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in fact
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“ Now you Know
interposed, ‘ that I'dp emp
at his dinner. What1s the use

ing:‘?l was not going to contradict, Ma,”’ zetulfrt;eld
Caddy. ‘I was only going to say, Eilia. a.?l m;'
you wouldn’t bhave me be a mere drudge
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over them, and sorting them af shgeggga e} gy
you have a business example efore s "It yon
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you have no such s
“ Not if it’s M{zca, Ma,
¢ Of course you have _

so much engagj:;d, Miss Summerson,’’ said Mrs. J el.ly(i

by, sweetly casting her eyes for a moment on me, &

considering where to put the particular letter she
had just opened, “* this would distress and disappoint
me. But I have so much to think of, in connexion

with Borrioboola Gha, and it 13 so necessary I

should concentrate myself, that there 1s my remedy,

you see.’’

As Caddy gave me a glance of entreaty, and as
Mrs. Jellyby was looking far away into Africa
straight through my bonnet and head, I thought 1t
a good opportunity to come to the subject of my
visit, and to attract Mrs. Jellyby's attention.

‘ Perhaps,” I began, ** you will wonder what has
brought me here to interrupt you.”

““T am always delighted to see Miss Summerson,”
said Mrs. Jellyby, pursuing her employment with a
placid smile. *‘ Though I wish,”’ and she shook her
head, ‘‘ she was more interested in the Borrioboolan
project.”’

““1 have come with Caddy,” said I, ‘‘because
Caddy justly thinks she ought not to have a secret
from her mother ; and fancies I shall encourage and
aid her(though I am sure I don’t know how), in im-
parting one.”’

‘“ Caddy,” said Mrs. Jellyby, pausing for a mo-
ment in her occupation, and then serenely pursuing
it after shaking her head, ** you are going to tell me
gome nonsense.’’

Caddy untied the strings of her bonnet, took her
bonnet off, and letting it dangle on the floor by the

strings, and crying heartily, said, *‘ Ma, I am en-

gu.geﬁ.”’

* 0, you ridiculous child!” observed

are !”’

"*1 am engaged, Ma,”’ sobbed Cadd
Mr. Turveydrup,_’nt the Academy F’
Turveydrop (who is a very gentlemenly man indeed

out 1t. I never, never could!”’ sobbed Cadd
forgetful of her general complainings, and og ’
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calm clear voice, and with an agreeable smile ag
she opened more letters and sorted them. ‘*No/
indeed.”’
I was sounprepared for the perfect coolness of this
reception, though 1 might have expected it, that I
Jid not know what to say. Caddy seemed equally
at a loss. Mrs. Jellyby continued to open and sort:
letters ; and to repeat occasionally, in quite a charm-
ing tone of voice, and with a smile of perfect coms
posure,
‘“ T hope, Ma,”’
are not angry "’
“0O Caddy
turned Mrs.
what I have said of the preoccupation of my
mind.”’
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wish us well 2’’ said Caddy. 1 2
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generate child, when you might have devoted your
self to the great public measure. |
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L down-stairs
11Peepy and
- grovelling on the stone
‘*uch a game of play with

into the damp dark &
brothers and sisters were
floor, and where we had
_ them, that to prevent my-
self from being quite torn 4o pieces I was obliged to
rall back on my fairy tales. From time to time, I

beard loud voices iy the parlor over-head ; and oqca-
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inlly a violent tumbling about of the furniture.
Inilagtaeﬂ‘wt 1 ‘aw afrard was caused by ptﬁrr Mr;i
yby's breaking away from the dining-ta tg, H.llf
‘ing rushes at the window with the intention 3
Iwi?.l!'.}' himself into the area, whenever he made

tt t to understand l_lis affairs. ;
.:l EIwruéd:IEEietly home at night after the day’s

le, I thought a good deal of Caddy’s engage-
K

itchen, where

B =

_-

]
ment, and felt confirmed in my hopes, (in spite of
he elder Mr., Turveydrop) that she would be the
happier and better for it. And if there seemed to
be but a slender chance of her and her husband
eéver finding out what the model of Deportment

really was, why that was all for the best too, and who
| Would wish them to be wiser? I did not wish them

i

to be any wiser, and indeed was half ashamed of not
entirelyybeﬁeving in him myself. And 1 looked up
at the stars, and thought about travellers in distant
countries and the stars they saw, and hoped I might
always be so blest and happy asto be useful to some
e In my small way,

ﬂnThey ‘gera 80 glad to see me when I got home
as they always were, that I could have sat down
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cried for joy, if that had not been a 111qthud of mak-
ing myself disagreeable. Everybody in the house,
from the lowest to the highest, showed me such a
bright face of welcome, and spoke SO cheerily, and
was s0 happy to do anything for me, that I suppose
there never was such a fortunate little creature in
the world. ,

We got into such a chatty state that night,
through Ada and my guardian drawing me out to
tell them all about Caddy, that I went on prose,
prose, prosing, for a length of time, At last I got
up to my own room, quite red to think how 1 had
been holding forth ; and then I heard a soft tap at
my door, Sol said, ™ Come in!"’ and there came In
a pretty little girl, neatly dressed in mourning, who
dropped a curtsey. ‘ _ o

‘““1f you please, miss,’”’ said the little girl, In &
soft voice, ‘' I am Charley.”

“ Why, so you are,”” said I,
astonishment, and giving her a Kiss.
am to see you, Charley!” _

“If you please, miss," pursued Charley, 1n the
game soft voice, ** I’'m your maid.”

‘“ Charley P’ ;

‘“ If you please, miss, I'm a present to you, with
Mr. Jarndyce's love.”

1 sat down with my hand on Charley’s
looked at Charley.

“ And O, miss,’’ says Charley, clapping her hands,
with the tears starting down her dimpled c}leekﬁ:,
“ Tom’s at school, if you please, and learning so
good! And little Emma, she’s with Mrs. Blinder,
miss, a being took such care of ! And Tom, he
wonld have been at school—and Emma, she would
have been left with Mrs. Blinder—and me, 1 should
have been here—all a deal sooner, miss; only Mr.
Jarndyce thought that Tom and Emma and me had
better get a little nsed to parting first, we was so
small. Don’t ery, if you please, miss!”

‘T can’t help it, Charley.”

“ No, miss, nor I can’t help it,”’ says Clmrlep.T
* And if yon please, miss, Mr. Jarndyce's love, and
he thinks you'll like to teach me now and then.
And if yon please, Tom and Emma and me 1s to see
ench other once a month. And I'm so happy and
0 thankful, miss,”’ cried Charley with a heaving
heart, *“ and I’ll try to be such a good maid !”’

““ O Charley dear, never forget who did all this je’

“ No, miss, I never will. Nor Tom won’t. Nor
yet Emma. It was all you, miss.”

“ T have known nothing of it. It was Mr, Jarn-
dyce, Charley.”

““ Yes, mise, but it was all done for the love of
you, and that ycu might be my mistress. If you
please, miss, I am a little present with his love, and
it was all done for the love of you., Me and Tom
was to be sure to remember it."”

Charley dried her eyes, and entered on her func-
tions: imng in her matronly little way about and
about the room, and folding up everything she could
lay her hands upon. Presently, Charley came creep-
ing back to my side, and said :

** O don’t cry, if you please, miss.”

And I said again, *‘ I can’t ,lm}p 1t, Charley.”’

And Charley said again, ** No, misg, nor I can’t

belp it.”” And so, after all, I did cry for joyindee
a-ntf go did she, rall, I did cry for joy indeed,

stooping down in

““ How glad 1

neck, and

——

AN APPEAL CASE,

As soon as Richard and I had held the conversation,
of which I have given an account, Richard com-
wunicated the state of his mind to Mr. Jarndyce.

altogether taken by

: tation ;
eived the representation ;
i h uneasiness and disap-
often clnsgted

surprise, when D
though 1t caused i =
pointment. He an‘d Rlclmrd *:";rer‘e
together, late at night and eal c{ in
and passed whole days in Lon 1?.‘[ Y, O nge, and
numernhlel ﬂppt‘:}intnmnts{m‘ﬂtﬁf diﬂf:..g'rEEﬂblB, Bty
| ed through a quantiy] 8 | _
LﬂL}itlr\’:Thile tlaff.‘y were thus emplﬂ}'fid, my guardian,

‘ ’ 1enc
though he underwent considerable 1nconyen &

from the state of the wind, and rubbed his head so

constantly that not & single légiiﬁlui?fhitﬁfrnﬁfﬁg
in 1ts right place, was aS SUHL g fp 355 X
' ed a steaay Tre

as at any other time, but maintain :
* ‘ utmost endea-
serve on these matters. And as our v -
vours could only elicit from Richard himself sweep

ing assurances tha

t everything was gomns on capl-
tally, and that it really was all right at last, our

' ‘ him.

anxiety was not much relieved by T

lear < the time went on, that a
i o praginlgd nﬁe to the Lor Chancellor

new application was ma |
n; Ri{ﬂ?ﬂrd's behalf, as an Infant and a Ward, and

't know what ; and that there was a quantity
}degﬁlfiig; and that the Lord C}nmcellur desqn_bed
him, in open court, as & vexatious and Capricious
infant : and that the matter Was adjourned and re-
adiourned, and referred, and reported on, and peti-
tioned about, until Richard began to doubt (as he
told us) whether, if he entered the army at all, 1t
would not be as a veteran of seventy or eighty years
of age. At last an appointment was made for him
to see the Lord Chancellor again 1n his private room,
and there the Lord Chancellor very seriously re-
proved him for trifling with time, and not ]{I’I‘UWT.I}
his mind—'‘a pretty good joke, 1 think,”” sal
Richard, *‘ from that quarter 1”—and at last 1t was
settled that his application should be granted. His
name was entered at the Horse Guards, as an appli-
cant for an Ensign’s commission ; the purchases-
money was deposited at an Agent’s: and Richard,
in his usual characteristic way, plunged into & Vi0-
lont course of military study, and got up at five
o'clock every morning to practise the broadsword
exercise.

Thus vacation succeeded term, and term succeeded
vacation. We sometimes heard of Jarndyce and
Jarndyce, as being in the paper or out of the paper,
or as being to be mentioned, or as being to be spoken
to; and it came on, and it went off. Richard, who
was now in & Professor’s house in London, was able
to be with us less frequently than before; my
guardian still maintained the same reserve; and 80
time passed until the commission was obtained, and

lRlcha}-d received directions with it to join a regi-
'ment 1o Ireland.

He arrived post-haste with the intelligence one
evening, and had a long conference with my
guardian, Upwards of an hour elapsed before my
guardian put his head into the room where Ada and
I wete sitting, and said, *“ Come in, my dears!”
We went in, and found Richard, whom we had last
seen In high spirits, leaning on the chimney-piece,
looking mortified and angry.

Rick and I, Ada.” said Mr. Jarndyce, ‘* are
- not quite of one mind. Come, come, Rick, put &
brzighter face upon 1t |”’ j : :
“ Tl;fniu m"iﬁ very hard with me, sir,”’ said Richard.
% me .mruer, because you have been so considerate
o ¢ Tha other respects, and have done me kind-
Desson at I can never acknowledge. I never could
nﬁe.vgeen set right without you, sir.”

ell, well " said Mr. Jarndyce, ‘1 want to

set you more right
right with j'ﬂuraeglf_”y%' I want to set you moreé

1 hope you will excuse my saying, sir,”’ e
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turned Richard in a fiery way, but yet respectfull
'y iEPa.t I think I am the best J?rudga about ml;aelf.” %

Lk ‘lmpa you will excuse me saying, my dear
Rick,”” observed Mr. Jarndyce with the sweetest
cheerfulness and good humour, “that it's quite
natural in you to think so, but I don’t think so. I
must do my dut(ir, Rick, or you could never care for
me 1n cool blood ; and I hope you will always care
for me, cool and hot.”’

- Ada had turned so pale, that he made hersit down
in his reading-chair, and sat beside her,

** It's nothing, my dear,” he said, *‘it’s nothing.
Rick and I have only had a friendly difference,
which we must state to you, for you are the theme.
Now you are afraid of what’s coming.”’

I am not indeed, cousin John,”’ replied Ada,
with a smile, **if it is to come from you.”

** Thank you, my dear. Do you give me a
minute’s calm attention, without looking at Rick.
And, little woman, do you likewise. My dear girl,”’
putting his hand on hers, as it lay on the side of the
easy-chair, *‘ yourecollect the talk we had, we four,
when the little woman told me of a little love-
affair?’’

“*1t 13 not likely that either Richard or I can
aver forget your kindness that day, cousin John.”

** I can never forget it,”’ said Richard.

*“ And I can never forget it,”’ said Ada.

** So much the easier what I have to say, and so
much the easier for. us to agree,”” returned my
guardian, his face irradiated by the gentleness and
honor of his heart. *‘‘ Ada, my bird, you should
know that Rick has now chosen his profession for
¢he last time. All that he has of certainty will be
expended when he i1s fully equipped. He has ex-
hausted his resources, and is bound henceforward to
the tree he has planted.”

** Quite true that I have exhausted my present
resources, and I am quite content to know it. But
what I have of certainty, sir,”’ said Richard, **is
wot all I have.”

** Rick, Rick !” eried my guardian, with a sudden
terror in his manner, and in an altered voice, and
putting up his hands as if he would have stopped his
ears, . ** for the love of God, don’t found a hope or
expectation on the family curse! Whatever you
do on this side the grave, never give one lingering

lance towards the horrible phantom that has
ﬁu,untad us so many years. Better to borrow,
better to beg, better to die!”

We were all startled by the fervor of this warn-

ing. Richard bit his lip and held his breath, and
glanced at me, as if he felt, and Enew that I felt
00, how much he needed it.
- ‘* Ada, my dear,”” said Mr. Jarndyce, recovering
his cheerfulness, ‘‘these are strong words of
advice ; but I live in Bleak House, and have seen a
gight here. Enough of that. All Richard had, to
gtart him in the race of life, 1s ventured. T recom-
mend to him and you, for his sake and your own,
that he should depart from us with the understand-
ing that there is no sort of contract between you.
I must go further. I will be plain with you both.
You were to confide freely in me, and I will confide
freely in you. I ask you wholly to relinquish, for
the present, any tie but your relationship.” '

‘“ Better to say at once, sir,”” returned Richard,
¢ that you renounce all confidence in me, and that
you advise Ada to do the same.” |

‘‘ Better to say nothing of the sort, Rick, because
I don’t mean 1t."” _

“You think I have begun ill, sir,”’ retorted
Richard. ‘‘I have, I know.”

‘“* How I hoped you would begin, and how go on,
I told vou when we spoke of these things last,” said

Mr. Jarndyce, in a ccrdial and encouraging manner,
“* You have not made that beginning yet ; but there
is a time for all things, and yours is not gone by—
rather, it is just now fully come. Make a cleas
beginning altogether. You two (very young, my
dears) are cousins. As yet, you are nothing more.
What more may come, must come of being worked
out, Rick ; and no sooner.”’

" You are very hard with me, sir,”” said Richard.
,:'u-der than I could have supposed you would

““My dear boy,” said Mr. Jarndyce, *“I am
harder with myself when I do anything that gives
you pain. You have your remedy in your own
hands. Ada, it is better for him that he should be
free, and that there should bhe no youthful engage-
ment between you. Rick, it is better for her, much
better; you owe it to her. Come! Each of you
will do what is best for the other, if not what is best
for yourselves.”

“Why is it best, sir?”’ returned Richard,
hastily. ‘It was not, when we opened our hearts
to you. You did not say so, then.”

"1 have had experience since. I don’t blame
you, Rick—but I have had experience since.”

** You mean of me sir.”

““ Well ! Yesz of both of you,'"” said Mr. Jarn-
dyce, kindly. *‘The time 1s not come for your
standing pledged to one another. It is not right,
and I must not recognise it. Come, come, my
young cousins, begin afresh! Byegones shall ‘be
byegones, and a new page turned for you to write
your lives in,”’

Richard gave an anxious glance at Ada, but said
nothing. |

“I have avoided saying one word to either of
you, or to Esther,”’ said Mr. Jarndyce, ‘‘until
now, in order that we might be open as the day,
and all on equal terms. I now affectionately advise,
I now most earnestly entreat, you two, to part as
you came here. Leave all else to time, truth, and
stedfastness. If you do otherwise, you will do
wrong ; and you will have made me do wrong, in _ -
ever bringing you together."'

A long silence succeeded.

** Cousin Richard,”” said Ada, then, raising her
blue eyes tenderly to his face, *'*after what our
cousin John has said, I think no choice is left us,
Your mind may be quite at ease about me ; for you
will leave me here under his care, and will be sure
that I can have nothing to wish for ; quite sure, 1f
I guide myself by his advice. I-—I don’t doubt,
cousin Richard,”’ said Ada. a little confused, ** that
you are very fond of me, and I—I don’t think you
will fall in love with anybody else. But I should
like you to consider well about it, too; as I should
like you to be in all things very happy. You may
trust in me, cousin Richard. I am not at all change-
able ; but I am not unreasonable, and should never
blame you. Even cousins may be sorry to part;
and in truth I am very, very sorry, Richard, though
I know it’s for your welfare. I shall always think
of you affectionately, and often talk of you with
Esther, and—and perhaps you will sometimes think
a little of me, cousin Richard. So now,” said Ada,
going up to him and giving him her trembling hand,
‘“ we are only cousins again, Richard—for the time
perhaps—and I pray for a blessing on my dear
| cousin, wherever he goes !”

. It was strange to me that Richard should not be
iable to forgive my guardian for entertm_mug the
very same opinion of him which he himself had ex-
pressed of himself in much stronger terms to me.
' But, it was certainly the case. I observed, with
great regret, that from this hour he never was a3
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free and open with' Mr. Jarndyce as he had been
before. He had every reason given, him to be so,
but he wasnot ; and, solely on his side, an estrange-
ment began to rise between them. '

In the business of preparation and equipment he
soon lost himself, and even his orief at parting from
Ada, who remained in Hertfordshire, while he, Mr.
Jarndyce, and I, went up to L :
He remembered her by fits and starts, even with
bursts of tears: and at such times would confide to
me the heaviest self-reproaches. But, 1n a few
minutes he would recklessly conjure up some unde-
&nable means by which they were to be made rich and
happy for ever, and wounld become as gay as Ensmh_le.

It was a busy time, and I trotted about with him
all day long, buying a variety of things, of which he
etood in need. Of the things he would have bought,
£ he had been left to his own ways, 1 say nothing.
He was perfectly confidential with me, and often
talked so sensibly and feelingly about his faults and.
his vigorous resolutions, and dwelt so much upon
the encouragement he derived from these conver-
sations. that I could never have been tired if I had

at week, to come -backward and
forward to our lodging, to fence with Richard, a
person who had formerly been a cavalry soldier ; he
was a fine bluff-looking man, of a frank free bearmg,
with whom Richard had practised for some months.
[ heard so much about him, not only from Richard,
but from my guardian too, that I was purposely 1n
the room, with my work, one morning after break-
fast when he came.

“ Good morning, Mr. George,’’ said my guardian,
who happened to be alone with me. ““Mr. Carstone
will be liere directly. Meanwhile, Miss Summerson
is very happy to see you, I know. Sit down.”

He sat down, a little disconcerted by my presence,
I thought ; and, without looking at me, drew his
heavy sunburnt hand across and across his upper
Lip.

‘“ You are as punctunal as the sun,’”’ said Mr.
Jarndyce.

‘“ Military time, sir,”’ he replied.
habit. A mere habit in me, sir.
business-hike.”

‘¢ Yet you have a large establishment, too, I am
told ?”’ saxd Mr. Jarndyce.

““ Not much of a one, sir.
gallery, but not much of a oue.”

‘ And what kind of a shot, and what kind of a
gwordsman, do you make of Mr. Carstone?” said
my guardian

““ Pretty good, sir,”’ he replied, folding his arms
upon his broad chest, and looking very large. Lt
Mr. Carstone was to give his full mind to it, he
wonld come out very good.”’

‘“ But he don’t, I suppose 7'’ said my guardian.

““He did at first, sir, but not afterwards. Not
his full mind. Perhaps he has something else upon
it—some young lady, perhaps.”” His bright dark
eyes glanced at me for the first time.

““*He has not me upon his mind, T assure you,
Mr. George,”’ said I, laughing, *‘ though you seem
to suspect me.’’

- He reddened a little through his brown, and
made me a trooper’s bow. ** No ‘offence, I hope,
mise. 1 am one of the Roughs.” | -

“Not at all,”” said I. **I takeit as a compli-
ment.”’ o -

1f be ha.d not looked at me béfore, he looked at
me now, in three or four quick successive glances.

‘1 beg your pardon, sir,”’ he said to my guardian,
with a manly kind of
ihe honor to mention the young lady’s name——"

There used, in th

““ Force of
I am not at all

1 keep a shooting

' with the fulness of his dark eyes and broad forehead.

diffidence, ‘‘ but you did me

e

13

¢ Mi n.
N arion he repeated, and looked at

¢¢ Miss Summerson,

e ﬂgm;;::u know the name?’’ I asked.

¢¢ No. miss. Tomy knowledg]?, 1 never
bt T had seen you somewhere.

I t‘l‘uiu%hink pot,”’ I returned, raising my head from

my work to look ab him ; and there was something

so genuine 1n hi h and manner, that 1 was

glad of the opportunity. 1 remember faces very

32
well. A
““ S0 do I, miss'!

heard it.

' he returned, meeting my look

What set me off, now, upon that I

His once more reddening through his brown, and
being disconcerted by his efforts to remember the
association, brought my guardian to his reliet.

‘¢ Have you many pupils, Mr, George P ,

¢« They vary in their number, SIr. Mostly, they re
but a small lot to live by.”” = & |
~ «¢ And what classes of chance people come to prac-
tise at your-gallery - '

¢« A1l sorts, sir. - Natives and foreigners. From
gentlemen to 'prentices. I have hgd French women
come, before now, and show themselves dabs at
pistol-shooting. = Mad people out of number, of
course—but they go everywhere, where the doors
stand open.” ‘ L i

‘ People don’t come with grudges and gchemes of
finishing their practice with live targets, [ hope?’”
said my guardian, smiling. g AR L

‘t Not much of that, sir, though that has happened.
Mostly they come for skill—or idleness. Six ofone,
and balf a dozen of the other. I beg your pardon,’
said Mr. George, sitting stiffly upright, and squar-
ing an elbow on each ‘knee, *‘ but'I believe you're a
Chancery suitor, if I have heard correct?*. -

‘““Tam sorry to say I am.” RO

““T have had one of your compatriots in my time,
R e ' V..
‘“ A Chancery suitor 7’ returned my. gaardian.
‘“* How was that?”’ & ¢ e

** Why, the man was S0 badgered and worried,
and tortured, by being knocked about from post to
1::1113.1', and from pillar to post,”” saxdd Mr. George,
* that he got out of sorts. I don’t believe he had
any idea of taking aim at anybody ; but he was in
that condition of resentment and violence, that he
would come and pay for fifty shots, and fite away
till he was red hot. One day I said t0' him, when
there was nobody by, and he ]}::u.d been talking t0 me
angrily about his wrongs, ‘If this practice is a
safety-valve, comrade, well and good ; but I don’t
altogether like your being 6 bent upon it,in your pre-
sent state of mind; I'd rather you: took to some-
thing else.” I was on my guard for a blow, he was
that passionate ; but he received it in very good
and left offegdirectly. We shook ha.ndsryug{:ln 31}} art.ﬁ
up 3. ort of a friendship.” R HHre

““ What was that " o £ et
new tond’of intereat]iﬂan? P guurd;an, P

“ Why, hé began by being a small Shropshire

farmer, bef o : .
ik gﬁﬁr& é{frﬂ they made a baited bull of him,”’ said

‘i Was hib name Gridley "

it It%ué;a’ir.” i dd i

Mr. George directed another successi ;
bright gla.nees at me,- as my guu.rd?ilnmm?g

““ Humph !

e g

-

uick

changed a word . OX= ',
dances and Irth ;:e two of surprise at, the coinci-

knew themane,
dierly bows,®in ‘acknowled
my condescension,

“I dﬂn’t k'[l ') ; o
| ¢ what it is tﬁ;’ s 11:;13 said, as he looked at me,

¢ts me off again—but—bosh,

gment of what he called

fore explained to hi nl e
H im how we
e made me another of his mﬁ N
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what’e my head running against !’
of his heavy hands over his
sweep the broken thoughts

a little forward, with one arm akimbo and the other
resting on his leg, looking in a brown study at the
groulr:ld.

I am sorry to learn that the same state of mind
has got this Gridley into new troubles, and that he
is in hiding,”’ said my guardian.

So I am told, sir,”” returned Mr. George, still

F?;iﬂg and looking on the ground. ““So I am
old.

:: You don’t know where #”’

No, sir,”” returned the trooper, lifting up his
eyes and coming out of his reverie. ‘‘I can’t say
-~ anything about him. He will be worn out soon, [
expect. You may file a strong man’s heart away
for a good many years, but it will tell all of a sudden
at last,”’

Richard’s entrance stopped the-conversation.
Mr. George rose, made anethetr:of his soldierly
bows, wished my guardian a good day, and strode
heavily out of the room. |, .

This was the morning of the.day appointed for
Richard’s departure. We had no mare purchaseés to
make now ; I had completed all his packing early in
the afternoon; and our time was disengaged until
night, when he was to go to Liverpool for Holy-
head. Jarndyce and Jarndyce being again expected
to come;dn that day, Richard proposed to me that
we should o down to the Court and hear what
passed. ts it was his last day, and he was eager to
g0, and'Y had never been there, I gave my consent,
and we .walked down to Westminster where the
Court was then sitting. We beguiled the way with
arrangements concerning the letters that Richard
was to w¥ite to me, and the letters that I was to
write to him ; and with a great many hopeful pro-
jects. My guardian knew where we were going,
and thereforg was not with us.

When ye came to the Court, there was the Lord
Chancilor—the same whom I had seen in his pri-
" vate room in Lincoln’s Inn—sitting, in great state
and gravity, on the bench ; with the mace and seals
on a red table below him, and an immense flat nose-
gay, like®a little garden, which scented the whole
Court. Below the table, again, was a long row of
golicitors, with bundles of papers on the matting at
their feet : and then there were the gentlemen of
the bar in wigs and gowns — some awake and
some. asleep, and one talking, and nobody paying
much attention to what he said. The Lord Chan-
cellor Jeaned back in his very easy chair, with his
elbow ondhe cushioned arm, and his forehead rest-
ing - éudifdshvind ; some of those who were present,
dozed ; gome read the newspapers; some walked
about, on whispered in groups; all seemed perfectly
at theie®se, by no means in a hurry, very uncon-
cerned, atd extremely comfortable. -

To .&6é¥everything going on so smoothly, and to
think of the roughness of the suitors’ lives and
deathe: to =ee all that full dress and ceremony, and
to think of$hé waste, and want, and beggared
migery it ‘represénted; to consider that, while the
pickness of hope deferred was raging i1n so many
hearts, this polite show went calmly on from day to
day. and year to year, in such good order and com-
posure ; to behold the Lord Chancellor, and the

erisp dark hair, as if to

L1
._.i i

whole array of practitioners under him, looking at |,

one another and at the spectators, as if nobody had
ever heard that all over England the name in which
they were assembled was a bitter jest : was held in
universal ‘horror, contempt, and indignation; was
known for something so flagrant and had, that little
short of a miracle could bring any good out of 1t to

He passed one]

out of his mind; and sat |

A —

any one: this was so curious and self-contradictory
to me, who had no experience of it, that it was at first
incredible, and.I could not comprehend it. I sat
where Richard put me, and tried to listen, and looked
about me ; but there seemed to be no reality in the
whole scene, except poor little Miss Flite, the mad-
woman, standing on a bench and nodding at it.

Miss Flite soon espied us, and came to where we
sat. She gave me a gracious welcome to her do-
main, and indicated, with much gratification and
! pride, its principal attractions. Mr. Kenge also
came to speak to us, and did the honors of the
place in much the same way: with the bland
modesty of a proprietor. It was not a very good
day for a visit, he said: he would have preferred
the first day of term; but it was 1mposing, it was
imposing.

When we had been there half an hour or so, the
case 1 progress—if I may use a phrase so ridiculous
in quh & connexion—seenied to die out of its own

1dity, withouf comifig, or being by anybody ex-
-pected to come, to.any result:® The Lord Chancellor
then threw down a bundles6f papers from his desk
.to the gentlemen belowshim, and somebody said

"JARNDYCE AND JARNOYCE.”” TUpon this thera
was a buzz, 488 a laugh, and a general withdrawal
of the bystanders, and*& bringing in of great heaps,
and piles,-and bags.anidbags-full of papers.

I thinkdt came on *‘ for further directions,”” abou
some bi}¥ of costs, to the best of my understanding,
which was confused epough. But I counted twenty-
three gentlamen in wigs, whq said they were ‘‘in
1t;”’ and none of them*appieared to understand it
much better thapI. - They chatted about it with
the Lord Chaneellor, and contradicted and explained
among themselves, and some of them said it was
this way, and some of them said it was that way,
and some of them jocosely, proposed to read huge
volumes of affidavits; and"thére was more buzzing
and laughing” and everybody concerned was in a
state of 1dle entertainment, and nothing could be
made of it by anybody. After an houror so of this,
and a,good many speeelps being begun and cut
short. it was ‘‘ referrgd. back for the present,” as
Mr. Kenge said, .and® the papers were bundled up
again, before the clerks had finished bringing them
in. Ye,

I glanced at Richard, on the termination of
these hopeless proceedings, and was shocked to
see the worn look of His handsome voung face.
‘““ It can’t last-for ‘ever, Dame Durden. Better
luck next time !’” was all he said.

[ had seen Mr. Guppy bringing in papers, and
arranging them for Mr. Kenge; and he had seen
me and made me a forlorn’ bow, which rendered
me desirous to get out of the Court. Richard had
given me his arm.and was taking me away, when
Mr. Guppy .came up. _

‘““1 -beg “your pardon,,Mr. Carstone,”” said he,
in a whisper, ‘‘and Miss Summerson’s also; but
there’s a lady here, a friend of mine, who knows
her, and wishes to have the pleasure of shaking
hands.”” As he spoke d*%aw before me, as if she
had started into_bodify shape from my remem-
brance, Mrsv*Rachael of my godmother’s house.

‘“ How-do you do, Esther 7"’ said she. *‘Do you
recollect me?’’ , & *" .

I‘gm*arhépr m’; hand, and told her yes, and that
sh® wis very little altered.
- *I wonder you remember those times, Esther,”
she returned.~git -'hlgr old, asperity. *‘They are
changed now.  .Well! I'am glad to see you, and
glad you'are not too proug.to knmow me.” But,
indeeg she seemeq disappointed that I was not.

‘“ Proud, Mys. Rachael !”’ I remonstrated.

.
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. «T am married, Esther,” <he returned, coldly
correcting me, ‘‘ and am Mrs. Chn.glbrmd. l}V:’ell!
I wish you good day, and I hope you'll do well.

BhME' d.(iilppy, this
ort dialogue ,
and elbnwe%lu his own and Mrs. Rachael’s way
through the confused little crowd of people coming
in and going out, which we Were in the midst
of, and which the in the business had
brought together.
our way thinugh it, and I was yet 1n the first
chill of the late unexpected recognition, when I
gaw, coming towards us, but not seemng us, no
Jess a person than Mr. George. He made nothing
of the people about him as he tramped on, staring

over their heads into the body of the Court. _

‘* George !’ said Richard, as I called his attention
to him, ip

¢ You are well met, sir,”’ he returned. ‘‘And
you, miss. Could you point a person out for me, I

want? I don’t un orstand these places.”’

Turning as he spoke, and making an easy way for
us, he stopped when were ous of the press, m a
corner behind a great red curtain.

“ There’s a little cracked old woman,’’ he began,
“ that—"’

I put up my finger, for Miss Flite was close by
me; having kept beside me all the time, and having
called the attention of several of her legal acquain-
tance to me (as I had overheard to my confusion),
by whispering in their ears, ‘“ Hush ! FKitz-Jarndyce
on my left!”

¢« Flem !”’ said Mr. George. ‘‘You remember,
miss, that we passed some conversation on a certain
man_ bhis morning P—Gridley,” in a low whisper
behind his hand.

“Yes,” said L.

¢« He is hiding at my place. I couldn’t mention
i+ Hadn’t his authority. He ison hislast march,
miss, and has & whim to see her. He says they can
feel for one another, and she has been almost as
good as'a friend to him here. 1 came down to look
for her: for when I sat by Gridley this afternoon,
I seemed to hear the roll of the muffled drums.”

“ Shall T tell her?”’ said I.

“ Would you be so good?”’ he returned, with a
glance of something like apprehension at Miss Flite.
% I{’s a Providence I met you, miss; I doubt it 1
should have known how to get on with that lady.”
And he put one hand in his breast, and stood upright
n a martial attitude, as I informed little Miss
Flite, in her ear, of the purport of his kind errand.

¢ My angry friend from Shropshire! Almost as
celebrated as myself !”’- she exclaimed. ‘" Now
really!| My dear, I will wait upon him with the
greatest pleasure.”

. ““He is living concealed at Mr. (George’s,’”’
I. ‘“Hush! Thisis Mr. George.”

¢ In—deed !”’ returned Miss Flite. ‘* Veryproud
to have the honor! A military man, my dear.
You know, a perfect General!”” she whispered to
me.

Poor Miss Flite deemed it necessary to be so
courtly and polite, as a mark of her respect for the
army, and to curtsey so very often, that i1t was no
easy matter to get her out of the Court. When
this was at last done, and, addressing Mr. George,
as anern.l,” ghe gave him her arm, to the gren.iz
qntertammqnt of some idlers who were looking on
he was 80 discomposed, and begged me so respect:
fully * not to desert him,”” that I could not make up
my mind to do it; especially as Miss Flite was
always tractable with me, and as she too said
“ Pitz-Jarndyce, my dear, you will accompany A
of course.”” As Richard seemed quite willing, and

_ﬁ_

sald

even anxious, that we should see them safely to

' thation, we agreed to do 80. And as Mr.

I f.%lfggiﬂ?nfarmed us that Gridley's mind had run m}f
Mr. Jarndyce all the afternoon, after hearing O
their interview in the morning, I wrote a hasty note
in pencil to my guardian to say where we were gone,
and why. Mr. George sealed 1t at 2 coffee-house,
that it might lead to no discovery, and we sent it off

- a ticket-porter.
b}l’:"e then %}uok a hackney-coach, ang drove away
to the neighbourhood of Leicester Square. We
walked through some DArrow courts, for which Mr.
George apologized, and soon came to the Shooting
Gallery, the door of which was closed. As he pulled
o bell-handle which hung by a chain to the door-
post, a very respectable old gentleman with grey
hair, wearing spectacles, and dressed 1n 2 black
spencer and gaiters and a broad-brimmed hat, and
carrying a large oold-headed cane, i},ddressed him.

¢ ] ask your pardon, my good friend,” said he;
¢ hut is this George’s Shooting Gallery?”’

“ Tt is, sir,’”’ returned Mr, George, glancing up at
the great letters In which that inscription Wwas
painted on the white-washed wall.

««Oh! To be sure!” said the old gentleman,
following his eyes. *‘ Thank you. Have you rung
the bell ?”’

““ My name i5 George, sir, and I have rung the
hell.”’

** Oh, indeed ?"’ said the old gentleman.
namo is George? Then I am here as soon as you,
You came for me, no doubt?’’

“* No, sir. You have the advantage of me.”’

““ Oh, indeed ?"’ said the old gentleman, °‘Then
it was your young man who came for me, I am
a physician, and was requested—five minutes ago—
to come and visit a sick man, at George’s Shooting
Gallery.” |

¢ The muffled drums,”’ said Mr. George, turning
to Richard and me, and gravely shaking his head.
‘“*It's quite correct, sir. Will you please to walk
111.1‘!

The door being at that moment opened, by a
very singular-looking little man in a green baize
cap and apron, whose face, and hands, and dress,
were blackened all over, we passed along a dreary
passage into a large building with bare brick walls ;-
where there were targets, and guns, and swords, and
other things of that kind. When we had all arrived
here, the physician stopped, and taking off his hat,
appeared to vanish by magic, and to leave another
and quite a different man in his place.

'* Now look 'ee here, (eorge,” said the man
turning quickly round upon him, and tapping him
on the breast with a large forefinger. ** You know
me, n.;nd I know you. You're a man of the world
and I'm a man of the world. My name’s Bucket a8
you are aware, and I have ,
:;gilgnst tL_"}rldley.d You llllﬂ?e kept him out of the way

ng time, and you have = n i
kv uredit.’:f been artful in it, and

Mzr. George looking har ' it hus li
ahon};hia o g u.d at him, bit his lip and

" Now, George,” said the other, keepin
him, *° you're a sensible man, and a WEll-gogﬁfzt;g.
man ; that's what you are, beyond a doubt. And
mind you, I don’t talk to youasa common character
because you have served your country, and yoﬁ
Know that wh‘eu duty calls we must nbe} Conse-
iluenbly, you're very far from ﬁanting. to give
tfm;}.xle. If T required assistance you’d assist me;
11_1:.}. s what youw’d do. Phil Squod, don’t you go a
sliding round the gallery like that ;’’ the d?rty ﬁttla
ﬁlﬂu was shuflling about with his shoulder against
e wall, and his eyes on the intruder, in & manner

got a peace-warrant
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that looked threatening ; ¢ hecause I know you, and
I won’t have it.”’ ’

*““ Phil !”’ said Mr. George,

** Yes, guv’ner.”

" Be quiet.”

E‘he little man, with a low growl. stood still.

i Ladies and gentlemen,” said Mr. Bucket,
you'll excuse anything that may appear to be dis-
agreeable in this, for my name’s Inspector Bucket
of the Detective, and I have a duty to perform.
George, I know where my man is, because I was on
the roof last, and saw him through the skylight, and
you along with him. He is in there, you know,”
pointing ; *‘ that’s where he is—on a sofy. Now I
must see my man, and I must tell my man to con-
sider himself in custody ; but, you know me, and
you know I don’t want to take any uncomfortable
measures. You give me your word. as from one
man to another (and an old soldier, mind you, like-
wise!), that’s it’s honorable between us two, and
I'll accommodate you to the utmost of my power.”

““I give it,”’ was the reply. “‘ But it wasn’t hand-
gome 1n you, Mr. Bucket.”

** Gammon, George! Not handsome?’’ said Mr.
Bucket, tapping him on his broad breast again, and
shaking hands with ham. ““I don’t sayit wasn’t
handsome in you to keep my name so close, do 1?7
Be equally good-tempered to me, old boy! Old
William Tell! Old Shaw, the Life Guardsman !
Why, he's a model of the whole British army in
himself, ladies and gentlemen. I'd give a fifty-pun’
note to be such a figure of a man!”’

The affair being brought to this head, Mr. George,
after a little consideration, proposed to go in first
to his comrade (as he called him), taking Miss Flite
with him. Mr. Bucket agreeing, they went away
to the further end of the gallery, leaving us sitting
and standing by a table covered with guns. M.
Bucket took this opportunity of entering into a little
light conversation : asking me if I were afraid of
fire-arms, as most young ladies were ; asking Richard

if he were a good shot; asking Phil Squod which

he considered the best of those rifles, and what it
might be worth, first-hand ; telling him, in return,
that it was a pity he ever gave way to his temper,
for he was naturally so amiable that he might have
been a young woman ; and making himself generally
agreeable.

After a time le followed us to the further end of
the gallery, and Richard and I were going quietly
away, when Mr. George came after us. He said
that if we had no objection to see his comrade, he
would take a visit from us very kindly. The words
had hardly passed his lips, when the bell was rung,

and my guardian appeared; " on the chance,”” he

slightly observed, ‘' of being able to do any little
thing for a poor fellow involved in the same mis-
fortune as himself.”’ We all four went back
together, and went into the place where Gridley
waist. was a bare room, partitioned off from the
gallery with unpainted wood. As the screening
was not more than eight or ten feet high, and only
enclosed the sides, not the top, the rafters of the
high gallery root were overhead, and the Bkyll;g!lt,
through which Mr. Bucket had looked down. The
sun was low—near setting—andits light came redly
in above, without descending to the ground. Upon

a plain canvas-covered sofa lay the man from Shrop-

shire—dressed much as we had seen him last, but

o changed, that at first I recognised no likeness in

his colorless face to what 1 recollected.

He had been still writing in his hiding-place, and
still dwelling on his grievances, hour after hour.
A table and some shelves were covered with manu-

seript papers, and with worn pens, and a medley of
such tokens, Touchingly and awfully drawn
together, he and the little mad woman were side hv
side, and, as it were, alone. She sat on a chair hold-
ing i_ns hand, and none of us went close to them.
‘His voice had faded, with the old expression of
his face, with his strength, with his anger, with his
resistance to the wrongs that had at last subdued
him. The faintest shadow of an object full of form
and colour, is such a picture of it, as he was of the
rbnr;n from Shropshire whom we had spoken with
efore.

He inclined his head to Richard and me, and
spoke to my guardian. |

* Mr. Jarndyce, it is very kind of you to come to
see me. Iam not long to be seen, 1 think. I aw
very glad to take your hand, sir. You are a gooa
man, superior to injustice, and God knows I honor
you, | |
They - shook hands earnestly, and my guardian
said some words of comfort to him. ¥

"It may seem strange to you, sir,” returned
Gridley ; ** I should not have liked to see you, if
this had been the first time of our meeting. But,
you know I made a fight for it, you know I stood up-
with my single hand against them all, you know
I told them the truth to the last, and told:
them what they were, and what they had done to
me ; s0 I don’t mind your seeing me, this wreck.”

"* You have been courageous with them, wmany
and many a time,’’ returned my guardian, |

‘** Sir, I have been ;”’ with a faint smile. **1 told
you what would come of if, when I ceased to be so;
and, see here! Look at us—lookat us!”’? He drew
the hand Miss Flite held, through her arm, aud
brought her something nearer to him. -

“*This ends it. Of all my old associations, of all
my old pursuits and hopes, of all the living and the
dead world, this one poor soul alone comes natural
to me, and I am fit for. There is a tie of many
| suffering years between us two, and it 1s the only

tie I have ever had on earth that Chancery has not

broken.”’ _ ‘ 5
‘* Accept my blessing, Gridley,” said Miss Flite,
in tears. ‘‘ Accept my blessing !”’

‘I thought, boastfully, that they never conld
break my heart, Mr. Jarndyce. Iwas resolved
that they should not. I did believe that I could,
and would, charge them with being the mockery
they were, until I died of some bodily disorder.
But I am worn out. How long I have been wearing
out, I don't know; I seemed to break down inan
hour. I hope they may never come to hear of it.
I hope every body, here, will lead them to believe
that I died defying them, consistently and per-
severingly, as I did through so many years.”’ :

Here Mr. Bucket, who was sitting in a corner,
by the door, good-naturedly offered such consolation
as he could administer, :

““ Come, come!’” he said from, his corner.
‘““ Don’t go on in that way, Mr. Gridley. You are
only a little low. We are all of us a little low,
sometimes. Jam. Hold up, hold up! You'll losé
your temper with the whole round of ’em, again
and again; and I shall take you on a score of
warrants yet, if I bave luck.” ‘ |

He only shook his head. |

““ Don’t shake your head,’’ said Mr. Bucket. *‘ Nod
it : that’s what I want to see you do, Why, Lord
bless your soul, what times we have had together !
Haven't I seen you in the Fleet over and over
again, for contempt? Haven't I come into Court,
twen-ty afternoons, for no other purpose than to
see you pin the Chancellor like a bull-dog? Don’t
you remember, when you first began to threaten
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gworn against you
Ask the little old

present. Hold up,

" asked

the lawyers, and the peace was
two or three times a week?
lady there ; she has been always
Mr. Gridley, hold up, sir!" ;

‘* What are you going to do about him?
George in a low voice.

““1 don’t know yet,”
tone. Then resuming
pursued alond : :

‘“ Worn out, Mr. Gridley? After dodging me for
all these weeks, and forcing me to climb the
roof here like a Tom Cat, and to come to see youas i
Doctor? That ain’t like being worn out. I Ehﬂ}lld
think not! Now I tell you what you want. You
want excitement, you know, to keep you up ; tljmt 8
what yow want. You're used to 1t, and you can’t do
without it. I couldn’t myself. Very well, then ;
here’s this warrant, got by Mr. Tulkinghorn of
Lincoln’s Inn Fields, and backed into half a dozen
counties since. What do you say to coming along
with me, upon this warrant, and having & ,gﬂml
angry argument before the Magistrates? It’ll do
you good ; it'll freshen you up, and get you 1nto
training for another turn at the Chancellor. Give
in? Why, I am surprised to hear a man of your
energy talk of giving in. You mustn’t do that.
You're half the fun of the fair,in the Court of
Chancery. George, you lend Mr. Gridley a hand,
and let’s see now whether he won't be better up
than down.” _

“ He is very weak,”’ said the trooper, in a low
voice.

¢ Ts he?”’ returned Bucket, anxiously. ‘I only
want to rouse him. I don’t like to see an old
acquaintance giving in like this. It would cheer
him up more than anything, if I could make him a
little waxy with me. He's welcome to drop into
me right and left, if he likes. I shall never take
advantage of 1t.”’

The roof rang with a scream from Miss Flite,
which still rings 1n my ears.

“ 0 no, Gridley!” she cried, as he fell heavily
and calmly back from before her. ‘* Not without
my blessing. After so many years!”

said Bucket 1n the same
his encouragement, he

The sun was down, the light had gradually stolen
from the roof, and the shadow had ecrept upward.
But, to me, the shadow of that pair, one living and
one dead, fell heavier on Richard’s departure than
the darkness of the darkest night, And through
Richard’s farewell words I heard it echoed :

‘ Of all my old associations, of all my old pursuits
and hopes, of all the living and the dead world, this
one poor soul alone comes natural to me, and I am
fit for. There is a tie of many suffering years
between us two, and it is the only tie I ever had on
earth that Chancery has not broken !”

CHAPTER XXV,
SNAGSBY SEES 1T ALL,

THERE is disquietude in Cook’s Court, Cursitor
Street. I"{ln.ck suspicion hides in that peaceful
region. 'T'he mass of Cook’s Courtiers are in their

MRES.

_ the matter with the man!”’

: : 1t kitchen where the family mealy =
:11:'; I;:L}églﬁtf;;ttles away at a smoking pace from
the dinner table, when Mr. Snagsby pnusbesk13 &
carving the first slice of the leg of muttolrll aked
with potatoes, and stares at the kitchen wu W

Mr. Snagsby can not make out what it 1s that he
has had to do with. Qomething is wrong, some- &

where ; buthwhﬂ.t 53

n an “ - - .
11,:31]11;2'3]:3? quirter, is the puzzle of his life. HI:E
remote impressions of the robes and coronets, the b
stars and garters, that sparkle through the surface-
dust of Mr. Tulkinghorn’s chambers ; his venera- %
tion for the mysteries presided over by that best =
and closest of his customers, W
Court, all Chancery Laue, and
bourhood agree to hold 1n awe ; :
Detective Mr. Bucket with his fore-finger, and his
confidential manner impossible t
clined ; persundtﬂ
dangerous secret, it
iltﬂ?sgthe fearful peculiarity of this condition that,
at any hour of his d

shop-door, at any p | |
of a messenger, or any delivery of a letter, the

secret may take air and fire, explode, and blow up—
Mr. Bucket only knows whom.

For which reason, whenever a man unknown
comes into the shop (as many men unknown do),

innocent effect, Mr. Snagsby's heart knocks hard
at his guilty breast. He undergoes so much from
such enquiries, that wlhen they are made by boys he

counter, and asking the young dogs what they meant

impracticable men and boys persist in walking into
Mr. Snagsby’s sleep, and terrifying him with un-
accountable questions; so that often, when the cock
at the little dairy in Cursitor Street breaks out in
his usual absurd way about the morning, Mr,
Snagsby finds himself in a crisis of nightmare, with
his little woman shaking him, and saying, ** What’s

The little woman herself is not the least item in
his difficulty. To know that he is always keeping
a secret from her ; that he has, under all circum-

tooth, which her sharpness is ever ready to twist
out of his head ; gives Mr. Snagsby, in her den-
tistical presence, much of the air of a dog who has

a reservation from his master, and will look any-
where rather than meet his eye,

These various signs and tokens, marked by the
little woman, are not lost upon her. They impel
her to say, ** Snagsby has something on his mind !”’
And thus suspicion gets into Cook’s Court, Cursitor
Street. From suspicion to jealousy, Mrs. Snagsby
finds the road as natural u.mi short as from Cook’s
Court to Chancery Lane. And thus jealousy gets
into Cook’s Court, Cursitor Street. Once there
(and 1t was always lurking thereabout), it is very
active and nimble in Mrs. Snn.gaby’; breast—
prompting her to nocturnal examinations of Mr.

usual state of mind, no better and no worse ; but
Mr, Snagsby is changed, and his little woman
knows it,

For, Tom-all-Alone’s ard Lincoln’s Inn Fields
persist in harnessing themselves, a pair of ungovern-
able coursers, to the chariot of Mr. Snagsby’s
imagination ; and Mr., Bucket drives; and the pas-
sengers are Jo and Mr. Tulkinghorn; and the
complete equipage whirls through the Law Stationery

busriness at wild speed, all round the clock., Even! G

Snagsby’s pockets; to seoret perus |

' ; to als Do

%nu sby’s letters; to private raseﬁrches n El:fe %[:}'
?tn 1t_md Ledger, till, cash-box, and iron safe: to

watchings at windows, listenings behind doors. and

a general putting of this and that together b} the

wrong end.
perpetually on the alert, that

Mrs. Snagsby is so
rentices think somebody

e house becomes
rustling garments.,

‘ there, in bygone times.

certain loose atoms of anyfdau. (pig;t;&

mething, what may come of it, 4§
from which unthought of ana =&

hom all the Inns of =
all the legal neigh- =
his remembrance of %
o be evaded or de- =
him that he is a party to some =
without knowing what itis. And ==

aily life, at any opening of the 8
ull of the bell, at any entrance ==

and says, ‘‘ Is Mr. Snagsby m?'' or words to that

revenges himself by flipping at their ears over the

by it, and why they can’t speak out at once? More 3 LL

stances, to conceal and hold fast a tender double- :
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an at Tooting, where they were found floating
aE:mng the nrghans), that there 18 buried nmm:ii
underneath the cellar, guarded by an old man with

a white beard, who cannot get out for seven thou-
sand years, because he said the Lord’s Prayer back-

ards,
et Who was Nimrod ?*’ Mrs. Snagsby repeatedly
enquires of herself. ‘ Who Wus”tlml; ady— that
cveature? And who is that boy?’’ Now, Nimro
hoing as dead as the mighty hunter whose name

Mrs. Snagsby has appropriated, and the lady being
unproducible, she directs her mental eye, for tlni
present, with redoubled vigilance, to the boy. An:i
who.”’” quoth Mrs. Snagsby, tor the thousand an
first time, ‘‘ is that boy ? Who 1s that——1"_ And
there Mrs. Snagsby 1s seized with an inspiration.

He has no respect for Mr. Chadband. No, o be
sure, and he wouldn’t have, of course. Naturally
he wouldn’t, under those contagious circumstances.
He was invited and appointed by Mr. .Chadbnnd——
why, Mrs. Snagsby heard it herself with her own
ears '—to come back, and be told where he was to
go, to be addressed by Mr. Chadband ; and he never
came! Why did he never come? Because he was
told not to come. Who told him not to comer
Who? Ha, ha! Mrs. Snagsby sees it all.

+ But happily (and Mrs. Snagsby tightly shakes her
head and tightly smiles), that boy was met by Mr.
Chadband yesterday in the streets; and that boy, as
affording a subject which Mr. Chadband desires to
improve for the spiritual delight of a select congre-
gation, was seized by Mr. Chadband and threatened
with being handed over to the police, unless he
showed the reverend gentleman where he lived, and
unless he entered into, and fulfilled, an undertaking
to appear in Cook’s Court to-morrow night—"** to—
mor—row—night,”” Mrs. Snagsby repeats for mere
emphasis, with another tight smile, and another
tight shake of her head ; and to-morrow night that
boy will be here, and to-morrow night Mrs. Snagshy
will have her eye tpan him and upon some one else ;
and O you may walk a long while n your secret
ways (says Mrs. Snagsby, with haughtiness and
scorn), but you can’t blind ME !

Mrs. Snagsby sounds mno timbrel in anybody’s
ears, but holds her purpose quietly, and keeps her
counsel. To-morrow comes, the savoury prepara-
tions for the Oil Trade come, the evening comes.
Comes, Mr. Snagsby in his black coat; come, the
Chadbands ; come (when the gorging vessel 1s re-
plete), the ’prentices and Guster, to be edified ;
comes, at last, with his slouching head, and his
shuffle backward, and his shuffle forward, and his
shuffle to the right, and his shuftle to the left, and
his bit of fur cap in his muddy hand, which he picks
as if it were some mangy bird he had caught, and
was plucking before eating raw, Jo, the very, very
tough subject Mr. Chadband is to improve,

Mors. Snagsby screws a watchful glance on Jo, as
he is brought into the little drawing-room by Guster,
He looks at Mr. Snagsby the moment he comes in.
Aha! Why does he look at Mr. Snagshy? Mr,
Snagsby looks at him. Why should he do that, but
that Mrs. Snagsby sees it ali? Why else should that
look pass between them? why else should My,
Snagsby be confused, and cough a signal couvh
behind his hand? It 1s as clear as erystal th ;

: y that Mr.

Snagshy is that boy’s father.

¢ Peace, my friends,” says Chadband, rising and
wiping the oily exudations from his reverend visage
‘“ Peace be with us! My friends, why with us ?
Because,” with his fat smile, ** it cannot he against
us, because it must be for us; because it 18 not
hardening, because it is softening ; because it does
not make war like the hawk, but comes home untoe

- =

friends, peace ba
ike the dove. Therefore, my Iriencs i
:t'sit'alﬁkss !he My human boy, come for ward !-1

Stretching forth his ﬂrbbbydpn.z,ﬁﬁfl[;;abﬁadbnnd
s : nd cons

I . T e ur!:llé:btful of his reverend

' and not at all clear

lone.”’ 4
Tow ey o Chadband.

ink to you. _ .
d nﬂf}lg}; uu{y young friend, lsnys Cha A
emoothly, I will not let you alone. t ﬂ-mya

[ am 2 harvest-labourer, because

. delivered over
‘ 4 a moiler, because you are '
toiler an : a a8 a precious instrument

' ds. My friends, may [ so employ this
Eisﬁ-{nﬁzﬁt Sﬂ.S to uj.rse it toe your advantage, toe your
profit, toe your gain, toe your welfare, toe your
enrichment? My young friend, st upon this
stool,’’ | : ' |
Jo. apparently possessed by an impression that
the r’eveli-gnd gegblgm&n wants to cut his hair, shields
his head with both arms, and is got into the required
position with great difficulty, and
manifestation of reluctance.

When he is at last adjusted like a lay-figure, Mr.
Chadband, retiring behind the table, holds up his 8

bear’s-paw, and says My friends!” This 1s the
sienal for a general settlement of the audience. The
'prentices giggle internally, and nudge each other.

Guster falls into a staring and vacant state, com- .

pounded of a stunned admiration of Mr. Chadband

and pity for the friendless outeast whose condition

Mrs. Snagsby silently lays
Mrs. Chadband composes
fire, and warms her knees:

touches her nearly.
trains of gunpowder.
herself grimly by the

finding that sensation favourable to the reception ".-;'.- 2

of eloquence,
It happens that Mr. Chadband has a pulpit habit

of fixing some member of his congregation with his

eye, and fatly arguing his points with that par-
ticular person; who is understood to be expected to
be moved to an occasional grunt, groan, gasp, or
other audible expression of inward working ; which
expression of inward working, being echoed by
some elderly lady in the next pew, and so communi-
cated, like a game of forfeits, through a circle of
the more fermentable sinners present, serves the
purpose. of parliamentary cheering, and gets Mr.
Chadband’s steam up. ¥rom mere force of habit
Mr. Chadband, in saying *‘ My friends!’’ has rested
his eye on Mr. Snagshy ; and proceeds to make that
ill-starred stationer, already sufficiently confused
th?ﬁmmedmte recipient of his discourse. '

‘Nﬁ have here among us, my friends,’’ says Chad-
band, **a Gentile and a Heathen, a dweller in the

tents of Tom-all-Alone’s, and a mover-on upon the b

surface of the earth, 'We have here amon
friends,” and Mr, Chadband, untwistin tgi'leuspinlil:lyb
E{':h his dirty thumb-nail, bestows an oily smile on
r. Snagsby, mimfying that he will throw him an
afgumentﬂtwe _back-fall presently if he be not
a 1?:1113: down, *‘a brother and a boy. Devoid of
Ez;gutb& devoid of relations, devoid of flocks and
st:}n;:a e{p;d of gold, and silver, and of precious
of these I;ﬂg;,gggng?en‘%ﬁ;v i}W Eﬁ?h]; 5 1111E x deﬁid
Chadband states the ' A 5
: _ question as if .
pounding an entirely new riddle, of mﬁgh ?tgzn]{gfy

and merit, ¢ : ‘
to give it up? Mr. Snagsby, and entreating him not

Mr. Snagshy
0y, greatly perplexed b 5
ﬂﬂ[l:bhe recelved just now from hiaylf&? mysterlou:
out the period when e woman

the Word parents—is e Mr. Chadband mentioned

ling, ‘T don’t know, I'm ptedinto modestly remark-

sure, sir,”” On which in-

here to '@ _
but that

.| and painful is going to he dm:_la 3
I never said

every possible 8
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terruption, Mrs. Chadband ol < :
Bays, ‘‘ For shame 1”’ glares, and Mrs. Snagshy

" I hear a voice,”’ says Chadband ; ““is it a still

T E— o=

and to struggle, and to conquer, for his sake—when
this young hardened Heathen fold us g story of a
Cock, and of a Bull, and of a lady, and of a sove-

small voice, my friends? T fear not, though I fain reign, was that the Terewth? No. Or, if it was

would hope so——’

(" Ah—h!” from Mrs. Snacsh :

** Which says, I don’t knr;a ‘y)‘l‘hen, I will tell
you why. Isay this brother, present here among
s, 18 devoid of parents, devoid of relations, devoid
of flocks and herds, devoid of gold, of silver, and of
precious stones, because he is devoid of the light that

shines in upon some of us. What is that light? | d

What is it? T ask you what is that light #’

Mr. Chadband draws back his hea and pauses
but Mr. Snagsby is not to be lured on to his de-
Etruction agam. Mr. Chadband, leaning forward
over the table, pierces what he has got to follow,
directly into Mr. Snagsby. with the thumb-nail
slready mentioned,

“It1s,” says Chadband, ‘¢ the ray of rays, the
sun of suns, the moon of moons, the star of stars.
It is the light of Terewth.”’

Mr. Chadband draws himself up again, and looks
trinmphantly at Mr. Snagsby, as if he would be
glad to know how he feels after that.

'* Of Terewth,”’ says Mr. Chadband, hitting him
again. *‘ Say not to me that it is 70t the lamp of
lamps. T say to you, it is. I say to you. a million
of times over, it is. Ttis! I say to you that I will
proclaim it to you, whether yon like it or not : nay,
that the less you like it, the more I will proclaim it
to you, With a speaking-trumpet! I say to you
that if you rear yourself against i1t, you shall fall,
you shall be bruised, you shall be battered, you shall
be flawed, you shall be smashed.’’

The present effect of this flicht of oratory—much
admired for its general power by Mr. Chadband’s
followers—being not only to make Mr. Chadband
unpleasantly warm, but to represent the innocent
Mr. Snagsby in the light of a determined enemy to
virtue, with a forehead of brass and a heart of
adamant, that unfortunate tradesman becomes yet
more disconcerted; and is in a very advanced
state of low spirits and false position, when Mr.
Chadband accidentally finishes him.

"* My friends,”” he resumes, after dabbing his fat
head for some time—and it smokes to such an
extent that he seems to light his pocket-handker-
chief at it, which smokes, too, after every dab—"** to
pursue the subject we are endeayouring with our
lowly gifts to improve, let us in a spirit of love
inquire what is that Terewth to which I have
alluded. For, my young friends,’’ suddenly address-
ing the ’prentices and Guster, to their consterna-
fion, ‘““if I am told by the doctor that calomel or
castor-oil is good for me, I may naturally ask what
18 calomel, and what is castor-oil. I may wish to be
informed of that, before I dose myself with either or
with both. Now, my young friends, what is this
Terewth, then? ﬁirstly (in a spirit of love), what is
the common sort of Terewth—the working clothes
—the every-day wear, my young friends? Is it de-

tion?”’
ml()‘ Ah—h !”’ from Mrs. Snagsby.) i

*“ Is 1t suppression?”’

(A shiverpilrl the negative from Mrs. Snagshy.)

““ Is it reservation "’

(A shake of tl;ft ;mu.d from Mrs. Snagsby—very

¢ and very tight. .
bt No:,i my ji:rirci.uﬂm it is neither of these. Neither
of these names belongs to it. 'When this young
Heathen now among us—who 18 now, my fl‘lml_dh
asleep, the seal of indifference and perdition being
set upon his eyelids ; but do not wake him, for 1t is
richt that I should have to wrestle, and to combat, |

pm;fily, was 1t wholly and entirely ? No, my friends,
no!”’

If Mr. Snagshy conld withstand his little woman’s
look, as it enters at his eyes, the windows of his
soul, and searches the whole tenement, he were
oth‘er than the man he is. He cowers and droops.

" Or, my juvenile friends,”” says Chadband,
escending to the level of their comprehension,
with a very obtrusive demonstration, in his greasily
meek smile, of coming a long way down stairs for
the purpose, ‘“if the master of this house was to go
forth into the city and there see an eel, and was to
come back, and was to call untoe him the mistress
of this house, and was to say, * Sarah, rejoice with

me, for I have seen an elephat I’ would that be
Terewth ¢’

Mrs. Snagsby in tears.

" Or put it, my juvenile friends, that he saw an
elephant, and returning said, ‘Lo, the city iy
barren, I have seen but an eel,” would that be
Terewth ¢’

Mrs. Snagsby sobbing loudly.

**Or put it, my juvenile friends,”” says Chadband,
stimulated by the sound, *‘that the unnatwral
parents of this slumbering Heathen—for parents he
had, my juvenile friends, beyond a doubt—affer
casting him forth to the wolves and the vultures,
and the wild dogs and the young gazelles, and the
serpents, went back to their dwellings and had
their pipes, and their pots, and their flutings and
their dancings, and their malt liquors, and their
butcher's meat and poultry, would that be
Terewth ¢’

Mrs. Snagsby replies by delivering herself a pro
to spasms ; not an unresisting prey, but a crying an
a tearing one, so that Cook’s Court re-echoes with
her shrieks. Finally, becoming cataleptic, she has
to be carried up the narrow staircase like a grand
piano. After unspeakable suffering, productive of
the utmost consternation, she is pronounced by ex-
presses from the bedroom, free from pain, though
much exhausted ; in which state of affairs Mr.
Snagsby, trampled and crushed in the pianoforte
removal, and extremely timid and feeble, ventures
to come out from behind the door in the drawing-
room. -

All this time, Jo has been standing on the spot
where he woke up, ever picking his cap, and putting
bits of fur in his mouth. He spits them out with
a remorseful air, for he feels that it is in his
nature to be an unimprovable reprobate, and that
1t’s no good his trying to keep awake, for he won’t
never know nothink. Though it may be, Jo, that
there 1s a history so interesting and affecting even
to minds as near the brutes as thine, recordin,
deeds done on this earth for common men, that if
the Chadbands, removing their own persons from
the light, would but show it thee in simple reverence,
would but leave it unim[:l»:'ﬁvpd, would but regard it
as being eloquent enough without their modest aid
—1t might hold thee awake, and thou might learn
from 1t yet ! _

Jo never heard of any such book. Its compilers,
and the Reverend Chadband, are all one to him—
except that he knows the Reverend Chadband, and
would rather run away from him for an hour than
hear him talk for five minutes. “‘It an’t Ilt:‘gﬂﬂd
my waiting here no longer,” thinks Jo. Me.
Snagsby an’'t a going to say nothink to me fo-
night.””  And down-stairs he shuffles. _

But down-stairs is the charitable Guster holdin~
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o handrail of the kitchen stairs, and warding
fit, as yet doubtfully, the same having been

' d by Mrs. Snagsby’s screaming. She has her
:::S; ﬁl pgr of bread ind cheese to hand to Jo ; with

whom she ventures to interchange a word or so, for
the first time.

&, n
by th
oﬁa

‘ Here's something to eat, poor boy,” says
Guster. ‘

« Thank’ee, mum,’’ says Jo.

¢ Are youn hungry "’

¢ Tist!” says Jo.
¢« What's gone of your

ch 7"’ i
Jo sitops in the middle of a bite, and looks

etvified. For this orphan charge of the Christian
Saint whose shrine was at Tooting, has patted him
on the shoulder; and it is the first time in his life
that any decent hand has been so laid upon him,

T never know’d nothink about 'em,”’ says Jo.

¢ No more didn’t I of mine,”’ eries Guster. She
is repressing symptoms favourable to the fit, when
she seems to tni:e alarm at something, and vanishes
down the stairs.

¢ Jo,” whispers the law-stationer softly,
boy lingers on the step.

% Here I am, Mr. Sangsby ?"’

¢ I didn’t know you were gone—there’s another
half-crown, Jo. It was quite right of you to say
nothing abont the lady the other night when we
wore out together. It would breed trouble. You
can’t be too quiet, Jo.”

“T am fly, master !"

And so good night,

A ghostly shade, frilled and nightcapped, follows
the law-stationer to the room he came from, and
glides higher up. And henceforth he begins, go
where he will, to be attended by another shadow
than his own, hardly less constant than his own,
hardly less quiet than his own. And into whatso-
ever atmosphere of secresy his own shadow may
pass, let all concerned in the secresy beware! For
the watehful Mrs. Snagsby is there too—bone of
Lis bone, flesh of his flesh, shadow of his shadow.

e

CHAPTER XXVI.

SHARPSHOOTERS,

father and your mother,

as the

WINTRY morning, looking with dull eyes and
sallow face upon the neighbourhood of ILeices-
ter Square, finds it inhabitants unwilling to get out
of bed. Iﬁn.ny of them are not early risers at the
brightest of times, being birds of night who roost
when the sun is high, and are wide awake and keen
for prey when the stars shine out. Behind dingy
blind and curtain, in upper story and garret, skulk.
ing more or less under false names, false hair, false
titles, false jowellery, and false histories, a colony
of brigands lie in their first sleep. Gentlemen of

g{rnen baize road who could discourse, from per-
sonal experience, of foreign galleys and home tread-
mills ; spies of strong governments that eternally
2uqka with weakness and miserable fear, broken
raitors, cowards, bullies, gamesters, shufflers
swindlers, and folse witnesses ; some not unmarked
by the branding iron, beneath their dirty braid; all
with more cruelty in them than was in Nero, and
more crime than is in Newgate. For, howsoever
bad the devil can be in fustian or smock-frock (and
he can be very bad in both) he is a more designing
callous, and intolerable devil when he sticks a pin

' shaved hims

i form he wears. ' j
lelguiéllgtﬁt;{ﬁﬁl End him, when he will, pervading t.'. X
tributary channels of Leicester Square. it 3

But the wintry morning wants him not and wakes

' It wakes Mr. George of the Shoot
}{}}lﬂle:};t'nnfl his Familiar, They arise, roll illp and
stow ﬂ‘E:i'[L}" their mattresses. Mr. George, having
olf before o looking-glass of minu o
then marches out bare-headed and
Pump, in the little yard, and"
ith yellow soap, friction, =
ly cold water. As he

1, blowing like a =
‘ust come up: his crisp hair®
]hter on his sunburnt temples,=
o that it looks as if 1t never:
less coercive instrument.
-.comb—as he rubs, and =

ns,
ted, to the
back shiming W
n, and exceeding
n a large jack-towe

roportio

are-ches
anon comes
drifting ral
rubs himself upon
military sort of diver
curling tighter and tig
the more he rubs it, s
could be loosened by any
than an iron rake or a curr

puffs, and polishes, and blows, turning his h_E a5
from side to side, the more conveniently to excoriate -
his throat, and standing with his body w ell bent
forward, to keep the wet from his martial legs—"=
Phil, on his knees lighting n_ﬁre, looks round asif
it were enough washing for him to see all that done, -
2nd sufficient renovation, for one day, to take in the
superfluous health his master throws off. 5
When Mr. George is dry, he goes to work to brush
his head with two hard brushes at once, to that un. =
merciful degree that Phil, shouldering his way round
the gallery in the act of sweeping it, winks with
sympathy. This chafing over, the ornamental part
of Mr. George’s toilet is soon performed. He fills®
his pipe, lights it, and marches up and down smok.=
ing, as his custom is, while Phil, raising o powerf LS
odour of hot rolls and coffee, prepares breakfast. =
He smokes gravely, and marches in slow time. "
Perhaps this morning’s pipe is devoted to the
memory of Gridley in his grave. -
‘““ And so, Phil,”’ says George of the Shooting =
Gallery, after several turns in silence; ‘' you were =
dreaming of the country last night ¢’ k
Phil, by the bye, said as much, in a tone of sur- =
prise, as he scrambled out of bed. )
‘" es, guv'ner,”’
“ What was it like ?"’ -.
“I hardly know what it was like, guv’'ner,” says
Phil, considering. ' :
- How did you know it was the country¢" &
On accounts of the grass, I think. And the =

?E?t:m upon 1t,”’ says Phil, after further considera- =
ion, -

** What were the swans doing on the grass?”’

" They was o eating of it, I Expect,”g;ﬂi'a ;?hil. 3
Themaster resumeshis march, and the manresumes
his preparation of breakfast. It is not necessarily
I::_ lengthened preparation, being limited to the sef-
tmg orth of very simple breakfast requisites for
_wgﬁ and the broiling of a rasher of bacon at the ﬂra‘
in the rusty grate ; but as Phil has to sidle round &
considerable part of tlya gallery for every object he
wants, and never brings two objects at once, i

takes time under the circumstan '
_ ces. )
breakfast is ready, Phil unnuunci:g if: iﬁtﬁ? ¥ ﬁlp; {

.'L:

1
.'

hl

'1;- :

E
knocks the ashes out of his pi SOTgeS ?
il 0 o s
oo meal. When he has helped himself, Phil
oblong table, and tasr xtrome end of the little
ithor in humility, or to hide Lie. papa 8 kneaiEs

or because it is h ken_.ed' |
* The country.ﬁ natural manner of eating. g

and fork s ** why, T oo M- George, plying his knifa

in his lhirt-front, calls himself a gentleman

backs
a card or color, plays a game or so of billi
knows a little ahout bills and promissory n:{e&aﬂ,’tﬂg

oyes on the country, I?F;E you never clapped your
1 800 thﬁ marshos | Wi

eating his brenkfust. once," says Phil, contantaﬂlﬁ‘;”
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“What marshesp”

““ The marshes, comman £ '

: : Whereiare (hect) der,”’ returns Phil.

B | ilnn b }mow where they are,” says Phil:
but + 8éé em, guv'ner. They was flat. And
misty,

Governor and Commander are interchangeable
terms with Phil, expressive of the same respect and
1!1l'!fEI‘EHEB, and applicable to nobody but Mr.
George.

:: I was born in the country, Phil."”

‘ Was you indeed, commander ¢’

~ Yes. And bred there.”

Phil elevates his one eyebrow, and, after respect-
fully staring at his master to express interest, swale
lows a great gulp of coffee, still staring at him.

" There’s not a bird’s note that I don’t know,”
says Mr. George. ‘‘ Not many an English leaf or
berry that I couldn’t name. Not many a tree that
I couldn’t climb yet, if T was put to it. I was a
real country boy, once. My good mother lived in
the country.”’

"' She must have been a fine old lady, guv’ner,”
Phil observes.

**Ay! and not so old either, five-and-thirty years
ago,’’ says Mr. George. *‘‘ But I'll wager that at
ninety she would be near as upright as me, and near
as broad across the shoulders.”

Pl‘:‘IDid she die at ninety, guv'ner?'’ enquires
ul,

** No. Bosh! Let her rest in peace, God bless
her !’ says the trooper. ‘''What set me on about
country boys, and runaways, and good for nothings?
You, to be sure! So you never clapped your eyes
u[:ion the country—marshes and dreams excepted.
Eh?"

Phil shakes his head.

““*Do you want to see 1t ?"’

“N-no, I don’t know as I do, particular,” says
Phil,

““The town's enough for you, eh?”

““ Why, you see, commander,”” says Phil, “I
ain't acquainted with anything else, and I doubt if
I ain’t a getting too old to take to novelties.”

‘“How old are you, Phil?"’ asks the trooper,
pausing as he conveys his smoking saucer to his
lips.

p“I’m something with a eight in it,”’ says Phil.
“It can’t be eighty. Nor yet eighteen. It's be-
twixt 'em somewheres.” : |

Mr. George, slowly putting down his saucer with-
out tasting the contents, is luuglunglﬁ beginning,
““ Why, what the deuce, Phil "'—when he stops, see-
ing that Phil is counting on his dirty fingers.

‘T was just eight,”” says Phil, *‘ agreeable to the
parish calculation, when I wenb with the tinker. I
was sent on a errand, and I see him a sittin under a
old buildin with a fire all to himself wery comfort-
able, and he says, ‘ Would you like to come along a
me, my man?’ I says ‘ Yes,” and him and me and

“the fire woes home to Clerkenwell together. That

was April Fool Day. I wasable to count up to ten;
and when April Fool Day come round again, I says

; glow, old chap, you're one and a eight
in it." April Fool Day after tlll_Lt,'I'B[l.{H, ' Now
old chap, you're two and a eight in 1t," In course
of time. I come to ten and a eight init; two tens
and o u}ght in it, When it got so high, it got the
upper hand of me ; but this is how I always know

' ight in 1t. :
th?f'i ?1 I;'- 'a;ﬁya Me. Gﬂorgﬂf resuming his breakfast.

¢ And where's the tinker ¢’ !
%I}f)riuk ut him in the hospital, guv’ner, and th_q
hosmtal put him—in o glass-case, I have heerd,

Phil replies mysteriously,

T ——

** By that means you got promotion? Took the

' business, Phil ¢’

" Yes, commander, I took the business. Such as
it was, It wasn't much of a beat—round Saffron
Hill, Hatton Garden, Clerkenwell, Smiffeld, and
there—poor neighbourhood, where they uses up the
kettles till they're past mending. Most of the tramp-
Ing tinkers used to come and lodge at our place ;
that was the best part of my master’s earnings,
But they didn’t come to me. I warn’t like him.
He could sing ’em a good song. I couldn’t! He
could play ‘em a tune on any sort of pot you please,
S0 as 1t was iron or block tin. I never could do
nothing with a pot, but mend it or bile it—never
had a note of music in me. Besides, I was too ill-
lﬂtﬂ:mg, and their wives complained of me.””

They were mighty particular. You would pass
muster in a crowd, Phil I’ says the trooper with a
plnuahrrmt smile,

‘ " No, guv’ner,” returns Phil, shaking his head.
‘“ No, I|E]10uldn’_t. I was passabla annggh when [
went with the tinker, though nothing to boast of
then : but what with biuwing the fire with my mouth

when I was young, and spileing my complexion, and
singeing my hair off, and swallering the smoke ;: and
what with being nat'rally unfort’nate in the way of
running against hot metal, and marking myaalg b
sich means ; and what with having turn-ups *'witfxr
the tinker as I got older, almost whenever he was
too far gone in drink—which was almost always—
my beauty was queer, wery queer, even at that time.
As to since; what with a dozen years in a dark
forge, where the men was given to larking; and
what with being scorched in aaccident at a gasworks :
and what with being blowed out of winder, case-
filling at the firework business; I am ugly enough
to be made a show on!"’

Resigning himself to which condition with a per-
fectly satistied manner, Phil begs the favor of an-
other cup of coffee. While drinking it, he says

“It was after the case-filling blow-up, when 1
first see you, commander. You remember 7"

““ I remember, Phil. You were walking along in
the sun.”

** Crawling, guv’ner, again a wall—"

* True, Phil—shouldering your way on-——=

““In a nighteap !” exclaims Phil, excited.

““In a nighteap——""

‘“ And hobbling with a couple of sticks!' cries
Phil, still more excited.

** With a couple of sticks. When——""

*“ When you stops, you know,"" cries Phil, putting
down his cup and saucer, and hastily removing his
plate from his knees, ‘‘ and says to me, * What,
comrade! You have been in the wars!" I didn’t
say much to you, commander, then, for I was took
by surprise, that a person so strong and healthy and
bold as you was, should stop to speak to sucha Limp-
ing bag of bones as I was. But you says to me,
says you, delivering it out of your chest as hearty
ns poaaibln, 8o that it was like a glass of something
hot, * What accident have you met with? You have
been badly hurt., What's amiss, old boy? Cheer
up, and tell us aboutit!” Cheer up! I was cheered
nﬂ*undyl I says as much to you, you says more to
me, I says more to you, you says more to me, and here
I am, commander! Here I am, commander !’ cries
Phil, who has started from his chair and unaccount-
ably begun to sidle nwa{‘. ‘“If a mark’'s wanted, or
if 1t wiflll improve the business, let the customers
take nim at me, They can’t spoil my beauty. I'm
all right. Come on! If they want a man to box
at, let 'em box at me., Let'em knock me well
about the head. I don't mind! If they want a
light ~weight, to be throwed for practice, Cornwall,
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_you are the same.”’

“her away. She longed 8o much to see you.”’

This,” says grandfather Smallweed, alluding to the

‘other bearer,’ ‘‘ we engaged in the street
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Devonshire, or Lancashire, let ‘em throw me. They
I have been throwed, all sorts of

les, all my life !’ _
.tyWiéh thig unexpected speech, energetically de-

livered, and accompanied by action illustrative o
the various exercises referred to, Phil Squod

shoulders his way round three sides of the gallery,

and abruptly tacking off at s commander, makes
a butt at him with his head, intended to express

devotion to his service.

away the breakfast.
M{'. George, after laughing cheerfully, and clap-

ping him on the shoulder, assists in these arrange-
ments, and helps to get the gallery into business
order. That done, he takes a turn at the
dumb-bells ; and afterwards weighing himself, and
opining that he is getting ** too fleshy,”’ engages
with great gravity in solitary broadsword prac-
tice. Meanwhile, Phil has fallen to work at his
asual table, where he screws and unscrews, and

cleans, and files, and whistles into small apertures, (P

and blackens himself more and more, and seems to
do and undo everything that can be done and un-
done about a gun. :

Master and man are at length disturbed by foot-
steps in the passage, where they make an unusual
sound, denoting the arrival of unusual company.
These steps, advancing nearer and nearer to the
gallery, bring into it a group, ab first sight scarcely
reconcilable with any day in the year but the fifth
of November.

Tt consists of 2 limp and ugly figure carried in &
chair by two bearers, and attended by a lean female
with a face like a pinched mask, who might be ex-
pected immediately to recite the popular verses,
commemorative of the time when they did contrive
to blow old England up alive, but for her keepmng
her lips tightly and defiantly closed as the chair 1s
put down. At which point, the figure 1n 1t gasping,
“0O Lord! O dear me! I am shaken!’” adds,
““ How de do, my dear friend, how de do?’’' Mr.
George then descries, in the procession, the vener-
able Mr. Smallweed out for an airing, attended by
bis grand-daughter Judy as body-guard.

“Mr. George, my dear friend,"” says grandfather
Smallweed, removing his right arm from the neck
of one of his bearers, whom he has nearly throttled
coming along, ‘“how de do? You're surprised to
gee me, my dear friend.”

=3 a!l_wuld_ hardly have been more surprised to see
your friend in the city,’”’ returne Mr. George.

‘I am very seldom out,”” pants Mr. Smallweed.

““I haven't been out for many months. 'It’s incon-
venient—and it comes expensive. But I longed so
much to see you, my dear Mr. George. How de do, |

gir?”’
*“T am well enough,’’ says Mr. George. ‘‘Ihope

** You can’t be too well, my dear friend.”’
Smallweed takes him by huj;;h hangz o1 hhﬂi:é
brought my grand-daughter Judy. I couldn’t keep

“Hum! She bears it A
Ge?tﬂgoe. it calmly!”” mutters Mr.
' So we got a hackney cab, and put a chair in i
and just round the corner they lifteg me ‘t:rn.zat'-lI:L:rifn1'3;;e!r
cab and into the chair, and carried me here, that I
might see my dear friendin his own establishment ! |

bearer, who has been in danger of strangulation, and |

agreewment included in his fare. This person,” the |

outside

for a pint of beer. Wkhich is twopence. Judy, give

f | glance of consi

He then begins to clear | g

| mightn’t mean it—or he even might
will you order him to leave hia&inf‘ernal fire-arms

HOUSE. I RS
I was not sure you bhad &
workman of your OWE here, my dear friend, or wWe

; loyed this person. | _
negiriﬁg;izﬁe{:-msprgﬂweed refers to Phil, with a

ble terror and a half-subdped
deifrriﬂte 15 Nn; is his apprehension,
s, without some reason ; for

“«(O Lord! O

on the surface of T beheld the apparition in the

Phil, who has mever BT etopped short ek

: before
bLﬂ; %n?ilg ii,;g,pwifh much of the air of a dead shot,

intent on picking Mr.
bird of the crow species. -

«« Judy, my child, " says
“ give the person his twopence.

. what he has done,” _
fﬂl"l‘iempersun. who is one of those extraordinary
‘human fungus that spring up spon-

the western streets of London, ready

It's a great deal

specimens of
taneously 1n

dressed in an old red jacket, with a ¢ Mission '’ for |

holding horses and calling coaches, Teceives his two-
ence with anything but transport, tosses the money
into the air, catches 1t over-handed, and retires. .
“ My dear Mr. George,”’ says Grandfather
Smallweed, ‘‘ would you be 50 kind as help to carry
me to the fire? I am accustom ed toa ﬁre,ifmd
an old man, and I soon chill. O dear me! |
His closing exclamation 18 jerked out of the vener-
able gentleman by the suddenness with whie
Squod, like a genie, catches him mp, chair and all,
and deposits him on the hearthstone. : ,
O Lord !’ says Mr. Smallweed, panting. it 3
dear, me! O my stars! My dear friend, your WOrk-
man is very strong—and very prompt. O Lord, be
is very prompt ! - Judy, draw me back a little. 1'm
being scorched in the legs ;" which indeed is testified
to the noses of all present by the smell of his worsted
stockings.
The gentle Judy, having backed her grandfather

a little way from the fire, and having shaken himup

as usual, and having released his overshadowed eye
from its black velvet extingnisher, Mr. Smallweed
again says, ‘‘O dear me! O Lord!"” and looking
about, and meeting Mr, George’s glance, again
stretches out both hands.

“My dear friend! So happy in this meeting !
And this is your establishment? TIt's a delightful
piace. It's a picture! You never find that any-
thing goes off here, accidentally ; do you, my dear
friend ¢’ adds Grandfather Smallweed, very 1ll at
ease.

:" iloano. No fear of that.””

‘And your workman. He—O dear me!—he
never lets anything off ‘with ing~ doed
209 Ao SaARER s MRS

71 He hag never hlll‘t anybﬂdy bﬂtr himﬁﬁ'lf;? 50Yy8

'Mﬂ' George, smiling.
But he might, you know. He seems to have

hurt himself a good dedl, and he mj |
1 i might hurt -
body else,”” the old gentleman reburnuat-: | sgnife

Mr. George,

alone, and go away?”’

Obedient to a nod from the t ' ire
%mpt -handed, to the other endfg E]f; h}:l}llélr; ehﬁ;’
??Lweed, reassured, falls to rubbing his le és ¥
nd you're doing well, Mr. George?’’ he saye

to the troo :
(o he,ixcoper, wauarely 'vanding fuced‘shont

1 4
You are prospering, please the Powers i

‘who withdraws adjusting his windpipe, ‘i ‘G 3 eorYge swers with o od, addi

el e : sl W cool nod

driver of the cab. He has nothing e'x.li};:rlen),..\!b Itlggit {;; kmu on. - Xou have not come to ':'H-j’!I thi’lﬁngi
w. J' 3.

**You are 80 spri | |
venerable gr‘:xn%;igbgtelx{’ ek Gem'gﬁf" returns the

company,’”’ " You are guch good

Y ,;

lam

broadsword in his hand.

i
.q-ﬂ}r i

i

"1": ‘i:iil.
e

Smallweed off as an ugly old

Grandfather Smallweed, .'-.

h Mr- X '.:f :.
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: Ha ha! Goon!” says Mr. George.

My dear friend !—But that sword looks awful
gleaming and sharp. It might cut somebody. by
EFCLd?Pt. It makes me shiver, Mr. George—Curse
him !’ says the excellent old gentleman apart to
Judy, as the trooper takes a step or two away to lay
it aside. ' He owes me money, and might think of
paying off all scores in this murdering place. I

wish your Brimstone grandmother was here, and
he’d shave her head off !”’

_ Mr. George, returning, folds his arms, and look-
ing down at the old man, sliding every moment
lower and lower in his chair, says quietly, ** Now
forit!”’

““Ho!” cries Mr. Smallweed, rubbing his hands
with an artful chuckle. ‘Yes. Now for it. Now
for what, my dear friend 7"’

““For a pipe,”’ says Mr. George; who with great
composure sets his chair in the chimney-corner,
takes his pipe from the grate, fills it and lights it,
and falls to smoking peacetully.

This tends to the discomfiture of Mr. Smallweed,
who finds it so difficult to resume his object, what-
ever 1t may be, that he becomes éxasperated, and
secretly claws the air with an impotent vindictive-
ness expressive of an intense desire to tear and
rend the visage of Mr. George. As the excellent
old gentleman’s nails are long and leaden, and his
hands lean and veinous, and his eyes green and
watery ; and, over and above this, as he continues,
while he claws, to slide down in his chair and to
collapse into a shapeless bundle ; he becomes such a
ghastly spectacle, even in the accustomed eyes of
Judy, that that young virgin pounces at him with
something more than the ardor of affection, and so
ghakes him nup, and pats and pokes him in divers
parts of his body, but particularlyin that part which
the science of self-defence would call his wind, that
in his grievous distress he utters enforced sounds
like a paviour’s rammer. _ .

When Judy has by these means set him up again

" in his chair, with a white face and a frosty nose

(but still clawing), she stretches out her weazen
forefinger, and gives Mr. George one poke in the
back. The trooper raising his head, she makes
another poke at her estecmed grandfather; and,
having thus brought them together, stares rigidly at
the fire.

“ Aye.aye! Ho,ho! U ~U—U
Grandfather Smallweed, swallowing his rage.
dear friend !”’ (still clawing). %

““T tell you what,” says Mr., George. If you

u—u—ugh !”’ chatters
My

 want to converse with me, you must speak out. I

am one of the Roughs, and I can’t go about and
about. I haven’t the art to doit. I am not clever
enough. It don’t suit me. When you go winding
round and round me,” says the trooper, putting his
pipe between his lips again,
as if I was being smothered ! _

And he inflates his broad chest to its ubtmost

extent, as if to assure himself that he is not smothered

. | ) )
FE“IE you have come to give me a friendly call,
continues Mr. George, ‘I am obliged to you ; 110:.'.'
are you? If you have come to see whether there’s
any property on the premises. look about you: you
are welcome. II you want to out with something,

t with it !”’ ; : :
Ou’l‘he blooming Judy, withont removing her gaze
from the fire, gives her grandfather one ghostly
po‘k:eﬁ'.'ou spe ! It’s her opinion, too. And why the
devil that young woman won't sit down like a
Christian,”’ says Mr. George, with his eyes musingiy
fxed on Judy, ‘‘ I can’t comprehend.

—

““ She keeps at my side to attend to me, sir,”’ says
Grandfather Smallweed. ‘I am an old man, m{
dear Mr. George, and I need some attention.
can carry my years; I am not a Brimstone poll-
parrot;’’ (snarling and looking unconsciously for
the cushion;) ‘““but I need attention, my dear
friend.”’

" 'Well "’ returns the trooper, wheeling his chair
to face the old man. *° Now then?”’

" My friend in the city, Mr George, has done a
little business with a pupil of yours.”’ |

*“Has he?” says Mr. George. ‘‘I am sorry to

hear it.”’
“Yes, sir.”” Grandfather Smallweed rubs his
legs. ‘‘ Heis a fine young soldier now, Mr. George,

by the name of Carstone. Friends came forward,
and paid it all up, honorable.”

“*Did they?” returns Mr. George. ‘Do yom
think your friend in the city would like a piece of
advice ?”’ '

** I think he would, my dear friend. From you.”

““I advise him, then, to do no more business in
that quarter. There’s no more to be got by it.
The young gentleman, to my knowledge, 1s brought
to a dead halt.”’ '

“*“No, no, my dear friend. No, no, Mr.
(reorge. No, no, no, sir,”’ remonstrates Grandfather
Smallweed, cunningly rubbing his spare legs. ** Not
| quite a dead halt, I think. He has good friends,
and he is good for his pay, and he is good for the
selling price of his commission, and he is good for
his chance in a lawsuit, and he is good for his chance
in a wife, and—oh, do you know, Mr. George, I
think my friend would consider the young gentleman
zood for something yet!’’ says Grandfather Small-
weed, turning up his velvet cap, and scratching his
ear like a monkey.

Mr. George, who has put aside his pipe and
 sits with an arm on his chair-back, beats a tattoo
on the ground with his right foot, as if he were not
particularly pleased with the turn the conversation
has taken.

‘““But to pass from one subject to another,”
resumes Mr. Smallweed. *‘To promote the conver-
sation, as a joker might say. To pass, Mr. George,
from the ensign to the captain.” |

‘“* What are you up to, now ¢’ asks Mr. George
pausing with a frown in stroking the recollection o
his moustache. ‘* What captain?’

““ Qur captain, The captain we know of.
tain Hawdon.” :

O ! that’s it, is it ?’” says Mr. George, with a low
whistle, as he sees both grandfather and grand-
daughter looking hard at him; *‘you are there!
{ Well ? what about it? Come, I woun't be smothered
any more. . Speak !”’ 2

** My dear friend,” returns the old man, **I was

Cap-

*“ damme, if I don’t feel | applied—Judy, shake me up a little !—1 was applied

to, yesterday, about the captain; and my opiuion
still'is, that the captain is not dead.”

‘“ Bosh !’’ observes Mr. George. :

“ What was your remark, my dear friend?" en.
quires tllle old man with his hand to his ear.

‘“* Bosh !"’
 “Ho!” says Grandfather Smallweed. °Mr.
George, of my opinion you can judge for yourselt,

| according to the questions asked of me, and the

reasons given for asking ’em. Now, what do you
think the lawyer making the enquiries wants?”

‘“ A job,”” says Mr. George.

‘“ Nothing of the kind !”’

‘““ Can’t be a lawyer, then,” says Mr. George,

' folding his arms with an air of confirmed resolu-

tion.

‘“ My dear friend, he is a lawyer, and a famous
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2% ces Mr. Smallweed
& Ste T Yo+ 1+ troast. Then Judy pokes Mr.
ot in Captain |it in his breast. L bokes Judy once. 4
QU H,e WARSS 0 Elef TﬂE’E{; 235?‘?0 keep it. He [ once, an Mr'dstﬂalé;e: t,lI:e trooper, coming ba.cls._'
Hawdon’s writing, He o th a writing | ¢ I am rea Y, Sie d entleman to iyl
only wants to see 1t, and compare 1t W ¢« Phil, you can CAITY lf o
s Ptflﬂgession'l, coach, and make nSt]f;l:rEd? Slt?;P a moment,”’ says
“ Well?”’ : be ¢ O dear me: . t! Are A
i . Happening to remember ¢« He’s so very prompt. Are you =
Well, Mr. George 19 tain Hawdon, and | Mr. Smallweed..t o Sally, my worthy e 2 )

the advertisement concerning Cap :
n.n; information that could be given respecting him,

| ] did
ked it up and came to me—just as you
;Ey lgzarefrieng? Will you shake hands? So g_hui

vou came, that day! I should have missed forming

friendship, if you hadn’t come 3 _
EuFPT%eﬁI,EEIrE. S?nallieed P’’ gays Mr. George aga_lfnf,
after going through the ceremony with some stifl-

neisi had no such thing. I have nothing but his

cionature. Plague pestilence and I:Emee, battle
I;glltrl'der and sudden death upon him,’" says the old
man, making & curse out of one of his few remem-
brances of a prayer, and squeezing up his velvet
cap between his angry hands, “‘I have half a
million of his signatures, I think! But you,
breathlessly recovering his mildness of speech, as
Judy re-adjusts the cap on his skittle-ball of a
bead; ‘‘ you, my dear Mr. George, ave likely to
have some letter or paper that would suit the pur-
pose. Anything would suit the purpose, written in
the hand.”

‘ Some writing in that hand,’” says the trooper,
pondering, ‘‘ may be, I have.”

‘“ My dearest friend !’

‘“ May be, I have not.”

‘““Ho!’? says Grandfather Smallweed, -crest-
fallen.

‘“ But if I had bushels of it, I would not show as
much as would make a cartridge, without knowing

why.”’

“* Sir, I have told you why. My dear Mr. George, |

I have told you why.”

‘* Not enough,”’ says the trooper, shaking his
head. *‘I must know more, and approve it.”’

““ Then, will you come to the lawyer? My dear
friend, will you come and see the gentleman?”
urges Grandfather Smallweed, pulling out alean old
silver watch, with hands like the legs of a skeleton.
““1 told him it was probable I might call upon him,
between ten and eleven this forenoon; and it’s now
half after ten. Will you come and see the gentle-
man, Mr. George?’’

““Hum !” says he, gravely. ‘‘I don’t mind that.
Though why this should concern you so much, I
don't know.”’

*“ Everything concerns me, that has a chance in
it of bringing anything to light about him. Didn’t
be take us all in? Didn’t he owe us immense sums
all round? Concern me? Who can anything about
bim concern, more ,than me? Not,” my dear
fnend‘,” says Grandfather Smallweed, lowering his
tone, ** that I want you to betrayanything. Far
from it. Are you ready to come, my dear friend?”’

““Ay! I'll come in & moment. I promisenothing,
you know.”’

** No, my dear Mr. George ; no.”’

“* And you mean to say you're going to give me a
lift to this place, wherever it is, without charging
for it?”’ Mr. George enquires, getting his hat, and
thick wash-leather gloves.

This pleasantry so tickles Mr. Smallweed, that
he laughs, long and low, before the fire. But ever
while he laughs, he glances over his paralytic
thoulder at Mr. George, and eagerly watches him
as he unlocks the paddock of a homely cuphoard at
the distant end of a gallery, looks here and there
upon the higher shelves, and ultimately takes some-
thing out with a rustling of paper, folga it, and puts

the chair and .

sure you can do 1
' makes no reply ; but seizing &
itsPI}::‘.:if zidlses away, tightly hugged by the now

liweed, and bolts along the pas-
EpeichLiSE'Mli;eS%:d an acceptable commission to -
Eigr;;r the old gentleman to the nearest volcano.

His shorter trust, however,
he deposits him there; and
place beside him,
roof, and Mr. George
the box.

Mr. George | '
he beholds from time to time as

o Wl

.

.

-
i

R

oo

terminating at the cab, =
the fair Judy takes her =
and the chair embellishes the =

s auite confounded by the Epectaﬁla'j_‘.
is quite co Y ops into Ll

B

takes the vacant place upon

cab, through the window behind him ; where the "8

grim Judy is always mot10
man with his cap over one €
the seat into the straw, and
out of his other eye, with a
being jolted in the back.

A s

CHAPTER XXVIIL
MORE OLD SOLDIERS THAN ONE,

looking upward at him

M&. GEORGE has not far to ride with folded arms = S8

helpless expression of <88

nless, and the old gentle- =8
ye is always sliding oﬁ;‘.r__: :

upon the box, for their destination is Lincoln’s Inn

Fields.

SAyS : :
‘*“ What, Mr. Tulkinghorn’s your man, is he?”’

““ Yes, my dear friend. Do you known him, Mr,

George?”’

*“Why, I have heard of him—seen him tt.';n, I
think. ButI don’t know him, and he don’t know

me'!!‘

There ensues the carrying of Mr. Smallweed up-
stairs ; which is done to perfection with the trooper’s
help. He is borne into Mr. Tulkinghorn’s great
room, and.deposited on the Turkey rug before the
fire. Mr. Tulkinghorn is not within at the present
moment, but will be back directly. The occupant

of the pew in the hall, having said thus much, stirs =

the fire, and leaves the triumvirate to warn theme
selves, |

Mr. George is mightily curious in
Foor.  He 1ooks iy &t y respect of the

round at the old law-book
e Ww-books, contemplates

the boxes. great clients, reads alond the

** * Sir Leicester Dedlock,

reads thoughtfully, “Hga1 ¢ Manor
, y- ! of Ch
Wold.” Humph!” Mry. George stands lonkiiﬂgt'lg

these boxes a long while—as if they were pictures—

and comes back : Py :
Dedlock, Bzf'untgt?he A propeating, * Sir Leicoster

hey ?”’

"' Worth a mint of mone Mr. Go ”
Grandfather Smallwee2 ; rﬁi}bi;.g(};ﬁ: Egs!

Baronet,” ”” Mr. George

fully rich !’ ““ Power-
““What do -
thE %% SoTe t?”you mean ¢ Thlﬁ Dld gentlemm, or
. This gentleman, this gent] ” |
1 y ntieman. |
o Etidl ia‘ve heard ; and knnwzna thin A |
o2 a wager. Not bad quarters g or Uy

. GEﬂr E,‘ 10 . - , ’ Eithﬂr 4 8N '.
0x }’nndegr i oking round agam, Wl

Xy See the strong
-m8 reply is eut )
arrival, There iaunf]ﬁ:"t by Mr. _Tulklnghorn’ax

When the driver stops his horses, Mr, =
George alights, and looking in at the window, =

the painted ceiling, looks
the por-
names om

and Manor of Chesney Wold, bt o

whispers -_ )
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' conscience
“ If not, say how much more, in your

' ith his spectacles in his hand, and , i hore ia o acd Lok
Ezlésirhﬁlryeg isﬂ;tsjew*i:'t}rn Eirsela}.diare. In manner, close | as a soldier, Y‘??h“‘zfﬂd:?;ﬁ? against your inclina-
and dry, _In voice, husky and low. In face, watch. | you tuth%aurjh?ﬁhuuld preferTu have 1t.”’ /

ful behind a blind ; habitually not uncensorious and t1cﬁ: Gen?ge sits squared in exactly the same atti-

! it
contemptuous perhaps. The peerage . may have d, looks at the paintea
warmerpwmshi[?pers I:;:.nd faithfuller believers than tufi?; looks at the Eiiuﬂn t-:rord. The irascible Mr.
Mr. Tulkinghorn, after all, if everything were | ceiling, and says n :

5 AR e S Sallmead acrAlOhoR e &r  Pilk nbhomn AL

“ Good morning, Mr. Smallweed, good morn-| * The questmll;ldlﬂ,d 3?151:1 o et way o 4F et
: ing!” he says as he comes in. ** You have brought | methodical, subdued, £ Ooviain Hawdonisiwr
A the -serjeant, I see. Sit down, serjemllt.” R whether you have any of Cap
B - As Mr. Tulkinghorn takes off his gloves and puts ng e - tain Hawdoxis
- them in his hﬂ.i;é: he looks with h?l.lf-closedd eye; ‘tFlrsts:irl’l’Ef'ggz u.Itﬂhaﬁi &Egoii ecap a
across the room to where the trooper stands, an writing, Sir, 24T, SrCOIge. the teonbie
:F sn.y;within himself perchance, ** You'll do, my : Segﬁ:i}g!i:??tmnmtmty you for the
' friend !” of pro | _

" Sit down, serjeant,’’ he repeats, as he comes to| * Secondly, what will ,Bﬂ.tls%i" me f;}: ethe trouble
his table, which is set on one side of the fire, and | of producing it, sir, repeats Mr. George. _
takes his easy chair. ** Cold and raw this morning, | - ** Thirdly, you can judge for yourselt whether it

: is at all like that,” says Mr. Tulkinghorn, suddenly

cold and raw!” Mr, Tulkinghorn warms before ‘ : : :
the bars, alternately, the palms and knuckles of his [ handing him some sheets of written paper tied

hands, and looks (from behind that blind which is tug:ether. Nty , , o S
always down) at the trio sitting in a little semicircle | * Whetuer_' 1t 1s at all like that, sir. Just se,
before him. repeats Mr. George.

*“ Now, I can feel what I am about!”’ (as perhaps | All three repetitions Mr. George pronounces n a
he can in two senses) ‘‘ Mr. Smallwéed.”” The old | mechanical manner, looking straight at Mr. Tull;mg-
gentleman is newly shaken up by Judy, to bear his | horn: nor does he so much glance at the afidavit in

part in the conversation. ‘‘ You have brought our | Jarndyce and Jarndyce, that has been given to him
- good friend the serjeant, I see.’’ for his inspection (though he still holds it in his

" Yes, sir,” returns Mr. Smallweed, very servile | hand), but continues to look at the lawyer with an

to the lawyer’s wealth and irfluence. alr of troubled meditation. __

““And what does the serjeant say about this| *‘Well?’’ says Mr. Tulkinghorn. ** What do you
business 2"’ say?”’

" Mr. George,” says Grandfather Smallweed, | ** Well, sir,”’ replies Mr. George, rising erect
with a tremulous wave of his shrivelled hand, | and looking immense, ‘I would rather, it you’ll
“* this is the gentleman, sir.”’ excuse me, have nothing to do with this.”’

Mr. George salutes the gentleman : but otherwise [ Mr. Tulkinghorn, outwardly quite undisturbed,
sits bolt upright and profoundly silent—very for- [ demands ** Why not ?”’
ward in his chair, as if the full complement of | ‘ Why, sit,”’ returns the trooper. ** Except on
regulation appendages for a field day hung about military compulsion, I am not a man of business.

him. | i Among civilians I am what they call in Scotla
Mr. Tu_]_kmghnr]_] proceeds: *‘ Well, George?—I ( ne’er-do-weel. I have no headyfar papers sirl.ld %
be}geve_ your name is George ?’’ ‘can stand any fire better than a fire of crt}’ss ques-
" It is so, sir. ) tions. I mentioned to Mr. Sicallweed, only an hour
 What do you say, Geo;g:e,r or 80 ago, that when I come into things of this kind
... L ask your pardon, sir,’’ return; the trooper, | I feel as if T was being smothered. And that 1S m
but I should wish to know what you say 2’ sensation,’”’ says Mr. Greorge, looking round y ni
- Do you mean in point of reward "’ the company, *“ at the present ’moment.” 3
I mean in point of everything, sir.” With that, he takes three strides forward to re-

This is so very trying to Mr. Smallweed’s temper, | place the
At / er, : bapers on the la {
tlémt he sud('linly breaks out with You're a Brim- strides backgard to reaum?ixiss Egrl?iér&n% : hree
% one beast !”” and as suddenly asgks pardon of Dr. | where he stands perfectly upright -now | Skl'l Ry
ulkinghorn ; excusing himself for tbis slip of the | the ound, and now at the painted’ceﬂinv{)gviﬁlghﬁ
- : =9

zﬁﬁiﬂlﬁ ::.ygyg C’Icgﬂ.g 1}::1:{, *“I was thinking of your ha.nt‘s behind him as if to prevent himselt from ge
s 2 T T i Cepling any other document )
Isupposed, serjeant, Mr.Tullﬂnghorn resumes, Under this provocation, Mf.hgggﬁﬁeed’s favorite

as he leans on one side of his chair and crosses his | adjecti ' di
T _ _ jective of disparac : )
le‘f’sf _ tgat Mr. Smaﬂweed_ might have sufficiently | that he begins I;heﬂi:f{?rlgg fi‘lfuao Elﬂﬁe to his E?ng‘;lﬂl |
e;gsml?e the matter, It lies in the smallest com- | the monosyllable * Bprim .»’ {h ear fI'IEnd‘ with
ﬁt Ak E‘wever. 1 You served under Captain Hawdon | possessive pronoun into Brimmy. gn o b8 the
€, and were his attendant in illness, and | have an impediment in hig o Bng appearing to

- rendered him many little services. and were ‘
B y € ere rather | difficulty, L
mkl%:guztii:nﬁh % gi.;usi‘:jnl?c}. Thaﬂﬁlm 80, 1s it not?”’ teu_deresyt manner not to be rgsh bit
military brevity, ' M8 T George, with | eminent a gentleman requir

** Therefore you may ha - of EEY
: _ appen to have in your pos- | able as nobjection-
ﬂeaﬁmut Sf?m?hmg_“‘ﬂﬂythmg, no matter whz?t——- utters a:%é::sip S Tulking J
accounts, 1ns ructions, orders, g letter, anythino— judge of vour
in Captain Hawdon’s writing, I wish to cﬂmp?tre g

his writing with some that I have, 1f : '
- . ou . 23 13
we the opportunity, you shall be r warﬁed E;T ﬁ;ﬂi gﬂiﬁlﬁbugh_}f ,Eu know whag

 trouble. Three, four five, guin : : '
~ <onsider handsome, I dare say.’’ °4%, you would | of perfect indifference, ag g 1015 n: r (D Carangs

3 " Noble, my dear friend I”’ opi )
5 Smallweed, screwing up his EJ'EH.EHEE Grandfather Mr. Geor
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smallweed, from Mr. Smallweed to Mr. Tulking- | he has got what’s wanted, and won’t give 1t wp.

horn, and from Mr. qukinghurn to the painted
ceiling again : often in his perplexity changing the
Jeg on which he rests.

i dg assure you, sir,”’ says Mr. George, ‘‘ not
to say 1t offensively, that between you and My,
Smallweed here, I really am being smothered fift
times over. I really am, sir. I am not a mate
for you gentlemen. Will you allow me to ask, why
you want to see the captain’s hand, in the case that
I could find any specimen of it?”’

Mr. Tulkinghorn quietly shakes his head. *¢ No.
If you were a man of business, serjeant, you would
not need to be informed that there are confidential
reasons, very harmless in themselves, for many such
wants, in the profession to which I belong. But if
you are afraid of doing any injury to Captain
I}I]&‘;Vdﬂﬂs you may set your mind ai rest about
tha -.”

‘“ Ay! he is dead, sir.”’

‘““Is her” Mr. Tulkinghorn quietly sits down
to write.

““ Well, sir,”’ . says the trooper, looking into his
hat, after another disconcerted pause ; *‘ I am sorry
not to have given you more satisfaction. If it
would be any satisfaction to any one, that I should
be confirmed in my judgment that I would rather
have nothing to do with this, by a friend of mine,
who has a better head for business than I have, and
who is an old soldier, I am willing to consult with
him. I—I really am so completely smothered my-
self, at present,’” says Mr. George, passing his hand
hopelessly across his brow, ‘ that I don’t know but
what it might be a satisfaction to me.”

Mr. Smallweed, hearing that this authority is an
old soldier, so strongly inculcates the expediency of
the trooper’s taking counsel with him, and particu-
Jarly informing him of its being a question of five
guineas or more, that Mr. George engages to go
and see him. Mr. Tulkinghorn says nothing either
way. |
““ 7’11 consult my friend, then, by your leave,. sir,”
says the trooper, ‘‘and I'll take the liberty of
looking in again with a final answer in the course
of the day. Mr. Smallweed, if you wish to be carried
down stairs—"" _ _

““In a moment, my dear friend, in & moment.
Will you first let me speak half a word with this
gentleman, in private 7’

‘¢ Certainly, sir. Don’t burry yonrself on my
account.”’ 'The trooper retires to a distant part of
the room, and resumes his curious inspection of the
boxes ; strong, and otherwise, 5

““1f T wasn’t as weak as a Brimstone Baby, sir,
whispers Grandfather Smallweed, drawing the
lawyer down to his level by the lappel of his coat,
and flashing some half-quenched green fire out of
his angry eyes, ‘' I'd tear the writing away from
him. He’s got it buttoned in his breast. 1 saw
him put it there. Judy saw him put it there.
Speak up, you crabbed image for the sign of a
walking-stick shop, and say you saw him put 1t
there!”’ :

This vehement conjuration the old gentleman ac-
companies with such a thrust at his grand-daughter,
that it is too much for his strength, and he slips
away out of his chair, drawing Mr. Tulkinghorn
witk him, until be is arrested by Judy, and well

shaken. . ;
‘“ Violence will not do for me, my friend,”” Mr.

inghorn then remarks coolly. _
Tt“l"lltNlﬂ?]:la, I know, 1 know, sir. But it’s chafing
and galling—it’s—it’s worse than your smattering
chattering Magpie of a grandmother,’” to the imper-
turbable Judy, who only looks at the fire, *‘ to know

He, not to give it up! He! A vagabond! DBu$
never mind, sir, never mind. At the most, he has
only his own way for a little while. I have him
eriodically inavice. I’ll twist him,sir. I'll screw

m, sir. If he won’t do it with a good grace, I'll
make him do it with a bad one, sir !'—Now, my dea=
Mr, George,”’ says Grandfather Smallweed, winking
at the lawyer hideously, as he releases him, “* 1 am
ready for your kind assistance, my excellent
friend !”’

Mr. Tulkinghorn, with some shadowy sign of
amusement manifesting itself through his self-
possession, stands on the hearth-rng with his back
to the fire, watching the disappearance of Mr.
Smallweed, and acknowledging the trooper’s parting
salute with one slicht nod.

It is more difficult to get rid of the old gentle-
man, Mr. George finds, than to bear a hand in
carrymng him down stairs; for, when he is replaced
in his conveyance, he is so loguacious on the subject
of the gunineas, and retains such an affectionate
hold of his button—having, in truth, a secret longing
to rip his coat open, and rob him—that some degree
of force is necessary on the trooper’s part to effect
a separation. It i1s accomplished at last, and he
proceeds alone in quest of his adviser.

By the cloisterly Temple, and by Whitefriars
(there, not without a glance at Hanging-sword
Alley, which would seem to be something in his
way), and by Blackfriars-bridge, and Blackfriars-
road, Mr. George sedately marches to a street of
little shops lying somewhere in that ganglion of
roads from Kent and Surrey, and of streets from
the bridges of London, centering in the far-famed
Elephant who has lost his Castle formed of a
thousand four-horse coacher, to a stronger iron
monster than he, ready to chop him into mince-meat
any day he dares. To one of the little shops in
this street, which 1s a musician’s shop, having a
few fiddles in the window, and some Pan’s pipes
and a tambourine, and a triangle, and certain elon-
gated scraps of music, Mr. George directs his mas-
sive tread. And halting at a few paces from 1it, as
he sees a soldierly looking woman, with her outer
skirts tucked up, come forth with a small wooden
tub, and in that tub commence a whisking and a
splashing on the margin of the pavement, Mr.
George says to himself, *“ She’s as usual, washing
greens. 1 never saw her, except upon a baggage-
wagon, when she wasn’t washing greens !™’

The subject of this reflection is at all events so
occupied in washing greens at present, that she
remains unsuspicious of Mr. George’s approach;
until, lifting up herself and her tub together, when
she has poured the water off into the gutter, she
finds him standing near her. Her reception of him
1s not flattering. G v

‘“ George, I never sce you, but I wish youn wasa
hundred mile away !”’ %

The trooper, without remarking on this welcome,
follows into the musical instrument shop, where the
lady places her tub of greens upon the counter, anad
having shaken hands with him, rests her arms upon
it.

““T nerver,” she says, ‘‘ George, consider Matthew
Bagnet safe a minute when you’re near him. You
are that restless and that roving——"’

“’Yes! I know I am, Mrs. Bagnet. I know 1
am.’’

“You know you are!’ says Mrs. Bagnei
‘“ What’s the use of that? Why are yout’’

 The nature of the animal, I suppose,”’ returns
the trooper good-humouredly. |

‘“Ah!’” cries Mrs. Bagnet, somewhat sbrilly,
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o will the nature of the animal
nimal shall have tempted my
al business to New Zealand

¢ but what satisfacti
be to me, when the anir
Mat away from the music

or Australey!” i _
Mrs. Bagnet is not at all an ill-looking woman.

Rather large-boned, a little cearse in the grain, and
freckled by the sun and wind which have tanned
her hair upon the forehead ; but healthy, whole-
some, and bright-eyed. A strong, busy, active,
honest-faced woman, of from forty-five to fifty.
Clean, hardy, and so economically essed (though
substantially), that the only article of ornament of
which she stands possessed appears to be her wedding
ring ; around which her finger has grown to be so
large since it was put on, that 1t will never come
off again until 1t shall mingle with Mrs. Bagnet’s
dust.

‘¢ Mrs. Bagnet,”” says the trooper, I am on my
parole with you. Mat will get no harm from me.
You may trust me so far.”

¢« Well, I think I may. But the very looks of you
are unsettling,”” Mrs. Bagnetrejoins. *‘ Ah George,
Georze ! If you had only settled down, and married
Joe Pouch’s widow when he died in North America,
she’d have combed your hair for you.”

““ Tt was a chance for me, certainly,’”’ returns the
trooper, half-laughingly, half-seriously, * but I shall
never settle down into a respectable man now. Joe
Pouch’s widow might have done me good—there
was something in her—and something of her—but
I couldn’t make up my mind to it. If I had had
the luck to meet with such a wife as Mat found !”’

Mrs. Bagnet, who seems in a virtuous way to be
ander little reserve with: a good sort of fellow, but
to be another good sort of fellow herself for that
matter, receives this compliment by flicking Mr.
George in the face with a head of greens, and taking
her tub into the little room behind the shop.

*“ Why, Quebec, my poppet,’’ says George, follow-
ing, on invitation, into that apartment. ‘' And little
Malta, too! Come and kiss your Bluffy!”

 These-young ladies—not supposed to have been
actually christened by the names applied to them,
though always so called in the family, from the
places of their birth 1n barracks—are respectively
employed on three-legged stools: the younger (some
five or six years old), in learning her letters out of
a penny primer : the elder (eight or nine perhaps),
in teaching her, and sewing with great assiduity.
quthdhaﬁ glrétGeurge wi:uh acclamations as an old
riend, and after some kissing and rompi
their stools beside him. g DG ot

““And how'’s Young Woolwich?”

George.
. "Ah! There now!” cries Mrs. Bagnet, turning
about from her saucepans (for she is cﬂnkiné dinner)
with a bright flush on her face. ** Would you believe
167 Got an engagement at the Theayter, with his
fatilix% tﬁguy the fife u& a military piece.”’
ell done, my godson!’’ eri
alﬂ.p;;irﬁg his thigh.y S e el
"I believe you!” says Mrs. Ba ““ He’
Brslitnn' That’s what T%:ﬂulwiuh ia.gnzthﬁttg e
And Mat blows away at his bassoon, and y;:u’re
f;apecﬁable civilians one and all,”’ Says ﬂ{r Geor

Family people. Children growing up. Mat’s old

mother in Scotland, and your old father somewher

else, corresponded with ; and helped a little ; and :
el w0, ot why 1 i
B it L thia ) for L bavenobpmili

Mr. George is becoming thoughtful ; sitting be-

fore the fire in the white- .
daiiiel fsor  an &3 ‘F; e-washed room, which has a

: barrack .
uothing superfluous, ack smell, and contains

says Mr.

| Mr. Bagnet and Young Woolwich o

dirt or dust in it, from the faces of _Quebec and
Malta to the bright tin pots and pannikins upon the
dresser shelves ;—Mr. George 18 becoming thought-
ful, sitting here. while DMrs. Bagnet is busy, when

pportunely come
home. Mr. Bagnet is an ex-artilleryman, tall and
upright, with shaggy eyebrows, and whiskers like
the fibres of & cocoa-nut, not a hair upon his head,

and a torrid complexion. His voice, short, deep,
and resonant, is not at all unlike the tones of the

instrument to which he is devoted. Indeed there
may be generally observed in him an unbending.
unyielding, brass-bound air, as if he were himself
the bassoon of the human orchestra. Young
Woolwich is the type and model of a young
drummer, .

Both father and son salute the trooper heartily.
He saying, in due season, that he has come to advise
with Mr. Bagnet, Mr. Bagnet hospitably d*?ﬂlﬂTEH
that he will hear of no business until after dinner;
and that his friend shall not partake of his counsel,
without first partaking of boiled pork and greens.
The trooper yielding to this invitation, he and Mr.
Bagnet, not to embarrass the domestic preparations,
go forth to take a turn up and down the little street,
which they promenade with measured tread and
folded arms, as if it were a rampart.

‘““ George,”’ says Mr. Bagnet. ‘‘ You know me.
It’s my old girl that advises. She has the head.
But I never own to it before her. Disecipline must
be maintained. Wait till the greensis off her mind.
Then, we’'ll consult. Whatever the old girl says
do—do 1t !”’ | 2 e

‘“ I intend to, Mat,’’ replies the other. *“I-would
sooner take her opinion than that of a college.”

““ College,’”’ returns Mr. Bagnet, in short sen-
tences, bassoon-like. ** What college could you
leave—in another quarter of the world—with no-
thing but a grey cloak and an umbrella—to make
its way home to Europe? The old girl would do it
to-morrow. Did it once!”’

“You are right,”’ says Mr. George.

““ What college,” pursues Bagnet, ‘‘ could you
set up in life—with two penn’orth of white lime—
a penn’orth of fuller’s earth—a ha’porth of sand—
and the rest of the change out of sixpence, in
money ? That’s what the old girl started on : In
the present business.”’ :

: I am rejoiced to hear it’s thriving, Mat."’

.. Theold girl,”” says Mr. Bagnet, acquiescing
““saves. Has a stocking somewhere. With monev
in1t. Inever saw it. But I know she’s got ity
:;a;z :,11111 ptl};e greens 18 off her mind. Then she’ll

““She is a treasure !” exclai 1

‘“ She’s more. But I neverﬁﬁi& ﬁeggg}e. h
Discipline must be maintained. It was the rl?i i)
that brought out my musical abilites. I i h K
have been in the artillery now, but for th lﬂd ould
g:lxteyeaﬁ 1 %létmpllered at the fiddle Tznn atggltn

. e old girl said it TR PR :
good, but want of Sexihility ; try tha bess s
giri borrowed a bassoon from the b ;
the Rifle Regiment, I o S AR
GOGt on, got another, Eetpal:al?&iegdb;nittr}}? trenches.
eorge remarks th . :
ang '}Eh aoullad as an api}tli:.<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>