk be, Mr. Squeers? " said Ralph.
'' I said, letting alone the risk," replied Squeers, evasively.
" And I said, where was the risk ?

"

"I wasn't complaining, you know, Mr. Nickleby," pleaded
Squeers. " Upon my word I never see such a "

"I ask you where is the risk?" repeated Ralph, em-
phatically.

" Where the risk? " returned Squeers, rubbing his knees
still harder. " Why, it an't necessary to mention. Certain
subjects is best awoided. Oh, you know what risk I mean "

" How often have I told you," said Ralph, " and how often
am I to tell you, that you run no risk? What have you
sworn, or what are you asked to swear, but that at such and
such a time a boy was left with you by the name of Smike;
that he was at your school for a given number of years, was'
lost under such and such circumstances, is now found,' and
has been identified by you in such and such keeping, ''^hi';
is all true; is it not?"

" Yes," replied Squeers, " that's aU true."
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" Well, then/' said Ralph, " what risk do you run? Who
swears to a lie but Snawley; a man whom I have paid muck
less than I have you ?

"

" He certainly did it cheap, did Snawley," observed

Squeers.
" He did it cheap

!

" retorted Ralph, testily, " yes, and he

did it well, and carries it off with a hypocritical face and a

sanctified air, but you ! Risk ! What do you mean by risk ?

The certificates are all genuine. Snawley had another son,

he has been married twice, his first wife is dead, none but

her ghost could tell that she didn't write that letter, none

but Snawley himself can tell that this is not his son, and
that his son is food for worms ! The only perjury is Snawley's,

and I fancy he is pretty v/ell used to it. Where's your risk ?
"

" Why, you know," said Squeers, fidgeting in his chair.

" if you come to that, I might say where's yours?
"

'* You might say where's mine !
" returned Ralph ;

" you
may say where's mine. I don't appear in the business,

neither do you. All Snawley's interest is to stick well to

the story he has told; all his ri.«=''. is, to depart from it in

the least. Talk of your risk in the conspiracy I

"

" I say," remonstrated Squeers, looking uneasily round

;

" don't call it that ! Just as a favour, don't."
" Call it what you like," said Ralph, irritably, " but attend

to me. This tale was originally fabricated as a means of

annoyance against one who hurt your trade and half cud-

gelled you to death, and to enable you to obtain repossession

of a half-dead drudge whom you wished to regain, because,

while you wreaked your vengeance on him for his share in

the busines
,
you knew that the knowledge that he was again

in jour power would be the best punishment you could

inflict upon your enen./. Is that so, Mr. Squeers?
"

" Why, sir," returned 3queers, almost overpowered by the

determination which Ralph displayed to make everything

tell against him, and by his stem unyielding maimer: " in a

measure it was."
" What does that mean? " said Ralph.
" Why, in a measure, means," returned Squeers, " as it

may be, that it wasn't all on my account, because you had

some old grudge to satisfy, too."
" If I had not had," said Ralph, in no way abashed by the

reminder, " do you think I should have helped you? "
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.. T*
^^^^ "°' ^ ^°" ' suppose you .vould/' Squeers replied.

I only wanted that point to be all square and straiirht
between us.'

®

" How can it ever be otherwise? " retorted Ralph. " Ex-
cept that the account is against me, for I spent money to
gratify my hatred, and you pocket «t, and gratify yours at
the same time. You are, at least, as avaricious as you are
revengeful. So am I. Which is best off? You, who win
money and revenge at the same time and by the same process,
and who are, at all events, sure of money, if not of revenge;
or I, who am only sure of spending money in any case, and'
can but win bare revenge at last?

"

As Mr. Squeers could only answer this proposition bv
shrugs and smiles, Ralph bade him be silent, and thankful
that he was so well off; and then, fixing his eyes sttadily
upon him, proceeded to say

:

First, that Nicholas had thwarted him in a plan he had
formed for the disposal in marriage of a certain young lady,
and had, I the confusion attendant on her father's sudden
deaiVi, secured that lady himself, and borne her oflf in
triumph.

Secondly, that by some will or settlement—certainly by
some instrument in writing, which must contain the young
lady's name, and could be, therefore, easily selected from
others, if access to the place where it was deposited were
once secured—she was entitled to property which, if the
existence of this deed ever became known to her' would
make her husband (and Ralph represented that Nicholas
was certain to marry her) a rich and prosperous man, and
a most formidable enemy.

Thirdly, that this deed had been, with others, stolen from
"ne who had himself obtained jr concealed it fraudulently,
and who foared to take any steps for its recovery: and that
he (Ralph) knew the thief.

To all this Mr. Squeers listened, with greedy ears that
devoured every syllable, and with his one eye and his mouth
wide open: marvelling for what special reason he v.as
honoured with so much of Ralph's confidence, and to what
it all tended.

"Now," said Ralph, leaning forward, and placing his
hand on Squeer's arm, "hear the design which I have
conceived, and which I must— I say, must, if I can ripen

I'j-
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it—cause to be carried into execution. No advantage can
be reaped from this deed, whatever it is, save by the girl

herself or her husband; and the possession of this deed by
one or other of them is indispensable to any advantage
being gained. That, I have discovered beyond the possi-
bility of doubt. I want that deed brought here, that I may
give the man who brings it, fifty pounds in gold, and bum
it to ashes before his face."

Mr. Squeers, after following with his eye the action of
Ralph's hand towards the fireplace as if he were at that
moment consuming the paper, drew a long breath, and said

:

" Yes; but who's to bring it?
"

" Nobody, perhaps, for much is to be done before it can be
got at," said Ralph. " But if anybody—you !

"

Mr. Squeers's first tokens of consternation, and his flat

relinquishment of the task, would have staggered most men,
if they had not immediately occasioned an utter abandon-
ment of the proposition. On Ralph, they produced not
the slightest eflFect. Resuming, when the schoolmaster had
quite talked himself out of breath, as coolly as if he had
never been interrupted, Ralph proceeded to expatiate on
such features of the case as he deemed it most advisable to
lay the greatest stress on.

These were, the age, decrepitude, and weakness of Mrs.
Sliderskew; the great improbability of her having any accom-
plice or even acquaintance: taking into account her secluded
habits, and her long residence in such a house as Gride's;
the strong reason there was to suppose that the robbery was
not the result of a concerted plan: otherwise she would have
watched an opportunity of carrying ofiE a sum of money; the
difficulty she would be placed in when she began to think
on what she had done, and found herself encumbered with
documents of whose nature she was utterly ignorant; the
comparative ease with which somebody, with a full know-
ledge of her position, obtaining access to her, and working
on her fears, if necessary, might worm himself into her
confidence, and obtam, under one pretence or another, free
possession of the deed. To these were added such considera-
tions, as the constant residence of Mr. Squeers at a long
distance from London, which rendered his association with
Mrs. Sliderskew a mere masquerading frolic, in which nobody
was likely to recognise him, either at the time or afterwards;

'^
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the impossibility of Ralph's undertaking the task himself, he
being already Imown to her by sight; various comments on
the uncommon tact and experience of Mr. Squeers: which
would make his overreaching one old woman a mere matter
of child's play and amusement. In addition to these in-

fluences and persuasions, Ralph drew, with his utmost skill

and power, a vivid picture of the defeat which Nicholas
would sustain, should they succeed, in linking himself to a
beggar, where he expected to wed an heiress—glanced at the
immeasurable importance it must be to a man situated as
Squeers, to preserve such a friend as himself—dwelt on a long
train of benefits, conferred since their first acquaintance,
when he had reported favourably of his treatment of a sickly
boy who had died under his hands (and whose death was very
convenient to Ralph and his clients, but this he did not say),
and finally hinted that the fifty pounds might be increased
to seventy-five, or, in the event of very great success, even
to a hundred.

These arguments at length concluded, Mr. Squeers crossed
his legs, uncrossed them, scratched his head, rubbed his eve,
examined the palms of his hands, bit his nails, and after
exhibiting many other signs of restlessness and indecision,
asked "whether one hundred pound was the highest that
Mr. Nickleby could go ? " Being answered in the affirmative,
he became restless again, and, after some thought and an
unsuccessful inquiry " whether he couldn't go another fifty,"
said he supposed he must try and do the most he could for
a friend; which was always his maxim, and therefore he
undertook the job.

" But how are you to get at the woman ? " he said ; " that's
what it is as puzzles me."

" I may not get at her at all," replied Ralph, " but I'll

try. I have hunted people in this city, before now, who
have been better hid than she; and I know quarters in
which a guinea or two, carefully spent, will often solve
darker riddles than this. Ay, and keep them close too, if

need be! I hear my man ringing at the door. We inay
as well part. You had better not come to and fro, but wait
till you hear from me."
"Good!" returned Squeers. "I say! If you shouldn't

find her out, you'll pay expenses at the Saracen, and some-
thing for loss of time? "
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yes ! You have nothing
" Well," said Ralph, testily;

more to say? "

Squeers shaking his head, Ralph accompanied him to the
street-door, d, audibly wondering, for the edification of
Newman, v,\^ it was fastened as if it were night, let him in
and Squeers out, and returned to his own room.

" Now! " he muttered, " Come what come may. for the
present I am firm and unshaken. Let me but retrieve this
one small portion of my loss and disgrace; let me but defeat
him m this one hope, dear to his heart as I know it must
be; let me but do this; and it shall be the first link in
such a chain which I will wind about him, as never man
forged yet."

I'll

CHAPTER LVII

HOW RALPH NICKLEBY's AUXILIARY WENT ABOUT HIS
WORK, AND now HE PROSPERED WITH IT

It was a dark, wet, gloomy night in autumn, when in an
upper room of a mean house situated in an obscure street
or rather court near Lambeth, there sat, all alone, a one-eyed
man grotesquely habited, either for lack of better garments
or for purposes of disguise, in a loose great-coat with arms
half as long again as his own, an ^ a capacity of breadth and
length which would have admitted of his winding himselfm It, head and all, with the utmost ease, and without anv
risk of straining the old and greasy material of which it was
composed.

So attired, and in a place so far removed from his usual
haunts and occupations, and so very poor and wretched in
its character, perhaps Mrs. Squeers herself would have had
some difficulty in recognising her lord: quickened thou'^h
her natural sagacity doubtless would have been, by the
afTectionate yearnings and impulses of a tender wife.' But
Mrs. Squeers's lord it was. And in a tolerablv disconsolate
mood Mrs. Squeers's lord appeared to be, as,' helping him-
self from a black bottle which stood on the table beside
him, he cast round the chamber a look in which very slight
regard for the objects within view was plainly mingled
with some regretful and impatient recollection of distant
scenes and persons.
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There were no particular attractions, either in the room
over which the glance of Mr. Squeers so discontentedly
wandered, or in the narrow street into v/hich it might have
penetrated, if he had thought fit to approach the window.
The attic-chamber in which he sat, was bare and mean ; the
bedstead, and such few^ other articles of necessary furniture
as it contained, were of the commonest description, in a most
crazy state, and of a most uninviting appearance. The
street was muddy, dirty, and deserted. Having but one out-
let, it was traversed by fe^v save the inhabitants, at any time

;

and the night being one of those on which most people are
glad to be within doors, it now presented no other si^s of
life than the dull glimmering of poor candles from the dirty
windows, and few sr mds but the pattering of the rain, and
occasionally the heavy closing of some creaking door.

Mr. Squeers continued to look disconsolately about him,
and to listen to these noises in profound silence, broken only
by the rustling of his large coat, as he now and then moved
his arm to raise his glass to his lips. Mr. Squeers continued
to do this for some time, until the increasing gloom warned
him to snuff the candle. Seeming to be slightly roused by
this exertion, he raised his eyes to the ceiling, and fi.xing them
upon some uncouth and fantastic figures traced upon it by
the wet and damp which had penetrated through the roof,

broke into the following soliloquy:
" Well, this is a pretty go, is this here ! An uncommon

pretty go ! Here have I been, a matter of how many weeks
—hard upon six—a-follering up this here blessed old dowager
petty larcenerer,"—Mr. Squeers delivered himself of this

epithet with great difficulty and effort
—

" and Dotheboys
Hall a-running itself regularly to seed the while ! That's the
worst of ever being in with a owdacious chap like that old
Nickleby. You never know when he's done with you, and
if you're in for a penny, you're in for a pound."

This remark, perhaps, reminded Mr. Squeers that he was
in for a hundred pound at any rate. His countenance re-

laxed, and he raised his glass to his mouth with an air of
greater enjoyment of its contents than he had before evinced.

" I never see," soliloquised Mr. Squeers in continuation,
" I never see nor come across such a file as that old Nickleby.
Never! He's out of everybody's depth, he is. He's what
you may call a rasper, is Nickleby. To see how sly and
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cunnmg he grubbed on, day after day, a-worming and plod
dmg and tracing and turning and twining of hisself about,
till he found out where this precious Mrs. Peg was hid, and
cleared the ground for me to work upon. Creeping and
crawling and gliding, like an ugly old bright-eyed stagnation-
biooded adder! Ah I He'd have made a good un in our
Ime, but It would have been too limited for him; his genius
would have busted all bonds, and coming over every obstacle
broke down all before it, 'tUl it erected itself into a monney-
ment of—Well, I'U think of the rest, and say it when con-
wenient."

Making a halt in his reflections at this place, M . Squeers
agam put his glass to his lips, and drawing a dirty letter
from his pocket, proceeded to con over its contents with the
air of a man who had read it very often, and who now re-
freshed his memory rather in the absence of better amuse-
ment than for any specific information.

" The pigs is well," said Mr. Squeers, " the cows is well
and the boys is bobbish. Young Sprouter has been a-wink-
mg, has he? I'll wink him when i get back. ' Cobbey
would persist in sniffing while he was a-eating his dinner, and
said that the beef was so strong it made him.'—Very good
Cobbey, we'll see if we can't make you sniff a little without
beef. ' Pitcher was took with another fever,'—of course he
was—' and being fetched by his friends, died the day after
he got home,'—of course he did, and out of aggravation; it's
part of a deep-laid system. There an't another chap in the
school bu: that boy as would have died exactly at the end
of the quarter: taking it out of me to the very last, and then
carrying his spite to the utmost extremity. ' The juniorest
Palmer said he wished he was in Heaven.' I really don't
know, I do not know what's to be done with that young
fellow; he's always a-wishing something horrid. He said,
once, he wished he was a donkey, because then he wouldn't
have a father as didn't love him ! Pretty wicious that for a
child of six !

"

Mr. Squeers was so much moved by the contemplation of
this hardened nature in one so young, that he angrily put
up the letter, and sought, in a new train of ideas, a subject
of consolation.

" It's a long time to have been a-lingering in London,'
he said; " and this is a precious hole to come and live in,
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even if it has been only for a week or so. Still, one hundred
pound is five boys, and five boys takes a whole year to pay
one hundred pounds, and there's their keep to be substracted.

There's nothing lost, neither, by one's being here; because
the boys' money comes in just the same as if I was at home,
and Mrs. Squeers she keeps them in order. There'll be some
lost time to make up, of course. There'll be an arrcar of

flogging as'll have to be gone through; still, a couple of days
makes that all right, and one don't mind a little extra work
for one hundred pound. It's ^tretty nigh the time to wait
upon the old woman. From what she said last night, I sus-

pect that if I'm to succeed at all, I shall succeed to-night;

so I'll have half a glass more, to wish myself success, and
put myself in spirits. Mrs. Squeers, my dear, your health 1

"

Leering with his one eye as if the lady to whom he drank
had been actually present, Mr, Squeers—in his enthusiasm,
no ioabt—poured out a full glass, and emptied it; and as
the liquor was raw spirits, and he had applied himself to the
same bottle more than once already, it is not surprising that
he found himself by this time in an extremely cheerful state,

and quite enough excited for his purpose.

What this purpose was, soon appeared. After a few turns
about the room to steady himself, he took the bottle under
his arm and the glass in his hand, and blowing out the
candle as if he purposed being gone some time, stole out
upon the staircase and creeping softly to a door opposite his

own, tapped gently at it.

" But what's the use of tapping ? " he said. " She'll never
hear. I suppose she isn't doing anything very particular;

and if she is, it don't much matter, that I see
"

With this brief preface, Mr. Squeers applied his hand to

the latch of the door, and thrusting his heaH into a garret
far more deplorable than that he had just left, and seeing

that there was nobody there but an old wor^an, who was
bending over a wretched fire (for although the weather was
still warm, the evening was chilly), walked in, and tapped
her on the shoulder.

" Well, my Slider !
" said Mr. Squeers, jocularly.

" Is that you ? " inquired Peg.
" Ah I It's me, and »• 's the first person singular, nomina-

tive case, agreeing v he verb ' it's,' and governed by
Squeers understood, t icom, a ho.' but when the h is
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sounded, the a only is to be used, as a and, a art, a ighway,"
replied Mr. Squeers, quoting at random from the grammar.
" At least, if it isn't, you don't know any better. And if it

is, I've done it accidentally."

Delivering this reply in his accustomed tone of voice, in

which of course it was inaudible to Peg, Mr. Squeers drew
a stool to the fire, and placing himself over against her, and
the bottle and glass on the floor between them, roared out
again very loud,

" Well, my Slider!
"

" I hear you," said Peg, receiving him very graciously.
" I've come according to promise," roared Squeers.
" So they used to say in that part of the country I come

from," observed Peg, complacently, " but I think oil's

better."
" Better than what? " roared Squeers, adding some rather

strong language in an undertone.
" No," said Peg, " of course not."
" I never saw such a monster as you are

! " muttered
Squeers, looking as amiable as he possibly could, the while;

for Peg's eye was upon him, and she was chuckling fearfully,

as though in delight at having made a choice repartee. " Do
you see this ? This is a bottle."

" I see it," answered Peg.
" Well, and do you see this 7 " bawled Squeers. " This is

a glass !
" Peg saw that too.

" See here, then," said Squeers, accompanying his remarks
with appropriate action, " I fill the glass from the bottle,

and I say ' your health. Slider,' and I empty it; then I rinse

it genteelly with a little drop, which I'm forced to throw into

the fire—Hallo ! we shall have the chimbley alight next—fill

it again, and hand it over to you."
" Your health/' said Peg.
" She understands that, anyways," muttered Squeers,

watching Mrs. Sliderskew as she dispatched her portion, and
choked and gasped in a most awful manner after so doing;
" now then, let's have a talk. How's the rheumatics ?

"

Mrs. Sliderskew, with much blinking and chuckling, and
with looks expressive of her strong admiration of Mr. Squeers,
his person, manners, and conversation, replied that the
rheumatics were better.

"WTiat's the reason," said Mr. Squeers, deriving fresh
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facetiousness from the bottle; " what's the reason of rheu-
matics? What do they mean? What do people have 'em
for-«h?»

Mrs. Sliderskew didn't know, but suggested that it was
possibly because they couldn't help it.

" Measles, rheumatics, hooping-cough, fevers, agers, and
lumbagers," said Mr. Squeers, "is all philosophy together;
that's what it is. The heavenly bodies is philosophy, and
the earthly bodies is philosophy. If there's a screw loose in

a heavenly body, that's puilosophy; and if there's a screw
loose in a earthly body, that's philosophy too; or it may be
that sometimes there's a little metaphysics in it, but that's
not often. Philosophy's the chap for me. If a parent asks
a question in the classical, commercial, or mathematical line,

says I, gravely, ' Why, sir, in the first place, are vou a
philosopher? '—' No, Mr. Squeers,' he says, 'I 'an't.'
' Then, sir,' says I, ' I am sorry for you, for I shan't be able to
explain it.' Naturally, the parent goes away and wishes he
was a philosopher, and, equally naturally, thinks I'm one."

Saying this, and a great deal more, with tipsy profundity
and a serio-comic air, and keeping his eye all tlie time on
Mrs. Sliderskew, who was unable to hear one word, Mr.
Squeers concluded by helping himself and passing the bottle.

To which Peg did becoming reverence.
" That's the time of day !

" said Mr. Squeers. " You look
twenty pound ten better than you did."

Again Mrs. Sliderskew chuckled, but modesty forbade her
assenting verbally to the compliment.

" Twenty pound ten better," repeated Mr. Squeers, " than
you did that day when I first introduced mvself. Don't you
know? "

" Ah! " said Peg, shaking ner head, " but you frightened
me that day."

" Did I? " said Squeers; " well, it was rather a startling

thing for a stranger to come and recommend himself by sav-
ing that he knew all about you, and what your name was,
and why you were living so quiet here, and what you had
boned, and who you boned it from, wasn't it?

"

Peg nodded her head in strong assent.
" But I know everything that happens in that way, you

see," continued Squeers. " Nothing takes place, of that kind,
that I an't up to entirely. I'm a sort of a lawyer. Slider, of
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first-rate standing and understanding. I'm the lntim»
friend and confidential adwiser of pretty nigh every mpi
woman, and child that gets themselves into difllcultieo h
being too nimble with their fingers. I'm "

Mr. Squeers's catalogue of his own merits and accomplisl
ments, which was partly the result of a concerted pla
between himself and Ralph Nickleby, and flowed, in par
from the black bottle, was here interrupted by Mrs. Slidei
skew.

" Ha, ha, hal " she cried, folding her arms and waggin
her head; " and so he wasn't married after all, wasn't he
Not married after all?

"

'I

No," replied Squeers, " that he wasn't!
"

" And a young lover come and carried off the bride, eh >

said Peg.
" From under his very nose," replied Squeers; " and I'c

told the young chap cut up rough besides, and broke th
winders, and forced him to swaller his wedding favoui
Which nearly choked him."

" Tell me all about it again," cried Peg, with a maliciou
relish of her old master's defeat, which made her natura
hideousness something quite fearful; " let's hear it all again
beginning at the beginning now, as if you'd never told me
Let's have it every word—now—now—beginning at th<
very first, you know, when he went to the house tha
morning !

"

Mr. Squeeis, plying Mrs. Sliderskew freely with the liqour
and sustaining himself under the exertion of speaking sc
loud by frequent applications to it himself, complied with
this request by describing the discomfiture of Arthur Gride
with such improvements on the truth as happened to occui
to him, and the ingenious invention and application of which
had been very instrumental in recommending him to hei
notice in the beginning of their acquaintance. Mrs. Slider-
skew was in an ecstasy of delight, rolling her head about^
drawing up her skinny shoulders, and wrinkling her cada-
verous face into so many and such complicated forms oi
ugliness, as awakened the unbounded astonishment and
disgust even of Mr. Squeers.

" He's a treacherous old goat," said Peg, " and cozened me
with cunning tricks and lying promises, but never mind.
I'm even with him. I'm even with him."

ii.
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" More than even, Slider," returned Squeen; " you'd have

been even with him if he'd got married; but with the dis-

appointment besides, you're a long way a-head. Out of

ight, Slider, quite out of sight. And that reminds me," he
added, handing her the glass, " if you want me to give you
my opinion of them deeds, and tell you what you'd better

ke^n and what you'd better bum, why, now's your time,

Slider."
" There an't no hurry for that," said Peg, with several

knowing looks and winks.
" Ohl very well !

" observed Squeers, " it don't matter to

me. You asked me, you know. I shouldn't charge you
nothing, being a friend. You're the best judge of course.

But you're a bold woman, Slider."
" How do you mean, bold? " said Peg.
" Why, I only mean that if it was me, I wouldn't keep-

papers as might hang me littering about when they might
be turned into money—them as wasn't useful made away
with, and them as was, laid by somewheres, safe; that's all,"

returned Squeers; " but everybody's the best judge of their

own affairs. All I say is. Slider, / wouldn't do it."

" Come," said Peg, " then ycu shall see 'em."
" I don't want to see 'em," replied Squeers, afifecting to be

out of humour, " don't talk as if it was a treat. Show 'em
to somebody else, and take their advice."

Mr. Squeers would, very likely, have carried on the farce

of being offended a little longer, if Mrs. Sliderskew in her
anxiety to restore herself to her former high position in his

good graces had not become so extremely affectionate that
he stood at some risk of being smothered by her caresses.

Repressing, with as good a grace as possible, these little

familiarities—for which, there is reason to believe, the black
bottle was at least as much to blame as any constitutional

infirmity on the part of Mrs. Sliderskew—he protested that

he had only been joking, and, in proof of his unimpaired
good humour, that he was ready to examine the deeds at

once, if by so doing he could afford any sati'^faction or relief

of mind to his fair friend.
" And now you're up, my Slider," bawled Squeers, as she

rose to fetch them, " bolt the door."

Peg trotted to the door, and after fumbling at the bolt,,

crept to the other end of the room, and from beneath the
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coals which filled the bottom of the cupboard, drew forth
a small deal box. Having placed this on the floor at Squeers's
feet, she brought, from under the pillow of her bed, a small
jay, with which she signed to that gentlcnum to open it.
Mr. Squeers, who had eagerly followed her every motion,
lost no time m obeying this hint: and, throwing back the lid,
gazed with rapture on the documents within.
"Now, you see," said Peg, kneeling down on the floor

beside him, and staying his impatient hand; " what's of no
use, we'll bum; what we can get any money by, we'll keep;
and if there's any we could get him into trouble by, and fret
and waste away his heart to shreds with, those we'll take
particular care of; for that's what I want to do, and what I
hoped to do when I left him."

" I thought," said Squeers, ** that you didn't bear him any
particular good-will. But, I say I Why didn't you take some
TT.jney besides? "

" Some what? " asked Peg.
Some money," roared Squeers. " I do believe the woman

hears me, and wants to make me break a wessel, so that she
may have the pleasure of nursing me. Some money. Slider.
money !

"

jff
" VVhy, what a man you are to ask !

" cried Peg, with some
contempt. " If I had taken money from Arthur Cride, he'd
have scoured the whole earth to find me—aye, and he'd have
smelt It out, and raked it up, somehow, if I had buried it it
the bottom of the deepest well in England. No, no 1 I knew
better than that. I took what I thought his secrets were
hid m. Them he couldn't afford to make public, let 'em be
worth ever so much money. He's an old dog; a sly old
cunnmg thankless dog! He first starved, and then tricked
me; and if I could, I'd kill him."

" All right, and very laudable," said Squeers. " But, first
and foremost, Slider, bum the box. You should never keep
things as may lead to discovery. Always mind that, S..
while you pull it to pieces (which you can easily do, for it's
very old and rickety) and bum it in little bits, I'll look over
the papers and tell you what they are."

Peg, expressing her acquiescence in this arrangement, Mr.
Squeers turned the box bottom upward, and tumbling the
contents upon the floor, handed it to her; the destruction
of the box being an extemporary device for engaging her
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So

attention, in case it should prove desirable to distract it from
his own proceedings.

"There I" said Squeers; "you poica the pieces between
the bars, and make up a good fire, and I'll read the while.
Let me see, let me see.^' And ti!cing the candle flown beside
him, Mr. Squeers, with great eagerness and a cunning grin
overspreading his face, entered upon his task of examination.

If the old woman had not been very deaf, she must hav.*
heard, when she last went to the door, th. breathing of two
persons close behind it: and if those two persons had been
unacquainted with her infirmity they must probably have
chosen that moment either for presenting themselves or
taking to flight. But, knowing with whom they had to deal,
they remained quite still, and now, not ^aly appeared
unobserved at the door—which was not bolted, for the bolt
had no hasp—but warily and with noiseless footsteps, ad-
vanced into the room.
As they stole farther and farther in by slight and scarcely

perceptible degrees, and with such caution that thev scarce
seemed to breathe, the old hag and Squeers, little dreaming
of any such invasion, and utterly unconscious of there beinj;
any soul near but themselves, were busily occupied with their
tasks. The old woman, with her vrinkled face close to the
bars of the stove, puffing at the dull embers which had not
yet caught the wood; Squeers, stooping down to the candle.
which brought out the full ugliness of his face, as the light
of the fire did that of his companion ; both intently engaged,
and wearing faces of exultation which contrasted strongly
with the anxious looks of those behind, who took advantage
of the slightest sound to cover their advance, and, almost
before they had moved an inch and all was silent, stopped
again. This, with the large bare room, ds\nip walls, and
flickering doubtful light, comlined to form a scene which
the most careless and indifferent spectator (could any such
have been present) could scarcely have failed to derive some
interest from, and would not readily have forgotten.
Of the stealthy comers, Frank Cheervble was one, and

Newman Jsoggs the other. Newman had caught up by tlie

rusty nozzle an old pair of bellows, which were just under-
going a flourish in the air preparatory to a descent upon the
head of Mr. Squeers, when Frank with an earnest gesture
stayed his arm. and, taking another step in advance, came-
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to cIoM behind the tchoolm-ner that, by leaning th'ghUi
forward, he could plainly / vinguish the writing which h<
nek) up to hii eye.

Mr. Snueen, not hcu.g remarkably erudite, appeared U
be considerably puzzled by this first prize, which was in ar
engrossing hand, and not very legible except to a practised
*. i-

Having tned it by reading from left to right, and from
right to left, and findi..g it equally clear both ways, he turned
It upside down with no better success.
"Ha, ha, ha!" chuckled Peg, who, on her knees before

the fire, wr feedm^ it with fraements of the box, and erin-
ning in most devilish exultation. "What's that writinc
about, eh?" *

" ^^^E particular," replied Squeers, tossing it towards
her. Its only an old lease, as well as I can make out.
Throw It m the fire."

Mrs. Sliderskew complied, and inquired what the next one
was.
" This," said Squeers, " is a bundle of overdue acceptances

andrenewed bills of six or eight young gentlemen ; but they're
all M.P. 8, so It s of no use to anybody. Throw it in the fire 1

"

Peg did as she was bidden, and waited for the next.
" This," said Squeers, " seems to be some deed of sale of

the right of presentation to the rectory of Purechurch, in

.
the valley of Cashup. Take care of that, Slider, literally for
<iod s sake. It'll fetch its price at the Auction Mart

"

" What's the next? " inquired Peg.
" Why this," said Squeers, " seems, from the two letters

that s with It, to be a bond from a curate down in the country
to pay half-a-year's wages of forty pound for borrowing
twenty. Take care of that; for if he don't pay it, his bishop
will very soon be down upon him. We know what the
camel and the needle's eye means; no man as can't live
upon his income, whatever it is, must expect to go to heaven
at any price. It's very odd; I don't see anything like it yet."

" What's the matter? " said Peg.
" Nothing," replied Squeers, " only I'm looking for "
Newman raised the bellows again. Once again, Frank,

by a rapid motion of his arm unaccompanied by any noise-
checked him in his purpose.

'

" Here you are," said Squeers, " bonds—take care of them.
Warrant of attorney—take care of that. Two cognovits—
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take care of them. Lease and release—bum that Ah I

* Madeline Bray—come of age or marry—the said Madeline '

—here, bum that /
"

Eagerly throwing towards the old woman a parchment
that he caught up for the purpose, Squeers, as she turned her
head, thrust into the breast of his large coat the deed in
which these words had caught his eye, and burst into a shout
of triumph.

"I've got it I
" said Squeers. " I've got it I Hurrah I The

plan was a good one though the chance was desperate, and
the day's our own at lastl^'

Peg demanded what he laughed at, but no answer was
returned. Newman's arm could no longer be restrained.
The bellows, descending heavily and with unerring aim on
the very centre of Mr. Squeers's head, felled him to the floor,
and stretched him on it flat and senseless.

CHAPTER LVIII

IN WHICH ONI SCENE OF THIS HISTORY IS CLOSED

Dividing the distance into two days' journey, in order that
his charge might sustain the less exhaustion and fatigue from
travelling so far, Nichulas, at the end of the secoi.d day from
their leaving home, found himself within a very few miles
of the spot where the happiest years of his life had been
passed, and which, while it filled his mind with pleasant and
peaceful thoughts, brought back many painful and vivid
recollections of the circumstances in which he and his had
wandered forth from their old home, cast upon the rough
world and the mercy of strangers.

It needed no such reflections as those which the memory
of old days, and wanderings among scenes where our child-
hood has been passed, usually awaken in the most insensible
minds, to soften the heart of Nicholas, and render him more
than usually mindful of his drooping friend. By night and
day, at all times and seasons: always watchful, attentive,
and solicitous, and never varying in the discharge of his
self-imposed duty to one so friendless and helpless as he
whose sands of life were now fast running out and dwindling
rapidly away: he was ever at his side. He never left him.

2B
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To encourage and animate him. administer to his wants,
support and cheer him to the utmost of his power, was now
his constant and unceasing occupation.

They procured a humble lodging in a small farm-house,
surrounded by meadows, where Nicholas had often revelled

when a child with a troop of merry schoolfellows; and here
they took up their rest.

At first, Smike was strong enough to walk about, for short
distances at a time, with no other support or aid than that
which Nicholas could afford him. At this time, nothing ap-
peared to interest him so much as visiting those places which
had been most familiar to his friend in bygone days. Yield-
ing to this fancy, and pleased to find that its indulgence
beguiled the sick boy of many tedious hours, and never
failed to afford him matter for thought and conversation
afterwards, Nicholas made such spots the scenes of their

daily rambles: driving him from place to place in a little

pony-chair, and supporting him on his arm while they walked
slowly among these old haunts, or lingered in the sunlight

to take long parting looks of those which were most quiet

and beautiful.

It was on such occasions as these, that Nicholas, yielding

almost unconsciously to the interest of old associations, would
point out some tree that he had climbed a hundred times, to

peep at the young birds in their nest; and the branch from
which he used to shout to little Kate, who stood below
terrified at the height he had gained, and yet urging him higher

still by the intensity of her admiration. There was the old

house too, which they would pass every day, looking up at

the tiny window through which the sun used to stream in

and wake him on the summer mornings—they were all

summer mornings then—and, climbing up the garden-wall

and looking over, Nicholas could see the very rose-bush which
had come, a present to Kate, from some little lover, and she

had planted it with her own hands. There were the hedge-

rows where the brother and sister had often gathered wild

flowers together, and the green fields and shady paths where
they had often strayed. There was not a lane, or brook, or

copse, or cottage near, with which some childish event was
not entwined, and back it came upon the mind—as events

of childhood do—nothing in itself: perhaps a word, a laugh,

a look, some slight distress, a passing thought or fear: and
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yet more strongly and distinctly marked, and better remem-
bered, than the hardest trials or severest sorrows of a year ago.
One of these expeditions led them through the churchyard

where was his father's grave. " Even here," said Nicholas,
softly, " we used to loiter before we knew what death was,
and when we little thought whose a«hes 'vould rest beneath;
and, wondering at the silence, sit .iown to rest and speak
below our breath. Once, Kate wf- U st, and alcer an hour
of fruitless search, they found her fi..^t asleep un Jer that tree
which shades my father's grave. He was vcr. fond of her,
and said when he took her up in his arms, still sleeping,
that whenever he died he would wish to be buried where
his dear little child had laid her head. You see his wish was
not forgotten."

Nothing more passed, at the time; but that night, as
Nicholas sat beside his bed, Smike started from what had
seemed to be a slumber, and laying his hand in his, prayed,
as the tears coursed down his face, that he would make him
one solemn promise.

" What is that? " said Nicholas, kindly. " If I can redeem
it, or hope to do so, you know I will."

" I am sure you will," was the reply. " Promise me that
when I die, I shall be buried near—as near as they can make
my grave—to the tree we saw to-day,"

Nicholas gave the promise ; he had few words to give it in,

but they were solemn and earnest. His poor friend kept his
hand in his, and turned as if to sleep. But there were stifled

sobs; and the hand was pressed more than once, or twice,
or thrice, before he sank to rest and slowly loosed his hold.

In a fortnight's time, he became too ill to move about.
Once or twice, Nicholas drove him out, propped up with
pillows; but the motion of the chaise was painful to him,
and brought on fits of fainting, which, in his weake/.ed state,
were dangerous. There was an old couch in the house,
which was his favourite resting-place by day ; when the sun
shone, and the weather was warm, Nicholas had this wheeled
into a little orchard which was close at hand, and his charge
being well wrapped up and carried out to it, they used to sit

there sometimes for hours together.

It was on one of these occasions that a circumstance took
place, which Nicholas, at the time, thoroughly believed to
be the mere delusion of an imagination affected by disease;

.
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but which he had, afterwards, too good reason to know was
of real and actual occurrence.

He had brought Smike out in his arms—poor fellow! a
child might have carried him then—to see the sunset, and,
having arranged his couch, had taken his seat beside it. He
had been watching the whole of the night before, and being
greatly fatigued both in mind and body, gradually fell asleep.

He could not have closed his eyes five minutes, when he
was awakened by a scream, and starting up in that kind of
terror which affects a person suddenly roused, saw, to his
great astonishment, that his charge had struggled into a
sitting posture, and with eyes almost starting from their
sockets, cold dew standing on his forehead, and in a fit of
trembling which quite convulsed his frame, was calling to
him for help.

" Good Heaven, what is this I
" said Nicholas, bending over

him. " Be calm
;
you have been dreaming."

" No, no, no !
" cried Smike, clinging to him. " Hold me

tight. Don't let me go. There, there ! Behind the tree !

"

Nicholas followed his eyes, which were directed to some
distance behind the chair from which he himself had just
risen. But there was nothing there.

" This is nothing but your fancy," he said, as he strove to
compose him ;

" nothing else indeed."
" I know better. I saw as plain as I see now," was the

answer. " Oh ! say you'll keep me with you. Swear you
won't leave me, for an instant !

"

"Do I ever leave you? " returned Nicholas. " Lie down
again—there ! You see I'm here. Now, tell me ; what was it ?"

" Do you remember," said Smike, in a low voice, and
glancing fearfully round, " do you remember my telling you
of the man who first took me to the school ?

"

" Yes, surely."
" I raised my eyes, just now, towards that tree—that one

with the thick trunk—^and there, with his eyes fixed on me,
he stood I

"

" Only reflect for one moment," said Nicholas ; " granting,
for an instant, that it's likely he is alive and wandering
about a lonely place like this, so far removed from the public

road, do you think that at this distance of time you could
possibly know that man again ?

"

" Anywhere—^in any dress," returned Smike; " but, just
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now, he stood leaning upon his stick and looking at me
exactly as I told you I remembered him. He was dusty
with walkmg, and poorly dn ssed—I think his clothes were
ragged—but directly I saw him, the wet night, his face when
he left me, the parlour I was left in, the people who were
there, all seemed to come back together. When he knew I
saw him, he looked frightened; for he started, and shrank
away. I have thought of him by day, and dreamt of him

kij'^
looked in my sleep, when I was quite a little

child, and has looked in my sleep ever since, as he did iust
now." •'

Nicholas endeavoured, by every persuasion and argument
he could think of, to convince the terrified creature that his
imagination had deceived him, and that this close resemblance
between the creation of his dreams and the man he supposed
he had seen was but a proof of it; but all in vain. When he
could persuade him to remain, for a few moments, in the
care of the people to whom the house belonged, he instituted
a strict inquiry whether any stranger had been seen, and
searched himself behind the tree, and through the orchard
and upon the land immediately adjoining, and in every place
near, where it was possible for a man to lie concealed • but
all m vam. Satisfied that he was nght in his original con-
jecture, he applied himself to . -a the fears of Smike
which, after some time, he pa succeeded in doing'
though not in removing the impr,..sion upon his mind: for
he still declared, again and again, in the most solemn and
fervid manner, that he had positively seen what he had
described, and that nothing could ever remove his conviction
of Its reality.

And now, Nicholas began to see that hope was gone, and
that, upon the partner of his poverty, and the sharer of his
better fortune, the world was clo-' <r fast. There was little
pain, little uneasiness, but there was no rallying, no effort
no struggle for life. He was worn and wasted to th, last
degree; his voice had sunk so low, that he could sca-oe be
heard to speak; Nature was thoroughly exhausted, and he
had lain him down to die.

On a fine mild autumn day, when all was tranquil and at
peace: when the soft sweet air crept in at the open window
of the quiet room, and not a sound was heard but the gentle
rustling of the leaves: Nicholas sat in his old place by the
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bedside, and knew that the time was nearly come. So very

still it W8S, that, every now and then, he bent down his ear

to listen for the breathing of him who lay asleep, as if to

assure himself that life was still there, and that he had not

fallen into that deep slumber from which on earth there is

no waking.

While he was thus employed, the closed eyes opened, and
on the pale face there came a placid smile.

" That's well !
" said Nicholas. " The sleep has done you

good."
" I have had such pleasant dreams," was the answer.

" Such pleasant, happy dreams !

"

" Of what? " said Nicholas.

The dying boy turned towards him, and, putting his arm
about his neck, made answer, " I shall sc ^n be there !

"

After a short silence he spoke again.
" I am not afraid to die," he said, "I am quite contented.

I almost think that if I could rise from this bed quite well

I would not wish to do so, now. You have so often told

me we shall meet again—so very often lately, and now I feel

the truth of that, so strongly—that I can even bear to part

from you."

The trembling voice and tearful eye, and the closer grasp

of the arm which accompanied these latter words, showed

how they filled the speaker's heart; nor were there wanting,

indications of how deeply they had touched the heart of him

to whom they were addressed.
" You say well," returned Nicholas at length, " and com-

fort me very much, dear fellow. Let me hear you say you
are happy, if you can."

" I must tell you something first. I should not have a

secret from you. You will not blame me, at a time like this,

I know."
" / blame you !

" exclaimed Nicholas.
" I am sure you will not. You asked me why I was so

changed, and—and sat so much alone. Shall I tell you
why?"

" Not if it pains you," said Nicholas. " I only asked that

I might make you happier, if I could."
" I know. I felt that, at the time." He drew his friend

closer to him. " You will forgive me; I could not help it;

but though I would have died to make her happy, it broke
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my heart to see—I know he loves her dearly—Oh! who
could find that out, so soon as I !

"

The words which followed were feebly and faintly uttered,
and broken by bng pauses; but, from them, Nicholas learnt
for the first time, that the dying boy, with all the ardour of
a nature concentrated on one absorbing, hopeless, secret
passion, loved his sister Kate.
He had procured a lock of her hair, which hung at his

breast, folded in one or two slight ribbons she had worn.
He prayed that, when he was dead, Nicholas would take it
off, so that no eyes but his might see it, and that when he
was laid m his coffin and about to be placed in the earth,
he would hang it round his neck again, that it might rest
with him in the grave.

Upon his knees Nicholas gave him this pledge, and
promised again that he should rest in the spot he had pointed
out. They embraced, and kissed each other on the cheek

" Now," he murmured, " I am happy."
He fell into a light slumber, and waking smiled as before;

then, spoke of beautiful gardens, which he said stretched out
before him, and were filled with figures of men, women, and
many children, all with light upon their faces; then
whispered that it was Eden—and so died.

CHAPTER LIX
THE PLOTS BEGIN TO FAIL, AND DOUBTS AND DANGERS TO

DISTURB THE PLOTTER

Ralph sat alone, in the solitary room where he was accus-
tomed to take his meals, and to sit of nights when no
profitable occupation called him abroad. Before him was an
untasted breakfast, and near to where his fingers beat rest-
lessly upon the table, lay his watch. It was long past the
time at which, for many years, he had put it in his pocket
and gone with measured steps downstairs to the business of
the day, but he took as little heed of its monotonous warn-
ing, as of the meat and drink before him, and remained with
his head resting on one hand, and his eyes fixed moodily on
the ground.

This departure from his regular and constant habit, in one
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so regular and unvarying in all that appertained to the daily

pursuit of riches, would almost of itself have told that the
usurer was not well. That he laboured under some mental
or bodily indisposition, and that it was one of no slight kind
so to affect a man like him, was sufficiently shown by his

haggard face, jaded air, and hollow languid eyes: which he
raised at last with a start and a hasty glance around him, as

one who suddenly awakes from sleep, and cannot immedi-
ately recognise the place in which he finds himself.

" What is this," he said, " that hangs over me, and I

cannot shake off? I have never pampered myself, and
should not be ill. I have never moped, and pined, and
yielded to fancies; but what can a man do, without rest?

"

He pressed his hand upon his forehead.
" Night after night comes and goes, and I have no rest.

If I sleep, what rest is that which is disturbed by constant

dreams of the same detested faces crowding round me—of

the same detested people, in every variety of action, mingl-

ing with all I say and do, and always to my defeat ? Waking,
what rest have I, constantly haunted by this heavy shadow
of—I know not what—which is its worst character ! I must
have rest. One night's unbroken rest, and I should be a
man again."

Pushing the table from him while he spoke, as though he
loathed the sight of food, he encountered the watch: the

hands of which were almost upon noon.
" This is strange! " he said, " noon, and Noggs not here!

what drunken brawl keeps him away? I would give some-
thing now—something in money even after that dreadful

loss—if he had stabbed a man in a tavern scuffle, or broken
into a house, or picked a pocket, or done anything that

would send him abroad with an iron ring upon his leg, and
rid me of him. Better still, if I could throw temptation in

his way, and lure him on to rob me. He should be welcome
to what he took, so I brought the law upon him; for he is

a traitor, I swear! How, or when, or where I don't know,
though I suspect."

After waiting for another half-hour, he dispatched the

woman who kept his house to Newman's lodging, to inquire

'i he were ill, and why he had not come or sent. She brought
back answer that he had not been home all night, and that no
one could tell her anything about him.
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" But there is a gentleman, sir," she said, " below, who

was standing at the door when I came in, and he says **

" What says he? " demanded Ralph, turning angrily upon
her. " I told you I would see nobody."

^^

" He says," replied the woman, abashed by his harshness,
" that he comes on very particular business which admits of
no excuse; and I thought perhaps it might be about "

" About what, in the devil's name? " said Ralph. " You
spy and speculate on people's business with me, do you? "

" Dear, no, sir ! I saw you were anxious, and thought it

might be about Mr. Noggs; that's aU."
" Saw I was anxious! " muttered Ralph; " they all watch

me, now. Where is this person? You did nut say I was
not down yet, I hope ?

"

The woman replied that he was in the little office, and
that she had said her master was engaged, but she would
take the message.

"Well," said Ralph, "I'll see him. Go you to your
kitchen, and keep there. Do you mind me? "

Glad to be released, the woman quickly disappeared.
Collecting himself, and assuming as much of his accustomed
manner as his utmost resolution could summon, Ralph
descended the stairs. After pausing for a few moments,
with his hand upon the lock, he entered Newman's room, and
confronted Mr. Charles Cheeryble.
Of all men alive, this was one of the last he would have

wished to meet at any time; but, now, that he recognised
in him only the patron and protector of Nicholas, he would
rather have seen a spectre. One beneficial effect, however,
the encounter had upon him. It instantly roused all his
dormant energies; rekindled in his breast the passions that,
for many years, had found an improving home there; called
up all his wrath, hatred, and malice; restored the sneer
to his lip, and the scowl to his brow; and made him again,
in all outward appearance, the same Ralph Nickleby whom
so many had bitter cause to remember.

" Humph !
" said Ralph, pausing at the door. " This is

an unexpected favour, sir."

"And an unwelcome one," said brother Charles; "an
unwelcome one, I know."

" Men say you are truth itself, sir," replied Ralph. " You
speak truth now, at all events, and I'll not contradict you.
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The favour is, at least, as unwelcome as it is unexpected.

I can scarcely say more I

"

" Plainly, sir " began brother Charles.
" Plainly, sir," interrupted Ralph, " I v '

.h this conference

to be a short one, and to end where it begins. I guess the

subject upon which you are about to speak, and I'll not

hear you. You like plainness, I believe; there it is. Here

is the door as you see. Our ways lie in very different

directions. Take yours, I beg of you, and leave me to

pursue mine in quiet."
" In quiet! " repeated brother Charles mildly, and looking

at him with more of pity than reproach. " To pursue his

way in quiet !

"

" You will scarcely remain in my house, I presume, sir,

against my will," said Ralph ;
" or you can scarcely hope to

make an impression upon a man who closes his ears to all

that you can say, and is firmly and resolutely determined

not to hear you."
" Mr, Nicklel^, sir," returned brother Charles: no less

mildly than before, but firmly too, " I come here against my
will, sorely and grievously against my will. I have never

been in this house before; and, to speak my mind, sir, I

don't feel at home or easy in it, and have no wish ever to be

here again. You do not guess the subject on which I come

to speak to you; you do not indeed. I am sure of that, or

your manner would be a very different one."

Ralfh glanced keenly at him, but the clear eye and open

countenance of the honest old merchant underwent no change

<>f expression, and met his look without reserve.

" Shall I go on? " said Mr. Chcuryble.
" Ofe, by all means, if you please," re turned Ralph drily.

" Here tae walls to speak to, sir, a desk, and two stook

:

most attentive auditors, and certain not to interrupt you.

Go on, I beg; mak#^ my house yours, and perhaps by the

time I return from my walk, you will have finished what

you have to say, and wilt /ield me up possession again."

So saying, he buttoned his coat, and turning into the

passage, took down his hat. The old gentleman followed,

and was about to speak, when K/ilph waved him ofif im-

patiently, and said:
" Not a word. I tell you, sir, not a word. Virtuous as

you are, you are not an angel yet, to appear in men's houses
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whether they will or no, and pour your speech into unwilling
cars. Preach to the walls, I tell you ; not to me !

"

"I am no angel. Heaven knows," returned brother
Charles, shaking his head, " but an erring and imperfect
man; nevertheless, there is one quality which all men have,
in commcji with the angels, blessed opportunities of exer-
cising, if they will; mercy. It is an errand of mercy that
brings me here. Pray, let me discharge it."

" I show no mercy," retorted Ralph with a triumphant
smile, " and I ask none. Seek no mercy from me, sir, in
behalf of the fellow who has imposed upon your childish

credulity, but let him expect the worst that I can do."
" He ask mercy at your hands! " exclaimed the old mer-

chant warmly, " ask it at his, sir: ask it at his. If you will

not hear me now, when you may, hear me when you must,
or anticipate what I would say, and take measures to prevent
our ever meeting again. Your nephew is a noble lad, sir, an
honest noble lad. What you are, Mr. Nickleby, I will not say

;

but what you have done, I know. Now, sir, when you go
about the business in which you have been recently engaged,
and find it difficult of pursuing, come to me and my brother
Ned, and Tim Linkinwater, sir, and we'll explain it for you

—

and come soon, or it may be too late, and you may have it

explained with a little more roughness, and a little less

delicacy—and never forget, sir, that I came here this morn-
ing, in mercy to you, and am still ready to talk to you in the
same spirit."

With these words, uttered with great emphasis and
emotion, brother Charles put on his broad-brimmed hat,
and, passing Ralph Nickleby without any other remark,
trotted nimbly into the street. Ralph looked after him,
but neither moved nor spoke for some time : when he broke
what almost seemed the silence of stupefaction, by a scornful

laugh.
" This," he said, " from its wildness, should be another of

those dreams that have so broken my rest of late. In mercy
to me ! Pho ! The old simpleton has gone mad."
Although he expressed himself in this derisive and con-

temptuous manner, it was plain that, the more Ralph
pondered, the more ill at ease he became, and the more he
laboured under some vague anxiety and alarm, which
increased as the time passed on and no tidings of Newman
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Noggs arrived. After waiting until late in the afternoon,
tortured by various apprehensions and misgivings, and the
recollection of the warning which his nephew had given him
when they last met: the further confirmation of which now
presented itself in one shape of probability, now in another,
and haunted him perpetually: he left home, and, scarcely
knowing why, save that he was in a suspicious and agitated
mood, betook himself to Snawley's h(Mise. His wife pre-
sented herself; and, of her, Ralph inquired whether her
husband was at home.

" No," she said sharply, " he is not indeed, and I don't
think he will be at home for a very long time; that's more."

" Do you know who I am? " asked Ralph.
"Oh yes, I know you very well; too well, perhaps, and

perhaps he does too, and sorry am I that I should have
to say it."

"Tell I. that I saw him through the window-blind
above, as I crossed the road just now, and that I would speak
to him on business," said Ralph. " Do you hear? "

" I hear," rejoined Mrs. Snawley, taking no further notice
of the request.

" I knew this woman was a hypocrite, in the way of
psalms and Scripture phrases," said Ralph, passing quietly
by, " but I never knew she drank before."
"Stop! You don't come in here," said Mr. Snawley's

better-half, interposing her person, which was a robust one,
in the doorw^y. " You have said more than enough to him
on business, before now. I always told him what dealing
with you and working out your schemes would come to. It
was either you or the schoolmaster—one of you, or the two
between you—that got the forged letter done; remember
that! That wasn't his doing, so don't lay that at his door."

" Hold your tongue, you Jezebel," said Ralph, looking
fearfully round.

"Ah, I know when to hold my tongue, and when to
speak, Mr. Nickleby," retorted the dame. " Take care that
other people know when to hold their tongues."

" You jade," said Ralph, " if your husband has been idiot
enough to trust you with his secrets, keep them; keep them,
she-devil that you are I

"

" Not so much his secrets as other people's secrets perhaps,"
retorted the woman; " not so much his secrets as yours.
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None of your black looks at me I You'll want 'em all perhapa
for another time. You had better kei p 'em."

" Will you," said Ralph, suppressing his passion as well
as he could, and clutching her tightly by the wrist; " will
you go to your husband and tell him that I know he is at
home, and that I must see him? And will you tell me what
it is that you and he mean, by this new style of behaviour?

"

" No," replied the woman, violently disengaging herself.
" I'll do neither."

" You set me at defiance, do you? " said Ralph.
" Yes," was the answer. " I do."
For an instant Ralph had his hand raised, as thougu he

were about to strike her; but, checking himself, and nodding
his head and muttering as though to assure her he would
not forget this, walked away.

Thence, he went straight to the inn which Mr. Squeers
frequented, and inquired when he had been there last; in the
vague hope that, successful or unsuccessful, he might, by this
time, have returned from his mission, and be able to assure
him that all was safe. But Mr. Squeers had not been there
for ten days, and all that the people could tell about him
was, that he had left his luggage and his bill.

Disturbed by a thousand fears and surmises, and bent
upon ascertaining whether Squeers had any suspicion of
Snawley, or was, in any way, a party to this altered behaviour,
Ralph determined to hazard the extreme step of inquiring
for him at the Lambeth lodging, and having an interview
with him even there. Bent upon this purpose, and in that
mood in which delay is insupportable, he repaired at once to
the place; and being, by description, perfectly acquainted
with the situation of his room, crept upstairs and knocked
gently at the door.

Not one, nor two, nor three, nor yet a dozen knocks,
served to convince Ralph, against his wish, that there was
nobody inside. He reasoned that he might be asleep; and,
listening, almost persuaded himself that he could hear him
breathe. Even when he was satisfied that he could not be
there, he sat patiently on a broken stair and waited ; arguing
that he had gone out upon some slight errand, an J must soon
return.

Many feet came up the creaking stairs; and the step of
some seemed to his listening ear so like that of the man for
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whom he waited, that Ralph often stood an to be nadv t«

«d by him ,0 somron. .>seX„Xm h °£^ "C'LT^on the previous night, he had gone out hastilvTth tw, j!^who had short y afterwards retun.«i fcrTi,. ij ° ™"'

spoken to th«n at the time, nor made ".yZ^^^t^,^
This possessed him with th«» jHm \u^ •"lerwaras.

Slide.ke'; had been appr"h''end'S Jor^th 'TbhS^'^a^:] ttaf

JL^h!^ T' '*'"« ".".'' '"'• " "« "»>«, had teen aoDrl
t™e i Dr^'/"'"'"?" ,"' "^'-K « confederate l7?tewere so, the fact must be known to Gride- and tn TriH. .

-genVa^firstifte?Lrd^nd v"r„„^^^^^^

.^Ud^^'tH 'T ™'* ™ '^»^" »"S'andtX'S
AoTi . ^°°' " u

«"'"« '"™''' "hen a noise atove ithough a window-sash were stealthily raised, caught hiWand looking up he could just discern the fa« of fvJL

V

:^dori^gS-se°^s:„-r£4SS
hT|aiot^t'j'te-^---£'--^^
«jL^u.t?- Xf'ihe^^oidVr^tdrwSir

nusni necned. Go away, go away !
"

Come down," said Ralph, beckoning him.
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" Go a—way I " squeaked Gride, shaking his head in a sort

of ecstasy of impatience. " Don't speak to me, don't knock,
don't call attention to the house, but go away."

" I'll knock, I swear, till I have your neighbours up in
arms," said Ralph, " if you don't tell me what you mean by
lurking there, you whinmg cur."

" I can't hear what you say—don't talk to me—it isn't
safe—go away—go away !

" returned Gride.
" Come down, I say. Will you come down! " said Ralph

fiercely.

" No—o—0—0," snarled Gride. He drew in his head;
and Ralph, left standing in the street, could hear the sash
closed, as gently and carefully as it had been openc<i.

" How is this," said he, " that they all fall from me, and
shun me like the plague, these men who have licked the
dust from my feet! Is my day past, and is this indeed the
coming on of night? I'll know what it means! I will, at
any cost. I am firmer and more myself, just now, than I

have been these many days."
Turnin},' from the door, which, in the first transport of

his rage, he had meditated battering upon, until Gride's
very fears should impel him to open it, he turned his face
towards the city, and working his way steadily through the
crowd which was pouring from it (it was by this time between
five and six o'clock in the afternoon) went straight to the
house of business of the Brothers Cheeryble, and putting his
head into the glass case, found Tim Linkinwater alone.

" My name's Nickleby," said Ralph.
" I know it," replied Tim, surveying him through his

spectacles.

" Which of your firm was it who called on me this morn-
ing? " demanded Ralph.

" Mr. Charles."
" Then, tell Mr. Charles I want to see him."
" You shall see," said Tim, getting off his stool with great

agility, " you shall see, not only Mr. Charles, but Mr. Ned
likewise."

lim stopped, looked steadily and severely at Ralph,
nodded his head once in a curt manner which seemed to say
there was a little more behind, and vanished. After a short
interval, he returned, and, ushering Ralph into the presence
of the two brothers, remained in the room himself.
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'V.V-

"J^V^^ ^ ^^^ ^ y°^' ^*^° 5Po^« to n»e this momine,"
8aid Ralph, pointing out with his finger the man whom he
addressed.

"I have no secrets from my brother Ned, or from Tim
Lmkmwater," observed brother Charles quietly

" I have," said Ralph.
^

" Mr. Nickleby, sir," said brother Ned, " the matter upon
which my brother Charles caUed upon you this momingVis
one which is already perfectly well known to us three, and to
others besides, and must unhappily soon become known to a
great many more. He waited upon you, sir, this morning
alone, as a matter of delicacy and consideration. We feel
now, that further delicacy and consideration would be mis-
placed; and, if we confer together, it must be as we are. or
not at all."

'

^" Well, gentlemen," said Ralph, with a curl of the lip,
talking in riddles would seem to be the peculiar forte of

y^^JZ^'^^^^
I suppose your clerk, like a prudent man, has

studied the art also with a view to your good graces Talk
in company, gentlemen, in God's name. I'll humour

"Humour!" cried Tim Linkinwater, suddenly irrowins
very red m the face. "He'll humour us! He'll humou?
Cheeryble Brothers

! Do you hear that ? Do you hear him ?
D<7 you hear him say he'll humour Cheeryble Brothers? "

Tim," said Charles and Ned together, " pray, Tim, pray
now, don't." ^' >

f J

Tim, taking the hint, stifled his indignation as well as he
could and suffered it to escape through his spectacles, with
the additional safety-valve of a short hysterical laugh now
and then, which seemed to relieve him mightily.

.. TMw 1°^"^^ ^^"^^ ™^ *° * '^*^'" s^'^ Ra'ph, looking round.
1 Ji take one, for I am fatigued with walking. And now

if you please, gentlemen, I wish to know—I demand to know-
1 have the right—what you have to say to me, which justifies
such a tone as you have assumed, and that underhand inter-
ference m my affairs which, I have reason to suppose, you
have been practising. I tell you plainly, gentlemen, that
little as I care for the opinion of the world (as the slang goes),Idon t choose to submit quietly to slander and malice.
Whether you suffer yourselves to be imposed upon, too
easily, or wilfuUy make yourselves parties to it, the result
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to me is the same. In either case, you can't expect from aplam man like myself much consideration or forbearance "
So coolly and deliberately was this said, that nine menout of ten Ignorant 01 the circumstances, would have sud-

posed Ralph to be really an injured man. There he sat, with
folded arms; paler than usual, certainly, and sufficiently
Ul-favoured, but quite collected-far more so, than the
brothers or the exasperated Tim-*nd ready to face out the
worst.

T> "P'^xT^^"'.^''"'" ^^^ ^^^^er Charles. "Very well
Brother Ned, will you ring th^ bell?

" ^

fh^ ^!^'^^\"!^ '^^L ^u"*""^' '*°P °"^ instant," returned
the other "It will be better for Mr. Nickleby ind for our
Object that he should remain silent if he can. till we have
said what we have to say. I wish him to understand that

"
Quite right, quite right," said brother Charles.

Ralph smiled, but made no reply. The bell was rune;
the room-door opened; a man came in, with a halting walk-
ed, looking round, Ralph's eyes met those of Newman'

,f^:- f'^"™ that moment, his heart began to fail him.
Ihis is a good beginning," he said bitterly. " Oh ' this

IS a good begmning You are candid, honest, open-hearted,
fair-deahng men! I always knew the real worth of such

wn w ^^n K- ^°"wl J° ^'"Pe'" with a fellow like this, who
would sell his soul (if he had one) for drink, and whose ^very
word IS a he

!
What men are safe if this is done ? Oh it's a

good begmning!"
**«•»»

" ' Z*"F^?^>'' ^"^<^ Newman, standing on tiptoe to look
over Tims head, who had interposed to prevent him
Hallo you sir-old Nickleby !-what do you mean when you

talk of a fellow like thjs '? Who made me ' a fellow like
this ? If I would sell my soul for drink, why wasn't I a
thief, swindler housebreaker, area sneak, robber of pence out
of the trays of blind men's dogs, rather than your drudge and
packhorse? If my every word was a lie, why wasn't la net
and favourite of yours ? Lie ! When did I ever cringe andfawn to you? Tell me that! I served you faithfully I
did more work, because I was poor, and took more hard
words from you because I despised you and them, than anvman you could have got from the parish workhouse. I did
1 served you because I was proud; because I was a lonelvman with you, and there were no other drudges to see my
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degradation; because nobody knew, better than you, that
I was a ruined man, that I hadn't always been what I am,
and that I might have been better oflF, if I hadn't been a fool
and fallen into the hands of you and others who were knaves.
Do you deny that?"

" Gently," reasoned Tim, " you said you wouldn't."
" I said I wouldn't! " cried Newman, thrusting him aside,

and moving his hand as Tim moved, so as to keep him
at arm's-length. "Don't tell me! Here, you Nickleby!
Don't pretend not to mind me; it won't do; I know better.
You were talking of tampering, just now. Who tampered
with Yorkshire schoolmastefs, and, while they sent the
drudge out that he shouldn't overhear, forgot that such great
caution might render him suspicious, and that he might watch
his master out at nights, and might set other eyes to watch
the schoolmaster? Who tampered with a selfish father,
urging him to sell his daughter to old Arthur Gride, and
tampered with Gride too, and did so in the little office with a
closet in the room ?

"

Ralph had put a great command upon himself; but he
could not have suppressed a slight start, if he had been
certain to be beheaded for it next moment.

" Aha! " cried Newman. " You mind me now, do you?
What first set this fag to be jealous of his master's actions,
and to feel that, if he hadn't crossed him when he might, he
would have been as bad as he, or worse? That master's
cruel treatment of his own flesh and blood, and vile designs
upon a young girl who interested even his broken-down
drunken miserable hack, and made him linger in his service,
in the hope of doing her some good (as, thank God, he had
done others, once or twice before), when he would, otherwise,
have relieved his feelings by pummelling his master soundly'
and then going to the Devil. He would—mark that; and'
mark this—that I'm here now, because these gentlemen
thought it best. When I sought them out (as I did; there
was no tampering with me), I told them I wanted help to
find you out, to trace you down, to go through with what I
had begun, to help the right; and that when I had done it,

I'd burst into your room and tell you all, face to face, man to
man, and like a man. Now I've said my say, and let any-
body else say theirs, and fire away !

"

With this concluding sentiment, Newman Noggs, who had
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been perpetually sitting down and getting up again aUthrough his speech, which he had deUvefed inl seriesIf jerfa-and wao was, from the violent exercise and the excitementcombmed, m a state of most intense and fiery heat : became
without passmg through any intermediate stage/ stiff, up-'nght and motionless, and so remained, staring at Raloh
Nickleby with all his might and main.

^ ^
Ralph looked at him, for an instant, and for an instant

only; then waved his hand, and beating the ground with
his foot, said m a choking voice:

^

"Go on, gentlemen, go on! I'm patient, you see. There's

for this. Take care what you say; I shall make you prove

"The proof is ready," returned brother Charles, "quite

^?Jss?onT
""*" ^^^^^'^' ^* "^^*' "^«*^ *

"IIT'^T^
'the man Snawley

' be," returned Ralph,

affdfs?"^'
"**^ 'confession' have to do with my

To this inquiry, put with a dogged inflexibility of manner
the old gentleman returned no answer, but went on to say'that to show him how much they were in earnest, it would be
necessaiy to tell him, not only what accusations were madeagamst him but what proof of them they had, and how thatproof had been acquired. This laying open of the whole
question, brought up brother Ned, tL Linkinwaterra^dNewman Noggs, all three at once; who, after a vast deal of
talking together, and a scene of great confusion, laid before
Kaiph, m distmct terms, the following statement
That, Newman having been solemnly assured by one notthen producible that Smike was not the son of Snawley and

this person having offered to make oath to that effect if
necessajy, they had by this communication been first led todoubt the claim set up, which they would otherwise have
seen no reason to dispute; supported as it was by evidence
which they had no power of disproving. That, once sus-pectmg the existence of a conspiracy, they had no difficulty
in tracing back its origin to the malice of Ralph, and the
ymdictiveness and avarice of Squeers. That, suspicion and
proof bemg two very different things, they had been advisedby a lawyer, emment for his sagacity and acuteness in such
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practice, to resist the proceedings taken on the other side for
the recovery of the youth, as slowly and artfully as possible,
and meanwhile to beset Snawley (with whom it was clear
the main falsehood must rest); to lead him, if possible, into
contradictory and conflicting statements; to harass him by
all available means; and so to practise on his fears, and
regard for his own safety, as to induce him to divulge the
whole scheme, and to give up his employer and whomsoever
else he could implicate. That, all this had been skilfully
done; but that Snawley, who was well practised in the arts
of low cunning and intrigue, had successfully baffled all their
attempts, until an unexpected circumstance had brought
him, last night, upon his knees.

It thus arose. When Newman Noggs reported that
Squeers was again in town, and that an interview of such
secrecy had taken place between him and Ralph that he had
been sent out of the house, plainly lest he should overhear
a word, a watch was set upon the schoolmaster, in the hope
that something might be discovered which would throw
some light up* ? the suspected plot. It being found, how-
ever, that he held no further communication with Ralph,
nor any with Snawley, and lived quite alone, they were
completely at fault; the watch was withdrawn, and they
would have observed his motions no longer, if it had not
happened that, one night, Newman stumbled unobserved on
him and Ralph in the street t(^ether. Following them, he
discovered, to his surprise, that they repaired to various low
lodging-houses, and taverns kept by broken gamblers, to
more than one of whom Ralph was known, and that they
were in pursuit—so he found by inquiries when they had left

—of an old woman, whose description exactly tallied with
that of deaf Mrs. Sliderskew. Affairs now appearing to
assume a more serious complexion, the watch was renewed
with increased vigilance; an officer was procured, who took
up his abode in the same tavern with Squeers; and by him
and Frank Cheeryble, the footsteps of the unconscious
schoohnaster were dogged, until he was safely housed in the
lodging at Lambeth. Mr. Squeers having shifted his lodging,
the officer shifted his, and lying concealed in the same street,
and, indeed, in the opposite house, soon found that Mr.
Squeers and Mrs. Sliderskew were in constant communica-
tion.
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In this state of things, Arthur Gride was appealed to.

The robbery, partly owing to the inquisitiveness of the
neighbours, and partly to his own grief and rage, had, long
ago, become known; but he positively refused to give his
sanction or yield any assistance to the old woman's capture,
and was seized with such a panic at the id^a of being called'
upon to give evidence against her, that he shut himself up
close, in his house, and refused to hold communication with
anybody. Upon this, the pursuers took counsel together,
and, coming so near the truth as to arrive at the conclusion
that Gride and Ralph, with Squeers for their instrument,
were negotiating for the recovery of some of the stolen
papere which would not bear the light, and might possibly
explam the hints relative to Madeline which Newman had
overheard, resolved that Mrs. Sliderskew should be taken
into custody before she had parted with them; and Squeers
too, if anything suspicious could be attached to him. Ac-
cordingly, a search-warrant being procured, and all prepared,
Mr. Squeer's window was watched, until his light was put
out, and the time arrived when, as had been previously

• ascertained, he usually visited Mrs. Sliderskew. This done,
Frank Cheeryble and Newman stole upstairs to listen to'

their discourse, and to give the signal to the officer at the
most favourable time. At what an opportune moment they
arrived, how they listened, and what they heard, is already
kno\yn to the reader. Mr. Squeers, still' half stunned, was
hurried off with a stolen deed in his possession, and Mrs.
Sliderskew was apprehended likewise. The information
bemg promptly carried to Snawley that Squeers was in cus-
tody—he was not told for what—that worthy, first extorting
a promise that he should be kept harmless, declared the
whole tale concerning Smike to be a fiction and forgery,
and implicated Ralph Nickleby to the fullest extent. As to*

Mr. Squeers, he had, that morning, undergone a private
examination before a magistrate: and, being unable to ac-
count satisfactorily for his possession of the deed or his
companionship with Mrs. Sliderskew, had been, with her
remanded for a week.

'

All these discoveries were now related to Ralph, circum-
stantially, and in detail. Whatever impression they secretly
produced, he suffered no sign of emotion to escape him, but
i.at perfectly still, not raising his frowning eyes from the
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ground, and covering his mouth with his hand. When the
narrative was concluded, he raised his head hastily, as if
about to speak, but on brother Charles resuming, fell into
his old attitude again.

"I told you this morning," said the old gentleman, laying
his hand upon his brother's shoulder, " that I came to you in
mercy. How far you may be implicated in this last trans-
action, or how far the person who is now in custody may
cnmmate you, you best know. But, justice must take its
course agamst the parties implicated in the plot against this
poor, unoflFending, injured lad. It is not in my power, orm the power of my brother Ned, to save you from the con-
sequences. The utmost we can do, is, to warn you in time,
and to give you an opportunity of escaping them. We
would not have an old man like you disgraced and punished
by your near relation; nor would we have him forget, like
you, all ties of blood and nature. We entreat you—brother
Ned, you join me, I know, in this entreaty, and so, Tim
Lmkmwater, do you, although you pretend to be an obsti-
nate dog, sir, and sit there frowning as if you didn't—we
entreat you to retire from London, to take shelter in some
place where you will be safe from the consequences of these
wicked designs, and where you may have time, sir, to atone
for them, and to become a better man."

" And do you think," returned Ralph, rising, " and do you
think, you will so easily crush me 9 Do you think that a
hundred well-arranged plans, or a hundred suborned wit-
nesses, or a hundred false curs at my heels, or a hundred
canting speeches full of oily words, will move me? I thank
you for disclosing your schemes, which I am now prepared
for. You have not the man to deal with that you think;
try me

!
and remember that I spit upon your fair words and

false dealings, and dare you—provoke you—taunt you—to
do to me the very worst you can !

"

Thus they parted, for that time: but the worst had not
come yet.
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CHAPTER LX
THE DANGERS THICKEN, AND THE WORST IS TOLD

Instead of going home, Ralph threw himself into the first
street cabriolet he could find, and, directing the driver
towards the police-office of the district in which Mr. Squeers's
misfortunes had occurred, alighted at a short distance from
It, and, discharging the man, went the rest of his way thither
on foot. Inquirmg for the object of his solicitude, he learnt
that he had tuned his visit well; for Mr. Squeers was, in
fact, at that moment waiting for a hackney-coach he had
ordered, and m which he purposed proceeding to his week's
retirement, like a gentleman.
Demanding speech with the prisoner, he was ushered into

a kmd of waitmg-room m which, by reason of his scholastic
profession and superior respectability, Mr. Squeers had been
pemiitted to pass the day. Here, by the light of a guttering
and blackened candle, he could barely discern the school-
master, fast asleep on a bench in a remote comer. An
emptv glass stood on a table before aim, which, with his
somnolent condition and a very strong smeU of brandy and
water, forewarned the visitor that Mr. Squeers had been
seekmg, in creature comforts, a temporary forgetfuhiess of
his unpleasant situation.

It was not a very easy matter to rouse him: so lethargic
and heavy were his slumbers. Regaining his faculties by
slow andfamt glmimerings, he at length sat upright; and
displaymg a very yellow face, a very red rose, and a very
bristly beard: the joint effect of which was considerably
heightened by a dirty white handkerchief, spotted with blood
drawn over the crown of his head and tied under his chin-
stared ruefully at Ralph in silence, until his feelings found
a vent m this pithy sentence:

" I say, young fellow, you've been and done it now: you
have I

"^

Why, your man, your informing kidnapping man, has
been and broke it," rejoined Squeers sulkily; " that's what's
the matter with it. You've come at last, have you ? "

"Why have you not sent to me? " said Ralph. " How
could I come till I knew what had befallen you? "
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"My family I" hicaipped Mr, Squeers, raising his eye to
the ceiling; "my daughter, as is at that age when all the
sensibilities is a coming out strong in blow—my son a« is
the young Norval of private life, and the pride and ornament
of a doting willage—here's a shock for my family ! The coat
of arms of the Squeerses is tore, and their sun is gone down
mto the ocean wave !

"

" You have been drinking," said Ralph, " and have not
yet slept yourself sober."
"I haven't been drinking your health, my codger," replied

Mr. Squeers; " so you have nothing to do with that."
Ralph suppressed the indignation which the schoolmaster's

altered and insolent manner awakened, and asked again why
he had not sent to him.

u ^' ^*,' ^^^^^^ ^ S^* ^y sending to you ? " returned Squeers.
To be known to be m with

, m wouldn't do me a deal of
good, and they won't take bail till they know something
more of the case, so here am I hard and fast: and there are
you, loose and comfortable."

" And so must you be, in a few days," retorted Ralph, with
affected good-humour. " They can't hurt you, man."

Why, I suppose they can't do much to me, if I explain
how It was that I got into the good company of that there
ca-daverous old Slider," replied Squeers viciously, " who I
wish was dead and buried, and resurrected and dissected,
and hung upon wires in a anatomical museum, before ever
I d had anything to do with her. This is what him with
the powdered head says this morning, in so many words:
* Prisoner! As you have been found in company with this
woman

;
as you were detected in possession of this document-

as you were engaged with her in fraudulently destroying
others, and can give no satisfactory account of yourself;
I shall remand you for a week, in order that inquiries may
be made, and evidence got. And meanwhile I can't take
any bail for your appearance.' Well then, what I say now,
IS, that I can give a satisfactory account of myself; I can
hand in the card of my establishment and say, ' i am the
Wackford Squeers as is therein named, sir. I am the man
as IS guaranteed, by unimpeachable references, to be a
out-and-outer in morals and uprightness of principle.
Whatever is wrong in this business is no fault of mine.
I had no evil design in it, sir. I was not aware that anything
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was wrong. I was merely employed by a friend, my friend
Mr. Ralph Nickleby, of Golden Square. Send for him, sir,
and ask him what he has to say; he's the man; not me!"

" What document was it that you had? " asked Ralph,
evading, for the moment, the point just raised.

^^

" What document ? Why, the document," replied Squeers.
" The Madeline what's-her-name one. It was a will; that's
what it was."

" Of what nature, whose will, when dated, how benefiting
her, to what extent? " asked Ralph hurriedly.

^^
"A will in her favour; that's all I know," rejoined Squeers,

" and that's more than you'd have known, if you'd had them
bellows on your head. It's all owing to your precious caution
that they got hold of it. If you had let me bum it, and
taken my word that it was gone, it would have been a heap
of ashes behind the fire, instead of being whole and sound,
inside of my "reat-coat."

" Beaten ul every point! " muttered Ralph.
"Ah!" sighed Squeers, who, between the brandy-and-

water and his broken head, wandered strangely, " at the
delightful village of Dotheboys near Greta Bridge in York-
shire, youth are boarded, clothed, booked, washed, furnished
with pocket-money, provided with all necessaries, instructed
in all languages living and dead, mathematics, orthography,
geometry, astronomy, trigonometry—this is a altered state
of trigonomics, this is! A double 1—all, everything—

a

cobbler's weapon. U-p-up, adjective, not down. S-q-u-
double e-r-s-Squeers, noun substantive, a educator of youth.
Total, all up with Squeers !

"

His running on, in this way, had aflForded Ralph an
opportunity of recovering his presence of mind, which at
once suggested to him the necessity of removing, as far as
possible, the schoolmaster's misgivings, and leading him to
believe that his safety and best policy lay in the preservation
of a rigid silence.

" I tell you, once again," he said, " they can't hurt you.
You shall have an action for false imprisonment, and make
a profit of this, yet. We will devise a story for you that
should carry you through twenty times such a rivial scrape
as this; and if they want security in a thousand pounds for
your reappearance in case you should be called upon, you
shall have it. All you have to do, is, to keep back the truth.
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You're a little fuddled to-night, and may not be able to see
this as clearly as you would at another time; but this is

what you must do, and you'll need all your senses about
you; for a slip might be awkward."

" Oh! " said Squeers, who had looked cunningly at him,
with his head stuck on one side, like an old raven. " That's
what I'm to do, is it? Now then, just you hear a word or
two from me. I an't a going to have any stories made for
me, and I an't a going to stick to any. If i find matters
going again me, I shall expect you to take your share, and
I'll take care you do. You never said anything about danger.
I never bargained for being brought into such a plight as
this, and I don't mean to take it as quiet as you think.
I let you lead me on, from one thing to another, because we
had been mixed up together in a certain sort of a way, and
if you had liked to be ill-natured you might perhaps have
hurt the business, and if you liked to be good-natured you
might throw a good deal in my way. Well; if all goes
right now, that's quite correct, and I don't mind it; but
if anything goes wrong, then, times are altered, and I shall

just say and do whatever I think may serve me most, and
take advice from nobody. My moral influence with them
lads," added Mr. Squeers, with deeper gravity, " is a tottering
to its basis. The images of Mrs. Squeers, my daughter, and
my son Wackford, all short of vittles, is perpetually before
me; every other consideration melts away and vanishes,
in front of these; the only number in all arithmetic that
I know of, as a husband and a father, is number one, under
this here most fatal go !

"

How long Mr. Squeers might have declaimed, or how
stormy a discussion his declamation might have led to,

nobody knows. Being interrupted at this p>oint, by the
arrival of the coach and an attendant who was to bear him
company, he perched his hat with great dignity on the top
of the handkerchief that bound his head ; and, thrusting one
hand in his pocket, and taking he attendant's arm with the
other, suflFered himself to be led forth.

"As I supposed from his not sending! " thought Ralph.
"This fellow, I plainly see through all his tipsy fooling,

has made up his mind to turn upon me. I am so beset and
hemmed in, that they are, not only all struck with fear, but,
like the beasts in the fable, have their fling at me now.
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though time was, and no longer ago than ytsterdaj too,
when they were all civility and compliance. But they shall
not move me. I'll not give way. I will not budge ooe
inch

!

"

He went home, and was glad to find his housekeeper
complaining of illness that he might have an excuse for being
alone and sending her away to where she lived: which was
hard by. Then, he sat down by the light of a single candle,
and began to think, for the first time, on all that had taken
place that day.

He had neither eaten nor drunk since last night, and, in
addition to the anxiety of mind he had undergone, had been
travelling about, from place to place almost incessantly, for
many hours. He felt sick and exhausted, but could taste
nothing save a glass of water, and continued to sit with his
head upon his hand; not resting or thinking, but laboriously
trying to do both, and feeling that every sense but one of
weariness and desolation, was for the time benumbed.

It was nearly ten o'clock when he heard a knocking at the
door, and still sat quiet as before, as if he could not even
bring his thoughts to bear upon that. It had . en often
repeated, and he had, several times, heard a voic?" outside,
saying there was a light in the window (meaning, as he
knew, his own candle), before he could rouse himself and go
downstairs.

" Mr. Nickleby, there is terrible news for you, and I am
sent to beg you will come with me directly," said a voice he
seemed to recognise. He held his hand above his eyes, and,
looking out, saw Tim Linkinwater on the steps.

" Come where? " demanded Ralph.
" To our house, where you came this morning. I have

a coach here."
" Why should I come there? " said Ralph.
" Don't ask me why, but pray come with me."
" Another edition of to-day! " returned Ralph, making as

though he would shut the door.

"No, no!" cried Tim, catching him by the arm and
speaking most earnestly: "it is only that you may hear
something that has occurred: something very dreadful,
Mr. Nickleby, which concerns you nearly. Do you think
I vould tell you so, or come to you like this if it were not
thrcase?"
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i;

1
' oL^'tinacy and dislike

!'v appeal from such a
but now, after a
fl for his hat, and
kinw '"•'--d.

'''
., that as

ipose, he saw
-' set down upon

f^ an. He well

Ralph looked at him more closely. Seeing that he waiindeed greatly exated, he faltered. ... i could not tell whattosay or tnink.

«.i!i^Tl**«
^^^' ^^ **"•*' "**^' ^^''" *' "»y ot»»« time,"

laid Tim, It may have some in fl- Mice with you. ForHeaven's lake come!" '

Perhaps, at another time, Ra'
would have been proof again;
quarter, however emphatically ;

moment's hesitation, he went in i

returning, got into the coach witii-. .
.

,

.

Tim well remembered afterwarV- an..
Ralph Nickleby went into the hf-- •

''>r

him, by the light of the candle wh cli hi
a chair, reel and stagger like a drunl , .tn. ne wen
remembered, too that when he .ad placer! ,is foot upon
the coach-steps, he turned round and looked upon him with
a face so ashy pale and so very wild and vacant that it madehim shudder and for the moment almost afraid to follow
People were fond of saying that he had some dark presenti-ment upon him then, but his emotion might, perhaps with
greater show of reason, be referred to what'hrffinder
gone that day.
A profound silence was observed during the ride. Arrived

at their place of destination, Ralph followed his conductormto the house, and into a room where the two brothers
were. He was so astounded, not to say awed, by something
of a mute compassion for himself which was visible in theirmanner and in that of the old clerk, that he could scarcely

Having taken a seat, however, he contrived to say, though
in broken words, " What-what have you to sav to me-more than has been said already.? "

The room was old and large, very imperfectly lighted, and
terrnmated m a bay wmdow: about which, hung some heaw
drapery. Castmg his eyes in this direction, as he spoke hethought he made out the dusky figure of a man. He Was
confirmed m this impression by seeing that the object niov^d
as if uneasy under his scrutiny.

" '

" Who's that yonder? " he said.
"One who has conveyed to us, within these two hours,

the intelligence which caused our sending to you "
replied
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brother Charles. "Let him be, sir, let him be for the
present.

•• More riddles I
" said Ralph, faintly. " Well, sir?

"
In turning his face towards the brothers he was obliged to

avert it from the window; but, before either of them could
speak, he had lo^iked round again. It was evident that hewas rendered restless and uncomfortable bv the pr<'s«nce ofthe unseen person; for he repeated this action several times
and at ength, as if in a nervous state which rendered him'
positjv. ly unable to turn away from the place, sat so as tohave It opposite him, muttering as an excuse that he could
not bear the hght.

The brothers conferred apart for a short time: their
manner showing that they were agitated. Ralph glanced
at them, twice or thrice, and ultimately said, with a great
effort to recover his self-possession, "Now, what is this?
11 1 am brought from home at this time of night, let it be
for something. What have you got to tell me? " After a
short pause, he added, " Is my niece dead? "

He had struck u{)on a key hich rendered the task of
commencement an easier one. IBrother Charles turned and
said that it was a death of which they had to tell him, but
that his niece was well.

K •'.X°"
don't mean t- tell me," said Ralph, as his eyes

brightened, that her brother's dead. No, that's too good
I d not believe it, if you told me so. It would be too welcome
news to be true."

" Shame on you, you hardened and unnatural man," cried
the other brother, warmly; " prepare yourself for intelligenc

-.which, if you have any human feeling in vour breast will
make even you shrink and tremble. What if we tell vou
that a poor unfortunate boy; a child in ever\'thing but never
having known one of those tender endearments, or one of
those lightsome hours which make our childhood a time to
be remembered like a happy dream through all our .fter
hfe: a warm-hearted, harmless, affectionate creature, wno
never offended you, or did you wrong, but on whom you
have vented the malice and hatred you have conceived ior
yournephew, and whom you have made an instrument for
wreaking your bad passions upon him: what if we tell yo
that, sinking under your persecution, sir, and the misery ana
ill-usa^e of a life short in years but long in suffering this
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poor creature has gone to tell his sad tale where, for yoiu
part in it, you must surely answer? "

"If you teU me," said Ralph; " if you teU me that he is
dead, I forgive you all eke. If you tell me that he is dead,
I am in your debt and bound to you for life. He is! I
see it in your faces. Who triumphs now? Is this your
dreadful news; this your terrible intelligence ? You see how
It moves me. You did well to send. I would have travelled
a hundred mUes a-foot, through mud, mire, and darkness, to
hear this news just at this time."
Even then, moved as he was by this savage joy, Ralph

could see in the faces of the two brothers, mingling with
their look of disgust and horror, something of that indefinable
compassion for himself which he had noticed before.
"And he brought you the intelligence, did he?" said

Ralph, pointing with his finger towards the recess akeady
mentioned; " and sat there, no doubt, to see me prostrated
wid overwhelmed by it! Ha, ha, ha I But I tell him that
111 be a sharp thorn in his side for many a long day to come;
and I teU you two, again, that you don't know him yet,-
and that you'll rue the day you took compassion on the
vagabond."

^^

" You take me for your nephew," said a hoUow voice;
It would be better for you and for me too, if I were he

indeed,"

The figure that he had seen so dimly, rose, and came
slowly down. He started back, for he found that he con-
fronted—not Nicholas, as he had supposed, but Brooker.
Ralph had no reason, that he knew, to fear this man; he

had never feared him before; but the pallor which had been
observed in his face, when he issued forth that night, came
upon him again. He was seen to tremble, and his voice
changed as he said, keeping his eyes upon him,
"What does this fellow here? Do you know he is a

convict, a felon, a common thief!
"

" Hear what he has to teU you. Oh, Mr. Nickleby, hear
what he has to tell you, be he what he may ! " cried the
brothers, with such emphatic earnestness, that Ralph turned
to them in wonder. They pointed to Brooker. Ralph again
gazed at him: as it seemed mechanically.

" That boy," said the man, " that these gentlemen have
been talking of

"
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!.' S?* ^'" ^^P^^^^^ RaJph, looking vacantly at him.
Whom I saw, stretched dead and cold upon his bed, and

who is now m his grave "

" W*^o is now in his grave," echoed Ralph, like one who
talks m his sleep.

The man raised his eyes, and clasped his hands solemnly
together: ^

" ——Was your only son, so help me God in heaven I

"
In the midst of a dead silence, Ralph sat down, pressing

his two hands upon his temples. He removed them, after
a minute, and never was there seen, part of a living man
undisfigured by any wound, such a ghastly face as he then
disclosed. He looked at Brooker, who was by this time
standing at a short distance from him; but did not say one
word, or make the slightest sound or gesture.

" Gentlemen," said the man, " I offer no excuses for myself
1 am long past that. If, in telling you how this has happened
1 tell you that I was harshly used and perhaps driven out
of my real nature, I do it, only as a necessary part of my
story, and not to shield myself. I am a guilty man."
He stopped as if to recollect, and looking away from

Ralph and addressing himself to the brothers, proceeded in
a subdued and humble tone:
"Among those who once had dealings with this man

gentlemen—that's from twenty to five-and-twenty yearsago—there was one: a rough fox-hunting, hard-drinking
gentleman, who had run through his own fortune, and
wanted to squander away that of his sister; they were both
orphans and she lived with him and managed his house
1 don t know whether it was, originally, to back his influence
and try to over-persuade the young woman or not, but he "
pointing to Ralph, "used to go down to the house in
Leicestershire pretty often, and stop there many days at
a time. They had had a great many dealings together, and
he may have gone, on some of those, or to patch up his
chents affairs, which were in a ruinous state; of course
he went for profit. The gentlewoman .vas not a girl but
she was, I have heard say, handsome, and entitled to a pretty
large property. In course of time, he married her. The
same love of gain which led him to contract this marriage
led to its being kept strictly private; for a clause in her
fathers will declared that Ji she married without her
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brother's consent, the property, in which she had only
some life interest while she remained single, should pass
away altogether to another branch of the family. The
brother would give no consent that the sister didn't buy, and
pay for handsomely; Mr. Nickleby would consent to no such
sacrifice; and so, they went on, keeping their marriage
secret, and waiting for the brother to break his neck or die
of a fever. He did neither, and meanwhile the result of this
private marriage was a son. The child was put out to nurse,
a long way off; his mother never saw him but once or twice
and then by stealth; and his father—so eagerly did he thirst
after the money which seemed to come almost within his
grasp now, for his brother-in-law was very ill, and breaking
more and more every day—never went noar him, to avoid
raising suspicion. The brother lingered on; Mr. Nickleby 's

wife constantly urged him to avow their marriage; he
peremptorily refused. She remained alone in a dull country
house: seeing iittle or no company but riotous, drunken
sportsmen. He lived in London and clung to his business.
Angry quarrels and recriminations took place, and when
they had been married nearly seven years, and were within
a few weeks of the time when the brother's death would
have adjusted all, she eloped with a younger man, and left

him."
Here, he paused, but Ralph did not stir, and the brothers

signed to him to proceed.
" It was then, that I became acquainted with these circum-

stances from his own lips. They were no secrets tlien; for
the brother, and others, knew theiu; but they were communi-
cated to me, not on this account, but because I was wanted.
He followed the fugitives. Some said, to make money of his

wife's shame, but, I believe, to take some violent revenge,
for that was as much his character as the other; perhaps
more. He didn't find them, and she died not long after.

I don't know whether he began to think he might like the
child, or whether he wished to make sure that it should
never fall into its mother's hands; but before he went, he
entrusted me with the charge of bringing it home. And
I did so."

He went on, from this point, in a still more humble tone,
and spoke in a very low voice; pointing to Ralph as he
resumed.
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1

" He had used me Ul-crueUy—I reminded him in what.
not loijg ago when I met him in the street—and I hated
him. I brought the child home to his own house and lodgedhim m the front garret. Neglect had made him very sicUy.
and I was obliged to caU in a doctor, who said he must
be removed for change of air, or he would die. I think that
iSrst put it m my head. I did it then. He was gone s?x
weeks, and when he came back, I told him-with every
circumstance well planned and proved; nobody could have
suspected me-that the child was dead and buried. Hemight have been disappointed m some intention he had
formed, or he might have had some natural affection, but hevas gneved at that, and I was confirmed m my design ofopenmg up the secret one day, and making it a means of
getting nioney from hun. I had heard, like most other men,

ni.^^i
q'^ '''^°°^^'

, ] ^^ *^' ^^"^ ^ °"e kept by a mannamed Squeers and left it there. I gave him the name of
bmike. Year by year, I paid twenty pounds a-year for him
for SIX years: never breathing the secret all the time: for Ihad left his father's service after more hard usage, and
quarrelled with him again. I was sent away from thislountrv
I have been away, nearly eight years. Diiectly I came home
agam, I travelled down mto Yorkshire, and, skulking in the
village of an evening time, made inquiries about the boys at
the school, and found that this one, whom I had placed
there, had run away with a young man bearing the name of
his own father. I sought his father out in London, andhmtmg at what I could tell him, tried for a litUe money
to support me; but he repulsed me with threats. I then
found out his clerk, and, going on from little to little, and
showing him that there were good reasons for commuiicat-

?hT J!;^ l^'T
"^^^^ "^^^ ^"'"S o"' and it was I who

told him that the boy was no son of the man who claimed to
be his father. All this time I had never seen the boy. At
length, 1 heard from this same source that he was very illand where he was. I travelled down there, that I might
recall myself, if possible, to his recollection and confirm my
Story. I came upon him unexpectedly; but before I could

fK?r ^^^^"^
"J^ C^^

^^"^ «°°d ^"^« to remember me, poor
^dl) and 1 would have sworn to him if I had met him in

IkmJ" !!* ^ ^f
^"^ 5^^ P'*^°"' ^»«^e I ^ad seen in the little

Child. After a few days indecision, I applied to the young
ac
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gentleman in whose care he was, and I found that he was
dead. He knows how quickly he reco^ised me again, how
often he had described me and my leavmg him at the school,
and how he told han of a garret he recollected : which is the
one I have spoken of, and in his father's house to this day.
This is my storj'. I demand to be brought face to face with
the schoolmaster, and put to any possible proof of any part
of it, and I will show that it's too true, and that I have this
guilt upon my soul."
" Unhappy man 1 " said the brothers. " What reparation

can you make for this ?
"

"None, gentlemen, none! I have none to make, and
nothing to hope now. I am old in years, and older still in
misery and care. This confession can bring nothing upon
me but new suffering and punishment; but I make it, and
will abide by it whatever comes. I have been made the
instrument of working out this drciu^ful retribution upon the
head of a man who, in the hot pursuit of his bad ends,
has persecuted and hunted down his own child to death It
must descend upon me too. I know it must fall. My
reparation comes too late; and, neither in this world nor
in the next, can I have hope again !

"

He had hardly spoken, when the lamp which stood upon
the table close to where Ralph was seated, and which was
the only one in the room, was thrown to the ground, and
left them in darkness. There was some trifling confusion m
obtaining another light; the interval was a mere nothing;
but when the light appeared, Ralph NickJeby was gone.
The good brothers and Tim Linkinwater occupied some

time in discussing the probability of his return; and, when
it became apparent that he would not come back, they
hesitated whether or no to send after him. At length,
remembering how strangely and silently he had sat in one
immovable position during the interview, and thinking he
might possibly be ill, they determined, although it was now
very late, to send to his house on some pretence. Finding
an excuse in the presence of Brooker, whom they knew not
how to dispose of without consulting his wishes, they con-
cluded to act upon this resolution before going to bed.
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CHAPTER LXI
WHEREfN NICHOLAS AND HIS SISTEU FDRTOT Tl« GOOD

OPINION OF ALL WORLDLY AND PRUDINT PEOPLE

2^^'^ m"1'''.
™°™"^ ^^^ Brookcr's disclosure had been

fnw ;k °K^ '?"?*5 .*'°™*- '^^'^ »««^'n« between himand hose whom he had left there, was not tithout stro^

his letters of what had occurred; and, besides that his «mefswere theire they mourned with him the death of one whose
forlorn and helpless state had first established a claim uZ
their compassion, and whose truth of heart and ffrateful
earnest nature had, every day, endeared him to them moreand more.
"I am sure," said Mrs. Nickleby, wiping her eyes and

^6 2.tT''.'
"^ ''^'' '''' theV the most'TeiCs,

and most attentive creature, that has ever been a companion
to me in my life-puttmg you, my dear Nicholas, and Kate,and your poor papa, and that well-behaved nurse who ranaway with the linen and the twelve small forks, out of the

?Jtl I?!!'
°^

^^''l\ PI ?" **^^ ^'»^^ble, equal-tempered,
attached, and faithful beings that ever lived, I believe he

Ztl.%T' '°- 1° ^°°.^ '^""^ "P^" ^be garden, now,

2f t^'fin^H !?
™"'^ P"''? •"' ^\!'^ «° '"to his room and

see It filled with so many of those little contrivances for our

^? c rS.f ^l ""^u
^^'"^'^ ""^ •''^^'"S' ^"d "^ade so well,and so little thought he would leave unfinished-I can't

bear it, I cannot really. Ah! This is a great trial to mea great tnal. It will be a comfort to you, my dear Nicholas!
to the end of your life, to recollect how kind and good vou

!l^T .T^ ^ ^""^^ '^ '''" ^ to ™«' to think what
excellent terms we were always upon and how fond he always
was of me, poor fellow! It was very natural you should
have been attached to him, my dear—very-and of course
you were, and are very much cut up by this. I am sure
It s only necessary to look at you, and see hew changed youare to see that; but nobody knows what my feelinra arV-nobody can—it's quite impossible!

"

While Mrs. Nickleby, with the utmost sincerity, gave vent
to her sorrows after her own peculiar fashion of considering
herself foremost, she was not the only one who indulged such



8o4 Nicholas Nickleby

feelings. Kate, although well accustomed to forget herself
when others were to be considered, could not repress her
grief; Madeline was scarcely less moved than she; and
poor, hearty, honest, little Miss La Creevy, who had come
upon one of her visits while Nicholas was away, and had
done nothing, since the sad news arrived, but console and
cheer them all, no sooner beheld him coming in at the door,
than she sat herself down upon the stairs, and bursting into
a flood of tears refused for a long time to be comforted.

" It hurts me so," cried the poor body, " to see him come
back alone. I can't help thinking what he must have suffered
himself. I wouldn't mind so much if he gave way a little

more; but he bears it so manfully."
" Why, so I should," said Nicholas, " should I not? »
" Yes, yes," replied the little woman, " and bless you for

a good creature I but this does seem at first to a simple soul
like me—I know it's wrong to say so, and I shall be sorry
for it presently—this does seem such a poor reward for all

you have done."
" Nay," said Nicholas gently, " what better reward could

I have, than the knowledge that his last days were peaceful
and happy, and the recollection that I was his constant com-
panion, and was not prevented, as I might have been by a
hundred circumstances, from being beside him? "

" To be sure," sobbed Miss La Creevy; " it's very true,
and I'm an ungrateful, impious, wicked little fool, I know."
With that, the good soul fell to crying afresh, and, en-

deavouring to recover herself, tried to laugh. The laugh
and the cry meeting each other thus abruptly, had a struggle
for the mastery; the result was, that it was a drawn battle,
and Miss La Creevy went into hysterics.

^Vaiting until they were all tolerably quiet and composed
again, Nicholas, who stood in need of some rest after his
long journey, retired to his own room, and throwing himself,
dressed as he was, upon the bed, fell into a sound sleep.
When he awoke, he found Kate sitting by his bed-side, who,
seeing that he had opened his eyes, stooped down to kiss him.

" I caiiic to tell you how glad I am to see you home again."
" But I can't tell you how glad I am to see you, Kate."
" We have been wearying so, for your return," said Kate,

" mama and I, and—^and Madeline."
" You said in your last letter that she was quite well,"
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said Nicholas rather hastily, and colouring as he spoke

for h" P^^'""'
^*t '^^ brothers have in c^ntemplatl^J

Jl^tr^'^X'"'^" '^P"*^ ^*^' " I ^'t think of parting

S?s?i?f''
*°"* '"^°^' *"^ '""'^y' Nicholas, yi don't

Nicholas coloured again, and, sitting down beside his sisteron a httle couch near the windiw, said-

«.,.i Si,i^^' "°' ^
l!*

?***• ^ ™«ht strive to disguise my
-br eflv InHT r^^^y *^"iy«"'

*>"^ I ^'" tellfou tTat—briefly and plainly, Kate—that I love her."
Kate s eyes brightened, and she was eoine to male*, ^nm,My when Nicholas laid his hand uponhfr^ °andtt»t on

;;
Set&oii!^^" "^'^ '"^ ^°"' ^^^' ^-' ^^ ^'•"

" Last of all; never, though never is a long day Some-

D^Sive sn r^J^'"'
^"' '' '' ? ^^'^ °«' ^ S"^^ distantperspective, so many years must elapse before it comes and

n^w" L^°S Tu ^^ '""''^ ^..^^*" ^ «> ""I'ke what i^now, and shall have so outlived my days of youth mS
?*5irr~^°"^*^

"°^'
I^ s"re, of love for her^S^lt e^nI feel how visionary all such hopes must be, and try to crushthem rudely, myself, and have the pain over? Sher th^

Sl?*nn^r fi u""^ ^ ^'^''^ '^"" ^^^^"t, I have had, inthat poor fellow who is gone, perpetually before my e^^espother mstance of the munificent liberality of thesJuTble
brothers. As far as m me lies, I will deserve it, and if I

tf^Z^^'T^ "? ^K^
*^""^"^ ^"'y '« '^'"^ before, I am now

f^^^rf .^ "^''u^^'^l
'' "Sidly, and to put further delayland temptations beyond my reach."

^

t„lS®'°^*/''"
'*y ^""^^^^ '^°''d' d^^"" Nicholas," said Kate,tummg pale, you must hear what I have to tell you Icame on purpose, but I had not the courage. What you'sav^w, gives me new heart." She falterTd, and bJ^t i^^

fo7w^'f.''*'
^^^'-^ her mamier, which prepared Nicholas

p"v:n^drr."""^-
"^"^ ^^^ ^ '^' ^"^ »»- ^-«

"Come, you foolish girl," said Nicholas; "why Kate,
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Kate, be a woman 1 I think I know what yaa would teQ
me. It concerns Mr. Frank, does it not? "

Kate sunk her head upon his shoulder, and sobbed out
" Yes."

" And he has offered you his hand, perhaps, since I have
been away," said Nicholas; " is that it? Yes. Well, well;
it's not so difficult, you see, to tell me, after all. He o£Fered
you his hand? "

" Which I refused," said Kate.
"Yes; and why?"
" I told him," she said, in a trembling voice, " all that

I have since found you told mama; and while I could not
conceal from him, and cannot from you, that—that it was a
pang and a great trial, I did so, firmly, and begged him not
to see me any more."

" That's my own brave Kate !
" said Nicholas, pressing her

to his breast. " I knew you would."
" He tried to alter my resolution," said Kate, " and de-

dared that, be my decision what it might, he would not
only inform his uncles of the step he had taken, but would
communicate it to you also, directly you returned. I am
afraid," she added: her momentary composure forsaking her,
" I am afraid I may not have said, strongly enough, how
deeply I felt such disinterested love, and how earnestly I

prayed for his future happiness. If you do talk together,
I should—I should like him to know that."

"And did you suppose, Kate, when you had made this

sacrifice to what you knew was right and honourable, that I

should shrink from mine? " said Nicholas tenderly.
" Oh, no I not if your position had been the same,

but "

" But it is the same," interrupted Nicholas; " Mai'eline is

not the near relation of our benefactors, but she is closely

bound to them by ties as dear; and I was first entrusted
with her history, specially because they reposed unbounded
confidence in me, and believed that I was as true as steel.

How base it would be of me to taJs advantage of the circum-
stances which placed her here, or of the slight service I was
happily able to render her, and to seek to engage her affections

when the result must be, if I succeeded, that the brothers
would be disappointed in their darling wish of establishing

her as their own child, and that I must seem to hope to
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build my fortunes on their compassion for the voung creaturewhom I had so meanly and unworthily entrapped : ^U^her very gratitude and warmth of heart to my owi puJ^and account and trading in her misfortunes I

^
I, too! wT^se

upon me which I will never forget: and who have the

Z^\ ° • tT^'''^}^' ^^ »»*PPy ''^^ alreadr^d hlve^onght to look beyond it! I have determined ti remove tWsweight from my mind. I doubt whether I hav7"ot donewrong, even now; and toKlay I will, without reserve orequ.vocat.on, disclose my real reasons io Mr. Chee^birand

young lady to the shelter of some other roof."
To-day? so very soon !

"

"I have thought of this, for weeks, and why should Ipostpone .t? If the scene t/^ough which I have jus piledhas taught me to reflect, and has awakened me to a moreanxious and careful sense of duty, why should I wait untilthe m,press.on has cooled? You would not dissuade meKate; now would you? " '

'' You may grow rich, you know," said Kate.

.mJif
"*^ ^'"°!;

t""^'
" "P**^^ Nicholas, with a mournful

smile, ay, and I may grow old ! But rich or poor, or oldor young, we sha 1 ever be the same to each other, and in
thatourcomfortl.es. What if we have but one home? ItCM never be a solitary one to you and me. What if wewere to remain so true to these first impressions as to formno others? It is but one more link to the strong chain thatbmds us together. It seems but yesterday that we were

^^i^ T'l^^*'"',"'? 'f
."'•" '"'"^ •'"^ to-morrow when weare staid old people, looking back to these cares as we lookback, now to those of our childish days: and recollecting

with a melancholy pleasure that the time was, when they
cot'H move us. Perhaps then, when we are quaint old folli
an. Uk of the tunes when our step was lighter and our hairnot jey we may be even thankful for the trials that so
endeared us to each other, and turned our lives into that
current, down which we shall have glided so peacefully and
caimiy. And having caught some inkling of our story theyoung people about us-as young as you and I are nowKate-^ay come to us for sympathy, and pour distresses
wnicn hope and mexpenence could scarcely feel enough for
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mto the compassioiuite ean of the old bachelor brother and
his maiden sister."

Kate smfled through her tears, as Nicholas drew this
picture; but they were not tears of sorrow, although they
continued to fall when he had ceased to speak.

II

Am I not right, Kate? " he said, after a short silence.
Quite, quite, dear brother; and I cannot tell you how

happy I am, that I have acted as you would have had me."
^' You don't regret?

"

.
" N-^i-^io," said Kate timidly, tracing some pattern upra

the ground with her little foot. " I don't regret having done
what was honourable and right, of course; but I do regret
that this should have ever happened—at least sometimes I
regret it, and sometimes I—I don't know what I say; I am
but a weak girl, Nicholas, and it has agitated me very much."

It is no vaunt to affirm that if Nicholas had had ten thou-
sand pounds at the minute, he would, in his generous affection
for the owner of the blushing cheek and downcast eye, have
bestowed its utmost farthing, m perfect forgetfuhiess of
himself, to secure her happiness. But all he could do was
to comfort and console her by kind words; and words they
were of such love and kindness, and cheerful encouragenitnt,
that poor Kate threw her arms about his neck, and declared
she would weep no more.
"What man," thought Nicholas proudly, while on his

way, soon afterwards, to the brothers' house, " would not
be sufficiently rewarded for any sacrifice of fortune, by the
possession of such a heart as Kate's, which, but that hearts
weigh light, and gold and silver heavy, is beyond all praise!
Frank has money and wants no more. Where would it buy
him such a treasure as Kate ! And yet, in unequal marriages,
the rich party is always supposed to make a great sacrifice,'
and the other to get a good bargain! But I am thinking
like a lover, or like an ass: which I suppose is pretty neariv
the same."

rr f j j

Checking thoughts so little adapted to the business on
which he was bound, by such self-reproofs as this and many
others no less sturdy, he proceeded on his way and presented
himself before Tim Linkinwater.

" Ah
!
Mr. Nickleby I

" cried Tim, " God bless you 1 How
d'ye do! Well? Say you're quite well and never better.
Do now."
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« ?1!*.^'" »wd NicholM, shaking him by both hands.
Ah! said Tim, " you look tired though, now I come to

look at you Hark I there he is, d'ye hear him ? Tl»t was
Dick, the blackbird. He hasn't been himself, since you've
been gone. He'd never get on without you, now; he takes
as naturally to you, as he does to me."

" I^'ck is a far less sagacious fellow than I supposed him.
If he thmks I am half so weU worthy of his notice as vou "
replied Nicholas. ' *

" Why, I'll tell you what, sir," said Tim, standing in his
favourite attitude and pointing to the cage with the feather
ot his pen, it s a very extraordinary thing about that bird
that the only people he ever takes the smallest notice of, are
Mr. Charles, and Mr. Ned, and you, and me."

Here, Tim stopped and glanced anxiously at Nicholas-
then unexpectedly catching his eye repeated, " And you and
me, sir, and you and me." And then he glanced at Nicholas
agam, and, squeezing his hand, said, " I am a bad one at
puttmg oflf anythmg I am interested in. I didn't mean to
ask you, but I should like to hear a few particulars about that
POJJ'

ooy.^ Did he mention Cheeryble Brothers at all?
"

" Yes," said Nicholas, " many and many a time."
"That was right of him," returned Tim, wiping his eyes:

" that was very right of him." * ^ '

..." ^^ ^® mentioned yoar name a score of times," said
Nicholas, " and often bade me carry back his love to Mr
Linkmwater."

„ ^ ^°' "°' ^'^ ^^ though? " rejoined Tim, sobbing outright
Poor fellow! I wish we could have had him buried in

town. There isn't such a burying-ground in all London, as
that little one on the other side of the square—there are
counting-houses all round it, and if you go in there, on a firie
day, you can see the books and safes through the open
windows. And he sent his love to me, did he? I didn't
expect he would have thought of me. Poor fellow ooor
fellow! His love too!"
Tim was so completely overcome by this little mark of

recollection, that he was quite unequal to any more conversa-
tion at the moment. Nicholas therefore slipped quietly
out, and went to brother Charles's room.

If he had previously sustained his firmness and fortitude.
It had been by an eflFort which had cost him no little pain;
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?SL!55
'»*nn welcome the hearty manner, the homely un-

affected commiseration of the good old man, went to hU heart,and no mward struggle could prevent his showing it.

^^
Come, come, my dear sir," said the benevolent merchant

:

we must not be cast down; no, no. We must learn to
bear misfortune, and we must remember that there are many

^rT-Vi ???°>;^»°" «^en « death. Every day that thi
poor lad had lived, he must have been less and less qualified
for the world, and more and more unhappy in his own

y:'Ts^!:?tter^L'!.^r
^

'' ''^ "^ '-^' ^-' y-'

his'ltt* "i^felltlr;e";i>"*'
^'^*^°^'-^^

«.iy"/ '.^K-' "^'V ^'P"'** ^'' Cheeryble, who. in the
midst of all his comfortmg, was quite as much taken abackM honest old T,m; "that's well. Where is my brother

„ i,
lun Lmkmwater, sir, where is my brother Ned? "

Gone out with Mr. Trimmers, about getting that unfor-
tunate man into the hospital, and sending a nurse to his
children," said Tim.

'; My brother Ned is a fine fellow, a great fellow I
" ex-

claimed brother Charles as he shut the door and returned to
Mcholas. He will be overjoyed to see you, my dear sir.we have been speaking of you every day "

•^^xT-^"/°" '*?*. ^^^' **'' ^ "" S^ to find you alone,"
said Nicholas, with some natural hesitation; "for I am
anxious to say something to you. Can you spare me a veryfewmmutes?" ' r j

"Surely, surely," returned brother Charles, looking at him
with an anxious countenance. " Say on, my dear sir, say on."

^^
I scarcely know how, or where, to begin," said Nicholas.

It ever one mortal had reason to be penetrated with love
and reverence for another: with such attachment as would
make the hardest service in his hehalf a pleasure and delight-
with such grateful recollections as must rouse the utmost
zeal and fidehty of his nature: those are the feelings which
I should entertain for you, and do, from my heart and soul
beheve me !

" '

"I do believe you," replied the old gentleman, " and I am
happy m the belief. I have never doubted it; I never shall
I am sure I never shall."
" Your telling me that, so kindly," said Nicholas, " em-
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1

boldens me to proceed. When you first took me into your
confidence, and dispatched me on those missions to Miu
Bray, I should have told you that I had seen her, long before;
that her beauty had made an impression upon me which I
could not efface; and that I had fruitlessly endeavoured to
trace her, and become acquainted with her history. I did
not tell you so, because I vainly thought I could conquer my
weaker feelings, and render every consideration subservient
to my duty to you."

" Mr. Nickleby," said brother Charles, " you did not vio-
late the confidence I placed in you, or take an unworthy
advantage of it. I am sure you did not"

" I did not," said Nicholas, firmly. " Although I found
that the necessity for self-command and restraint became
every day more imperious, and the difficulty greater. I never
for one instant spoke or kwked but as I would have don< luid
you been by. I never for one moment deserted mv trust.
nor have I to this time. But I find that constant association
and companionship with this sweet girl is fatal to my peace
of mind, and may prove destructive to the resolutions I made
m the beginning and up to this time have faithfully kept. In
short, sir, I cannot trust myself, and I implore and beseech
you to remove this young lady from under the charge of my
mother and sister, without delay. I know that to anv one
but myself—to you, who consider the immeasurable distance
between me and this young lady, who is now your ward, and
the object of your peculiar care—my loving her, even in
thought, must appear the height of rashness and presumption.
I know it is so. But, who can see her as I have seen, who
can know what her life has been, and not love her? I have
no excuse but that; and as I cannot fly from this temptation,
and cannot repress this passion with its object constantly
before me, what can I do but pray you to remove it, and to
leave me to forget her I

"

^^

" Mr. Nickleby," said the old man, after a short silence,
you can do no more. I was wrong to exjjose a young man

like you, to this trial. I might have foreseen what would
happen. Thank you, sir, thank you. Madeline shall be
removed."

" If you would grant me one favour, dear sir, and suffer
her to remember me with esteem, by never revealing to her
this confession "
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"I will take care/' said Mr. Cheeryble. "And now. is
this all you have to tell me? " '

•' No I " returned Nicholas, meeting his eye, "
it is not."

I know the rest," said Mr. Cheeryble, apparently verymuch reheved by th|s prompt reply. " WheTdid it^comJ
to your knowledg"5 ?

"

" When I reached home this morning "

.•n ^T u^l
'* ^"""^ ^""^ immediately 'to come to me, and

" ?^![ » ^^"'" *'^^^'' "° *^°"*>t acquainted you with? "
I did, said Nicholas, " though I could have wished tohave spoken to Mr. Frank first."

"Frank was with me last night," replied the old gentleman.

T I "u^"^^
**°'?' r"' ^'' Nickleby-very well, sir-and

I thank you again."
*

Upon this head, Nicholas requested permission to add afew words. He ventured to hope that nothing he had saidwould lead to the estrangement of Kate and Madeline, whohad formed an attachment for each other, a.ny interruption
of which would, he knew, be attended with great pam tothem, and, most of all, with remorse and pain to hinTas itsunhappy cause. When these things were aU forgotten, hehoped that Frank and he might still be warm friends, and
that no word or thought of his humble home, or of her whowas well contented to remain there and share his quiet for-
tunes, would ever again disturb the harmony between themHe recounted as nearly as he could, what had passed between
hnnself and Kate that morning: speaking of her with such

!^ !l P"il^
^""^ aflfection, and dwelling so cheerfully

upon the confidence they had of overcoming any selfish
regrets and hvmg contented and happy in each other's love.

^ few could have heard him unmoved. More moved
bunself than he had been yet, he expressed in a few hurriedwords-as expressive, perhaps, as the most eloquent phrases-his devotion to the brothers, and his hope that he mighthve and die m their service.

*
To all this brother Charles listened in profound silence,

and with his chair so turned from Nicholas that his face could
not be seen. He had not spoken either, in his accustomed
manner, but with a certain stiffness and embarrassment very
foreign to it. Nicholas feared he had offended him. He

" Wo„?'''\ Jf*^ *i°"f.
"^""'^ '«^^' " •'"t that was all.

Frank » a heedless, foohsh fellow," he said, after Nicholas

-«
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had paused for some time; " a very heedless, foolish fellow.
I will take care that this is brought to a close without delay.
Let us say no more upon the subject; it's a very painful one
to me. Come to me in half an hour. I have strange things
t

.
^ell you, my dear sir, and your uncle has appointed this

afternoon for your waiting upon him with me."
" Waiting upon him ! With you, sir! " cried Nicholas.
"Ay, with me," replied the old gentleman. " Return to

me in half an hour, and I'll tell you more."
Nicholas waited upon him at the time mentioned, and then

learnt all that had taken place on the previous day, and all
that was known of the appointment Ralph had made with
the brothers; which was for that night; and for the better
understanding of which it will be requisite to return and
follow Ralph's own footsteps from the house of the twin
brothers. Therefore, we leave Nicholas somewhat reassured
by the restored kindness of their manner towards him, and
yet sensible that it was diflFerent from what it had been
(though he scarcely knew in what respect): so he was full
of uneasiness, uncertainty, and disquiet.

i'-

CHAPTER LXII

RALPH MAKES ONE LAST APPOINTMENT—AND KEEPS IT

Creeping from the house, and slinking off like a thief;
jp-oping with his hands when first he got into the street, as'

if he were a blind man; and looking often over his shoulder
while he hurried away, as though he were followed in imagina-
tion or reality by some one anxious to question or detain him;
Ralph Nickleby left the city behind him, and took the road'
to his own home.
The night was dark, and a cold wind blew, driving the

clouds furiously and fast before it There was one black
gloomy mass that seemed to follow him: not hurrying in the
wild chase with the others, but lingering sullenly behind, and
gliding darkly and stealthily on. He often looked back at
this, and, more than once, stopped to let it pass over; but,
somehow, when he went forward again, it was still behind
him, coming mournfully and slowly up, like a shadowy
funeral train.

61M
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He had to pass a poor, mean burial ground—a dismal nlace

2^*^l.*li''' ^' **^^*^ ^*^ *^^^» °f^^« street rdjSSfrom It by a low parapet-wall and an iron rail ng: a^SS?unwholesome, rotten spot, where the very grass aid weS

nV^^
P

?!? ^l^?,' *"? ^'^^ ^^"'^'^ '^'ci'- roots in the grav^

hungry dens And here, in truth, the/lay, parted from thehvmg by a I.ttle earth and a board or tw^f^ay tSmSdose--corrupt.ng m body as they had in mind-a dense ^dsqualid crowd Here they lay, cheek by jowl with We nodeeper down than the feet of the throng that passedIhereeveor day, and piled high as their throats. Here they lay'

SifI^Xd^;?!"^
**' these dear departed brothers and sisTer. Sthe ruddy clergyman who did his task so speedily when thevwere hidden m the ground I

^ ^

antit f!T? ^^'t'^^P^ <^led to mind that he had been

hUft^J^^'
long before, on the body of a man who had cuthis throat; and that the man was buried in this olace He

could not tell how he came to recollect it no^fSe hS
Sat h. f'lr'^-

?*^ "^r^^^ought about him, or how it w^that he felt an mterest m the circumstance; but he did both •

and stopping, and clasping the iron railings with his hands

J^V¥''^y
m wondering which might be his grave.

nnS? n'f k"^^
thus engaged, there came toward! him, with

2S r i il "*?
and singing, some fellows full of drink.

^^^TthSl^^'^J'*'^ ^'" remonstrating with them andurging them to go home m quiet. They were in high good-

mT^-*"."* T ***
^J"*' * *^'^^' ^«^«n» hump-bfcked

S,7th^^ u 1*"?- ?' r'^ " 8^°^«^^"« fantastic figure,

^VtX bystanders laughed. Ralph himself was moved
to mirth and echoed the laugh of one who stood near andwho looked round m his face. When they had passed on!and he w^ left alone again, he resumed his speculation witha new kind of interest

; for he recollected thauhe last personwho had seen the suicide alive, had left him very merrC, and

A«.«r?L^. *?r '''^' ^"^ ^^ ^^ *>'h^ jurors had
UMNifht that, at the time.
H« could not fix upon the spot among such a heap of

r'M'W, but he conjured up a strong and vivid idea of theman hiUMelf and how he looked, and what had led him to do
It; aU of which he riecaUed with ease. By dint of dwelling
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upon this theme, he carried the impression with him when he
went away; as he remembered, when a child, to have had
frequently before him the figure of some goblin he had once
seen chalked upon a door. But as he drew nearer and nearer
home he forigot it again, aiid began to think how verv dull
and solitary the house would be inside.

This feeling became so strong at last, that when he reached
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 loud
noise. There was no light. How very dreary, cold, and
still It was

!

Shivering from head to foot he made his way upstairs into
the room where he had been last disturbed. He had made
a kind of compact with himself that he would not think of
what had happened, until he got home. He was at home
now, and suffered himself to consider it.

His own child, his own child ! He never doubted the tale •

he felt It was true; knew it as well, now, as if he had beeii
pnyy to it all along. His own child! And dead too
Dying beside Nicholas, loving him, and looking upon him as
somethmg like an angel ! That was the worst.
They had all turned from him and deserted him in his

very first need. Even money could not buy them now-
everything must come out, and everybody must know all'
Here was the young lord dead, his companion abroad and
beyond his reach, ten thousand pounds gone at one blow his
plot with Gride overset at the moment of triumph, his a'fter
schemes discovered, himself in danger, the object of his per-
secution and Nicholas's love, his own wretched boy; ever>'-
thing 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 had
been ever practised, and he had grown up, beneath his eye-
he might have been a careless, indifferent, 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 to him and they two happy together.
He began to think now, that his supposed death and his
wife's flight had had some share in making him the morose,
hard man he was. He seemed to remember a time when he
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«

^theZ'^^^^^i ""^T"'' "»d »^«^t thoughtmat he had first hated Nicholas, because he was vouiur Ld«!*«t, and perhaps like the stripling who^ brouStdishonour and loss of fortune on his heS ^ *

«,KTJ?*'Tr^*''**'
^^'"ght* or one of naiural regret in hiswhirlwind of passion and remorae, was as a dropXta Zt^ma stormy maddened sea. His hatred of NicholaS^enfed upon his own defeat, nourished on his interf^en^ SSS

?Sere wT''\f''^'^,"P?» ^^ °^^ <i«fi-n« a^d succcS^mere were reasons for its inrrpaep. iV i,»j
"v^,caa.

s^engthenedgraduaUy N^SlAeJl hete^S, ^.^
sheer wHd lunacy. That his, of aU others, should have b^^the hands to rescue his miserable child; that he shouW Imvebeen his protector and faithful friend- that he%honW Ko

veo- na^e; ftat he AouH now JmSTa^d feelKfa^d

usurer s neart. iiie dead boy's love for Nichnlac a^A *.u^
attachment of Nichcla, to hL, wa. tasup^^Sue^o*m,e picture of his deathbed, with Nicholas aVh™™deTnd'^ and supporting him, and he breathing out his 4aL „dexpiring in his arms, when he would have had th;,nf„^l
enemies and hating each other to the ^t^J^^e^^t^He gnashod his teeth, and smote the air, and looW WSdh;«^d, with eyes which gleamed through'rd"S,^^

rai«d'"tL''at*ni^f"rfi«'^Jr 1'''.^"^ *« %"« "« ha<-aiseo uiac night. It seemed to he before him The h^Awas covered now. «0 it was when he firet sawit T?! ri^
upturned marble feet t,« he rememtoSS Th» c^e
ftS'^ir'„l "S"

'^"^ '"""'1.'^ --elativerwho h^'S
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He spoke no more; but, after a pause, softly groped hisway out of the room, and up the echoing stairs-^ip to thetop-to the front garret—where he closed the door behind

him, and remauied.

«JhiT" M!!!'L!.""'**!!"'°®""
"**^' *»"* '' y«t contained an

old dismantled bedstead; the one on which his son had slept-
for no other had ever been there. He avoided it hastily ^d
sat down as far li ^m it as he could.
The weakened glare of the lights in the street below,

shining through the wmdow which had no blind or curtain to
intercept it, was enough to show the character of the room
though not sufficient fully to reveal the various articles oflumber, old corded trunks and broken furniture, which were
s^ttered about. It had a shelving roof; high in one part,and at another descending ahnost to the floor. It wastowards the highest part that Ralph directed his eyes; andupon It he kept them fixed steadily for some minutes. Then
he rose, and dragging thither an old chest upon which he hadbeen seated mounted on it, and felt along the wall above hishead with both hands. At length, they touched a large iron
hook, firmly driven mto one of the beams.
At that moment, he was interrupted by a loud knocking

at the door below. After a little hesitation he opened thewindow, and demanded who it was.
" I want Mr. Nickleby," replied a voice.

II

What with him.?"
"That's not Mr. Nickleby's voice surely?" was the

rejomder. ^

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

The voice made answer that the twin brothers wished toknow whether the man whom he had seen that night was
to be detamed

; and that although it was now midnight they
had sent, in their anxiety to do right.

1 J'y^^'"u^'^^ ^^\V\ "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. " In the after-

noon, te 1 them. At any hour, at any minute. All times
will be alike to me."
He listened to the man's retreating footsteps, until the
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fSnni^ P««d> and then gazing up into the sky, saw, or
ti^^jught he saw, the same blade cloud that hadiimed to

above th^hoT*'
^ °**^ appeared to hover directly

ni^hL^t*;;!:
'?,"***""*

T^'C **? ™"t*«^> •• and the restless^ li rV*.'®*^** *"** "^^y ^ J^ave quailed of late. AUpomted to this. Oh I if men by selling their own souk could

mi^e™n»t r^
* **^ ^^""^ * **"° ''®"*^ ^ ***^^

The sound of a deep bell came along the wind. One.
Lie onl cned the usurer, "with your iron tonguciRing merrily for births that make expectants writhe, and for

marriages that are made in hell, and toll ruefully for the deadwhose shoes are worn already ! Call men to prayers who are
godly because not found out, and ring chimes for the coming

"^S' Z^'Z
y^" *^,' ^"ngs this cursed world nearer to ito

end. No bell or book for me I Throw me on a dunghill, and
let me rot there, to mfect the air !

"

With a wild look around, in which frenzy, hatr^. and
despair were horribly mingled, he shook his clenched hand
at the sky above him, which was still dark and threatening
and closed the wmdow. ^*

nlvll^r'^
hail pattered against the glass; the chimneys

quaked and rocked; the crazy casement rattled with thewmd, as though an impatient hand inside were striving to
burst It open. But no hand was there, and it opened no
more. '^***
"How's this?" cried one. "The gentlemen say theyan^t make anybody hear, and have been trying these two

" And yet he came home last night," said another; "
forhe spoke to somebody out of that window upstairs "

They were a little knot of men, and, the window being
mentioned, went out m the road to look up at it This
occasioned their observing that the house was still close shut
as the housekeeper had said she had left it on the previous
night, and led to a great many suggestions: which terminatedm two or three of the boldest getting round to the back and
so entering by a wmdow, while the others remained outside
in impatient ejcpectation.

'

They looked into all the rooms below: opening the shutters
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M 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,
remarkmg that they had not yet been into the garret, and
that It was there he had been last seen, they agreed to look
there too, and went up softly; for the mystery and silence
made them timid.

After they had stood for an instant, on the landing, eyeing
each other, he who had proposed their carrying the search
so far, turned 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 I Look!"
They pressed forward to see; but one among them thrust-

mg the others aside with a loud exclamation, drew a clasp
knife from his pocket and dashing into the room cut down
the body.

He had torn a rope from one of the old trunks, and hanged
hmiself on an iron hook immediately below the trap-door in
the ceiling—in the very place to which the eyes of his son a
lonely desolate little creature, had so often been directed in
childish terror, fourteen years before.

CHAPTER LXIII

THE BROTHKHS CHIERVBLE MAKE VARIOUS DECLARATIONS
FOR THEMSELVES AND OTHERS. TIM LINKINWATER
MAKES A DECLARATION FOR HIMSELF

Some weeks had passed, and the first shock of these events
had subsided. Madeline had been removed ; Frank had been
absent; Nicholas and Kate had begun to try in good earnest
to stifle their own regrets, and to live for each other and for
their mother—who, poor lady, could in nowise be reconciled
to this dull and altered state of affairs—when there came
one evening, per favour of Mr. Linkinwater, an invitation
from the Brothers, to dinner on the next day but one: com-
prehending, not only Mrs. Nickleby, Kate, and Nicholas,
but little Miss La Creevy who was most particularly men-
tioned.

" Now, my dears," said Mrs. Nickleby, when they had
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rendered becoming honour to the bidding, and Tim had
taken his departure, " what does this mean ? "

;;
What do you m«in, mother? » asked Nicholas, smiling.

«.*u '^h "™^ ***"' '*J°"*** ^^^ ^dy, with a face of im-
fathomable mystery, " what does this invitation to dinnermean? What is its mtention and object? "

" I conclude it means, that on such a day, we are to eat
and dnnk m their house, and that its intent and object is to
confer pleasure upon us," said Nicholas.

" And that's all you conclude it is, my dear? "

«' iu ^''^m®*
y*^

"J}""^^
*^ anything deeper, mother."

« ?f2 y ^"'^
Jf" ,^®V

**"* '*^'" «"<* M"- Nickleby,
you 11 find yourself a little surpris(.d ; that's aU. You may

depend upon it this means something besides dinner "

I

Tea and supper, perhaps? " suggested Nicholas.
I wouldn't be absurd, my dear, if I were you," replied

Mrs. Nickleby, m a lofty manner, " because it's not by any
means becommg, and doesn't suit you at all. What I mean
to say IS, that the Mr. Cheerybles don't ask us to dinner with
all this ceremony, for nothing. Never mind; wait and see.
You won t believe anything / say, of course. It's much
better to wait; a great deal better; it's satisfactory to
all parties, and there can be no disputing. All I say is
remember what I say now, and when I say I said so. don't
say I didn't."

*

With this stipulation, Mrs. Nickleby, who was troubled
night and day, with a vision of a hot messenger tearing ud
to the door to announce that Nicholas had been taken into
partnership, quitted that branch of the subject, and entered
upon a new one.

" It's a very extraordinary thing," she said, " a most extra-
ordmary thing, that they should have invited Miss La Creevy
It quite astonishes me, upon my word it does. Of course it's
very pleasant that she should be invited, very pleasant, and
I have no doubt that she'll conduct herself extremely well-
she always does. It's very gratifying to think we should
have been the means of introducing her into such society
and I m quite glad of it-quite rejoiced—for she certainly
IS an exceedmgly weU-behaved and good-natured little person
1 could wish that some friend would mention to her how
very badly she has her cap trimmed, and what very pre-
posterous bows those are, but of course that's impossible,
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and if she likes to make a fright of herself, no doubt she
has a perfect right to do so. We never see ourselves

—

never do, and never did—and I suppose we never shall."
This moral reflection reminding her of the necessity of

being peculiarly smart on the occasion, so as to counter-
balance Miss La Creevy, and be herself an eflFectual set-oflf

and atonement, led Mrs. Nickleby into a consultation with
hCT daughter relative to certain ribbons, gloves, and trim-
mings: which, being a complicated question, and one of
paramount importance, soon routed the previous one, and
put it to flight.

The great day arriving, the good lady put herself under
Kate's hands an hour or so after breakfast, and, dressing by
easy stages, completed her toilet in sufficient time to allow of
her daughter's making hers, which was very simple and not
very long, though so satisfactory that she had never appeared
more charming or looked more lovely. Miss La Creevy, too,
arrived with two bandboxes (whereof the bottoms fell out, as
they were handed from the coach) and something in a news-
paper, which a gentleman had sat upon, coming down, and
which was obliged to be ironed again, before it was fit for
service. At last, everybody was dressed, including Nicholas
who had come home to fetch them, and they went away in

a coach sent by the Brothers for the purpose: Mrs. Nickleby
wondering very much what they would have for dinner, and
cross-examining Nicholas as to the extent of his discoveries
in the morning; whether he had smelt anything cooking,
at all like turtle, and if not, what he had smelt; and
diversifying the conversation with reminiscences of dinners
tc which she had gone some twenty y^ars ago, concerning
which she particukuised, not only the dishes but the guests,
in whom her hearers did not feel a very absorbing interest,

as not one of them had ever chanced to hear their names
before.

The old butler received them with profound respect and
many smiles, and ushered them into the drawing-room, where
they were received by the Brothers with so much cordiality
and kindness that Mrs. Nickleby was quite in a flutter, and
had scarcely presence of mind enough, even to patronise Miss
La Creevy. Kate was still more affected by the reception:
for, knowing that the Brothers were acquainted with all that
had passed between her and Frank, she felt her position

t ij
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most delkate and trying one, and was trembling on the
ann of Nicholas, when Mr. Charles took her in hisTand led
her to another part of the room.

" Have you seen Madeline, my dear," he said, " since she
left your house?"

" No, sir I " replied Kate. " Not once."
" And not heard from her, eh? Not heard from her? "
" I have only had one letter," rejoined Kate, gently. "

I
thought she would not have forgotten me, quite so soon "

" Ah I " said the old man, patting her on the head, and
speakmg as affectionately as if she had been his favourit*
diild. "Poor dear! what do you think of this, brother
Ned? Madeline has only written to her once, only once
Ned, and she didn't think she would have forgotten her
quite so soon, Ned."

" Oh! sad, sad; very sad! " said Ned.
The Brothers interchanged a glance, and looking at Kate

for a little tune without speaking, shook hands, and nodded
as if they were congratulating each other on something verv
delightful. " '

" Well, well," said brother Charles, " go into that room,
my dear—that door yonder—*nd see if there's not a letter
for you from her. I think there's one upon the table. You
needn't hurry back, my love, if there is, for we don't dine
just yet, and there's plenty of time. Plenty of time."

Kate retired as she was directed. Brother Charles, having
followed her graceful figure with his eyes, turned to Mrs.
Nickleby, and said:

" We took the liberty of naming one hour before the real
dinner-time, ma'am, because we had a little business to
speak about, which would occupy the interval. Ned, my
dear fellow, will you mention what we agreed upon? Mr.
Nickleby, sir, have the goodness to follow me."

Without any further explanation, Mrs. Nickleby, Miss
La Creevy, and brother Ned, were left alone together, and
Nicholas followed brother Charles into his private room;
where, to his great astonishment, he encountered Frank!
whom he supposed to be abroad.

" Young men," said Mr. Cheeryble, " shake hands !

"

" I need no bidding to do that," said Nicholas, extendine
his.

^
" Nor I," rejoined Frank, as he clasped it heartily.
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The ok) gentleman thought that two handsomer or finer

young fellows could scarcely stand side by side than those to
whom he looked with so much pleasure. Suffering his eyes
to rest upon them, for a short tune in silence, he said, while
he seated himself at his desk:

" I wish to see you friends—close and firm friends—and
if I thought you otherwise, I should hesitate in what I am
aUut to say. Frank, look here I Mr. Nickleby, will you
comr on the other side?

"

The young men stepped up on either hand of brother
Charles, who produced a paper from his desk, and unfolded
it.

" This," he said, " is a copy of the will of Madeline's
maternal grandfather, bequeathing her the sum of twelve
thousand pounds, payable either upon her coming of age or
marrying. It would appear that this gentleman, angry with
her (his only relation) because she would not put herself
under his protection, and detach herself from the society of
her father, in compliance with his repeated overtures, made
a will leaving this property (which was all he possessed) to
a charitable institution. He would seem to have repented
this determination, however, for, three weeks afterwards,
and in the same month, he executed this. By some fraud,
it was abstracted immediately after his decease, and the
other—the only will found—was proved and administered.
Friendly negotiations, which have only just now terminated,
have been proceeding since this instrument came into our
hands, and, as there is no doubt of its authenticity, and the
witnesses have been discovered (after some trouble), the
money has been refunded. Madeline has therefore obtained
her right, and is, or will be when either of the contingencies
which I have mentioned has arisen, mistress of this fortune.
You understand me.?

"

Frank replied in the affirmative. Nicholas, who could not
trust himself to speak lest his voice should be heard to falter,

bowed his head.
" Now, Frank," said the old gentleman, " you were the

immediate means of recovering this deed. "Die fortune is

but a small one; but we love Madeline; and such as it is,

we would rather see you allied to her with that, than to any
other giri we know who has three times the money. Will
you become a suitor to her for her hand ?

"
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Nicholas Nicklcby

No, sir. I interested myself in the recovery of tha
instrument, believing that her hand was already pledged U
one who has a thousand times the claims upon her gratitude
and, if I mistake not, upon her heart, that I or any othei
man can ever urge. In this it seems I judged hastily."
"As you always do, sir," cried brother Charles, utterh

forgettmg his assumed dignity, " as you always do. Hom
dare you think, Frank, that we would have you marry foi
money, when youth, beauty, and every amiable virtue and
excellence, were to be had for love ? How dared you, Frank
go and make love to Mr. Nickleby's sister without telling us
first, what you meant to do, and letting us speak for vou? "

" I hardly dared to hope—"
" You hardly dared to hope! Then, so much the greater

reason for having our assistance! Mr. Nickleby, sir, Frank
although he judged hastily, judged, for once, correctly!
Madelmes heart is occupied. Give me your hand, sir; it
is occupied by you, and worthily and naturally. This fortune
IS destmed to be yours, but you have a greater fortune in
her, sir, thiui you would have in money were it forty times
told. She chooses you, Mr. Nickleby. She chooses as we
her dearest friends, would have her choose. Frank chooses
as we would have him choose. He should have your sister's
httle hand, sir, if she had refused it a score of times; ay,
he should, and he shall! You acted nobly, not knowing
our sentiments, but now you know them, sir, you must do
as you are bid. What! You are the children of a worthy
gentleman! The time was, sir, when my dear brother Ned
and I were two poor simple-hearted boys, wandering, almost
barefoot, to seek our fortunes; are we changed in anything
but years and woridly circumstances since that time? No
God forbid

! Oh, Ned, Ned, Ned, what a happy day this is
for you and me! If our poor mother had only lived to see
us now, Ned, how proud it would have made her dear heart
at last!

"

Thus apostrophised, brother Ned who had entered with
Mrs. Nickleby, and who had been before unobserved by the
young men, darted forward, and fairly hugged brother Charlesm his arms.

" Bring in my little Kate," said the latter, after a short
silence. " Bring her in, Ned. Let me see Kate, let me kiss
her. I have a right to do so now; I was very near it when
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she first came; I have often been very near it. Ahl Did
you find the letter, my bird ? Did you find Madeline herself
waitmg for you and expecting you? Did you find that she
had not quite forgotten her friend and nurse and sweet com-
panion ? Why, this is almost the best of all !

"

"Come, come," said Ned. " Frank will be jealous, and we
shall have some cutting of throats before dinner."

« "o^®", ^^^ *^ ^^^ ^'^ *^*y> Ned, let him take her away.
Madelme s in the next room. Let all the lovers get out of
the way, and talk among themselves, if they've anything to
say. Turn 'em out, Ned, every one! " ^ e

Brother Charles began the clearance by leading the blush-
mg girl to the door, and dismissing her with a kiss. Frank
was not very slow to follow, and Nicholas had disappeared
first of all. So there only remained Mrs. Nickleby and Miss
La Creevy, who were both sobbing heartily; the two brothers;
and Tun Lmkmwater, who now came in to shake hands
with everybody, his round face all radiant and beaming with
smiles. *

" Well, Tim Linkinwater, sir," said brother Charles, who
was^ always spokesman, " now the young folks are happy,

" You didn't keep 'em in suspense as long as you said you
would though," returned Tim, archly. " Why, Mr. Nickleby
and Mr. Frank were to have been in your room for I don't
know how long; and I don't know what you weren't to have
told them before you came out with the truth."
"Now, did you ever know such a villain as this, Ned? "

said the old gentleman, " did you ever know such a villain
as Tun Lmkmwater? He accusing me of being impatient,
and he the very man who has been wearying us morning
noon, and night, and torturing us for leave to go and tellem what was m stcre, before our plans were half complete
or we had ananged a single thing. A treacherous dogi "

'

So he IS, brother Charles," returned Ned, "Tim is a
treacherous dog. Tim is not to be trusted. Tim is a wild
young fellow. He wants gravity and steadiness; he must
sow his wild oats, and then perhaps he'll become in time a
respectable member of society."

This being one of the standing jokes between the old
fellows and Tim, they all three laughed very hea^-^qy, and
might have laughed much longer, but that the Brothers
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seeing that Mrs. Nickleby was labouring to express her
feelings, and was really overwhelmed by the happiness of
the time, took her between them, and led her from the room
under pretence of having to consult her on some most im-
portant arrangements.

Now, Tim and Miss La Creevy had met very often, and
had always been very chatty and pleasant together—had
always been great friends—and consequently it was the most
natural thing in the world that Tim, finding that she still

sobbed, should endeavour to console her. As Miss La Creevy
sat on a large old-fashioned window-seat where there was
ample room for two, it was also natural that Tim sliould sit

down beside her; and as to Tim's being unusually spruce
and particular in his attire, that day, why it was a high
festival and a great occasion, and that was the most natural
thing of all.

Tim sat down beside Miss La Creevy, and, crossing one
leg over the other so that his foot—he had very comely feet,

and happened to be wearing the neatest shoes and black silk

stockings possible—should come easily withir the range of

her eye, said in a soothing way:
"Don't cry!"
" I must," rejoined Miss La Creevy.
* No, don't," said Tim. " Please don't; pray don't."
" I am so happy I

" sobbed the little woman.
" Then laugh," said Tim. " Do la. gh."

What in the world Tim was doing with his arm, it is

impossible to conjecture; but he knocked his elbow against

that part of the window which was quite on the other side

of Miss La Creevy; and it is clear that it could have no
business there.

" Do laugh," said Tim, " or I'll cry."
" Why should you cry? " asked Miss La Creevy, smiling.
" Because I'm happy too," said Tim. " We are both

happy, and I should like to do as you do."

Surely, there never was a man who fidgeted as Tim must
have done then; for he knocked the window again—aknost
in the same place—and Miss La Creevy said she was sure

he'd break it.

" I knew," said Tim, " that you would be pleased with
this scene.'*

" It was very thoughtful and kind to remember me,"
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returned Mbs La Creevy. " Nothing could have delighted

me, half so much."
Why on earth should Miss La Creevy and Tim Linkinwater

have said all this in a whisper? It was no secret. And
why should Tim Linkinwater have looked so hard at Miss

La Creevy, and why should Miss La Creevy have looked

so hard at the g: ound ?

" It's a pleasant thing," said Tim, " to people like us,

who have passed all our lives in the world, alone, to see

young folks that we are fond of, brought together with so

many years of happiness before them."
" Ah !

" cried the little woman with all her heart. " That
it is!"

" Although," pursued Tim, " although it makes one feel

quite solitary and cast away. Now, don't it?
"

Miss La Creevy said she didn't know. And why should

she say she didn't know? Because she must have known
whether it did or not.

" It's almost enough to make us get married after all,

isn't it? " said Tim.
" Oh nonsense !

" replied Miss La Creevy, laughing " We
are too old."

" Not a bit," said Tim, " we are too old to be single. Why
shouldn't we both be married, instead of sitting through

the long winter evenings by our solitary firesides? Why
shouldn't we make one fireside of it, and marry each other?

"

" Oh Mr. Linkinwater, you're joking !

"

" No, no, I'm not. I'm not indeed," said Tim. " I will,

if you will. Do, my dear 1

"

" It would make people laugh so."
" Let 'em laugh," cried Tim, stoutly, " we have good

tempers I know, and we'll laugh too. Why, what hearty

laughs we have had since we've known ea~h other !

"

" So we have," cried Miss La Creevy—giving way a little,

as Tim thought.
" It has been the happiest time in all my life; at least,

away from the counting-house and Cheeryble Brothers,"

said Tim. " Do, my dear! Now say you will."

" No, no, we mustn't think of it," returned Miss La
Creevy. " What would the Brothers say? "

" Why, God bless your soul
!

" cried Tim, innocently,
" you don't suppose I should think of such a thing
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mthout their knowing it' Why, they left us here on
purpose."

"I can never look 'em in the face again!" exclaimed
Miss La Creevy, faintly.

" Come
!
" said Tim. " Let's be a comfortable couple. We

shall live in the old house here, where I have been for four-
and-forty year; we shall go to the old church, where I've
been, every Sunday morning, all through that time; we
shall have all my old friends about us—Dick, the archway,
the pump, the flower-pots, and Mr. Frank's children, and
Mr. Nickleby's children that we shall seem like grandfather
and grandmother to. Let's be a comfortable couple, and take
care of each other! And if we should get deaf, or lame, or
blind, or bed-ridden, how glad we shall be that we have
somebody we are fond of, always to talk to and sit with!
Let's be a comfortable couple. Now, do, my dear!

"

Five minutes after this honest and straightforward speech,
httle Miss La Creevy and Tim were talking as pleasantly as
if they had been married for a score of years, and had never
once quarrelled all the time; and five minutes after that,
when Miss La Creevy had bustled out to see if her eyes were
red and to put her hair to rights, Tim moved with a stately
step towards the drawing-room, exclaiming as he went,
" There an't such another woman in all London ! I know
there an't

!

"

By this time, the apoplectic butler was nearly in fits, in
consequence of the unheard-of postponement of dinner.
Nicholas, who had been engaged in a manner in which
every reader may imagine for himself or herself, was hurry-
ing downstairs in obedience to his angry summons, when
he encountered a new surprise.

On his way down, he overtook in one of the passages
a stranger genteelly dressed in black, who was also moving
towards the dining-room. As he was rather lame and
walked slowly, Nicholas lingered behind, and was following
him step by step, wondering who he was, when he suddenly
turned round and caught him by both hands.

" Newman Noggs 1 " cried Nicholas ']oyi\\\\y.

"Ah! Newman, your own Newman, your own old faithful
Newman! My dear boy, my dear Nick, I give you joy-
health, happiness, eveiy blessing! I can't bear it—it's too
much, my dear boy—it makes a child of me! "
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" Where have you been? " said Nicholas, " what have j'ou

been doing? How often have I inquired for you, and been
told that I hould heur before long !

"

" I know, I know I
" returned Newman. " They wanted

all the happiness to come together. I've been helping 'em.
I—I—look at me, Nick, look at me !

"

" You would never let me do that," said Nicholas in a tone
of gentle reproach.

" I didn't mind what I was, then. I shouldn't have had
the heart to put on gentleman's clothes. They would have
reminded me of old times and made me miserable. I am
another man now, Nick. My dear boy, I can't speak. Don't
say anything to me. Don't think the worse of me for these
tears. You don't know what I feel to-day; you can't, and
never will

!

"

They walked in to dinner, arm-in-arm, and sat down side
by side.

Never was such a dinner as that, since the world began.
There was the superannuated bank clerk, Tim Linkinwater's
friend ; and there was the chubby old lady,Tim Linkinwater's
sister; and there was so much attention from Tim Linkin-
water's sister to Miss La Creevy, and there were so many
jokes from the superannuated bank clerk, and Tim Linkin-
water himself was in such tiptop spirits, and little Miss La
Creevy was in such a comical state, that of themselves they
would have composed the pleasantest party conceivable.
Then, there were Mrs. Nickleby, so grand and complacent;
Madeline and Kate, so blushing and beautiful; Nicholas
and Frank, so devoted and proud; and all four so silently
and trembhngly happy; there was Newman so subdued yet
so overjoyed, and there were the twin Brothers so delighted
and interchanging such looks, that the old servant stood
transfixed behind his master's chair, and felt his eyes grow
dim as they wandered round the table.

When the first novelty of t meeting had worn off,

and they began truly to feel 1 »w happy they were, the
conversation became more general, and the harmony and
pleasure if possible increased. The Brothers were in a
perfect ecstasy; and their insisting on saluting the ladies,

all round, before they would permit them to retire, gave
occasion to th*^ superannuated bank clerk to say so many
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good things, that he quite outshone himself, and was looked
upon as a prodigy of humour.

" Kate, my dear," said Mrs. Nickleby, taking her daughter
aside, as soon as they got upstairs, " you don't really mean
to tell me that this is actually true about Miss La Creevy
and Mr. Linkinwater? "

" Indeed it is, mama."
" Why, I never heard such a thing in my life! " exclaimed

Mrs. Nickleby.
" Mr. Linkinwater is a most excellent creature," reasoned

Kate, " and, for his age, quite young still."
" For Am age, my dear I " returned Mrs. Nickleby. " Yes;

nobody says anything against him, except that I think he is

the weakest and most foolish man I ever knew. It's fur age
I speak of. That he should have gone and offered himself to
a woman who must be—ah, half as old again as I am—and
that she should have dared to accept him I It don't signify,
Kate; I'm disgusted with her I

"

Shaking her head very emphatically indeed, Mrs. Nickleby
swept away; and all the evening, in the midst of the merri-
ment and enjoyment that ensueo, and in which with that
ejception she freely participated, conducted herself towards
Miss La Creevy in a stately and distant manner, designed to
mark her sense of the impropriety of her conduct, and to
signify her extreme and cutting disapprobation of the mis-
demeanour she had so flagrantly committed.

—J^-'i-BB J

CHAPTER LXIV

AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE IS RECOGNISED UNDER MELANCHOLY
CIRCUMSTANCES, AND DOTHEBOYS HALL BREAKS UP
FOR l^VER

Nicholas was one of those whose joy is incomplete unless it

is shared by the friends of adverse and less fortunate days.
Surrounded by every fascination of love and hope, his warm
heart yearned towards plain John Browdie. He remembered
their first meeting with a smile, and their second vrith a tear;
saw poor Smike once again with the bundle on his shoulder
trudging patiently by his side; and heard the honest York-
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fhireman's rough words of eiicouragemer as he left them on
their road to London.
Madeline and he sat down, very many times, jointly to

produce a letter which should acquaint John at full length
with his altered fortunes, and assure him of his friendship
and gratitude. It so happened, however, that the letter could
never be written. Although they applied themselves to it
with the best intentions in the worid, it chanced that they
always fell to talking about something else, and when
Nicholas tried it by himself, he found it impossible to vTite
one half of what he wished to say, or to pen anything,
indeed, which on re-perusal did not appear cold and unsatis-
factory compared with what he had in his mind. At last,
after going on thus from day to day, and reproaching himself
more and more, he resolved (the more readily as Madeline
strongly urged him) to make a hasty trip into Yorkshire,
and present himself before Mr. and Mrs. Browdie without
a word of notice.

Thus it was that between seven and eight o'clock one
evening, he and Kate found themselves in the Saracen s
Head booking-office, securing a place to Greta Bridge bv the
next morning's coach. They had to go westward, to procure
some little necessaries for his journey, and, as it was a fine
night, they agreed to walk there, and ride home.
The place they had just been in, called up so many recol-
:tions, and Kate had so many anecdotes of Madeline, and

Nicholas so many anecdotes of Frank, and each was so
-terested in what the other said, and both were so happy

and confiding, and had so much to talk about, that it was
not untU they had plunged for a full half hour into that
labyrinth of streets which lies between Seven Dials and Soho,
without emerging into any large thoroughfare, that Nicholas
began to think it just possible they might have lost their
way.

The possibility was soon converted into a certainty; for,
on looking about, and walking first to one end of the street
and then to the other, he could find no landmark he could
recognise, and was fain to turn back again in quest of some
place at which he could seek a direction.

It was a by-street, and there was nobody about, or in the
few wretched shops they passed. Making towards a faint
gleam of light, which streamed across the pavement from a
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cellar, Nicholas was about to descend two or three steps so
as to render himself visible to those below and make his
mquiry, when he was arrested by a loud noise of scolding in
a woman's voice.

" S\com« *:«^y
'

" "id Kate. " TTic:' are quarrelling.
You'll be hurt."

*
" Wait one instant, Kate. Let us hear if there's anything

the matter," returned her brother. "Hush I"
"You nasty, idle, vicious, good-for-nothing brute," cried

the wonaan, stamping on the ground, " why don't you turn
the mangle?"

" So I am, my life and soul I " replied a man's voice. " I
am always turning. I am perpetuaUy turning, like a demd
old horse m a demnition miU. My life is one demd horrid
grind

!

"

" Then why don't you go and list for a soldier? " retorted
the woman, " you're welcome to."
"For a soldier I

" cried the man. " For a soldier I Would
his joy and gladness see him in a coarsr; red coat with a little
tail? Would she hear of his being slapped and beat by
drummers demnebly ? Would she have him fire off real guns,
and have his hair cut, and his whiskers shaved, and his eyes
turned right and left, and his trousers pipeclayed? "

" Dear Nicholas," whispered Kate, " you don't know who
that is. It's Mr. Mantalini I am confident."

" Do make sure I Peep at him while I ask the -y," said
Nicholas. " Come down a step or two. Come I

"

Drawing her after him, Nicholas crept down the steps and
k)oked into a small boarded cellar. There, amidst clothes-
baskets and clothes, stripped to his shirt-sleeves, but wearing
still an old patched pair of pantaloons of superLtivc make,
a once brilliant waistcoat, and moustache and whiskers as of
yore, but lacking their lustrous dye—there, endeavouring to
mollify the wrath of a buxom female—not the lawful Madame
Mantalini, but the proprietress of the concern—^and grinding
meanwhile as if for very life at the mangle, whose creaking
noise, mingled with her shrill tones, appeared almost to
deafen him—there was the graceful, elegant, fascinating, and
once dashing Mantalini.

"Oh, you false traitor I" cried the kdy, threatening
personal violence on Mr. Mantalini's face.

" False. Oh dem I Now my soul, my gentle, captivating,
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bewitching, and moit demnebly enslaving chidwi-biddy. be
calm," said Mr. Mantalini, humbly.

•• I won't I " screamed the woman. " I'll tear your eyes
outl" '

•* Ohl^ What a demd savage Iambi " cried Mr. Mantalini.
" You're never to be trusted," screamed the woman, " you

were out all d; y yesterday, and gallivanting somewhere I
know. You know you were I Isn't it enough tliat I paid
two pounds fourteen for you, and took you out of prison and
let you live here like a gentleman, but must you go on like
this: breaking my heart besides?

"

" I will never break its heart, I will be a good boy, and
never do so any more; I will never be naughty again; I
beg its little pardon," said Mr. Mantalini, dropping the
handle of the mangle, and folding his palms together, "

it is
all up with its handsome friend I He has gone to the
demnition bow-wows. It will have pity? It will not
scratch and claw, but pet and comfort? Oh, demmit."
Very little affected, to judge from her action, by this

tender appeal, the lady was on the point of returning some
angry reply, when Nicholas raising his voice asked lus way
to Piccadilly.

Mr. Mantalini turned round, caught sight of Kate, and,
without another word, leapt at one bound into a bed which
stood behind the door, and drew the counterpane over his
face: king meanwhile convulsively.

" ±. -imit," he cried, in a suffocating voice, "
it's little

Nickleby I Shut the door, put out the candle, turn me upm the bedstead I Oh, dem, dem, dem I

"

The woman looked, first at Nicholas, and then at Mr.
Mantalini, as if uncertain on whom to \\?\t this extra-
ordinary behaviour; but Mr. Mantalini happening by ill

luck to thrust his nose from under the bedclothes, in his
anxiety to ascertain whether the visitors were gone, she
suddenly an^ with a dexterity which could only have been
acquired b> long practice flung a pretty heavy dothes-
basket at him, with so g:ood an aim that he kicked more
violently than bef<.re, though without venturing to make
any effort to disengage his head, which was quite extin-
guished. Thinking this a favourable opportunity for
departing before any of the torrent of her wrath discharged
Itself upon him, Nicholas hurried Kate off, and left the

2D
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unfortunate lubject of thif unexpected recognition to expla
his conduct as he best could.
The next morning he henn \.% journey. It %-m no

cold winter weather: forcibly recalling to his mind undi
what arcumstances he had first travelled that road, and ho
many vicissitudes and changes he had since undergone. Ii

was alone inside, the greater part of the way, and sometime
when he had fallen into a dore^ and, rousing himself, looke
out of the window, and recogmsed some place which he we
remembered as having passed, either on his journey dowi
or in the long walk back with poor Smike, he could hardl
believe but that aU which had since happened had bee
a dream, and that they were still plodding wearily on toward
London, with the world before them.
To render these recollections the more vivid, it came o

to snow as night set in; and, passing through Stamford an
Grantham, and by the little alehouse, where he had hear
the story of the bold Baron of Grogzwig, everything lookci
as if he had seen it but yesterday, and not even a flake c
the white crust on the roofs had melted away. Encouragin
the train of ideas which flocked upon him, he could almos
persuade himself that he sat again outside the coach, witl
Sjjueers and the boys; that he heard their voices in th
air; and that he felt again, but with a mingled sensation o
pam and pleasure now, the old sinking of the heart, an(
longing after home. While he was yet yielding himself ui
to these fancies he fell asleep, and, dreaming of Madeline
forgot them.
He slept at the inn at Greta Bridge, on the night of hii

arrival, and, nsing at a very early hour next morning
walked to the market town, and inquired for John Browdie'!
house. John lived in the outskirts, now he was a famil>
man; and, as -erybody knew him, Nicholas had m
difficulty i 1 hnuing a boy who undertook to guide him tc
his residence.

Dismissing his guide at the gate, and in his impatience nol
even stopping to admire the thriving look of cottage oi
garden either, Nicholas made his way to the kitchen door,
and knocked lustily with his stick.

" Halloa! " cried a voice inside. " Waat be th-; matthei
noo? Be the toon a-fire? Ding, but thou m.-'-k'st uoise
eneafl"
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With these words, John Browdie opened the door himself.

!Sl!ff?^u*"'.*y** ^^' ^ ^^'-'^ "'raost width, cried, as he
clapped his hands together, and burst into a hearty roar:

Ecod,itbethegodfeyther,itbethegodfeythei-l TiUy.

awa, coom awa In wi' 'un, -^oon beside the fire: tak'asoop o thot. Dmnot say a word till thou'st droonk it a' I

L^J'T""' ^^ but I'm reeght glod to see thee."

in^lK iJ^^k" TJaL^' ^. ^^^> J°*^" ^'^^K*^ Nicholasmto the kitehen, forced him down upon a huge settle besidia blazing fire, poured out from an enormous bottle aboua quarter of a pmt of spirits, thrust it into his hand, opened
his mouth and threw back his head as a sign to him tol^nk
It instantly, and ^tood with a broad grin of welcome over-
spreading his great red face, like a jolly giant.

I might ha' knowa'd," said John, " that nobody but thouwould ha' coom wi' sike a knock as yon. fhot wL the^'
thou knocked at schoolmeasthcr's door, eh? Ha ha ha IBut I say; waa't be a' this aboot schoobneasther?'"

^^
You know It then? " said Nicholas.

,.^«yj^«« talking aboot it, doon toon, last neeght."

[t ?oike
^'

"**"* °" '*" ***"^'^ *'""* *® un'Stai'

"After various shiftings and delays," u . Nicholas, " hehas been sentenced to be transpoic^d for ven years for
being m the unlawful possession of a stolen will; ind, ifter

^. d' ^>^ suffer the consequence of a conspiracy."
Whew! cned John, 'a conspracyl Soomat in thepooder plot wa'? Eh? S -lat in the Guy Faux line?

''

Wo, no, no, a conspiracy connected with his school: I'Uexplam it presently." '

" Thot's rceght! " said John, " explain it arter breakfast,
not noo, for thou bee'st hoongry, and so an I; and Tilly

th^t??h
^

t' f^' ^i'^'"
°' *' ^Planations, for she sayj

thot s the mutual confidence. Ha, ha, ha! Ecixi it's a room
start, IS the mutual confidence !

" ^ « » a room

The entrance of Mrs. Browdie, with a smart cap on and

lt7.?T^ t?°^°^''
.^°' *^*'' *^^^^"^ been detected in theact of breakfasting m the kitchei., stopped John in Wsd^cussion of this grave subject, and hastenSi the breaWas^which being composed of vast mounds of toast, new-laid

eggs, boiled ham, Yorkshire pie, and other cold substantial

an 2
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?r*»

(of which heavy relays were constantly appearing from
another kitchen under the direction of a very plump servant),
was admirably adapted to the cold bleak morning, and
received the utmost justice from all parties. At last, it

came to a close; and the fire which had been lighted in the
best parlour having by this time burnt up, they adjourned
thither, to hear what Nicholas had to tell.

Nicholas told them all, and never was there a story which
awakened so many emotions in the breasts of two eager
listeners. At one time, honest John groaned in sympathy,
and at another roared with joy; at one time he vowed to
go up to London on purpose to get a sight of the Brothers
Cheeryble; at another, swore that Tim Linkinwater should
receive such a ham by coach, and carriage free, as mortal
knifti had never carved. When Nicholas began to describe
Madeline, he sat with his mouth wide open, nudging Mrs.
Browdie from time to time, and exclaiming under his breath
that she must be " raa'ther a tidy sart," and when he heard
at last that his young friend had come down, purposely to

communicate his good fortune, and to convey to him all

those assurances of friendship which he could not state with
sufficient warmth in writing—that the only object of his

journey was to share his happiness with them, and to teU
them that when he was married they must come up to see

him, and that Madeline insisted on it as well as he—John
could hold out no longer, but after looking indignantly at
his wife, and demanding to know what she was whimpering
for, drew his coat-sleeve over his eyes and blubbered outright.

" Tell'ee waa't though," said John seriously, when a great
deal had been said on both sides, "to return to school-

measther. If this news aboot 'un has reached school to-day,

the old 'ooman wean't have a whole boan in her boddy, nor
Fanny neither."

" Oh John! " cried Mrs. Browdie.

"Ah! and Oh John agean," replied the Yorkshireman.
" I dinnot know what they lads mightn't do. When it first

got aboot that schoolmeasther was in trouble, some feythers

and moothers sent and took their young chaps awa'. If

them as is left, should know waat's coom tiv'un, there'll be
sike a revolution and rebel!—Ding! But I think they'll a'

gang daft, and spill bluid like wather! "

In fact John Browdie's apprehensions were so strong that
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he determined to ride over to the school without delay, and
mvited Nicholas to accompany him, which, however, he
declined, pleadmg that his presence might perhaps aggravate
the bitterness of their adversity.

" Thot's true! " said John, " I should neer ha* thought o'
thot.

" I must return to-morrow," said Nicholas, " but I mean
to dme witli you to-day, and if Mrs. Browdie can give me a
bed "

" Bed! " cried John, " I wish thou could'st sleep in fower
beds at once. Ecod thou should'st have 'em a'. Bide till I
room back: on'y bide till I coom back, and ecod we'll make
a day of it !

"

Giving his wife a hearty kiss, and Nicholas a no less
hearty shake of the hand, John mounted his horse and rode
off: leavmg Mrs. Browdie to apply herself to hospitable pre-
parations, and his young friend to stroll about the neigh-
bourhood, and revisit spots wliich were rendered familiar to
him by many a miserable association.
John cantered away, and arriving at Dotheboys Hall, tied

his horse to a gate and made his way to the schoolroom
door, which he found locked on the inside. A tremendous
noise and riot arose from within, and, applying his eye to
a convenient crevice in the wall, he did not remain long in
Ignorance of its meaning.
The news of Mr. Squeers's downfall had reached Dothe-

boys; that was quite clear. To all appearance, it had
very recently become known to the young gentlemen: for
rebellion had just broken out.

It was one of the brimstone-and-treacle mornings, and
Mrs. Squeers had entered school according to custom with
the large bowl and spoon, followed by Miss Squeers and the
amiable Wackford: who, during his father's absence, had
taken upon hunself such minor branches of the executive as
kicking the pupils with his nailed boots, pulling the hair of
some of the smaller boys, pinching the others in aggravating
places, and rendering himself in various similar ways a great

^°i!" u**^ u^"^
happiness to his mother. Their entrance,

whether by premeditation or a simultaneous impulse, was the
signal of revolt. While one detachment rushed to the door
and locked it, and another mounted the desks and forms
the stoutest (and consequenUy the newest) boy seized the
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cane, and, confronting Mrs. Squeers, with a stem counte
ance, snatched off her cap and beaver-bonnet, put it on I

own head, armed himself with the wooden spoon and ba<
her on pain of death, go down upon her knees and take a do
directly. Before that estimable lady could recover hersei
or oflFer the slightest retaliation, she was forced into a knet
ing posture by a crowd of shouting tormentors, and cor
pelled to swallow a spoonful of the odious mixture, render*
more than usually savoury by the immersion in the bowl i

Master Wackford's head, whose ducking was entrusted 1

another rebel. The success of this first achievemei
prompted the malicious crowd, whose faces were clusterc
together in every variety of lank and half-starved ugliness, 1

further acts of outrage. The leader was insisting upon Mr
Squeers repeating her dose, Master Squeers was undergoir
another dip in the treacle, and a violent assault had bee
commenced on Miss Squeers, when John Browdie, burstir
open the door with a vigorous kick, rushed to the rescui
TTie shouts, screams, groans, hoots, and clapping of hand
suddenly ceased, and a dead silence ensued.

" Ye be noice chaps," said John, looking steadily roun(
" Waat's to do here, thou yoong dogs?

"

" Squeers is in prison, and we are going to run away

!

cried a score of shrill voices. " We won't stop, we won'
stop!"

" Weel then, dinnot stop," replied John; " who waant
thee to stop? Roon awa' loike men, but dinnot hurt th
women."

" Hurrah! " cried the shrill voices, more shrilly still.

" Hurrah? " repeated John. " Weel, hurrah, loike mei
too. Noo then, look out. Hip—hip,—hip—hurrah !

"

" Hurrah !
" cried the voices.

" Hurrah! Agean," said John. " Looder still."

The boys obeyed.

"Anoother!" said John. "Dinnot be afeared on it

Let's have a good 'un !

"

"Hurrah!"
" Noo then," said John, " let's have yan more to end wi'

and then coot off as quick as you loike. Tak' a good breatl

noo—Squeers be in jail—the school's brokken oop—it's a
ower—past and gane—think o' thot, and let it be a hearti
'un! Hurrah!"
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Such a cheer arose as the waUs of Dotheboys Hall had

never echoed before, and were destined never to respond to
again. When the sound had died away, the school wasempty; and of the busy noisy crowd which had peopled it
but five mmutes before, not one remained
"Very well Mr. Browdie!" said Miss Squeers, hot and

flushed from the recent encounter, but vixenish to the last-
you ve been and excited our boys to run away. Now see if

"^^ !? A ^f^ y°u ^'l*
^°' ^^^' '''

' " °»y pa « unfortunate
and trod down by henemies, we're not going to be baselv
crowed and conquered over by you and 'Tilda

"
" Noal " replied John bluntly, " thou bean''t. Talc' they

oath o thot Thmk betther o' us, Fanny. I tell 'ee both,
tHat Im glod the auld man has been caught out at last—domd glad—but ye'U sooflfer eneaf wi'out tny crowin' fra'

?Vu' n. °*W**^ ^""^ *^ ^''°^> ^^^'^ be Tilly the lass, so
I tel ee flat More than thot, I tell 'ee noo, that if thou
need St fnends to help thee awa' from this place-dmnot
turn up thy nose, Fanny, thou may'st—thou'lt foind TiUv
and I wi a thout o' old times aboot us, ready to lend thee k
hond. And when I say thot, dinnot think I be asheamed ofwaa t I ve deane, for I say agean. Hurrah 1 And dom the
schoohneasther. There I"
His parting words concluded, John Browdie strode heavily

out, remounted his nag, put him once lore into a smart
canter, and, carolling lustily forth some fragments of an old
song to which the horse's hoofs rang a merry accompaniment
sped back to his pretty wife and to Nicholas.
For some days afterwards, the neighbouring country was

overrun with boys, who, the report went, had been secretly
fumisLea by Mr. and Mrs. Browdie, not only with a hearty
meal of bread and meat, but with sundry shillings and six-
pences to help them on their way. To this rumour John
always returned a stout denial, which he accompanied, how-
ever, with a lurking grin, that rendered the suspicious doubt-
tul, and fully confirmed all previous believers.

*K^l"75® * ^^"^ *""'^ y°""g children, who, miserable as
tney had been, and many as were the tears they had shed
in the wretched school, still knew no other home, and had
formed for it a sort of attachment which made them ween
when the bolder spirits fled, and cling to it as a refuge Of
these, some were foimd crying under hedges and m"such
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places, fnghtened by the solitude. One had a dead bird i

a little cage; he had wandered nearly twenty miles, an
when his poor favourite died, lost courage, and lay dow
beside him. Another was discovered in a yard hard by th
school, sleepmg with a dog, who bit at those who came t
remove hun, and licked the sleeping child's pale face.
They were taken back, and some other stragglers wei

recovered; but by degrees they were claimed, or lost apair
and, m course of time, Dotheboys Hall and its last breakin
up began to be forgotten by the neighbours, or to be onl
spoken of, as among the things that had been.

CHAPTER LXV

CONCXUSION

When her term of mourning had expired, Madeline gav(
her hand and fortune to Nicholas, and, on the same da^
and at the same time, Kate became Mrs. Frank Cheeryble
It was expected that Tim Linkinwater and Miss La Creev\
would have made a third couple on the occasion, but thev
declined. Two or three weeks afterwards they went oul
together one morning before breakfast, and, coming back
with merry faces, were found to have been quietly married
that day.

The money which Nicholas acquired in right of his wife
he invested in the firm of Cheeryble Brothers, in which Frank
had become a partner. Before many years elapsed, the
business besran to be carried on in the names of " Cheervble
and Nickleby," so that Mrs. Nickleby's prophetic anticipa-
tions were realised at last.

The twin brothers retired. Who needs to be told that
they were happy? They were surrounded by happiness of
their own creation, and lived but to increase it.

Tim Linkinwater condescended, after much entreaty and
brow-beatmg, to accept a share in the house; but he could
never be prevailed upon to suffer the publication of his name
as a partner, and always persisted in the punctual and
regular discharge of liis clerkly duties.
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^.?*K"f i!"'
:^«.'i^«d> the old house, and occupied thevery bedchamber in wh.ch he had slept for four-aSd-forty

cSii ,^ l"sw'f«g'-e«' older, she became even a more^eerful and hght-hearted little creature; and it was acommon saying among their friends, that it was impossible
to say which looked the happi.r, Tim as he sat calmly smilin.

wife chattmg and laughing, ana U)nstantly bustling in andout of hers, on the other. .

/ ig ui «na

Dick, the blackbird, was removed from the counting-house

Beneath his cage hung two miniatures, of Mrs. Linkinwater's
wtecution; one representing herself; the other, Tim; andboth simling very hard at all beholders. Tim's head beingpowdered like a twelfth cake, and his spectacles copied^
5?K TT', '^^^"g^^j de.tected a close resemblance to himat Ae first gknce, and this leading them to suspect that theother must be his wife, and emboldening them to sav so
without scruple, Mrs. Linkinwater grew v?r>' proud of theseachievments m time, and considered them among the most
successful hKenesses she had ever painted. TiiS had the

Ralph having died intestate, and having no relations butthose with whom he had lived in such enmity, they wouWhave become in legal course his heirs. But tiev could notbear the thought ot growing rich on money so acquired andfdt as though they could never hope to prosper ^th itThey made no claim to his wealth. And the riches fo^which he had toiled all his days, and burdened his s^uwith so many evil deeds, were swept at last into the coffers

them.
°° ""^^ ""^ ^^ ''^"'' '*' ^^* ^^PP^' ^o^

Arthur Gride was tried for the unlawful possession of themil which he had either procured to be stSlen, o Ld dis!honesty acquired and retained by other means as bad. By
W nni ^1 "^^T""'

^°""''^' ^'^ ^ ^^g^l fla^^ he escaped;but only to undergo a worse punishment: for, some vearsafterwards, his house was broken open in the night by robbers



84« Nicholas Nicklcby

tempted by the rumours of his great wealth, and he wasfound muitJered in his bed.
Mrs Sh^erskew went beyond the setts at nearly the same

^frr,^ n
Squeers and m the coune of nattire never

returned Brooker died pemtent. Sir Mulberry Hawk Uvedabroad for some years, courted and caressed, and in hi«hr«)ute as a fine dashing feUoM- Ultimately, returning to
this country, he was thrown into jail for debt, and therepenshed miserably, as such high-spirits generally do
The first act of Nicholas, when he became a rich arJ

prosperous merchant, was to buy his father's old house. Astune crept on, and there came graduaUy about him a group
of lovdy children, it was altered and enlarged; but now ofthe old rooms were ever pulled down, no okJ tree was ever
rooted up, nothing with which there was any association ofbygone tunes was ever removed or changed.
Within a stone's-throw was another retreat, enlivened bvchildren s pleasant voices too; and here was Kate, with manynew cares and occupations, and many new faces hurting her

seemed a child agam), the same true gentle creature thesame fond sister, the same in the love of aU about her. asm her girlish days. *

Mra. Nickleby bVed, sometimes with her daughter, and

JX^^ '^S
^*' son, accompanying one or othtr of them

to London at those periods when the cares of business oblijrcd
both famihes to reside there, and always preserving a ^t
appearaiice of digmty, and relating her experiences (Spedally

n?rS ~""*f
«^ '^^

J^«
management and brin^-up

of children) with much solemnity and importance. It wJSa very ong tune before she could be induced to receive
Mrs. Lmkmwater mto favour, and it is even doubtful whether
she ever thoroughly foigave her.

wh^'^nr'^T 8'"*^y-^T*^,
q«iet harmless gentleman,

who, winter and summer, hved m a Uttle cottage hard by
Nicholas s house, and when he was not there, kisumed the
superintendence of affairs. His chief pleasuri and delight
was m the children, with whom he was a child himSlf
and master of the revels. The little people could do nothing
without dear Newman Noggs. *
The grass was green above the dead boy's grave, and
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StS^rtWK"^ "^ ^8***{**^* °«* • d"»y drooped
at» head beneath their pressure. Through all the roriiur indjunmier-time garliuids of fresh flowers, wreathed by fefanthands n»ted on the stone; and, when the childr^ c^lthi^ to change them lest they should wither and be pleasantto hun no onger, their eyes filled with tears, and theylpokelow and sofUy of their poor dead cousin.

^

as

THE END
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