432 WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY

kit for the boy which he was to take to school.
Molly, the housemaid, blubbered in the passage
when he went away — Molly, kind and faithful
in spite of a long arrear of unpaid wages. Mrs.
Becky could not let her husband have the
carriage to take the boy to school. Take the
horses into the city! — such a thing was never
heard of. Let a cab be brought. She did not
offer to kiss him when he went: nor did the
child propose to embrace her: but gave a kiss
to old Briggs (whom, in general, he was very
shy of caressing), and consoled her by pointing
out that he was to come home on Saturdays,
when she would have the benefit of seeing him.
As the cab rolled towards the city, Becky's
carriage rattled off to the Park. She was chat-
tering and laughing with a score of young
dandies by the Serpentine, as the father and
son entered at the old gates of the school —
where Rawdon left the child, and came away
with a sadder, purer feeling in his heart than
perhaps that poor battered fellow had ever
known since he himself came out of the nursery.

He walked all the way home very dismally,
and dined alone with Briggs. He was very kind
to her, and grateful for her love and watch-
fulness over the boy. His conscience smote
him that he had borrowed Briggs's money, and
aided in deceiving her. They talked about
little Rawdon a long time, for Becky only came
home to dress and go out to dinner —and
then he went off uneasily to drink tea with
Lady Jane, and tell her of what had happened,
and how little Rawdon went off like a trump,
and how he was to wear a gown and little knee-
breeches, and how young Blackball, Jack
Blackball’s son, of the old regiment, had taken
him in charge and promised to be kind to him.

In the course of a week, young Blackball had
constituted little Rawdon his fag, shoe-black,
and breakfast toaster; initiated him into the
mysteries of the Latin grammar, and thrashed
him  three or four times; but not severely.
The little chap’s good-natured honest face won
his way for htm. He only got that degree of
beating which was, no doubt, good for him;
and as for blacking shoes, toasting bread, and
fagging in general, were these offices not deemed
to be necessary parts of every young English
gentleman’s education?

Our business does not lie with the second
generation and Master Rawdon’s life at school,
otherwise the present tale might be carried to
any indefinite length, The colonel went to
see his son a short time afterwards, and found
the lad sufficiently well and happy, grinning and

laughing in his little black gown and little
breeches.

His father sagaciously tipped Blackball,
his master, a sovereign, and secured that young
gentleman’s good-will towards his fag. As a
protégé of the great Lord Steyne, the nephew
of a county member, and son of a colonel and
C.B., whose name appeared in some of the
most fashionable parties in the Morning Post,
perhaps the school authorities were disposed
not to look unkindly on the child. He had
plenty of pocket-money, which he spent in
treating his comrades royally to raspberry tarts,
and he was often allowed to come home on
Saturdays to his father, who always made a
jubilee of that day. When free, Rawdon would
take him to the play, or send him thither with
the footman; and on Sundays he went to church
with Briggs and Lady Jane and his cousins.
Rawdon marvelled over his stories about school,
and fights, and fagging. Before long, he knew
the names of all the masters and the principal
boys as well as little Rawdon himself. He
invited little Rawdon’s crony from school, and
made both the children sick with pastry, and

oysters, and porter after the play. He tried

to look knowing over the Latin grammar when
little Rawdon showed him what part of that
work he was “in.”’ “Stick to it, my boy,”
he said to him with much gravity, *there’s
nothing like a good classical education!
nothing!”

Becky’s contempt for her husband grew
greater every day. “Do what you like, —
dine where you please, — go and have ginger-
beer and sawdust at Astley’s, or psalm-singing
with Lady Jane, —only don’t expect me to
busy myself with the boy. I have your in-
terests to attend to, as you can’t attend to them
yourself. I should like to know where you
would have been now, and in what sort of a
position in society, if I had not looked after
you?” Indeed, nobody wanted poor old
Rawdon at the parties whither Becky used to go.
She was often asked without him now. She
talked about great people as if she had the
fee-simple of May Fair; and when the Court
went into mourning, she always wore black.

Little Rawdon being disposed of, Lord Steyne,
who took such a parental interest in the affairs
of this amiable poor family, thought that their
expenses might be very advantageously cur-
tailed by the departure of Miss Briggs; and
that Becky was quite clever enough to take
the management of her own house. It has been
narrated, in a former chapter, how the benevo-
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lent nobleman had given his proiégé money to
pay off her little debt to Miss Briggs, who how-
ever still remained behind with her friends;
whence my lord came to the painful conclusion
that Mrs. Crawley had made some other use of
the money confided to her than that for which
her generous patron had given the loan.
However, Lord Steyne was not so rude as to
impart his suspicions upon this head to Mrs.
Becky, whose feelings might be hurt by any
controversy on the money-question, and who
might have a thousand painful reasons for dis-
posing otherwise of his lordship’s generous
loan. But he determined to satisfy himself of
the real state of the case: and instituted the
necessary inquiries in a most cautious and
delicate manner.

In the first place he took an early opportu-
nity of pumping Miss Briggs. That was not
a difficult operation. A very little encourage-
ment would set that worthy woman to talk
volubly, and pour out all within her. And one
day when Mrs. Rawdon had gone out to drive
(as Mr. Fiche, his lordship’s confidential ser-
vant, easily learned at the livery stables where
the Crawleys kept their carriage and horses,
or rather, where the livery-man kept a car-
riage and horses for Mr. and Mrs. Crawley) —
my lord dropped in upon the Curzon Street
house — asked Briggs for a cup of coffee —
told her that he had good accounts of the little
boy at school — and in five minutes found out
from her that Mrs. Rawdon had given her
nothing except a black silk gown, for which
Miss Briggs was immensely grateful.

He laughed within himself at this artless
story. For the truth is, our dear friend Re-
becca had given him a most circumstantial
narration of Briggs's delight at receiving her
money—eleven hundred and twenty-five pounds
— and in what securities she had invested it;
and what a pang Becky herself felt in being
obliged to pay away such a delightful sum of
money. ‘“Who knows,” the dear woman may
have thought within herself, ““perhaps he may
give me a little more?” My lord, however,

« made no such proposal to the little schemer —

very likely thinking that he had been suffi-
ciently generous already.

He had the curiosity, then, to ask Miss
Briggs about the state of her private affairs —
and she told his lordship candidly what her
position was — how Miss Crawley had left
her a legacy — how her relatives had had part
of it— how Colonel Crawley had put out another
portion, for which she had the best security

and interest — and how Mr. and Mrs. Rawdon
had kindly busied themselves with Sir Pitt,
who was to dispose of the remainder most
advantageously for her, when he had time.
My lord asked how much the colonel had al-
ready invested for her, and Miss Briggs at once
and truly told him that the sum was six hun-
dred and odd pounds.

But as soon as she had told her story, the
veluble Briggs repented of her frankness, and
besought my lord not to tell Mr. Crawley of
the confessions which she had made. *“‘The
colonel was so kind — Mr. Crawley might
be offended and pay back the money, for which
she could get no such good interest anywhere
else.”” Lord Steyne, laughing, promised he
never would divulge their conversation, and
when he and Miss Briggs parted he laughed
still more.

“What an accomplished little devil it is!”
thought he. “What a splendid actress and
manager! She had almost got a second supply
out of me the other day, with her coaxing ways.
She beats all the women I have ever seen in the
course of all my well spent life. They are
babies compared to her. I am a greenhorn
myself, and a fool in her hands — an old fool.
She is insurpassable in lies.” His lordship’s
admiration for Becky rose immeasurably at
this proof of her cleverness. Getting the money
was nothing — but getting double the sum she
wanted, and paying nobody— it was a magnifi-
cent stroke. And Crawley, my lord thought
— Crawley is not such a fool as he looks and
seems, He has managed the matter cleverly
enough on his side. Nobody would ever have
supposed from his face and demeanour that
he knew anything about this money business;
and yet he put her up to it, and has spent the
money, no doubt. In this opinion my lord, we
know, was mistaken; but it influenced a good
deal his behaviour towards Colonel Crawley,
whom he began to treat with even less than that
semblance of respect which he had formerly
shown towards that gentleman. It never en-
tered into the head of Mrs. Crawley’s patron
that the little lady might be making a purse for
herself; and, perhaps, if the truth must be
told, he judged of Colonel Crawley by his
experience of other husbands whom he had
known in the course of the long and well spent
life which had made him acquainted with a great
deal of the weakness of mankind. My lord
had bought so many men during his life, that
he was surely to be pardoned for supposing that
he had found the price of this one,
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He taxed Becky upon the point on the very
first occasion when he met her alone, and he
complimented her, good-humouredly, on her
cleverness in getting more than the money
which she required. Becky was only a little
taken aback. It was not the habit of this dear
creature to tell falsehoods, except when necessity
compelled, but in these great emergencies it
was her practice to lie very freely; and in an
instant she was ready with another neat plau-
sible circumstantial story which she adminis-
tered to her patron. The previous statement
which she had made to him was a falsehood —
a wicked falsehood: she owned it: but who
had made her tell it? “Ah, my lord,” she said,
“you don’t know all T have to suffer and bear
in silence: you see me gay and happy before
you — you little know what I have to endure
when there is no protector near me. It wasmy
husband, who, by threats and the most savage
treatment, forced me to ask for that sum about
which 1 deceived you. It was he, who, fore-
seeing that questions might be asked regarding
the disposal of the money, forced me to account
for it as I did. He took the money. He told
me he had paid Miss Briggs; I did not want,
I did not dare to doubt him. Pardon the wrong
which a desperate man is forced to commit,
and pity a miserable, miserable woman.”
She burst into tears as she spoke. Persecuted
virtue never looked more bewitchingly wretched.

They had a long conversation, driving round
and round the Regent’s Park in Mrs. Crawley’s
carriage together, a conversation of which it
is not necessary to repeat the details: but the
upshot of it was, that, when Becky came home,
she flew to her dear Briggs with a smiling face,
and announced that she had some very good
news for her. Lord Steyne had acted in the
noblest and most generous manner. He was
always thinking how and when he could do
good. Now that little Rawdon was gone to
school, a dear companion and friend was no
longer necessary to her. She was grieved
beyond measure to part with Briggs; but her
means required that she should practise every
retrenchment, and her sorrow was mitigated
by the idea that her dear Briggs would be far
better provided for by her generous patron than
in her humble home. Mrs. Pilkington, the
housekeeper at Gauntly Hall, was gmwing
exceedingly old, feeble, and rheumatic: she
was not equal to the work of superintending
that vast mansion, and must be on the lookout
for a successor. It was a splendid position.
The family did not go to Gauntly once in two

years. At other times the housekeeper was
the mistress of the magnificent mansion — had
four covers daily for her table; was visited by
the clergy and the most respectable people of
the county — was the lady of Gauntly, in fact;
and the two last housckeepers before Mrs.
Pilkington had married rectors of Gauntly:
but Mrs. P. could not, being the aunt of the
present rector. The place was not to be hers
yet; but she might go down on a visit to Mrs.
Pilkington, and see whether she would like
to succeed her.

What words can paint the ecstatic gratitude
of Briggs! Al she stipulated for was that little
Rawdon should be allowed to come down and
see her at the Hall. Becky promised this —
anything. She ran up to her husband when
he came home, and told him the joyful news.
Rawdon was glad, deuced glad; the weight
was off his conscience about poor Briggs's
money. She was provided for, at any rate,
but — but his mind was disquiet. He did not
seem to be all right somehow. He told little
Southdown what Lord Steyne had done, and
the young man eyed Crawley with an air which
surprised the latter. 7

He told Lady Jane of this second proof of
Steyne’s bounty, and she, too, looked odd and
alarmed; so did Sir Pitt. “She is too clever
and — and gay, to be allowed to go from party
to party without a companion,” both said.
“You must go with her, Rawdon, wherever she
goes, and you must have somebody with her
—one of the girls from Queen's Crawley,
perhaps, though they were rather giddy guar-
dians for her.”

Somebody Becky should have. But, in the
meantime, it was clear that honest Briggs must
not lose her chance of settlement for life; and
so she and her bags were packed, and she
set off on her journey. And so two of Raw-
don’s out-sentinels were in the hands of the
enemy. _

Sir Pitt went and expostulated with his
sister-in-law upon the subject of the dismissal
of Briggs, and other matters of delicate family
interest. In vain she pointed out to him how
necessary was the protection of Lord Steyne
for her poor husband; how cruel it would be
on their part to deprive Briggs of the position
offered to her. Cajolements, coaxings, smiles,
tears could not satisfy Sir Pitt, and he had
something very like a quarrel with his once
admired Becky. He spoke of the honour of
the family; the unsullied ‘reputation of the
Crawleys: expressed himself in indignant
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tones about her receiving those young French-
men — those wild young men of fashion, my
Lord Steyne himself, whose carriage was
always at her door, who passed hours daily
in her company, and whose constant presence
made the world talk about her. As the head of
the house he implored her to be more prudent.
Society was already speaking lightly of her.
Lord Steyne, though a nobleman of the greatest
station and talents, was a man whose attentions
would compromise any woman; he besought,
he implored, he commanded his sister-in-law
to be watchful in her intercourse with that
nobleman.

Becky promised anything and everything
that Pitt wanted; but Lord Steyne came to
her house as often as ever, and Sir Pitt's anger
increased. I wonder was Lady Jane angry or
pleased that her husband at last found fault
with his favourite Rebecca? Lord Steyne's
visits continuing, his own ceased; and his
wife was for refusing all further intercourse
with that nobleman, and declining the invi-
tation to the Charade-night which the mar-
chioness sent to her; but Sir Pitt thought it
was necessary to accept it, as His Royal High-
ness would be there.

Although he went to the party in question,
Sir Pitt quitted it very early, and his wife, too,
was very glad to come away. Becky hardly
so much as spoke to him or noticed her sister-
in-law. Pitt Crawley declared her behaviour
was monstrously indecorous, reprobated in
strong terms the habit of play-acting and
fancy-dressing, as highly unbecoming a Brit-
ish female; and after the charades were over,
took his brother Rawdon severely to task for
appearing himself, and allowing his wife to
join in such improper exhibitions.

Rawdon said she should not join in any
more such amusements; but, indeed, and per-
haps from hints from his elder brother and
sister, he had already become a very watchful
and exemplary domestic character. He left
off his clubs and billiards. He never left
home. He took Becky out to drive: he went
laboriously with her to all her parties,. When-
ever my Lord Steyne called, he was sure to find
the colonel. And when Becky proposed to go
out without her husband, or received invita-
tions for herself, he peremptorily ordered her
to refuse them; and there was that in the
gentleman’s manner which enforced obedience.
Little Becky, to do her justice, was charmed
with Rawdon’s gallantry. If he was surly,
she never was. Whether friends were present

or absent, she had always a kind smile for
him, and was attentive to his pleasure and
comfort. It was the early days of their mar-
riage over again: the same good-humour,
prévenances, merriment, and artless confidence
and regard. “How much pleasanter it is,”
she would say, “to have you by my side in the
carriage than that foolish old Briggs! Let us
always go on so, dear Rawdon. How nice it
would be, and how happy we should always
be, if we had but the money!” He fell asleep
after dinner in his chair; he did not see the
face opposite to him, haggard, weary, and ter-
rible; it lighted up with fresh candid smiles
when he woke. It kissed him gaily. He
wondered that he had ever had suspicions.
No, he never had suspicions; all those dumb
doubts and surly misgivings which had been
gathering on his mind were mere idle jealousies.
She was fond of him; she always had been.
As for her shining in society, it was no fault
of hers; she was formed to shine there. Was
there any woman who could talk, or sing, or
do anything like her? If she would but like
the boy! Rawdon thought. But the mother
and son never could be brought together.
And it was while Rawdon’s mind was agi-
tated with these doubts and perplexities that
the incident occurred which was mentioned in
the last chapter; and the unfortunate colonel
found himself a prisoner away from home.

CHAPTER XIII
A RESCUE AND A CATASTROPHE

Friend Rawdon drove on then to Mr. Moss's
mansion in Cursitor Street, and was duly in-
ducted into that dismal place of hospitality.
Morning was breaking over the cheerful house-
tops of Chancery Lane as the rattling cab woke
up the echoes there. A little pink-eyed Jew-
boy, with a head as ruddy as the rising mormn,
let the party into the house, and Rawdon was
welcomed to the ground-floor apartments by
Mr. Moss, his travelling companion and host,
who cheerfully asked him if he would like a
glass of something warm after his drive.

The colonel was not so depressed as some
mortals would be, who, quitting a palace and
a placens uxor, find themselves barred into a
sponging-house, for, if the truth must be told,
he had been a lodger at Mr. Moss's estab-
lishment once or twice before. We have not
thought it necessary in the previous course
of this narrative to mention these trivial little
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domestic incidents: but the reader may be
assured that they can’t unfrequently occur in
the life of 2 man who lives on nothing a year.

Upon his first visit to Mr. Moss, the colonel,
then a bachelor, had been liberated by the
generosity of his aunt: on the second mishap,
little Becky, with the greatest spirit and kind-
ness, had horrowed a sum of money from Lord
Southdown, and had coaxed her husband’s
creditor (who was her shawl, velvet-gown, lace
pocket-handkerchief, trinket, and gimcrack
purveyor, indeed) to take a portion of the
sum claimed, and Rawdon’s promissory note
for the remainder: so on both these occasions
the capture and release had been conducted
with the utmost gallantry on all sides, and
Moss and the colonel were therefore on the
very best of terms.

“You'll find your old bed, colonel, and
everything comfortable,” that gentleman said,
“as I may honestly say. You may be pretty
sure it’s kep aired, and by the best of com-
pany, too. It was slep in the night afore last
by the Honourable Capting Famish, of the
Fiftieth Dragoons, whose mar took him out,
after a fortnight, jest to punish him, she said.
But, Law bless you, I promise you, he punished
my champagne, and had a party ere every night
— reglar tip-top swells, down from the clubs
and the West End — Captain Ragg, the Hon-
ourable Deuceace, who lives in the Temple,
and some fellers as knows a good glass of wine,
I warrant you. I've got a Doctor of Diwinity
upstairs, five gents in the coffee-room, and
Mrs. Moss has a tably-dy-hoty at half-past
five, and a little cards or music afterwards,
when we shall be most happy to see you.”

“T1l ring when I want anything,” said
Rawdon, and went quietly to. his bedroom.
He was an old soldier, we have said, and not
to be disturbed by any little shocks of fate.
A weaker man would have sent off a letter to
his wife on the instant of his capture. “But
what is the use of disturbing her night’s rest?”
thought Rawdon. “She won’t know whether
I am in my room or not. It will be time
enough to write to her when she has had her
sleep out, and I have had mine. It's only a
hundred and seventy, and the deuce is in it if
we can’t raise that”” And so, thinking about
little Rawdon (whom he would not have know
that he was in such a queer place), the colonel
turned into the bed lately occupied by Captain
Famish, and fell asleep. It was ten o’clock
when he woke up, and the ruddy-headed
youth brought him, with conscious pride, &

fine silver dressing-case, wherewith he might
perform the operation of shaving. Indeed,
Mr. Moss's house, though somewhat dirty,
was splendid throughout. There were dirty
trays, and wine-coolers en permanence on the
sideboard, huge dirty gilt cornices, with dingy
yellow satin hangings to the barred windows
which looked into Cursitor Street — vast and
dirty gilt picture-frames surrounding pieces
sporting and sacred, all of which works were
by the greatest masters; and fetched the
greatest prices, too, in the bill transactions, in
the course of which they were sold and bought
over and over again. The colonel’s breakfast
was served to him in the same dingy and
gorgeous plated ware. Miss Moss, a dark-
eyed maid in curl-papers, appeared with the
teapot, and, smiling, asked the colonel how
he had slep? and she brought him in the
Morning Post, with the names of all the great
people who had figured at Lord Steyne’s
entertainment the night before. It contained
a brilliant account of the festivities, and of
the beautiful and accomplished Mrs. Rawdon
Crawley’s admirable personifications.

After a lively chat with this lady (who sat
on the edge of the breakfast-table in an easy
attitude, displaying the drapery of her stock-
ing and an ex-white satin shoe, which was
down at heel), Colonel Crawley called for pens
and ink and paper; and being asked how
many sheets, chose one, which was brought
to him between Miss Moss’s own finger and
thumb. Many a sheet had that dark-eyed
damsel brought in; many a poor fellow had
scrawled and blotted hurried lines of entreaty,
and paced up and down that awful room until
his messenger brought back the reply. Poor
men always use messengers instead of the post.
Who has not had their letters, with the wafers
wet, and the announcement that a person is
waiting in the hall?

Now, on the score of his application, Rawdon
had not many misgivings.

“Dear Becky,” (Rawdon wrote): —

“I hape you slept well. Don’t be frightened
if I don’t bring in your coffy. Last night as T
was coming home smoaking, I met with an
accadent. 1 was nabbed by Moss of Cursitor
Street — from whose gilt and splendid parler 1
write this — the same that had me this time
two years. Miss Moss brought in my tea —
she is grown very fal, and, as usual, had her
stockens down at heal.

“It’s Nathan’s business — a hundred-and-
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fifty — with costs, hundred-and-seventy.
Please send me my desk and some cloths —
I'm in pumps and a white tye (something like
Miss M.’s stockings) —I've seventy in it.
And as soon as you get this, Drive to Nathan’s
— offer him seventy-five down, and ask him
lo renew —say T'll take wine —we may as
well have some dinner sherry; but not picturs,
they’re too dear.

“If he won’t stand it. Take my ticker and
such of your things as you can spare, and
send them to Balls — we must, of coarse, have
the sum to-night. It won’t do to let it stand
over, as to-morrow’s Sunday; the beds here
are not very clean, and there fnay be other
things out against me — I'm glad it ain’t
Rawdon’s Saturday for coming home. God
bless you.

“Yours in haste,
“RIE:

“P.S. Make haste and come.”

This letter, sealed with a wafer, was de-
spatched by one of the messengers who are
always hanging about Mr. Moss's establish-
ment; and Rawdon, having seen him depart,
went out in the court-yard, and smoked his
cigar with a tolerably easy mind — in spite of
the bars overhead; for Mr. Moss's court-yard
is railed in like a cage, lest the gentlemen who
are boarding with him should take a fancy to
escape from his hospitality.

Three hours, he calculated, would be the
utmost time required, before Becky should
arrive and open his prison doors: and he
passed these pretty cheerfully in smoking, in
reading the paper, and in the coffee-room with
an acquaintance, Captain Walker, who hap-
pened to be there, and with whom he cut for
sixpences for some hours, with pretty equal
luck on either side.

But the day passed away and no messenger
returned, — no Becky. Mr. Moss's tably-dy-
hoty was served at the appointed hour of haif-
past five, when such of the gentlemen lodging
in the house as could afford to pay for the
banquet, came and partook of it in the splendid
front parlour before described, and with which
Mr. Crawley’s temporary lodging communi-
cated, when Miss M. (Miss Hem, as her papa
called her) appeared without the curl-papers of
the morning, and Mrs. Hem did the honours
of a prime boiled leg of mutton and turnips,
of which the colonel ate with a very faint
appetite. Asked whether he would “stand”
a bottle of champagne for the company, he

consented, and the ladies drank to his ’ealth,
and Mr. Moss, in the most polite manner
“looked towards him.”

In the midst of this repast, however, the
door-bell was heard, — young Moss of the
ruddy hair rose up with the keys and answered
the summons, and, coming back, told the colo-
nel that the messenger had returned with a
bag, a desk, and a letter, which he gave him.
“No ceramony, colonel, I beg,” said Mrs.
Moss with a wave of her hand, and he opened
the letter rather tremulously. —It was a
beautiful letter, highly scented, on a pink
paper, and with a light-green seal.

’

“Mon pauvre cher petit,” (Mrs. Crawley
wrote) —

“I could not sleep ome wink for thinking of
what had become of my odious old monstre:
and only got to rest in the morning after send-
ing for Mr. Blench (for I was in a fever), who
gave me a composing draught and left orders
with Finette that T should be disturbed on no
account.  So that my poor old man's messenger,
who had bien mauvaise mine, Finette says, and
senloit le Geniéyre remained in the hall for
some hours waiting my bell. You may fancy
my state when I read your poor dear old ill-
spelt letter.

“Il as T was, I instantly called for the
carriage, and as soon as I was dressed (though
I couldn’t drink a drop of chocolate — I assure
you I couldn’t without my monstre to bring it
to me), I drove venitre & ferre to Nathan's. 1T
saw him —1I wept —I cried —1I fell at his
odious knees. Nothing would mollify the
horrid man. He would have all the money,
he said, or keep my poor monstre in prison.
I drove home with the intention of paying that
Iriste visite chez mon oncle (when every trinket
I have should be at your disposal though they
would not fetch a hundred pounds, for some,
you know, are with ce cher oncle already), and
found Milor there with the Bulgarian old
sheep-faced monster, who had come to com-
pliment me upon last night’s performances.
Paddington came in, too, drawling and lisping
and twiddling his hair; so did Champignac,
and his chef — everybody with foison of com-
pliments and pretty speeches — plaguing poor
me, who longed to he rid of them, and was
thinking every moment of the time of mon pauvre
prisonnier.

“When they were gone, I went down on my
knees to Milor; told him we were going to
pawn everything, and begged and prayed him
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to give me two hindred pounds. He pish’d
and psha'd in a fury — told me not to be such
a fool as to pawn—and said he would see
whether he could lend me the money. At last
he went away, promising that he would send
it me in the morning: when I will bring it to
my poor old monster with a kiss from his
affectionate
“Becky.

“T am writing in bed. Oh, I have such a

headache and such a heartache!”

When Rawdon read over this letter, he
turned so red and looked so savage, that the
company at the table-d’héte easily perceived
that bad news had reached him. All his sus-
picions, which he had been trying to banish,
returned upon him. She could not even go out
and sell her trinkets to free him. She could
laugh and talk about compliments paid to her,
whilst he was in prison. Who had put him
there? Wenham had walked with him,
Was there . .. He could hardly bear to
think of what he suspected. Leaving the room
hurriedly, he ran into his own -— opened his
desk, wrote two hurried lines, which he directed
to Sir Pitt or Lady Crawley, and bade the
messenger carry them at once to Gaunt Street,
bidding him to take a cab, and promising him
a guinea if he was back in an hour.

In the note he hesought his dear brother
and sister, for the sake of God; for the sake
of his dear child and his honour; to come to
him and relieve him from his difficulty. He
was in prison: he wanted a hundred pounds
to set him free — he entreated them to come
to him,

He went back to the dining-room after de-
spatching his messenger, and called for more
wine. He laughed and talked with a strange
boisterousness, as the people thought. Some-
times he laughed madly at his own fears, and
went on drinking for an hour; listening all
the while for the carriage which was to bring
his fate back. ,

At the expiration of that time, wheels were
heard whirling up to the gate —the young
janitor went out with his gate-keys. It was a
lady whom he let in at the bailiff’s door.

“Colonel Crawley,” she said, trembling very
much. He, with a knowing look, locked the
outer door upon her— then unlocked and
opened the inner one, and calling out, “Colonel,
you're wanted,” led her into the back parlour,
which he occupied.

Rawdon came in from the dining-parlour

where all those people were carousing, into his
back room; a flare of coarse light following
him into the apartment where the lady stood,
still very nervous.

“Tt is I, Rawdon,” she said, in a timid
voice, which she strove to render cheerful.
“It is Jane.” Rawdon was quite overcome by
that kind voice and presence. He ran up to
her — caught her in his arms— gasped out
some inarticulate words of thanks, and fairly
sobbed on her shoulder. She did not know
the cause of his emotion,

The bills of Mr. Moss were quickly settled,
perhaps to the disappointment of that gentle-
man, who had counted on having the colonel
as his guest over Sunday at least; and Jane,
with beaming smiles and happiness in her
eyes, carried away Rawdon from the bailiff’s
house, and they went homewards in the cab
in which she had hastened to his release.
“Pitt was gone to a Parliamentary dinner,”
she said, “when Rawdon’s note came, and so,
dear Rawdon, I —I came myself;” and she
put her kind hand in his. Perhaps it was
well for Rawdon Crawley that Pitt was away
at that dinner. Rawdon thanked his sister a
hundred times, and with an ardour of grati-
tude which touched and almost alarmed that
soft-hearted woman. “Oh,” said he in his
rude, artless way, “‘you — you don’t know how
I'm changed since I've known you, and — and
little Rawdy. I—T'd like to change some-
how. You see I want—1I want to be —"
He did not finish the sentence, but she could
interpret it. And that night after he left her,
and as she sat by her own little boy’s bed, she
prayed humbly for that poor wayworn sinner.

Rawdon left her and walked home rapidly.
It was nine o'clock at night. He ran across
the streets, and the great squares of Vanity
Fair, and at length came up breathless oppo-
site his own house. He started back and fell
against the railings, trembling as he looked
up. The drawing-room windows were blazing
with light. She had said that she was in bed
and ill. He stood there for some time, the
light from the rooms on his pale face.

He took out his door-key and let himself
into the house. He could hear laughter in the
upper rooms. He was in the ball-dress in
which he had been captured the night before.
He went silently up the stairs; leaning against
the banisters at the stair-head. — Nobody was
stirring in the house besides — all the servants
had been sent away. Rawdon heard laughter
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within — laughter and singing. Becky was
singing a snatch of the song of the night before;
a hoarse voice shouted “Brava! Brava!” —
it was Lord Steyne’s.

Rawdon opened the door and went in. A
iittle table with a dinner was laid out —- and
wine and plate. Steyne was hanging over the
sofa on which Becky sat. The wretched
woman was in a brilliant full toile, her arms
and all her fingers sparkling with bracelets and
rings: and the brilliants on her breast which
Steyne had given her. He had her hand in
his, and was bowing over it to kiss it, when
Becky started up with a faint scream as she
caught sight of Rawdon’s white face. At the
next instant she tried a smile, a horrid smile,
as if to welcome her husband: and Steyne
rose up, grinding his teeth, pale, and with fury
in his looks.

He, too, attempted a laugh—and came
forward holding out his hand. “What, come
back! How d’ye do, Crawley?” he said, the
nerves of his mouth twitching as he tried to
grin at the intruder.

There was that in Rawdon’s face which
caused Becky to fling herself before him, “I
am innocent, Rawdon,” she said; “before
God, I am innocent.” She clung hold of his
coat, of his hands; her own were all covered
w1th_ serpents, and rings, and bawbles. “I
am innocent. — Say I am innocent,” she said
to Lord Steyne.

He thought a trap had been laid for him,
and was as furious with the wife as with the
husband. “You innocent! Damn you,” he
screamed out. “You innocent! Why, every
trinket you have on your body is paid for by
me. I have given you thousands of pounds
which this fellow has spent, and for which he
has sold you. Innocent, by —! You're as
innocent as your mother, the ballet-girl, and
your husband, the bully. Don’t think to
frighten me as you have done others. Make
way, sir, and let me pass;” and Lord Steyne
seized up his hat, and, with flame in his eyes,
and looking his enemy fiercely in the face,
marched upon him, never for a moment doubt-
ing that the other would give way.

But Rawdon Crawley, springing out, seized
him by the neck-cloth, until Steyne, almost
strangled, writhed, and bent under his arm.
“You lie, you dog!” said Rawdon. “You
lie, you coward and villain!” And he struck
the peer twice over the face with his open
hand, and flung him bleeding to the ground.
It was all done before Rebecca could interpose.

She stood there trembling before him. She
admired her husband, strong, brave, and vic-
torious.

“Come here,” he said. — She came up at
once.

“Take off those things.” — She began,
trembling, pulling the jewels from her arms,
and the rings from her shaking fingers, and
held them all in a heap, quivering and looking
up at him. “Throw them down,” he said,
and she dropped them. He tore the diamond
ornament out of her breast, and flung it at
Lord Steyne. It cut him on his bald fore-
head. Steyne wore the scar to his dying day.

“Come up stairs,” Rawdon said to his wife.
“Don’t - kill me, Rawdon,” she said. He
laughed savagely. — “I want to see if that
man lies about the money as he has about me,
Has he given you any?”

“No,” said Rebecca, “that is —"

“Give me your keys,” Rawdon answered,
and they went out together.

Rebecca gave him all the keys but one;
and she was in hopes that he would not have
remarked the absence of that. It belonged to
the little desk which Amelia had given her in
early days, and which she kept in a secret
place. But Rawdon flung open boxes and
wardrobes, throwing the multifarious trumpery
of their contents here and there, and at last
he found the desk. The woman was forced
to open it. It contained papers, love-letters
many years old —all sorts of small trinkets
and woman’s memoranda. And it contained
a pocket-book with bank-notes. Some of
these were dated ten years back, too, and one
was quite a fresh one — a note for a thousand
pounds which Lord Steyne had given her.

“Did he give you this?” Rawdon said.

“Yes,” Rebecca answered.

“T'll send it to him to-day,” Rawdon said
(for day had dawned again, and many hours
had passed in this search), “and I will pay
Briggs, who was kind to the boy, and some
of the debts. You will let me know where I
shall send the rest to you. - You might have
spared me a hundred pounds, Becky, out of
all this — I have always shared with you.”

“I am innocent,” said Becky. And he left
her without another word.

What were her thoughts when he left her?
She remained for hours after he was gone, the
sunshine pouring into the room, and Rebecca
sitting alone on the bed’s edge. The drawers
were all opened and their contents scattered
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about, — dresses and feathers, scarfs and
trinkets, a heap of tumbled vanities lying in a
wreck. Her hair was falling over her shoulders;
her gown was torn where Rawdon had wrenched
the brilliants out of it. She heard him go
down stairs a few minutes after he left her,
and the door slamming and closing on him.
She knew he would never come back. He
was gone forever. Would he kill himself? —
she thought —not until after he had met
Lord Steyne. She thought of her long past
life, and all the dismal incidents of it. Ah,
how dreary it seemed, how miserable, lonely,
and profitless! Should she take laudanum,
and end it, too — have done with all hopes,
schemes, debts, and triumphs? The French
maid found her in this position — sitting in
the midst of her miserable ruins with clasped
hands and dry eyes. The woman was her
accomplice and in Steyne’s pay. “Mon Dieu,
madame, what has happened?” she asked.
What had happened? Was she guilty or
not? She said not; but who could tell what
was truth which came from those lips; or if
that corrupt heart was in this case pure? All
her lies and her schemes, all her selfishness and
her wiles, all her wit and genius had come to
this bankruptcy. The woman closed the cur-
tains, and with some entreaty and show of
kindness, persuaded her mistress to lie down
onthe bed. Then she went below and gathered
up the trinkets which had been lying on the
floor since Rebecca dropped them there at her
husband’s orders, and Lord Steyne went away.

CHARLES DICKENS (1812-1870)
A CHILD’S DREAM OF A STAR

There was once a child, and he strolled
about a good deal, and thought of a number
of things. He had a sister, who was a child,
too, and his constant companion. These two
used to wonder all day long. They wondered
at the beauty of the flowers; they wondered
at the height and blueness of the sky; they
wondered at the depth of the bright water;
they wondered at the goodness and the power
of God who made the lovely world.

They used to say to one another sometimes,
supposing all the children upon earth were to
die, would the flowers, and the water, and the
sky be sorry? They believed they would be
sorry. For, said they, the buds are the chil-
dren of the flowers, and the little playful
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streams that gambol down the hillsides are the
children of the water; and the smallest bright
specks playing at hide-and-seek in the sky all
night, must surely be the children of the stars;
and they would all be grieved to see their
playmates, the children of men, no more.

There was one clear shining star that used
to come out in the sky before the rest, near
the church spire, above the graves. It was
larger and more beautiful, they thought, than
all others, and every night they watched for it,
standing hand in hand at the window. Who-
ever saw it first, cried out, “I see the star!”
And often they cried out both together, know-
ing so well when it would rise, and where. So
they grew to be such friends with it, that
before lying down in their beds, they always
looked out once again, to bid it good night;
and when they were turning around to sleep,
they used to say, “God bless the star!”

But while she was very young, oh, very,
very young, the sister drooped, and came to
be so weak that she could no longer stand
in the window at night; and then the child
looked sadly out by himself, and when he saw
the star, turned round and said to the patient,
pale face on the bed, “I see the star!” and
then a smile would come upon the face, and a
little weak voice used to say, “God bless my
brother and the star!”

And so the time came, all too soon! when
the child looked out alone, and when there
was no face on the bed; and when there was a
little grave among the graves, not there before;
and when the star made long rays down tow-
ard him, as he saw it through his tears.

Now, these rays were so bright, and they
seeméd to make such a shining way from earth
to heaven, that when the’ child went to his
solitary bed, he dreamed about the star; and
dreamed that, lying where he was, he saw a
train of people taken up that sparkling road
by angels. And the star, opening, showed
him a great world of light, where many more
such angels waited to receive them.

All these angels who were waiting turned
their beaming eyes upon the people who were
carried up into the star; and some came out
from the long rows in which they stood, and
fell upon the people’s necks, and kissed them
tenderly, and went away with them down
avenues of light, and were so happy in their
company, that lying in his bed he wept for joy.

But there were many angels who did not go
with them, and among them one he knew.
The patient face that once had lain upon the
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bed was glorified and radiant, but his heart

found out his sister among all the host.

His sister's angel lingered near the entrance
of the star, and said to the leader among those
who had brought the people thither: —

“Is my brother come?”

And he said, “No.”

She was turning hopefully away, when the
child stretched out his arms, and cried, “0O
sister, I am here! Takeme!” And then she
turned her beaming eyes upon him and it was
night; and the star was shining into the room,
making long rays down toward him as he saw
it through his tears,

From that hour forth the child looked out
upon the star as on the home he was to go to,
when his time should come; and he thought
that he did not belong to the earth alone, but
to the star, too, because of his sister's angel
gone before.

There was a baby born to be a brother to
the child; and while he was so little that he
never yet had spoken word, he stretched his
tiny form out on his bed and died.

Again the child dreamed of the opened star,
and of the company of angels, and the train
of people, and the rows of angels with their
beaming eyes all turned upon those people’s
faces.

Said his sister’s angel to the leader: —

“Is my brother come?”

And he said, “Not that one, but another.”

As the child beheld his brother’s angel in
her arms, he cried: “O sister, I am here!
Take me!” And she turned and smiled upon
him, and the star was shining.

He grew to be a young man, and was busy
at his books, when an old servant came to
him and said: —

“Thy mother is no more. I bring her
blessing on her darling son!”

Again at night he saw the star, and all that
former company. Said his sister’s angel fo the
leader: —

“Is my brother come?”

And he said, “Thy mother!”

A mighty cry of joy went forth through all
the star, because the mother was reunited to
her two children. And he stretched out his
arms and cried: “O mother, sister, and
brother, I am here! Take me!” And they
answered him, “Not yet.” And the star was
shining.

_ He grew to be a man whose hair was turn-
ing gray, and he was sitting in his chair by the
fireside, heavy with grief, and with his face

bedewed with tears, when the star opened once
again.

Said his sister’s angel to the leader,

brother come?” v A

And he said, “Nay, but his maiden daughter.”

_And the man who had been the child saw
his daughter, newly lost to him, a celestial
creature among those three, and he said,
“My daughter’s head is on my sister’s bosom,
and her arm is round my mother’s neck, and
at her feet there is the baby of old time, and I
can bear the parting from her, God be praised !”’

And the star was shining.

_Thus the child came to be an old man, and
his once smooth face was wrinkled, and his
steps were slow and feeble, and his back was
bent. And one night as he lay upon his bed
his children standing round, he cried, as he
had cried so long ago: —

“I see the star!”

They whispered one another, “He is dying.”

And he said: “T am. My age is falling
from me like a garment, and I move toward
the star as a child. And, O my Father, now I
thank thee that it has so often opened to receive
those dear ones who await me!”

And the star was shining; and it shines
upon his grave.

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND
CHAPTER V
Borrin's Bower

Over against a London house, a corner
house not far from Cavendish Square, a man
with a wooden leg had sat for some years,
with his remaining foot in a basket in cold
weather, picking up a living on this wise: —
Every morning at eight o’clock, he stumped
to the corner, carrying a chair, a clothes-horse,
a pair of trestles, a board, a basket, and an
umbrella, all strapped together. Separating
these, the board and trestles became a counter,
the basket supplied the few small lots of fruit
and sweets that he offered for sale upon it
and became a foot-warmer, the unfolded
clothes-horse displayed a choice collection of
half-penny ballads and became a screen, and
the stool planted within it became his post
for the rest of the day. All weathers saw the
man at the post. This is to be accepted in a
double sense, for he contrived a back to his
wooden stool, by placing it against the lamp-
post. When the weather was wet, he put his
umbrella over his stock in trade, not over him-
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self; when the weather was dry, he furled
that faded article, tied it round with a piece
of yarn, and laid it crosswise under the trestles:
where it looked like an unwholesomely-forced
lettuce that had lost in colour and crispness
what it had gained in size.

"He had established his right to the corner,
by imperceptible prescription. He had never
varied his ground an inch, but had in the
beginning diffidently taken the corner upon
which the side of the house gave. A howling
corner in the winter time, a dusty corner in
the summer time, an undesirable corner at the
best of times. Shelterless fragments of straw
and paper got up revolving storms there, when
the main street was at peace; and the water-
cart, as if it were drunk or short-sighted, came
blundering and jolting round it, making it
muddy when all else was clean.

On the front of his sale-board hung a little
placard, like a kettle-holder, bearing the in-
scription in his own small text: —

Errands gone

On with fi

Delity By

Ladies and Gentlemen
I remain

Your humble Serv*:
Silas Wegg.

He had not only settled it with himself in course
of time, that he was errand-goer by appoint-
ment to the house at the corner (though he
received such commissions not half a dozen
times in a year, and then only as some servant’s
deputy), but also that he was one of the house’s
retainers and owed vassalage to it and was
bound to leal and loyal interest in it. For this
reason, he always spoke of it as “Our House,”
and, though his knowledge of its affairs was
mostly speculative and all wrong, claimed to
be in its confidence. On similar grounds he
never beheld an inmate at any one of its
windows but he touched his hat. Yet, he
knew so little about the inmates that he gave
them names of his own invention; as “Miss
Elizabeth,” “Master George,” “Aunt Jane,”
“Uncle Parker” — having no authority what-
ever for any such designations, but particularly
the last — to which, as a natural consequence,
he stuck with great obstinacy.

Over the house itself, he exercised the same
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imaginary power as over its inhabitants and
their affairs, He had never been in it, the
length of a piece of fat black water-pipe which
trailed itself over the area-door into a damp
stone passage, and had rather the air of a
leech on the house that had “taken” wonder-
fully; but this was no impediment to his
arranging it according to a plan of his own.
It was a great dingy house with a quantity of
dim side window and blank back premises,
and it cost his mind a world of trouble so to
lay it out as to account for everything in its
external appearance. But, this once done, was
quite satisfactory, and he rested persuaded
that he knew his way about the house blind-
fold: from the barred garrets in the high
roof, to the two iron extinguishers before the
main door — which seemed to request all
lively visitors to have the kindness to put
themselves out, before entering,

Assuredly, this stall of Silas Wegg's was
the hardest little stall of all the sterile little
stalls in London. It gave you the face-ache to
look at his apples, the stomach-ache to look at
his oranges, the tooth-ache to look at his nuts.
Of the latter commodity he had always a grim
little heap, on which lay a little wooden meas-
ure which had no discernible inside, and was
considered to represent the penn’orth appointed
by Magna Charta. Whether from too much
east wind or no — it was an easterly corner —
the stall, the stock, and the keeper, were all
as dry as the Desert. Wegg was a knotty
man, and a close-grained, with a face carved
out of very hard material, that had just as
much play of expression as a watchman’s
rattle. When he laughed, certain jerks oc-
curred in it, and the rattle sprung. Sooth to
say, he was so wooden a man that he seemed
to have taken his wooden leg naturally, and
rather suggested to the fanciful observer, that
he might be expected — if his development
received no untimely check — to be completely
set up with a pair of wooden legs in about six
months,

Mr. Wegg was an observant person, or, as
he himself said, “took a powerful sight of
notice.” He saluted all his regular passers-by
every day, as he sat on his stool backed up
by the lamp-post; and on the adaptable char-
acter of these salutes he greatly plumed him-
self. Thus, to the rector, he addressed a bow,
compounded of lay deference, and a slight
touch of the shady preliminary meditation at
church; to the doctor, a confidential bow, as
to a gentleman whose acquaintance with his
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mside he begged respectfully to acknowledge;
before the Quality he delighted to abase him-
self; and for Uncle Parker, who was in the
army (at least, so he had settled it), he put his
open hand to the side of his hat, in a military
manner which that angry-eyed, buttoned-up,
inflammatory-faced old gentleman appeared
but imperfectly to appreciate.

The only article in which Silas dealt that
was not hard was gingerbread. On a certain
day, some wretched infant having purchased
the damp gingerbread-horse (fearfully out of
condition), and the adhesive bird-cage, which
had been exposed for the day’s sale, he had
taken a tin box from under his stool to pro-
duce a relay of those dreadful specimens, and
was going to look in at the lid, when he said
to himself, pausing: “Oh! Here you are
again’!”

The words referred to a broad, round-
shouldered, one-sided old fellow in mourning,
coming comically ambling toward the corner,
dressed in a pea overcoat, and carrying a large
stick. He wore thick shoes, and thick leather
gaiters, and thick gloves like a hedger’s. Both
as to his dress and to himself, he was of
an overlapping, rhinoceros build, with folds in
his cheeks, and his forehead, and his eyelids,
and his lips, and his ears; but with bright,
eager, childishly-inquiring, gray eyes, under his
ragged eyebrows and broad-brimmed hat. A
very odd-looking old fellow altogether.

“Here you are again,” repeated Mr. Wegg,
musing. “And what are you now? Are you
in the Funns, or where are you? Have you
lately come to settle in this neighbourhood, or
do you own to another neighbourhood? Are
you in independent circumstances, or is it
wasting the motions of a bow on you? Come!
I'll speculate! T'll invest a bow in you.”

Which Mr. Wegg, having replaced his tin
box, accordingly did, as he rose to bait his
gingerbread-trap for some other devoted in-
fant. The salute was acknowledged with:

“Morning, sir! Morning! Morning!”

(*“Calls me Sir!” said Mr. Wegg, to himself.
“He won’t answer. A bow gone!”)

“Morning, morning, morning !”

“Appears to be rather a ’arty old cock,
too,” said Mr. Wegg, as before. “Good
morning to you, sir.”

“Do you remember me, then?” asked his
new acquaintance, stopping in his amble, one-
sided, before the stall, and speaking in a
pouncing way, though with great good-humour.

“I have noticed you go past our house, sir,

several times in the course of the last week
or so.” '
. “Our house,” repeated the other. ““Mean-
mg —2%

“Yes,” said Mr. Wegg, nodding, as the

other pointed the clumsy forefinger of his right
glove at the corner house,
: “O}}I Np‘:v, what,” pursued the old fellow,
In an inquisitive manner, carrying his knotted
stick in his left arm as if it were a baby, “what
do they allow you now?”

“It’s job work that I do for our house,”
returned Silas, dryly, and with reticence; “ips
not yet brought to an exact allowance.”

“Oh! It's not yet brought to an exact
allowance? No! It's not yet brought to an
exact allowance. Oh!— Morning, morning,
morning |”

“Appears to be rather a cracked old cock,”
thought Silas, qualifying his former good
opinion, as the other ambled off. But in a
moment he was back again with the question:

“How did you get your wooden leg?”

_ Mr. Wegg replied (tartly to this personal
inquiry), “In an accident.”

“Do you like it?”

“Well! T haven’t got to keep it warm,”
Mr. Wegg made answer, in a sort of desper;.-
tion occasioned by the singularity of the
question.

“He hasn’t,” repeated the other to his
knotted stick, as he gave it a hug; “he hasn’t
got—hal—ha! —to keep it warm! Did
you ever hear of the name of Boffin?”

“No,” said Mr. Wegg, who was growing
restive under this examination. “I never did
hear of the name of Boffin.”

“Do you like it?”

“Why, no,” retorted Mr. Wegg, again ap-
proaching desperation; “I can’t say I do.”

“Why don’t you like it?”

“I don’t know why I don’t,” retorted Mr.
\};c’gg, approaching frenzy, “but I don’t at
all.”

“Now, I'll tell you something that'll make
you sorry for that,” said the stranger, smiling.
“My name’s Boffin.”

“I can’t help it!” returned Mr. Wegg,
implying in his manner the offensive addition
“and if I could, I wouldn’t.” ’

“But there’s another chance for you,” said
Mr. Boffin, smiling still. “Do you like the
name of Nicodemus? Think it over. Nick or
Noddy.”

“It is not, sir,” Mr. Wegg rejoined, as he
sat down on his stool, with an air of gentle




