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VANITY FAIR
PART II

CHAPTER 1
How 7o Live WELL oN NoTHING A-YEAR

SUPPOSE there is no man in this Vanity Fair of

ours so little observant as not to think sometimes

about the worldly affairs of his acquaintances, or so
extremely charitable as not to wonder how his neighbour
Jones, or his neighbour Smith, can make both ends meet
at the end of the year. With the utmost regard for the
family, for instance (for I dine with them twice or thrice
in the season), I cannot but own that the appearance of
the Jenkinses in the Park, in the large barouche with the
grenadier-footmen, will surprise and mystify me to my dy-
ing day: for though I know the equipage is only jobbed,
and all the Jenkins people are on board wages, yet those
three men and the carriage must represent an expense of
six hundred a-year at the very least—and then there are
the splendid dinners, the two bays at Eton, the prige gover-
ness and masters for the girls, the trip abroad, or to East-
bourne or Worthing, in the autumn, the annual ball with
a supper from Gunter’s (who, by the way, supplies most
of the first-rate dinners which J. gives, as I know very well,
having been invited to one of them to fill a vacant place,
when I saw at once that these repasts are very superior
to the common run of entertainments for which the humbler
sort of J’s acquaintances get cards)—who, I say, with
the most good-natured feelings in the world, can help won-
dering how the Jenkinses make out matters? What is
Jenkins? We all know—Commissioner of the Tape and
Sealing Wax Office, with £1200 a-year for a salary. Had
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4 WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY

his wife a private fortune? Pooh—Miss Flint—one of
eleven children of a small squire in Buckinghamshire. All
she ever gets from her family is a turkey at Christmas,
in exchange for which she has to board two or three of
her sisters in the off season; and lodge and feed her brothers
when they come to town. How does Jenkins balance his
income? I say, as every friend of his must say, How is
it that he has not been outlawed long since; and that he
ever came back (as he did to the surprise of everybody)
last year from Boulogne?

“I” is here introduced to personify the world in general
—the Mrs. Grundy of each respected reader’s private circle
—every one of whom can point to some families of his
acquaintance who live nobody knows how. Many a glass
of wine have we all of us drunk, I have very little doubt,
hob-and-nobbing with the hospitable giver, and wondering
how the deuce he paid for it.

Some three or four years after his stay in Paris, when
Rawdon Crawley and his wife were established in a very
small comfortable house in Curzon Street, May Fair, there
was scarcely one of the numerous friends whom they enter-
tained at dinner that did not ask the above question regard-
ing them. The novelist, it has been said before, knows
everything, and as I am in a situation to be able to tell the
public how Crawley and his wife lived without any income,
may I entreat the public newspapers which are in the habit
of extracfing portions of the various periodical works now
published, not to reprint the following exact narrative and
calculations—of which I ought, as the discoverer (and at
some expense, too), to have the benefit? My son, I would
say, were I blessed with a child—you may by deep inquiry
and constant intercourse with him, learn how a man lives
comfortably on nothing a-year. But it is best not to be
intimate with gentlemen of this profession, and to take the
calculations at second-hand, as you do logarithms, for to
work them yourself, depend upon it, will cost you some-
thing considerable.

On nothing per annum then, and during a course of some
two or three years, of which we can afford to give but a
very brief history, Crawley and his wife lived very hap-
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pily and comfortably at Paris. It was in this perioéd that
he quitted the Guards, and sold out of the army. When
we find him again, his mustachios and the title of Colonel
on his card are the only relics of his military profession.

It has been mentioned that Rebecca, soon after her ar-
rival in Paris, took a very smart and leading position in
the society of that capital, and was welcomed at some of
the most distinguished houses of the restored French nobil-
ity. The English men of fashion in Paris courted her, too,
to the disgust of the ladies their wives, who could not bear
the parvenue. For some months the salons of the Faubourg
St. Germain, in which her place was secured, and the
splendours of the new Court, where she was received with
much distinction, delighted, and perhaps a little intoxicated
Mrs. Crawley, who may have been disposed during this
period of elation to slight the people—honest young military
men mostly—who formed her husband’s chief society.

But the Colonel yawned sadly among the duchesses and
great ladies of the Court. The old women who played
écarté made such a noise about a five-franc piece, that it
was not worth Colonel Crawley’s while to sit down at a
card-table. The wit of their conversation he could not ap-
preciate, being ignorant of their language. And what good
could his wife get, he urged, by making curtsies every night
to a whole circle of Princesses? He left Rebecca pres-
ently to frequent these parties alone; resuming his own
simple pursuits and amusements amongst the amiable friends
of his own choice. )

The truth is, when we say of a gentleman that he lives
elegantly on nothing a-year, we use the word ‘“nothing”
to signify something unknown; meaning, simply, that we
don’t know how the gentleman in question defrays the ex-
penses of his establishment. Now, our friend the Colonel
had a great aptitude for all games of chance: and exercis-
ing himself, as he continually did, with the cards, the dice-
box, or the cue, it is natural to suppose that he attained
a much greater skill in the use of these articles than men
can possess who only occasionally handle them. To use a
cue at billiards well is like using a pencil, or a German
flute, or a small-sword—you cannot master any one of these
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implements at first, and it is only by repeated study and
perseverance, joined to a natural taste, that a man can
excel in the handling of either. Now Crawley, from being
only a brilliant amateur, had grown to be a consummate
master of billiards. Like a great general, his genius used
to rise with the danger, and when the luck had been unfa-
vourable to him for a whole game, and the bets were con-
sequently against him, he would, with consummate skill
and boldness, make some prodigious hits which would re-
store the battle, and come in a victor at the end, to the
astonishment of everybody—of everybody, that is, who
was a stranger to his play. Those who were accustomed
to see it were cautious how they staked their money against
a man of such sudden resources, and brilliant and over-
powering skill.

At games. of cards he was equally skilful; for though he
would constantly lose money at the commencement of an
evening, playing so carelessly and making such blunders,
that new comers were often inclined to think meanly of his
talent; yet when roused to action, and awakened to cau-
tion by repeated small losses, it was remarked that Craw-
ley’'s play became quite different, and that he was pretty
sure of beating his enemy thoroughly before the night was
over. Indeed, very few men could say that they ever had
the better of him.

His successes were so repeated that no wonder the envi-
ous and the vanquished spoke sometimes with bitterness
regarding them. And as the French say of the Duke of
Wellington, who never suffered a defeat, that only an as-
tonishing series of lucky accidents enabled him to be an
invariable winner; yet even they allow that he cheated at
Waterloo, and was enabled to win the last great trick :—so
it was hinted at head-quarters in England, that some foul
play must have taken place in order to account for the
continuous successes of Colonel Crawley.

Though Frascati’s and the Salon were open at that time
in Paris, the mania for play was so widely spread, that the
public gambling-rooms did not suffice for the general ar-
dour, and gambling went on in private houses as much as
if there had been no public means for gratifying the pas-
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sion. At Crawley’s charming little réunions of an evening
this fatal amusement commonly was practised—much to
good-natured little Mrs. Crawley’s annoyance. She spoke
about her husband’s passion for dice with the deepest
grief; she bewailed it to everybody who came to her house.
She besought the young fellows never, never to touch a
box; and when young Green, of the Rifles, lost a very
considerable sum of money, Rebecca passed a whole night
in tears, as the servant told the unfortunate young gentle-
man, and actually went on her knees to her husband to be-
seech him to remit the debt, and burn the acknowledgment.
How could he? He had lost just as much himself to
Blackstone of the Hussars, and Count Punter of the Han-
overian Cavalry. Green might have any decent time; but
pay ?—of course he must pay; to talk of burning I O U's
was child’s-play.

Other officers, chiefly young—for the young fellows
gathered round Mrs. Crawley—came from her parties with
long faces, having dropped more or less money at her fatal
card-tables. Her house began to have an unfortunate repu-
tation. The old hands warned the less experienced of
their danger. Colonel O’'Dowd, of the —th regiment, one
of those occupying in Paris, warned Lieutenant Spooney
of that corps. A loud and violent fracas took place be-
tween the infantry-colonel and his lady, who were dining
at the Café de Paris, and Colonel and Mrs. Crawley, who
were also taking their meal there. The ladies engaged on
both sides. Mrs. O'Dowd snapped her fingers in Mrs.
Crawley's face, and called her husband “no betther than
a black-leg.” Colonel Crawley challenged Colonel O’'Dowd,
C.B. The Commander-in-Chief hearing of the dispute sent
for Colonel Crawley, who was getting ready the same pis-
tols “which he shot Captain Marker,” and had such a con-
versation with him that no duel took place. If Rebecca
had not gone on her knees to General Tufto, Crawley
would have been sent back to England; and he did not
play, except with civilians, for some weeks after.

But, in spite of Rawdon’s undoubted skill and constant
successes, it became evident to Rebecca, considering these
things, that their position was but a precarious one, and
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that, even although they paid scarcely anybody, their little
capital would end one day by dwindling into zero. “Gam-
bling,” she would say, “dear, is good to help your income,
but not as an income itself. Some day people may be
tired of play, and then where are we?” Rawdon acquiesced
in the justice of her opinion; and in truth he had remarked
that after a few nights of his little suppers, &c., gentle-
men were tired of play with him, and, in spite of Rebecca’s
charms, did not present themselves very eagerly.

Easy and pleasant as their life at Paris was, it was after
all only an idle dalliance and amiable trifling; and Rebecca
saw that she must push Rawdon’s fortune in their own
country. She must get him a place or appointment at
home or in the colonies; and she determined to make a
move upon England as soon as the way could be cleared
for her. As a first step she had made Crawley sell out of
the Guards, and go on half-pay. His function as aide-de-
camp to General Tufto had ceased previously. Rebecca
laughed in all companies at that officer, at his toupee (which
he mounted on coming to Paris), at his waistband, at his
false teeth, at his pretensions to be a lady-killer above all,
and his absurd vanity in fancying every woman whom he
came near was in love with him. It was to Mrs. Brent,
the beetle-browed wife of Mr. Commissary Brent, to whom
the General transferred his attentions now—his bouquets,
his dinners at the restaurateurs’, his opera-boxes, and his
knick-knacks. Poor Mrs. Tufto was no more happy than
before, and had still to pass long evenings alone with her
daughters, knowing that her General was gone off scented
and curled to stand behind Mrs. Brent’s chair at the play.
Becky had a dozen admirers in his place to be sure; and
could cut her rival to pieces with her wit. But, as we
have said, she was growing tired of this idle social life:
opera-boxes and restaurateur-dinners palled upon her: nose-
gays could not be laid by a provision for future years: and
she could not live upon knick-knacks, laced handkerchiefs,
and kid gloves. She felt the frivolity of pleasure, and
longed for more substantial benefits.

At this juncture news arrived which was spread among
the many creditors of the Colonel at Paris, and which
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caused them great satisfaction. Miss Crawley, the rich
aunt from whom he expected his immense inheritance, was
dying; the Colonel must haste to her bedside. Mrs. Craw-
lay and her child would remain behind until he came to
reclaim them. He departed for Calais, and having reached
that place in safety, it might have been supposed that he
went to Dover; but instead he took the diligence to Dun-
kirk, and thence travelled to Brussels, for which place he
had a former predilection. The fact is, he owed more
money at London than at Paris; and he preferred the quiet
little Belgian city to either of the more noisy capitals.

Her aunt was dead. Mrs. Crawley ordered the most
intense mourning for herself and little Rawdon. The Col-
onel was busy arranging the affairs of the inheritance.
They could take the premier now, instead of the little en-
tresol of the hotel which they occupied. Mrs. Crawley
and the landlord had a consultation about the new hang-
ings, an amicable wrangle about the carpets, and a final
adjustment of everything except the bill. She went off in
one of his carriages; her French bonne with her; the child
by her side; the admirable landlord and landlady smiling
farewell to her from the gate. General Tufto was furious
when he heard she was gone, and Mrs. Brent furious with
him for being furious; Lieutenant Spooney was cut to the
heart; and the landlord got ready his best apartments pre-
vious to the return of the fascinating little woman and her
husband. He serréd the trunks which she left in his charge
with the greatest care. They had been especially recom-
mended to him by Madame Crawley. They were not, how-
ever, found to be particularly valuable when opened some
time after. ‘

But before she went to join her husband in the Belgic
capital, Mrs. Crawley made an expedition into England,
leaving behind her her little son upon the continent, under
the care of her French maid.

The parting between Rebecca and the little Rawdon did
not cause either party much pain. She had not, to say
truth, seen much of the young gentleman since his birth.
After the amiable fashion of French mothers, she had
placed him out at nurse in a village in the neighbourhood
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of Paris, where little Rawdon passed the first months of
his life, not unhappily, with a numerous family of foster-
brothers in wooden shoes. His father would ride over
many a time to see him here, and the elder Rawdon’s
paternal heart glowed to see him rosy and dirty, shouting
lustily, and happy in the making of mud-pies under the
superintendence of the gardener’s wife, his nurse.

Rebecca did not care much to go and see the son and
heir. Once he spoiled a new dove-coloured pelisse of hers.
He preferred his nurse’s caresses to his mamma’s, and
when finally he quitted that jolly nurse and almost parent,
he cried loudly for hours. He was only consoled by his
mother’s promise that he should return to his nurse the
next day; indeed the nurse herself, who probably would
have been pained at the parting too, was told that the child
would immediately be restored to her, and for some time
awaited quite anxiously his return.

In fact, our friends may be said to have been among the
first of that brood of hardy English adventurers who have
sebsequently invaded the Continent, and swindled in all
the capitals of Europe. The respect in those happy days
of 1817-18 was very great for the wealth and honour of
Britons. They had not then learned, as I am told, to hag-
gle for bargains with the pertinacity which now distin-
guishes them. The great cities of Europe had not been as
yet open to the enterprise of our rascals. And whereas
there is now hardly a town of France or Italy in which you
shall not see some noble countryman of our own, with that
happy swagger and insolence of demeanor which we carry
everywhere, swindling inn-landlords, passing fictitious
cheques upon credulous bankers, robbing coach-makers of
their carriage, goldsmiths of their trinkets, easy travellers
of their money at cards,—even public libraries of their
books -—thirty years ago you needed but to be a Milor
Anglais, travelling in a private carriage, and credit was at
your hand wherever you chose to seek it, and gentlemen,
instead of cheating, were cheated. It was not for some
weeks after the Crawleys’ departure that the landlord of
the hotel which they occupied during their residence at
Paris, found out the losses which he had sustained; not
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until Madame Marabou, the milliner, made repeated visits.
with her little bill for articles supplied to Madame Craw-
ley; not until Monsieur Didelot from Boule d’Or in the
Palais Royal had asked half-a-dozen times whether cette
charmante Miladi who had bought watches and bracelets
of him was de retour. It is a fact that even the poor gar-
dener’s wife, who had nursed Madame’s child, was never
paid after the first six months for that supply of the milk
of human kindness with which she had furnished the lusty
and healthy little Rawdon. No, not even the nurse was
paid—the Crawleys were in too great a hurry to remember
their trifling debt to her. As for the landlord of the hotel,
his curses against the English nation were violent for the
rest of his natural life. He asked all travellers whether
they knew a certain Colonel Lor Crawley—avec sa femme
—une petite dame, trés spirituelle. “Ah, Monsieur!” he
would add—"ils m’ont affreusement volé.” It was melan-
choly to hear his accents as he spoke of that catastrophe.

Rebecca’s object in her journey to London was to effect
a kind of compromise with her husband’s numerous credi-
tors, and by offering them a dividend of ninepence or a
shilling in the pound, to secure a return for him into his
own country. It does not become us to trace the steps
which she took in the conduct of this most difficult negoti-
ation; but, having shown them to their satisfaction, that
the sum which she was empowered to offer was all her
husband’s available capital, and having convinced them
that Colonel Crawley would prefer a perpetual retirement
on the Continent to a residence in this country with his
debts unsettled; having proved to them that there was no
possibility of money accruing to him from other quarters,
and no earthly chance of their getting a larger dividend
than that which she was empowered to offer, she brought
the Colonel’s creditors unanimously to accept her proposals,
and purchased with fifteen hundred pounds of ready money,
more than ten times that amount of debts.

Mrs. Crawley employed no lawyer in the transaction.
The matter was so simple, to have or to leave, as she justly
observed, that she made the lawyers of the creditors them-
selves do the business. And Mr. Lewis representing Mr.
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Davids, of Red Lion Square, and Mr. Moss acting for Mr.
Manasseh of Cursitor Street (chief creditors of the Col-
onel’s), complimented his lady upon the brilliant way in
which she did business, and declared that there was no
professional man who could beat her.

Rebecca received their congratulations with perfect mod-
esty; ordered a bottle of sherry and a bread cake to the
little dingy lodgings where she dwelt, while conducting the
business, to treat the enemy’s lawyers: shook hands with
them at parting, in excellent good humour, and returned
straightway to the Continent, to rejoin her husband and
son, and acquaint the former with the glad news of his
entire liberation. As for the latter, he had been consider-
ably neglected during his mother’s absence by Mademoi-
selle Geneviéve, her French maid; for that young woman,
contracting an attachment for a soldier in the garrison of
Calais, forgot her charge in the society of this militaire,
and little Rawdon very narrowly escaped drowning on
Calais sands at this period, where the absent Geneviéve
had left and lost him.

And so, Colonel and Mrs. Crawley came to London:
and it is at their house in Curzon Street, May Fair, that
they really showed the skill which must be possessed by
those who would live on the resources above named.



CHAPTER II
Tre Susyectr CoNTINUED

sity, we are bound to describe how a house may be got

for nothing a-year. These mansions are to be had
,either unfurnished, where, if you have credit with Messrs.
Gillows or Bantings, you can get them splendidly montées
and decorated entirely according to your own fancy; or they
are to be let furnished; a less troublesome and complicated
arrangement to most parties. It was so that Crawley and
his wife preferred to hire their house.

Before Mr. Bowls came to preside over Miss Crawley’s
house and cellar in Park Lane, that lady had had for a
butler a Mr. Raggles, who was born on the family estate
of Queen’s Crawley, and indeed was a younger son of a
gardener there. By good conduct, 2 handsome person and
calves, and a grave demeanour, Raggles rose from the
knife-board to the foot-board of the carriage; from the
foot-board to the butler’s pantry. When he had been a
certain number of years at the head of Miss Crawley’s es-
tablishment, where he had had good wages, fat perquisites,
and plenty of opportunities of saving, he announced that
he was about to contract a matrimonial alliance with a late
cook of Miss Crawley’s, who had subsisted in an honour-
able manner by the exercise of a mangle, and the keeping
of a small greengrocer’s shop in the neighbourhood. The
truth is, that the ceremony had been clandestinely per-
formed some years back; although the news of Mr. Rag-
gles’ marriage was first brought to Miss Crawley by a little
boy and girl of seven and eight years of age, whose con-
tinual presence in the kitchen had attracted the attention
of Miss Briggs.

Mr. Raggles then retired and personally undertook the
superintendence of the small shop and the greens. He
added milk and cream, eggs and country-fed pork to his

13

IN the first place, and as a matter of the greatest neces-
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stores, contenting himself, whilst other retired butlers were
vending spirits in public-houses, by dealing in the simplest
country produce. And having a good connection amongst
the butlers in the neighbourhood, and a snug back parlour
where he and Mrs. Raggles received them, his milk, cream,
and eggs got to be adopted by many of the fraternity, and
his profits increased every year. Year after year he quietly
and modestly amassed money, and when at length that snug
and complete bachelor’s residence at No. 201, Curzon Street,
May Fair, late the residence of the Honourable Frederick
Deuceace, gone abroad, with its rich and appropriate furni-.
ture by the first thakers, was brought to the hammer, who
should go it and purchase the lease and furniture of the
house but Charles Raggles? A part of the money he bor-
rowed, it is true, and at rather a high interest, froiti a brother
butler, but the chief part he paid down, and it was with no
small pride that Mrs. Raggles fouttd herself sleeping in a bed
of carved mahogany, with silk curtalns, with a prodigious
cheval glass opposite to het, and a wardrobe which would
contain het, and Raggles, and all the family.

Of cotirse, they did fot intend to occupy petimanently an
apartment so splendid. It was in order to let the house again
that Raggles purchased it. As soon as a tenant was found he
subsided into the greengrocer’s shop ofice more; but a happy
thing it was for him to walk out of that tenement and into
Curzon Street, and there survey his hotse—his own house—
with geraniums in the window and a carved bronze knocker.
The footman occasionally lounging at the area railing, treated
hiti with respect; the cook took her green stuff at his
house and called him Mr. Landlord; and there was not one
thing the tenants did, or one dish which they had for dinner,
that Raggles might not know of, 1f he liked.

He was a good thati; good and happy. The house brought
him in so Handsome a yeatly incone, that he was determined
to send his children to good schools, and accordifigly, regard-
less of expense, Charles was sent to boarding at Dr. Swish-
tail’s, Sugar-cane Lodge, and little Matilda to Miss Peck-
over's, Laurentinum House, Clapham.

Raggles loved and adored the Crawley family ag the author
of all his prosperity in life. He had a silhouette of his mis-
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tress in his back shop, and a drawing of the Porter’s Lodge
at Queen’s Crawley, done by that spinster herself in India
ink—and the only addition he made to the decorations of the
Curzon Street House was a print of Queen’s Crawley in
Hampshire, the seat of Sir Walpole Crawley, Baronet, who
was represented in a gilded car drawn by six white horses,
and passing by a lake covered with swans, and barges con-
taining ladies in hoops, and musicians with flags and periwigs.
Indeed Raggles thought there was no such palace in all the
world and no such august family.

As luck would have it, Raggles’ house in Curzon Street
was to let when Rawdon and his wife returned to London.
The Colonel knew it and its owner quite well; the latter’s
connexion with the Crawley family had been kept up con-
stantly, for Raggles helped Mr. Bowls whenever Miss Craw-
ley received friends. And the old man not only let his house
to the Colonel, but officiated as his butler whenever he had
company; Mrs. Raggles operating in the kitchen below, and
sending up dinners of which old Miss Crawley herself might
have approved. This was the way, then, Crawley got his
house for nothing; for though Raggles had to pay taxes and
rates, and the interest of the mortgage to the brother butler;
and the insurance of his life; and the charges for his children
at school; and the value of the meat and drink which his
own family—and for a time that of Colonel Crawley too—
consumed ; and though the poor wretch was utterly ruined by
the transaction, his children being flung on the streets and
himself driven into the Fleet Prison; yet somebody must pay
even for gentlemen who live for nothing a-year—and so it
was this unlucky Raggles was made the representative of
Colonel Crawley’s defective capital.

I wonder how many families are driven to roguery and to
ruin by great practitioners in Crawley’s way?—how many
great noblemen rob their petty tradesmen, condescend to
swindle their poor retainers out of wretched little sums, and
cheat for a few shillings? When we read that a noble
nobleman has left for the Continent, or that another noble
nobleman has an execution in his house—and that one or
other owes six or seven millions, the defeat seems glorious
even, and we respect the victim in the vastness of his ruin.



16 WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY

But who pities a poor barber who can’t get his money for
powdering the footman’s heads; or a poor carpenter who has
ruined himself by fixing up ornaments and pavilions for my
lady's déjeunmer; or the poor devil of a tailor whom the
steward patronises, and who has pledged all he is worth, and
more, to get the liveries ready, which my lord has done him
the honour to bespeak?—When the great house tumbles
down, these miserable wretches fall under it unnoticed: as
they say in the old legends, before a man goes to the devil
himself, he sends plenty of other souls thither.

Rawdon and his wife generously gave their patronage to
all such of Miss Crawley's tradesmen and purveyors as chose
to serve them. Some were willing enough, especially the poor
ones. It was wonderful to see the pertinacity with which the
washerwoman from Tooting brought the cart every Saturday,
and her bills week after week. Mr. Raggles himself had to
supply the greengroceries. The bill for servants’ porter at
the Fortune of War public-house is a curiosity in the chron-
icles of beer. Every servant also was owed the greater part
of his wages, and thus kept up perforce an interest in the
house. Nobody in fact was paid. Not the blacksmith who
opened the lock; nor the glazier who mended the pane; nor
the jobber who let the carriage ; nor the groom who drove it;
nor the butcher who provided the leg of mutton ; nor the coals
which roasted it ; nor the cook who basted it ; nor the servants
who ate it; and this I am given to understand is not unfre-
quently the way in which people live elegantly on nothing
a-year.’

In a little town such things cannot be done without re-
mark. We know there the quantity of milk our neighbour
takes, and espy the joint or the fowls which are going in for
his dinner. So, probably, 200 and 202 in Curzon Street
might know what was going on in the house between them,
the servants communicating through the area-railings; but
Crawley and his wife and his friends did not know 200 and
202. When you came to 201 there was a hearty welcome, and
a kind smile, a good dinner, and a jolly shake of the hand
from the host and hostess there, just for all the world as if
they had been undisputed masters of three or four thousand
a-year—and so they were not in money, but in produce and
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‘labour—if they did not pay for the mutton, they had it: if
they did not give bullion in exchange for their wine, how
should we know? Never was better claret at any man’s table
than at honest Rawdon’s; dinners more gay and neatly served.
His drawing-rooms were the prettiest, little, modest salons
conceivable : they were decorated with the greatest taste, and
a thousand knick-knacks from Paris, by Rebecca: and when
she sate at her piano trilling songs with a lightsome heart,
the stranger voted himself in a little paradise of domestic
comfort, and agreed that, if the husband was rather stupid,
the wife was charming, and the dinners the pleasantest in the
world. ,

Rebecca’s wit, cleverness, and flippancy, made her speedily
the vogue in London among a certain class. You saw demure
chariots at her door, out of which stepped very great people.
You beheld her carriage in the Park, surrounded by dandies
of note. The little box in the third tier of the Opera was
crowded with heads constantly changing; but it must be con-
fessed that the ladies held aloof from her, and that their
doors were shut to our little adventurer.

With regard to the world of female fashion and its cus-
toms, the present writer of course can only speak at second
hand. A man can no more penetrate or understand those
mysteries than he can know what the ladies talk about when
they go upstairs after dinner. It is only by inquiry and per-
severance, that one sometimes gets hints of those secrets;
and by a similar diligence every person who treads the Pall
Mall pavement and frequents the clubs of this metropolis,
knows, either through his own experience or through some
acquaintance with whom he plays at billiards or shares the
joint, something about the genteel world of London, and how,
as there are men (such as Rawdon Crawley, whose position
we mentioned before), who cut a good figure to the eyes of
the ignorant world and to the apprentices in the Park, who
behold them consorting with the most notorious dandies
there, so there are the ladies, who may be called men’s
women, being welcomed entirely by all the gentlemen, and cut
or slighted by all their wives. Mrs. Firebrace is of this sort;
the lady with the beautiful fair ringlets whom you see every
day in Hyde Park, surrounded by the greatest and most
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famous dandies of this empire. Mrs. Rockwood is another,
whose parties are announced laboriously in the fashionable
newspapers, and with whom you see that all sorts of ambas-
sadors and great noblemen dine; and many more might be
mentioned had they to do with the history at present in hand.
But while simple folks who are out of the world, or country
people with a taste for the genteel, behold these ladies in
their seeming glory in public places, or envy them from afar
off, persons who are better instructed could inform them that
these envied ladies have no more chance of establishing them-
selves in “Society,” than the benighted squire’s wife in Som-
ersetshire, who reads of their doings in the Morning Post.
Men living about London are aware of these awful truths.
You hear how pitilessly many ladies of seeming rank and
wealth are excluded from this “Society.” The frantic efforts
which they make to enter this circle, the meannesses to which
they submit, the insults which they undergo, are matters of
wonder to those who take human or womankind for a study;
and the pursuit of fashion under difficulties would be a fine
theme for any very great person who had the wit, the leisure,
and the knowledge of the English language necessary for the
compiling of such a history.

Now the few female acquaintances whom Mrs. Crawley
had known abroad, not only declined to visit her when she
came to this side of the channel, but cut her severely when
they met in public places. It was curious to see how the great
ladies forgot her, and no doubt not altogether a pleasant study
to Rebecca. When Lady Bareacres met her in the waiting-
room at the Opera, she gathered her daughters about her as
- if they would be contaminated by a touch of Becky, and re-
treating a step or two, placed herself in front of them, and
stared at her little enemy. To stare Becky out of counte-
nance required a severer glance than even the frigid old Bare-
acres could shoot out of her dismal eyes. When Lady de la
Mole, who had ridden a score of times by Becky’s side at
Brussels, met Mrs. Crawley's open carriage in Hyde Park,
her Ladyship was quite blind, and could not in the least rec-
ognise her former friend. Even Mrs. Blenkinsop, the bank-
er's wife, cut her at church. Becky went regularly to church
now ; it was edifying to see her enter there with Rawdon by
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her side, carrying a couple of large gilt prayer-boocks. and
afterwards going through the ceremony with the gravest
resignhatioft.

Rawdon at first felt very acutely the slights which were
passed upon his wife, and was inclined to be gloomy and
savage. He talked of calling out the husbands ot btothers
of every one of the insolent women who did not pay a
proper respect to his wife; and it was only by the strong-
est commands atid entreaties on her part, that he was
brought into keeping a decent behaviour. “You can't
shoot me into soclety,” she said, good-naturedly. “Re-
member, my dear, that I was biit a governess, and you,
you poor silly old man, have the wofst reputation for debt,
and dice, and all sorts of wickedness. We shall get quite
as many friends as we want by and by, and in the mean-
while you must be a good boy, and obey your schoolmis-
tress in everything she tells you to do. When we heard
that your aunt had left almost éverything to Pltt and his
wife, do you rememiber what a rage you were in? You
would have told all Paris, if I had not made you keep your
temper, and where would you have been now?—in prisott
at Ste. Pélagie for debt, and not established in London in
a handsome house, with every comfort about you—you
were in such a fury you were ready to murder your
brother, you wicked Cain you, and what good would have
come of remaining angry? All the rage in the world won't
get us your aunt’s foney; and it is much better that we
should be friends with your brother’s family than enemies,
as those foolish Butes are. When your father dies, Queén’s
Crawley will be & pleasant House for you and me to pass
the winter in. If we are ruined, you can carve and
take charge of the stable, and I can be a govetness to Lady
Jane’s children. Ruined! fiddlededee! I will get you a
good place before that; or Pitt and his little boy will die,
and we will be Sir Rawdon and my lady. While therée is
life, there is hope, my dear, and I irntend to make 4 man
of you yet. Who sold your horses for you? Who paid
your debts for you?”’ Rawdon was obliged to confess that
he owed all these benefits to his wife, and to trust himself
to her guidance for the future.
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Indeed, when Miss Crawley quitted the world, and that
money for which all her relatives had been fighting so
eagerly was finally left to Pitt, Bute Crawley, who found
that only five thousand pounds had been left to him in-
stead of the twenty upon which he calculated, was in such
a fury at his disappointment, that he vented it in savage
abuse upon his nephew; and the quarrel always rankling
between them ended in an utter breach of intercourse.
Rawdon Crawley’s conduct, on the other hand, who got
but a hundred pounds, was such as to astonish his brother
and delight his sister-in-law, who was disposed to look
kindly upon all the members of her husband’s family. He
wrote to his brother a very frank, manly, good-humoured
letter from Paris. He was aware, he said, that by his own
marriage he had forfeited his aunt’s favour; and though
he did not disguise his disappointment that she should
have been so entirely relentless towards him, he was glad
that the money was still kept in their branch of the fam-
ily, and heartily congratulated his brother on his good for-
tune. He sent his affectionate remembrances to his sister,
and hoped to have her good-will for Mrs. Rawdon; and the
letter concluded with a postscript to Pitt in the latter
lady’s own handwriting. She, too, begged to join in her
husband’s congratulations. She should ever remember Mr.
Crawley’s kindness to her in early days when she was a
friendless orphan, the instructress of his little sisters, in
whose welfare she still took the tenderest interest. She
wished him every happiness in his married life, and, ask-
ing his permission to offer her remembrances to Lady Jane
(of whose goodness all the world informed her), she hoped
that one day she might be allowed to present her little boy
to his uncle and aunt, and begged to bespeak for him their
good-will and protection.

Pitt Crawley received this communication very graciously
—more graciously than Miss Crawley had received some of
Rebecca’s previous compositions in Rawdon’s handwriting;
and as for Lady Jane, she was so charmed with the letter,
that she expected her husband would instantly divide his
aunt’s legacy into two equal portions, and send off one-half
to his brother at Paris.



VANITY FAIR 21

To her ladyship’s surprise, however, Pitt declined to ac-
commodate his brother with a cheque for thirty thousand
pounds. But he made Rawdon a handsome offer of his
hand whenever the latter should come to England and
choose to take it; and, thanking Mrs. Crawley for her
good opinion of himself and Lady Jane, he graciously pro-
nounced his willingness to take any opportunity to serve
her little boy.

Thus an almost reconciliation was brought about between
the brothers. When Rebecca came to town Pitt and his
wife were not in London. Many a time she drove by the
old door in Park Lane to see whether they had taken pos-
session of Miss Crawley’s house there. But the new fam-
ily did not make its appearance; it was only through Rag-
gles that she heard of their movements—how Miss Craw-
ley’s domestic had been dismissed with decent gratuities,
and how Mr. Pitt had only once made his appearance in
London, when he stopped for a few days at the house,
did business with his lawyers there, and sold off all Miss
Crawley’s French novels to a bookseller out of Bond Street.
Becky had reasons of her own which caused her to long
for the arrival of her new relation. “When Lady Jane
comes,” thought she, “she shall be my sponsor in London
~ society; and as for the women! bah! the women will ask
me when they find the men want to see me.”

An article as necessary to a lady in this position as her
brougham or her bouquet, 1s her companion. I have al-
ways admired the way in which the tender creatures, who
cannot exist without sympathy, hire an exceedingly plain
friend of their own sex from whom they are almost insep-
arable. The sight of that inevitable woman in her faded
gown seated behind her dear friend in the opera-box, or
occupying the back seat of the barouche, is always a whole-
some and moral one to me, as jolly as a reminder as that of
the Death’s-head which figured in the repasts of Egyptian
bon-vivants, a strange sardonic memorial of Vanity Fair.
What ?—even battered, brazen, beautiful, conscienceless,
heartless, Mrs. Firebrace, whose father died of her shame:
even lovely, daring Mrs. Mantrap, who will ride at any
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fence which any man in England will take, and who drives
her greys in the Park, while her mother keeps a huckster’s
stall in Bath still;—even those who are so bold, one might
fancy they could face anything, dare not face the world
without a female friend. They must have somebody to
cling to, the affectionate creatures! And you will hardly
see them in any public place without a shabby companion
in a dyed silk, sitting somewhere in the shade close behind
them.

“Rawdon,” said Becky, very late one night, as a party
of gentlemen were seated round her crackling drawing-
room fire (for the men came to her house to finish the
night; and she had ice and coffee for them, the best in
London) : “I must have a sheep-dog.”

“A what?” said Rawdon, looking up from an écarté table.

“A sheep-dog!” said young Lord Southdown. *“My dear
Mrs. Crawley, what a fancy! Why not have a Danish
dog? I know of one as big as a camel-leopard, by Jove.
It would almost pull your brougham. Or a Persian grey-
hound, eh? (I propose, if you please); or a little pug that
would go into one of Lord Steyne’s snuff-boxes. There’s
a man at Bayswater got one with such a nose that you
might,—I mark the king and play,—that you might hang
your hat on it.”

“I mark the trick,” Rawdon gravely said. He attended
to his game commonly, and didn’t much meddle with the
conversation except when it was about horses and betting.

“What can you want with a shepherd’s dog?” the lively
little Southdown continued.

“I mean a moral shepherd’s dog,” said Becky, laughing,
and looking up at Lord Steyne.

“What the devil’s that?” said his Lordshtp

“A dog to keep the wolves off me,” Rebecca continued.
“A companion.”

“Dear little innocent lamb, you want one,” said the
Marquis; and his jaw thrust out, and he began to grin
hideously, his little eyes leering towards Rebecca.

The great Lord Steyne was standing by the fire sipping
coffee. The fire crackled and blazed pleasantly. There
was a score of candles sparkling around the mantlepiece, in
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all sorts of quaint sconces, of gilt and bronze and porce-
lain. They lighted up Rebecca’s figure to admiration, as
she sate on a sofa covered with a pattern of gaudy flowers.
She was in a pink dress, that looked as fresh as a rose; her
dazzling white arms and shoulders were half-covered with
a thin hazy scarf through which they sparkled; her hair
hung in curls round her neck; one of her little feet peeped
out from the fresh crisp folds of the silk: the prettiest .
little foot in the prettiest little sandal in the finest silk
stocking in the world.

The candles lighted up Lord Steyne’s shining bald head,
which was fringed with red hair. He had thick bushy
eyebrows, with little twinkling bloodshot eyes, surrounded
by a thousand wrinkles. His jaw was underhung, and
when he laughed, two white buck-teeth protruded them-
selves and glistened savagely in the midst of the grin. He
had been dining with royal personages, and wore his garter
and ribbon. A short man was his Lordship, broad-chested,
and bow-legged, but proud of the fineness of his foot and
ancle, and always caressing his garter-knee.

“And so the Shepherd is not enough,” said he, “to de-
fend his lambkin ?”

“The Shepherd is too fond of playing at cards and going
to his clubs,” answered Becky, laughing.

“’Gad, what a debauched Corydon!” said my lord—‘‘what
a mouth for a pipe!”

“I take your three to two,” here said Rawdon, at the
card-table.

“Hark at Melibceus,” snarled the noble Marquis; “he’s
pastorally occupied too: he's shearing a Southdown. What
an innocent mutton, hey? Damme, what a snowy fleece!”

Rebecca’s eyes shot out gleams of scornful humour. “My
lord,” she said, “you are a knight of the Order.” He had
the collar round his neck, indeed—a gift of the restored
Princes of Spain.

Lord Steyne in early life had been notorious for his dar-
ing and his success at play. He had sat up two days and
two nights with Mr. Fox at hazard. He had won money
of the most august personages of the realm: he had won
his marquisate, it was said, at the gaming-table; but he
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did not like an allusion to those bygone fredaines. Re-
becca saw the scowl gathering over his heavy brow.

She rose up from her sofa, and went and took his coffee
cup out of his hand with a little curtsey. “Yes,” she
said, “I must get a watchdog. But he won't bark at you.”
And, going into the other drawing-room, she sate down to
the piano, and began to sing little French songs in such a
charming, thrilling voice, that the mollified nobleman speedily
followed her into that chamber, and might be seen nodding
his head and bowing time over her.

Rawdon and his friend meanwhile played écarté until
they had enough. The Colonel won; but, say that he won
ever so much and often, nights like these, which occurred
many times in the week—his wife having all the talk and
all the admiration, and he sitting silent without the circle,
not comprehending a word of the jokes, the allusions, the
mystical language within—must have been rather weari-
some to the ex-dragoon.

“How is Mrs. Crawley’s husband?” Lord Steyne used to
say to him by way of a good day when they met: and
indeed that was now his avocation in life. He was Colonel
Crawley no more. He was Mrs. Crawley’s husband.

About the little Rawdon, if nothing has been said all
this while, it is because he is hidden upstairs in a garret
somewhere, or has crawled below into the kitchen for
companionship. His mother scarcely ever took notice of
him.

He passed the days with his French bonne as long as that
domestic remained in Mr. Crawley’s family, and when the
Frenchwoman went away, the little fellow, howling in the
loneliness of the night, had compassion taken on him by a
housemaid, who took him out of his solitary nursery into
her bed in the garret hard by, and comforted him.

Rebecca, my Lord Steyne, and one or two more were in
the drawing-room taking tea after the Opera, when this
shouting was heard overhead. “It's my cherub crying for
his nurse,” she said. She did not offer to move to go and
see the child. “Don’t agitate your feelings by going to
look for him,” said Lord Steyne sardonically. “Bah!”
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replied the other, with a sort of blush, “he’ll cry himself
to sleep;” and they fell to talking about the Opera.

~ Rawdon had stolen off though, to look after his son and
heir; and came back to the company when he found that
honest Dolly was consoling the child. The Colonel's dress-
ing room was in those upper regions. He used to see the
boy there in private. They had interviews together every
morning when he shaved; Rawdon minor sitting on a box
by his father’s side and watching the operation with never-
ceasing pleasure. He and the sire were great friends. The
father would bring him sweetmeats from the dessert, and
hide them in a certain old epaulet box, where the child went
to seek them, and laughed with joy on discovering the
treasure ; laughed, but not too loud: for mamma was below
asleep and must not be disturbed. She did not go to rest
till very late, and seldom rose till after noon.

Rawdon bought the boy plenty of picture-books, and
crammed his nursery with toys. Its walls were covered with
pictures pasted up by the father’s own hand, and purchased
by him for ready money. When he was off duty with Mrs.
Rawdon in the Park, he would sit up here, passing hours
with the boy; who rode on his chest, who pulled his great
mustachios as if they were driving-reins, and spent days
with him in indefatigable gambols. The room was a low
room, and once, when the child was not five years old, his
father, who was tossing him wildly up in his arms, hit
the poor little chap’s skull so violently against the ceiling
that he almost dropped the child, so terrified was he at the
disaster.

Rawdon minor had made up his face for a tremendous
howl—the severity of the blow indeed authorized that indul-
gence; but just as he was going to begin, the father inter-
posed.

“For God’'s sake, Rawdy, don’t wake mamma,” he cried.
And the child, looking in a very hard and piteous way at his
father, bit his lips, clenched his hands, and didn’t cry a bit.
Rawdon told that story at the clubs, at the mess, to every-
body in town. “By Gad, sir,” he explained to the pubhc in
general, “what a good plucked one that boy of mine is—
what a trump he is! —I half sent his head through the ceil-
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ing, by Gad, and he wouldn't cry for fear of disturbing his
mother.”

Sometimes—once or twice in a week—that lady visited
the upper regions in which the child lived. She came like
a vivified figure out of the Magasin des Modes—blandly
smiling in the most beautiful new clothes and little gloves
and boots. Wonderful scarfs, laces, and jewels glittered
about her. She had always a new bonnet on: and flowers
bloomed perpetually in it: or else magnificent curling
ostrich feathers, soft and snowy as camellias. She nodded
twice or thrice patronisingly to the little boy, who looked
up from his dinner or from the pictures of soldiers he was
painting. When she left the room, an odour of rose, or
some other magical fragrance, lingered about the nursery.
She was an unearthly being in his eyes, superior to his
father—to all the world: to be worshipped and admired at
a distance,

To drive with that lady in the carriage was an awful
rite: he sate up in the back seat, and did not dare to speak:
he gazed with all his eyes at the beautifully dressed
princess opposite to him. Gentlemen on splendid prancing
horses came up and smiled and talked with her. How
her eyes beamed upon all of them! Her hand used to
quiver and wave gracefully as they passed. When he went
out with her he had his new red dress on. His old brown
holland was good enough when he stayed at home. Some-
times, when she was away, and Dolly his maid was making
his bed, he came into his mother’s room. It was as the
abode of a fairy to him—a mystic chamber of splendour
and delights. There in the wardrobe hung those wonderful
robes—pink and blue, and many-tinted. There was the
jewel-case, silver-clasped: and the wondrous bronze hand on
the dressing-table, glistening all over with a hundred rings.
There was the cheval-glass, that miracle of art, in which he
could just see his own wondering head, and the reflection of
Dolly (queerly distorted, and as if up in the ceiling), plump-
ing and patting the pillows of the bed. O, thou poor lonely
little benighted boy! Mother is the name for God in the
lips and hearts of little children; and here was one who was
worshipping a stone.
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Now Rawdon Crawley, rascal as the Colonel was, had
certain manly tendencies of affection in his heart, and could
love a child and a woman still. For Rawdon minor he had a
great secret tenderness then, which did not escape Rebecca,
though she did not talk about it to her husband. It did
not annoy her: she was too good-natured. It only increased
her scorn for him. He. felt somehow ashamed of this pa-
ternal softness, and hid it from his wife—only indulging in
it when alone with the boy.

He used to take him out of mornings when they would
go to the stables together and to the Park. Little Lord
Southdown, the best-natured of men, who would make you
a present of the hat from his head, and whose main occu-
pation in life was to buy knick-knacks that he might give
them away afterwards, bought the little chap a pony not
much bigger than a large rat, the donor said, and on this
little black Shetland pigmy young Rawdon’s great father
was pleased to mount the boy, and to walk by his side in
the Park.

It pleased him to see his old quarters, and his old fel-
low-guardsmen at Knightsbridge: he had begun to think
of his bachelorhood with something like regret. The old
troopers were glad to recognize their ancient officer, and
dandle the little Colonel. Colonel Crawley found dining
at mess and with his brother-officers very pleasant. “Hang
it, I ain’t clever enough for her—I know it. She won’t miss
me,” he used to say: and he was right, his wife did not miss
him,

Rebecca was fond of her husband. She was always per-
fectly good-humoured and kind to him. She did not even
show her scorn much for him; perhaps she liked him the
better for being a fool. He was her upper servant and
maitre d’hdtel. He went on her errands: obeyed her orders
without question: drove in the carriage in the ring with her
without repining; took her to the Opera-box; solaced him-
self at his club during the performance, and came punctu-
ally back to fetch her when due. He would have liked her
to be a little fonder of the boy: but even to that he recon-
ciled himself. “Hang it, you know she’s so clever,” he
said, “and I'm not literary and that, you know.” For, as we
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have said before, it requires no great wisdom to be able to
win at cards and billiards, and Rawdon made no pretensions
to any other sort of skill.

When the companion came, his domestic duties became
very light. His wife encouraged him to dine abroad: she
would let him off duty at the Opera. “Don’t stay and
stupefy yourself at home to-night, my dear,” she would
say. “Some men are coming who will only bore you. I
would not ask them, but you know it's for your good,
and now I have a sheep-dog, I need not be afraid to be
alone.”

“A sheep-dog—a companion! Becky Sharp with a com-
panion! Isn’t it good fun?” thought Mrs. Crawley to her-
self. The notion tickled hugely her sense of humour,

One Sunday morning, as Rawdon Crawley, his little son,
and the pony were taking their accustomed walk in the
Park, they passed by an old acquaintance of the Colonel’s,
Corporal Clink, of the regiment, who was in conversation
with a friend, an old gentleman, who held a boy in his
arms about the age of little Rawdon. This other youngster
had seized hold of the Waterloo medal which the Corporal
wore, and was examining it with delight.

“Good morning, your honour,” said Clink, in reply to the
“How do, Clink?” of the Colonel. “This ere young gentle-
man is about the little Colonel's age, sir,” continued the Cor-
poral.

“His father was a2 Waterloo man, too,” said the old gentle-
man, who carried the boy. “Wasn’t he, Georgy ?”

“Yes,” said Georgy. He and the little chap on the pony
were looking at each other with all their might—solemnly
scanning each other as children do.

“In a line regiment,” Clink said, with a patronising air.

“He was a Captain in the —th regiment,” said the old
gentleman rather pompously. “Captain George Osborne,
sir—perhaps you knew him. He died the death of a hero,
sir, fighting against the Corsican tyrant.”

Colonel Crawley blushed quite red. “I knew him very
well, sir,” he said, “and his wife, his dear little wife, sir—
how is she?”
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“She is my daughter, sir,” said the old gentleman, putting
down the boy, and taking out a card with great solemnity,
which he handed to the Colonel. On it was written—

“Mr. Sedley, Sole Agent for the Black Diamond and Anti-
Cinder Coal Association, Bunker’'s Wharf, Thames Street,
and Anna-Maria Cottages, Fulham Road West.”

Little Georgy went up and looked at the Shetland pony.

“Should you like to have a ride?” said Rawdon minor
from the saddle.

“Yes,” said Georgy. The Colonel, who had been look-
ing at him with some interest, took up the child and put
him on the pony behind Rawdon minor.

“Take hold of him, Georgy,” he said—“take my little boy
round the waist—his name is Rawdon.” And both the chil-
dren began to laugh.

“You won’t see a prettier pair, I think, this summer’s
day, sir,” said the good-natured Corporal; and the Colonel,
the Corporal, and old Mr. Sedley with his umbrella, walked
by the side of the children.



CHAPTER 1III

A FAMILY IN A VERY SMALL Way

E must suppose little George Osborne has ridden
from Knightsbridge towards Fulham, and will stop
and make inquiries at that village regarding some

friends whom we have left there. How is Mrs. Amelia after
the storm of Waterloo? Is she living and thriving? What
has come of Major Dobbin, whose cab was always hankering
about her premises? and is there any news of the Collector
of Boggley Wollah? The facts concerning the latter are
briefly these:

Qur worthy fat friend Joseph Sedley returned to India not .
long after his escape from Brussels. Either his furlough
was up, or he dreaded to meet any witnesses of his Water-
loo flight. However it might be, he went back to his duties
in Bengal very soon after Napoleon had taken up his resi-
dence at St. Helena, where Jos saw the ex-Emperor. To
hear Mr. Sedley talk on board ship you would have sup-
posed that it was not the first time he and the Corsican had
met, and that the civilian had bearded the French General
at Mount St. John. He had a thousand anecdotes about
the famous battles; he knew the position of every regiment,
and the loss which each had incurred. He did not deny
that he had been concerned in those victories—that he had
been with the army, and carried despatches for the Duke
of Wellington. And he described what the Duke did and
said on every conceivable moment of the day of Waterloo,
with such an accurate knowledge of his Grace's sentiments
and proceedings, that it was clear he must have been by the
conqueror’s side throughout the day; though, as a non-
combatant, his name was not mentioned in the public docu-
ments relative to the battle. Perhaps he actually worked
himself up to believe that he had been engaged with the
army; certain it is that he made a prodigious sensation for
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some time at Calcutta, and was called Waterloo Sedley
during the whole of his subsequent stay in Bengal.

The bills which Jos had given for the purchase of those
unlucky horses were paid without question by him and his
agents. He never was heard to allude to the bargain, and
nobody knows for a certainty what became of the horses,
or how he got rid of them, or of Isidor, his Belgian servant,
who sold a grey horse, very like the one which Jos rode, at
Valenciennes sometime during the autumn of 1815,

Jos’s London agents had orders to pay one hundred and
twenty pounds yearly to his parents at Fulham. It was
the chief support of the old couple; for Mr. Sedley’s specu-
lations in life subsequent to his bankruptcy did not by any
means retrieve the broken old gentleman’s fortune. He
tried to be a wine-merchant, a coal-merchant, a commission
lottery agent, &c., &. He sent round prospectuses to his
friends whenever he took a new trade, and ordered a new
brass plate for the door, and talked pompously about mak-
ing his fortune still. But Fortune never came back to the
feeble and stricken old man. One by one his friends
dropped off, and were weary of buying dear coals and bad
wine from him; and there was only his wife in all the
world who fancied, when he tottered off to the City of a
morning, that he was still doing any business there. At
evening he crawled slowly back; and he used to go of
nights to a little club at a tavern, where he disposed of the
finances of the nation. It was wonderful to hear him talk
about millions, and agios, and discounts, and what Roths-
child was doing, and Baring Brothers. He talked of such
vast sums that the gentlemen of the club (the apothecary,
the undertaker, the great carpenter and builder, the parish
clerk, who was allowed to come stealthily, and Mr. Clapp,
our old acquaintance), respected the old gentleman. “I was
better off once, sir,” he did not fail to tell everybody who
“used the room.” “My son, sir, is at this minute chief
magistrate of Ramgunge in the Presidency of Bengal, and
touching his four thousand rupees per mensem. My daugh-
ter might be a Colonel's lady if she liked. I might draw
upon my son, the first magistrate, sir, for two thousand
pounds to-morrow, and Alexander would cash my bill, down
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sir, down on the counter, sir. But the Sedleys were always
a proud family.” You and I, my dear reader, may drop
into this condition one day: for have not many of our
friends attained it? Our luck may fail: our powers forsake
us: our place on the boards be taken by better and younger
mimes—the chance of life roll away and leave us shattered
and stranded. Then men will walk across the road when
they meet you—or, worse still, hold you out a couple of
fingers and patronise you in a pitying way—then you will
know, as soon as your back is turned, that your friend
begins with a “Poor devil, what imprudences he has com-
mitted, what chances that chap has thrown away!” Well,
well—a carriage and three thousand a year is not the summit
of the reward nor the end of God’s judgment of men.
If quacks prosper as often as they go to the wall—if zanies
succeed and knaves arrive at fortune, and, vice versd, shar-
ing ill luck and prosperity for all the world like the ablest
and most honest amongst us—I say, brother, the gifts and
pleasures of Vanity Fair cannot be held of any great ac-
count, and that it is probable . . . . but we are wander-
ing out of the domain of the story.

Had Mrs. Sedley been a woman of energy, she would
have exerted it after her husband’s ruin, and, occupying a
large house, would have taken in boarders. The broken
Sedley would have acted well as the boarding-house land-
lady’s husband; the Munoz of private life; the titular lord
and master: the carver, house-steward, and humble hus-
band of the occupier of the dingy throne. I have seen
men of good brains and breeding, and of good hopes and
vigour once, who feasted squires and kept hunters in their
youth, meekly cutting up legs of mutton for rancorous old
harridans, and pretending to preside over their dreary
tables—but Mrs. Sedley, we say, had not spirit enough to
bustle about for “a few select inmates to join a cheerful
musical family,” such as one reads of in the Times. She
was content to lie on the shore where fortune had stranded
her— and you could see that the career of this old couple
was over.

I don’t think they were unhappy. Perhaps they were a
little prouder in their downfall than in their prosperity.

1—F
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Mrs. Sedley was always a great person for her landlady,
Mrs. Clapp, when she descended and passed many hours
with her in the basement or ornamented kitchen. The Irish
maid Betty Flanagan’s bonnets and ribbons, her sauciness,
her idleness, her reckless prodigality of kitchen candles,
her consumption of tea and sugar, and so forth, occupied
and amused the old lady almost as much as the doings of her
former household, when she had Sambo and the coachman,
and a groom, and a footboy, and a housekeeper with a regi-
ment of female domestics—her former household, about
which the good lady talked a hundred times a day. And be-
sides Betty Flanagan, Mrs. Sedley had all the maids-of-ali-
work in the street to superintend. She knew how each
tenant of the cottages paid or owed his little rent. She
stepped aside when Mrs. Rougemont the actress passed with
her dubious family. She flung up her head when Mrs.
Pestler, the apothecary’s lady, drove by in her husband’s
professional one-horse chaise. She had colloquies with the
greengrocer about the pennorth of turnips which Mr. Sedley
loved: she kept an eye upon the milkman, and the baker’s
boy; and made visitations to the butcher, who sold hundreds
of oxen very likely with less ado than was made about Mrs.
Sedley’s loin of mutton: and she counted the potatoes under
the joint on Sundays, on which days, drest in her best,
she went to church twice, and read Blair’s Sermons in the
evening.

On that day, for “business” prevented him on week days
from taking such a pleasure, it was old Sedley’s delight
to take out his little grandson Georgy to the neighbouring
Parks or Kensington Gardens, to see the soldiers or to feed
the ducks. Georgy loved the red-coats, and his grandpapa
told him how his father had been a famous soldier, and in-
troduced him to many sergeants and others with Waterloo
medals on their breasts, to whom the old grandfather pom-
pously presented the child as the son of Captain Osborne
of the —th, who died gloriously on the glorious eighteenth.
He has been known to treat some of these non-commissioned
gentlemen to a glass of porter, and, indeed, in their first
Sunday walks was disposed to spoil little Georgy, sadly
gorging the boy with apples and parliament, to the del;ri-

z—.
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ment of his health—until Amelia declared that George
should never go out with his grandpapa, unless the latter
promised solemnly, and on his honour, not to give the child
any cakes, lollipops, or stall produce whatever.

Between Mrs. Sedley and her daughter there was a sort
of coolness about this boy, and a secret jealousy—for one
evening in George’s very early days, Amelia, who had been
seated at work in their little parlour scarcely remarking
that the old lady had quitted the room, ran upstairs instinc-
tively to the nursery at the cries of the child, who had been
asleep until that moment—and there found Mrs. Sedley in
the act of surreptitiously administering Daffy’s Elixir to
the infant. Amelia, the gentlest and sweetest of every-day
mortals, when she found this meddling with her maternal
authority, thrilled and trembled all over with anger. Her
cheeks, ordinarily pale, now flushed up, until they were as
red as they used to be when she was a child of twelve years
old. She seized the baby out of her mother’s arms, and then
grasped at the bottle, leaving the old lady gaping at her,
furious, and holding the guilty tea-spoon.

Amelia flung the bottle crashing into the fire-place. “I
will noé have baby poisoned, mamma,”’ cried Emmy, rock-
ing the infant about violently with both her arms round
him, and turning with flashing eyes at her mother.

“Poisoned, Amelia!” said the old lady; “this language
to me?”’

“He shall not have any medicine but that which Mr. Pestler
sends for him. He told me that Daffy’s Elixir was poison.”

“Very good: you think I'm a murderess, then,” replied
Mrs. Sedley. “This is the language you use to your mother.
I have met with misfortunes: I have sunk low in life: I
have kept my carriage, and now walk on foot: but I did
not know I was a murderess before, and thank you for the
news.”

“Mamma,” said the poor girl, who was always ready for
tears—“you shouldn’t be hard upon me. I—I didn’t mean
—I mean, I did not wish to say you would do any wrong
to this dear child: only—"

“Q, no, my love,—only that I was a murderess; in which
case, I had better go to the Old Bailey. Though I didn't
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poison you, when you were a child; but gave you the best of
education, and the most expensive masters money could
procure. Yes; I've nursed five children, and buried three:
and the one I loved the best of all, and tended through
croup, and teething, and measles, and hooping-cough, and
brought up with foreign masters, regardless of expense, and
with accomplishments at Minerva House—which [ never
had when I was a girl—when I was too glad to honour my
father and mother, that I might live long in the land, and
to be useful, and not to mope all day in my room and act
the fine lady—says I'm a murderess. Ah, Mrs. Osborne!
may you never nourish a viper in your bosom, that's my
prayer.”

“Mamma, mammal” eried the bewildered girl: and the
child in her arms set up a frantic chorus of shouts.

“A murderess, indeed! Go down on your knees and pray
to God to cleanse your wicked ungrateful heart, Amelia,
and may He forgive you as I do;” and Mrs. Sedley tossed
out of the room, hissing out the word poison, once more,
and so ending her charitable benediction.

Till the termination of her natural life, this breach be-
tween Mrs. Sedley and her daughter was never thoroughly
mended. The quarrel gave the elder lady numberless ad-
vantages which she did not fail to turn to account with
female ingenuity and perseverance. For instance, she
scarcely spoke to Amelia for many weeks afterwards. She
warned the domestics not to touch the child, as Mrs. Os-
borne might be offended. She asked her daughter to see
and satisfy herself that there was no poison prepared in the
little daily messes that were concocted for Georgy. When
neighbours asked after the boy’s health, she referred them
pointedly to Mrs. Osborne. She never ventured to ask
whether the baby was well or not. She would not touch
the child, although he was her grandson, and own precious
darling, for she was not used to children, and might kill it.
And whenever Mr. Pestler came upon his healing inquisition,
she received the Doctor with such a sarcastic and scornful
demeanour, as made the surgeon declare that not Lady
Thistlewood herself, whom he had the honour of attending
professionally, could give herself greater airs than old Mrs.
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Sedley, from whom he never took a fee. And very likely
Emmy was jealous too, upon her own part, as what mother
is not, of those who would manage her children for her, or
become candidates for the first place in their affections?
It is certain that when anybody nursed the child, she was
uneasy, and that she would no more allow Mrs. Clapp or the
domestic to dress or tend him, than she would have let them
wash her husband’s miniature which hung up over her little
bed :—the same little bed from which the poor girl had gone
to his; and to which she retired now for many long, silent,
tearful, but happy years.

In this room was all Amelia’s heart and treasure. Here
it was that she tended her boy, and watched him through
the many ills of childhood, with a constant passion of love.
The elder George returned in him somehow, only improved,
and as if come back from heaven. In a hundred little
tones, looks, and movements, the child was so like his
father, that the widow’s heart thrilled as she held him to
it; and he would often ask the cause of her tears. It was
because of his likeness to his father, she did not scruple to
tell him. She talked constantly to him about this dead
father, and spoke of her love for George to the innocent
and wondering child; much more than she ever had done
to George himself, or to any confidante of her youth. To
her parents she never talked about this matter; shrinking
from baring her heart to them. Little George very likely
could understand no better than they; but into his ears
she poured her sentimental secrets unreservedly, and into
his only.

The very joy of this woman was a sort of grief, or so
tender, at least, that its expression was tears. Her sen-
sibilities were so weak and tremulous, that perhaps they
ought not to be talked about in a book. I was told by
Dr. Pestler (now a most flourishing lady’s physician, with
a sumptuous dark green carriage, a prospect of speedy
knighthood, and a house in Manchester Square), that her
grief at weaning the child was a sight that would have un-
manned a Herod. He was very soft-hearted many years
ago, and, his wife was mortally jealous of Mrs. Amelia, then
and long afterwards.
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Perhaps the Doctor’s lady had good reason for her jeal-
ousy: most women shared it, of those who formed the small
circle of Amelia’s acquaintance, and were quite angry at
the enthusiasm with which the other sex regarded her.
For almost all men who came near her loved her; though
no doubt they would be at a loss to tell you why. She was
not brilliant, nor witty, nor wise over much, nor extraordi-
narily handsome. But wherever she went she touched and
charmed every one of the male sex, as invariably as she
awakened the scorn and incredulity of her own sisterhood.
I think it was her weakness which was her principal charm:
—a kind of sweet submission and softness, which seemed
to appeal to each man she met for his sympathy and pro-
tection. We have seen how in the regiment, though she
spoke to but few of George’s comrades there, all the swords
of the young fellows at the mess-table would have leapt
from their scabbards to fight round her; and so it was in
the little narrow lodging-house and circle at Fulham, she
interested and pleased everybody. If she had been Mrs.
Mango herself, of the great house of Mango, Plantain, and
Co., Crutched Friars, and the magnificent proprietress of
the Pineries, Fulham, who gave summer déjeuners fre-
quented by Dukes and Earls, and drove about the parish
with magnificent yellow liveries and bay horses, such as the
royal stables at Kensington themselves could not turn out
—I say had she been Mrs. Mango herself, or her son’s wife,
Lady Mary Mango (daughter of the Earl of Castlemouldy,
who condescended to marry the head of the firm), the trades-
men of the neighbourhood could not pay her more honour
than they invariably showed to the gentle young widow,
when she passed by their doors, or made her humble pur-
chases at their shops.

Thus it was not only Mr. Pestler, the medical man, but
Mr. Linton the young assistant, who doctored the servant
maids and small tradesmen, and might be seen any day
reading the Times in the surgery, who openly declared
himself the slave of Mrs. Osborne. He was a personable
young gentleman, more welcome at Mrs. Sedley’s lodgings
than his principal; and if anything went wrong with Georgy,
he would drop in twice or thrice in the day, to see the little
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chap, and without so much as the thought of a fee. He
would abstract lozenges, tamarinds, and other produce from
the surgery-drawers for little Georgy’s benefit, and com-
pound draughts and mixtures for him of miraculous sweet-
ness, so that it was quite a pleasure to the child to be ailing.
He and Pestler, his chief, sat up two whole nights by the
boy in that momentous and awful week when Georgy had
the measles; and when you would have thought, from the
mother’s terror, that there had never been measles in the
world before. Would they have done as much for other
people? Did they sit up for the folks at the Pineries, when
Ralph Plantagenet, and Gwendoline, and Guinever Mango
had the same juvenile complaint? Did they sit up for little
Mary Clapp, the landlord’s daughter, who actually caught the
disease of little Georgy? Truth compels one to say, no.
They slept quite undisturbed, at least as far as she was
concerned—pronounced hers to be a slight case, which
would almost cure itself, sent her in a draught or two, and
threw in bark when the child rallied, with perfect indiffer-
ence, and just for form’s sake.

Again, there was the little French chevalier opposite, who
gave lessons in his native tongue at various schools in the
neighbourhood, and who might be heard in his apartments
of nights playing tremulous old gavottes and minuets, on a
wheezy old fiddle. Whenever this powdered and courteous
old man, who never missed a Sunday at the convent chapel
at Hammersmith, and who was in all respects, thoughts,
conduct, and bearing, utterly unlike the bearded savages of
his nation, who curse perfidious Albion, and scowl at you
from over their cigars, in the Quadrant arcades at the
present day—whenever the old Chevalier de Talonrouge
spoke of Mistress Osborne, he would first finish his pinch
of snuff, flick away the remaining particles of dust with a
graceful wave of his hand, gather up his fingers again into
a bunch, and, bringing them up to his mouth, blow them
open with a kiss, exclaiming, Ak! la divise créature! He
vowed and protested that when Amelia walked in the Bromp-
ton Lanes flowers grew in profusion under her feet. He
called little Georgy Cupid, and asked him news of Venus,
his mamma; and told the astonished Betty Flanagan that
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she was one of the Graces, and the favourite attendant of
the Reines des Amours.

Instances might be multiplied of this easily gained and
unconscious popularity. Did not Mr. Binny, the mild and
genteel curate of the district chapel, which the family at-
tended, call assiduously upon the widow, dandle the little
boy on his knee, and offer to teach him Latin, to the anger
of the elderly virgin, his sister, who kept house for him?
“There is nothing in her, Beilby,” the latter lady would say.
“When she comes to tea here she does not speak a word
during the whole evening. She is but a poor lackadaisical
creature, and it is my belief has no heart at all. It is only
her pretty face which all you gentlemen admire so. Miss
Grits, who has five thousand pounds, and expectations be-
sides, has twice as much character, and a thousand times
more agreeable to my taste; and if she were good-looking I
know that you would think her perfection.”

Very likely Miss Binny was right to a great extent. It
is the pretty face which creates sympathy in the hearts of
men, those wicked rogues. A woman may possess the
wisdom and chastity of Minerva, and we give no heed to
her, if she has a plain face. .

What folly will not a pair of bright eyes make pardon-
able? What dullness may not red lips and sweet accents
render pleasant? And so, with their usual sense of justice.
ladies argue that because a woman is handsome, therefore
she is 2 fool. Oh ladies, ladies! there are some of you
who are neither handsome nor wise.

These are but trivial incidents to recount in the life of our
heroine. Her tale does not deal in wonders, as the gentle
reader has already no doubt perceived; and if a journal had
been kept of her proceedings during the seven years after the
birth of her son, there would be found few incidents more
remarkable in it than that of the measles, recorded in the
foregoing page. Yes, one day, and greatly to her wonder,
the Reverend Mr. Binny, just mentioned, asked her to
change her name of Osborne for his own; when, with deep
blushes, and tears in her eyes and voice, she thanked him
for his regard for her, expressed gratitude for his attentions
to her and to her poor little boy, but said that she never,
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never could think of any but—but the husband whom she
had lost.

On the twenty-fifth of April, and the eighteenth of June,
the days of marriage and widowhood, she kept her room
entirely, consecrating them (and we do not know how many
hours of solitary night-thought, her little boy sleeping in
his crib by her bed-side) to the memory of that departed
friend. During the day she was more active. She had to
teach George to read and to write, and a little to draw.
She read books, in order that she might tell him stories
from them. As his eyes opened, and his mind expanded,
under the influence of the outward nature round about him,
she taught the child, to the best of her humble power, to
acknowledge the Maker of all; and every night and every
morning he and she—(in that awful and touching com-
munion which I think must bring a thrill to the heart of
every man who witnesses or who remembers it)—the mother
and the little boy—prayed to Our Father together, the
mother pleading with all her gentle heart, the child lisping
after her as she spoke. And each time they prayed to God
to bless dear papa, as if he were alive and in the room with
them.

To wash and dress this young gentleman—to take him for
a run of the mornings, before breakfast, and the retreat
of grandpapa for “business”—to make for him the most
wonderful and ingenious dresses, for which end the thrifty
widow cut up and altered every available little bit of finery
which she possessed out of her wardrobe during her mar-
riage—for Mrs. Osborne herself (greatly to her mother’s
vexation, who preferred fine clothes, especially since her
misfortunes) always wore a black gown, and a straw bonnet
with a black ribbon—occupied her many hours of the day.
Others she had to spare, at the service of her mother and
her old father. She had taken the pains to learn, and used
to play cribbage with this gentleman on the nights when
he did not go to his club. She sang for him when he was
so minded, and it was a good sign, for he invariably fell
into a comfortable sleep during the music. She wrote out
his numerous memorials, letters, prospectuses, and projects.
It was in her handwriting that most of the old gentleman’s
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former acquaintances were informed that he had become
an agent for the Black Diamond and Anti-Cinder Coal
Company, and could supply his friends and the public with
the best coals at —s. per chaldron. All he did was to sign
the circulars with his flourish and signature, and direct them
in a shaky, clerk-like hand. One of these papers was sent
to Major Dobbin, — Regt., care of Messrs. Cox and Green-
wood ; but the Major being in Madras at the time, had no
particular call for coals, He knew, though, the hand which
had written the prospectus. Good God! what would he not
have given to hold it in his own! A second prospectus
came out, informing the Major that J. Sedley and Company,
having established agencies at Oporto, Bordeaux, and St.
Mary’s, were enabled to offer to their friends and the public
generally, the finest and most celebrated growths of ports,
sherries, and claret wines at reasonable prices, and under
extraordinary advantages. Acting upon this hint, Dobbin
furiously canvassed the governor, the commander-in-chief,
the judges, the regiments, and everybody whom he knew in
the Presidency, and sent home to Sedley and Co. orders for
wine which perfectly astonished Mr. Sedley and Mr. Clapp,
who was the Co. in the business. But no more orders came
after that first burst of good fortune, on which poor old
Sedley was about to build a house in the City, a regiment of
clerks, a dock to himself, and correspondents all over the
world. The old gentleman’s former taste in wine had gone:
the curses of the mess-room assailed Major Dobbin for the
vile drinks he had been the means of introducing there; and
he bought back a great quantity of the wine, and sold it at
public outcry, at an enormous loss to himself. As for Jos,
who was by this time promoted to a seat at the Revenue
Board at Calcutta, he was wild with rage when the post
brought him out a bundle of these Bacchanalian prospectuses,
with a private note from his father, telling Jos that his
senior counted upon him in this enterprise, and had consigned
a quantity of select wines to him, as per invoice, drawing
bills upon him for the amount of the same. Jos, who would
no more have it supposed that his father, Jos Sedley’s
father, of the Board of Revenue, was a wine merchant
asking for orders, than that he was Jack Ketch, refused
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the bills with scorn, wrote back contumeliously to the old
gentleman, bidding him to mind his own affairs; and the
protested paper coming back, Sedley and Co. had to take it
up, with the profits which they had made out of the Madras
venture, and with a little portion of Emmy’s savings.

Besides her pension of fifty pounds a-year, there had
been five hundred pounds, as her husband’s executor stated,
left in the agent’s hands at the time of Osborne’s demise,
which sum, as George’'s guardian, Dobbin proposed to put
out at 8 per cent. in an Indian house of agency. Mr. Sedley,
who thought the Major had some roguish intentions of his
own about the money, was strongly against this plan; and he
went to the agents to protest personally against the employ-
ment of the money in question, when he learned, to his
surprise, that there had been no such sum in their hands.
that all the late Captain’s assets did not amount to a hundred
pounds, and that the five hundred pounds in question must
be a separate sum, of which Major Dobbin knew the par-
ticulars. More than ever convinced that there was some
roguery, old Sedley pursued the Major. As his daughter’s
nearest friend, he demanded with a high hand, a statement
of the late Captain’s accounts. Dobbin’s stammering, blush-
ing, and awkwardness added to the other’s convictions that
he had a rogue to deal with; and in a2 majestic tone he told
that officer a piece of his mind, as he called it, simply
stating his belief that the Major was unlawfully detaining
his late son-in-law’s money.

Dobbin at this lost all patience, and if his accuser had
not been so old and so broken, a quarrel might have ensued
between them at the Slaughters’ Coffee-house, in a box of
which place of entertainment the gentlemen had their col-
loquy. “Come upstairs, sir,” lisped out the Major. *“I
insist on your coming up the stairs, and I will show which
is the injured party, poor George or I;” and, dragging the
old gentleman up to his bed-room, he produced from his
desk Osborne’s accounts, and a bundle of I O U’s which
the latter had given, who, to do him justice, was always
ready to give an I O U. “He paid his bills in England,”
Dobbin added, “but he had not a hundred pounds in the
world when he fell. I and one or two of his brother-officers




VANITY FAIR 48

made up the little sum, which was all that we could spare,
and you dare tell us that we are trying to cheat the widow
and the orphan.”” Sedley was very contrite and humbled,
though the fact is, that William Dobbin had told a great
falsehood to the old gentleman; having himself given every
shilling of the money, having buried his friend, and paid
all the fees and charges incident upon the calamity and
removal of poor Amelia.

About these expenses old Osborne had never given himself
any trouble to think, nor any other relative of Amelia, nor
Amelia herself, indeed. She trusted to Major Dobbin as an
accountant, took his somewhat confused calculations for
granted : and never once suspected how much she was in his
debt.

Twice or thrice in the year, according to her promise, she
wrote him letters to Madras, letters all about little Georgy.
How he treasured these papers! Whenever Amelia wrote
he answered, and not until then. But he sent over endless
remembrances of himself to his godson and to her. He
ordered and sent a box of scarfs, and a grand ivory set of
chess-men from China. The pawns were little green and
white men, with real swords and shields! the knights were
on horseback, the castles were on the backs of elephants.
“Mrs. Mango’s own set at the Pineries was not so fine,”
Mr. Pestler remarked. These chess-men were the delight of
Georgy’s life, who printed his first letter in acknowledgment
of this gift of his godpapa. He sent over preserves and
pickles, which latter the young gentleman tried surrepti-
tiously in the sideboard, and half-killed himself with eating.
He thought it was a judgment upon him for stealing, they
were so hot. Emmy wrote a comical little account of this
mishap to the major: it pleased him to think that her spirits
were rallying, and that she could be merry sometimes now.
He sent over a pair of shawls, a white one for her, and a
black one with palm-leaves for her mother, and a pair of
red scarfs, as winter wrappers, for old Mr. Sedley and
George. The shawls were worth fifty guineas a piece at
the very least, as Mrs. Sedley knew. She wore hers in
state at church at Brompton, and was congratulated by her
female friends upon the splendid acquisition. Emmy’s, too,
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became prettily her modest black gown. “What a pity it is
she won’t think of him!” Mrs. Sedley remarked to Mrs.
Clapp, and to all her friends of Brompton. “Jos never sent
us such presents, I am sure, and grudges us everything. It
is evident that the Major is over head and ears in love with
her: and yet, whenever I so much as hint it, she turns red
and begins to cry, and goes and sits upstairs with her minia-
ture. I'm sick of that miniature. I wish we had never seen
those odious purse-proud Osbornes.”

Amidst such humble scenes and associates George’s early
youth was passed, and the boy grew up delicate, sensitive,
imperious, woman-bred—domineering the gentle mother
whom he loved with passionate affection. He ruled all the
rest of the little world round about him. As he grew, the
elders were amazed at his haughty manner and his constant
likeness to his father. He asked questions about everything,
as inquiring youth will do. The profundity of his remarks
and interrogatories astonished his old grandfather, who per-
fectly bored the club at the tavern with stories about the
little lad’s learning and genius. He suffered his grand-
mother with a good-humoured indifference. The small circle
round about him believed that the equal of the boy did not
exist upon the earth. Georgy inherited his father’s pride,
and perhaps thought they were not wrong.

When he grew to be about six years old, Dobbin began
to write to him very much. The Major wanted to hear
that Georgy was going to school, and hoped he would
acquit himself with credit there: or would he have a good
tutor at home? it was time that he should begin to learn;
and his godfather and guardian hinted that he hoped to be
allowed to defray the charges of the boy’s education, which
would fall heavily upon his mother’s straitened income.
The Major, in a word, was always thinking about Amelia
and her little boy, and by orders to his agents kept the
latter provided with picture-books, paint-boxes, desks, and
all conceivable implements of amusement and instruction.
Three days before George’s sixth birth-day a gentleman in
a gig, accompanied by a servant, drove up to Mr. Sedley's
house, and asked to see Master George Osborne: it was
Mr. Woolsey, military tailor, of Conduit Street, who came
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at the Major’s order to measure the young gentleman for
a suit of clothes. He had had the honour of making for
the Captain, the young gentleman’s father.

Sometimes, too, and by the Major’s desire no doubt, his
sisters, the Misses Dobbin, would call in the family carriage
to take Amelia and the little boy for a drive if they were so
inclined. The patronage and kindness of these ladies was
very uncomfortable to Amelia, but she bore it meekly enough,
for her nature was to yield; and, besides, the carriage and
its splendours gave little Georgy immense pleasure. The
ladies begged occasionally that the child might pass a day
with them, and he was always glad to go to that fine garden-
house at Denmark Hill, where they lived, and where there
were such fine grapes in the hot-houses and peaches on the
walls,

One day they kindly came over to Amelia with news which
they were sure would delight her—something very interest-
ing about their dear William.

“What was it: was he coming home?” she asked with
pleasure beaming in her eyes.

“0, no—not the least—but they had very good reason
to believe that dear William was about to be married—and
to a relation of a very dear friend of Amelia’s—to Miss
Glorvina O’Dowd, Sir Michael O’'Dowd’s sister, who had
gone out to join Lady O’'Dowd at Madras—a very beautiful
and accomplished girl, everybody said.”

Amelia said “Oh!” Amelia was very very happy indeed.
But she supposed Glorvina could not be like her old ac-
quaintance, who was most kind—but—but she was very
happy indeed. And by some impulse of which I cannot
explain the meaning, she took George in her arms and kissed
him with an extraordinary tenderness. Her eyes were quite
moist when she put the child down; and she scarcely spoke a
word during the whole of the drive—though she was so
very happy indeed.



CHAPTER 1V
A CynicAL CHAPTER

UR duty now takes us back for a brief space to some
old Hampshire acquaintances of ours, whose hopes
respecting the disposal of their rich kinswoman's

property were so wofully disappointed. After counting upon
thirty thousand pounds from his sister, it was a heavy blow
to Bute Crawley to receive but five; out of which sum,
when he had paid his own debts and those of Jim, his son at
college, a very small fragment remained to portion off his
four plain daughters. Mrs. Bute never knew, or at least
never acknowledged, how far her own tyrannous behaviour
_ had tended to ruin her husband. All that woman could do,
she vowed and protested she had done. Was it her fault if
she did not possess those sycophantic arts which her hypo-
critical nephew, Pitt Crawley, practised? She wished him all
the happiness which he merited out of his ill-gotten gains.
“At least the money will remain in the family,” she said,
charitably. “Pitt will never spend it, my dear, that is quite
certain; for a greater miser does not exist in England, and
he is as odious, though in a different way, as his spendthrift
brother, the abandoned Rawdon.”

So Mrs. Bute, after the first shock of rage and disappoint-
ment, began to accommodate herself as best she could to her
altered fortunes, and to save and retrench with all her
might. She instructed her daughters how to bear poverty
cheerfully, and invented a thousand notable methods to con-
ceal or evade it. She took them about to balls and public
places in the neighbourhood, with praiseworthy energy: nay,
she entertained her friends in a hospitable comfortable
manner at the Rectory, and much more frequently than
before dear Miss Crawley’s legacy had fallen in. From her
outward bearing nobody would have supposed that the family
had been disappointed in their expectations: or have guessed
from her frequent appearance in public how she pinched
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and starved at home. Her girls had more milliners’ furni-
ture than they had ever enjoyed before. They appeared
perseveringly at the Winchester and Southampton assem-
blies; they penetrated to Cowes for the race-balls and re-
gatta-gaieties there; and their carriage, with the horses
taken from the plough, was at work perpetually, until it
began almost to be believed that the four sisters had had
fortunes left them by their aunt, whose name the family
never mentioned in public but with the most tender grati-
tude and regard. I know no sort of lying which is more
frequent in Vanity Fair than this; and it may be remarked
how people who practise it take credit to themselves for
their hypocrisy, and fancy that they are exceedingly vir-
tuous and praiseworthy, because they are able to deceive
the world with regard to the extent of their means.

Mrs. Bute certainly thought herself one of the most
virtuous women in England, and the sight of her happy
family was an edifying one to strangers. They were so
cheerful, so loving, so well-educated, so simple! Martha
painted flowers exquisitely, and furnished half the charity-
bazaars in the county. Emma was a regular County Bulbul,
and her verses in the “Hampshire Telegraph” were the glory
of its Poet’s Corner. Fanny and Matilda sang duets to-
gether, mamma playing the piano, and the other two sisters
sitting with their arms round each other’s waists, and listen-
ing affectionately. Nobody saw the poor girls drumming at
the duets in private. No one saw mamma drilling them
rigidly hour after hour. In a word, Mrs. Bute put a good
face against fortune, and kept up appearances in the most
virtuous manner.

Everything that a good and respectable mother could do
Mrs. Bute did. She got over yachting men from South-
ampton, parsons from the Cathedral Close at Winchester,
and officers from the barracks there. She tried to inveigle
the young barristers at assizes, and encouraged Jim to bring
home friends with whom he went out hunting with the H.
H. What will not a mother do for the benefit of her beloved
ones?

Between such a woman and her brother-in-law, the odious
Baronet at the Hall, it is manifest that there could be very
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little in common. The rupture between Bute and his brother
Sir Pitt was complete; indeed, between Sir Pitt and the
whole county, to which the old man was a scandal. His
dislike for respectable society increased with age, and the
lodge-gates had not opened to a gentleman’s carriage-wheels
since Pitt and Lady Jane came to pay their visit of duty
after their marriage. :

That was an awful and unfortunate visit, never to be
thought of by the family without horror. Pitt begged his
wife, with a ghastly countenance, never to speak of it; and
it was only through Mrs. Bute herself, who still knew every-
thing which took place at the Hall, that the circumstances of
Sir Pitt’s reception of his son and daughter-in-law were
ever known at all.

As they drove up the avenue of the park in their neat and
well-appointed carriage, Pitt remarked with dismay and
wrath great gaps among the trees—his trees,—which the old
Baronet was felling entirely without license. The park wore
an aspect of utter dreariness and ruin. The drives were
ill-kept, and the neat carriage splashed and floundered in
muddy pools along the road. The great sweep in front of the
terrace and entrance stair was black and covered with
mosses; the once trim flower-beds rank and weedy. Shutters
were up along almost the whole line of the house; the great
hall-door was unbarred after much ringing of the bell; an
individual in ribbons was seen flitting up the black oak
stair, as Horrocks at length admitted the heir of Queen’s
Crawley and his bride into the halls of their fathers. He
led the way into Sir Pitt’s “Library,” as it was called, the
fumes of tobacco growing stronger as Pitt and Lady Jane
approached that apartment. “Sir Pitt ain’t very well,” Hor-
rocks remarked apologetically, and hinted that his master
was afflicted with lumbago.

The library looked out on the front walk and park. Sir
Pitt had opened one of the windows, and was bawling out
thence to the postilion and Pitt's servant, who seemed to
be about to take the baggage down.

“Don’t move none of them trunks,” he cried, pointing
with a pipe which he held in his hand. “It’s only a morning
visit, Tucker, you fool. Lor, what cracks that off hoss has
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in his heels! Ain’t there no one at the King's Head to rub
“em a little? How do, Pitt? How do, my dear? Come to
see the old man, hay? ’Gad—you’ve a pretty face, too. You
ain’t like that old horse-godmother, your mother. Come and
give old Pitt a kiss, like a good little gal.”

The embrace disconcerted the daughter-in-law somewhat.
as the caresses of the old gentleman, unshorn and perfumed
with tobacco, might well do. But she remembered that her
brother Southdown had mustachios, and smoked cigars, and
submitted to the Baronet with a tolerable grace.

“Pitt has got vat,” said the Baronet, after this mark of
affection. “Does he read ee very long sermons, my dear?
Hundredth Psalm, Evening Hymn, hay Pitt? Go and get
a glass of Malmsey and a cake for my Lady Jane, Horrocks,
you great big booby, and don’t stand stearing there like a
fat pig. I won’t ask you to stop, my dear; you'll find it too
stoopid, and so should I too along a Pitt. I'm an old man
now, and like my own ways, and my pipe and backgammon
of a night.” :

“I can play at backgammon, sir,” said Lady Jane, laugh-
ing. “I used to play with Papa and Miss Crawley, didn’t I,
Mr. Crawley?”

“Lady Jane can play, sir, at the game to which you state
that you are so partial,” Pitt said, haughtily.

“But she wawn't stop for all that. Naw, naw, goo back
to Mudbury and give Mrs. Rincer a benefit: or drive down
to the Rectory, and ask Buty for a dinner. He'll be charmed
to see you, you know ; he’s so much obliged to you for gettin’
the old woman’s money. Ha, ha! Some of it will do to
patch up the Hall when I'm gone.”

“I perceive, sir,” said Pitt, with a heightened voice, “that
your people will cut down the timber.”

“Yees, yees, very fine weather, and seasonable for the time
of year,” Sir Pitt answered, who had suddenly grown deaf.
“But I'm gittin’ old, Pitt, now. Law bless you, you ain’t far
from fifty yourself. But he wears well. my pretty Lady
Jane, don’t he? It’s all godliness, sobriety, and a moral life.
Look at me, I'm not very fur from fowr-score—he, he;” and
he laughed, and took snuff, and leered at her and pinched her
hand.
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Pitt once more brought the conversation back to the
timber; but the Baronet was deaf again in an instant.

“I'm gittin’ very old, and have been cruel bad this year
with the lumbago. I shan't be here now for long; but I'm
glad ee’ve come, daughter-in-law. I like your face, Lady
Jane: it’s got none of the damned high-boned Binkie look in
it; and I'll give ee something pretty, my dear, to go to Court
in.” And he shuffled across the room to a cupboard. from
which he took a little old case containing jewels of some
value. “Take that,” said he, “my dear; it belonged to my
mother, and afterwards to the first Lady Crawley. Pretty
pearls—never gave ’em the ironmonger’s daughter. No,
no, Take 'em and put 'em up quick,” said he, thrusting the
case into his daughter’s hands, and clapping the door of the
cabinet to, as Horrocks entered with a salver and refresh-
ments.

“What have you a been and given Pitt’'s wife?” said the
individual in ribbons, when Pitt and Lady Jane had taken
leave of the old gentleman. It was Miss Horrocks, the
butler’s daughter—the cause of the scandal throughout the
county,—the lady who reigned now almost supreme at
Queen’s Crawley.

The rise and progress of those Ribbons had been marked
with dismay by the county and family. The Ribbons opened
an account at the Mudbudy Branch Savings Bank; the
Ribbons drove to church, monopolising the pony-chaise.
which was for the use of the servants at the Hall. The
domestics were dismissed at her pleasure. The Scotch
gardener, who still lingered on the premises, taking a pride
in his walls and hot-houses, and indeed making a pretty
good livelihood by the garden, which he farmed, and of
which he sold the produce at Southampton, found the
Ribbons eating peaches on a sunshiny morning at the south-
wall, and had his ears boxed when he remonstrated about
this attack on his property. He and his Scotch wife and
his Scotch children, the only respectable inhabitants of
Queen’s Crawley, were forced to migrate, with their goods
and their chattels, and left the stately comfortable gardens
to go to waste, and the flower-beds to run to seed. Poor
Lady Crawley’s rose-garden became the dreariest wilderness.
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Only two or three domestics shuddered in the bleak old
servants’ hall. The stables and offices were vacant, and shut
up, and half ruined. Sir Pitt lived in private, and boozed
nightly with Horrocks, his butler or house-steward (as he
now began to be called), and the abandoned Ribbons. The
times were very much changed since the period when she
drove to Mudbury in the spring-cart, and called the small
tradesmen “Sir.” It may have been shame, or it may have
been dislike of his neighbours, but the old Cynic of Queen's
Crawley hardly issued from his park-gates at all now. He
quarrelled with his agents, and screwed his tenants by letter.
His days were passed in conducting his own correspondence ;
the lawyers and farm-bailiffs who had to do business with
him, could not reach him but through the Ribbons, who
received them at the door of the housekeeper’s room, which
commanded the back entrance by which they were admitted;
and so the Baronet’s daily perplexities increased, and his
embarrassments multiplied round him.

The horror of Pitt Crawley may be imagined, as these
reports of his father’s dotage reached the most exemplary and
correct of gentlemen. He trembled daily lest he should hear
that the Ribbons was proclaimed his second legal mother-in-
law. After that first and last visit, his father's name was
never mentioned in Pitt’s polite and genteel establishment.
It was the skeleton in his house, and all the family walked
by it in terror and silence. The Countess Southdown kept
on dropping per coach at the lodge-gate the most exciting
tracts, tracts which ought to frighten the hair off your head
Mrs. Bute at the parsonage nightly looked out to see if the
sky was red over the elms behind which the Hall stood, and
the mansion was on fire. Sir G. Wapshot and Sir H. Fuddle-
stone, old friends of the house, wouldn’t sit on the bench
with Sir Pitt at Quarter Sessions, and cut him dead in the
High-street of Southampton, where the reprobate stood
offering his dirty old hands to them. Nothing had any
effect upon him; he put his hands into his pockets, and burst
out laughing, as he scrambled into his carriage and four;
he used to burst out laughing at Lady Southdown’s tracts;
and he laughed at his sons, and at the world, and at the
Ribbons when she was angry, which was not seldom.
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Miss Horrocks was installed as housekeeper at Queen’s
Crawley, 'and ruled all the domestics there with great
majesty and rigour. All the servants were instructed to
address her as “Mum,” or “Madam”—and there was one
little maid, on her promotion, who persisted in calling her
“My Lady,” without any rebuke on the part of the house-
keeper. “There has been better ladies, and there has been
worser, Hester,” was Miss Horrocks’ reply to this compli-
ment of her inferior: so she ruled, having supreme power
over all except her father, whom, however, she treated with
considerable haughtiness, warning him not to be too fa-
miliar in his behaviour to one “as was to be a Baronet's
lady.”

Indeed, she rehearsed that exalted part in life with great
satisfaction to herself, and to the amusement of old Sir
Pitt, who chuckled at her airs and graces, and would laugh
by the hour together at her assumptions of dignity and
imitations of genteel life. He swore it was as good as a
play to see her in the character of a fine dame, and he made
her put on one of the first Lady Crawley’s court dresses,
swearing (entirely to Miss Horrocks’ own concurrence,) that
the dress became her prodigiously, and threatening to drive
her off that very instant to Court in a coach-and-four. She
had the ransacking of the wardrobes of the two defunct
ladies, and cut and hacked their posthumous finery so as to
suit her own tastes and figure. And she would have liked

"to take possession of their jewels and trinkets too; but the
old Baronet had locked them away in his private cabinet,
nor could she coax or wheedle him out of the keys. And
it is a fact, that some time after she left Queen’s Crawley
a copy-book belonging to this lady was discovered, which
showed that she had taken great pains in private to learn
the art of writing in general, and especially of writing her
own name as Lady Crawley, Lady Betsy Horrocks, Lady
Elizabeth Crawley, &c.

Though the good people of the Parsonage never went to
the Hall, and shunned the horrid old dotard its owner, yet
they kept a strict knowledge of all that happened there, and
were looking out every day for the catastrophe for which
Miss Horrocks was also eager. But fate intervened envi-
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ously, and prevented her from receiving the reward due to
such immaculate love and virtue.

One day the Baromet surprised “her ladyship,” as he
jocularly called her, seated at that old and tuneless piano
in the drawing-room, which had scarcely been touched since
Becky Sharp played quadrilles upon it—seated at the piano
with the utmost gravity, and squalling to the best of her
power in imitation of the music which she had sometimes °
heard. The little kitchen-maid on her promotion was
standing at her mistress’s side, quite delighted during the
operation, and wagging her head up and down, and crying,
“Lor, Mum, ’tis bittiful,”—just like a genteel sycophant
in a real drawing-room.

This incident made the old Baronet roar with laughter,
as usual. He narrated the circumstance a dozen times to
Horrocks in the course of the evening, and greatly to the
discomfiture of Miss Horrocks. He thrummed on the table
as if it had been a musical instrument, and squalled in
imitation of her manner of singing. He vowed that such
a beautiful voice ought to be cultivated, and declared she
ought to have singing-masters, in which proposals she saw
nothing ridiculous. He was in great spirits that night; and
drank with his friend and butler an extraordinary quantity
of rum-and-water—at a very late hour the faithful friend
and domestic conducted his master to his bedroom.

Half an hour afterwards there was a great hurry and
bustle in the house. Lights went about from window to
window in the lonely desolate old Hall, whereof but two
or three rooms were ordinarily occupied by its owner.
Presently, a boy on a pony went galloping off to Mudbury,
to the Doctor’s house there. And in another hour (by
which fact we ascertain how carefully the excellent Mrs.
Bute Crawley had always kept up an understanding with
the great house), that lady in her clogs and calash, the
Reverend Bute Crawley, and James Crawley, her son, had
walked over. from the Rectory through the park, and had
entered the mansion by the open hall-door.

They passed through the hall and the small oak parlour,
on the table of which stood the three tumblers and the
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empty rum-bottle which had served for Sir Pitt's carouse,
and through that apartment into Sir Pitt’'s study, where
they found Miss Horrocks, of the guilty ribbons, with a
wild air, trying at the presses and escritoires with a bunch
of keys. She dropped them with a scream of terror, as
little Mrs. Bute's eyes flashed out at her from under her
black calash.

“Look at that, James and Mr. Crawley,” cried Mrs.
Bute, pointing at the scared figure of the black-eyed, guilty
wench.

“He gave ’em me; he gave 'em me!” she cried.

“Gave them you, you abandoned creature!” screamed
Mrs. Bute. “Bear witness, Mr. Crawley, we found this
good-for-nothing woman in the act of stealing your brother's
property; and she will be hanged, as I always said she
would.”

Betsy Horrocks, quite daunted, flung herself down on
her knees, bursting into tears. But those who know a
really good woman are aware that she is not in a hurry to
forgive, and that the humiliation of an enemy is a triumph
to her soul.

“Ring the bell, James,” Mrs. Bute said. “Go on ring-
ing it till the people come.” The three or four domestics
resident in the deserted old house came presently at that
jangling and continued summons.

“Put that woman in the strong-room,” she said. “We
caught her in the act of robbing Sir Pitt. Mr. Crawley,
you'll make out her committal—and, Beddoes, you'll drive
her over in the spring-cart, in the morning, to Southampton
Gaol.”

“My dear,” interposed the Magistrate and Rector—‘“she’s
only—"

“Are there no handcuffs?”’ Mrs. Bute continued, stamp-
ing in her clogs. “There used to be handcuffs. Where's
the creature’s abominable father?”

“He did give 'em me,” still cried poor Betsy; “didn’t
he, Hester? You saw Sir Pitt—you know you did—give
’em me, ever so long ago—the day after Mudbury fair: not
that I want ’em. Take ’em if you think they ain’t mine.”
And here the unhappy wretch pulled out from her pocket
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a large pair of paste shoe-buckles which had excited her
admiration, and which she had just appropriated out of one
of the bookcases in the study, where they had lain.

“Law, Betsy, how could you go for to tell such a wicked
story !” said Hester, the little kitchen-maid late on her
promotion—"and to Madame Crawley, so good and kind, and
his Rev'rince (with a curtsey), and you may search all my
boxes, Mum, I'm sure, and here’s my keys as I'm an honest
girl though of pore parents and workhouse bred—and if
you find so much as a beggarly bit of lace or a silk stock-
ing out of all the gownds as yow've had the picking of may
I never go to church agin.”

“Give up your keys, you hardened hussy,” hissed out the
virtuous little lady in the calash.

“And here’s a candle, Mum, and if you please, Mum, I
can show you her room, Mum, and the press in the house-
keeper’s room, Mum, where she keeps heaps and heaps of
things, Mum,” cried out the eager little Hester with a
profusion of curtseys.

“Hold your tongue, if you please. I know the room
which the creature occupies perfectly well. Mrs. Brown,
have the goodness to come with me, and Beddoes don't
you lose sight of that woman,” said Mrs. Bute, seizing the
candle.—"“Mr. Crawley, you had better go upstairs, and
see that they are not murdering your unfortunate brother”
—and the calash, escorted by Mrs. Brown, walked away to
the apartment which, as she said truly, she knew perfectly
well, '

Bute went upstairs, and found the Doctor from Mudbury,
with the frightened Horrocks over his master in a chair.
They were trying to bleed Sir Pitt Crawley.

With the early morning an express was sent off to Mr.
Pitt Crawley by the Rector’s lady, who assumed the com-
mand of everything, and had watched the old Baronet
through the night. He had been brought back to a sort of
life; he could not speak, but seemed to recognise people.
Mrs. Bute kept resolutely by his bed-side. She never seemed
to want to sleep, that little woman, and did not close her
fiery black eyes once, though the Doctor snored in the arm-
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chair. Horrocks made some wild efforts to assert his
authority and assist his master; but Mrs. Bute called him a
tipsy old wretch, and bade him never show his face again
in that house, or he should be transported like his abominable
daughter.

Terrified by her manner, he slunk down to the oak parlour
where Mr. James was, who, having tried the bottle stand-
ing there and found no liquor in it, ordered Mr. Horrocks
to get another bottle of rum, which he fetched, with clean
glasses, and to which the Rector and his son sat down:
ordering Horrocks to put down the keys at that instant and
never to show his face again.

Cowed by this behaviour, Horrocks gave up the keys; and
he and his daughter slunk off silently through the night,
and gave up possession of the house of Queen’s Crawley.



CHAPTER V

INn WHicH Becky Is RECOGNISED BY THE FAMILY

rI.‘HE heir of Crawley arrived at home, in due time,
after this catastrophe, and henceforth may be said
to have reigned in Queen’s Crawley. For though the
old Baronet survived many months, he never recovered the
use of his intellect or his speech completely, and the govern-
ment of the estate devolved upon his elder son. In a strange
condition Pitt found it. Sir Pitt was always buying and
mortgaging ; he had twenty men of business, and quarrels
with each; quarrels with all his tenants, and lawsuits with
them; lawsuits with the lawyers; lawsuits with the Mining
and Dock Companies in which he was proprietor; and with
every person with whom he had business. To unravel these
difficulties, and to set the estate clear, was a task worthy
of the orderly and persevering diplomatist of Pumpernickel:
and he set himself to work with prodigious assiduity. His
whole family, of course, was transported to Queen’s Crawley,
whither Lady Southdown, of course, came too; and she
set about converting the parish under the Rector’s nose,
and brought down her irregular clergy to the dismay of the
angry Mrs. Bute. Sir Pitt had concluded no bargain for
the sale of the living of Queen’s Crawley; when it should
drop, her Ladyship proposed to take the patronage into her
own hands, and present a young protégé to the Rectory;
on which subject the diplomatic Pitt said nothing.

Mrs. Bute’s intentions with regard to Miss Betsy Horrocks
were not carried into effect: and she paid no visit to
Southampton Gaol. She and her father left the Hall, when
the latter took possession of the Crawley Arms in the
village, of which he had got a lease from Sir Pitt. The
ex-butler had obtained a small freehold there likewise,
which gave him a vote for the borough. The Rector had
another of these votes, and these and four others formed
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the representative body which returned the two members
for Queen’s Crawley.

There was a show of courtesy kept up between the Rectory
and the Hall ladies, between the younger ones at least,
for Mrs. Bute and Lady Southdown never could meet
without battles, and gradually ceased seeing each other.
Her Ladyship kept her room when the ladies from the
Rectory visited their cousins at the Hall. Perhaps Mr.
Pitt was not very much displeased at these occasional
absences of his mamma-in-law. He believed the Binkie
family to be the greatest and wisest, and most interesting
in the world, and her Ladyship and his aunt had long held
ascendency over him; but sometimes he felt that she com-
manded him too much. To be considered young was com-
plimentary doubtless; but at six-and-forty to be treated as
a boy was sometimes mortifying. Lady Jane yielded up
everything, however, to her mother. She was only fond
of her children in private; and it was lucky that Lady
Southdown’s multifarious business, her conferences with
ministers, and her correspondence with all the missionaries
of Africa, Asia, and Australasia, &c., occupied the venerable
Countess a great deal, so that she had but little time to
devote to her granddaughter, the little Matilda, and her
grandson, Master Pitt Crawley. The latter was a feeble
child: and it was only by prodigious quantities of cal-
omel that Lady Southdown was able to keep him in life
at all.

As for Sir Pitt he retired into those very apartments
where Lady Crawley had been previously extinguished, and
here was tended by Miss Hester, the girl upon her promo-
tion, with constant care and assiduity. What love, what
fidelity, what constancy is there equal to that of a nurse
with good wages? They smooth pillows: and make arrow-
root: they get up at nights: they bear complaints and
querulousness: they see the sun shining out of doors and
don’t want to go abroad: they sleep on armchairs, and eat
their meals in solitude: they pass long long evenings doing.
nothing, watching the embers, and the patient’s drink
simmering in the jug: they read the weekly paper the whole
week through; and Law’s Serious Call or the Whole Duty
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of Man suffices them for literature for the year—and we
quarrel with them because, when their relations come to see
them once a week, a little gin is smuggled in in their linen
basket. Ladies, what man’s love is there that would stand
a year’s nursing of the object of his affection? Whereas a
nurse will stand by you for ten pounds a quarter, and we
think her too highly paid. At least Mr. Crawley grumbled
a good deal about paying half as much to Miss Hester for
her constant attendance upon the Baronet his father.

Of sunshiny days this old gentleman was taken out in a
chair on the terrace—the very chair which Miss Crawley
had had at Brighton, and which had been transported thence
with a number of Lady Southdown’s effects to Queen’s
Crawley. Lady Jane always walked by the old man; and
was an evident favourite with him. He used to nod many
times to her and smile when she came in, and utter in-
articulate deprecatory moans when she was going away.
When the door shut upon her he would c¢ry and sob—
whereupon Hester's face and manner, which was always
exceedingly bland and gentle while her lady was present,
would change at once, and she would make faces at him
and clench her fist, and scream out “Hold your tongue,
you stoopid old fool,” and twirl away his chair from the
fire which he loved to look at—at which he would cry
more. For this was all that was left after more than
seventy years of cunning and struggling, and drinking, and
scheming, and sin and selfishness—a whimpering old idiot
put in and out of bed and cleaned and fed like a baby.

At last a day came when the nurse’s occupation was over.
Early one morning, as Pitt Crawley was at his steward’s
and bailiff’s books in the study, a knock came to the door,
and Hester presented herself dropping a curtsey, and said,

“If you please, Sir Pitt, Sir Pitt died this morning, Sir
Pitt. I was a-making of his toast, Sir Pitt, for his gruel,
Sir Pitt, which he took every morning regular at six, Sir
Pitt, and—1I thought I heard a moan-like, Sir Pitt—and—
and—and—" She dropped another curtsey.

What was it that made Pitt’s pale face flush quite red?
Was it because he was Sir Pitt at last, with a seat in
Parliament, and perhaps future honours in prospect? “I’ll
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clear the estate now with the ready money,” he thought,
and rapidly calculated its incumbrances and the improve-
ments which he would make. He would not use his aunt’s
money previously lest Sir Pitt should recover, and his out-
lay be in vain.

All the blinds were pulled down at the Hall and Rectory:

_ the church bell was tolled, and the chancel hung in black;

and Bute Crawley didn't go to a coursing meeting, but
went and dined quietly at Fuddleston, where they talked
about his deceased brother and young Sir Pitt over their
port. Miss Betsy, who was by this time married to a saddler
at Mudbury, cried a good deal. The family surgeon rode
over and paid his respectful compliments, and inquiries for
the health of their ladyships. The death was talked about
at Mudbury and at the Crawley Arms; the landlord whereof
had become reconciled with the Rector of late, who was
occasionally known to step into the parlour and taste Mr.
Horrocks’ mild beer.

“Shall I write to your brother—or will you?” asked Lady
Jane of her husband, Sir Pitt.

“I will write, of course,” Sir Pitt said, “and invite him
to the funeral; it will be but becoming.”

“And—and—Mrs. Rawdon,” said Lady Jane, timidly.

“Jane!” said Lady Southdown, “how can you think of
such a thing?”

“Mrs. Rawdon must of course be asked,” said Sir Pitt,
resolutely.

“Not whilst 7 am in the house!” said Lady Southdown.

“Your Ladyship will be pleased to recollect that I am
the head of this family,” Sir Pitt replied. “If you please,
Lady Jane, you will write a letter to Mrs. Rawdon Crawley,
requesting her presence upon this melancholy occasion.”

“Jane, I forbid you to put pen to paper!” cried the
Countess.

“l believe I am the head of this family,” Sir Pitt re-
peated; “and however much I may regret any circumstance
which may lead to your Ladyship quitting this house, must,
if you please, continue to govern it as I see fit.”

Lady Southdown rose up as magnificent as Mrs. Siddons
in Lady Macbeth, and ordered that horses might be put to
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her carriage. If her son and daughter turned her out of
their house, she would hide her sorrows somewhere in lone-
liness, and pray for their conversion to better thoughts.

“We don’t turn you out of our house, Mamma,” said
the timid Lady Jane imploringly.

“You invite such company to it as no Christian lady
should meet, and I will have my horses to-morrow morning.”

“Have the goodness to write, Jane, under my dictation,”
said Sir Pitt, rising, and throwing himself into an attitude
of command, like the portrait of a Gentleman in the Exhibi-
tion, “and begin. ‘Queen’s Crawley, September 14, 1822.—
My dear brother—'"”

Hearing these decisive and terrible words, Lady Macbeth,
who had been waiting for a sign of weakness or vacillation
on the part of her son-in-law, rose, and with a scared look,
left the library. Lady Jane looked up to her husband as
if she would fain follow and soothe her mamma: but Pitt
forbade his wife to move.

“She won't go away,” he said. “She has let her house
at Brighton, and has spent her last half-year’s dividends.
A Countess living at an inn is a ruined woman. I have
been waiting long for an opportunity to take this—this
decisive step, my love; for, as you must perceive, it is im-
possible that there should be two chiefs in a family: and
now, if you please, we will resume the dictation. ‘My
dear brother, the melancholy intelligence which it is my
duty to convey to my family must have been long antici-
pated by,’” &c.

In a word, Pitt having come to his kindom, and having
by good luck, or desert rather, as he considered, assumed
almost all the fortune which his other relatives had ex-
pected, was determined to treat his family kindly and
respectably, and make a house of Queen’s Crawley once
more. It pleased him to think that he should be its chief.
He proposed to use the vast influence that his commanding
talents and position must speedily acquire for him in the
county to get his brother placed and his cousins decently
provided for, and perhaps had a little sting of repentance
as he thought that he was the proprietor of all that they
had hoped for. In the course of three or four days” reign
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his bearing was changed, and his plans quite fixed: he
determined to rule justly and honestly, to depose Lady
Southdown, and to be on the friendliest possible terms with
all the relations of his blood.

So he dictated a letter to his brother Rawdon—a solemn
and_ elaborate letter, containing the profoundest observa-
tions, couched in the longest words, and filling with wonder
the simple little secretary, who wrote under her husband’s
order. “What an orator this will be,” thought she, “when
he enters the House of Commons” (on which peint, and on
the tyranny of Lady Southdown, Pitt had sometimes dropped
hints to his wife in bed); “how wise and good, and what &
genius my husband is! I fancied him a little cold; but
how good, and what a genius!”

The fact is, Pitt Crawley had got every word of the let-
ter by heart and had studied it, with diplomatic secrecy,
deeply and perfectly, long before he thought fit to communi-
cate it to his astonished wife.

This letter, with a huge black border and seal, was accord-
ingly despatched by Sir Pitt Crawley to his brother the
Colonel, in London. Rawdon Crawley was but half-pleased
at the receipt of it. “What’s the use of going down to that
stupid place?” thought he. *I can’t stand being alone with
Pitt after dinner, and horses there and back will cost us
twenty pound.”

He carried the letter, as he did all difficulties, to Becky,
upstairs in her bed-room—with her chocolate, which he
always made and took to her of a morning.

. He put the tray with the breakfast and the letter on the
dressing-table, before which Becky sate combing her yellow
hair. She took up the black-edged missive, and having
read it, she jumped up from the chair, crying “Hurray!”
and waving the note round her head.

“Hurray?” said Rawdon, wondering at the little figure
capering about in a streaming flannel dressing-gown, with
tawny locks dishevelled. “He’s not left us anything, Becky.
I had my share when I came of age.”

“You'll never be of age, you silly old man,” Becky re-
plied. “Run out now to Madam Brunoy’s, for I must have
some mourning: and get a crape on your hat, and a black
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waistcoat—I don’t think you've got one; order it to be
brought home to-morrow, so that we may be able to start
on Thursday.”

“You don’t mean to go?” Rawdon interposed.

“Of course I mean to go. I mean that Lady Jane shall
present me at Court next year. I mean that your brother
shall give you a seat in Parliament, you stupid old creature.
I mean that Lord Steyne shall have your vote and his, my
dear, old silly man; and that you shall be an Irish Secretary,
or a West Indian Governor: or a Treasurer, or a Consul,
or some such thing.”

“Posting will cost a dooce of a lot of money,” grumbled
Rawdon.

“We might take Southdown’s carriage, which ought to
be present at the funeral, as he is 2 relation of the family:
but, no—I intend that we shall go by the coach. They'll
like it better. It seems more humble—-"

“Rawdy goes of course?” the Colonel asked.

“No such thing; why pay an extra place? He’s too big
to travel] bodkin between you and me. Let him stay here in
the nursery, and Briggs can make him a black frock. Go
you: and do as I bid you. And you had best tell Sparks,
your man, that old Sir Pitt is dead, and that you will come
in for something considerable when the affairs are arranged.
He'll tell this to Raggles, who has been pressing for money,
and it will console poor Raggles And so Becky began
sipping her chocolate.

When the faithful Lord Steyne arrived in the evening,
he found Becky and her companion, who was no other than
our friend Briggs, busy cutting, ripping, snipping, and
tearmg all sorts of black stuffs available for the melancholy
occasion.

“Miss Briggs and I are plunged in grief and despondency
for the death of our Papa,” Rebecca said. “Sir Pitt Crawley
is dead, my lord. We have been tearing our hair all the
morning, and now we are tearing up our old clothes.”

“Oh, Rebecca, how can you—"was all that Briggs could
say as she turned up her eyes.

“Oh, Rebecca, how can you—" echoed my Lord. “Seo
that old scoundrel’s dead, is he? He might have been a
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Peer if he had played his cards better. Mr. Pitt had very
nearly made him; but he ratted always at the wrong time,
What an old Silenus it was!”

“I might have been Silenus’s widow,” said Rebecca.
“Don’t you remember, Miss Briggs, how you peeped’in at
the door, and saw old Sir Pitt on his knees to me?” Miss
Briggs, our old friend, blushed very much at this remi-
niscence; and was glad when Lord Steyne ordered her to
go downstairs and make him a cup of tea.

Briggs was the house-dog whom Rebecca had provided
as guardian of her innocence and reputation. Miss Crawley
had left her a little annuity. She would have been content
to remain in the Crawley family with Lady Jane, who was
good to her and to everybody; but Lady Southdown dis-
missed poor Briggs as quickly as decency permitted; and
Mr. Pitt who thought himself much injured by the un-
called-for generosity of his deceased relative towards a
lady who had only been Miss Crawley’s faithful retainer a
score of years) made no objection to that exercise of the
dowager’s authority. Bowls and Firkin likewise received
their legacies, and their dismissals; and married and set up
a lodging-house, according to the custom of their kind.

Briggs tried to live with her relations in the country, but
found that attempt was vain after the better society to
which she had been accustomed. Brigg’s friends, small
tradesmen, in a country town, quarrelled over Miss Brigg’s
forty pounds a-year, as eagerly and more openly than Miss
Crawley’s kinsfolk had for that lady’s inheritance. Brigg’s
brother, a radical hatter and grocer, called his sister a
purse-proud aristocrat, because she would not advance a
part of her capital to stock his shop: and she would have
done so most likely, but that their sister, a dissenting shoe-
maker’s lady, at variance with the hatter and grocer, who
went to another chapel, showed how their brother was on
the verge of bankruptcy, and took possession of Briggs for
a while. The dissenting shoemaker wanted Miss Briggs to
send his son to college, and make a gentleman of him. Be-
tween them the two families got a great portion of her
private savings out of her: and finally she fled to London
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followed by the anathemas of both, and determiined to seek
for servitude again as infinitely less omerous than liberty.
And advertising in the papers that a “Gentlewoman of
agreeable manners, and accustomed to the best society, was
anxious to,” &c., she took up her residence with Mr. Bowls
in Half Moon Street, and waited the result of the
advertisement.

So it was that she fell in with Rebecca. Mrs. Rawdon’s
dashing little carriage and ponies was whirling down the
street one day, just as Miss Briggs, fatigued, had reached
Mr. Bowls’s door, after a weary walk to the Times Office in
the City, to insert her advertisement for the sixth time.
Rebecca was driving, and at once recognized the gentle-
woman with agreeable manners, and being a perfectly good-
humoured woman, as we have seen, and having a regard
for Briggs, she pulled up the ponies at the door-steps, gave
the reins to the groom, and jumping out, had hold of both
Briggs’s hands, before she of the agreeable manners had
recovered from the shock of seeing an old friend.

Briggs cried, and Becky laughed ja great deal, and kissed
the gentlewoman as soon as they gpt into the passage; and
thence into Mrs. Bowls’s front parlour, with the red moreen
curtains, and the round looking-glass, with the chained
eagle above, gazing upon the back of the ticket in the win-
dow which announced “Apartments to Let.”

Briggs told all her history amidst those perfectly un-
called-for sobs and ejaculations of wonder with which
women of her soft nature salute an old acquaintance, or
regard a rencontre in the street; for though people meet
other people every day, yet some there are who insist upon
discovering miracles; and women, even though they have
disliked each other, begin to cry when they meet, deploring
and remembering the time when they last quarrelled. So,
in a word, Briggs told all her history, and Becky gave
a narrative of her own life, with her usual artlessness and
candour.

Mrs. Bowls, late Firkin, came and listened grimly in the
passage to the hysterical sniffling and giggling which went
on in the front parlour. Becky had never been a favourite

of hers. Since the establishment of the married co?é
3—K
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in London they had frequented their former friends of the
house of Raggles, and did not like the latter’s account of
the Colonel's ménage. “I wouldn’t trust him, Ragg, my
boy,” Bowls remarked: and his wife, when Mrs. Rawdon
issued from the parlour, only saluted the lady with a very
sour curtsey; and her fingers were like so many sausages,
cold and lifeless, when she held them out in deference to
Mrs. Rawdon, who persisted in shaking hands with the
retired lady’s maid. She whirled away into Piccadilly,
nodding with the sweetest of smiles towards Miss Briggs,
who hung nodding at the window close under the advertise-
ment-card, and at the next moment was in the Park with
a half dozen of dandies cantering after her carriage.

When she found how her friend was situated, and how
having a snug legacy from Miss Crawley, salary was no
object to our gentlewoman, Becky instantly formed some
benevolent little domestic plans concerning her. This was
just such a companion as would suit her establishment,
and she invited Briggs to come to dinner with her that
very evening, when she should see Becky's dear little darling
Rawdon.

Mrs. Bowls cautioned her lodger against venturing into
the lion’s den, “wherein you will rue it, Miss B., mark my
words, and as sure as my name is Bowls.” And Briggs
promised to be very cautious. The upshot of which cau-
tion was that she went to live with Mrs. Rawdon the next
week, and had lent Rawdon Crawley six hundred pounds
upon annuity before six months were over.



CHAPTER VI
I¥ Waice Becky Revisits THE Hairs or Her ANCEsTORS

O the mourning being ready, and Sir Pitt Crawley
warned of their arrival, Colonel Crawley and his wife
took a couple of places in the same old Highflyer coach,

by which Rebecca had travelled in the defunct Baronet’s
company, on her first journey into the world some nine years
before. How well she remembered the Inn Yard, and the
ostler to whom she refused money, and the insinuating Cam-
bridge lad who wrapped her in his coat on the journey!
Rawdon took his place outside, and would have liked to
drive, but his grief forbade him. He sat by the coachman,
and talked about horses and the road the whole way; and
who kept the inns, and who horsed the coach by which he
had travelled so many a time, when he and Pitt were boys
going to Eton. At Mudbury a carriage and a pair of horses
received them, with a coachman in black. “It’s the old drag,
Rawdon,” Rebecca said, as they got in. “The worms have
eaten the cloth a good deal—there’s the stain which Sir Pitt
—ha! I see Dawson the Ironmonger has his shutters up—
which Sir Pitt made such a noise about. It was a bottle of
cherry brandy he broke which we went to fetch for your
aunt from Southampton. How time flies, to be sure! that
can't be Polly Talboys, that bouncing girl standing by her
mother at the cottage there. I remember her a mangy
little urchin picking weeds in the garden.”

“Fine gal,” said Rawdon, returning the salute which the
cottage gave him, by two fingers applied to his crape hat-
band. Beckybowed and saluted, and recognised people
here and there graciously. These recognitions were inex-
pressibly pleasant to her. It seemed as if she was not an
impostor any more, and was coming to the home of her
ancestors. Rawdon was rather abashed, and cast down on
the other hand. What recollections of boyhood and inno-

67
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cghce might have been flitting across his brain? What pangs

of dim remorse and doubt and shame?

“Your sisters must be young women now,” Rebecca said,
thinking of those girls for the first time perhaps since she
had left them.

“Don’t know, I'm shaw,” replied the Colonel. “Hullo!
here’s old Mother Lock. How-dy-do, Mrs. Lock? Remem-
ber me, don’t you? Master Rawdon, hey? Dammy how
those old women last; she was a hundred when I was a boy.”

They were going through the lodge-gates kept by old
Mrs. Lock, whose hand Rebecca insisted upon shaking, as
she flung open the creaking old iron gate, and the carriage
passed between the two moss-grown pillars surmounted by
the dove and serpent.

“The governor has cut into the timber,” Rawdon said,
looking about, and then was silent—so was Becky. Both of
them were rather agitated, and thinking of old times. He
about Eton, and his mother, whom he remembered, a frigid
demure woman, and a sister who died, of whom he had been
passionately fond; and how he used to thrash Pitt; and
about little Rawdy at home. And Rebecca thought about her
own youth, and the dark secrets of those early tainted days;
and of her entrance into life by yonder gates; and of Miss
Pinkerton, and Joe, and Amelia.

The gravel walk and terrace had been scraped quite clean.
A grand painted hatchment was already over the great
entrance, and two very solemn and tall personages in black
flung open each a leaf of the door as the carriage pulled
up at the familiar steps. Rawdon turned red, and Becky
somewhat pale, as they passed through the old hall, arm in
arm. She pinched her husband’s arm as they entered the
oak parlour, where Sir Pitt and his wife were ready to
receive them. Sir Pitt in black, Lady Jane in black, and my
Lady Southdown with a large black head piece of bugles
and feathers, which waved. on her Ladyship’s head like an
undertaker’s tray.

Sir Pitt had judged correctly, that she would not quit the
premises. She contented herself by preserving a solemn and
stony silence, when in company of Pitt and his rebellious
wife, and by frightening the children in the nursery by the
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ghastly gloom of her demeanor. Only a very faint bending
of the head-dress and plumes welcomed Rawdon and his
wife, as those prodigals returned to their family.

To say the truth, they were not affected very much one
way or other by this coolness. Her Ladyship was a person
only of secondary consideration in their minds just then—
they were intent upon the reception which the reigning
brother and sister would afford them.

Pitt, with rather a heightened colour, went up and shook
his brother by the hand; and saluted Rebecca with a hand-
shake and a very low bow. But Lady Jane took both the
hands of her sister-in-law and kissed her affectionately. The
embrace somehow brought tears into the eyes of the little
adventuress—which ornaments, as we know, she wore very
seldom.

The artless mark of kindness and confidence touched and
pleased her; and Rawdon, encouraged by this demonstra-
tion on his sister’s part, twirled up his mustachios, and
took leave to salute Lady Jane with a kiss, which caused her
Ladyship to blush exceedingly.

“Dev’lish nice little woman, Lady Jane,” was his verdict,
when he and his wife were together again. “Pitt’s got fat,
too, and is doing the thing handsomely.” “He can afford it,”
said Rebecca, and agreed in her husband’s farther opinion,
“that the mother-in-law was a tremendous old Guy—and that
the sisters were rather well-looking young women.”

They, too, had been summoned from school to attend the
funeral ceremonies. It seemed Sir Pitt Crawley, for the
dignity of the house and family, had thought right to have
about the place as many persons in black as could possibly
be assembled. All the men and maids of the house, the
old women of the Alms House, whom the elder Sir Pitt
had cheated out of a great portion of their due, the Parish
Clerk’s family, and the special retainers of both Hall and
Rectory were habited in sable; added to these, the under-
taker’s men, at least a score, with crapes and hat-bands, and
who made a goodly show when the great burying show took
place—but these are mute personages in our drama; and
having nothing to do or say, need occupy a very little space
here.
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With regard to her sisters-in-law Rebecca did not attempt
to forget her former position of Governess towards them,
but recalled it frankly and kindly, and asked them about their
studies with great gravity, and told them that she had
thought of them many and many a day, and longed to know
of their welfare. In fact you would have supposed that ever
since she had left them she had not ceased to keep them
uppermost in her thoughts, and to take the tenderest interest
in their welfare. So supposed Lady Crawley herself and her
young sisters.

“She’s hardly changed since eight years,” said Miss
Rosalind to Miss Violet, as they were preparing for dinner.

“Those red-haired women look wonderfully well,” replied
the other.

“Hers is much darker than it was; I think she must dye
it,” Miss Rosalind added. “She is stouter, too, and altogether
improved,” continued Miss Rosalind, who was disposed to
be very fat.

“At least she gives herself no airs, and remembers that
she was our Governess once,” Miss Violet said, intimating
that it befitted all governesses to keep their proper place,
and forgetting altogether that she was granddaughter not
only of Sir Walpole Crawley, but of Mr. Dawson Mudbury,
and so had a coal-scuttle in her scutcheon. There are other
very well-meaning people whom one meets every day in
Vanity Fair, who are surely equally oblivious.

“It can’t be true what the girls at the Rectory said, that
her mothér was an opera-dancer—"

“A person can’t help their birth,” Rosalind replied with
great liberality. ‘““And I agree with our brother, that as she
is in the family, of course we are bound to notice her. I
am sure Aunt Bute need not talk: she wants to marry Kate
to young Hooper, the wine-merchant, and absolutely asked
him to come to the Rectory for orders.”

“]I wonder whether Lady Southdown will go away; she
fooked very glum upon Mrs. Rawdon,” the other said.

“I wish she would. I won't read the ‘Washerwoman of
Finchley Common,’” vowed Violet; and so saying, and
avoiding a passage at the end of which a certain coffin was
placed with a couple of watchers, and lights perpetually
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burning in the closed room, these young women came down
to the family dinner, for which the bell rang as usual.

But before this, Lady Jane conducted Rebecca to the
apartments prepared for her, which, with the rest of the
house, had assumed a very much improved appearance of
order and comfort during Pitt’s regency, and here beholding
that Mrs. Rawdon’s modest little trunks had arrived, and
were placed in the bed-room and dressing-room adjoining,
helped her to take off her neat black bonnet and cloak, and
asked her sister-in-law in what more she could be useful.

“What I should like best,” said Rebecca, “would be to
go to the nursery; and see your dear little children.” On
which the two ladies looked very kindly at each other, and
went to that apartment hand in hand.

Becky admired little Matilda, who was not quite four
years old, as the most charming little love in the world; and
the boy, a little fellow of two years—pale, heavy-eyed, and
large-headed, she pronounced to be a perfect prodigy in
point of size, intelligence, and beauty.

“I wish Mamma would not insist on giving him so much
medicine,” Lady Jane said, with a sigh. “I often think
we should all be better without it.” And then Lady Jane
and her new-found friend had one of those confidential
medical conversations about the children, which all mothers,
and most women, as I am given to understand, delight in.
Fifty years ago, and when the present writer, being an
interesting little boy, was ordered out of the room with the
ladies after dinner, I remember quite well that their talk
was chiefly about their ailments; and putting this question
directly to two or three since, I have always got from them
the acknowledgment that times are not changed. Let my
fair readers remark for themselves this very evening when
they quit the dessert-table, and assemble to celebrate the
drawing-room mysteries, Well—in half-an-hour Becky and
Lady Jane were close and intimate friends—and in the course
of the evening her Ladyship informed Sir Pitt that she
thought her new sister-in-law was a kind, frank, unaffected,
and affectionate young woman.

And so having easily won the daughter’s good-will, the
indefatigable little woman bent herself to conciliate the
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august Lady Southdown. As soon as she found her Ladyship
alone, Rebecca attacked her on the nursery question at once,
and said that her own little boy was saved, actually saved,
by calomel, freely administered, when all the physicians in
Paris had given the dear child up. And then she mentioned
how often she had heard of Lady Southdown from that
excellent man the Reverend Lawrence Grills, Minister of
the chapel in May Fair, which she frequented; and how her
views were very much changed by circumstances and mis-
fortunes; and how she hoped that a past life spent in world-
liness and error might not incapacitate her from more
serious thought for the future. She described how in former
days she had been indebted to Mr. Crawley for religious
instruction, touched upon the “Washerwoman of Finchley
Common,” which she had read with the greatest profit, and
asked about Lady Emily, its gifted author, now Lady Emily
Hornblower, at Cape Town, where her husband had strong
hopes of becoming Bishop of Caffraria.

But she crowned all, and confirmed herself in Lady
Southdown’s favour, by feeling very much agitated and un-
well after the funeral, and requesting her Ladyship’s med-
ical advice, which the Dowager not only gave, but, wrapped
up in a bed-gown, and looking more like Lady Macbeth
than ever, came privately in the night to Becky’s room,
with a parcel of favourite tracts, and a medicine of her
own composition, which she insisted that Mrs. Rawdon
should take.

Becky first accepted the tracts, and began to examine
them with great interest, engaging the Dowager in a con-
versation concerning them and the welfare of her soul, by
which means she hoped that her body might escape medi-
cation. But after the religious topics were exhausted, Lady
Macbeth would not quit Becky’s chamber until her cup
of night-drink was emptied too; and poor Mrs. Rawdon
was compelled actually to assume a look of gratitude, and
to swallow the medicine under the unyielding old Dow-
ager’s nose, who left her victim finally with a benediction.

It did not much comfort Mrs. Rawdon; her countenance
was very queer when Rawdon came in and heard what had
happened; and his explosions of laughter were as loud as



VANITY FAIR 73

usual, when Becky, with a fun which she could not dis-
guise, even though it was at her own expense, described
the occurrence, and how she had been victimised by Lady
Southdown. Lord Steyne, and her son in London, had
many a laugh over the story, when Rawdon and his wife
returned to their quarters in May Fair. Becky acted the
whole scene for them. She put on a night-cap and gown.
She preached a great sermon in the true serious manner;
she lectured on the virtue of the medicine which she pre-
tended to administer, with gravity of imitation so perfect,
that you would have thought it was the Countess’s own
Roman nose through which she snuffled. “Give us Lady
Southdown and the black dose,” was a constant cry amongst
the folks in Becky’s little drawing-room in May Fair. And
for the first time in her life the Dowager Countess of South-
down was made amusing.

Sir Pitt remembered the testimonies of respect and ven-
eration which Rebecca had paid personally to himself in
early days, and was tolerably well disposed towards her.
The marriage, ill-advised as it was, had improved Rawdon
very much—that was clear from the Colonel’s altered habits
and demeanour—and had it not been a lucky union as
regarded Pitt himself? The cunning diplomatist smiled in-
wardly as he owned that he owed his fortune to it, and
acknowledged that he at least ought not to cry out against
it. His satisfaction was not removed by Rebecca’s own
statements, behaviour, and conversation.

She doubled the deference which before had charmed
him, calling out his conversational powers in such a man-
ner as quite to surprise Pitt himself, who, always inclined
to respect his own talents, admired them the more when
Rebecca pointed them out to him. With her sister-in-law,
Rebecca was satisfactorily able to prove, that it was Mrs.
Bute Crawley who brought about the marriage which she
afterwards so caluminated: that it was Mrs. Bute’s avarice
—who hoped to gain all Miss Crawley’s fortune, and de-
prive Rawdon of his aunt’s favour—which caused and
invented all the wicked reports against Rebecca. “She
succeeded in making us poor,” Rebecca said, with an air of
angelical patience; “but how can I be angry with a woman
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who has given me one of the best husbands in the world?
And has not her own avarice been sufficiently punished by
the ruin of her own hopes, and the loss of the property by
which she sat so much store? Poor!” she cried. “Dear
Lady Jane, what care we for poverty? I am used to it
from childhood, and I am often thankful that Miss Craw-
ley’s money has gone to restore the splendour of the noble
old family of which I am so proud to be a member. I am
sure Sir Pitt will make a much better use of it than Raw-
don would.”

All these speeches were reported to Sir Pitt by the most
faithful of wives, and increased the favourable impression
which Rebecca made; so much so, that when on the third
day after the funeral the family party were at dinner, Sir
Pitt Crawley, carving fowls at the head of the table, ac-
tually said to Mrs. Rawdon, “Ahem! Rebecca, may I give
vou a wing?’—a speech which made the little woman’s
eyes sparkle with pleasure.

While Rebecca was prosecuting the above schemes and
hopes, and Pitt Crawley arranging the funeral ceremonial
and other matters connected with his future progress and
dignity, and Lady Jane busy with her nursery, as far as
her mother would let her, and the sun rising and setting,
and the clock-tower bell of the Hall ringing to dinner and
to prayers as usual, the body of the late owner of Queen’s
Crawley lay in the apartment which he had occupied, watched
unceasingly by the professional attendants who were en-
gaged for that rite. A woman or two, and three or four
undertaker’s men, the best whom Southampton could fur-
nish, dressed in black, and of a proper stealthy and tragical
demeanour, had charge of the remains which they watched
turn about, having the housekeeper's room for their place
of rendezvous when off duty, where they played at cards
in privacy and drank their beer.

The members of the family and servants of the house
kept away from the gloomy spot, where the bones of the
descendant of an ancient line of knights and gentlemen
lay, awaiting their final consignment to the family crypt.
No regrets attended them, save those of the poor woman
who had hoped to be Sir Pitt's wife and widow, and who
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had fled in disgrace from the Hall over which she had
so nearly been a ruler. Beyond her and a favourite old
pointer he had, and between whom and himself an attach-
ment subsisted during the period of his imbecility, the old
man had not a single friend to mourn him, having indeed,
during the whole course of his life, never taken the least
pains to secure one. Could the best and kindest of us who
depart from the earth, have an opportunity of revisiting
it, I suppose he or she (assuming that any Vanity Fair
feelings subsist in the sphere whither we are bound) would
have a pang of mortification at finding how soon our sur-
vivors were consoled. And so Sir Pitt was forgotten—Ilike
the kindest and best of us—only a few weeks sooner.

Those who will may follow his remains to the grave,
whither they were borne on the appointed day, in the most
becoming manner, the family in black coaches, with their
handkerchiefs up to their noses, ready for the tears which
did not come: the undertaker and his gentlemen in deep
tribulation: the select tenantry mourning out of compli-
ment to the new landlord: the neighbouring gentry's car-
riages at three miles an hour, empty, and in profound afflic~
tion: the parson speaking out the formula about “our dear
brother departed.” As long as we have a man’s body, we
play our Vanities upon it, surrounding it with humbug and
ceremonies, laying it in state, and packing it up in gilt
nails and velvet: and we finish our duty by placing over it a
stone, written all over with lies. Bute’s curate, a smart
young fellow from Oxford, and Sir Pitt Crawley, composed
between them an appropriate Latin epitaph for the late
lamented Baronet: and the former preached a classical ser-
mon, exhorting the survivors not to give way to grief, and
informing them in the most respectful terms that they also
would be one day called upon to pass that gloomy and
mysterious portal which had just closed upon the remains
of their lamented brother. Then the tenantry mounted on
horseback again, or stayed and refreshed themselves at the
Crawley Arms. Then, after a lunch in the servants’ hall at
Queen’s Crawley, the gentry’s carriages wheeled off to
their different destinations: then the undertaker’s men,
taking the ropes, palls, velvets, ostrich feathers, and other
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mortuary properties, clambered up on the roof of the
hearse, and rode off to Southampton. Their faces relapsed
into a natural expression as the horses, clearing the lodge-
gates, got into a brisker trot on the open road; and squads
of them might have been seen, speckling with black the
public-house entrances, with pewter-pots flashing in the
sunshine. Sir Pitt’s invalid-chair was wheeled away into
a tool-house in the garden: the old pointer used to howl
sometimes at first, but these were the only accents of
grief which were heard in the Hall of which Sir Pitt
Crawley, Baronet, had been master for some three-score
years.

As the birds were pretty plentiful, and partridge-shoot-
ing is as it were the duty of an English gentleman of states-
manlike propensities, Sir Pitt Crawley, the first shock of
grief over, went out a little and partook of that diversion
in a white hat with crape around it. The sight of those
fields of stubble and turnips, now his own, gave him many
secret joys. Sometimes, and with an exquisite humility,
he took no gun, but went out with a peaceful bamboo cane;
Rawdon, his big brother, and the keepers blazing away at
his side.

Pitt’s money and acres had a great effect upon his
brother. The penniless Colonel became quite obsequious
and respectful to the head of his house, and despised the
milk-sop Pitt no longer. Rawdon listened with sympathy
to his senior’s prospects of planting and draining: gave
his advice about the stables and cattle, rode over to Mud-
bury to look at a mare, which he thought would carry
Lady Jane, and offered to break her, &c.: the rebellious
dragoon was quite humbled and subdued, and became a
most creditable younger brother. He had constant bul-
letins from Miss Briggs in London respecting little Rawdon,
who was left behind there: who sent messages of his own.
“I am very well,” he wrote. “I hope you are very well.
1 hope Mamma is very well. The pony is very well. Grey
takes me to ride in the Park. I can canter. I met the little
boy who rode before. He cried when he cantered. I do
not cry.” Rawdon read these letters to his brother, and Lady
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. Jane, who was delighted with them. The Baronet promised

to take charge of the lad at school; and his kind-hearted
_wife gave Rebecca a bank-note, begging her to buy a present
~with it for her little nephew.

One day followed another, and the ladies of the house
passed their life in those calm pursuits and amusements
which satisfy country ladies. Bells rang to meals, and to
prayers. The young ladies took exercise on the piahoforte
every morning after breakfast, Rebecca giving them the
benefit of her instruction. Then they put on thick shoes
and walked in the park or shrubberies, or beyond the pal-
ings into the village, descending upon the cottages, with
Lady Southdown’s medicine and tracts for the sick people
there. Lady Southdown drove out in a pony-chaise, when
Rebecca would take her place by the Dowager’s side, and
listen to her solemn talk with the utmost interest. She
sang Handel and Haydn to the family of evenings, and
engaged in a large piece of worsted work, as if she had
been born to the business, and as if this kind of life was to
continue with her until she should sink to the grave in a
polite old age, leaving regrets and a great quantity of
consols behind her—as if there were not cares ‘and
duns, schemes, shifts, and poverty, waiting outside the park
gates to pounce upon her when she issued into the world
again. '

“It isn’t difficult to be a country gentleman's wife,” Re-
becca thought. “I think I could be a good woman if I had
five thousand a-year. I could dawdle about in the nursery,
and count the apricots on the wall. I could water plants in
a green-house, and pick off dead leaves from the geraniums.
I could ask old women about their rheumatisms, and order
half-a-crown’s worth of soup for the poor. I shouldn’t miss
it much, out of five thousand a-year. I could even drive out
ten miles to dine at a neighbour's, and dress in the fashions
of the year before last. I could go to church and keep awake
in the great family pew: or go to sleep behind the curtains,
with my veil down, if I only had practice. I could pay every-
body, if I had but the money. This is what the conjurors
here pride themselves upon doing. They look down with pity
upon us miserable sinners who have none. They think
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themselves generous if they give our children a five-pound
note, and us contemptible if we are without one.” And
who knows but Rebecca was right in her speculations—and
that it was only a question of money and fortune which
made the difference between her and an honest woman? If
you take temptations into account, who is to say that he is
better than his neighbour? A comfortable career of pros-
perity, if it does not make people honest, at least keeps
them so.

An alderman coming from a turtle feast will not
step out of his carriage to steal a leg of mutton; but
put him to starve, and see if he will not purloin a loaf.
Becky consoled herself by so balancing the chances and
equalising the distribution of good and evil in the world.

The old haunts, the old fields and woods, the copses,
ponds, and gardens, the rooms of the old house where she
had spent a couple of years seven years ago, were all care-
fully revisited by her. She had been young there, or com-
paratively so, for she forgot the time when she ever was
young—but she remembered her thoughts and feelings seven
years back, and contrasted them with those which she had
at present, now that she had seen the world and lived with
great people, and raised herself far beyond her original
humble station.

“l have passed beyond it, because I have brains,” Becky
thought, “and almost all the rest of the world are fools.
I could not go back, and consort with those people now,
whom I used to meet in my father’s studio. Lords come
up to my door with stars and garters instead of poor artists
with screws of tobacco in their pockets. I have a gentle-
man for my husband, and an Earl’s daughter for my sister,
in the very house where I was little better than a servant
a few years ago. But am I much better to do now in the
world than I was when I was the poor painter’s daughter,
and wheedled the grocer round the corner for sugar and
tea? Suppose I had married Francis who was so fond of
me—I couldn’t have been much poorer than I am now.
Heigho! I wish I could exchange my position in society,
and all my relations for a snug sum in the Three per Cent.
Consols;” for so it was that Becky felt the Vanity of human
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affairs, and it was in those securities that she would have
liked to cast anchor.

It may, perhaps, have struck her that to have been honest
and humble, to have done her duty, and to have marched
straightforward on her way, would have brought her as near
happiness as that path by which she was striving to attain
it. But,—just as the children at Queen’s Crawley went round
the room, where the body of their father lay ;—if ever Becky
had these thoughts, she was accustomed to walk round them,
and not look in. She eluded them, and despised them—or at
least she was committed to the other path from which retreat
was now impossible. And for my part I believe that re-
morse is the least active of all a man’s moral senses—
the very easiest to be deadened when wakened: and in
some never wakened at all. We grieve at being found
out, and at the idea of shame or punishment; but the mere
sense of wrong makes very few people unhappy in Vanity
Fair.

So Rebecca, during her stay at Queen's Crawley, made
as many friends of the Mammon of Unrighteousness as she
could possibly bring under control. Lady Jane and her hus-
band bade her farewell with the warmest demonstrations of
good-will. They looked forward with pleasure to the time
when, the family-house in Gaunt Street being repaired and
beautified, they were to meet again in London. Lady South-
down made her up a packet of medicine, and sent a letter
by her to the Rev. Lawrence Grills, exhorting that gentle-
man to save the brand who “honoured” the letter from the
burning. Pitt accompanied them with four horses in the
carriage to Mudbury, having sent on their baggage in a cart
previously, accompanied with loads of game.

“How happy you will be to see your darling little
boy again!” Lady Crawley said, taking leave of her kins-
woman.

“O so happy!” said Rebecca, throwing up the green eyes.
She was immensely happy to be free of the place, and yet
loth to go. Queen’s Crawley was abominably stupid; and
yet the air there was somehow purer than that which she
had been accustomed to breathe. Everybody had been dull,
but had been kind in their way. “It is all the influence of a
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long course of Three per Cents,” Becky said to herself, and
was right very likely.

However, the London lamps flashed joyfully as the stage
rolled into Piccadilly, and Briggs had made a beautiful fire
in Curzon Street, and little Rawdon was up to welcome back
his papa and mamma.




CHAPTER VII

WHicH TreaTs oF THE OsBORNE FAMILY

ONSIDERABLE time has elapsed since we have seen
C our respectable friend, old Mr. Osborne of Russell
Square. He has not been the happiest of mortals since
last we met him. Events have occurred which have not
improved his temper, and in more instances than one he has
not been allowed to have his own way. To be thwarted in
this reasonable desire was always very injurious to the old
gentleman; and resistance became doubly exasperating when
gout, age, loneliness, and the force of many disappointments
combined to weigh him down. His stiff black hair began to
grow quite white soon after his son’s death; his face grew
redder; his hands trembled more and more as he poured out
his glass of port wine. He led his clerks a dire life in the
City: his family at home were not much happier. I doubt if
Rebecca, whom we have seen piously praying for Consols,
would have exchanged her poverty and the dare-devil excite-
ment and chances of her life, for Osborne’s money and the
humdrum gloom which enveloped him. He had proposed for
Miss Swartz, but had been rejected scornfully by the parti-
zans of that lady, who married her to a young sprig of Scotch
nobility.

He was a man to have married a woman out of low
life, and bullied her dreadfully afterwards: but no person
presented herself suitable to his taste; and, instead, he tyran-
nised over his unmarried daughter, at home. She had a fine
carriage and fine horses, and sate at the head of a table
loaded with the grandest plate. She had a cheque-book, a
prize footman to follow her when she walked, unlimited
credit, and bows and compliments from all the tradesmen,
and all the appurtenances of an heiress: but she spent a woful
time. The little charity-girls at the Foundling, the sweep-
eress at the crossing, the poorest under-kitchen-maid in the
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servants’ hall, was happy compared to that unfortunate and
now middle-aged young lady.

Frederick Bullock, Esq., of the house of Bullock, Hulker,
and Bullock, had married Maria Osborne, not without a great
deal of difficulty and grumbling on Mr. Bullock’s part.
George being dead and cut out of his father’s will, Frederick
insisted that the half of the old gentleman’s property should
be settled upon his Maria, and indeed, for a long time, re-
fused “to come to the scratch” (it was Mr. Frederick’s own
expression) on any other terms. Osborne said Fred had
agreed to take his daughter with twenty thousand, and he
should bind himself to no more. “Fred might take it, and
welcome, or leave it, and go and be hanged.” Fred, whose
hopes had been raised when George had been disinherited,
thought himself infamously swindled by the old merchant,
and for some time made as if he would break off the match
altogether. Osborne withdrew his account from Bullock
and Hulker's, went on 'Change with a horsewhip which he
swore he would lay across the back of a certain scoundrel
that should be nameless, and demeaned himself in his usual
violent manner. Jane Osborne condoled with her sister
Maria during this family feud. “I always told you, Maria,
that it was your money he loved, and not you,” she said,
soothingly.

‘He selected me and my money at any rate: he didn't choose
you and yours,” replied Maria, tossing up her head.

The rupture was, however, only temporary. Fred’s father
and senior partners counselled him to take Maria, even with
the twenty thousand settled, half down, and half at the
death of Mr. Osborne, with the chances of the further
division of the property. So he “knuckled down,” again to
use his own phrase; and sent old Hulker with peaceable over-
tures to Osborne. It was his father, he said, who would not
hear of the match, and had made the difficulties; he was most
anxious to keep the engagement. The excuse was sulkily
accepted by Mr. Osborne. Hulker and Bullock were a high
family of the City aristocracy, and connected with the “nobs”
at the West End. It was something for the old than to be
able to say, “My son, sir, of the house of Hulker, Bullock,
and Co., sir; my daughter’s cousin, Lady Mango, sir, daugh-
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ter of the Right Hon. the Earl of Castlemouldy.” In his
imagination he saw his house peopled by the “nobs.” So he
forgave young Bullock, and consented that the marriage
should take place.

It was a grand affair—the bridegroom’s relatives giving
the breakfast, their habitations being near St. George’s,
Hanover Square, where the business took place. The “nobs
of the West End” were invited, and many of them signed
the book. Mr. Mango and Lady Mary Mango were there,
with the dear young Gwendoline and Guinever Mango as
bridesmaids ; Colonel Bludyer of the Dragoon Guards (eldest
son of the house of Bludyer Brothers, Mincing Lane), an-
other cousin of the bridegroom, and the Honourable Mrs.
Bludyer ; the Honourable George Boulter, Lord Levant’s son,
and his lady, Miss Mango that was; Lord Viscount Castle-
toddy; Honourable James McMull and Mrs. MeMull (form-
erly Miss Swartz), and a host of fashionables, who have all
married into Lombard Street, and done a great deal to en-
noble Cornhill.

The young couple had a house near Berkeley Square, and
a small villa at Roehampton, among the banking colony
there. Fred was considered to have made rather a mésal-
liance by the ladies of his family, whose grandfather had
been in a Charity School, and who were allied through the
husbands with some of tife best blood in England. And
Maria was bound, by superior pride and great care in the
composition of her visiting-book, to make up for the defects
of birth; and felt it her duty to see her father and sister as
little as possible.

That she should utterly break with the old man, who had
still so many scores of thousand pounds to give away, is
absurd to suppose. Fred Bullock would never allow her to
do that. But she was still young and incapable of hiding
her feelings: and by inviting her papa and sister to her third.
rate parties, and behaving very coldly to them when they
came, and by avoiding Russell Square, and indiscreetly beg-
ging her father to quit that odious vulgar place; she did
more harm than all Frederick’s diplomacy could repair, and
perilled her chance of her inheritance like a giddy heedless
creature as she was.
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_“So Russell Square is not good enough for Mrs. Maria,

hay?” said the old gentleman, rattling up the carriage-
windows as he and his daughter drove away one night from
Mrs. Frederick Bullock’s, after dinner. “So she invites her
father and sister to a second day’s dinner (if those sides, or
ontrys, as she calls em, weren't served yesterday, I'm d—d),
and to meet City folks and littery men, and keeps the Earls
and the Ladies, and the Honourables to herself. Honour-
ables? Damn Honourables. I am a plain British merchant
I am: and could buy the beggarly hounds over and over.
Lords, indeed !—why, at one of her swarreys I saw one of
‘em speak to a dam fiddler—a fellar I despise. And they
won’t come to Russell Square, won’t they? Why, I'll lay my
life I've got a better glass of wine, and pay a better figure
for it, and can show a handsomer service of silver, and can
lay a better dinner on my mahogany, than ever they see on
theirs—the cringing, sneéaking, stuck-up fools. Drive on
quick, James: I want to get back to Russell Square—ha, ha!”
and he sank back into the corner with a furious laugh. With
such reflections on his own superior merit, it was the custom
of the old gentleman not unfrequently to console himself.
_ Jane Osborne could not but concur in these opinions re-
specting her sister’s conduct; and when Mrs. Frederick’s
first-born, Frederick Augustus Howard Stanley Devereux
Bullock, was born, old Osborne, who was invited to the
christening and to be godfather, contented himself with
sending the child a gold cup, with twenty guineas inside it
‘for the nurse. “That’s more than any of your Lords will
give, I'll warrant,” he said, and refused to attend at the
ceremony. ‘

The splendour of the gift, however, caused great satis-
faction to the house of Bullock. Maria thought that her
father was very much pleased with her, and Frederick
augured the best for his little son and heir.

One can fancy the pangs with which Miss Osborne in
her solitude in Russell Square read the Morning Post, where
her sister’s name occurred every now and then, in the articles
headed “Fashionable Reunions,” and where she had an
opportunity of reading a description of Mrs. F. Bullock’s cos-
tume, when presented at the Drawing-room by Lady Fred-
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“erica Bullock. Jane's own life, as we have said, admitted of
‘no such grandeur. It was an awful existence. She had to
get up of black winter’s mornings to make breakfast for her
scowling old father, who would have turned the whole house
out of doors if his tea had not been ready at half-past eight.
She remained silent opposite to him, listening to the urn hiss-
ing, and sitting in tremor while the parent read his paper,
and consumed his accustomed portion of muffins and tea. At
half-past nine he rose and went to the City, and she was
almost free till dinner-time, to make visitations in the kitchen,
and to scold the servants: to drive abroad and descend upon
the tradesmen, who were prodigiously respectful: to leave
her cards and her papa’s at the great glum respectable houses
of their City friends; or to sit alone in the large drawing-
room, expecting visitors; and working at a huge piece of
worsted by the fire, on the sofa, hard by the great Iphigenia
clock, which ticked ana tolled with mournful loudness in the
dreary room. The great glass over the mantel-piece, faced
by the other great console glass at the opposite end of the
room, increased and multiplied between them the brown
Holland bag in which the chandelier hung; until you saw
these brown Holland bags fading away in endless perspec-
tives, and this apartment of Miss Osborne’s seemed the centre
of a system of drawing-rooms. When she removed the
cordovan leather from the grand piano, and ventured to play
a few notes on it, it sounded with a mournful sadness, start-
ling the dismal echoes of the house. George's picture was
gone, and laid upstairs in a lumber-room in the garret; and
though there was a consciousness of him, and father and
daughter often instinctively knew that they were thinking of
him, no mention was ever made of the brave and once
darling son.

At five o'clock Mr. Osborne came back to his dinner,
which he and his daughter took in silence (seldom broken,
except when he swore and was savage, if the cooking was
not to his liking), or which they shared twice in a month
with a party of dismal friends of Osborne’s rank and age.
Old Dr. Gulp and his lady from Bloomsbury Square: old
Mr. Frowser, the attorney, from Bedford Row, a very great
man, and from his business, hand-in-glove with the “nobs at
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the West End;” old Colonel Livermore, of the Bombay Army,
and Mrs. Livermore, from Upper Bedford Place: old Ser-
jeant Toffy and Mrs. Toffy; and sometimes old Sir Thomas
Coffin and Lady Coffin, from Bedford Square. Sir Thomas
was celebrated as a hanging judge, and the particular tawny
port was produced when he dined with Mr. Osborne.

These people and their like gave the pompous Russell
Square merchant pompous dinners back again. They had
solemn rubbers of whist, when they went upstairs after
drinking, and their carriages were called at half-past ten.
Many rich people, whom we poor devils are in the habit of
envying, lead contentedly an existence like that above de-
scribed. Jane Osborne scarcely ever met a man under sixty,
and almost the only bachelor who appeared in their society
was Mr. Smirk, the celebrated ladies’ doctor.

I can't say that nothing had occurred to disturb the monot-
ony of this awful existence: the fact is, there had been
a secret in poor Jane’s life which had made her father more
savage and morose than even nature, pride, and over-feeding
had made him. This secret was connected with Miss Wirt,
who had a cousin an artist, Mr. Smee, very celebrated since
as a portrait-painter and R.A., but who once was glad enough
to give drawing-lessons to ladies of fashion. Mr. Smee has
forgotten where Russell Square is now, but he was glad
enough to visit it in the year 1818, when Miss Osborne had
instruction from him.

Smee (formerly a pupil of Sharpe of Frith Street, a dis-
solute, irregular, and unsuccessful man, but 2 man with great
knowledge of his art) being the cousin of Miss Wirt, we say,
and introduced by her to Miss Osborne, whose hand and
heart were still free after various incomplete love affairs,
felt a great attachment for this lady, and it is believed in-
spired one in her bosom. Miss Wirt was the confidante of
this intrigue. I know not whether she used to leave the room
where the master and his pupil were painting, in order to
give them an opportunity for exchanging those vows and
sentiments which cannot be uttered advantageously in the
presence of a third party: I know not whether she hoped that
should her cousin succeed in carrying off the rich merchant’s
daughter, he would give Miss Wirt a portion of the wealth
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which she had enabled him to win—all that is certain is, that
Mr. Osborne got some hint of the transaction, came back
from the City abruptly, and entered the drawing-room with
his bamboo cane; found the painter, the pupil, and the com-
panion all looking exceedingly pale there; turned the former
out of doors with menaces that he would break every bone
in his skin, and half-an-hour afterwards dismissed Miss Wirt
likewise, kicking her trunks down the stairs, trampling on
her band-boxes, and shaking his fist at her hackney coach,
as it bore her away.

Jane Osborne kept her bed-room for many days. She was
not allowed to have a companion afterwards. Her father
swore to her that she should not have a shilling of his money
if she made any match without his concurrence; and as he
wanted a woman to keep his house, he did not choose that she
should marry: so that she was obliged to give up all projects
with which Cupid had any share. During her papa’s life,
then, she resigned herself to the manner of existence here
described, and was content to be an Old Maid. Her sister,
meanwhile, was having children with finer names every year
—and the intercourse between the two grew fainter continu-
ally. “Jane and I do not move in the same sphere of life,”
Mrs. Bullock said. “I regard her as a sister, of course”—
which means—what does it mean when a lady says that she
regards Jane as a sister?

It has been described how the Misses Dobbin lived with
their father at a fine villa at Denmark Hill, where there
were beautiful graperies and peach-trees which delighted
little Georgy Osborne. The Misses Dobbin, who drove often
to Brompton to see our dear Amelia, came sometimes to
Russell Square too, to pay a visit to their old acquaintance
Miss Osborne. I believe it was in consequence of the com-
mands of their brother the Major in India (for whom their
papa had a prodigious respect), that they paid attention to
Mrs. George; for the Major, the godfather and guardian of
Amelia’s little boy, still hoped that the child’s grandfather
might be induced to relent towards him, and acknowledge
him for the sake of his son. The Misses Dobbin kept Miss
Osborne acquainted with the state of Amelia’s affairs;
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how she was living with her father and mother; how poor
they were; how they wondered what men, and such men as
their brother and dear Captain Osborne, could find in such an
insignificant little chit; how she was still, as heretofore, a
namby-pamby milk-and-water affected creature—but how
the boy was really the noblest little boy ever seen—for the
hearts of all women warm towards young children, and the
sourest spinster is kind to them.

One day, after great entreaties on the part of the Misses
Dobbin, Amelia allowed little George to go and pass a day
with them at Denmark Hill—a part of which day she spent
herself in writing to the Major in India. She congratulated
him on the happy news which his sisters had just conveyed
to her. She prayed for his prosperity, and that of the bride
he had chosen. She thanked him for a thousand thousand
kind offices and proofs of steadfast friendship to her in her
affliction. She told him the last news about little Georgy, and
how he was gone to spend that very day with his sisters in
the country. She underlined the letter a great deal, and
she signed herself affectionately his friend, Amelia Osborne.
She forgot to send any message of kindness to Lady O’Dowd,
as her wont was—and did not mention Glorvina by name,
and only in italics, as the Major’s bride, for whom she begged
blessings. But the news of the marriage removed the re-
serve which she had kept up towards him. She was glad to
be able to own and feel how warmly and gratefully she
regarded him—and as for the idea of being jealous of Glor-
vina, (Glorvina, indeed!) Amelia would have scouted it, if
an angel from heaven had hinted it to her.

That night, when Georgy came back in the pony-carriage
in which he rejoiced, and in which he was driven by Sir Wm.
Dobbin’s old coachman, he had round his neck a fine gold
chain and watch. He said an old lady, not pretty, had given
it him, who cried and kissed him a great deal. But he didn’t
like her. He liked grapes very much. And he only liked his
mamma. Amelia shrank and started: the timid soul felt a
presentiment of terror when she heard that the relations of
the child’s father had seen him.

Miss Osborne came back to give her father his dinner. He
had made a good speculation in the City, and was rather in a
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good humour that day, and chanced to remark the agitation
under which she laboured. “What’s the matter, Miss Os-
borne?” he deigned to say.

The woman burst into tears. “O, sir,” she said, “I've seen
little George. He is as beautiful as an angel—and so like
him!” The old man opposite to her did not say a word, but
flushed up, and began to tremble in every limb.



CHAPTER VIII

IN WHicH THE Reabper Has 1o DousLE THE CAPE

HE astonished reader must be called upon to transport
himself ten thousand miles to the military station of
Bundlegunge, in the Madras division of our Indian

empire, where our gallant old friends of the —th regiment
are quartered under the command of the brave Colonel, Sir
Michael O'Dowd. Time has dealt kindly with that stout
officer, as it does ordinarily with men who have good stom-
achs and good tempers, and are not perplexed over much
by fatigue of the brain. The Colonel plays a good knife
and fork at tiffin, and resumes those weapons with great
success at dinner. He smokes his hookah after both meals,
and puffs as quietly while his wife scolds him, as he did
under the fire of the French at Waterloo. Age and heat
have not diminished the activity or the eloquence of the
descendant of the Malonys and the Molloys. Her Ladyship,
our old acquaintance, is as much at home at Madras as at
Brussels—in the cantonment as under the tents. On the
march you saw her at the head of the regiment seated on a
royal elephant, a noble sight. Mounted on that beast, she
has been into action with tigers in the jungle: she has been
received by native princes, who have welcomed her and
Glorvina into the recesses of their zenanas and offered her
shawls and jewels which it went to her heart to refuse.
‘The sentries of all arms salute her wherever she makes her
appearance: and she touches her hat gravely to their salu-
tation. Lady O'Dowd is one of the greatest ladies in the
Presidency of Madras—her quarrel with Lady Smith, wife
of Sir Minos Smith the puisne judge, is still remembered by
some at Madras when the Colonel’s lady snapped her fingers
in the Judge’s lady’s face, and said she’d never walk behind
ever a beggarly civilian. Even now, though it is five-and-
twenty years ago, people remember Lady O’Dowd perform-
90
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ing a jig at Government House, where she danced down two
Aides-de-Camp, a Major of Madras cavalry, and two gentle-
men of the Civil Service; and, persuaded by Major Dobbin,
C.B., second in command of the —th, to retire to the supper-
room, lassata nondum satiata recessit, .

Peggy O'Dowd is indeed the same as ever: kind in act
and thought: impetuous in temper; eager to command: a
tyrant over her Michael: a dragon amongst all the ladies
of the regiment: a mother to all the young men, whom she
tends in their sickness, defends in all their scrapes, and with
whom Lady Peggy is immensely popular, But the Subalterns’
and Captains’ ladies (the Major is unmarried) cabal against
her a good deal. They say that Glorvina gives herself airs,
and that Peggy herself is intolerably domineering. She in-
terfered with a little congregation which Mrs. Kirk had got
up, and laughed the young men away from her sermons,
stating that a soldier’s wife had no business to be a parson:
that Mrs. Kirk would be much better mending her husband's
clothes: and, if the regiment wanted sermons, that she had
the finest in the world, those of her uncle, the Dean, She
abruptly put a termination to a flirtation which Lieutenant
Stubble of the regiment had commenced with the Surgeon’s
wife, threatening to come down upon Stubble for the money
which he had borrowed from her (for the young fellow
was still of an extravagant turn) unless he broke off at once
and went to the Cape, on sick leave. On the other hand, she
housed and sheltered Mrs. Posky, who fled from her bun-
galow one night, pursued by her infuriate husband, wielding
his second brandy bottle, and actually carried Posky through
the delirium tremens, and broke him of the habit of drinking,
which had grown upon that officer, as all evil habits will
grow upon men. In a word, in adversity she was the best
of comforters, in good fortune the most troublespme of
friends; having a perfectly good opinion of herself always,
and an indomitable resolution to have her own way,

Among other points, she had made up her mind that
Glorvina should marry our old friend Dobbin, Mrs. O’Dowd
knew the Major's expectations and appreciated his good
qualities, and the high character which he enjoyed in his
profession. Glorvina, a very handsome, fresh-coloured,
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black-haired, blue-eyed young lady, who could ride a horse,
or play a sonata with any girl out of the County Cork,
seemed to be the very person destined to insure Dobbin’s
happiness—much more than that poor good little weak-
spur’ted Amelia, about whom he used to take on so.—*“Look
at Glorvina enter a room,” Mrs. O’'Dowd would say, “and
compare her with that poor Mrs. Osborne, who couldn’t say
bo to a goose. She’d be worthy of you, Major—you're a
quiet man yourself, and want some one to talk for ye. And
though she does not come of such good blood as the Malonys
or Molloys, let me tell ye, she’s of an ancient family that
any nobleman might be proud to marry into.”

But before she had come to such a resolution, and deter-
mined to subjugate Major Dobbin by her endearments, it
must be owned that Glorvina had practised them a good
deal elsewhere. She had had a season in Dublin, and who
knows how many in Cork, Killarney, and Mallow? She
had flirted with all the marriageable officers whom the depots
of her country afforded, and all the bachelor squires who
seemed eligible. She had been engaged to be married a half
score times in Ireland, besides the clergyman at Bath who
used her so ill. She had flirted all the way to Madras with
the Captain and chief-mate of the Ramchunder East India-
man, and had a season at the Presidency with her brother
and Mrs. O’'Dowd, who was staying there, while the Major
of the regiment was in command at the station. Everybody
admired her there: everybody danced with her: but no one
proposed who was worth the marrying; one or two exceed-
ingly young subalterns sighed after her, and a beardless
civilian or two; but she rejected these as beneath her pre-
tensions; and other and younger virgins than Glorvina were
married before her. There are women, and handsome women
too, who have this fortune in life. They fall in love with
the utmost generosity; they ride and walk with half the
Army-list, though they draw near to forty, and yet the Misses
O’Grady are the Misses O’Grady still: Glorvina persisted
that but for Lady O’Dowd’s unlucky quarrel with the Judge’s
lady, she would have made a good match at Madras, where
old Mr. Chutney, who was at the head of the civil service
(and who afterwards married Miss Dolby, a young lady only
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thirteen years of age, who had just arrived from school in
Europe), was just at the point of proposing to her.

Well, although Lady O’Dowd and Glorvina quarrelled a
great number of times every day, and upon almost every
conceivable subject—indeed, if Mick O’'Dowd had not pos-
sessed the temper of an angel two such women constantly
about his ears would have driven him out of his senses—
yet they agreed between themselves on this point, that Glor-
vina should marry Major Dobbin, and were determined that
the Major should have no rest until the arrangement was
brought about. Undismayed by forty or fifty previous defeats,
Glorvina laid siege to him. She sang Irish Melodies at him
unceasingly. She asked him so frequently and pathetically,
Will ye come to the bower ? that it is a wonder how any man
of feeling could have resisted the invitation. She was never
tired of inquiring, if Sorrow had his young days faded; and
was ready to listen and weep like Desdemona at the stories
of his dangers and his campaigns. It has been said that our
honest and dear old friend used to perform on the flute in
private: Glorvina insisted upon having duets with him, and
Lady O’Dowd would rise and artlessly quit the room, when
the young couple were so engaged. Glorvina forced the
Major to ride with her of mornings. The whole cantonment
saw them set out and return. She was constantly writing
notes over to him at his house, borrowing his books, and
scoring with her great pencil-marks such passages of senti-
ment or humour as awakened her sympathy. She borrowed
his horses, his servants, his spoons, and palankin;—no won-
der that public rumour assigned her to him, and that the
Major’s sisters in England should fancy they were about to
have a sister-in-law. )

Dobbin, who was thus vigorously besieged, was in the
meanwhile in a state of the most odious tranquillity. He
used to laugh when the young fellows of the regiment joked
him about Glorvina’s manifest attentions to him. “Bah!”
said he, “she is only keeping her hand in—she practises
upon me as she does upon Mrs. Tozer’s piano, because it’s
the most handy instrument in the station. I am much too
battered and old for such a fine young lady as Glorvina.”
And so he went on riding with her, and copying music and
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verses into her albums, and playing at chess with her very
submissively; for it is with these simple amusements that
some officers in India are accustomed to while away their
leisure moments; while others of a less domestic turn hunt
hogs, and shoot snipes, or gamble and smoke cheroots, and
betake themselves to brandy-and-water. As for Sir Michael
O’Dowd, though his lady and her sister both urged him
to call upon the Major to explain himself, and not keep on
torturing a poor innocent girl in that shameful way, the old
soldier refused point-blank to have anything to do with the
conspiracy. “Faith, the Major’s big enough to choose for
himself,” Sir Michael said; “he’ll ask ye when he wants ye;"”
—or else he would turn the matter off jocularly, declaring
that “Dobbin was too young to keep house, and had written
home to ask lave of his mamma.” Nay, he went farther,
and in private communications with his Major, would caution
and rally him—crying, “Mind your oi, Dob, my boy, them
girls is bent on mischief—me Lady has just got a box of
gowns from Europe, and there’s a pink satin for Glorvina,
which will finish ye, Dob, if it’s in the power of woman or
satin to move ye.”

But the truth is, neither beauty nor fashion could conquer
him. Our honest friend had but one idea of a woman in
his head, and that one did not in the least resemble Miss
Glorvina O'Dowd in pink satin. A gentle little woman in
black, with large eyes and brown hair, seldom speaking
save when spoken to, and then in a voice not the least re-
sembling Miss Glorvina’s—a soft young mother tending an
infant and beckoning the Major up with a smile to look at
him—a rosy-cheeked lass coming singing into the room in
Russell Square or hanging on George Osborne’s arm, happy
and loving—there was but this image that filled our honest
Major’s mind by day and by night, and reigned over it al-
ways. Very likely Amelia was not like the portrait the
Major had formed of her: there was a figure in a book of
fashions which his sisters had in England, and with which
William had made away privately, pasting it into the lid of
his desk, and fancying he saw some resemblance to Mrs.
Osborne in the print, whereas I have seen it, and can vouch
that it is but the picture of a high-waisted gown with an
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" impossible doll’s face simpering over it—and, perhaps, Mr.
Dobbin’s sentimental Amelia was no more like the real one
than this absurd little print which he cherished. But what
man in love, of us, is better informed ?—or is he much hap-
pier when he sees and owns his delusion? Dobbin was under
this spell. He did not bother his friends and the public
much about his feelings, or indeed lose his natural rest or
appetite on account of them. His head has grizzled since
we saw him last; and a line or two of silver may be seen in
the soft brown hair likewise. But his feelings are not ip the
least changed or oldened; and his love remains as fresh as a
man's recollections of boyhood are.

We have said how the two Misses Dobbin and Amelia, the
Major's corespondents in Europe, wrote him letters from
England; Mrs. Osborne congratulating him with great can-
dour and cordiality upon his aproaching nuptials with Miss
O’Dowd.

“Your sister has just kindly visited me,” Amelia wrote in
her letter, “and informed me of an interesting event. upon
which I beg to offer my most sincere congratulations. 1 hope
the young lady to whom I hear you are to be united will in
every respect prove worthy of one who is himself 3ll kind-
ness and goodness. The poor widow has only her prayers to
offer, and her cordial cordial wishes for your prosperity!
Georgy sends his love to his dear godpapa, and hopes that
you will not forget him. I tell him that you are about to
form other ties, with one who I am sure merits all your
affection, but that, although such ties must of course be the
strongest and most sacred, and supersede all others, yet that
I am sure the widow and the child whom you have ever
protected and loved will always have a corner in your heart.”
The letter, which has been before alluded to, went on in this
strain, protesting throughout as to the extreme satisfaction
of the writer.

This letter, which arrived by the very same ship which
brought out Lady O'Dowd’s box of millinery from London
{and which you may be sure Dobbin opened before any one
of the other packets which the mail brought him), put the
receiver into such a state of mind that Glorvina, and her
pink satin, and everything belonging to her, became per-
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fectly odious to him. The Major cursed the talk of women;
and the sex in general. Everything annoyed him that day
—the parade was insufferably hot and wearisome. Good
heavens! was a man of intellect to waste his life, day after
day, inspecting cross-belts, and putting fools through their
manceuvres? The senseless chatter of the young men at
mess was more than ever jarring. What cared he, a man
on the high road to forty, to know how many snipes Lieu-
tenant Smith had shot, or what were the performances of
Ensign Brown’s mare? The jokes about the table filled him
with shame. He was too old to listen to the banter of the
assistant-surgeon and the slang of the youngsters, at which
old O'Dowd, with his bald head and red face, laughed quite
easily. The old man had listened to those jokes any time
these thirty years—Dobbin himself had been fifteen years
hearing them. And after the boisterous dulness of the mess-
table, the quarrels and scandal of the ladies of the regiment!
It was unbearable, shameful. “O Amelia, Amelia,” he
thought, “you to whom I have been so faithful—you reproach
me! It is because you cannot feel for me, that I drag on
this wearisome life. And you reward me after years of de-
votion by giving me your blessing upon my marriage, for-
sooth with this flaunting Irish girl!” Sick and sorry feit
poor William: more than ever wretched and lonely. He
would like to have done with life and its vanity altogether—
so bootless and unsatisfactory the struggle, so cheerless and
dreary the prospect seemed to him. He lay all that night
sleepless, and yearning to go home. Amelia’s letter had fallen
as a blank upon him. No fidelity, no constant truth and pas-
sion, could move her into warmth. She would not see that he
foved her. Tossing in his bed, he spoke out to her. “Good
God, Amelia!” he said, “don’t you know that I only love
you in the world—you, who are a stone to me—you, whom
I tended through months and months of illness and grief,
and who bade me farewell with a smile on your face, and
forgot me before the door shut between us!” The native
servants lying outside his verandahs beheld with wonder
the Major, so cold and quiet ordinarily, at present so pas-
sionately moved and cast down. Would she have pitied him
had she seen him? He read over and over all the letters
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which he ever had from her—letters of business relative to
the little property which he had made her believe her husband
had left to her—brief notes of invitation—every scrap of
writing that she had ever sent to him—how cold, how kind,
how hopeless, how selfish they were !

Had there been some kind gentle soul near at hand who
could read and appreciate this silent generous heart, who
knows but that the reign of Amelia might have been over,
and that friend William’s love might have flowed into a
kinder channel? But there was only Glorvina of the jetty
ringlets with whom his intercourse was familiar, and this
dashing young woman was not bent upon loving the Major,
but rather on making the Major admire her—a most vain
and hopeless task, too, at least considering the means that
the poor girl possessed to carry it out. She curled her
hair and showed her shoulders at him, as much as to say,
did ye ever see such jet ringlets and such a complexion?
She grinned at him so that he might see that every tooth
in her head was sound—and he never heeded all these charms.
Very soon after the arrival of the box of millinery, and
perhaps indeed in honour of it, Lady O'Dowd and the ladies
of the King's Regiment gave a ball to the Company’s Regi-
ments and the civilians at the station. Glorvina sported the
killing pink frock, and the Major, who attended the party
and walked very ruefully up and down the rooms, never so
much as perceived the pink garment. Glorvina danced past
him in a fury with all the young subalterns of the station,
and the Major was not in the least jealous of her perform-
ance, or angry because Captain Bangles of the Cavalry
handed her to supper. It was not jealousy, or frocks or
shoulders, that could move him, and Glorvina had nothing
more.

So these two were each exemplifying the Vanity of this
life, and each longing for what he or she could not get.
Glorvina cried with rage at the failure. She had set her
mind on the Major “more than on any of the others,” she
owned, sobbing. “He'll break my heart, he will, Peggy,”
she would whimper to her sister-in-law when they were
good friends; “sure every one of me frocks must be taken
in—it's such a skeleton I'm growing.” Fat or thin, laugh-

‘ 4—F
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ing or melancholy, on horseback or the music-stool, it was
all the same to the Major. And the Colonel, puffing his
pipe and listening to these complaints, would suggest that
Glory should have some black frocks out in the next box
from London, and told a mysterious story of a lady in Ire-
land who died of grief for the loss of her husband before
she got ere a one.

While the Major was going on in this tantalizing way,
not proposing, and declining to fall in love, there came
another ship from Europe bringing letters on board, and
amongst them some more for the heartless man. These
were home letters bearing an earlier post-mark than that
of the former packets, and as Major Dobbin recognized
among his the handwriting of his sister, who always crossed
and recrossed her letters to her brother,—gathered together
all the possible bad news which she could collect, abused
him and read him lectures with sisterly frankness, and always
left him miserable for the day after “dearest William” had
achieved the perusal of one of her epistles—the truth must
be told that dearest William did not hurry himself to break
the seal of Miss Dobbin’s letter, but waited for a particularly
favourable day and mood for doing so. A fortnight before,
he had written to scold her for telling those absurd stories
to Mrs. Osborne, and had despatched a letter in reply to
that lady, undeceiving her with respect to the reports con-
cerning him, and assuring her that “he had no sort of present
intention of altering his condition.”

Two or three nights after the arrival of the second pack-
age of letters, the Major had passed the evening pretty
cheerfully at Lady O'Dowd’s house, where Glorvina thought
that he listened with rather more attention than usual to
the Meeting of the Wathers, the Minsthrel Boy, and one or
two other specimens of song with which she favoured him
(the truth is, he was no more listening to Glorvina than to
the howling of the jackals in the moonlight outside, and
the delusion was hers as usual), and having played his game
at chess with her, (cribbage with the surgeon was Lady
O’Dowd’s favourite evening pastime,) Major Dohbin took
leave of the Colonel’'s family at his usual hour, and retired
to his own house.
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There on his table, his sister’s letter lay reproaching him.
He took it up, ashamed rather of his negligence regarding
it, and prepared himself for a disagreeable hour’s communing
with that crabbed-handed absent relative. . . . It may have
been an hour after the Major's departure from the Colonel’s
house—Sir Michael was sleeping the sleep of the just; Glor-
vina had arranged her black ringlets in the innumerable little
bits of paper, in which it was her habit to confine them; Lady
O’Dowd, too, had gone to her bed in the nuptial chamber,
on the ground-floor, and had tucked her musquito curtains
round her fair form, when the guard at the gates of the
Commanding-officer’s compound, beheld Major Dobbin, in
the moonlight, rushing towards the house with a swift step
and a very agitated countenance, and he passed the sentinel
and went up to the windows of the Colonel’s bed-chamber.

“O’Dowd—Colonel!” said Dobbin, and kept up a great
shouting.

“Heavens, Meejor!” said Glorvina of the curl-papers,
putting out her head too, from her window.

“What is it, Dob, me boy?” said the Colonel, expecting
there was a fire in the station, or that the route had come
from head-quarters.

“I—I must have leave of absence. I must go to England
—on the most urgent private affairs,” Dobbin said.

“Good heavens, what has happened!” thought Glorvina,
trembling with all the papillotes.

“I want to be off—mow—to-night,” Dobbin continued;
and the Colonel getting up, came out to parley with him.

In the postscript of Miss Dobbin’s cross-letter, the Major
had just come upon a paragraph, to the following effect:—
“I drove yesterday to see your old acquaintance, Mrs. Os-
borne. The wretched place they live at, since they were
bankrupts, you know—Mr. S., to judge from a brass plate
on the dodr of his hut (it is little better) is a coal merchant
The little boy, your godson, is certainly a fine child, though
forward, and inclined to be saucy and self-willed. ‘But we
have taken notice of him as you wish it, and have introduced
him to his aunt, Miss O., who was rather pleased with him.
Perhaps his grandpapa, not the bankrupt one, who is almost
doting, but Mr. Osborne, of Russell Square, may be induced
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to relent towards the child of your friend, his erring and self-
willed son. And Amelia will not be ill-disposed to give him
up. The widow is consoled, and is about to marry a reverend
gentleman, the Rev. Mr. Binny, one of the curates of
Brompton. A poor match. But Mrs, O. is getting old, and
I saw a great deal of grey in her hair—she was in very good
spirits: and your little godson overate himself at our house.
Mamma sends her love with that of your affectionate, Ann
Dobbin.”



CHAPTER IX

A RounpaROUT CHAPTER BETWEEN LoNDON AND HAMPSHIRE

UR old friends the Crawley’s family house, in Great
O Gaunt Street, still bore over its front the hatchment

which had been placed there as a token of mourning
for Sir Pitt Crawley’s demise, yet this heraldic emblem was
in itself a very splendid and gaudy piece of furniture, and all
the rest of the mansion became more brilliant than it had
ever been during the late baronet’s reign. The black outer-
coating of the bricks was removed, and they appeared with
a cheerful, blushing face streaked with white: the old bronze
lions of the knocker were gilt handsomely, the railings
painted, and the dismallest house in Great Gaunt Street be-
came the smartest in the whole quarter, before the green
leaves in Hampshire had replaced those yellowing ones which
were on the trees in Queen’s Crawley avenue when old Sir
Pitt Crawley passed under them for the last time.

A little woman, with a carriage to correspond, was per-
petually seen about this mansion; an elderly spinster, accom-
panied by a little boy, also might be remarked coming thither
daily. It was Miss Briggs and little Rawdon, whose business
it was to see to the inward renovation of Sir Pitt’s house, to
superintend the female band engaged in stitching the blinds
and hangings, to poke and rummage in the drawers and cup-
boards crammed with the dirty relics and congregated trum-
peries of a couple of generations of Lady Crawleys, and to
take inventories of the china, the glass, and other properties
in the closets and store-rooms.

Mrs. Rawdon Crawley was general-in-chief over these
arrangements, with full orders from Sir Pitt to sell, barter,
confiscate, or purchase furniture; and she enjoyed herself
not a little in an occupation which gave full scope to her
taste and ingenuity. The renovation of the house was de-
termined upon when Sir Pitt came to town in November
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to see his lawyers, and when he passed nearly a week in
Curzon Street, under the roof of his affectionate brother
and sister.

He had put up at an hotel at first; but, Becky, as soon
as she heard of the Baronet’s arrival, went off alone to
greet him, and returned in an hour to Curzon Street with
Sir Pitt in the carriage by her side. It was impossible
sometimes to resist this artless little creature’s hospitali-
ties, so kindly were they pressed, so frankly and amiably
offered. Becky seized Pitt’s hand in a transport of gratitude
when he agreed to come. “Thank you,” she said, squeezing
it, and looking into the Baronet’s eyes, who blushed a good
deal; “how happy this will make Rawdon!” She bustled up
to Pitt’s bedroom, leading on the servants, who were carry-
ing his trunks thither. She came in herself laughing, with a
coal-scuttle out of her own room.

A fire was blazing already in Sir Pitt’s apartment (it was
Miss Briggs's room, by the way, who was sent upstairs to
sleep with the maid). “I knew I should bring you,” she
said, with pleasure beaming in her glance. Indeed, she
was really sincerely happy at having him for a guest.

Becky made Rawdon dine out once or twice on business,
while Pitt stayed with them, and the Baronet passed the
happy evening alone with her and Briggs. She went down-
stairs to the kitchen and actually cooked little dishes for
him. “Isn’t it a good salmi?” she said; “I made it for you.
I can make you better dishes than that: and will when you
come to see me.”

“Everything you do, you do well,” said the Baronet,
gallantly. “The salmi is excellent indeed.”

“A poor man’s wife,” Rebecca replied, gaily, “must make
herself useful, you know:” on which her brother-in-law
vowed that “ she was fit to be the wife of an Emperor, and
that to be skillful in domestic duties was surely one of the
most charming of woman’s qualities.” And Sir Pitt thought,
with something like mortification, of Lady Jane at home,
and of a certain pie which she had insisted on making, and
serving to him at dinner—a most abominable pie.

Besides the salmi, which was made of Lord Steyne's
pheasants from his lordship’s cottage of Stillbrook, Becky
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gave her brother-in-law a bottle of white wine, some that
Rawdon had brought with him from France, and had picked
up for nothing, the little story-teller said; whereas the liquor
was, in truth, some White Hermitage from the Marquis of
Steyne’s famous cellars, which brought fire into the Baronet’s
pallid cheeks and a glow into his feeble frame.

Then when he had drunk up the bottle of petit vin blanc,
she gave him her hand and took him up to the drawing-
room, and made him snug on the sofa by the fire, and let
him talk as she listened with the tenderest kindly interest,
sitting by him, and hemming a shirt for her dear little boy.
Whenever Mrs. Rawdonh wished to be particularly humble
and virtuous, this little shirt used to come out of her work-
box. It had got to be too small for Rawdon long before it
was finished.

Well, Rebecca listened to Pitt, she talked to him, she
sang to him, she coaxed him, and cuddled him, so that he
found himself more and more glad every day to get back
from the lawyer's at Gray's Inn, to the blazing fire in
Curzon Street—a gladness in which the men of law like-
wise participated, for Pitt’s harangues were of the longest
—and so that when he went away he felt quite a pang at
departing. How pretty she looked kissing her hand to
him from the carriage and waving her handkerchief when
he had taken his place in the mail! She put the handker-
chief to her eyes once. He pulled his sealskin cap over
his, as the coach drove away, and, sinking back, he thought
to himself how she respected him and how he deserved it,
and how Rawdon was a foolish dull fellow who didn’t half
appreciate his wife: and how mum and stupid his own wife
was compared to that brilliant little Becky. Becky had
hinted every one of these things herself, perhaps, but so
delicately and gently, that you hardly knew when or where.
And, before they parted, it was agreed that the house in
London should be redecorated for the next season, and that
the brothers’ families should meet again in the country at
Christmas.

“l wish you could have got a little money out of him,”
Rawdon said to his wife moodily when the Baronet was
gone. “I should like to give something to old Raggles,
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hanged if I shouldn’t. It ain’t right, you know, that the
old fellow should be kept out of all his money. It may be
inconvenient, and he might let to somebody else besides
us, you know.”

“Tell him,” said Becky, “that as soon as Sir Pitt's affairs
are settled, everybody will be paid, and give him a little
something on account. Here’s a cheque that Pitt left for the
boy,” and she took from her bag and gave her husband a
paper which his brother had handed over to her, on behalf
of the little son and heir of the younger branch of the
Crawleys.

The truth is, she had tried personally the ground on
which her husband expressed a wish that she should ven-
ture—tried it ever so delicately, and found it unsafe. Even
at a hint about embarrassments, Sir Pitt Crawley was off and
alarmed. And he began a long speech, explaining how
straitened he himself was in money matters; how the ten-
ants would not pay; how his father’s affairs, and the
expenses attendant upon the demise of the old gentleman,
had involved him; how he wanted to pay off incumbrances;
and how the bankers and agents were overdrawn; and Pitt
Crawley ended by making a compromise with his sister-in-
law, and giving her a very small sum for the benefit of her
little boy.

Pitt knew how poor his brother and his brother’s family
must be. It could not have escaped the notice of such a
cool and experienced old diplomatist, that Rawdon’s family
had nothing to live upon, and that houses and carriages are
not to be kept for nothing. He knew very well that he
was the proprietor or appropriator of the money, which,
according to all proper calculation, ought to have fallen to
his younger brother, and he had, we may be sure, some
secret pangs of remorse within him, which warned him that
he ought to perform some act of justice, or, let us say, com-
pensation, towards these disappointed relations. A just,
decent man, not without brains, who said his prayers, and
knew his catechism, and did his duty outwardly through
life, he could not be otherwise than aware that something
was due to his brother at his hands, and that morally he
was Rawdon’s debtor.
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But, as one reads in the columns of the Times newspaper
every now and then, queer announcements from the Chan-
cellor of the Exchequer, acknowledging the receipt of £50
from A. B, or £10 from W. T. as conscience money, on
account of taxes due by the said A. B. or W. T., which
payments the penitents beg the Right Honourable gentle-
man to acknowledge through the medium of the public
press;—so is the Chancellor no doubt, and the reader like-
wise, always perfectly sure that the above-named A. B. and
W. T. are only paying a very small instalment of what they
really owe, and that the man who sénds up a twenty-pound
note has very likely hundreds or thousands more for which
he ought to account. Such, at least, are my feelings, when
I see A. B. or W. T.’s insufficient acts of repentance. And
I have no doubt that Pitt Crawley’s contrition, or kindness
if you will, towards his younger brother, by whom he had
so much profited, was only a very small dividend upon the
capital sum in which he was indebted to Rawdon. Not
everybody is willing to pay even so much. To part with
money is a sacrifice beyond almost all men endowed with
a sense of order. There is scarcely any man alive who does
not think himself meritorious for giving his neighbour five
pounds. Thriftless gives, not from a beneficent pleasure in
giving, but from a lazy delight in spending. He would not
deny himself one enjoyment; not his opera-stall, not his
horse, not his dinner, not even the pleasure of giving Laz-
arus the five pounds. Thrifty, who is good, wise, just, and
owes no man a penny, turns from a beggar, haggles with a
hackney-coachman, or denies a poor relation, and I doubt
which is the most selfish of the two. Money has only a
different value in the eyes of each.

So, in a word, Pitt Crawley thought he would do some-
thing for his brother, and then thought that he would think
about it some other time.

And with regard to Becky, she was not a woman who
expected too much from the generosity of her neighbours,
and so was quite content with all that Pitt Crawley had
done for her. She was acknowledged by the head of the
family. If Pitt would not give her anything, he would
get something for her some day. If she got no money from
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her brother-in-law, she got what was as good as money—
credit. Raggles was made rather easy in his mind by the
spectacle of the union between the brothers, by a small
payment on the spot, and by the promise of a much larger
sum speedily to be assigned to him. And Rebecca told
Miss Briggs, whose Christmas dividend upon the little sum
lent by her, Becky paid with an air of candid joy, and as
if her exchequer was brimming over with gold—Rebecca,
we say, told Miss Briggs, in strict confidence, that she had
conferred with Sir Pitt, who was famous as 2 financier, on
Briggs's special behalf, as to the most profitable invest-
ment of Miss B.’s remaining capital; that Sir Pitt, after
much consideration, had thought of a most safe and advan-
tageous way in which Briggs could lay out her money;
that, being especially interested in her as an attached
friend of the late Miss Crawley, and of the whole family,
and that long before he left town, he had recommended that
she should be ready with the money at a moment’s notice,
so as to purchase at the most favourable opportunity the
shares which Sir Pitt had in his eye. Poor Miss Briggs
was very grateful for this mark of Sir Pitt’s attention—it
came 8o unsolicited, she said, for she never should have
thought of removing the money from the funds—and the
delicacy enhanced the kindness of the office; and she prom-
ised to see her man of business immediately, and be ready
with her little cash at the proper hour.

And this worthy woman was so grateful for the kindness
of Rebecca in the matter, and for that of her generous ben-
efactor, the Colonel, that she went out and spent a great
part of her year’s dividend in the purchase of a black
velvet coat for little Rawdon, who, by the way, was grown
almost too big for black velvet now, and was of a size and
age befitting him for the assumption of the virile jacket
and pantaloons.

He was a fine open-faced boy, with blue eyes and waving
flaxen hair, sturdy in limb, but generous and soft in heart:
fondly attaching himself to all who were good to him—to
the pony— to Lord Southdown, who gave him the horse—
(he used to blush and glow all over when he saw that kind
young nobleman)—to the groom who had charge of the
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pony—to Molly, the cook, who crammed him with ghost
stories at night, and with good things from the dinner—to
Briggs, whom he plagued and laughed at—and to his
father especially, whose attachment towards the lad was
curious too to witness. Here, as he grew to be about eight
years old, his attachments may be said to have ended. The
beautiful mother-vision had faded away after a while.
During near two years she had scarcely spoken to the child.
She disliked him. He had the measles and the hooping-
cough. He bored her. One day when he was standing at
the landing-place, having crept down from the upper regions,
attracted by the sound of his mother’s voice, who was sing-
ing to Lord Steyne, the drawing-room door opening suddenly,
discovered the little spy, who but a moment before had been
rapt in delight, and listening to the music.

His mother came out and struck him violently a couple
of boxes on the ear. He heard a laugh from the Marquis
in the inner room (who was amused by this free and artless
exhibition of Becky's temper), and fled down below to his -
friends of the kitchen, bursting in an agony of grief.

“It is not because it hurts me,” little Rawdon gasped
out—‘‘only—only”—sobs and tears wound up the sentence
in a storm. It was the little boy’s heart that was bleeding.
“Why mayn’t I hear her singing? Why don’t she ever
sing to me—as she does to that bald-headed man with the
large teeth?”’” He gasped out at various intervals these
exclamations of rage and grief. The cook looked at the
housemaid: the housemaid looked knowingly at the foot-
man—the awful kitchen inquisition which sits in judgment
in every house, and knows everything,—sate on Rebecca at
that moment.

After this incident, the mother’s dislike increased to
hatred: the consciousness that the child was in the house
was a reproach and a pain to her. His very sight annoyed
her. Fear, doubt, and resistance sprang up, too, in the
boy's own bosom. They were separated from that day of
the boxes on the ear.

Lord Steyne also heartily disliked the boy. When they
met by mischance, he made sarcastic bows or remarks to
the child, or glared at him with savage-looking eyes. Raw-
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don used to stare him in the face, and double his little fists
in return. He knew his enemy; and this gentleman, of all
who came to the house, was the one who angered him
most. One day the footman found him squaring his fists
at Lord Steyne’s hat in the hall. The footman told the cir-
cumstance as a good joke to Lord Steyne’s coachman; that
officer imparted it to Lord Steyne’s gentleman, and to the
servants’ hall in general. And very soon afterwards, when
Mrs. Rawdon Crawley made her appearance at Gaunt House,
the porter who unbarred the gates, the servants of all uni-
forms in the hall, the functionaries in white waistcoats, who
bawled out from landing to landing the names of Colonel
and Mrs. Rawdon Crawley, knew about her, or fancied they
did. The man who brought her refreshment and stood behind
her chair, had talked her character over with the large gentle-
man in motley-coloured clothes at his side. Bon Dieu! it is
awful, that servants’ inquisition! You see a woman in a great
party in a splendid saloon, surrounded by faithful admirers,
distributing sparkling glances, dressed to perfection, curled,
rouged, smiling and happy:—Discovery walks respectfully
up to her, in the shape of a huge powdered man with large
calves and a tray of ices—with Calumny (which is as fatal
as truth)—behind him, in the shape of the hulking fellow
carrying the wafer-biscuits. Madam, your secret will be
talked over by those men at their club at the public-house
to-night. Jeames will tell Chawles his notions about you
over their pipes and pewter beer-pots. Some people ought
to have mutes for servants in Vanity Fair—mutes who could
not write. If you are guilty, tremble. That fellow behind
your chair may be a Janissary with a bow-string in his
plush breeches pocket. If you are not guilty, have a care of
appearances: which are as ruinous as guilt.

“Was Rebecca guilty or not?” the Vehmgericht of the
servants’ hall had pronounced against her.

And, I shame to say, she would not have got credit had
they not believed her to be guilty. It was the sight of
the Marquis of Steyne’s carriage-lamps at her door, con-
templated by Raggles, burning in the blackness of midnight,
“that kep him up,” as he afterwards said; that even more
than Rebecca’s arts and coaxings.
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And so—guiltless very likely—she was writhing and push-
ing onward towards what they call “a position in society,”
and the servants were pointing at her as lost and ruined.
So you see Molly, the housemaid, of a morning, watching a
spider in the door-post lay his thread and laboriously crawl
up it, until, tired of the sport, she raises her broom and
sweeps away the thread and the artificer.

A day or two before Christmas, Becky, her husband and
her son, made ready and went to pass the holidays at the
seat of their ancestors at Queen’s Crawley. Becky would
have liked to leave the little brat behind, and would have
done so but for Lady Jane’s urgent invitations to the
youngster ; and the symptoms of revolt and discontent which
Rawdon manifested at her neglect of her son. “He's the
finest boy in England,” the father said, in a tone of reproach
to her, “and you don’t seem to care for him, Becky, as much
as you do for your spaniel. He shan’t bother you much: at
home he will be away from you in the nursery, and he shall
go outside on the coach with me.”

“Where you go yourself because you want to smoke those
filthy cigars,” replied Mrs. Rawdon.

“I remember when you liked ’em though,” answered the
husband.

Becky laughed: she was almost always good-humoured.
“That was when I was on my promotion, Goosey,” she
said. “Take Rawdon outside with you, and give him a cigar
too if you like.”

Rawdon did not warm his little son for the winter’s
journey in this way, but he and Briggs wrapped up the
child in shawls and comforters, and he was hoisted respect-
fully on to the roof of the coach in the dark morning, under
the lamps of the White Horse Cellar: and with no small
"delight he watched the dawn rise, and made his first journey
to the place which his father still called home. It was a
journey of infinite pleasure to the boy, to whom the incidents
of the road afforded endless interest: his father answering
to him all questions connected with it, and telling him who
lived in the great white house to the right, and whom the
park belonged to. His mother, inside the vehicle, with her
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maid and her furs, her wrappers, and her scent bottles, made
such a to-do that you would have thought she never had been
in a stage-coach before—much less, that she had been
turned out of this very one to make room for a paying pas-
senger on a certain journey performed some half-score
years 8go.

It was dark again when little Rawdon was wakened up
to enter his uncle’s carriage at Mudbury, and he sate and
looked out of it wondering as the great iton gates flaw open,
and at the white trunks of the limes as they swept by, until
they stopped, at length, before the light windows of the
Hall, which were blaging and comfortable with Christmas
welcome. The hall-door was flung open—a big fire was
burning in the great old fire-place—a carpet was down over
the chequered black flage—“It's the old Turkey one that
used to be in the Ladies’ Gallery,” thought Rebecca, and
the next instant was kissing Lady Jane.”

She and Sir Pitt performed the same salute with great
gravity: but Rawdon having been smoking, hung back
rather from his sister-in-law, whose two children came up
to their cousin: and, while Matilda held out her hand and
kissed him, Pitt Binkie Southdown, the son and heir, stood
aloof rather, and examined him as a little dog does s big dog.

Then the kind hostess conducted her guests to the snug
apartments blazing with cheerful fires. Then the young
ladies came and knocked at Mrs. Rawdon’s door, under the
pretence that they were desirous to be useful, but in reality
to have the pleasure of inspecting the contents of her band
and bonnet-boxes, and her dresses which, though black,
were of the newest London fashion. And they told her
how much the Hall was changed for the better, and how
old Lady Southdown was gone, and how Pitt was taking
his station in the county, as became a Crawley in fact.
Then the great dinner-bell having rung, the family assem-
bled at dinner, at which meal Rawdon Junior was placed
by his aunt, the good-natured lady of the house: Sir Pitt
being uncommonly attentive to his sister-in-law at his own
right hand.

Little Rawdon exhibited a fine appetite, and showed a
gentleman-like behaviour.
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“I like to dine here,” he said to his aunt when he had
completed his meal, at the conclusion of which, and after
a decent grace by Sir Pitt, the youngest son and heir was
introduced, and was perched on a high chair by the Bar-
onet’s side, while the daughter took possession of the place
and the little wine-glass prepared for her near her mother.
“I like to dine here,” said Rawdon Minor, looking up at
his relation’s kind face.

“Why?” said the good Lady Jane.

“I dine in the kitchen when I am at home,” replied Raw-
don Minor, “or else with Briggs.” But Becky was so engaged
with the Baronet, her host, pouring out a flood of compli-
ments and delights and raptures, and admiring young Pitt
Binkie, whom she declared to be the most beautiful, intelli-
gent, noble-looking little creature, and so like his father,
that she did not hear the remarks of her own flesh and blood
at the other end of the broad shining table. ‘

As a guest, and it being the first night of his arrival,
Rawdon the Second was allowed to sit up until the hour
when tea being over, and a great gilt book being laid on the
table before Sir Pitt, all the domestics of the family
streamed in, and Sir Pitt read prayers. It was the first
time the poor little boy had ever witnessed or heard of such
a ceremonial.

The house had been much improved even since the Bar-
onet's brief reign, and was pronounced by Becky to be per-
fect, charming, delightful, when she surveyed it in his
company. As for little Rawdon, who examined it with
the children for his guides, it seemed to him a perfect palace
of enchantment and wonder. There were long galleries,
and ancient state bed-rooms, there were pictures and old
China, and armour. There were the rooms in which grand-
papa died, and by which the children walked with terrified
looks.

“Who was grandpapa?”’ he asked; and they told him
how he used to be very old, and used to be wheeled
about in a garden-chair, and they showed him the garden-
chair one day rotting in the out-house in which it had lain
since the old gentleman had been wheeled away yonder to
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the church, of which the spire was glittering over the park
elms.

The brothers had good occupation for several mornings
in examining the improvements which had been effected by
Sir Pitt's genius and economy. And as they walked or
rode, and looked at them, they could talk without too much
boring each other. And Pitt took care to tell Rawdon
what a heavy outlay of money these improvements had
occasioned; and that a man of landed and funded property
was often very hard pressed for twenty pounds. “There
is that new lodge gate,” said Pitt, pointing to it humbly
with the bamboo cane, “I can no more pay for it before the
dividends in January than I can fly.”

“lI can lend you, Pitt, till then,” Rawdon answered
rather ruefully; and they went in and looked at the restored
lodge, where the family arms were just new scraped in
stone; and where old Mrs. Lock, for the first time these
many long years, had tight doors, sound roofs, and whole
windows.



CHAPTER X

" Berween HampsHIRE AND LoNDoN

IR PITT CRAWLEY had done more than repair fences
and restore dilapidated lodges on the Queen’s Crawley
estate. Like a wise man he had set to work to rebuild

the injured popularity of his house, and stop up the gaps and
ruins in which his name had been left by his disreputable
and thriftless old predecessor. He was elected for the
borough speedily after his father’s demise; a magistrate,
a member of parliament, a county magnate and representa-
tive of an ancient family, he made it his duty to show him-
self before the Hampshire public, subscribed handsomely to
the county charities, called assiduously upon all the county
folk, and laid himself out in a word to take that position in
Hampshire, and in the Empire afterwards, to which he
thought his prodigious talents justly entitled him. Lady
Jane was instructed to be friendly with the Fuddlestones,
and the Wapshots, and the other famous baronets, their
neighbours. Their carriages might frequently be seen in
the Queen’s Crawley avenue now; they dined pretty fre-
quently at the Hall (where the cookery was so good, that
it was clear Lady Jane very seldom had a hand in it), and
in return Pitt and his wife most energetically dined out in
all sorts of weather, and at all sorts of distances. For
though Pitt did not care for joviality, being a frigid man
of poor health and appetite, yet he considered that to be
hospitable and condescending was quite incumbent on his
station, and every time that he got a headache from too long
and after-dinner sitting, he felt that he was a martyr to duty.
He talked about crops, corn-laws, politics, with the best
country gentlemen. He (who had been formerly inclined
to be a sad freethinker on these points) entered into poach-
ing and game preserving with ardour. He didn’t hunt: he
wasn’t a hunting man; he was a man of books and peaceful
118
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habits: but he thought that the breed of horses must be kept
up in the country, and that the breed of foxes must there-
fore be looked to, and for his part, if his friend, Sir Huddle-
stone Fuddlestone, liked to draw his country, and meet as
of old the F. hounds used to do at Queen’s Crawley, he
should be happy to see him there, and the gentlemen of the
Fuddlestone hunt. And to Lady Southdown’s dismay too
he became more orthodox in his tendencies every day: gave
up preaching in public and attending meeting-houses; went
stoutly to Church; called on the Bishop, and all the Clergy at
Winchester: and made no objection when the Venerable
Archdeacon Trumper asked for a game of whist. . What
pangs must have been those of Lady Southdown, and what
an utter cast-away she must have thought her son-in-law
for permitting such a godless diversion! and when, on the
return of the family from an oratorio at Winchester, the
Baronet announced to the young ladies that he should next
year very probably take them to the “county balls,” they
worshipped him for his kindness. Lady Jane was only too
obedient, and perhaps glad herself to go. The Dowager
wrote off the direst descriptions of her daughter's worldly
behaviour to the authoress of the “Washerwoman of Finch-
ley Common” at the Cape; and her housc in Brighton being
about this time unoccupied, returned to that watering-place,
her absence being not very much deplored by her children.
We may suppose, too, that Rebecca, on paying a second
visit to Queen’s Crawley, did not feel particularly grieved at
the absence of the lady of the medicine chest; though she
wrote a Christmas letter to her Ladyship, in which she
respectfully recalled herself to Lady Southdown’s recollec-
tion, spoke with gratitude of the delight which her Lady-
ship’s conversation had given her on the former visit,
dilated on the kindness with which her Ladyship had treated
her in sickness, and declared that everything at Queen's
Crawley reminded her of her absent friend.

A great part of the altered demeanour and popularity of
Sir Pitt Crawley might have been traced to the counsels of
that astute little lady of Curzon Street. “You remain a
baronet—you consent to be a mere country gentleman,” she
said to him, while he had been her guest in London. “No,
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Sir Pitt Crawley, I know you better. I know your talents
and your ambition. You fancy you hide them both: but
you can conceal neither from me. I showed Lord Steyne
your pamphlet on malt. He was familiar with it: and said
it was in the opinion of the whole Cabinet the most masterly
thing that had appeared on the subject. The Ministry has
its eye upon you, and I know what you want. You want to
distinguish yourself in Parliament; every one says you are
the finest speaker in England (for your speeches at Oxford
are still remembered). You want to be Member for the
County, where, with your own vote and your borough at
your back, you can command anything. And you want to
be Baron Crawley of Queen’s Crawley, and will be before
you die. I saw it all. I could read your heart, Sir Pitt.
If 1 had a husband who possessed your intellect as he does
your name, I sometimes think I should not be unworthy of
him—but—but I am vour kinswoman now,” she added with
a laugh. “Poor little penniless I have got a little interest—
and who knows, perhaps the mouse may be able to aid the
lion.”

Pitt Crawley was amazed and enraptured with her speech.
“How that woman comprehends me!” he said. “I never
could get Jane to read three pages of the malt-pamphlet.
She has no idea that I have commanding talents or secret
ambition. So they remember my speaking at Oxford, do
they? The rascals! now that I represent my borough and
may sit for the county, they begin to recollect me! Why,
Lord Steyne cut me at the levee last year: they are begin-
ning to find out that Pitt Crawley is some one at last. Yes,
the man was always the same whom these people neglected:
it was only the opportunity that was wanting, and 1 will
show them now that I can speak and act as well as write.
Achilles did not declare himself until they gave him the
sword. I hold it now, and the world shall yet hear of Pitt
Crawley.”

Therefore it was that this roguish diplomatist has grown
so hospitable ; that he was so civil to oratorios and hospitals;
80 kind to Deans and Chapters; so generous in giving and
accepting dinners; so uncommonly gracious to farmers on
market-days; and so much interested about county business;
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and that the Christmas at the Hall was the gayest which
had been known there for many a long day.

On Christmas Day a great family gathering took place.
All the Crawleys from the Rectory came to dine. Rebecca
was as frank and fond of Mrs. Bute, as if the other had
never been her enemy; she was affectionately interested in
the dear girls, and surprised at the progress which they had
made in music since her time: and insisted upon encoring
one of the duets out of the great song-books which Jim,
grumbling, had been forced to bring under his arm from
the Rectory. Mrs. Bute, perforce, was obliged to adopt a
decent demeanour towards the little adventuress—of course
being free to discourse with her daughters afterwards about
the absurd respect with which Sir Pitt treated his sister-in-
law. But Jim, who had sate next to her at dinner, de-
clared she was a trump: and one and all of the Rector’s
family agreed that the little Rawdon was a fine boy.
They respected a possible baronet in the boy, between
whom and the title there was only the little sickly pale Pitt
Binkie.

The children were very good friends. Pitt Binkie was too
little a dog for such a big dog as Rawdon to play with: and
Matilda being only a girl, of course not fit companion for a
young gentleman who was near eight years old, and going
into jackets very soon. He took the command of this small
party at once—the little girl and the little boy following
him about with great reverence at such times as he con-
descended to sport with them. His happiness and pleasure
in the country were extreme. The kitchen garden pleased
him hugely, the flowers moderately, but the pigeons and the
poultry, and the stables when he was allowed to visit them,
were delightful objects to him. He resisted being kissed by
the Misses Crawley: but he allowed Lady Jane sometimes to
embrace him: and it was by her side that he liked to sit
when, the signal to retire to the drawing-room being given,

- the ladies left the gentlemen to their claret—by her side
rather than by his mother. For Rebecca seeing that tender-
ness was the fashion, called Rawdon to her one evening, and
stooped down and kissed him in the presence of all the
ladies.
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He looked her full in the face after the operation, trem-
bling and turning very red, as his wont was when moved.
“You never kiss me at home, Mamma,” he said; at which
there was a general silence and consternation, and a by no
means pleasant look in Becky's eyes.

Rawdon was fond of his sister-in-law, for her regard for
his son. Lady Jane and Becky did not get on quite so well
at this visit as on occasion of the former one, when the
Colonel’s wife was bent upon pleasing. Those two speeches
of the child struck rather a chill. Perhaps Sir Pitt was
rather too attentive to her.

But Rawdon, as became his age and size, was fonder of
the society of the men than of the women; and never
wearied of accompanying his sire to the stables, whither the
Colonel retired to smoke his cigar—]Jim, the Rector’s son,
sometimes joining his cousin in that and other amusements.
He and the Baronet’s keeper were very close friends, their
mutual taste for “dawgs” bringing them much together.
On one day, Mr. James, the Colonel, and Horn, the keeper,
went and shot pheasants, taking little Rawdon with them.
On another most, blissful morning, these four gentlemen
partook of the amusement of rat-hunting in a barn, than
which sport Rawdon as yet had never seen anything more
noble.

They stopped up the ends of certain drains in the barn,
into the other openings of which ferrets were inserted;
and then stood silently aloof, with uplifted stakes in their
hands, and an anxious little terrier (Mr. James’s celebrated
“dawg” Forceps, indeed,) scarcely breathing from excite-
ment, listening motionless on three legs, to the faint squeak-
ing of the rats below. Desperately bold at last, the perse-
cuted animals bolted above-ground: the terrier accounted for
one, the keeper for another; Rawdon, from flurry and ex-
citement, missed his rat, but on the other hand he half-
murdered a ferret.

But the greatest day of all was that on which Sir Huddle-
stone Fuddlestone’s hounds met upon the lawn at Queen’s
Crawley.

That was a famous sight for little Rawdon. At half-past
ten, Tom Moody, Sir Huddlestone Fuddlestone’s huntsman,
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was seen trotting up the avenue, followed by the noble pack
of hounds in a compact body—the rear being brought up
by the two whips clad in stained scarlet frocks—light hard-
featured lads on well-bred lean horses, possessing marvellous
dexterity in casting the points of their long heavy whips at
the thinnest part of any dog’s skin who dares to straggle
from the main body, or to take the slightest notice, or even
so much as wink, at the hares and rabbits starting under
their noses.

Next comes boy Jack, Tom Moody’s son, who weighs five
stone, measures eight-and-forty inches, and will never be any
bigger. He is perched on a large raw-boned hunter, half-
covered by a capacious saddle. This animal is Sir Hud-
dlestone Fuddlestone’s favourite horse—the Nob. Other
horses, ridden by other small boys, arrive from time to
time, awaiting their masters, who will come cantering on
anon.

Tom Moody rides up to the door of the Hall, where he
is welcomed by the butler, who offers him drink, which he
declines. He and his pack then draw off into a sheltered
corner of the lawn, where the dogs roll on the grass, and
play or growl! angrily at one another, ever and anon break-
ing out into furious fight speedily to be quelled by Tom's
voice, unmatched at rating, or the snaky thongs of the
whips.

Many young gentlemen canter up on thoroughbred hacks,
spatter-dashed to the knee, and enter the house to drink
cherry-brandy and pay their respects to the ladies, or, more
modest and sportsman-like, divest themselves of their mud-
boots, exchange their hacks for their hunters, and warm
their blood by a preliminary gallop round the lawn. Then
they collect round the pack in the corner, and talk with
Tom Moody of past sport, and the merits of Sniveller and
Diamond, and of the state of the country and of the wretched
breed of foxes.

Sir Huddlestone presently appears mounted on a clever
cob, and rides up to the Hall, where he enters and does the
civil thing by the ladies, after which, being a man of few
words, he proceeds to business. The hounds are drawn up
to the hall-door and little Rawdon descends amongst them,
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excited yet half alarmed by the caresses which they bestow
upon him, at the thumps he receives from their waving
tails, and at their canine bickerings, scarcely restrained by
Tom Moody's tongue and lash.

Meanwhile, Sir Huddlestone has hoisted himself un-
wieldily on the Nob: “Let’s try Sowster’s Spinney, Tom,”
says the Baronet, “Farmer Mangle tells me there are two
foxes in it.” Tom blows his horn and trots off, followed
by the pack, by the whips, by the young gents from
Winchester, by the farmers of the neighborhood. by the
labourers of the parish on foot, with whom the day is a
great holiday; Sir Huddlestone bringing up the rear with
Colonel Crawley, and the whole cortége disappears down
the avenue.

The Reverend Bute Crawley (who has been too modest
to appear at the public meet before his nephew’s windows),
and whom Tom Moody remembers forty years back a slender
divine riding the wildest horses, jumping the widest brooks,
and larking over the newest gates in the country,—his
Reverence, we say, happens to trot out from the Rectory
Lane on his powerful black horse, just as Sir Huddlestone
passes; he joins the worthy baronet. Hounds and horsemen
disappear, and little Rawdon remains on the door-steps,
wondering and happy.

During the progress of this memorable holiday, little
Rawdon, if he had got no special liking for his uncle, always
awful and cold, and locked up in his study, plunged in
justice-business and surrounded by bailiffs and farmers—has
gained the good graces of his married and maiden aunts,
of the two little folks of the Hall, and of Jim of the Rectory,
whom Sir Pitt is encouraging to pay his addresses to one of
the young ladies, with an understanding doubtless that he
shall be presented to the living when it shall be vacated by
his fox-hunting old sire. Jim has given up that sport
himself, and confines himself to a little harmless duck or
snipe-shooting, or a little quiet trifling with the rats during
the Christmas holidays, after which he will return to the
University, and try and not be plucked, once more. He has
already eschewed green coats, red neckcloths, and other
worldly ornaments, and is preparing himself for a change
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in his condition. In this cheap and thrifty way Sir Pitt
tries to pay off his debt to his family.

Also before this merry Christmas was over, the Baronet
had screwed up courage enough to give his brother another
draft on his bankers, and for no less a sum than a hundred
pounds, an act which caused Sir Pitt cruel pangs at first,
but which made him glow afterwards to think himself one
of the most generous of men. Rawdon and his son went
away with the utmost heaviness of heart. Becky and the
ladies parted with some alacrity, however: and our friend
returned to London to commence those avocations with
which we find her occupied when this chapter begins. Under
her care the Crawley House in Great Gaunt Street was
quite rejuvenescent, and ready for the reception of Sir Pitt
and his family, when the Baronet came to London to attend
his duties in Parliament, and to assume that position in the
country for which his vast genius fitted him.

For the first session, this profound dissembler hid his
projects and never opened his lips but to present a petition
from Mudbury. But he attended assiduously in his place,
and learned thoroughly the routine and business of the
House. At home he gave himself up to the perusal of Blue
Books, to the alarm and wonder of Lady Jane, who thought
he was killing himself by late hours and intense application.
And he made acquaintance with the ministers, and the chiefs
of his party, determining to rank as one of them before
many years were over.

Lady Jane’s sweetness and kindness had inspired Rebecca
with such a contempt for her ladyship as the little woman
found no small difficulty in concealing. That sort of good-
ness and simplicity which Lady Jane possessed, annoyed our
friend Becky, and it was impossible for her at times not to
show, or to let the other divine her scorn. Her presence,
too, rendered Lady Jane uneasy. Her husband talked con-
stantly with Becky. Signs of intelligence seemed to pass
between them: and Pitt spoke with her on subjects on which
he never thought of discoursing with Lady Jane. The latter
did not understand them to be sure, but it was mortifying to
remain silent; still more mortifying to know that you had



VANITY FAIR 121

nothing to say, and hear that little audacious Mrs. Rawdon
dashing on from subject to subject, with a word for every
man, and a joke always pat; and to sit in one’s own house
alone, by the fireside, and watching all the men round your
rival :

In the country, when Lady Jane was telling stories to
the children, who clustered about her knees (little Rawdon
into the bargain, who was very fond of her)—and Becky
came into the room, sneering with green scornful eyes, poor
Lady Jane grew silent under those baleful glances. Her
simple little fancies shrank away tremulously, as fairies in
the story-books, before a superior bad angel. She could not
go on, although Rebecca, with the smallest inflection of
sarcasm in her voice, besought her to continue that charming
story. And on her side gentle thoughts and simple pleasures
were odious to Mrs. Becky; they discorded with her; she
hated people for liking them; she spurned children and
children-lovers. “I have no taste for bread and butter,”
she would say, when caricaturing Lady Jane and her ways
to my Lord Steyne.

- “No more has a certain person for holy water,” his lord-
ship replied with a bow and a grin, and a great jarring
laugh afterwards.

So these two ladies did not see much of each other except
upon those occasions, when the younger brother’s wife,
having an object to gain from the other, frequented her.
They my-loved and my-deared each other assiduously, but
kept apart generally: whereas Sir Pitt, in the midst of his
multiplied avocations, found daily time to see his sister-in-
law.

On the occasion of his first Speaker’s dinner, Sir Pitt
took the opportunity of appearing before his sister-in-law
in his uniform—that old diplomatic suit which he had worn
when attaché to the Pumpernickel legation.

Becky complimented him upon that dress, and admired
him almost as much as his own wife and children, to whom
he displayed himself before he set out. She said that it was
only the thoroughbred gentleman who could wear the Court
suit with advantage: it was only your men of ancient race
whom the culotte courte became. Pitt looked down with
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complacency at his legs, which had not, in truth, much
more symmetry or swell than the lean Court sword which
dangled by his side: looked down at his legs, and thought
in his heart that he was killing.

When he was gone, Mrs. Becky made a caricature of his
figure, which she showed to Lord Steyne when he arrived.
His lordship carried off the sketch, delighted with the
accuracy of the resemblance. He had done Sir Pitt Crawley
the honour to meet him at Mrs. Becky’s house, and had been
most gracious to the new Baronet and member. Pitt was
struck too by the deference with which the great Peer
treated his sister-in-law, by her ease and sprightliness in
the conversation, and by the delight with which the other
men of the party listened to her talk. Lord Steyne made
no doubt but that the Baronet had only commenced his
career in public life, and expected rather anxiously to hear
him as an orator ; as they were neighbours (for Great Gaunt
Street leads into Gaunt Square, whereof Gaunt House, as
everybody knows, forms one side) my lord hoped that as
soon as Lady Steyne arrived in London she would have the
honour of making the acquaintance of Lady Crawley. He
left a card upon his neighbour in the course of a day or two;
having never thought fit to notice his predecessor, though
they had lived near each other for near a century past.

In the midst of these intrigues and fine parties and wise
and brilliant personages Rawdon felt himself more and more
isolated every day. He was allowed to go to the club more:
to dine abroad with bachelor friends: to come and go when
he liked, without any questions being asked. And he and
Rawdon the younger many a time would walk to Gaunt
Street, and sit with the lady and the children there while Sir
Pitt was closeted with Rebecca, on his way to the House, or
on his return from it.

The ex-Colonel would sit for hours in his brother’s house
very silent, and thinking and doing as little as possible. He
was glad to be employed of an errand: to go and make in-
quiries about a horse or a servant: or to carve the roast
mutton for the dinner of the children. He was beat and
cowed into laziness and submission. Delilah had imprisoned
him and cut his hair off, too. The bold and reckless young
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blood of ten years back was subjugated, and was turned into
a torpid, submissive, middle-aged, stout gentleman.

And poor Lady Jane was aware that Rebecca had capti-
vated her husband: although she and Mrs. Rawdon my-
deared and my-loved each other every day they met.



CHAPTER XI

STRUGGLES AND TRIALS

UR friends at Brompton were meanwhile passing
their Christmas after their fashion, and in a man-
ner by no means too cheerful.

Out of the hundred pounds a year, which was about
the amount of her income, the widow Osborne had been in
the habit of giving up nearly three-fourths to her father
and mother, for the expenses of herself and her little boy.
With £120 more, supplied by Jos, this family of four peo-
ple, attended by a single Irish servant who also did for
Clapp and his wife, might manage to live in decent comfort
through. the year, and hold up their heads yet, and be able
to give a friend a dish of tea still, after the storms and
disappointments of their early life. Sedley still maintained
his ascendency over the family of Mr. Clapp, his ex-clerk.
Clapp remembered the time when, sitting on the edge of
the chair, he tossed off a bumper to the health of “Mrs.
S——, Miss Emmy, and Mr. Joseph in India,” at the
merchant’s rich table in Russell Square. Time magnified
the splendour of those recollections in the honest clerk’s
bosom. Whenever he came up from the kitchen-parlour
to the drawing-room, and partook of tea or gin-and-water
with Mr. Sedley, he would say, “This was not what you was
accustomed to once, sir,” and as gravely and reverentially
drink the health of the ladies as he had done in the days of
their utmost prosperity. He thought Miss *Melia’s playing
the divinest music ever performed, and her the finest lady.
He never would sit down before Sedley at the club even,
nor would he have that gentleman’s character abused by
any member of the society. He had seen the first men in
London shaking hands with Mr. S——; he said, “He'd
known him in times when Rothschild might be seen on
’Change with him any day, and he owed him personally
everythink.”

124
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Clapp, with the best of characters and handwritings, had
been able very soon after his master’s disaster to find other
employment for himself. “Such a little fish as me can
swim in any bucket,” he used to remark, and a member of
the house from which old Sedley had seceded was very
glad to make use of Mr. Clapp’s services, and to reward
them with a comfortable salary. In fine, all Sedley’s wealthy
friends had dropped off one by one, and this poor ex-
dependent still remained faithfully attached to him.

Out of the small residue of her income, which Amelia
kept back for herself, the widow had need of all the thrift
and care possible in order to enable her to keep her darling
boy dressed in such a manner as became George Osborne’s
son, and to defray the expenses of the little school to
which, after much misgiving and reluctance, and many
secret pangs and fears on her own part, she had been in-
duced to send the lad. She had sate up of nights conning
lessons and spelling over crabbed grammars and geography
books in order to teach them to Georgy. She had worked
even at the Latin accidence, fondly hoping that she might
be capable of instructing him in that language. To part
with him all day: to send him out to the mercy of a school-
master’s cane and his schoolfellows’ roughness, was almost
like weaning him over again, to that weak mother, so
tremulous and full of sensibility. He, for his part, rushed
off to school with the utmost happiness. He was long-
ing for the change. That childish gladness wounded his
mother, who was herself so grieved to part with him. She
would rather have had him more sorry, she thought: and
then was deeply repentant within herself, for daring to be
so selfish as to wish her own son to be unhappy.

Georgy made great progress in the school, which was
kept by a friend of his mother’s constant admirer, the Rev.
Mr. Binny. He brought home numberless prizes and testi-
monials of ability. He told his mother countless stories
every night about his school-companions: and what a fine
fellow Lyons was, and what a sneak Sniffin was; and how
Steel’s father actually supplied the meat for the establish-
ment, whereas Golding’s mother came in a carriage to fetch
him every Saturday: and how Neat had straps to his trow-
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sers—might he have straps? —and how Bull Major was so
strong (though only in Eutropius) that it was believed he
could lick the Usher, Mr. Ward, himself. So Amelia
learned to know every one of the boys in that school as
well as Georgy himself: and of nights she used to help
him in his exercises and puzzle her little head over his
lessons as eagerly as if she was herself going in the morn-
ing into the presence of the master. Once, after a certain
combat with Master Smith, George came home to his
mother with a black eye, and bragged prodigiously to his
parent and his delighted old grandfather about his valour
in the fight, in which, if the truth was known, he did not
behave with particular heroism, and in which he decidedly
had the worst. But Amelia has never forgiven that Smith
to this day, though he is now a peaceful apothecary near
Leicester Square.

In these quiet labours and harmless cares the gentle
widow’s life was passing away, a silver hair or two mark-
ing the progress of time on her head, and a line deepening
ever so little on her fair forehead. She used to smile at
these marks of time. “What matters it,” she asked, “for
an old woman like me?” All she hoped for was to live to
see her son great, famous, and glorious, as he deserved to
be. She kept his copybooks, his drawings, and composi-
tions, and showed them about in her little circle, as if they
were miracles of genius. She confided some of these speci-
mens to Miss Dobbin; to show them to Miss Osborne,
George’s aunt, to show them to Mr. Osborne himself—to
make that old man repent of his cruelty and ill-feeling
towards him who was gone. All her husband’s faults and
foibles she had buried in the grave with him: she only re-
membered the lover, who had married her at all sacrifices;
the noble husband so brave and beautiful, in whose arms
she had hung on the morning when he had gone away to
fight, and die gloriously for his king. From heaven the
hero must be smiling down upon that paragon of a boy
whom he had left to comfort and console her.

We have seen how one of George's grandfathers (Mr.
Osborne), in his easy-chair in Russell Square, daily grew
more violent and moody, and how his daughter, with her
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fine carriage, and her fine horses, and her name on half the
public charity-lists of the town, was a lonely, miserable,
persecuted old maid. She thought again and again of the
beautiful little boy, her brother’'s son, whom she had seen.
She longed to be allowed to drive in the fine carriage to the
house in which he lived; and she used to look out day after
day as she took her solitary drive in the Park, in hopes that
she might see him. Her sister, the banker’s lady, occa-
sionally condescended to pay her old home and companion
a visit in Russell Square. She brought a couple of sickly
children attended by a prim nurse, and in a faint genteel
giggling tone cackled to her sister about her fine acquaint-
ance, and how her little Frederick was the image of Lord
Claud Lollypop, and her sweet Maria had been noticed by
the Baroness as they were driving in their donkey-chaise
at Roehampton. She urged her to make her papa do some-
thing for the darlings. Frederick she had determined
should go into the Guards; and if they made an elder son
of him (and Mr. Bullock was positively ruining and pinch-
ing himself to death to buy land) how was the darling girl
to be provided for? “I expect you, dear,” Mrs. Bullock
would say, “for of course my share of our Papa's property
must go to the head of the house, you know. Dear Rhoda
McMull will disengage the whole of the Castletoddy prop-
erty as soon as poor dear Lord Castletoddy dies, who is
quite epileptic; and little Macduff McMull will be Viscount
Castletoddy. Both the Mr. Bludyers of Mincing Lane have
settled their fortunes on Fanny Bludyer’s little boy. My
darling Frederick must positively be an eldest son; and—
and do ask Papa to bring us back his account in Lombard
Street, will you, dear? It doesn't look well, his going to
Stumpy and Rowdy's.” After which kind of speeches, in
which fashion and the main chance were blended together,
and after a kiss, which was like the contact of an oyster—
Mrs. Frederick Bullock would gather her starched nurslings,
and simper back into her carriage.

Every visit which this leader of tom paid to her family
was more unlucky for her. Her father paid more money
into Stumpy and Rowdy’s. Her patronage became more
and more insufferable. The poor widow in the little cot-
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tage at Brompton, guarding her treasure there, little knew
how eagerly some people coveted it.

On that night when Jane Osborne had told her father
that she had seen his grandson, the old man had made her
no reply: but he had shown no anger—and had bade her
good-night on going himself to his room in rather a kindly
voice. And he must have meditated on what she said, and
have made some inquiries of the Dobbin family regarding
her visit; for a fortnight after it took place, he asked her
where was her little French watch and chain she used to
wear?

“I bought it with my money, sir,” she said in a great
fright.

“Go and order another like it, or a better if you can
get it,” said the old gentleman, and lapsed again into
silence.

Of late the Misses Dobbin more than once repeated their
entreaties to Amelia, to allow George to visit them. His
aunt had shown her inclination; perhaps his grandfather
himself, they hinted, might be disposed to be reconciled to
him. Surely, Amelia could not refuse such advantageous
chances for the boy. Nor could she: but she acceded to
their overtures with a very heavy and suspicious heart, was
always uneasy during the child’s absence from her, and
welcomed him back as if he was rescued out of some dan-
ger. He brought back money and toys, at which the widow
looked with alarm and jealousy: she asked him always if
he had seen any gentleman—'Only old Sir William, who
drove him about in the four-wheeled chaise, and Mr. Dobbin,
who arrived on the beautiful bay horse in the afterncon—
in the green coat and pink neck-cloth, with the gold-headed
whip, who promised to show him the Tower of London,
and take him out with the Surrey hounds.” At last, he
said “There was an old gentleman, with thick eye-brows
and a broad hat, and large chain and seals.” He came one
day as the coachman was lunging Georgy round the lawn
on the gray pony. “He looked at me very much. He shook
very much. I said ‘My name is Norval’ after dinner. My
aunt began to cry. She is always crying.” Such was
George’s report on that night.



VANITY FAIR 129

Then Amelia knew that the boy had seen his grand-
father: and looked out feverishly for a proposal which she
was_sure would follow, and which came, in fact, in a few
days afterwards. Mr. Osborne formally offered to take
the boy, and make him heir to the fortune which he had
intended that his father should inherit. He would make
Mrs. George Osborne an allowance, such as to assure her a
decent competency. If Mrs. George Osborne proposed to
marry again, as Mr. O. heard was her intention, he would
not withdraw that allowance., But it must be understood,
that the child would live entirely with his grandfather in
Russell Square, or at whatever other place Mr. O. should
select; and that he would be occasionally permitted to see
Mrs. George Osborne at her own residence. This message
was brought or read in a letter one day, when her mother
was from home, and her father absent as usual in the City.

She was never seen angry but twice or thrice in her life,
and it was in one of these moods that Mr. Osborne’s attorney
had the fortune to behold her. She rose up trembling and
flushing very much as soon as, after reading the letter,
Mr. Poe handed it to her, and she tore the paper into a
hundred fragments, which she trod on. “I marry again'—
I take money to part from my child! Who dares insult me
by proposing such a thing? Tell Mr. Osborne it is a
cowardly letter, sir—a cowardly letter—I will not answer
it. I wish you good morning, sir—and she bowed me out
of the room like a tragedy Queen,” said the lawyer who
told the story.

Her parents never remarked her agitation on that day,
and she never told them of the interview. They had their
own affairs to interest them, affairs which deeply interested
this innocent and unconscious lady. The old gentleman,
her father, was always dabbling in speculation. We have
seen how the Wine Company and the Coal Company had
failed him. But, prowling about the City always eagerly
and restlessly still, he lighted upon some other scheme, of
which he thought so well that he embarked in it in spite of
the remonstrances of Mr. Clapp, to whom indeed he never
dared to tell how far he had engaged himself in it. And
as it was always Mr. Sedley’s maxim not to talk about

s—F
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money matters before women, they had no inkling of the
misfortunes that were in store for them until the unhappy
old gentleman was forced to make gradual confessions.

The bills of the little household, which had been settled
weekly, first fell into arrear. The remittances had not ar-
rived from India, Mr. Sedley told his wife with a disturbed
face. As she had paid her bills very regularly hitherto,
one or two of the tradesmen to whom the poor lady was
obliged to go round asking for time were very angry
at a delay to which they were perfectly used from more
irregular customers. Emmy’s contribution, paid over cheer-
fully without any questions, kept the little company in
half rations however. And the first six months passed
away pretty easily: old Sedley still keeping up with the
notion that his shares must rise and that all would be
well.

No sixty pounds, however, came to help the household
at the end of the half year; and it fell deeper and deeper
into trouble—Mrs. Sedley, who was growing infirm and
was much shaken, remained silent or wept a great deal
with Mrs. Clapp in the kitchen. The butcher was particu-
larly surly: the grocer insolent: once or twice little Georgy
had grumbled about the dinners: and Amelia, who still
would have been satisfied with a slice of bread for her own
dinner, could not but perceive that her son was neglected,
and purchased little things out of her private purse to keep
the boy in health.

At last they told her, or told her such a garbled story
as people in difficulties tell. One day, her own money
having been received, and Amelia about to pay it over:
she who had kept an account of the moneys expended by
her, proposed to keep a certain portion back out of her
dividend, having contracted engagements ,for a new suit
for Georgy.

Then it came out that Jos’s remittances were not paid;
that the house was in difficulties, which Amelia ought to
have seen before, her méther said, but she cared for noth-
ipg or nobody except Georgy. At this she passed all her
money across the table, without a word, to her mother, and
returned to her room to cry her eyes out. She had a great
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access of sensibility too that day, when obliged to go and
countermand the clothes, the darling clothes on which she
had set her heart for Christmas Day, and the cut and fashion
of which she had arranged in many conversations with a
small milliner, her friend.

Hardest of all, she had to break the matter to Georgy,
who made a loud outcry. Everybody had new clothes at
Christmas. The others would laugh at him. He would
have new clothes. She had promised them to him. The
poor widow had only kisses to give him. She darned the
old suit in tears. She cast about among her little orna-
ments to see if she could sell anything to procure the desired
novelties. There was her India shawl that Dobbin had
sent her. She remembered in former days going with her
mother to a fine India shop on Ludgate Hill, where the
ladies had all sorts of dealings and bargains in these articles.
Her cheeks flushed and her eyes shone with pleasure as
she thought of this resource, and she kissed away George
to school in the morning, smiling brightly after him. The
boy felt that there was good news in her look.

Packing up her shawl in a handkerchief (another of the
gifts of the good Major), she hid them under her cloak, and
walked flushed and eager all the way to Ludgate Hill,
tripping along by the Park wall, and running over the
crossing, so that many a man turned as she hurried by him,
and looked after her rosy pretty face. She calculated how
she should spend the proceeds of her shawl: how. besides
the clothes, she would buy the books that he longed for,
and pay his half-year’s schooling; and how she would buy
a cloak for her father instead of that old great-coat which
he wore. She was not mistaken as to the value of the
Major’s gift. It was a very fine and beautiful web: and
the merchant made a very good bargain when he gave her
twenty guineas for her shawl.

She ran on amazed and flurried with her riches to Dar-
ton’s shop in St. Paul's Churchyard, and there purchased
the “Parents’ Assistant,” and the “Sandford and Merton”
Georgy longed for, and got into the coach there with her
parcel, and went home exulting. And she pleased herself
by writing in the fly-leaf in her neatest little hand, “George
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Osborne, A Christmas gift from his affectionate mother.”
The books are extant to this day, with the fair delicate
superscription.

She was going from her own room with the books in her
hand to place them on George’s table, where he might find
them on his return from school; when in the passage, she
and her mother met. The gilt bindings of the seven hand-
some little volumes caught the old lady’s eye.

“What are those?” she said.

“Some books for Georgy,” Amelia replied—*“I—I promised
them to him at Christmas.”

“Books !” cried the elder lady, indignantly, “Books, when
the whole house wants bread! Books, when to keep you
and your son in luxury, and your dear father out of gaol,
I've sold every trinket I had, the India shawl from my back—
even down to the very spoons, that our tradesmen mightn’t
insult us, and that Mr. Clapp, which indeed he is justly
entitled, being not a hard landlord, and a civil man, and a
father, might have his rent. O Amelia! you break my
heart with your books and that boy of yours, whom you
are ruining, though part with him you will not. O Amelia,
may God send you a more dutiful child than I have had!
There’s Jos deserts his father in his old age: and there’s
George, who might be provided for, and who might be rich,
going to school like a lord, with a gold watch and chain
round his neck—while my dear, dear old man is without a
sh—shilling.” Hysteric sobs and cries ended Mrs. Sedley’s
speech—it echoed through every room in the small house,
whereof the other female inmates heard every word of the
colloquy.

“O mother, mother!” cried poor Amelia in reply. “You
told me nothing—I—I promised him the books. I—I only
sold my shawl this morning. Take the money—take every-
thing”—and with quivering hands she took out her silver,
and her sovereigns—her precious golden sovereigns, which
she thrust into the hands of her mother, whence they over-
flowed and tumbled, rolling down the stairs.

And then she went into her room, and sank down in
despair and utter misery. She saw it all now. Her selfish-
ness was sacrificing the boy. But for her he might have
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wealth, station, education, and his father’s place, which the
elder George had forfeited for her sake. She had but to
speak the words, and her father was restored to competency :
and the boy raised to fortune. O what a conviction it was
to that tender and stricken heart!



CHAPTER XII

Gaunt Houske

LL the world knows that Lord Steyne’s town palace
A stands in Gaunt Square, out of which Great Gaunt
Street leads, whither we first conducted Rebecca,
in the time of the departed Sir Pitt Crawley. Peering
over the railings and through the black trees into the gar-
den of the Square, you see a few miserable governesses
with wan-faced pupils wandering round and round it, and
round the dreary grass-plot in the centre of which rises
the statute of Lord Gaunt, who fought at Minden, in a
three-tailed wig, and otherwise habited like a Roman Em-
peror. Gaunt House occupies nearly a side of the Square.
The remaining three sides are composed of mansions that
have passed away into dowagerism;—tall, dark houses, with
window-frames of stone, or picked out of a lighter red.
Little light seems to be behind those lean, comfortless
casements now: and hospitality to have passed away from
those doors as much as the laced lacqueys and link-boys
of old times, who used to put out their torches in the
blank iron extinguishers that still flank the lamps over
the steps. Brass plates have penetrated into the square
—Doctors, the Diddlesex Bank Western Branch—the Eng-
lish and European Reunion, &c.—it has a dreary look—
nor is my Lord Steyne’s palace less dreary. All I have
ever seen of it is the vast wall in front, with the rustic
columns at the great gate, through which an old porter
peers sometimes with a fat and gloomy red face—
and over the wall the garret and bed-room windows,
and the chimneys, out of which there seldom comes
any smoke now. For the present Lord Steyne lives at
Naples, preferring the view of the Bay and Capri
and Vesuvius, to the dreary aspect of the wall in Gaunt
Square,
184
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A few score yards down New Gaunt Street, and leading
into Gaunt Mews indeed, is a little modest back door, which
you would not remark from that of any of the other stables.
But many a little close carriage has stopped at that door,
as my informant (little Tom Eaves, who knows everything,
and who showed me the place) told me. “The Prince and
Perdita have been in and out of that door, sir,” he has
often told me; “Marianne Clarke has entered it with the
Duke of ——. It conducts to the famous petits apparte-
ments of Lord Steyne—one, sir, fitted up all in ivory and
white satin, another in ebony and black velvet; there is a
little banqueting-room taken from Sallust’s house at Pom-
peii, and painted by Cosway—a little private kitchen, in
which every saucepan was silver and all the spits were
gold. It was there that Egalité Orleans roasted partridges
on the night when he and the Marquis of Steyne won a
hundred thousand from a great personage at ombre. Half
of the money went to the French Revolution, half to pur-
chase Lord Gaunt’s Marquisate and Garter—and the re-
mainder—” but it forms no part of our scheme to tell what
became of the remainder, for every shilling of which, and
a great deal more, little Tom Eaves, who knows every-
body’s affairs, is ready to account.

Besides his town palace, the Marquis had castles and
palaces in various quarters of the three kingdoms, whereof
the descriptions may be found in the road-books—Castle
Strongbow, with its woods, on the Shannon shore; Gaunt
Castle, in Carmarthenshire, where Richard II. was taken
prisoner—Gauntly Hall in Yorkshire, where I have been
informed there were two hundred silver teapots for the
breakfasts of the guests of the house, with everything to
correspond in splendour; and Stillbrook in Hampshire,
which was my lord’s farm, an humble place of residence,
of which we all remember the wonderful furniture which
was sold at my lord’s demise by a late celebrated auc-
tioneer.

The Marchioness of Steyne was of the renowned and
ancient family of the Caerlyons, Marquises of Camelot, who
have preserved the old faith ever since the conversion of
the venerable Druid, their first ancestor, and whose  pedi-
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gree goes far beyond the date of the arrival of King Brute
in these islands. Pendragon is the title of the eldest son
of the house. The sons have been called Arthurs, Uthers,
and Caradocs, from immemorial time. Their heads have
fallen in many a logal conspiracy. Elizabeth chopped off
the head of the Arthur of her day, who had been Chamber-
lain to Philip and Mary, and carried letters between the
Queen of Scots and her uncles the Guises. A cadet of the
house was an officer of the great Duke, and distinguished
in the famous Saint Bartholomew conspiracy. During the
whole of Mary’s confinement, the house of Camelot con-
spired in her behalf. It was as much injured by its charges
in fitting out an armament against the Spaniards, during the
time of the Armada, as by the fines and confiscations levied
on it by Elizabeth for harbouring of priests, obstinate re-
cusancy, and Popish misdoings. A recreant of Janes’s time
was momentarily perverted from his religion by the argu-
.ments of that great theologian, and the fortunes of the
family somewhat restored by his timely weakness. But
the Earl of Camelot, of the reign of Charles, returned to
the old creed of his family, and they continued to fight for
it, and ruin themselves for it, as long as there was a Stuart
left to head or to instigate a rebellion.

Lady Mary Caerlyon was brought up at a Parisian con-
vent; the Dauphiness Marie Antoinette was her godmother.
In the pride of her beauty she had been married—sold, it
was said—to Lord Gaunt, then at Paris, who won vast
sums from the lady’s brother at some of Philip of Orleans’s
banquets. The Earl of Gaunt’s famous duel with the
Count de la Marche, of the Grey Musqueteers, was attrib-
uted by common report to the pretensions of that officer
(who had been a page, and remained a favourite of the
Queen) to the hand of the beautiful Lady Mary Caerlyon.
She was married to Lord Gaunt while the Count lay ill of
his wound, and came to dwell at Gaunt House, and to fig-
uire for a short time in the splendid Court of the Prince of
Wales. Fox had toasted her. Morris and Sheridan had
written songs about her. Malmesbury had made her his
best bow; Walpole had pronounced her charming; Devon-
shire had been almost jealous of her; but she was scared
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by the wild pleasures and gaieties of the society into which
she was flung, and after she had borne a couple of sons,
shrank away into a life of devout seclusion. No wonder
that my Lord Steyne, who liked pleasure and cheerfulness,
was not often seen after their marriage, by the side of this
trembling, silent, superstitious, unhappy lady.

The before-mentioned Tom Eaves (who has no part in
this history, except that he knew all the great folks in
London and the stories and mysteries of each family), had
further information regarding my Lady Steyne, which may
or may not be true. “The humiliations,” Tom used to
say, “which that woman has been made to undergo, in her
own house, have been frightful; Lord Steyne has made her
sit down to table with women with whom I would rather
die than allow Mrs. Eaves to associate—with Lady Crack-
enbury, with Mrs. Chippenham, with Madame de la Cruche-
cassée, the French secretary’s wife,” (from every one of
which ladies Tom Eaves—who would have sacrificed his
wife for knowing them—was too glad to get a bow or a
dinner), “with the reigning favourite, in a word. And do
you suppose that that woman, of that family, who are as
proud as the Bourbons, and to whom the Steynes are but
lacqueys and mushrooms of yesterday (for after all, they are
not of the Old Gaunts, but of a minor and doubtful branch
of the house); do you suppose, I say” (the reader must
bear in mind that it is always Tom Eaves who speaks),
“that the Marchioness of Steyne, the haughtiest woman in
England, would bend down to her husband so submis-
sively, if there were not some cause? Pooh! I tell you
there are secret rcasons. 1 tell you, that in the emigration,
the Abbé de la Marche who was here and was employed in
the Quiberoon business with Puisaye and Tinteniac, was
the same Colonel of Mosquetaires Gris with whom Steyne
fought in the year '86—that he and the Marchioness met
again: that it was after the Reverend Colonel was shot in
Brittany, that L.ady Steyne took to those extreme practices
of devotion which she carries on now; for she is closeted
with her director every day—she is at service at Spanish
Place, every morning, I've watched her there—that is, I've
happened to be passing there—and depend on it there’s a



138 WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY

mystery in her case. People are not so unhappy unless
they have something to repent of,” added Tom Eaves with
a knowing wag of his head; “and depend on it, that woman
would not be so submissive as she is, if the Marquis had
not some sword to hold over her.”

So, if Mr. Eaves’s information be correct, it is very likely
that this lady, in her high station, had to submit to many
a private indignity, and to hide many secret griefs under a
calm -face. And let us, my brethren who have net our
names in the Red Book, console ourselves by thinking com-
fortably how miserable our betters may be, and that Dame-
cles, who sits on satin cushions, and is served on gold plate,
has an awful sword hanging over his head in the shape of &
bailiff, or an hereditary disease, or a family secret, which
peeps out every now and then from the embroidered arras
in a ghastly manner, and will be sure to drop one day or
the other in the right place.

In comparing, too, the poor man’s situation with that of
the great, there is (always according to Mr. Eaves) another
source of comfort for the former. You who have little or
no patrimony to bequeath or to inherit, may be on good
terms with your father or your son, whereas the heir of a
great prince, such as my Lord Steyne, must naturally be
angry at being kept out of his kingdom, and eye the oceu-
pant of it with no very agreeable glances. “Take it as a
rule,” this sardonic old Eaves would say, “the fathers and
elder sons of all great families hate each other., The
Crown Prince is always in opposition to the crown or han-
kering after it. Shakspeare knew the world, my good sir,
and when he describes Prince Hal (from whose family the
Gaunts pretend to be descended, though they are no more
related to John of Gaunt than vou are), trying on his
father’s coronet, he gives you a natural deseription of all
heirs-apparent. If you were heir to a dukedom and a thou-
sand pounds a day, do you mean to say you would
not wish for possession? Pooh! And it stands to reason
that every great man, having experienced this feeling
towards his father, must be aware that his son entertains
it towards himself; and so they can’t but be suspicious and
hostile.
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“Then again, as to the f{feeling of elder towards
younger sons. My dear sir, you ought to know that every
elder brother looks upon the cadets of the house as his
natural enemies, who deprive him of so much ready money
which ought to be his by right. I have often heard George
Mac Turk, Lord Bajaget’s eldest son, say that if he had his
will when he came to the title, he would do what the sultans
do, and clear the estate by chopping off all his younger
brothers’ heads at once; and so the case is, more or less,
with them all. I tell you they are all Turks in their hearts.
Pooh! sir, they know the world.”” And here, haply, a
great man coming up, Tom Eaves’s hat would drop off his
head, and he would rush forward with a bow and a grin,
which showed that he knew the world too—in the Tom-
eavesian way, that is. And having lald out every shilling
of his fortune on an annuity, Tom could afford to bear
no malice to his nephews and nieces, and to have no other
feeling with regard to his betters, but a constant and gen-
erous desire to dine with them.

Between the Marchioness and the natural and tender
regard of mother for children, there was that cruel barrier
placed of diffefence of faith. The very love which she
might feel for her sons, only served to render the timid
and pious lady more fearful and unhappy. The gulf which
separated them was fatal and Impassable. She could not
stretch her weak arms across it, or draw her children over
to that side away from which her belief told her there was
no safety. During the youth of his sons, Lord Steyne,
who was a good scholar and amateur casuist, had no better
sport in the evening after dinner in the country than in set-
ting the boys’ tutor, the Reverend Mr. Trail (now my Lord
Bishop of Ealing), on her ladyship’s director, Father Mole,
over thelr wine and in pitting Oxford against St. Acheul.
He eried “Bravo, Latimer! Well sald Loyola!” alter-
nately; he promised Mole a bishopric if he would come
over; and vowed he would use all his influence to get
Trail a cardinal's hat if he would secede. Neither divine
allowed himself to be conquered; and though the fond
mother hoped that her youngest and favourite son would
be reconciled to her church—his mother church—a sad and



140 WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY

awful disappointment awaited the devout lady—a disap-
pointment which seemed to be a judgment upon her for the
sin of her marriage.

My Lord Gaunt married, as every person who frequents
the Peerage knows, the Lady Blanche Thistlewood, a
daughter of the noble house of Bareacres, before mentioned
in this veracious history. A wing of Gaunt House was
assigned to this couple; for the head of the family chose
to govern it, and while he reigned to reign supreme: his
son and heir, however, living little at home, disagreeing
with his wife, and borrowing upon post-obits such moneys
as he required beyond the very moderate sums which his
father was disposed to allow him. The Marquis knew every
shilling of his son’s debts. At his lamented demise, he
was found himself to be possessor of many of his heir's
bonds, purchased for their benefit, and devised by his Lord-
ship to the children of his younger son.

As, to my Lord Gaunt’s dismay, and the chuckling de-
light of his natural enemy and father, the Lady Gaunt had
no children—the Lord George Gaunt was desired to return
from Vienna, where he was engaged in waltzing and diplo-
macy, and to contract a matrimonial alliance with the Hon-
ourable Joan, only daughter of John Johnes, First Baron
Helvellyn, and head of the firm of Jones, Brown, and Rob-
inson, of Threadneedle Street, Bankers; from which union
sprang several sons and daughters, whose doings do not
appertain to this story.

The marriage at first was a happy and prosperous one.
My Lord George Gaunt could not only read, but write
pretty correctly. He spoke French with considerable
fluency; and was one of the finest waltzers in Europe.
With these talents, and his interest at home, there was
little doubt that his lordship would rise to the highest dig-
nities in his profession. The lady, his wife, felt that courts
were her sphere; and her wealth enabled her to receive
splendidly in those continental towns whither her husband’s
diplomatic duties led him. There was talk of appointing
him minister, and bets were laid at the Travellers’ that
he would be ambassador ere long, when of a sudden, ru-
mours arrived of the secretary’s extraordinary behaviour.
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At a grand dxplomatlc dinner given by his chief, he had
started up, and declared that a péré de foie gras was poi-
soned. He went to a ball at the hotel of the Bavarian
envoy, the Count de Springbock-Hohenlaufen, with his head
shaved, and dressed as a Capuchin friar. It was not a
masked ball, as some folks' wanted to persuade you. It
was something queer, people whispered. Hxs grandfather
was so. It was in the family.

His wife and family returned to this country, and took
up their abode at Gaunt House. Lord George gave up his
post on the European continent, and was gazetted to Brazil.
But people knew better; he never returned from that Brazil
expedition—never died there—never lived there—never was
there at all. He was nowhere: he was gone out altogether.
“Brazil,” said one gossip to another, with a grin—"Brazil
is St. John’s Wood. Rio Janeiro is a cottage surrounded
by four walls; and George Gaunt is accredited to a keeper,
who has invested him with the order of the Strait-Waist-
coat.” These are the kinds of epitaphs which men pass
over one another in Vanity Fair.

Twice or thrice in a week, in the earliest morning, the
poor mother went for her sins and saw the poor invalid.
Sometimes he laughed at her (and his laughter was more
pitiful than to hear him cry); sometimes she found the
brilliant dandy diplomatist of the Congress of Vienna drag-
ging about a child’s toy, or nursing the keeper’s baby’s
doll. Sometimes he knew her and Father Mole, her direc-
tor and companion: oftener he forgot her, as he had done
wife, children, love, ambition, vanity. But he remembered
his dinner-hour, and used to cry if his wine-and-water was
not strong enough.

It was the mysterious taint of the blood: the poor mother
had brought it from her own ancient race. The evil had
broken out once or twice in the father’s family, long before
Lady Steyne’s sins had begun, or her fasts and tears and
penances had been offered in their expiation. The pride
of the race was struck down as the firstborn of Pharaoh.
The dark mark of fate and doom was on the threshold,—
the tall old threshold surmounted by coronets and carved
heraldry.
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The absent lord’s children meanwhile prattled and grew
on quite unconscious that the doom was over them too.
First they talked of their father, and devised plans against
his return. Then the name of the living dead man was less
frequently in their mouth—then not mentioned at all. But
the stricken old grandmother trembled to think that these
too were the inheritors of their father’s shame as well as
of his honours: and watched sickening for the day when
the awful ancestral curse should come down on them.

This dark presentiment also haunted Lord Steyne. He
tried to lay the horrid bed-side ghost in Red Seas of wine
and jollity, and lost sight of it sometimes in the crowd and
rout of his pleasures. But it always came back to him
when alone, and seemed to grow more threatening with
years. “I have taken your son,” it said, “why not you?
I may shut you up in a prison some day like your son
George. 1 may tap you on the head to-morrow, and away
go pleasure and honours, feasts and beauty, friends, flat-
terers, French cooks, fine horses and houses—in exchange
for a prison, a keeper, and a straw mattress like George
Gaunt’s.” And then my lord would defy the ghost which
threatened him: for he knew of a remedy by which he
could baulk his enemy.

So there was splendour and wealth, but no great happi-
ness perchance, behind the tall carved portals of Gaunt
House with its smoky coronets and ciphers. The feasts
there were of the grandest in London, but there was not
over-much content therewith, except among the guests who
sate at my lord’s table. Had he not been so great a Prince
very few possibly would have visited him: but in Vanity
Fair the sins of very great personages are looked at indul-
gently. “Nowus regardons & deux fois” (as the French lady
said) before we condemn a person of my lord’s undoubted
quality. Some notorious carpers and squeamish moralists
might be sulky with Lord Steyne, but they were glad enough
to come when he asked them.

“Lord Steyne is really too bad,” Lady Slingstone said,
“but everybody goes, and of course I shall see that my
girls come to no harm.” “His lordship is a man to whom
I owe much, everything in life,” said the Right Reverend
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Doctor Trail, thinking that the Archbishop was rather
shaky; and Mrs. Trail and the young ladies would as soon
have missed going to church as to one of his lordship’s
parties. “His morals are bad,” said little Lord Southdown
to his sister, who meekly expostulated, having heard ter-
rific legends from her mamma with respect to the doings at
Gaunt House; “but hang it, he’s got the best dry Sillery
in Europe!” And as for Sir Pitt Crawley, Bart.—Sir Pitt
that pattern of decorum, Sir Pitt who had led off at mis-
sionary meetings,~he never for one moment thought of not
going too. “Where you see such persons as the Bishop of
Ealing and the Countess of Slingstone, you may be pretty
sure, Jane,” the Baronet would say, “that we cannot be
wrong. The great rank and station of Lord Steyne put
him in a position to command people in our station in life,
The Lord Lieutenant of a County, my dear, is a respectable
man, Besides George Gaunt and I were intimate in early
life: he was my junior when we were attachés at Pumper-
nickel together.”

In a word everybody went to wait upon this great man
—gverybody who was asked: as you the reader (do not say
nay) or I the writer hercof would go if we had an invitation.



CHAPTER XIII

IN WHICcH THE READER Is INTRODUCED T0 THE VERY
Best or CoMpANY

T last Becky’s kindness and attention to the chief of her
A husband’s family were destined to meet with an ex-
ceeding great reward; a reward which, though cer-
tainly somewhat unsubstantial, the little woman coveted with
greater eagerness than more positive benefits. If she did
not wish to lead a virtuous life, at least she desired to enjoy
a character for virtue, and we know that no lady in the gen-
teel world can possess this desideratum, until she has put on a
train and feathers, and has been presented to her Sovereign
at Court. From that august interview they come out stamped
as honest women. The Lord Chamberlain gives them a
certificate of virtue. And as dubious goods or letters are
passed through an oven at quarantine, sprinkled with aro-
matic vinegar, and then pronounced clean—many a lady
whose reputation would be doubtful otherwise and liable to
give infection, passes through the wholesome ordeal of the
Royal presence, and issues from it free from all taint.

It might be very well for my Lady Bareacres, my Lady
Tufto, Mrs. Bute Crawley in the country, and other ladies
who had come into contact with Mrs. Rawdon Crawley, to
cry fie at the idea of the odious little adventuress making
her curtsey before the Sovereign, and to declare that, if
dear good Queen Charlotte had been alive, she never would
have admitted such an extremely ill-regulated personage
into her chaste drawing-room. But when we consider, that
it was the First Gentleman in Europe in whose high pres-
ence Mrs. Rawdon passed her examination, and as it were,
took her degree in reputation, it surely must be flat disloyalty
to doubt any more about her virtue. I, for my part, look
back with love and awe to that Great Character in history.
Ah, what a high and noble appreciation of Gentlewoman-
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hood there must have been in Vanity Fair, when that re-

vered and august being was invested, by the universal

acclaim of the refined and educated portion of this empire,

with the title of Premier Gentilhomme of his Kingdom.

Do you remember, dear M——, oh friend of my youth,

how one blissful night five-and-twenty years since, the
“Hypocrite” being acted, Elliston being manager, Dowton

and Liston performers, two boys had leave from their loyal

masters to go out from Slaughter House School where they

were educated, and to appear on Drury Lane stage, amongst

a crowd which assembled there to greet the king. THE
KING? There he was. Beef-caters were before the august

box: the Marquis of Steyne (Lord of the Powder Closet)

and other great officers of state were behind the chair on

which he sate, He sate—florid of face, portly of person,

covered with orders, and in a rich curling head of hair—How

we sang God save him! How the house rocked and shouted
with that magnificent music. How they cheered, and cried,

and waved handkerchiefs. Ladies wept: mothers clasped

their children: somc fainted with emotion. People were suf-

focated in the pit, shrieks and groans rising up amidst the
writhing and shouting mass there of his people who were,
and indeed showed themselves almost to be, ready to die

for him. Yes, we saw him. Fate cannot deprive us of

that. Others have seen Napoleon. Some few still exist

who have beheld Frederick the Great, Doctor Johnson,

Marie Antoinette, &c.—be it our reasonable boast to our

children, that we saw George the Good, the Magnificent,
the Great.

Well, there came a happy day in Mrs. Rawdon Crawley’s
existence when this angel was admitted into the paradise of
a Court which she coveted; her sister-in-law acting as her
godmother. On the appointed day, Sir Pitt and his lady,
in their great family carriage (just newly built, and ready
for the Baronet’s assumption of the office of High Sheriff
of his county). drove up to the little house in Curzon
Street, to the edification of Raggles, who was watching from
his green-grocer’s shop, and saw fine plumes within, and
enormous bunches of flowers in the breasts of the new
livery-coats of the footmen.
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Sir Pitt, in a glittering uniform, descended and went into
Curzon Street, his sword between his legs. Little Rawdon
stood with his face against the parlour window-panes,
smiling and nodding with all his might to his aunt in the
carriage within; and presently Sir Pitt issued forth from
the house again, leading forth a lady with grand feathers,
covered in a white shawl, and holding up daintily a train
of magnificent brocade. She stepped into the vehicle as if
she were a princess and accustomed all her life to go to
Court, smiling graciously on the footman at the door, and on
Sir Pitt, who followed her into the carriage.

Then Rawdon followed in his old Guards’ uniform, which
had grown wofully shabby, and was much too tight. He
was to have followed the procession, and waited upon his
sovereign in a cab; but that his good-natured sister-in-law
insisted that they should be a family party. The coach
was large, the ladies not very big, they would hold their
trains in their laps—finally, the four went fraternally to-
gether; and their carriage presently joined the line of royal
equipages which was making its way down Piccadilly and
St. James's Street, towards the old brick palace where the
Star of Brunswick was in waiting to receive his nobles and
gentlefolks.

Becky felt as if she could bless the people out of the
carriage windows, so elated was she in spirit, and so strong
a sense had she of the dignified position which she had at
last attained in life. Even our Becky had her weaknesses,
and as one often sees how men pride themselves upon ex-
cellences which others are slow to perceive: how, for
instance, Comus firmly believes that he is the greatest tragic
actor in England; how Brown, the famous novelist, longs
to be considered, not a man of genius, but a man of fash-
ion; while Robinson, the great lawyer, does not in the least
care about his reputation in Westminster Hall, but believes
himself incomparable across country, and at a five-barred
gate—so to be, and to be thought, a respectable woman
was Becky’s aim in life, and she got up the genteel with
amazing assiduity, readiness, and success. We have said,
there were times when she believed herself to be a fine
lady, and forgot that there was no money in the chest at

. R Y ——
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home—duns round the gate, tradesmen to coax and whee-
dle—no ground to walk upon, in a word. And as she
went to Court in the carriage, the family carriage, she
adopted a demeanour so grand, self-satisfied, deliberate,
and imposing, that it made even Lady Jane laugh. She
walked into the royal apartments with a toss of the head
which would have befitted an empress, and I have no doubt
had she been one, she would have become the character
perfectly.

We are authorised to state that Mrs. Rawdon Crawley’s
costume de cour on the occasion of her presentation to the
Sovereign was of the most elegant and brilliant description.
Some ladies we may have seen—we who wear stars and
cordons, and attend the St. James's assemblies, or we, who,
in muddy boots, dawdle up and down Pall Mall, and peep
into the coaches as they drive up with the great folks in
their feathers—some ladies of fashion, I say, we may have
seen, about two o’clock of the forenoon of a levee day, as
the laced-jacketed band of the Life Guards are blowing
triumphal marches seated on those prancing music-stools,
their cream-coloured chargers—who are by no means lovely
and enticing objects at that early period of noon. A stout
countess of sixty décolletée, painted, wrinkled, with rouge up
to her drooping eyelids, and diamonds twinkling in her wig,
is a wholesome and edifying, but not a pleasant sight. She
has the faded look of a St. James’s Street illumination, as it
may be seen of an early morning, when half the lamps are
out, and the others are blinking wanly, as if they were about
to vanish like ghosts before the dawn. Such charms as
those of which we catch glimpses while her ladyship’s car-
riage passes should appear abroad at night alone. If even
Cynthia looks haggard of an afternoon, as we may see her
sometimes in the present winter season, with Phcebus staring
her out of countenance from the opposite side of the heavens,
how much more can old Lady Castlemouldy keep her head up
when the sun is shining full upon it through the chariot
windows, and showing all the chinks and crannies with which
time has marked her face! No. Drawing-rooms should be
announced for November, or the first foggy day: or the
elderly sultanas of our Vanity Fair should drive up in closed
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litters, descend in a covered way, and make their curtsey
to the Sovereign under the protection of lamplight.

Our beloved Rebecca had no need, however, of any such
a friendly halo to set off her beauty. Her complexion could
bear any sunshine as yet; and her dress, though if you were
to ‘see it now, any present lady of Vanity Fair would pro-
nounce it to be the most foolish and preposterous attire ever
worn, was as handsome in her eyes and those of the public,
some five-and-twenty years since, as the most brilliant cos-
tume of the most famous beauty of the present season. A
score of years hence that too, that milliner’s wonder, will
have passed into the domain of the absurd, along with all
previous vanities. But we are wandering too much. Mrs.
Rawdon’s dress was pronounced to be charmante on the
eventful day of her presentation. Even good little Lady Jane
was forced to acknowledge this effect, as she looked at her
kinswoman; and owned sorrowfully to herself that she was
quite inferior in taste to Mrs. Becky.

She did not know how much care, thought, and genius
Mrs. Rawdon had bestowed upon that garment. Rebecca
had as good taste as any milliner in Europe, and such a
clever way of doing things as Lady Jane little understood.
The latter quickly spied out the magnificence of the brocade
of Becky’s train, and the splendour of the lace on her dress.

The brocade was an old remnant, Becky said; and as for
the lace, it was a great bargain. She had had it these hun-
dred years.

“My dear Mrs. Crawley, it must have cost a little for-
tune,” Lady Jane said, looking down at her own lace, which
was not nearly so good; and then examining the quality of
the ancient brocade which formed the material of Mrs.
Rawdon’s Court dress, she felt inclined to say that she could
not afford such fine clothing, but checked that speech, with
an effort, as one uncharitable to her kinswoman.

And yet, if Lady Jane had known all, I think even her
kindly temper would have failed her. The fact is, when
she was putting Sir Pitt’s house in order, Mrs. Rawdon had
found the lace and the brocade in old wardrobes, the prop-
erty of the former ladies of the house, and had quietly car-
ried the goods home, and had suited them to her own little
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person. Briggs saw her take them, asked no questions, told
no stories; but I believe quite sympathised with her on this
matter, and so would many another honest woman.

. And the diamonds—*“Where the doose did you get the
diamonds, Becky?>” said her husband, admiring some jewels
which he had never seen before, and which sparkled in her
ears and on her neck with brilliance and profusion.

Becky blushed a little, and looked at him hard for a mo-
ment. - Pitt Crawley blushed a little too, and looked out of
window. The fact is, he had given her a very small portion
of the brilliants; a pretty diamond clasp, which confined a
pearl necklace which she wore; and the Baronet had omitted
to mention the circumstances to his lady.

Becky looked at her husband, and then at Sir Pitt, with
an air of saucy triumph—as much as to say, “Shall I be-
tray you?”

“Guess !” she said to her husband. “Why, you silly man,”
she continued, “where do you suppose I got them ?—all except
the’ little clasp, which a dear friend of mine gave me long
ago. I hired them, to be sure. I hired them at Mr. Polo-
nius’s, in Coventry Street. You don’t suppose that all the
diamonds which go to Court belong to the wearers; like those
beautiful stones which Lady Jane has, and which are much
handsomer than any which I have, I am certain.”

“They are family jewels,” said Sir Pitt, again looking
uneasy. And in this family conversation the carriage rolled
down the street, until its cargo was finally discharged at
the gates of the palace where the Sovereign was sitting in
state.

The diamonds, which had created Rawdon’s admiration,
never went back to Mr. Polonius, of Coventry Street, and
that gentleman never applied for their restoration; but they
retired into a little private repository, in an old desk, which
Amelia Sedley had given her years and years ago, and in
which Becky kept a number of useful and, perhaps, valua-
ble things, about which her husband knew nothing. To
know nothing, or little, is in the nature of some husbands.
To hide, in the nature of how many women? O ladies!
how many of you have surreptitious milliners’ bills? How
many of you have gowns and bracelets, which you daren’t
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show, or which you wear trembling P—trembling, and coax-
ing with smiles the husband by your side, who does not
know the new velvet gown from the old one, or the new
bracelet from last year’s, or has any notion that the ragged-
looking yellow lace scarf cost forty guineas, and that
Madame Bobinot is writing dunning letters every week for
the money !

Thus Rawdon knew nothing about the brilliant diamond
car-rings, or the superb brilliant ornament which decorated
the fair bosom of his lady; but Lord Steyne, who was in
his place at Court, as Lord of the Powder Closet, and one
of the great dignitaries and illustrious defences of the throne
of England, and came up with all his stars, garters, collars,
and cordons, and paid particular attention to the little
woman, knew whence the jewels came, and who paid for
them.

As he bowed over her he smiled, and quoted the hack-
neyed and beautiful lines, from the “Rape of the Lock,”
about Belinda's diamonds, “which Jews might kiss and in-
fidels adore.”

“But I hope your lordship is orthodox,” said the little
lady, with a toss of her head. And many ladies round about
whispered and talked, and many gentlemen nodded and
whispered, as they saw what marked attention the great
nobleman was paying to the little adventuress.

What were the circumstances of the Interview between
Rebecca Crawley, née Sharp, and her Imperial Master, it
does not become such a feeble and inexperienced pen as mine
to attempt to relate. The dazzled eyes close before that Mag-
nificent Idea. Loyal respect and decency tell even the imagi-
nation not to look too keenly and audaciously about the
sacred audience-chamber, but to back away rapidly, silently,
and respectfully, making profound bows out of the August
Presence.

This may be said, that in all London there was no more
loyal heart than Becky's after this interview. The name
of her king was always on her lips, and he was proclaimed
by her to be the most charming of men. She went to Col-
naghi’s and ordered the finest portrait of him that art had
produced, and credit could supply. She chose that famous
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one in which the best of monarchs is represented in a frock-
coat with a fur collar, and breeches and silk stockings,
simpering on a sofa from under his curly brown wig. She
had him painted in a brooch and wore it—indeed she
amused and somewhat pestered her acquaintance with her
perpetual talk about his urbanity and beauty. Who knows?
Perhaps the little woman thought she might play the part
of a Maintenon or a Pompadour.

But the finest sport of all after her presentation was to
hear her talk virtuously. She had a few female acquaint-
ances, not, it must be owned, of the very highest reputation
in Vanity Fair. But being made an honest woman of, so to
speak, Becky would not consort any longer with these dubious
ones, and cut Lady Crackenbury when the latter nodded to
her from her opera-box; and gave Mrs. Washington White
the go-by in the Ring. “One must, my dear, show one is
somebody,” she said. “One mustn't be seen with doubtful
people. I pity Lady Crackenbury from my heart; and Mrs.
Washington White may be a very good-natured person.
You may go and dine with them, as you like your rubber.
But I mustn’t, and won't; and you will have the goodness to
tell Smith to say I am not at home when either of them
calls.”

The particulars of Becky’s costume were in the news-
papers—feathers, lappets, superb diamonds, and all the rest.
Lady Crackenbury read the paragraph in bitterness of
spirit, and discoursed to her followers about the airs which
that woman was giving herself. Mrs. Bute Crawley and
her young ladies in the country had a copy of the Morning
Post from town; and gave a vent to their honest indigna-
tion. “If you had been sandy-haired, green-eyed, and a
French rope-dancer’s daughter,” Mrs. Bute said to her
eldest girl (who, on the contrary, was a very swarthy,
short, and snub-nosed young lady), “you might have had
superb diamonds forsooth, and have been presented at
Court by your cousin, the Lady Jane. But you're only a
gentlewoman, my poor dear child. You have only some of
the best blood in England in your veins, and good principles
and piety for your portion. I, myself, the wife of a
Baronet’s younger brother, too, never thought of such a
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thing as going to Court—nor would other people, if good
Queen Charlotte had been alive.” In this way the worthy
Rectoress consoled herself: and her daughters sighed, and
sate over the Peerage all night.

A few days after the famous presentation, another great
and exceeding honour was vouchsafed to the virtuous
Becky. Lady Steyne's carriage drove up to Mr. Rawdon
Crawley's door, and the footman, instead of driving down
the front of the house, as by his tremendous knocking he
appeared to be inclined to do, relented, and only delivered
in a couple of cards, on which were engraven the names
of the Marchioness of Steyne and the Countess of Gaunt.
If these bits of pasteboard had been beautiful pictures, or
had had a hundred yards of Malines lace rolled round them,
worth twice the number of guineas, Becky could not have
regarded them with more pleasure. You may be sure they
occupied a conspicuous place in the china bowl on the draw-
ing-room table, where Becky kept the cards of her visitors.
Lord! lord! how poor Mrs. Washington White’s card and
Lady Crackenbury’s card, which our little friend had been
glad enough to get a few months back, and of which the
silly little creature was rather proud once—Lord! lord! I
say, how soon at the appearance of these grand court cards,
did those poor little neglected deuces sink down to the
bottom of the pack. Steyne! Bareacres, Johnes of
Helvellyn! and Caerlyon of Camelot! we may be sure that
Becky and Briggs looked out those august names in the
Peerage, and followed the noble races up through all the
ramifications of the family tree.

My Lord Steyne coming to call a couple of hours after-
wards, and looking about him, and observing everything as
was his wont, found his ladies’ cards already ranged as the
trumps of Becky’s hand, and grinned, as this old cynic
always did at any naive display of human weakness. Becky
came down to him presently: whenever the dear girl ex-
pected his lordship, her toilette was prepared, her hair in
perfect order, her mouchoirs, aprons, scarfs, little morocco
slippers, and other female gimcracks arranged, and she
seated in some artless and agreeable posture ready to re-
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eeive him—whenever she was surprised, of course she had
to fly to her apartment to take a rapid survey of matters in
the glass, and to trip down again to wait upon the great
peer.

She found him grinning over the bowl. She was dis-
covered, and she blushed a little. “Thank you, Mon-
seigneur,” she said. “You see your ladies have been here.
How good of you! I couldn’t come before—I was in the
kitchen making a pudding.”

“I know you were, I saw you through the area-railings
as I drove up,” replied the old gentleman.

“You see everything,” she replied.

“A few things, but not that, my pretty lady,” he said
good-naturedly. “You silly little fibster! I heard you in
the room overhead, where I have no doubt you were putting
a little rouge on; you must give some of yours to my
Lady Gaunt, whose complexion is quite preposterous; and
I heard the bed-room door open, and then you came down-
stairs.”

“Is it a crime to try and look my best when you come
here?” answered Mrs. Rawdon plaintively, and she rubbed
her cheek with her handkerchief as if to show there was
no rouge at all, only genuine blushes and modesty in her
case. About this who can tell? I know there is some
rouge that won’t come off on a pocket-handkerchief; and
some so good that even tears will not disturb it.

“Well,” said the old gentleman, twiddling round his wife’s
card, “you are bent on becoming a fine lady. You pester
my poor old life out to get you into the world. You won’t
be able to hold your own there, you silly little fool. You've
got no money.”

“You will get us a place,” interposed Becky, “as quick as
possible.”

“You've got no money, and you want to compete with
those who have. You poor little earthenware pipkin, you
want to swim down the stream along with the great copper
kettles. All women are alike. Everybody is striving for
what is not worth the having! Gad! I dined with the
King yesterday, and we had neck of mutton and turnips.
A dinner of herbs is better than a stalled ox very often.
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You will go to Gaunt House. You give an old fellow no
rest until you get there. It's not half so nice as here.
You'll be bored there. I am. My wife is as gay as Lady
Macbeth, and my daughters as cheerful as Regan and
Goneril. I daren’t sleep in what they call my bed-room.
The bed is like the baldaquin of St. Peter’s, and the pictures
frighten me. I have a little brass bed in a dressing-room:
and a little hair mattress like an anchorite. I am an
anchorite. Ho! ho! You'll be asked to dinner next week.
And gare aux femmes, look out and hold your own! How
the women will bully you!” This was a very long speech
for a man of few words like my Lord Steyne; nor was
it the first which he uttered for Becky's benefit on that
day.

Briggs looked up from the work-table at which she was
seated in the farther room, and gave a deep sigh as she
heard the great Marquis speak so lightly of her sex.

“If you don’t turn off that abominable sheep-dog,” said
Lord Steyne, with a savage look over his shoulder at her,
“I will have her poisoned.”

“I always give my dog dinner from my own plate,” said
Rebecca, laughing mischievously; and having enjoyed for
some time the discomfiture of my lord, who hated poor
Briggs for interrupting his téte-d-téte with the fair Colonel’'s
wife, Mrs. Rawdon at length had pity upon her admirer,
and calling to Briggs, praised the fineness of the weather
to her, and bade her to take out the child for a walk.

“I can’t send her away,” Becky said presently, after a
pause, and in a very sad voice. Her eyes filled with tears
as she spoke, and she turned away her head.

“You owe her her wages, I suppose?” said the Peer.

“Worse than that,” said Becky, still casting down her
eyes; “I have ruined her.”

“Ruined her?—then why don't you turn her out?’ the
gentleman asked.

“Men do that,” Becky answered bitterly. “Women are
not so bad as you. Last year when we were reduced to our
last guinea, she gave us everything. She shall never leave
me, until we are ruined utterly ourselves, which does not
seem far off, or until I can pay her the utmost farthing.”
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‘— it, how much is it?” said the Peer, with an oath.
And Becky, reflecting on the largeness of his means, men-
tioned not only the sum which she had borrowed from Miss
Briggs, but one of nearly double the amount.

This caused the Lord Steyne to break out in another brief
and eniergetic expression of anger, at which Rebecca held
down her head the more, and cried bitterly. “I could not
help it. It was my only chance. I dare not tell my hus-
band. He would kill me if I told him what I have done.
I have kept it a secret from everybody but you —and you
forced it from me. Ah, what shall I do, Lord Steyne?
for I am very, very unhappy!”

Lord Steyne made no reply except by beating the devil's
tattoo, and biting his nails. At last he clapped his hat on
his head, and flung out of the room. Rebecca did not rise
from her attitude of misery until the door slammed upon
him, and his carriage whirled away. Then she rose up
with the queerest expression of victorious mischief glitter-
ing in her green eyes. She burst out laughing once or twice
to herself, as she sate at work: and sitting down to the
piano, she rattled away a triumphant voluntary on the keys,
which made the people pause under her window to listen to
her brilliant music.

That night, there came two notes from Gaunt House for
the little woman, the one containing a card of invitation
from Lord and Lady Steyne to a dinner at Gaunt House
next Friday: while the other enclosed a slip of gray paper
bearing Lord Steyne’s signature and the address of Messrs.
Jones, Brown, and Robinson, Lombard Street.

Rawdon heard Becky laughing in the night once or twice.
It was only her delight at going to Gaunt House and facing
the ladies there, she said, which amused her so. But the
truth was, that she was occupied with a great number of
other thoughts. Should she pay off old Briggs and give
her her congé? Should she astonish Raggles by settling
his account? She turned over all these thoughts on her
pillow, and on the next day, when Rawdon went out to
pay his morning visit to the Club, Mrs. Crawley (in a
modest dress with a veil on) whipped off in a hackney-coach
to the City: and being landed at Messrs. Jones and Robin-
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son’s bank, presented a document there to the authority at
the desk, who, in reply, asked her “How she would
take it?”

She gently said “she would take a hundred and fifty
pounds in small notes and the remainder in one note:” and
passing through St. Paul’s Churchyard stopped there and
bought the handsomest black silk gown for Briggs which
money could buy; and which, with a kiss and the kindest
speeches, she presented to the simple old spinster.

Then she walked to Mr. Raggles, inquired about his
children affectionately, and gave him fifty pounds on ac-
count. Then she went to the livery-man from whom she
jobbed her carriages and gratified him with a similar sum.
“And I hope this will be a lesson to you, Spavin,” she
said, “and that on the next Drawing-room day my brother,
Sir Pitt, will not be inconvenienced by being obliged to
take four of us in his carriage to wait upon His Majesty,
because my own carriage is not forthcoming.” It appears
there had been a difference on the last Drawing-room day.
Hence the degradation which the Colonel had almost suf-
fered, of being obliged to enter the presence of his Sovereign
in a hack cab.

These arrangements concluded, Becky paid a visit up-
stairs to the before-mentioned desk, which Amelia Sedley
had given her years and years ago, and which contained a
number of useful and valuable little things: in which private
museum she placed the one note which Messrs. Jones and
Robinson’s cashier had given her.



CHAPTER XIV

IN Waicn WE Enjoy THREE CoURSES AND A DESSERT

HEN the ladies of Gaunt House were at breakfast
that morning, Lord Steyne (who took his choco-
late in private, and seldom disturbed the females

of his household, or saw them except upon public days, or
when they crossed each other in the hall, or when from his
pit-box at the Opera he surveyed them in their box on the
grand tier)—his lordship, we say, appeared among the
ladies and the children who were assembled over the tea
and toast, and a battle royal ensued apropos of Rebecca.

“My Lady Steyne,” he said, “I want to see the list for
your dinner on Friday; and I want you, if you please, to
write a card for Colonel and Mrs. Crawley.”

“Blanche writes them,” Lady Steyne said in a flutter.
“Lady Gaunt writes them.”

“I will not write to that person,” Lady Gaunt said, a
tall and stately lady, who looked up for an instant and then
down again after she had spoken. It was not good to meet
Lord Steyne’s eyes for those who had offended him.

“Send the children out of the room. Go!” said he,
pulling at the bell-rope. The urchins, always frightened
before him, retired: their mother would have followed too.
“Not you,” he said. “You stop.”

“My Lady Steyne,” he said, “once more will you have
the goodness to go to the desk, and write that card for
your dinner on Friday?”

“My Lord, I will not be present at it,” Lady Gaunt said;
“I will go home.”

“I wish you would, and stay there. You will find the
bailiffs at Bareacres very pleasant company, and I shall be
freed from lending money to your relations, and from your
own damned tragedy airs. Who are you to give orders
here? You have no money. You've got no brains. You

157



158 WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY

were here to have children, and you have not had any.
Gaunt’s tired of you; and George’s wife is the only person
in the family who doesn’t wish you were dead. Gaunt
would marry again if you were.”

“I wish I were,” her Ladyship answered, with tears and
rage in her eyes.

“You, forsooth, must give yourself airs of virtue; while
my wife, who is an immaculate saint, as everybody knows,
and never did wrong in her life, has no objection to meet
my young friend Mrs. Crawley. My Lady Steyne knows
that appearances are sometimes against the best of women;
that lies are often told about the most innocent of them.
Pray, Madam, shall I tell you some little anecdotes about
my Lady Bareacres, your mamma?”’

“You may strike me if you like, sir, or hit any cruel
blow,” Lady Gaunt said. To see his wife and daughter
suffering always put his Lordship into a good humour.

“My sweet Blanche,” he said, “I am a gentleman, and
never lay my hand upon a woman, save in the way of kind-
ness. I only wish to correct little faults in your character.
You women are too proud, and sadly lack humility, as
Father Mole, I'm sure, would tell my Lady Steyne if he
were here. You mustn’t give yourselves airs: you must
be meek and humble, my blessings. For all Lady Steyne
knows, this calumniated, simple, good-humoured Mrs,
Crawley is quite innocent—even more innocent than herself,
Her husband’s character is not good, but it is as good as
Bareacres’, who has played a little .and not paid a great
deal, who cheated you out of the only legacy you ever had,
and left you a pauper on my hands. And Mrs. Crawley is
not very well born; but she is not worse than Fanny’s
illustrious ancestor, the first de la Jones.”

“The money which I brought into the family, sir,” Lady
George cried out—

“You purchased a contingent reversion with it,” the
Marquis said, darkly. “If Gaunt dies, your husband may
come to his honours; your little boys may inherit them,
and who knows what besides? In the meanwhile, ladies,
be as proud and virtuous as you like abroad, but don’t give
me any airs. As for Mrs. Crawley's character, I shan't
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demean myself or that most spotless and perfectly irre-
proachable lady, by even hinting that it requires a defence.
You will be pleased to receive her with the utmost cordiality,
as you will receive all persons whom I present in this
house. This house?” He broke out with a laugh. “Who
is the master of it? and what is it? This Temple of Virtue
belongs to me. And if I invite all Newgate or all Bedlam
here, by —— they shall be welcome.”

After this vigorous allocution, to one of which sort Lord
Steyne treated his “Hareem” whenever symptoms of in-
subordination appeared in his household, the crest-fallen
women had nothing for it but to obey. Lady Gaunt wrote
the invitation which his Lordship required, and she and her
mother-in-law drove in person, and with bitter and hu-
miliated hearts, to leave the cards on Mrs. Rawdon, the
reception of which caused that innocent woman so much
pleasure. .

There were families in London who would have sacrificed
a year’s income to receive such an honour at the hands of
those great ladies. Mrs. Frederick Bullock, for instance,
would have gone on her knees from May Fair to Lombard
- Street, if Lady Steyne and Lady Gaunt had been waiting
in the City to raise her up, and say, “Come to us next
Friday,”—not to one of the great crushes and grand balls
of Gaunt House, whither everybody went, but to the sacred,
unapproachable, mysterious, delicious entertainments, to be
admitted to one of which was a privilege, and an honour,
and a blessing indeed.

Severe, spotless, and beautiful, Lady Gaunt held the very
highest rank in Vanity Fair. The distinguished courtesy
with which Lord Steyne treated her, charmed everybody who
witnessed his behaviour, caused the severest critics to admit
how perfect a gentleman he was, and to own that his Lord-
ship’s heart at least was in the right place.

The ladies of Gaunt House called Lady Bareacres in to
their aid, in order to repulse the common enemy. One of
Lady Gaunt’s carriages went to Hill Street for her Lady-
ship’s mother, all whose equipages were in the hands of
the bailiffs, whose very jewels and wardrobe, it was said,
had been seized by those inexorable Israelites. Bareacres
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Castle was theirs, too, with all its costly pictures, furniture,
and articles of vertu—the magnificent Vandykes; the noble
Reynolds pictures; the Lawrence portraits, tawdry and
beautiful, and, thirty years ago, deemed as precious as
works of real genius; the matchless Dancing Nymph of
Canova, for which Lady Bareacres had sate in her youth—
Lady Bareacres splendid then, and radiant in wealth, rank,
and beauty—a toothless, bald, old woman now—a mere rag
of a former robe of state. Her lord, painted at the same
time by Lawrence, as waving his sabre in front of Bareacres
Castle, and clothed in his uniform as Colonel of the Thistle-
wood Yeomanry, was a withered, old, lean man in a great-
coat and a Brutus wig: slinking about Gray’s Inn of morn-
ings chiefly, and dining alone at clubs. He did not like to
dine with Steyne now. They had run races of pleasure
together in youth when Bareacres was the winner. But
Steyne had more bottom than he, and had lasted him out.
The Marquis was ten times a greater man now than the
young Lord Gaunt of '85; and Bareacres nowhere in the
race—old, beaten, bankrupt, and broken down. He had
borrowed too much money of Steyne to find it pleasant to
meet his old comrade often. The latter, whenever he wished
to be merry, used jeeringly to ask Lady Gaunt, why her
father had not come to see her? “He has not been here
for four months,” Lord Steyne would say. “I can always
tell by my cheque-book afterwards, when I get a visit from
Bareacres. What a comfort it is, my ladies, I bank with
one of my sons' fathers-in-law, and the other banks
with me!”

Of the other illustrious persons whom Becky had the
honour to encounter on this her first presentation to the
grand world, it does not become the present historian to say
much. There was his Excellency the Prince of Peter-
waradin, with his Princess; a nobleman tightly girthed,
with a large military chest, on which the plaque of his
order shone magnificently, and wearing the red collar of
the Golden Fleece round his neck. He was the owner of
countless flocks. “Look at his face. I think he must be
descended from a sheep,” Becky whispered to Lord Steyne.
Indeed, his Excellency’s countenance, long, solemn, and
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white, with the ornament round his neck, bore some re-
semblance to that of a venerable bell-wether.

There was Mr. John Paul Jefferson Jones, titularly at-
tached to the American Embassy, and correspondent of the
New York Demagogue; who, by way of making himself
agreeable to the company, asked Lady Steyne, during a
pause in the conversation at dinner, how his dear friend,
George Gaunt, liked the Brazils?>—He and George had been
most intimate at Naples, and had gone up Vesuvius together.
Mr. Jones wrote a full and particular account of the dinner,
which appeared duly in the Demagogue. He mentioned the
names and titles of all the guests, giving biographical
sketches of the principal people. He described the persons
of the ladies with great eloquence; the service of the table;
the size and costume of the servants; enumerated the dishes
and wines served; the ornaments of the sideboard, and the
probable value of the plate. Such a dinner he calculated
could not be dished up under fifteen or eighteen dollars per
head. And he was in the habit, until very lately, of sending
over protégés, with letters of recommendation to the present
Marquis of Steyne, encouraged to do so by the intimate
terms on which he had lived with his dear friend, the late
lord. He was most indignant that a young and insignificant
aristocrat, the Earl of Southdown, should have taken the
pas of him in their procession to the dining-room. “Just
as I was stepping up to offer my hand to a very pleasing
and witty fashionable, the brilliant and exclusive Mrs.
Rawdon Crawley,”—he wrote, “the young patrician inter-
posed between me and the lady, and whisked my Helen off
without a word of apology. I was fain to bring up the rear
with the Colonel, the lady’s husband, a stout red-faced war-
rior who distinguished himself at Waterloo, where he had
better luck than befell some of his brother red-coats at
New Orleans.”

The Colonel’s countenance on coming into this polite
society wore as many blushes as the face of a boy of sixteen
assumes when he is confronted with his sister’s school-
fellows. It has been told before that honest Rawdon had
niot been much used at any period of his life to ladies’ com-

6—F



162 WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY

pany. With the men at the Club or the Mess-room, he
was well enough; and could ride, bet, smoke, or play at
billiards with the boldest of them. He had had his time
for female friendships too: but that was twenty years ago,
and the ladies were of the rank of those with whom Young
Marlow in the comedy is represented as having been familiar
before he became abashed in the presence of Miss Hard-
castle. The times are such that one scarcely dares to allude
to that kind of company which thousands of our young men
in Vanity Fair are frequenting every day, which nightly
fills casinos and dancing-rooms, which is known to exist
as well as the Ring in Hyde Park or the Congregation at
St. James's—but which the most squeamish if not the most
moral of societies is determined to ignore. In a word,
although Colonel Crawley was now five-and-forty years of
age, it had not been his lot in life to meet with a half-
dozen good women, besides his paragon of a wife. All ex-
cept her and his kind sister Lady Jane, whose gentle nature
had tamed and won him, scared the worthy Colonel;
and on occasion of his first dinner at Gaunt House he
was not heard to make a single remark except to state
that the weather was very hot. Indeed Becky would have
left him at home, but that virtue ordained that her hus-
band should be by her side to protect the timid and flut-
tering little creature on her first appearance in polite
society.

On her first appearance Lord Steyne stepped forward,
taking her hand, and greeting her with great courtesy, and
presenting her to Lady Steyne, and their ladyships, her
daughters. Their ladyships made three stately curtsies, and
the elder lady to be sure gave her hand to the new comer,
but it was as cold and lifeless as marble.

Becky took it, however, with grateful humility; and
performing a reverence which would have done credit to the
best dancmg-master put herself at Lady Steyne’s feet, as
it were, by saying that his Lordship had been her father’s
earliest friend and patron, and that she, Becky, had learned
to honour and respect the Steyne family from the days of
her childhood. The fact is, that Lord Steyne had once
purchased a couple of pictures of the late Sharp, and the
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affectionate orphan could never forget her gratitude for that
favour.

The Lady Bareacres then came under Becky’s cognizance
—to whom the Colonel’s lady made also a most respectful
obeisance: it was returned with severe dignity by the exalted
person in question.

“I had the pleasure of making your Ladyship’s acquain-
tance at Brussels, ten years ago,” Becky said, in the most
winning manner. “I had the good fortune to meet Lady
Bareacres, at the Duchess of Richmond’s ball, the night
before the battle of Waterloo. And I recollect your Lady-
ship, and my Lady Blanche, your daughter, sitting in the
carriage in the porte-cochére at the Inn, waiting for horses.
I hope your Ladyship’s diamonds are safe.”

Everybody's eyves looked into their neighbour’s. The
famous diamonds had undergone a famous seizure, it
appears, about which Becky, of course, knew nothing. Raw-
don Crawley retreated with Lord Southdown into a window,
where the latter was heard to laugh immoderately, as Raw-
don told him the story of Lady Bareacres wanting horses,
and “knuckling down by Jove,” to Mrs. Crawley. “I think
I needn’t be afraid of that woman,” Becky thought. Indeed,
Lady Bareacres exchanged terrified and angry looks with
her daughter, and retreated to a table, where she began to
look at pictures with great energy.

When the Potentate from the Danube made his appear-
ance, the conversation was carried on in the French lan-
guage, and the Lady Bareacres and the younger ladies found,
to their farther mortification, that Mrs. Crawley was much
better acquainted with that tongue, and spoke it with a much
better accent than they. Becky had met other Hungarian
magnates with the army in France in 1816-17. She asked
after her friends with great interest. The foreign person-
ages thought that she was a lady of great distinction; and
the Prince and the Princess asked severally of Lord Steyne
and the Marchioness, whom they conducted to dinner, who
was that petite dame who spoke so well?

Finally, the procession being formed in the order described
by the American diplomatist, they marched into the apart-
ment where the banquet was served: and which, as T have
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promised the reader he shall enjoy it, he shall have the
liberty of ordering himself so as to suit his fancy.

But it was when the ladies were alone that Becky knew
the tug of war would come. And then indeed the little
woman found herself in such a situation, as made her
acknowledge the correctness of Lord Steyne’s caution to her
to beware of the society of ladies above her own sphere.
As they say the persons who hate Irishmen most are
Irishmen; so, assuredly, the greatest tyrants over women
are women. When poor little Becky, alone with the ladies,
went up to the fire-place whither the great ladies had re-
paired, the great ladies marched away and took possession
of a table of drawings. When Becky followed them to the
table of drawings, they dropped off one by one to the fire
again. She tried to speak to one of the children (of whom
she was commonly fond in public places), but Master George
Gaunt was called away by his mamma; and the stranger was
treated with such cruelty finally, that even Lady Steyne her-
self pitied her, and went up to speak to the friendless little
worman,

“Lord Steyne,” said her Ladyship, as her wan cheeks
glowed with a blush, “says you sing and play very beauti-
fully, Mrs. Crawley—I wish you would do me the kindness
to sing to me.”

“I will do anything that may give pleasure to my Lord
Steyne or to you,” said Rebecca, sincerely grateful, and
seating herself at the piano, began to sing.

She sang religious songs of Mozart, which had been early
favourites of Lady Steyne, and with such sweetness and
tenderness that the lady, lingering round the piano, sate
down by its side, and listened until the tears rolled down
her eyes. It is true that the opposition ladies at the other
end of the room kept up a loud and ceaseless buzzing and
talking: but the Lady Steyne did not hear those rumours.
She was a child again—and had wandered back through a
forty years’ wilderness to her Convent Garden. The chapel
organ had pealed the same tones, the organist, the sister
whom she loved best of the community, had taught them to
her in those early happy days. She was a girl once more,
and the brief period of her happiness bloomed out again for
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an hour—she started when the jarring doors were flung
open, and with a loud laugh from Lord Steyne, the men of
the party entered full of gaiety.

He saw at a glance what had happened in his absence: and
was grateful to his wife for once. He went and spoke to
her, and called her by her Christian name, so as again to
bring blushes to her pale face—“My wife says you have
been singing like an angel,” he said to Becky. Now there
are angels of two kinds, and both sorts, it is said, are
charming in their way.

Whatever the previous portion of the evening had been,
the rest of that night was a great triumph for Becky. She
sang her very best, and it was so good that every one of
the men came and crowded round the piano. The women,
her enemies, were left quite alone. And Mr. Paul Jefferson
Jones thought he had made a conquest of Lady Gaunt by
going up to her Ladyship, and praising her delightful friend’s
first-rate singing



CHAPTER XV

CONTAINS A VULGAR INCIDENT

HE MUSE, whoever she be, who presides over this
Comic History, must now descend from the genteel
heights in which she has been soaring, and have the
goodness to drop down upon the lowly roof of John Sedley
at Brompton, and describe what events are taking place
there. Here, too, in this humble tenement, live care, and
distrust, and dismay. Mrs. Clapp in the kitchen is grumbling
in secret to her husband about the rent, and urging the good
fellow to rebel against his old friend and patron and his
present lodger. Mrs. Sedley has ceased to visit her landlady
in the lower regions now, and indeed is in a position to
patronise Mrs. Clapp no longer. How can one be conde-
scending to a lady to whom one owes a matter of forty
pounds, and who is perpetually throwing out hints for the
money? The Irish maidservant has not altered in the least
in her kind and respectful behaviour ; but Mrs. Sedley fancies
that she is growing insolent and ungrateful, and, as the guilty
thief who fears each bush an officer, sees threatening in-
nuendoes and hints of capture in all the girl's speeches and
answers. Miss Clapp, grown quite a young woman now, is
declared by the soured old lady to be an unbearable and
impudent little minx. Why Amelia can be so fond of her,
or have her in her room so much, or walk out with her so
constantly, Mrs. Sedley cannot conceive. The bitterness of
poverty has poisoned the life of the once cheerful and kindly
woman. She is thankless for Amelia’s constant and gentle
bearing towards her; carps at her for her efforts at kindness
or service: rails at her for her silly pride in her child, and
her neglect of her parents. Georgy's house is not a very
lively one since uncle Jos’s annuity has been withdrawn, and
the little family are almost upon famine diet.
Amelia thinks, and thinks, and racks her brain, to find
166



VANITY FAIR 167

some means of increasing the small pittance upon which the
household is starving. Can she give lessons in anything?
paint card-racks? do fine work? She finds that women are
working hard, and better than she can, for twopence a-day.
She buys a couple of begilt Bristol boards at the Fancy
Stationer’s, and paints her very best upon them—a shepherd
with a red waistcoat on one, and a pink face smiling in the
midst of a pencil landscape—a shepherdess on the other,
crossing a little bridge, with a little dog, nicely shaded. The
man of the Fancy Repository and Brompton Emporium of
Fine Arts (of whom she bought the screens, vainly hoping
that he would re-purchase them when ornamented by her
hand), can hardly hide the sneer with which he examines
these feeble works of art. He looks askance at the lady who
waits in the shop, and ties up the cards again in their en-
velope of whitey-brown paper, and hands them to the poor
widow and Miss Clapp, who had never seen such beautiful
things in her life, and had been quite confident that the man
must give at least two guineas for the screens. They try at
other shops in the interior of London, with faint sickening
hopes. “Don’t want ’em,” says one. “Be off,” says another
fiercely. Three-and-sixpence has been spent in vain—the
screens retire to Miss Clapp’s bed-room, who persists in
thinking them lovely.

She writes out a little card in her neatest hand, and after
long thought and labour of composition; in which the public
is informed that “A Lady who has some time at her disposal,
wishes to undertake the education of some little girls, whom
she would instruct in English, in French, in Geography, in
History, and in Music—address A. O., at Mr. Brown’s;” and
she confides the card to the gentleman of the Fine Art
Repository, who consents to allow it to lie upon the counter,
where it grows dingy and flyblown. Amelia passes the door
wistfully many a time, in hopes that Mr. Brown will have
some news to give her; but he never beckons her in. When
she goes to make little purchases, there is no news for her.
Poor simple lady, tender and weak—how are you to battle
with the struggling violent world? .

She grows daily more care-worn and sad: fixing upon her
child alarmed eyes, whereof the little boy cannot interpret
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the expression. She starts up of a night and peeps into his
room stealthily, to see that he is sleeping and not stolen
away. She sleeps but little now. A constant thought and
terror is haunting her. How she weeps and prays in the
long silent nights—how she tries to hide from herself the
thought which will return to her, that she ought to part
with the boy, that she is the only barrier between him and
prosperity. She can’t, she can’t. Not now, at least. Someé
other day. Oh! it is too hard to think of and to bear.

A thought comes over her which makes her blush and
turn from herself,—her parents might keep the annuity—the
curate would marry her and give a home to her and the boy.
But George’s picture and dearest memory are there to rebuke
her. Shame and love say no to the sacrifice. She shrinks
from it as from something unholy; and such thoughts never
found a resting-place in that pure and gentle bosom.

The combat, which we describe in a sentence or two, lasted
for many weeks in poor Amelia’s heart: during which she
had no confidante; indeed, she could never have one: as she
would not allow to herself the possibility of yielding: though
she was giving way daily before the enemy with whom she
had to battle. One truth after another was marshalling
itself silently against her, and keeping its ground. Poverty
and misery for all, want and degradation for her parents,
injustice to the boy—one by one the outworks of the little
citadel were taken, in which the poor soul passionately
guarded her only love and treasure.

At the beginning of the struggle, she had written off a
letter of tender supplication to her brother at Calcutta, im-
ploring him not to withdraw the support which he had
granted to their parents, and painting in terms of artless
pathos their lonely and hapless condition. She did not know
the truth of the matter. The payment of Jos's annuity was
still regular: but it was a money-lender in the City who was
receiving it: old Sedley had sold it for a sum of money
wherewith to prosecute his bootless schemes. Emmy was
calculating eagerly the time that would elapse before the
letter would arrive and be answered. She had written down
the date in her pocket-book of the day when she dispatched
it. To her son’s guardian, the good Major at Madras, she
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had not communicated any of her griefs and perplexities.
She had not written to him since she wrote to congratulate
him on his approaching marriage. She thought with sicken-
ing despondency, that that friend,—the only one, the one
who had felt such a regard for her,—was fallen away.

One day, when things had come to a very bad pass—
when the creditors were pressing, the mother in hysteric
grief, the father in more than usual gloom, the inmates of
the family avoiding each other, each secretly oppressed with
his private unhappiness and notion of wrong—the father and
daughter happened to be left alone together; and Amelia
thought to comfort her father, by telling him what she had
done. She had written to Joseph—an answer must come in
three or four months. He was always generous, though
careless. He could not refuse, when he knew how straitened
were the circumstances of his parents. '

Then the poor old gentleman revealed the whole truth to

her—that his son was still paying the annuity, which his own
imprudence had flung away. He had not dared to tell it
" sooner. He thought Amelia’s ghastly and terrified look,
when, with a trembling, miserable voice he made the con-
fession, conveyed reproaches to him for his concealment.
“Ah!” said he, with quivering lips and turning away, “you
despise your old father now!”
- “O papa! it is not that,” Amelia cried out, falling on his
neck, and kissing him many times. “You are always good
and kind. You did it for the best. It is not for the money
—it is—O my God! my God! have mercy upon me, and give
me strength to bear this trial;” and she kissed him again
wildly, and went away.

Still the father did not know what that explanation meant,
and the burst of anguish with which the poor girl left him.
It was that she was conquered. The sentence was passed.
The child must go from her—to others—to forget her. Her
heart and her treasure—her joy, hope, love, worship—her
God, almost! She must give him up; and then—and then
she would go to George: and they would watch over the
child, and wait for him until he came to them in Heaven.

She put on her bonnet, scarcely knowing what she did, and
went out to walk in the lanes by which George used to come
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back from school, and where she was in the habit of going
on his return to meet the boy. It was May, a half-holiday.
The leaves were all coming out, the weather was brilliant:
the boy came running to her flushed with health, singing, his
bundle of school-books hanging by a thong. There he was,
Both her arms were round him. No, it was impossible. They
could not be going to part. ‘“What is the matter, mother?”
said he; “you look very pale.”

“Nothing, my child,” she said, and stooped down and
kissed him. :

That night Amelia made the boy read the story of Samuel
to her, and how Hannah, his mother, having weaned him,
brought him to Eli the High Priest to minister before the
Lord. And he read the song of gratitude which Hannah
sang: and which says, who it is who maketh poor and maketh
rich, and bringeth low and exalteth—how the poor shall be
raised up out of the dust, and how, in his own might, no man
shall be strong. Then he read how Samuel’s mother made
him a little coat, and brought it to him from year to year
when she came up to offer the yearly sacrifice. And then, in
her sweet simple way, George’s mother made commentaries
to the boy upon this affecting story. How Hannah, though
she loved her son so much, yet gave him wp because of her
vow. And how she must always have thought of him as she
sat at home, far away, making the little coat; and Samuel,
she was sure, never forgot his mother: and how happy she
must have been as the time came (and the years pass away
very quick) when she should see her boy, and how good and
wise he had grown. This little sermon she spoke with a
gentle solemn voice, and dry eyes, until she came to the
account of their meeting—then the discourse broke off sud-
denly, the tender heart overflowed, and taking the boy to
her breast, she rocked him in her arms, and wept silently
over him in a sainted agony of tears.

Her mind being made up, the widow began to take such
measures as seemed right to her for advancing the end
which she proposed. One day, Miss Osborne, in Russell
Square (Amelia had not written the name or number of the
house for ten years—her youth, her early story came back
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to her as she wrote the superscription)—one day Miss
Osborne got a letter from Amelia which made her blush
very much and look towards her father, sitting glooming
in his place at the other end of the table.

In simple terms, Amelia told her reasons which had
induced her to change her mind respecting her boy. Her
father had met with fresh misfortunes which had entirely
ruined him. Her own pittance was so small that it would
barely enable her to support her parents, and would not
suffice to give George the advantages which were his due.
Great as her sufferings would be at parting with him she
would, by God’s help, endure them for the boy’s sake. She
knew that those to whom he was going would do all in their
power to make him happy. She described his disposition,
such as she fancied it; quick and impatient of control
or harshness; easily to be moved by love and kindness.
In a postscript, she stipulated that she should have a
written agreement, that she should see the child as often
as she wished,—she could not part with him under any other
terms. .

"“What? Mrs. Pride has come down, has she?” old
Osborne said, when with a tremulous eager voice Miss
Osborne read him the letter—“Reg’lar starved out, hey?
ha, ha! I knew she would.” He tried to keep his dignity
and to read his paper as usual—but he could not follow it.
He chuckled and swore to himself behind the sheet.

At last he flung it down: and scowling at his daughter,
as his wont was, went out of the room into his study ad-
joining, from whence he presently returned with a key. He
flung it to Miss Osborne.

“Get the room over mine—his room that was—ready,” he
said. “Yes, sir,” his daughter replied in a tremble. It was
George's room. It had not been opened for more than ten
years. Some of his clothes, papers, handkerchiefs, whips
and caps, fishing-rods and sporting gear, were still there.
An army list of 1814, with his name written on the cover;
a little dictionary he was wont to use in writing; and the
Bible his mother had given him, were on the mantel-piece;
with a pair of spurs, and a dried inkstand covered with the
dust of ten years. Ah! since that ink was wet, what days
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and people had passed away! The writing-book still on the
table, was blotted with his hand.

. Miss Osborne was much affected when she first entered
this room with the servants under her. She sank quite pale
on the little bed. “This is blessed news, mam-—indeed,
mam,” the housekeeper said; “and the good old times is
returning, mam. The dear little feller, to be sure, mam;
how happy he will be! But some folks in May Fair, mam,
will owe him a grudge, mam;” and she clicked back the bolt
which held the window-sash, and let the air into the chamber.

“You had better send that woman some money,” Mr.
Osborne said, before he went out. “She shan’t want for
nothing. Send her a hundred pound.”

“And I'll go and see her to-morrow?”’ Miss Osborne
asked.

“That’s your look out. She don't come in here, mind.
No, by—, not for all the money in London. But she
musn’t want now. So look out, and get things right.”
With which brief speeches Mr. Osborne took leave of his
daughter, and went on his accustomed way into the City.

“Here, Papa, is some money,” Amelia said that night,
kissing the old man, her father, and putting a bill for a
hundred pounds into his hands. *“And—and—Mamma,
don’t be harsh with Georgy. He—he is not going to stop
with us long.” She could say nothing more, and walked
away silently to her room. Let us close it upon her prayers
and her sorrow. I think we had best speak little about so
much love and grief.

Miss Osborne came the next day, according to the promise
contained in her note, and saw Amelia. The meeting be-
tween them was friendly. A look and a few words from
Miss Osborne showed the poor widow that, with regard to
this woman at least, there need be no fear lest she should
take the first place in her son's affections. She was cold,
sensible, not unkind. The mother had not been so well
pleased, perhaps, had the rival been better looking, younger,
more affectionate, warmer-hearted. Miss Osborne, on the
other hand, thought of old times and memories, and could
not but be touched with the poor mother’s pitiful situation.
She was conquered, and laying down her arms, as it were,
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she humbly submitted. That day they arranged together
the preliminaries of the treaty of capitulation. '

George was kept from school the next day, and saw his
aunt. Amelia left them alone together, and went to her
room. She was trying the separation:—as that poor gentle
Lady Jane Grey felt the edge of the axe that was to come
down and sever her slender life.” Days were passed in par-
leys, visits, preparations. The widow broke the matter to
Georgy with great caution; she looked to see him very
much affected by the intelligence. He was rather elated
than otherwise, and the poor woman turned sadly away.
He bragged about the news that day to the boys at school;
told them how he was going to live with his grandpapa,
his father's father, not the one who comes here sometimes;
and that he would be very rich, and have a carriage, and a
pony, and go to a much finer school, and when he was rich
he would buy Leader’s pencil-case, and pay the tart-woman.
The boy was the image of his father, as his fond mother
thought.

Indeed I have no heart, on account of our dear Amelia’s
sake, to go through the story of George’s last days at home.

At last the day came, the carriage drove up, the little
humble packets containing tokens of love and remembrance
were ready and disposed in the hall long since—George was
in his new suit, for which the tailor had come previously to
measure him. He had sprung up with the sun and put on
the new clothes; his mother hearing him from the room
close by, in which she had been lying, in speechless grief
and watching. Days before she had been making prepara-
tions for the end; purchasing little stores for the boy’s use;
marking his books and linen; talking with him and pre-
paring him for the change—fondly fancying that he needed
preparation.

So that he had change, what cared he? He was longing
for it. By a thousand eager declarations as to what he
would do, when he went to live with his grandfather, he
had shown the poor widow how little the idea of parting
had cast him down. “He would come and see his mamma
often on the pony,” he said: “he would come and fetch her
in the carriage; they would drive in the Park, and she
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should have everything she wanted.” The poor mother
was fain to content herself with these selfish demonstrations
of attachment, and tried to convince herself how sincerely
her son loved her. He must love her. All children were
so: a little anxious for novelty, and—no, not selfish, but
self-willed. Her child must have his enjoyments and am-
bition in the world. She herself, by her own selfishness and
imprudent love for him, had denied him his just rights and
pleasures hitherto. i

I know few things more affecting than that timorous de-
basement and self-humiliation of a woman. How she owns
that it is she and not the man who is guilty: how she takes
all the faults on her side: how she courts in a manner pun-
ishment for the wrongs which she has not committed, and
persists in shielding the real culprit! It is those who injure
women who get the most kindness from them—they are
born timid and tyrants, and maltreat those who are humblest
before them.

So poor Amelia had been getting ready in silent misery
for her son’s departure, and had passed many and many a
long solitary hour in making preparations for the end.
George stood by his mother, watching her arrangements
without the least concern. Tears had fallen into his boxes;
passages had been scored in his favourite books; old toys,
relics, treasures had been hoarded away for him, and packed
with strange neatness and care,—and of all these things the
boy took no note. The child goes away smiling as the
mother breaks her heart. By heavens it is pitiful, the
bootless love of women for children in Vanity Fair.

A few days are past: and the great event of Amelia’s
life is consummated. No angel has intervened. The child
is sacrificed and offered up to fate; and the widow is quite
alone.

The boy comes to see her often, to be sure. He rides on
a pony with a coachman behind him, to the delight of his
old grandfather, Sedley, who walks proudly down the lane
by his side. She sees him, but he is not her boy any more.
Why, he rides to see the boys at the little school, too, and
to show off before them his new wealth and splendour. In
two days he has adopted a slightly imperious air and patron-
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ising manner. He was born to command, his mother thinks,
as his father was before him.

It is fine weather now. Of evenings on the days when he
does not come, she takes a long walk into London,—yes, as
far as Russell Square, and rests on the stone by the railing
of the garden opposite Mr. Osborne's house. It is so pleas-
ant and cool. She can look up and see the drawing-room
windows illuminated, and, at about nine o’clock, the chamber
in the upper story where Georgy sleeps. She knows—He
has told her. She prays there as the light goes out, prays
with an humble humble heart, and walks home shrinking and
silent. She is very tired when she comes home. Perhaps
she will sleep the better for that long weary walk; and she
may dream about Georgy.

One Sunday she happened to be walking in Russell Square,
at some distance from Mr. Osborne’s house (she could see
it from a distance though) when all the bells of Sabbath were
ringing, and George and his aunt came out to go to church;
a little sweep asked for charity, and the footman, who car-
ried the books, tried to drive him away; but Georgy stopped
and gave him money. May God’s blessing be on the boy!
Emmy ran round the square, and coming up to the sweep,
gave him her mite too. All the bells of Sabbath were ringing,
and she followed them until she came to the Foundling
Church, into which she went. There she sat in a place
whence she could see the head of the boy under his father's
tombstone. Many hundred fresh children’s voices rose up
there and sang hymns to the Father Beneficent; and little
George’s soul thrilled with delight at the burst of glorious
psalmody. His mother could not see him for awhile, through
the mist that dimmed her eyes.



CHAPTER XVI

IN WHicHE A CHARADE Is Actep WHICH MAY or May
Nor PuzzLE THE READER '

FTER Becky’s appearance at my Lord Steyne’s private
and select parties, the claims of that estimable

woman as regards fashion were settled; and some of
the very greatest and tallest doors in the metropolis were
speedily opened to her—doors so great and tall that the
betoved reader and writer hereof may hope in vain to enter
at them. Dear brethren, let us tremble before those august
portals. I fancy them guarded by grooms of the chamber
with flaming silver forks with which they prong all those
who have not the right of the entrée. They say the honest
newspaper-fellow who sits in the hall, and takes down the
names of the great ones who are admitted to the feasts, dies
after a little time. He can’t survive the glare of fashion long.
It scorches him up, as the presence of Jupiter in full dress
wasted that poor imprudent Semele—a giddy moth of a
creature who ruined herself by venturing out of her natural
atmosphere. Her myth ought to be taken to heart amongst
the Tyburnians, the Belgravians,—her story, and perhaps
Becky’s too. Ah, ladies!—ask the Reverend Mr. Thurifer
if Belgravia is not a sounding brass, and Tyburnia a tink-
ling cymbal. These are vanities. Even these will pass
away. And some day or other (but it will be after our
time, thank goodness), Hyde Park Gardens will be no better
known than the celebrated horticultural outskirts of Babylon;
and Belgrave Square will be as desolate as Baker Street, or
Tadmor in the wilderness.

Ladies, are you aware that the great Pitt lived in Baker
Street? What would not your grandmothers have given to
be asked to Lady Hester’s parties in that now decayed man-
sion? I have dined in it—moi gqui vous parle. 1 peopled the
chamber with ghosts of the mighty dead. As we sate soberly

176
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drinking claret there with men of to-day, the spirits of the
departed came in and took their places round the darksome
board. The pilot who weathered the storm tossed off great
bumpers of spiritual port: the shade of Dundas did not leave
the ghost of a heeltap.—Addington sate bowing and smirking
in a ghastly manner, and would not be behindhand when the
noiseless bottle went round; Scott, from under bushy eye-
brows, winked at the apparition of a beeswing ; Wilberforce's
eyes went up to the ceiling, so that he did not seem to know
how his glass went up full to his mouth and. came down
empty ;—up to the ceiling which was above us only yesterday,
and which the great of the past days have all looked at. They
let the house as a furnished lodging now. Yes, Lady Hester
once lived in Baker Street, and lies asleep in the wilderness.
Eothen saw her therc—not in Baker Street: but in the other
solitude.

It is all vanity to be sure: but who will not own to liking
a little of it? I should like to know what well-constituted
mind, merely because it is transitory, dislikes roast beef?
That is a vanity; but may every man who reads this, have
a wholesome portion of it through life, I beg: aye, though
my readers were five hundred thousand. Sit down, gentle-
men, and fall to, with a good hearty appetite; the fat, the
lean, the gravy, the horse-radish as you like it—don’t spare
it. Another glass of wine, Jones, my boy—a little bit of
the Sunday side. Yes, let us eat our fill of the vain thing,
and be thankful therefor. And let us make the best of
Becky’s aristocratic pleasures likewise—for these too, like
all other mortal delights, were but transitory. .

The upshot of her visit to Lord Steyne was, that His
Highness the Prince of Peterwaradin took occasion to renew
his acquaintance with Colonel Crawley, when they met on
the next day at the Club, and to compliment Mrs. Crawley
in the Ring of Hyde Park with a profound salute of the
hat. She and her husband were invited immediately to
one of the Prince’s small parties at Levant House, then
occupied by His Highness during the temporary absence
from England of its noble proprietor. She sank after din-
ner to a very little comité. The Marquis of Steyne was
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present, paternally superintending the progress of his
pupil.

At Levant House Becky met one of the finest gentlemen
and greatest ministers that Europe has produced—the Duc
de la Jabotiére, then Ambassador from the Most Christian
King, and subsequently Minister to that monarch. I de-
clare I swell with pride as these august names are tran-
scribed by my pen; and I think in what brilliant company
my dear Becky is moving. She became a constant guest
at the French Embassy, where no party was considered to
be complete without the presence of the charming Madame
Ravdonn Cravley.

Messieurs de Truffigney (of the Périgord family) and
Champignac, both attachés of the Embassy, were straight-
way smitten by the charms of the fair Colonel’s wife: and
both declared, according to the wont of their nation, (for
who ever yet met a Frenchman, come out of England, that
has not left half a dozen families miserable, and brought
away as many hearts in his pocket-book?) both, I say, de-
clared that they were au mienxr with the charming Madame
Ravdonn.

But I doubt the correctness of the assertion. Champignac
was very fond of écarté, and made many parties with the
Colonel of evenings, while Becky was singing to Lord
Steyne in the other room; and as for Truffigny, it is a
well-known fact that he dared not go to the Travellers’,
where he owed money to the waiters, and if he had not had
the Embassy as a dining-place, the worthy young gentle-
man must have starved. I doubt, I say, that Becky would
have selected either of these young men as a person on
whom she would bestow her special regard. They ran of
her messages, purchased her gloves and flowers, went in
debt for opera-boxes for her, and made themselves amiable
in a thousand ways. And they talked English with ador-
able simplicity, and to the constant amusement of Becky
and my Lord Steyne, she would mimic one or other to
his face, and compliment him on his advance in the English
language with a gravity which never failed to tickle the
Marquis, her sardonic old patron. Truffigny gave Briggs a
shawl by way of winning over Becky’s confidante, and
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asked her to take charge of a letter which the simple
spinster handed over in public to the person to whom it was
addressed; and the composition of which amused every-
body who read it greatly. Lord Steyne read it: everybody
but honest Rawdon; to whom it was not necessary to tell
everything that passed in the little house in May Fair.
Here, before long, Becky received not only “the best”
foreigners (as the phrase is in our noble and admirable
society slang), but some of the best English people too.
I don’t mean the most virtuous, or indeed the least virtu-
ous, or the cleverest, or the stupidest, or the richest, or
the best born, but “the best,”—in a word, people about
whom there is no question—such as the great Lady Fitz-
Willis, that Patron Saint of Almack’s, the great Lady
Slowbore, the great Lady Grizzel Macbeth (she was Lady
G. Glowry, daughter of Lord Grey of Glowry), and the
like. When the Countess of Fitz-Willis (her ladyship is
of the Kingstreet family, see Debrett and Burke) takes up
a person, he or she is safe. There is no question about them
any more. Not that my Lady Fitz-Willis is any better
than anybody else, being, on the contrary, a faded person,
fifty-seven years of age, and neither handsome, nor wealthy,
nor entertaining; but it is agreed on all sides that she is of
the “best people.” Those who go to her are of the best:
and from an old grudge probably to Lady Steyne (for whose
coronet her ladyship, then the youthful Georgina Frederica,
daughter of the Prince of Wales’s favourite, the Earl of
Portansherry, had once tried), this great and famous leader
of the fashion chose to acknowledge Mrs. Rawdon Crawley:
made her a most marked curtsey at the assembly over which
she presided: and not only encouraged her son, St. Kitts
(his lordship got his place through Lord Steyne’s interest),
to frequent Mrs. Crawley’s house, but asked her to her own
mansion, and spoke to her twice in the most public and
condescending manner during dinner. The important fact
was known all over London that night. People who had
been crying fie about Mrs. Crawley were silent. Wenham,
the wit and lawyer, Lord Steyne’s right-hand man, went
about everywhere praising her: some who had hesitated,
came forward at once and welcomed her: little Tom Toady,
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who had warned Southdown about visiting such an aban-
doned woman, now besought to be introduced to her. In
a word, she was admitted to be among the “best” people.
Ah, my beloved readers and brethren. do not envy poor
Becky prematurely—glory like this is said to be fugitive.
It is currently reported that even in the very inmost cir-
cles, they are no happier than the poor wanderers outside
the zone; and Becky, who penetrated into the very centre
of fashion, and saw the great George IV. face to face, has
owned since that there too was Vanity.

~ We must be brief in descanting upon this part of her
career. As I cannot describe the mysteries of freemasonry,
although I have a shrewd idea that it is a humbug: so an
uninitiated man cannot take upon himself to pourtray the
great world accurately, and had best keep his opinions to
himself whatever they are.

Becky has often spoken in subsequent years of this sea-
son of her life, when she moved among the very greatest
circles of the London fashion. Her success excited, elated,
and then bored her. At first no occupation was more
pleasant than to invent and procure (the latter a work of
no small trouble and ingenuity, by the way, in a person of
Mrs. Rawdon Crawley’s very narrow means)—to procure,
we say, the prettiest new dresses and ornaments; to drive
to fine dinner parties, where she was welcomed by great -
people; and from the fine dinner parties to fine assemblies,
whither the same people came with whom she had been
dining, whom she had met the night before, and would see
on the morrow—the young men faultlessly appointed, hand-
somely cravatted, with the neatest glossy boots and white
gloves—the celders portly, brass-buttoned, noble-looking,
polite, and prosy—the young ladies blonde, timid, and in
pink—the mothers grand, beautiful, sumptuous, solemn,
and in diamonds. They talked in English, not in bad
French, as they do in the novels. They talked about each
others’ houses, and characters, and families: just as the
Joneses do about the Smiths. Becky’s former acquaintances
hated and envied her: the poor woman herself was yawn-
ing in spirit. “I wish I were out of it,” she said to her-
self. “I would rather be a parson’s wife, and teéach a
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Sunday School than this; or a sergeant’s lady and ride in
the regimental waggon; or, O how much gayer it would be
to wear spangles and trowsers, and dance before a booth at
a fair.,”

“You would do it very well,” said Lord Steyne, laugh-
ing. She used to tell the great man her ensmuis and per-
plexities in her artless way—they amused him.

“Rawdon would make a very good Ecuyer—Master of
the Ceremonies—what do you call him—the man in the
large boots and the uniform, who goes round the. ring
cracking the whip? He is large, heavy, and of a military
figure. I recollect,” Becky continued, pensively, “my father
took me to see a show at Brookgreen Fair when I was a
child; and when we came home I made myself a pair of
stilts, and danced in the studio to the wonder of all the pupils.”

“I should have liked to see it,” said Lord Steyne.

“I should like to do it now,” Becky continued. “How
Lady Blinkey would open her eyes, and Lady Grizzel Mac-
beth would stare! Hush! silence! there is Pasta begin-
ning to sing.” Becky always made a point of being con-
spicuously polite to the professional ladies and gentlemen
who attended at these aristocratic parties—of following
them into the corners where they sat in silence, and shak-
ing hands with them, and smiling in the view of all per-
sons. She was an artist herself, as she said very truly:
there was a frankness and humility in the manner in which
she acknowledged her origin, which provoked, or disarmed,
or amused lookers-on, as the case might be. “How cool
that woman is,” said one; “what airs of independence she
assumes, where she ought to sit still and be thankful if
anybody speaks to her!” “What an honest and good-na-
tured soul she is!” said another. ‘““What an artful little
minx!” said a third. They were all right very likely; but
Becky went her own way, and so fascinated the professional
personages, that they would leave off their sore throats in
order to sing at her parties, and give her lessons for nathing,

Yes, she gave parties in the little house in Curzon Street.
Many scores of carriages, with blazing lamps, blocked up
the street, to the disgust of No. 100, who could not rest
for the thunder of the knocking, and of 102, who could not
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sleep for envy. The gigantic footmen who accompanied
the vehicles were too big to be contained in Becky's little
hall, and were billeted off in the neighbouring public-
houses, whence, when they were wanted, call-boys sum-
moned them from their beer. Scores of the great dandies
of London squeezed and trod on each other on the little
stairs, laughing to find themselves there; and many spot-
less and severe ladies of ton were seated in the little draw-
ing-room, listening to the professional singers, who were
singing according to their wont, and as if they wished to
blow the windows down. And the day after, there ap-
peared among the fashionable réunions in the Morning Post
a paragraph to the following effect:

“Yesterday, Colonel and Mrs. Crawley entertained a
select party at dinner at their house in May Fair. Their
Excellencies the Prince and Princess of Peterwaradin, H.
E. Papoosh Pasha, the Turkish Ambassador (attended by
Kibob Bey, dragoman of the mission), the Marquess of
Steyne, Earl of Southdown, Sir Pitt and Lady Jane Craw-
ley, Mr. Wagg, &c. After dinner Mrs. Crawley had an
assembly which was attended by the Duchess (Dowager) of
Stilton, Duc de la Gruyére, Marchioness of Cheshire, Mar-
chese Alessandro Strachino, Comte de Brie, Baron Schap-
zuger, Chevalier Tosti, Countess of Slingstone, and Lady
F. Macadam, Major-General and Lady G. Macbeth, and
(2) Miss Macbeths; Viscount Paddington, Sir Horace Fo-
gey, Hon. Sands Bedwin, Bobbachy Bahawder,” and an
&c., which the reader may fill at his pleasure through a
dozen close lines of small type.

And in her commerce with the great our dear friend
showed the same frankness which distinguished her trans-
actions with the lowly in station. On one occasion, when
out at a very fine house, Rebecca was (perhaps rather
ostentatiously) holding a conversation in the French lan-
guage with a celebrated tenor singer of that nation, while
the Lady Grizzel Macbeth looked over her shoulder scowl-
ing at the pair.

“How very well you speak French,” Lady Grizzel said,
who herself spoke the tongue in an Edinburgh accent most
remarkable to hear.
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“I ought to know it,” Becky modestly said, casting down
her eyes. “I taught it in a school, and my mother was a
Frenchwoman.”

Lady Grizzel was won by her humility, and was molli-
fied towards the little woman. She deplored the fatal
levelling tendencies of the age, which admitted persons of
all classes into the society of their superiors; but her lady-
ship owned, that this one at least was well behaved and
never forgot her place in life. She was a very good
woman: good to the poor: stupid, blameless, unsuspicious,
—It is not her ladyship’s fault that she fancies herself
better than you and me. The skirts of her ancestors’ gar-
ments have been kissed for centuries: it is a thousand
years, they say, since the tartans of the head of the family
were embraced by the defunct Duncan’s lords and council-
lors, when the great ancestor of the House became King of
Scotland.

Lady Steyne, after the music scene, succumbed before
Becky, and perhaps was not disinclined to her. The younger
ladies of the house of Gaunt were also compelled into
submission. Once or twice they set people at her, but
they failed. The brilliant Lady Stunnington tried a pas-
sage of arms with her, but was routed with great slaughter
by the intrepid little Becky. When attacked sometimes,
Becky had a knack of adopting a demure ingénue air, under
which she was most dangerous. She said the wickedest
things with the most simple unaffected air when in this
mood, and would take care artlessly to apologise for her
blunders, so that all the world should know that she had
made them.

Mr. Wagg, the celebrated wit, and a led captain and
trencher-man of my Lord Steyne, was caused by the ladies
to charge her; and the worthy fellow, leering at his patron-
esses, and giving them a wink, as much as to say, “Now
look out for sport,”—one evening began an assault upon
Becky, who was unsuspiciously eating her dinner. The
little woman, attacked on a sudden, but never without
arms, lighted up in an instant, parried and riposted with a
home-thrust, which made Wagg’s face tingle with shame;
then she returned to her soup with the most perfect calm
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and a quiet smile on her face. Wagg’s great patron, who
gave him dinners and lent him a little money sometimes,
and whose election, newspaper, and other jobs Wagg did,
gave the luckless fellow such a savage glance with the eyes
as almost made him sink under the table and burst into
tears. He looked piteously at my lord, who never spoke
to him during dinner, and at the ladies, who disowned him.
At last Becky herself took compassion upon him, and tried
to engage him in talk. He was not asked to dinner again
for six weeks; and Fiche, my lord’s confidential man, to
whom Wagg naturally paid a good deal of court, was in-
structed to tell him that if he ever dared to say a rude
thing to Mrs. Crawley again, or make her the butt of his
stupid jokes, Milor would put every one of his notes of
hand into his lawyer’s hands, and sell him up without
mercy. Wagg wept before Fiche, and implored his dear
friend to intercede for him. He wrote a poem in favour
of Mrs. R. C,, which appeared in the very next number
of the “Harumscarum Magazine,” which he conducted.
He implored her good will at parties where he met
her. He cringed and coaxed Rawdon at the club. He
was allowed to come back to Gaunt House after a while.
Becky was always good to him, always amused, never
angry.

His lordship’s vizier and chief confidential servant (with
a seat in parliament and at the dinner table), Mr. Wen-
ham, was much more prudent in his behaviour and opinions
than Mr. Wagg. However much he might be disposed to
hate all parvenus (Mr. Wenham himself was a staunch old
True Blue Tory, and his father a small coal-merchant in
the north of England), this aide-de-camp of the Marquis
never showed any sort of hostility to the new favourite:
but pursued her with stealthy kindnesses, and a sly and
deferential politeness, which somehow made Becky more
uneasy than other people’s overt hostilities.

How the Crawleys got the money which was spent upon
the entertainments with which they treated the polite world,
was a mystery which gave rise to some conversation at
the time, and probably added zest to these little festivi-
ties. Some persons averred that Sir Pitt Crawley gave his




VANITY FAIR 185

brother a handsome allowance: if he did, Becky’s power
over the Baronet must have been extraordinary indeed, and
his character greatly changed in his advanced age. Other
parties hinted that it was Becky’s habit to levy contribu-
tions on all her husband’s friends: going to.this one in
tears with an account that there was an execution in the
house; falling on her knees to that one, and declaring that
the whole family must go to gaol or commit suicide unless
such and such a bill could be paid. Lord Southdown, it
was said, had been induced to give many hundreds through
these pathetic representations. Young Feltham, of the —th
Dragoons (and son of the firm of Tiler and Feltham, hat-
ters and army accoutrement makers), and whom the Craw-
leys introduced into fashionable life, was also cited as
one of Becky's victims in the pecuniary way. People
declared that she got money from various simply disposed
persons under pretence of getting them confidential ap-
pointments under Government. Who knows what stories
were or were not told of our dear and innocent friend?
Certain it is, that if she had had all the money which she
was said to have begged or borrowed or stolen, she might
have capitalised and been honest for life, whereas,—but
this is advancing matters.

The truth is, that by economy and good management—
by a sparing use of ready money and by paying scarcely
anybody,—people can manage, for a time at least, to make
a great show with very little means: and it is our belief
that Becky's much-talked-of parties, which were not, after
all was said, very numerous, cost this lady very little more
than the wax candles which lighted the walls. Stillbrook
and Queen’s Crawley supplied her with game and fruit in
abundance. Lord Steyne’s cellars were at her disposal, and
that excellent nobleman’s famous cooks presided over her
little kitchen, or sent by my lord’s order the rarest delicacies
from their own. I protest it is quite shameful in the world
to abuse a simple creature, as people of her time abuse
Becky, and I warn the public against believing one-tenth of
the stories against her. If every person is to be banished
from society who runs into debt and cannot pay—if we are
to be peering into everybody’s private life, speculating upon
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their income, and cutting them if we don’t approve of their
expenditure—why, what a howling wilderness and intolerable
dwelling Vanity Fair would be! Every man’s hand would
be against his neighbour in this case, my dear sir, and the
benefits of civilisation would be done away with. We should
be quarrelling, abusing, avoiding one another. Our houses
would become caverns: and we should go in rags because
we cared for nobody. Rents would go down. Parties
wouldn’t be given any more. All the tradesmen of the town
would be bankrupt. Wine, wax-lights, comestibles, rouge,
crinoline-petticoats, diamonds, wigs, Louis-Quatorze gim-
cracks, and old china, park hacks, and splendid high-stepping
carriage horses—all the delights of life, I say,—would go to
the deuce, if people did but act upon their silly principles,
and avoid those whom they dislike and abuse. Whereas, by
a little charity and mutual forbearance, things are made to
go on pleasantly enough: we may abuse a man as much as
we like, and call him the greatest rascal unhanged—but do
we wish to hang him therefore? No. We shake hands when
we meet. If his cook is good we forgive him, and go and
dine with him; and we expect he will do the same by us.
Thus trade flourishes—civilisation advances: peace is kept;
new dresses are wanted for new assemblies every week;
and the last year’s vintage of Lafitte will remunerate the
honest proprietor who reared it.

At the time whereof we are writing, though the Great
George was on the throne and ladies wore gigots and large
combs like tortoise-shell shovels in their hair, instead of
the simple sleeves and lovely wreaths which are actually
in fashion, the manners of the very polite world were not,
I take it, essentially different from those of the present
day: and their amusements pretty similar. To us, from
the outside, gazing over the policeman’s shoulders at the
bewildering beauties as they pass into Court or ball, they
may seem beings of unearthly splendour, and in the enjoy-
ment of an exquisite happiness by us unattainable. It is
to console some of these dissatisfied beings, that we are
narrating our dear Becky's struggles, and- triumphs, and
disappointments, of all of which, indeed, as is the case with
all persons of merit, she had her share.
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At this time the amiable amusement of acting charades
had come among us from France: and was considerably in
vogue in this country, enabling the many ladies amongst us
who had beauty to display their charms, and the fewer num-
ber who had cleverness, to exhibit their wit. My Lord
Steyne was incited by Becky, who perhaps believed herself
endowed with both the above qualifications, to give an enter-
tainment at Gaunt House, which should include some of
these little dramas—and we must take leave to introduce the
reader to this brilliant réunion, and, with a melancholy wel-
come too, for it will be among the very last of the fashion-
able entertainments to which it will be our fortune to con-
duct him.

A portion of that splendid room, the picture gallery of
Gaunt House, was arranged as the charade theatre. It had
been so used when George III. was king; and a picture of
the Marquis of Gaunt is still extant, with his hair in powder
and a pink ribbon, in a Roman shape, as it was called, enact-
ing the part of Cato in Mr. Addison’s tragedy of that name,
performed before their Royal Highnesses the Prince of
Wales, the Bishop of Osnaburgh, and Prince William Henry,
then children like the actor. One or two of the old properties
were drawn out of the garrets, where they had lain ever
since, and furbished up anew for the present festivities.

Young Bedwin Sands, then an elegant dandy and Eastern
traveller, was manager of the revels. An Eastern traveller
was somebody in those days, and the adventurous Bedwin,
who had published his quarto, and passed some months
under the tents in the desert, was a personage of no small
importance.—~In his volume there were several pictures of
Sands in various oriental costumes; and he travelled about
with a black attendant of most unprepossessing appearance,
just like another Brian de Bois Guilbert. Bedwin, his cos-
tumes, and black man, were hailed at Gaunt House as very
valuable acquisitions.

He led off the first charade. A Turkish officer with an
immense plume of feathers (the Janizaries were supposed
to be still in existence, and the tarboosh had not as yet
displaced the ancient and majestic head-dress of the true
believers), was seen couched on a divan, and making be-
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lieve to puff at a narghile, in which, however, for the sake
of the ladies, only a fragrant pastille was allowed to smoke.
The Turkish dignitary yawns and expresses signs of weari-
ness and idleness. He claps his hands and Mesrour the
Nubian appears, with bare arms, bangles, yataghans, and
every Eastern ornament—gaunt, tall, and hideous, He
makes a salaam before my lord the Aga.

A thrill of terror and delight runs through the assembly.
The ladies whisper to one another. The black slave
was given to Bedwin Sands by an Egyptian Pasha in
exchange for three dozen of Maraschino. He has sewn up
ever so many odalisques in sacks and tilted them into the
Nile.

“Bid the slave-merchant enter,” says the Turkish volup-
tuary with a wave of his hand. Mesrour conducts the
slave-merchant into my lord’s presence: he brings a veiled
female with him. He removes the veil. A thrill of applause
bursts through the house. It is Mrs. Winkworth (she was
a Miss Absolom) with the beautiful eyes and hair. She is in
a.gorgeous oriental costume; the black braided locks are
twined with innumerable jewels; her dress is covered over
with gold piastres. The odious Mahometan expresses him-
self charmed by her beauty. She falls down on her knees,
and entreats him to restore her to the mountains where she
was born, and where her Circassian lover is still deploring
the absence of his Zuleikah. No entreaties will move the
obdurate Hassan. He laughs at the notion of the Circassian
bridegroom, Zuleikah covers her face with her hands, and
drops down in an attitude of the most beautiful despair.
There seems to be no hope for her, when—when the Kislar
Aga appears,

The Kislar Aga brings a letter from the Sultan. Hassan
receives and places on his head the dread firman. A ghastly
terror seizes him, while on the negro’s face (it is Mesrour
again in another costume) appears a ghastly joy. ‘“Mercy!
mercy !” cries the Pasha: while the Kislar Aga, grinning
horribly, pulls out—a bow-string.

The curtain draws just as he is going to use that awful
weapon. Hassan from within bawls out, “First two sylla-
bles”—and Mrs. Rawdon Crawley, who is going to act
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in the charade, comes forward and compliments Mrs.
Winkworth on the admirable taste and beauty of her
costume.

The second part of the charade takes place. It is still
an Eastern scene. Hassan, in another dress, is in an attitude
by Zuleikah, who is perfectly reconciled to him. The Kislar
Aga has become a peaceful black slave. It is sunrise on the
desert, and the Turks turn their heads eastwards and bow
to the sand. As there are no dromedaries at hand, the band
facetiously plays “The Camels are coming.” An enormous
Egyptian head figures in the scene. It is a musical one,—
and, to the surprise of the oriental travellers, sings a comic
song, composed by Mr. Wagg. The Eastern voyagers go off
dancing, like Papageno and the Moorish King, in the “Magic
Flute.” “Last two syllables” roars the head.

The last act opens. It is a Grecian tent this time. A tall
and stalwart man reposes on a couch there. Above him hang
his helmet and shield. There is no need for them now.
Ilium is down. Iphigenia is slain. Cassandra is a prisoner
in his outer halls. The king of men (it is Colonel Crawley,
who, indeed, has no notion about the sack of Ilium or the
conquest of Cassandra), the anax andron is asleep in his
chamber at Argos. A lamp casts the broad shadow of the
sleeping warrior flickering on the wall—the sword and shield
of Troy glitter in its light. The band plays the awful music
of “Don Juan,” before the statue enters. :

Zgisthus steals in pale and on tiptoe. What is that
ghastly face looking out balefully after him from behind
the arras? He raises his dagger to strike the sleeper, who
turns in his bed, and opens his broad chest as if for the
blow. He cannot strike the noble slumbering chieftain.
Clytemnestra glides swiftly into the room like an apparition
—her arms are bare and white,~her tawny hair floats down
her shoulders,—her face is deadly pale,—and her eyes are
lighted up with a smile so ghastly, that people quake as they
look at her. :

A tremor ran through the room. “Good God!” somebody
said, “it’s Mrs. Rawdon Crawley.”

Scornfully she snatches the dagger out of Agisthus’s
hand, and advances to the bed. You see it shining over her
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head in the glimmer of the lamp, and—and the lamp goes
out, with a groan, and all is dark.

The darkness and the scene frightened people. Rebecca
performed her part so well, and with such ghastly truth,
that the spectators were all dumb, until, with a burst, all
the lamps of the hall blazed out again, when everybody
began to shout applause. “Braval brava!” old Steyne’s
strident voice was heard roaring over all the rest. “By —,
she’d do it too,” he said between his teeth. The performers
were called by the whole house, which sounded with cries
of “Manager! Clytemnestra!” AGAMEMNON could not
be got to show in his classical tunic, but stood in the back-
ground with Agisthus and others of the performers of the
little play. Mr. Bedwin Sands led on Zuleikah and Clytem-
nestra. A great personage insisted on being presented to
the charming Clytemnestra. “Heigh ha? Run him through
the body. Marry somebody else, hay?” was the apposite
remark made by His Royal Highness.

“Mrs. Rawdon Crawley was quite killing in the part,” said
Lord Steyne. Becky laughed; gay, and saucy looking, and
swept the prettiest little curtsey ever seen.

Servants brought in salvers covered with numerous cool
dainties, and the performers disappeared to get ready for
the second charade-tableau.

The three syllables of this charade were to be depicted in
pantomime, and the performance took place in the following
wise :—

First syllable. Colonel Rawdon Crawley, C.B., with a
slouched hat and a staff, a great coat, and a lantern bor-
rowed from the stables, passed across the stage bawling out,
as if warning the inhabitants of the hour. In the lower
window are seen two bagmen playing apparently at the game
of cribbage, over which they yawn much. To them enters
one looking like Boots, (the Honourable G. Ringwood)
which character the young gentleman performed to perfec-
tion, and divests them of their lower coverings; and presently
Chambermaid (the Right Honourable Lord Southdown)
with two candlesticks, and a warming-pan. She ascends to
the upper apartment, and warms the bed. She uses the
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warming-pan as a weapon wherewith she wards off the
attention of the bagmen. She exits. They put on their
night-caps, and pull down the blinds. Boots comes out and
closes the shutters of the ground-floor chamber. You hear
him bolting and chaining the door within. All the lights go
out. The music plays Dormez, dormes, chers Amours. A
voice from behind the curtain says, “First syllable.”

Second syllable. The lamps are lighted up all of a sudden.
The music plays the old air from John of Paris, 4h quel
plaisir d’étre en voyage. It is the same scene. Between the
first and second floors of the house represented, you behold
a sign on which the Steyne arms are painted. All the bells
are ringing all over the house. In the lower apartment you
seec a man with a long slip of paper presenting it to another,
who shakes his fists, threatens and vows that it is monstrous.
“Ostler, bring round my gig,” cries another at the door. He
chucks Chambermaid (the Right Honourable Lord South-
down) under the chin; she seems to deplore his absence, as
Calypso did that of that other eminent traveller Ulysses.
Boots (the Honourable G. Ringwood) passes with a wooden
box, containing silver flagons, and cries “Pots” with such
exquisite humour and naturalness, that the whole house rings
with applause, and a bouquet is thrown to him. Crack..
crack, crack, go the whips. Landlord, chambermaid, waiter
rush to the door: but just as some distinguished guest is
arriving, the curtains close, and the invisible theatrical man-
ager cries out “Second syllable.”

“I think it must be ‘Hotel’,” says Captain Grigg of the
Life Guards; there is a general laugh at the Captain’s clever-
ness. He is not very far from the mark.

While the third syllable is in preparation, the band be-
gins a nautical medley—“All in the Downs,” “Cease Rude
Boreas,” “Rule Britannia,” “In the Bay of Biscay O!"—
some maritime event is about to take place. A bell is heard
ringing as the curtain draws aside. ‘“Now, gents, for the
shore!” a voice exclaims. People take leave of each other.
They point anxiously as if towards the clouds, which are
represented by a dark curtain, and they nod their heads in
fear. Lady Squeams (the Right Honourable Lord South-
down), her lap-dog, her bags, reticules, and husband sit
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down, and cling hold of some ropes. It is evidently a
ship.

The Captain (Colonel Crawley, C.B.), with a cocked hat
and a telescope, comes in, holding his hat on his head, and
looks out; his coat tails fly about as if in the wind. When
he leaves go of his hat to use his telescope, his hat flies off,
with immense applause. It is blowing fresh. The music
rises and whistles louder and louder; the mariners go across
the stage staggering, as if the ship was in severe motion.
The Steward (the Honourable G. Ringwood) passes reeling
by, holding six basins. He puts one rapidly by Lord Squeams
—Lady Squeams, giving a pinch to her dog, which begins
to howl! piteously, puts her pocket-handkerchief to her face,
and rushes away as for the cabin. The music rises up to
the wildest pitch of stormy excitement, and the third syllable
is concluded.

There was a little ballet, “Le Rossignol,” in which Mon-
tessu and Noblet used to be famous in those days, and which
Mr. Wagg transferred to the English stage as an opera,
putting his verse, of which he was a skilful writer, to the
pretty airs of the ballet. It was dressed in old French cos-
tume, and little Lord Southdown now appeared admirably
attired in the disguise of an old woman hobbling about the
stage with a faultless crooked stick.

Trills of melody were heard behind the scenes, and
gurgling from a sweet pasteboard cottage covered with
roses and trellis work. “Philoméle, Philoméle,” cries the
old woman, and Philoméle comes out.

More applause—it is Mrs. Rawdon Crawley in powder and
patches, the most ravissante little Marquise in the world.

She comes in laughing, humming, and frisks about the
stage with all the innocence of theatrical youth—she makes
a curtsey.. Mamma says “Why, child, you are always laugh-
ing and singing,” and away she goes, with—

THE ROSE UPON MY BALCONY

The rose upon my balcony the moming air perfuming,

Was leafless all the winter time and pining for the spring:

You ask me why her breath is sweet and why her cheek is bloommg
It is because the sun is out and birds begin to sing, . )
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The nightingale, whose melody is through the greenwood ringing,
Was silent when the boughs were bare and winds were blowing keen :
And if, Mamma, you ask of me the reason of his singing,

It is because the sun is out and all the leaves are green.

Thus each performs his part,. Mamma, the birds have found their
voices,

The blowing rose a flush, Mamma, her bonny cheek to dye;

And there’s sunshine in my heart, Mamma, which wakens and
rejoices,

And so I sing and blush, Mamma, and that’s the reason why.

During the intervals of the stanzas of this ditty, the
good-natured personage addressed as mamma by the singer,
and whose large whiskers appeared under her cap, seemed
very anxious to exhibit her maternal affection by embracing
the innocent creature who performed the daughter’s part.
Every caress was received with loud acclamations of
laughter by the sympathising audience. At its conclusion
(while the music was performing a symphony as if ever so
many birds were warbling) the whole house was unanimous
for an encore: and applause and bouquets without end were
showered upon the NIGHTINGALE of the evening. Lord
Steyne's voice of applause was loudest of all. Becky, the
nightingale, took the flowers which he threw to her, and
pressed them to her heart with the air of a consummate
comedian. Lord Steyne was frantic with delight. His
guests’ enthusiasm harmonised with his own. Where was
the beautiful black-eyed Houri whose appearance in the
first charade had caused such delight? She was twice as
handsome as Becky, but the brilliancy of the latter had
quite eclipsed her. All voices were for her. Stephens,
Caradori, Ronzi de Begnis, people compared her to one or
the other, and agreed with good reason, very likely, that
had she been an actress none on the stage could have sur-
passed her. She had reached her culmination: her voice
rose trilling and bright over the storm of applause: and
soared as high and joyful as her triumph. There was a
ball after the dramatic entertainments, and everybody
pressed round Becky as the great point of attraction of the
evening. The Royal Personage declared with an oath, that
she was perfection, and engaged her again and again in
conversation. Little Becky’s soul swelled with pride and

7—F
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delight at these honours; she saw fortune, fame, fashion
before her. Lord Steyne was her slave; followed her
everywhere, and scarcely spoke to any one in the room
beside; and paid her the most marked compliments and
attention. She still appeared in her Marquise costume, and
danced a minuet with Monsieur de Truffigny, Monsieur
Le Duc de la Jabotiére’s attaché; and the Duke, who had
all the traditions of the ancient court, pronounced that
Madame Crawley was worthy to have been a pupil of
Vestris, or to have figured at Versailles. Only a feeling of
dignity, the gout, and the strongest sense of duty and per-
sonal sacrifice, prevented his Excellency from dancing with
her himself; and he declared in public, that a lady who
could talk and dance like Mrs. Rawdon, was fit to be am-
bassadress at any court in Europe. He was only consoled
when he heard that she was half a French woman by birth,
“None but a compatriot,” his Excellency declared, “could
have performed that majestic dance in such a way.”

Then she figured in a waltz with Monsieur de Klingen-
spohr, the Prince of Peterwaradin’s cousin and a&ttaché.
The delighted Prince, having less retenue than his French
diplomatic colleague, insisted upon taking a turn with the
charming creature, and twirled round the ball-room with
her, scattering the diamonds out of his boot-tassels and
hussar jacket until his highness was fairly out of breath.
Papoosh Pasha himself would have liked to dance with her
if that amusement had been the custom of his country.
The company made a circle round her, and applauded as
wildly as if she had been a Noblet or a Taglioni. Every-
body was in ecstacy; and Becky too, you may be sure.
She passed by Lady Stunnington with a look of scorn. She
patronised Lady Gaunt and her astonished and mortified
sister-in-law—she écraséd all rival charmers. As for poor
Mrs. Winkworth, and her long hair and great eyes, which
had made such an effect at the commencement of the eve-
ning ; where was she now? Nowhere in the race. She might
tear her long hair and cry her great eyes out; but there
was not a person to heed or to deplore the discomfiture.

The greatest triumph of all was at supper time. She
was placed at the grand exclusive table with his Royal
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Highness the exalted personage before mentioned, and the
rest of the great guests. She was served on gold plate.
She might have had pearls melted into her champagne if
she liked—another Cleopatra; and the potentate of Peter-
waradin would have given half the brilliants off his jacket
for a kind glance from those dazzling eyes. Jabotiére wrote
home about her to his government. The ladies at the other
tables, who supped off mere silver, and marked Lord
Steyne’s constant attention to her, vowed it was a monstrous
infatuation, a gross insult to ladies of rank. If sarcasm
could have killed, Lady Stunnington would have slain her
on the spot.

Rawdon Crawley was scared at these triumphs. They
seemed to separate his wife farther than ever from him
somehow. He thought with a feeling very like pain how
immeasurably she was his superior.

When the hour of departure came, a crowd of young men
followed her to her carriage, for which the people without
bawled, the cry being caught up by the link-men who were
stationed outside the tall gates of Gaunt House, congratu-
lating each person who issued from the gate and hoping
his Lordship had enjoyed this noble party.

Mrs. Rawdon Crawley’s carriage, coming up to the gate
after due shouting, rattled into the illuminated court-yard,
and drove up to the covered way. Rawdon put his wife
into the carriage, which drove off. Mr. Wenham had pro-
posed to him to walk home, and offered the Colonel the
refreshment of a cigar.

They lighted their cigars by the lamp of one of the
many link-boys outside, and Rawdon walked on with his
friend Wenham. Two persons separated from the crowd
and followed the two gentlemen; and when they had walked
down Gaunt Square a few score of paces, one of the men
came up, and touching Rawdon on the shoulder, said, “Beg
your pardon, Colonel, I vish to speak to you most particular.”
This gentleman’s acquaintance gave a loud whistle as the
latter spoke, at which signal a cab came clattering up from
those stationed at the gate of Gaunt House—and the aide-
de-camp ran round and placed himself in front of Colonel
Crawley.
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That gallant officer at once knew what had befallen him.
He was in the hands of the bailiffs. He started back, fall-
ing against the man who had first touched him.

“We’re three on us—it's no use bolting,” the man be-
hind said.

“It’s you, Moss, is it?” said the Colonel, who appeared
to know his interlocutor. “How much is it?”

“Only a small thing,” whispered Mr. Moss, of Cursitor
Street, Chancery Lane, and assistant officer to the Sheriff
of Middlesex—“One hundred and sixty-six, six and eight-
pence, at the suit of Mr. Nathan.,”

“Lend me a hundred, Wenham, for God’s sake,” poor
Rawdon said—"“I’ve got seventy at home.”

“I've not got ten pounds in the world,” said poor Mr.
Wenham—“Good night, my dear fellow.”

“Good night,” said Rawdon ruefully. And Wenham
walked away—and Rawdon Crawley finished his cigar as
the cab drove under Temple Bar.



CHAPTER XVII

IN WHicH Lorp STeyNE SHows HiMmseLr IN A Most
AMIABLE LiGHT

HEN Lord Steyne was benevolently disposed, he
did nothing by halves, and his kindness towards

the Crawley family did the greatest- honour to
- his benevolent discrimination. His lordship extended his
good-will to little Rawdon: he pointed out to the boy’s
parents the necessity of sending him to a public school;
that he was of an age now when emulation, the first
principles of the Latin language, pugilistic exercises, and
the society of his fellow-boys would be of the greatest
benefit to the boy. His father objected that he was not
rich enough to send the child to a good public school; his
mother, that Briggs was a capital mistress for him, and had
brought him on (as indeed was the fact) famously in
English, the Latin rudiments, and in general learning: but
all these objections disappeared before the generous
perseverance of the Marquis of Steyne. His lordship was
one of the governors of that famous old collegiate institu-
tion called the Whitefriars. It had been a Cistercian
Convent in old days, when the Smithfield, which is con-
tiguous to it, was a tournament ground. Obstinate heretics
used to be brought thither convenient for burning hard by.
Henry VIII, the Defender of the Faith, seized upon the
monastery and its possessions, and hanged and tortured
some of the monks who could not accommodate themselves
to the pace of his reform. Finally, a great merchant bought
the house and land adjoining, in which, and with the help
of other wealthy endowments of land and money, he
established a famous foundation hospital for old men and
children. An extern school grew round the old almost
monastic foundation, which subsists still with its middle-
age costume and usages: and all Cistercians pray that it
may long flourish.
197
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Of this famous house, some of the greatest noblemen,
prelates, and dignitaries in England are governors: and as
the boys are very comfortably lodged, fed, and educated,
and subsequently inducted to good scholarships at the
University and livings in the Church, many little gentlemen
are devoted to the ecclesiastical profession from their
tenderest years, and there is considerable emulation to
procure nominations for the foundation. It was originally
intended for the sons of poor and deserving clerics and
laics; but many of the noble governors of the Institution,
with an enlarged and rather capricious benevolence, selected
all sorts of objects for their bounty. To get an education
for nothing, and a future livelihood and profession assured,
was so excellent a scheme that some of the richest people
did not disdain it; and not only great men’s relations, but
great men themselves, sent their sons to profit by the
chance—Right Rev, Prelates sent their own kinsmen or the
sons of their clergy, while, on the other hand, some great
noblemen did not disdain to patronise the children of their
confidential servants,—so that a lad entering this establish-
ment had every variety of youthful society wherewith to
mingle.

Rawdon Crawley, though the only book which he studied
was the Racing Calendar, and though his chief recollections
of polite learning were connected with the floggings which
he received at Eton in his early youth, had that decent and
honest reverence for classical learning which all English
gentlemen feel, and was glad to think that his son was to
have a provision for life, perhaps, and a certain opportunity
of becoming a scholar. And although his boy was his
chief solace and companion, and endeared to him by a thou-
sand small ties, about which he did not care to speak to
his wife, who had all along shown the utmost indifference
to their son, yet Rawdon agreed at once to part with him,
and to give up his own greatest comfort and benefit for the
sake of the welfare of the little lad. He did not know
how fond he was of the child until it became necessary to
let him go away. When he was gone, he felt more sad
and downcast than he cared to own—far sadder than the
boy himself, who was happy enough to enter a new career,
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and find companions of his own age. Becky burst out
laughing once or twice, when the Colonel, in his clumsy,
incoherent way, tried to express his sentimental sorrows at
the boy’s departure. The poor fellow felt that his dearest
pleasure and closest friend was taken from him. He looked
often and wistfully at the little vacant bed in his dressing-
room, where the child used to sleep. He missed him sadly
of mornings, and tried in vain to walk in the Park without
him. He did not know how solitary he was until little
Rawdon was gone. He liked the people who were fond of
him; and would go and sit for long hours with his good-
natured sister Lady Jane, and talk to her about the virtues,
and good looks, and hundred good qualities of the child.

Young Rawdon’s aunt, we have said, was very fond of
him, as was her little girl, who wept copiously when the
time for her cousin’s departure came. The elder Rawdon
was thankful for the fondness of mother and daughter.
The very best and honestest feelings of the man came out
in these artless outpourings of paternal feeling in which he
indulged in their presence, and encouraged by their sympa-
thy. He secured not only Lady Jane’s kindness, but her
sincere regard, by the feelings which he manifested, and
which he could not show to his own wife. The two kins-
women met as seldom as possible. Becky laughed bitterly
at Jane’s feelings and softness; the other’s kindly and gentle
nature could not but revolt at her sister’s callous behaviour.

It estranged Rawdon from his wife more than he knew
or acknowledged to himself. She did not care for the
estrangement. Indeed, she did not miss him or anybody.
She looked upon him as her errand-man and humble slave.
He might be ever so depressed or sulky, and she did not
mark his demeanour, or only treated it with a sneer. She
was busy thinking about her position, or her pleasures, or
her advancement in miety, she ought to have held a great
place in it, that is certain.

It was honest Briggs who made up the Ilttlc kit for the
boy which he was to take to school. Molly, the house-maid,
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
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the boy to school. Take the horses into the Cityl—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 gen-
eral, 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 chattering and laughing with a score of young dan-
dies 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 per-
haps that poor battered fellow had ever known since he him-
self 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 watchfulness 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 Black-
ball’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
him. 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
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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 fashion-
able parties in the Morning Post, perhaps the school authori-
ties 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 edu-
cation ! 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 interests 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
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family, thought that their expenses might be very advan-
tageously curtailed 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 benevolent nobleman had given his protégé money
to pay off her little debt to Miss Briggs, who however 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 disposing other-
wise of his lordship’s generous loan. But he determined
to satisfy himself of the real state of the case: and insti-
tuted the necessary inquiries in a most cautious and delicate
manner.

In the first place he took an early opportunity of pump-
ing Miss Briggs. That was not a difficult operation. A
very little encouragement 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 servant, easily learned at the livery
stables where the Crawleys kept their carriage and horses,
or rather, where the livery-man kept a carriage and horses
for Mr. and Mre 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 Rebecca 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
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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 can-
didly 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 already invested for her, and Miss Briggs at
once and truly told him that the sum-was six hundred and
odd pounds.

But as soon as she had told her story, the voluble 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 coax-
ing 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 unsurpassable 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
magnificent 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
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behaviour towards Colone! Crawley, whom he began to treat
with even less than the semblance of respect which he had
formerly shown towards that gentleman. It never entered
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 ex-
perience 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.

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 practise to lie very freely;
and in an instant she was ready with another neat plausible
circumstantial story which she administered 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 was my husband, by
threats and the most savage treatment, forced me to ask for
that sum about which I 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. Per-
secuted 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
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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 be-
vond 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 hum-
ble home. Mrs. Pilkington, the housekeeper at Gauntly Hall,
was growing exceedingly old, feeble, and rheumatic: she was
not equal to the work of superintending that vast mansion,
and must be on the look-out 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 mis-
tress 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 housekeepers before Mrs. Pilkington had mar-
ried 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!
All 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.

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
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you must have somebody with her—one of the girls from
Queen’s Crawley, perhaps, though they were rather giddy
guardians 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 Rawdon’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 mat-
ters 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. Cajole-
ments, 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 him-
self in indignant tones about her receiving those young
Frenchmen—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 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 inter-
course with that nobleman, and declining the invitation to
the Charade-night which the Marchioness sent to her; but
Sir Pitt thought it was necessary to accept it, as his Royal
Highness would be there.
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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 British
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 amuse-
ments: but indeed, and perhaps 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. Whenever
my Lord Steyne called, he was sure to find the Colonel. And
when Becky proposed to go out without her husband, or
received invitations 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, mer-
riment, 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 terrible; 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 her; she was formed to shine there. Was there
any woman who could talk, or sing, or do anything like



208 WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY

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 agitated 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 XVIII

A Rescue AND A CATASTROPHE

RIEND RAWDON drove on then to Mr. Moss's

mansion in Cursitor Street, and was duly inducted

into that dismal place of hospitality. Morning was
breaking over the cheerful housetops 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 morn,
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 them-
selves barred into a spunging-house; for, if the truth must
be told, he had been a lodger at Mr. Moss’s establishment
once or twice before.

We have not thought it necessary in the previous
course of this narrative to mention these trivial little
domestic incidents: but the reader may be assured that
they can’t unfrequently occur in the life of a 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 kindness, had borrowed 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 gim-crack 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.

209
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“You'll find your old bed, Colonel, and everything com-
fortable,” that gentleman said, “as I may honestly say.
You may be pretty sure it's kep aired, and by the best of
company, too. It was slep in the night afore last by the
Honorable 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—
Capting Ragg, the Honorable 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 after-
wards, when we shall be most happy to see you.”

“I'll ring when I want anything,” said Rawdon, and
went quietly to his bed-room. 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, a
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 side-
board, 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
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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, ap-
peared 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 fig-
ured 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 admi-
rable 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 stocking 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 Becxy, (Rawdon wrote),

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

“It's Nathan's business—a hundred-and-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 to remew—say I'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 may be other
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things out against me—I'm glad it an’t Rawdon's Saturday for
coming home. God bless you. Yours in haste, . C.-

“P.S. Make haste and come.”

This letter, sealed with a wafer, was dispatched by one
of the messengers who are always hanging about Mr.
Moss’s establishment; and Rawdon, having seen him de-
part, 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 aé-
quaintance, Captain Walker, who happened 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 half-past five, when such of the gentle-
men lodging in the house as could afford to pay for the
banquet, came and partook of it in the splendid front par-
lour before described, and with which Mr. Crawley’s tem-
porary lodging communicated, 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 Colonel 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
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beautiful letter, highly scented, on a pink paper, and with
a light green seal.

“Mon pauvee cuer PETIT, (Mrs. Crawley wrote),

““I could not sleep one wink for thinking of what had become of
my odious old monstre: and only got to rest in the morning after
sending for Mr. Blench (for [ was in a fever), who gave me a
composing draught and left orders with Finette that I should be
disturbed om mo account. So that my poor old man's messenger,
who had bien maunvaise mine Finette says, and sentoit le Geniduvre,
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.

“Ill as I was, I instantly called for the carriage, and as soon as
1 was dressed (though I couldn't drink a drop of chocolate—I assure
you I couldn’t without my monsire to bring it to me), I drove ventre
3 terve to Nathan'’s. I saw him—I wept—I cried—I 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 triste 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 compliment 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 compliments and pretty speeches—plaguing poor me,
who longed to be 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
to give me two hundred 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, prom-
ising 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.

“] 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’hote
easily perceived that bad news had reached him. All his
suspicions, 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 . . ..
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He could hardly bear to think of what he suspected. Leav-
ing 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 besought 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 dispatching his
messenger, and called for more wine. He laughed and
talked with a strange boisterousness, as the people thought.
Sometimes 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 whirl-
ing 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.

“It 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 inar-
ticulate 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 gentleman, who had counted on
having the Colonel as his guest over Sunday at least; and
Jane, with beaming smiles and happiness in her eyes, car-
ried away Rawdon from the bailiff’s house, and they went
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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 hun-
dred times, and with an ardour of gratitude 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—I'd like to change somehow. You see I want—I want
—to be—"—He did not finish the sentence, but she could
interpret it. And that night after he left her, and as she
sate 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
opposite 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 be-
fore. 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. Raw-
don heard laughter within—laughter and singing. Becky
was singing a snatch of the song of the night before; a
hoarse voice shouted “Bravo! Bravo !”"—it was Lord Steyne’s.

Rawdon opened the door and went in. A little table
with a dinner was laid out—and wine and plate. Steyne
was hanging over the sofa on which Becky sate. The
wretched woman was in a brilliant full toilette, 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.
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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 with serpents,
and rings, and baubles. “I am innocent.—Say I am inno-
cent,” 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 doubting that the other would give way.

But Rawdon Crawley springing out, seized him by the
neckcloth, 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 victorious.

“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
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them. He tore the diamond ernament out of her breast and
flung it at Lord Steyne, It cut him on his bald forehead.
Steyne wore the scar to his dying day.

“Come upstairs,” 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.

“I'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.”

“lI 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 about,
—dresses and feathers, scarfs and trinkets, a heap of
tumbled vanities lying in a wreck. Her hair was falling
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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 for ever. Would he kill himself ?——ghe 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 misera-
ble 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 hed 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 bankruptey.
The woman closed the curtains, and with some entreaty and
show of kindness, persuaded her mistress to lie down on the
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.




CHAPTER XIX

SuNDAY AFTER THE BaTTLE

HE mansion of Sir Pitt Crawley, in Great Gaunt
Street, was just beginning to dress itself for the day,
as Rawdon, in his evening costume, which he had now

worn two days, passed by the scared female who was scour-
ing the steps, and entered into his brother’s study. Lady
Jane, in her morning-gown, was up and above stairs in the
nursery Superintending the toilettes of her children, and
listening to the morning prayers which the little creatures
performed at her knee. Every morning she and they per-
formed this duty privately, and before the public ceremonial
at which Sir Pitt presided, and at which all the people of
the household were expected to assemble. Rawdon sate
down in the study before the Baronet's table, set out with
the orderly blue books and the letters, the neatly docketed
bills and symmetrical pamphlets; the locked account-books,
desks, and dispatch boxes,