T TR T RN T (e J——- T - I -
i -
o

BLEAK HOUSE. 211

Never, since it has been a court, has it had such a

Fortunatus’s purse of gossip as in the proceedings ,

at the rag and bottle shop. Regularly, every morn-
ing at eight, is the elder Mr. Smallweed brought
down to the corner and carried in, accompanied
by Mrs. Smallweed, Judy, and Bart; and regularly,
all day, do they all remain there until nine at night,
solaced by gipsy dinners, not abundant in quantity,
from the cook’s shop ; rummaging and searching,
digging, delving, and diving among the treasures of
the late lamented. What those treasures are, they
keep so secret, that the court is maddened. In its
delirium it imagines guineas pouring out of teapots,
crown-pieces overflowing punch-bowls, old chairs
and mattresses stuffed with Bank of England notes.
It possesses itself of the sixpenny history (with
highly-coloured folding frontispiece) of Mr. Daniel
Dancer and his sister, and also of Mr. Elwes, of
Suffolk, and transfers all the facts from those
authentic narratives to Mr. Krook. Twice when
the dustman is called in to carry off a cart-load of
old paper, ashes, and broken bottles, the whole court
assembles and pries into the baskets as they come
forth. Many times the two gentlemen who write
with the ravenous little pens on the tissue paperare
seen prowling in the ncighbourhood—shy of each
other, their late partnership being dissolved. The
‘““Sol*’ gkilfully carries a vein of the prevailing
interest through the Harmonic nights. Little Swills,
in what are professionally known as *‘ patter”’ allu-
sions to the subject, is received with loud applause ;
and the same vocalist ‘‘ gags’’ in the regular busi-

ness like a man inspired. Even Miss M. Melville-

son, in the revived Caledonian melody of ** We're a’
nodding,’’ points the sentiment that ‘‘ the dogslove
broo '’ (whatever the nature of that refreshment may
be) with such archness, and such a turn of the head
towards next door, that she is immediately under-
stood to mean, Mr. Smallweed loves to find money,
and is nightly honored with a double encore. Ior
all this, the court discovers nothing ; and, as Mrs.
Piper and Mrs. Perkins now communicate to the late
lodger whose appearance is the signal for a general
rally, it is in one continual ferment to discover
everything, and more. _ :
Mr. Weevle and Mr. Guppy, with every eye in
the court’s head upon them, knock at the closed
door of the late lamented’s house, in a high state of
popularity. But, being contrary to the court’s
expectation admitted, they immediately become
unpopular, and are considered to mean no good.
The shutters are more or less closed all over the
house, and the ground-floor 1s sufficiently dark to
require candles.
Mr. Smallweed the younger, they, fresh from the
sunlight, can at first see nothing save darkness and
shadows : but they gradually discern the elder Mr.
Smallweed, seated in his chair upon the brink of a
well or grave of waste paper; the virtuous Judy
groping therein, like a female sexton ; and Mrs.
Smallweed on the level ground in the vicinity,
snowed up in a heap of paper fragments, print an
manuscript, which would appear to be the accumu-
lated compliments that have been sent flying at her
' The whole party, Small
included, are blackened with dust and dirt, and
present a fiendish appearance not relieved by the
general aspect of the room. There is more litter
and lumber in it than of old, and it 1s dirtier it
possible ; likewise, it 18 ghostly with traces of 1ts
dead inhabitant, and even with his chalked writing

on the wall.
On the entrance of visitors, Mr. Smallweed and

Judy simultaneously fold their arms, and stop In
their researches.

Introduced into the back shop by |

d! as if she knew all about il, don’t she?

‘““ Aha!”’ croaksthe old gentleman. ‘‘ Howde do,
gentlemen, how de do! Come to fetech your pro-
EEI‘W; Mr. Weevle? That’s well, that’'s well. Ha'!

a! We should have been forced to sell you up, sir,
to pay your warehouse room, if you had left it here
muck longer. You feel quite at home here, again,
I daresay? Glad to see you, glad to see you!”

Mr. Weevle, thanking him, casts an eye about.
Mr. Guppy’s eye follows Mr. Weevle's eye. Mr.
Weevle's eye comes back without any new intelli-
gence in it., Mr. Guppy’'s eye comes back, and
meets Mr. Smallweed’s eye. That engaging old
gentleman is still murmuring, like some wound-up
instrument running down, ** How de do, sir—how
de—how——"" And then having run down, he
lapses into grinning silence, as Mr. Guppy starts at
seeing Mr. Tulkinghorn standing in the darkness
opposite, with his hands behind him.

** Gentleman so kind as to act as my solicitor,”’
says Grandfather Smallweed. ‘‘I am not the sort
of cllii?nt for a gentleman of such note; but he is so
EOD 'l} .

Mr. Guppy slightly nudging his friend to take
another look, makes a shuffling bow to Mr, Tulking-
horn, who returns it with an easynod. Mr. Tulking-
horn is looking on as if he had nothing else to do,
and were rather amused by the novelty.

‘“ A good deal of property here, sir, I should say,”
Mr. Guppy observes to Mr. Smallweed.

‘“ Principally rags and rubbish, my dear friend!
rags and rubbish! Me-and Bart, and my grand-
daughter Judy, are endeavouring to make out an
inventory of what’s worth anything tosell. Butwe
haven't come to much as yet, we—haven t—come—
to—hah !”’

Mr. Smallweed has run down again; while Mr.
Weevle's eye, attended by Mr. Guppy's eye, has
again gone round the room and come back.

“ Well, sir,”’ says Mr. Weevle. ‘‘We won’t
intrude any longer, if you'll allow us to go up-
stairs.”’

‘“ Anywhere, my dear sir, anywhere! You're at
home. Make yourself so, pray!”

As they go up-stairs, Mr. Guppy lifts his eyebrows
inquiringly, and looks at Tony. Tony shakes his
head. They find the old room very dull and dismal,
with the ashes of the fire that was burning on that
memorable night yet in the discolored grate. They
have a great disinclination to touch any object, and
carefully blow the dust from it first. Nor are they
desirous to prolong their visit: packing the few
moveables with all possible speed, and never speak-
ing above a whisper.

““ ook here,” says Tony, recoiling.
that. horrible cat coming in!"’

Mr. Guppy retreats behind a chair. “‘Small told
me of her. She went leaping, and bounding and
tearing about, that night, like a Dragon, and got
out on the house-top, and roamed about up there for
a fortnight, then came tumbling down the chimney

very thin. Did you ever see such a brute? Looks
Almost
Get out,

‘“ Here's

looks as if she was Krook. Shoohoo!

you goblin ! _

Lady Jane in the doorway, with her tiger-snarl
from ear to ear, and her club of a tail, shows no
intention of obeying ; but Mr. Tulkinghorn stumbling
over her, she spits at his rusty legs, and swearing
wrathfully, takes her arched back up-stairs. Possibly
to roam the housetops again, and return by the
chimney. |

“ Mr. Guppy,’’ says Mr. Tulkinghorn, * could I
have a word with your?'

Mr. Guppy is engaged in collecting the Galaxy
Gallery of British Beauty from the wall, and de-
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ge{}rflelf::-ﬂof it so well known as yourself—1I will truly

' distinguished as yourself. Still, Mr.
&'ﬁﬁiﬁ;ﬁoﬁi, sir, I must stipulate that if you have
any word with nm»él that word is spoken in the

of my friend.”’ :
s Eﬁf Eindeezi',” says Mr. Tulkinghorn.

L Yeé, sir. My reasons are not of a personal
nature at all ; but they are amply suflicient for my-
BEI‘t}Nn doubt, no doubt.” Mr. Tulkinghorn 18 as
imperturbable as the hearthstone to which he has
quietly walked. ““ The matter is not of that conse-
quence that I need put you to the trouble of making
any conditions, Mr. Guppy.”” He pauses here to
smile, and his smile is as dull and rusty as his panta-
loons. ‘‘ You are to be congratulated, Mr. Guppy ;
you are a fortunate young man, sir.”’

““ Pretty well so, Mr. Tulkinghorn ; I don’t com-

lain.”’
it Complain? High friends, free admission to
great houses, and access to elegant ladies! Why,
Mr. Guppy, there are people in London who would
give their ears to be you.”’ : :

Mr. Guppy, looking as if he would give his own
reddening and still reddening ears to be one of those
people at present instead of himself, replies, ** Sir,
if T attend to my profession, and do what is right
by Kenge and Carboy, my friends and acquaintances
are of no consequence to them, nor to any member
of the profession, not excepting Mr. Tulkinghorn of
the Fields. I am not under any obligation to ex-
plain myself further; and with all respect for you,
sir, and without offence—I repeat, without of-

ence——

““ Oh, certainly!”’

““ —I don’t intend to do it.”’

““ Quite 20,"” says Mr. Tulkinghorn, with a calm
nod. ** Very good: I see by these portraits that
vou take a strong interest in the fashionable great,
sire’’

He addresses this to the astounded Tony, who
admits the soft impeachment.

*“ A virtue in which few Englishmen are de-
ficient,”” observes Mr. Tulkinghorn. He has been
standing on the hearthstone, with his back to the
smoked chimney-piece, and now turns round, with
his glasses to hiseyes. ** Whoisthis? ¢ Lady Ded-
lock.” Ha! A very good likeness in its way, but
it wants force of character. Good day to you,
gentlemen ; good day!”’

When he has walked out, Mr. Guppy, in a great
perspiration, nerves himself to the hasty completion
of the taking down of the Galaxy Gallery, con-
cluding with Lady Dedlock.

** Tony,”” he says hurriedly to his astonished com-
panion, *‘let us be quick in putting the things
together, and in getting out of this place. It were
in vain longer to conceal from you, Tony, that be-
tween myself and one of the members of a swanlike
aristocracy whom I now hold in my hand, there has
been andivulged communication and association.
The time might have been, when I might have re-
vealed it to you. It never will be more. It is due
alike to the oath I have taken, alike to the shattered
1dol, and alike to circumstances over which 1 have
no control, that the ole should be buried in oblivion.
I charge you as a friend, by the interest you have
ever testified in the fashionable intelligence, and
by any little advances with which I may have been
able to accommodate you, so to bury it without a
word of inquiry !’

¢ Sir,”” he returns, reddening, 1 wish
h courtesy towards every member of the

ose works of art in their old ignoble

[ This charge Mr. Guppy delivers in & state little

and especially, I am sure, towards a |

—

| floors are rubbed bright

while his friena shows a

ic lunacy, ;
b T head of hair, and even ip

dazed mind in his whole
his cultivated whiskers.
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CHAPTER XL.

NATIONAL AND DOMESTIC.

~D has been in a dreadful state for some
E;irs..a Lord Coodle would go out, Sir Thomas
Doodle wouldn’t come iz, and there being nobody in
great Britain (to speak of) except Coodle and Doodle,
there has been no Government.
the hostile meeting between those two great men,
which at one time seemed inevitable, did not come
off : because if both pistols had taken effect, and
Coodle and Doodle had killed cach other, 1t 18 to be
presumed that England must have waited to be
governed until young Coodle and young Doodle, now
in frocks and long stockings, were grown up. This
stupendous national calamity, however, was averted
by Lord Coodle’s making the timely discovery, that
if in the heat of debate he had said that he scorned
and despised the whole ignoble career of Sir Thomas
Doodle, he had merely meent to say that party
differences should never induce him to withhold
from 1t the tribute of his warmest admiration ;
while it as opportunely turned out, on the other
hand, that Sir Thomas Doodle had in his own
bosom expressly booked Lord Coodle to go down to
posterity as the mirror of virtue and honour. Still
England has been some weeks in the dismal strait
of having no pilot (as was well observed by Sir
Leicester Dedlock) to weather the storm ; and the
marvellous part of the matter is, that England has
not appeared to care very much about it, but has
gone on eating and drinking and marrying and
giving in marriage, as the old world did in the days
before the flood. But Coodle knew the danger, and
Doodle knew the danger, and all their followers and
hangers-on had the clearest possible perception of
the danger. At last Sir Thomas Doodle has not
only condescended to come in, but has done it
handsomely, bringing in with bim all his nephews,
all his male cousins, and all his brothers-in-law. So
there 1s hope for the old ship yet.

Doodle has found that he must throw himself
upon the country—chiefly in the form of sovereigns
and beer. In this metamorphosed state he is avail-
able in a good many places simultaneously, and can
throw himself upon a considerable portion of the
country at one time. Britannia being much occu-
pied in pocketing Doodle ia the form of sovereigns,
and swallowing Doodle in the form of bheer and in
swearing herself black in the face that she does
neither—plainly to the advancement of her glory
and morality—the London season comes to g sudden
end, through all the Doodleites and Coodleites dis-
E'ngsmg to assist Britannia in those religious exer-

18es8,

Hence Mrs. Rouncewell ]

Wold, foresees, though nah?r?:ftﬁ;tliﬁ;saﬁlgiesnei
come down, that the family may shortly be ex t‘_?g
together with a pretty large accessign of e
. cousins
and others who can in any way assist tl t
Constitutional work. And hence the stnflgm[lid
dame, taking Time by the forelock leads E.y :
and down the staircases, and along the gﬂ,llerig:aﬁﬁ
passages and through the rooms, to witness before
everything is ready ; that

* carpets spread '
shaken out, beds puffed 1ﬁ.nd putted? st?llfr::;ltilga

kitchen cleared for act; )
beseems the Dedlock dlél’?]?tiyf_hn things prepared as

This present summ (1 evening, as the sun goes

It is a mercy that

.........
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down, the preparations are complete. Dreary and
solemn the old house looks, with so many appliances
of habitation, and with no inhabitants except the
pictured forms upon the walls.
and go, a Dedlock in possession might have rumi-
nated passing along; so did they see this gallery
hushed and quiet, as I see it now; so think, as I
think, of the gap that they would make in this
domain when they were gone ; so find it, as I find it,
difficult to believe that it could be, without them ;
g0 pass from my world, as L pass from theirs, now
closing the reverberating door; so leave no blank to
miss them, and so die.

Through some of the fiery windows, beautiful
from without, and set, at this sunset hour, not in
dull grey stone but in a glorious house of gold, the
licht excluded at other windows pours in, rich,
lavish, overflowing like the summer plenty in the
land. Then do the frozen Dedlocks thaw. Strange
movements come upon their features, as the shadows
of leaves play there. A dense Justice in a corner
is becuiled into a wink. A staring Baronet, with a
truncheon, gets a dimple in his chin. Down into the
bosom of a stony shepherdess there steals a fleck of
light and warmth, that would have done it good, a
hundred years ago. One ancestress of Volumnia,
in high-heeled shoes, very like her—casting the
shadow of that virgin even before her full two cen-
turies—shoots out into a halo and becomes a saint.
A maid of honor of the court of Charles the
Second, with large round eyes (and other charms to
correspond), seems to bathe in glowing water, and
it ripples as it glows. :

But the fire of the sun is dying. Even now the
floor is dusky, and shadow slowly mounts the walls,
bringing the Dedlocks down like age and death.
And now, upon my lady’s picture over the great
chimney-piece, a weird shade falls from some old

~ tree, that turns it pale, and flutters 1t, and looks as

if a great arm held a veil or hood, watching an
opportunity to draw it over her. Higher and darker
rises shadow on the wall—now a red gloom on the
ceiling—now the fire is out.

All that prospect, which from the terrace looked
so near, has moved solemnly away, and changed—
not the first nor the last of beautiful things that
lools so mear and will so change—into a distant
phantom. Light mists arise, and the dew falls, and
garden are heavy in the
air. Now, the woods settle into great masses as if
they were each one profound tree. And now_the
moon rises, to separate them, and to glimmer here
and there in horizontal lines behind their stems,
and to make the avenue a pavement of light among
hioch cathedral arches fantastically broken.

ﬂiﬂ'nw, the moon is high; and the great house,
needing habitation more than ever, 1s like a body
without life. Now, it is even awful, stealing
through it, to think of the live people who have
slept in the solitary bed-rooms: to say nothing of
the dead. Now is the time for shadow, when every
corner is a cavern, and every dow:}ward step a pit,
when the stained glass is reflected 1n pale nnd_f:u_ied
hues upon the floors, when anything and everything
can be made of the heavy staircase beams excEpi:imlgl'
their own proper shapes, when the u._r:nmgrhh&tsf u
lights upon it not easily to be distinguished from
stealthy movement, and when barred heln;atsf arﬁL
frightfully suggestive of heads inside. But, o t?
the shadows in Chesney Wold, the shadow in : l:B
long drawing-room upon my lady’s picture A 1
first to come, the last to be disturbed. | Att his
hour and by this light it changes into threa eri}mg
hands raised up, and menacing the handsome Iace

with every breath that sbirs.

So did these come |

— == il

** She is not well, ma’am,’”” says a groom in Mrs.
Rouncewell’s audience-chamber.

“* My Lady not well? What's the matter?”’

““ Why, my Lady has been but poorly, ma’am,
since she was last here—I don’t mean with the
family, ma’am, but when she was here as a bird of
passage-like, My Lady has not been out much, for
her, and has kept her room a good deal.””

““ Chesney Wold, Thomas,’”’ rejoins the house-
keeper, with proud complacency, ** will set my Lady
up! There is no finer air, and no healthier soil, in
the world !”’

Thomas may have his own personal opinions on
this subject ; probably hints them, in his manner of
smoothing his sleek head from the nape of his neck
to his temples; but he forbears to express them
further, and retires to the servants’ hall to regale
on cold meat-pie and ale,

This groom is the pilot-fish before the nobler
shark. |

Next evening, down come Sir Leicester and my
Lady with their largest retinue, and down come
the cousins and others from all the points in the
compass, Thenceforth for some weeks, backward
and {orward rush mysterious men with no names,
who fly about all those particular parts of the
country on which Doodle 1s at present throwing
himself in an auriferous and malty shower, but who
are merely persons of a restless disposition and never
do anything anywhere.

On these national occasions, Sir Leicester finds
the cousins useful. A better man than the Honor-
able Bob Stables to meet the Hunt at dinner, there
could not possibly be. Better got up gentlemen
than the other cousins, to ride over to polling-booths
and hustings here and there, and show themselves
on. the side of England, it would be hard to find.
Volumnia is a little dim, but she i1s of the true
descent ; and there are many who appreciate her
sprightly conversation, her French conundrums so
old as to have become in the cycles of time almost
new again, the honor of taking the fair Dedlock in
to dinner, or even the privilege of her hand in the
dance. On these national occasions, dancing may
be a patriotic service; and Volumnia is constantly
seen hopping about, for the good of an ungrateful
and unpensioning country.

My Lady takes no great pains to entertain the
numerous guests, and, being still unwell, rarely
appears until late in the day. But, at all the dismal
dinners, leaden lunches, basilisk balls, and other
melancholy pageants, her mere appearance 1s a
relief. As to Sir Leicester, he conceives it utterly
impossible that any thing can be wanting, in any
direction, by any one who has the good fortune to be
received under that roof ; and in a state of sublime
satisfaction, he moves among the company, a mag-
nificent refrigerator.

Daily the cousins trot through dust, and canter
over roadside turf, away to hustings and polling-
booths (with leather gloves and hunting-whips for
the counties, and kid gloves and riding-canes for
the boroughs), and daily bring back reports on which
Sir Leicester holds forth after dinner. Daily the
restless men who have no occupation in life, present
the appearance of being rather busy. Daily, Vo-
lumnia has a little cousinly tals with Sir Leicester
on the state of the nation, from which Sir Leicester
is disposed to conclude that Volumnia is a more re-
flecting woman than he had thought her. :

‘“ How are we getting on?’’ says Miss Volumnia,
clasping her hands. ** Are we safe?” il

The mighty business is nearly over by this time,
and Doodle will throw himself off the country in a
,few days more. Sir Leicester has just appearedin
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the long drawing-room after dinner; a bright par-
ticular star, surrounded by clouds of cousins.

““ Volumnia,”’ replies Sir Leicester, ‘ﬁ;};lﬂ has a
list in his hand, *‘ we are doing tolerably.

‘“ Only tolerably!” ; :
Althuigh 1t isy summer weather, Sir Leicester

always has his own particular fire in the evening.
He takes his usual screened seat near it, and
repeats, with much firmness and a little displeasure
as who should say, I am not a common man, an

when I say tolerably, it must not be understood
as a common expression; ‘‘ Volumnia, we are doing
tolerably.’” St 5

““ At least there is mo opposition to you,”” Vo-
lumnia asserts with confidence.

““No, Volumnia. This distracted country has
_ lost 1ts senses in many respects, I grieve to say,
but—"’

““Tt is not so mad as that. Tam glad to hear it !”’

Volumnia’s finishing the sentence restores her to
favor. Sir Leicester, with a gracious inclination
of his head, seems to say to himself *‘ A sensible
woman this, on the whole, though occasionally pre-
cipitate.”’

In fact, as to this question of opposition, the
fair Dedlock’s observation was superfluous: Sir
Leicester, on these occasions, always delivering 1n
his own candidateship, as a kind of handsome whole-
sale order to be promptly executed. Two other
little seats that belong to him, he treats as retail
orders of less importance ; merely sending down the
men, and signifying to the tradespeople, ** You will
have the goodness to make these materials 1nto
two members of parliament, and to send them home
when done.”’

*“ I regret to say, Volumnia, that in many places
the people have shown a bad spirit, and that this
opposition to the Government has been of a most
determined and most implacable description.”’

** W.r-etches !”” says Volumnia.

“*Even,” proceeds Sir Leicester, glancing at the
eircumjacent cousins on sofas and ottomans, ‘* even
in many—in fact, in most—of those places in which
E}le Government has carried it against a fac-

ion——"’

(Note, by the way, that the Coodleites are always
a faction with the Doodleites, and that the Doodle-
ites occupy exactly the same position towards the
Coodleites.)

** —Even in them I am shocked, for the credit of
Englishmen, to be constrained to inform you that
the Party has not triumphed without being put to
an enormous expense, Hundreds,”” says Sir Lei-
cester, eyeing the cousins with increasing dignity
and swelling indignation, ‘‘ hundred of thousands of
pounds !”’

If _Vulumni_a have a fault, it is the fault of being
a trifle too innocent; seeing that the innocence
which would go extremely well with a sash and
tucker, is a little out of keeping with the rouge

and pearl necklace. Howbeit, impelled by inno-
cence, she asks, ,

““What for?”’

“YVolumnia,” remonstrates Sir Leicester, wi
hisuutmost severity. ‘* Volumnia!” e

" No,no, I don’t mean what for,” eries Volumnia
with her favourite little scream. * How Etupidf
am! I mean what a pity!”’

“I am glad,” returns Sir Leicester,
do mean what a pity.”
Volumnia hastens to express her opinion that the

shocking people ought to be tried as traito
made to support the Party. ooy

"I am glad, Volumnia,”
unmindful of these mollifyi

*“ that you

repeats’ Sir Leicester,

1

| made up my mind that he was dead.’’

ng sentiments, *‘that!rich fler.”

’yﬂu do mean what a pity. It 1s disgraceful to the

though linadvefiqntly, iug

' tending so unreasonable a question, aske
Egﬂ?{:ﬁfﬂ;nfﬂr P’ lgt me reply to you, For necessary
expenses. And Itrust to your good sense, VOEIIHIIIH‘
not to pursue the subject, here or elsewhere.

Sir Leicester feels 1t incumbent on him to observe
o crushing aspect towards Volumnia, because 1t 1s
whispered abroad that these necessary expenses
will, in some two hundred election petitions, be un-
pleasantly connected with the word bribery; and
because some graceless jokers have consequently
suggested the omission from the Church service of
the ordinary supplication in behalf of the Higa
Court of Parliament, and have recommended in-
stead that the prayers of the congregation be
requested for six hundred and fifty-eight gentlemen
in a very unhealthy state. _ )

“ T suppose,”’ observes Volumnia, having taken a
little time to recover her spirits after her late
castigation, ** I suppose Mr. Tulkinghorn has been
worked to death.” . :

““T don’t know,”’ says Sir Leicester, opening his
eyes, * why Mr. Tulkinghorn should be worked to
death. I don’t know what Mr. Tulkinghorn’s
engagements may be. He is not a candidate.”

Volumnia had thought he might have been
employed. Sir Leicester could desire to know by
whom, and what for? Volumnia, abashed again
suggests, by Somebody—to advise and make
arrangements. Sir Leicester is not aware that any
client of Mr. Tulkinghorn has been in need of his
assistance.

Lady Dedlock, seated at an open window with
her arm upon its cushioned ledge and looking out
at the evening shadows falling on the park, has
seemed to attend since the lawyer’s name was men-
tioned.

A languid cousin with a moustache, in a state of
extreme debility, now observes from his couch,
that—man told him ya’as’dy that Tulkinghorn had
gone down to t'that iron place t’give legal ’pinion
'bout something ; and that, contest being over
t'day, ’twould be highly jawlly thing if Tulking-
horn should 'pear with news that Coodle man was
floored.

Mercury in attendance with coffee informs Sir
Leicester, hereupon, that Mr, Tulkinghorn has
arrived, and is taking dinner. My Lady turns her
head inward for the moment, and then looks out
again as before.
~Volumnia is charmed to hear that her De-
light is come. He is so original, such a stolid
creature, such an immense being for knowing all
sors of tnings and never telling them! Volumnia
1s persuaded that he must be a Freemason. Is sure
he 1s at the head of a lodge, and wears short aprons,
and is made a perfect Idol of, with candlesticks
and trowels. These lively remarks the fair Dedlock

delivers in her youthful ' '
ey y manner, while making a

‘““He hasnot b
I came. I really
heart for the in

electors. But as you,

een here once,”’ she adds, *‘ since
bad some thoughts of breaking my
constant creature. I had almost

It may be the gathering gl ' ) B
g gloom of evening, or it
may be the darker gloom within herself, but a shade

}:e{:}; ;Ey Lady’s face, as if she thought ** I would he

““Mr, Tulkinghorn.’” gq ' ' ‘
g , ays Sir Leicester. ‘‘is
always welcome here, and always discreet where-

i{:;;ﬁg&% 1.§; A very valuable person, and deservedly
The debilitat

ed cousin supposes heis ‘““’normously




BLEAK HOUSE,

==

213

‘““He has a stake in the country,’”” says Sir
Leicester, *‘1 l}twe no doubt. Her)ig, of Enurae,
lmm_isumely paid, and he associates almost on a
footing of equality with the highest society,”’

EvGerydbody starts, hFi?r a.t hgun 18 fired close by.

** Good gracious, what’s that!’”’ cries Vol ]
wibth her little withered scream. g
x 88 z}; rat,”’ says my Lady. *‘‘And they have shot

11m.

- Enter Mr. Tulkinghorn, followed by Mercuries
with lamps and candles.

"* No, no,”” says Sir Leicester, ‘‘ I think not. My
Lady, do you object to the twilight

On the contrary, my Lady prefers it.

““ YVolumnia ?”’

Oh ! nothing is so delicious to Volumnia as to sit
and talk in the dark !

“*Then take them away,” says Sir Leicester.
‘d"I;ulkinghorn, I beg your pardon. How do you

0 ; 3

Mr. Tulkinghorn with his usual leisurely ease
advances, renders his passing homage to my Lady,
shakes Sir Leicester’s hand, and subsides into the
chair proper to him when he has anything to com-
municate, on the opposite side of the Baronet’s little
newspaper-table. Sir Leicester isapprehensive that
my lady, not being very well, will take cold at that
open window. My Lady is obliged to him, but
would rather sit there, for the air. Sir Leicester
rises, adjusts her scarf about her, and returns to his
seat. Mr. Tulkinghorn in the meanwhile takes a
pinch of snuif.

““Now,” says Sir Leicester. ‘' How has that
contest gone ?"’

‘“ Oh, hollow from the beginning. Not a chance.
They have brought in both their people. You are
beaten out of all reason. Three to one.”

It is a part of Mr. Tulkinghorn’s policy and
mastery to have fio political opinions ; indeed, no
opinions. = Therefore he says ‘‘ you’ are beaten,
and not *‘ we.”’ :

Sir Leicester is majestically wreth. Volumnia
never heard of such a thing. The debilitated cousin
holds that it’'s—sort of thing that’s sure tapn slongs
votes—given—Mob. .

““ It’s the place you know,’” Mr. Tulkinghorn goes
on to say in the fast increasing darkness, when
there is silence again, ‘‘ where they wanted to put
up Mrs. Rouncewell’s son.” _

‘“ A proposal which, as you correctly informed me
at the time, he had the becoming taste and percep-
tion,’” observes Sir Leicester, ** to decline. I cannot
say that I by any means approve of the sentiments
expressed by Mr. Rouncewell, when he was here for
some half-hour, in this room ; but there was a sense
of propriety in his decision which 1 am glad to ac-

< dge.’’ _ _
Lﬂ‘?ﬂi ?g’ says Mr. Tulkinghorn. “' It did not
prevent him from being very active in this election,

thcé?rg" hf;eicester is distinctly heard to gasp before
speaking. ‘‘Did 1 understand you? Did you say
that Mr. Rouncewell had been very active 1n this
“election ?”’ RE e

‘¢ Uncommonly active.

‘¢ Against—"’

He is a very good

(13 .
r ves, against you.
P il He made a damag-

ker. Plain and emphatic. ‘
?E;aeﬁ:ct, and has great influence. In the business-

' ' him.”’
the nroceedings he carried all before
pnﬂi ﬂii eii'[:lent to the whole company, though

nobody can see him, that Sir Leicester is staring

estically. ‘ | _
mﬂi’iﬂt{inheywns much assisted,”” says Mr. Tulking-

: . y2
horn, as a wind-up, ‘‘ by his son.

> e —

““ By his son, sir?’’ repeats Sir Leicester, with
awf{ul politeness.

** By his son.”’
~ ““The son who wished to marry the young woman
in my Lady’s service #’

** That son. He has but one.”’

** Then upon my honor,”’ says Sir Leicester, after
a terrific pause, during which he has been heard to
snort and felt to stare ; ‘‘ then upon my honor, upon
my life, upon my reputation and principles, the flood-
gates of society are burst open, and the waters have
—a—obliterated the landmarks of the framework
of the cohesion by which things are held together !”’

General burst of cousinly indignation. Volumnia
thinks it is really high time, you know, for some-
body in power to step in and do something strong.
Debilitated cousin thinks—Country’s going—
DAYVLE—steeplechase pace,

‘1 beg,’’ says Sir Leicester, in a breathless con-
dition, ** that we may not comment further on this
circumstance. Comment is superfluous, My lady,
let me suggest in reference to that young
woman——"’

““I have no intention,” observes my Lady from
her window, in a low but decided tone, ‘* of parting
with her.’”

““That was not my meaning,”” returns Sir
Leicester. ‘‘I am glad to hear you say so. I would
suggest that as you think her worthy of your patron-
age, you should exert your influence to keep her
from these dangerous hands. You might show her
what violence would be done, in such association, to
her duties and principles: and you might preserve
her for a better fate. You might point out to her
that she probably would, in good time, find a hus-
band at Chesney Wold by whom she would not be—"’
Sir Leicester adds, after a moment’s consideration,
** dragged from the altars of her forefathers.”

These remarks he offers with his unvarying polite-
ness and deference when he addresses himself to his
wife. She merely moves her head in reply. The
moon is rising ; and where she sits there 1s a little
stream of cold pale light, in which her head is seen.

‘“ It is worthy of remark,’’ says Mr. Tulkinghorn,
‘“ however, that these people are, in their way, very
proud.’’

““ Proud ?”” Sir Leicester doubts his hearing.

““ T should not be surprised, if they all voluntarily
abandoned the girl—yes, lover and all—instead of
her abandoning them, supposing she remained at
Chesney Wold under such eircumstances.™

“Well!”” says Sir Leicester, tremulously,
““ Well! Youshould know, Mr. Tulkinghorn. You
have been among them.”

‘“ Really, Sir Leicester,”’ returns the lawyer, *“ I
state the fact. Why, I could tell you a story—with
Lady Dedlock’s permission.”

Her head concedes it, and Volumnia is enchanted.
A story! O he is going to tell something at last !
A ghost in it, Volumnia hopes?

‘“* No. Real flesh and blood.”” Mr. Tulkinghorn
stops for an instant, and repeats, with some little
emphasis grafted upon his usual monotony, ** Real
flesh and blood, Miss Dedlock. Sir Leicester, these
particulars have only lately become known to me.
They are very brief. They exemplify what I have
said. I suppress names for the present. Lady
Dedlock will not think me 1ill-bred, I hope ?”’

By the light of the fire, which is low, he can be
seen looking towards the moonlight. By the light
of the moon Lady Dedlock can be seen, perfectly
still.

‘“ A townsman of this Mr. Rouncewell, & man in
exactly parallel circumstances as I am told, had

| the good fortune to have a daughter who attracted
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the notice of a great lady. I speak of really a and were, in his close wWay satisfied. To say of a
great lady ; not nirely gre:{t to him, but married to | man sO severely and strict aelf-repressed that he
a gentleman of your condition, Sir Leicester.” is triumphant, would be to do him as great an In-

Sir Leicester condescendingly says, ** Yes, Mcr. | justice as to suppos® him troubled with love or sen-
Tulkinghorn ;’’ implying that then she must have | timent, or Any romantic weakness. ‘He1s sedately
appeared of very considerable moral dimensions satisfied. Perhaps there is a rather increased sense
indeed, in the eyes of an ironmaster. of power upon him, a8 he loosely grasps one of his
““ The lady was wealthy and beautiful, and had a | veinous wrists with his other hand, and holding 1t

’ I walks noiselessly up and down.

likine for the girl, and treated h th kind- | behind his bac _ _
£l ot i L There is & capacious writing-table in the room, on

ness, and kept her always near her. Now this lady L her :
preserved a secret under all her greatness, which which is a pretty large accumulation of papers.
she had preserved for many years. In fact, she had The green lamp 18 llp:hted,_hzg reading-glasses lie

rake— | upon the desk, the easy chair is wheeled up to 1it,

in early life been engaged to marry & young though he had int ded t
ou endae O

he was a captain in the army—nothing connected | and it would seem a8 : ;
bestow an hour or so upon these claims on his atten-

with whom came to any good. She never did marry | D :
him, but she gave birth to a child of which he was | tion before going to bed. But he happens not to be
‘n o business mind. After a glance at the docu-

the father.” 1 : . _
| ments awaiting his notice—with his head bent low

By the light of the fire he can be seen looking : : .
over the table, the old man’s sight for print orwriting

towards the moonlight. By the moonlight, Lady | oV _ :
Dedlock can be seen in profile, perfectly still. being defective at night—he opens the french win-

*“The captain in the army being dead, she be- | dow and steps out upon the leads. There he again
lieved herself safe; but a train of circumstances | walks slowly up and down, in the same attitude;
with which I need not trouble you, led to discovery. subsiding, if & man so cool may have any need to

As I received the story, they began in an imprudence subside, from the story he has related down-stairs.
on her own part one day, when she was taken by | The time was once, when men as knowing as Mr.
surprise; which shows how difficult it is for the Tulkinghorn would walk on turret-tops in the star-
frmest of us (she was very firm) to be always light, and look upinto the sky to read their fortunes
enarded. There was great domestic trouble and | there. Hosts of stars are visible to-night, though
amazement, you may Suppose; I leave you to| their brilliancy is eclipsed by the splendor ot the
imagine, Sir Leicester, the husband’s grief. But | moon. If he be seeking his own star, as he metho-
that is not the present point. When Mr. Rounce- | dically turns and turns upon the leadg it should be
well's townsman heard of the disclosure, he no more but a pale one to be so rustily repres:ented below
allowed the girl to be patronised and honored, than | If he be tracine out his destiny, that may be W1-1tter;
he would have suffered her to be trodden underfoot | in other characters nearer to hiis hand
before his eyes. Such was his pride, that he indig-| As he paces the leads, with his eyes most probabl
nantly took her away, as if from reproach and dis- | as high above his tlluu:ghts as they are high ab ?y
grace. He had no sense of the honor done him and | the earth, he is suddenly stopped 1n Bl : {;1 5
his daughter by the lady’s condescension ; not the window by two eyes that meet his own }’}I‘hb Hg_l_ A 3
lenst. He resented the girl’s position, as if the lady | of his room is rather low ; and the u : etce% the e
had been the commonest of commoners. That 1s door, which 1is nppn&ite’the windﬂgvpe? pmf' ulthe &
;1;“?5?1;1}'.‘5 1 }}npe Lady Dedlock will excuse its | There 1san inner baize door too, but tfleli'i?rht; %;;Sn w
ature.”” it warm he did not ¢ ' s . 7 P

There are yarious opinions on the merits, more or | These eyes that zleel,ﬁ?ialztfxilerﬁ'a]ie 'jf-“m: up-stairs, | SESS
less conflicting with Volumnia’s. That fair young the elass from the corridor outsid I;]"‘:.E[mm-m SHTOug
creature cannot believe there ever was any such | well. The blood has not ﬂuﬂiled' He knows them
lady, and rejects the whole history on the threshold. | suddenly and redly for ma i 1Etl mtﬂr EiR St
The majority incline to the debilitated cousin’s sen. | he recognises Lady Dedloclfy S Jong ety e o
timent, which is in few words—*'‘no business— He s:%eps into the room, and sh :
Rouncewell’'s fernal townsman.’”’ Sir Leicester | closing both the doors bﬂh',émh N e B 5
generally refers back in his mind to Wat Tyler, and | disturbance—is 1t fear or o o {11-. . Therais'a ywild |
arrang :s a sequence of events on a plan of his own. her carriage and all el unﬁ,erl.—m IPFIEYER: SRS

There is not much conversation, in all, for late | down-stairs two hour se, she looks as she looked
hours have been kept at Chesney Wold since the Isit fear, or i3 it m:? b
necessary expenses elsewhere began, and this is the | Both might? be as pal g{g’ log s JEe EAtOnHNL A
first night in many on which the family have been| ‘‘Lady De‘dl{:inck]:;’""B!P o
alone. It is past ten, when Sir Leicester begs Mr. | She does not speak at fi
I'ulkinghorn to ring for candles. Then the stream | slowly dropped Pi t ni;l rst, nor even when she has
of moonlight has swelled into a lake, and then Lady | They look at e hn ﬂh 10 easy chair by the table.
Dedlock for the first time moves, and rises, and| ** Whyh Aot ofiner, Like bwo pigtnres;
comes forward to a table for a glass of water. | sons "’ .y ave you told my story to so many per-
Winking cpuai_ns, bat-like in the candle glare crowd b Lnd Dedlock, i
zgll:;l i’n Eﬁwe _11§; Vulum_llalia) (BIT;H.}'E ready for some- | form yug thﬁt f cl'u;: J:r i‘:“,f necessary for me to in- *)

: vetter procurable) takes another ¢ :
mild sip of which contents her; Ladye lﬁ:dl;?:? ‘s ?ﬂ:?long have you known it ¢’
g;z:cfpiléﬂaelf-poase?merlf lg_nked }i;i.fter by ﬂdmiriné ki littleﬂw;?l???tm it a long while—fully known

sses away slowly own the lon ' (Y 9%

by the side of that Nymph, not at all igﬁrﬂgip;:tﬁztla. Vil %1;;: 1}:','?

as a question of contrast.
q t | He stands before her, with one hand oﬁ a chai
ar-

CHAPTER X1.I, back and the other in his old-fashioned waistcoat

and shirt-frill ;
IN MB. TULKINGHORN’ - : 1ll, exactly as he has
Mgr. TULKINGHORN ﬂmvec:rgw IB:.'ROD i | any time since her marria Bt']jmd vefofe har
s 1n his turret-room, a | politeness, the same com e, o8 same formes

i bt i e o, o il 2 1l b b, 7l TS ek
(. ) an ¢ 18 face as if | cold obj ’ : e same dar
a had discharged his mind of some grave matter, | ever %igféisizghe s S avsnce,yhigh nOtnhlfnguﬁlﬂ‘{;
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her friends know my storyalso? Is it the town-talk
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““Ts this true concerning the poor girl?

He slightly inclines and advances his head, as not

' tandine the question.
i i it A ¢ Is it true? Do

F
‘“ You know what you related.

yet ? Is it chalked upon the walls and eried in the
A lpll
SHSES?S.Anger, and fear, and shame. All three
contending. What power this woman has, to keep
these raging passions down! Mr. Tulkinghorn’s
thoughts take such form as he looks at her, with
his ragged grey eyebrows a hair’s-breadth more
contracted than usual, under her gaze. e
““ No, Lady Dedlock. That was a hypothetical
case, arising out of Sir Leicester’s unconsciously
carrying the matter with so high a hand. Butit
would be a real case if they knew—what we

know.”’ _ i
** Then they do not know 1t yet ?

**No."’ _ N |

““ Car: I save the poor girl from injury before they
know 1t 7"’ | ,

““ Really, Lady Dedlock,” Mr. Tulkinghorn re-
plies, *‘ I cannot give a satisfactory opinion on that
poiut.”’ _ : :

And he thinks, with the interest of attentive
curiosity, as he watches the struggle in her breast,
* The power and force of this woman are astonish-
mg!”’ _

** Sir,”’ she says, for the moment obliged to set
her lips with all the energy she has, that she may
speak distinctly, ** I will make it plainer. I do not
dispute your hypothetical case. I anticipated it,
and felt 1ts truth as strongly as you can do, when I
saw Mr. Rouncewell here. I knew very well that
if he could have had the power of seeing me as I
was, he would consider the poor girl tarnished by
having for a moment been, althongh most innocently,
the subject of my great and distinguished patron-
age. But, I have an interest in her; or I should
rather say—no longer belonging to this place—I
had ; and if you can find so much consideration for
the woman under your foot as to remember that, she
will be very sensible of your merecy.”’

Mr. Tulkinghors, profoundly attentive, throws
this off with a shrug of self-depreciation, and con-
tracts his eyebrows a little more.

"* You have prepared me for my exposure, and I
thank you for that too. TIs there anything that you
require of me? Is there any claim that I ‘can
release, or any charge or trouble that I can spare
my husband in obtaining his release, by certifying
to the exactness of your discovery? T will write
anything, here and now, that you will dictate. I
am ready to do it.”’

And shewould do it ! thinks the lawyer, watchful
of the firm hand with which she takes the pen !

I will not trouble you, Lady Dedlock. Pray
gpare yourself,”’

I have long expected this, as you know., I
neither wish to spare myself, nor to be spared.
You can do nothing worse to me than you have done,
Do what remains, now.’”’ i

“* Lady Dedlock, there is nothing to be done. 1
will take leave to say a few words, when you have
finiched.”’

Their need for watching one another should be
over now, but they do it all this time, and the
stars watch them both through the opened window,
Away 1 the moonlight lie the woodland fields at
rest, and the wide house is as quiet as the narrow
one. The narrow one! Where are the digger and
the spade, this peaceful night, destined to add the
last great secret to the many secrets of the Tulking-
born existence? Isthe man born yel, is the spade

o arious questions to consider, more
flfl?igﬁzfi:}ggl{i;ps?lﬂt to Fulufider, under the watching
er night. _
St%fﬂ()?pigﬁlsgggé or gx-'emurse, or any fee‘lcmg of
mine.”’ Lady Dedlock presently proceeds, {lsag
not &,Wﬂl'd. It I were not dumb, you wc;?ld be deat.
Let that go by. 1t is not for your ears. i
He makes a feint of oftering a protest, but sae
stveeps it away with her disdainful hand. :
¢« Of other and very different things I come to
speak to you. My jewels ave all in their proper
places of keeping. They will be found there. o,
my dresses. So, all the valuables I have. Some
ready money I had with me, please to say, bU:t no
large amount. I did not wear my own dress, In
order that I might avoid observation. I went, to
be henceforward lost. Make this known. I leave
her charge with you,”’ .
i :}tElxeguse me, Lﬂ.dnyedluck,” says Mr. Tulking-
horn, quite unmoved. *‘I am not sure that I under-

tand you. You went?——’
S %PTS; be losttoall here. Ileave Chesney Wold to-

icht. I go this hour.”’ ,
’ Mr. Tlﬁkiﬂghﬂl‘ﬂ shakes his head. S‘he rises ;
but he, without removing hand from chair-back or
from old-fashioned waistcoat and shirt-frill, shakes
his head. _

““What? Not go as I have said ?”’ :

““No, Lady Dedlock,” he very calmly replies.

““Do you know the relief that my disappearance
will be? Have you forgotten the stain and blot
upon this place, and where it is, and who 1t 1s "’

** No, Lady Dedlock, not by any means.”’

Without deigning to rejoin, she moves to the
inner door and has it in her hand, when he says to
her, without himself stirring hand or foot, or raising
his voice : -

"* Lady Dedlock, have the goodness to stop and
hear me, or before you reach the staircase I shall
ring the alarm-bell and rouse the house. And then
I must speak out, before every guest and servant,
every man and woman, in it.”’

He has conquered her. She falters, trembles,
and puts her hand confusedly to her head. Slight
tokens these in any one else; but when so practised
an eye as Mr. Tulkinghorn’s sees indecision for a
moment in such a subject, he thoroughly knows
its value.

He promptly says again,
hear me, Lady Dedlock,”
from which she has risen. She hesitates, but he
motions again, and she sits down.

** The relations between us are of an unfortunate
description, Lady Dedlock : but, as they are not of
my making, I will not apologise for them. The
position 1 hold in reference to Sir Leicester is so
well-known to you, that I can hardly imagine but
that I must long have appeared in your eyes the
naﬁur_&l person to make this discovery,’?

Sir,”” she returns, without looking up from the
ground, on which her eyes are now fixed. I had
better have gone. It would have been far better

not ,Po have detained me. I have no more to
8ay.

LR

*“ Have the goodness to
and motions to the chair

44 hiﬁ?,eﬂﬂ me, Lady Dedlock, if T add a little mcre

““1 wish to hear it at th
breathe where I am ”’ i

Hig jealous glance as sh

an instant’s misgiving th Bl Lo Y

thoughts to leap over,
d cornice, strike h

indow, then. I can’t

betrays
at she may have it in hgr

and dashing aoa;
oy 1ifo. ok g against ledge
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iﬂ_mse E:{[G;I.I'Sf which are cllow in the heavans—reassures

1im. y facing round as she has

o, bﬁhind ‘SEF- moved, he stands a
"* Lady Dedlock, I have not yet been able to .

to a decision satisfactory to liyself, on the c:g;:;:

before me. I am not clear what to do, or how to

act next. I must request you, in the mean time, to

keep your secret as you have kept it so 1
not to wonder that I keep it tuu'np ong, and

He pauses, but she makes no reply.

"* Pardon me, Lady Dedlock. This is an impor-

tant subject. You are honoring me with your
asvtention?”’

Wil am: !

" Thank you. I might have known it, from what
I have seen of your strength of character. I ought
not to have asked the question, but I have the habit
of making sure of my ground, step by step, as I go
on. The sole consideration in this unhappy case is
Sir Leicester.”’ _

" Then why,”” she asks in a low voice, and with-
out removing her gloomy look from those distant
stars, **do you detain me in his house ?”’

** Because he vs the consideration. Lady Ded-
~lock, I have no occasion to tell you that Sir Leicester

18 a very proud man ; that his reliance upon you is
implicit ; that the fall of that moon out of the sky,
would not amaze him more than your fall from your
high position as his wife.”’

She breathes quickly and heavily, but she stands
as unflinchingly as ever he has seen her in the midst
of her grandest company.

* I declare to you, Lady Dedlock, that with any-
thing short of this case that I have, I would as soon
have hoped to root up, by means of my own strength
and my own hands, the oldest tree on this estate, as
to shake your hold upon Sir Leicester and Sir
Leicester’s trust and confidence in you. And even
now, with this case, I hesitate., Not that he could
doubt, (that, even with him, is impossible), but that
nothing can prepare him for the blow.”’

“* Not my flight ?”’ she returned. °‘‘Think of it
again,”’

" Your flicht, Lady Dedlock, would spread the
whole truth, and a hundred times the whole truth,
far and wide. It would be impossible to save the
~ family credit for a day. It is not to be thought
of.” |

There is a quiet decision in his reply, which
admits of no remonstrance.

““When I speak of Sir Leicester being the sole
- consideration, he and the faimly credit are one.
- Sir Leicester and the baronetey, Sir Leicester and
Chesney Wold, Sir Leicester and his ancestors and
his patrimony ;> Mr. Tulkinghorn very dry here ;
- ““are, I need not say to you, Lady Dedlock, in-

separable.”’
‘“Goon!”’ & .
““ Therefore,” says Mr. Tulkinghorn, pursuing

his case in his jog-trot style, ‘‘ I have much to con-
sider. This is to be hushed up, if it can be. How can
1t be, if Sir Leicester is driven ouf of his wits, or
laid upon a death-bed? If Iinflicted this shock upon
him to-morrow morning, how could the immediate
chance in him be accounted for ? 'What could have
caused it? What could have divided you? Lady
Dedlock, the wall-chalking and the street-crying
would come on directly ; and you are to remember
that it would not affect you merely (whom 1 cannot
at all consider in thiﬁ htlzsingss), but your husband,
Lady Dedlock, your hushand.”

I—I}; aets plndnir as he gets on, but not an atom
more emphatic or animated. i

“* There is another point of view,
“ in which the case presents itself.

" he continues,
Sir Leicester 18

devoted to you almost to infatuation. He might
not be able to overcome that infatuation, even
knowing what we know. I am putting an extreme
case, but it might be so. If so, it were better that
he knew nothing. Better for common sense, better
for him, better for me. I must take all this into
account, and it combines to render a decision very
difficult.””’

She stands looking out at the same stars, without
a word. They are beginning to pale, and she looks
as 1if their coldness froze her.

** My experiencé teaches me,”’ says Mr. Tulking-
horn, who has by this time got his hands in his
pockets, and isgoing on in his business consideration
of the matter, like a machine. ‘‘ My experience
teaches me, Lady Dedlock, that most of the people I
know would do far better to leave marriage alone.
It 18 at the bottom of three-fourths of their troubles.
So I thought when Sir Leicester married, and so I
always have thought since. No more about that. I
must now be guided by circumstances. In the
meantime I must beg you to keep your own counsel,
and I will keep mine.”’

"I am to drag my present life on, holding its
pains at your pleasure, day by day ?’’ she asks, still
looking at the distant sky.

** Yes, I am afraid so, Lady Dedlock.”

*“ It is necessary, you think, that I should be so
tied to the stake ?’’

"I am sure that what I recommend is neces-
sary.’’

“*I am to remain upon this gaudy platform, on
which my miserable deception has been so long
acted, and it 1s to fall beneath me when you give the
signal ?’’ she says slowly.

** Not without notice, Lady Dedlock. I shall
take no step without forewarning yon.”

She asks all her questions as if she were repeating
t’ilem from memory, or ecalling them over in her
sleep.

““ We are to meet as usual ?”’

‘“ Precisely as usual, if yon please.’’

““ And I am to hide my guilt, as I have done so
many years?’”’

‘“ As you have done so many years. I should not
have made that reference myself, Lady Dedlock,
but I may now remind you thaf your secret can be
no heavier to you than it was, and is no worse and
no better than it was. I know it certainly, but I
believe we have never wholly trusted each other.”

She stands absorbed in the same frozen way for
some little time, before asking :

‘* Is there anything more to be said to-night #*’

“Why,”” Mr, Tulkinghorn returns methodically,
as he softly rubs his hand. ** I should like to be
assured of your acquiescence in my arrangements,
Lady Dedlock.”™

** You may be assured of 18.”

““Good. And I would wish in conclusion to
remind you, as a business precaution, in case it should
be necessary to recall the fact in any communication
with Sir Leicester, that throughout our interview I
have expressly stated my sole consideration to be Sir
Leicester’s felings and honour, and the family re-
putation, I should have been happy to have made
Lady Dedlock a prominent consideration too, if the
case had admitted of it; but unfortunately it does
not.”’

““T can attest your fidelity, sir.”

Both before and after saying it, she remains
absorbed ; but at length moves, and turns, unshaken
in her natural and acquired presence, towards the
door. Mr. Tulkinghorn opens both the doors,
exactly as he would have done yesterday, or as he

would have done ten years ago, and makes his old-
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‘oned bow as she passes out. It 18 mot an
fmﬂﬁ?ﬁy look that he receives from the handsome

'+ oes into the darkness, and it i1s not an
o e e t, though a very slight one, that

ordinary movemen
acknowledges his courtesy. But, as he reflects when

he is left alone, the woman has been putting no |
common constraint upon herself.

He would know it all the better 1f }19 saw the woman
her own room with her hair wildly thrown
from her flung back face, her hands clasped behind
her head, her figure twisted as if by pain. He
would think so all the more, if he saw the woman
thus hurrying upand down for hours, without fatigue,
without intermission, followed by the faithful step

pacing

upon the Ghost’s Walk. But he shuts out the now |y

chilled air, draws the window-curtain, goes to bed,
and falls asleep. And truly when the stars go out
and the wan day peeps into the turret chamber,
finding him at his oldest, he looks as if the digger
and the spade were both commissioned, and would
soon be digging. _ :

The same wan day peeps in at Sir Leicester par-
doning the repentant country in a majestically con-
descending dream ; and at the cousins entering on
various public employments, principally receipt of
salary ; and at the chaste Volumnia, bestowing a
dower of fifty thonsand pounds upon a hideous old
(teneral, with a mouth of false teeth like a piano-
forte too full of keys, long the admiration of Bath
and the terror of every other community. Alsointo
rooms high in the roof, and into offices in court-
yards and over stables, where humbler ambition
dreams of bliss in keepers’ lodges, and in holy matri-
mony with Will or Sally. Up comes the bright
sun, drawing everything up with it—the Wills and
Sallys, the latent vapor in the earth, the drooping
leaves and flowers, the birds and beasts and creeping
things, the gardeners to sweep the dewy turf and
unfold emerald velvet where the roller passes, the
smoke of the great kitchen fire wreathing itself
straight and high into the lightsome air. Lastly,
up comes the flag over Mr. Tulkinghorn’s uncon-
scious head, cheerfully proclaiming that Sir Leicester
and Lady Dedlock are in their happy home, and that
there is hospitality at the place in Lincolnshire,

CHAPTER XLII.

IN MR. TULKINGHORN'S CHAMBERS.

Froum the verdant undulations and the spreading
oaks of the Dedlock property, Mr. Tulkinghorn
transfers himself to the stale heat and dust of
London. His manner of coming and going between
the two places, 1s one of his impenetrabilities. He
walks into Chesney Wold as if it were next door to
his chambers, and returns to his chambers as if he
had never been out of Lincoln’s Inn Fields. He
neither changes his dress before the journey, nor
talks of it afterwards. He melted out of his turret-
room this morning, just as now, in the late twilight,
he melts into his own square.

Like a dingy London bird among the birds at
roost in these pleasant fields, where the sheep are
all made into parchment, the goats into wigs, and
the pasture into chaff, the lawyer smoke-dried and
faded, dwelling among mankind but not consorting
with them, aged without experience of genial youth,
and so long used to make his cramped nest in holes
and corners of human nature that he has forgotten
its broader and better range, comes sauntering
home. In the oven made by the hot pavements and
hoicil bﬁxﬂgiatslgg, h]f'hﬁ }Ja.}:ed himself dryer than usual ;
and he s 10 18 thirsty mind, hi :
e old.y d, his mellowed port

The lamplighter is skipping up and down his

nchorn’s side of the Flields,
of noble mysteries arrives at

He ascends the door-steps
when he encoun-

propitiatory little

ladder on Mr. Tulktl

when that high-priest

dull court-yard.
}:;fd{;:gliding into the dusky hall,

ters, on the top step, a bowing g.ud

e hat Snagsby ¢’
(99 g n g‘ ] Y
“‘ngez 1;1 I hope you u.rahwell Sir, I was just
v ir, and going home. " _
glf}i‘fyg g“ %[};;t ig it? What do you want with
me?’’

ir.”’ o ling his hat

¢« Well sir,”’ says Mr. Sna,sby, holding |
at the seide of his head, in his deference towards his
best customer. ‘1 was wishful to say a word to

ou sir.”’ _
¢ Can you say it here?”’

““ Perfectly sir.” :
“g:?,;fﬁi{t: tjlrlzn.” The lawyer turns, leans his

' ling teps, and
arms on the iron railing at the top of the s L
looks at the lamplighter lighting the court-yard.
‘“ Tt is relating,’”’ says Mr. Snagsby, In a mys-
terious low voice: ‘it is relating—not to pub oo

fine a point upon it—to the foreigner s’ :
Mr. Tulkinghorn eyes him with some surprise.

. 32
‘“ What foreigner? . .o At
““ The foreign female sir. French, 1 on

mistake? I am not acquainted with that langunage
myself, but I should judge from her manners and
appearance that she was French : anyways, certainly
foreiocn. Her that was up-stairs sir, when Mr.
Bucket and me had the honor of waiting upon you
with the sweeping-boy that night.”’

““Oh! yes, yes. Mademoiselle Hortense.”

““ Tndeed sir #’ Mr. Snagsby coughs his cough of
submission behind his hat. *‘I am not acquainted
myself with the names of foreigners in general, but
1 have no doubt it would be that.”” Mr. Snagsby
appears to have set out in this reply with some
desperate design of repeating the name; but on
reflection coughs again to excuse himself,

““* And what can you have to say, Snagsby,’’ de-
mands Mr. Tulkinghorn, ‘‘ about her ?”’

**Well sir,”” returns the stationer, shading his
communication with his hat, ** it falls a little hard
upon me. My domestic happiness is very great—
at least, it’s as great as can be expected, I’'m sure—
but my little woman is rather given to jealousy.
Not to put too fine a point upon it, she is very much
given to jealousy. And you see, a foreign female of
that genteel appearance coming into the shop, and
hovering—I should be the last to make use of a
strong expression, if I could avoid it, but hovering
sir—in the court—you know it is—now ain’t it?
I only put it to yourself sir.”

Mr. Snagsby having said this in a very plaintive
manner, throws in a cough of general application to
fill up all the blanks.

1 ** Why, what do you mean?”’ asks Mr. Tulking-
10rn,

" Just so sir,” returns Mr. Snagshy: “‘I was
sure you would feel it yourself, and would excuse
th_e reasonableness of my feelings when coupled
‘E’lﬂl the known excitableness of my little woman.

You see the foreign female—which you mentioned
her name just now, with quite a native sound I am
sure—caught up the word Snagsby that night, being
uncommon quick, and made inquiry, and got the
gilrrectmn and come at tdinner-time. Now Guster,

_young woman, 18 timid and has fit
taking fright at the foreigner’s Iouksj?wﬂit.:i 51}::;
fierce—and at a grinding manner that she has of
speaking—which is calculated to alarm a wealk mind
—gave way to it instead of bearing up against it,

and tumble? down the kitch ;
into another, such fits oa cleﬁo stairs out of one

sometimes think
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are never gone into, or come out of, in any house
but ours. Consequently there was by good fortune
ample occupation for my little woman, and only me
to answer the shop. When she did say that Mr.
Tulkinghorn, being always denied to her by his
Employer (which I had no doubts at the time was
a foreign mode of viewing a clerk), she would do
herself the pleasure of continually calling at my
place until she was let in here. Since then she has
been, as I began by saying, hovering—Hovering
sir,”” Mr. Snagsby repeats the word with pathetic
emphasis, ‘‘in the court. The effects of which
movement 1t is impossible to calculate. I shouldn’t
wonder if 1t might have already given rise to the
painfullest mistakes even in the neighbours’ minds,
not mentioning (if such a thing was possible) my
little woman. Whercas, Goodness knows,” says
Mr. Snagsby, shaking his head, *‘ I never had an
idea of a foreign female, except as being formerly
connected with a bunch of brooms and a baby, or at
the present time with a tamborine and ear-rings. I
never had, I do assure you sir !”’

Mr. Tulkinghorn has listened gravely to this com-
plaint, and inquires, when the stationer has finished,
*“ And that’s all, is 1t, Snagsby ¢’

““Why yes sir, that’s all,”’ savs Mr. Snagsby,
ending with a cough that plainly adds, *‘ and it’s
enough too=—for me.”’ |

‘““IT don’t know what Mademoiselle Hortense
may want or mean, unless she 18 mad,”’ says the

~ lawyer.

‘“ Even if she was, you know sir,”” Mr. Snagsby
pleads, ‘‘ it wouldn’t be a consolation to have some
weapon or another in the form of a foreign dagger,
planted in the family.”

‘“No,”” says the other. °‘Well, well! This
shall be stopped. I am sorry you have been in-
convenienced. If she comes again, send her here.”

Mr. Snagsby, with much bowing and short apolo-
getic conghing, takes his leave, lightened in heart.
Mr. Tulkinghorn goes up-stairs, saying to himself,
‘““ These women were created to give trouble, the
whole earth over. The Mistress not being enough
to deal with, here’s the maid now! DBut I will be
short with this jade at least !”’ _

So saying, he unlocks his door, gropes his way
into his murky rooms, lights his candles, and looks
about him. It is too dark to see much of Allegory
over-head there ; but that importunate Roman, who
is for ever toppling out of the clouds and pointing,
is at his old work pretty distinctly. Not honoring
him with much attention, Mr. Tulkinghorn takes a
small key from his pocket, unlocks a drawer in which
there is another key, which unlocks a chest in which
there is another, and so comes to the cellar-key,

with which he prepares to descend to the regions of |

old wine. He is going towards the door with a
candle in his hand, when a knock comes. :

““ Who’s this?—Aye, aye, mistress, it's you, 1s
it? You appear at a good time. I have just been
Now ! What do you want?"’

He stands the candle on the chimney-piece in the
clerks’ hall, and taps his dry cheek with the key, as
he addresses these words of welcome to Made-
moiselle Hortense. That feline personage, with
her lips tightly shut, and her eyes looking out at
him sideways, softly closes the door before reply-
111?&.1 have had great deal of trouble to find you,
sir.”’ :

-k u B

i frﬁﬁgey}?een here very often, sir. It has always
been said to me, he is not at home, he 1s engaged, Le

is this and that, he is not for yﬂ}}.”
‘“ Quite right, and quite true.

————— n—

*“ Not true. Lies!”

At times, there is a suddenness in the manner of
Mademoiselle Hortense so like a bodily spring upon
the subject of it, that such subject involuntarily
starts and falls back. It is Mr. Tulkinghorn’s
case at present, though Mademoiselle Hortense,
with her eyes almost shut up (but still looking, out
sideways), is only smiling contemptuously and
shaking her head.

" Now, mistress,”” says the lawyer, tapping the
key hastily upon the chimney-piece. *‘If you have

| anything to say, say it, say it.”’

** Sir, you have not use me well. You have been
mean and shabby.”’

" Mean and shabby, eh?”’ returns the lawyer,
rubbing his nose with the key.

“Yes. Whatis it that I tell you? You know
you have. You have attrapped me—catched me—
to give you information ; you have asked me to show
you the dress of mine my Lady must have wore
that night, you have prayed me to come in it here
to meet that boy—Say! Isitnot?’”’ Mademoiselle
Hortense makes another spring.

““You are a vixen, a vixen!”’ Mr. Tulkinzhorn
seems to meditate, as he looks distrustfully at her;
then he replies, *“ Well, wench, well. I paid you.”

** You paid me!”’ she repeats, with fierce disdain.
““Two sovereign! I have not change them, I
ref-use them, I des-pise them, I throw them from
me !’ Which she literally does, taking them out of
her bosom as she speaks, and flinging them with
such violence on the floor, that they jerk up again
into the light before they roll away into corners,
and slowly settle down there after spinning vehe-
mently.

** Now !”” says Mademoiselle Hortense, darkening
her large eyesagain. ‘‘ You have paid me? Ehmy
God, O yes!”

Mr. Tulkinghorn rubs his head with the key,
while she entertains herself with a sarcastic laugh.

**You must be rich, my fair friend,”” he com-
posedly observes, ‘‘to throw money about in that
way!”’

““I am rich,”” she returns, ‘I am very rich in
hate. Ihate my Lady, of all my heart. You know
that.’’

““ Knowit? How should I know 1t ?”’

‘“ Because you have known it perfectly, before
vou prayed me to give you that information,
B:cause you have known perfectly that I was en-
r-r-r-raged!’”’ It appears 1impossible for Made-
moiselle to roll the letter r sufficiently in this word,
notwithstanding that she assists her energetic
delivery, by clenching both her hands, and setting
all her teeth.

““Oh! I knew that, did I?” says Mr. Tulking-
horn, examining the wards of the key.

‘““ Yes, without doubt. I am not blind. Yon
have made sure of me because you knew that. Yonu
had reason! I det-est her.”” Mademoiselle Hor-
tense folds her arms, and throws this last remark at
him over one of her shoulders.

‘“ Having said this, have you anything else to say,
mademoiselle 7"’ *

‘“T am not yet placed. Place me well. Find me
a good condition! If you cannot, or do not choose
to do that, employ me to pursue her, to chase her, to
disgrace and to dishonour her. I will help you well,
and with a good will. It is what you do. Do I
not know that ¢’ ”

‘“ You appear to know a good deal,”” Mr. Tulk-
inchorn retorts.

“*Do I not? Is it that I am so weak as to
believe, like a child, that T come here in that dress
to rec-eive that boy, only to decide a little bet, a




~ blowing his nose,
- think of myself; I ask what you think of ‘the

- plaining that he is so troubled, it

« ghall learn.”
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| wager P—Eh my God, O yes ””  In this reply, down

to the word ‘“wager” inclusive, Mademoiselle has

. been ironically polite and tender ; then, has suddenly

dashed into the bitterest and most defiant scorn,
with her black eyes in one and the same moment

| very nearly shut, and staringly wide open.

<" Now, let us see,”” says Mr, Tulkinghorn, tap-
ping his chinwith the key, and looking imperturbably
at her, ‘“ how this matter stands.” :

““ Ah! Let us see,” Mademoiselle assents, with

many angry and tight nods of her head.
“yi'nug:nme here to make a remarkably modest

 demand, which. you have just stated, and 1t not

being conceded, you will come again.”

“ And again,’ says Mademoiselle, with more
tight and angry nods. “‘ And yet again. And yet
acain. And many times again. In effect, for
ever!”’ :

‘““ And not only here, but you will go to Mr.
Snagsby’s too, perhaps? That visit not succeeding
either, you will go again perhaps®"”’ _

‘““ And again,’’ repeats Mademoiselle, cataleptic

with determination. ‘‘And yet again. And yet
again. And many times again. In effect, for
ever.”’

“Very well. Now, Mademoiselle Hortense, let
me recommend you to take the candle and pick up
that money of yours. I think you will find i1t behind
the clerks’ partition in the corner yonder.”’

She merely throws a laugh over her shoulder, and
stands her ground with folded arms.

““ You will not, ¢h ?”’

*“No, I will not!”

“ So much the poorer you; so much the richer I!
Look, mistress, this is the key of my wine-cellar.
It 1s a large key, but the keys of prisons are larger.
In this city, there are houses of correction (where
the treadmills are, for women) the gates of which

. are very strong and heavy, and no doubt the keys

too. I am afraid a lady of your spirit and activity
would find it an inconvenience to have one of those
keys turned upon her for any length of time. What

do you think?”’

“I think,”” Mademoiselle replies, without any
action, and in a clear obliging voice, *‘ that you are
a miserable wreteh.”’

" Probably,”” returns Mr. Tulkinghorn, quietly
“But I don’t ask what yon

prison.’’

:' Nothing. What does it matter to me 7"’

" Why it matters this much, mistress,”’ says the
lawyer,_delﬁbemtely putting away his handkerchief,
and adjusting his frill, *“the law is so despotic
here, that it interferes to prevent any of our good
Englilsh. citizens from being troubled, even by a
lady’s visits, against his desire. And, on his com-
takes hold of th
troublesome lady, and shuts her up in prison undeita'
hard discipline. Turns the key upon her, mistress.’’
Illﬂstrntmg with the cellar key, : .

Truly ?” returns Mademoiselle, in the same
pleasant voice. ** That is droll ! But—my faith !
_—Etl]glqu}}u't L}DES 1t matter to me ?”’ .

y Tar friend,” said Mr, Tulkingh =
another visit here, or at My, Snﬂgsby?:,n ;mdm;]ii

“*In that : . :
dihans 7 case you will send Me to the prison,

** Perhaps.”

It would be contradictor ' '

, - y for one in Mad -
selle’s state of agreeable Jocularity to fna.ma ﬂ?nt?ale
mpulilzh, nbherw_lse a tlge_rish expansion thereabouts
might look as if a very little more would make her

do1t,

' says Mr. Tulkinghorn,

istress,’
{30 wand, B ‘te. but if you ever present

" .v to be unpolite, :
nﬁ?ellg ﬂ?lginvited here——or there again, I
{rill oive you over to the police. Their gallantry 1s

through
but they carry troublesome people atra;ﬁd

eat : ou :
gﬂ cfreets in an ignominious manner;

down on a board, my gﬂ?,d wench.”’
& ' rove you,’ whispers .

stretlchﬁlgl 011;1', her }fﬂ.ud, ¢ T will try if you dare to
" III

dﬂ‘}thd if »> pursues the

her, ‘‘I place you in that

locked up in jail, 1 0 S

find yourself at hbert;* again.
** T will prove you,

¢ And now,”’ proceeds the lawyer, still withon

minding her, ‘ you had _beﬂ:er go.
before you come here again.

fimes!”’
¢ Von were dismissed by your lady, you know,

Mr. Tulkinghorn observes, following

the staircase, ‘‘as the most implacable and un.

manageable of women.
and take warning by what I say to you.

mistress.”’

She goes down without answering or looking =
When she is gone, he goes down too;

behind her.
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Mademoiselle,

lawyer, without minding x
good condition of being

't will be some time before you
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' repeats Mademoisclle in her
former whisper. t’l
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Think twice,

B
““ Think you,’’ she answers, ‘* twice two hundr-ed.rg, 5
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For what
I say, I mean; and what I threaten, I will ‘doj s

and returning with his cobweb-covered bottle, de- ==
notes himself to a leisurely enjoyment of its contents: =

now and then, as he throws his head back in his} 5%
chair, catching sight of the pertinacious Roman =%

pointing from the ceiling.

CHAPTER XLIII.
ESTHER'S NARRATIVHE.

IT matters little now, how much I thought of my =

living

the peril in which her life was passed was only to be
equalled by my fears of increasing it.

unforeseen danger in her way, I could not always

conquer that terror of myself which had seized me

when I first knew the secret.

At no time did I dare
to utter her name.

I felt as if I did not even dare

mother who had told me evermore to consider
her dead. I could not venture to approach her, or = =
to communicate with her in writing, for my sense of =

| ‘ rea Knowing
that my mere existence as a living creature was an

to hear it. If the conversation anywhere, when
I was present, took that direction, as it sometimes =

naturally did, I tried not to hear—I mentally counted
repeated something that I knew, or went gut of th;

room. Iam conscious, now, that I often did these
things when there can have been no danger of her

being spoken of ; but I did them in the dread I had |

of hearing anything that might lead t
and to her betrayal thrnughgme. o bacer

It matters little now how often I recalled the tories

of my mother’s voice, wondered whethe '
ever hear it again as I so longed to do [an:i It]fgggilai
how strange and desolate it was that it should be so
new to me. It matters little that I watched for
every public mention of my mother’s name : that I

assed and repassed the door of her ' |
anmg 1t, but afraid to look at 1t ; th;? Eiieni :;:TI;
the theatre when my mother was there and saw me
and when we were so wide asunder, before the E&a
company of all degrees, that any link or confidence
betwegu us seemed a dream, If is all, all over
My lov 2as been so blest that I can reln.i;e little 015.

myself which is not a story of goodness and genero-

on,

sity in others. I may well pass that little, and g2 .
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‘When we were settled at home again, Ada and I
had mary conversations with my guardian, of which
Richard was the theme. My dear girl was deeply
grieved that he should do their kind cousin so much
wrong ; but she was so faithful to Richard, that she
could not bear to blame him, even for that. My

- guardian was assured of it, and never coupled his

name with a word of reproof. *‘ Rick is mistaken,
my dear,”’ he would say to her. * Well, well ! we
have all been mistaken over and over again. We
must trust to you and time to set him right.”

We knew afterwards what we suspected then :

G shat he did not trust to time until he had often tried

to open Richard’s eyes. That he had written to
him, gone to him, talked with him, tried every
%entle and persuasive art his kindness conld devise.

ur poor devoted Richard was deaf and blind to
all. If he were wrong, he would make amends when
the Chancery suit was over. If he were groping in
the dark, he could not do better than to do his
utmost to clear away those clouds in which so much
was confused and obscured. Suspicion and mis-
understanding were the fault of the suit? Then let
him work the suit out, and come through it to his
right mind. This was his unvarying reply. Jarn-
dyce and Jarndyce had obtained such possession of

- his whole nature, that it was impossible to place

any consideration before him which he did not—
with a distorted kind of reason—make a new argu-
ment in favor of his doing what he did. ** So that
it 1s even more mischievous,” said my guardian
once to me, ‘* to remonstrate with the poor dear
fellow, than to leave him alone.”’

I took one of these opportunities of mentioning
my doubts of Mr. Skimpole as a good adviser for

- Richard.

“ Adviser ?”’ returned my guardian, laughing.
* My dear, who would advise with Skimpole#’’
** Encourager would perhaps have been a better

- word,”’ said I.

“‘ Encourager!”” returned my guardian again.

- ** Who could be encouraged by Skimpole?’’

* Not Richard?”’ I asked.

““ No,”” he replied. *‘Such an unworldly uncalcu-
lating, gossamer creature, is a relief to him, and an
amusement. But as to advising or encouraging, or

- occupying a serious station towards anybody or any-
- thing, 1t is simply not to be thought of in such a

~ child as Skimpole.”’

** Pray, cousin John,”” said Ada, who had just
joined us, and now looked over my shoulder, ** what

- made him such a child ?”’

“*What made him such a child P’ inquired ny
guardian, rubbing his head, a little at a loss.

** Yes,”’ cousin John. | :

“Why,”” he slowly replied, roughening his head

“more and more, ‘‘he is all sentiment, and—and

susceptibility, and —and sensibility —and — and

imagination. And these qualities are not regulated

in him, somehow. Isupposethe people who admired

him for them in his youth, attached too much im-
- portance to them, and too little to any tramning that

* pecame what he is. ) |
~ stopping short, and looking at us hopefully.

would have balanced and adjusted them ; and so he
Hey ?”’ said my guardian,
““ What

do you think, you two?”

Ada, glancing at me, said she thought it was a

. pity he should be an expense to Richard.

¢ That must not be.
~ must

**Soitis,so it is,”’ returned my guardian, hurriedly.

revent it. That will never do.”’
And I said I thought it was to be regretted that

| he had ever introduced Richard to Mr. Vholes, for
- s yresent of five pounds.

Did he?”’ said my guardian, with a passing
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shade of vexation on his face. ‘‘Bnt there yov
have the man. There you have the man! There

18 nothing mercenary in that, with him. He has no
1dea of the value of money. He introduces Rick :
and then he is good friends with Mr. Vholes. and
borrows five pounds of him. He means nothing by
1t, and thinks nothing of it. He told you himself,
I'll be bound, my dear

*“O yes ! said I.

“ Exactly !’ eried my gunardian, quite triumphant.
““ There you have the man! If he had meant AnLY
harm by it, or was conscious of any harm in it, he
wouldn’t tell it. He tells it as he does it, in mere
simplicity. But you shall see him in his own home,
and then you’ll understand him better. We must
pay a visit to Harold Skimpole, and caution him on
these points. Lord bless you, my dears, an infant.
an infant !”’

In pursuance of this plan, we went into London
on an early day, and presented ourselves at Mr.
Skimpole’s door. '

He lived in a place called the Polygon, in Somers
Town, where there were at that time a number of
poor Spanish refugees walking about in cloaks,
smoking little paper cigars. Whether he was a
better tenant than one might have supposed, in con-
sequence of his friend Somebody always paying his
rent at last, or whether his inaptitude for business
rendered it particularly difficult to turn him out, I
don’t know ; but he had occupied the same house
some years. It wasin a state of dilapidation quite
equal to our expectation. Two or three of the area
railings were gone ; the water-butt was broken : the
knocker was loose ; the hell handle had been pulled
off a long time, to judge from the rusty state of the
wire ; and dirty footprints on the steps were the
only signs of its being inhabited.

A slatternly full-blown girl, who seemed to he
bursting out at the rentsin her gown and the cracks
in her shoes, like an over-ripe berry, answered our
knock by opening the door a very little way, and
stopping up the gap with her figure. As she knew
Mr. Jarndyce (indeed Ada and I both thought that
she evidently associated him with the receipt of her
wages), she immediately relented and allowed us to
pass 1n, The lock of the door being in a disabled
condition, she then applied herself to securing it
with the chain, which was not in good action either,
and said would we go up-stairs?

We went up-stairs to the first floor, still seeing
no other furmture than the dirty footprints. Mr.
Jarndyce, without further ceremony, entered a room
there, and we followed. It was dingy enough, and
not at all clean ; but furnished with an odd kind of
shabby luxury, with a large footstool, a sofa, and
plenty of cushions, an easy-chair, and plenty of
pillows, a piano, books, drawing materials, musiec,
newspapers, and a few sketches and pictures. A
broken pane of glass in one of the dirty windows
was papered and wafered over; but there was a
little plate of hothouse nectarines on the table, and
there was another of grapes, and another of sponge-
cakes, and there was a bottle of light wine. Mr. Skim-
pole himself reclined upon the sofa, in a dressing-gown,
drinking some fragrant coffee from an old china cup
—I1t was then about midday—and looking at a col-
lection of wallflowers in the balcony.

We must arrange that. I,

He was not in the least disconcerted by our ap-
pearance, but rose and received us in his usual airy
manner.,

““Here I am, you see !’ he said, when we were

seated : not without some little difficulty, the greater

part of the chairs being broken. ‘‘Here I am!
This is my frugal breakfast. Some men want legs
of beef and mutten for breakfast; I don’t. Give
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of coffee, and my claret; I
them for themselves,
There’s nothing
Mere animal

ach, my cup
ma.my P I }trlun’b want

mind me of the sun.
legs of beef and mutton.

room (or would

:ond’s consulting :
Sl his studio,’’

be, if he ever prescribed), his sanctum,

' dian to us. ] ; _
Eﬂl‘il{’neys,g’?us;i:lmiir. Skimpole, turning his bright

““ this 1 ird’ is is where
bout, ** this is the bird’s cage. This 18 W
E?;e Eirc&ulives and sings. They pluck his t_'ea.thera
now and then, and clip his wings ; but he sings, he
| {r !” L L - "
Emﬁ: handed us the grapes, repeating In his radiant
way, ‘* he sings! Not an ambitious note, but still

he sings.’’
¢ These are very

fine,” said my guardian. A
prie‘s;g;:” he answered. ‘‘No! Some amiable
gardener sells them. His man wanted to know,
when he brought them last evening, whether }1&
chould wait for the money. ‘ Really, my friend,’ I
snid. ¢ I think not—if your time 1s of anjf:a.lue to
you.” I suppose it was, for he went away.

My guargian looked at us with a smile, as though
he asked us,

“‘is it possible to be worldly with this
baby ?”’

*“'This is a day,”’ said Mr. Skimpole, gaily taking
a little claret in a tumbler, ** that will ever be re-
membered here. We shall call it the Saint Clare and
Qaint Summerson day. You must see my daughters.
I have a blue-eyed daughter who 1s my Beauty
daughter, I have a Sentiment daughter, and I have
a Comedy daughter. You must see them all.
They’ll be enchanted.”

He was going to summon them, when my guar-
dian interposed and asked him to pause a moment,
as he wished to say a word to him first. ‘‘ My dear
Jarndyce,”’ he cheerfully replied, going back to his
sofa, *“ as many moments as you please. Time 18
no object here. We never know what o’clock 1t 1s,
and we never care. Not the way to get on in life,
vou'll tell me? Certainly. But we don’t get on in
life. We don’t pretend to do it.”’

My guardian looked at us again, plainly saying,
““You hear him 7"’

““* Now Harold,” he began, ‘‘ the word I have to
gay, relates to Rick.”

**The dearest friend I have !"returned Mr. Skim-
pole, cordially. ‘‘ I suppose he ought not to be my
dearest friend, as he is not on terms with you. But he
18, I can’t help it ; he is full of youthful poetry, and
I love him. If you don’t like it, I can’t help it. I
love him.”’

The engaging frankness with which he made this
declaration, really had a disinterested appearance,
[fdi cf,ﬂli;}twated my guardian ; if not, for the moment,

" You are welcome to love him as much as you
like,”” returned Mr. Jarndyce, ‘‘ but we must save
his pocket, Harold.”’

*“Oh!” said Mr. Skimpole. ‘‘ Hispocket? Now
you are coming to what I don’t understand.” Tak-
ing a little more claret, and dipping one of the
:‘:f:l des 1n 1_1‘.1_:th shook his hfea.d, u,ntiI smiled at Ada

me with an ingenuous foreboding
cugld be made to éz:derstund. i t-lmt s
If you go with him here or there,” said my
Egzﬁfi’l’nn, plainly, *“ you must not let him pay for

"My dear Jarndyce,”’ returned DMr. Ski
his genial face irra.tﬁutred by the comicalil}fﬁpgll}‘fﬁ
idea, ** what am I to do! If he takes me anywhere
1 must go. And how can I pay? I never have n.ny;
money. If I haa any money,I don't know anything

about it. Suppose I say to a man
| Suppose the man says to me seven an

now much?
ésixpencei‘ I

] ixpence.
know nothing about seven and S1Xp

I don’t go about asking

ideration for the man. : ab :
S sixpence is in Moorish

busy people what seven and

— which I don’t understand. Why should I go about ..

asking them what seven and sixpence is in

which I don’t understand?”” ‘
¢ Well,”” said my guardian, by no means dis-

pleased with this artless reply, *‘ if you come to any

breathing the least allusion to

£ never :
money of me ( and leave the calculation to

that circumstance),
him.”” i

* My dear Jarndyce, " !
¢“T will do anything to give you i |
seems an idle form—a superstition. Besides, 1 give
you my word, Miss Clare and my dear Miss Sum-
merson, I thought Mr. Carstone was immensely
rich. I thought he had only to make over some-

returned Mr. Skimpole,
pleasure, but 1t

L

bring down a shower of money.
‘* Indeed it is not so, sir,”’ said Ada.
poor.”’ |
““ No, really?”’ returned Mr. Skimpole,

bright smile, ‘‘ you surprise me.””
‘“ And not being the richer for trusting ina rotten

reliance, Harold.”’

don’t know business. It is he who encourages me.
the brichtest prospects before me as their result,
and calls upon me to admire them. I do admire
them—as bright prospects. But I know no more
about them, and I tell him so.”’

The helpless kind of candor with which he pre-
sented this before us, the lighthearted manner in
which he was amused by his innocence, the fantastic
way in which he took himself under his own protec-
tion and argued about that curious person, combined
with the delightful ease of everything he said exactly
to make out my guardian’s case.
of him, the more unlikely it seemed to me, when he

when he was not present, and the less agreeable it

one for whom I cared.

Hearing that his examination (as he called it) was
now over, Mr. Ekimpole left the room with a radiant
face to fetch his daughters (his sons had run away
at various times), leaving my guardian quite de-
lighted by the manner in which he had vindicated
his ch}lrhsl} character, He soon came back, bring-
ing with him the three young ladies and Mrs. Skim-
gg}?,ﬂw:hi)_ hiﬂd nnge' been a beauty, but was now a

cate high-nose rall 'ing '
iistyof dsigsnrders. invalid suffering under a compll-

" This,” said Mr. Skimpole, “is my Beauty

daughter, Arethusa— : |
Kk hen Takie i plays and sings odds and ends

‘ : This 18 m
Comedy daughter, Kitty—sings a little bl:lt fimlg;

play. We all draw a little, and co |
and none of us have any idea of timenggotiinaéylfﬁle’
Mrs. Skimpole sighed, 1 thought, as if she would

have been glad to strike out this ; ‘ ]
. his 1t |
attainments, I also thought th;tmgblen :thzl;mi}:ny'

It is ime 0
possible for me to pursue the subject, with any con-.

reed,’”’ said my guardian, laying his hand emphati-
cally on the sleeve of Mr, Skimpole’s dressing-gown,
‘‘ he you very careful not to encourage him in that

He emerges from great feats of business, presents

The more I saw .

was present, that he could design, conceal, or influ-
ence anything ; and yet the less likely that appeared

was to think of his having anything to do with any-

This is my Sent |
Laura—plays o little but don't sing. - Thiy 18 3

kind of journeying with Rick, you must borrow the

thing, or to sign a bond, or a draft, or a cheque, or
a bill, or to pat something on & file somewhere, to

(1 He is

with Lis

“ My dear good friend,” returned Mr, Skimpole,
‘“ and my dear Miss Summerson, and my dear Miss -
Clare, how can I do that? It's business, and I =

R e i TR e ol o
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pressed her sigh upon my guardian, and that she
took every opportunity of throwing in another.

** It is pleasant,”” said Mr. Skimpole, turning his
sprightly eyes from one to the other of us, ‘‘and it
18 whimsically interesting, to trace peculiarities in
families. In this family we are all children, and I
am the youngest.”

The daughters, who appeared to be very fond of
him, were amused by this droll fact ; particularly
the Comedy daughter.

‘““ My dears, it is true,”’ said Mr. Skimpole, “‘is it
not? Soitis, and so it must be, because, like the
dogs in the hymn, ‘it is our nature to.’ Now, here

13 Miss Summerson with a fine administrative capa-

city,

and a knowledge of details perfectly surprising,
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" O yes, papa !”’ cried the three danghters.

“In fact, that is our family department.’’ said
Mr. Skimpole, *‘in this hurly-burly of life. We are
capable of looking on and of being interested, and
we do look on, and we are interested. What more
can we do! Here is my Beauty daughter, married
these three years. Now, I dare say her marrying
another child, and having two more, was all wrong
in point of political economy; but it was very
agreeable. We had our little festivities on those
occasions, and exchanged social ideas. She brought.
her young husband home one day, and they and
their young fledgelings have their nest up-stairs. [
dare say, at some time or other, Sentiment and
Comedy will bring their husbands home, and have

BIR LEICESTER DEDLOCK.

[t will sound very strange in Miss Summerson’s
ears, I dare say, that we know nothing about chops
in this house. DBut we don’t; not the least. We
can’t cook anything whatever. A needle and thread
we don’t know how to use. We admire the people
who possess the practical wisdom we want: but we
don’t quarrel with them. Then why should they
quarrel with us? Live, and let live, we say to them.
Live upon your practical wisdom, and let us live
upon you !”’

He laughed, but, as usual, seemed quite candid,
and really to mean what he said.

““We have sympathy, my roses,”” gsaid Mr.
Skimpole, ‘' sympathy for everything. Have we
not?'’ ‘

X

their nests up-stairs too. So we get on; we don't

know how, but somehow.’’

She looked very young indeed, to be the mother
of two children; and I could not help pitying both
her and them. It was evident that the three daugh-
ters had grown up as they could, and had had just
as little hap-hazard instruction as qualified them to
be their father’s playthings in his idlest hours. His
pictorial tastes were consulted, I observed, in their
respective styles of wearing their hair ; the Beauty
daughter being in the classic manner : the Senti-
ment daughter luxuriant and flowing; and the
Comedy daughter in the arch style, with a good deal
of sprightly forehead, and vivacious little curls
dotted about the corners of her eyes. They were
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dressed to correspond, though in a most untidy and

pegligent Way. rsed with these young ladies, and

fﬂiﬁl ?1?&%111 t:?::l:rgerfully like their father. In the

' ~ Jarndyce (who had been rubbing his
Ezixf:inﬁllf gag extegt, and hinting at a change 1n
AT L talked with Mrs. Skimpole in a corner,
~here we could not help hearmg the chink of money.
Mr. Skimpole had previously vnlpnteer?d to go home

with us, and had withdrawn to dress himself for the

purpose. _ 4 s
: “p}I}r roses,”’ he said, when he came back, ‘ take

mamma. She is poorly to-dey. By going

ﬁiﬁenfvith Mr. Jarndyce for a day or two, I shall
hear the larks sing, and preserve my amiability. It
has been tried, y?lu know, and would be tried again
f T remained at home.”
1t £I‘El‘elﬁlsmt bad man !’ said the Comedy daughter.

¢ At the very time when he knew papa was lying
down by his wallflowers, looking at the blue sky,

Laura complained. ) R
¢« And when the smell of hay was in the air! said

Arethusa. | i

“ Tt showed a want of poetry in the man, Mr.
Skimpole assented ; but with perfect good-humour.
¢ T¢ was coarse. There was an absence of the finer
touches of humanity in it! My daughters have
taken great offence,’”’ he explained to us, ""atan
honest man &

‘“ Not honest, Papa.

protested. :
““ At a rough kind of fellow—a sort of human

hedge-hog rolled up,’’ said Mr. Skimpole, ‘‘ who 1s a
baker in this meighbourhood, and from whom e
borrowed a couple of arm-chairs, We wanted a
couple of arm-chairs, and we hadn’t got them, and
therefore of course we looked to a man who had
got them, to lend them. Well! this morose person
lent them, and we wore them out. When they
were worn out. he wanted them back. He had
them back. K He was contented, you will say.
Not at all. He objected to their being worn. I
reasoned with him, and pointed out his mistake. I

Impossible!”’ they all three

=

said, ‘ Can you, at your time of life, be so head-
strong, my friend, as to persist that an arm-chair 1s a
thing to put upon a shelf and looked at? That 1t is
an object to contemplate, to survey from a distance,
to consider from a point of sight? Don’t you know
that these arm-chairs were borrowed to be sat
upon?” He was unreasonable and unpersuadable,
and used intemperate language. Being as patient
as I am at this minute, I addressed another appeal
to him. I said, * Now, my good man, however our
business capacities may vary, we are all children of
one great mother, Nature. On this blooming
summer morning here you see me’ (I was on the
sofa)  with flowers before me, fruit upon the table,
the cloundless sky above me, the air full of fragrance,
contemplating Nature. I entreat you, by our
common brotherhood, not to interpose between me
and a subject so sublime, the absurd figure of an
angry baker!” But he did,”” said Mr. Skimpole,
raising his laughing eyebrows in playful astonish-
ment; *‘he did interpose that ridicnlous figure,
and he does, and he will again. And therefore I
am very glad to get out of his way, and to go home
with my friend Jarndyce.”

It seemed to escape his consideration that Mys.
Skimpole and the daughter remained behind to
encounter the baker; but this was so old a story to
all of them that it had become a matter of course.
He took leave of all his family with a tenderness as
airy and graceful as any other aspect in which he
showed himself, and rode away with us in perfect

.oh some open doors as we went duwn-stn.irg_-__;
g:iﬂlﬁs own np.fl:rtmeut was a palace to the rest of
ouse. 4o

th% E{mld have no anticipation, and I bad none, that *
something very startling to me at the moment, and
over memorable to me in what ensued from 1it, was =
to happen before this day was out. Our guest was %
in such spirits on the way home, that I could do %
nothing but listen to him and wonder at him ; nor %
was I alone in this, for Ada yielded to the same '
fascination. As to my guardian, the wind, which &
had threatened to become fixed in the east when we
left Somers Town, veered cnm]:tletely round, hefom-_l_
we were a couple of miles from 1t. R

Whether of questionable thldlshness or mot, in 34
any other matters, Mr. Skimpole had a child’s =
enjoyment of change and bright weather. In no
way wearied by his sallies on the road, he wasin the "'}
drawing-room before any of us; and I heard him a =8
the piano while I was yet looking after my house- =
keeping, singing refrains of barcaroles and drinking . |
songs Italian and German by the score. A

We were all assembled shortly before dinner, and
he was still at the piano idly picking out in his =
luxurious way little strains of music, and talking =
between whiles of finishing some sketches of the =
ruined old Verulam wall, to-morrow, which he had =
begun a year or two ago and had got tired of ; when =
a card was brought in, and my guardian read aloud =
in a surprised voice : :

‘“ Sir Leicester Dedlock !”

The visitor was in the room while it was yet
turning round with me, and before I had the power
to stir. If I had had 1t, I should bave hurried
away. I bad not even the presence of mind, in my
giddiness, to retire to Ada in the window, or to see
the window, or to know where it was. I heard my
name, and found that my guardian was presenting
me, before I could move to a chair.

‘*“ Pray be seated, Sir Leicester.” Ry

‘“ Mr, Jarndyce,”’ said Sir Leicester in reply, as
he bowed and seated himself, ‘‘I do myself the
honour of calling here—"’

“You do me the honour, Sir Leicester.” |

*“* Thank you—of calling here on my road from
Lincolnshire, to express my regret that any cause of
complaint, however strong, that I may have against
a gentleman who—who i1s known to you and has

been your host, and to whom therefore I will make

no farther reference, should have prevented you,
still more ladies under your escort and charge, «
from seeing whatever little there may be to gratify

a polite and refined taste, at h
Vi my house, Chesney

*“You are exceedingly obliging, Sir Leicester. and
on behalf of those ladies (who ii:e present) and for
mjiftself,‘l thank you very much.”

It 1s possible, Mr. Jarndyce, that the gentle-
man to whom, for the reasons I have mentioned, I
refrain from making further allusion—it is possible,
Mr. Jarndyce, that that gentleman may have done
me the honour so far to misapprehend my character,
as to induce ({rnu to believe that you would not have
been received by my local establishment in Lincoln-
shire with that urbanity, that courtesy, which its
members are instructed to show to all ladies and
gentlemen who present themselves at that house.
ier;;z:?}y beg to observe, sir, that the fact is the re-

My guardian delicately dismi :
m!shuut making any verbaﬁ a.nﬂ::elfed i

‘It has given me pain
Leicester weightily pmuge:ieh.mr.

it has given—me—pain—to le

r. Jarndyce,”’ Sir
I assure you, sir,
arn from the house-

harmony of mind. We had an opportunity of seeing

keeper at Chesney Wold, that a gentleman who was




BLEAK HOUSE.

227

in your company in that part of the county, and
who would appear to possess a cultivated taste for
the Fine Arts, was likewise deterred, by some such
cause, from examining the family pictures with
that leisure, that attention, that care, which he
might have desired to bestow upon them, and which
some of them might possibly have repaid.”” Here
he produced a card, and read, with much gravity
and a little trouble, through his eye-glass, ‘‘ Mr.
Hirrold—Herald—Harold—Skampling—Skumpling
—I beg your pardon,—Skimpole.’’

“*This is Mr. Harold Skimpole,”
guardian, evidently surprised.

“Oh!” exclaimed Sir Leicester, ““I am happy
to meet Mr. Skimpole, and to have the opportunity
of tendering my personal regrets. I hope, sir, that
when you again find yourself in my part of the
county, you will be under no similar sense of re-
straint.”’

** You are very obliging, Sir Leicester Dedlock.
So encouraged, I shall certainly give myself the
pleasure and advantage of another visit to your
beautiful house. The owners of such places as
Chesney Wold,”’ said Mr. Skimpole with his usual
happy and easy air, *‘ are public benefactors. They
are good enough to maintain a number of delightful
objects for the admiration and pleasure of us poor
men ; and not to reap all the admiration and plea-
gure that they yield, 1s to be ungrateful to our bene-
factors.”

Sir Leicester seemed to approve of this sentiment
highly. ‘¢ An artist, sir?”’

“1%'0,” returned Mr. Skimpole.
idle man., A mere amateur.’’

Sir Leicester seemed to approve of this even
more.
to be at Chesney Wold when Mr. Skimpole next
came down into Lincolnshire. Mr. Skimpole pro-
fessed himself much flattered and honored.

*Mr. Skimpole mentioned,”” pursued Sir
Leicester, addressing himself again to my
guardian ; ‘‘mentioned to the housekeeper, who.
as he may have observed, is an old and atctached
retainer of the family—"’

(** That 15, when I walked through the house the
other day, on the occasion of my going down to visit
Miss Summerson and Miss Clare,”” Mr. Skimpole
airily explained to us.)

“*That the friend with whom he had formerly
been staying there, was Mr. Jarndyce.”’ Sir
Leicester bowed to the bearer of that name. ** And
hence 1 became aware of the circumstance for which
I have professed my regret. That this should have
occurred to any gentleman, Mr. Jarndyce, but
especially a gentleman formerly known to Lady
Dedlock, and indeed claiming some distant con-
nection with her, and for whom (as [ learn from
my Lady herself) she entertains a high respect,
does, I assure you, give—Me—pain.”’

*“ Pray say no more about it, Sir Leicester,”” re-
turned my guardian. ‘I am very sensible, as I
am sure we all are, of your consideration. Indeed
the mistake was mine, and I ought to apologise for
at.’’

I had not once looked up. I had not seen the
visitor, and had not even appeared to myself to hear
the conversation. It surprises me to find that I can
recall it, for it seemed to make no impression on me
as it passed. I heard them speaking, but my mind
was so confused, and my instinctive avoidanee of
this gentleman made his presence so distressing to
me, that I thought I understood nothing, through
the rushing in my head and the beating of my

heart.

sald my

‘*“A perfectly

*

He hoped he might have the good fortune !

said Sir Leicester, rising, ‘‘and my Laay informed
me that she had had the pleasure of exchanging a
few words with Mr. Jarndyce and his wards, on
the occasion of an accidental meeting during their
sojourn in the vicinity. Permit me, Mr. Jarn-
dyce, to repeat to yourself, and to these ladies, the
assurance I have already tendered to Mr. Skimpole.
Circumstances undoubtedly prevent my saying that
it would afford me any gratification to hear that
Mr. Boythorn had favored my house with his
presence ; but those circumstances are confined to
E;utlrgentlaman himself, and do not extend beyond
1m. "’

" You know my old opinion of him,”” said Mr.
Skimpole, lightly appealing to us. ‘“An amiable
bull, who is determined to make every colour
scarlet !”’

Sir Leicester Dedlock coughed, as if he could not
possibly hear another word in reference to such an
individual ; and took his leave with great ceremony
and politeness. T got to my own roam with all
possible speed, and remained there until I had re-
covered my self-command. It had been very much
disturbed ; but I was thankful to find, when I
went down-stairs again, that they only rallied me
for having been shy and mute before the great
Lincolnshire baronet.

By that time I had made up my mind that the
period was come when I must tell my guardian
what I knew. The possibility of my being brought
into contact with my mother, of my being taken to
her house,—even of Mr. Skimpole’s, however dis-
tantly associated with me, receiving kindnesses and
obligations from her husband,—was so painful, that
I felt I could no longer guide myself without his
assistance,

When we had retired for the night, and Ada and
I bad had our usual talk in our pretty room, I went
out at my door again, and sought my guardian
among his books. I knew he always read at that
hour ; and as I drew ncar, I saw tne light shining
out into the passage from his reading-lamp.

** May I come in, guardian?”’

" Surely, little woman. What’s the matter ?"’

““ Nothing is the matter. 1 thought I would Lhke
to take this quiet time of saying a word to youabout
myself.”’

He put a chair for me, shut his boolk, and put it
by, and turned his kind attentive face towards me,
I could not help observing that it wore that curious
expression I had observed in 1t once before—on that
night when he had said that he was in no trouble
which I could readily understand.

** What concerns you, my dear Esther,” said he
‘“concerns us all. You cannot be more ready to
speak than I am to hear.”

*“I know that, guardian. But I have such need
of your advice and support. O! you don’t know
how much need I have to-night.”’

He looked unprepared for my being so earnest,
and even a httle alarmed.

**Or how anxious I have been to speak to you,”.
said I, *‘ ever since the visitor was here to-day."

“* The visitor, mydear! Sir Leicester Dedlock 7"’

4 Yes.‘ll

He folded his arms, and sat looking at me with
an air of the profoundest astonishment, awaiting
what I should say next. I did not know how to
prepare him.

‘““ Why, Esther,” said he, breaking into a smile,
** our visitor and you are the two last persons on
earth I should have thought of connecting to-

gether !”’
‘0O yes, guardian, I know i6. And I too, but a

]

‘“ 1 mentioned the subject to Lady Dedlock,” . little while ago.”
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mile passed from his face, and he became
mTi}r]eiihan bI:efure‘ He crossed to the door to seg |
that it was shut (but I had seen to that), and resume
his seat before me,

‘“ Guardian,” said I, ‘““do you remember, when
we were overtaken by the thunderstorn, Lady Ded-
lock’s speaking to you of her sister?

““ Of course. Of course I do.” _

‘“ And reminding you that she and her sister had
differed ; had gone their several ways?"

Wiy did : dian ?”’

3 1d they separate, guardian ¢

His fxfce quite altered as he looked at me. ‘“ My
child, what questions are these ! I never knew. No
one but themselves ever did know, I believe. Who
could tell what the secrets of those two handsome
and proud women were! You have seen Lady
Dedlock. If you had ever seen her sister, you would
know her to have been as resolute and haughty as
ghe.”’ -

““ O guargdian, I have seen her many and many a
time !’’

‘‘ Seen her ¢’ _

He paused a little, biting his lip. ‘‘ Then, Esther,
when you spoke to me long ago of Boythorn, and
when I told you that he was all but married once,
and that the lady did not die, but died to him, and
that that time had had its influence on his later
life—did you know it all, and know who the lady
wasp'’

““ No, guardian,”’ I returned, fearful of the light
that dimly broke upon me. *‘ Nor do I know yet.”

“‘ Lady Dedlock’s sister.”

‘“ And why,” I could scarcely ask him, *‘ why,
guardian, pray tell me why were they parted?”’

‘“ It was her act, and she kept its motives in her
inflexible heart. He afterwards did conjecture (but
it was mere conjecture), that some injury which her
haughty spirit had received in her cause of quarrel
with her sister, had wounded her beyond all reason ;
but she wrote him from the date of that letter she
died to him—as in literal truth she did—and that
the resolution was exacted from her by her know-
ledge of his proud temper and his strained sense of
honour, which were both her nature too. In con-
sideration for those master points in him, and even
in consideration for them in herself, she made the
sacrifice, she said, and would live in it and die in it,.
She did both, I fear : certainly he never saw her.
never heard of her from that hour. Nor didany one.”’

" O guardian, what have I done !’ I cried, giving
way to my grief ; ** what sorrow have I innocently
caused !”’

“You caused, Esther ?”

*“Yes, guardian. Innocently, but most securely.
That secluded sister is my first remembrance.”’

““No, no !”’ he cried, starting.

" Yes, guardian, yes! And her sister is my
mother !”’

I would have told him all my mother’s letter. but
he would not hear it then. He spoke so tenéerly
-and wisely to me, and he put so plainly before me
all T had myself imperfectly thought and hoped in
my better state of mind, that, penetrated as I had
been with fer}e%t Frntg;uiiehtnwnrda him
many years, 1 believe ad never loved hi
dea_rly, never thanked him in m el Lagho
I did that night. And when he had taken me tomy
room and kissed me at the door, and when at last 1

lay down to sleep, my thought was how could I ever

-

through so | d
y heart so fully, as | f
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CHAPTER XLIV.
THE LETTER AND THE ANSWER.

' 1led me into his room next morning,
31113 ﬁ?eigi}uzﬁlﬁﬂhim what had been _Ieft untold on
i;he previous night. There was nothing tr._:r be done,
he said, but to keep the secret, and to avoid another
such eﬂenunter as that ::}f yesterdn.j_n He under-
stood my feeling, and entl_re_ly shared 1t. He charged
himself even with restraining Mr. Skimpole irom
improving his opportunity. One person whom he
need not name to me, it was not now possible for
him to advise or help. He wished it were ; but no

thing could be. ‘

i:lf;lm she had mentioned were wgll-fnunded, which
he scarcely doubted, he dreaded discovery. He knew
something of him, both by sight and by reputation,
and it was certain that he was a dangerous man,
Whatever happened, he repeatedly impressed upon
me with anxious affection and kindness, I was as
innocent of, as himself ; and as unable to influence.

“Nor do I understand,’”’ said he, " that any

doubts tend towards you, my dear. Much suspicion

may exist without that connexion.”

“ With the lawyer,”’ I returned. ** But two other
persons have come into my mind since I have been
anxious.”” Then I told him all about Mr. Guppy,
who I feared might have had his vague surmises
when I little understood his meaning, but in whose
silence after our last interview I expressed perfect
confidence.

“Well,”” said my guardian. °° Then we may
dismiss him for the present. Who is the other?”’

I called to his recollection the French maid, and
the eager offer of herself she had made to me.

““* Ha !”” he returned thoughtfully, ** that is a more
alarming person than the clerk. But after all, my
dear, i1t was but seeking for a new service. She had
seen you and Ada a little while before, and it was
natural that you should come into her head. She
merely proposed herself for your maid, you know.
She did nothing more.”’

'* Her manner was strange,’’ said I.

"* Yes, and her manner was strange when she took
her shoes off, and showed that cool relish for a walk
that might have ended in her deathbed,” said my
guardian. ‘“‘It would be useless self-distress and
torment to reckon up such chances and possibilities.
There are very few harmless circumstances that
would not seem full of perilous meaning, so con-
sidered. Be hopeful, little woman. You can be
nothing better than yourself; be that, through this
knowledge, as you were before you had it. It is the

best you can do, for everybody’s sak !
thisecret'with you——-"’ PRTS i
And lightening it, guardian, so much,”’ said I.

" —Will be attentive to what asses in that
fn.mlly, so far as I can observe it fraI:n my distance.
And if the time should come when I can stretch out
a band to render the least service to one whom it 18
better not to name even here, I will not fail to do it
for her dear daughter’s sake *’

; I thanked him with my whole heart. What could
ever do but thank him! I was going out at the
toor} when he asked me to stay a moment. Quickly
urning round, I saw that same expression on his
Ace again ; and all at once, I don’t know how, it

flashed OW
I understood 1t 2¢" #2d far off possibility that

1)

be busy enough, how could I ever be good enough |1 S dear Esther,” said my guardian, *“ I have

? ow in my little W“’ﬂﬁﬂuld I ever hope to be furgit: 121115 egﬂi::i} EE:.I mf thlng,}n my thoughts that I have

ul Flﬁoug of myself, devoted enough to him, and| “Tndeed ??’ Shig

::E ho:::“ ]:Iiit;: others, to show him how I blessed “I have had some difficulty in B d
d lI still have. T should mnhyit tg %irgﬁcd;ﬂb;g:;y

If her mistrust of the lawyer |
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sald, and so deliberately considered.
object to my writing it 7™

_ " Dear guardian, how could I object to your writ-
ing anything for me to read p”’

" Then see, my love,”” said he, with his cheery
smile; ‘“am I at this moment quite as plain and
casy—do I seem as open, as honest and old-fashioned,
as I am at any time 7’

I answered, in all earnestness, ‘* Quite.” With
the strictest truth, for his momentary hesitation

Would you

was gone (1t had not lasted a minute), and his fine,

sensible, cordial, sterling manner was restored.

Do I look as if I suppressed anything, meant
anything but what I said, had any reservation at
all, no matter what ?” said he, with his bright clear
€yes on mine. |

I answered, most assuredly he did not,

" Can you fully trust me, and thoroughly rely on
what I profess, Esther?”’

** Most thoroughly,”” said I with my whole heart,

" My dear girl,” returned my guardian, *‘ give
me your hand.”

He took it in his, holding me lichtly with his
arm, and, looking down into my face with the same
genuine freshness and faithfulness of manner—the
old protecting manner which had made that house
my home in a moment—said, *“ You have wrougcht
changes in me, little woman. since the winter day
in the stage conch. First and last you have done me
a world of good. since that time.”’

** Ah, guardian, what have you done for
that time !”’

** But,” said he, ‘‘ that is not to be remembered
rew.”’

"* It never can be forgotten.”’

'* Yes, Esther,” said he, with a gentle seriousness,
“it is to be forgotten now: to be forgotten for a
while. You are only to remember now. that nothing
can change me as you know me. Can you feel
guite assured of that, my dear?”

“‘1 can, and I do,” I said.

“* That’s much,’ he answered.

me since

““ That's every-

thing. But I must not take that, at a word. I will

not write this something in my thoughts, until you
have quite resolved within yourself that nothing
can change me as you know me. If you doubt that
in the least degree I will never write 1t. If you are
sure of that, on good consideration, send Charley to
me this night week—* for the letter.” But if you
ure not quite certain, never send, Mind, I trust to
your truth, in this thing as in everything. If you
ure mot quite certain on that one point, never
send !

* Guardian,” said I, T am already certain. I
can no more be chianged in that conviction, than you
can be changed towards me. I shall send Charley

for the letter.”’

He shook my hand and said no more. Nor was

-any more said in reference to this' conversation,

either by him or me, through the whole week.
When the appointed night came, I said to Charley
us soon as I was alone, ** Go and knock at Mr. Jarn-
dyce’s door, Charley, and say you have come from
me—"for the letter.”’’ Charley went up the stairs,
und down the stairs, and along the passages—the
zig-zag way about the old-fashioned house seemed
very long in my listening ears that night—and so
came back, along the passages, and down the stairs,
und up the stairs, and brought the letter. ‘‘Lay it
on the table, Charley,”’ said I. So Charley laid
it on the table and went to bed, and T sat looking
at 1t without taking it up, thinking of many things.

I began with my overshadowed childhood, and
passed through those timid days to the heavy time
when my aunt lay dead, with her resolute face so

| life there over again,

B

cold and set; and when I was more solitary with
Mrs. Rachael, than if I had bad no one in the world
to speak to or to look at. I passed to the altered
days when I was so blest as to find friends in all
around me, and to be beloved. I came to the time
when I first saw my dear girl, and was received into
that sisterly affection which was the grace and
beauty of my life. I recalled the first bright gleam
of welcome which had shone out of those Very win-
dows upon our expectant faces on that cold bright
night, and which had never paled. I lived my happy
I went through my illness and
recovery, I thought of myself so altered and of
those around me so unchanged ; and all this happi-
ness shone like a light, from one central figure,
represented before me by the letter on the table.

. T opened it and read it. It was so 1impressive in
i1ts love for me, and in the unselfish caution it gave
me, and the consideration it showed for me in every
word, that my eyes were too often blinded to read
much at a time. But I read it through three times,
before I laid it down. I had thought beforehand
that I knew its purport, and I did. It asked me
would I be the mistress of Bleak House.

It was not a love letter though it expressed so
much love, but was written just as he would at any
time have spoken to me. I saw his face, and heard
his voice, and felt the influence of his kind protect-
Ing manner, in every line. It addressed me as if
our places were reversed : as if all the good deeds
had been mine, and all the feelings they had
awakened, his. It dwelt on my being young, and
he past the prime of life : on his having attained a
ripe age, while I wag a child; on his writing to me
with a silvered head, and knowing all this so well
as to set it in full before me for mature delibera-
tion. It told me that I would gain nothing by such
a marriage, and lose nothing by rejecting it ; for no
new relation could enhance the tenderness in which
he held me, and whatever my decision was, he was
certain it would be right. But he had considered
this step anew, since our late confidence, and had
decided on taking it ; if it onli served to show me,
through one poor instance, that the whole world
would readily unite to falsify the stern prediction of
my childhood. I was the last to know what happi-
ness I could bestow upon him, but of that he said no
more : for I was always to remember that I owed
him nothing, and that he was my debtor, and for
very much. He had often thought of our future ;
and, foreseeing that the time must come, and fear-
ing that it might come soon, when Ada (now very
nearly of age) would leave us, and when our present
mode of life must be broken up, had become accus-
tomed to reflect on this proposal. Thus he made it.
If I felt that I could ever give him the best right he
could have to be my protector, and if I felt that I
could happily and justly become the dear com-
panion of his remaining life, superior to all lighter
chances and changes than Death, even then he
could not have me bind myself irrevocably, while
this letter was yet so new to me ; but, even then, I
must have ample time for reconsideration. In that
case, or in the opposite, let him be unchanged in hs
old relation, in his old manner, in the old name by
which I called him. And as to hLis bright Dame
Durden and little housekeeper, she would ever be
the same, he knew.

This was the substance of the letter ; written
throughout with a justice and a dignity, as if he
were indeed my responsible guardian, impartially
representing the proposal of a friend against whom
in his integrity he stated the full case.

But he did not hint to me, that when I had been
better-looking, he had had this same proceeding in
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: d had refrained from it.
his thoughts, an f e.and I had no
when my old face was gone rqmtm Ko el
attractions, he could love me Jus afs w el gl e
fairer days. That thﬂ_dJBOGVﬂTY_g my 4 veg v
him no shock. That his generosi Ffrﬂlfﬂ e Th {
disfigurement, and my inheritance ol s amte]:; a
the more I stood in need of such fidelity, the more
firmly I might trust in him to the last.

But I knew it, I knew it well now. It came upon
o as the close of the benignant history I had been
pursuing, and I felt that I had but one thing to dnl
To devote my life to his happiness was to thank
him poorly, and what had I wished for the other
night but some new means of thanking him?

Still I eried very much ; not only in the fulness
of my heart after reading the letter, not only in the
strangeness of the prospect—for 1t was strange
thoueh I had expected the contents—but as i
aﬂme:i‘;.hing for which there was no name or distinct
idea were indefinitely lost to me. I was very happy,
very thankful, very hopeful; but I cried very
much.

By-and-by I went to my c_}ld glass. My eyes were
red and swollen, and I said, ** O Esther, Esther,
can that be you!”’ I am afraid the face In the
glass was going to cry again at this reproach, but
I held up my finger at it, and it stopped.

““ That is more like the composed look you com-
forted me with, my dear, when you showed me such
a change ’’ said I, beginning to let down my hair.
‘“ When you are mistress of Bleak House, you are
to be as cheerful as a bird. In fact, you are always
to be cheerful; so let us begin for once and for
all.” -

I went on with my hair now, quite comfortably.
I sobbed a little still, but that was because I had
been crying ; not because I was crying then.

¢ And so, Esther, my dear, you are happy for life.
Happy with your best friends, happy in your old
home, happy in the power of doing a great deal of
good, and happy in the undeserved love of the best
of men.”’

I thought, all at once, if my guardian had married
some one else, how should I have felt, and what
should I have done! . That would have been a
change indeed. It presented my life in such a new
and blank form, that I rang my housekeeping keys
and gave them a kiss before I laid them down in
their basket again.

Then I went on to think, as I dressed my hair
before the glass, how often had I considered within
myself that the deep traces of my illness, and the
civcumstances of my birth, were only new reasons
why I should be busy, busy, busy—useful, amiable,
serviceable, in all honest unpretending ways. This
was a good time, to be sure, to sit down morbidly
and ery ! As to its seeming at all strange to me at
first (if that were any excuse for crying, which it
was not) that I was one day to be the mistress
of Bleak House, why should it seem strange? Other
people had thought of such things, if T had not.
" Don’t you remember, my plain dear,”” I asked
myself, looking at the glass, ‘‘ what Mrs. Wood-
court said before those scars were there, about your
m?l’mlmg_t—ﬁ” brought th

ernaps the name broun em to my r :
brance. The dried remﬂfns of the ﬂuierea]?lenft
would be better not to keep them now. They had
only been preserved in memory of something wholly
past and gone, but it would be better not to keep
them now.

They were in a book, and it happened to be in
the next room, our sitting-room, dividine Ada’s
chamber from mine. I took a candle, and went
softly in to fetch it from its shelf, After I had it

That | in my hand, T

- step and speak to M

saw my beautiful darling, through

the open door, lying asleep, and I stole in to klaa

o was weak in me, I know, and I could have no

ing: but I dropped a tear upon her A

reason for clgg.lng;}ther, and n.uuther.t Wgake:-t?an: I
; ithered flowers out, ana put them

s I thought about her love
indeed, Ii;]:;;e kﬁngfrs hatg ;:
' do with that. Then 1 too em into
Efyﬂtl;;gl :gﬂm? ::d burned them at the candle, and «r

they were dust 1n an instant.

|
r &

that, _
fn:n moment to her lips.

for Richard; though,

ntering the breakfast-room next morping, I =
for.?rﬁlemy guardian just as usual ; quite as frﬂ,nk,_a.__a_:sa
open, and free. There being not the least constraint =
in his manner, there was none (or 1 think there was
none) in mine. I was with him several times in the N
course of the morning, in and out, when there was RV
1o one there ; and I thought it not unlikely that he ;:.f:};;
might speak to me about the letter; but he did not A
say a word. _ :

So. on the next morning, and the next, and for
at least a week; over which time Mr. Skimpole ==
prolonged his stay. 1 expected, every day, that my Vi
cuardian might speak to me about the letter; but ,}
he never did. S

T thought then, growing uneasy, that I ought to =
write an answer. I tried over and over again 1
mv own room at night, but 1 could not write an =
answer that at all began like a good answer; so I =
thought each night I would wait one more day. =
And I waited seven more days, and he never said a = =
word. NN
At last Mr. Skimpole having departed, we three =
were one afternoon going out foraride ; and I being
dressed before Ada, and going down, came uponmy
cuardian, with his back towards me, standing at the =
drawing-room window looking out. | A

He turning on my coming in, and said. smiling,

‘“ Aye, 1it’s you, little woman, 1s it?’’ and looked out
again, e
I had made up my mind to speak to him now. In
short, I had come down on purpose. *‘‘ Guardian,’”’
I said, rather hesitating and trembling, *‘ when
would you like to have the answer to the letter
Charley came for ?”’

** When it’s ready, my dear,”’ he replied.

I think it is ready,’’ said I.

*“Is Charley to bring it ?’’ he asked, pleasantly.

““No. I have brought it myself, guardian,” I
returned,

I put my two arms round his neck and kissed him ;
and he said was this the mistress of Bleak House: *
and I said yes; and it made no difference presently,
and we all went out together, and I said nothing to
my precious pet about 1it,

CHAPTER XLYV. ‘
_ IN TRUST.
ONE morning when I had done jingling about with
my baskets of keys, as my beauty and I were walking
round and round the garden I happened to turn my
eyes towards the house, and saw a long thin shadow
gomng 1n which looked like Mr. Vholes. Ada had
been telling me only that morning, of her hopes that
Richard might exhaust his ardor in the Chancery
suit by being so very earnest in it ;.and therefore,

not to damp my dear girl’s spirits . : )
about Mr. Vholes’s Eh[EiﬂW. pirits, 1. said nothing

Presently came Charley,

the bushes, and trippine al
pretty as one of Flfp A
maid, saying. *“ O

o B

lightly winding among

: ng the paths, as rosy and

ora’'s attendants instead of my

, 1f you please, miss, would you
r. Jarndyce !’
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It was onc of Charley’s peculiarities, that when-
ever she was charged with ‘a message she always
began to deliver it as soon as she beheld, ot any
distance, the person for whom it was intended.
Therefore I saw Charley, asking me in her usual
form of words, to ‘‘ step and speak ”” to Mr. Jarn-
dyce, long before I heard her. And when I did hear
her, she had said it so:often that she was out of
breath.

I told Ada I would make haste back, and inquired
of Charley, as we went in, whether there was not a
gentleman with Mr. Jarndyce? To which Charley,
whose grammar, I confess to my shame, never did
any credit to my educational powers, replied, ¢ Yes,
miss. Him as come down in the country with My,
Richard.”’

A more complete contrast than my guardian and
Mr. Vholes, I suppose there could not be. I found
them looking at one another across a table; the one
80 open, and the other so ‘close; the one so broad
and upright, and the other so narrow and stooping -
the one giving out what he had to say in such a rich
ringing voice, and the other keeping it in such a
cold-blooded, gasping, fish-like manner; that I
thought I never had seen two people so unmatched.

" You know Mr. Vholes, my dear,” said my
guardian, Not with the greatest urbanity, I must
gay.

Mr. Vholes rose, gloved and buttoned up asusual,
and seated himself again, just as he ‘had seated
oimself beside Richard in the gig. Not having
Richard to look at, he looked straight before him,

" Mr. Vholes,”’ said my guardian, eyeing his black

figure, as if he were a bird of ill omen, ** has brought
an ugly report of our most unfortunate Rick.”’
Laying a marked emphasison most unfortunate, as
if the words were rather descriptive of his connexion
with Mr. Vholes.

I sat down between them ; Mr. Vholes remained
immoveable, except that he secretly picked at one
nf the red pimples on his yellow face with his black
glove.

" And as Rick and you are happily good friends,
I should like to know,”” said my guardian, ‘‘ what
you think, my dear. Would you be so good as to—
as to speak up, Mr. Vholes ?”’

Doing anything but that, Mr. Vholes observed :

"* I have been saying that I have reason to know,
Miss Summerson, as Mr. C’s professional adviser,
that Mr. C’s circumstances are at the present
moment 1in an embarrassed state. Not so much in
point of amount, as owing to the peculiar and
pressing nature of liabilities Mr. C has incurred, and
the means he has of liquidating or meeting the same.
I have staved off many little matters for Mr. C;
but there is a limit to staving off, and we have
reached 1it. I have made some advances out of
pocket to accommodate these unpleasantnesses, but
-~ I necessarily look to being repaid, for I do not pre-
tend to be a man of capital, and I have a father to
support in the Vale of Taunton, besides striving to
realize some little independence for three dear girls
at home. My apprehension is, Mr. C’s circum-
stances being such, lest it should end in his obtaining
leave to part with his commission; which at all
events 18 desirable to be made known to his con-
nexions.”’ _

Mr. Vholes, who had looked at me while speaking,
here merged into the silence he could hardly be said
to have broken, so stifled was his tone ; and looked
before him again. ) ]

““ Imagine the poor fellow without even his pre-
gsent regource,’’ said my guardianto me. ‘‘ Yet what
can I do? You know him, Esther. He would

pever accept of help from me, now. To offer it, k

or hint at it, would be to drive him to an extremity,
if nothing else did ’”

Mr. Vholes hereupon addressed me again.

" What Mr. Jarndyce remarks, miss, is no doubt
the case, and is the difficalty. I do not see that
anything is to be done. I do not say that anything
18 to -be done, Far from it. I merely come down
here under the seal of confidence and mention i, in
order that everything may be openly carried on,
and that it may not be said afterwards that every-
thing was not openly carried on. My wish is' that
everything should be openly carried on. I desire to
leave a good name behind me. If I consulted
merely my own interests with Mr. C, I should not
be here. So insurmountable, as you must well
know, would be his objections. This is not a profes-
sional attendance. This can be charged to nobody.
I have no interest in ibt, except as a member of
soclety and a father—and a son,”” said Vholes, who-
had nearly forgotten that point. I

It appeared to us that Mr. Vholes said neither
more nor less than the truth, in intimating that
he sought to divide the responsibility, such as'it was,
of knowing Richard’s situation., I could only
sugeest that I should go down to Deal, where-
Richard was stationed, and seée him, and try if it
were possible to avert the worst. ~Without con-
sulting Mr. Vholes on this point, I took my guardian
aside to propose it, while ' Mr. Vholés gauntly
stalked to the fire, and warmed his funeral gloves.

The fatigue of the journey formed an immediate
objection on my guardian’s part ; but as I saw he'had -
no other, and as 1 was only too happyto o, I gothis
consent.. We had then merely to  dispose -of Mr.
Vholes, ' S idie | featapecry)

" Well, sir,”” said Mr. Jarndyce, ** Miss' Summer-
son will comamunicate with Mr. Carstone: and ‘we
can only hope that his position may be vet retrieve
able. You will allow me to order you luneh after
your jouney, sir.’’ 4

"I thank you, Mr. Jarndyce,”’ said Mr. Vholes,
putting out his long black sleeve, to check the ring-
ing of the bell, **not any. I thank you, no, not a
morsel, My digestion is much impaired, and I am
but a poor knife and fork at any time. If I was to
partake of solid food at this period of the day, I
don’t know what the consequences might be. Every-
thing having been openly carried on, sir, I will now
with your permission take my leave.”’

' And I would that you could take your leave, and
we could all take our leave, Mr. Vholes,”” returned
my guardian, bitterly, ‘“of a Cause you know
ﬂf-!l '

Mr. Vholes, whose black dye was so deep from
head to foot that it had quite steamed before the
fire, diffusing a very unpleasant perfume, made a
short ene-sided inclination of his head from the neck,
and slowly shook it.

" We whose ambition 1t is to be looked upon in
the light of respectable practitioners, sir, can but put
our shoulders to the wheel. We do 1t, sir. At
least, I do it myself ; and I wish to think well of my
professional brethren, one and all. You are sen-
sible of an obligation not to refer to me, miss, in
communicating with Mr. C?”’

I said I would be eareful not to do it.

** Just so, miss. Good morning. Mr. Jarndyce,
good morning, sir.”” Mr, Vholes put his dead
glove, which gcarcely seemed to have any hand in
1t, on my fingers, and then on my guardian’s fingers,
and took his long thin shadow away. I thought of
it on the outside of the coach, passing over all the
sunny landscape between us: and London, chilling
the seed in the ground as it glided along.

Of course it became necessary to tell Ada where 1
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was going, and why I was

- jous and distressed. _
:v;ls??(:lhﬂrd to say anything but words of pity and

“and in o more loving spirit still—my
zlreuurxfl sdc;iﬁz::{s gi}ﬁl——she wrote him a long letter, of

which I took t:h:’a.rg"t'-:.l:”3 my travelling companion,

" q to )
thocél;%lfyagigure I wanted none, and would will-
infrlyﬂhave left her at home. We all went to Lon-
don that afternoon, and finding two places 1n

: cured them. At our usual be@-tlme,

Ehhemg?ﬂ;mﬁs I were rolling away seaward, with the
' tters. :

K%ttﬁw; l: night’s journey in those coach times ; but
wo had the mail to ourselves, and did not find the
night very tedious. It passed with me as I suppose it
would with most people under such circumstances.,
At one while, my journey looked hopeful. and at
another hopeless. Now I thought that I should
do some good, and mow I wondered how I
could ever have supposed so. Now it seemed one of
the most reasonable things in the world that I should
have come, and now one of the most unreasonable.
In what state I should find Richard, what I slmgld
say to him, and what he would say to me, occupied
my mind by turns with these two states of teeling ;
and the wheels seemed to play one tune (to which
the burden of my guardian’s letter set itself) over
and over again all night.

At last we came into the narrow streets of Deal :
and very gloomy they were, upon a raw misty
morning. The long flat beach, with its little
irregular houses, wooden and brick, and its litter of
capstans, and great boats, and sheds, and bare
upright poles with tackle and blocks, and loose
gravelly waste places overgrown with grass and
weeds, wore as dull an appearance as any place I
ever saw. The sea was heaving under a thick
white fog ; and nothing else was moving but a few
early ropemakers, who, with the yarn twisted round
their bodies, looked as if, tired of their present state
of existence, they were spinning themselves into
cordage.

But when we got into a warm room in an excel-
lent hotel, and sat down, comfortably washed and
dressed, to an early breakfast (for it was too late to
think of going to bed), Deal began to look more
cheerful. Our little room was like a ship’s cabin,
and that delighted Charley very much. Then the
fog began to rise like a curtain ; and numbers of
ships, that we had had no idea were near, appeared.
I don’t know how many sail the waiter told us were
then lying in the downs. Some of these vessels were
of grand size : one was a large Indiaman, just come
home : ‘and when the sun shone through the clouds
making silvery pools in the dark sea, the way in
which these ships brightened, and shadowed, and
changed, amid a bustle of boats putting off from the
shore to them and from them to the shore, and a
general life and motion in themselves and everything
around them, was most beautiful.

The large Indiaman was our
cause she had come into

She was surrounded by

But she was too true

great attraction, be-
the Downs in the night,

boats; and we said L
glad the people on board of her must be to cufn‘:
ashore, C{;mrley was curious,
voyage, and about the heat in India, and
serpents and the tigers; and as she picked up EEEE
information much faster than grammar, I told her
what I knew on those points. I told her, too, how
people in such voyages were sometimes wrecked
and cast on rocks, where they were saved by the
intrepidity and humanity of one man. And Charley

asking how that could be, I to]
homs of such a case, dher how we kney at

ooing ; and of course she |

too, about the |

I had thought
ing I was there,

barracks I was a '
feasible, but we went out to reconnoitre.

in at the gate of the
thing very quie
asked a serjean

where he lived. _
who went up some bare stairs,

—uckles at a door, and left us. s
Ln‘?%ﬂe; ?hen " oried Richard, from within.

left Charley in the little passage,
half-open door, said, “‘pau I come
It’s only Dame Durden.

Peeping

He was writing at a table, with a great confusion

of clothes, tin cases, books, boots, brushes, and

teaus. strewn all about the floor. He was =
Dl dre clothes, I observed, not
was unbrushed, and he

only half-dressed—in plain
in uniform—and his hair ‘
looked as wild as his room. All this I saw after he

had heartily welcomed me, and I was seated near =
him, for he started upon hearing my voice and |
Dear '.'-1:1
Down to

caught me in his arms in a moment.
Richard! He was ever the same to me.
—ah, poor poor fellow!—to the end, he never re-
ceived me but with something of his old merry

boyish manner. : o
“ Good Heaven, my dear little woman,’” said he,

of seeing you! Nothing the matter?

 well 2"

‘““ Quite well. Lovelier than ever, Richard !"’

‘““Ah !’ he said, leaning back in his chair.
‘“My poor cousin ! I was writing to you, Esther."

So worn and haggard as he looked, even in the
fulness of his handsome youth, leaning back in his

I chair, and erushing the closely written sheet of paper

in his hand !

*“Have you been at the trouble of writing
that, and am I not to read it after all ?’’ I asked.

““Oh my dear,”” he returned, with a hopeless
gesture. '* You may read it in the whole room. Ik
1s all over here.”

I mildly entreated him not to be despondent. I

all

told him that I had heard by chance of his being in
difficulty, and had come to consult with him what

could best be done.

- ** Like you, Esther, but useless, and so not like

you!’’ said he with a melancholy smile. *‘I am
away on leave this day—should have been gone in
another hour—and that is to smooth it over, for my
selling out. Well! Let bygones be byoones. So
this calling follows the rest. I only want to have

been in the church, to have made the round of all
the professions.”’

“ Richard,” I urged,
that.”

'* Esther,”’

it 1s not so hopeless as

he returned, ‘‘it is indeed. I am

| Just so near disgrace as that those who are put in

authority over me (as the catechism goes) would far
rather be without me than with me. And they are
right. Apart from debts and duns, and all such
drawbacks, I am not fit even for this employment.

have no care, no mind, no heart, no soul, but for
one thing, Why, if this bubble hadn’t broken
p,ntw, he said, tearing the letter he had written
En_ﬂ frngzﬂents, and moodily casting them away, by

riblets, ‘*“ how could I have gone abroad? I must
l;uve been ordered abroad: but how could T have
gone? How could I, with my experience of that

thi :
balcllla:gf” trust even Vholes unless I was at his

I suppose he knew

b.
to say, but he cangrht y my face what I was about

the band I had laid upon his

of sending Richard a note, say.
but it seemed so much better t5

' ‘thout preparation. As he lived i
B pel ﬂulitlzle doubtful whether this wag

J.

barrack yard, we found every.
t at that time in the morning ; and [
t standing on the guardhouse-steps,

He sent a man before to show me
and knocked with his

: Sol &
and going outothe
in, Richard,

| ““ how do you come here? Who could have thought
Ada is




gue.
out of my road for any other.
to abandon it now, after all the time, anxiety, and
pains I have bestowed upon it !

| —
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arm, and touched my own lips with it to prevent me |

from going on,

‘* No, Dame Durden!

must forbid.

Two subjects I forbid—
The first is John Jarndyce.

second, you know what. Call it madness, and I tell

you I can’t help it now, and can’t be sane.
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is no such thing ; it is the one object I have to pur-

I ever was prevailed upon to turn
It would be wisdom

It is a pity

The

[

But 1t '

It would be very agreeable, too, to some people ; bu#
I never will.”’

He was in that mood in which I thought it best
not to increase his determination (if anything could

increase it) by opposing him, I took out Ada’s
letter, and put it in his hand,
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TOM-ALL-ALONE'S,

O yes, true wisdom.

resting his head upon his hand, began.

read far, when he rested his head upon his two
hands—to hide his face from me.

‘“Am I to read 1t now?'’ he asked.
As I told him yes, he laid it on the table, and,
Heo had not

In a Little while
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but that will swell it,

m— i —

he rose as if the light were bad, and went to the

window. He finished reading 1t therg,_with his
back towards me ; and, after he had finished and

had folded it up, stood there for some minutes with '

the letter in his hand. When he came back to his
chair, I saw tears in his eyes.

“ Of course, Esther, you know what she says
here?’ He spoke in a softened voice, and kissed

the letter as he asked me.

““ Yes, Richard.” ' _
¢ Offers me,”’ he went on, tapping his foot upon

the floor, ¢ the little inheritance she is certain of sO
soon—just as little and as much as I have wasted—
and begs and prays me to take it, set myself right
with it, and remain in the service.’’ :

““1 know your welfare to be the dearest wish of
her heart,” said I. ‘‘And O, my dear Richard,
Ada’s is a noble heart I’ 4

‘1 am sure it is. I—I wish I was dead !’

He went back to the window, laying his arm
across it, leaned his head down on his arm. It
areatly affected me to see him 80 but I hoped he
might become more yielding, and 1 remained silent.
My experience was very limited ; I was not at
prepared for his rousing himself out of this emotion
to a new sense of injury.

‘ And this is the heart that the same John Jarn-
dyce, who is not otherwise to be mentioned between
us, stepped in to estrange from me,’’ said he, indig-
nantly. ‘‘And the dear girl makes me tins
generous offer from under the same John Jarndyce’s
roof, and with the same John Jarndyce's gracious
consent and connivance, I dare say, as & new means
of buying me off.”

““ Richard !> T cried ont, rising hastily, ‘I will
not hear you say such shameful words!” I was
very angry with him indeed, for the first time in my
life: b.. it only lasted a moment. When I saw his
worn young face looking at me, as if he were sorry,
I put my hand on his shoulder, and said, ** It you
please, my dear Richard, do not speakin such a tone
to me. Consider!”

He blamed himself exceedingly ; and told me in
the most generous manner, that he had been very
wrong, and that he begged my pardon a thousand
times. At that I laughed, but trembled a little too,
for 1 was rather fluttered after being so fiery.

‘“To accept this offer, my dear Esther,’” said he,
sitting down beside me, and resuming our conver-
sation,—** once more, pray, pray, forgive me; I am
deeply grieved—to accept my dearest cousin’s offer
is, I need not say, impossible. Besides, I have
letters and papers that I could shew you, which
would convinee you it is all over here. I have done
with the red coat, believe me. But it is some
satisfaction, in the midst of my troubles and per-
plexities, to know that I am pressing Ada’s inte-
rests in pressing my own. Vholes hags his shoulder
to the wheel, and he cannot help urging it on as
much for her as for me, thank God !”’
~ His sanguine hopes were rising within him, and
lighting up his features, but they made his face
more sad to me than it had been before.

_ ** No, no!” cried Richard, exultingly. “ If every
farthing of Ada’s fortune were mine, no part of it
should be spent in retaining me in what I am not
fit for, can take no interest in, and am weary of
It should be devoted to what promises a better rel
turn, and should be used where she has a larger
stake. Don’t be uneasy for me! I shall now have

only one thing on my mind, and Vholes and I will

work it. I shall not be without means. Free of
my commission, I shall be able to compound with
some small usurers, who will hear of nothing but
their bond now—Vholes says so. I should have a

vor any way,

| balance 1 7 ff;z'ﬂu shall carry a letter to Ada from
be more

]
Come, come and you must both of you

Eﬁ;ef]ﬁtélfei;le, nd not believe that I am quite cast

it was tiresome, and nobody

t that it was at all wise,
E:;uﬂ?:?u't. He heard it patiently and

I saw, that on the two subjects

It only came from
feelingly ; but

t present hopeless to m \ resen
:Eﬂiig.p I saw too, and had experienced in this very

- terview, the sense of my gu
it was even more m;schmvuua
him than to leave him as he was.

Therefore 1
if he would mind
all over there, as
his mere lmpression.
tation a correspondence ma
his retirement was arranged. I found, from what
he told me, that Mr. Vholes had copies of these
papers, and had been in consultation with him
throughout. Beyond ascertaining this, and having
been the bearer of Ada’s letter, and being (as I was
ooing to be) Richard’s companion back to London.
I had done no good by coming down. Admitting
this to myself with a reluctant heart, I said I would
return to the Hotel and wait until he joined me |
there : so he threw a cloak over his shoulders and
saw me to the gate, and Charley and 1 went back

along the beach. _ |
There was & concourse of people in one spot, sur-

convincing me that it really was

rounding some naval officers who were landing from = =

a boat, and pressing about them with unusual inte-
rest. I said to Charley this would be one of the
r,frreli::t Indiaman’s boats now, and we stopped to
ook.

The gentlemen came slowly up from the water-
side, speaking good-humoredly to each other and to
the people around, and glancing about them as if
ther were glad to be in England again. *' Charley,
Charley !”’ said I, *‘ come away!”” And I hurried
on so swiftly that my little maid was surprised.

It was not until we were shut up in our cabin-
room, and I had had time to take breath, that I
began to think why I had made such haste. In one
of the sun-burnt faces I had recognised Mr. Allan
Woodcourt, and I had been afraid of his recognis-
ing me. I had been unwilling that he should see
my altered looks. Ihad been taken by surprise, and
my courage had quite failed me,

But I knew this would not do, and I now said to
myself, *“ My dear, there is no reason—there is and
there can be no reason at all—why it should be
worse for you now, than it ever has been. What
you were last month, you are to-day; you are no
worse, you are no better. This is not your resolu- -
tion; call it up, Esther, call it up!”’ I was in a
Erniitletl::}mb{e—with lziun%ing—-nnd at first was quite

calm myself ; but I {
ve}]':‘yhglad tE knuvz i got better and I was
e party came to the hotel. I h
speaking on the staircase. I was sure eﬁria:hfli
B_ﬂ_lIﬂB gentlemen because I knew their voices again
i ?‘Ein I knew Mr. Woodcourt’s. It would still
withnutezul Ekgrﬁat relief to me to have gone away
iasA Tt m(i-: myself known, but I was deter-
g 0 do so. " No my dear, no. No, no,

I untied my bonnet and ]
. put my veil half 3
think I mean half down, but it nfntters ?eryli?izae

—and wrote on one of m
i L my cards that I h d to
be there with Mr. Richard Carstone ; n,nﬂtiplllmﬂiit it

i to Mr. Woodcourt, He came immediately.

is to suppose for a
he had reserved, it =
ake any representation =

ardian’s remark that =8
to use persuasion with =

was driven at last to asking Richard
he had said, and that it was not.

He showed me without hesi-- =
king it quite plain that ==
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told him I was rejoiced to be by chance among the |

first to welcome him home to England. And I saw
that he was very sorry for me.

" You have been in shipwreck and peril since yon
left us, Mr. Woodcourt,”" said I, *‘but we can
hardly call that a misfortune which enabled you to
be so useful and so brave. We read of it with the
truest interest. It first came to my knowledge
through your old patient poor Miss Flite, when I
was recovering from my severe illnesgs.”

“ Ah ! little Miss Flite !’”” he said. She lives the
same life yet ?”’

'* Just the same.”’

1 was so comfortable with myself now, as not to
mind the veil, and to be able to put it aside.

"* Her gratitude to you, Mr. Woodcourt, is de-
hightful. She is a most affectionate creature, as I
have reason to say.”

" You—you have found her so?’’ he returned.
“I—I am glad of that.”” He was so very sorry for
me that he could scarcely speak.

““I assure you,”” said I, ““that I was deeply
touched by her sympathy and pleasure at the time
1 have referred to.”’

‘]]“"I was grieved to hear that you had been very
1 -!'J

““I was very ill.”’

'* But you have quite recovered "’

*“I have quite recovered my health and my cheer-
fulness,”” said I. ‘“You know how good my
guardian is, and what a happy life we lead ; and I
have everything to be thankful for, and nothing in
the world to desire,”’

I felt asif he had greater commiseration for me
than I had ever had for myself. It inspired me with
new fortitude, and new calmness, to find that i1t was
I who was under the necessity of reassuring him, I
spoke to him of his voyage out and home, and of his
future plans, and of his probable return to India.
He said that it was very doubtful. He had not found
bimself more favoured by fortune there, than here.
He had gone out a poor ship’s surgeon, and had
come home nothing better. While we were talking,
and when I was glad to believe that I had allevi-
ated (if I may use such a term) the shock he had
had in seeing me, Richard came in. He had heard
down-stairs who was with me, and they met with
cordial pleasure.

I saw that after their first greetings were over,
and when they spoke of Richard’s career, Mr.
Woodcourt had a perception that all was not going
well with him. He frequently glanced at his face,
as if there were something init that gave him pain ;
and more than once he looked towards me, as though
he sought to ascertain whether 1 knew what the
truth was. Yet Richard was in one of his sanguine
states, and in good spirits; and was thoroughly
pleased to see Mr. Woodcourt again, whom he had
always liked.

Richard proposed that we should go to London
together ; but Mr. Woodcourt having to remain by
his ship a little longer, could not join us. He
dined with wus, however, at an early hour; and
became so much more like what he used to be, that
I was still more at peace to think I had been able to
soften his regrets. Yet his mind was not relieved
of Richard. When the coach was almost ready,
and Richard ran down to look after his luggage, he

ke to me about him. .
EP{; was not sure that I had a right to lay his whole

story open; but I referred in a few words to his
estringement from Mr. Jarndyce, and to his being
entangled in the ill-fated Chancery swmt. M.
Woodcourt listened with interest and ‘expressed his

regret.
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““ 1 saw you observe him rather closely,”” said I.
"* Do you think him so changed "’

** He is changed,’’ he returned, shaking his head.

I felt the blood rush into my face for the first
time, but it was only an instantaneous emotion. I
turned my head aside, and it was gone.

** It is not,”’ said Mr. Woodcourt, ‘‘ his being so
much younger or older, or thinner or fatter, or
paler or ruddier, as there being upon his face such a
singular expression. I never saw so remarkable a
look in a young person. One cannot say that it is
all anxiety, or all weariness ; yet it is both, and like
ungrown despair.”’

"* You do not think he is ill?”’ said 1.

No. He looked robust in body.

'* That he cannot be at peace in mind, we have
too much reason to know,” I proceeded. ‘‘Mr.
Woodcourt, you are going to London ?”’

** To-morrow or the next day.”

* There is nothing Richard wants so much as a
friend. He always liked you. Pray see him when
you get there. Pray help him sometimes with your
companmonship, if you can. You do not know of
what service it might be. You cannot think how
Ada, and Mr. Jarndyce, and even I—how we should
all thank you, Mr. Woodcourt !”’

‘“ Miss Summerson,”” he said, more moved than
| he had been from the first, ‘‘ before Heaven, I will
be a true friend to him! I will accept him as a
trust, and it shall be a sacred one!’’

*“God bless you!”’ said I, with my eyes filling
fast; but thought they might, when it was not for
myself. *‘‘ Ada loves him—we all love him, but Ada
loves him as we cannot. I will tell her what you
say. Thank you, and God bless you, in her
name !”’
| Richard came back as we finished exchanging
these hurried words, and gave me his arm to take
me to the coach.

““Woodcourt,”” he said, unconscious with what
application, *‘ pray let us meet in London !’

** Meet ?’’ returned the other. ‘‘I have scarcely
a friend there now but you. Where shall I find
your”’

** Why, I must get a lodging of some sort,”’ said
Richard, pondering. *‘ Say at Vholes’s, Symond’s
Inn.”

““Good! Without loss of time.”’
| They shook hands heartily. When I was seated
in the coach, and Richard was yet standing in the
street, Mr. Woodcourt laid his friendly hand on
Richard’s shoulder, and looked at me. I understood
him, and waved mine in thanks.

And in his last look as we drove away, I saw that
Le was very sorry for me. I was glad to see 1it.
I felt for my old self as the dead may feel if they
ever revisit these scenes. I was glad to be tenderly
' remembered, to be gently pitied, not to be quite for-
gotten.

e T s

CHAPTER XLVI.

STOP HIM !

DAREKNESS rests upon Tom-all-Alone’s, Dilating
and dilating since the sun went down last night, it
has gradually swelled until it fills every void in the
place. For a time there were some dungeon lights
burning, as the lamp of Life burns in Tom-all-
Alone’s, heavily, heavily, in the nauseous air, and
winking—as that lamp, too, winks in Tom-all-
Alone’s—at many horrible things. But they are
blotted out. The moon has eyed Tom with a dull
cold stare, as admitting some puny emulation of
herself in his desert region unfit for life and blasted
| by volcanic fires; but she has passed on, and 18
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I ke s the matter ?”’
1 iy 1 ' fEITIEL]. W]-lﬂ*{': lh * B
. The blackest nightmare in the i ¢« Nothing, sir-
gf:ﬂfles grazes on Tom-all-Alone’s, and Tom is fast| Ig::ﬂ,‘t you make them hear? Do you want to be
BRlbeD, let in?”’

: : th
Much michty speech-making there has been, bo
in and 4|:1r111:g1::|rf}r ;’pa.rliament, concerning Tom, “-“‘-z
much wrathful disputation how Tom shall be go
rvight. Whether he shall be put into the main roa r
by constables, or by beadles, or by bell-ringing ,tﬂ
by force of figures, or by correct principles of taste,
or by high church, or by low churqh,‘ or by : no
church ; whether he shall be set to splitting trubise;s
of polemical straws with the crooked kmnife nf'_lls
mind, or whether he shall be put to stone-breaking
instead. In the midst of which dust and noise,
there is but one thing perfectly clear, to wit, that
Tom only may and can, or shall and will, be re-
claimed according to somebody’s theory but nobody’s
practice. And in the hopeful meantime, Tom goes
to perdition head foremost in his old determined
spirit. _ X

But he has his revenge. Even the winds are his
messengers, and they serve him in thei-:te hours of
darkness. There is not a drop of Tom's gﬁrrupted
blood but propagates infection and contagion some-
where. It shall pollute, this very night, the choice
stream (in which chemists on analysis would find
the genuine nobility) of a Norman house, and his
Grace shall not be able to say Nay to the infamous
alliance. There is not an atom of Tom’s slime, not
a cubic inch of any pestilential gas in which he
lives, not one obscenity or degradation about him,
not an ignorance, not a wickedness, not a brutality
of his committing, but shall work its retribution,
through every order of society, up to the proudest
of the proud, and to the highest of the high. Verily,
what with tainting, plundering, and spoiling, Tom
has his revenge.

It is a moot point whether Tom-all-Alone’s be
uglier by day or by night; but on the argument
that the more that 1s seen of it the more shocking
it must be, and that no part of it left to the 1magi-
nation i1s at all likely to be made so bad as the
reality, day carries it. The day begins to break
now; and in truth it might be better for the
national glory even that the sun should sometimes
set upon the British dominions, than that it should
ever rise upon so vile a wonder as Tom.

A brown sunburnt gentleman, who appears in
some inaptitude for sleep to be wandering abroad
rather than counting the hours on a restless pillow,
strolls hitherward at this quiet time. Attracted by
curiosity, he often pauses and looks about him, up
and down the miserable byways. Nor is he merely
curious, for in his bright dark eye there is compas-
sionate interest ; and as he looks here and there, he
seems to understand such wretchedness, and to have
studied it before.

On the banks of the stagnant channel of mud
which 18 the main street of Tom-all-Alone’s, nothing
18 to be seen but the crazy houses, shut up and
silent, No waking creature save himself appears,
except in one direction where he sees the solitary
figure of a woman sitting on a doorstep. He walks
that way. Approaching, he observes that she has
journeyed a long distance, and is footsore and
travel-stained. She sits on the doorstep in the
manner of one who is waiting, with her elbow on

~ her knee and her head upon her hand. Begide her

18 a canvas bag, or bundle, she has carried. She is
dozing probably, for she gives no heed to his steps
48 'i‘]ﬁ cobmai tnv;ars%s her._

e broken footway 18 80 narrow. that
Allan Woodcourt comes to where the’womantli]tﬁan
he has to turn into the road to pass her. Lookine
down at her face, his eye meets hers, and he stcrps.n

d | returns.

¢ T'm waiting till they ;
a lﬂgﬁug?imuse—-not Lere,” the woman patiently

sun here presently to warm me.
“T am afraid you are tired.

ittine in the street.” : 2
e ;S_Phﬂnﬂ you, sir. Itdon't matter.

it in him of speaking to t_«he poor, n_.nﬁ: of
[L"E’i(ﬂﬁgl patronage or condescension, or chﬂdlslll. =
‘»h is the favourite device, many peopld =
et b tlety to talk to them like ==

little spelling books), has put him on good terma.j;._l{_'

deeming it quite a sub

with the woman easily.

¢4 look at vour forehead,”’ he says, bending
k05,108,009 v Don't be afraid, TS

down. ‘I am a doctor. I
wouldn’t hurt you for the world.

T -I
- —
+

zet up at another house—

-
3} JII-
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‘I'm waiting here because there will be L

I am sorry to sece
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He knows that by touching her with his skilful-;_.'-"

and accustomed hand, he can soothe her yet more = =

readily.

She makes a slight objection, saying, =

““ T’s nothing ;"’ but he has scarcely laid his fingers

light.
‘“ Aye!

This must be very sore.”’ |

““Tt do ache a little, sir,’’ returns the woman, ;

with a started tear upon her cheek.

handkerchief won’t hurt you."

““ O dear no sir, I'm sure of that!"
having carefully examined 1t and gently pressed i%
with the palm of his hand, takes a small case from
his pocket, dresses it, and binds it up. While he 13
thus employed, he says, after laughing at his estab-
lishing a surgery in the street :

“ And so your husband is a brickmaker ?"’

‘““ How do you know that, sir?’’ asks the woman,
astonished.

““*Why, I suppose so, from the color of the clay
upon your bag and on your dress. And I know
brickmakers go about working at piecework in dif.
ferent places. And I am sorry to say I have known
them cruel to their wives too,”’

The woman hastily lifts up her eyes as if she
would deny that her injury is referable to such a
cause. But feeling the hand upon her forehead,
and seeing his busy and composed face, she quietly
drops them again.

"* Where is he now ?”’ asks the surgeon.

"“He got into trouble last night, sir; but he’ll -*‘j

look for me at the lodging-house.’’

W He will get into worse trouble if he often mis-
uses his large and hea
it here. But you forgive him, brutal as he is,
and I say no more of him, except that I wish he
deserved it. You have no young child?’’ |

The woman shakes her head.
muile% sir, but it's Liz’s.”’

~ Your own is dead. Isee! Poor little thing !

By tlﬁs time he has finished, and is putting upghiﬂ
case. " 1 suppose you have some settled home. Is

1t far from here?’’ he asks, good-humoredly makin
light of what he has dﬂneg, as she ';Eetsylrll; an

curtseys.
“It’s a good two or three-and-twenty mile from
here, sir. At Saint Albans., You jl’:n-::mir Sain?

Al i & L
Fﬂtl:ﬂ:iniff Pﬂri’ I thought you gave a start like, as tf

* Yes, T know something of it. And now I will

ask you a question in return.

your lodging ' Hayve you money for

A bad bruise. and the skin sadly broken: t

““ Let me try to make it more comfortable. My =

He cleanses the injured place and dries it; and

hand as he has misused

**One as I calls  *

on the wounded place when she lifts it up to the
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““Yes, sir,”” she says, ‘“‘ really and truly.” And|why I don’t 2o and make a hole in the water, I'm

she shows it. He tells her, in acknowledgment of
her many subdued thanks, that she is very welcome,
gives her good day, and walks away. Tom-all-
Alone’s 1s still asleep, and nothing is astir.

Yes, something is! As he retraces his way to the
point from which he descried the woman at a dis-
tance sitting on the step, he sees a ragged figure
coming very cautiously along, crouching close to
the soiled walls—which the wretchedest figure might
as well avoid—and furtively thrusting a hand before
1t. It is the figure of a youth, whose face is hollow,
and whose eyes have an emaciated glare. He is so
intent on getting along unseen, that even the appari-
tion of a stranger in whole garments does not tempt
him to lookx back. He shades his face with his
ragged elbow as he passes on the other side of the
way, and goes shrinking and creeping on, with his
anxious hand before him, and his shapeless clothes
hanging in shreds. Clothes made for what purpose,
or of what material, it is impossible to say. They
look, in color and in substance, like a bundle of rank
leaves of swampy growth, that rotted long ago.

Allan Woodcourt pauses to look after him and
note all this, with a shadowy belief that he has seen
the boy before. He cannot recall how, or where;
but there is some association in his mind with such
a form. He imagines that he must have seen it in
some hospital or refuge; still, cannot make out
why it comes with any special force on his remem-
brance.

He is gradually emerging from Tom-all-Alone’s
in the morning light, thinking about it, when he
hears running feet behind him ; and looking round,
sees the boy scouring towards him at great speed,
followed by the woman.

** Stop him, stop him !’ cries the woman, almost
breathless. ** Stop him, sir!”

He darts across the road into the boy’s path, but
the boy is quicker than he—makes a curve—ducks—
dives under his hands—comes up half-a-dozen yards
beyond him, and scours away again. Still, the
woman follows, crying, * Stop him, sir, pray stop
him !”’ Allan, not knowing but that he has just
robbed her of her money, follows in chase, and runs
so hard, that he runs the boy down a dozen times ;
but each time he repeats the curve, the duck, the
dive, and scours away again. To strike at him, on
any of these occasions, would be to fell and disable

him ; but the pursuer cannot resolve to do that;

and so the grimly ridiculous pursuit continues. At
last the fugitive, hard-pressed, takes to a narrow
passage, and a court which has no thoroughfare.
Here, against a hoarding of decaying timber, he 1s
brought to bay, and tumbles down, lying gasping at
his pursuer, who stands and gasps at him until the
woman comes up.

““0 you, Jo!” cries the woman. * What? 1
have “ound you at last!” : :

““ Jo.”” repeats Allan, looking at him with atten-
tion, ““Jo! Stay. To be sure! 1 recollect this
lad some time ago being brought before the
coroner.’’ ; :

““ Yes, I see you once afore at the Inkwhich,’
whimpers Jo. ‘‘ What of that? Can’t you never
lot such an unfortnet as me alone?  An’t I unfort-
net enough for you yet? How unfortnet do you
want me fur to be? I've been a chivied and a
chivied, fust by one on you and nixt by another on
you, till I'm worrited to skins and bones. The Ink-
which warn’t my fault.
wery good to me, he wos; he wos the only one 1
knowed to speak to, as ever come across my crossing.
Tt an’t wery likely I should want him to ]:39 Ink-
which’d. I only wish I wos, myself. I don t know

I done nothink.  He wos |

sure I don’t.”’

He says it with such a pitiable air, and his grimy
tears appear so real. and he lies in the corner up
against the hoarding so like a growth of fungus or
any unwholesome excrescence produced there in
neglect and impurity, that Allan Woodcourt is
softened towards him. He says to the woman,
** Miserable creature, what has he done ?"’

To which she only replies, shaking her head at
the prostrate figure more amazedly than angrily:
" O you Jo, you Jo. I have found you at last!"’

" What has he done?’” says Allan. °* Has he

robbed you ?”’
"* No sir, no. Robbed me? He did nothing but

wfh_f:&t,wus kind-hearted by me, and that’s the wonder
of 1t.”’

Allan looks from Jo to the woman, and from the
woman to Jo, waiting for one of them to unravei the
riddle.

““But he was along with me, sir,”” says the
woman,—*‘ O you Jo !—he was along with me, sir,
down at Saint Albans, ill, and a young lady Lord
bless her for a good friend to me took pity on him
when I durstn’t, and took him home——"’

Allan shrinks back from him with ‘a sudden
horror.

“*Yes sir, yes. Took him home, and made him
comfortable, and like a thankless monster he ram
away in the night, and never has been seen or heard
of since, till I set eyes on him just now. And that
young lady that was such a pretty dear, caught his
illness, lost her beautiful looks, and wouldn’t hardly
be known for the same young lady now, if it wasn’t
for her angel temper, and her pretty shape, and her
sweet voice. Do you know it? You ungrateful
wretch, do you know that this is all along of you and
of her goodness to you?’’ demands the woman,
beginning to rage at him as she recalls it, and
breaking into passionate tears.

The boy, in rzagh sort stunned by what he hears,
falls to smearing his dirty forehead with his dirty
palm, and to staring at the ground, and to shaking
from head to foot until the crazy hoarding against
which he leans, rattles.

Allan restrains the woman, merely by a quiet
gesture. but effectually.

‘‘ Richard told me,” he falters, ‘“—I mean, I
have heard of this—don’t mind me for a moment, £
will speak presently.”

He turns away, and stands for a while looking out
at the covered passage. When he comes back, he
has recovered his composure; except that he
contends against an avoidance of the boy, which 13
so very remarkable, that it absorbs the woman's
attention.

““ You hear what she says.

2 . .
Jo, shaking and chattering, slowly rises, and

stands, after the manner of his tribe_in a difficulty,
sideways against the hoarding, resting one of his
high shoulders against 1t, and covertly rubbing his
richt hand over his left, and his left foot over his
right.”’ e

' You hear what she says, and I know it’s true.
Have you been here ever since "’ _ .

““ Wishermaydie if I seen Tom-all-Alone’s till this
blessed morning,”’ replies Jo, hoarsely.

‘“ Why have you come here now "’ _

Jo looks all round the confined court, looks at his
questioner no higher than his kmees, and finally
answers : !

““T don’t know how to do nothink, and I can’t get
nothink to do. I'm werry poor and ill, and I thought
I'd come back here when there warn't nobody about,

But get up, get
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: I knows on till

1 lay down and hide somewheres as 1 KI
:::ter jtftlﬂ.rk,, and then go and beg a trifie of Mr.
Sangsby. He wos allus willin fur to give me
~omethink he wos, though Mrs. Sangsby she was
allus & chivying on me—like everybody every-

wh‘eres.” h come from?’’
. ere have yon Pisted |
Juﬁ?uks all I‘(}{;ﬂd the court again, looks at his

w s ® ﬂ
questioner’s knees again, and concludes by laying

a - -
his profile against the hoarding in a sort ot resigna-
tion.

““ Did you hear me ask you where you have come

frﬂn'}'P” then,”’ says Jo
“* Tramp then, Sa ' ;
i N:::Tv, I11&11 me,”’ proceeds Allan, making a strong

effort to overcome his repugnance, going very near
to him, and leaning over him with an expression of
confidence, ‘‘ tell me how it came about that you
left that house, when the good young lady had bee’n
so unfortunate as to pity you, and take you home.’

Jo suddenly comes out of his resignation, and
excitedly declares, addressing the woman, that he
never known about the young lady, that he never
heern about it, that he never went fur to hurt her,
that he would sooner have hurt his own self, that
he’d sooner have had his unfortnet ed chopped off
than ever gone a-nigh her, and that she wos wery
good to him, she wos. Conducting himself through-
out as if in his poor fashion he really meant it, and
winding up with some very miserable sobs.

Allan Woodcourt sees that thisisnota sham, He

constrains himself to touch him, ‘' Come, Jo. Tell
mE'!l
‘“No. I dustn’t,” says Jo, relapsing into the

profile state. ‘‘I dustn’t, or I would.”’

““ But T must know,’’ returns the other, *‘ all the
same, Come, Jo.”

After two or three such adjurations, Jo lifts up
his head again, looks round the court again, and
says in a low voice, ** Well, I'll tell you somethink,
I was took away. There!”’

“Took away? In the night?”’

““Ah!” Very apprehensive of heing overheard,
Jo looks about him, and even glances up some ten
feet at the top of the hoarding, and through the
cracks in if, lest the object of his distrust should be
looking over, or hidden on the other side.

" Who took you away #”’

. I dustn’t name him,”” says Jo. “I dustn’t do
it, sir,”’

“* But I want, in the young lady’s name, to know.
You may trust me. No one else shall hear.”

“ Ah, but T don’t know,”” replies Jo, shaking his
head fearfully, ‘“ as he don’t hear.”’

** Why, he is not in this place.”

" Oh, ain’t he though?”’ says Jo. ‘‘He’s in all
manner of places, all at wunst.”’

Allan looks at him in perplexity, but discovers
some real meaning and good faith at the bottom of
this bewildering reply. He patiently awaits an
explicit answer ; and Jo, more baffled by his patience

than by anything else, at last desperately whigpers
& name In his ear,

" Aye !’ says Allan,
doing?”’
~ Nothink, sir. Never done nothink to get
_ , SIr., my-
self into no trouble, *sept in not mnviné on %.nd tlfe
Inkwhich. But T'm g moving on now. I'm a

moving on to the berryin ground—that’s the move

as I’m up to.”
try to prevent that.

" Why, what had you been

““No, no, we will
dl'tlhﬂ do with you?”’
. Put me in a horsepittle,” replied Joe, whisper-

ing, ““till I was dischar ed, th . ]
mﬂ;ley—four half blllla,gwut en g1v me a little

But what

| erowns—and ses ‘ Hook 1t ! Nobody wants you

here.’ he ses. ‘ You hook it. You go and tramp,*
he se’s ¢ Youmoveon,” he ses. ‘Don’t let me ever

wheres within forty mile of London, or g
Sii’ji? ?ell;r]eﬂnt it.” So I shall, if ever he doos see me,
gnd he’'ll see me if I'm above ground,’” concludes
Jo, nervously repeating all his former precautions

and investigations.

Allan considers a _ :
to the woman, but keeping an encouraging eye on

Jo: ‘“ Heis not so ungrateful as you supposed. He
had a reason for going away, though it was an in.

Yy ® LR
sufficient one. : T
‘ Thank’ee, sir, thank’ee !”” exclaims Jo. ** There

now! See how hard you wos upon me. But ony
you tell

and I knows 1t.”’ ; : _

““ Now, Jo,’’ says Allan, keeping his eye upon him,
““ come with me, and I will find you a better place
than this to lie down and hide in. :
side of the way and you the other, to avoid observa-
tion, you will not run away, I know very well, if
you make me a promise.’’ : _

““ T won’t, not unless I wos to see hzm a coming,
17

“Very well. I take your word. Half the town
is getting up by this time, and the whole town will
be broad awake in another hour. Come along.
Good day again, my good woman.’’

‘“ Good day again, sir, and I thank you kindly
many times again.’’

She has been sitting on her bag, deeply attentive,
and now rises and takes i1t up. Jo, repeating.
* Ony you tell the young lady as I never went fur
to hurt her and wot the genlmn ses!’’ nods and
shambles and shivers, and smears and blinks, and
half laughs and half cries, a farewell to her, and
takes his ereeping way along after Allan Woodcourt,

{ considers,

close to the houses on the opposite side of the street.
Inthis order, the two come up out of Tom-all-Alone’s
into the broad rays of the sunlight and the purer
air,

3 CHAPTER XLVII.
JO'S WILL.
As Allan Woodcourt and Jo proceed along the
streets, where the high church spires and the dis-
tances are so near and clear in the morning light
that the city itself seems renewed by rest, Allan
revolves in his mind how and where he shall bestow
his companion, "“It surely is a strange fact,” he
) ““that in the heart of a civilised world
this creature in human form should be more difficult
to dispose of than an unowned dog.”” But itis none
the less a fact because of its strangeness, and the

| difficulty remains.

At first, he looks behind him often. t
himself that Jo is still really fnllowing., ﬁut{:sﬁ;]i
where he will, he still beholds him close to the
opposite houses, making his way with his wary
I{;?&i from Enck to briclk and from door to door, and
» 48 Ne creeps along, glancing over at hi
watchfully, Soon satisfied that the lﬁﬂt thfn; in 1111?;
thnu%htq 18 to give him the slip, Allan goes on ;
:ﬂ:ﬁ]. de;?ng with a less divided attention what he
A breakfast-stall at a street esrner
_ suggests the
ﬁrsdt thing to be done, He stops there, logl%: Er:und'
a,]z: ﬂ!::pckuna Jo. Jo crosses, and comes halting and
saubling up, slowly scooping the knuckles of his

right hand round and :
his left—kneading ﬂiﬁ’“;?tm the hollowed palm of

you may call half-'}

What is a dain
him, and he l::egrin';jr

e ——  —————— -

little ; then remarks, turning

the young lady wot the genlmn ses, and :1‘: t
it’s all right. For you wos wery good to me too,

If T take one 8
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gnaw the bread and hutter, looking anxiously about

It is hopeless to ask for any information about

him in all directions as he eats and drinks, like a | General George, and would be, though Miss Flite

scared animal,

But he is so sick and miserable, that even hunger
has abandoned him. “‘I thought I was amost a
starvin, sir,”” says Jo, soon putting down his food;
““ but I don’t know nothink—not eventhat. I don’t
care for eating wittles nor yet for drinking on em.”
And Jo stands shivering, and looking at the break-
fast wonderingly.

Allan Woodcourt lays his hand upon his pulse,
and on his chest. ** Draw breath, Jo?”’ ‘It
draws,’’ says Jo. ‘' as heavy as a cart.”” He might
add, ‘“and rattles like it;’’ but he only mutters,
““I’m a moving on, sir.”’

Allan looks about for an apothecary’s shop.
There is none at hand, but a tavern does well or
better. He obtains a little measure of wine, and
gives the lad a portion of it very carefully. He
begins to revive, almost as soon as it passes his
lips. ‘“ We may repeat that dose, Jo,”” observes
Allan, after watching him with his attentive face.
““So! Now we will take five minutes rest, and then
go on again.’’

Leaving the boy sitting on the bench of the
breakfast-stall, with his back against aniron railing,

Allan Woodcourt paces up and down in the early |

sunshine, casting an occasional look towards him
without appearing to watech him. 1t requires no
discernment to perceive that he is warmed and
refreshed. If a face so shaded can brighten, his
face brightens somewhat ; and, by little and little,
he eats the slice of bread he had so hopelessly laid
down. Observant of these signs of improvement,
Allan engages him in conversation; and elicits to
his no small wonder the adventure of the lady in the
veil, with all its consequences. Jo slowly munches,
as he slowly tells it. 'When he has finished his
story and his bread, they go on again.

Intending to refer his difficulty i finding a tempo-
rary place of refuge for the boy, to his old patient,
zealous little Miss Flite, Allan leads the way to the
court where he and Jo first foregathered. DBut all is
changed at the rag-and-bottle shop ; Miss Flite no
- longer lodges there; it is shut up; and a hard-
featured female, much obscured by dust, whose age
is a problem—but who is indeed no other than the
jateresting Judy—is tart and spare in her replies.
These sufficing. however, to inform the visitor that
Miss Flite and her birds arve domiciled with a Mrs.
Blinder, in Bell Yard, he repairs to that neighbour-
ing place; where Miss Flite (who rises early that
she may be punctual at the Divan of justice held by
Ler excellent friend the Chancellor) comes running
down-stairs, with tears of welcome and with open
arms. * _ | %

““ My dear physician!”’ cries Miss Flite. = My
meritorious, distinguished, honorable officer YR
She uses some odd expressions, but 1s as cordial
and as full of heart as sanity itself can be—more
so than it often is. Allan, very patient with her,
waits until she has no more raptures to express.:
then points out Jo, trembling in a doorway, and
tells her how he comes there.

¢« Where can 1 lodge him hereabouts for the
present 7 Now, you have a fund of knowledge and
good sense, and can advise me.”’ :

Miss Flite, mighty prcn_.:d pf the compliment, sets
herself to consider; butb 1t 18 long before o bright
thought occurs to her. Mrs. Blmdgr 18 enj:u‘ely let,
and she herself occupies poor Gridley’s room.
¢ Gridley !”” exclaims DMiss Flite, clapping her
hands, after a twentieth repetition of this remark.
¢ Gridley! To be eure! of course. My dear ply-
sician! General George will help us out.

F

!

had not already run up-stairs to put on her pinched
bonnet and her poor little shawl, and to arm herself
with her reticule of documents. But as she in-
forms her physician, in her disjointed manner, on
coming down in full array, that General George,
whom she often calls upon, knows her dear Fitz-
Jarndyce, and takes a great interest in all connected
with her, Allan is induced to think that they may
be in the right way. So he tells Jo, for his en-
couragement, that this walking about will soon be
over now, and they repair to the General’s. Fortu-
nately it 1s not far.

From the exterior of George’s Shooting Gallery,
and the long entry, and the bare perspective beyond
1t, Allan Woodcourt augurs well. He also descries
promise in the figure of Mr. George himself, striding
towards them in his morning exercise with his pipe
in his mouth, no stock on, and his muscular arms,
developed by broadsword and dumb-bell, weightily
asserting themselves through his light shirt-sleeves.

““Your servant, sir,”” says Mr. George, with a
military salute. Good-huoredly smiling all over
his broad forehead up into his erisp hair, he then
defers to Miss Flite, as, with great stateliness, and
at some length, she performs the courtly ceremony
of presentation. He winds it up with another
““ Your servant, sir!”’ and another salute.

‘“ Excuse me, sir. A sailor, I believe?”’ says Mr.
George.

““T am proud to find I have the air of one,” re-
turns Allan ; * but I am only a sea-going doctor,”

‘“ Indeed, sir ! I should have thought you was a
regular blue-jacket myself.”

Allan hopes Mr. George will forgive his intrusion
the more readily on that account, and particularly
that he will not lay aside his pipe, which, in his
politeness, he has testified some intention of doing.
“*You are very good, sir,”’ returns the trooper.
‘“ As T know, by experience, that it’s not disagree-
able to Miss Flhite, and since it's equally agreeable
to yourself——"" and finishes the sentence by putting
it between his lipsagain. Allan proceeds to tell him
all he knows about Jo; unto which the trooper
listens with a grave face.

‘“ And that’s the lad, sir, is it ?’ he inquires, look-
ing along the entry to where Jo stands staring up at
the great letters on the whitewashed front, whick
have no meaning in his eyes.

‘“ That’s he,”” says Allan. ‘‘ And, Mr. George, I
am in this difficulty about him. I am unwilling to
place him in a hospital, even if I could procure him
immediate admission, because I foresee that he
wou!d not stay there many hours, if he could be so
much as got there. The same objection applies to a
workhouse ; supposing I had the patience to be
evat,l and shirked, and handed about fromn post to
pillar in trying to get him into one—which is a sys-
tem that I don’t take kindly to.”

** No man does, sir,”” returns Mr. George.

“T am convinced that he would not remain in
either place, because he 1s possessed by an extra-
ordinary terror of this person who ordered him to
keep out of the way ; in his ignorance, he believes
this person to be everywhere, and cognisant of every-
thing.

““1 ask your pardon, sir,”’ says Mr. George.
““ But you have not mentioned that party’s name.
Is it a secret, sir?’”

**The boy makes it one.
Bucket.”’

“* Bucket the Detective, sir?”

““The same man.’’

““ The man is known to me, sir,”” returns the

13

But the name
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4 » out a cloud of smoke, and |

:r?:{;lj-‘i?;:r&l?er hluflﬂnand the boy is so far ’?nrrect.
tﬂnt he undoubtedly is a—rum cusj;nme;. t]lsli_r.
George smokes with a prnfound meaning after this,

: ite in silence. _

ané I?Jf;f’irswgﬁshlii‘rl'. Jarndyce and Miss Sutﬁmer-
son at least to know that this Jn& fhﬂ te 'Et 80
strange a story, has re-appé: d 1% fl-lﬂ ﬂh ‘E":iedéqii
their power to speak with him, ey ﬂ o )
to do so. Therefore I want to get him, for the

ont. into any poor lodging kept by de-
present moment, S sE 8 U Dasent
cent people, where he would be admitted. ¢
people and Jo, Mr. George,’’ says Allan, following
the direction of the trooper’s eyes along the entry,
“ have not been much acquainted, as you see.
Hence the difficulty. Do you happen to know any
one in this neighbourhood, who would recmrg,}nm
for a while, on my paying for him beforehand?

As he puts the question, he becomes aware of a
dirty-faced little man, standing at the trooper s
elbow, and looking up, with an oddly twisted figure
and countenance, into the trooper’s face. After a
few more puffs at his pipe, the trooper looks down
askant at the little man, and the little man winks
up at the trooper. |

‘““ Well, sir,” says Mr. George, ** I can assure you
that I would willingly be knocked on the head at
any time, if it would be at all agreeable to Miss
Summerson ; and consequently I esteem 1t a privi-
lege to do that young lady any service, however
small. We are naturally in the vagabond way here,
sir, both myself and Phil. You see what the place
is, You are welcome to a quiet corner of it for the
boy, if the same would meet your views." No charge
made, except for rations. We are not in a flourish-
ing state of circumstances here, sir. We are liable
to be tumbled out neck and crop, at a moment’s
notice. However, sir, such as the place 1s, and so
long as it lasts, here it is at your service.”’

With a comprehensive wave of his pipe, Mr.
George places the whole building at his visitor's
disposal.

* I take it for granted, sir,” he adds, *‘ you being
one of the medical staff, that there is no present in-

fection about this unfortunate subject 7"’

Allan is quite sure of it.

‘* Because, sir,’”’ says Mr. George, shaking his
head sorrowfully, ‘‘ we have had enough of that.”

His tone is no less sorrowfully echoed by his new
acquaintance. ‘‘Still, I am bound to tell you,’’ ob-
serves Allan, after repeating his former assurance,
““that the boy is deplorably low and reduced; and
that he may be—I do not say that he is—too far
gone to recover.”

- ""Do you consider him in present danger, sir?”’
inquires the trooper.

" Yes, I fear so.”

" Then, sir,” returns the trooper, in a decisive
manner, ** 1t appears to me—being naturally in the
vagabond way myself —that the sooner he comes
out of the street, the better. You Phil! Bring
bim in!”’

Mr, Sguod tacks out, all on one side, to execute
the word of command : and the trooper, having
smoked his pipe, lays it by. Jo is brought in,
He is not one of Mrs. Pardiggle’s Tockahoopo
Indians; he is not ome of Mrs. Jellyby’s lambs
being wholly unconnected with Borrioboola-Gha, - he
18 not softened by distance and unfamiliarity ; he is
not a genuine foreign-grown savage ; he is the ordi-
nary home-made article. Dirty, ugly, disagreeable
to all the senses, in body a common creature of the
common streets, only in soul a heathen., Homely

filth begrimes hin;, hqmely parasites devour him
homely sores are in him, homely rags are on him ;

nee. the growth of English soil and
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beaste: taas LTS rom the sole of thy foot to the

18] olours! F : le of .
::‘:}E;I:Jgﬂf? thy head, there is nothing interesting about
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e floor for some time longer, then =8

Jo searches th
looks up for a moment, and th
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and some backing and changing of the foot on':-r%‘;
which he rests, he mutters that he 1s wery il

All you have to do il

at present is to be obedient, and to get stromg.

And mind vou tell us the truth here, whatever you
do, Jo.” R

* Wishermaydie if T don’t, sir,”” says Jo, revert- ¥

ing to his favorite declaration.

‘1. never done ¥

nothink yit, but what you knows on, to get myself

into no trouble.” I never was in no other trouble at
all, sir—sept not knowin’ nothink and starwa- =
tion.”’ b

““I believe it. Now attend to Mr. George. Isee 8§

he is going to speak to you.” ,
‘“* My intention merely was, sir.”” observes Mr.
George, amazingly broad and upright, ‘‘ to point
out to him where he can lie down, and get a
thorough good dose of slecp.
As the trooper speaks, he conducts them to the
other end of the gallery, and opens one of tke little
cabins. ‘' There you are, you see!  Here is a
mattress, and here you may rest, on good behaviour,
as long as Mr., I ask your pardon, sir;”’ he refers
apologetically to the card Allan has given him ;
" Mr. Woodcourt pleases. Don’t you be alarmed
if you hear shots; they’ll be aimed at the target,
and not yon. Now, there’s another thing I would
recommend, sir,”’ says the trooper, turning to his
visitor. *‘ Phil, come here !”’
taI;l_nl bears down upon them, according to his usual
ctics, g
““Here is a man, sir, who was found, when a
baby, in the gutter. Consequently, it is to be ex-
pected that he takes a natural interestin this poor
cr?ilture. ~ You do, don’t you, Phil ¢’
Certainly and surely I do, guv'ner,”” is Phil’s
reply.
" Now I was thinking, sir,”’
a martial sort of confidence, as if he were giving
}1‘13 opinion 1n a council of war at a drum-head
& ;;JE;E ]ifu;hls tmmfl waah t;nhntake him to a bath, and
out a few shilli ' ] ' |
twic: ;EarBeGarticles llngs 1n getting him one or
r. eorge, my considerate friend.”’ returns
Allan, takin ' it sy :
- ‘;‘i‘:ﬂ A hu.vegagfclgdﬁl’ﬂ purse, ‘‘it is the very favour
Phil Squod and Jo are sent out i ! n
this work of improvement. Miss Fﬂltrg Bdéﬁffelyei.
i‘ﬂ-PtUI'Ed by her_‘ success, makes the best’ﬂf her way
fru'iecauﬁ:; having great fears that otherwise her
nd the Chancellor may be uneasy about her, or

says Mr. George, in

Now, look here.””

Sl o

~, Ly " "_.:I L
el o e i TR SRS e e W T O e il e o M‘M?M' r



A —_—

- A — e —

BLEAK HOUSE. o1

=
———— ——

may give the judgment she has so long expected, inl George. ‘‘It seemed to me probable that yom
her absence ; and observing * which you know, my ' might take more than & common interest in this
dear ]1}1}’5':21&1], and general, after so many years, | poor creature, becanse Miss Summerson had taken
would be too absurdly unfortunate!”” Allan takes | that unfortunate interest in him. 'Tis my case
the opportumity of going out to procure some | sir, I assure you.” d ;
restorative medicines; and obtaining them near at| *“ And mine, Mr George.”’

hand, soon returns, to find the trooper walking up l The trc}ﬁperjlﬂu];s side?m;.ys at Allan’s sun-burnt
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LIHINT

A NEW MEANING IN THE ROMAN,

and down the gallery, and to fall into step and walk | cheek and bright dark eye, rapidly measures hie
with him.  height and build, and seems to approve of him.

“I1 take it, sir,”’ says Mr. George, ‘‘that you| ‘' Since you have been out, sir,- I bave been

know Miss Summerson pretty well ¢’ thinking that I unquestionably know the rooms in

Yes, it appears. Lincoln’s Inn Fields, where Bucket took the lad,

' Not related to her, sir?”’ 'according to his account. Though he is not ac-

' quainted with the name, I can help youto it. It's

No, it appears. :
‘““Excuse the apparent curiosity,”' eays Mr. | Tulkingrorn, That’s what it is.”
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Allan looks at him inquiringly, repeating theiﬁy material variation.

name. : %
¢ Tulkinghorn. That’s the name, SiT. I know

he man ; and know him to have been 1n communi-
f:n.tion with Bucket before, respecting & -deceuiﬁ
person who had given him offence. I know the

n, sir. Tom SOITOW. 4
mi;&llu,n natumllg asks what kind of man he 1s ?1 ¢

“ What kind of man? Do you mean to loo
lt‘“ I think I know that much of him. I mean to
deal with. Generally, what kind of H:mn? :

““ Why, then I'll tell you, sir," returns tl;e
trooper, stopping short, and folding his arms on 113
square chest, soO angrily, that his face fires and
Aushes all over; ‘“heis a confoundedly bad kind of
man. He is & slow-torturing kind of man. He 1s
no more like flesh and blood, than a rusty old
carbine is. He is a kind of man—by George ! —that
has caused me more restlessness, and more uneasi-
ness, and more dissatisfaction with mgselt, than
all other men put together. That’s the kind of man
Mr. Tulkinghorn is !’

‘T am sorry,”’ says Allan, ““to have touched so
sore a place.” : :
- Sofe?" The trooper plants his legs wider

apart, wets the palm of his broad right ,hﬂfnd. and
lavs it on his imaginary moustache. ** It’s no fault
of yours, sir; but you shall judge. He has got a
power overme. He is the man I spoke of just now,
as being able to tumble me out of this place neck
and crop, He keeps me on a constant see-saw.
He won't hold off, and he won’t come on. If I
have a payment to make him, or time to ask him
for, or anything to go to him about, he don’t see
me, don’t hear me—passes me on to Melchisedech’s
in Clifford’s Inn, Melchisedech’s in Clifford’s Inn
passes me back again to him—he keeps me prowling
and dangling about him, as if I was made of the
same stone as himself. Why, I spend half my life
now, pretty well, loitering and dodging about his
door. What dors he care? Nothing. Just as
much as the rusty old carbine I have compared him
to. He chafesand goads me, till—Bah ! nonsense—
I am forgetting myself. Mr. Woodcourt ;’’ the
trooper resumes his march; ““all I say is, he is an
old man; but I am glad I shall never have the
chance of setting spurs to my horse, and riding at
him 1in a fair field. “For if I had that chance, in one
of the humors he drives me into—he’d go down,
gir !”’

Mr. George has been so excited, that he finds it
necessary to wipe his forehead on his shirt-sleeve.
Eiven while he whistles his impetuosity away with
the National Anthem, some involuntary shakings of
his head and heavings of his chest still linger
behind ; not to mention an occasional hasty adjust-
ment with both hands of his open shirt-collar, as if
it were scarcely open enough to prevent his being
troubled by a choking sensation. In short, Allan
Woodcourt has not much doubt about the going
down of Mr. Tulkinghorn on the field referred to.

Jo and his conductor presently return, and Jo is
assisted to his mattress by the careful Phil; to
whom, after due administration of medicine by his
own hands, Allan confides all needful means and
istructions. The morning is by this time gettin
on apace. He repairs to his lodgings to dress an
hreakfast; and then, without seeking rest, goes
away to Mr. Jarndyce to communicate his dis-
W 0 Mo Jarndyos. returts ‘dlo

,yvivh him Mr, Jarndyce returns alone, confiden-
tially telling him that there are reasons for keeggt?g
this matter very quiet indeed; and showing a

serious interest in it, To Mr. Jarndyce, Jo repeats l

4 | more,” falters Jo; ““ and

-

id in the morning ; without
substance Thst el glnl]r, that cart of his is

heavier to draw, and draws with a hollower sound,

Y : e quiet, and not be chivied no
Lot me lay Herp, 1 be so kind any person as

i’ i ' ep, as Jist
is a passin’ nigh where I used fur to sweep, as ]

' <bv that Jo, wot he known once,
W shg. s Sﬂ?;fﬁ};) yfﬂl‘ﬂ.rdﬂ with his duty, and I’l]

~nkful. I'd be more thankful than I am
kﬁeﬁf it%hir:;utl;fﬂ.lsl any ways possible for an unfortnet

to be 1t.”’

ferences to the law-
He makes so many of these re e
stationer in the course of a day or two, that Allan,

alter conferring with Mr. Jarndyce, good-naturedly

resolves to callin Cook’s Court ; the rather as the 88

+ seems to be breaking down. _
m}l‘ﬂse%ﬂuk‘s Court, therefore, he - repairs.

o<he is behind the counter in his grey coat and
sslggi:f Esl;}icting an Indenture of severa.l' skins
which has just come in from the engrosser s; an
immense desert of law-hand and parchment, with
here and there a resting-place of a few large letters,

My, 8
- Jd 9 -
!1-|l
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-

to break the awful monotony, and save the traveller -

from despair. Mr. Snagsby puts up at one of these

inky wells, and greets the stranger with his cough

of ceneral preparation for business. 5
& You don’t remember me, Mr. Snagshy ?

The stationer’s heart begins to thump heavily, for ,.

his old apprehensions have never abated. It‘is as
much as he can do to answer, ‘* No, sir, I can't say

that T do. I should have considered—not to put teo. =

fine a point upon it—that I never saw you before,
§irs:

at a poor bedside, and once——

““ Twice before,” says Allan Woodcourt. *** Once

“Tt’s come at last !”’ thinks the afflicted stationer, = = '

as recollection breaks upon him,
head now, and is going to burst!”’ But, he has
sufficient presence of mind to conduct his visitor 1nto
the little counting-house, and to shut the door.

*“ Are you a married man, siv ?”’

““No, I am not.”

““Would you make the attempt, though single,”
says Mr. Snagshy in a melancholy whisper, *“'to

“Tt’s got to a i\ .

speak as low as you can? For my little womanisa 4%

listening somewheres, or I'll forfeit the business and
five hundred pound !’

In deep dejection Mr. Snagsby sits down on his
stool, with his back against his desk, protesting :

*“1 never had a secret of my own, sir. I can’t
charge my memory with ever having once attempted
to deceive my little woman on my own account,
since she named the day.
sir. Not to put too fine a poiat upon it, I couldn’t
have done it, I durstn’t have done it, Whereas, and

I wouldn’t have done it,

nevertheless, I find myself wrapped round with

secresy and mystery, till my life is a burden to
me,

His visitor professes his regret to hear it, and
asks him does he remember Jo? Mr. Snagsby,
answers with a suppressed groan, O don’t he!

You couldn’t name an individual human heing
—except myself—that my little woman is more set

and determined against than Jo,” says Mr,
Snagsby.

Allan asks why ?

" Why?” repeats Mr. Snagsby. in his despera-
tion clutching at the elump of hair at tho back of

his bald head, *° How should I know why? But you

are a single person, sir, and may you long be spared

to ask a married person such a ion!”’
: : ' question !
With this beneficent wish, Mr. Snagshy coughs a

cough of dismal resignation, and submits himself t¢

he‘a;r what the visitor has to communicate. |
There again |”’ says Mr. Snagsby, who, between
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the earnestness of his feelings, and the
tones of his voice, i8 discolored in the face. ' ““ At
it again, in a new direction! A certain person
charges me, in the solemnest way, not to talk of Jo
to any one, even my little woman, Then comes
another certain person, in the person of yourself, and

charges me, in an equally solemn way, not to men- | h

tion Jo to that other certain person above all other
persons. Why, this is a private asylum! Why,
not to put too fine a point upon it, this is Bedlam,
sir !’ says Mr. Snagshy.

But it is better than he expected, after all ; being
no explosion of the mine below him, or deepening
of the pit into which he has fallen. And being
tender-hearted, and affected by the account he hears
of Jo’s condition, he readily engages to *look
round,’’ as early in the evening as he can manage
1t quietly. He looks round very quietly, when the
evening comes; but it may turn out that Mrs.
Snagsby is as quiet a manager as he.

Jo is very glad to see his old friend ; and says,
when they are left alone, that he takes it uncommon
kind as Mr. Sangsby should come so far out of his
way on accounts of sich as him. Mr. Snagshy,
touched by the spectacle before him, immediately
laysupon the table half a crown : that magic balsam
of his for all kinds of wounds.

" And how do you find yourself, my poor lad?”’
inquires the stationer, with his cough of sympathy.

“Iamin luck, Mr, Sangsby, I am,”’ roturns J 0,
‘“and don’t want for nothink. I’m more cumfbler
nor you can’t think. Mr. Sangsby! I'm wery
sorry that I done it, but I didn’t go fur to do it,
g1y,

The stationer softly lays down another half-crown,
and asks him what it is that he is sorry for having
lone ?

** Mr. Sangsby,” says Jo, ‘I went and giv a ill-
ness to the lady as was and yit as warn’t the t’other
lady, and none of em never say nothink to me for
having done if, on accounts of their being ser good
and my having been s’ unfortnet. The lady come
herself and see me yesday, and she ses, ‘ Ah Jo !’
she ses. * We thought we’d lost you, Jo !’ she ses.
And she sits down a smilin so quiet, and don’t pass
a word nor yit a look upon me for having done it,
she don’t, and I turns agin the wall, I doos, Mr.
Sangsby. And Mr. Jarnders, I see him a forced to
turn away his own self. And Mr. Woodcot, he
come fur to giv me somethink fur to ease me, wot
he's allus a doin on day and night, and wen he come a
bendin over me and a speakin up so bold, I see his
tears a fallin, Mr. Sangshy.”’

The softened stationer deposits another half-
crown on the table. Nothing less than a repetition
of that infallible remedy will relieve his feelings.

“*Wot I wos a thinkin on, Mr. Sangsby,’’ pro-
ceeds Jo, ‘‘ wos, as you wos able to write wery
, la.rge, praps?’ :

** Yes, Jo, please God,”” returns the stationer.

‘* Uncommon precious large, p'raps?’’ says Jo,
with eagerness.

** Yes, my poor boy.”” .

Jo langhs with pleasure.
on then, Mr. Sangsby, wos, that wen I was moved
on as fur as ever I could go and couldn’t be moved
no furder, whether you might be so good p’raps, as
to write out, wery large so that any one could see
it anywheres, as that I wos wery truly hearty sorry
that I done it and that I never went fur to do it;
and that though I didn’t know nothink at all, I
knowd as Mr. Woodcot once eried overit and wos allus

grieved over it, and that I hoped as he’d be able to |

torgiv me in his mind. If the writin could be made
to say it wery large, he might.”’

suppressed |

“Wot I wos a thinkin |

— == —_

"It shall say it, Jo. Very large.”’

Jo laughsagain. ‘ Thankee, Mr. Sangsby. It's
wery kind of you, sir, and it makes me more
cumfbler nor I was afore.’’

The meek little stationer, with a broken and un-
finished cough, slips down his fourth half-crown—he
as never been so close to a case requiring so many
—and is fain to depart. And Jo and he, upon this
little earth, shall meet no more. No more.

For the cart so hard to draw, is near its journey’s
end, and drags over stony ground. All round the
clock, it labours up the broken steeps, shattered and
worn. Not many times can the sun rise, and be-
hold it still upon its weary road.

Phil Squod, with his smoky gunpowder visage,
at once acts as nurse and works as armourer at
his 11t.t14_e table in a corner; often looking round,
and saying with a nod of his green baize cap, and
an encouraging elevation of his one eyebrow, *“ Hold
up, my boy! Hold up!”’ There, too, is Mr. Jarn-
dyce many a time, and Allan Woodcourt almost
always : both thinking, much, how strangely Fate
has entangled this rough outcast ia the web of very
different lives. There too, the trooper isa frequent
visitor ; filling the doorway with his athletie figure,
and, from his superfluity of life and strength, seem-
ing to shed down temporary vigor upon Jo, who
never fails to speak more robustly in answer to his
cheerful words.

Joisin a sleep orin a stupor to-day, and Allan
Woodcourt, newly arrived, stands by him, looking
down upon his wasted form. After a while, he
softly seats himself upon the bedside with his face
towards him—just as he sat in the law-writer's
room—and touches his chest and heart. The cart
had very nearly given up, but labors on a little
more,

The trooper standsin the doorway, still and silent.
Phil has stopped in a low clinking noise, with his
hittle hammer in his hand. Mr. Woodcourt looks
round with that grave professional interest and
attention on his face, and, glancing significantly at
the trooper, signs to Phil to carry his table out.
When the little hammer is next used, there will be
a speck of rust upon it.

“Well, Jo! What is the matter? Don’t be
frichtened.”’

" I thought,” says Jo, who has started, and is
looking round, ‘‘ I thought I wasin Tom-all-Alone’s
agin. An’t there nobody here but you, Mr. Wood-
cot P’

* Nobody."’

"* And I an’t took back to Tom-all-Alone’s.

"yl

s1r [

"“No.” Jo closes hiseyes, muttering, ‘‘ I'm wery
thankful.”’

After watching him closely a little while, Allan
puts his mouth very near his ear, and says to him in
a low, distant voice:

**Jo! Did you ever know a prayer ?’’

‘* Never know'd nothink, sir.”’

** Not so much as one short prayer ?”’

‘“No, sir. Nothink at all. Mr. Chadbands he
wos a prayin wunst at Mr. Sangsby’s and I heerd
him, but he sounded as if he wos a speakin’ to his-
self, and not to me. He prayed alot, but I couldn’t
make out nothink on it. Different times, there wos
other genlmen come down Tom-all-Alone’s a prayin,
but they all mostly sed as the t’other wuns prayed
wrong, and all mostly sounded to be a talking to
theirselves, or a passing blame on the t’others. and
not a talkin to us. We never knowd nothink. 1
never knowd what it wos all about.”

It takes him & long time to say this; andfew but
an experienced and attentive listener could hear, or,

AmI,
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av : it is not 1n her nature, when envious
gng: l;ig ?;ﬂyk,ing on, to yield or to droop. They say
mjfr her. that she has [ately grown more handsome and
more hauchty. The debilitated cousinsaysof her that
she’s hea:].uty nough—tsetup lShthufWﬂmeq—-but
rather larming kind-——remmdmgmu.nfacb-—-mcun.
vient woman—who will gatoutufbedandhuwthstab..
' —Shakspeare. _ : .
1151}!?11];?“']1?‘111%115?115111 says nothing, looks nothing.
Now. as heretofore, he 18 to be found in doorways =
of rooms, with his limp white cravatb loosely twisted
hto its old-fashioned tie, receiving patronage lfroEn i
the Peerage and making no sSign. Of all men he 13 e
«till the last who might be supposed to have any ==
‘nfluence upon my Lady. Of all women she is still g
the last who might be supposed to have any dread of
him. ey
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ine, understand him. After a short relapse
Eﬂgﬁ;ﬁp or stupor, he makes, of a sudden, a strong
affort to get out of bed.

¢ Stay, Jo! What now?” :
i It?.:.'.yﬁma for me to go to that there berryin

und, sir,”’ he returns with a wild look.
¢“1,ie down, and tell me. What burying around,
Jo?"’ :
““ Where they laid him as wos wery good to me,
wery good to me indeed, he wos. It's time fur me

“down to that there berryin oround, sir, ana

to go ]
ask to be put along with him. I wants to g0 it:Ihere
am

and be berried. He used fur to say to me,

as poor as you to-day, Jo,” he ses. I wants to tell
him that I am as poor as him now, and have come
there to be laid along with him."

: Elyle' Md‘?ﬁﬁé gl?éy 1?5535‘% lc?{gﬁit if T wosto go| One thing has been much on her mind since their b

: : ' © = in his turret-room at Chesney Wold, =
nt_lj'ﬁ&lfa IBélt *Imll yuptﬂrﬂ?;:ia] to have me took there, lSﬂ]:: ;:ff{:;n;t;;id : e ted o throw it off.
81T, ?n .If“. %“‘}f.@ : It is morning in the great world ; afternoon i

HTEHL;E Efr.' Thankee. sir ! according to the little sun. dThe Iﬁ].:ercurlegg ex- N
cet the key of the gate afore they hausted by looking out “]fl W EW, s :hr:p'frl é;ﬂ &:
for it’s allus locked. And there’s a step there, as 1 | the hall ; ﬂ-l_ld hang their heavy q E;:e “-'; gorg B
used fur to clean with my broom.—It's turned wery | creatures, like overblown sun-LOWers.

~Like them, A =
dark. sir. . Is there any light a comin ?”’ too, they seem to run to a deal of seed in their tags: "= 8
““T¢ is coming fast, Jo.” and trimmings.

Sir Leicester, in the library, has ==
Fast. The cart is shaken all to pieces, fallen asleep for the good of the

country, over the B
rugged road is very near its end. report of a Parliamentary committee. My Lady sits
**Jo, my poor fellow!”

LB

They’ll have to
can take me 1n,

and the

-

in the room in which she gave andience to the young
‘T hear you, sir, in the dark, but I'm a gropin—

a gropin—let me catch hold of your hand.”’
“ Jo, can you say what I say?” ;

¢“ I’11 say anythink as you say, sir, for I knowsit’s
good.”

‘“ OurR FATHER."

¢“ Our FATHER !|—yes, that's wery good, sir.”

““ WHICH ART IN HEAVEN.”

¢+ Apt in Heaven—is the light a comin, sir.”

“Tt is close at hand. HALLOWED BE THY
NAME !’

‘* Hallowed be—thy—"

Tl:ie light is come upon the dark benighted way.
Pead !

Dead, your Majesty. Dead, my lords and gentle-
men.
rends of every order. Dead, men and women, born
with Heavenly compassion in your hearts. And
dying thus around us, every day.

CHAPTER XLVIII.

. __  CLOSING IN.
Tage place in Lincolnshire has shut its many eyes

again, and the house in town is awake. In Lincoln- |

shire, the Dedlocks of the past doze in their picture-
frames, and the low wind murmurs through the
long drawing-room as if they were breathing pretty.
regularly. In town, the Dedlocks of the present

ness of the night, and the Dedlock Mercuries with
ashes (or hair-powder) on their heads, symptomatic
of their great humility, loll away the drowsy morn-
‘ings in the little windows of the hall. The fashion-
able world—tremendous orb, nearly five miles
round—is in full swing, and the solar system works
respectfully at its appointed distances.

Where the throng is thickest, where the lightsare
Ib_I:l htest, where all the senses are ministered to
with the greatest delicacy and refinement, Lady
Dedlock 1s. © From the shining heights she has
scaled and taken, she is never absent. Though the
belief she of old reposed in herself, as one able to
reserve whatsoever she would under her mantle of
pride, is beaten down ; though she has no assurance
that what she is tothose around her, she will remain

Dead, Right Reverends and Wrong Reve- | judgment.

man of the name of Guppy. _
has been writing for her and reading
is cow at work upon embroidery,

to her. Rosa
or some such

Lady watches her in silence.
to-day.
‘‘ Rosa.”’

seeing how serious my
surprised.

‘“ Sea to the door. Isit shut?”’

more surprised.

disguise myself to you at least.

us, T8 b

The timid little beauty promises in all earnestness
to be trustworthy. M
‘“ Do you know,”’ Lady Dedlock asks her, signing
to her to bring her chair nearer; ‘‘do you know,

any one ¢’

** Yes, my Lady. Much kinder.

She says it with a kind of scorn—though not of®
Rosa—and sits brooding, looking dreamily at her. ?
Do you think, Rosa, you are any relief or
comfort to me? Do you suppose your being young
and natural, and fond of me antf grateful to me,
makes it any pleasure to me to have you near me?"’

*“I don’t know, my Lady ; I can scarcely hope 0.
Bl}t, with all m i:mu.rt, I wish it was so“’y o
" It 18 80, little one.”’

by the dark expression on the hands fore=
it. It looks timidly for an explanat?;? hone

““And if I were to say to-day. Go! 1 I
should say what would give mey,gre?a.{; :1[::?1: itﬂudis-

;1;1;;1?’,’ child, and what would leave me very soli-

Rosa is with ber, and ==

pretty thing ; and as she bends her head over it, my ..~
Not for the first time ===

The pretty village face looks brightlyup. Then, e
Lady is, looks puzzled nnd.l;h_ﬁ

Yes. Shegoes to it and returns, and looks yet

““T am about to place confidence in you, my child, =
for I know I may trust your attachment, if not your
In what I am going to do, I will not =
But I confide in you.
Say nothing to any one of what passes between |

Rosa, that I am different to you from what I am to ';,

: But then I
| often think I know you as you really are.”’

ly. Ir ““You often think &
rattle in their fire-eyed carriages through the dark- | Poor child, poor gil:lilc{ ?’u’ know me a3 1 zet e

The pretty face is checked in its flush of pleasure. e
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‘““My Lady! Have I offended you ?”’

““In nothing. Come here.”

Rosa bends down on the footstool at my Lady’s
feet. My Lady, with that motherly touch of the
famous Ironmaster night, lays her hand upon her
dark hair, and gently keeps it there.

*“I told you, Rosa, that I wished you to be kappy.
and that I would make youso if I could make anybody
happy on this earth. I can not. There are reasons
now known to me, reasons in which you have no
part, rendering it tar better for you that you should
not remain here. You must not remain here. I
have determined that you shall not. I have written
to the father of your lover, and he will be here to-
day. All this I have done for your sake.”’

The weeping girl covers her hand with kisses,
and says what shall she do, what shall she do, when
they are separated! Her mistress kisses her on the
cheek, and makes no other answer.

‘* Now, be happy, child, under better circum-
stances. Be beloved, and happy !”’

** Ah, my Lady, I have sometimes thought—for-
giveImy being so free—that yow are not happy.”’

(T 'll

**Will you be more so, when you have sent me
away? Pray, pray, think again. Let me stay a
little while !’

** I have said, my child, that what I do, I do for
your sake, not my own. It is done. What I am
towards you, Rosa, 1s what I am now—not what I
shall be a little while hence. Remember this, and
keep my confidence. Do so much for my sake, and
thus all ends between us!”

She detaches herself from her simple-hearted
companion, and leaves the room. Late in the after-
noon, when she next appears upon the staircase, she
13 in her haughtiest and coldest state. As indifferent
as if all passion, feeling, and interest, had been
worn out in the earlier ages of the world, and had
perished from its surface with its other departed
monsters. & e

Mercury has announced Mr. Rouncewell, which is
the cause of her appearance. Mr. Rouncewell 1s
not in the library; but she repairs to the library.
Sir Leicester is there, and she wishes to speak to
him first.

““ Sir Leicester, I am desirous—but you are en-
gaged.”’ .

O dear no. Not at all. Only Mr. Tulkinghorn.

Always at hand. Haunting every place. No
relief or security from him for a moment.

““T beg your pardon, Lady Dedlock. Will you
allow me to retire?”’

With a look that plainly says, *‘ You know you
have the power to remain if you will,’”’ she tells him
it is not necessary, and moves towards a chair.
Mr. Tulkinghorn brings it a little forward for her
with his clumsy bow, and retires into a window
opposite. Interposed between her and the fading
licht of day in the now quiet street, his shadow
falls upon her, and he darkens all before her. Even
so does he darken her life. e

It is a dull street, under the best conditions ;
where the two long rows of houses stare at each
other with that severity, that half a dozen of its
greatest mansions seem to have been slowly stared

~ into stone, rather than originally built in that ma-

terial. It is a street of such dismal grandeur, o
determined not to condescend to liveliness, that the
doors and windows hold a gloomy state of their own
in black paint and dust, and the echoing mews
behind have a dry and massive appearance, as if
they were reserved to stable the stone chargers nt:
noble statues. Complicated garnish of iron-work
entwines itself over the flights of stepsin this awful

street ; and, from these petrified bowers, extin-
guishers for obsolete flambeaux gasp at the upstart
gas. Here and there a weak little iron hoop,
through which bold boys aspire to throw their
friends’ caps (its only present use), retains its place
among the rusty foliage, sacred to the memory of
dePﬂ.r];ed oll. Nay, even oil itself, yet lingering at
long intervals in a little absurd glass pot, with a
knob in the bottom like an oyster, blinks and sulks
at newer lights every night, like its high and dry
master in the House of Lords.

Thergfnre there is not much that Lady Dedlock,
seated in her chair, could wish to see through the
window in which Mr. Tulkinghorn stands. And
yet—and yet—she sends a look in that direction, as
if it were her heart’s desire to have that figure
removed out of the way.

Sir Leicester begs his Lady’s pardon. She was
about to say?

** Only that Mr. Rouncewell is here (he has called
by my appointment), and that we had better make an

end of the question of that girl. I am tired to death
of the matter.”’

“*What can I do—to—assist?”’
Leicester, in some considerable doubt.

** Let us see him here, and have done with it.
Will you tell them to send him up "’

** Mr. Tulkinghorn, be so good as to ring. Thauk
you. Request,”’ says Sir Leicester, to Mercury,
not immediately remembering the business term,
** request the iron gentleman to walk this way.”

Mercury departs in search of the iron gentleman,
finds, and produces him. Sir Leicester receives
that ferruginous person, graciously.

**I hope you are well, Mr. Rouncewell. Be
seated. (My solicitor, Mr. Tulkinghorn). My Lady
was desirous, Mr. Rouncewell,”” Sir Leicester skil-
fully transfers him with a solemn wave of his hand,
‘** was desirous to speak with you. Hem !™

** 1 shall be very happy,’’ returns the iron gentle-
man, ‘* to give my best attention to anything Lady
Dedlock does me the honor to say.”’

As he turns towards her, he finds that the im-
pression she makes upon him 1s less agreeable than
on the former occasion. A distant supercilious air
makes a cold atmosphere about her; and there is
nothing in her bearing, as there was before, to
encourage openness.

““ Pray, sir,”” says Lady Dedlock listlessly, ** may
I be allowed to inquire whether anything has passed
between you and your son, respecting your son’s
fancy ?’’ _

It is almost too troublesome to her languid eyes
to bestow a lookupon him, as she asks this question.

““ If my memory serves me, Lady Dedlock, I said,
when I had the pleasure of seeing you before, that
1 should seriously advise my son to conquer that—
fancy.”” The ironmaster repeats her expression
with a little emphasis.

‘“* And did you?”’

“0! of course I did.” :

Sir Leicester gives a nod, approving and con-
firmatory. Very proper. The iron gentleman
having said that he would do it, was bound to do
it. No difference in this respect between the base
metals and the precious. Highly proper.

¢ And pray has he done so P”’

‘“ Really, Lady Dedlock, I cannot make you
a definite reply. I fear not. Probably not yet.
In our condition of life, we sometimes couple an
intention with our—our fancies, which renders them
not altogether easy to throw off. I think 1t 1s
rather our way to be in earnest.’’

Sir Leicester has a misgiving that there may be a
hidden Wat Tylerich meaning in this expression,

demands Sir
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gnd fumes a little. Mr. Rouncewell 1s perfectly
good-humoured and polite; but within such limits,
evidently adapts his tone to his recepticn. %

‘‘ Because,’”” proceeds my Lady, I have been
thinking of the subject—which 1s tiresome to me.

*‘T am very sorry, I am sure.” | e

¢ And also of what Sir Leicester said upon 1it, 1n
which I quite concur;’’ Sir Leicester Hattered ;
“ and if you cannot give us the assurance that this
fancy is at an end, I hzlwe come to the conclusion

the gir] had better leave me.””
1ﬂu"ii"'tl cnﬁugive no such assurance, Lady Dedlock.
Nothing of the kind.”

‘¢ Then she had better go.”” _ _

‘“ Bxcuse me, my Lady,”” Sir Lemester cm}suler-
ately interposes, ** but perhaps this may be doing an
injury to the young woman, which 513? has not
merited. Here 1s a young woman, Says Sir
Leicester, magnificently laying out the matter with
his right hand, like a service of plate, lwhose
zood fortune it is to have attracted the notice and
favor of an eminent lady, and to live, under the
protection of that eminent lady, surrounded by the
various advantages which such a position confers,
and which are unquestionably very great—I believe
unquestionably very great, sir—for a young woman
in that station of life. The question then arises,
should that young woman be deprived of these many
advantages and that good fortune, simply because
she has;’ Sir Leicester, with an apologetic but
dignified inclination of his head towards the iron-
master, winds up his sentence; ‘‘ has attracted the
notice of Mr. Rouncewell’s son? Now, has she
deserved this punishment? Is this just towards
her? Is this our previous understanding #*’

““1 bee your pardon,’”’ interposes Mr. Rounce-
well’s son’s father. ‘‘Sir Leicester, will you allow
me ? I think I may shorten the subject. Pray dis-
miss that from your consideration. .If you re-
membered anything so unimportant—which 1s not
to be expected—you would recollect that my first
thought in the affair was directly opposed to her re-
maining here.”’

Dismiss the Dedlock patronage from considera-
tion? O! Sir Leicester is bound to believe a pair
of ears that have been handed down to him through
such a family, or he really might have mistrusted
their report of the iron gentleman’s observations.

““ Tt 1s not necessary,”” observes my Lady, in her
coldest manner, before he can do anything but
breathe amazingly, ‘‘ to enter into these matters on
either side. The girl is a very good girl ; I have
nothing whatever to say against her ; but she is so
far insensible to her many advantages and her good
fortune, that she is in love—or supposes she is, poor
little fool—and unable to appreciate them.’’

Sir Leicester begs to observe, that wholly alters
the case. He might have been sure that my Lady
had the best grounds and reasons in support of her
view. He entirely agrees with my Lady. The
young woman had better go. |

* As Sir Leicester observed, Mr. Rouncewell, on
the last occasion when we were fatigued by this
business,” Lady Dedlock languidly proceeds, ‘“ we
cannot make conditions with you. Without con-
ditions, and under present circumstances, the girl is
quite misplaced here, and had better go. 1 have
told her so. 'Would you wish to have her sent back
to the village, or would you like to take her with
you, or what would you prefer 7’

% %ady Dedlﬂck,,’xf I may speak plainly——*’

* By all means.

‘“—I should prefer the course which will the
soonest relieve you of the incumbrance, and remove
ber from Ber present position.”’

i 88 «peak as plainly,”” she returns, with the
samﬂA I;%u?ieg carelessness, ‘“ 80 shtuuld | B 1 Do I
understand that you will take her with you?

The iron gentleman makes an iron bnw.ﬂ Bt

‘¢ Qjr Leicester, will you ring? Mr. Th 1;11,, orn
steps forward from the window and pulls the :;11_
¢« T had forgotten you. Thank you.” He makes
his usual bow, and goes quietly back again.

Mercury, swift-responsive,
<tructions whom' to produce,
the aforesaid, and departs.

] d
Rosa has been crying, an ! _
On her coming in, the ironmaster leaves his chair,

takes her arm in his, and remains with her near the
dy to depart. :
dﬂHrYI"sﬂ gre tahPen charge of, you see,” says my
Lady in her weary manner, ‘“and are going away,
well protected. 1 have mentioned that you are a
very good girl, and you have nothing to cry for.
“She seems afier all,” observes Mr. Tulking-

.

skims away, produces

- : . 13
behind nim, ‘* as if she were crying at going away.

‘“ Why, she _ _see,
Mr. Rouncewell with some quicknessin his manner,
as if he wero zlad to have the lawyer to retort
upon; ‘‘and she 1s an inexperienced little thing,
and knows no better. If she had remained here,

sir, she would have improved, no doubt.”’

reply. _
Rosa sobs out that she is very sorry to leave my

Lady, and that she was happy at Chesney Wold,
and has been happy with my Lady, and that she
thanks my Lady over and over again. ‘‘Out you
silly little puss !’’ says the ironmaster, checking ner
in a low voice, though not angrily ; *‘ have a spirit,
if you're fond of Wat!’”’ My Lady merely waves
her off with indifference, saying, '‘ There, there,
child! You are a good girl. Go away!” Sir
Leicester has magnificently disengaged himself from

blue coat. Mr. Tulkinghorn, an indistinct form
against the dark street now dotted with lamps,
looms in my Lady’s view, bigger and blacker than
before,

**Sir Leicester and Lady Dedlock,”” says Mr.
Rouncewell, after a pause of a few moments, **I
beg to take my leave, with an apology for having
again troubled you, though not of my own act, on
this tiresome subject. I can very well understand,
I assure you, how tiresome so small a matter must
have become to Lady Dedlock. If I am doubtful of
my dealing with it, 1t is only because I did not at
first quietly exert my influence to take my young
friend here away, without troubling you at all. But
1t appeared to me—I dare say magnifying the im
portance of the thing—that it was respectful to
explain to you how the matter stood, and candid to
consult your wishes and convenience. I hope you
wgllgﬁeuse my want of acquaintance with the polite
world.
| Sir Leicester considers himself evoked out of the
sanctuary by; these remarks. ‘‘Mr. Rouncewell,”
he returns, ** do not mention it. Justifications are
unnecessary, I hope, on either side.”’

Iam glad to hear it, Sir Leicester ; and if I
may, by way of a last word, revert to what I said
before of my mother’s long connexion with the
family, and the worth it bespeaks on both sides. I
| would point out this little instance here on my ar;:m,

who shows herself so affectionate and faithful in
parting, and in whom my mother, I dare say, has
done something to awaken such feelings—-thoug’h of

l her genial condescension, has done much more.””

appears, receives In.

- =T
3R
e

is yet in distress.

horn, loitering a little forward with his hands

's not well-bred, you see,”’ returns

““No doubt,”” is Mr. Tulkinghorn’s composed |

the subject, and retired into the sanctuary of his

course Lady Dedlock, by her heartfelt interest and
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If he mean this ironically, it may be truer than he
thinks. He points 1t, however, by no deviation from
his straightforward manner of speech, though in
saying 1t he turns towards that part of the dim
room where my Lady sits. Sir Leicester stands to
return his parting salutation, Mr. Tulkinghorn
again rings, Mercury takes another flicht, and Mr.
Rouncewell and Rosa leave the house.

Then lights are brought in, discovering Mr.
Tulkinghorn still standing in his window with his
hands behind him, and my Lady still sitting with
his figure before her, closing up her view of the
night as well as of the day. She is very pale. Mr.
Tulkinghorn observing it as she rises to retire,
thinks, *“ Well she may be! The power of this
woman is astonishing. She has been acting a part
the whole time.”” But he can act a part too—his
one unchanging character—and as he holds the door
open for this woman, fifty pairs of eyes, each fifty
times sharper than Sir Leicester’s pair, should find
no flaw in him.

Lady Dedlock dines alone in her own room to-day.
Sir Leicester is whipped in to the rescue of the
Doodle party, and the discomfiture of the Coodle
Faction. Lady Dedlock asks, on sitting down to
dinner, still deadly pale, (znd quite an illustration
of the debilitated cousin’s text), whether he is gone
out? Yes. Whether Mr. Tulkinghorn isgone yet?
No. Presently she asks again, 1s he gone yet ? No.
What is he doing? Mercury thinks he is writing
letters in the library. Would my Lady wish to see
him? Anything but that.

But he wishes to see my Lady. Within a few
more minutes, he is reported as sending his respects,
and could my Lady please to receive him for a word
or two after her dinner? My Lady will receive him
now. He comes now, apologising for intruding,
even by her permission, while she isat table. When
they are alone, my Lady waves her hand to dispense
with such mockeries.

““ What do you want, sir?”’ |

¢“ Why, Lady Dedlock,” says the lawyer, taking
a chair at a little distance from her, and slowly
yubbing his rusty legs up and down, up and down,
up and down ; ‘I am rather surprised by the course

you have taken.”’

(3 IndEEd?” .

““ Yes, decidedly. I was not prepared for it. )|
consider it a departure from our agreement and your
promise. It puts usin a new position, Lady Ded-
lock. I feel myself under the necessity of saying that
I don’t approve of 1t."” .

He stops in his rubbing, and looks at her, with
his hands on his knees. Imperturbable and un-
changeable as he is, there is still an indefinable
freedom in his manner, which is new, and which
does not escape this woman'’s observation.

““T do not quite understand you.”

¢« 0 yes you do, I think. I thinkyoudo. Come,
come, Lady Dedlock, we must not fence and parry
now. You know you like this girl.”’

“Well, sir?”’

¢ And you know—and I know—that you have not
sent her away for the reasons you have assigned,

but for the purpose of separating her as much as
possible from—excuse my mentioning it as a matter

of business—any reproach and exposure that impend

over yourself.”’
“Well, sir?”’
¢“ Well, Lady Dedlock,”” returns the lawyer,

crossing his legs and nursing the uppermost knee,
“T object to that. I consider that a dangerous
proceeding. I know it to be unnecessary, and cal-
culated to awaken speculation, doubt, rumour, I

|

secret—

don’t know what, in the house. Besides, 1t is @

. T—

violation of our agreement. You were to be exactly
what you were before. Whereas, it must be evident
to yourself, as it is to me, that you have been this
evening very different from what you were before.
W]Tn’_v, bless my soul, Lady Dedlock, transparently
801’7 | |

‘“If, sir,”” she begins, *“in my knowledge of my
> But he interrupts her.

"* Now, Lady Dedlock, this is a matter of business,
and in a matter of business the ground cannot be
kept too clear. It is no longer your secret. Excuse
me. That i3 just the mistake. Itis my secret, in
trust for Sir Leicester and the family. If it were
your secret, Lady Dediock, we should not be here,
holding this conversation.”

““ That is very true. If, in my knowledge of the
secret, I do what I can to spare an innocent gir!
(especially, remembering your own reference to her
when you told my story to the assembled guests at
Chesney Wold) from the taint of my impending
shame, I act upon a resolution I have taken.
Nothing in the world, and no one in the world,
could shake it, or could move me.”” This she says
with great deliberation and distinctness, and with
no more outward passion than himself. As for him,
he methodically discusses his matter of business, as
if she were any insensible instrument used in
business.

““Really? Then you see, Lady Dedlock,”” he
returns, ** you are not to be trusted. You have put
the case in a perfectly plain way, and according to
the literal fact; and, that being the case, you are
not to be trusted.” :

‘“ Perhaps you may remember that I expressed
some anxiety on this same point, when we spoke at
night at Chesney Wold ?”’

**Yes,”” says Mr. Tulkinghorn, coolly getting up
and standing on the hearth. °* Yes. I recollect,
Lady Dedlock, that you certainly referred to the

| girl ; but that was before we came to our arrange-

ment, and both the letter and the spirit of our
arrangement altogether precluded any action on
your part. founded upon my discovery. There can
be ro doubt about that. As to sparing the girl, of
what importance or value is she? Spare! Lady
Dedlock, here is a family name compromised. One
might have supposed that the course was straight
on—over everything, neither to the right nor to the
left, regardless of all considerations in the way,
sparing nothing, treading everything under foot.”

She has been looking at the table. She lifts up
her eyes, and looks at him. There is a stern ex-
pression on her face, and a part of her lower lip 1s
compressed under her teeth. * This woman under-
stands me,”” Mr. Tulkinghorn thinks, as she lets
her glance fall again. *‘She cannot be spared.
Why should she spare others ?"’

For a little while they are silent. Lady Dedlock
has eaten no dinner, but has twice or thrice poured
out water with a steady hand and drunk it. She
rises from table, takes a lounging-chair, and re-
clines in it, shading her face. There is nothing in
her manner to express weakness or excite compas-
sion. It 1is thoughtful, gloomy, concentrated.
““ This woman,’’ thinks Mr. Tulkinghorn, standing
on the hearth, again a dark object closing up her
view, ‘‘1is a study.”’

He studies her at his leisure, not speaking for a
time. She, too, studies something at Ler leisure.
She is not the first to speak ; appearing indeed so
unlikely to be so, though he stood there until mid-
night, that even he is driven upon breaking silence.

“ Lady Dedlock, the most disagreeable part of
this business interview remains ; but it is business.
Our agreement is broken. A lady of your sense and
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strength of character will be prepared for my now
declaring it void, and tgkmg my Own course.

** I am quite prepared.” .

Mr. ’IHJilkinghI:mf inclines his head. ‘ That is all
T have to trouble you with, Lady Dedlock.”

She stops him as he is moving out of the room,

by asking, *‘ This is the notice I was to receive? I
wish not to misapprehend you.” _

‘* Not exactly the notice you were to receive,
Lady Dedlock, because the contemplated notice sup-
posed the agreement to have been observed. But
virtually the same, virtually the same. The dif-
ference 1s merely in a lawyer’s mind.”’

‘‘ You intend to give me no other notice?"’

‘““ You are right. No.”’ |

“ Do you contemplate undeceiving Sir Lelcester
to-night 7" _

““ A home question !”’ says Mr. Tulkinghorn, with
a slight smile, and cautiously shaking his head at
the shaded face. ‘‘ No, not to-might.”

** To-morrow 7"’ ‘

‘““ All things considered, I had better decline
answering that question, Lady Dedlock. If I were
to say I don’t know when, exactly, you would not
believe me, and it would answer no purpose. It may
be to-morrow. I would rather say no more. You
are prepared, and I hold out no expectations which
circumstances might fail to justify. I wish you
good evening.’’

She removes her hand, turns her pale face to-
wards him as he walks silently to the door, and
stops him once again as he is about to open it.

‘““Do you intend to remain in the house any
time? I heard you were writing in the library.
Are you going to return there ?”’

““ Only for my hat. I am going Lome."’

She bows her eyes rather than her head, the
movement 1s so elight and curious; and he with-
draws.  Clear of the room, lie looks at his watch,
but is inclined to doubt it by a minute or there-
abouts. There is a splendid clock upon the stair-
case, famous, as splendid clocks not often are, for
its accuracy. ‘‘And what do you say?’’ Mr.

Tulkinghorn inquires, referring to it. ‘‘ What do
you say ¢’
If it said now, ‘‘Don’t go home’”! What a

famous clock, hereafter, if it said to-night of all
the nights that it has counted off, to this old man of
all the young and old men who have ever stood
before it, *‘ Don’t go home’’ ! With its sharp clear
bell, it strikes three-quarters after seven, and ticks
on agam. °° Why, you are worse than I thought
you,”’ says Mr. Tulkinghorn, muttering reproof to
his wateh. ‘' Two minutes wrong? At this rate
you won’t last my time.”” What a watch to return
good for evil, if it ticked in answer
bhome !

‘He passes out into the streets, and walks on, with
his hands behind him, under the shadow of the
lofty houses, many of whose mysteries, difficulties,
mortgages, delicate affairs of all kinds, are trea-
sured up within his old black satin waistcoat. He
18 1n the confidence of the very bricks and mortar.
The bigh chimney-stacks telegraph family secrets to

“*Don’t go

him. Yet there is not a voice in a mile of them to

whisper *‘ Don’t go home !’

Through the stir and motion of the commoner
streets ; through the roar and jar of many vehicles
many feet, many voices ; with the blazing shop:
lights lighting him on, the west wind blowing him
on, and the crowd pressing him on; he is pitilessly
urged upon his way, and nothing meets him, mur-
muring *° Don’t go home!’’ Arrived at last in his
dull room, to light his candles, and look round and
up, and see the Roman pointing from the ceiling,

‘s no new significance in the Roman’s hand to-
;]Iil;;ﬂt, or in the Eutter of the at?endﬂnt gruuﬂs,, to
give him the late warning, ** Don't come here !

It is a moonlight night ; but the moon, being past
the full. is only now rising over the great wilderness
of London. The stars are shining as they shone
above the turret-leads at Chesney Wold. This
woman, as he has of late been 8o accustpmed to call
her, looks out upon them. Her soul 1s turbulent
within her ; she is sick at heart, and restless. The
large rooms are too cramped and close. She cannot.
endure their restraint, and will walk alone 1n a
neighbouring garden. *

Tgﬂﬂ cnprigi;us and imperious 1n all she does, to
be the cause of much surprise in those about her as
to anything she does, this woman, loosely muffled,
goes out into the moonlight. Mercury attends with
the key. Having opened the garden gate, he de-
livers the key into his Lady’s hand at her request,
and is bidden to go back. She will walk there some
time, to ease her aching head. She may be an
hour; she may be more. She needs no further
escort. The gate shuts upon its spring with a elash,
and he leaves her, passing on into the dark shade of
some trees.

A finenight, and a bright large moon, and multi-
tudes of stars. Mr. Tulkinghorn, i1n repairing to
his cellar, and in opening and shutting those re-
sounding doors, has to cross a little prison-like yard.

He looks up casually, thinking what a fine night, :*

what a bright large moon, what multitudes of stars !
A quiet night, too. -

A very quiet night. When the moon shines very
brilliantly, a solitude and stillness seem to proceed
from her, that influence even crowded places full
of life. Not only isit a still night on dusty high
roads and on hill-summits, whence a wide expanse
of country may be seen in repose, quieter and
quieter as it spreads away into a fringe of trees
against the sky, with the grey ghost of a bloom
upon them ; not only is it a still night in gardens
and in woods, and on the river where the water-
meadowe are fresh and green, and the stream sparkles
on among plieasant islands, murmuring weirs, and
whispering rushes ; not only does the stillness attend
1t as 1t flows where houses cluster thick, where
many bridges are reflected in it, where wharves
and shipping make it black and awful, where. it
winds from these disfigurements through marshes
whose grim beacons stand like skeletons washed
ashore, where it expands through the bolder region
of rising grounds rich in corn-field, windmill. and
steeple, and where it mingles with the ever-he&ving
sea ; not only is it a still night on the deep, and on
th_e shore where the watcher stands to see !i:he ship
with her spread wings cross the path of light that
appears to be presented to only IJ:im: but even on
this stranger’s wilderness of London there is some

rest, Itssteeplesand towers, and its onegreat dome,

grow more ethereal: its smok g
their grossness, in th y house tﬂpﬂ lose

) e pale effuigence ; the mnoi
that arise from the streets are f ewegnnd are anftec;lztei?

and the footsteps on the pavements pass
?Iilﬁggifit;;y. hIn tﬁfae ii‘:llelds of Mr.pTulln:Iilﬂ;;hgiiqﬂ
* » Where the shepherds play on :
Flﬂfabthat have to stop, and keep Iihgir aheigﬂiicgﬁ
t? ¥y hook and by crook until they have shorn
iem exceeding close, every noise is merged, this
moonlight night, into a distant ringing hum, as if
the city were a vast glass vibrating. L

wnfilﬁ*t sthat? Who fired a gun or pistol 7 Where

The few foot-passengers start, stop, and stare

::E?lut th?m. doors are opened
people come out to look. It was a loud report:




DLEAK

HOUSE, 249

and echoed and rattled beavily. It shook one house

or so a man says who was passing. It has aroused
all the dogs in the neighbourhood, who bark vehe-
mently. Terrified cats scamper across the road.
While the dogs are yet barking and howling—there
18 one dog howling like a demon—the church-clocks

as 1f they were startled too, begin to strike. The
hum from the streets, likewise, seems to swell into
a shout. * But it is soon over. Before the last clock

For many years, the persistent Roman has been
pointing, with no particular meaning, from that ceil-
Ing. Itis not likely that he has any new meaning
In him to-night. Once pointing, always pointing—
like any Roman, or even Briton, with a single idea.
There he is, no doubt, in his impossible attitude,

ointing, unavailingly, all night long. Moonlight,
rkness, dawn, sunrise, day. There he is still,

| eagerly pointing, and no one minds him.
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FRIENDLY BEHAVIOUR OF MR. BUCKET.

begins to strike ten, there is a lull. When it has| .
ceased, the fine might, the bright large moon, and ' people to clean the rooms. And either the Roman

multitudes of stars, are left at peace again. ;
» Has Mr. Tulkinghorn been disturbed? His
windows are dark and quiet, and his door is shut.
It must be something unusual indeed, to bring ham

out of his shell. Nothing is heard of him; nothing

is seen of him. What power of cannon mighi 1t
take to shake that rusty old man out of his im-

moveable composure ?

k

But, a little after the coming of the day. com>

' has some new meaning in him. not expressed before,

or the foremost of them goes wild ; for, lookiug up
at his outstretched hand, and looking down at what
18 below 1t, that person shrieks and flies. The
others, looking in as the first one looked, shriek and
fly too, and there 18 an alarm in the street.

What does it mean? No light is admitted into
the darkened chamber, and people unaccustomed to
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it, enter, and treading softly
weight into the bed-room, and lay it down. There
is whispering and wondering all day, strict search of
every corner, careful tracing of steps, and careful
noting of the disposition of every article of furniture.
All eyes look up at the Roman, and all voices mur-
mur, ** If he could only tell what he saw !”’

He is pointing at a table, with a bottle (nearly
full of wine) and a glass upon it, and two candles
that were blown out suddenly, soon after being
lighted. He is pointing at an empty chair, and at
a stain upon the ground before it that might be
almost covered with a hand., These objects lie
directly within his range. An excited imagination
might suppose that there was something in them so
terrific, asto drive the rest of the composition, not
only the attendant big-legged boys, but the clouds
and flowers and pillars too—in short, the very body
and soul of Allegory, and all the brains it has—stark
mad. It happens surely, that every one who comes
into the darkened room and looks at these things,
looks up at the Roman, and that he is invested in
all eyes with mystery and awe, as if he were a para-
lysed dumb witness.

So, it shall happen surely, through many years to
come, that ghostly stories shall be told of the stain
upon the floor, so easy to be covered, so hard
to be got out; and that the Roman, pointing from
the ceiling, shall point, so long as dust and damp
and spiders spare him, with a far greater signmifi-
cance than he ever had in Mpr. Tulkinghorn’s
time, and with a deadly meaning. For, Mr, Tul-
kinghorn’s time is over for evermore ; and the Roman
pointed at the murderous hand uplifted against his
life, and pointed helplessly at him, from night to
morning, lying face downward on the floor, shot
through the heart.

CHAPTER XLIX.
DUTIFUL FRIENDSHIP,.

A GREAT annual occasion has come round in the
establishment of Mr. Joseph Bagnet, otherwise
Lignum Vitae, ex-artilleryman and present bassoon-
player. An occasion of feasting and festival. The
celebration of a birthday in the family.

It is not Mr. Bagnet’s birthday. Mr. Bagnet
merely distinguishes that epoch in the musical ine
strument business, by kissing the children with an
extra smack before breakfast, smoking an additional
E{pﬂ after dinner, wondering towards evening what

15 poor old mother is thinking about it,—a subject
of mfinite speculation, and rendered so by his mother
having departed this life, twenty years. Some men
rarely revert to their father, but seem, in the bank-
hooks of their remembrance, to have transferred all
their stock of filial affection into their mother’s
name. Mr. Bagnet is one of these. Perhaps his
exalted appreciation of the merits of the old girl,
causes him usually to make the noun-substantive
Goodness, of the feminine gender., ;

It 18 not the birthday of one of the three children.
Those occasions are kept with some marks of dis-
{.11;1;;?11, tl’:nu;t the{l rarelyd gverleap the bounds of
- Happy returns and a pudding. On young Woel-
- wich’s last birthday, Mr. Bagnet cerbufnly dgid, after

observing upon his growth and general advance-
ment, proceed, in & moment of profound reflection
- on the changes wrought by time, to examine him in

the ca.techlsm_; accomplishing with extreme accu-
racy the questions number one and two, What is
your name? and Who gave you that name? but
there failing in the exact precision of his memory
and substituting for number three, the ’
And how do you like that name? :which

but heavily, carry a |

¢ pro- llaughing, and shaking her head,

1 with a sense of its importance, in i1tself so
ngf;?r?:} ;‘;d improving, as to give 1t quife an ortho-
dox air. This, however, was a speciality on that
particular birthday, and not & generic solemnity.

It is the old girl’s birthday ; and that 1s tho
greatest holiday and reddest-letter day in Mr.
Baonet’s calendar., The auspicious event 1s always
commemorated according to certain forms, settled
and prescribed by M. Bagnet some years since.
Mr. Bagnet being deeply convinced that to have a
pair of fowls for dinner is to attain the highest pitch
of imperial luxury, invariably goes forth himself
very early in the morning of this day to buy a pair ;
he is, as invariably, taken in by the vendor, and
installed in the possession of the oldest 1n§mb1tant.s
of any coop in Kurope. Returning with these
triumphs of toughness tied up in a clean blue and
white cotton handkerchief (essential to the arrange-

ments), he in a casual manner invites Mrs. Bagnet =

to declare at breakfast what she would like for din-
ner. Mrs. Bagnet, by a coincidence never known
to fail, replying Fowls, Mr. Bagnet instantly pro-
duces his bundle from a place of concealment, amidst
general amazement and rejoicing. He further re-
quires that the old girl shall do nothing all day long,
but sit in her very best gown, and be served by him-
self and the young people. As he is not illustrious
for his cookery, this may be supposed to be a matter
of state rather than enjoyment on the old girl’s
part ; but she keeps her state with all imaginable
cheerfulness. _

On this present birthday, Mr. Bagnet has accom-
plished the usual preliminaries.
two specimens of poultry, which, if there be any
truth in ‘adages, were certainly not caught with

chaff, to be prepared for the spit; he has amazed

and rejoiced the family by their unlooked-for pro-

duction ; he is himself directing the roasting of the :

poultry; and Mrs. Bagnet, with her wholesome
brown fingers itching to prevent what she sees going
wmntg, sits 1n her gown of ceremony, an honored
cuest.

Quebec and Malta lay the cloth for dinner, while
Woolwich, serving, as beseems him, under his
father, keeps the fowls revolving. To these young
scullions Mrs. Bagnet oceasionally imparts a wink,

or a shake of the head, or a crooked face, as they
make mistakes.

‘“ At half-after one.” ' Says Mr. Bagnet. *“To

the minute. They’ll be done.”’

Mrs. Bagnet, with anguish, beholds one of them
at a stand-still before the fire, and beginning to

burn.

" You shall have a dinner, old girl.”’
Bagnet, ** Fit for-a queen.” : Sk

Mrs. Bagnet shows her white teeth cheerfully, but
tothe perception of her son hetrays so much uneasi-
ness of spirit, that he is impelled by the dictates of
affection to ask her, with his eyes, what is the
matter P—thus standing, with his eyes wide open
more oblivious of the fowls than before, and not
affording the least hope of a return to conscions-
ness. Fortunately, his elder sister perceives the
cause of the agitation in Mrs. Bagnet’s breast, and
with an admonitory poke recalls him. The at{;pped

fowls going round again, Mrs. B
eyes, in the intensity of her relief. AERSY. GlosgR g

‘ George will look us up,”’

says Mr.

£ v, Wild says My, ’
Eﬁ:haﬁgﬂ:,@f four, To the mumggt. Hoﬁﬂﬁﬁgtﬁ
ifﬁe :ﬁ t?on ?g}: . Has George looked us up. This

** Ah, Lignum, Li

um, as ' 3
woman of a gnum, as many as make an old

: 0 . . ; :
tﬂ::lestmu about that, n.gd ung one, I begin to think. Just

0o less’” returns Mrs. Bagnet,

He has bought




