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1.

On one shiny morning in June, there drove up
to the great iron gate of Miss Pinkerton’s acad-
emy for young ladies, on Chiswick Mall, a large
family coach, with two fat horses. As a black
servant pulled the bell a score of young heads
were seen in the narrow windows of the old brick
house.

“It is Mrs. Sedley’s coach, sister,” said Miss
Jemima.

“Have you completed all the necessary prepara-
tions for Miss Sedley’s departure, Miss Jemima?”
asked Miss Pinkerton herself.

“The girls were up at four this morning, packing
her trunks, sister,” replied Miss Jemima.

“We have also prepared her billet.”

In the present instance Miss Pinkerton’s “bil-
let” was to the following effect:

— The Mall, Chiswick, June 15, 18

MADAM,—After her six years’ residence at
the Mall, I have the happiness of presenting Miss
Amelia Sedley to her parents, as a young lady
worthy to occupy a fitting position in their re-
fined circle. In leaving the Mall, Miss Amelia car-
ries with her the hearts of her companions, and
the affectionate regards of her mistress, who has
the honour to subscribe herself, Madam, Your



most obliged humble servant, BARBARA PINK-
ERTON

P.S.—Miss Sharp accompanies Miss Sedley. It
is particularly requested that Miss Sharp’s stay
in Russell Square may not exceed ten days.

This letter completed, Miss Pinkerton wrote
her own name, and Miss Sedley’s, in the fly-leaf
of a Johnson’s Dictionary—the interesting work
which she presented to her scholars, on their de-
parture from the Mall.

Miss Jemima had taken two copies of the book.
When Miss Pinkerton had signed the first, Jemi-
ma, with a timid air, handed her the second.

“For whom is this, Miss Jemima?” said Miss
Pinkerton, with awful coldness.

“For Becky Sharp,” answered Jemima, trem-
bling very much, and blushing. “For Becky Sharp:
she’s going too.”

“MISS JEMIMA!” exclaimed Miss Pinkerton.
“Are you in your senses?”

“Well, sister, it’s only two-and-nine pence,
and poor Becky will be miserable if she doesn’t
get one.”

“Send Miss Sedley to me,” said Miss Pinker-
ton. Poor Jemima trotted off.

Miss Sedley’s papa was a merchant in London,
and a man of some wealth; whereas Miss Sharp
was an articled pupil, for whom Miss Pinkerton
had done, as she thought, quite enough. Now,
Miss Amelia Sedley was a young lady and had
many charming qualities. For she could not only
sing like a lark, and dance, and embroider beauti-
fully; and spell as well as a Dictionary itself; but
she had such a kindly, smiling, tender, gentle,



generous heart of her own, as won the love of
everybody who came near her. When the depar-
ture came, Miss Sedley was greatly puzzled how
to act. She was glad to go home, and yet sad at
leaving school. The hour for parting came; Miss
Pinkerton addressed to her pupil with admirable
speech.

“You’ll go in and say good-by to Miss Pinker-
ton, Becky!” said Miss Jemima to a young lady of
whom nobody took any notice.

“I suppose I must,” said Miss Sharp calmly.
Miss Sharp came to Miss Pinkerton in a very un-
concerned manner, and said in French, and with a
perfect accent, “Mademoiselle, je viens vous faire
mes adieux.” !

Miss Pinkerton did not understand French.
She said, “Miss Sharp, I wish you a good morn-
ing.” “Heaven bless you, my child,” said she, em-
bracing Amelia, and scowling over the girl’s shoul-
der at Miss Sharp.

“Come away, Becky,” said Miss Jemima, pull-
ing the young woman away in great alarm, and the
door closed upon them forever.

Then came parting below. Words refuse to tell
it. All the servants were there in the hall—all the
dear friend—all the young ladies—the dancing-
master; and there was such hugging, and kissing,
and crying, as no pen can depict. That is, Miss
Sedley parted from her friends. Miss Sharp had
entered the carriage some minutes before. Nobody
cried for leaving HER. Sambo slammed the door
of the carriage.

i
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“Stop!” cried Miss Jemima, rushing to the gate
with a parcel. “It’s some sandwiches, my dear,”
said she to Amelia. “You may be hungry, you
know; and Becky, Becky Sharp, here’s a book for
you that my sister—that is, —Johnson’s Dixon-
ary, you know; you mustn’t leave us without that.
Good-by. God bless you!”

Just as the coach drove off, Miss Sharp put her
pale face out of the window and actually flung the
book back into the garden. The carriage rolled
away; the great gates were closed; the bell rang for
the dancing lesson. The world is before the two
young ladies; and so, farewell to Chiswick Mall.

2.

When Miss Sharp had seen the Dictionary, fly-
ing over the pavement of the little garden, fall at
length at the feet of the astonished Miss Jemima,
the young lady smiled, and she sank back in the
carriage, saying—“So much for the Dixonary;
and, thank God, I’m out of Chiswick.”

Miss Sedley was almost as flurried at the act of
defiance as Miss Jemima had been.

“How could you do so, Rebecca?” at last she
said, after a pause.

“Why, do you think Miss Pinkerton will come
out and order me back?” said Rebecca, laughing.

“No; but—"”

“I hate the whole house,” continued Miss Sharp
in a fury. “I hope I may never set eyes on it again.”



“Hush!” cried Miss Sedley. “Why, will the
black footman tell tales?” cried Miss Rebecca,
laughing. “He may go back and tell Miss Pinker-
ton that I hate her with all my soul; and I wish he
would. I have been treated worse than any servant
in the kitchen. I have never had a friend or a kind
word, except from you. But that talking French to
Miss Pinkerton was capital fun, wasn’t it? She
doesn’t know a word of French, and was too proud
to confess it, which made her part with me; and
so thank Heaven for French.Vive la France! Vive
I’Empereur! Vive Bonaparte!”

“O Rebecca, Rebecca, for shame!” cried Miss
Sedley. And in those days, in England, to say,
“Long live Bonaparte!” was as much as to say,
“Long live Lucifer!” “How can you—how dare you
have such wicked, revengeful thoughts?”

“Revenge may be wicked, but it’s natural,” an-
swered Miss Rebecca. “I’m no angel.” And, to say
the truth, she certainly was not.

Persons whom all the world treats ill, deserve
entirely the treatment they get. The world is a
looking-glass, and gives back to every man the
reflection of his own face. Frown at it, and it will
in turn look sourly upon you; laugh at it and
with it, and it is a jolly kind companion; and so
let all young persons take their choice. This is
certain, that if the world neglected Miss Sharp,
she never was known to do a good action for an-
ybody.

Miss Sharp’s father was an artist, and had
given lessons of drawing at Miss Pinkerton’s
school. He was a clever man; a pleasant compan-
ion; a careless student. When he was drunk, he



used to beat his wife and daughter; and the next
morning, with a headache, he would rail at the
world for its neglect of his genius, and abuse, with
a good deal of cleverness, and sometimes with per-
fect reason, the fools, his brother painters. He was
married to a young woman of the French nation,
who was by profession an opera-girl.

Rebecca’s mother had had some education
somewhere, and her daughter spoke French with
purity and a Parisian accent. When her mother
died, her father wrote a letter to Miss Pinkerton,
recommending the orphan child to her protection
and died too. Rebecca was seventeen when she
came to Chiswick; her duties being to talk French,
and her privileges to live cost free, and, with a few
guineas a year, to gather scraps of knowledge from
the professors who attended the school.

She was small and slight in person; pale, sandy-
haired, and with eyes habitually cast down: when
they looked up they were very large, odd, and at-
tractive. By the side of many tall and bouncing
young ladies in the establishment, Rebecca Sharp
looked like a child. But she had the dismal experi-
ence of poverty. She talked to tradesmen to have
a free meal granted, chatted with her father, who
was very proud of her wit, and heard the talk of
his wild companions—often ill-suited for a girl to
hear. But she never had been a girl, she said; she
had been a woman since she was eight years old.
The rigid formality of the place suffocated her.
She had a little room, where the maids heard her
walking and sobbing at night; but it was with
rage, and not with grief.
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She had never mingled in the society of wom-
en. The gentle tender-hearted Amelia Sedley was
the only person to whom she could attach herself
in the least. The advantages of the young women
round her gave Rebecca pangs of envy.

She took advantage, therefore, of the means of
study the place offered her; and as she was already
a musician and a good linguist, she speedily went
through the little course of study which was con-
sidered necessary for ladies in those days.

Miss Pinkerton noticed her level of music per-
formance and said to Miss Sharp that she was to
instruct the children in music for the future.

The girl refused: “You took me because I was
useful. There is no question of gratitude between
us. I hate this place, and want to leave it. I will do
nothing here but what I am obliged to do. Give me
a sum of money,” said the girl, “and get rid of
me—or, if you like better, get me a good place as
governess in a nobleman’s family—you can do so
if you please.”

Having Miss Pinkerton to attempt once to scold
her in public, Rebecca hit upon the before-men-
tioned plan of answering Miss Pinkerton in
French, which she couldn’t speak.! In order to
maintain authority in her school, it became neces-
sary to remove this rebel, this monster, this ser-
pent and hearing about this time that Sir Pitt
Crawley’s family was in want of a governess, she
actually recommended Miss Sharp for the situa-
tion.

! CTONKHYBIINCHL C MOHBITKON Muce I[IuHKepTOH 06pPyraTth ee Ha
mofax, Pebekka mpubersia K yiKe HCIBITAHHOMY CIIOCO0Y OTBeYaTh
Mucc ITuaKepTOH Ha (PAHIy3CKOM, KOTOPBHIM Ta He IOHUMAJA.
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Miss Sharp was invited by her friend Amelia to
pass a week with her at home, before she entered
upon her duties as governess in a private family.

Thus the world began for these two young la-
dies. For Amelia it was quite a new, fresh, bril-
liant world, with all the bloom upon it. It was not
quite a new one for Rebecca.

At all events, if Rebecca was not beginning
the world, she was beginning it over again. And
when at length home was reached, Miss Amelia
Sedley skipped out on Sambo’s arm, as happy and
as handsome a girl as any in the whole big city
of London.

You may be sure that she showed Rebecca over
every room of the house, and everything in every
one of her drawers; and her books, and her piano,
and her dresses, and all her necklaces, brooches,
laces, and gimcracks. She insisted upon Rebecca
accepting the white cornelian and the turquoise
rings, and a sweet sprigged muslin, which was too
small for her now, though it would fit her friend
to a nicety; and she determined in her heart to ask
her mother’s permission to present her white
Cashmere shawl to her friend. When Rebecca saw
the two magnificent Cashmere shawls, which Jo-
seph Sedley had brought home to his sister, she
said, with perfect truth, “that it must be delight-
ful to have a brother,” and easily got the pity of
the tender-hearted Amelia for being alone in the
world, an orphan without friends or kindred. “Not
alone,” said Amelia; “you know, Rebecca, I shall
always be your friend, and love you as a sister—
indeed I will.”
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“Ah, but to have parents, as you have—kind,
rich, affectionate parents, who give you every-
thing you ask for; and their love, which is more
precious than all! And then, to have a brother, a
dear brother! Oh, how you must love him!”

Amelia laughed.

“What! don’t you love him? you, who say you
love everybody?”

“Yes, of course, I do—only—”

“Only what?”

“Only Joseph doesn’t seem to care much wheth-
er I love him or not. He is very kind and good, but
he scarcely ever speaks to me. He was very kind to
me as a child,” she added; “I was but five years old
when he went away.”

“Isn’t he very rich?” said Rebecca.

“I believe he has a very large income.”

“And is your sister-in-law a nice pretty wom-
an?”

“La! Joseph is not married,” said Amelia,
laughing again. Rebecca was quite disappointed
that Mr. Sedley was not married; she was sure
Amelia had said he was, and she doted so on little
children.

“I think you must have had enough of them at
Chiswick,” said Amelia, rather wondering at the
sudden tenderness on her friend’s part. The mean-
ing of the above series of queries was simply this!:
“If Mr. Joseph Sedley is rich and unmarried, why
should I not marry him? I have only a fortnight,
to be sure, but there is no harm in trying.”

! 3HaueHMe BCeX BBIIIENIEPEUNCIEHHBIX PACCIPOCOB COCTOSIIO
IOIIPOCTY B TOM
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When the dinner-bell rang she went downstairs
with her arm round her friend’s waist, as is the
habit of young ladies. She was so agitated at the
drawing-room door, that she could hardly find
courage to enter. “Feel my heart, how it beats,
dear!” said she to her friend.

“No, it doesn’t,” said Amelia. “Come in, don’t
be frightened. Papa won’t do you any
harm.”

3.

A very stout, puffy man was reading the paper
by the fire when the two girls entered, and bounced
off his arm-chair, and blushed excessively.

“It’s only your sister, Joseph,” said Amelia,
laughing and shaking the two fingers which he
held out. “I’ve come home for good, you know; and
this is my friend, Miss Sharp, whom you have
heard me mention.”

“No, never, upon my word,” said Joseph, shak-
ing very much—*“that is, yes—what abominably
cold weather, Miss.”

“He’s very handsome,’
Amelia, rather loud.

“Do you think so?” said the latter. “I’ll tell
him.”

“Thank you for the beautiful shawls, brother,”
said Amelia to the her brother. “Are they not
beautiful, Rebecca?”

’

whispered Rebecca to
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“0O heavenly!” said Miss Sharp, and her eyes
went from the carpet straight to the chandelier.

“I can’t make you such handsome presents, Jo-
seph,” continued his sister, “but while I was at
school, I have embroidered for you a very beauti-
ful pair of braces.”

“Good Gad! Amelia,” cried the brother, in seri-
ous alarm.

“For heaven’s sake see if my buggy’s at the
door. I CAN’T wait. I must go.”

At this minute the father of the family walked
in. “What’s the matter, Emmy?” says he.

“Joseph wants me to see if his—his buggy is at
the door. What is a buggy, Papa?”

“It is a one-horse palanquin,” said the old gen-
tleman.

Joseph at this burst out into a wild fit of laugh-
ter; in which, encountering the eye of Miss Sharp,
he stopped all of a sudden, as if he had been shot.

“This young lady is your friend? Miss Sharp, I
am very happy to see you. Have you and Emmy
been quarrelling already with Joseph, that he
wants to be off?”

“I promised Bonamy of our service, sir,’
Joseph, “to dine with him.”

“0 fie! didn’t you tell your mother you would
dine here?”

“But in this dress it’s impossible.”

“Look at him, isn’t he handsome enough to
dine anywhere, Miss Sharp?”

On which, of course, Miss Sharp looked at her
friend, and they both set off in a fit of laughter,
highly agreeable to the old gentleman.

K

said
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