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There’s nothing between doing it, and sinking into |

the smiling state of the poor little mad woman that
haunts the Court. If I was once to sit down under
it, I should become imbecile.” |

The passion and heat in which he was, and the
manner in which his tace worked, and the violent
gestures with which he accompanied what he said,
were most painful to see.

* Mr. Jarndyce,’’ he said, ‘‘ consider my case. As
true as there is a Heaven above us, this is my
case. I am one of two brothers. My father (a
farmer) made a will, and left his farm and stock, and
so forth, to my mother, for her life. After my
mother’s death, all was to come to me, except a
legacy of three hundred pounds that I was then to
pay my brother. My mother died. My brother,
some time afterwards, claimed his legacy. I, and
some of my relations, said that he had had a part of
it already, in board and lodging, and some other
things. Now, mind! That was the question, and
nothing else. No one disputed the will ; no one dis-
puted anything but whether part of that three
hundred pounds had been already paid or not. To
settle that question, my brother filing a bill, T was
obliged to go into this accursed Chancery; I was
forced there, because the law forced me, and would
let me go nowkere else. Seventeen people were
made defendants to that simple szit! It first came
on, aftertwo years. It was thenstopped for another
two years, while the Master (may his head rot off!)
mquired whether I was my father’s son—about
which, there was no dispute at all with any mortal
creature. He then found out, that there were not
defendants enough--remember, there were only
seventeen as yet !—but, that we must have another |
who had been left out; and must begin all over
again. The costs at that time—Dbefore the thing
was begun!—were three times the legacy. My
brother would have given up the legacy, and joyful,
to escape more costs. My whole estate. left to me
in that will of my father’s, has gone in costs. The
suit, still undecided, has fallen into rack, and ruin,
and despair, with everything else—and here I stand,
this day! Now, Mr. Jarndyce, in your suit there
are thousands and thousands involved where in mine
there are hundreds. Is mine less hard to bear, oo
18 1t harder to bear, when my whole living was in
it, and has been thus shamefully sucked away ¢’

Mr. Jarndyce said that he condoled with him
with all his heart, and that he set up no monopoly
himself, in being unjustly treated by this monstrous
system. ,
_"“There again!”’ said Mr.
diminution of hisrage. ‘‘ The system! I am told.
on all hands, it's the system. I'mustn’t look to in.
il?lduﬂ.]s. It’s  the system. I mustn’t go into:
~ourt, and say, ‘ My Lord, I beg to know this fromy’
you—is this ¥izht or wrong? Have von the faceto
tell me I have received justice, and therefore am
ﬁfénﬁl%d r’t MIF _Lpz;d kEuws nothing of it.” He

ere, 1o ndminister the sys ’

to Mr, Tulkinghorn, the o i By
Fields, and say to him when he makes me farious

by being so cool and satisfied—as they all do: for I
know ‘they gain by it while I lose, don’t Ip—I
mustn’t say to him, I will have something 'out of
some one for my ruin, by fair means or foul!  He:
18 not responsible. It’s the system. But,if T do
1uo violence to any of them, here—I may ! T don’t

knosv what may happen if I'm carried beyond my- |

self at last!—I will accuse the individual workers of
that system against me. facae : % 1
great eternal bar !”’ ’ by 3igeg befn;'a i

His passion was fearful. T could mnot have

Gridley, with no ||

solicitor in Lincoln’s Inn |

bt 443
' he said, sitting down and wiping

‘T have done !’
b faco, 2. Jurmdices © N8 e peon
violent, I know. I ough %ﬂurt, I have been in

in prison for contempt of

prison for threatening the solicitor.

I have been in
1 shall be again.

| 410 ne
- this trouble, and that troub ¢, ﬂnd I sometimes go

I am the man from Shropshire, & : _
be‘;’rznd amusing them—though they have found 1t

amusing, too, to see me committed ﬂﬁit{ihi?tudi
and brought up 1n custody, and 'f.I Y
would be better for me, they tell me, 1 -

‘ tell them, that if I did re-
strained myself. 1 s , I
strain myself, I should become imbecile, I“)‘Fﬂﬂ lﬂ
zood-enough-tempered man once, I believe. Leopié
in my part of the country, say, they remember me
so; but, now, I must have this vent under my
sense of injury, or nothing could hold my wits
together. ‘It would be
Gridley,’ the Lord Chancellor told me last week,
‘not to waste your time here, and to stay, usefully
employed, down in Shropshire.” My Lord, my
Lord, I know it would,’ said [ to him, ‘and it would
have been far better for me never to have heard the
name of your high office ; but, unhappily for me, I
can’t undo the past, and the past drives me here!’
Besides,”” he added, breaking fiercely out, **I'll
shame them. To the last, I'll show myself in that
court to its shame. If I knew when I was going to
die, and could be carried there, and had a voice to
speak with, I would die there, saying, * You have
brought me here, and sent me from here, many
undttﬁnﬂy a time. Now send me out feet fore-
most !

His countenance had, perhaps for years, become
so set in 1ts contentious expression that it did not
soften, even now when he was quiet.

' I came to take these babies down to my room
for an hour,”” he said, going to them again, ** and
let them play about. I didn’t mean to say all this
but 1t dﬂn!t much Slgﬂijy ‘YGH"TB not ﬂ-frﬂ.id U%
me, g‘Iﬂm; are you?”’

" No!” said Tom. ‘‘You ain’t angrv wi )

“ You are right, my child. ** You ’T-;{rr::i;t}: ﬁf:'ﬁk
Charley? Aye? Come then, little one !> e
took the youngest child on his arm where she wa
EIHIH;{' entslugh to be carried. ‘I sLuuldn‘t W{Jndgf‘-

we Iound a gingerbread soldier ' :
go Hnnd look for him !’ \dier downstairs, Let's

e made his former rouch E‘Lh‘lt&tiﬂn which
' g 4 = . 5 was
not deficient in a certain respect, to Mr. Jarndyce :

and bowing slightly to us, went downstairs to his

;Up}:nn that, Mr Skimpole be

: : $ can t <
ilifst time since our arrival, in his usﬁnﬁn;ln} f:-,} El-r:;hﬂ
: e’ said, Well, it was really very pleasant to. .
how things lazily adapted themselves to purpﬂsiiﬁ

‘Here was this Mr Gridley

' . " N : % .- .. W 2 n Innn Of '
:an(‘lt . lerErlsmg ﬂn_grgy——mtellectunlly :;Exilﬁii:mu’
sort of 1inharmonious blacksmith—ang he cgﬁls

easily imagine that there Gridley was

with the exact thing he ﬁjrrn’, v rrnmodated hi
matched, ever afterwards ! E%thg}:&;ﬁ tﬂley b
; ne m

have been a great general, blo

~was much the worse, and Gy
from that hour provided fur(.}l:]l.'{lhleg an.s, 50:%0 speak,

believed in such rage without seeing it.

How delightful] Jenlook at Qoqvi
. Lully poor (Cogq : Oavinses !
j charming children) illugtrateq g1, ‘Si‘iie‘isﬁ* ﬁh?se
incipie !

H e

far better for you, Mr. |
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He, Mr. Skimpole, himself, lhiad sometimes repined |

at the existence of CQoavinses.

vinses in his way. He could have dispensed with
Coavinses. There had been times, when, if he
had been a Sultan and his Grand Vizier had said
one morning, ** What does the Commander of the
Faithful require at the hands of his slave?”’ he
might have even gone so far as to reply, ** The
heatl of Coavinses!” But what turned out to be
the case? That, all that time, he had heen
giving employment to a most deserving man ; that
he had been a benefactor to Coavinses: that he
had actually been enabling Coavinses to bring up
these charming children in this agreeable way.
developing these social virtues! Insomuch that his
heart had just now swelled, and the tears had come
into his eyes, when he had looked round the room,
and thought, *‘ I was the great patron of Coavinses,
and his little comforts were my work !”’

There was something so captivating in his light
way of touching these fantastic strings, and he was
such a mirthful child by the side of the graverchild-
hood we had seen, that he made my Guardian smile
even as he turned towards us from a little private
talk with Mrs. Blinder. 'We kissed Charley, and
took her down stairs with us, and stopped outside
the house to see her run away to her work. I don’t
know where she was going, but we saw her run,
such a httle, little creature, in her womanly bonnet
and apron, through a covered way at the bottom of
the court ; and melt into the city’s strife and sound,
like a dewdrop in an ocean.

He had found Coa-

CHAPTER XVI.
TOM-ALL-ALONE'S,

My Lady Dedlock is restless, very restless. The
astonished fashionable intelligence hardly kmnows
where to have her. To-day, she is at Chesney
Wold ; yesterday, she was at her house 1n town;
to-morrow, she may be abroad, for anything the
fashionable intelligence can with confidence predict.
Even Sir Leicester’s gallantry has some trouble to
keep pace with her. It would have more, but that
his other faithful ally, for better and for worse—
the gout—darts into the old oak bed-chamber at
Chesney Wold, and grips him by both legs.

Sir Leicester receives the gout as a trounblesome
demon, but still a demon of the patrician order.
All the Dedlocks, in the direct male line, through a
course of time during and beyond which the memory
of man goeth not to the contrary, have had the gout.
It can be proved, sir. Other men’s fathers may
have died of the rheumatism, or may have taken
base contagion from the tainted blood of the sick
vulgar; but, the Dedlock family have communi-
cated something exclusive, even to the levelling
process of dying, by dymng of their own family gont.
Tt has come down, through the illustrious line, like
the plate, or the pictures, or the place 1n Lincoln-
shire. Itis among their dignities. Sir Leicester
i3, perhaps, not wholly without an impression,
though he has never resolved it into words, that the
angel of death in the discharge of his mecessary
duties may observe to the shades of the aristocracy,
““My lords and gentlemen, I have the honor to
present to you another Deﬂloek certified to have
arrived per the family gout. : _

Hence. Sir Leicester yields up his family legs to
the family disorder, as if he held his name and
fortune on that feudal tenure. He feels, that for a
Dedlock to be laid upon his back and spasmodically
twitched and stabbed in his extremities, 1S o Ilbert:_;;
taken somewhere; but, he thinks, We have al

lelded to this ; it belongs to ms; it has, for some

undreds of years, been understood that we are not
to make the vaults in the park interestine on more
ignoble terms; and I submit myself to the com-
promise.’’

And a goodly show he makes, lying in a flush of
crimson and gold, in the midst of the great drawinc-
room, before his favourite picture of my Lady, with
broad strips of sunlight shinivg in, down the lon
perspective, through the long line of windows, ang
alternating with soft reliefs of shadow. Outside,
the stately oaks, rooted for ages in the green ground
which has never known plouchshare, but was still a
Chase when kings rode to battle with sword and
shield, and rode a hunting with bow and arrow ;
bear witness to his greatness. Inside, his fores
fathers, looking on him from the walls, say, * Each
of us was a passing reality here, and left this colored

| shadow of himself, and melted into remembrance as

dreamy as the distant voices of the roo’s now lulling
you to rest ;' and bear their testimony to his great-
ness too. And he is very great, this day. And
woe to Boythorn, or other daring wight, who shall
presumptuously contest an inch with Lim !

My Lady is at present represented, near Sir
Leilcester, by her portrait. She has flitted away to

town, with no intention of remaining there. and will
soon flit hither again, to the confusion of the fashion-
able intelligence. The hounse in town i3 not pre-
pared for her reception. Itis muffled and dreary.
Only one Mercury in powder, gapes disconsolate at
the hall-window; and he mentioned last nizht to
another Mercury of his acquiintance, also accus-
tomed to good society, that if that sort o thing was
to last—which it couldn’t, for a man of his spirits
couldn’t bear it, and a man of his figure couldn’t be
| expected to bear it—there would be no resource for
him, upon his honor, but to cut his throat !

What connexion can tlere be, between the placs
in. Lincolnshire, the house in town, the Mereury in
powder, and the whereabout of Jo the outlaw with
the broom, who had that distant ray of light uvon
him when he swept the churchyard-step? What
connexion can there have been between many people
in the innumerable histories of this world, who,
from opposite sides of grea: gulfs, have, neverthe-
less, been very curiously brought together !

Jo sweeps his crossing all day long, unconscious
of the link, if any link there be. He sums up his
mental condition, when asked a question, by replying
that he ‘“don’t know nothink.”” He knows that
it’s hard to keep the mud off the crossing in dirty
weather, and harder still to live by doing it. No-
body taught him, even that much ; he found it out.

Jo lives—that is to say, Joe has not yet died-—in
a ruinous place, known to the like of him by
the name of Tom-all-alone’s. Itis a black, dilapi-
dated street, avoided by all decent people; where
the crazy houses were seized upon, when their decay
was far advanced, by some bold vagrants, who,
after establishing their own possession, took to
letting them out in lodgings. Now, these tumbling
tenements contain, by night, a swarm of misery.
As, on the ruined human wretch, vermin parasites
appear, so, these ruined shelters have bred a crowd
of foul existence that erawls in and out of gaps in
walls and boards: and coils itself to sleep, in maggot
numbers, where the rain drips in; and comes and
goes, fetching and carrying fever, and sowing more
evil in its every footprint than Lord Cocdle, and Sir
Thomas Doodle, and the Duke of Foodle, and all
the fine gentlemen in office, down to Zun&le, shall
set right in five hundred years—though born ex-
pressly to do it.

Twice, lately, there has been a crash and a clond

!
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of dust, like the springing of a mine, in Tom-all-
alone’s ; and, each time, a house has fallen. These
accidents have made a paragraph in the newspapers,
and have filled a bed or two in the nearest hospital.
The gaps remain, and there are not unpopular
lodgings among the rubbish., As several more
houses are nearly ready to go, the next crash in
Tom-all-alone’s may be expected to be a good one.
This desirable property 18 in Chancery, of course.
It would be an insult to the discernment of any man
with half an eye, to tell him so. Whether *‘ Tom
18 the popular representative of the original plaintiff
or defendant in Jarndyce and Jarndyce; or,

whether Tom lived here when the suit had laid | p

the street waste, all alone, until other settlers
came to join him; or, whether the traditional title
18 a comprehensive name for a retreat cut off from
honest company and put out of the pale of hope;
perhaps nobody knows. Certainly, Jo don’t know.

“For I don’t,”” says Jo, ‘“‘I don’t know no-
think,”’

It must be a strange state to belike Jo! To shuffle
through the streets, unfamiliar with the shapes, and
in utter darkness as to the meaning, of those myste-
rious symbols, so abundant over the shops, and at
the corners of streets, and on the doors, and in the
windows ! To see people read, and to see people
write, and to see the postmen deliver letters, and
not to have the least idea of all that language—to
be, to every scrap of it, stone blind and dumb ! It
must be very puzzling to see the good company
going to the churches on Sundays, with their books
in their hands, and to think (for perhaps Jo does
think, at odd times) what does it all mean, and if it
means anything to anybody, how comes it that it
means nothing to me? To be hustled, and jostled,
and moved on; and really to feel that it would
appear to be perfectly true that I have no business,
here, or there, or anywhere ; and yet to be perplexed
by the consideration that I am here somehow, too,
and everybody overlooked me until I became the
creature that I am! It must be a strange state, not
merely to be told that I am scarcely human (as in
the case of my offering myself for a witness), but to
feel it of my own knowledge all my life! To see
the horses, dogs, and cattle, go by me, and to know
that in ignorance I belong to them, and not to the
superior beings in my shape, whose delicacy I
offend! Jo’sideas of a Criminal Trial,ora J uc{ge,
or a Bishop, or a Government, or that inestimable
jewel to him (if he only knew 1t) the Constitution,
should be strange! His whole materal and 1mmae- {
terial life is wonderfully strange; his death, the
strangest thing of all.

Jo comes out of Tom-all-alone’s, meeting the tardy
morning which is always late in getti ng down there,
and munches his dirty bit of bread as he comes along.
His way lying through many streets, and the houses
not yet being open, he sits down to breakfast on the
door—ate:p of the Society for the Propagation of the
(Gospel in Foreign Parts, and gives it a brush when
he has finished, as an acknowledgment of the accom-
modation. He admires the size of the edifice, and
wonders what it’s all about. He has no idea, poor
wretch, of the spiritual destitution of a coral reef
in the Pacific, or what it costs to look up the precious
souls among the cocoa-nuts and bread-fruit,

He goes to his crossing, and begins to lay it out
for the day. The town awakes ; the great tee-totum
18 set up for its daily spin and whirl ; all that un-
accountable reading and writing, which has been
suspended for a few hours, recommences,
the other lower animals, get on in the unintelligible
mess as they can, It is market-day, The blinded
oxen, over-goaded, over-driven, never guided, run

| her look round sharply,
Jo, and | h

t; a
into wrong places and are beaten ;1111115 . and. often

red-eyed, and foaming, at stone T aorely e

hurt the innocent, and © _
! :}?Eigelv::. Very like Jo and his order ; very, very
Le8 Jo listens to

music comes, and plays. o :
it.A ‘S:)gndir?: a dog—a drover’s dog, W‘!':itelzﬁ ffﬁhlllﬁ?
master outside a butcher’s shop, and evidentiy FE S
: l he has had upon his m
ing about those sheep he has ! ¢ He seems per-
some hours, and is happily rid of. '+ remember
plexed respecting three or four; E““ the atreat
where he left them ; looks up and ks ddenly
as half expecting to see them astray ; 5};1 : ig
ricks up his ears and remembers all dﬂ Ell X
A thoroughly vagabond dog, ﬂuqqstomet Oh W,
company and public-hcuses ; a terrific dog “kﬂ eer 3
ready at a whistle to scamper over their bac 5& g
tear out mouthfuls of their wool ; but an educated, 1m-
proved, developed dog, who has been taught his duties
and knows how to discharge them. He and Jo 11ster}
to the music, probably with much the same amount o
animal satisfaction ; likewise, as to awakened_ﬂ.ssu-
ciation, aspiration or regret, melancholy or joyful
reference to things beyond the senses, thejj;»r are pro-
bably upon a par. But, otherwise, how far above
the human listener is the brute! :

Turn that dog's descendants wild, like Jo, and in
a very few years they will so degenerate that they
will lose even their bark—but not their bite.

The day changes as it wears itself away, and
becomes dark and drizzly. Jo fights it out, at his
crossing, among the mud and wheels, the horses,
whips, and umbrellas, and gets but a scanty sum to
pay for the unsavory shelter of Tom-all-alone’s.
Twilight comes on ; gas begins to start up in the
shops ; the lamplighter with his ladder, runs along
the margin of the pavement. A wretched evening
18 beginning to close in.

In his chambers, Mr. Tulkinghorn sits meditating
an application to the nearest magistrate to-morrow
morning for a warrant. Gridley, a disappointed
suitor, has been here to-day, and has been alarming.
We are not to be put in bodily fear, and that :ll-
conditioned fellow shall be held to bail again. From
the ceiling, foreshortened allegory, in the person of
one 1mpossible Roman upside down, points with the
arm of Samson (out of joint, and an odd one) obtru.
sively toward the window. Why should Mr. Tul-
kinghorn, for such no-reason, look out of window 2
Is the hand not always pointing there? So he does
not look out of window.

And if he did, what would it be to see a woman o
py® There are women enough in the world M.
Tulkinghorn thinks—too many ; they arve at the
bottom of all that goes wrong in it, though. for th
matter of that, they create business fug I :
What would it be to see g woman goin bawyers.
though she were going secretlyp gThegy ii-;vfﬁ
secret, Mr. Tulkinghorn knows that, very well.

But they are not al] lik
leaves him and his hoyse t the wom

plain dress, and her refined manne
thing exceedingly incnusistent.ﬂ g
upper servant by her attire, yet

h an unaccust
Her face is veiled, angd stciul:?Ed e

—she ig g lady,
herself

she '
to make more than one 1%m5ﬁ§2;1§§3t5133:

he never turng hep he
| ad. TLad
a8 & purpose in ler, wit, D, she
turns her head, untﬁnd PR |
where Jo plics with hig
her, and

He Crosses with
0ot turn hey Lhead
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until she has landed on the other side. Then, she
slightly beckons to him, and says ‘“ Come here!”’
Jo follows her, a pace or two, into a quiet court.
** Are you the boy I have read of in the papers?”’
she asks behind her veil.
“ I don’t know,” says Jo, staring moodily at the

veil, ““nothink about no papers. I don’t know
nothink about nothink at all.”’

o

lq! : S el
'..H I'-'Jf : i

il \i.'~|**i.ﬁ\...m Y

e
|

|

Yes. Did he
so very ill and poorr”’

‘“Hush! Speak in a whisper!
look, when he was living,

““ 0O jist !” says Jo.

“Did he look like—not like you ?'’ says the
woman with abhorrence.

““O not so bad as me,”” says Jo. “I'm a reg’lar
one, I am! You didn't know him, did you?"’

"* How dare you ask me if I knew him?"’
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CUONSEKECRAL

“ Were you examined at an Inquest?”’
““1 don’t know nothink about nu-——where‘;[ was
took by the beadle, do you mean?’’ says Jo. ‘ Was
the boy’s name at the Inkwhich, Jo?
k& Y{:"S._',
o*“ That's me "’ says Jo.
‘“ Come farther up.”

ED GLOUND.

““ No offence, my lady,’”’ says Jo, with muck
humility ; for even he has got at the suspicion of
her being a lady.

““1 am not a lady. I am a servant.”

““ You are a jolly servant !"’ says Jo ; without the
least idea of saying anything offensive ; merely a8 &
tribute of admiration.

¢ You mean about the man?'’ says Jo, following.

““Him as wos dead P’

“‘I,sten and be silent. Don’t talk to me, and
' stand farther from me ! Can you shew me all those



a0 BLEAK

_—-ﬂ

places that were spoken of in the )
The place he wrote for, the place he died at, the

place where you were taken to, and the place where
he wasburied? Do you know the place where he was

buried ?"’ _
Jo answers with a nod; having also nodded as

each other place was mentioned.
““ Go before me, ana show me all those dreadful

laces. Stop opposite to each, and don’t speak to
Em unless 1 Epeﬂk to you, Don't lctuk back. Do
what I want, and I wili pay you well.” :

Jo attends closely while the words are being
spoken ; tells them off on ids'hmmdmndlq, ﬁndmg
them rather hard ; pauses to consider their mean-
ing; considers it satisfactory, and nods his ragoed
head.

*“T am fly.” says Jo: ** But fen larks, you know !
Stow hooking it !"’ ‘

““ What does the horrible creature mean?”’ ex-
claims the servant, recoiling from him.

** Stow cutting away, you know !”’ says Jo.

““ T don’t understand you. Go on before! I will
give you moreg money than you ever had in your
life.”

Jo screws up his mouth into a whistle, gives his
ragged head a rub, takes his broom under his arm,
and leads the way ; passing deftly, with his bare
feet, over the hard stones, and through tte mud and
mire,

Cook’s Court. Jo stops.

** Who lives here?”’
““ Him wot give him his writing, and give me half

A pause.

x bull,”” says Jo, in a whisper, without looking over |
' three or four balls.

kis shoulder.

** Go on to the next.”

Krook’s house. Jo stops again.

** Who lives here?”’

** He lived here,”” Jo answers as before.

After a silence, he is asked ** In which room "’

*“‘In the back room up there, You can see the
winder from this corner., Up there! That'swhere
I see him stritched out. This is the public ouse
where I was took to.”’

*““Go on to the next!”

It is a longer walk to the next; but Jo, relieved
of his first suspicions, sticks to the terms imposed
upon him, and does not look round. By many
devious ways, reeking with offence of many kinds,
they come to the little tunnel of a court, and to the
guf-lamp (Lighted now), and to the iron gate.

“He was put there,”” says Jo, holding to the bars
and looking 1in, |

“Where? O, what a scene of horror!”

* There !’ says Jo, pointing. ‘‘Over yinder.
Among them piles of bones, and close to that there
kitchin winder! They put him wery nigh the top.
They was obliged to stamp upon it to gitit in, I
could unkiver it for you, with my broom, if the
gate was open. That’s why they locks it, I s’pose,”’
giving 1t & shake. ‘‘It’s always locked. Look at
the rat!” cries Jo, excited. ‘““Hi! Look! There
he goes! Ho! Into the eground !”’

The servant shrinks into a corner—into a corner
of that hideous archway, with its deadly stains con-
taminating her dress: and putting out her two
hands, an passionately telling him to keep away
from her, for he is loathsome to her, so remuins fo-
some moments. Jo stands staring, and is still
staring when she recovers herself.

A longer pause.

“Is this place of abolination, conscerated | d

ground ¢’

R T don’t knnwnothink. of conscquential .
- gays Jo, still staring. quential ground,

“Is it blessed?’ .
“ Waicr ?”” says Jo, in the last degree amazed.

account I read?|

Ts 1 ssed P’ A !
“%:rllt l?lleem; if I know,”’ says Jo, Htrytt;m; u.T]f}?
than ever; ‘‘but I shouldn't think I1 A e
Blest P’ repeats Jo, somethiug trouble
mind. It an't done it much good if lt]?'t Bt
I should think it was t’othered myself. bu

: think !””’
Ll}'?‘ Eﬂlgr;:?nt tkes as little heed of what he says,

She draws off her glove, to get some
her purse. Jo silently notices how white ﬂ.n-:i Fi)mlel
her hand is, and what a jolly servant she must be to

wear such sparkling rings. oy _
She drops a piece of money in his hand, without

touching it, and shudders as their hands n_.ppt;?ach.
“* Now.’’ she adds, ¢* show me the spot again ks

Jo thrusts the handle of his broom betweexn the
bars of the gate, and, with his utmost power of
elaboration, points it ont. At length, looking aside
to see if he has made himself intelligible, he finds
that he is alone. _

His first proceeding, is, to hold the picce of
money to the gas-light, and to be overpowered at
finding that it 1s yellow—gold. His next, 1s, to give
it a one-sided bite at the edge, as a test of its quality.
His next, to put it in his mouth for safety, and to
sweep the step and passage with great care. His
job done, he sets off for Tom-all-alone’s ; stopping
in the light of innumerable gas-lamps to produce
the piece of gold, and give it another one-sided bite,
as a re-assurance of its being genuine.

The Mercury in powder is in no want of society

to-night, for my Lady goes to a grand dinner and

| that  this’ or any other t

Sir Leicester is fidgetty, down
at Chesney Wold, with no better company than the
gout; he complains to Mrs. Rouncewell that the
rain makes such a monotonous pattering on the ter-
race, that he can’t read the paper, even by the fire-
side 1n his own snug dressing-roon.
" Sir Leicester would have done better to try the
other side of the house, my dear,”’ says Mrs. Rounce-
well to Rosa. *‘ His dressing-room is on my Lady’s
side. And in all these years I never heard the sﬁep
upon the Ghost’s Walk, more distinet than it 18 to-
night !’

CHAPTER XVII
ESTHER’S NARRATIVE.

RICHARD very often came to seo us whi
. . : I o4
n}[fill}ed n Lnnd_on (t}mug_h he soon failed inlllzi{; Eit:g
E‘l 1ting), and with his quick abilities, his good spirits
dls_guud temper, his gaiety and freshness was always
ﬂt:il,gg*;ttt; o { .?Il];t, thlo_ughII liked him mmte and mor{,
! ew im, 1 still felt more . ‘
Egrcizsliultngl}aﬂ }1:::;; befregr?tted that he ;::1[11 IE::E
| ablits of application and

tion. The system which L ud Vi o
ad addre im i
?mriitlyd the same manner g it 1:*;350(;&2:: 13
111:11 reds of other boys, all varying in chara ste
ana capacity, had enabled him tq dash throughch?:

tasks, always with faip credit

. . . ; ) ﬂ.n . ‘ !

1&1{101:1315 but in a fitful, dazzling gn{;ftﬁﬁttﬁltclil -

;h?ceh ‘ ;s 11*ehu.ncﬂ on those very qualities in hﬂi self.

by lTl 1ad been most desirable to dir Lnselfé
ain. 18y were great qualities, wj vt

his enemies,

I write d Ini
own these Opinions, not, becanse T believe

thought so; hut only bee

Blest?
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want to be quite candid about all I thought and did.
These were my thoughts about Richard. I thought
I often observed besides, how right my guardian
was 1n what he had said ; and that the uncertainties
and delays of the Chancery suvit had imparted to
his nature something of the careless spirit of a
gamester, who felt that he was part of a great
gaming system,

Mr, and Mrs, Bayham Badger comine one after-
noon, when my guardian was not at home, in the
course of conversation I naturally inquired after
Richard.

*“Why, Mr. Carstone,” said Mrs. Badger, ‘“‘is
very well, and ig, 1 assure you, a great acquisition
to our society. Captain Swosser used to say of me
that I was always better than land a-head and a
breeze a-starn to the midshipmen’s mess when the
purser’s junk had become as tough as the fore-topsel
weather earings. It was his naval way of mention-
ing generally that I was an acquisition to any
society. I may render the same tribute, I am sure,
to Mr. Carstone. But, I—you won’t think me
premature if I mention 1t ¢’

I said no, as Mrs., Badger’'s insinuating tone
seemed to require such an answer. |

“* Nor Miss Clare?’’ said Mrs. Bayham Badger,
sweetly.

Ada said no, too, and looked unensy.

““*Why, you see, my dears,” said Mrs. Badger—
“ you’ll excuse my calling you my dears?"’

We entreated Mrs. Badger not to mention it.

‘“ Because you really are, if I may take the
liberty of saying so,”’ pursued Mrs. Badger, *‘ so
perfectly charming. You see, my dears, that al-
though I am still young—or Mr. Bayham Badger
pays me the compliment of saying so—"

** No,”” Mr. Badger called out, like some one
contradictine at a public meeting. ** Notiat all !”’

““ Very well,”’ smiled Mrs. Badger, ** we will say

r?

still young. |

(‘*“ Undoubtedly,”” said Mr. Badger.)

‘“ My dears, though still young, I have had many
opportunities of observing young men. There were
‘nany such on board the dear old Crippler, 1 assure
you. After that, when I was with Captain Swosser
in the Mediterranean, I embraced every opportunity
of knowing and befriending the midshipmen under
Captain Swosser’s command. Youw never heard
them called the young gentlemen, my dears, and
probably would not understand allusions to their
pipeclaying their weekly accounts; but 1t 1s other-
wise with me, for blue water has been a second
home to me, and I have been quite a sailor. Again,

with Professor Dingo.” e
(*“ A man of European reputation,

Mr. Badger.) .
“ When I lost my dear first, and became the wife

of my dear second,”” said Mrs. Badger, speaking
of lier former husbands as if they were parts of a
charade, ** I still enjoyed opportunities of uhae:rvm’g
yvouth. The class attendant on Professor Dingo’s
lectures was a large one, and it became my pride,
as the wife of an eminent scientific man seeking
herself in science the utmost consolation it could
impart, to throw our house open to t}‘m atudgnts, as
a kind of Scientific Exchange. Every Tuesday

murmured

evening there was lemonade and a mixed biscut, |

for all who chose to partake of those refreshments.

~ And there was Science to an unlimited extent.”’

(‘* Remarkable assemblies those, Miss Sﬂrﬁmer-
son.” said Mr. Badger, reverentially. There
nust have been great intellectual friction going on

there, under the auspices of such & man kL |
53 Andnnow,” pursued Mrs. Badger, ‘now that 1

wm the wife of my dear third, Mr. Badger, I still

— e

— —— —

pursue those habits of observation which were
formed during the lifctime of Captain Swosser. and
adapted to new and unexpected purposes during the
lifetime of Professor Dingo. I therefore have not
come to the consideration of Mr. Carstone as a
Neophyte. And yet I am very much of the opinion

my_denrs, that he has not chosen his professim;
advisedly.”

Ada looked so very anxious now, that I asked
M}F Badger on what she founded her supposition ?

My dear Miss Summerson,” she replied, ** on
Mr. Carstone's character and conduct. He is of
such a very easy dispusition, that probably he would
never think it worth while to mention how he really
feels ; but, he feels languid about the profession.
He has not that positive interest in it which makes
1t his vocation. If he has any decided impression
in referenee to it, I should say it was that it is a
tiresome pursuit. Now, this is not promising.
Young men, like Mr, Allan Woodcourt, who take
to 1t from a strong interest in all that it can do
will find some reward in it through a great deal of
work for a very hittle money, and through years of
considerable endurance and disappointment. But
I am quite convinced that this would never be the
case with Mr. Carstone.’’

*“ Does Mr. Badger think so too?”’ asked Ada
timidly. i
" Why,”” said Mr. Badger, ‘‘ to tell the truth
Miss Clare. this view of the matter had not occurred
to me until Mrs. Badger mentioned it. But, when
Mrs. Badger put it in that light, I naturally gave
great consideration to it; knowing that Mrs,
Badger’s mind, in addition to 1ts natural advantages,
has had the rare advantage of being formed by two
such very distinguished (L will even say illustrious)
public men as Captain Swosser of the Royal Navy
and Professor Dingo. The conclusion at which I
have arrived 1s—in short, is Mrs. Badger’s conclu-

sion.”’

““It was a maxim of Captain Swosser’s,”” said
Mrs. Badger, ‘‘speaking in his figurative naval
manner, that when you make pitch hot, you cannot
make it too hot; and that if you only have to swab
a plank, you should swab it as if Davy Jones were
after you. It appears to me that this maxim 1is
applicable to the medical, as well as to the nautical
profession.’

“* To all professions,’’ observed Mr, Badger. ** Ik
was admirably said by Captain Swosser. Beauti-
fully said.”

‘“People objected to Professor Dingo, when we
were staying in the North of Devon, after our
marriage,”’ said Mrs, Badger, ‘‘ that he disfigured
some of the houses and other buildings, by chipping
oft fragments of those edifices, with his little geolo-
oical hammer. But the Professor replied, that he
knew of no building, save the Temple of Science. -
The principle is the same, I think 2"’ !

‘* Precisely the same,’” said Mr. Badger. * Finely
expressed ! The Protessor made the same remark,
Miss Summerson, in his last illness ; when (his mind
wandering) he insisted on keeping his little hammer
under the pillow, and chipping at the countenances
of the attendants. The ruling passion !’

Although we could have dispensed with the length
at which Mr. and Mrs. Badger pursued the conver-
sation, we both felt that it was disinterested in them
to express the opinion they had communicated to us,
and that there was a great probability of 1ts being
sound. We agreed to say nothing to Mr. Jarndyce
antil we had spoken to Richurd; and, as he was
coming next evening, we vesolved to have a very

serious talk with him. . :
RESQ, after he had been a little while with Ada, [
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went in and found my darling (as I knew she would !it in that memorable Vo] knaw. Her s mocent

be) prepared to consider him thoroughly right in | more so did it see

whatever he said. o

‘“ And how do you get on, Richard:*” said I. I

always sat down on the other side of him. 'He made i

quite a sister of me. Py’

““Oh ! well enough !”’ said Richard. i

‘““He can’t say better than that, Esther, can he?
cried my pet, triumphantly. :

I tried to look at my pet in the wisest manner,
but of course I couldn’t.

** Well enough ?”’ I repeated.

" Yes,”’ said Richard, * well enough. It’s rather
jog-trotty and humdrum. But it’ll do as well as
anything else !”’

*“O ! my dear Richard !”’ I remonstrated.

““* What’s the matter ?’’ said Richard.

“Do as well as anything else !”’

“I don’t think there’s any harm in that, Dame
Durden,” said Ada, looking so confidingly at me
across him ! *‘ Because if it will do as well as any-
thing else, 1t will do very well, I hope.”’

** O yes, I hope so,”” returned Richard, carelessly
tossing his hair from his forehead. *‘ Afterall, it may
be only a kind of probation till our suit is—I forgot
though. I am not to mention the suit. Forbidden
ground! O yes, it’s all right enough. Let us talk
about something else.”’

Ada would have done so, willingly, and with a
full persuasion that we had brought the question to
a most satisfactory state. But I thought it would
be useless to stop there, so I becan again.

"* No, but Richard,’” said I, * and my dear Ada !
Consider how important it is to you both, and what
a point of honour it is towards your cousin, that
you, Richard, should be quite in earnest without
any reservation. I think we had better talk about
this, really, Ada. It will be too late, very soon.”

“0O yes! We must talk about it !’’ said Ada.
But I think Richard is right.”’

What was the use of my trying to look wise, when
Ehe was so pretty, and so engaging, and so fond of
1m ! -

" Mr. and Mrs. Badger were here yesterday,
Richard,” said I, ‘‘and they seemed disposed to
think that you had no great liking for the pro-
fession.”

" Did they though?’”’ said Richard. O! Well,
that rather alters the case, because I had no idea
that they thought so, and I should not have liked to
disappoint or inconvenience them. The fact 1 1 ¢
don’t care much about it. But O, 1t don’t matter !
It'll do as well as anything else !’

“You hear him, Ada !’’ said 1.

" The fact is,”” Richard proceeded, half thought-
fully and half jocosely, ‘it is not quite in my way.
I dcn’t take to it. And I get too much of Mrs,
Bayham Badger’s first and second.’”’

I am sure that’s very natural !”’
quite delighted. *‘The very thin
yesterday, Esther !”’

*“ Then,”” pursued Richard,
end to-day is too like
too like to-day.’’

“But T am afraid,” said I, ** this is an objection
to all kinds of application—to life itself , except
under some very uncommon circumstances.’’

_‘;‘ Do yuu}l:hiﬂk 807"’
idering. terhaps! Ha! Why,then, youknow.’”
he added, suddenly becoming ga.;r again, ¢ we travel
outside a circle, to what I said just now. 1t’1] do as
well as anything else. O, it’s all right enough!
Let us talk about something else.’’

But, even Ada, with her loving face—and if it
had seemed innocent and trusting, when I first saw

cried Ada,
g we both said

"“it’s  monotonous,
yesterday, and to-morrow is

returned Richard, still con-

| that it was a part of

m now, W 1 ﬂd ﬂrt
_ k her he
and trusting heart—even g{f =]‘I Séilﬂonught it a good

this, and looked serious. gy
opportunity to hint to Rmh?rhi’msel £ I was very

EﬂmﬂtilHES a little Cﬂrféesifﬂ OE{LI‘E]ESS ﬂf A.dﬂ; ﬂﬂd

sure he never mennthiq affectionate consideration

s : of a step that
for her, not to slight the importanc i & w0 4o

| might influence both their lives.

almost grave.

) 'd. ““ that’s the
§f dear Mother Hubbard,’’ he 5{11(1: ‘ :
veryhtll{rinrr! I have thuught_uf that, SL}’emllié:EtiaEé
S e qlu il W’:,th ri]:lﬂsmsfmﬂzhﬁw—not
to be so much in earnest, T=aomeas
exactly being so. I don’t know how it 155;,3. Inamaﬂrﬁl
to want something or other to stand by. ._ﬂg 1}.’11
have no idea how fond I am of Ada (ﬂ.‘lj'!t M‘;ﬂg
cousin, I love you, so much!), but Ij dunh Seh'll
down to constancy in other things. lt's such up ':.h
work, and it takes such a time !”” said Richard, wi

an air of vexation.

‘“ That may be,”’ I suggested, ** because you don't

like what you have chosen.”

‘““ Poor fellow!” said Ada. ‘‘I
wonder at 1t !"’ _

No. It was notof the least use my trying to look
wise. I tried again ; but how could I do it, or how
could 1t have any effect if I could, while Ada rested
her clasped hands upon his shoulder, and while he
looked at her tender blue eyes, and while they looked
at him !

"* You see, my precious girl,”” said Richard, pass-
ing her.golden curls through and through his hand,
"I was a little hasty, perhaps; or I misunderstood
my own inclinations, perhaps. They don’t seem to
lie in that direction. I couldn’t tell, till I tried.
Now the question is, whether it’s worth while to
undo all that has been done, It seems like making
a great disturbance about nothing particular.”

" My dear Richard,” said I, ‘‘how can you say
about nothing particular?’’

““I don’t mean absolutely that,”’ he returned. * 1
mean that it may be nothing particular, because I
may never want 1t.”’

Both Ada and I urged, in reply, not only that it
was decidedly worth while to undo what had been
done, but that it must be undone. I then asked
Richard whether he had thought of any more con-
genial pursuit ¢’

" There, my dear Mrs. Shipton,” said Richard
"' you touch me home. Yes, I have. I have been
thinking that the law is the boy for me.”

' The law !”’ repeated Ad |f :
L P a, as 1I she were afraid

“If I went into Kenge’s office,” gaid Ri
“and if I were placed under arti:*:lesﬂtlo K:;}:rﬂ:df
should have my eye on the—hum !—t)e forbi?ld’en

am sure I don't

neglected,
uld be able
Own 1nterests
€g away at Black.
€ most tremendoyg

and was being properly conducted

to look after Ada’s interests, and meaho
(the same thing !); and I should p
stone a1’1::1 all those fellows with th
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pecome such a lawyer as is not often seen. That is,
you know,”’ said Richard, relapsing into doubt, *¢ if
it really is worth while, after all, to make such a
disturbance about nothing particular !”’

This led to our saying again, with a great deal of
gravity, all that we had said already, and to our
coming to much the same conclusion afterwards.
But, we so strongly advised Richard to be frank and
open with Mr. Jarndyce, without a moment’s delay ;
and bis disposition was naturally so opposed to con-
cealment ; that he sought him out at once (taking
us with him), and made a full avowal. *‘‘Rick,”
sald my.Guardian, after hearing him attentively,
‘“ we can retreat with honour, and we will. But we
must be careful—for our cousin’s sake, Rick, for
our cousin’s sake—that we make no more such
mistakes. Therefore, in the matter of the law, we
will have a good trial before we decide. We will
look before we leap, and take plenty of time about
1t,”’

Richard’s energy was of such an impatient and
fitful kind, that he would have liked nothing better
than to have gone to Mr. Kenge’s office in that
hour, and to have entered into articles with him on
the spot. Submitting, however, with a good grace
to the caution that we had shown to be so necessary,
he contented himself with sitting down among us in
his lightest spirits, and talking as if his one unvary-
ing purpose in life from childhood had been that
one which now held possession of ‘him. My guar-
dian was very kind and cordial with him, but
rather grave ; enough so to cause Ada, when he had
departed and we were going up-stairs to bed, to say :

““ Cousin John, I hope you don’t think the worse
of Richard ?”’

‘“ No, my love,’’ said he.

‘‘ Because it was very natural that Richard should
be mistaken in such a difficult case. It is not un-
common.’’

‘“ No, no, my love,’’ said he.
happy.’’ _ e

“ 0, I am not unhappy, cousin John !”’ said Ada,
smiling cheerfully, with her hand upon his shoulder,
where she had put it in bidding him good might.
 But I should be a little so, if you thought at all
the worse of Richard.”’ “ _

‘¢ My dear,”’ said Mr. Jarndyce, ** I should think
the worse of him, only if you were ever in the least
unhappy through his means. I should be more dis-
posed to quarrel with myself, even then, than with
poor Rick, for I brought you together. But, tut,
all this is nothing! He has time before him, and
the race to run. I think the worse of him? Not I,
my loving cousin! And not you, I swear!”’

“ No, indeed, cousin John,’’ said Ada, " I am sure
1 could not—I am sure I would not—think any ill of
Richard. if the whole world did. I could, and I
would, think better of him then, than at any other

. '!l
tmég -quietly and honestly she said it, with her hands
apon his shoulders—both hands now—and looking
up into his face, like the picture of Truth !

‘““1 think,” said my guardian, thoughtfully re-
garding her, ‘T think 1t must be somewhere written
that the virtues of the mothers shall, occasionally,
he visited on the children, as well as the sins of the
fathers. Good night, my rosebud. Good night, I}Ptle
woman. Pleasant slumbers! Happy dreams !

This was the first time I ever saw him follow Ada
with his eyes, with something of a shadow on their
henevolent expression. I well remembered the look
with which he had contemplated her and Richard,
when she was singing in the fire-light ; 1t was but a
very little while since he had watched them passing
down the room in which the sun was shining, and

‘““ Don't look un-

away into the shade ; but, his glance was changed,
and even the silent look of confidence in me which
now followed it once more, was not quite so hopeful
and untroubled as it had originally lbeen.

Ada praised Richard more to me, that night, than
ever she had praised him yet. She went to sleep,
with a little bracelet he had given her clasped upon
her arm, I fancied she was dreaming of him when
I kissed her cheek after she had slept an hour, and
saw how tranquil and happy she looked.

For I was so little inclined to sleep, myself, that
night, that I sat up working. It would not be
worth mentioning for its own sake, but I was wake-
ful and rather low-spirited. Idon’tknow why. At
least I don’t think I know why. At least, perhaps
I do, but I don’t think it matters.

At any rate, I made up my mind to be so dread-
fully industrious that I would leave myself not a
moment’s leisure to be low-spirited. For I naturally

said, ‘‘ Esther! You to be low-spirited. You !’
And 1t really was time to say so, for I—yes, I really
did see myself in the glass, almost crying. ‘‘As if
you had anything to make you unhappy, instead of

everything to make you happy, you ungrateful
heart !”’ said I.

If I could have made myself go to sleep, I would
have done it directly; but, not being able to do
that, I took out of my basket some ornamental work
for our house (I mean Bleak House) that I was busy
with at that time, and sat down to it with great
determination. It was necessary to count all the
stitches in that work, and I resolved to go on with
1t until I couldn’t keep my eyes open, and then, to
go to bed.

I soop found myself very busy. But I had leit
some silk downstairs in a work-table drawer in the
temporary Growlery; and coming to a stop for
want of it, I took my candle and went softly down
to get it. To my great surprise, on going in, I
found my guardian still there, and sitting looking
at the ashes. He was lost in thought, his book lay
unheeded by his side, his silvered iron-grey hair was
scattered confusedly upon his forehead as though
his hand had been wandering among it while his
thoughts were elsewhere, and his face looked worn.
Almost frightened by coming upon him so un-
expectedly, I stood still for a moment ; and should
have retired without speaking, had he not, in again
passing his hand abstractedly through his hair, secn
me and started.

‘‘ Esther!”’

I told him what I had come for.

‘“ At work so late, my dear?”’ :

‘““T am working late to-night,”” said I, *‘ because
I couldn’t sleep, and wished to tire myself. But,
dear guardian, you are late too, and look weary.
You have no trouble, I hope, to keep you waking?

‘“ None, little woman, that yow would readily
understand,’’ said he.

He spoke in a regretful tone so new to me, that I
inwardly repeated, as if that would help me to his
meaning, *“ That I could readily understand !’

¢ Remain & moment, Esther,”” said he. * You
were in my thoughts.” _

g | h*r::]:-B:F I wasgnot the trouble, guardian ?”’

He slightly waved his hand, and fell into his usual
manner. The change was so remarkable, and he
appeared to make it by dint of so much self-com-
mand, that I found myself again inwardly repeating,
¢ None that I could understand!””, 4

“Little woman,”’ said my guardian, I was
thinking—that is, I have been thinking since I have
been sitting here—that yon ought to_k:now, of your
own history, all I know. Itis very little. Next to

nothing.”’
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“Dear guardian,”’ I replied, : when you
to me before on that subject——" b

“ But, since then,”’ he gravely interposed, antici-
pating what I meant to say, * I have reflected that
‘your having anything to ask me. and my having
anything to tell you, are different considerations.
Esther. It isperhaps my duty to impart to you the
little I know.” B R

** If you think so, guardian, it is right. _

““I think so,” be returned, very gently, and
kindly, and very distinctly. My dear, I think so,
now. If any real disadvantage can attach to your
position, in the mind of any man or woman worth a
thought, it is right that you, at least, of all the
world should not magnify it to yourself, by having

vague impressions of its nature.’’
I sat down; and said, after a little effort to be as

calm as I ought to be, *‘ One of my earliest remem-
hrances, guardian, is of these words. Your
mother, Isther, is your disgrace, and you were
hers. The time wiil come, and soon enough, when
you will understand this better, and will feel 1t _too,
45 no one save a woman can.’’’ I had covered my
face with my hands, in repeating the words; but 1
took them away now with a better kind of shame, 1
hope, and told him, that to him I owed the blessing
that I did from my childhood to that hour never,
never, never felt it. He put up lis hand as if to
stop me. I well knew that he was mever to be
thanked, and said no more.

** Nine years, my dear,”’ he said, after thinking
for a little while, ** have passed since I received a
letter from a lady living in seclusion, written with
a stern passion and power that rendered it unlike
all other letters I have ever read. It was written
to me (as 1t told me in so many words), perhaps,
because 1t was the writer’s idiosynerasy to put that
trust in me ; perhaps, because 1t was mine to justify
it. It told me of a child, an orphan girl then twelve

- yvears old, in some such cruel words as those which

live in your remembrance. It told me that the
writer had bred her in secrecy from her birth, had
blotted out all trace of her existence, and that if
the writer were to die before the child became a
woman, she would be left entirely friendless, name-
less, and unknown. It asked me, to consider if 1
would, in that case, finish what the writer had
begun ¢”’

I listened in silence, and looked attentively at

nim,

Your early recollection, my dear, will supply
the gloomy medium through which all this was seen
and expressed by the writer, and the distorted
religion which clouded her mind with expressions of

‘the need there was for the child to expiate an
offence of which she was quite innocent. I felt

concerned for the little ereature, in her darkened
life ; and replied to the letter.”

I‘ took his hand and kissed it.

It laid the injunction on me that I should never
propose to see the writer, who had long bleen
estranged from all intercouvse with the world, but
who would see a confidential agent if I would ap-
point one. I accredited Mr. Kenge. The lady
said, of her own accord, and not of his seeking, that
her name was an assumed one. That she was, if

a case, the child’s

' would never (and
well persuaded of the steadfastness of her

ion), for any human consideration. di
dear, I have told you all.”  diseione.

I held his hand for & little while in mine.
“*1 saw my ward oftener than she saw me,’” he

light of it, ‘‘and I always
useful, and happy, She

he was

knew she was beloved,
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spoke | repays me twenty-tl
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yousand fol

‘n every day !

to that, every hour 1n every Lt
i A.n’d oftener still,’ s:;,ul I,h S
dian who is a Father to ber: el ARG
At the word Father, I saw IIIS.tM D s

come into his face. He subduﬂ_d 111 d been there,
it was gone in an instant: byl m; words that 1
and it had come so swiftly upon k. I again in-

felt as if they had given him a ShOC
‘F?ﬂl‘da}; lrepen{;'ed, vondering, ‘* That I could readily

-eadily under-
stand. None that I could rea .
:ticrll?{!?’fm No, it was true. [ did nob understand

it. Not for many and many a day.
““ Take a fatherly good-night, my

issi ‘ore § 3 . These
kissing me on the forehead, and so to rest

. i e

re late hours for working and thinking. You d
Ehit for all of us, all day long, little housekeeper ];

I neither worked nor thought, any mOre, that

nivht. I opened my grateful heart to Heaven in

thankfulness for its providence to me and 1ts care

of me, and fell asleep.
We had a visitor next day. Mr. Allan Woodcourt
he had settled

came. He came to take leave of us; _
to do so beforehand. He was going to China, and
to India, as a surceon on board ship. Ie was to
be away a long, long time. _

I believe—at least I know—that he was not rich.
All his widowed mother could spare had been spent
in qualifying him for his profession. It was not
lucrative to a young practitioner, with very little
influence in London ; and although he was, night
and day, at the service of numbers of poor people,
and did wonders of gentleness and skill for them,
he gained very little by it in money. He was seven
vears older than I. Not that I need mention it, for
it hardly seems to belong to anything.

I think—I mean, he told us—that he had been in
practice three or four years, and that if he could
have hoped to contend through three or four more
he would not have made the voyage on which he was
bound. But he had no fortune or private means,
and so he was going away. He had been to see us
several times altogether. We thought it a pity he
should go away. Because he was distinguished
in his art among those who knew it best, and some
of the greatest men belonging to it had a high
opinion of him.*

When he came to bid us goodbye, he brought his
mother with him for the tirst time. She was a
pretty old lady, with bright black eyes, but she
seemed proud. She came from Wales: and had
had, & long time ago, an eminent person. for an
ancestor, of the name of Morgun ap-Kerrig—of
some place that sounded like Giﬁllet-who wag t]:?
most illustrious person thut ever was known. and 1?
of whose relations were a sort of Royal Fu.mil : ]&ﬂi
appeared to have passed his life in always yétt' 6
up 1nto mountains and ighting somebod .g {ling
Bard whose name sounded like Crumliniﬁlli}n %
had sung his praises, in a piece which was ¢ llucllwer
nearly as I could cateh it, Mewlinnwillinw gde i

Mrs. Woodcourt, after expatiat S

bl g patiating to us on th
fame of her great kinsman. said that, no q .
w*herev‘ar her son Allan went, he wuultj l.lgm Gul?t‘
his pedigree, and would on no account form a_;m n.lﬁl:

ance below it. She told him that
handsome English ladies in Ingiy oporC. Vere many

speculation, and that there were aw}m oy enLy ont on

up with property ; but, that neiﬂ:zﬁ- tz} be picked

wealth would suflice for the
line, without birth : whi i

sideration. Shetalkedso much :
ASD h about,
El; Ii]:ﬁ: tf’n_}ml;ﬂ'tlf tancied, and with PEiln——but what
0 suppo . |
T B A e ppose that she coyld think op care

1. and twenty more

L]

Lo blesses the guar-

{IE:LI',’ ’ said hﬁ,
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M_r._ Woodeourt seemed a little distressed by her
prolixity, hut: be was too considerate to let her see
it, and contrived delicately to bring the conversa-
tion round to making his acknowledgments to my
guardian for his hospitahity, and for the very happy
hours—he called them the very happy hours—he had
passed with us, The recollection of them, he said,
would go with him wherever he went, and would be
always treasured. And so we gave him our hands.
one after another—at least, they did—and I did; and
80 he put his lips to Ada’s hand—and to mine ; and
80 he went away upon his long, long voyage !

I was very busy indeed, all day, and wrote direc-
tions home to the servants, and wrote notes for my
guardian, and dusted his books and papers, and
Jingled my housekeeping keys a good deal, one way
and another. I was still busy between the lights,
singing and working by the window, when who
should come in but Caddy, whom I had no expec-
tation of seeing !

" Why, Caddy, my dear,” said I, ‘‘ what beauti~
ful flowers !”’

3 Sl&e had such an exquisite little nosegay in her
and,

"* Indeed, I think so, Esther,” replied Caddy.
** They are the loveliest I ever saw.”

** Prince, my dear ?’’ suid I, in & whisper,

“* No,” answered Caddy, shaking her head, and
holding them to me to smell. ** Not Prince !”’

**'Well, to be sure, Caddy!”’ said I. *‘‘ You must
have two lovers !”’

“What? Do they look like that sort of thing 7’
said Caddy.

““Do they look like that sort of thing!”” I re-
peated, pinching her cheek.

Caddy only laughed in return; and telling me
that she had come for half-an-hour, at the expira-
tion of which time Prince would be waiting for her
at the corner, sat chatting with me and Ada in the
window : every now and then, handing me the
flowers again, or trying how they looked against my
hair., At last, when she was going, she took me
into my room and put them in my dress.

* For me ?’’ said I, surprised. |

““For you,”’ said Caddy, with a kiss.
were left behind by Somebody.”’

‘“ Left behind?”’

‘“ At poor Miss Flite’s,”” said Caddy. ‘‘Somebody
who has been very good to Lier, was hurrying away an
hour ago, to join a ship, and left these flowers
behind. No, no! Don’t take them out. Let the
pretty little things lie here !”” said Caddy, adjusting
them with a careful hand, ** because 1 was present
myself, and I shouldn’t wonder if Somebody left

them on purpose!”’

** They

“ Do they look like that sort of thing?”’ said Ada,
coming laughingly behind me, and clasping me
merrily round the waist. ‘O, yes, indeed they do,
Dame Durden! They looked very, very like Hlmt
sort of thing. O, very like 1t indeed, my dear !

e ———m—

CHAPTER XVIII.
LADY DEDLOCK.

Im was nob so easy as it had appeared at first, t,o
arrange for Richnrfl‘ﬁ making a trial of Mr. Kenge s
office.  Richard himself was the chief impediment.
As soon as he had it in his power to leave I’iﬁr.
Badger at any moment, he began to .dmﬂ:)t whet,lﬁr
he wanted to leave him at all. He didn’: know, he

. ’ . 3 :t
said. reallv. Itwasn’'t a bad profession ; he couldn

assert thu,{hﬂ disliked it ; perhaps he liked it as w?.ll
as he liked.any other—suppose he gave 1t one morc

r‘

5 3

chance! TUpon that, he shut himself up, for a few
weeks, with some books and some bones, and seemec
to acquire a considerable fund of information with
gre.t rapidity. His fervour, after lasting about o
month, began to cool ; and when it was quite cooled,
began to grow warm again. His vacillations he-
tween law and medicine lasted so long, that Mid-
summer arrived before he finally separated from
Mr. Badger, and entered on an experimental course
of Messrs. Kenge and Carboy. For all his way-
wardness, he took great credit to himself as being
determined to be in earnest *‘this time.”” And he _
was so good-natured throughout, and in such high
spirits, and so fond of Ada, that it was very difficult

indeed to be other than pleased with him. '

"*As to Mr. Jarndyce,”” who, I may mention,
found the wind much given, during this period, to
sticking in the east; * As to Mr. Jarndyce.’’
Richard would say to me, ‘“ he is the finest fellow in
the world, Esther! I must be particularly careful,
if 1t were only for his satisfaction, to take myself
well to task, and have a regular wind-up of this
business now,”’

The idea of his taking himself well to task, with
that laughing face and heedless manner, and with a
fancy that everything could cateh and nothing conld
hold, was ludicrously anomalous, However, he
told us between-whiles, that he was doing 1t to
such an extent, that he wondered his hair didn’t
turn grey. His regularwind-up of the business was
(as I have said), that he went to Mr. Kenge’s about
Midsummer, to try how he liked it. ”*

All this time he was, in money affairs, what T
have described him in a former illustration : gene-
rous, profuse, wildly careless, but fully persuaded
that he was rather calculating and prudent. 1
happened to say to Ada, in his presence, half-
jestingly, half-seriously, about the time of his going
to Mr. Kenge’s, that he needed to have Fortunatas's .
purse, he made so light of moncy, which he answered
in this way :

** My jewel of a dear cousin, you hear this old
woman ! Why does she say that? Because I gave
eight pounds odd (or whatever it was) for a certain
neat waistcoat and buttons a few days ago. Now,
if I had stayed at Badger’s 1 should have been
obliged to spend twelve pounds at a blow, for
for some heart-breaking lecture-fees. So I make
four pounds—in a lump—nby the transaction!™

It was a question much discussed between him
and my guarcian what arrangements should be made
for his living in London, while he experimented on
the law ; for, we had long since gone back to Bleak
House, and 1t was too far off to admit of his coming
there oftener than once a week. My guardian told
me that if Richard were to settle down at M.
Kenge's he would take some apartments or
chambers, where we, too, could occasionally stay for
a few days at a time; ‘‘ but, little woman,” he
added, rubbing his head very significantly, **he
hasn't settled down there yet!’”’  The discussions
ended in our hiring for him, by the month, a neat
little furnished lodging in a quiet old house near
Queen Square. He immediately began to spend all
the money he had, in buying the oddest little erna-
ments and luxuries for this lodging ; and as often as
Ada and I dissuaded him from making any purchase
that he had in contemplation which was particularly
unnecessary and expensive, he took credit for what
1t would have cost, and made out that to sﬂend_ﬂ-ﬂ.‘f E
thing less on something else was to save the differ-
ence. S
While these affairs were in abeyance, our visit 10
Mr. Boythorn's was postponed. At length, Rlﬂhﬂf“%
having taken possession of bis lodging, there was
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nothing to prevent our departure. He could have
gone with us at that time of year, very well ; but
he was in the full novelty of his new position, and
was making the most energetic attempts to unravel
the mysteries of the fatal suit. Consequently, we
went without him ; and my darling was delighted to
praise him for being so busy. ; ;

We made a pleasant journey down into Lincoln.
shire by the coach, and had an entertaining com-
panion In Mr. Skimpole. His furniture had been
all cleared off, it appeared, by the person who took
possession of 1t on his blue-eyed daughter’s birth-
day ; but, he seemed quite relieved to think that it
was gone. Chairs and tables, he said, were weari-
some objects ; they were monotonous ideas, they had
no variety of expression, they looked you out of
countenance, and you looked them out of counte-
nance. How pleasant, then, to be bound to no
particular chairs and tables, but to sport like a
butterfly among all the furniture on hire, and to flit
from rosewood to mahogany, and from mahogany to
walnut, and from this shape to that, as the humonr
took one!

" The oddity of the thing is,” said Mr. Skimpole,
with a quickened sense of the ludicrous, ‘‘ that my
chairs and tables were not paid for, and yet my
landlord walks off with them as composedly as
possible. Now, that seems droll! There is some-
thing grotesque in it. The chair and table merchant
never engaged to pay my landlord my rent. Why
should my landlord quarrel with him? If I have a
pimple on my nose which is disagreeable to my
landlord’s peculiar ideas of beauty, my landlord has
no business to scratch my chair and table merchant’s
nose, which has no pimple on it. His reasoning
geems defective !’

“ Well,” said my guardian, good-humouredly,
“"1t’s pretty clear that whoever became security for
those chairs and tables will have to pay for them.”

" Exactly !”” returned Mr. Skimpole. *‘ That’s
the crowning point of unreason in the business !
I said to my landlord, My good man. you are not
aware that my excellent friend J arndyce will have
“0 pay for those things that you are sweeping off in
that indelicate manner. Have you no consideration
for his property P He hadn’t the least.”

" And refused all proposals ?”’ said my guardian,

" Refused all proposals,’’ returned Mr. Skimpole.
I made him business proposals. I had him into
my room. I said, ‘ You are a man of business, I
believe ?” He replied, ‘I am.’ " Very well,” said
L, "now let us be business-like. Here is an ink-
stand, here are pens and paper, here are wafers.
What do you want? I have occupied your honse for
& considerable period, I believe to our mutual satis-
faction until this unpleasant misunderstanding
arose ; let us be at once friendly and business-like.
What do you want?’ In reply to this, he made use
of the figurative expression—which has something
Eastern about it—that he had never seen the colour
of my money. ‘My amiable friend,’ said I, ‘I
never have any money. I never know anything
about money.’ " Well, sir,” said he, ‘ what do you
offer, if I give you timet’ * My good fellow,’ said
L, “ I have no idea of time : but, you say you are a
man of business, and whatever you can suggest to
be done in a business-like way with pen, and ink,
and paper—and wafers—I am ready to do. Don’t
Pay yourself at another man’s expense (which is
foolish), but be business-like !’ However, he wouldn’t
.be, and there was an end of it.”’ :

If these were some of the inconveniences of Mr.
Skimpole’s childhood, it assuredly possessed its ad-

vantages too. On the journey he had a very good
appetite for such refreshment as came in our way

lenqugh too, all things considered ;

of choice hot-house peaches),

(including a basket thing. So, when

- thought of paying for an
El:l:let :oe.:;:man oame round for his fee, he pleasantly

| o
asked him what he considered a verl'j: ggﬂiiﬁg;
indeed, now—a liberal one—aud, ﬂﬂ_dlti wailittle,
half-a-crown for a single passenger, sald 1

and left Mr.

Jarndyce to give it him. 1
' he green corn wave
It was delightful weather. TI c?yfully, s o

so beautifully, the larks sang so) ;
were so full c{f wild flowers, the trees were so thickly

out in leaf, the bean-fields, with a light wind blnw;rng
over them, filled the air with such a delicious tl?i
grance! Late in the afternoon we came to he
market-town where we were to alight from the
coach—a dull little town, with a church-spire, and
a market-place, and a market-cross, and one 1n-
tensely sunny street, and a pond with an old horse
cooling his legs in it, aud a very few men sleepily
iying and standing about in narrow little bits of
shade. After the rustling of the leaves and the
waving of the corn all along the road, it looked as
still, as hot, as motionless a little town as England
could produce.

At the inn, we found Mr. Boythorn on horseback,
waiting with an open carriage, to take us to his
house, which was a few miles off. He was over-
Joyed to see us, and dismounted with great alacrity.

" By Heaven !’’ said he, after giving us a courteous
greeting, *‘ this is a most infamous coach. It is the
most flagrant example of an abominable public
vehicle that ever encumbered the face of the earth.
It is twenty-five minutes after its time, this after-
noon. The coachman ought to be put to death !”’

““Is he after his time?”’ said Mr. Skimpole, to
whom he happened to address himself. ** You know
my infirmity.”’

" Twenty-five minutes !
replied Mr. Boythorn,
" Witk two ladies in the

Twenty-six minutes !’
referring to his watch.
coach, this scoundrel has
deliberately delayed his arrival six-and-twenty
minutes. Deliberately! Tt is impossible that it
can be accidental ! But his father—and his uncle—
W%re t}le most profligate coachmen that ever sat upon
a box.”’ -

While he said this in tones of the greatest indig-
nation, he handed usinto the litt]e phaeton with the
utmost gentleness, and was all smiles and pleasure.

“I am sorry, ladies,”’ he sald, stunding bare-
headed at the carriage-door, when all was ready
“that I am obliged to conduct you nearly two milesv,lr
out of the way. But, our direct road lies through
Sir Leicester Dedlock’s park; and, in that fellm‘?’a
property, I have sworn never to set foot of mine, or
horse’s foot of mine, pending the present relntinua
between us, while I breathe the breath of life !’
And here, catching my guardian’s eye, he broka
into one of his tremendous laughs, which seemeq to
shake even the motionless little market-town

"* Are the Dedlocks down here, Lawrence 7'’ said
ray guardian as we drove along, and Mr, Boythorn
trotted on the green turf on the roadside.

" Sir Arrogant Numskull is here,”” replied My
Boythorn. *Ha ha ha! Sir Arrogant is her.:
and, I am glad to say, has been laid by the heels
here. My lady,”’ in naming whom he always made
a courtly gesture as if particularly to exclude her
from any part in the quarrel, ¢¢;

lieve, daily. I am not in the least surprised that

Whatever can have induced that tranncendani;

woman to marry that effigy and ficure.-
baronet, is one of the most impenet:ablee h:f:.a}it::?i:a

that ever bafled human Inquiry. Ha hg ha, ha 1*’

| I suppose,”” said my guardian laughing, g
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may set foot in the park while we are here? The
pr?Plbltmn does not extend to us, does it?”

I can lay no prohibition on my guests,”’ he said,
bending his head to Ada and me, with the smiling
politeness which sat so gracefully upon him, ‘* ex-
cept in the matter of their departure. I am only
gorry that I cannot have the happiness of being their
escort about Chesney Wold, which is a very fine
place ! But, by the light of this summer day, Jarn-
dyce, if you call upon the owner, while you stay
with me, you are likely to have but a cool reception.
He carries himself like an eight-day clock at all

| the whole.

T —

It's in better keeping. I am looked
upon, about here, as a secon Ajax defying the
lightning, Ha ha haha! When I gointo our little
church on a Sunday, a considerable part of the

inconsiderable congregation expect to see me drop,
scorched and withered, on the pavement under the
Dedlock displeasure. Ha ha ha ha! I have no
doubt he is surprised that I don’t. For he is, by
Heaven ! the mest self-satisfied, and the shallowest,
and the most coxcombical and utterly brainless

m!.’u
. Our coming to the ridge of a hill we had been
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CADDY'S FLOWERS.

times : iike one of a race of

promise you,
neighbour Boythorn:

‘s : him to the proof,” said my _
L shall not P LSS ? honor of | church of which he had spoken.

guardian. He is as indifferent to the

knowing me,
knowing him.
such a view O
might get, are

¢t Well !’ sal

D

]

nite enough for me.’

eight-day clocks in gor-

geous cases that never go and never went—Ha ha

ha !—but he will have some extra stiffness, I can
' of his friend and

I dare say,as I am 1o the honor of
The air of the grounds, and perhaps
f the house as any other sight-seer

Mr. Boythorn, ' 1 am glad of it on

ascending, enabled our friend to point out Chesney
Wold itself to us, and diverted his attention from
its master.

It was a picturesque old house, in a fine park
richly wooded. Among the trees, and not far from
the residence, he pointed out the spire of the little
Q. the solemn
woods over which the light and shadow travelled
swiftly, as if Heavenly wings were sweeping on
benignant errands through the summer alr ;
smooth green slopes, the glittering water, the
garden where the flowers were 80 symmetri
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arranged in cluste _
beauiigfnl they looked! The house, with gable, and

chimney, and tower, and turret, and dark doorway,
and broad terrace-walk, twining among the balus-
trades of which, and lying heaped upon the vases,
there was one great flush of roses, seemed scarcely
real in 1ts light solidity, and in_the
peaceful hush that rested all around it.  To Adaand
me, that, above all, appeared the peérvading in-
fluence. On everything, house, garden, terrace,
green slopes, water, old oaks, fern, moss, woods
again, and far away across the openings 1n the
prospect, to the distance lying wide before us
with a purple bloom upon it, there seemed to be
such undisturbed repose.

When we came into the little village, and passed
a small inn with the sign of the ** Dedlock Arms ™
swinging over the road in front, Mr. Boythorn
interchanged greetings with a young gentleman
sitting on a bench outside the inn-door, who had
some fishing-tackle lying beside him.

“ That’s the housekeeper’s grandson, Mr. Rounce-
well by name,”” said he; ‘“ and he is in love with a
pretty girl up at the House. Lady Dedlock has
taken a fancy to the pretty girl, and is going to
keep her about her own fair person—an honor
which my young friend himselt does not at all
appreciate. However, he can’t marry just yet, even
if his Rosebud were willing ; so he is fain to make

the best of it. ean:

In the meanwhile, he comes here
pretty often, for a day or two at a time, to—fish.
Ha ha ha ha!”’

‘“ Are he and the pretty girl engaged, Mr. Boy-
thorn 7'’ asked Ada.

¢ Why, my dear MissClare,’’ he returned, ** I think
they may perhaps understand each other; but you
will see them soon, I dare say, and I must learn
from you on such a point—not you from me.”’

Ada blushed ; and Mr. Boythorn, trotting forward

rs of the richest colours, how | an

serene and |

the ceilings. On one side:

. . . t “I
it was the terrible piece of ground n:; dls%;l En.
: Boythorn mnintmnhed eﬂd si; gﬂ R
. Bo; _ ;

o S S ediately to:

d great beams acToss

his ally, a y
:;en;:ﬂ Not content with these preca

Boythor hnd himselt compoeed and Fostl Sy
on painted boards to which 1S ] o
in larce letters, the following Soiemn D
c¢ 8 * the Bull-dog. He is most ferocious.
LELB;;;I{;EB .%tn;thurn.” *“ The blunﬂerb}l‘sﬁ is loaded
with slugs. Lawrence Boythorn. Mﬂ:t}l-trrgps
‘and spring-guns are set here at all times of t 1et_ ay
and night. Lawrence Boythorn.™ Take no Ko
That any person or persons nu‘dncmusly premm}%g
to trespass on this property, will be P}lmEhEd b
the utmost severity of private .chastisement, and
prosecuted with the utmost rigor of the law.
Lawrence Boythorn.”” These he showed us, from
the drawing-room window, while. his l::lird was
hopping about his head; and he laughed, ** Ha ha
ha ha! Ha ha ha ha!’ tothat extent as he pointed
them out, that I really thought he would have huré
himself. '
““ But, this is taking a good deal of trouble,” said
Mr. Skimpole in his light way, ‘* when you are not
in earnest after all?”’
_*Not }in earnest!’’ returned Mr. Boythorn with
unspeakable warmth. ‘‘Not in earmest! If I
could have hoped to train him, I would have bought
a Lion instead of that dog, and would have turned
him loose upon the first intolerable robber who
should dare to make an encroachment on my rights.
Let Sir Leicester Dedlock consent to come out and
decide this question by single combat, and I will
meet him with any weapon known to mankind in
any age or country. I am that much in earnest.

on Lis comely gray horse, dismounted at his own
door, and stood ready, with extended arm and un-
covered head, to welcome us when we arrived.

He lived in a pretty house, formerly the Parson-
age.house, with a lawn in front, a bright flower-
garden at the side, and a well-stocked orchard and
Kitchen-garden in the rear, enclosed with a vene-

rable wall that had of itself a ripened ruddy look. |

Not more!”’

l We arrived at his house on a Saturday. On the

Sunday morning ‘we all set forth to walk to th
little church in ‘the park. Entering the nrka
almost immediately by’ the disputed gromn . we
pursued a pleasant footpath winding among the
verdant turf and the beautiful trees, until it

But, indeed, everything about the place wore an
- aspect of maturity and abundance.
tree walk was like green cloisters, the very shadows

of the cherry-trees and apple-trees were heavy with { of servants from the House,

fruit, the gooseberry-bushes were .s0o laden that
their branches arched and rested on the earth, the
strawberries and raspberries grew in like profusion,
and the peaches basked by the hundred on the wall.
Tumbled about among the spread nets and the glass
frames sparkling and winking in the sun, there were
such heaps of grunping pods, and marrows, and
cucumbers, that every foot of ground appeared a
vegetable treasury, while the smell of sweet herbs
and all kinds of wholesome growth (to say nothing
of the neighbouring meadows where the hay was
carrying) made the whole air a great nosegay.
Such stillness and composure reigned within the
orderly precincts of the old red wall, that even the
feathers hung in garlands to scare the birds hardly
stirred ; and the wall had such a ripening influence
that where, here and there high up, a disused nail
and scrap of list still clung to it, it was easier to
fancy that they had mellowed with the changin

The old liﬂlﬂl

brought us to the church porch.
The congregation was extremel

- : small and qui
a rustic one, with the exception 5 and quite

of a large mustep

: ; some of whom
already in their seats, while others were yet dTE;?

ping in. There were some stately footmen -
there was a perfect picture of ﬂ.nynld cil:gl;mﬂt’i.ia
who looked as if he were the official re resentative
of all the pomps and vanities that ha ever beea
put into his coach. There was a very pretty show
of young women ; and above them, the handsome olq
face and fine responsible portly figure of the ho
keeper, towered pre-eminent. The pretty girlusef
whom Mryr. Boythorn had told us, was close by h 0
She was so very pretty, that I might have ]3-:1 iy
her by her beauty, even if I had not seen how bln?
'm%ly conscious she was of the eyes of the i
| fisherman, whom I discovered not far off Ony?unr
and not an agreeable one, though it was ha dE 53/,
seemed maliciously watchful of this prett ; -fﬂmﬁé
indeed of everyone and everything there . ﬁlﬁ[&n '
. &

Frenchwoman’s,
ringing and the

seasons, than that they had rusted and dec&yeg
according to the common fate,

The house, though a little disorderly in com-
parison with the garden, was a real old house, with

As thi? bell was yet

were not yet come, I had lei

Ichprch, which smelt as en.rtlﬁ;r:gtigl

think what a shady, ancient, solemn
heavily shade

Ereat people
gi:'?l.cﬂ over 1515
>Tve, and

settles in the chimney of the brick-floored kitahen,

was, The windows,
thﬂ.t made

mitved a subdued light d by trees, ad.

the faces aroungd
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me pale, and darkened the old brasses in the pave-
ment, and tke time and damp-worn monuments, and
rendered the sunshine in the little porch, where a
monotonous ringer was working at the bell, in-
estimably bright. But a stir in that direction, a
gathering of reverential awe in the rustic faces,
and a blandly-ferocious assumption on the part of
Mr. Boythorn of being resolutely unconscious of
somebody’s existence, forewarned me that the
great people were come, and that the service was
going to begin.

““ Enter not into judgment with thy servant, G
Lord, for in thy sight——"

Shall I ever forget the rapid beating at my heart,
occasioned by the look I met, as I stood up! Shall
I ever forget the manner in which those handsome
proud eyes seemed to spring out of their langour,
and to hold mine! It was only a moment before 1
cast mine down—released again,if 1 may say so—on
my book ; but, I knew the beautiful face quite well, in
that short space of time.

And, very strangely, there was something
quickened within me, associated with the lonely days
at my godmother’s; yes, away even to the days
when I had stood on tiptoe to dress myself at my
little glass, after dressing my doll. And this,
although I had never seen this lady’s face before in
all my life—I was quite sure of it—absolutely
certain.

It was easy to know that the ceremonious, gouty,
grey-haired gentleman, the only other occupant of
the great pew, was Sir Leicester Dedlock ; and that
the lady was Lady Dedlock. But why her face
should be, in a confused way, like a broken glass
to me. in which I saw scraps of old remembrances ;
and Wi]:? I should be so fluttered and troubled (for 1
was still), by having casually met her eyes; I could
not think.

I felt it to be an unmeaning weakness in me, and
I tried to overcome it by attending to the words I
beard. Then, very strangely, I seemed to hear
them, not in the reader’s voice, but in the well-
remembered voice of my godmother. This made

me think, did Lady Dedlock’s face accidentally re- | P

semble my godmother’s? It might be that it did, a
little ; but, the expression was so different, and the
stern decision which had worn into my godmother’s
face, like weather into rocks, was so completely
wanting in the face before me, that it could not be
that resemblance which had struck me. Neither
did I know the loftiness and haughtiness of Lady Ded-
lock’s face, at all, in any one. And yet I—I, little
Esther Summerson, the child who lived a life apart,
and on whose birth-day there was mno rejoicing—
seemed to arise before my own eyes, evoked out of
the past by somepower in this fashionable lady, whom
I not only entertained no fancy that I had ever seen,
but whom I perfectly well knew I had never seen
until that hour. _ :

It made me tremble so, to be thrown into this
unaccountable agitation, that I was conscious of
being distressed even by the observation of the
French maid, though I knew she had been looking
watchfully here, and there, and everywhere, from
the moment of her coming into the church. By
degrees, thongh very slowly, I at last overcame my
gtrange emotion. After a long time, I looked
towards Lady Dedlock again. It was while they
were preparing to sing before the sermon. She
took no heed of me, and the beating at my heart
was gone. Neither did 1t revive for more than a
few moments, when she once or twice afterwards
glanced at Ada or at me through her glass.

The service being concluded, Sir Leicester gave
his arm with much state and gallantry to Lady Ded-

lock—though he was obliged to walk by the help of
a thick stick—and escorted her out of church to
the pony carriage in which they had come. The
servants then dispersed, and so did the congrega-
tion: whom Sir Leicester had contemplated all
along (Mr. Skimpole said to Mr, Boythorn’s infinite
dellght)? as 1f he were a considerable landed pre-
pri?tnr in Heaven.

He believes he is!’’ said Mr. Boythorn. * He
firmly believes it. So did his father, and his grand-
fﬂﬂler, and his great-grandfather !”’

Do you know,”” pursued Mr. Skimople, very un-

expectedly to Mr. Boythorn, *‘it’s agreeable to me
to see a man of that sort.”

:{ Is 1t !’ said Mr. Boythorn.
Say that he wants to patronise me,” pursued
Mf: Sklnzzyulq. “* Very well! I don’t object.”
2 I do,” said Mr. Boythorn, with great vigor.
Do you really?”’ returned Mr. Skimpole, in his
easy light vein. *‘But, that’s taking trouble,
surely. And why should you take trouble? Here
am I, content to receive things childishly, as they fall
out : and I never take trouble! I come down here,
for instance, and I find a mighty potentate, exacting
homage. Very well! I say ‘Mighty potentate,
here 1s my homage! It’s easier to give it, than to
withhold 1t. Here it is. If you have anything of
an agreeable nature to show me, I shall be happy to
see 1t; if you have anything of an agreeable nature
to give me, I shall be happy to accept it.’ Michty
potentate replies in effect, ®This is .a sensible
fellow. I find him accord with my digestion and my
bilious system. He doesn’t impose upon me the

necessity of rolling myself up like a hedgehog with
imy points outward. I expand, I open, I turn my
silver lining outward, like Milton’s cloud, and it's
more agreeable to both of us.” That’s my view of
such things: speaking as a child !

‘‘ But suppose you went down somewhere else to-
morrow,’”’ said Mr. Boythorn, °‘where there was
tlﬁe opposite of that fellow—or of this fellow. How
then 2"’

““ How then ?”’ said Mr. Skimpole, with an ap-
earance of the utmost simplicity and candor.
| ¢ Just the same, then ! I shouldsay, ‘ My esteemed

imaginary friend—‘my esteemed Boythorn, you |

| object to the mighty potentate? Very good. Sodo '

I." I take it that my business in the social system is
to be agreeable; I take it that everybody’s business
in the social system is to be agreeable. It's &
system of harmony, in short. Therefore, if you
object, I object. Now, excellent Boythorn, letusgo
to dinner !’

““ But, excellent Boythorn might say,” returned
our host, swelling and growing very red, **I'l
be_ll

““T understand,” said Mr, Skimpole.
likely he would."

“____if I will go to dinner!” cried Mr. Boy-
thorn, in a violent burst, and stopping to strike his
stick upon the ground. ‘‘And he would probably
add, ‘Is there such a thing as principle, Mr.
Harold Skimpole ©’ ™

¢« Ty which Harold Skimpole would reply, you
know,”’ he returned in his gayest manuer, and with
his most ingenuous'smile, ** * Upon my life I have not
the least idea! I don't know what it is you call
by that name, or where it is, or who possesses 1t. -

you possess 1t and find 1t comfortable, I am
quite delighted, and congratulate you heartily. Butl
know nothing about it, I assure you; for I am &
mere child, and I lay no claim to it, and I don’s
want it !’  So, you see, excellent Boythorn and 1

would go to dinner after all I

“ Very

Boythorn *—to make you the personification of our |
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' e of many l \
laheTnI:l1 :swtljifil l{.%nal*;";'ﬂ.ys expected to end, and which I

would have ended under other circum-
tli;r;::;t’}' in some violent explosion on the part c_rf
our host. But, he had so high a sense of his
hospitable and responsible position as our enter-
tainer, and my guardian laughed so sincerely at and
with Mr. Skimpole, as a child who blew bubbles
and broke them all day long, that matters never
went beyond this point. Mr. Skimpole, who always
seemed quite unconscious of having been on delicate
ground, then betook himself to beginning some
sketch in the park which he never finished, or to
playing fragments of airs on the piano, or to singing
gcraps of songs, or to lying down on _h1s back unde‘r
a tree. and looking at the sky—which he couldn’t
help thinking, he said, was what he meant for; it
guited him so exactly.

‘ Enterprise and effort,”” he would say to us (on
his back), ‘‘ are delightful to me. I believe I am
truly cosmopolitan. I have the deepest sympathy
with them. I lie in a shady place like this, and
think of adventurous spirits going to the North
Pole, or penetrating to the heart of the Torrid
Zone, with admiration. Mercenary creaturesTask,
‘ What is the use of a man’s going to the North
Pole ? What good does it do?’ I can’t say ; but, for
anything I can say, he may go for the purpose—
thongh he don’t know it—of employing my thoughts
as I lie here. Take an extreme case. Take the
case of the Slaves on American plantations. I dare
say they are worked hard, I dare say they don’t
altogether like it, I dare say theirs is an unpleasant
experience on the whole; but, they people the land-
scape for me, they give it a poetry for me, and
perhaps that is one of the pleasanter objects of
their existence, 1 am very sensible of it, if it be,
and I shouldn’t wonder if it were!”’ |

I always wondered on these occasions whether he

ever thought of Mrs. Skimpole and the children,
and in what point of view they presented themselves
to his cosmopolitan mind. So far as I could under-
stand, they rarely presented themselves at all,
_ The week had gone round to the Saturday follow-
ing that beating of my heart in the church; and
every day had been so bright and blue, that to
ramble in the woods, and to see the light striking
down among the transparent leaves, and sparkling
in the beautiful interlacings of the shadows of the
trees, while the birds poured out their songs, and
the air was drowsy with the hum of insects, had
been most delightful. We had one favourite spot,
deep in moss and last year’s leaves, where there
were some felled trees from which the bark was all
stripped off. Seated among these, we looked through
& green vista supported by thousands of natural
coluinns, the whitened stems of trees, upon a distant
prospect made so radiant by its contrast with the
shade in which we sat, and made so precious by the
arched perspective through which we saw it, that
1t was like a glimpse of the better land. Upon
the Saturday we sat here, Mr, J arndyce, Ada
m}d I, until we heard thunder muttering in the
distance, and feit the large rain-drops rattle through
th%}]eaves. ;

e weather had been all the week extr
sultry ; but, the storm broke so auddenly-—-upgzlln ilgy
at least, in that sheltered spot—that before we
reached the outskirts of the wood, the thunder and
lightning were frequent, and the rain came plung-
ing through the leuves, as if every drop were a
great leaden bead. As it was not a time for stand.
ing among trees, we ran out of the wood, and up

ittle dialogues between

: : ade for a keeper’s lodge which
bnc}}cfzsgiﬁ}lﬁl?i m\Ve had often noticed the dark
ge‘?uty of tthis lodge standing 1n a deep_twﬂlglhﬁ of
trees. and how the ivy clustered over 1t, an& ow.
there’wns a steep hollow near, v{here wefha. ﬂqu
seen the keeper’s dog dive down into the fern as 1

it were water.
The lodge was 80
overcast, that we only

dark within, now the sky was
clearly saw the man who

: ‘e door when we took shelter there, and
;?1?51:3 ctlzlufirs for Ada and me. The l_attme:mpdows
were all thrown open, and we sat, just within the
doorway, watching the storm. It was crand to see
how the wind awoke, and bent the trees, and drove
the rain before it like a cloud of smoke ; and to hear
the solemn thunder, and to see the lightning ; and,
while thinking with awe of the tremendous powers
by which our little lives are encompassed, to con-
sider how beneficent they are, and how upon the
smallest flower and leaf there was already a fresh-
ness poured from all this seeming rage, which
seemed to make creation new again.

““Is it not dangerous to st in so exposed &

place?”’ _

*“ O no, Esther dear!”’ said Ada, quietly.

Ada said it to me, but I had not spoken.

The beating at my heart came back again. I had
never heard the voice, as I had never seen the face,
but it affected me in the same strange way. Again,
in a moment, there arose before my mind innu-
merable pictures of myself.

Lady Dedlock had taken shelter in the lodge,
before our arrival there, and had come out of the
gloom within, She stood behind my chair, with
her hand upon it. I saw her with her hand close to
my shoulder, when I turned my head.

*“ I have frightened you?’’ she said.

I’Eﬂ; It was not fright. Why should I be fright-
ened !

"* I believe,”” said Lady Dedlock to my guardian,
’;I hEre the pleasure of speaking to Mr. Jarn-

yee.

" Your remembrance does me more honour than
I had supposed it would, Lady Dedlock,”” he re-
turned.

1 recognised you in church on Sunday. I am
sorry that any local disputes of Sir Leicester’s—they
are not of his seeking, however, I believe—should
render it a matter of some absurd difficulty to show
you any attention here.”

‘“1 am aware of the circumstances,”” returned
my guardian with a smile, ‘“and am sufficiently
ob‘lélg]'ed.”

e had given him her hand, in an indifferent wa
that seemed habitual to her, and spoke in a correj:
spondingly indifferent manner, though in a very
pleasant voice. She was as graceful as she was
beautiful ; perfectly self-possessed: and had the
air, I thought, of being able to attract and interest
any one, if she had thought it worth her while. The
keeper h_ﬂ.d brought her a chair, on which she sat
in the middle of the porch betwaen us. i '

““Is the young d of, whom you
wrote to Sir Leic whose’ wishes IrSir

“* 1 hope so,”.sa,id he,
She seemed to respect him,

a : |
Thito wan i nd even to wish to

methin

and down the moss-grown steps which eor
plantation-fence like two broad-stavedladd ossed the

ers placed |

e ity ma e o i
could hardly beons ehy s°7, MoTe easy, but that
shoulder, she spoke to him over her

i . .
I presume this is your other ward, Miss Clare 7'
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He presented Ada, in form.

"* You will lose the disinterested part of your Don
Quixote character,”” said Lady Dedlock to Mr,
Jarndyce, over her shoulder again, ‘‘if you only

l “I am sorry,”’

—

sald Lady Dedlock to Mr. Jarn.
dyce, ““ that we are not likely to renmew ourrfor?nr:r
acquaintance. You will allow me to send the

carriage back for your two wards, It shall be here

redress the wrongs of beauty like this. But present | djp 4
22 . Ii.l - ECtlF-
me,"" and she turned full upon me, ‘‘ to this young | But, as he would on no account accept this offer

lady too !’
1y _to _ AL she took a graceful leave of Ada— =
Miss Summerson really is my ward,”” said Mr. put her hmﬂ%pon his pruﬁ'ereg a?l?:ur:ﬂagfl I;:?t i?lléé

Jarndyce., ‘] sibl : - : .
o herycnse,” am responsible to no Lord Chancellor | the carriage ; which was a little, low, park carriage,

‘‘ Has Miss Summerson lost Withcﬂ' hood.
. - ik ome il’l, hld!” 3 : “
sald my lady. il et o 1;:' 1 % G;h!?’ said to the pretty girl, ‘I

both her parents?”’

s YES.” . The - :
" She is very fortunate in her gnardian.”’ with tf: r;'ﬁg}fpgileghiwl?gd’ EffuﬂﬁFﬂihg mﬁan,
Lady Dedlock looked at me, and I looked at her, | her arm, remained standine where Ehag had

and said I was indeed. All at once she turned from
me with a hasty air, almost expressive of displeasure
or dislike, and spoke to him over her shoulder
again,

" Ages have passed since we were in the habit of
meeting, Mr. Jarndyce.”’

" A long time. At least I thought it was a long
time, until I saw you last Sunday,”’ he returned.

" What! Even you are a courtier, or think it
necessary to become one to me!’’ she said, with
some disdain. “I have achieved that reputation,
I suppose.”’

You have achieved so much, Lady Dedlock,”
sald my guardian, ** that you pay some little penalty,
I dare say. But, none to me.”’

"*So much!” she repeated, slightly laughina.
i YEE !H‘

With her air of superiority, and power, and fasci-
nation, and I know not what, she seemed to regard
Ada and me as little more than children. So, as
she slightly laughed, and afterwards sat looking at
the rain, she was as self-possessed, and as free to
occupy herself with her own thoughts, as if she had
been alone.

““I think you knew my sister, when we were
abroad together, better than you knew me ?’ she
said, looking at him again.

“* Yes, we happened to meet oftener,”” he re-
turned.

** We went our several ways,’’ said Lady Dedlock,
‘“and had little in common even before we agreed
to differ. It i1s to be regretted, I suppose, but it
could not be helped.” _

Lady Dedlock again sat looking at the rain. The
storm soon began to pass uponits way. Theshower
greatly abated, the lightning ceased, the thunder
rolled among the distant hills, and the sun began to
glisten on the wet leaves and the falling rain. As
we sat there, silently, we saw a little pony phaeton |
coming towards us at a merry pace. _

““The messenger is coming back, my Lady,’’ said
the keeper, ‘* with the carriage.”’

As it drove up, we saw that there were two people
inside. There alighted from it, with some cloaks and
wrappers, first the Frenchwoman whom I had seen
in church, and secondly the pretty girl; the French-
woman, with a defiant confidence ; the pretty girl,

nfused and hesitating.

T Wia.t now '’ snidcfbndy Dedlock. *Two!”
¢ T am your maid, my Lady, at the present,’’ said
the Frenchwoman. ‘' The message was for the

attendant.”’ 68 "
““ T was afraid you might mean me, my Lady,

id the pretty girl. , :
B?‘LI didp megfn you, child,” replied her mistress,

lmly. ¢ Put that shawl on me.”’ B/
cﬂSnl::lleyalightly stooped her shoulders to receive it,

and the pretty girl lightly dropped it in its place.
The Frenchwoman stood unnoticed, looking on witn

ner lips very tightly set.

alichted.

1 suppose there is nothing Pride can so little bear
with, as Pride itself, and that she was punished for
her imperious manner. Her retaliation was the
most singular I could have 1magined. She remained
perfectly still until the carriage had turned into the
drive, and then, without the least discomposure of
countenance, slipped off her shoes, left them on the
ground, and walked deliberately in the same diree-
tion, through the wettest of the wet grass.

:‘ Is that young woman mad?’’ said my guardian.

" O no, sir!”’ said the keeper, who, with his wife,
was looking after her. *‘‘ Hortense is not one of
that sort. She has as good a head-piece asthe best.
But, she’s mortal high and passionate—powerful
high and passionate ; and what with having notice
to leave, and having others put above her, she don't
take kindly to it.”

" But why should she walk, shoeless, through all
that water 7’ said my guardian.

*“ Why, indeed, sir, unlessitis to cool her down !”*
sald the man,

** Or unless she fancies it’s blood,”’ said the woman.
** She'd as soon walk through that as anything else,
I tnink, when her own’s up !”’

We passed not far from the House, a few minutes
afterwards. Peaceful as it had looked when we
first saw it, 1t looked even more so now, with a
diamond spray glittering all about it, a light wind
blowing, the birds no longer hushed but singing
strongly, everything refreshed by the late rain, and
the little carriage shining at the doorway like a
fairy carriage made of silver. Still, very stead-
fastly and quietly walking towards it, a peaceful
figure too in the landscape, went Mademoiselle Hor-
tense, shoeless, through the wet grass.

e ——

CHAPTER XIX.
MOVING ON,

IT is the long vacation in the regions of Chancery
Lane. The good ships Law and Equity, those teak-
built, copper-bottomed, iron-fastened, brazened-
faced, and not by any means fast-sailing Clippers,
are laid up in ordinary. The Flying Dutchman,
with a crew of ghostly clients imploring all whom
they may encounter - to peruse their papers, has
drifted, for the time being, Heaven knows where.
The Courts are all shut up; the public offices lie in
a hot sleep; Westminster Hall itself is a shady soli-
tude where nightingales might sing, and a tenderer
class of suitors than is usually found there, walk.
The Temple, Chancery Lane, Serjeants’ Inn, and
Lincoln’s Inn even unto the fields, are like tidal
harbors at low water ; where stranded proceedin a:i
offices at anchor, idle clerks lounging on lop-side
stools that will not recover their perpendicular until
the current of Term sets in, lie high and dry upon
| the ooze of a long vacation. Quter doors of cham-
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pors are shut ;p by the score,
are to be left nt? thj:a Porter’s Lodge by the bushel.
A crop of grass would grow 1n the chinks of thtia;
stone pavement outside Lincoln’s I[nn Hall, but thnd
the ticket-porters, who have nothing to do beyon

sitting in the shade there, wﬂ;h their white aprons
Sver their heads to keep the flies off, grub it up and

eat 1t thoughtfully.

—

messages and parcels

There is only one Judge in town. KEven he only
sit in chambers.

comes ftwice a-week to s _ 1f the
country folks of those assize towns on his circuit
could only see him now ! No full-bottomed wig, no
red petticoats, no fur, no javelin-men, no white
wands. Merely a close-shaved gentleman in white
trousers and & white hat, with sea-bronze on the
judicial countenance, and a g.trip of bark peelegl by
the solar rays from the judicial nose, who calls 1n at
the shell-fish shop as he comes along, and drinks
iced ginger-beer !

The bar of England is scattered over the face of
the earth. How England can get on through four
long summer months without its bar—which is its
acknowledged refuge in adversity, and its only legi-
timate triumph in prosperity—is beside the question ;
assuredly that shield and buckler of Britannia are
ot in present wear. The learned gentleman who 1s
always so tremendously indignant at the unprece-
dented outrage committed on the feelings of his client
by the opposite party, that he never seems likely to re-
cover it, is doing infinitely better than might be
expected, in Switzerland. The learned gentieman
who does the withering business, and who blights
ell opponents with bis gloomy sarcasm, 15 as merry
as a grig at a French watering-place. The learned
gentleman who weeps by the pint on the smallest
nrovocation, has not shed a tear these six weeks.
The very learned gentleman who has cooled the
natural heat of his gingery complexion in pools and
fountains of law, until he has become great in
knotty arguments for Term-time, when he poses the
drowsy Bench with legal ‘‘ chaff,”” inexplicable to
the uninitiated and to most of the initiated too, is
roaming, with a characteristic delight in aridity and
dust, about Constantinople. Other dispersed frag-
ments of the same great Palladium are to be found
on the canals of Venice, at the second cataract of
the Nile, in the baths of Germany, and sprinkled on
the sea-sand all over the English coast. Scarcely
one 1s to be encountered in the deserted region of
Chancery Lane. If such a lonely member of the bar
do flit across the waste, and come upon a prowling
suitor who is unable to leave off haunting the scenes
of his anxiety, they frighten one another, and retreat
into opposite shades.

It 1s the hottest long vacation known for many
years. All the young clerks are madly in love, and
according to their various degrees, pine for bliss
with their beloved object, at Margate, Ramsgate
or Gravesend, All the middle-aged clerks think
their families too large. All the unowned dogs who
stray into the Inns of Court, and pant about stair.
cases and other dry places, seeking water, give short
howls of aggravation. All the blind men’s dogs 1n
tae streets draw their masters against pumps, or
g:g them over buckets. A shop with a sun-blind

nd a watered pavement, and a bowl of gol
%L:EP ﬁtﬂh mhﬂ;ﬂ ‘mdt;w, 18 a sanctuary, g{&‘gﬁlﬁi
ets so ho it 18, to th ] :
;‘L %‘leet Si_:-reait, what a f.8cincent Strand
eﬁs them 51Emerir}1)g all night,
_ Lhere are offices about the I ' '
@ man might be cool, if pas.of Court in. which
mgﬁhaamg at such a price
thoroughfares immediatel
seera o blaze, . In

any coolness were, worth
in dulness ; but, the little
outside those retirements

H

ieater is in an urn, and | M

|

Mr. Krook's court, it is 8o ot | Mrs, o, S0 O like to

| that the people

turn their houses inside out, and sit
the pnvemens——Mr. 'Iirﬂl?'k milltdﬂf-;
re pursues his studies, with his ca who
:élfert?setguphut) by his side. The ‘‘Sol’s Arms
has discontinued the harmonic meetings for the
season, and little Swills 18 engaged at the Pastoral
Gardens down the river, where he comes out in
quite an innocent manner, and singg comic ditties
of a juvenile complexion, calculated (as the bill says)
not to wound the feelings of the most fastidious
ind.
ml(,)ver all the legal meighbourhood, there hangs,
like some great veil of rust, or aigantic cobweb, the
idleness and pensiveness of the long vacation. Mr.
Snagsby, law-stationer of Cook’s Court, Cursitor
Street, is sensible of the infiuence; not only in his
mind as a sympathetic and contemplative man, but
also in his business as a law-stationer aforesaid.
He has more leisure for musing in Staple Inn and in
the Rolls Yard, during the long vacation, than at
other seasons; and he says to the two ’prentices,
what a thing it is in such hot weather to think that
vou live in an island, with the sea a rolling and a
bowling right round you.

Guster is busy in the little drawing-rocm on this
present afternoon in the long vacation, when Mr,
and Mrs. Snagsby have it in contemplation to
receive company. The expected guests are
rather select than numerous, being Myr. and Mrs.
Chandband, and no more. From Mr. Chadband’s
being much given to deseribe himself, both verbally
and in writing, as a vessel, he is occasionly mis-
taken by strancers for a gentleman connected with
navigation; but, he 1is, as he express 1t
**in the minstry.” Mr, Chadband 1s attached
to no particular denomination; and is considered
by his persecutors to have nothing so very re-
markable to say on the greatest of subjects as to
render his volunteering, on his own account, at all
incumbent on his conscience; but, he has his
followers, and Mrs. Snagsby is of the number.

Mrs. Snabsby has recently taken a passage up-
ward by the vessel, Chadband ; and her attention
was attracted to that Bark A 1, when she was some-
thing flushed by the hot weather.

My hLttle woman,” says Mr. Snagsby to the
sparrows in Staple Inn, ‘‘likes to have ier religion
rather sharp, you see !’

N0, Guster, much impressed rardi '
for the time as the hn.rgdmuid Et? éﬁiﬁiilig h;ﬁ:g
she knows to be endowed with the gift of ’hold'
furth_fur four hours at a stretch prepares the ﬁéﬂi
drawing-room for tea, All the %urniture 1s shaken
and dusted, the portraits of Mr. and Mrs. Snagsh
are touched up with a wet cloth the-bes? gts .
service is set forth, and there is excellent nrovi e
made of dainty new bread crusty twists pl?vil:smn
bl'i\..r‘;.'_l‘, thin slices of h, y COO resh

, . _ham, tongue and German

sausage, and delicate little rows of anchovi
ling in parsley : not 4o taent: anchovies nest-
; 1on new laid eggs, to be

E;'E:t;ght Ep warm in a napkin, and hot buttered
ressei—-th or, Chadband is rather g consumin
© persecutors say a gorging vessel ; n.ng

can wield such - :
EAk vt ge;gﬁlfaa of the flesh as a knife and

r. Snagsby in his best coat ]
prep}ii.rutmns when they are c?)rﬁll}?;t]zlc? ga.:fl % i'.ll11a
g s cough of deference behi is h Vs

rs. Snagshy. ¢ : :
o Mrs, Ohadband. ¢ time did you expect Mr

t six,”’

Mr. Snagshy ‘obsery
thﬂrt e it’s gone thﬂ.t,”

in chairs upon

begin

I'S. Snu’EEhF}H I‘Gprua,chflﬂ Withﬂut them’li ii'

remark.

wh
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Mr. Snagsby does look as

(i g, if he would like it}

, but he says, with his cough of mild-

n_ess,':‘No, my dear, no. I merely named the
time,
© What’s time?” says Mus. Snagsby, *to |

eternity 2’
. Very true, my dear,” says Mr. Snagsby.

Only when a person lays in victuals for tea. a
person does it with a view—perhaps—more to time.
And when a timeisnamed for having tea, it’s better
to come up to it.”’

" To come up to it!”” Mrs. Snagshy repeats with
fsie‘lretmty';’ “Up toit! As if Mr. Chadband was a

ghter !
" Not at all, my dear,” says Mr. Snagshy.

Here, Guster, who has been looking ou{ of the
bed-room window, comes rustling and scratching
down the little staircase like a popular ghost, and.
falling flushed into the drawing-room, announces
that Mr. and Mrs. Chadband have appeared in the
court. The bell at the inner door in the passage
immediately thereafter tinkling, she 1s admonished
by Murs. Snagsby, on pain of instant reconsignment
to her patron saint, not to omit the ceremony of
announcement. Much discomposed in her nerves
(which were previously in the best order) by this
threat, she so fearfully mutilates that point of state
as to announce ‘‘ Mr. and Mrs. Cheeseming, least
which, Imeantersay whatsername!’’ and retires
conscience-stricker from the presence.

My, Chadband is a large yellow man, with a fat
Emile, and a general appearance of having a good
deal of train oil in his system. Mrs. Chadband is a
stern, severe-looking, silent woman. Myr. Chad-
band moves softly and cumbrously, not unlike a
bear who has been taught to walk upright. He is
very much embarrassed about the arms, as if they
were inconvenient to him, and he wanted to grovel ;
is very much in a perspiration about the head ; and
never speaks without first putting up his great hand,
as delivering a token to his hearers that he is going
to edify them.

‘** My friends,”’ says Mr. Chadband. ** Peace be
on this house! On the master thereof, on the
mistress thereof, on the young maidens, and on the
yvoung men! My friends, why do I wish for peace?
What is peace? Is it war? No. Is it strife?
No. Is it lovely, and gentle, and beauniitul, and
pleasant, and serene, and joyful? O yes! There-
fore, my friends, I wish for peace, upon you and
upon yours.”’ :

In consequence of Mrs. Snagsby looking deeply
edified, Mr. Snagsby thinks it expedient on the whole
to say Amen, which is well received.

““ Now, my friends,”” proceeds Mr. Chadband,
““since I am upon this theme——" :

Guster presents herself. Mrs. Snagsby, in a
spectral bass voice, and without removing her eyes
from Chadband, says, with dread distinctness, ** Go
away !’ ,

“:{‘Tow, my friends,”’ says Chadband, *‘since I
am upon this theme, and in my lowly path improving

i

ol
l Gluster is heard unaccountably to murmur ** one
thousing seven hunderd and eighty-two.” The
spectral voice repeats more solemnly, “* Go away :
‘*“ Now, my friends,”’ says Mr;’C’hadbnud, " Wwe
will inquire in a spirit of love _

Still Guster reiterates * one thousing seven
handerd and eighty-two.”” _ :

Mr. Chadband, pausing with the resignation of a
man accustomed to be persecuted, and lu,ng‘liudly
folding up his chin into his fn;t_ﬂmlle;: says, °* Let
us hear the maiden! Speak, maiden !

you plense, sir. Which he wish to know twhat the
shilling ware for,”’ says Guster, breathless. i3

: b ]'i:ur ¢’ returns Mrs. Chadband. *‘For his
are!”

Guster replied that “he insistes on one and eight-
pence, or on summonsizzing the party.”” Mrs.
Snagsby and Mrs, Chadband are proceeding to grow
shrill in indignation, when Mr. Chadband quiets the
tu{nult by lifting up his hand.

"My frieuds,” says he, *‘I remember a duty un-
fulfilled yesterday. = It 1s right that I should be
chastened in some penalty. I oughtnot to murmur.
Rachael, pay the eightpence !’*

While Mrs. Snagsby, drawing her breath, looka
hard at Mr. Snagsby, as who should say, * you hear
this Apostle!’’ and while Mr. Chadband glows with
humility, and train oil, Mrs, Chadband pays the
money. It is Mr., Chadband’s habit—it is the head
and front of his pretensions indeed—to keep this
sort of debtor and creditor account in the smallest
items, and to post it publicly on the most trivial
occasiens,

* My friends,” says Chadband, *‘eightpence is
not much ; it might' justly have been one and four-
pence ; 1t might justly have been half-a-crown. O
let us be joyful, joyful! O let us be joyful !”’

With which remark, which appears from its sound
to be an extract in verse, Mr. Chadband stalks to
the table, and, before taking a chair lifts up his ad-
monitory hand.

" My friends,” says he, *‘ what is this which wa
now behold as being spread before us? Refresh-
ment. Do we need refreshment then, my friends?
We do. And why do we need refreshment, my
friends? Because we are but mortal, because we are
but sinful, because we are but of the earth, because
we are not of the air. Canwe fly, my friends? Wae
cannot. Why can we not fly, my friends ?”’ |

Mr. Snagsby, presuming on the success of his lass .
point, ventures to observe in a cheerful and rather
knowiug tone, *“ No wings.”” But is immediately
frowned down by Mrs. Snagshy.

““I say, my friends,”” pursues Mr. Chadband,
utterly rejecting and obliterating Mr. Snagsby’s
suggestion, ** why can we not fly? Is it because we
are calculated to walk? It is. Could we walk,
my friends, without strength? We could not.
What should we do without strength, my friends?
COur legs would refuse to bear us, our knees would
dounble up, our ankles would turn over, and we
should come to the ground. Then from whence,
my friends, in a human point of view, do we derive
the strength that 1s necessary to our limbs? 'Is
it,”” says Chadband, glancing over the table, *“ from
bread 1n various forms, from butter whichis churned
from the milk which is yielded unto us by the cow,
from the eggs which are laid by the fowl, from ham,
from tongue, from sausage, and from such like?
It is. Then let us partake of the good things which
are set before us!”

The persecutors denied that there was any par-
ticular gift in Mr, Chadband’s piling verbose flights
of stairs, one upon another, after this fashion. Buf
this can only be received as a proof of their deter-
mination to persecute, since it must be within every-
body’s experience, that the Chadband style of
oratory is widely received and much admired.

Mr. Chadband, however, having concluded for the
present, sits down at Mrs., Snagsby’s table, and
lays about him prodigiously. The conversion of
nutriment of any sort into oil of the quality already
mentioned, appears to be a process so inseparable
from the constitution of this exemplary vessel, that
in beginning to eat and drink, he may be described

¢ One thousing seven hunderd and eighty-two, if |

as always becoming a kind of considerable Oil Mills,
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- Mrs. Snagsby, from her elevation, instantly cries

r the production of that
On the present even-
Cook’s Court, Cursitor

troke of business,
2 ull when

|

or other large factory fo
article on a whnlesaltq scale.
inz of the long vacation, 1n
lslﬁeet, he does such a powerful A
that the warehouse appears to be quite

the works cease. _
flrthis period of the entertainment, Guster, who

has never recovered her first failure, but 1‘“.3 neg-
lected no possible or impossible means of brmglng
the establishment and herself into contempt—‘ﬂm%‘%
which may be briefly enumerated her unEFKPEEtlE dF

orming clashing military music on Mr. Chad-
band’s head with plates, and n.ftert_mrds_crowmng
that gentleman with muffins—at this period of the
entertainment, Guster whispers Mr. Snagsby that
he is wanted.

““ And being wanted in the—not to put too fine a
point upon it—-in the shop!’ says Mr. Snagsby
rising, ** perhaps this good company will excuse me
for half a minute.”’ :

Mr. Snagsby descends, and finds the two 'prentices
intently contemplating a police constable, who
holds a ragged boy by the arm.,

““ Why, bless my heart,”’ says Mr. Snagsby,
“what’s the matter!”

“This boy,’”’ says the constable, ‘‘ although he’s
repeatedly told to, won’t move on—"

“I'm always a moving on, sir,”’ cries the boy,
wiping away his grimy tears with his arm. *‘I've
always been a moving and a moving on, ever since
I was born. Where can I possible move to, sir,
more nor I do move !”’

** He won’t move on,”” says the constable, calmly.
with a slight professional hitch of his neck involv-
ing its better settlement in his stiff stock, ‘ al-
though he has been repeatedly cautioned, and there-
fore I am obliged to take him into custody. He’'s
as obstinate a young gonoph as I know. He woN’'T
move on,”’

““O my eye! Where can I move to!”’ cries the
boy, clutching quite desperately at his hair, and
beating his bare teet upon the floor of Mr. Snagsby’s
passage,

" Don’t you come none of that, or I shall make
blessed short work of you !”’ says the constable, giv-
ing 1t1111mt a passiﬂglesa shake. ‘* My instructions
are, that you are to move on. v
five hundrid times.” HIATE MU 000

" But where ?”’ cries the boy.

“Well! Really, constable, you know,’’ says Mr,
Snagsby wistfully, and coughing behind his hand
his cough of great perplexity and doubt: ** really
that does seem a question. Where, you know "’

"My instructions don’t go to tha , replies the
constable. ‘‘ My instructions are that this boy is
to f)nnve un.‘; §

0 you hear, Jo? It is nothing to

any one else, that the great lightﬂg of t gupgll:li:tl?
mentary sky have failed for some few years, in this
business, to set you the example of movin on,
T]IJJJ_? one grand recipe remains for you—the profound
philosoplical prescription—the be-all and the end-
all of your strange existence upon earth. Move on !
You are by no means to move off, Jo. for the great
lights can’t all agree about that. Move on !
noEIh;; BHES‘EEBF Says nothing to this effect ;
e hgﬂa Tt Indeed ; but coughs his forlornest

igh, expressive of no thoroughfare in any direc-

tion. By this time, Mr,
W5 Bracsby: ot r. and Mrs. Chadband, and

red upon the stairs. Guster havin

says

never left

g the altercation, have ap- | d

e end of the passage, the
uml'illeld.

" The simple question is, sir,”
* whether you know this boy.

whole household are as.

says the constable
He says you do.”

“| the audience, ‘¢ Well,

6 don’t!" ;
ouy B.Il;hfifl:ileﬂwnomun I’” says Mr. Snggsby,' looking
ap the staircase, ‘““ My love, permit me: Pray
hpv a moment’s patience, my dear. I do know
o in what I know of him,

o of this lad, and 1
?ﬂﬂf& that there’s any harm ; perhaps ou the
contrary, constable.” To whom the law-stationer

relates his Joful and woful experience, suppressing
-crown fact. _
He l%l‘-’lgﬂcfﬂ says the constable, *“so far 1t seems,
he had grounds for what he said. When I took him
into custody up in Holborn, he said you knew him.
Upon that, a young man who was 1n the crowd said
he was acquainted with you, ’and f'ou were a re-
spectable housekeeper, and if I'd call and mfmke the
enquiry he’d appear. The young man don’t seem
inclined to keep his word, but—Oh! Here 1s the
oung man!”’
] Enter Mr. Guppy, who nods to Mr. Snagsby, and
touches his hat with the chivalry of clerkship to the

ladies on the stairs.
““T was strolling away from the office just now,

when I found this row going on,”” says Mr. Guppy
to the law-stationer; ‘‘ and as your name was men-
tioned, I thought it was right the thing should be
looked into.”

““ It was very good-natured of you, sir,”’ says Mr.
Snagsby, ‘‘and I am obliged to you.”” And Mr.
Snagsby again relates his experience, again suppres-
ing the half-crown fact.

"“Now, I know where you live,” says the con-
stable, then, to Jo. ‘* You live down i Tom-all-
alone’s. That’s a nice innocent place to live in,
ain’t 1t 2"’

"* I can’t go and live in no nicer place, sir,”” replies
Jo. “‘They wouldn’t have nothink to say to me if
I wosto go toa nice innocent place fur to live. Who
ud go and let a nice innocent lodging to such a
reg’lar one as me!”’

" You are very poor, ain’t you?’ says the con-
stable,

" Yes, I am indeed, sir,
replies Jo.

I leave you to judge now! I shook these two
half-crowns out of him,” says the constable produc-

ing them to the company, *“ 1n only putting my hand
upon him!”’

5y “’Eh?y’re wot’s left, Mr. Sna
out of a sov'ring as wos give me bv a '
wale as sed she wos a servrﬁllt and as iomiﬂcg 1:1;
crossin one night and asked to be showd this ‘ere
ouse and the ouse wot him as you giv the writin to
died at, and the berrin ground wot he’s berrid in
She ses}ta me she ses ‘ are you the boy at the Ink-
which?’ she ses. ‘I ses yes " I ses. She ses to m;

she ses ‘can you show me
all them P’
"yes I can’ I ses. Plgceatld s

L)

wery poor in gin’ral,”’

gshy,”’ says Jo,

b

_ had to pa;
down in Tom-all-alone’s, afore they’dlacﬁlfr?itb?u;

to giv me change, and then g
: youn '
:lr:_othear five while I was asleep nntf r?:lnihlf?r tlljuevﬁd
1eved ninepence and the landlord e st e
round with a lot more on it,”’ tood drains

“You don’t expect anvh
Od L L
about the lady and the Bﬂgereignfﬂdﬂbirl;?:i’a” E;l;;

the constable, eyeing him aside with ineffable dis.

ain.,
I don’t know as Ldo, sir,” replied Jo. ““T don’t
uch, but that's the true

expect nothink at all, sir, m|
’ the constable observes to

his:iii’ on it.”
ou see what he ig !’
- Snagsby, if T don’t lock




dTLLYIT TH..

JHNHD

=
[

NI H

1Vd dHL

-
L

|

T, e e . e @ T CECER

e

——
=
— il

e ] . =
e =3 — i g -
= ‘-n..*..-- .
/ ey 2
! A& = =
& L i d i . —
. - |'| .
L Y L
i 1-".
. |
- i iy
a— ] '.. -
- "
1] - - -
—
- H
- - am— e = = T - —-_—

e
™ =

LN

e S -
_— L i 3 -

& T
- PPl EE . = .

e =

:_-."—“-r-.

e ol
O = -
& o i—— =
=
—— —

- - e B, Ve STl Tt 4T T =l =
—"_:IF ":..': -—--r‘ ST B S e - - s = L - aY
3 : -~ ' A — _-h_- __'_._ T - --Ii-:.. rl = —m

il = . - =
bl :l'ﬂ__. -

-




W

BLEAK
206

BORIII AT AR AR

e

him up this time, will you e

on P’ :
¢ No !”’ cries Mrs. Snagsby from the stairs.

] J ; d. ‘ Con-
¢ My little woman !”’ pleads her husband. =
Btnhle,yl have no doubt he’ll move on.b You know
you really must do it,”’ says Mr. ?’nags y}; e
¢ T'm everyways agreeable, sir,”" 8ayS the hay
Jo

] “You
“Do it, then,”” observes the constable. -
know what you have got to do. Do 1b: Ali:dlﬁlmcﬂld
lect you won’t get off so easy next time. Cate ll':lile
of your muneyf Nﬂw, tlgie ‘sooner you re five
better for all paraes. - <3
Gﬁﬁ?ig?l this farewell ]?int, and pointing genemll}; ltﬂ
the setting sun, as a likely place to move on to, 13
constable bids his auditors good afternoon; an
makes the echoes of Cook’s Court perform slow
music for him as he walks away on the shady side,
carrving his iron-bound hat in his hand for a little
ilation. :
Wi’ﬁﬂ, Jo’s improbable story concerning the lady
and the sovereien has awakened more cr less the
curiosity of all the company. Mr. Guppy, who has
an enquiring mind in matters of evidence, and who,
has been suffering severely from the lassitude of the
long vacation, takes that interest in the case, that
he enters on a regular cross-examination of the wits,
ness, which is found so interesting by the ladies that
Mrs. Snagsby politely invites him to step up-stairs,
and drink a cup of tea, if he will excuse the disar-
ranged state of the tea-table, consequent on their
previous exertions. Mr. Guppy yielding his assent
to this proposal, Jo is requested to followinto the
drawing-room doorway, where Mr, Guppy takes him
in hand as a witness, patting him into this shape,
that shape, and the other shape, like a butterman
dealing with so much butter, and worrying him
according to the best models. Nor is the examina-
tion unlike many such model displays, both in
respect of its eliciting nothing, and of its being
lengthy ; for, Mr. Guppy is sensible of his talent,
and Mrs. Snagsby feels, not only that 1t gratifies her
inquisitive disposition, but thatit lifts her husband’s
establishment higher up in the law. During the
progress of this keen encounter, the vessel Chad-
band, being merely engaged in the oil trade, gets
aground, and waits to be floated off.

“Well!” says Mr. Guppy, *‘‘either this bhoy
sticks to it like cobbler’s wax, or there i1s something
out of the common here that beats anything that
ever came into my way at Kenge and Carboy’s.”’

Mrs, Chadband whispers Murs. Snagsby, who ex-

laims, *‘ You don’t say so!”’

“* For years !”’ replies Mrs. Chadband.

“Has known Kenge and Carboy’s office for
g ars,” Mrs, Snagsby triumphantly explains to M.
& uppy. ‘‘ Mrs. Chadband—this gentleman’s wife
— Reverend Mr. Chadband.”

* Oh, indeed !”’ says Mr, Guppy.

“Before I married my present hushand,”’ says

,rs, Chadband.

“*Was you a party in anything, ma’am ?’’ says
Mf; lg'“lf})}’, transferring his cross-examination,

0.
“Not a party in anything, ma'am?” says Mr.
Guppy.

Mrs, Chadband shakes her head.

** Perhaps you were acquainted with somebody
who was a party In something, ma’am "’ says Mr.

Guppy, who likes nothing better than to model his
conversation on forensic principles,

““ Not exactly that, either,” replies Mrs. Chad-
bm;ld, humouring the joke with a hard-favored
smile.

““ Not exactly that, either !” repecats Mr. Guppy.

= . 'I-ﬁ V [TOG
moving ery 8
ngage for his 3 !ncqumntnnce W

o’am, was it a lady of your
b Il)liﬂyl;ugl some trail_sn.ct)iougt IEWIE{ et:ﬁé
t transactions) Wi g

nua ‘g ngf-?gtulsﬁfe:?;ﬂwas it a gentleman of your
:Equai;t&ncef‘ Take time, ma’am., ’\Vensimll come
to it presently. Man or womph, 1:11& ﬂ-ﬂi- PR

‘“ Neither,’’ says Mrs. Chadband, as ;s ]ﬁ ore. ;.

¢“ Oh! A child!’” says Mr. Guppy, I'DWEHE oL
the admiring Mrs. Snagsby the reg'qlf_l.rhapu e pro-
fossional eye which 18 thraw:n on Britis kiitéryme?_
** Now, mn’am,lﬂerh&pﬂ you'll have the ness to
. shat child.™ okl
e l?ﬂ?fiie got atit ab last, sir,”” says Mr?:i C_l::n,d-
band, with another hnrd_—fa.vored smile, ** Well,
sir, it was before your time, most likely, judging
from your appearance. I was-left in charge of a
child named Esther Summerson, wl}? was put out In
life by Messrs. Kenge and Carboy."
“ Miss Summerson, ma’am!’’ cries Mr. Guppy,
. § . :
emiltfdcall her Esther Summerson,”” said Mrs.
Chadband, with austerity. ** There was no Miss-1ng
of the girl in my time. It was Esther. Esther, do
this! Bsther, do that!’ and she was made to do
it.:rl ‘
““ My dear ma’am,”’ returns Mr. Guppy, moving

across the small apartment, ** the humble individual

who now addresses you received that young lady in
London, when she first came here from the estab-
lishment to which you have alluded. Ailow me to
have the pleasure of taking you by the hand.”
Mr. Chadband, at last seeing his opportunity,
makes his accustomed signal, and rises with a
smoking head, which he dabs with his pocket-hand-
kerchief. Mrs. Snagsby whispers ** Hush !’
*“*My friends,”’ says Chadband, ** we have par-
taken, in moderation’” (which was certainly not the
case so far as he was concerned), *‘ of the comforts
which have been provided for us. May this house
live upon the fatness of the land; may corn and
wine .be plentiful therein; may it grow, may it
thrive, may it prosper, may it advance, may it pro-
ceed, may 1t press forward ! But, my friends, have
we partaken of anything else? We have. My
friends, of what else have we partaken? Of
spiritual profit? Yes. From whence have we de-
?ﬂtzi:l ,13 hat spiritual profit? My young friend, stand
orth !
Jo, thus apostrophised, gives a slouch baclkward,
and another slouch forward, and another slouch to
each side, and confronts the eloquent Chadband
mt;h evident doubts of his intentions, :
"My young friend,” says Chadband, *¢ you are to
us a pearl, you are to us a diamond, you are to us a

gem, you are t0 us a jewel. And wh
triend 2’ At

thinl{ _ﬂlfm t know,”” replies Jo. *‘I don’t know no-

" My young friend,” says Chadband. *“it is he.
cause you know nnth{ng that you are to ulat :: sg];:il
and jewel. For what are you, my young friend?
Are you a beast of the field? No. "A bird of the
air? No. A fish of the sea or river? No. You
Hém 1n., llwtumun boy, my young friend, A human boy

giorious to be a human boy! And why glarious:

my young friend? :
Pecaying ke lEBBOﬂsBemuBE you ave capable of

: of wisdom, because vo
{c:l?l)'iblefﬂf profiting by the discourse whicli' fln?;
o 11 e:ht&r g:u: gEOd]; because you are not a stick

L L ’
i SLOCK, or a stone, or g post, or &

O running stream of sparkling

To be a soaring human boy | g joy

!And do you cool yourself in that stream now, my
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young friend? No. Why do you not cool yourself
1n that stream now? Because J;rnu are In a jr;tate of
darkness, because you are in a state of obscurity
because you are in a state of sinfulness, because
youare in a state of bondage. My young friend,
what 1§ bondage? TLet us, in a spirit of love,
inquire.

A this threatening stage of the discourse, Jo. !
who seems to have been gradually going out of his
mind, smears his right arm over his face, and gives
a terrible yawn. Mrs., Snagsby indignantly ex-
gresases her belief that he is a limb of the arch-

end.

“My friends,”” says Mr. Chadband, with his
persecuted chin folding itself into its fat smile again
as he looks round, ‘' it is right that I should he
humbled, it is right that I should be tried, it 1s
right that I should be mortified, it is right that I
should be corrected. I stumbled, on Sabbath last,
when 1 thought with pride on my three hours’ im-

proving. The account is now favourably balanced ;
my creditor has accepted a composition. O let us
be joyful, joyful! O let us be joyful!”’

Great sensation on the part of Mrs. Snagsby.

“* My friends,”’ gays Chadband, looking: round
him, in conclusion, ‘‘I will not proceed with my
young friend now. Will yon come to-morrow, my
young friend, and engnire of this good lady where I
am to be found to deliver a discourse untoe you,
and will you come like the thirsty swallow upon the
next day, and upon the day after that, and upon the
day after that, and upon many pleasant days, to
hear )djscourses?” (This, with a cow-like light-
ness.,

Jo, whose immediate object seems to be to get
away on any terms, gives a shuffiing nod. Mr.
Guppy then throws him a penny, and Mrs. Snagshy
calls to Guster to see him safely out of the house.
But, before he goes down stairs, Mr. Snagsby loads
him with some broken meats from the table, which
he carries away, hugging in his arms,

So, Mr. Chadband, of whom the persecutors say
that it is no wonder he should go on for any length
of time uttering such abominable nonsense, but that
the wonder rather is that he should ever leave off,
having once the audacity to begin—retires into
private life until he invests a little capital of supper
in the oil trade. Jo moves on, through the long
vacation, down to Blackfriars Bridge, where he
finds a baking stony corner, wherein to settle to his

- repast.

And there he sits, munching and gnawing, and
looking up at the great Cross on the summit of St.
Paul’s Cathedral, glittering above a red and violet-
tinted cloud of smoke. From the boy’s face one
might suppose that sacred emblem to be, in his eyes,
the crowning confusion of the great, confused city ;
so golden, so high up, so far out of his reach. There
he sits, the sun going down, the river running fast,
the crowd flowing by him in two streams—everything
moving on to some purpose and to one end—until he
is stirred up, and told to ‘“ move on™ too.

CHAPTER XX,

A NEW LODGER.

Tae lone vacation saunters on towards term-time,
like an idle river very leisurely strolling down a flab
country to the sea. Mr. Guppy saunters along with
it congenially. He has blunted the blade of his
penknife, and broken the point off, by sticking that
instrument into his desk in every direction. Not
that he bears the desk any ill will, bu$ he must do |

_

something, and it must be something of an unnex-
citing nature, which will lay neither his physical nor
his intellectual energies under too heavy contribu-
tion. He finds that nothing agrees with him so
well, as to make little gyrations on one lez of his
stool, and stab his dask, and gape. |

Kenge and Carboy are out of town, and the
articled clerk has taken out a shooting license and
gone down to his father’s, and Mr. Guppy’s two
fellow stipendiaries are away on leave. Mr. Guppy,
and Mr. Richard Carstone, divide the dignity of the
office. But Mr. Carstone is for the time being
established in Kenge's rcom, whereat Mr. Guppy
chafes. So exceedingly, that he with biting sa»-
casm informs his mother, in the confidential mo-
ments when he sups with her off a lobster and let-
tuce, in the Old Street Road, that he is afraid the
office is hardly good enough for swells, and that if
he had known there was a swell coming, he would
have got it painted.

Mr. Guppy suspects everybody who enters on the
occupation of a stool in Kenge and Carboy’s office,
of entertaining, as a matter of course, sinister de-
signs upon him. He is clear that every such person
wants to depose him, If he be ever asked how, why,
when, or wherefore, he shuts up one eye and shakes
hls_hend. On the strength of these profound views,
he in the most ingenious manner takes infinite pains
to counterplot, when there is no plot; and plays the
deepest games of chess without any adversary.

It 13 a source of much gratification to Mr. Guppy,
therefore, to find the new comer constantly poring
over the papers in Jarndyce and Jarndyce; for he
well knows that nothing but confusion and failure
can come of that. His satisfaction communicates
itself to a third saunterer through the long vacation
in I{ienge and Carboy’s office ; to wit, Young Small-
weed.

Whether Young Smallweed (metaphorically called
Small and eke Chick Weed, as it were jocularly to-
express a fledgling,) was ever a boy, is much doubted
in Lincoln’s Inn.  He is now something under fif-
teen, and an old limb of the law. He is facetiously
understood to entertain a passion for a lady at a
cigar shop, in the neighbourhood of Chancery Lane,
and for her sake to have broken off a contract with
another lady, to whom he had been engaged some
years. Heis a town-made article, of small stature
and weazen features ; but may be perceived from a

' considerable distance by means of his very tall hat.

To become a Guppy is the object of his ambition.
He dresses at that gentleman Eby whom he 1s patre-
nized), talks at him, walks at him, founds himself
entirely on him. He is honoured with Mr. Guppy’s
particular confidence, and occasionally advises him,
from the deep wells of his experience, on difficult
points in private life. X

Myr. Guppy has been lolling out of window all the
morning, after trying all the stools in succession
and finding none of them easy, and after several
times putting his head into the iron safe with a |
notion of cooling it. Mr. Smallweed has been twice
dispatched for effervescent drinks, and has twice
mixed them in the two official tumblers and stirred
them up with the ruler. Moy, an]i;y propounds, for
Mr. Smallweed’s consideration, the paradox that
the more you drink the thirstier you are; and re-
clines his head upon the window-sill in a state of
hopeless languor,

While thus looking out into the shade of Old
Square, Lincoln’s Inn, surveying the intolerable
bricks and mortar, Mr, Guppy becomes conscious of
a manly whisker emerging from the cloistered walk

below, and turning itself up in the direction of his
face. At the same time, a low whistle 18 wafted
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: ios. | drink d smokes, in a monkeyish way; and his
through the Inn, and a suppressed voice cries, | g; ::?;Ljs ﬂ;iﬁsiﬂ R th.ﬁt_' = ﬂletriirtﬁ e
: EJP! Gup-pyci 't mean it?’ says Mr. Guppy, | taken in ; and he Fuﬂ_wi all ﬂ?l?auhi:s,bget? Eﬂ nursleﬂci
aroused.* *Smallt Hor's' Jobling ” * Small’s | In shor, in bis binging 1 LSS Dol 2chnd Gl
head looks out of window, too, and nods to Job- | 1?3’5 inle{ n?[l:, to nccount for whose terrestrial exist-

ling. | ence it is reported at the public offices that his father

““ Where have you sprung up from?” enquires i i ke e
was John Doe, and hl _
Mﬂ'ﬁgﬁyﬁle market gardens down by Deptford. | member of the Roe family : also that his first long-

‘ | from a blue bag.

t enlist. I say; | clothes were made | :
b AT T 501::;15 IIITII:;ﬂn ny sgul ' Into the Dining House, unaffected bl*lr thahgfdm:i
I"WHL e T ‘ | tive show In the window, of ﬂl‘tlﬁﬂlﬂk JE Wfl ene
3 ?ﬂbtﬁirﬁoks hunery, and also has the appearance | cn.ullfﬂc{:irerslizlllndm[:{?llllg-ll;je?;STEJ;‘ISI;_E ixl‘:il: rgailyofolsetailsé

s o) TE = oon o :
Ef llIf)L:nil:;?rﬂ:gn to seed in the market-gardens down | ES?t,FMr. Smallweed lead A e, thth}’ know
M I spn.y t Just throw out half-a-crown, if you have l};im t]herg, and gefei'l tghlém;&peie llll:sis ?i X ;znﬂrpi}t:

t e. I want to get some dinner.”’ ox, he bespeaks a ¢ g s

B, {{il’?lloysor:;trcomﬁ and ding with me?’’ says Mr. | bald patriarchs, who keep them mmz‘t_ha: ht_tan
Guppy, throwing out the coin, which Mr. Jobling | minutes afterwards. It 1s of no use trying him

I can’t stand it any longer.

S

' Ing full-sized *‘bread,’” or

catches neatly. with anything less than a e
d g have to hold out?’ says | proposing to him any joint in cut, unless it is in the
Ju::tb1:5:‘1:{1ﬂnr-':::i'ir SR Ime Ly A Eery best cut. In the matter of gravy he is

" Not half an hour. I am only waiting here, till | adamant. | By
the enemy goes,”” returns Mr. Guppy, butting in- | Conscious of his elfin power, and submitting to

ward with his head. his dread experience, Mr. Guppy consults him in the
*““ What enemy ?”’ choice of that day’s banquet; turning an appealing
‘““A new one. Going to be articled. Will you | look toward him as the waitress repeats the cata-
wait?”’ logue of viands, and saying *“ What do zgu take,
** Can you give a fellow anything to read in the | Chick?’’ Chick, out of the profundity of his artful:
meantime 7"’ says Mr. Jobling. ness, preferring *‘ veal and ham and French beans

Smallweed suggests the Law List. But Mr. | —And don’t you forget the stuffing, Polly,” (with
Jobling declares, with much earnestness, that he | an unearthly cock of his venerable eye); Mr. Guppy
‘“can’t stand it.”’ and Mr. Jobling give the like order. Three pint

" You shall have the paper,” says Mr. Guppy. | pots of half-and-half are superadded. Quickly the
*“ He shall bring it down. But you had better not | waitress returns, bearing what is apparently a model
be seen about here. Sit on our staircase and read. | of the tower of Babel, but what 1s really a pile of
It’s a quiet place.” plates and flat tin dish-covers. Myr. Smallweed,

Jobling nods intelligence and acquiescence. The approving of what is set before him, conveys intel-
sagacious Smallweed supplies him with the news- | licent benignity into his ancient eye, and winks
paper, and occasionally drops his eye upon him from upon her. Then, amid a constant coming in, and
the landing as a precaution against his becoming | going out, and running about, and a clatter of
disgusted with waiting, and making an untimely de- | crockery, and a rumbling up and down of the
parture. At last the enemy retreats, and then | machine which brings the nice cuts from the kitchen
Sz?fxﬂweed fetches Mr. J ﬂbllﬂg; up. and a shrill erying for more nice cuts down the speak:

Well, and how are you:’ says Mr. Guppy, |ing-pipe, and a shrill reckoning of the cost of nice
Ehfliklﬂg hands with him. ok cuts that have been disposed of, and a general flush
So, so. How are your = and steam of hot joints, cut and uncut; and a con-

Mr. Guppy replying that he is not much to boast | siderably heated atmosphere in which the soiled

of, Mr. Jobling ventures on the question, *‘ How is | knives and table-cloths seem to break out sponta-

she?”” This Mr. Guppy resents as a liberty ; re- | neously into eru tions of o d
torting, “ Jobling, there are chords in the buman | & eyt btions of grease and blotches of
mind—""  Jobling begs pardon. ei&}. .}Ebega triumvirate appease their appetites.

4 . l" . -b ‘ -
A_ny Eub]ect but that!’’ 8YS Mr. GUDI)F, with Ing 18 buttoned up closer than mere adorn-

' ment might require. His hat present t the rim:
a gloomy enjoyment of his injury, * ] stoning naince
chgm-ds, ;5 & ljin};j- nt of his injury For there are | a peculiar appearance of a glistening nature, as if it

Mr. Jobling begs pardon again. ok i snail-promenade. The same

_ : ) phenomenon is visible o '
During this short colloquy, the active Smallweed, particularly at the Eea?n:?meﬂznit;gﬂihlﬁsfgﬁae% al;nl.’d-

who is of the dinner party, has written in lecal ; :

. : & : in legal | pearance of a gentlem ;

%i’;lﬂ-ﬂtﬂl‘ﬁ on ashp of paper, * Return immediately.”” | stances: even hgi;. lightﬂ;hligksgbg? e t]flrcum-
18 notification to all whom it may concern, he | thing of a shab} PP WAL eoImae

inserts 1n the letter-box ; and then putting on the )y arr.

| ey e His appetite i '
tall hat, at the angle of inclination at which Mr. | living fl:I})II‘J sc: ot

Guppy wears his, informs bt me little time back, He makes such a
RO make thiamei o Er:;r b .s patron that they may speedy end of his plate of veal and ham, bringing

' it to a clo ile hi ' '
ccordingly they bhetake themselves to a neigh- | in theigs,sétgili:leh}lf cnﬂ%??niigggsgset iﬁﬁ;ﬂ'y
er.

Ing-house, of the class known amon its | ¢ Thank ) ;
trequenters by the denomination Slap-Bang. whers | don't knoﬁl%h?ﬁgﬁi t:ﬁﬂaﬁgh?!ﬁh“g " I really

the waitress, a bouncing y
ht, he falls to with great good

gorous, that it suggests spare

SupPosod to have o somzu?g female of forty, is Another being broug

ceptible Smallweed ; of who Ao aon e san [ wil)

that he is a weird ol lurnn 1t may be remarked Mr, Gu

[ 18 ha way t]lI‘Ollgh thi
recocious on

. 4 1 eﬂjoying ull t hi :
1t seems as if he must have lain therh{xla? t&ai(ifc?al,if half-and-half (also renewed{' g pint pot of

legs and rubs h . n.nd_atretp es out his
has Smallweed : and he glow of cugt:nil'i:fegﬂf gfsr é?:l?l;};ﬁjgs ?Jlm in which
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You are a man again, Tony !”’

‘s Well,nnt u-itrE', et.’? g Mr. ; 2
just born.” o yet, " says Mr. Jobling. “‘Say,

" Will you take any other vegetables? Grass?
Pe&s ? Summer cabbage ?’

Thank you, Guppy,” says Mr. Jobling. “I
really don’t know but what I will take summer
cabbage.’”

Order given; with the sarcastic addition (from
Mr. Smallweed) of ‘* Without slugs, Polly.” And
cabbage produced.

"I am growing up, Guppy,” says Mr. Jobling,
plying his knife and fork with a relishing steadi-
ness.

¢ Glad to hear it,”’

** In fact, I have just turned into my teens,’’ says
Mr. Jobling.

He says no more until he has performed his task,
which he achieves as Messrs, Guppy and Smallweed
finish theirs ; thus getting over the ground in ex-
cellent style, and beating those two gentlemen
easily by a veal and ham and a cabbage.

‘* Now, Small,”” says Mr. Guppy, ‘‘ what would
you recommend about pastry?”’

““Marrow puddings,” says Mr. Smallweed in-
stantly.

‘*“ Aye, aye!” cries Mr. Jobling, with an arch
look. *‘* You're there, are you? Thank jyou,
Guppy, I don’v know but what Iwill take a marrow
pudding.’’

Three marrow puddings being produced, M.
Jobling adds, in a pleasant humour, that he is
coming of age fast, To these succeed by command
of Mr. Smallweed, ‘‘ three Cheshires ;’’ and to those,
‘“ three small rums.’”” This apex of the entertain-
ment bappily reached, Mr. Jobling puts up his legs
on the carpeted seat (having his own side of the box
to himself), leans against the wall, and says, ** I am
grown up, now, Guppy. I have arrived at ma-
turity.”’

““ What do you think, now,”” says Mr. Guppy,
‘“ about—you don’t mind Smallweed 7’

“ Not the least in the world. I have the pleasure
of drinking his good health.”

““ Sir, to you !’ says Mr. Smallweed. 3

“ T was saying, v;llllat do you think now,’’ pursues

r. Guppy, ‘¢ of enlisting?

M“‘ WhI:rI:ywhat I may think after dinner,”’ returns
Mr. Jobling, ‘“is one thing, my dear Guppy, and
what I may think before dinner is another thing.
Still, even after dinner, I ask myself the question,
. t am I to do? How am I to live? Ill fo
manger, you know,” says Mr. Jobling, pro-
nouncing that word as if he meant a necessary
fixture in an English stable. ‘Il fo manger.
That’s the French saying, and mangering 1S as
necessary to me as it is to a Frenchman. Or more

g Mr. Smallweed is decidedly of opinion ‘‘ much
m?yifm:;.ny man had told me,” J)ursues Jobling,
¢ aven so lately as when you and I had the frisk
down in Lincolnshire, Guppy, I;1;:1:1(:1 drove over to see

t Castle Wold—
thﬂhifs[kﬂélzfniﬁweed corrects him—Chesney Wold.

8 Wold. (I thank my honorable friend
for ?l]::tsuﬂgeer.) If any man had told me, then,

hould be as hard up at the present time as
%hl?:exl':ﬂflyoﬁnd myself, I should have—well, I should

have pitched into him,” says Mr. Jobling, taking

o little run-and-water with an air of desperate re-

' . . ¢ T ghould have let fly at his heyd.”
Blg‘?g?itlaln Tnny, you were on the wrong ‘a1da of the
post thanl," remonstrates Mr. Guppy. You were

talking about nothing else in the gig.”’

___F—_-l-—-_——._.____.

*“ Guppy,”’ says M. Jobling, “ I will not deny it,
I was on the wrong side of the post. But I trusted to
things coming around.”’

That very popular trust in flat things coming
round ! Not in their being beaten round, or worked
round, but in their *“ coming’” round! As though
a lunatic should trust in the world’s * coming *’
triangular !

"I had confident expectations that things would
come round and be all square,” says Mr. Jobling,
with some vagueness of expression, and perhaps
of meaning, too. ‘‘ But I was disappointed, They
never did. And when it came to creditors making
rows at the office, and to people that the office dealt
with making complaints about dirty trifles of
borrowed money, why there was an end of that con-
nexion. And of any new professional connexion,
too; forif I was to give a reference to-morrow, it
would be mentioned, and would sew me up. Then,
what's a feliow to do? T have been keeping out of
the way, and living cheap, down about the market-
gardens ; but what’s the use of living cheap when
gou 111511'& got no money? You might as well live

ear,

"* Better,”” Mr. Smallweed thinks,

"*Certainly. It’s the fashionable way; and
fashion and whiskers have been my weaknesses,
and I don’t care who knows it,”” says Mr. Jobling.
" They are great weaknesses—Damme, sir, they are
great. Well!”’ proceeds Mr. Jobling, after a
defiant visit to his rum-and-water, *‘ what can a
fellow do, I ask you, but enlist ?”’

Mr. Guppy comes more fully into conversation,
to state what, in 1% opinion, a fellow can do. His
manner is the gravely impressive manner of a man
who has not committed himself in life, otherwise
than as he has become the victim of a tender sorrow
of the heart.

‘* Jobling,”” says Mr. Guppy, *‘myself and our
mutual friend Smallweed ——"’

(Mr. Smallweed modestly observes ** Gentlemen
both !’ and drinks.)

‘“ Have had a little conversation on this matter
more than once, since you——""

““ Say, got the sack !”’ cries Mr. Jobling, bitterly.
“ Say it, Guppy. You meanit.”

‘““N-0-0! Left the Inn,” DMr. Smallweed deli-
cately suggests. . _

““ Since you left the Inn, Jobling,” said Mr.
Guppy; ‘““and I have mentioned, to our mutual
friend Smallweed, a plan I have in.tely thought of
proposing. You know Snagsby the stationer?”

‘“ T know there is such a stationer,”’ returns Mr,
Jobling. ‘“He was not ours, and I am not ac-
quainted with him.” _ :

‘“ He 18 ours, Jobling, and I am acquainted with
him,”” Mr. Guppy retorts. * Well, sir! I have
lately become better acquainted with him, through
some accidental circumstances that have made me
a visitor of his in private life. Those circum-
stances it is not necessary fo offer in argument.
They may—or they may not—have some reference
to a subject, which may—or may not—have cast its
shadow on my existence.” : _

As it is Mr. Guppy’s perplexing way, with boast-
ful misery to tempt his particular friends into this
subject, and the moment they touch it, to turn on
them with that trenchant severity about the chords
in the human mind; both Mr, Jobling and Mr.
Smallweed decline the pitfall, by remaining silent.

¢ Such things may be,”’ repeats Mr. Guppy, = or
they may not be. They areno part of the case. It
is enough to mention, that both Mr, and Mrs.
Snagsby are very willing to oblige me; and that

| Snagsby has, in busy times, a good deal of copying



. know lhe has a room to let.

| EAK
110 BL

HOUER e L

____________——-——-—-—_-—

work to give cut. He has_ all Tulkinghorn's,
an excelslgent business besides. I_beheve:blf_ P
mutual friend Smallweed were put 1nto the box,

could prove this?"”
Mr.pSmallweed nods, and appears areedy to be

gWorn.
¢ Now, gentlemen of the jury,”” says Mr. Guppy,
¢ _1 mean, now Jobling—you may say this 1s &
poor prospect of a living. Granted. But 1ts
better than nothing, and better than enlistment.
You want time. There must be time for these late
affairs to blow over. You might live through 1t”on
much worse terms than by writing for Snagsby.
Mr. Jobling is about to interrupt, when the
sagacious Smallweed checks him with a dry cough,
and the words, ‘‘ Hem ! Shakspeare!” |
““ There are two branches to this subject, Job-
ling,”’ says Mr. Guppy. ‘‘ That is the first. 1

our

come to the second. You know Krook, the Chan-
cellor, across the lane. Come, Jobling,” says Mr.
Guppy. in his encouraging cross-examination-tone,
““T think you know Krook, the Chancellor, acress
the lane ?”’ _

‘T know him by sight,” says Mr. Jobling. :

“You know him by sight. Very well. Ana you
know little Flite ¢’ :

““ Everybody knows her,’” says Mr. Jobling.

“ Bverybody knows her. Very well. Now 1t has
been one of my duties of late, to pay Flite a certain

weekly allowance, deducting from it the amount of

her weekly rent: which I have paid (in conse-
quence of instructions I have received) to Krook
himself, regularly, in her presence. This has
brought me into communication with Krook, and
into a knowledge of his house and his habits, 1
You may live there, at
a very low charge, under any name you like; as
quietly as if you were a hundred miles off. He'll
ask no questions; and would accept you as a
tenant, at a word from me — bhefore the clock
strikes, if you chose. And I'll tell you another
thing, Jobling,’”’ says Mr. Guppy, who has sud-
denly lowered his voice, and become familiar
again, ‘‘he's an extraordinary old chap—always
rummaging among a litter of papers, and grubbing
away at teaching himself to read and write; with-
out getting on a bit, as it seems to me. He is a
most extraordinary old chap, sir. I don’t know
but what it might he worth a fellow’s while to look
him up a bit.”

**You don’'t mean 2" Mr. Jobling begins.

“I mean,” returns Mr. Guppy, shrugging his
shoulders with becoming modesty, ‘“that I can’t
make himout. I appeal to our mutual friend Small-
weed, whether he has or has not heard me remark,
that I can’t make him out.”

Mr. Smallweed bears the concise testimony, *“ A
few!”

- I have seen something of the profession, and
something of life; Tony,” says Mr. Guppy, ‘ and
it's seldom I can’t make a man out, more or less,
But such an old card as this; so deep, so sly, and
secret (though I don’t believe he is ever sober); I
never came across. Now, he must be precious old,
you know, and he has not a soul about him, and he
18 reported to be immensely rich ; and whet‘mr heis
a smuggler, or a receiver, or an unlicensed pawn-
broker, or a money-lender—all of which I have
thought likely at different times—it might pay yon
to knock up a sort of knnwledga of him. T don’t

3&:11:535 3{311 shouldn’t go in for it, when everything

Mr. Jobling, Mr. Guppy,
all lean their elbows on t

and Mr. Smallweed,
e table, and their chins

and | time, they all drink,

1. slowly lean back, put their
d look at one another, |
I once possessed, Tony !

hands in their pockets, an
‘“ But there are chords

“Tf T had the energy
says Mr. Guppy, witha E“il,gh.

1 human mind —— _
mlii:J}::[;Jressing the remainder of the desolate senti-

. m and water, Mr. Guppy concludes by
Ei:ljnilsﬂr}che adventure to Tony Jobling, Endh;_xl:l.
fnnﬁingnhim that, during Eha vacation an n% ile
things are slack, his purse, " as far as th e% or ?ulr
or even five pound goes,’’ “;111 be Hﬂ-‘b his Espob_ﬂ, _
¢ Por never shall it be said,”” Mr, truppy adds W1tlf
emphasis, ‘‘ that Wilham Guppy turned his back

is friend ! ; i |
up‘ﬂl‘tﬁg Ilsﬂtter part of the proposal is so directly to
the purpase, that Mr, Jobling Says with emotlcin,
¢ Guppy, my trump, your fist!” Mr. Guppy p1'el-;
sents 1it. saying, ‘* Jobling, my boy, there 1t 1s!
Mr. Jobling returns. ‘* Guppy, we have been pals
now for some years!'” Mr.

line. we have.”” They then shake hands, and Mr.

Jobling adds in a feeling manner, “*Thank you,

Guppy, I don’t know but what I”fu:-m take another
glass, for old acquaintance sake.

“ Krook’s last lodger died there,”’ observes Mr.
Guppy, in an incidental way. _

““Did he though !"" says Mr. Jobling.

¢ There was a verdict. Accidental death. Youw
don’t mind thatr” SRR

““ No,” says Mr. Jobling, I don’t mind it; but
he might as well have died somewhere else. It's
devilish odd that he need go and die at my place !’
Mr. Jobling quite resents this liberty ; several times
returning to it with such remarks as, ** There are
places enough to die in, I should think !"’ or ** He
wouldn’t have liked my dying at his place, I dare
say!”’

However, the compact being virtually made, Mr.
Guppy proposes to dispatch the trusty Smallweed to
ascertain if Mr. Krook is at home, as in that case
they may complete the negotiation without delav.
Mr. Jobling approving, Smallweed puts himself
under the tall hat and conveys it out of the dining-
rooms in the Guppy manner. He soon returns with
the intelligence that Mr, Krook is at home. and
that he has seen him through the shop-door, sitting
in 17:13 back premises, sleeping, *‘ like one o’clock.”’

" Then I'll pay,” says Mr. Guppy, ‘‘ and we'll
go and see him, Small, what will it be "’

Mr. Smallweed, compelling the attendance of the
waltress with one hitch of his eyelash, instantly re-
plies as follows: *‘ Four veals and hams is three
and four potatoes is three and four, and one summer
cebbage is three and six, and three marrows is four
and six, and six breads is five, and three Cheshires
is five and three, and four pints of half-and-half is
six and three, and four small rums is eight and
three, and three Pollys is eight and six. Eight and

gix in h .
b alf a sovereign, Polly, and eighteenpence

Not at all excited by these sty |
: : e
tions, Smallwegd dismisses his frigngg ?r}rliihcaalcglozi
mtd" and remains behind to take g little admiring
f:aﬁcﬂtﬁﬁ 531111; :p“-"'-’- Uppﬂrtﬁnilty may serve, and to

e papers: which are so : :
B botas e Al shomn of e it inb when
¢ limes to run his ey

columns, he seems to have ret; & ye over the
to have disappeared undey the Il.:oeedft?:t{'llg -nlght, v

Mr. Guppy and Mr. Joblin repair to the rag and

‘with his ¢ch
1o

bottle shop, where they find rook still sleeping like

one o’clock ; that is to say, breathing stertorously

in upon hi v :
any externnll) 18 breast, and quite insensible

upon their hands, and lnok‘ at the ceiling. After a | On the table besmunds’ %0 gentle shaking.

ide him, among tha usual lumber,

Guppy replies, *‘ Job- |




stand an empty gin bottl | s
it e and a - glass, Th 13 3 . 3 p

wholeso i : . a-glass, lhe un-| - * You're a "3 e
me air 18 so stained with this liquor, that | another taste—nzg?llllx?; ihst:i:. ’brziti’;%rzzeg?% 'ngn?;

even the green eyes of the cat-u
-upon her sh | e L O |
they open and shut and glimmerp on the ii:ilf&: R:ﬁgg ﬁhem ke Sellnig S VT

look ﬁrunk. Tt ;
old up here!” sa o ng advantage of this auspicious moment
relaxed figure of the glﬁlﬁny n‘;ﬂ&‘éi}%{hﬁ;ﬂﬂg I:;Ihﬂ Mr. Guppy presents his friend under the im-
E‘_%mk! Halloa, sir !’ S L. EE?E:EE} alm'ne _u_ft Mﬁ‘. Tﬁ'eerleh, ]::.11::1 states the
ut it would seem as easy to wake’ : eir visit, Krook, with his bottle under
91€1 clothes, with a Epiritunu'é. heatasn?mnﬂ;);p dlve Pf A (Lo uoyRe gake beyngd a certain point of
it. OB St ever s tuih ey SETbomisg hlél.t_fnﬁlg Elt?er drunkenness or sobriet ), takes time to
into, between drink and sleep #”” says Mr. Guppy Elfuiqy hls;?;? posed lodger, and seems to approve
“Tf this is his regular sleep,” returns Jobling, | man ;Elh ch; duhke, to see the room, young
rather alarmed, ‘‘ it’'ll last a long time one of thegg whit ehs&t o Ahd, L 5.8 8000 20T SARE
days, I am thinking.”’ n.mi :;E;S Eﬁi : BIE:.E Clmt?ef @OW;III WIthtm{E S0Ap
B0 kv moret Bk ” : ; s worth twice the rent : letting
i by élmkinge h; nf :ggfnthﬁ?‘ I!:I r?lilﬁ:. gz.{w; réintan Eeipcfﬁnpm}y when you want it, and such a
B ashinl Wi . : : 1108, ihe mice away.’’
yiidery pOpen ngrlz; Eg;ght be robbed, fifty times mﬂ(?lfn;;iencl:;?]g the room after this manner, the old
After n;uch ado, he opens them, but without | find it cfesanein;h:gsii‘;ﬂg:édwggr%ema.dsgdnlzhey 0
appearing to see his visitors, or any other objects. | tainin g e e, _also con-
Though he crosses one leg on another, and fold his A e tm_l o8 of turniture which hie has
hand; and several times eloses and opens his ; sl 1? dl.lg up from his inexhaustible stores. The terms
lips, he seems to all intents and purposes n.E ﬂ::l:fs::( n;e e%mﬁy f::&:ludec{l— g}r e Lond CHazoaes
Ao, ‘ - | cannot_be on Mr. Guppy, associated i
EllEEEHﬂ-S bEfDIF- A with Kenge and Carboy, Jlﬁidyce ?uﬂ‘deaaﬁc{l;cr
“ He 1: l::E ﬂ;;‘ﬁ, f:i ;nioﬁteéh ::}‘Su Mﬂr. (I}uf:py. and other famous claims on his professional con-
: ' ellor ati it i 00 |
lb:arupgllt a friend of mine, sir, on a.clittle nmttef‘;% i:%:eé &;;22(;:;32 ::El lghgglllfgziilvat Bh;fr' 1%::5:&2%
usiness.’’ Mr. G rina L2 oy ;
The old man still sits, often smacking his dry lips, St;eet,ugrplferg eih]:p;lei*sgia(l}D'{;Lntiogggé%ncgmtﬁr
without the least consciousness. After some minutes, | former to Mr. Snagsby i1s effected, and (more in:-
Ia.lsdmﬂém:t ;mg ;:;tenm%ntsi Tﬁz. W;Il.lllmiilglps tl::;n upé pnrtmcii) th']t?ahvutil and inte;'est of Mus. Sﬂagsby are
ggers ag N ares at | secured, ey then report progress to the emient
th??lﬁ ; bdvap dlo e %: GI ﬁinz,llweed, waitglg at the %ﬁ;a in his tall hat fgf
: ow do you do, Mr. Krook " says Alr. uppy at purpose, and separate ; Mr. Guppy explain
in some discomfiture. “How do you do, sir? You | that he would terminate his little ent%gfninﬁmntlgi
are Iookmg; Ehurmmg, Mr. Xrook. I hope you are :stnudmg treat at the play, but that there are chords
pretty well: in the human mind which would render it a hollpw

The old man, in aiming a purposeless blow at Mr. mockery.
Guppy, or at nothing, feebly swings himself round, | On the morrow, in the dusk of evening, M,
and comes with his face against the wall. So he re- | Weevle modestly appears at Krook’'s, by no eans
mains for a minute or two, heaped up against it ; | incommoded with luggage, and establishes himself
and then staggers down the shop to the front {in his mnew lodging; where the two eyes in the
door. The air, the movement 1n the court, the | shutters stare at him in his sleep, as if they were
lapse of time, or the combination of these things, | full of wonder. On the following day Mr. Weevle,
vecovers him. He comes back pretty steadily, ad- | who is & handy good-for-nothing kind of young
justing his fur-cap on his head, and looking keenly | fellow, borrows a needle and thread of Miss Flite,
at them, and a hammer of his landlord, and goes to work

¢ Your servant, gentlemen ; I've been dozing. |devising apologies for window-curtains, and knock-
Hi! I am hard to wake, odd times.”’ ing up apologies for shelves, and hanging up s

¢« Rather so. indeed, sir,”” responds Mr. Guppy. |two teacups, milkpot, and crockery sundries on a
¢« What? You've been a-trying to do 1t have | pennyworth of little hooks, like a shipwrecked sailor

you?’’ says the suspicious Krook. making the best of it.
¢« Only a little,” Mr. Guppy explains. But what Mr. Weevle prizes most, of all his few

The old man’s eye resting on the empty bottle, | possessions (next after his light whiskers, for which
he takes it up, examines it, and slowly tilts 1t up- has an attachment that only whiskers can awaken
in the breast of man), is a choice collection of

gide down. . Ak _ ‘ _
like the Hobgoblin in the copper-plate 1mpressions from that truly national

T gay!"” he eries, : o a8 a0 :
‘¢ Sopmebody’s been making free here !” work, The Divinities of Albion, or Galaxy Gallery

T agsure you we found 1t s0,” says Mr. Guppy. | of British Beauty, representing ladies of title and
¢ Would you allow me to get it filled for you?”’ | fashion in every variety of smirk that art, combined
¢¢ Yeg, certainly 1 would "’ cries Krook, in high | with capital, 1s capable of producing. With these |
glee. Certainly 1 would! Don’t mentionit! Get magnificent portraits, unworthily confined in a
it filled next door—" Sol’s Arms’—the Lord Chan- | band-box during lis seclusion among the market-
cellor’s fourteenpenny. Bless you, they know me !’* | gardens, he decorates his apartment; and as the
He so presses the empty hottle upon Mr. Guppy, | Galaxy Gallery of DBritish Beauty wears every
that that gentleman, witha nod to his friend, accepts | variety of fancy-dress, plays every variety of musical
instruments, fondles every variety of dog, ogles

the trust, and hurries out and hurries in again with | -
the bottle filled. The old man receives it in his | every variety of prospect, and is backed up by every
arms like a beloved grandchild, and pats it tenderly. | variety of flower-pot and balustrade, the result is

¢ But, I say !”’ he whispers, with his eyes screwed | very 1mposing. -
ap, after tasting it ¢this ain’t the Lord Chancel- [ But, fashion 1s Mr. Weevle’s, as it was Tony
lor's fourteenpenny. This is eighteenpenny !”’ Jobling's twenkness. To borrow yesterday’s papex
‘T thought you might like that better,” says Mr. from the *“Sol’s Arms’’ of an evening, and read about
the brilliant and distinguished meteors that are

Guppy.

glory.
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SR ya .cett cle B
ghooting across the fashionable sky in every direc- | skinned, twn-le,;.,g‘ggﬁs Eﬂﬂﬁ{cﬁeml:?garyﬂ%ﬁeg,ﬂan%i g
tion. is unspeakable consolation to him. To know EPI@EI‘& who 513'}“1 % they were entrapped. The 5
whn}.. member of what brilliant and distinguished retired into hﬂidEE Enﬂ,n’ﬂ God was Compound Intes &
circle accomplished the brilliant and distinguished | name of this ?l ¢ p igt: D O3 1t died of it. Meets B
feat of joining it yesterday, or contemplates the no rest. He live Olr Eppe oncst little enterprise i
D and distinguli;sh?d feali:;[l Gﬁ) le_a?nieié E%vg:(t:}]; a.ﬂl:l}:;;elzzﬂ:ﬂrlsgisa;nintended to have been on the -'.’*’??;:
' 1 ] joy. To be inior ! { i’ :
Eﬁﬁ“ﬁﬂ%ﬁ:ﬁ; alalﬁ:r;h; B{;it}iz Beauty is about, other side, he erLE. tsl?é];:;é];:gi't ciﬂltflfkhlﬂg?gebceii 3}
and means to be about, and what Galaxy marriages | 3* e Lis career: (ARG A
are on the tapis, and what Galaxy rumours are in his heart—and made an enco : | o
! d, and he had been bred at a =

L

circulation, is to become acquainted with the most | character was not goo

. o L _ ‘+v School, 1n a complete course, according to 5
glorious destinies of mankind. Mr. Weevle reverts | Charity 1d answer, of those ancient people the '

1'2

1S 1 ] the Galaxy portraits 1m- question a SW
ﬁyc?tetclf{suﬁltzgég; E?]Eow fhe ;r?g?r:nﬁs and to be | Amorites and Hittites, he was freqpentl}' quoted as i
Elzlmwn of them : an example of the failure of education. L
For the rest he is a quiet lodger, full of handy | His spirit shone thﬂugh his son, tOIW]_'-\Dmifhe had  HS
shifts and devices as before mentioned, able to cook | always preached ol " going out’’ early in life, and =
and clean for himself as well as to carpenter, and | whom he made a clerk 1n a sharp scrivener’s ofice =
developing social inclinations after the shades of | at twelve years old. There, the young gentleman =
evenine have fallen on the court. At those times, improved his mind, Whlqh was of a l*_ean ﬂ:nd anxious
when he is not visited by Mr. Guppy, or by a | character ; and, developing the family gifts, gradu- s
ally elevated himself into the discounting profession, !

small licht in his likeness quenched in a dark hat, ‘ ell _ ' |
be comes out of his dull room—where he has in- | Going out early In life, and marrying late, as his )
herited the deal wilderness of desk bespattered with father had done before him, he too begat a lean and '

anxious-minded son; who, in his turn, became the

a rain of ink—and talks to Krook, or is ‘“ very _ .
free,”’ as they call it in the court, commendingly, | father of Bartholomew and Judith Smallweed,
hole time consumed in the

with any one disposed for conversation. Wherefore, twins. During the wh
Mrs. Piper, who leads the court, is impelled to offer | slow growth of this family tree, the house of Small-
two remarks to Mrs. Perkins : Firstly, that if her weed, always early to go out and late to marry, has
Johnny was to have whiskers, she could wish "em strengthened itself in its practical character, has
to be identically like that young man’s; and | discarded all amusements, discountenance all

secondly, Mark my words, Mrs. Perkins, ma’am, story-books, fairy tales, fictions, and fables, and
and don’t you be surprised, Lord bless you, if that banished all levities whatsoever. Hence the grati-
young man comes in at last for old Krook's money ! fiiﬂg fact, that it has had no child born to it, and

that the complete little men and women whom it
has produced, have been observed to bear a likeness

CHAPTER XXI. to old monkeys with something depressing on their

4 THE SMALLWEED FAMILY. minds. .
At the present time, in the dark little parlor

In a rather ill-favored and ill-savored neigh- | certain feet below :
bourhood, though one of its rising grounds bears | hard, uncnuthe 1:|a‘r{;1:11r]re IE;?I Dgrzgistieflt_?thgnf’
the name of Mount Pleasant, the Elfin Smallweed, | coarsest of baize tubie-cﬂvyers dexiih’B b
christened Bartholomew, and known on the domestic | sheet-iron tea-trays, and off 800 tho MAtEAES
bearth as Bart, passes that limited portion of his | character no bad alle or'eﬁng In 168 GERIPREES
time on which the office and its contingencies have | Grandfather Snmll*:'va*m::d‘g 'md HepresanaaNes %
no claim. He dwells In a little narrow street, | horsehair porter’s chai me S 0500 black
always solitary, shady, and sad, closely bricked in | fire-place, the supera ; ‘tﬂ%e o sach Nide OIS
on all sides like a tomb, but where there yet lingers | wee wile away t}fle rnnuﬂ. 6d Alr: and. Mra. SIS
the stump of an old forest tree, whose flavor is | couple of trivets for Ehsy ours. On the SHOVESENE {
:?1;1;1; :12 fresh and natural as the Smallweed smack | Grandfather Smallwecde’f ﬂts and kettlos wich S J
uth, and project: : :
A There has been only one child in the Smallweed themlfﬂnffe:;ﬁgnffﬁm the chimney-piece between
amily for several generations. Little old men and | he also superinte dnsa gallows for roasting, which
women there have been, but no child, until Mr. | the venerable M nSg i} o it 18 in action. Under
_Smﬂrllwged s grandmother, now living, became weak | his spindle len; . ':1’“”““?1 s seat, and guarded by
in her intellect, and fell (for the first time) into a | contain propert 1?: @ drawer in his chair, reported to
fEiL‘}‘Eh state. W1th‘3uch infantine graces as a |1s a spare cuslfi Oﬂfﬂgbulﬂua_amgunt_ Beside him
. want of observation, memory, understanding | vided, in order 03, :r ‘i which Le is always pro-
lnl interest, and an eternal disposition to fall | throw at the ven \at he may have something to
< iip“?Er the fire andintoit, Mr. Smallweed’sgrand- | whenever she Eia.ble Pﬂ.rtne_r of his respected age
mi:ihi er has undoubtedly brightened the family. ject on which };:uu: ° ab. allusion to money—a sub-
rtr' SHmu.l_l-ﬁ:eed 8 dfather is likewise of the| *‘And Wher;'sls]_.? Hrtl.?}ﬂﬂ'rly sensitive, |
I:;d _E:E & GEIE in a hﬁ-_pless condition as to his lower, | enquires of Judy BHT;EH Grandfather Smallweed
nnimpairgd 0 fﬁ tli:: : &s upper, limbs ; but hismind is | ** He an’ coma’iu Etﬁ,,twm‘ﬁ‘“er-
first f : olds, as well as it ever held, the [ *'It’s his tea ti yet,  says Judy,
1l our rules of arithmetic, and a certain small| ** No.” rr ISVt
?3& :1?:}013;& Egm’;lt::ee l;u.rd‘ieat facts. In respect of | * How much do you m
Lo;gic:% attrib“teﬂi it ?Bnnsr\;z:sde zglﬂiﬁﬁ ﬂlslzsnf; :: ]']ieen ;Ei!lutes.” ean to say it wants then P’
. Everything that Mr. Sma.‘llweed‘sl grandfather | e Al
B S n "
ever put away in his mind was a grub at first, and v H?u !Ennutes_ —(Loud on the part of Jud

18 4 b 18 1 - e '
ﬁnﬂﬁu&gﬂ?. In all his life he has never bred a | minutes.”’ o Gruudfuther_ Smallweed, g 2I‘en

The father of this pleasant

Hiperd - grandfather, of the | and shaki : s b bli
ghbourhood of Mount Pleasant, was a horny- mentioneigcggzeﬁﬁhtghE’tlﬁrimtﬂ’ hii?‘iﬁgﬁglﬁg

With mo

ney, and screeches,

sual occupation to watch,
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like a horrible old parrot without any plumace
‘“ Ten ten-pound notes !”’ ge,

Grandfather Smallweed immediately throws the
cushion at her.

‘“ Drat you, be quiet!"’ says the good old man.

The effect of this act of jaculation is twofold. It

not only donbles up Mrs. Smallweed’s head against
the side of her porter’s chair, and causes her to

Egsent, when extricated by her grand-daughter, a |

hly unbecoming state of cap, but the necessa
exertion recoils on Mr. Smallweed himself, whom
it throws back into his porter’s chair, like a broken
puppet. The excellent old gentleman being, at
these times, & mere clothes-bag with a black skull.
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unusual specimen.

|

E L T -
-

e ——

tp1'«::»',':n:n:'i:it.:msa: while she so happily exemplifies the

before-mentioned family likeness to the monkey
tribe, that, attired in a spangled robe and cap, she
might walk about the table-land on the top of a
barrel-organ without exciting much remark as an
Under existing circumstances,
however, she is dressed in a plain, spare gown of
brown stuff,

Judy never owned a doll, never heard of Cin-

ry ‘ derella, never played at any game. She once or

twice fell into children’s company when she was
about ten years old, but the children couldn’t get
on with Judy, and Judy couldn’t get on with them.

| She seemed like an animal of another species, and
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MR. GUPPY'S ENTERTAINMENT,

on the top of it, does not present a very ani-
:apted appearance until he has undergone the two
operations at the hands of his grand-daughter, of

o shaken up like a great bottle, and poked and
:ﬁuﬁlcieﬁdﬂlike 0 Iérent bolster. Some indication of a

neck being developed in him by these means, he and
the sharer of his life’s evening again sit fronting
one another in their two porter’s chairs, like a
couple of sentinels long forgotten on their post by
the Black Serjeant, Death.

Judy the twin is worthy company for these asso-
ciates. She is so indubitably sister to Mr. Small-
weed the younger, that the two kneaded into one
would hardly make a young person of average

there was instinctive repu ce on both sides. It
is very doubtful whether Judy knows how to laugh.
She has 8o rarely seen the thing done, that the pro-
babilities are strong the other way. Of anything
like a youthful laugh, she certainly can have no
conception. If she were to try one, she would find
her teeth in her way; modelling that action of her
face, as she has unconsciously modelled all its other
expressions, on her pattern of sordid age. Such 18
Judy.

Aid her twin brother couldn’t wind up a top for
his life. He knows no more of Jack the Giant
Killer, or of Sinbad the Sailor, than he knows of

the people in the stars. He could as soon play at



'Shirking won't do for me.

" ‘fwitching her hend and chatte
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leap-frog, or at cricket, as change into a cricket or

a froe himself. But, he is so much the better off
than%\is sister, that on his narrow world of fact an

opening has dawned, into such broader regions as
lie within the ken of Mr. Gu){]py. Hence, his admi-
ration and his emulation of that shining enchanter.

Judy, with a gong-like clash and clatter, sets one
of the sheet-iron tea-trays on the table, u.nd_ arranges
cups and saucers. The bread she puts on in an iron
basket : and the butter (and not much of 1t) in a
small pewter plate. Grandfather Smallweed looks
hard after the tea as it 1s served out, and asks Judy
where the girl 1s?
~ * Charley, do you mean ?"’ says Judy.

““ Hey "’ from Grandfather Smallweed.

“* Charley, do you meanp”’

This touches & spring in Grandmother Smallwezd
who, chuckling, as usnal, at the trivets, cries—
“ Over the water! Charley over the water, Charley
over the water, over the water to Charley, Charley
over the water, over the water to Charley !’ and
becomes quite energetic about it. Grandfather
looks at the cushion, but has not sufficiently reco-
vered his late exertion.

“ Ha !’ he says, when there is silence—"* if that’s
her name. She eats a deal. It would be better to
allow her for her keep.”

Judy, with her brother’s wink, shakes her head,
and purses up her mouth into No, without saying
it.

“No?” returns the old man. **¥Why not "

““ She'd want sixpence a-day, and-we can do it for
less,’’ says Judy.

“h SHI'E PI »

Judy answers with a nod of deepest meaning, and
calls, as she scrapes the butter on  the loaf with
every precaution against waste, and cuts it into
slices. ** You Charley, where are you?’ Timidly

_obedient to the summons, a little girl in a rough

apron and a large bonnet, with her hands covered
with soap and water, and a serubbing brush in one
of them, appears, and curtseys.

" What work are you about now?”’ says Judy,
maKing an ancient snap at her, like a very sharp old
beldame, ‘

" I'm a cleaning the upstairs back room, miss,”
re ‘Itesi Charley. .
Mind you do it thoroughly, and don’t loiter.
King | Make haste! Go
?ilong! cries Judy, with a stamp upon the ground.
: ‘.l'i.'foH girls are more trouble than you're worth, by
alf.
On this severe matron, as she returns to her task
of scraping the butter and cutting the bread, falls
the shadow of her brother, looking in at the window.

For whom, knife and loaf in hand, she opens the
street door,

Ay, ay, Bart!” says Grandfather Smallweed,
Here you are, hey 7"’

.
"Here I am,” says Bart.

i . . ® . |
Been along with your friend again, Bart?”

4 |l nods.

. " Dining at his expense, Bart 2"’

Small nods

again,

. % That’s right. Tive at his expense as much as

‘you can, and take warning by his foolish exa
-E‘ohn. 8 the use of such o friend. The anlye usén ??ﬁ
can puf him to,” says the venerable sage.

His grandson, without receiving this good counsel
as dutifully as he might, honors it with all such
acceplance as may lie in a slight wink and a nod
and takes a chair at the tea-table. The four old
faces then hover over tea-cups, like q company of

ghastly cherubim; Mrs. Smallweed perpetually
ring at the trivets,

HOUSE.
iring to be repeatedly

l and Mr. Smallweed requirin

-0 o large black draught,
Sh?‘k‘ﬁ'gs?ﬂ*ég:ﬁ f:n;s %’:h& good old gentleman, revert.

' ' 3 t’ h advice

‘he to his lesson of wisdom. That’s suc‘

Lﬂg}ﬁm father would huvﬁ g'm:enthym:;'t?m tI'-:Ie E{::;
- our father. DMore's the pity.

EF; Etf*xfi?mf.” Whether it is intended to be‘con-

veyed that he was particularly pleasant to look at,

\t account, does not appear.
Ou‘:th}:fl‘e ‘?V?LS my true son,’’ repeats the old gentle-

. ‘i

an, folding his bread and butter on h1s knﬁe SRdd
;‘uODd accountant, and died ﬁfteen years u%“: i

Mrs. Smallweed. following her usual 1nSUCE,
breaks out with ** Fifteen hundred pound. Fifteen
hundred pound 1n a black box, fifteen hundred
pound locked up, fifteen hundred pound put away
and hid "’ Her worthy husband, setting aside his
bread and butter, immediately discharges the
cushion at her. crushes her against the side of her
chair, and falls back in his own, UTBTPGWET‘?d*
His appearance, after visiting Mrs. Smallweed with
one of these admonitions, 18 particularly impressive
and not wholly prepossessing : firstly, because the
exertion generally twists his black g}kull-c_ﬂE over
one eye and gives him an air of goblin rakishness ;
secondly, because he mutters violent imprecations
against Mrs. Smallweed ; and thirdly, because the
contrast between those powerful expressions and his
powerless figure is suggestive of a baleful old
malignant, who would be very wicked if he could,
All this, however, is so common in the Smallweed
family ecircle, that it produces no impression. The
old gentleman is merely shaken, and has his internal
feathers beaten up: the cushion is restored to its
usual place beside him ; and the old lady, perhaps
with her eap adjusted, and perhaps not, is planted
in her chair again, ready to be Dbowled down like a
ninepiu, : _
Some time elapses, in the present instance, before
the old gentleman is sufficiently cool to resume his
discourse; and even then .he mixes it up with
several edifying expletives: addressed to the uncon-
scious partner of his bosom, who holds communiea-
Ei]nn with nothing on earth but the trivets. As

us :
“If your father, Bart, had lived longer, he might
have been worth a deal of money—you brimstone
chatterer !—but just as he was beginning to build
up the house that he had been making the founda-
tions for, through many a year—you jade of a mag-
pie ]q.ckdaw, poll-parrot, what &Q you mean !=—he
took ill and died of a low fever, always being a
sparing and a spare man, full of business care—I
should like to throw a cat at you instead of a
cushion, and I will too if you make such a con-
founded fool of yourself !—and your mother. who
was a Xrudent woman as dry as 4 4t:hip!r just
dwindled away like touchwood after you tt.nti Judy
were born.—You are an old pig. You are a brim-
Et?];mdplg. t?_'otlgra a head of swine!”’

udy, not interested in what she h
begins to collect in a basin in;;gt?sftﬁil]:g:rd’
streams of tea, from the bottoms of cups and fl.zfg
the bottom of the teapot, for the little o ha.rwomn.n’s
evening meal. In like manner she gets togeth
in the iron bread-basket, as many outside fru.g e:a,
and worn-down heels of loaves as the rioid eg'man
of ;{lhﬁ I:JGHSB hnfa lgft in existence, by,
ut, your father and m

says the old gentleman ; “Ea:; r*?vﬁ}eﬂ: t%ﬁr: Bt
you %nf Judy will have all there is. Tt’s I:ﬂ,rgao?mt
you both, thut you went out early in life-—Judy to

the flower business, and you to ti
( e law, ‘won'
';T;n.nt 30 spend it. You'll get your Evingﬂggfgut
» and put more to it, When I am gone, Judy will
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o back to the flower business, and you'll stick to
the law.’”

One might infer, from Judy’s appearance that her
business rather lay with the thorns than the flowers ;

but, she has, in her time, been apprenticed to the |1

art and mystery of artificial flower-making. A
close observer might perhaps detect both in her
eye and her brother’s, when their venerable grand-
sire anticipates his being gone, some little im-
patience to know when he may be going, and some
1~e§?ntful opinion that it is time he went.

Now, if everybody has done,” says Judy, com-
pleting her preparations, ‘‘ I'll have that girl in to
her tea. She would never leave off, if she took it by
herself in the kitchen.”

Charley is accordingly introduced, and under a
heavy fire of eyes, sits down to her basin and
Druidieal ruin of bread and butter. In the active
superintendence of this young person, Judy Small-
weed appears to attain a perfectly geological age,
and to date from the remotest periods. Her
systematic manner of flying at her and pouncing
on her, with or without pretence, whether or no, is
wonderful ; evincing an accomplishment in the art
of girl-driving, seldom reached by the oldest practi-
tioners. |

“ Now, don't stare about you all the afternoon,”
eries Judy, shaking her head and stamping her foot
as she happens to catch the glance which has been
previously sounding the basin of tea, ** but take
your victuals and get back to your work.”

““ Yes, miss,”’ says Charley.

“Don’t say yes,”” returns Miss Smallweed,
““ for I know what you girls are. Do it without
saying it, and then I may begin to believe you.”

Charley swallows a great gulp of tea in token of
submission, and so disperses the Druidical ruins that
Miss Smallweed charges her not to gormandize,
which ‘‘in you girls,”’ she observes, is disgusting.
Charley might find some more difficulty in meeting
her views on the general subject of girls, but for a
knock at the door.

‘“ See who it 1s, and don’t chew when you open
it !”’ cries Judy. : : ;

The object of her attentions withdrawing for the
purpose, Miss Smallweed takes that opportunity of
jumbling the remainder of the bread and butter
together, and launching two or three dirty tea-cups
into the ebb-tide of the basin of tea; as a hint that
she considers the eating and drinking terminated.

“Now! Who is it, and what's wanted ?’’ says
the snappish Judy. _

It ispéjnﬂ “MI{ Goorge,”’ it appears. Without
other announcement or ceremony, Mr. GGeorge walks
m'“wmw ” says Mr. George. ‘‘You are hot
here. Always a fire, eh? Well! Perhaps you do
yight to get used to one.” Mr. George makes the
latter remark to himself, as he nods to Grandfather

d.
SE:?%I‘EG[E It’s you!" cries the old gentleman.

D, How de do "’ :
Eﬁiﬁlﬂg" yeplies Mr. George, taking a chair,
“ Your grand-daughter Ithnve had t’l’m honor of
i o : my service to you, miss.
SE?}I'IIE‘L?: figl::'n’y gf'rnndsan,” sn{rs Grandfather Small-
weed. ‘‘You ha'n't sieen him before. He is in the
uch at home.” .
I“E’ﬁ;dsﬁggigé to him, too! He is like his sister.
He is very like his sister. He 1s devilish like his
sister,”” says Mr, George, laying a great and not
altogether complimentary stress on his last I}‘d]ﬂﬂtl‘i‘;ﬁ!;
¢ And how does the world use you, Mr. George!
Grandfather Smallweed enguires, slowly rubbing

his legs.

** Pretty much as usual. Like a football.”

He is a swarthy browned man of fifty ; well made,
and good-looking ; with crisp dark hair, bright
eyes, and a broad chest. His sinewy and powerful

ands, as sunburnt as his face, have evidently been
used to a pretty rough life. What is curious about
him is, that he sits forward on his chair, as if he
were, from long hsabit, allowing space for some
dress or accoutrements that he has altogether laid
aside. His step too is measured and’ heavy, and
would go well with a weighty clash and jingle of
spurs. He 1is close-shaved now, but his mouth is
set as if his upper lip had been for years familiar
with a great moustache ; and his manner of occa-
sionally laying the open palm of his broad brown
hand upon it, is to the same effect. Altogether,
one might guess Mr. George to have been a trooper
once upon a time,

A special contrast Mr. George makes to the Small-
weed family, TPDU{)EI' was never yet billeted upon a
household more unlike him. Itis a broadsword to
an oyster-knife, His developed figure, and their
stunted forms ; his large manner, filling any amount
of room ; and their little narrow pinched ways; his
sounding voice, and their sharp spare tones; are in
the strongest and the strangest opposition. As he
sits in the middle of the grim parlor, leaning a little:
forward, with his hands upon his thighs and his
elbows squared, he looks as though, if he remained
there long, he would absorb into himself the whole
family and the whole four-roomed house, extra
little back kitchen and all.

*“ Do you rub your legs to rub life into ’em ?*’ he
asks of Grandfather Smallweed, after looking round
the room.

**Why, it’s partly a babit, Mr. George, and—
yes—it partly helps the circulation,’’ he replies.

*“The cir-cu-la-tion!’’ repeats Mr. George, fold-
ing his arms upon his chest, and seeming to become
two sizes larger. ‘‘ Not much of that, I should
think.”’

““Trualy, I'm old, Mr. George,’’ says Grandfather
Smallweed. ‘° But I can carry my years. 1'm older
than her,” nodding at his wife, ** and see what she
is |—You’'re a brimstone chatterer!” with a sudden
revival of his late hostility.

““ Unlucky old soul !’ says Mr. George, turning
his head in that direction. ‘‘Don’t scold the old
lady. Look at her here, with her poor cap half off
her head, and her poor chair all in amuddle. Hold
up, ma’am. That’s better. There we are! Think
of your mother, Mr. Smallweed,”’ says Mr. George,
coming back to his seat from assisting her, ** if your
wife ain’t enough.”

“T suppose you were an excellent son, Mr.
George,’’ the old man hints, with a leer. )

The color of Mr. George's face rather deepens,
as he replies, * Why no. I wasn’t.”

““T am astonished at 1t.”
‘““ §o am I. I ought to have been a good son, and

I think I meant to have been one. But I wasn’t.
I was a thundering bad son, that’s the long and the
short of it, and never was a credit to anybody.””

“ Surprising !”’ cries the old man,

‘““ However,”’ Mr. George resumes, ‘‘ the less said
about it, the better now. Come! You know the
agreement. Always a pipe out of the two months’
interest | (Bosh! It’s all correct. You needn’t
be afraid to order the pipe. Here's the new bill,
and here’s the two months’ interest-money, and a
devil-and-all of a scrape it is to get it together in
my business).” _

Mr. George sits, with his arms folded, consuming
the family and the parlor, while Grandfather Small-
weed is assisted by Judy to two black leathern cases:
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out of a locked bureau ;

in one of which he secures

ent he has just received, and from the
f}léﬁes mt::l?:as another sJimilar ‘dﬂﬂl}lﬂEﬂt wluch‘ he
hands to Mr. George, who twists it up for a pipe-
light. As the old man inspects, through his glasses,
every up-stroke and down-stroke pf both documents,
before he releases them from their leathern prison ;
and as he counts the money three times over, and
requires Judy to say every word she utters at least
twice, and 1s as tremulously slow of spe.ech and
action as it is possible to be ;. this business 1s a long
time in progress. When it 1s quite concluded, and
not before, he disengages his ravenous eyes and
fingers from it, and answers Mr. George’s last
remark by saying, *' Afraid to order the pipe? We
are mot so mercenary as that, sir. Judy, see
directly to the pipe and the glass of cold brandy and
water for Mr. George.” '
The sportive twins, who have been looking
straight before them all this time, except when
they have been engrossed by the black leathern
cases, retire together, generally disdainlul of the
visitor, but leaving him to the old man, as two
oung cubs might leave a traveller to the parental
ar. |
“ And there you sit, I suppose, all the day long,
eh!”” says Mr. George, with folded arms.
¢ Just so, just so,”’ the old man nods.
““ And don’t you occupy yourself at all?”’
T watch the fire—and the boiling and the roast-
ing—"’
**When there is any,
great expression.
¢ Just so. When there is any.”’
“ Don’t you read, or get read to "
The old man shakes his head with sharp sly

» gays Mr. George, with

triumph. *‘ No, no. We have never been readers
in our family. It don’t pay. Stuff. Idleness.
Folly. No, no!”

¢ There's not much to choose between your two
states,”’ says the visitor, in a key too low for the
old man’s dull hearing, as he looks from him to the
old woman and back again. ‘‘Isay!” in a louder
volce,

*“ I hear you.”

“ You'll sell me up at last I suppose, when I am
a day in arrear.”’

‘ My dear friend !”’ cries Grandfather Smallweed,
stretching out both hands to embrace him. ** Never !
Never, my dear friend! But my friend in the
city that I got to lend you the money—he might !’

**O! you can’t answer for him ?”’ says Mr.
George; finishing the enquiry, in his lower key,
with the words ‘‘ you lying old rascal !”’

““ My dear friend, he is not to be depended on.
I wouldn’t trust him. He will have his bond, my
dear friend.”’

** Devil doubt him,” says Mr. George. Charley
appearing with a tray, on which are the pipe, a
small paper of tobacco, and the brandy and water,
he asks her, *‘ How do you come here! you haven’t
got the family face.”

““1 goes out to work, sir,”’ returns Charley.

The trooper (if trooper he be or have b2en) takes
~ her bonnet off, with a light touch for so strong a
hand, and pats her on the head. ** You give the house
almost a wholesome look. It wants a bit of youth
as much as it wants fresh air,”” Then he dismisses
her, lights his pipe, and drinks to Mr. Smallweed’s
friend in the city—the one solitary flight of that
esteemed old gentleman’s imagination.

** So you think he might be hard upon me, eh?”’

“I think he might—I am afraid he would, I
bave known him do it,” says Grandfather Small-
weed, incautiously, *‘ twenty times,”

Incautiously, because hi.lﬁ1 Eﬁ%i%ijgﬁ?ﬁﬁiﬁﬁ
who has been dozing OVer the “Tweﬁt}' Bpwpily

ilﬁfﬁc?:lji’:';elﬂl; e s in & money bﬁ,
T eunea, weniy milion tyen Lo Sy
twenty—" and is then *o whom this singular

hion, which the visitor, ular
Egeﬁluent appears to be 2 novelty, snatches from

her face as it crushes her 1n the 13511:}1 munner.inn_

‘¢ You're a brimstone idiot. Youred sqﬂrpt r
o brimstone scorpion! YouTre & swultg}gﬁgwiﬁh-
You're a chattering clattering broomstl 3

that ought to be burnt !"" gasps t
trate in his chair, ‘* My dear f

me up a little?” _
I\IE Greorge, who has been looking first at one of

them and then at the other, asif he were demented, -
taﬁes his venerable acquaintance by the thr:pﬂ.lftqq
receiving this request, and dragging him upright in
his chair as easily as if he were a doll, appears 1n
two minds wheth to shake all future power:
of cushioning out of him, and shake him 1nto his
grave. Resisting the temptation, but agitating ]11111f
violently enough to make his head roll like a harle-

quin’s, he puts him smartly down
and adjusts his skull cap with suc
old man winks with both eyes for

wards.

in his chair again,
h a rub, that the
a minute after-

O Lord!” gasps Mr. Smallweed. ™ That’ll do..
Thank you, my dear friend, that'll do. O dear me,
I'm out of breath. O Lord!”’ And Mr, Small-

weed says it, not without evident apprehensions . of
his dear friend, who still stands over him looming'
larger than ever.

The alarming presence, however, gradually sub-
sides into its chair, and falls to smoking in long

puffs ; consoling itself with the philosophical reflec-

tion, ** The name of your friend in the city begins
with a D, comrade, and you're about right respecting
the bond.”

“ Did you speak, Mr. George?”’ enquires the old
man.

The trooper shakes his head ; and leaning forward
with his right elbow on his right knee and his pipe
supported in that hand, while his other hand, resting
on his left leg, squares his left elbow in a martial
manner, continues to smoke. Meanwhile he looks
at Mr. Smallweed with grave attention, and now and
then fans the cloud of smoke away, in order that
hB.—. may see him the more clearly. ‘

_“*I take it,”’ he says, making just as much and as
little change in his position as will enable him to
:ﬂench the glass to his lips, with a round, full action,

that I am the only man alive (or dead either) that
ge:ﬁs the value of a pipe out of you 2" ’
‘,Well!” returns the old man, *‘ it’s true that I
don’t see company, Mr. George, and that I don’t
treat. I can’t afford to it. But as you, in your
pIE?.sant way, made your pipe a condition—-""
Why, it’s not for the value of it; that’s no
great thing. It was a fancy to get it out of you
To have something in for my money.” '
Ha! You're prudent, prudent, sir!”

Grandfather Smallweed, rubbing his legs, |
signvtffry' I nlgnya Wﬁf.” Puff, “It’s a sure

oL my prudence, that I ever found the

here.” Puff, Also, that I am what I a.;?z

cries

Puff. ‘I am well known to be »
George, ¢ ‘ Rrudent,' says Mr.
o 'E omposedly smoking. ‘I rose in life, that
“*Don’t be down- :
vt own-hearted, sir. You may rise
P‘lﬁn(?ﬂrga laughsi and drinks,
you n \ ) &
Smallweed, withi?w?ﬁllglisiiori asks Grandfather

18 eyes, ** who would
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pay off this little principal, or who would lend you
a good name or two that I could persuade my friend
in the city to make you a further advance upon?
Two good names would be sufficient for my friend
in the city, Ha'n’t you no such relations, Mr.
Ggfrgeg’

Mr. George, still composedly smoking, replies
““If I had, I shouldn’t trouble them. I have pbee:i
trouble enough to my belongings in my day. It
may be a very good sort of penitencein a vagabond,
who has wasted the best time of his life, to go back
then to decent people that he never was a credit to,
and live upon them; butit’s not my sort. The best
kind of amends then, for having gone away, is to
keep away, In my opinion.’’

‘* But, naturel affection, Mr. George,”’ hints
Grandfather Smallweed.

** For two good names, hey?”’ says Mr. George,
shaking his head, and still composedly smoking,
““ No. That’s not my sort, either.”’

Grandfather Smallweed has been gradually sliding
down in his chair since his last adjustment, and is
now a bundle of clothes, with a voice in it calling
for Judy. That Houri appearing, shakes him up in
the usual manner, and is charged by the old gentle-
man to remain near him. For he seems chary of
putting his visitor to the trouble of repeating his
late attentions.

‘“ Ha!” he observes, when he is in trim again,
“If you could have traced out the Captain, Mr.
George, it would have been the making of you. If,
when you first came here, in consequence of our
advertisements in the newspapers—when I say
‘our,” I'm alludinz to the advertisements of my
friend in the city, and one or two others who embark
their capital in the same way, and are so friendly
towards me as sometimes to give me a lift with my
little pittance—if, at that time, you could have
helped us, Mr. George, it would have been the
making of you.” _

“ T was willing enough to be ‘ made,” as you call
it,” says Mr. George, smoking not quite so placidly
as before, for since the entrance of Judy he has
been in some measure disturbed by a fascination,
not of the admiring kind, which obliges him to look
at her as she stands by her grandfather’s Ehmr;
““ but, on the whole, I am glad I wasn’'t now."

““ Why, Mr. George? In the name of—ot Brim-
stone, why 7"’ says Grandfather Smallweed, with a
plain appearance of exasperation. (BHIIISFDIIE!
apparently suggested by his eye lighting on Murs.
Smallweed in her slumber).

‘“ For two reasons, comrade.

¢ And what two reasons, Mr. George? In the

me of the—"" , ;
St Of our friend in '!}',,}IG city P’ suggests Mr.
composedly drinking. 2
G%?IE;: if yol?u 1ilm?r What two reasons?
¢ Tn the first place,”’ returns Mr. George ; but

still looking at Judy, as if, she being so old and so

like her grnndfntherz it is indifferent which of the

two he addresses; '‘you gentlemen took me in.
Y‘}:Ju advertised that Mr. Hawdon (Captain Hawdon,
if you hold to the saying, Once a captan always a
captain) was to hear of something to his advan-

tng‘BWEH p"* peturns the old man, shrilly and
ok smoking on. ‘It

v Well I”” says Mr. George,
wou’g;t have geen much tcﬁlis advantage to have

been clnp(fed into prison by the whole bill and judg-

f London." el
meipiﬁi;r: ?13 you know that? Some of his rich

: gy 1
' iolit have paid his debts, or compounde
EEL&F:E.H nigsides, he had taken usin. He owed us

——

—

Immense sums, all round. I would sooner have
strangled him than had no return. If I sit here
thinking of him,”” snarls the old man, holding up his
impotent ten fingers, *‘ I want to strangle him now.”
And in a sudden access of fury, he throws the
cushion at the unoffending Mrs. Smallweed, but
1t passes harmlessly on one side of her chair.

1 don’t need to be told,” returns the trooper,
taking his pipe from his lips for a moment, and
carrying his eyes back from following the progress
of the cushion, to the pipe-bowl which is burning
low, *“ that he carried on heavily and went to ruin.
I have been at his right hand many a day, when he
was charging upon ruin full-gallop. I was with
him, when he was sick and well, rich and poor. I
laid this Land upon him, after he had run throngh
everything and broken down everything beneath him
—when he held a pistol to his head.”

"“I wish he had let it off!”’ says the benevolent
old man, *‘and blown his head into as many pieces
as he owed pounds !’

** That would have been a smash indeed,’”’ returns
the trooper coolly; *‘any way, he had been young
hopeful, and handsome in the days gone by ; and 1
am glad I have never found him, when he was
neither, to lead to a result so much to his advantage.
That’s reason number one.”’

**I hope number two’s as good?’’ snarls the old
man.

““Why, no. It's more of a selfish reason. If I
had found him, I must have gone to the other
world to look. He was there.”

*“ How do you know he was there?”’

‘“ He wasn’t here.”

““ How do you know he wasn’t bere?”’

‘“Don’t lose your temper as well as your money,”
says Mr. George, calmly knocking the ashes out of
his pipe. ‘‘ He was drowned long before. I am con-
vinced of it. He went over a ship’s side. Whether
intentionally or accidentally, I don’t know. Perhaps
your friend in the city does.—Do you know what
that tune is, Mr. Smallweed ?’’ he adds, after break-
ing off to whistle one, accompanied on the table with
the empty pipe.

‘““ Tune !’ replies the old man, *‘*No. We never
have tunes here.”’ |
““That’s the Dead March in Saul. They bury

soldiers to it ; so it’s the natural end of the subject.
Now, if your pretty grand-daughter—excuse me,
miss—will condescend to take carve of this pipe for
two months, we shall save the cost of one, next
time. Good evening, Mr. Smallweed ! |

“ My dear friend!”” The old man gives him both
his hands. | '

*“So you think your friend in the city will be
hard upon me, if I failin a payment?’’ says the
trooper, looking down upon him like a giant.

““ My dear friend, I am afraid he will,"”" returns
the old man looking up at him like a pigmy.

Mr. George laughs; and with a glance at Mr.
Smallweed, and a parting salutation to the scornful
Judy, strides out of the parlor, clashing imaginary
sabres and other metallic appurtenances as he
croes.

“Youre a damned rogue,’”’ says the old gentle-
man, making a hideous grimace at the door as he
shuts it. ** But I'll lime you, you dog, I'll lime

ou!”’ :
d After this amiable remark, his spirit soars into
those enchanting regions of reflection which its
oducation and pursuits have opened toit ; and again
he and Mrs. Smallweed wile away the rosy hours,
two unrelieved sentinels forgotten as aforesaid by

the Black Serjeant. :
While the twain are faithful to their post, Mr.
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George strides through the streets with a massive
kind of swagger and a grave-enough face. It 1s
eight o’clock now, and the day 1s fast drawing in.
He stops hard by Waterloo Bx:ldge, and reads a
playbill ; decides to go to Astley’s Theatre. Being
there, is much delighted with the horses and the
feats of strength; looks at the weapons with a
eritical eye ; disapproves of the combats, as gwlng
evidences of unskilful swordsmanship ; butis touche

home by the sentiments. Inthe last scene, when the

Emperor of Tartary gets up into a cart and con-

descends to bless the united lovers, by hovering over
them with the Union-Jack, his eye-lashes are

locked the great doors, and turned

but one, which _
’ abin in a corner :
311:3 %:ﬁii:ﬂo'%iis? being drawn to opposite ends

of the gallery, the trooper makes his own bed, and

il makes his. . -
PIEIPTJ?IIEE’? E:Lsys the master, walking towards him

without his coat and Wnistcuat, "I;H(_;r Iﬂotk‘_l:;g;f?]fgg
soldierly than ever in his braces. ou |

. . E s P”
mfé‘ﬂﬁ;ﬂﬁ’ g{f;': nft’lfii}.u ¢ Watchman tumbled
?

over me.’’

moistened with emotion, |

The theatre over, Mr. George comes across the
water again, and makes his way to that curious
region lying about the Haymarket and Leicester
Square, which 1s a centre of attraction to indifferent
foreign hotels and indifferent foreigners, racket-
courts, fighting-men, swordsmen, footguards, old
china, gaming houses, exhibitions, and a large
medley of shabbiness and shrinking out of sight.
Penetrating to the heart of this region, he arrives,
by a court and a long whitewashed passage, at a
great brick building, composed of bare walls, floor,
roof-rafters, and skylights; on the front of which,
if it can be said to have any front, is painted
GEORGE’S SHOOTING GALLERY, &C.

Into George’s Shooting Gallery, &c., he goes;
and in it there are gaslights (partly turned off now),
and two whitened targets for rifle-shooting, and
archery accommodation, and fencing appliances, and
all necessaries for the British art of boxing. None
of these sports or exercises are being pursued in
George’s Shooting Gallery to-night; which is so de-
void of company, that a little grotesque man, with
a large head, has it all to himself, and lies asleep
apon the floor.

The little man is dressed something like a gun-
smith, in a green baize apron and cap; and his
face and hands are dirty with gunpowder, and be-
grimed with the loading of guns. As he lies in the
light, before a glaring white target, the black upon
him shines again. Not far off, is the strong, rough,
primitive table, with a vice upon 1it, at which he has
been working. He is a little man with a face all
crushed together, who appears, from a certain blue
and speckled appearance that one of his cheeks
presents, to have been blown up, in the way of
business, at some odd time or times.

** Phil I”’ says the trooper, in a quiet voice.

* All right !”’ cries Phil, scrambling to his feet.

** Anything been doing ?”’

“Flat as ever so much swipes,”” says Phil.
" Five dozen rifle and a dozen pistol. Asto aim!”’
Phil gives a howl at the recollection.

** Shut up shop, Phil !’

As Phil moves about to execute this order, it ap-
pears that he is lame, though able to move very
quickly, On the speckled side of his face he has no
e{:;aruw, and on the other side he has a bushy
black one, which want of uniformity gives him a

very singular and rather sinister appearance. Every-
thing seems to have happened to his hands that could
posslhli take place, consistently with the retention
of 3.111; l
and crumpled all over. Heappears to be very stron
and lifts heavy benches abgﬂt as if he hag no idégﬂ'.
what weight was. He has a curious way of limp-

ing round the gallery with his shoulder against the
wall, and tacking off at objects that he wants to lay

“ Then, vagabondizing came natural to yow, from
the beginning.” _

‘¢ As nat'ral as possible,” says Phil.

““ Good night!”

“ Good night, guv’ner.”” ;
Ph;l c:mnit e*g:-lu oo straight to bed, but finds 1t

shoulder round two sides of the gallery,
Egﬁestsl?:g ﬁ;ck off at his mattress. The trooper,
after taking a turn or two in the rifle-distance, and
looking up at the moon now shining through the
skylights, strides to his own mattress by a shoreey

route, and goes to bed too.

—— e m—
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CHAPTER X XII.
MR. BUCKET.

ALLEGORY looks pretty cool in Lincoln’s Inn
Fields, though the evening is hot; for, both Mr.
Tulkinghorn’s windows are wide open, and the room
is lofty, gusty, and gloomy. These may not be de-
sirable characteristics when November comes with
fog and sleet, or January with ice and snow; but
they have their merits in the sultry long vacation
weather. They enable Allegory, though it has
cheeks like peaches, and knees like bunches of blos-
soms, and rosy swellings for calves to its legs and
muscles to its arms, to look tolerably cool to-night.

Plenty of dust comes in at Mr. Tulkinghorn’s win-
dows, and plenty more has generated among his
furniture and papers. It lies thick everywhere.
When a breeze from the country that has lost its
way, takes fright, and makes a blind hurry to rush

gory as the law—or Mr, Tulkinghorn, one of its
trustiest representatives—may scatter, on oceasion,
in the eyes of the laity.

In his lowering magazine of dust, the universal
article into which his papers and himself, and all
his clients, and all things of earth, animate and in-
animate, are resolving, Mr, Tulkinghorn sits at one
of the open windows, enjoying a hottle of old port,
Though a hard-grained man, close, dry, and silent

he can enjoy old wine with the best. He has a‘.
priceless binn of port in some artful cellar under
the Fields, which is one of his many secrets. When
he dines alone in chambers, as he has dined to-day

and has his bit of fish and his steak or chicken
brought in from the coffee-house, he descends with
a candle to the echoing regions below the deserted
mansion, and, heralded by a remote reverberation of
thundering doors, comes gravely back, encircled by

e fingers ; for they are notched, and seamed, { an earthy atmosphere, and carrying a hottle from

which he pours a radiant nectar. t
years old, that blushes in the gl&sa‘?hg sﬁ:ie i?sl;ilftes?

famous, and fills the wh .
P grapea.e whole room with the fragrance

. Mr. ne 443 . o v
hold of, instead of guini straight to them, which has | o - T kinghom, Hlttmg In the twilight by the

left a smear all round t
called *f Phil’a_ mark,”’
~This custodian of George's Gallery in George's

e four walls, conventionally

pen window, enjoys his wine At _
: : ; if it w
:%lilg:lhiorf; :lt; ﬁfgﬁ'c ::.Err.'la of Lﬂflance and seclﬁsli?glfei%
: ’ ore i |
ever, he sits, and drinks, and mellows g 3t ers o

| absence concludes his proceeding®, VI oy ¢y

immer, by dragging
he leaves to & L two mattresses

out again, 1t flings as much dust in the eyes of Alle~

T R -
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- gecresy ; pondering, at that twilight hour, on all

the mysteries he knows, associated with darkening
woods in the country, and vast blank shut-up

houses 1n town; and perhaps sparing a thought | b
and his family history, |

or two for himself
and his money, and i:nis will—all a mystery to
everyone—and that one bachelor friend of his,
a man of the same mould and a lawyer ‘too,
who lived the same kind of life wuntil he was
seventy-five years old, and then, suddenly conceiving
(as 1t is supposed) an impression that it was too
monotonous, gave his gold watch to his hair-dresser
one summer evening, and walked leisurely home to
the Temple, and hanged himself,

But, Mr. Tulkinghorn is not alone to-night, to
ponder at his usual length., Seated at the same
table, though with his chair modestly and uncom-

fortably drawn a little away from it, sits a bald,

mild, shining man, who coughs respectfully behind

- his hand when the lawyer bids him fill his glass.

" Now, Snagsby,” says Mr. Tulkinghorn, ** to go

over this odd story again.”

““ If you please, sir.”’

““You told me when you were so good as to step
round here, last night 2

* For which I must ask you to excuse me if it
was a liberty, sir; but I remembered that vou had
taken a sort of an interest in that person, and I
thought it possible that you might—iunst—wish—

0 33

Mr. Tulkinghorn is not the man to help him to
any conclusion, or to admit anything as to any pos-
sibility concerning himself. So Mr. Snagsby trails
off into saying, with an awkward cough, ** [ must
ask you to excuse the liberty, sir, I am sure.”

‘“Not at all,” says Mr. Tulkinghorn. *‘You
told me, Snagsby, that you put on your hat and
came round without mentioning your intention to
your wife. That was prudent, I think, because 1t's
not a matter of such importance that i1t requires to
be mentioned.’’

““ Well, sir,” returns Mr. Snagsby, *‘ you see my
little woman is—not to put too fine a pomnt upon 1t—
inquisitive. She’s inquisitive. Poor little thing,
she’s liable to spasms, and it’s good for her to have
her mind employed. In consequence of which, she
employs it—I should say upon every individual
thing she can lay hold of, whether it concerns her
or not—especially not. My little woman has a very
active mind, sir.” _

Mr. Snagsby drinks, and murmurs with an ad-
miring cough behind his hand, ** Dear me, very fine

ine indeed !”’
mﬂe‘ffﬁrefnre you kept your visit to vourself, last
night?’’ says Mr. Tulkinghorn. ‘‘And to-night,
t‘”?‘r&*ey sir, and to-night, too. DMy little woman 1s

at present in—not to put too fine a point upon 1it—

in & pious state, or in what she considers such, :Ed
i1s the

atte the Hvening Exertions (which
;fltlf:adshe o by) of a reverend party of th¢ name of
Chadband. He has a great deal of eloquence at his
command, undoubtedly, but I am not quite favour-
able to his style myself. That'’s neither here nor
there. My little woman being engaged in that way,
made it easier for me to step round in a quiet

m[ﬁ?t IL‘"'I'uminfg;ln:!rrn assents. ¢ Fill your glass,
Snagshy. | 4

¢ Thank vou, sir, I am sure,
stationer, with his cough of deference.

* "”

wonderfully fine wine, sir:

returns th_e
‘“* This 18

¢tTt is a rare wine now,’’ says DMr. Tulkinghorn. |

“ Tt 1e fift rs old.” '
I‘Ffs i£ {n{i?;d, sir? But Iam not surprised to
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hear it, I am sure. It might be—any age almost.”
After rendering this general tribute to the port, Mr.
Snagsby in his modesty coughs an apology behind
m“hﬂ.nd for drinking anything so precious.

; VFIH you run over, once again, what the boy
sald P’ asks Mr. Tnlkinghorn, putting his hands

Ainto the pockets of his rusty smallclothes and lean-

Ing quietly back in his chair.
** With pleasure, sir.” |
Then, with fidelity, though with some prolixity,
the law-stationer repeats Joe’s statement made to
the assembled guests at his house. On coming to

the end of his narrative, he gives a great start, and

breaks off with—‘‘ Dear me, sir, I wasn’t aware
there was any other gentleman present !’’

Mr. Snagsby is dismayed to see, standing with an
attentive face between himself and the lawyer, at a
little distance from the table, a person with a hat
and stick in his hand who was not there when he
himself came in, and has not since entered by the
door or by either of the windows. There is a press
in the room, but its hinges have not creaked, nor
has a step been audible upon the floor. Yet this
thu'd-perann stands there, with his attentive face,
and his hat and stick in his hands, and his hands
behind him, a composed and quiet listener, He is
a stoutly-built, steady-looking, sharp-eyed man in
black, of about the middle age. Except that he
looks at Mr. Snagsby as if he were going to take his
portrait, there is nothing remarkable about him at
first sight but his ghostly manner of appearing.

- *“*Don’t mind this gentleman,” says Mr. Tulk-
inghorn, in his - quiet way. °‘‘This is only Mr.
Bucket:”’

*“ O indeed, sir ?’’ returns the stationer, expressing
by a cough that he is quite in the dark as to who
Mr. Bucket may be.

*“I wanted him to hear this story,”’ says the
lawyer, *‘ because I have half a mind (for a reason)
to know more of it, and he is very intelligent in
such things. What do yon say to this, Bucket 7"’

“It’s very plain, sir. Since our people have
moved this boy on, and he’s not to be found on his
old lay, if Mr. Snagsby don’t object to go down
with me to Tom-all-Alone’s and point him out, we
can have him here in less than a couple of hours’
time. I can do it without Mr. Snagsby, of course ;
but this is the shortest way."”’ |

‘“ Mr. Bucket is a detective officer, Snagsby,"
says the lawyer in explanation. '

““ Is he indeed, sir?”’ says Mr. Snagsby, with a
strong tendency in his clump of hair to .stand on
end. '

‘“ And if you have no real objection to accompany
Mr. Bucket to the place in question,” pursues the
lawyer, “‘I shall feel obliged to you if you will
do so.”’

In a moment’s hesitation on the part of M.
Snagshy, Bucket dips down to the bottom of lis
mind.

‘““ Don’t you be afraid of hurting the boy,” he
says. ‘‘ You won’t do that. It's all right as far
as the boy’s concerned. We shall only bring him
here to ask him a question or so I want to put to
him, and he’ll be paid for his trouble, and sent away
again. It’ll be a good job for him. I promise you,
as a man, that you shall see the boy sent away all
richt. Don’t you be afraid of hurting him; you
an’t going to do that.” _

“Very well, Mr. Tulkinghorn!™ cries Mr.
Snagsby c;heerfully, and re-assured, ‘* since that’s the
case——."’

‘““Yes! and lookee here, Mr. Snagsby,’’ resumes
Bucket, taking him aside by the arm, tapping him
familiarly on the breast, and speaking in a confi-
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dential tone. ‘You're a man of the world, you
know, and a man of business, and a man of sense,

t's what you are.” ,
Tk:‘aI Sa; :urg I am much obliged to you for your

good opinion,”’ returns the stationer, with his cough
of modesty, *‘ but—"" 5
s That'g'what you are, you know,’’ says Bucket.

“ Now, it an’t necessary to say to a man like you,
aged in your business, whichis a business of trust

eng . -
and requires a person to be wide awake and lgn.va
his senses about him, and his head screwed on tight
(1 had an uncle in your business once)—it an't neces-
sary to say to a man like you, that it’s the best and
wisest way to keep little matters like this quiet.
Don’t you see? Quiet!” ‘

“¢ Certainly, certainly,”’ returns the stationer.

“ T don’t mind telling you,”’ says Bucket, with an
engaging appearance of frankness, ‘ that, as far as
I can understand it, there seems to be a doubt
whether this dead person wasn’t entitled to a little
property, and whether this female hasn’t been up to
 some games respecting that property, dom’t you
see !”’ |

“O!"” says Mr. Snagsby, but not appearing to
see quite distinctly. _

‘“ Now, what you want,”’ pursues Bucket, again
tapping Mr. Snagsby on the breast in a comfortable
and soothing manner, ‘‘ is, that every person should
have their rights according to justice. That’s what
you want.”’ :

““ To be sure,” returns Mr. Snagsby with a nod.

‘“ On account of which, and at the same time to
oblige a—do you call it, in your business, customer
or client? I forget how my uncle used to call it.”

““Why, I generally say customer myself,”’ replies
Mr. Snagsby. :

“You're right!”’ returns Mr. Bucket, shaking
hands with him quite affectionately,—‘* on account
of which, and at the same time to oblige a real good
customer, you mean to go down with me, in confi-
dence, to Tom-all-Alone’s and to keep the whole
thing quiet ever afterwards and never mention it to
any one. That’s about your intentions, if I under-
stand you ¢’

“You are right, sir. You are right,’’ says Mr.
Snagsby.

““Then here’s your hat,”” returns his new friend
quite as intimate with it as if he had madeit ; ** u.nci
if you're ready, I am.”’ |

hey leave Mr. Tulkinghorn, without a rufle on
the surface of his unfathomable depths, drinking
his old wine, and go dewn into the streets.

““You don’t happen to know a very good sort of
person of the name of Gridley, do you?’ says
Bucket, in friendly converse as they descend the
gtairs.

**No,"” says Mr. Snagsby, considering, ‘I don’t
know anybody of that name, Why?”’

" Nothing particular,” says Bucket; *‘only,
having allowed his temper to get a little the better
of him, and having been threatening some respect-
able people, he is keeping out of the way of a
warrant I have got against him—which it’s a pity
that a man of sense should do.”

As they walk along, Mr. Snagsby observes, as a
novelty, that, however quick their pace may be, his
companion still seems in some undefinable manner
to lurk and lounge ; also, that whenever he is going
to turn to the right or left, he pretends to have a
fixed purpose in his mind of going straight ahead,
and wheels off, sharply, at the very last moment.
Now and then, when tfney pass a police constable
on his beat, Mr. Snagsby notices that both the
constable and his guide fall into a deep abstraction

ag they come towards each other, and appear'

' d to gaze into
tirely to overlook each other, an i :
:11:&:32. yInu few instances, Mr. Bucket, coming be

: : with a shining
hind some under-sized ynun_gtﬁmilnto one flat curl

hat on, and his sleek hair twisted AR
on each side of his head, almost Wf”;‘;‘;flgﬁﬂ?h g;f,he

' hes him with his stick;
h;?n;ﬂ;cmf g Iaéking round, instantly evﬂﬂﬂrﬂﬁﬂ_ﬁ-
or the most part Mr. Bucket notices things 1n

general, with a face as unchanging “ihihﬁrﬁiﬁﬁ"
mourning ring on his little finger, OF 3 doalof
compose ];::f 11;1%1‘. much @ﬂlﬂPﬂélh?;d a8 goo

setting, which he wears 1n nis . )

Whin they come at last to Tﬂm-ﬂ.n-AlOl]edB% HIE;'E-
Bucket stops for a moment at the curnerl, an pis:
a lighted bull’s-eye from the constable o y
there, who then accompanies him with his n*lnlv_n
particular bull’s - eye at his waist. DBetween thm
two conductors, Mr. Snagsby passes along the
middle of a villanous street, undrained, unventi-
lated, deep in black mud and corrupt w_a.ter-—_thﬁugh
the roads are dry elsewhere—and reeking with such
smells and sights that he, who has lived in London
all his life, can scarce believe his senses. Branch-
ing from this street and its heaps of ruins, are other
streets and courts so infamous that Mr. Snagsby
sickens in body and mind, and feels as if he were
going, every moment deeper down, into the infernal
gulf,
‘““ Draw off a bit here, Mr. Snagsby,”’ says
Bucket, as a kind of shabby palanquin 1s borne
towards them, surrounded by a noisy crowd.
‘** Here’s the fever coming up the street !”

As the unseen wretch goes by, the crowd, leaving
that object of attraction, hovers round the three
visitors, like a dream of horrible faces, and fades
away up alleys and into ruins, and behind walls;
and with occasional cries and shrill whistles of
warning, thenceforth flits about them until they
leave the place,

‘* Are those the fever-houses, Darby?’ Mr,
Bucket coolly asks, as he turns his bull’s-eye on a
line of stinking ruins.

Darby replies that ‘‘all them are,”’ and further
that in all, for months and months, the people
"* have been down by dozens,”” and have been carried
out, dead and dying ‘‘like sheep with the rot.’”’
Bucket observing to Mr. Snagsby as they go on
again, that he looks a little poorly, Mr. Snagsby
answers that he feels as if he couldn’t breathe the
dr&lsildful alr,

ere 18 inquiry made, at various houses. for

boy nnmgd Jo. As few people are known in Tnmlf
all-Alone’s by any Christian sign, there is much
r?ferenca to Mr. Snagsby wﬁgt,her he means
Carrots, or the Colonel, or Gallows, or Young
Chisel, or Terrier Tip, or Lanky, or the Brick
Mr. Sr:laﬂg_aby describes over and over again, There
are conflicting opinions respecting the original of
his picture, Some think it must be Carrots ; some
say the Brick, The Colonel is produced, but is t
at all near the thing, Whenever Mr. Sna b i
his conductors are stationary, the crngfl yﬂnnd
Eound, and from its squalid depths obsequious adt?:::

eaves up to Mr. Bucket, hen they move. and

the angry bull’s. : _
about Eﬁm up il:?g iﬂlﬁlm’ 1¢ Zades away, and flits

hind tho walls, as hefore’ - L° TnS, and be.

At last there is a lair fo
the Tough Subject, lays h?n?dd{:ﬁnwifr‘? Tﬂtfﬂhy(ﬂz

18 thought that the Toug] | '
Comparison of notes betwegé; %Fr}flgiitng?ﬁ; alifd ghoe'
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Toughy has gone to the Doctor’s to get a bottle of
stuff for a sick woman, but will be here anon.

** And who have we got here to-night?’’ says Mr.
Bucket, opening another door and glaring in with
his bull’s-eye. ** Two drunken men, eh? And
two women? The men are sound enough,’”’ turning
back each sleeper’s arm from his face to look at
him. *‘‘Are these your good men, my dears ?”’

*“Yes, sir,”” returns one of the women. * They
are our husbands.”

““ Brickmakers, eh ?”’

> You, sr.”’

‘“ What are you doing here? You don’t belongto
London.”

(the visitors would touch the blackened ceiling if
he stood upright. It 1s offensive to every sense:
even the gross eandle burns pale and sickly in the
polluted air. There are a couple of benches, and
a higher bench by way of table, The men lie
asleep where they stumbled down, but the women
sit by the candle. Lying in the arms of the woman
who has spoken, is a very young child.

““Why, what age do you call that little creature ?”’
says Bucket. °‘Itlooks as if it was born yester-
day.”” He is not at all rough about it ; and as he

| turns his light gently on the infant, Mr. Snagsby is
strangely reminded of another infant, encircled with
light, that he has seen in pictures.

E -
[ e e R e -

e A ARy =

=

e

1‘.:--'- —= F - mmr el ol =
— N _--_. T e . [ T —
" el i B AU e e e s we gien e
. - s N T o e — — e S - e —

A-fl-__t_: —

'

{

b
:

i

1
f
E
i
1
W

—_— i
__—L-l.-ll----.-.._-.__ — - : e L
— e ———— e e = & e —————heeeeg S
pp——— — :F _r-'l#rl'i'--ll' e e e o il - — - LA - ia.'l.n.__-'_ i
B — -— i =3 - — B - | _-:-.. .-:- il - - . == l.-_:ﬁ_u"- . - -
_.__-F-_ ‘Eﬂ—-- - "'-'-.“ -.-'-”-- ————— e i R — ———__ — 8 o -
- _--"_—'._-""':__-. = - YT W Rt | M w6 M )b —— -
AN — S — — laiti Ll . s ™ W rFy " —_— Tl
L —— e —— - — it - .= i i -

THE SMALLWEED FAMILY.

“No. sir. We belong to Her’gfnrdlahirﬂ.”
¢« Whereabouts in Hertfordshire ?’
‘ Saint Albans.”’

¢ (Jome up on the tramp 7"’ ' ;
““« Wo walked up yesterday. There's no work

down with us at present, but we have done no good
by coming here, and shall do none I expect.

¢ That's not the way to do much good,” says Mr.
Bucket, turning his head in tlrg direction of the un-

seious figures on the ground. | _

e It n.n’t,gimlued,” replies the woman with a sigh.
¢ Tenny and me knows it full well.” _

The Irrr«::u::-m, though two or three feet higher than
the dsor. is so low that the head of the tallest of

WAL )

“ Ho is not three weeks old yet, sir,” says the
woman, ik
““Is he your child?

¢ Mine.”’ . AN
The other woman, who was bending over it when

they came in, stoops down again, and kisses it as1v
lies asleep. : _
“You seem as fond of it as if you were the mother
ourself,”’ says Mr. Bucket. :
e I was the mother of one like it, master, and 1t

died.”
¢ Ah Jenny, Jenny!” says the other woman to

her: *‘ better so. Much better t? think of deau
than alive, Jenny! Much better !
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“ Why, you an’t such an unnatural woman, I
hope,’’ returns Bucket, sternly, ‘“as to wish your

own child dead P"’ j
‘“ God knows you are right, master,’’ she returns,

“Tamnot. I'd stand between it and death, with
my own life if I counld, as true as any pretty lady.”

““Then don’t talk in that wrong manner,”’ says
Mr. Bucket, mollified agan. ** Why do you do
18

““It’s brought into my head, master,”” returns
the woman, her eyes filling with tears, ** when I look
down at the child lying so. If it was never to wake
no more, you'd think me mad, I should take on so.
I know that very well. I was with Jenny when she
lost hers—warn’'t I, Jenny?—and I know how she
grieved. But look round you, at this place. Look
at them ;”’ glancing at the sleepers on the ground.
“TLook at the boy you’re waiting for, who's gone
out to do me a good turn. Think of the children
that your business lays with often and often, and
that you see grow up!”’

'* Well, well.” says Mr, Bucket, ‘¢ you train him
respectuble, and he’ll be a comfort to you, and look
after you in your old age, you know.”’

**I mean to try hard,’”’ she answers, wiping her
eyes. ‘‘ But I have been a thinking, being over-
tired to-night, and not well with the ague, of all
the many things that’ll come in his way. My
master will be against it, and he’ll be beat, and
see me beat, and made to fear his home, and
perhaps to stray wild. If I work for him ever so
much, and ever so hard, there’s no one to help me ;
and if he should be turned bad, ’spite of all I could.
do, and the time should come when I should sit by
him in his sleep, made hard and changed, an’t it
likely I should think of him as he lies in ‘my lap
now, and wish he had died as Jenny’s child died !”’

** There, there!” says Jenny. *‘‘Liz, you're tired
and ill. Let me take him.”’

In doing so, che displaces the mother’s dress, but
quickly readjusts it over the wounded and bruised
bosom where the baby has been lying.

“It’'s my dead child,” says Jenny, walking up
and down as she nurses, ‘‘ that makes me love this
child so dear, and it’s my dead child that makes her
love it so dear too, as even to think of its being
taken away from her now. While she thinks that,
I think what fortune would I give to have my
darling back. But we mean the same thing, if we
knew how to say it, us two mothers does in our poor
nearts!”’

As Mr. Snagshy blows his nose, and coughs his
cough of sympathy, a step is heard without. Mr.
Bucket throws his light into the doorway, and he
gays to Mr. Snagsby, ‘* Now, what do you say to
Toughy? Will he do?”’ |

* That’s Jo !”’ says Mr. Snagsby.

Jo stands amazed in the disc of light, like a
ragged figure in a magic lanthorn, trembling to
think that he has offended against the law in not
baving moved on far enough. Mr. Snagsby, how-

ever, giving him the consolatory assurance, * It’s
only a job you will be paid for, Jo,” he recovers s and,
on being taken outside by Mr. Bucket for a little
private confabulation, tells his tale satisfactorily
thaPIghhout of breath. :

: ave squared it with the lad,”” says Mr.
Bucket, returning, *‘ and it’s all right, NG{V, Mr.
Snagsby, we're ready for you.”’
~ First, Jo has to complete his errand of good-
nature by banding over the physic he has been to
get, which he delivers with the laconic verbal direc-
tion that ** it’s to be all took d’rectly.” Secondly
Mr. Snugsby has to lay upon the table half-a.
crown, his usual panacea for an immense variety of

RS AN s S e
as to take Jo by

| afflictions. Thirdly, Mr. Bucket h :
thelnrm a little above the elbow and Wﬂlk_tglmﬂﬂ]n
before him : without which observance, ne& beerpra?

Tough Subject nor any other gubjﬂc’t o :
fessionally \ conducted to ILincoln’s Inn Fleléi}fa.
These arrangements completed, they give -
women good night, and come out once more INLO

black and foul Tom-all-Alone's.

By the noisome ways
descgnded into that pit, they gradually emerge from
it: the crowd flitting, and whistling, and skulking
about them, until they come to the verge, where
restoration of the bull’s-eye is made to Darby.
Here, the crowd, like a concourse of imprisoned
demons, turns back, yelling, and 1s seen no more,
Through the clearer and fresher streets, never S0
clear and fresh to Mr. Snagsby’s mind as now,
they walk and ride, until they come to Mr. Tulking-
horn’s gate. _ ,

As they ascend the dim stairs (Mr. Tulkinghorn’s
chambers being on the first floor), Mr. Bucket
mentions that he has the key of the outer door in
his pocket, and that there is no need to ring. For
a man so expert in most things of that kind, Bucket
takes time to open the door, and makes some noise
too. It may be that he sounds a note of prepara-
tion.
Howbeit, they come at last into the hall, where
a lamp 18 burning, and so into Mr. Tulkinghorn’s
usual room—the room where he drank his old wine to-
night. He is not there, but his two old-fashioned
candlesticks are ; and the room is tolerably light.
Mr. Bucket, still having his professional hold of
Jo, and appearing to Mr. Snagsby to possess an un-
limited number of eyes, makes a little way into this
room, when Jo starts, and stops.
" What’s the matter?’ says Bucket in &
whisper. -
** There she i3!”’ cries Jo.
(94 "‘E'Tllﬂ P!
““The lady !”
A female figure, closely veiled, stands in the
middle of the room, where the light falls upon it.
It is quite still, and silent. The front of the ficure
18 towards them, but it takes no notice of their
entr%nce, :;111(} remains like a statue,

" Now, tell me,” says Bucket a $s
know that to be the lﬂ.dgr.” I T Ton

I know the wale,”” replies Jo, staring. *
the li;:mnet, and the géwnd}:, ) ng, " and
" Be quite sure of what you say, Tough.’’ ret
Bucket, narrowly observant gf hirg,, My Lus';zks,
again.’’
"I am a looking as hard as ever I can look.”
Jﬂ, Wlth starting eyes, **and that there’ y SOYy8
the bonnet, and the gownd.” ere’s the wale,

Bucggfﬂt about those rings you told me of?”’ asks
A sparkling all over here.”’ sa '
the fingers of his left hand on ‘the I{Eugﬁ e; ut}?fbl]:lllii

rlg%llii, 1;1thnut taking his eyes from the figure
€ ngure remov b '
shew§the o es the right hand glove, ana
"* Now, what do you say to that?”’ agks
_Jo shakes his head, ¢ ' e e
N?P {Lv%méd like that.” o ngn s bibike Khem,
_ at are you talking of?”
evﬁlently pleaseg though, angd well plggjd tB;E g

and was a deal :
deal smaller,” retﬁ?n:}:'ﬁr’ a deal delicater and g

"~ Why, you'll tell me I'm my own mother, next.”’
oo

says Mr. B :
vn}i'ce ?”r ucket. “Do you recollect the lady’s

“*T think T does,”” says Jo
| The figure speaks. ** Was it at a1 like thisp I
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the same way wot she wore ’em, and 1t’s her height

Tulkinghorn, with his usual equanimity. ** I will
give you no further trouble about this little

~moiselle,

‘tincuished recommendation ?”’

‘with an air of native gentility ; and Mr. Bucket, to

'of the ceremonies as it is to be anything else, shows

return.

‘Tulkinghorn.

BLEAK

— _—— e =

HOUSE. 123

wiil speak as long as you like if you are not sure. |

Was it this voice, or at all like this voice ?”’

.;l; o looks aghast at Mr. Bucket. ‘“ Not a bit!” |

Then, *Ehﬂ_.t,” retorts that worthy, pointing to
thiﬁgnrﬂ, did you say it was the lady for ?”

" Cos,” says Jo, with a perplexed stare, but
without being at all shaken in his certainty, ** Cos
that there’s the wale, the bonnet, and the gownd.
It is her and it an’t her. It an’t her hand, nor yet
her rings, nor yet her woice. But that there’s the
wale, the bonnet, and the gownd, and they’re wore !

*_tzc;t she was, and she giv me a sov’'ring and hooked
it.”’

‘““Well!” says Mr. Bucket, slightly, * we haven't
ot much good out of youw. But, however, here’s
ve shillings for you. Take care how you spend it,

and don’t get yourself into trouble.”” Bucket
stealthily tells the coins from one hand into the other
like counters—which is a way he has, his principal
use of them being in these games of skill—and then
puts them, in a little pile, into the boy’s hand, and
takes him out to the door; leaving Mr. Snagshy,
not by any means comfortable under these mysterious
cirecumstances, alone with the veiled figure. DBut,
on Mr. Tulkinghorn’s coming into the room, the
veil is raised, and a sufficiently good-looking
Frenchwoman is revealed, though her expression 1s
something of the intensest.

¢ Thank you, Mademoiselle Hortense,” says Mr.

?)
.

wager
‘gYﬁu will do me the kindness to remember. sir,
that I am not at present placed?” says DMade-

‘¢ Certainly, certainly !”’ ;
¢ And to confer upon me the favour of your dis-

‘?By all means, Mademoiselle Hortense."’

¢t A" word from Mr. Tulkinghorn is so power-
ful.”’—*¢ It shall not be wanting, Mademoiselle.”—
‘¢ Receive the assurance of my devoted gratitude,

dear sir.”’—*¢ Good night.”” Mademoiselle goesout
whom it is, on an emergency, as natural to be groom

her down stairs, not without gallantry. .
- ¢ Well, Bucket?’’ quoth Mr. Tulkinghorn on his

-4 Tt’s all squared, you see, as I squared it myself,
sir. There an’t a doubt that 1t was the other one
with this one’s dress on. The boy was exact re-
specting colors and everything. Mr. Snagshy, I
promised you as a man that he shuuh},be sont away
all right. Don’t say it wasn't done !’

¢ Vou have kept your word, sir, returns the
stationer ; ““and if I can be of no further use, Mr.
Tulkinghorn, 1 thiﬂ}i;, as my little woman will be

tting anxious—- o
et Tﬁauk you, Snagsby, no further use,”’ says Mr.

¢ T am quite indebted to you for the

ou have taken already.’ WA
trep&l:ty&t all, sir. I wish you good night.

¢ You see, Mr. Snagsby,’” says Mr. Bucket, ac-
companying him to the door, :111(1 shaking hands
with him over and over again, “ what I like 1n you,
is, that you're a man it's of no use pumping ; that's
what 7ou are. Wll{%;l _{ou know %ﬂ?t’gnggngniﬁtﬁ

] hing. vou put 1t away, an :
:.lrﬂl ; gna,ihg theli'e‘s an end of it. That’s what

Yol T?].ﬂ-t s cortainly what I endeavour to do, sit,” |

=

returns Mr. Snags

by. ‘ ,
¢ No, you don't £J yourself justice. It an’t what |

ou endeavour to do,”” says Mr. Bucket, shaking

ands with him and blessing him in the tenderest
manner, ‘‘it’s what you do. That’s what I estimate
in a man in your way of business.”’

Mr. Snagshy makes a snitable response ; and goes
homeward so confused by the events of the evening,
that he is doubtful of his being awake and out—
doubtful of the reality of the streets through which
he goes—doubtful of the reality of the moon that
shines above him. He is presently re-assured on
these subjects, by the unchallengeable reality of
Mrs. Snagsby, sitting up with her head in a perfect
beehive of curl-papers and nightcap: who has
dispatched Guster to the police station with official
intelligence of her hushand’s being made away with
and who, within the last two hours, has passeci
through every stage of swooning with the greatest

decorum, But, as the little woman feelingly says,
many thanks she gets for it !

CHAPTER XXIII.
ESTHER'S NARRATIVE.

WE came home from Mr. Boythorn’s affer six
pleasant weeks.: We were often in the park, and
in the woods, and seldom passed the Lodge where
we had taken shelter without looking in to speak
to the keeper’s wife; but we saw no more of Lady
Dedlock, except at church on Sundays. There was
company at Chesney Wold ; and although several
beautiful faces surrounded her, her face retained
the same influence on me as at first. I do not quite
know, even now, whether it was painful or plea-
surable ; whether it drew me towards her, or made
me shrink from her. I think I admired her witha
kind of fear ; and I know that in her presence my
thoughts always wandered back, as they had done
at first, to that old time of my life.

I had a fancy, on more than one of these Sun-
days, that what this lady so curiously was to me, I
was to her—I mean that I disturbed her thoughts as
she influenced mine, though in some different way.
But when-I stole a glance at her, and saw her so
composed and distant and unapproachable, I felt
this to be a foolish weakness. Indeed, I felt the
whole state of my mind in reference to her to be
weak and unreasonable; and I remonstrated with
myself about 1t as much as 1 could. : |

One incident that occurred before we gmtt_ed Mr.
Boyihorn's house, I had better mention in this

lace.
: I was walking in the garden with Ada, when I
was told that some one wished to see me. Going
into the breakfast-room where this person was
waiting, I found it to be the French maid who had
cast off her shoes and walked through the wet
grass, on the day when it thundered and lightened.

¢« Mademoiselle,”” she began, looking fixedly at
me with her too-eager €yes, though otherwise pre-
senting an agreeable appearance, ﬁnd speaking
neither with boldness nor servility, ¢ I have taken
a great liberty in coming here, but you kno::f how
to excuse it, being so amiable, mademoiselle.”

¢ No excuse is necessary,” 1 returned, ‘‘1f you

ish to speak to me.””
it }I‘hutpis my desire, mademoiselle. A thousand
thanks for the permission. I have your leave to
speak. Is it not?’ she said, in a quick natural

way. _
¢ Qertainly,”” said I. ;

- Muudemo{s’ella, you are so amiable! Listen thanz
if you please. I have left my Lady. e could nod

agree. My Lady is s0 high ; so very high. Pardon !
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Mademoiselle, you are right!’
anticipated what I might have said presently, but

as yet had only thought. ‘It is not for me to come |

here to complain of my Lady. But I say she is so

Her quickness | sures, until six weeks were out, an

d we returned

home as I began just now by saying. S %
At that time, and for a good many weeks aftex

] ' is visits.
' Richard was constant in_ his visit
S y Saturday or Sunday, and re-

high, so very high. I will say not a word more. | Besides coming ever

Aﬁ’ the world knows that.””

‘“ Go on, if you please,”’ said I.

““ Assuredly ; mademoiselle, I am thnqkful for
your politeness. Mademoiselle, I have an inexpres-
sible desire to find service with a young lady who
is good, accomplished, beautiful. You are good,
accomplished, and beautiful as an angel. Ah, could |
I have the honour of being your domestic!’’

““T am sorry——"" I began.

* Do not dismiss me so soon, mademoiselle !’’ she
said, with an involuntary contraction of her fine
black eyebrows. ‘° Let me hope, a moment! Made-
moiselle, I know this service would be more retired
than that which I have quitted. Well! I wish that.
I know this service would be less distingunished than
that which I have quitted. Well! I wish that. I
know that I should win less, as to wages, here.
Good. I am content.”’

**I assure you,’’ said I, quite embarrassed by the
mere idea of having such an attendant, ‘‘ that I
keep no maid——"’

**Ah, mademoiselle, but why not? Why not,
when youcan have one so devoted to you? Whowould
be enchanted to serve you; who would be so true,
80 zealous, and so faithful, every day! Mademoi-
gelle, I wish with all my heart to serve you. Do not
speak of money at present. Take me as I am, For
nothing !”’

She was so singularly earnest that I drew back,
almost afraid of her. Without appearing to notice
1t, in her ardor, she still pressed hegself upon me:
speaking in a rapid subdued voice, though always
with a certain grace and propriety.

** Mademoiselle, I come from the South country,
where we are quick, and where we like and dislike

very strong. My Lady was too high for me; I was |
too high for her. It is done—past—finished ! |
Receive me as your domestic, and I will serve you
well. I will do more for you, than you figure to
yourself now. Chut! mademoiselle, I will—no |
matter, I will do my utmost possible, in all things,
If you accept my service, you will not repent it.
Mademoiselle, you will not repent it, and I will
gerve you well. You don’t know how well !”?

There was a lowering energy in her face, as she
stood looking at me while I explained the impossi-
bility of my engaging her (without thinking it neces-
sary to say how very little I desired to do so), which
seemed to bring visibly before me some woman from
the streets of Paris in the reign of terror. She
heard me out without interruption; and then said,
with her pretty accent, and in her mildest veice :

"* Hey, mademoiselle, I have received my answer !
I am sorry of it. But I must go elsewhere, and
seek what I have not found here. Will you gra-
ciously let me kiss your hand #”’

She looked at me more intently as she took it,
and seemed to take note, with her momentary touch,
of every vein init. “‘I fear I surprised you, made-
moiselle, on the day of the storm?”’ she sald, with
& parting curtsey,

‘I‘coniessed that she had swprised us all.

) }‘took an oath, mademoiselle,”” she said, smil-
ing, " and I wanted to stamp it on my mind, so that
I might keep it faithfully, And I'will! Adieny
mademogsedlle 12’ 5 ’

So ended our conference, which I was vervy elad

to bring to a close. I supposed she went awa? fgom

the village, for 1 saw her no more; and nothing

else occurred to disturb our tranquil summer plea. |

maining with us until Monday morning, he some-
times rode out on horseback unexpectedly, and pnsse_cé
the evening with us, and rode back again early neﬁ“
day. He was as vivacious as ever, and told us he
was very industrious ; but I was not easy :in ;n?
mind about him. It appeared to me that hisindustry
was all misdirected. I could not find that 1t led to
anything, but the formation of delusive hopes 1n
connexion with the suit already the pernicious cause
of so much sorrow and ruin, He had got at the core
of that mystery now, he told us ; and nothing could
be plainer than that the will under which he and Ada
were to take, I don’t know how many thousands of
pounds, must be finally established, if there were
any sense or justice in the Court of Chancery—but
O whata great if that sounded in my ears—and that
this happy conclusion could not be much longer de-
layed. He proved this to himself by all the weary
arguments on that side he had read, and every one
of them sunk him deeper in the infatuation. He
had even begun to haunt the Court. He told us how
he saw Miss Flite there daily; how they talked
together, and he did her little kindnesses ; and how,
while he laughed at her, he pitied her from his
heart. But he never thought—never, my poor,
dear, sanguine Richard, capable of so much happi-
ness then, and with such better things before him !
—what a fatal link was riveting between his fresh
youth and her faded age; between his free hopes
and her caged birds, and her hungry garret, and her
wandering mind.

Ada loved him too well, to mistrust him much in
anything he said or did; and my guardian, though
he frequently complained of the east wind and read
more than usual in the Growlery, preserved a strict
silence on the subject. So, I thought, one day when
I went to London to meet Caddy J ellyby, at her
solicitation, I would ask Richard to be in walting
for me at the coach-office, that we might have a
Little talk together. I found him there when I
arrived, and we walked away arm in arm.

t ‘I;Well, Rlc}ltﬂ].lrcll,f’ sald I, as soon as I could begin
0 be grave with him, ‘“are von innine
mor% settled now 7’ 708, bheginning for 10l

““0 yes, my dear!” returned R;
all right enough.” sy

: :JE:IIut sgttled "’ said 1.

OW do you mean, settled ¢’ :
with his gay {nugl s ed ?”’ returned Richard,

:: gettled HJ. the law,” said T,
enough.ﬁyﬂ, replied Richard, “I’'m all right

. You said that before, my dear Richard *

““ And you don’t think it’ o
Perhaps it’s not, Settled? ol
if I were settling down 7’

Y en

“ Why, no, I can’t sa

“I am

Well !
You mean, do I feel as

! I am settling down ”’ ea:
Richard, strongly emphasising dowg,’ atnif t?]::i

expressed the difficulty; ““ hecause ’

sty P 1l 1
: en ‘ : X

I mean the—forbidden s?laiaﬁetcli:l.?’busmem’ of course

“D § : s /
said I.O you think it will ever be in g settled state 2’

" Not the least doubt of i+ » el
e walked 4 iittle »:sfylt%it?nnmmd ichand,

presently Richard add out speaking; ang
most feeling manner, tlifsze:d me 1n his frankest and

““ My dear Esther, I understand You. and T wigh

T
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0 Heaven I were a more const

don’t mean constant to Ada, fo!;nIt fgg ﬂ;feéiﬁy—l
better and better every day—but constant to myself
(Somehow, I mean something that I can’t very well
express, but you'll make it out). If I were a more
constant sort of fellow, I should have held on, either
to Badger, or to Kenge and Carboy, like orim
Death ; and should have begun to be steady and
;ﬁf&mnﬂu by this time, and shouldn’t be in debt,

:‘ Are you in debt, Richard ?”’

‘Yes,” said Richard, *“ I am a little so, my dear.
Also I have taken rather too much to billiards. and
that sort of thing. Now the murder’s out ; ynﬁ de-
gpise me, Esther, don’t you ?”’

“You know I don’t,”’ said I.

““You are kinder to me than I often am to myself,”
he returned. °* My dear Esther, I am a very 11;1-
fortunate dog not to be more settled, but how can I
be more settled? If you lived in an wunfinished
Louse, you couldn’t settle down in it ; if you were
condemned to leave everything you undertook, un-
finished, you would find it hard to apply yourself to
anything ; and yet that’s my unhappy case. I was
born into this unfinished contention with all its
chances and changes, and it began to unsettle me
before I quite knew the difference between a suit
at law and a suit of clothes; and it has gone on
unsettling me ever since; and here I am now,
conscious sometimes that I am but a worthless
fellow to love my confiding cousin Ada.”

We were in a solitary place, and he put his hand
before his eyes as he said the words.

“*“O Richard!”’ said I, ‘““do not be so moved.
You have a noble nature, and Ada’s love may make
you worthier every day.”’

‘“ Tknow, my dear,”’ he replied, pressing my arm,
““T know all that. You mustn’t mind my being a
little soft now, for I have had all this upon my
mind for a long time ; and have often meant to speak
to you, and have sometimes wanted opportunity and
sometimes courage. I know what the thought of
Ada ought to do for me, but it doesn’t do 1t. I am
too unsettled even for that. I love her most de-
votedly ; and yet I do her wrong, in doing myself
wrong, every day and hour. But it can’t last for
ever. We shall come on for a final hearing, and
get judgment in our favour ; and then you and Ada
shall see what I can really be!”

Tt had given me a pang to hear him sob, and see
the tears start out between his fingers ; but that was
infinitely less affecting to me, than the hopeful anima-
tion with which he said these words.

T have looked well into the papers, Esther—I
have been deep in them for months '’—he continued,
recovering his cheerfulness in a moment, ‘‘and you
may rely upon it that we shall come out trium-
phant. As to years of delay, there has been no
want of them, Heaven knows! and there is the
greater probability of our bringing the matter to a
speedy close; in fact, it’s on the paper now. It
will be all right at last, and then you shall see '

Recalling how he had just now placed Messrs.
Kenge and Carboy in the same category with Mr.
Badger, I asked him when he intended to be articled

in Lincoln's Inn ¢

‘ There again! I think not at all, Esther,” he

returned with an effort. ‘I fancy I have had
enough of it. Having worked at Jarndyce and
Jarndyce like a galley slave, I have slaked my th1r§t
for the law, ang satisfied myself that I shouldn’t
like it. Besides, I find it unsettles me more and
more to be so constantly upon the scene of action.
So what,” continued Richard, confident again by
this time, *‘ do I naturally turn my thoughts to?

:: I can’t imagine,”’ said 1.

Don’t look so serious,”’ returned Richard, ¢ be.
cause 1t’s the best thing I can do, my dear Esther,
% am certain. It’s not asif I wanted a profession
ovlife. These proceedings will come to a termina-
tion, and then I am provided for. No. I look upon
1t a8 a pursuit which is in its nature more or less
unsettled, and therefore suited to my temporary
condition—I may say, precisely suited. What i3
1t that I naturally turn my thoughts to?”’

:;[¢ looked at him, and shook my head.

" What,”” said Richard, in a tone of perfect con-
viction, ** but the army !”’

:: The army?’’ said I.

5 Ehe army, of coursde. t';V]:at I have to do, is, to
commission ; and— : 197
i R ere I am, you know!

And then he showed me, proved by elaborate cal-
culations in his pocket-book, that supposing he had
contracted, say two hundred pounds of debt in six
months, out of the army, and that he contracted no
debt at all within a corresponding period, in the
army—as to which he had quite made up his mind ;
this step must involve a saving of four hundred
pounds in the year, or two thousand pounds in five
years—which was a considerable sum. And then
he spoke, so ingenuously and sincerely, of the sacri-
fice he made in withdrawing himself for a time
from Ada, and of the earnestness with which he
aspired—as in thought he always did, I know full
well—to repay her love, and to ensure her happi-
ness, and to conquer what was amiss in himself,
and to acquire the very soul of decision, that he
made my heart ache keenly, sorely. For, I thought
how would this end, how could this end, when
so soon and sorsurely all his manly qualities were
touched by the fatal blight that ruined everything
1t rested on !

I spoke to Richard with all the earnestness I felt,
and all the hope I could not quite feel then; and
implored him, for Ada’s sake, not to put any trust
in Chancery. To all I said, Richard readily as-
sented ; riding over the Court and everything else in
his easy way, and drawing the brightest pictures of
the character he was to settle into—alas, when the
arievous suit should loose its hold upon him! We
had a long talk, but it always came back to that, in
substance.

At last, we came to Soho Square, where Caddy
Jellyby had appointed to wait for me, as a quiet
place in the neighbourhood of Newman-street.
Caddy was in the garden in the centre, and hurried
out as soon as I appeared. After a tew cheerful
words, Richard left us together.

‘* Prince has a pupil over the way, Esther,”” said
Caddy, ** and got the key for us. So, if you will
walk round and round here with me, we can lock
ourselves in, and I can tell you comfortably what I
wanted to see your dear good face about.”

‘‘ Very well, my dear,”” said I. ‘‘ Nothing could
be better.”” So Caddy, after affectionately squeez-
ing the dear good face as she called it, locked the
zate, and took my arm,and we began to walk round
the garden very cosily.

¢ You see, Esther,” said Caddy, who thoroughly
enjoyed a little confidence, ** after you spoke to me
about its being wrong to marry without Ma’s know-
ledge, or even to keep Ma long in the dark respect-
ing our engagement—though I don’t believe Ma
cares much for me, I must say—I thought it right
to mention your opinions to Prince. In the first
place, because I want to profit by everything you
tell me : and in the second place, because I bhave no
secrets from Prince.’’

““ T hope he approved, Caddy?”




I assure you he would approve

“0. my dear!
thin You have no idea what

of anvthing you could say.
an opinion he has of you!"

‘“ Indeed "’

““ Psther, it’s enough to make anybody but me
jealous,”’ said Caddy, laughing nqd shaking her

end : ‘‘but it only makes me joyful, ‘f{I:-r you are
the first friend I ever had, and the best friend I ever
can have, and nobody can respect and love you too
much to please me.”’ _ W :

“Upon my word, Caddy,’” said I, " you are 1n
the general conspiracy to keep me in a good humour,
Well, my dear?’’

“Well! I am going to tell you,” replied Caddy,
crossing her hands confidentially upon my arm.
“* So wo talked a good deal about it, and so I said
$o Prince, ‘* Prince, as Miss Summerson——""

““T hope you didn’t say * Miss Summerson ' **

“No. I didn’t!” cried Caddy, greatly pleased,
and with the brightest of faces. *' I said, * Ksther.'’
I said to Prince, ‘ As Esther is decidedly of that
opinion, Prince, and has expressed it to me, and

wavs hints it when she writes those kind notes,
which you are so fond of hearing me read to you, 1
am prepared to disclose the truth to Ma whenever
you think proper. And I think, Prince,” said I,
‘that Esther thinks that I should be in a better, and
truer, and more honorable position altogether, if
you did the same to your Papa,””

““ Yes, my dear,”’ said I. *‘ Esther certainly does
think so.”

““So I was right, you see!” exclaimed Caddy.
“Well! this troubled Prince a good deal; not
because he had the least doubt about it, but because
he is so considerate of the feelings of old Mr,
Turveydrop ; and he had his apprehensions that old
Mr. Turveydrop might break his heart, or faint |
away, or be very much overcome in some affecting
manner, if he made such an announcement. He
feared old Mr. Turveydrop might consider it
undutiful, and might receive too great a shock.
For, old Mr. Turveydrop’s deportment is very
benutiful you know, Esther,” ndﬁml Caddy ; *' and
his feelings are extremely sensitive.”

** Are they, my dearp"”

* 0, extremely sensitive. Prince says so. Now,
this has caused my darling child—I didn’t mean to
use the expression to you, Esther,”” Caddy apolo-
gised, her face suffused with blushes, ‘ but I gene-
rally eall Prince my darling child,”’

I langhed ; and Caddy laughed and blushed, and
went on.

**This has eaused him, Esther——""

** Caused whom, my dear ¢’

0O you tiresome thing!"” said Caddy, laughing,
with her pretty face on fire. *“ My darling child, if
you insist upon 1t |—This has caused him weeks of
uneasiness, and has made him delay, from day to
day, in a very anxious manner, At last he said to
me, ‘ Caddy, if Miss Summerson, who is a great
favourite with my father, could be prevailed upon
to be ({-rescnt when I broke the subject, I think
I could do it.” So I promised I would ask you.
And I made up my mind, besides,” said Caddy,
looking at me hopefully, but timidly, ** that if you
consented, I would nsk you afterwards to come with
me to Ma. This is what I meant, when I gaid in
my note that I had a great favour and a great
assistance to beg of you. And if you thought you
could grant it, Ksther, we should both be very

grateful.”

|

- “Let me soe, Caddy,” said I, pretending to con- |

\ . Jiy g .
darling child’s, my dear, waenever

by this reply of

sorvice and the

you like."’ _ ‘
‘quite transported b
migg{}dgﬂiig? Iqbeliﬂva, as susceptible to the onst

kindness or encouragement as any tender heart that

over beat in this world ; and after another turn or

lari ] t on an
y rden. during which she pu
it g Y ; . d made herself as

entirely new pair of gloves, and ;
resplﬂu}&ent nsppussihlﬂ that she might df’;} no “':;?;Et
able discredit to the Master of Deportment, we

to Newman Street direct. .

Prince was teaching, of course. We fﬁ‘;“gbh“_‘;
engaged with a not very hopeful pupil—a stu md
itlo girl with o sulky forchead, o deep voice, an
an inanimate dissatishied mamma=—whose case Was
certainly not rendered more hopeful byrt.‘he confu-
sion into which we threw her preceptor. I'he lesson
at last came to an end, after proceeding as m_hscnrd-
antly as possible; and when the little girl had
changed her shoes, and had had her white muslin
extinguished in shawls, she was taken away. After
a fow words of preparation, we then went in search
of Mr. Turveydrop ; whom we found, grouped with
his hat and gloves, as a model of Deportment, on
the sofa in his private apartment—the only com-
fortable room in the house. He appeared to have
dressed at his leisure, in the intervals of a light
collation ; and his dressing-case, brushes, and so
forth, all of quite an elegant kind, lay about.

““ Father, Miss Summerson; Miss Jellyby.”

“ Oharmed ! Enchanted!’’ said Mr. Turveydrop,
rising with his high-shouldered bow, ** Permit me!"’
handing chairs. *‘ Be seated ! kissing the tips of
his left fingers. ‘' Overjoyed!” shutting his eyes
and rolling. ‘‘ My little retreat is made a Paradise,"’
Re-composing himself on the sofa, like the second
gentleman in Europe,

** Again you find us, Miss Summerson,’’ said he,
*“ using our little arts to polish, polish! Again the
sex stimulates us, and rewards us, by the conde-
scension of 1its lovely presence. It is much in these
times (and we have made an awfully degenerating
business of it since the days of His Royal Highness
the Prince Regent—my patron, if I may presume to
say s0) to experience that Deportment is not wholly
trodden under foot by mechanics, That it can yet
bask in the smile of Beauty, my dear madam,”

I said nothing, which I thought a suitable reply ;
and he took a pinch of snuif, '

" My dear son,” said Mr. Turveydrop
have four schools this afternoon. '
mend a hasty sandwich,”’

“*Thank you, father,”
be sure to be punctual,
beg you to prepare your
to sny ¢’

" Good Heaven ! exclaimed the model
aghast, as Prince and Caddy,
down before him. ** What is th
Or what i1s this "’

' Father,”” returned Prince, with
sion, *' L love this young lady, anc
gaged,” y

" Engaged I”” eried Mr. Turveydr

op
on the sofa, and shutting out the sjv - :
hand. **An arrow lll.llllﬂlil . m;"hh With his

own child !”’ 8d &5 my brain, by my

" We have been engaged for somo ti
: b, . me 3
faltered Prince; ‘‘and Miss Summerson, fﬁgﬁfﬁg

of it, advised that we should declay
you, and was o0 very kind ag to aﬁzézl?d tgr? tii?uﬂt r?
sent occasion, Miss J ellyb'y 18 & young lady Erht;

““ you
I would recom-

returned Prince, ‘T will
My dear father, may I
mind for what I am going

odel, pale and
hand in hand, bent

1s?  Is this lunacy p

‘oat submis-
WwWeé are Oll=

, reclining

gider. ‘‘ Really I

think I could do a greater thing

than that, if the need were pressing. I am at your |

deeply respects you, father,
oan,

Mr. Turveydrop uttered g
No, pray don't! Pray on't, father |” urged
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his son. ** Miss Jellyhy is a young lady who deeply
respects you, and our first desire is to consider your | faithful to my post, since t

comfort.’’

Mr. Turveydrop sobbed.

:: No, pray don’t, father!" cried his son.

Boy,” said Mr. Turveydrop, ‘it is well that
your sainted mother is spared this pang. Strike
deep, and spare not. Strike home, sir. strike
home !”’ e

“-Prﬂq, don’t say so, father,” implored Prince, in
tears, ‘it goes to my heart. I do assure you,
father, that our first wish and intention is to con-
sider your comfort. Caroline and I do not forget
our duty—what is my duty is Caroline’s, as we have
often said together—and with your approval and
consent, father, we will devote ourselves to making
your life agreeable.”’

"“Strike home,”” murmured Mr. Turveydrop.
' Strike home !"’ |

But he seemed to listen, I thought, too.

“My dear father,”” returned Prince, ‘‘we well
know what little comforts you are accustomed to,
and have a right to; and it will always be our
study, and our pride, to provide those before any-
thing. If you will bless us with your approval and
consent, father, we shall not think of being married
until 1t 1s quite agreeable to you ; and when we are
married, we shall always make you—of course—our
first consideration, You must ever be the Head
and Master here, father; and we feel how truly
unnatural 1t would be in us, 1f we failed to know it,
or if we falled to exert ourselves in every possible
way to please you,”’

My, Turveydrop underwent a severe internal
struggle, and came upright on the sofa again, with
his cheeks pufling over his stiff cravat: a perfect
model of parental deportment.

“ My son!” said Mr. Turveydrop. *‘‘ My chil-
dren ! I cannot resist your prayer. Be happy!”’

His benignity, as he raised his future daughter-
in-law and stretched out his hand to his son (who
kissed it with affectionate respeot and gratitude),
was the most confusing sight I ever saw.

““My children,”” said Mr. Turveydrop, paternally
encireling Caddy with his left arm as she sat beside
him, and putting his right hand gracefully on his
hip. ** My son and daughter, your happiness shall
be my care, I will watch over you. You shall
always live with me:” meaning, of course, I will
always live with you; *‘ this house is henceforth
as much yours as mine; consider it your home,
May you long live to share it with me !’

he power of his Deportment was such, that they
really were as much overcome with thankfulness as
if, instead of quartering himself upon them for the
rest of his life, he were making some munificent
sperifice in their favour. '

** For myself, my children,” said Mr, Turveydrop,
“ T am falling into the sear and yellow leaf, and it
is impossible to say how long the last feeble traces
of gentlemanly Deportment may linger in this weav-
ing and spinning age. But, so long, I will do my
“duty to society, and will show myself, as usual,
about town. y wants are few and simple. My
little apartment here, n}}r'fﬂw pssentials for_thﬂ
toilet, my frugal morning -meal, and my lttle
dinner, will sufice. I charge your dutiful affection
with the supply of these requirements, and I charge

self with all the rest.” :
m%ﬁ‘he}' were overpowered afresh by his uncommon
1ty .
Jittle points in which you are deficient—points o

ortment which are born with a man--which
ﬁg be improved by cultivation, but can never be

| ——

I have been
| e days of His Royal
Highness the Prince Regent ; and I will not desert
it now. No, myson. If you have ever contem-
plated your father's poor position with a feeling of
pride, you may rest assured that he will do nothing
to tarnish it. For yourself, Prince, whose cha~
racter is different (we cannot be all alike, nor is it
advisable that we should), work, be industrious,
earn money, and extend the connexion as much as
possible,”’ -

[“That you may depend I will do, dear father,
with all my heart,”’ replied Prince. |
L I have no doubt of it,"”” said Mr. Turveydrop.

Your qualities are not shining, my dear child, but
they are steady and useful, And to both of you, my
children, 1 would merely observe, in the spirit of a
sainted Wooman on whose path I had the happiness
of casting, I believe, some ray of light,—take care
of the establishment, take care of my simple wants,
and bless you both !"

Old Mr. Turveydrop then became so very gallant, in
honor of the occasion, that I told Caddy we must
really go to Thavies Inn at once if we were to go at
all that day. So we took our departure, after:
a very loving farewell between Caddy and her
betrothed ; and during our walk she was so happy,:
and o full of old Mr. Turveydrop’s praises, that I
would not have said a word in his disparagement
for any consideration, -

The house in Thavies Inn had bills in the windows
announcing that it was to let, and it looked dirtier
and gloomier, and ghastlier than ever. 'The name’
of poor Mr. Jellyby had appeared in the list of:
Bankrupts, but a day or two before; and he was
shut up in the dining-room with two gentlemen, and
a heap of blue bags, account-books, and papers,
making the most desperate endeavours to under-
stand his affairs. They appeared to me to be quite
beyond his comprehension ; for when Caddy took me
into the dining-room by mistake, and we came upon
Mr. Jellyby in his spectacles, forlornly fenced into
a corner by the great dining-table and the two
gentlemen, he seemed to have given up the whole'
thing, and to be speechless and insensible.

Going up-stairs to Mrs. Jellyby’s room (the chil-
dren were all screaming in the kitchen, and there was |
no servant to be seen), we found that lady in the midss
of a voluminous correspondence, opening, reading, '
and sorting letters, with a great aceumulation of
torn covers on the floor. She was so pre-occupied
that at first she did not know me, though she sat
looking at me with that curious, bright-eyed, far-

off look of hers.
“yi

““Ah! Miss Summerson !"" she said at Inst,
was thinking of something so different! I hope you
are well. 1 am happy to see you. Mr, Jarndyce'
and Miss Clare quite well P’ .

I hoped in return that Mr. Jellyby was quita
well,

“Why, not quive, my dear,”” snid Mrs Jellyby,
in the calmest manner. ‘' He has been unfortu-
nate in his affairs, and 18 a little out of spirits..
Happily for me, I am so much engaged that I have
no time to think about it. 'We have, at the present
moment, one hundred and seventy families, Miss,
Summerson, averaging five persons in each, either
gone or going to the left bank of the Niger."

I thought of the one family so near us, who were
neither gone nor ﬁning to the left bank of the
Niger, and wondered how she could be so placid.

““ You have brought Caddy back, I see,”’ observed

Mrs, Jellyby, with a glance at her daughter. ** It
has become quite a novelty to see her here. She

originated—you may still rel{l on me,



