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*“Old girl,” says Mr. Bagnet. ‘ Never mind.
You'd be as young as ever you was. If you wasn’t
younger. Which you are. As everybody knows.”’

Quebec and Malta here exclaim, with élapping
of hands, that Bluffy is sure to bring mother some-
thing, and begin to speculate on what it will be.

" Do you know, Lignum,’’ says Mrs. Bagnet,
casting a glance on the table-cloth, and winking
“*salt!” at Malta with her right eye, and shaking
the pepper away from Quebec with her head; ‘I
begin to think George is in the roving way again.”’

** George,’”’ returns Mr. Bagnet, ‘* will never de-
sert. And leave his old comrade. In the lurch.
Don’t be afraid of it.”’

**No, Lignum. No. I don’t say he will. I
don’t think he will, But if he could get over this
money trouble of his, I believe he would be off.”’

Mr. Bagnet asks why?

*“ Well,”” returns his wife, considering, *“ George
seems to me to be getting not a hittle impatient and
restless. I don’t say but what he’s as free as ever.
Of course he must be free, or he wouldn’'t be
George ; but he smarts, and seems put out.”

He’s extra-drilled,”” says Mr. Bagnet. By a
lawyer. Who would put the devil out.”’

““There’s something in that,”” his wife assents :
““ but so it 1s, Lignum.”’

Further conversation 18 prevented, for the time,
by the necessity under which Mr. Bagnet finds him-
gelf of directing the whole force of his mind to the
dinner, which is a little endangered by the dry
humour of the fowls in not yielding any gravy, and
also by the made-gravy acquiring no flavour, and
turning out of a flaxen complexion. With a similar
perverseness, the potatoes crumble off forks in the
process of peeling, upheaving from their centres in
every direction, as if they were subject to earth-
quakes. The legs of the fowls, too, are longer than
could be desired, and extremely scaly. Overcoming
these disadvantages to the best of his abihity, Mr,
Bagnet at last dishes; and they sit down at table;
Mors. Bagnet occupying the guest’s place at his right
hand.

It is well for the old girl that she has but one
birthday in a year, for two such indulgences in
poultry might be injurious. Every kind of finer
tendon and ligament that it is in the nature of
poultry to possess, is developed in these specimens
in the singular form of guitar-string. Their hmbs
appear to have struck roots into their breasts and
bodies, as aged trees strike roots into the earth.

 Their legs are so hard, as to encourage the 1dea that

they must have devoted the greater part of their
long and ardueus lives to pedestrian exercises, and
the walking of matches, But Mr. Bagnet, un-
conscious of these little defects, sets his heart on
Mrs. Bagnet eating a most severe quantity of the
delicacies before her; and as that good old girl
would not cause him a moment’s disappointment on
any day, least of all on sucha day, for any considera-
tion, she imperils her digestion fearfully. How

oung Woolwich cleans the drum-sticks without

yeing of ostrich descent, his anxious mother 1s at a
loss to understand. ; |
The old girl has another trial to undergo after
the cenclusion of the repast, in sitting in state to
see the room cleared, the hearth swept, and the
dinner-service washed up and polished in the back
yard. The great delight and energy with which the
two young ladies apply themselves to these duties,
turning up their skirts in imitation of their mother,
and skating in and out on little seaffolds ofepattens,
inspire the highest hopes for the future, but some
 anxiety for the present. The same causes lead to a
confusion of tongues, a clattering of crockery, a

rattling of tin mugs, a whisking of brooms, and an
expenditure of water, all in excess; while the satu-
ration of the young ladies themselves is almost too
moving a spectacle for Mrs. Bagnet to look upon,
with the calmness proper to her position. At last
the various cleansing processes are triumphantly
completed ; Quebec and Malta appear in fresh
attire, smiling and dry ; pipes, tobacco, and some-
thing to drink, are placed upon the table; and the
old girl enjoys the first peace of mind she ever
knows on the day of this delightful entertainment.

When Mr. Bagnet takes his usual seat, the hands
of the clock are very near to half-past four ; as they
mark it accurately, Mr. Bagnet announces,

** George! Military time.’’

It is George ; and he has hearty congratulations
for the old girl (whom he kisses on the great occa-
sion), and for the children, and for Mr. Bagnet.
** Happy returns to all !’ says Mr. George.

"* But, George, old man!”’ cries Mrs. Bagnet,
looking at him curiously. ‘° What’s come to you?”

** Come to me?”’

“*Ah! you are so white, George—for you—and
look so shocked. Now, don’t he, Lignum ?”’

‘** George,’”’ said Mr. Bagnet, *‘ tell the old girl.
What’s the matter.”

** I didn’t know I looked white,”’ says the trooper,
passing his hand over his brow, ‘“ and I didn’t know
I looked shocked, and I'm sorry I do. But the
truth 1s, that boy who was taken in at my place
died yesterday afternoon, and it has rather knocked
me over.”’

‘““ Poor creetur!”’ says Mrs. Bagnet, with a
mother’s pity. ‘‘Is he gone? Dear, dear!’’

““T didn’t mean to say anything about it, for it’s
not birthday talk, but you have got it out of me,
you see, before I sit down. I should have roused
up in a minute,”’ says the trooper, making himself
speak more gaily, ‘“but you're so quick, Mr.

Bagnet.”’
““You're right! The old girl,” Mr.
Bagnet. ‘°Isasquick, As powder.”

** And what's more, she’s the subject of the day,
and we’ll stick to her,”’ cries Mr. George. ‘°See
here, I have brought a little brooch along with me.
It’s a poor thing, you know, but it’s a keepsake.
That’s all the good it is, Mrs. Bagnet."’

Mr. George produces his present, which is greeted
with admiring leapings and clappings by the young
family, and with a species of reverential admiration
by Mr. Bagnet. ** Old girl,”’ says Mr. Bagnet.
‘* Tell him my opinion of 1t.”’

“Why, it’s a wonder, George!” Mrs. Bagnet
exclaims. ‘‘It’s the beautifullest thing that ever
was seen !”’ |

‘“ Good !”’ says Mr. Baguet. °‘ My opinion.’’

‘“ Tt's so pretty. George,”’ cries Mrs. Bagnet, turn-
ing it onall sides, and holding it out at arm’s length,
¢* that it seems too choice for me.”’ gt

‘“ Bad !’’ says Mr. Bagnet. ‘‘ Not my opinion.™

‘“ But whatever it 1s, a hundred thousand thanks,
old fellow,” says Mrs. Bagnet, her eyes sparkling
with pleasure, and her hand stretched out to him ;
““and though I have been « cross-grained soldier’s
wife to you sometimes, George, we are as strong
friends I am sure, in reality, as ever can be. Now
you shall fasten it on yourself, for good luck, if you
will, George.’”

The children close up to see it dome, and Mr.
Bagnet looks over young Woolwich’s head to see 1t
done, with an interest so maturely wooden, yet so
pleasantly childish, that Mrs. Bagnet cannot help
Jaughing in her airy way, and saying, ** O Lignum,
Lignum, what a precious old chap you are!" Bt
the trooper fails to fasten the brooch. His hand

says
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shakes, he is nervous, and it falls pﬁ. ; (
ome believe this?’’ says he, catching 1t as 1t drops,
and looking round. ‘‘I am so out of sorts that 1
bungle at an easy job like this!”’

Mrs. Bagnet concludes that for such a case there
is no remedy like a pipe; and fastening the brooch
herself in a twinkling, causes the trooper to be in-
ducted into his usual snuz place, and the pipes to
be got into action. ‘‘If that don’t bring you round,
George,”’ says she, ‘‘just throw your eye across here
at your present now and then, and the two together
must do 1t.”’

‘* You ought to do it of yourself,”’ George answers ;
‘““T know that very well, Mrs. Bagnet. I'll tell
vou how, one way and another, the blues have got
to be too many for me. Here was this poor lad.
'T'was dull work to see him dying as he did, and not
be able to help him.” _

‘““ What do you mean, George? You did help him,
You took him under your roof.”

“T helped him so far, but that's little. I mean,
Mrs. Bagnet, there he was, dying without ever
having been taught much more than to know his
richt hand from his left. And he was too far gone
to be helped out of that.”’

‘“ Ah, poor creetur!”’ says Mrs. Bagnet. _

‘““Then,”” says the trooper, not yet lighting his
pipe, and passing his heavy hand over his hair,
‘““ that brought up Gridley in a man’s mind. His
was a bad case tee, in a diffcrent way. Then the
two got mixed up in a man’s mind with a flinty old
rascal who had to do with both. And to think of
that rusty carbine, stock and barrel, standing up on
end in his corner, hard, indifferent, taking every-
thing so evenly—it made flesh aad blood tingle, I do
assure you.’’

* My advice to youn,” returns Mrs. Bagnet, *‘1is
to light your pipe, and tingle that way. It's
wholesomer and comfortabler, and better for the
health altogether.”
ti: You're right,”” says the trooper, ‘““and I'll do
it 1"

So, he does it: though still with an indignant
gravity that impresses the young Bagnets, and
even causes Mr. Bagnet to defer the ceremony of
drinking Mrs. Bagnet’s health; always given by
himself, on these occasions, in a speech of exem-
plary terseness. But the young ladies having com- |
posed what Mr. Bagnet is in the habit of calling

" the mixtur,”” and George’s pipe being now in a
glow, Mr. Bagnet considers it his duty to proceed
to the toast of the evening. He addresses the
assembled company in the following terms.

- "“George. Woolwich. Quebec. Malta. This
1s her birthday. Take a day’s march. And you
won’t find such another. Here’s towards her !”’

The toast having been drunk with enthusiasm,
Mrs. Bagnet returns thanks in a neat address of
qur?esgundmg brevity. This model composition is
‘imited to the three words ‘‘ And wishing yours!"
which the old girl follows up with a nod at every-
body in succession, and a well regulated swig of the
mixture. This she again follows up, on the present
occasion, by the wholly uncxpected cxclamation,
‘' Here’s a man !’

_ Here 1s a man, much to the astonishment of the
little company& looking in at the parlor door. He

‘““ Would any |

18 a sharp-eyed man—a quick keen man—and he
takes in everybody’s look at him, all at once, in-

dividually and collectively, in a manner that
him a remarkable man. 4 Pl

*‘ George,’’ says the man, nodding,
find yourself ?”’ o |
- Why, it’s Bucket !”” cries Mr. George.
" Yes,"” says the man, coming in and closing the

““how do you

¢ T was coing down the street here. when I
happened to stop and look 1n at the musical Instru-
ments in the shop window—a friend of mine 1sin
wants of a second-hand wiolinceller, of a good tone—
and I saw a party enjoying themselves, and I thought
it was youin the corner; I thought I couldn’t be mis-
taken. How goes the world with you, George, at
the present moment ? }?retty smooth? And with
you, maam? And with you, governor? And
Lord!” says Mr. Bucket, opening his arms,
‘ here’s children too! You may do anything with
me, if you only show me children. Give us a kiss,
my,pets. No occasion to inquire who your father
and mother is. Never saw such a likeness 1n my
life ! :

Mr. Bucket, not unwelcome, has sat himself down
ne;t to Mr. George, and taken Quﬂhei and Malta
on his knees. ‘' You pretty qE{Lrs, says Mr,
Bucket, *‘ give us another kiss ; it's the only thing
I'm greedy in. Lord bless you, how healthy you

door.

look! And what may be the ages of these two,

ma’am? I should put ’em down at the figures of
about eight and ten.””

‘ You're very near, sir,”’ says Mrs. Bagnet. '

‘““ T generally am near,” returns Mr. Bucket,
‘““being so fond of children. A friend of mine has
had nineteen of ’em, ma’am, all by one mother, and
she’s still as fresh ‘and rosy as the morning. Not
so much so as yourself, but, upon my soul, she
comes near you !
darling?’’ pursues Mr. Bucket, pinching Malta’'s
cheek. ‘‘ These are peaches, these are. Bless your
heart! And what do you think about father? Do
you think father could recommend a second-hand
wiolinceller of a good tone for Mr. Bucket’s friend,
my dear? My name’s Bucket. Ain’t that a funny
name ?’’

These blandishments have entirely won the family
heart. Mrs. Bagnet forgets the day to the extent
of filling a pipe and a glass for Mr. Bucket, and
waiting upon him hospitably. She would be glad to
receive so pleasant a character under any circum-
stances, but she tells him that as a friend of
George’s she 1s particularly glad to see him this
evening, for George has not been in his ususl
spirits.

** Not in his usual spirits?’’ exclaims Mr. Bucket.
" Why, I never heard of such a thing! What's
the matter, George? You don’t intend to tell me
you've been out of spirits. What should you be
out of spirits for? You haven’t got anything on
yuueruI]d, you know.”

"* Nothing particular,”” returns the trooper.

I should think not,” rejoins MrperBucket
‘6 3 "

What could you have on your mind, you know !
And have these pets got anything on their minds.
eh? Not they; but they'll be upon the minds of
some ?f the young fellows? some of these days, and
make 'em precious low-spirited. I ain’t much of a
prophet, but I can tell you that, ma’am."’

Mrs. Bagnet, quite charmed, hopes Mr. Bucket.\

hnﬁ a family of his own.

There, ma’am !’ says Mr. Bucket.
you believe it? No, I haven’t. My wife, and a
lodger, constitute my family. Mrs. Bucket is as
fund of children as myself, and as wishful to have
em ; but no. So it is. Worldly goods are divided

unequally, and man must not repine What a v
. , - ery
Eﬁ:ﬁ ggilck yard, ma’am ! Any way out of that yard,

There is no way out of that yard
““Ain’t there really?” savs Mr e
should have thought there mi;gr'ht ha;aBbggg.et-Weul,

I don’t know as I |
my fancy more. ver saw a back yard that took

And what do you call these, my

“* Would

Would you allow me to look at it?
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Thank you. No, I see there’s no way out,
what a very good-proportioned yard it ig !”’

Having cast his sharp eye all about 1t, Mr. Bucket

returns to his chair next his friend Mv. George, |

and pats Mr. George affectionately on the shoulder.

" How are your spirits, now, George "’

~* All right now,” returns the trooper.

*" That’s your sort !’ says Mr. Bucket. ** Why
should you ever have been otherwise? A man of
your fine figure and constitution has no right to be
out of spirits. That ain’t a chest to be out of
spirits, 18 16, ma’am? And you haven’t got any
thing on your mind, you know, George ; what could
you have on your mind !”’

Somewhat harping on this phrase, considering the
extent and variety of his conversational powers,
Mr. Bucket twice or thrice repeats it to the pipe he
lights, and with a listening face that is particularly
his own. But the sun of his sociality soon recovers
from this brief eclipse, and shines again.

*“ And this is brother, is it, my dears?”’ says Mr.
Bucket, referring to Quebec and Malta for informa-
tion on the subject of young Woolwich. *‘‘And a
nice brother he is—half brother I mean to say.
For he’s too old to be your boy, ma’am.”

**I can certify at all events that he is not any-
body else’s,”” returns Mrs. Bagnet, laughing.

“ Well, you do surprise me! Yet he’s like you,
there’s no denying. Lord, he'’s wonderfully like
you! But about what you may call the brow, you
know, there his father comes out!’’ Mr. Bucket
compares the faces with one eye shut up, while Mr.
Bagnet smokes in stolid satisfaction. _

This 1s an opportunity for Mrs. Bagnet to inform
him, that the boy is George’s godson,

"* George’s godson, 18 he?”’ rejoins Mr. Bucket,
with extreme cordiality. ‘‘ I must shake hands over
again with George’s godson. Godfather and godson
do credit to one another. And what do you intend
to make of him, ma’am? Does he 'show any turn
for any musical instrument ?*’

Mr. Bagnet suddenly interposes, ‘‘ Plays the Fife.
Beautiful.”

‘* Would you believe it, governor,’”’ says Mr.
Bucket, struck by the coincidence, ‘‘ that when I
was a boy I played the fife myself? Not in a scien-
tific way, as I expect he does, but by ear. Lord
bless you! British Grenadiers—there’s a tune to
warm an Englishman up! Couwld you give us
British Grenadiers, my fine fellow ?*’

Nothing could be more acceptable to the little
circle than this call upon young Woolwich, who im-
mediately fetches his fife and performs the stirring
melody : during which performance Mr. Bucket,
much enlivened, beats time, and never fails to come
in sharp with the burden, ‘‘ Brit Ish Gra-a-ana-
deers !’ In short, he shows so much musical taste,
that Mr. Bagnet actually takes his pipe from his
lips to express his conviction that he 1s a singer.
Mr. Bucket receives the harmonious impeachment
s0 modestly : confessing how that he did once chaunt
a little, for the expression of the feelings of his own
bosom, and with no presumptuous idea of entertain-
ing his friends : that he isasked to sing. Not to be
beiind-hn.nd in the sociality of the evening he com-
plies, and gives them ‘‘ Believe me if all those en-
dearing young charms.”’ This ballad, he informs
Mrs. Bagnet, he considers to have been his most
powerful ally in moving the heart of Mrs. Bucket
when a maiden, and inducing her to approach the
altar—Mr. Bucket’s own words are, to come up to
the scratch. -

This sparkling stranger is such 8 new and agr

ee-

H

But , begins, in spite of himself, to be rather proud of him.

-

€ 1s so friendly, is a man of so ANy resources,
and so easy to get on with, that it is something to
have made him known there. Mr. Bagnet becomes,
after another pipe, so sensible of the value of his
acquaintance, that he solicits the honor of his com-
pany on the old girl's next birth day. If anything
can more closely cement and consolidate the esteem
which Mr. Bucket has formed for the family, it is
the discovery of the nature of the occasion. He
drinks to Mrs. Bagnet with a warmth approaching
to rapture, engages himself for that day twelve-
month more than thankfully, makes a memorandum
of thedayin a large black pocket-book with a girdleto
1t, and breathes a hope that Mrs. Bucket and Mrs.
Bagnet may before then become, in & manner,
sisters.  As he says himself, what is public life
without private ties? He is in his humble way a’
public man, but 1t is not in that sphere that he finds
happiness. No, it must be sought within the con-
fines of domestic bliss.

It 1s natural, under these circumstances, that he,
n his turn, should remember the friend to whom ke
18 1ndebted for so promising an acquaintance. And
he does. He keeps very close to him. Whatever
the subject of the conversation, he keeps a tender
eye upon him. He waits to walk home with him.
He 1s interested in his very boots; and observes
even them attentively, as Mr. George sits smoking
cross-legged in the chimney corner.

At length, Mr. George rises to devart. At the
same moment Mr. Bucket, with the secret sympathy
of friendship, also rises. He dotes upon the chil-
dren to the last, and remembers the commission ke
has undertaken for an absent friend.

'* Respecting that second-hand wiolinceller,
governor—could you recommend me such a thing #*’

"* Scores,’’ says Mr. Bagnet.

““I am obliged to you,” returns Mr. Bucket,
squeezing his hand. ‘‘ You're a friend in need. A
good tone, mind you! My friend is a regular dab
at 1t. Ecod, he saws away at Mo-zart and Handel,
and the rest of the big-wigs, like a thorough work-
man. And you needn’t,”” says Mr. Bucket, in a
considerate and private voice, ** you needn’t commit
yourself to too low a figure, governor. I don’t want
to pay too large a price for my friend:; but I want
you to have your proper percentage, and be remune-
rated for your loss of time. That is but fair. Every
man must live, and ought to it.”’

Mr. Bagnet shakes his head at the old girl, to the
effect that they have found a jewel of price.

** Suppose I was to give you a look in, say at half
arter ten to-morrow morning. Perhaps you could
name the figures of a few wiolincellers of a good
tone?'’ says Mr. Bucket.

Nothing easier. Mr. and Mrs. Bagnet both
engage to have the requisite information ready,
and even hint to each other at the practicability
of having a small stock collected there for ap-
proval.

““ Thank you,’”’ says Mr. Bucket, ‘' thank you.
Good night, ma’am. Good night, governor. Good
night, darlings. I am much obliged to you for one
of the pleasantest evenings I ever spent in my life.”

They, on the contrary, are much obliged to him
for the pleasure he hasgiven them in his company ;
and so they part with many expressions of good-
will on both sides. ‘‘ Now, George, old boy,” says
Mr. Buckei, taking his arm at the shop door,
‘“ come along !”” As they go down the little street,
and the Bagnets pause for a minute looking after
them, Mrs. Bagnet remarks to the worthy Lignum

' who | that Mr. Bucket ‘‘ almost clings to George like, and

able feature in the evening, that Mr. George,
testified no great emotions of pleasure on hisentrance,

seems to be really fond of him,”



BLEAK HOUSE.

—3_54’_—_—___/_-
' Ing d 1ill

:»hbouring streets being narrow an
pagtlie iﬁ;‘gn little gi.ncﬂnvenlﬂﬂt to walk there two

. arm. Mr. George therefore
3br:ﬂstmﬂ.pl:ie BEI'E ::" alk singly. But Mr. Bucket,
EOI? pa.nnot make up his mind to ;‘elmqulsh his
g‘i;nd(fly hold. replies, < Waib half a Elmute, George.
I should wish to speak to you first.”” Immediately
afterwards, he twists him into a public-house and
into a.‘parlc:r, where he confronts him,and claps his

own back against the door.

Mr. Bucket. °‘Duty is

“e G‘Bﬂl‘ﬁﬂ,” sﬂys \ -
dut Ng& friendship is friendship. I never want
¢ clash, if I can help it. I have endea-

to _
ggirgg{;u make things pleasant to-night, and I put

it to vou whether 1 have done it or not. You must

‘ ourself in custody, George.”’
coﬁséd;;tgdﬁ What for?’’ returns the trooper,
thunderstruck. :

““ Now, George,” says Mr. Bucket, urging a
sensible view of the case upon him with his fat
forefinger, ‘‘ duty, as you know very 1vi:mall*_, 1S one
thing, and conversation is another. It's my duty
to inform you that any observations you may make
will be liable to be used against you. Therefore,
George, be careful what yousay. Youdon't happen
to have heard of a murder.”

** Murder !’ ‘ .

““ Now, George,”” says Mr. Bucket, keeping his
forefinger in an impressive state of action, *‘ bear
in mind what I've said you. I ask you nothing.
You've been in low spirits this afternoon. 1 say,
you don’t happen to have heard of a murder.”

““No. Where has there been a murder?”’ +

“Now, George,” says Mr. Bucket, *“ don’t you go
and commit yourself. I'm a going to tell youwhat I
want you for. There has been a murder in Lincoln’s
Inn Fields—gentleman of the name of Tulkinghorn.
He was shot last night. I want you for that.”

The trooper sinks upon a seat behind him, and

1if T don’t have you. Am I {o call in any assistance,

or is the trick done?” _
Mr. George has recoverad himself, and stands up

' soldier. ‘“ Come,” he says; '‘I am ready.”
hk‘? [E’reorge,” continues Mr. Bucket, ** wait a bit !"’
With his upholsterer manner, as if the trooper were
a window to be fitted up, he takes from his pocket
a pair of handcuffs. ‘° This is a serious charge,
George, and such is my duty.”” .

The trooper flushes angrily, and hesitates a
moment; but holds out his
together, and says, ‘* There ! T

Mr. Bucket adjusts themin a moment. " Howdo =
you find them? Are they comfortable? If not, say
80. for I wish to make things as pleasant as is con- =
sistent with my duty, and I've got another pair in
my pocket.”” This remark he offers like a most

Put them on !”’

| respectable tradesman, anxious to execute an order |
neatly, and to the perfect satisfaction of his =

customer. ‘‘They’ll do as they are? Very well!
Now you see, George;’’ he takes a cloak from a
corner, and begins adjusting it about the trooper’s
neck; ‘I was mindful of your feelings when I come
out, and brought this on purpose. There!
the wiser ?’’

it, do me one more good turn, and pull my hat
over my eyes.’’

** Really, though !
pity? It looks so.”
““I can’t look chance men in the face with these =
things on,”” Mr. George hurriedly replies. ‘Do, = =
for God’s sake, pull my hat forward.”” o
So strongly entreated, Mr. Bucket complies, puts

Do you mean 1t?

streets ; the trooper marching on as steadily as

Bucket steering him with his elbow over the cross-
ings and up the turnings.

greaf drops start out upon his forehead, and a deadly
pallor overspreads his face.

** Bucket! It’snotpossiblethat Mr, Tulkinghorn
has been killed, and that you suspect me 2"’

** George,” returns Mr. Bucket, keeping his fove-
finger going, “‘it is certainly possible, because it’s
the case. This deed was done last night at ten
o’clock. Now, you know where you were last night
at ten o’clock, and you'll be able to prove it, no
doubt.”’

" Last night? Last night?’’ repeats the trooper
thoughtfully. Then it flashes upgn him, ** W"UI'Jh}'Ib
great Heaven, T was there, last night !”’ ‘

“So I have understood, George,”” returns Mr
Bucket, with great deliberation. ““So. 1 have
11ndgmtnud. " Likewise you’ve been very often there
Y{}l‘t ve been seen hanging about the place and
you've been hen.rc'[ more than once in a wranele with

nm, and it’s possible—1I don’t say it’s certainly so

ﬁel;ddmcu’ but':l 11t's possible—that he may have 'beer;
id to ca ou ' ' '
dangerous fellnw.ﬁ" £ Seeg, murd_ermg,

if he would admit it all, if he

, George,” continues

his hat upon the table, with

!1;;1:51111&1: in the upholstery way than otherwis

Sh 18, as 1t has been all the
things pleasant. T tell you plainly there’s g re?;-i]:fl

outb, of a hundr ' : :
Dedlock, Bnrmilt:gumeaa’ offered by Sir Leicester

L 11

¢,

: my
evening, to

me as by another m.u.n.

On all of which accounts, I should hope it was clear

to you that I must have yo

an air of businesa;

CHAPTER 1.
ESTHER’'S NARRATIVE.

IT happened that when I came home from Deal, I
found a note from Caddy Jellyby (as we always con-
tinued to call her), informing me that her health,
which had been for some time very delicate, was
worse, and that she would be more glad than she could
tell me if I would go to see her. It was a note of a
few lines, written from the couch on which she lay,
and inclosed to me in another from her husband,
in which he seconded her entreaty with much solici-
tude. Caddy was now the mother, and I the god-
mother, of such a poor little baby—such a tiny old-
faced mite, with a countenance that seemed to be
scarcely anything but cap-border, and a- little, lean,

long-fingered hand, always clenched under its chin.
It would

Whenever it was moved, it cried ; but at all other
times it was so patient, that the sole desire of 1ts
life appeared to be, to lie quiet and think. It had
curious little dark veinsin its face, and curious little
dark marks under its eyes, like faint remembrances
of poor Caddy’s inky days; and altogether, to
those who were not used to it, it was quite a piteous
little sight. B d
., But it was enough for Caddy that she was used

it. The projects with which she beguiled her ill-

- | ness, for little Esther’s education, and little Esther’s
» | Marriage, and even for her own old .

‘ age as the
grandmother of little Esther’s little Esthers, were
So prettily expressive of devotion to this pride of

u, H-l].d thﬂrt I’m damned !

her life, that I should be tempted to recall some

two hands, clasped

Who's 3

““ Only I,” returns the trooper; ‘‘but, as I know

Ain’t it & .

his own hat on, and conducts his prize into the

usual, though with his head less erect; and Mr. 4

g

lie in this attitude all day, with its bright
specks of eyes open, wondering ' (as I used to
imagine) how it came to be so small and weak,
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of them, but for the timely remembrance that I
am petting on irregularly as it is.
To return to the letter. Caddy had a super-

stition about me, which had been strengthening in

- her mind ever since that night long ago, when she

had lain asleep with her head in my lap. She
almost—I think I must say quite—believed that I
did her good whenever I was near her. Now,
although this was such a fancy of the affectionate
girl’s, that T am almost ashamed to mention 1t, still
1t might have all the force of a fact when she was
really ill. TLerefore I set off to Caddy, with my
guardian’s consent, post-haste ; and she and Prince
?llﬁtdqtso much of me, that there never was anything

e it.

Next day I went again to sit with her, and next
day T went again. It was a very easy journey : for
I had only to rise a little earlier in the morning, and
keep my accounts,
matters before leaving home. But when I had
made these three visits, my guardian said to me,
on my return at night :

» ' Now, little woman, little woman, this will

never do. Constant dropping will wear away a
stone, and constant coaching will wear out 2 Dame
Durden. We will go to London for a while, and
take possession of our old lodgings.”’

" Not for me, dear guardian,” said I, *‘for I
never feel tired;’’ which was strictly true. I was
only too happy to be in such request.

“* For me then,”” returned my guardian ; ““or for
Ada, or for both of us. Itissomebody’s birthday
to-morrow, I think.”

** Truly I think it is,”’ said I. kissing my darling,
who would be twenty-one to-morrow.

" Well,”” observed my guardian, half pleasantly,
half seriously, *‘ that’s a great occasion, and will
give my fair cousin some necessary business to
transact in_assertion of her independence, and will
make London a more convenient place for all of us.
So to London we will go. That being settled, there
1s another thing,—how have you left Caddy #’

.*" Very unwell guardian. I fear it will be some
time before she regains her health and strength.”’

" What do you call some time, now ?’’ asked my
guardian, thoughtfully.

" Some weeks, I am afraid.” A

“Ah!”’ He began to walk about the room with
his hands in his pockets, showing that he had been
thinking as much. ‘‘ Now what do you say about
her doctor? Is he a good doctor, my love?’’ ;

I felt obliged to confess that I knew nothing to
the contrary ; but that Prince and I had agreed only
that evening, that we would like his opinion con-
firmed by some one. _

“* Well, you know!’ returned my guardian,
quickly, *‘ there’s Woodeourt.’’

I had not meant that, and was rather taken by

mind in connexion with Mr. Woodcourt seemed to
come back and confuse me. "3

*“You don’t object to him, little woman 7

“* Object to him, guardian? Oh no !” _

““ And you don’t think the patient would object
to him¢”’ .

So far from that, I had no doubt of her being

repared to have a great reliance on him, and to
E'.ke him very much. I said that he was no stranger

- to her personally, for she had seen him often in his

kind attendance on Miss Flite.

* Very good,” said my guardian. ‘‘ He has been
here to-day, my dear, and I will see him about it
fo-morrow.”’ :

I felt, in this short conversation—though I did
not know how, for she was quiet, and we inter-

and attend to house-keeping

N

For a moment, all that I had had in my |

[ changed no.look — that my dear girl well re-

membered how merrily she had clasped me romad
the waist, when no other hands than Caddy’s had
brought me the little parting token. This cansed
me to feel that I ought to tell her, and Caddy too,
that T was goimg to be the mistress of Bleak
House ; and that if T avoided that disclosure any
longer, I might become less worthy in my own eyes
of its master’s love. Therefore, when we went np-
stairs, and had waited listening until the clocks
struck twelve, in order that only I might be the
first to wish my darling all good wishes on Ler
birthday, and to take her to my heart, I set before
her, just as I had set before myself, the goodness
and honor of her cousin John, and the happy ife
that was in store for me. If ever my darling were
fonder of me at one time than at another in all our
intercourse, she was surely fondest of me that
mght. And I was so rejoiced to know it. and so
comforted by the sense of having done right, in
casting this last idle reservation away, that I was ten
times happier than I had been before. I had
scarcely thought it a reservation a few hours ago ;
but now that it was gone, I felt as if I understood
1ts nature better.

Next day we went to London. We found our old
lodging vacant, and in half an hour were quietly
established there, as if we had never gone away.
Mr. Woodcourt dined with us, to celebrate my
darling’s birthday; and we were as pleasant as
we could be with the great blank among us that
Richard’s absence naturally made on such an neva-
sion, After that day I was for some weeks—eirht
or nine as I remember—very much with Caddy ; and
thus it fell out that I saw less of Ada at this time
than any other since we had first come togethar,
except the time of my own illness. She often cwmne
to Caddy’s; but our function there was to amuse
and cheer her, and we did not talk in our usual con-
fidential manner, Whenever I went home at night,
we were together; but Caddy’s rest was broken
by pain, and I often remained to nurse her.

With her husband and her poor little mite of a
baby to love, and their home to strive for, what a
good creature Caddy was! So self-denying, so un-
complaining, so anxious to get well on their account,
so afraid of giving trouble, and so thoughtful of
the unassisted labours of her husband and the com-
forts of old Mr. Turveydrop; I had never known
the best of her until now. And it seemed so curious
that her pale face and helpless ficure should be
lying there day after day, where dancing was the
business of life; where the kit and the apprentices
began early every morning in the ball-room. and
where the untidy little boy waltzed by himself in
the kitchen all the afternoon.

At Caddy’s request, I took the supreme direction
of her apartment, trimmed it up, and pushed her,
couch and all, into a lighter and more airy and more
cheerful corner than she had yet occupied ; then,
every day, when we were in our neatest array, I
used to lay my small small namesake in her Arms,
and sit down to chat or work, or read to her. It
was at one of the first of these quiet times that I
told Caddy about Bleak House.

We had other visitors besides Ada. First of all,
we had Prince, who in his hurried intervals of teach-
ing used to come softly in and sit softly down, with
a face of loving anxiety for Caddy and the very

| ittle child. Whatever Caddy’s - condition really

was, she never failed to declare to Prince that she
was all but well—which I, Heaven forgive me, never
failed to confirm. This would put Prince in such

%ond spirits, that he would sometimes take the kit

rom his pocket and play a chord or two to astonisb
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' _ which I never knew it to do in |
i;rbeﬂe?{’orwm} tiny namesake never noticed 1% at

all.

hen there was _
ocg‘asinnally, with her usual distraught manner, an

it calmly looking miles beyond her grandchild, as
:: her at{entiun were absorbed by a young Borrio-
Soolan on its native shores. As bright-eyed g ever,
s serene, and as untidy, she would say, ‘‘ Well,

vaddv. child, and how do you do to-day?”’ And
thii ihuld sit amiably smiling, and taking no notice
of the reply; or would sweetly glide off into a cal-
culation of the number of letters she had lﬂ.t_'ely
oceived and answered, or of the coffee-bearing
power of Borrioboola Gha. This she would always
‘o with a serene contempt for our limited sphere of
action, not to be disguised.

Then there was old Mr. Turveydrop, who was
from morning to night and from night to morning
¢he subject of innumerable precautions. If the baby
cried, it was nearly stifled lest the noise should make
him uncomfortable. If the fire wanted stirring in
the night, it was surreptitiously done lest his rest
should be broken. If Caddy required any little
uttle comfort that the house contajned, she first
carefully discussed whether he was likely o require
it t0o. In return for this consideration, e would
come into the room once a day, all but blessing 1t—
showing a condescension, and a patronage, and a
rrace of manner, in dispensing the light of his
aioh-shouldered presence, from which 1 might have
supposed him (if I had not known better) to have
peen the benefactor of Caddy’s life.

** My Caroline,”’ he would say, making the nearest
approach that he could to bending over her. ** Tell
me that you are better to-day.”

*“ O much better, thank you, Mr. Turveydrop,”
Caddy would reply. |

““Delichted! Enchanted! And our dear Miss
Summerson. She is not quite prostrated by fatigue
Here he would crease up his eyelids, and kiss his
fingers to me; though I am happy to say he had
ceased to be particular in his attentions, since I had
been so altered.

‘““Not at all,”” T would assure him.

“Charming! We must take care of our dear
Caroline, Miss Summerson. We must spare nothing

that will restore her. We must nourish her. My
dear Caroline ;’” he would turn to his daughter-in-
law with infinite generosity and protection; *' want
for nothing, my love. Frame a wish and gratify it,
my daughter. Everything this house contains,
everything my room contains, 1s at your service, my
dear. Do not,”” he would sometimes add, in a
burst of Deportment, ‘‘ even allow my simple re-
quirements to be considered, if they should at any
time interfere with your own, my Caroline. Your
necessities are greater than mine.”

He had established such a long prescriptive right
to this Deportment (his son’s inheritance from his
mother), that I several times knew both Caddy and
her husband to be melted to tears by these affec-
tionate self-sacrifices. |

"~ Nay, my dears,”’” he would remonstrate; and
when_I saw Caddy’s thin arm about his fat neck as
he said it, I would be melled too, though not by the
same process; ‘* Nay,nay! I have promised never
to leave ye. DBe dutiful and affectionate towards
me, and I ask no other return. Now, bless yo! I
amﬂgmng ::3 thekPmi]k.” '

e wonld take the air there, presentl o
an appetite for his hotel dinne:r.l} I l:m:npj;1+ %nddu Eﬁ'i:
Mr. Turveydrop no wrong: but I never saw an
better traits in him than these I faithfully recor[f
except that he certainly conceived a liking fo

Mrs. Jellyby. She would come

o in the least | Peepy, and w

d | even this

¢ ‘homp —ulways, on those occasions, sendin
ﬁfﬁlﬂ hgme pbefﬂre he went to dinner himself, an

occasionally with a

inconsidera .
Peepy was sufficiently

hand with the professor
be newly dressed, at the expence
husband, from top to toe.

Last of our visitors,

Really when he

decorated to walk hand in

sit down with

no attempt to say
half took his coat off, as

little thing, he sometimes

:¢ with an intention of helping by a great exertion ;
His sole occupation

the wall, looking

and I could not quite 4}

but he never got any further.
was to sit with his head against

hard at the thoughtful baby :

divest my mind of a fancy that they understood one i3

another.

I have not counted Mr. Woodcourt among our
because he was now Caddy’s regular atten-
She soon began to improve under his care; =

but he was so gentle, so skilful, so unwearying in =
it is not to be wondered at, =

visitors,
dant.

the pains he took, that

[ am sure. Isaw a good deal of Mr. Woodcourt

during this time, though not so much as might be i &

supposed ; for, knowiug Caddy to be safe in his

hands, I often slipped home at about the hours when -

he was expected. We frequently met, notwith-
standing. I was quite reconciled to myself now;
but I stiil felt glad to think that he was sorry for
me, and he still was sorry for me I believed. He
helped Mr. Badeer in his professional engagements,

which were numerous ; and had as yet no settled =

projects for the future.

- It was when Caddy began torecover, that I began
to notice a change 1in my dear girl.
how it first presented itself to me; because I ob-
served it in many sligcht particulars, which were

nothing in themselves, and only became something

| But T made ont,
putting them together, that Ada was not so

iﬁ*hen they were pieced together.
)Y

frankly cheerful with me as she used to be. Her

tenderness for me was as loving and true as ever; I
did not for a moment doubt: that; but there was w
quiet sorrow about her which she- did not confide to
me, and in which I traced some hidden regret.

Now I could not understand this; and I was so
anxious for the happiness of my own pet, that it
caused me some uneasiness, and set me thinking
often. At length, feeling sure that Ada suppressed
this something from me, lest it should make me
unhappy too, it came into my head that she was a
little grieved—for me—by what I had told her about
Bliaiuk House.

.ow I persuaded myself that this was likely, I
don’t know. 1 had no idea that there was {l.jﬁj'
?Ellﬁtalln relféere?ce in myt deing so. I was not grieved

" mysell : 1 was quite contented and quite happy.
Still, that Ada might be thinking—forqme, thg}l}]gyh
fqi\:dba‘ﬂnnduned all 1iam:lh thoughts—of what once

as, Was now a o
he%'veze, that I believed ?ttanued! e

. What could I do to reassure my darlin n-
?1de_red then) and show her thﬂ.g I had gnt(:'uI lflfﬂh
Eehngg? Well! T could only be as brisk and busy
“HH possible ; and that, I had tried to be all along-

owever, as Caddy’s illness had certainly inter-

1 ie;it(fli, more or less, with my home duties—though

always been there in the morning to make my

r | guardian’s breakfast, and he had s hundred times

ould take the child out walking with %

halfpenny in hiz pocket. But
Jisinterestedness was' attended with no
ble cost, to my knowledge; for before

of Deportment, he had to
of Caddy and her

there was Mr. Jellyby,
used to come in of an evening, and

ddv in his meek voice how she was, and then
o his head against the wall, and make
anything more, i liked him very
much. If he found me bustling about, doing any

e
A

I cannot say  F
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Janched, and caid there must be two little women,

for his ittle woman Was pever missing—I resolved

1§ I went about
be doubly diligent and gay. S0 ; |
:ﬂe house, humming all the tunes I knew ; and

cat working and working in a desperate manner,

1 talk n d night.
and T talked and talked, morning, noon, and nig
wAnd still there was the same shade between me

riing. ' _
anE glci ‘]iJﬂnnm Trot,”’ observed my guardian shutting
up his book, one night when we wereﬂull three to-
gether; ' so, Woodcourt has res‘gm-eﬁ Caddy Jellyby
to the full enjoyment of life again?”’
“ Yes,”” I said; ‘‘and to be repaid by suc
tude as hers, is to be made rich, guardian.’
T wish it was,”’ he returned, “ with all my

heart.”
So did I too, for that matter.

“ Aye! We would make him as rich as a J ow,
if we knew how. Would we not, little woman?

I laughed as I worked, and replied that I was not
cure about that, for it might spoil him, and he might
not be so useful, and there might be many who could
ill spare him. As, Miss Flite, and Caddy herself,
and many others. . |

“ Tyye,”’ said my guardian. “T had { orgotten
that. Butwe would agree to make him rich enough
to live, I suppose? Rich enough to work with
tolerable peace of mind ? Rich enough to have his
own happy home, and his own household gods—and

household goddess too, perhaps ™’
That was quite another thing, I said. We must

«“To be sure,”’ said my guardian. °‘All of us.
I have a great regard for Woodcourt, a high esteem
for him : and I have been sounding him delicately
about his plans. Itis difficult to offer aid to an
independent man, with that just kind of pride _wl}mh
he possesses. And yet 1 would be glad to do it 1f 1
micht, or if I knew how. He seems half inclined
for another voyage. But that appears like casting
such & man away.”’

“ Tt might open a new world to him,” said I%

““So it might, little woman,” my guardian as-
sented. I doubt if he expects much of the old
world. Do you know I have fancied that he some-
times feels some particular disappointment, or mis-
fortune, encountered in it. You never heard of
anything of that sort?”” I shook my head.

*“ Humph !*’ gaid my guardian. °‘Iam mistaken,
I dare say.”’

As there was a little pause here, which I thought,
for my dear girl’s satisfaction, had better be filled
up, I hummed an air as I worked which was a
favorite with my guardian.

“ And do you think Mr. Woodcourt will make
another voyager’’ I asked him, when I had hummed
it quietly all through.

““* 1 don’t quite know what to think, my dear, but
I should say it was likely at present that he will
give a long trial to another country.”

““Tam sure he will take the best wishes of all
our hearts with him wherever he goes,”” said I;
*“ and though they are not riches, he will never be
the poorer for them, guardian, at least.”

** Never, little woman,’’ he replied.

I was sitting in my usual place, which was now
beside my guardian’s chair, That had not been my
usual place before the letter, but it was now. 1
Jooked up at Ada, who was sitting opposite; and I
saw, as she looked at me, that her eyes were filled
with tears, and that tears were falling down her
face. I felt that I had only to be placid and merry,

by such grati-

I said so.

once for all to undeceive my dear, and set her lovi
heart at rest. Ireally wus so, and I had nﬂtﬁgg

to do but to be myself,

sweet girl lean upon my shoulder— =
ng what was heavy on her mind !— 58
t quite well, and put my arm =
up-stairs. I'thenh we Fere'
' and when she might perbaps have =
}L_Elgu;;g 1;1;1;} cin‘:;as so unprepared to hear, I gave
her no encouragement o confide in me ; 1 never

g tood in need of 1t. i
thﬂuﬁhrfl;h;e:r good Esther,”’ said Ada, ““1f 1 could =

only make up my mind to speak to you and my

:n John, when you are together I i
EGES{%]W, my love !’ 1 remonstrated. ‘‘ Ada? Wh}_’

ot speak tous!” e
Ehi:flii Egi‘yndmp%ed her head and pressed me closer o8

» heart. L )
tﬂ}e’i}ul& surely don’t forget, my beauty,”’ said I, e
smiling, ‘¢ what quiet old-fashioned people we arey_: i
and how I have settled down to be the discreetest o ._? qj
dames! You don’t forget how happily and peace-
fully my life 1s all marked out for me, and by
whom? I am certain that you don’t forget b;_;.,_p
what a noble character, Ada. That can never be.* .

““ No. never, Ksther.” E
s %\v’?ﬁy,ethe;l, my dear,’”’ said I, *‘ there ecan be
nothing amiss—and why should you not speak to =
, 17? |
a8 Nothing amiss, Esther P yeturned .f-‘xda. ““ O
when I think of all these years, and of his fatherly ;‘,ﬁ

Qo I made my
how little think:
and I said she was no
about her, and took her

eare and kindness, and of the old relations among =
us, and of you, what shall I do, what shall I do ! =

I looked at my child in some wonder, but I thought =
'+ better not to answer, otherwise than by cheering = ==
her : and so I turned off into many little recollee- =
tions of our life together, and prevented her from =8
saying more. When she lay down to sleep, and not =

before, I returned to my cuardian to say gon’dj-..j'-;;' _'

IJ'

night ; and then I came back to Ada, and sat near ¥
her for a little while. R

She was asleep, and I thought as 1 looked at her =
that she was a little changed. I had thought so, ==
more than once lately. I could not decide, evem ==
looking at her while she was unconscious, how she =
was changed ; but something in the familiar beauty
of her face looked different to me. My guardian’s =
| old hopes of her and Richard arose sorrowfully =

in my mind, and I said to myself, ‘‘ she has been

Lot i MY

>

anxious about him,’’ and I wondered how that love g
would end. i
~ When I had come home from Calais while she was =
ill, I had often found Ada at work, and she had =
always put her work away, and I had never known
what it was. Some of it now lay in a drawer near %
her, which was not quite closed. I did not open the =
drawer, but I still rather wondered what the work
could be, for it was evidently nothing for herself. i
And I noticed as I kissed my dear, that she lay -
with one hand under her pillow so that it was
hidden. g
How much less amiable I must have been than
they thought me, how much less amiable than I =
thought myself, to be so preoccupied with my own
cheerfulness and contentment, as to think that it o8
only rested with me to. put my dear girl right, and =
| set her mind at peace ! e
But I lay down, self-deceived, in that belief.
And I awoke in it next day, to find that there was

| still the same shade between me and my darling.

]
|
&
Lo

(]

]
i
h §

CHAPTER LI ' (S
| ENLIGHTENED. | /o
:FHEN Mr. Woodcourt arrived in London, he went, .-f |
Im.t very same day, to Mr. Vholes’s in Symond's
nn. For he never once, from the moment when T
| entreated him to be a friend to Richard, neglected or

i
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torgot his promise. He had told me that he accepted
the charge as a sacred trust, and he was ever true
to it in that spirit.

He found Mr. Vholes in his office, and informed
Mzr. Vholes of his agreement with Richard, that he
should call there to learn his address.

**Just so, sir,”’ said Mr. Vholes. *“ Mr. C’s
address is not a hundred miles from here, sir, Mr.
C’s address is not a hundred miles from here.
Would you take a seat, sir ?”’

Mr. Woodcourt thanked Mr. Vholes, but he had
had no business with him beyond what he had men-
tioned.

¢ Just so, sir.
still quietly insisting on the seat by not giving the
address, ‘' that you have influence with Mr. C.
Indeed I am aware that you have.”’

“1 was not aware of it myself.’’ returned Mr.
Woodcourt ; “* but I suppose you kuow best.”’

“*Sir,” rejoined Mr. Vholes, self-contained, as
usual, voice and all, *“itis a part of my professional
duty to know best. It isa part of my professional
duty, to study and to understand a gentleman who
confides his interests to me. In my professional duty
I shall not be wanting, sir, if I know it. I may, with
the best intentions, be wanting ir. 1t without know-
ing i1t ; but not if I know it, sir.”’

Mr. Woodcourt again mentioned the address.

* Give me leave, sir,”” said Mr. Vholes. ‘ Bear
swith me for a moment. Sir, Mr. C is playing for
a considerable stake, and cannot play without—need
I say what?”’

** Money, 1 presume ?"’

“ Sir,” said Mr. Vholes, ‘‘ to be honest with you
{(honesty being my golden rule, whether I gain by it
or lose, and I find that I generally lose), money is
the word. Now, sir, upon the chances of Mr. C’s
game I express to you no opinion, 7o opinion. It
might be highly impolitic in Mr. C, after playing so
long and so high, to leave off; it might be the re-
verse. I say nothing. No, sir,”’ said Mr, Vholes,
bringing his hand flat down upon his desk, in a
positive manner, ‘‘ nothing.”’

** You seem to forget,”’ returned Mr. Woodcourt,
*“that I ask you to say nothing, and have no in-
terest in anything you say.”’

** Pardon me, sir!’’ retorted Mr. Vholes, ‘‘you
do yourself an injustice. No, sir! Pardon me!
You shall not—shall not in my office, if T know 1t—
do yourself an injustice. You are interested in
anything, and in everything that relates to your
friend. I know human nature much better, sir,

I Dbelieve, sir,”” said Mr. Vholes,

- than to admit for an instant that a gentleman of

your appearance is not interested in whatever con-
cerns his friend.”

**Well,” replied Mr. Woodcourt, ‘‘ that may be.
I am particularly interésted in his address.” :

**(The number, sir,”’) said Mr. Vholes, paren-
thetically, (** I believe I have already mentioned.)
If Mr. C 1s to continue to play for this considerable
stake, sir, he must have funds. Understand me!
There are funds in hand at present. I ask for
nothing ; there are funds in hand. But, for the
-nnwarg play, more funds must be provided ; unless
Mzy. C is to throw away what he has already ventured
—vwhich is wholly and solely a point for his con-
sideration. This, sir, 1 take the opportunity of
stating openly to you, as the friend of Mr. C.
Without funds, I shall always be happy to appear
and act for Mr. C, to the extent of all such costs as
are safe to be allowed out of the estate : not beyoud
that. I could not go beyond that, sir, without
wronging some one. I must either wrong my three
dear girls; or my venerable father, who is entirely

dependent on me—in the Vale of Taunton; or some

one. Whereas, sir, my resolution is (call it weak-
ness or folly if you please) to wrong no one.”’

Mr. Woodcourt rather sternly rejoined that ha
was glad to hear it.

““1 wish, sir,”’ gaid Mr. Vholes, *‘ to leave a good
name behind me. Therefore, I take every oppor-
tunity of openly stating to a friend of Mr. C, how
Mr. C is situated. As to myself, sir, the labourer
1s worthy of his hire. If I undertake to put my
shoulder to the wheel, I do it, and I earn what I
get. I am here for that purpose. My name 1s
painted on the door outside, with that object.”

** And Mr. Carston’s address, Mr. Vholes "’

*“ Sir,”” returned Mr. Vholes, ‘‘ as I believe I have
already mentioned, it is next door. On the second
story rou will find Mr. C’s apartments. Mr. C
desires to be near his professional adviser; and I
am far from objecting, for I court inquiry.”’

Upon this, Mr. Woodcourt wished Mr. Vholes
good day, and went in search of Richard, the
change in whose appearance he began to understand
now but to well.

He found him in a dull room, fadedly furnished ;
much as I had found him in his barrack-room but a
little while before, except that he was not writing,
but was sitting with a book before him, from which
his eyes and thonghts were far astray. Asthe door
chanced to be standing open, Mr. Woodcourt was
in his presence for some moments without being
perceived : and he told me that he never could forget
the naggardness of his face, and the dejection of
his manner, before he was aroused from his dream.

" Woodcourt, my dear fellow !’ cried Richard,
starting up with extended hands, *‘ you come upon
my vision like a ghost.”’

‘““ A friendlyone,’’ he replied, ‘‘ and only waiting,
as they say ghosts do, to be addressed. How does
the mortal world go?"’

They were seated now, near together.

““Badly enough, and slowly enough,” said
Richard ; ** speaking at least for my part of it.”

** What part is that?"’

** The Chancery part.”’ :

**I never heard,” returned Mr. Woodcourt,
shaking his head, * of its going well yet.”

- c?it Nor I,” said Richard, moodily. ‘‘ Who ever
i ?l!

He brightened again in a moment, and said, with
his natural openness :

* Woodcourt, I should be sorry to be misundex-
stood by you, even if I gained by it in your estima-
tion. You must know that I have done no good
this long time. I have not intended to do much
harm, but I seem to have been capable of nothing
else. It may be that I should have done better by
keeping out of the net into which my destiny has
worked me ; but I think not, though I dare say youn
will soon hear, if you have not already heard, a very
different opinion. To make short of a long story,
I am afraid I have wanted an object; but I have
an object now—or 1t has me—and it is too late to
discuss 1t. Take me as I am, and make the best of
me.’’

**A bargaimn,”” said Mr. Woodcourt. ‘Do as
much by me in return.’”’

“Oh! You,” returned Richard, ‘ you ecan
pursue your art for its own sake ; and can put your
hand upon the plough, and never turn; and can
strike a purpose out of anything. You, and I, are
very different creatures.’”’ |

He spoke regretfully, and lapsed for a moment
into his weary condition.

© Well, well!”” he cried, shaking it off, every-
thing has an end. We shall see! So you will
take me as I am, and make the best of me 2"’
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¢« Aye ! indeed I will.”’ They shook hands upon
it laughingly, but in deep earnestness. I can

' ts
swer, for one of them, with my heart of hes‘L}- .
T You come as a godsend,’’ said Richard, ‘‘ for I

t
have seen nobody here yet but Vholes. Woodcourt,
there 1s one subyject I Fshuuld. like to mention, iﬂr
once and for all, in the beginning of our trea ’{'
You can hardly make the best of me if I don’t.
You know, I dare say, that I have an attachment to

in Ada?”’ _
myl\fl?.u%gnudcﬂurt replied that I had hinted as much

to him. i
¥ » roturned Richard, ¢‘don’t think
e T thudss Don’t suppose that 1 am

me & heap of selfishness. _
1661 If breaking my heart over
splitting my head and balt b g my A

this miserable Chancery suit, for my own 11 _
interests alone. Ada’s are bound up with mine ;
they can’t be separated ; Vholes works for both of
us. Do think of that!” _

He was so very solicitous on this head, that Mr.
Woodcourt gave him the strongest assurances that he
did him no injustice. _ *

““ You see,’’ said Richard, with something pathetic
in his manner of lingering on the point, though 1t
was off-hand and unstudied, ‘‘to an upright fellow
like you, bringing a friendly face like yours here, I
cannot bear the thought of appearing selfish and
mean. I want to see Ada righted, Woodcourt, as
well as myself ; I want to do myutmost to right her,
as well :@ myself; I venture what I can scrape
together to extricate her, as well as myself, Do, 1
beseech you, think of that!”

Afterwards, when Mr. Woodcourt came to reflect
on what had passed, he was so very much impressed
by the strength of Richard’s anxiety on this point,
that in telling me generally of his first visit to
Symond’s Inn, he particularly dwelt upon it. It re-
vived a fear I had before, that my dear girl’s little

roperty would be absorbed by Mr. Vholes, and that
%ichnr 's justification to himself would be sincerely
this. It was justas I began to take care of Caddy,
that the interview took place; and I now return to
the time when Caddy had recovered, and the shade
was still between me and my darling.

I proposed to Ada, that morning, that we should
go and see Richard. It a little surprised me to find
that she hesitated, and was not so radiantly willing
as 1 had expected.

“My dear,” said I, ‘““you have not had any
difference with Richard since I have been so much
awayp’’

** No, Esther.”

‘“ Not heard of him, perhaps?’’ said I.

““Yes, I have heard of him,”’ said Ada.

Such tears in her eyes, and such love in her face.
I could not make mfr darling out. Should I go to
Richard’s by myself, I said? No, Ada thought I
had better not go by myself. Would she go with
me? Yes, Ada thought she had better go with me.
Should we go now? Yes, let us go now. Well, I
could not understand my darling, with the tears in
her eyes and the love in her face !

We were soon equipped, and went out. Tt was a
sombre day, and drops of chill rain fell at intervals.
It was one of those colorless days when everything
looks heavy and harsh. The houses frowned at us
the dust rose at ms, the smoke swooped at us.
nothing made any compromise about itself , Or Wore
a softened aspect. I fancied my beautiful girl quite
out of place in the rugged streets; and 1 thought

‘there were more funerals passing along the dismal
pavements, than I had ever seen before.

We had first to find out Symond’s Inn, We were
going to inquire in a shop, when Ada said she
thought it was near Chancery Lane, ** We are not

——

|

' in that
' out, my love, if we go 1n
IlFEliintx? ’}Jin,iftrlt I'L So to Chancery _Lnnﬂ we went ;
S:I?Ethﬂl:ﬂ. sure enough, we saw it written up.

Symond’s Inn tLhe number. ‘‘Or Mr,
We had next to find mﬂi ; lf-ecgllectﬂd,  for M.

Vholes’s office will du’dﬂﬂr_” Upon which Ada

holes’s office is next | :
:nl':d, perhaps that was Mr. Vhole’s office in the

there. And it really was.
cmrﬁ?;n came the q*t_testlnn, whie
doors? I was for going to the o

o to the other; and my
E?ritfr{:;r:ﬁgl(:m%u, up we went to the second story,

where we came to Richard’s name in great white

letters on a hearse-like panel

I should have knocked, bu _
hﬂ.dsbeci’;?er turn the bandle and go 1n. Thus we
came to Richard, poring over & table covered with

] like
dustv bundles of papers which seemed tO me
dustgr mirrors reflecting bis own mind. Wherever
I looked, I saw the ominous words that ran 1n 1t,

ted. Jarndyce and Jarndyce.

rﬂp§2 received ug very uﬁec.tmnntely_, ﬂ.‘Ed we sat
down. ‘‘If you had come a little earlier,”’ he said, B
““ you would have found Woodcourt here. There
never was such a good fellow as WfVondcaurt 18. . He i
finds time to look 1n between whiles, when anybody b
else with half his work to do would be thinking = =8
about not being able to come. And he is so cheery, =
so fresh, so sensible, so earnest, so—everything that
I am not, that the p :
comes, and darkens whenever he goes aggun.” -_
“* God bless him,” I thought, *‘ for his truth to
me!”’

‘“ He is not so sanguine, Ada,”’ continued Richard,
casting his dejected look over the bundles of papers,
‘“ as Vholes and I are usually ; buthe is only an out-
sider, and is not in the mysteries. We have gone
into them, and he has not. He can’t be expected to
know much of such a labyrinth.”

As his look wandered over the papers again, and
he passed his two hands over his head, I noticed how
sunken and how large his eyes appeared, how dry

w

away.

‘““Is this a healthy place to live in, Richard, do
you think 7"’ said I.

‘*Why, my dear Minerva,” answered Richard,
with his old gay langh, ** it is neither a rural nor a
cheerful place ; and when the sun shines here, you
may lay a pretty heavy wager that it is shining
brightly in an open spot,
the time. It’s near the offices, and near Vholes.”’

:: Perhaps,” I hinted, *‘ a change from both——

—Might do me good ?’’ said Richard, fore;
laugh as he finished the sentence.
wonder !

one of two ways, I should rather say. Either the
suit must be enéed, Esther, or the suitor,

shall be the suit, the suit, my dear girl!”’ it '
These latter words were addressed to Ada, who
was sitting nearest to him. Her face being turned
away from me and towards him, I could not see it.
. We are doing very well,”” pursued Richard.
thnles will tell you so. We are really spinning
along, Ask Vholes. We are giving them no rest.
Vholes knows all their windings an turnings
E{lﬂ are upon them everywhere. We have aatonfshed
em already. We shall rouse up that nest of
sleepers, mark my words |”’
tlll',l:llil _hogefulneaa had long been more painful to me
hod 18 despondency ; it 'was so unlike hopefulness,
b aﬂn:lmthmg 80 fierce in its determination to beit,
beinsuflungry and eager, and yet 80 conscious Ui
g torced and unsustainable, that it had long

1

h of the two next \
ne, and my darling
darling was =

t Ada said perhaps we =

lace brightens whenever he

his lips were, and how his finger-nails were all bitten

But it’s well enough for

4

. \ “I shouldn’t
But 1t can only come in one way now—in
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touched me to the heart.
upon 1t now indelibly written in this handsome face,
made it far more distressing than it used to be. I
say indelibly ; for I felt persuaded that if the fatal
- cause could l}nve been for ever terminated, accord-
Ing to his brightest visions, in that same hour, the
traces of the premature anxiety, self-reproach, and
disappointment it had occasioned him, would have
remained upon his features to the hour of his death.
"' The sight of our dear little woman,’”’ gaid
Richard : Ada still remaining silent and quiet: *‘is
80 natural to me, and her compassionate face is so
like the face of old days——"
Ah! No, no. I smiled and shook m y head.
“—So exactly like the face of old days,”” said
Richard in his cordial voice, and taking my hand
with the brotherly regard which nothine ever
changed, ‘‘that I can’t make pretences with her, I
fluctuate a little; that’s the truth. Sometimes I
hope, my dear, and sometimes I—don’t quite
despair, but nearly. I get,”’ said Richard, relin-
quishing my hand gently, and walking across the
room, ‘‘so tired!”’
He took a few turns

But the commentary |

up and down, and sunk upon
the sofa. *‘Iget,” he repeated gloomily, *‘ so tired.
It is such weary weary work !’

He was leaning on his arm, saying these words in
a meditative voice, and looking at the ground, when
my darling rose, put off her bonnet, kneeled down
beside him with her golden hair falling like sunlight
on his head, clasped her two arms round his neck,
and turned her face to me. O, what a loving and
devoted face I saw !

* Esther, dear,”” she said very quietly, *“ I am not
going home agnin.”’

A light shone in upon me all at onco.

*“ Never any more. I am going to stay with my
dear husband. We have been married above two
months. Go home without me, my own Esther: I
shall never go home any more !’ With those words
my darling drew his head down on her breast, and
held it there. And if ever in my life I saw a love
that nothing but death could change, I saw it then
before me.

" Speak to Esther, my dearest,” said Richard,
breaking the silence presently. *‘Tell her how it
was,”’

I met her before she could come to me, and folded
her in my arms. We neither of us spoke ; but with
her cheek against my own, I wanted to hear nothing.
“ My pet,” said 1. ‘“My love. My poor, poor
girl I”” T pitied her so much. I was very fond of
Richard, but the impulse that I had upon me was to
pity her so much. | |

** Esther, will you forgive me? Will my cousin
John forgive me?”’

““My dear,”” said I, *‘ to doubt it for a moment,
1s todo him a great wrong. And as to me !”’—why,
a8 to me, what had I to forgive! :

I dried my sobbing darling’s eyes, and sat beside
her on the sofa, and Richard sat on my other side ;
and while I was reminded of that so different night
when they had first taken me into their confidence
and had gone on in their own wild happy way, they
told me between them how it was. .

“All T had, was Richard’s,”” Ada said; ‘‘ and
Richard would not take it, Esther, and what could
I do but be his wife when I'loved him dearly !”

““ And you were so fully and so kindl;f occupied,
excellent Dame Durden,”’ said Richard, ** that how
could we speak to you at such a time ! And besides,
1t was not a long-considered step. We went out one
morning, and were married.” _

*“ And when it was done, Esther,” said my dar-
ling, *‘T was always thinking how to tell you, and

o — —

——

what to do for the best. And sometimes I thought
you ought to know it directly ; and sometimes I
thought you ought not to know it, and keep it from
my cousin John; and I could not tell what to do,
aud I fretted very much.”

How selfish I must have been, not to have thonght
of this before! I don’t know what I said now. I
was so sorry, and yet I was so fond of them, and so
glad that they were fond of me: I pitied them so
much, and yet I felt a kind of pride in their loving
one another. I never had experienced such painful
and pleasurable emotion at one time: and in my
own heart I did not know which predominated.
But I was not there to darken their way ; I did not
do that.

When I was less foolish and more composed, my
darling took her wedding ring from her bosom, and
kissed it, and put it on. Then I remembered last
night, and told Richard that ever since her marriage
she had worn it at night when there was no one to
see, Then Ada blushingly asked me how did I know
that, my dear? Then I told Ada how I had seen
her hand concealed under her pillow, and had little
thought why, my dear. Then they began telling
me how it was, all over again; and I began to be
sorry and glad again, and foolish again, and to hide
my plain old face as much as I could, lest T shounld
put them ont of heart. |

Thus the time went on, until it became NeCeseary
for me to think of returning. When that time ar-
rived it was the worst of all, for then my darling
completely broke down. She clung round my neck,
calling me by every dear name she could think of
and saying what she should do without me! Nor
was Richard much better; and as for me I shonld
have been the worst of the three, if I had not
severely said to myself, *‘ Now, Esther, if you de,
I'll never speak to you again !”’

*“ Why, I declare,” said I, “‘I never saw such a
wife. T don’t think she loves her hushand at all.
Here, Richard, take my child, for goodness’ sake.”
But I held her tight all the while, and could have
wept over her I don’t know how long. |

I give this dear young couple notice,” said I,
““that T am only going away to come back to-
morrow ; and that I shall be always coming back-
wards and forwards, until Symond’s Inn is tired
of the sight of me. So I shall not say good bye,
Richard. For what would be the use of that, you
know, when I am coming back so soon !”’

I had given my darling to him now, and I meant
to go; but I lingered for one more look of the pre-
cious face, which it seemed to rive my heart to turn
from,

So I said (ina merry, bustling manner) that unless
they gave me some encouragement to come back, I
was not sure that I could take that liberty ; upon
which my dear girl looked up, faintly smiling through
her tears, and I folded her lovely face between my
hands, and gave it one last kiss, and langhed, and
ran away. .

And when I got down-stairs, O how I cried! Tt
almost seemed to me that I had lost my Ada for
ever. I was so lonely, and so blank without her,
and 1t was so desolate to he goin§ home with no
hope of seeing her there, that I could get no comfort
for a little while, as I walked up and down in a dim
corner, sobbing and crying.

I came to myself by-and-by, after a little scold-
ing, and took a coach home. The poor boy whom
I had found at St. Albans had reappeared a short
time before, and was lying at the point of death ;
indeed, was then dead, though I did not know it.
My guardian had gone out to inquire abont him, and
did not return to dinner. Being quite alone, I
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M ind said again, ‘‘She will succeed, my dear.
5 , "

eried a little agn.iu . though, on the whole, I don't B e holedn, Bleak House is thinning fast, O little &
e y 3

N

-k [ behaved so very, very ill. _ gt : ik

th}‘;l:mw oply natnra J;;lmt I ahonld no’ beT u;;g w‘}u;;l; sorry presently that this was all we said *
aconstomed to the loss of my darling yet. L that: L Whd . ther

disappointed. 1 feared I .

' I JORER- 1.5 : ad meant to be, =
by ey A 11‘:“1g tmiﬂ:a fggunieniul might not quite hn.vle bee;lwg-r Ih be,
But my mind dwelt so much upon a¢ " e the letter and the an :

1.J“|' f:‘:‘:

. 1 . t &8 o

one in which I had left her, and I pictured 1 o AL g

| ::I?ITIEILH overshadowed stony-hearted one, ﬂ“*} ] ig CHAPTER LII. i
longed to be near her, and faking some sort ol cd

of her, that I determined to go back 1n the evening,

i

only to look up at her windows.

HI{ 1;;15 foolish, I dare say ; but it did not then seem
at all so to me, and it does not seem quite so even
now. I took Charley into my confidence, and we

went out at dusk. It was dark when we came to

{he now strange home of my dear girl, and there

was & light behind the yellow blinds. We walked

OBSTINACY. i
had intervened, when, Earlii:_
were going to breulatust, 3
: : ! .te with the astounding news =

Woodcourt came in haste wit ing s

that a terrible murder had been committed, for "

‘«h Mr. George had been apprehended and was
iv:lhfulsstudy. 1T‘n“»’hunm, he told us that a large reward =

; . Jir Le Dedlock for the mupr-"
B - ' . Vholes, w s, et e, rds o
rim.nuwlyt IE}ESSE?B E%iiuﬂﬁli}ggwa ‘;'GI'B there, and | sternation understand why ; b&lﬁ adfew more I!_._f-t.
Eﬁstllitloﬂia head to look up too before going home. il‘;x}}lﬂh;ﬁd? tur:.»1 me tl-miufgaig:ll;ladﬂi;iﬂl;m;?;nltithﬂ?i
19 his lank black figure, and the lonesome | Leicester s 1AW j:ﬂl, _ Y i
E‘Ei??ﬁ?x? Em.-;?; in the dark gwer{; favourable to the urend_ of h}:n rushed into my rememmlautt_:e. 4 tnh i
state of my mind. I thnugﬁt of the youth and love This ll'lliﬂ[‘ESEL"lll 1:]1111 Eu;!ﬁilb rﬁﬂéﬂ?ﬂ dﬂwlg}nl?aghf e
e ' : ' 11. | she had long watched and distrusted, an g
and beauty of my dear girl, shut up in such an ill- | 8 “d distrusted her ; one for whom she co Bl
5 if it were a cruel place. watched and distrusted her ; 1
mﬁ?ﬁi?ﬁ? ges’n?ilézg;tuﬁllrery dull, and I did not | have had few intervals of kindness, always dread-_l
doubt tt.]mt might B:‘Lfely steal up-Etairs. I left { ing In him a dtmg{‘l“ﬂus and secret euemy ; appeared;,; ﬂ
Charley below, and went up with a light foot, not | so 11wt‘lul, that my first thoughts were of her. Hnﬂ"";i
distressed by any glare from the feeble oll lanterns | appalling to hear of such a death, and be able to *.r'.:;;'-'r_
on the way. T listened for a few moments; and in | no pity | How dreadful to remember, perhaps, that

the musty rotting silence of the house, believed that | she had sometimes even wished the old man -away,,_-£1

T could hear the murmur of their young voices. I | who was so swiftly hurried out of life!

‘put my lips to the hearse-like panel of the door, as| Such crowding reflections, increasing the distress &
a kiss for my dear, and came quietly down again, | and fear Talways felt when the name was mentioned, =

thinkine that one of these days I would confess to | made me so agitated that I could scarcely hold my =
t.h:: visii. : place at the table. I was quite unable to follow the = 3

And it really did me good ; for, though nobody | conversation until I had had a little time to recover, =
but Charley and I knew anything about it, 1 some- :‘ 4
how felt as if it had diminished the separation o

" between Ada and me, and had brought us together :

in for those moments. I went back, not quite

accustomed yet to the change, but all the better for
that hovering about my darling.

My guardian had come home, and was standing
thoughtfully by the dark window. When I went in,
his face cleared and he came to his seat; but he
canght the light upon my face, as I took mine,
' Little woman,” said he. ** You have been cry-
ing.

“* Why, yes, guardian,’”’ said I, **I am afraid I

BuT one other day
the morning as Wwe

-4
-
i

4

But when I came to myself, and saw how shocked
my guardian was; and found that they were.
earnestly speaking of the suspected man, and pe- 8
calling every favorable impression we had formed of *

him, out of the good we had known of lim; my " #
interest and my fears were so strongly aroused iu':~.;
his behalf that I was quite set up again.
‘“ Guardian, you don’t think it possible that he is =
justly accused?”’ 8

“ My dear, I can’t think so. This man whom
we have sgen so open-hearted and compassionate; =
who, with the might of a giant bas the gentleness OL‘Q'.'" |
_ i | a child ; who looks as brave a fellow as ever lived,
‘have been, a little. Ada has been in such distress, | and is so simple and quiet with it; this man ju.l;!iil?'ftT
and is 50 very sorry, guardian.” : accused of such a crime? I can’t believe it. It's

I put my arm on the back of his chair; and I saw | not that I don’t or I won’t. I can’t!’”’ : B

in his glance that my words, and my look at her

"empty place, had grapared him.
** Is she married, my dear?”’
I told him all about 1t, and how her first entreaties
had referred to his forgiveness.
‘* She has no need of it,’’ said he. ** Heaven bless
her, and her husband!”” But just as my first im-
pulse had been to pity her, so was his, ** Poor girl
poor girl! Poor Rick! Poor Ada !”’ '
. Neither of us spoke after that ; until he said, with
a sigh, ** Well, well, my dear! Bleak House is
thinning fast.” '
*" But its mistress remains, guardian.” Though I

“was timid about saying it, I ventured because of the |

sorrowful tone in which he had spoken, ¢ .
do all she can to make it hnppy,”paaig. 1, it e
- ** She will succeed, my love !”’

He bore an animosity towards the deceased gentle-
man. He has openly mentioned it in many places.

He 18 eaid to have expressed himself violently

towards him, and he certainly did about him, to my

knowledge. He admits that he was alone, on the

scene of the murder, within a few minutes of its
commission, I sincerely believe him to be as inno-
cent of any participation in it, as I am: but these

are all reasons for suspicion falling upon him.””
True,”” said my guardian; and he added

any of these respects,’’

~ The letter had made no difference het
axcept that the seat by his side had come fo g: elLli:;l; ’-
it made none now. H_e turned his old bright fatherl v
look upon me, laid his hand on my lmnﬁ in his old

| not help saying)

us to desert him in his need,

“And I can't,” said Mr. Woodcourt. _"Stiuflﬁ;:

| |
whatever we believe or know of him, we had better
not forget that some appearances are against him.

!
2.
o 4

Y

turning to me, ‘“it would be doing hi d i
: * ; iim g very bad
Service, my dﬂﬂ.r, to shut our eyggg to the trﬁh in :_

L felt, of course, that we must '

: ‘ t. not only
otxrselvea but to others, the full forr:'ed;?tﬁen:ircum-
stances against him. !Ya'c. I knew withal (I would 4

that their weight would not induce

T
it

L
L



. that he was now upon his way to seé the prisoner
~ himself,
- My guardian said, direetly, he would go too.

near to me. ;
- amportant to myself that the truth should be
~ discovered, and that no innocent people should be
- suspected ; for suspicion, once run wild, might run

- to go to them.

look at you and keep my secret to myself, under
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.. Heaven forbid!” returned my guardian.|
" We will stand by him, as he himself stood by the
Uwo poor creatures who are gone.”” He meant Mr.
Gridley and the boy, to both of whom Mr. George
had given shelter. q
- Mr. Woodcourt then told us that the frooper’s
man had been with him before day, after wandering
about the streetsall night like a distracted creature.
That one of the trooper’s first anxieties was that we
should not suppose him guilty. That he had
charged his messenger to represent his perfect inno-
cence, with every solemn assurance he could send us,
That Mr. Woodcourt had only quieted the man by
undertaking to come to our house very early in the
morning, with these representations. He added

Now, besides that I liked the retired soldier very
much, and that he liked me, I had that secret inte-
rest in what had happened, which was only known |
t0 my guardian. I felt as if it came close and
It seemed to become personally

wilder,

Ina word, I felt asif it were my duty and obligation
My guardian did not seek to dis-
suade me, and I went.

It was a large prison, with many courts and pas-
sages so like one another, and so uniformly paved,
that I seemed to gain a new comprehension, as I
passed along, of the fondness that solitary prisoners,
shut up among the same staring walls from year to
year, have had—as I have read—for a weed, or a
stray blade of grass. In an arched room by him-
self, like a cellar upstairs: with walls so glaringly
white, that they made the massive iron window-
bars and iron-bound door even more profoundly
black than they were: we found the trooper
standing in a corner. He had been sitting on a
bench there, and had risen wken he heard the locks
and bolts turn.

When he saw us, he came forward a step with
his usual heavy tread, and there stopped and made
a slight bow. But as I still advanced, putting
out mf’ hand to him, he understood us in a moment,

* This is a load off my mind, I do assure yon,
miss and gentlemen,’”’ said he, saluting us with
Freut heartiness, and drawing a long breath.

*And now I don’t s0 much care how it ends.”’

He scarcely seemed to be a prisoner. What
with his coolness and his soldierly bearing, he looked
far more like the prison guard.

““This is even a rougher place than my gallery
to receive a lady in,”’ said Mr. George, ‘* but I
kuow Miss Summerson will mnke the best of it.”’
As he handed me to the bench on which he had
been sitting, I sat down ; which seemed to give him
great satisfaction.

*“T thank you, miss,’’ said he.

** Now, George,”” observed my guardian, ‘‘as we
require no new assurances on your part, so I believe |
we need give you none on ours.”’

** Not at all, sir. Ithank you with all my heart.
If T was not innocent of this ecrime, I couldn’t

the condescension of the present visit., 1 feel the
present vigit very much. I am not one of the
eloguent sort, but I feel it, Miss Summerson and

gentlemen, deeply.” :
He laid his hand for a moment on his broad

great amount of natural emotfion by these simple

HCANSs, :
?ﬁ ivst ?’ id di ‘““ can we do ﬂn}'ﬂilﬂg
Fir: ,  Sa1d my guardaian,

for your personal comfort, George?’’ ; _
““For which, sir?” he inquired, elearing bis

throat. ¥
‘““ For your personal comfort. Is there anything

you want, that would lessen the hardship of this

confinement 7'’ ;

“Well, sir,” replied Mr. George, after a little
cogitation, *“I am equally obliged to you: but
tobacco being against the rules I can’t say that
there is,”’

“You will think of many little things perhaps,
by-and-by,  Whenever you do, George, let us.
Enow.”’

“Thank you, sir. Howsoever,”” observed Mr.
George, with one of his sunburnt smiles, ** a man
who has been knocking about the world in a vagn-
bond kind of . way as long as I have, gets on well
enough in o place like the present, so far as that
aoes,”’

** Next, as to your case,”’ observed my guardian.

‘" Exactly so, sir,”” returned Mr, George, folding
his arms upon his breast with perfectself-possession .
and a little curiosity.

"' How does 1t stand now ?"’

““Why, sir, it is under remand at present.
Bucket gives me to understand that he will pro-
bably apply for a series of remands from time to
time, until the case 18 more complete. How it is to
he made more complete, I don’t myself see; but I
dare say Bucket will manage it somehow.”’

" Why, Heaven save us, man!” exclaimed my
guardian, surprised into his old oddity and velie-
mence, ' you talk of yourself as if you were some-
body else !”’

** No offence, sir,”” said Mr. George. *‘I am
very sensible of your kindness. But I don't see
how an innocent man 18 to make up his mind to this.
kind of thing without knocking his head against
the walls, unless he takes it in that point of view.”’

* That is true enough, to a certain extent,”
returned my guardian, softened. *‘ But, my good
fellow, even an innocent man must take ordinary
precautions to defend himself,”’

** Certainly, sir. And I have done so. I have
stated to the magistrates, * Gentlemen, I am as inno-
cent of this charge as yourselves; what has been
stated against me in the way of facts, is perfectly
true; I know no more about it.” I intend to
continue stating that sir. What more can I do?
It’s the truth.”

" But the mere truth won't do,"” rejoined my
guardian,

" Won't it, indeed, sir? Rather a bad look-out
for me!”” Mr. George good-humoredly observed.

"' You must have a lawyer,”” pursued my guardian.
** We must engage a good one for you.”’

' I ask your pardon, sir,”” said glr. George, with
a step backward. ‘‘I am equally obliged. But I'
must decidedly beg to be excused from anything of
that sort.”

““You won’t have a lawyer ¢’

‘* No, sir;”’ "My, Geurgﬂ shook his head in the
most emphatic manner. **Ithank you all the same,
sir, but—no lawyer !’ |

“Why not?”’

"1 don’t take kindly to the breed,”’ said Mr.
George. ‘' Gridley didn’t. And—if you'll excuse
my saying so much—I should hardly have thought
you did yourself, sir.”

* That’s Equity,”’ my guardian explained, a little

chest, and bent his head to us. Although he
squared himself again directly, he expressed a |

at a loss ; *“ that’s Eqmty, George,”’
" Is it indeed, sir 7"’ returned the trooper, in his:

1I-u'.‘ o



24 -
e
% inted with those

ff-hand manner. I am not acquain
:hadles of names myself, butin a general way 1

to the breed.”’ ‘ . i
folding his arms, and changzing his position,
stugzil ::'ith gne massive hand upon the table, and the

other on his hip, as complete a picture of a man who |

to be moved from a fixed purpose as ever
:::ﬁ.nﬂ;t was in vain that we all three talked tg 111_15;
and endeavoured to persuade him ; he listene ;Fil -
that gentleness which went so well with his blu
bearing, but was evidently no more shaken by our
representations than his place of cnnﬁnemq?t W_r:ls.I
“‘ Pray think, once more, Mr. George, sk
‘¢ Have you no wish, in reference to your case:

«“T certainly could wish it to be tried, miss,’”” he
retuf‘ned, 5 by{!r court-martial ; but that is out of the
question, as I am well aware.. If you will be so
rood as to favour me with your ELt:tEIltlﬂll for a
Eouple of minutes, miss, not more, I'll endeavour to
explain myself as clearly as I can.’’

He looked at us all three in turn, shook his head
a little as if he were adjusting it in the stucii and
collar of a tight uniform, and after a moment's re-

flection went on.

““ You see, miss, I have been hand-cuffed and
taken into custody, and brought here. I am a
marked and disgraced man, and here I am. My
shooting-gallery is rummaged, high !n_ud low, by
Bucket : such property as I have—tis small—is
turned this way and that, till it don’t know itself ;
and (as aforesaid) here I am! I don't particular
complain of that. Though I am in these present
quarters through no immediately preceding tault of
mine, I can very well understand that if I hadn t
gone into the vagabond way in my youth, this
wouldn’t have happened. It has happened. Then
comes the question, how to meet 1t.”’

He rubbed his swarthy forehead for a moment,
witha good-humored look, and said apologetically,
““ T am such a short-winded talker that I must think
a bit.”” Having thought a bit he looked up again,
and resumed.

“How to meet it. Now, the unfortunate de- |

ceased was himself a lawyer, and had a pretty tight
hold of me. I don’t wish to rake up his ashes, but
he had, what I should call if he was living, a Dewvil
of a tight hold of me. I don’t like his trade the
better for that. If I had kept clear of his trade, I
should have kept outside this place. But that’s
not what I mean. Now, suppose I had killed him.
Suppose I really had discharged into his body any

“one of those pistols recently fired off; that Bucket

has found at my place, and, dear me ! might have
found there any day since it has been my. place.
What should I have done as soon as'1 was hard and
fast here? Got a lawyer.”’

He stopped on hearing some one at the locks and
bolts, and did not resume until the door had been
opened and was shut again. For what purpose
opened, I will mention presently. -

1 should have got a lawyer, and he would have
said (as I have often read in the newspapers), ‘ my
client says nothing, my client reserves his defence—-
my client this, that, and t'other.”. Well! ’tis not
the custom of that breed to go straight, accordiag
to my opinion, or to think that other men do. Sn}?
I am innocent, and I get a lawyer. He would be as
likely to believe me guilty as not ; perhaps more.
What would he do, whether or no? Act as if I
was ;—shut my mouth up, tell me not to commit
myself, keep circumstances back, chop the evidenco
small, quibble, and get me off perhaps! But, Miss
Summerson, do I care for getting off in that way ;
or would I rather be hanged in my own wu.y—-—if

you’ll excuse my Iu

able to a lady?”

He had warme : jack Rg
further necessity to wait a Dit. |
1111‘;}%1'“1'10[1[13 I;ﬂthEI‘ be hanged 1n my OWn wiy. And

41 d to say,”’ looking

to be! I don’t Inten . :
Euﬂ?ﬁpnn us, with his pngerf ul arms akimbo ;;._n({
his dark eyebrows l‘ﬂ.iEEd,l that I am more partia
ine hanged than another ma.
iﬂn}:ﬁ;ﬁ:nﬁg " fF clear and full, or not atall. There-
fore. when I hear stated against me ‘E'Fhﬂ.t 1s true, I
say 't’s true ; and when they tell me, ¢ whatever you

say will be used,’ I tell them

mean 1t to bl? us;ledl.
t out of the whole |
ff nﬂu(guuf anything less, or unythlﬂg else.
they are, it's worth nothing to me.
‘aking ace or two over
cmr}l:klgﬁzkftnpthe table, and finished what he had to

say.

1 thank you, miss, and gentlemen both, many

interest. _
I:lg points itself out to a mere trooper with a blunt

broadsword kind of a mind,

entioning anything so disagree. =

d into his subject now, and was
A n 'i,
'

What I say is,

v

R 1
E 1'|I
i 1]

I don't mind that; I
If they can’t make me 1nno- -

truth, they are not thl,g_ :31 ‘i‘;i 3
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I have never done

well in life, beyond my duty as a soldier ; and 1if the 8§

worst comes after ail, I shall reap pretty much as 1

have sown. When I got over the first crash of

being seized as a murderer—it don't take a rover,
who has knocked about so much as myself, so very

long to recover from a crash—l1 worked my way

round to what you find me now. As such I sh
remain.

No relations will be disgraced by me, or AR

made unhappy for me, and—and that’s all I've got ==

to say.”’

The door had been opened to admit another soldier- = X

looking man of less prepossessing appearance at

first sicht, and a weather-tanned bright-eyed whole-
some woman with a basket, who, from her entrance,
had been exceedingly attentive to all Mr. George

had said. Mr. George had received them with a |

familiar nod and a friendly look, but without any
more particular greeting in the midst of his address.
He now shook them cordially by
said, ‘* Miss Summerson and gentlemen, this 18 an
old comrade of mine, Joseph Bagnet.
his wife, Mrs. Bagnet.”

Mr. Bagnet made us a stiff military bow, and
Mrs. Bagnet dropped us a curtsey.

““Real good friends of mine they are,” said Mr.

George. ‘‘ It was at their house I was taken.”’

" With a second-hand wiolinceller,”” Mr. Bagnet
put 1n, twitching his head angrily.
:ﬂnf. For a friend. That money was no object
0.

" Mat,” said Mr. George, “you have heard
pretty well all T have been saying to this lady and
these two gentlemen. I know it meets your ap-
proval ¢’

Mr. Bagnet, after considering, referred the point
to his wife, ““Old girl,” said he. ““Tell him.
Wilzether or not. It meets my approval.”’

Why, George,”” exclaimed Mrs. Bagnet, who
had been unpacking her basket, in which there was
a piece of cold pickled pork, a little tea and sugar,
and a brown loaf, ‘‘you ought to know it don’t.
You ought to know it’s enough to drive a person
wild to hear you. You won’t be got off this way,

and you won't be got off that way—what do you

mean by such picking and choosing? It's stuff and
nonsense, (George.’’

1 ’
Dou’t be severe upon me in my misfortunes,

‘Bagnet,

Mrs. Bagnet,” said the troo '
r : per, lightly.
Oh!“]?.uther your misfortunes!’’ cries Mrs.
if they don’t make you more reasonable

the hand, and

And this is e

“Of a good
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s A4"dozen lawyers, if the gentleman re- | take up and shoulder an eight-and-forty pounder by
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EHADOW,

‘““This is a very sensible woman,” said my | got a thing into his head, and fixed it there Why
gnardian., ‘‘I hope you will persuade him, Mrs. | don’t I know him !’ cried Mrs. Bagnet. *‘ Don’t I
Bagnet.”’ know you, George! You don’t mean fo set up

‘“ Persuade him, sir?”’ she returned. .ord | for a new character with me, after all these years
bless you, no. You don’t know George. Now, I hope?”’ ;
there!”” Mrs. Bagnet left her basket to mownt ~m f Her friendly indienation had an exemplary cffect

i
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3 head at the | miss.’”” was her first rem;ikolg]ézﬁnil?”mma b :
1 . a e L ' . g
i Sl 1;.:(:1 :i?:gt]:{ reglsmmeetldﬂtiﬂn to | ¢“ but he's 1o & bad Waﬁ',g’ru dence, and good help,’” 2

trooper several times,
him to yleld. Between W
at me ; and I understood, :
that she wished me to do something,

not comprehend what. : 1d fellow,
““ But I have given up_talking totf :-:’E{{IE blew &

ears and years,”’ said Mrs, Bagne ]

ﬂtﬂe dnus.ty off the pickled pork, looking at ILIE
again ; ‘* and when ladies and gentlemen know tyoo
as well as I do, they’ll give up talking tofyaub.t P
If you are not too headstrong to accept of a bi

dinner, here it 1s.” g
T accept it, with many thanks,”’ returned the

¢rooper. indeed?”’ said Drs. Bagnet,

““Do you though, BT
inuing le on 20od-humonredly. * I'm
continuing to grumble on g CUUROW Y i don :

sure I'm surprised at that. 5
staﬁve in _v;grp own way also. It would only be }ill}ﬂ |
you. Perhaps you'll set your mind upon that,
next.’”’ Here she again looked at me: and I now
perceived, from her glances at the door and at me,

by turns, that she wished us to retire, and to awalt

' ide the prison. Communica-
her following us, outside the p e

¢ing this by similar means to my guardian, a

Woodcourt, 1 rose. will think better of it, Mr. |

‘“ We hope you
George,’’ p'd T: “and we shall come to see
era onable.

you again, trusting to find you more reas :

““ More grateful, Miss Summerson, you cah t find
me.”’ he returned. S

‘' But more persuadable we can, I hope, said I.
¢« And let me entreat you to conmsider that the
clearing up of this mystery, and the discovery of the
real perpetrator of this deed, may bje of the last 1m-
portance to others besides yourself.”

He heard me respectfully, but without much
Leeding these words, which I spoke, a little turned
from him, already on my way to the door; he was
observing (this they afterwards told me) my height
and fizure, which seemed to catch his attention all
at once.

“>Tis curious,” said he. ¢ And yet I thought so
at the time !”’

hiles, Mrs. Bagnet looked

he play of her eyes,
from the p {hough 3id

L |

said my guardi

returned Mrs.
the hem
him.
that he never meant.

icht
El.:lg:i then such a numb

ed b
ﬁﬁpglel brought forward to spe

Bucket is so deep.

+ and when [ say mifls, g

‘- f the wall, a A
the corner O s into & more secluded B
place, and was &
occasioning Mr.
lem '!"

tying the strings of he
could as soon move
on this point, unless you

My guardian asked him what he meant.

““ Why, sir,” he answered, ‘‘ when my ill-fortune | 3. 4ot

took me to the dead man’s staircase on the night of

sgpeak to it.”’

For an instant, I felt such a shudder as I never
felt before or since, and hope I shall never feel
again.

“* It came down-stairs as I went up,” said the
trooper, ‘“ and crossed the moonlighted window with
a loose black mantle on; I noticed a deep fringe to
it. However, 1t has nothing to do with the present
subject, excepting that Miss Summerson looked so
lilze 1t at the moment, that it came into my head.”

[ cannot separate and define the feelings that
arose in me after this: it is enough that the vague
duty and obligation I had felt upon me from the
first of following the investigation, was, without my
distinetly daring to ask myself any question, in-
creased; and that I was indignauntly sure of
tl;vrf:] being no possibility of a reason for my being
afraid.

Ve three went out of the prison, and walked up
and down at some short distance from the gate

| ﬁh.lch was in a retired place. We had not waited

long, when Mr, and Mrs. Bagnet came out too, and
qm'f:tlfly joined uts _ oy

ere was a tear 1n each of Mrs. Bagnet’'s eyes

and her face was flushed and hurried. T d?gti"‘;

-+ Not with care an
all.

n
:: A gentleman like O iedly drying her eyes
Bagnet, hurriedly drying bet 270

u ought to know best, sir,”’

on

of her grey cloak ;

e has been so cal
£ The gentle
him a8 Lignum and
' mstances

eless, and said

not understand

ad for him, and such a num

_hand wiolinceller.

¢ Mr.

““ With a secon
miss,’
I mean all! St
nd I'll tell you!

““ Now, 1 tell you,

hurrie i
tutg;t too breathless to proceed; *

Bagnet to say, Old girl!

Mrs. Bagnet
¢ Why, then, miss,

- i
move him with. And I have got 1t !

¢ You are a jewel of a woman, ™ said my
“Goon!”

““ Now. I tell you, miss,’ e proce
her hands in her hurry and agitation a nes
:n every sentence, *‘ that what he says concernings
no relations is all bosh.
but he does know of them.

guardian,

me at odd times than to anybody else, and 1t warp’t"f
for nothing that he once spoke to my W oolwich =

about whitening and wrinkling
For 4fty pounds he had seen h . a
She’s alive, and must be brought here straight !

Instantly Mrs.
mouth. and began pinning up
a little higher than the level of he
which she accomplished with surprising

her skirts all round,
r grey cloak;

“Tionum.” said Mrs. Bagnet, *

m away to Lincolns

here.”’

““ But, bless the woman!’ ecried my guardian.

with his hand in his pocket, ‘‘ how is she going? = &

What money has she got?”’

let George see what I thought about it, you know, '

Mrs. Bagnet made another application to her

skirts, and brought forth a leathern purse in which
she hastily counted over a few shillings, and which = =

& 1
14

she then shut up with perfect satisfaction.
*“ Never you mind for me, miss.
wife, and accustomed to travelling in my own

three for the children.
Lincolnshire after George’s mother!” ;

And she actually set off while we three stood

pace, and turned the corner, and was gone.
Mr. Bagnet,” sald my guardian. °
mean to let her go in that way 2"’

“Can’t help it,”” he returned.
home once.

With the same grey cloak. And same umbrella.

thinld girl says, I'll do 1. She does it.”’
Then she is as honest and genuine as she looks,”

so much 'T'-'-'
entlemen of the juriest =
ms dﬂ-f}
hﬂ-?& ?.h b/
ber of peuplg':ga;
ak against him, and ==

.And sald }5.,}'
played the fife. When a boy.”’ Bagqet addeqﬁ x

with great solemnity. 3

' gaid Mrs. Bagnet; =
Just come into =

% -
-
%

>
-

Tell

B AT

" the old girl procee‘ded& un- i
r bonnet for more-air, " yOu =8
Dover Castle as move George =8

had got a new power to .

d LTl _': _‘I
- " - .r' " N '
¥ i

-ﬂ.l{' E rt
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They don’t know of him; ==

i
- by !
s . %

He has said more to '

mother’s heads, =
is mother that day. =8
i

“J,.

Bagnet put some pins into her K

dispatch and “
you take care of =

his murder, I saw a shape so like Miss Summerson's : o £} b i
g0 by me 1 the dark, that I had half a mind to ;::l}e children. old man, and give me the umbrella!
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hire, to bring that old lady
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I'm a soldier’s
| o tra way.

Lignum, old hoy,” kissing him, ** one for yourselt; =
Now, I'm away iﬂto o
looking at one another lost in amazement. She &
actually trudged away in her grey cloak at a sturdy =

“ Made her Wy
From another quarter of the world.
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rejoined my guardian,
more for her.”’

~* She’s Color-Serjeant of the Nonpareil battalion.’’
sald Mr, Bagnet, looking at us over his shoulder, as
he went his wayalso. ‘“ And there’s not such another.

ButI never own toit before her. Discipline must be
maintained.”’

““and it is impossible to say l

——— E——

CHAPTER LIII.
THE TRACK.

MR. BuckxEeT and his fat forefinger are much in con-
sultation together under existing circumstances.
When Mr. Bucket has a matter of this pressing
interest under his consideration, the fat forefinger
seems to rise to the dignity of a familiar demon.
He puts it to his ears, and it whispers information ;
he puts it to his lips, and it enjoins him to secresy ;
he rubs it over his nose, and it sharpens his scent ;
he shakes it before a guilty man, and it charms him
to his destruction. The Augurs of the Detective
Temple invariably predict, that when Mr. Bucket
and that finger are much in conference, a terrible
avenger will be heard of before long.

Otherwise mildly studious in his observation of
human nature, on the whole & benignant philosopher
not disposed to be severe upon the follies of man-
kind, Mr. Bucket pervades a vast number of
houses, and strolls about an infinity of streets: to
outward appearance rather languishing for want
of an object. He is in the friendliest condition
towards his species, and will drink with most of
them. He 1s free with his money, affable in his
manners, innocent in his conversation—but, through
the placid stream of his life, there glides an under-
current of forefinger.

Time and place cannot bind Mr. Bucket. Like
man in the abstract, he is here to-day and gone to-
morrow—but, very unlike man indeed, he is here
again the next day. This evening he will be
casually looking into the iron extinguishers at the
door oi Sir Leicester Dedlock’s house in town : and
to-morrow morning he w:ll be walking on the leads
at Chesney Wold, where erst the old man walked
whose ghost is propitiated with a hundred guineas.
Drawers, desks, pockets, all things belonging to
him, Mr. Bucket examines. A few hours after-
wards, he and the Roman will be alone together,
comparing forefingers.

Itislikely that these occupations are irreconcileable
with home enjoyment, but it is certain that Mr.
Bucket at present does not go home. Though in
general he highly appreciates the society of Mrs.
Bucket—a lady of a natural detective genius, which
if it had been improved by professional exercise.
might have done great things, but which has paused
at the level of a clever amateur—he holds himself
aloof from that dear solace. DMrs. Bucket is
dependent on their lodger (fortunately an amiable
lady in whom she takes an interest) for companion-
ship and conversation.

A great crowd assembles in Lincoln’s Inn Fields
on the day of the funeral. Sir Leicester Dedlock
attends the ceremony in person; strictly speaking,
there are only three other human followers, that 1s
to say, Lord Doodle, William Buffy, and the debili-
tated cousin (thrown in as a make-weight), but the
amount of inconsolable carriages is immense. The
Peerage contributes more four-wheeled aflliction
than has ever been seen in that meighbourhood.
Such is the assemblage of armorial bearings on coach
panels, that the Heralds’ College might be supposed
to have lost its father and mother at a blow. The
Duke of Foodle sendsa splendid pile of dustandashes, '

with silver wheel-boxes, patent axles, all the last im-
provements, and three bereaved worms, six feet
high, holding on behind, in a bunch of woe. Al
the state coachmen in London seem plunged inte
mourning ; and if that dead old man of the rusty
garb, be not beyond a taste in horseidesh (which
::ippea.rs 1mpossible), it must be highly gratified this
ay.

Quiet among the undertakers and the equipages,
and the calves of so many legs all steeped 1n grief,
Mr. Bucket sits concealed in one of the inconsolable
carriages, and at his ease surveys the crowd through
the lattice blinds. He has a keen eye for a crowd
—as for what not?—and looking here and there,
now from this side of the carriage, now from the
other, now up at the house windows, now along the
people’s heads, nothing escapes him.

"* And there you are, my partner, eh?’’ says Mr.
Bucket to himself, apostrophising Mrs. Bucket,
stationed, by his favor, on the steps of the
deceased’s house. ‘‘ And so you are. And so you
are! And very well indeed you are looking, Mrs.
Bucket!”’

The procession has not started yet, but is waiting
for the cause of its assemblage to be brought out.
Mr. Bucket, in the foremost emblazoned carriage,
uses his two fat forefingers to hold the lattice a
hair’s breadth open while he looks.

And it says a great deal for his attachment, as a
husband, that he is still occupied with Mrs. B.
" There you are, my partner, eh ?’> he murmuringly
repeats. ““ And our lodger with you. I'm taking
notice of you, Mrs. Bucket ; I hope you’re all right
in your health, my dear !”’

Not another word does Mr. Bucket say; but sits
with most attentive eyes, until the sacked depository
of noble secrets is brought down—Where are all
those secrets now? Does he keep them yet? Did
they fly with him on that sudden journey?—and
until the procession moves, and Mr. Bucket’s view
1s changed. After which, he composes himself for
an easy ride; and takes note of the fittings of the
carriage, in case he should ever find such knowledgs
useful.

Contrast enough between Mr. Tulkinghorn shut
up in his dark carriage, and Mr. Bucket shut up in
his. Between the immeasurable track of space
beyond the little wound that has thrown the one
into the fixed sleep which jolts so heavily over the
stones of the streets, and the narrow track of blood
which keeps the other in the watchful state expressed
in every hair of hishead ! But itis all one to both;
neither is troubled about that.

Mr. Bucket sits out the procession, in his own
easy manner, and glides from the carriage when the
opportunity he has settled with himself arrives.
He makes for Sir Leicester Dedlock’s, which is at
present a sort of home for him, where he comes and
goes as he likes at all hours, where he 1s always
welcome and made much of, where he knows the
whole establishment, and walks in an atmosphere of
mysterious greatness.

No knocking or ringing for Mr. Bucket. He
has caused himself to be provided with a key. and
can pass in at his pleasure. As he 1s crossing the
hall, Mercury informs him, ‘* Here’s another letter
for you, Mr. Bucket, come by post,”” and gives it

him.

*“ Another one, eh "’ says Mr. Bucket.

If Mercury should chance to be possessed by any
lingering curiosity as to Mr. Bucket’s letters, that
wary personis not the man to gratify it. Mr. Bucket
looks at him, as 'if his face were a vista of some
miles in length, and he were leisurely contemplating
the same. ' -
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l’.ﬁi —— s % ' Hﬂ?ing diﬂ gy
oy o0 know me, ﬂ,ﬂd I knOW yDU: . .. iy
¢ Do you happen to carry & box ¢’ says Mr. :—Eg 1&?}1& 3% o Tlitt) ed specimens of his tact, Mr~ =
Buaket. ' ff-tak Bucket rubs his hands. _ i
rtun 18 no snuil-taker 7 o new to communicate,
EanrfuId ?a:slg'eélgﬁrligrg pinch from anywheres ? Have you anything |

Mr. Bucket. ‘ Thankee.
fl{:t it is; I’'m not particular

Thankee !””
Having leisurely

ed from somebody _
::g;;?wand having made a considerable show o

2 it first with one side of his nose and then
mthmfhg’other, Mr. Bucket, with much delibera-
tion, Prﬂﬂuuﬁces it of the right sort, and goes on,

in hand. :

IE%B;;? although Mr. Bucket walks up-stairs to the
little library within the larger one, with the face of
o man who receives some scores of letters every day,
it happens that much correspondence is not inci-
dental to his life. He is no great scribe; rather
handling his pen like the pocket-staff he carries
about with him always convenient to his grasp;
and discourages correspondence with himself 1n
others, as being too artless and direct a way
of doing delicate business. Further, he often
sees damaging letters produced in evidence, and
has occasion to reflect that it was a green thing
to write them. For these reasons he has very little
to do with letters, either as sender or receiver.
And yet he has received a round half dozen, within
the last twenty-four hours. e

““ And this,”” says Mr. Bucket, spreading it out
on the table, ‘‘is in the same hand, and consists of
the same two words.”’

What two words? S

He turns the key in the door, ungirdles his black
pocket-book (book of fate to many), lays another
letter by it, and reads, boldly written in each, ** LADY
DepLock.”

‘““ Yes, yes,”’ says Mr. Bucket. *‘But I could
have made the money without this anonymous infor-
mation.”’

Having put the letters in his book of Fate, and
girdled it up again, he unlocks the door just in time
to admit his dinner, which is brought upon a goodly
tray, with a decanter of sherry. Mr. Bucket fre-
quently observes, in friendly circles where there is
no restraint, thut he likes a toothful of your fine old
brown East Inder sherry better than anything you
can offer him. Consequently he fills and empties
his glass, with a smack of his lips ; and is proceed-
ing gxth his refreshment, when an idea enters his
mind.,

Mr. Bucket softly opens the door of communica-
tion between that room and the next, and looks in.
The library is deserted, and the fire is sinking low.
Mr. Bucket’s eye, after taking a pigeon-flight round
the room, alights upon a table where letters are

usually put as they arrive. Several letters for Sir
Leicester are upon it. Mr. Bucket draws near, and
examines the directions. *‘ No,”’ he says, ‘¢ there’s
none in that hand. It’s only me as is written to.
iom;:x break it to Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet,

-morrow.”’

With that, he returns to finish his dinner with a
gﬁﬁd appetite - H.Ild, after a light nap, 18 summoned
into the drawing-room. Sir Leicester has received
him there these several evenings past, to know
whether he has anything toreport. The debilitated
cousin (much exhausted by the funeral), and
V:ﬁlmxiia, ﬂ.r: in attendance. '

r. Bucket makes three distin "
to these three people. A bow c&yﬁhﬁerent L,
Leicester, a bow of gallantry to Volumna. and a
bow of recognition to the debilitated cnu;.in; to
whom it airily says, *‘ You are 2 swell about town,

as to the kind.

helped himself from a canister
down-stairs for the pur-

f | wholly at your disposal,

omage to Sir | I,

& vy *® el - ; eStEr-

r 2’ 1Inquix es S'].I' LE_IG s 3 19 AT,
HEOK) qversﬂtlﬁn with me in private?
Sir Leicester Dedlock, = =

0]
hold any con _
% Wlf;r-—nut ' to-night,

1)
Baronet. )
‘¢ Because my time,

tion of the outraged majest of the law.”’

Mr. Bucket coughs, an
fully observe, I do assure you, you're o pretty

creetur. : d
time of life, I have indeed.

The fair Volumnia not quite unconscious perhaps
charms, pauses =

of the humanising influence of her
in the writing of cocked-hat notes,
tively adjusts the pearl ‘necklace.
prices that decoration in his _mm::i,.
likely as not that Volumnia 1s writing poetry.

““ If I have not,’ : _
most emphatic manner, adjured you, officer, %o
exercise your utmost skill in this atrocious case, I

and medita-
Mr.

defray all charges.
tate for a moment to bear.”’

a response to this liberalivy. |
“* My mind,”’ Sir Leicester adds, with generous

It is not likely ever to recover its tone.
full of indignation to-night, after undergoing the

faithful, a zealous, a devoted adherent.”’

Sir Leilcester’s voice trembles, and his grey har
stirs upon his head. Tears are in his eyes ; the best
part of his nature is aroused.

**I declare,”” he says, ‘I solemnly declare that

until this erime is discovered and, in the course of

justice, punished, I almost feel as if there were a

stain upon my name. A gentleman who has devoted

a large portion of his life to me, a gentleman who
bas devoted the last day of his life to me, a gentle- =

man who has constantly sat at my table and slept

under my roof, goes from my house to Lis own, and =
1s struck down within an hour of his leaving my

I cannot say but that he may have been
house, watched at my house, even = =

house.
followed from my
first marked because of
house—which may
greater wealth, and
portance than his
have indicated, If

my influence, and my position, bring all the perpe-

his association with my

trators of such a crime to light, I fail in the asser-

pect for that gentleman’s memory,
elity towards one who was ever faithful

tion of my respect
and of my fid
to me.”’

While he makes this

_ protestation with enb '\ 9
emotion and earnestness, gr :

: looking round the room as
lfl he were addressing an assembly, Mv. Bucket
there might be, bat for e il BIBTity in whioli
e, but 1o " !

o 13?1&?]? of compassion ‘r © nucaaihy-of ke SOREES |
. ¢ ceremony of to.day,” continues Sit
wi‘t‘-’iﬂel‘, stnkmglg illustrati';e of the respeub n
Ich my deceased friend ;’’ he lays a stress upon

the word, for death levels istinct]
, all distinctions ; * was
!hEld by the flower of the land, has, I say, aggra

‘“Do you wish to &

' pursues Sir Leicester, **is
with a view to the vindica- = =

glances at Volumnia, =
rouced and necklaced, as though he would respect- ==
= Ry

I've seen hundreds worse-looking at your ===

Bucket
and thinksitas

* pursues Sir Leicester, **in tha = 8

particularly desire to take the present opportunity
of rectifying any omission I may have made. Let
no expense be a consideration. I am prepared td =~ =

You can incur none, in pursuit
of the object you have undertaken, that I shall hesi- ===

Mr. Bucket makes Sir Laicester’s bow again, as =

warmth, ‘‘ has not, as may be easily supposed, re- =
covered its tone since the late diabolical occurrence. =
But 1t 18758

ordeal of consigning to the tomb the remains of a ==

have suggested his possessing
being altogether of greater im-
own retiring demeanour would
I cannot with my means, and
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: received from  this
cious crime. If

vated the shock I have
horrible and auda
brother who had
him.”’

Mr. Bucket looks very grave. Volumniaremarks
of the deceased that he was the trustiest and dearest |

person !

" You must feel it as a deprivation to you, miss,”’
replies Mr. Bucket, sQothingly, ‘“no doubt. He
was Eulculﬂ.ted to be a deprivation, I'm sure he
was.

Volumnia gives Mr. Bucket to understand, in
reply, that her sensitive mind is fully made up never
to get the better of it as long as she lives ; that her
nerves are unstrung for ever; and that she has not
the least expectation of smiling again. Meanwhile
she folds up a cocked-hat for that redoubtable old
general at Buth, descriptive of her melancholy con-
dition.

" It gives a start to a delicate female,”’ says Mr,
Bucket, sympathetically, ** but it’ll wear off > °

Volumnia wishes of all things to know what is
doing? Whether they are going to convict, or
whatever it is, that dreadful soldier? Whether he
had any accomplices, or whatever the thing is called,
In the law? And a great deal more to the like
artless purpose.

*Why you see, miss,”’” returns Mr. Bucket,
bringing the finger into persuasive action—and such
18 his natural gallantry, that he had almost said,
my dear; ““it ain’t easy to answer those questions
at the present moment. Not at the present moment.
I've kept myself on this case, Sir Leicester Ded-
lock, Baronet,”” whom Mr. Bucket takes into the
conversation in right of his importance, ** morning,
noon, and nieht. But for a glass or two of sherry,
I don’t think I could have had my mind so much
upon the stretch as it has been. I could answer
your questions, miss, but duty forbids it. Sir
Leicester Dedlock, Baronet, will very soon be made
acquainted with all that has been traced. And I
hope that he may find it ;”’ Mr. Bucket again looks
grave ; ‘‘ to his satisfaction.’’

The debilitated cousin only hopes that some fler’ll
be executed—zample. Thinks more interest’s
wanted—get man hanged preseatime—than get
man place ten thousand a year. Hasn't a doubt—
zample—far better hang wrong fler than no fler.

" You know life, you know, sir,”” says Mr.
Bucket, with a complimentary twinkle of his eye
and crook of his finger, ‘* and you can confirm what
I've mentioned to this lady. Yowu don’t want to be
told, that, from information I have received, I have
gone to work. You're up to what a lady can’t be
expected to be up to. Lord! especially in your
elevated station of society, miss,”” says Mr. Bucket,

it were my

quite reddening at another narrow escape from my |

dear.
** The officer, Volumnia,’’ observes Sir Leicester,

*“ ig faithful to his duty, and perfectly right.”’

Mr. Bucket murmurs, ** Glad to have the honor
of your approbation, Sir Leicester Dedlock, Ba-
ronet.”’ ‘ ‘ . 15

““In fact, Volumnia,”’ proceeds Sir Leicester, ** it
is not holding up a good model for imitation, to ask
the officer any such questions as you have put to
him. He is the best judge of his own responsi-
bility ; he acts upon his responsibility. Ard it does
not become us, who assist in making the laws, to
impede or interfere with those who carry them into
execution. Or,” says Sir Leicester, somewhat
sternly, for Volumnia was going to cut in before he
had rounded his sentence ; ‘* or who vindicate their

d majesty.”” _
Ou%giﬁnnia ‘]Witlf all humility explains that she has

most | not merely the plea of curiosity to urge (in common

with the giddy youth of her sex in general), but

committed it, I would not spare | that she is perfectly dying with regret and interest

for the darling man whose loss they all deplore.

“Very well, Volumnia,”’ returns Sir Leicester.
““Then you cannot be too discreet.”’

Mr. Bucket takes the opportunity of a pause to
be heard again.

“Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet, I have no
objections to telling this lady, with your leave and
among ourselves, that I look upon the case as pretty
well complete. It is a beautiful case—a beantiful
case—and what little is wanting to complete it, I
expect to be able to supply in a few hours.”’

"I am very glad indeed to hear it.’” says Sir
Leicester. ‘‘ Highly creditable to you.’’

" Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet,”’ returns Mr.
Bucket, very seriously, ** I hope it may at one and
the same time do me credit, and prove satisfactory
toall. When I depict it as a beautiful case, you
see, miss,”” Mr. Bucket goes on, glancing gravely
at Sir Leicester, ‘‘ I mean from my point of view.
As considered from other points of view, such cases
will always involve more or less unpleasantness.
Very strange things comes to our knowledge in fami-
lies, miss ; bless your heart, what you would think
to be phenomenons, quite !”’

Volumnia, with her innocent little scream, sup-
poses so.

“Aye, and even in gen-teel families, in high
families, in great families,”’ says Mr, Bucket, again
gravely eyeing Sir Leicester aside. ‘‘I have had
the honor of being employed in high families before :
and you have no idea—come, I'll go so far as to say
not even yow have any idea, sir,”’ this to the debili-
tated cousin, ** what games goes on !”’

The cousin, who has been casting sofa-pillows on
his head, in a prostration of boredom, yawns,
" Vayli "’—being the used-up for ** very likely."”

Sir Leicester, deeming it time to dismiss the
officer, here majestically interposes with the words,
** Very good. Thank you!’’ and also with a wave
of his hand, implying not only that there is an end
of the discourse, but that if high families fall into
low habits they must take the consequences. * You
will not forget, officer,”” he adds, with condescen-
sion, *‘ that I'am at your disposal when you please.”’

Mr. Bucket (still grave) inquires if to-morrow
morning, now, would suit, in ease he should be as
for’ard as he expects to be? Sir Leicester replies,
** All times are alike to me.”” Mr. Bucket makes
his three bows, and is withdrawing, when a for-
gotten point occurs to him.

** Might I ask, by-the-bye,”’ he says, in a low
voice, cautiously returning, ** who posted the Reward-
bill on the staircase ?’

‘I ordered it to be put up there,” replies Sir
Leicester.

* Would it be considered a liberty, Sir Leicester
Dedlock, Baronet, if I was to ask you why 7’

" Not at all. I choseit as a conspicuous part of
the house. I think it cannot be too prominently
kept before the whole establishment. I wish my
people to be impressed with the enormity of the
crime, the determination to punish it, and the hope-
lessness of escape. At the same time, officer, if you
in your better knowledge of the subject see any
objection——"’

Mr. Bucket sees none now; the bill having been
put up, bad better not be taken down. Repeating
his three bows he withdraws : closing the door on
Volumnia’s little scream, which is a preliminary to
her remarking that that charmingly horrible person
is a perfect Blue Chamber,

In his fondness for society, and his adaptability




LEAK
270 5

HOUSE.

—_

.
= Rl

o, =

1 grades, Mr. Bucket 18 presently stn-ndl?g
?efgre tﬁ hall-fire—bright and warm on the early
winter night—admiring Mercury. L

“ Why, you’re six foot two, I suppose
| Buckelﬁlt. ¥
““ Three,”’ says Mercury. ;
'r *“ Are you sg much ? ;}f’}ut then, you see, you ri
broad in proportion, and don’t look ;i:.,!r You're no
one of the weak-legzed ones, you ain’t. Was }:ng
ever modelled now?’ Mr. Bucket asks, conveyins
the expression of an artist into the turn of his eye
and head.

Mercury never was modelled. . o

““ Then you ought to be, you know, " Says: IE
Bucket : *  and a friend of mine that you’ll hear ud
one day as a Royal Academy Sculptor, would s‘tm‘]
something handsome to make a drawing of your 1:!1?;
portions for the marble. My Lady’s out, ain
sher”’

““ Out to dinner.”’ ‘ s

¢ zoes out pretty well every day, don’t she?

AL Ay

says Mr.

“ Not to be wondered at!”’ says Mr. Bucket. |y

«Such a fine woman as her, so handsome and so
oraceful and so elegant, is like a fresh lemon on a
dinner-table, ornamental wherever she goes. }?’:“5
your father in the same way of life as yourself?

Answer in the negative.

‘‘ Mine was,”’ says Mr. Bucket. *‘ My father was
first  page, then a footman, then a butler, then a
steward, then a innkeeper. Lived universally re-
spected, and died lamented. Said with his last
breath that he considered service the most honour-
able part of his career; and soit was. I'vea brother
in service, and a brother-in-law, My Lady a good
temper?”’

Mercury replies, “* As good as you can expect.”

*““Ah!”’ says Mr. Bucket, ‘‘a little spoilt? A
little capricious? Lord! What can you anticipate
when they're o handsome as thatr And we like 'em
all the better for it, don’t we r”’

Mercury, with his hands in the pockets of his
bright peach-blossom small-clothes, stretches his
symmetrical silk legs with the air of a man of gal-
lantry, and can’t deny it. Come the roll of wheels
and a violent ringing at the bell. ** Talk of the
angels,”” says Mr. Bucket. ‘‘ Here she is!”

The doors are thrown open, and she passes through
the hall. Still very pale, she is dressed in slight
mourming, and wears two beautiful bracelets,
Either their beauty, or the beauty of her arms, 1s
particularly attractive to Mr. Bucket. He looks at
them with an eager eye, and rattles something in
his pocket —halfpence perhaps.

Noticing him at his distance, she turns an in-
quiring look on the other Mercury who has brought
her hame,

" Mr. Bueket, my Lady.”
. Mr. Bucket makes aleg, and comes forward. pass-
ing his familiar demon over the region of his
mouth,

i ; : Are you waiting to see Sir Leicester”’
: No, my Lady, I’ve seen him!”’
*“ Have you anything to say to me?”’
** Not just at present, my Lady.”
** Have you made any new discoveries ?’
PoA tew, my Lady.”
_ This is merely in passing. She scarcely makes a
stop, and sweeps upstairs alone. Mr. Bucket
| moving towards the staircase-foot, watches her a8
;’ she goes up :he stega the old man came down to
| grave ; past murderous groups of statu ;
peated with their shadowy WEIE]LIJOHS on thﬂéﬂ.{f.
past the printed bill, which she looks ’
out of view.

I
|9

his | th

at going by : | L,

> - SAYRNES
M 0 i
Don’t

he really 1s,”’

c ’s a Iﬂvely Fﬂtﬂﬂn, tﬁﬂﬁ- S )
& S}_}}ick“! cgmmhg hﬂEﬂE to Mercury. By
ook quite healthy though. :
Im}ls': qlilsﬁﬂ quite healthy, Mercury informs huﬁt
much from headaches. R

SuffEI'S » “1no ot :l"
: ity! Walking, Mr. Buckeg '
Really? Thats & PLY Well, she tries “‘“

mend for that. _ k.
T"mﬂdﬁ‘::giy rejoins. Walks sometimes for two =
11;1%1}5 when she has them bad. By night, too. i

ou Are you sure you're quite so much as six feef
three ?’’ asks Mr. Bucket, " begging your pardon
for interrupting Em:tt a_.tmomentr i
loubt about 1t. R
;I:I nYt;l :;.21150 well put together that I shoul&._i;} %
have thought. DBut the h_uusehold troops, i."f"i;:.-
considered fine men, are built so stragegling.—Walks

TR - i:\*- '
by night, does she? When 1t's ﬂlﬁﬁﬂhgb@b;

v | YRR
i '.r'l-lf-ull ]

tlllﬂu"h ?1 : 2 T !_:
O ?,fes. When it’s moonlight! Of course. O, of ™

course! Conversational and acquiescent on both &

sides.

‘T suppose you ain’t in the zmbit of walking,
ourself PI’}Psays Mr. Bucket. ‘* Not much time
A

it I should say r* Medrp . 1
1 Besides which, Mercury den’t like it. Prefers s
' e A

lage exercise. e,
Cﬂf?}ﬁg be sure,” says Mr. Bucket. *° That makes
Now I think of it,”” says Mr. Bucket, =
warming his hands, and looking pleasantly at the =
blaze, ‘* she went out walking, the very night of this =
business !’ e

a difference. b
the =
““ To be sure she did! T left her in the ga

over the way.”’ _ | 5 ;Ltr
‘“ And left her there. Certainly you did. 1

you doing it.”’ ; #.
““T didn’t see you,’”’” says liercury. T

Mr. Bucket,

““1 was rather in a hurry,’”’ returns \
‘““for I was going to visit a aunt of mine that lives =
at Chelsea—next door but two to the old original = S
Bun House—ninety years old the old lady 1s, a single 3

woman, and got alittle property. ** Yes, I chanced o

to be passing at the time. Let’s see. What time =
might it be? It wasn’t ten.” P
'* Half-past nine.”’ e

B ) 5

“You're right. So it was. And if I donﬂf_:‘:

deceive myself, my Lady was muffled in a loose black =~

mantle, with a deep fringe to it ?”’ R
(94 e I | . - -'.J'J"... | IL.':: i
Of course she was. VA

Of course she was. Mr. Bucket must return toa

Al
little work he has to get on with up-stairs; but he F
must shake hands with Mercury in acknowledg-
ment of his agreeable conversation, and will he—
this is all he asks—will he, when he has a leisure
half-hour, think of bestowing it on that Roya.la“!"'

- ¥
s i

Academy sculptor, for the advantage of both
parties ? Ret .

ik #l"".
4 i
CHAPTER LIV. g
SPRINGING A MINE. "

E}EFRES};ED by sleep, Mr. Bucket rises betimes in
¢ morning, and prepares for a fieid-day. Smartened
“I?Jﬁ? the aid of a clean shirt and a wet hair-brush,
Eﬂ 1 f:r hich mstrum‘&_nt on occasions of ceremony,
e ilifnca.tea such thin locks as remain to him after
o Bf of severe study, Mr. Bucket lays in a break-
o of two mutton chops as a foundation to work
GEGH, together with tea, eggs, toast, and marmalade,
4 corresponding scale, Having much gnjoyeti

o0 strengthening matters, and having held subtle

conference with hi i id su
instructs Memull'-};ﬂfﬂ-mllmr demon, he confidentially

"Just to mention quietly to SI¥
e Dedeh st to meni quelyfo 1y
or me, I'm T’Eﬂ.d}' for him‘n A graciouﬁ meg_._,
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sage being returned, that Sir Leicester will expedite
his dressing and join Mr. Bucket in the library
within ten minutes, Mr. Bucket repairs to that
apartment ; and stands before the fire, with his
finger on the chin, looking at the blazing coals.

Thoughtful Mr. Bucket is: as a man may be,
with weighty work to do: but composed, sure, con-
fident. From the expression of his face, he might
be a famous whist-player for a large stake—say a
hundred guineas certain—with the game in his hand,
but with a high reputation involved in his playing
his hand out to the last card, in a masterly way.
Not in the least anxious or disturbed is Mr. Bucket,
when Sir Leicester appears ; but he eyesthe baronet
aside a8 he comes slowly to his easy chair, with that
observant gra.vitg;f yesterday, in which there might
have been yesterday, but for the audacity of the 1dea,
a touch of compassion.

" 1 am sorry to have kept you waiting, officer, but
I am rather later than my usual hour this morning,
I am not well. The agitation, and the indignation
from which I have recently suffered, have been too
muchfor me. Iam subjectto—gout ;’’ Sir Leicester
was going to say indisposition, and would have said
it to anybody else, but Mr. Bucket palpably knows
g.tll n.b?ut it; ** and recent circumstances have brought
it on.”’

As he takes his seat with some difficulty, and with
an air of pain, Mr. Bucket draws a little nearer,
Etilllding with one of his large hands on the library

able.

““Tam not aware, officer,”” Sir Leicester, observes,
raising his eyes to his face, ‘‘ whether you wish wus
to be alone ; but that is entirely as you please. If
you do, well, well and good. If not, Miss Dedlock
would be interested——"’

** Why, Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet,”’ returns
Mr. Bucket, with his head persuasively on one side,
and his forefinger pendant at one ear like an ear-
ring, ‘“we can’t be too private, just at present.
You will presently see that we can’t be too private.
A lady, under any circumstances, and especially in
Miss Dedlock’s elevated station of society, can’t but
be agreeable to me: but speaking without a view
to myself, I will take the liberty of assuring you
that I know we can’t be too private.”’

**That 1s enough.”’

*“ So much so, Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet,”’
Myr. Bucket resumes, *‘ that I was on the point of
asking your permission to turn the key in the
door.”’

** Byall means.” Mr. Bucket skilfully and softly
takes that precaution; stooping on his knee for a
moment, from mere force of habit, so to adjust the
key in the lock as that no one shall peep in from
the outer-side.

** Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet, I mentioned
yesterday evening, that I wanted but a very little to
complete this case. I have now completed it, and
collected proof against the person who did this
erime.”’

** Against the soldier?”’ ‘

* No, Sir Leicester Dedlock ; not the soldier.”

Sir Leicester looks astounded, aud inguires, ** Is
the man 1n custody ¢’

Mzr. Bucket tells him, after a pause, *“ It was a
woman.’’ /

Siv Leicester leans br:ick in his Ichmr, and breath-
lessly ejaculates, ** Good Heaven !

e“ %oiv, Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet,” Mr,
Bucket begins, standing over him with one hand
spread out on the library table, and the forefmger
of the other in impressive use, **it’s my dutby to pre-
pare you for a train of circumstances that may, ﬂﬂ_d
L goso far as tosay that will, give you a shock: !

=

But, Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet, you ars a
gentleman ; and I know what a gentleman is, and
what a gentleman is capable of. A gentleman can
bear a shock, when it must come, boldly and steadily.
A gentleman can make up his mind to stand up
against almost any nlow. Why, take yourself, Sir
Leicester Dedlock, Baronet. If there’s a blow to
be inflicted on you, you naturally think of your
family. You ask yourself, how would all them
ancestors of yours, away to Julius Casar—not to go
beyond them at present—have borne that blow ; you
remember scores of them that would have borne it
well ; and you bear it well on their accounts, and
to maintain the family credit. That’s the way yoa
argue, and that’s the way you act, Sir Leicester
Dedlock, Baronet.”’

_ Sir Leicester, leaning back in his chair, and orasp-
;ng the elbows, sits looking at him with a stony
ace,

o NGWE Sir Leicester Dedlock,” proceeds Mr.
Bucket, *‘ thus preparing you, let me beg of you
not to trouble your mind, for a moment, as to any-
thing having come to my knowledge. I know so
much about so many characters, high and low, that
a piece of information more or less, don’t signify a
straw. I don’t suppose there’s a move on the board
that would surprise me ; and as to this or that move
having taken place, why my knowing it is no odds
at all ; any possible move whatever (provided it’s in

| & wrong direction) being a probable move according

to my experience. Therefore what I say to vou
Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet, is, don’t you go and
let yourself be put out of the way, because of my
knowing anything of your family affairs.”’

“* I thank you for your preparation,” returns Sir
Leicester, after a silence, without moving hand, foot,
or feature ; ** which I hope is not necessary, though
I give it credit for being well intended. Be so good
as to go on. Also;’’ Sir Leicester seems to shrink
in the shadow of his figure ; *‘also, to take a sea$,
1f you have no objection.”

None at all. Mr. Bucket brings a chair, and
diminishes his shadow. ‘* Now, Sir Leicester Ded-
lock, Baronet, with this short preface, I come to the
point, Lady Dedlock &

Sir Leicester raises himself in his seat, and stares
at him fiercely. Mr. Bucket brings the finger into
play as an emollient.
~ *" Lady Dedlock, you see, she’s universally ad-
mired. That’s what her Ladyship is; she’s uni-
versally admired,”’ says Mr. Bucket.

"I would greatly prefer, officer,” Sir Leicester
returns, stiffly, ““my Lady’s name being entirely
omitted from this discussion.”’

**So would I, Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet,
but—but 1t’s impossible.”’

** Impossible #7’

Mr. Bucket shakes his relentless head.

** Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet, it’s altogether
impossible. What I have got to say, is about her
Ladyship. She 1s the pivot it all turns on.”’

" Officer,”” retorts Sir Leicester, with a fiery eye,
and a quivering lip, *‘you know your duty. Do
your duty; but be careful not to overstep it. I
would not suffer it. I would not endure it. You
bring my Lady’s name into this communication,
upon your responsibility—upon your responsibility.
My Lady’s name is not a name for commmon persons
to trifle with !”’

* Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet, I say what I
must say ; and no more.”’

*“*I hope 1t may prove so.
Go on, sir!”’

Very well. Go on.

Glancing at the angry eyes which now avoid him,
and at the angry figure trembling from head to foot,
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yet striving to be still, Mr. Bucket feels his ‘way

with his forefinger, and in a low voice proceeds.

‘“ Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet, 1t becomes my
duty to tell you that the deceased Mr. Tulkinghorn
long entertained mistrusts and suspicions of Lady
Dedlock.”’ ‘

“If he had dared to breathe them to me, sir—
which he never did—I would have killed him
myself I”’ exclaims Sir Leicester, striking his hand
upon the table. But, in the very heat and fury of
the act, he stops, fixed by the knowing eyes of Mr.
Bucket, whose forefinger is slowly going, and
who, with mingled confidence and patience, shakes
his head.

““Qir Leicester Dedlock, the deceased Mr. Tulk-
inghorn was deep and close; and what he fully
had in his mind in the very beginning, I can’t quite
take upon myself to say. But I know from his
lips, that he long ago suspected Lady Dedlock of
having discovered, through the sight of some hand-
writing—in this very house, and when you ypurself,
Sir Leicester Dedlock, were present—the existence,
in great poverty, of a certain person, who had been
her lover before you courted her, and who ought
to have been her husband;’’ Mr. Bucket stops, and
deliberately repeats, ‘‘ought to have been her
husband ; not a doubt about it. I know from his
lips, that when that person soon afterwards died,
he suspected Lady Dedlock of visiting his wretched
lodging, and his wretcheder grave, alone and in

my eyes and ears, that Lady Dedlock did make
such visit, in the dress of her own maid ; for the
deceased Mr. Tulkinghorn employed me to reckon
up her Ladyship—if you'll excuse my making use
of the term we commonly employ—and I reckoned
her up, so far, completely. I confronted the maid,
in the chambers in Lincoln’s Inn Fields, with a
witness who had been Lady Dedlock’s guide; and
there couldn’t be the shadow of a doubt that she
had worn the young woman’s dress, unknown to
her. Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet, I did en-
deavour to pave the way a little towards these
unpleasant disclosures, yesterday, by saying that
very strange things happened even in high families
sometimes. All this, and more, has happened in
your own family, and to and through your own
Lady. TIt’s my belief that the deceased Mr. Tulk-
inghorn followed up these inquiries to the hour of
his death ; and that he and Lady Dedlock even had
bad blood between them upon the matter, that very
night. Now, only you put that to Lady Dedlock
Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet: and ask her
L_ﬂ.dj"ﬁhlp whether, even after he had left here, she
didn’t go down to his chambers with the intention
of saying something further to him, dressed in g
loose black mantle with a deep fringe to it.”’

Sir Lemegter sits like a statue, gazing at the eruel
ﬁnger that is probing the life-blood of his heart.

You put that to her Ladyship, Sir Leicester

Dedlock, Baronet, from me, Inspector Bucket of
the Detective. And if her Ladyship makes any
difficulty about admitting of it, you tell her that it’s
no use; that Inspector Bucket knows 1t, and knows
th:}t she passed the soldier as you called him (though
he’s not in the army now), and knows that she
knows she passed him, on the staircase, Now. Sip
ﬁ]qmzﬁter Dedlock, Baronet, why do I relate all
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get into the same position, bhecause it jsn’t worthy |

of you. You ain’t in the habit of conversine with a
deaf person, are yon ?”’ 5

““Yes,”” snarls Mr. Smallweed
deaf.”’ |

" That accounts for
high. But as she ain’t
or two lower, will you,
‘0 you, but

“my wife's

your pitching your voice so
here, just pitch 1t an octave

, v and I'll not only be obliged
iW'll do you more credit,”” says Mr.

'lock, Baronet.

‘* Husband a law stationer, and a friend of my
own, ' says Mr. Bucket. ‘‘ Love him like a brother !
—Now, what’s up ?”’

"“Do you mean what business have we come
upon?”’ Mr. Smallweed asks, a little dashed by the
suddenness of this turn.

""Ah! You know what I mean. Let us hear
what it’s all abmg: in presence of Sir Leicester Dede

Jome,”’

— e e ——

B i T ——————

LT
-

Em
_____

Odd SNUNLEY LANODYH 'SHK

=
-
oo
—
!
F
H iy : . | ; i
v L ”*’WJ"-
- I PG Iy A AL
‘ " e i 2
WY eesmo Ll ], T
L e ; = eaV , s d
i """ _—-—-;.'.W""::-}- .
e, b
T"-.-:T:-»"::E'.:-{sz]/ %
1p|__-..:£"
i
Bucket. ‘*This other goaticmad 18 1 tio

preaching line, I think ?”’

““ Name of Chadband,”” Mr. Smallweed puts in,
speaking henceforth in a much lower kav,

‘“ Once had a friend and a brother serjeant of the
same name,’’ says Mr. Bucket, offering his hand,
““and consequently feel a liking for i, Mrs. Chad-
band, no doubt ?”’ .

‘“ And Mrs. Snagsby,” Mr. Smallweed mtro-

duces.
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DMr. Smnlwesd, bazkoning Mr. Chadband, takea
a moment’s counsel with him in a whisper. Mr.
Chadband, expressing a considerable amount of oil
from the pores of his forehead and the palms of hit
hands, says aloud, ‘* Yes. You first !’” and retires

to his former place.
‘““ I was the client and friend of Mr. Tulking-

horn,”” pipes Grandfather Smallweed, then; ‘I did
business with him, I was useful to him, and he
. was useful to me. Krook, dead and gone, was my
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b ) 8 g0t "em. I don’t mind telling you. I : uh the finger, ‘‘ What may your game be,

~haye got ’em, Is that the packet 7"’ 5 . ma’am p 0.6

plx, Smallweed : | Mrs. Sn is A N
e b 3 Sl pafict" 307, | Ipeniationt o g Tl o
terious part of hi dotioio & mys- it but by degrees it eop ure of her game: -
gane, O s coat, and idontifies it as the | that she it womin ovee Tied withs ufieid AN

" What h ' v wrongs, élmed with injuries and. . o
at have you got to say next?” asks Mr. nbnngun:(i ﬂ?néngbsgﬂgsgg l]::n,ese hﬂ:blhéiuﬂr?eﬁlﬁﬂ ;i
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whose chief comfort, under her afflictions, has been
the sympathy of the late Mr Tulkinghorn; who
showed so much commiseration for her, on one
occasion of his calling in Cook’s Court in the absence
of her perjured husband, that she has of late habitu-
ally carried to him all her woes. Everybody, it
appears, the present company excepted, has plotted
against Mrs. Snagsby’s peace. There is Mr.
Guppy, clerk to Kenge and Carboy, who was at first
as open as the sun at noon, but who suddenly shut
up as close as midnight, under the influence—no
doubt—of Mr. Snagsby’s suborning and tampering.
There 1s Mr. Weevle, friend of Mr. Guppy, who
lived mysteriously up a court, owing to the like
cobherent causes. There was Krook, deceased:;
there was Nimrod, deceased; and there was Jo,
deceased ; and they were ‘“all in it.”” In what,
- Mrs. Snagsby does not particularly express; but she
knows that Jo was Mr. Snagsby’s son, ‘‘ as well as
if a trumpet had spoken it,”” and she followed Mr.
Snagsby when he went on his last visit to the boy,
and if he was not his son why did he go? The one
occupation of her life has been, for some time back,
to follow Mr. Snagsby to and fro, and up and down,
and to piece suspicious circumstances together—and
every circumstance that has happened has been
most suspicious; and in this way she has pursued
her object of detecting and confounding her false
husband, night and day. Thus did it come to pass
that she brought the Chadbands and Mr. Tulking-
horn together, and conferred with Mr. Tulkinghorn
on the change in Mr. Guppy, and helped to turn up
the circumstances in which the present company
are interested, casually, by the wayside ; being still,
and ever, on the great highroad thatis to terminate
in Mr. Snagsby’s full exposure, and a matrimonial
separation, All this Mrs. Snagsby, as an injured
woman, and the friend of Mrs. Chadband, and the
follower of Mr. Chadband, and the mourner of the
late Mr. Tulkinghorn, i1s here to certify under the
seal of confidence, with every possible confusion,
and involvement possible ﬂ.ndy 1impossible ; having
no pecuniary motive whatever, no scheme or project
but the one mentioned; and bringing here, and
taking everywhere, her own dense atmosphere of
dust, arising from the ceaseless working of her mill
of jealousy.

While this exordium is in hand—and it takes
some time—Mr. Bucket, who has seen through the
transparency of Mrs. Snagsby’s vinegar at a glance,
confers with his familiar demon, and bestows his
shrewd attention on the Chadhnncis and Mr. Small-
weed. Sir Leicester Dedlock remains immovable,
with the same icy surface upon him ; except that he
once or twice looks towards Mr. Bucket, as relying
on that officer alone of all mankind.

““ Very good,” says Mr. Bucket. ‘‘ Now Iunder-
stand you, you know; and, being deputed by Sir
Leicester Dedlock, Baronet, to look into this little
matter,”’ again Sir Leicester mechanically bows in
confirmation of the statement, ‘ can give 1t my fair
and full attention. Now I won’t allude to con-
spiring to extort money, or anything of that sort,
because we are men and women of the world here,
and our object is to make things pleasant. But I
tell you what I do wonder at; I am surprised that

ou should think of making a noise below Iin tl::_e

all. It was so opposed to your interests. That’s
what I look at.” '

““We wanted to get in,”” pleads Mr. Smallweed.

‘““Why, of course, you wanted to get in,”” Mr.
Bucket assents with cheerfulness; ‘“ but for a old
gentleman at your time of life—what I call truly
venerable, mind you !—with his wits sharpened, as
I have no doubt they are, by the loss of the use of

his limbs, which occasions all his animation to
mount up into his head—not to consider, that if he
don’t keep such a business as the present as close
as possible it can’t be worth a mag to him. is so
curious ! You see your temper got the better of
you: that’s where you lost ground,’”” says Mr.
Bucket, in an argumentative and friendly way.

"“I only said I wouldn’t go, without one of the
servants came up to Sir Leicester Dedlock,’’ returns
Mr. Smallweed.

" That’sit! That’s where your temper got the
better of you. Now, you keep it under another
time, and you’ll make money by it. - Shall I ring
for them to carry you down ?”’

“*When are we to hear more of this?’® Mrs.
Chadband sternly demands.

** Bless your heart for a true woman! Always
curious, your delightful sex is!”’ replies Mr.
Bucket, with gallantry. ‘I shall have the pleasure
of giving you a call to-morrow or next day—not for-
ﬁfezting Mr. Smallweed and his proposal of two

}r'!l

** Five hundred !”’ exclaims Mr. Smallweed.

““All right! Nominally five hundred:” Mr.
Bucket has his hand on the bell-rope; ** shall I
wish you good day for the present, on the part of
myself and the gentleman of the house ?’’ heasksin
an insinnating tone.

Nobody having the hardihood to object to his
doing so, he does it, and the party retire as they -
came up. Mr. Bucket follows them to the door:
and returning, says with an air of sericus busi-
Nness :

*“ Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet, it’s for you to
consider whether or not to buy this up. I should
recommend, on the whole, it’s being boucht up
myself ; and I think it may be bought pretty cheap.
You see, that litile pickled cowcumber of a Mrs.
Snagsby has been used by all sides of the specula-
tion, and has done a deal more harm in bringing
odds and ends together than if she had meant it.
Mr. Tulkinghorn, deceased, he held all these horses
in his hand, and could have drove ’em his own
way, 1 haven’t a doubt; but he was fetched off
the box head-foremost, and now they have got their

| legs over the traces, and are all dragging and pull-

ing their own ways. So 1t is, and suchis life. The
cat’s away, and mice they play ; the frost breaksup.
and the water runs. Now, with regard to the party
to be apprehended.”’

Sir Leicester seems to wake, though his eyes have
been wide open ; and he looks intently at Mr. Bucket,

t as Mr. Bucket refers to his watch.

" The party to be apprehended is now in this
house,”” proceeds Mr. Bucket, putting up his watch

| with a steady hand, and with rising spirits, *‘ and

I’'m about to take her into custody in your presence.
Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet, don’t you say a
word, nor yet stir. There’ll be no noise, and no
disturbance at all. I'll come back in the course
of the evening, if agreeable to you, and endeavour
to meet your wishes respecting this unfortunate
family matter, and the nobbiest way of keeping
it quiet. Now, Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet,
don’t you be nervous on account of the apprehen-
sion at present coming off. You shall sec the whole
case clear, from first to last.” |

Mr. Bucket rings, goes to the door, briefly
whispers Mercury, shuts the door, and stands be-
hind it with his arms folded. After a suspense of
a minute or two, the door slowly opens, and a French
woman enters. |

Mademoiselle Hortense. _

The moment she is in the room, Mr. Bucket claps
the door to, and puts his back against it, The
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:Eﬁ:ﬁa ?3: the first time, she sees Sir Leicester Ded-

in his chair. :
IO‘EFImask you pardon,” she mutters hurriedly.

¢ They tell me there was no one here.”’

Her step towards the door brings her front to
front with Mr. Bucket. Suddenly a spasm shoots
across her face, and she turns deadly pale.

““ This is my lodger, Sir Leicester Dedlock,” says
Mr. Bucket. nodding at her. **This foreign young
woman has been my lodger for some weeks back.”

¢« What do Sir Leicester care for that, you think,
my angel?”’ returns Mademoiselle, in a jocular
strain.

““ Why, my angel,”” returns Mr. Bucket,
shall see.”’

Mademoiselle Hortense eyes him with a scowl
upon her tight face, which gradually ckanges into'a
smile of scorn. ‘‘ You are very mysterieuse. Are
you drunk 7"’

“Tolerable sober, my angel,”’
Bucket.

““T come from arriving at this so detestable house
with your wife. Your wife have left me, since some
minutes. They tell me down stairs that your wite
is here. I come here, and your wife is not here.
What is the intention of this fool’s play, say
then P’ Mademoiselle demands, with her arms
composedly crossed, but with something in her dark
cheek beating like a clock.

Mr. Bucket merely shakes the finger at her.

““ Ah my God, you are an unhappy idiot!’’ cries
Mademoiselle, with a toss of her head and a laugh.
—'“ Leave me to pass down stairs, great pig.”’
With a stamp of her foot, and a menace.

** Now, Mademoiselle,”” says Mr. Bucket, in a
cool determined way, ‘‘ you go and sit down upon
that sofy.”’

““I will not sit down upon nothing,”” she replies,
witn a shower of nods.

““ Now, Mademoiselle,”” repeats Mr. Bucket,
making no demonstration, except with the finger;
** you sit down upon that sofy.”’

bk “}'IIF?TI

" Because I take you into custody on a charge of
murder, and you don’t need to be told it. Now, I
want to be polite to one of your sexand a foreigner
if I can. If I can’t, I must be rough; and there’s
rougher ones outside. What I am to be, depends
on you. So I recommend you, as a friend, afore
another half a blessed moment has passed over your
head, to go and sit down upon that sofy.”’

Mademoiselle complies, saying in a concentrated
voice, while that something 1in her cheek beats fast
an::l {?rd, ** You are a Deyil.”
~ " Now, you see,”” Mr. Bucket procee -
ingly, ** you're comfortable, and coEductigg ;‘é}lllj:;;qf
as I should expect a foreign young woman of your
sense to do. So I'll give you a piece of advice. and
1t’s this, Don’t you talk too much. You're no:t ex-
pected to say anything here, and you can’t keep too
quiet a tongue in your head. In short, the less vou
Parley, the better, you know.”” Mr. Bucket 1S vir
Gﬁﬁlﬁcenq mﬁer thiEhFrench explanation. g

emoiselle, with that ticerish '
mouth, and her black eyes gart?nge xfﬂ?‘enﬂgﬁn‘}fhphe
8its upright on the sofa in a rigid state, with Lm’
hands ElEﬂﬂh?d—-—El‘l:i her feet too, one m’ight su;f

“::ﬂ.'"'!?}“ttﬂrmg » 0, you Bucket, you are a

_“* Now, Sir Leiceste »

Mr. Bucket, and from this thoe tor il 08
never rests, ** this young woman, my lodeer i? EEI‘
Ln.&lysh}p ‘s maid at the time I have mentioned t: Eym?-.
and this young woman, besides being extmordiuarj;

we

returns Mr.

< of the noise occasions her to turn ; and | vehement and pas

sionate against her Ladyship after
ine discharged——""
be}f}iie 1 ories Mademoiselle,

self.” A

““ Now, why don’t you take my advice ?’’ returns
Mr. Bucket, in an Impressive, almost 1n an im. . = =8
ploring tone. ‘'I'm surprised at the indiscreet- =
ness you commit,

You'll say something that'll be
used against you, you

know. You're sure to come
to it. Never you mind what I say til’l it’s giveniin = .
evidence. It’s not addressed to ynq.’ ;

¢ Discharge, too !”” cries Mademoiselle, furiously,
““by her Ladyship! Eh, my faith, a pretty Lady-
ship! Why, I r-r-r-ruin my character by remain- =
ing with a Ladyship so infame 178 LT

“ Upon my soul, I wonder at you!"” Mr. Bucket O
remonstrates.

‘“ T thought thelFrenchfwerﬁi a polite : SEEEE.
nation, I did really. Yet to hear a Iemale going e
on like thaft, before Sir Leicester Dedlock, =
Baronet!”’ _ R
‘“ He is a poor abused !’ cries Mademoiselle, T =2
spit upon his house, upon his name, upon his im-
becility,”” all of which she makes the carpet repre- = =
sent. *“Oh, that he is a great man! O yes, "8
superb! O heaven! Bah!” :
‘“ Well, Sir Leicester Dedlock,”” proceeds Mr., ==
Bucket, ‘‘ this intemperate foreigner also angrily 1* Y
took it into her head that she had established a =
claim upon Mr. Tulkinghorn, deceased, by attending
on the occasion I told you of, at his chambers; = =
though she was liberally paid for her time and
trouble.’” A
“Lie !” cries Mademoiselle, ‘I ref-use his® =
money alltogezzer.’’ s e
(‘‘If you will Parley, you know,” says Mr.
Bucket, parenthetically, ** you must take the conse-
quences.) Now, whether she became my lodger,
Sir Leicester Dedlock, with any deliberate intention =
then of doing this deed and blinding me, I give no
opinion on ; but she lived in my house, in that capa-
city, at the time that she was hovering about the
chambers of the deceased Mr. Tulkinghorn with a
view to a wrangle, and likewise persecuting and =
géxﬂffimflngatemng the life out of an unfortunate
:‘ r]‘_:ie 1”” eries Mademoiselle. ¢ All lie !’ |
I'he murder was committed, Sir Leicester Ded-
lock, Baronet, and you know under what circum-
stances. Now, I beg of you to follow me close with
your attention for a minute or two. I was sent for
and the case was entrusted to me. I examined
thf; place, and the budy_, and the papers, and every-
thing. From information I received (ff-o | lerk
Ln the same house) I took George into mﬁtgdcvelas
aving been seen hanging about there. on the niéht
and at very nigh the time. of the mu der ; also,
as having been overheard in high dr er"hﬂgl?j
deceased on former Oﬂﬂﬂﬁiﬁnﬁf—ﬂj i3 tEi] w%e" o
him, as the witness made out If i iﬂa o L.
Leicester Dedlock, whether from th ygu ’? T beli 815
George to be the murdere. i Tl rst I believe
No; but he might be nutwi‘thstaed' ey g
was enough against ilim to ajlgl 'Hes and S
take him, and get him kept Sy A 0
Hadirai? pt under remand. Now,
As Mr. : |
o e Pt b v e ot
with one ghostly beat of hj Wf e SOIng SO
Mademoiselle Hortense S Iorefinger in the air, "y
xes her black eyes upon

him with a d
and firmly tﬂzzlihferswn: and sets her dry lips Glﬂﬂﬂl}"

“Iwent h : :
at night, and“mes Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet,

found this young woman having supper

“T discharge my-
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offering herself as our lodger, but that night she
made more than ever—in fact, overdid it. Like.
wise she overdid her respect, and all that, for the
lamented memory of the deceased Mr, Tulkinghorn.
By the living Lord it flashed upon me, as I sat oppo-
site to her at the table and saw her with a knife in
her hand, that she had done it !”’

Mademoiselle is hardly audible, in
through her teeth and lips the words
Devil.”’ i

‘“ Now where,”” pursues Mr. Bucket. *‘ had
been on the night of the murder? She had be.*s-,n.B 11?2
a theayter. (She really was there, I have since
found, both before the deed and after it.) I knew
I had an artful customer to deal with, and that proof
would be very difficult; and I laid a trap for her—
such a trap as I never laid yet, and such a ventur
as I never made yet. I worked it out in my mind
while I was talking to her at supper. When I went
up-stairs to bed, our house being small and this
young woman'’s ears sharp, I stuffed the sheet into
Mrs. Bucket’s mouth that she shouldn’t say a word
of surprise, and told her all about it.—My dear,
don’t you give your mind to that again, or I shall
link your feet together at the ankles.”” Mr. Bucket,
breaking off, has made a noiseless descent upon
Mademoiselle, and laid his heavy hand upon her
shoulder.
hi“ What is the matter with you now?’’ she asks

m.

** Don’t you think any more,’” returns Mr. Bucket,
with admonitory finger, ‘‘ of throwing yourself out
of window. That's what’s the matter with me,
Come ! Just take my arm. You needn’t get up;
I’ll sit down by you. Now take my arm, will you.
I’'m a married man, you know ; you're acquainted
with my wife. Just take my arm.”’

Vainly endeavouring to moisten those dry lips,
with a painful sound, she struggles with herself,
and complies.

““* Now we're all right again. Sir Leicester Ded-
lock, Baronet. this case could never have been the
case it is, but for Mrs. Bucket, who is a woman®*in
fifty thousand—in a hundred and fifty thousand!
To throw this young woman off her guard, I bave
never set foot 1n our house since ; though I’ve com-
municated with Mrs. Bucket, in the baker’s loaves
and in the milk, as often as required. My whis-
pered words to Mrs. Bucket, when she had the sheet
1n her mouth, were, * My dear, can you throw her
off continually with natural accounts of my sus-
picions against George, and this, and that, and
t’other? Can you do without rest, and keep watch
upon her, night and day? Can you undertake to
say, She shall do nothing without my knowledge,
she shall be my prisoner without suspecting it, she
ghall no more escape from me than from death, and
her life shall be my life, and her soul my soul, till I
have got her, if she did this murder P Murs. Bucket
says to me, as well as she could speak, on account
of the sheet,  Bucket, I can!” And she has acted
up to it glorious !”’

““ Lies !”” Mademoiselle interposes. *° Alllies, my
friend !”’ .

““ Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet, how did my
calculations come out under these circumstances?
When I calculated that this impetuous young
woman would overdo it in new directions, was I
wrong or right ? I was right. What does she try
todo? Don’t let it give you aturn? To throw the
mnrder on her Ladyship.”’ _

Sir Leicester rises from his chair, and staggers
down again. _

** And she got encouragement in it from hearing
that I was always here, which was done a’ purpose.

straining
“You are a

——— o

! Now, open that pocket-book of mine, Sir Leicester
Dedlock, if I may take the liberty of throwing it
towards you, and look at the letters sent to me, each
with the two words, LaApy DEDLOCK, in it. Open
the one directed to yourself, which I stopped this
very morning, and read the three words, LADY
DEDpLOCK MURDERESS, in it. These letters have
been falling about like a shower of lady-birds.
What do you say now to Mrs. Bucket, from her
spy-place, having seen them all written by this
young woman? What do you say to Mrs. Bucket
having, within this half-hour, secured the corre-
sponding ink and paper, fellow half-sheets and what
not? What do you say to Mrs. Bucket having
watched the posting of ’em every one by this young
woman, Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet?’’ Mr.
Bucket asks, triumphant in his admiration of his
lady’s genius.

Two things are especially observable, as Mr.
Bucket proceeds to a conclusion. First, that he
seems 1mperceptibly to establish a dreadful right of
property in Mademoiselle. Secondly, that the very
atmosphere she breathes seems to narrow and con-
tract about her, as if a close net, or a pall, were
being drawn nearer and yet nearer around her
breathless figure.

““ There is no doubt that her Ladyship was on
the spot at the eventful period,’”’ says Mr. Bucket :
““and my foreign friend here saw her, I believe,
from the upper part of the staircase. Her Ladyship
and George and my foreign friend were all pretty
close on one another’s heels. But that don’t signify
any more, so I'llnot gointoit. I found the wadding
of the pistol with which the deceased Mr. Tulking-
horn was shot. It was a bit of the printed deserip-
tion of your house at Chesney Wold. Not much in
that, you'll say, Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet.
No. But when my foreign friend here is so
thoroughly off her guard as to think it a safe time
to tear up the rest of that leaf, and when Mrs.
Bucket puts the pieces together and finds the
wadding wanting, it begins to look like Queer
street.”’

** These are very long lies,”’ Mademoiselle inter-
poses. ‘‘ You prose great deal. Isit that you have
almost all finished, or are you speaking always ?”’

““Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet,”” proceeds
Mr. Bucket, who delights in a full title, and does
violence to himself when he dispenses with any
fragment of it, ** the last point in the case which 1
am now going to mention, shews the necessity of
patience in our business, and never doing a thing
in a hurry. I watchedthis young woman yesterday,
without her knowledge, when she was looking at
the funeral, in company with my wife, who planned
to tuke her there; and I had so much to convict
ber, and I saw such an expression in her face, and
my mind so rose against her malice towards her
Ladyship, and the time was altogether such a time
for bringing down what you may call retribution
upon her, that if I had been a younger hand with
less experience, I should have taken her, certain.
Equally, last night, when her Ladyship, as is so
universally admired I am sure, come home, look-
ing—why, Lord ! a man might almost say like Venus
rising from the ocean, it was so unpleasant and in-
consistent to think of her being charged with a
murder of which she was innocent, that I felt quite
to want to put an end to the job. What should I
havelost? Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet, I should
have lost the weapon. My prisoner here proposerl
to Mrs. Bucket, after the departure of the funeral,
that they should go, per buss, a little ways into the
country, and take tea at a very decent house of en-
tertainment. Now, near that houce of entertoin-
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, : ter. At tea, my prisoner
ment there’s a piece Ofﬂtﬂei-lmn S N S e the

her p
i TR o bonnets was ; she was rather a
}:Jﬂfg-rfi‘:nn; ggzzf ;}rﬁ c:me back a little out of wind.

ome this was reported to me
1;13 i%?; “Eéléﬁgf“ﬂfn; with her observations and
sgs icic;na I had the piece of water dragged by
mognlight' in the presence of a couple of our 1:::-.];&11(i
and the pt;cket-pistul was brought up befor&a 1t a.t
been there half-a-dozen hours. Now, my deﬂridpl}t
your arm & little fm;tlﬁer tt.hrnug}l mine, and hold 1
sha’n’t hurt you.
Eteﬁdi' E:‘:SEI Mr. Bucket snaps a handcuff on her
wrist. ‘“That’s one,’ " says Mr. Buck:gt. Now |
the other, darling. Two, aﬁd all toli ! b
He rises: she rises too. Where, she asks 1113,
darkening her large eyes until their drooping lids
almost conceal them—and yet they stare, " where
is your false, your treacherous and cursed wife "
‘“Qhe’s gone forrard to the Police Office,
coturns Mr. Bucket. ‘You'll see her there, my

dear.” ‘ ‘ _
T would like to kiss her!” exclaims Mademoi-

. anting tigress-like.
EE]"]‘E%‘.'EH‘& higte E&r, I suspect,’” says Mr. Bucket;‘

“Y would!” making hirfeyesl_ve;;y”lnrge. I

to tear her, limb from himb. ‘
qulﬁll}azzﬁyou, darling,” says Mr. Bucket, with the
greatest composure ; *‘ I'm fully prepared to hear
that. Your sex have such a surprising animosity
against one another, when you do differ. Youdon't
mind me half so much, do yout™”

*“No. Though you are a Devil still. ;

““ Angel and devil by turns, eh?” cries Mr.
Bucket. ‘“ButI am in my regular employment,
you must consider. Let me put your shawl tidy.
I've been lady’s maid to a good many betore now.
Anything wanting to the bonnet? There's a cab
at the door.” _ N

Mademoiselle Hortense, casting an indignant eye
at the glass, shakes herself pertectly neat in one
shake, and looks, to do her justice, uncommonly

genteel.
““ Listen, then, my angel,’” says she, after several

sarcastic nods. *‘ You are very spiritual. But can
you res-tore him back to life 7"’

Mr. Bucket answers ‘* Not exactly.”

“That is droll. Listen yet one time. You are

very spiritual. Can you make a honorable lady of
Her?"’

“* Don’t be so malicious,’”” says Mr. Bucket.

“Or a haughty gentleman of Humn ?”
Mademoiselle, referring to Sir Leicester with
meffable disdain. ‘““Eh! O then regard him!
The poor infant! Ha! ha! ha!” !

*“ Come, come, why this is worse Parlaying than
the other,”” says Mr. Bucket. ‘‘ Come along!”’

““You cannot do these things? Then you can do
as you please with me, It is but the death, it is all
the same. Let us go, my angel. Adieu you old
man, grey. I pity you, and I des-pise you !”’

With these last words, she snaps her teeth to-
gether, as if her mouth closed with a spring. It
18 impossible to deseribe how Mr. Bucket gets her
out, but he accomplishes that feat in a manner
culiar to himself, enfolding and pervading her
e a cloud, and hovering away with uer as if he

cries

affections.

Sir Leicester, left alone, remains in the same
attitude as though he were still listening, and his at-
tention were still occupied. At length he gazes round
the empty room, and finding it aeserted, rises un-

d. with more of those inarticulate g
an d seems to stare at sumq.-,__.

A
th].l?' gr.wen nows what he sees. The green green (AWES

Wold, the noble house, the Piﬂtm'gg' ‘ 1
ﬂﬂnﬁsfgiggfﬁgﬁg strangers defacing them, officersof 2%
S Tio ndlin o his most precious heir-looms,

' ly handl _
fﬁiﬁ:n?{?smgfyﬁngers pointing at him, thousands of 3

: if such shadows flit A
ine at him. But 2 SRR S
f:ﬁﬁiesﬁf;r to his bewilderment, there is one other :ﬁ!{},l1

Then he stops ; al
sounds, lifts up his eyes an

' can name with st_amething ;_ '“
?i?:t{iigzn:fsmlév]e]i yet, and to which alone h - :
addresses his tearing of his white hair, and ];ug’ 4
exﬁggeghi?n association with whnmﬂ s:wz:?g fth%tif 3
she has been for years a maln fibre nfitJ ?i root of his B
dignity and pride, he has never nd :
thought. It is she whom he has loved, a mlred&\ e
honored, and set up for the world to respect. It

gy s

] ho, at the core of all the consfrained
E;I];Ei,e:ﬂ.nd conventionalities of his life, has been =
o stock of living tenderness and love, susceptible ag

nothing else is of being struck with the agony h&1 |

Je sees her, almost to the exclusion of him- = '.
ﬁﬁffl? ﬂndecnnnut hear to look upon her cast {H
from the high place she has graced so well. R
And, even to the point of his sinking on tha;
ground, oblivious of his suffering, he can yet pro- S
nounce her name with something like distinctness in =SS
the midst of those intrusive sounds, and In a % W
of mourning and compassion rather than reproach:_&;
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INsPECTOR BUCKET of the Detective has not ;yétﬁ{
struck his great blow, as just now chronicled, bl'lﬁ
is yet refreshing himself with Bli?&p preparg.tory |
his field-day, when through the night at}d along ?b,
freezing wintry roads, a chaise and pair comes out s
of Lincolnshire, making its way towards London.

ailroads shall soon traverse all this country, and =8
with a rattle and a glare the engine and train shall : ]
shoot like a meteor over the wide night-landscape, 5
turning the moon paler ; but, as yet, such things are = ==
non-existent in these parts, though not wholly unex- =%
pected. Preparations are afoot, measurements are = °
made, ground is staked out. Bridges are begun, %
and their not yet united piers desolately look at one =&
another over roads and streams, like brick and ,._j.:;'
mortar couples with an obstacle to their union; =8
fragments of embankments are thrown up, and left =
as precipices with torrents of rusty carts and %
barrows tumbling over them ; tripods of tall poléﬂ_--',fl
appear on hill-tops, where there are rumours of = ==
tunnels ; everything looks chaotic, and abandoned ==
in fell hopelessness. Along the freezing roads, and

through the night, the post-chaise makes its way
without a railroad on its mind. PR R

Mrs. Rouncewell, so many years housekeeper at =
Chesney Wold, sits within the chaise; and by her = °
side sits Mrs. Bagnet with her grey cloak md_-
umbrella,. The old girl would prefer the bar in s
front, as being exposed to the weather and &
primitive sort of perch more in accordance with
her qsunl course of travelling ; but Mrs. Rounce- =
well is too thoughtful of her comfort to admit of
her proposing it, The old lady cannot make =
enougl of the old girl.  She sits, in her stately = =
manner, holding her hand, and, regardless of its
roughness, puts it often to her ﬁpé; N
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steadily to his feet, pushes back his chair, and

walks a few steps, supporting himself by the table. ‘

mother, my dear soul,” says she many times, ** anf}‘tx

you found out my George’s mother !’ RIS S
. T £ ok SO

Why, George,” returns Mrs. Bagnet, * wai.f,ﬂ

PP
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always free with me, ma’am, and when he said at |

onr house to my Woolwich, that of all the things
my Woolwich could have to think of when he grew
to be a man, the comfortablest would be that he
had never brought a sorrowful line into his mother’s
face, or turned a hair of her head grey, then I felt
sure, from his way, that something fresh had
prought his own mother into his mind. I had
often known him to say to me, in past times, that
he had behaved bad to her.”

“ Never, my dear!”’ returns Mrs. Rouncewell
bursting into tears. ‘‘ My blessing on him, never |
He was always fond of me, and loving to me, was
my George ! But he had a bold spirit, and he ran
a little wild, and went for a soldier. And I know
he waited at first, in letting us know about himself
till he should rise to be an officer : and when he
didn’t rise, I know he considered himself beneath
us, and wouldn’t be a disgrace to us, For he had a
lion heart, had my George, always from a baby !”’

The old lady’s hands stray about her as of yore,
while she recalls, all in a tremble, what a likely lad,
what a fine lad, what a gay good-humored clever lad
he was; how they all took to him, down at Chesney
Wold ; how Sir Leicester took to him when he was
a young gentleman ; how the dogs took to him ; how
even the people, who had been angry with him, for-
gave him the moment he was gone, poor boy. And
now to see him after all, and in a prison too! And
the broad stomacher heaves, and the quaint upright
old-fashioned figure bends under its load of affec-
tionate distress. ‘

Mrs. Bagnet, with the instinctive skill of a good
warm heart, leaves the old housekeeper to her emo-
tions for a little while—not without passing the back
of her hand across her own motherly eyes—and
presently chirps up in her cheery manner :

““ So I says to George when I goes to call himin to
tea (he pretended to be smoking his pipe outside),
‘What ails you this afternoon, George, for
aracious sake? I have seen all sorts, and I have
seen you pretty often in season and out of season,
abroad and at home, and I never see you so
melancholy penitent.” ° Why, Mrs. Bagnet,’

‘says George, ‘it’s because I am melancholy and

penitent both, this afternoon, that you see me
s0.) *What have you done, old fellow?’ I says.
‘ Why, Mrs. Bagnet,’ says George, shaking his head,
¢ what I have done has been done this many a long
year, and is best not tried to be undone now. iE QT
ever get to Heaven, it won’t be for being a cood son
to a widowed mother; I say no more.” Now,
ma’am, when George says to me that it’s best not
tried to be undone now, I have my thoughts as |
have often had before, and I draw 1t out of George
how he comes to have such things on him that atter-
noon. Then George tells me that he has seen by
chance, at the lawyer’s office, a fine old lady that has
brought his mother plain before him ; and he runs
on about that old lady till he quite forgets himself,
and paints her picter to me as she used to be, years
upon years back. So I says to George when he has
done, who is this old lady he has seen? And George
tolls me it's Mrs. Rouncewell, housekeeper for more
than half a century to the Dedlock family down at
Chesney Wold in Lincolnshire. George has fre-
quently told me before that he’s a Lll_lﬂﬂlllﬂ}lll‘_e man,
and I says to my old Lignum that night, * Lignum,
that's his mother for five-and-for-ty pound ! .
All this Mrs. Bagnet now relates for the twentieth
time at least within the last four hours. Trilling
it out, like a kind of bird; with a pretty high note,
that it may bhe audible to the old lady above the

hum of the wheels. N
““ Bless you, and thank you,” BAYyS Mrs, Rounce
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wel{. ““ Bless you, and thank you, my worthy
soul !”’ -

‘“ Dear heart!”’ cries Mrs. Bagnet, in the most
natural manner. ‘* No thanks to me, I am sure.
Thanks to yourself, ma’am, for being so ready to
pay ’em! And mind once more, ma’am, what yon
had best do on finding George to be your own son
is, to make him—for your sake—have every sort of
help to put himself in the right, and clear himself
of a charge of which he is as innocent as you or me.
It won't do to have truth and justice on his side;
he must have law and lawyers,”” exclaims the old
girl, apparently persuaded that the latter form a
separate establishment, and have dissolved partner-
511113 with truth and justice for ever and a day.

*“ He shall have,” says Mrs. Rouncewell, ““all the
help that can be got for him in the world, my dear.
Iwill spend all T have, and thankfully, to procure it.
Sir Leicester will do his best, the whole family will
do their best. I—I know something, my dear; and
will make my own appeal, as his mother parted from
}un: ’?.ll these years, and finding him in a jail at
ast.

The extreme disquietude of the old housekeeper’s
manner in saying this, her broken words, and her
wringing of her hands, make a powerful impression
on Mrs. Bagnet, and would astonish her but that
she refers them all to her sorrow for her son’s con-
dition. And yet Mrs. Bagnet wonders, too, why
Mrs. Rouncewell should murmur so distractedly,
““My Lady, my Lady, my Lady!™ over and over
again.

The frosty night wears away, and the dawn breaks,
and the post-chaise comes rolling on through the
early mist, like the ghost of a chaise departed.
It has plenty of spectral company, in ghosts
of trees and hedges, slowly vanishing and giving
place to the realities of day. London reached, the
travellers alight ; the old housekeeper in great
tribulation and confusion; Mrs. Bagnet, quite fresh
and collected—as she would be, if her next point,
with no new equipage and outfit, were the Cape of
Good Hope, the Island of Ascension, Hong Koug,
or any other military station.

But when they set out for the prison where the
trooper is confined, the old lady has managed to
draw about her, with her lavender-colored dress,
much of the staid calmness which is its usual ac-
companiment. A wonderfully grave, precise, and
handsome piece of old china she looks; though
her heart beats fast, and her stomacher is rutled,
more than even the remembrance of this wayward
son has ruffled it these many years.

Approaching the cell, they find the door opening
and a warder in the act of coming out. The old
airl promptly makes a sign of entreaty to him to say
nothing ; assenting, with a nod, he suffers them to
enter as he shuts the door.

So George, who is writing at his table, supposing
himself to be alone, does not raise his eyes, bhub
remains absorbed. The old housekeeper looks at
him, and those wandering hands of hers are quite
enough for Mrs. Bagnet’s confirmation ; even if she
could see the mother and the son together, knowing
what she knows, and doubt their relationship.

Not a rustle of the housekeeper’s dress, not a
gesture, not a word, betrays her. She stands look-
ing at him as he writes on, all unconsecious, and
only her fluttering hands give utterance to her emo-
tions. But they are very eloquent; very, very
eloquent. Mrs. Bagnet understands them. They
speak of gratitude, of joy, of grief, of hope;: of
inextinguishable affection, cherished with no return
since this stalwart man was a stripling ; of a better

son loved less, and this son loved so fondly and so
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' ' nlearnt T
proily; and theyapek insuch touching Janguage, away, all my Lo hagaipe it sething S
Sy I aves D T tI?llmt I could think of. What business had I ¢,

they run glistening down her sun-browned face. nake myself known ? After letting all that time B‘Drt *,

¥ George ROIEHCEWBHI O my dear child, furn by me. what good could come of it? The worst
and look at me! was past with {lgu, mother. I knew by that time

| The trooper starts up, clasps his mother round | was hid d f ol
9 o 3 o a man) how you had mourne Aor me, and
i the neck, and falls down on his knees before her. ng;: for me, and prayed for me ; and the pain was ;i

. ther in a late repentance, whether in the first _ 8/ hl
B :;“srs]:;inlgil::u:ntgaf cﬂmeI; back upon him, he puts his | over, or was softened down, and I was better in f-:ff‘

. . . " 't E.‘”l AR
hands together as a child does when it says its ml%ﬂeﬂi ;d T:dy sorrowfully shakes her head; and |

ising them towards her breast, bows : | . and ¢

Ezgfrﬁfsﬂf?eidiﬂandgcries. ; taking oneh ﬂ'lfl é:us powerful hands, lays it lovmg]mr:,#
“My George, my "dearest son! Always my | upon her shoulder. _

favoritrjer, and f:y favorite still, where have you been | ‘‘ No, I don’t say that it was so, mother, but that

these cruel years and years? Grown such a man | I made it out to be so. I said just now what ::E.-;.‘
too, grown such a fine strong man. Grown so like

could come of it? Well, my dear mother, 301'.'%&_"5;
what I knew he must be, if it pleased God he was | good might have come of 1t to myself—and ?3
alive !’ g

She can ask, and he can answer, nothing con- | out; you would have purchased my dischirge ;. ynuzg‘;h

250

g\

was the meanness of it, You would have sought me 5,

nected fora time. All that time the old girl, turned | would have taken me down to Chesney Wold ; you e
* away, leans one arm against the whitened wall, leans | would have brought me and my brother and my. S
her honest forehead upon it, wipes her eyes with her | brother’s family together ; you would all have con- |
serviceable grey cloak, and quite enjoys herself like | sidered anxiously how to do somethirg for me, an‘d;%;t rgff

the best of old girls as she is. set me up as a respectuble civilian. But llow,could*-jﬁi |
- Mother,’’ says the trooper, when they are more | any of you feel sure of me, when I ccaldn’t so much
composed ; *‘ forgive me first of all, for I know my | as feel sure of myself 7 How could you help regard. .}
need of it.” ing as an incumbrance and a discred 't to you, an idle L

P

Forgive him ! She does it with all her heart and | dragooning chap, who was an incumbrance and a dis- i
soul. She always has done it. She tells him how | credit to himself, excepting under discipline? How =
she has had it written in her will, these many years, | could I look my brother’s children in the face,and . ¢
that he was her beloved son George. She has never | pretend to set them an example—I, the vagabond = ©
believed any ill of him, never. If she had died boy, who had run away from home, and been the i itk
without this happiness—and she is an old woman grief and unhappiness of my mother’s life? ‘No.
now, and can’t look to live very long—she would | George.” Such were my words, mother, when I,-fr:::#fi"
have blessed him with her last breath, if she had | passed this in review before me’: ‘You h;.?e made
had her senses, as her beloved son George. your bed. Now, lie upon it.’ *’ e
" Mother, I have been an undutiful trouble to| Mrs. Rouncewell, drawing up her stately form
you, and I have my reward; but of late years I|shakes her head at the old girl with a swellin ) e
have had a kind of a glimmering of a purpose in pride upon her, as much as to say “T told ou so .g; -
me, too. When I left home I didn’t care much, | The old girl relieves her feelines and tests.;ﬁ hon fehn
mother—I am afraid not a great deal—for leaving : | interest in the conversation, by ivine the t oF ORI
and went away and ’listed, barum-searum, making | great poke between the s’huylg = e 1? ll;oopera gt
believe to think that I cared for nobody, no not I. | brella - this action sh ftu s T ity AR
and that nobody cared for me.”’ ' | intervals in a 'Species ufe ﬂﬂptgrwards P e |
hagilfe:gﬂ?pfer lil)ai; TllliEd his eyes, and put away his failing, after the ﬂdminis?rftiil}:lﬂz? t:ﬂll}l}ﬂj; {];e:: ‘::l‘ g ‘% I
< er; bu ere 1S an extraordi 2 TEZ ' : R
trast between his habitual manner gf d;lﬂ'brrj':esg?r?g ;gszfgﬁﬁe;;r;?nl esort to the whitened wall and the oA |

himself and carrying himself, and the softened "* This was the way

tone in which he s Eﬂks, int o ‘ I brnught m}'SEIf to think
a half-stifled sor. p imterrupted occasionally by [ mother , that my best amends was to lie apen thn.ig

: . bed I had made, and g : | e
So I wrote a line home, mother, as you too well | have done it (thu’u;]];ldl (ll:ll:fr élpl?;a r:ti;n igdyiuﬂ:r?g:l*g .

know, to say I had 'listed under another name

; ! , and | than once, d at (! r P

tlv:trﬁgt féﬁd.h Abroad, at one time I thought I [thought of m{é;vnbulf él;esneylé\ bee: thn TR
ome next year, when I might [ who I find has be o g omrade s wife here,

be better off; and when that : en 0o many for LR
, A year was out, I |h y1or me. ButI thank
mighy b buperid wite homo next year when I |all my hesrt ot K JOU for it, Mrs. Bagnet, with
: citer ofl ; and when that ven Ry :
again, perhaps I didn’t think much 51:053?5’ ﬂélé 1?1 [;vluch Mrs. Bagnet responds with two pokes. o

_ now :
on, from year to year. through a service of ten George, her E}::nugiiu{'ﬂ{icgﬂsfggsﬁif uptl:m e 503 B
- ‘ 0y, her joy and .

years, till I began to get old :
whiy AhoildT geas s er, and to ask myself | pride, the light of hep eyes, the happy close of her

my i b find any fault, child—but not to.ease | muct e 'O fond name sl can think of, that he
mother. w] corger  Not a word. to your loving advice obtainable by

This Al 1S growing older, too ?” : he must yield up his
18 almost overturns the trooper afresh ; but he lawyers that can be got; that

sets hi : : : \
n.nr:a GFE?EtEp with a great, rough, sounding clear- | advised to act ~erious plight, as he shall be .
¢ Eav:n ;O“t: right, but my %and must not be self-willed however
anything about sﬂﬂ Cppiolation then in hearing | or he will ey, 00 Suffering until he is released,
n.lnd esteemed. There wusm;fy g:::heiuig f esgiﬁt?ﬂ |. ﬁ]“ 1iﬂf['::!rtlrual',. tis little enough to consent to.’’ ret |
_ ’ . < Sén N : .
chance north-country papers now and then, rising | I :h;ﬁﬂgir, ffﬁgplf}ng her with g kisg ; ¢ tsll 1;:1?}2:: |

to be prosperous and famons
: * ~Th M agn Innj |
dragoon, roving, unsettled, not aelf-meal;iee ?ir?:i {:'ima i:n W Dagnet, you'll take ““r:effl n;;;’nﬁ‘—:';ggrd?
é ] !

but self unmade—al] my earlier advantages thrown A very hard Poke from t} ]
m the old

girl’s umbrella
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“If you'll bring her acquainted with Mr. J arn-
dyce nnﬁ Eﬁss Smﬁmerson, she will find them of he;
way of thinking, and they will give her the bes

advice and assistance.”’

g 2 the old lady, ‘‘ we must
And, George,’”’ says the o y e ishn
ible sound man as they tell me—out in the
::;Sld beyond Chesney Wold, my dear, though :tf
don’t know much of it myself—and will be of grea

send with all haste for your brother.

L ]

serviee,”’

‘“ Mother,”’ returns the trooper, ‘‘is it too soon to

]

ask a favor?’ &
““ Surely not, my dear.
““ Then grant me this one great favor.
my brother know."’ 5
** Not know what, my dear ? :
‘““ Not know of me, In fact, mother, I can’t bear
it; I can’t make up my mind to it. He has proved
himself so different from me, and has done so much
to raise himself while I have been spl_d.lenng, that I
haven’t brass enough in my composition, to see him
in this place and under this charge. How could a
man like him be expected to have any pleasure in
such a discovery? It’s impossible. No, keep my
secret from him, mother; do me a greater kindness
than I deserve, and keep my secret from my brother,
of all men.”

** But not always, dear George "’

" Why, mother, perhaps not for good and all—
though I may come to ask that too—but keep 1t
now, I do entreat you. If it’s ever broke to him
that his Rip of a brother has turned up, I could |
wish,” says the trooper, shaking his head very
doubtfully, *“ to break it myself ; and be governed,
as to advancing or retreating, by the way in which
he seems to take it.”’

As he evidently has a rooted feeling on this point,
and as the depth of it isrecognised in Mrs. Bagnet’s
face, his mother yields her implicit assent to what
he asks. For this he thanks her kindly.

" In all other respects, my dear mother, I'll be as
tractable and obedient as you can wish ; on this one
alene, I stand out., So now I am ready even for the
lawyers. I have been drawing up,”’ he glances at
his writing on the table, ‘‘ an exact account of what
I knew of the deceased, and how I came to he
involved in this unfortunate affair. It’s entered,
plain and regular, like an orderly-boeok ; not a word
In it but what’s wanted for the facts. T did intend
to read it, straight on end, whensoever I was called
upon to say anything in my defence. T hope I may
be let to do it still : but I have no longer a will of
Iy own in this case, and whatever is said or done
I give my promise not to have any,’’ :

Matters having heen brought to this so far satis.
factory pass, and time being on the wane, Mrs.

Bagnet proposes a departure, Again and again the
old lady hangs upon her son’s neck, and again and
agam the trooper holds her to his broad chest,

€re are you going to t

Bagminet?” Jou gomng to take my mother, Mrs.
"I am going to the town house, my dear, the

family house, I ha.va_some business 'i:here, that

must be looked to directly,”” Mrs. Rouncewell |

Don’t let

answers,

puts his lips to the old girl’s tanned forehead, and h
the door shuts upon him in his cell. il

4

treaties on the part of the good old house- E_
keiiffﬁf induce Mrs. Bagnet to retain the coa.nh:.;:.i
for her own conveyance home. Jumping out cheer-

fully at the door of the Dedlock mansion, and hand.;:-:f{.'f:

ing ‘Mrs. Rouncewell up the steps, the old girl ==
;Eg,kgsﬁi]snn?s and trudges off ; arriving soon afterg.-l'l;;;{,
wards in the bosom of the Bagnet family, and fﬂl_l-_-;; S
ing to washing the greens, as if nothing had ha,p;_;.. 3
: R
peﬂfjd"Lndy is in that room in which she held P
last conference with the murdered man, and is sit- ki
ting where she sat that night, and 1s looking at thaﬁ-‘ |
spot where he stood upon the hearth, studying he_:?:ﬂ;_ i
so leisurely, when a tap comes at the door. 0 A
is it? Mrs. Rouncewell. What has brought mﬂ"’fﬁ%ﬁ
Rouncewell to town so unexpectedly ? A
“Trouble, my Lady. Sad trouble. O my Lady, .;_::E? b
may I heza word with you 7’ iy %5
What new occurrence is it that makes this tran- o
quil old woman tremble so? Far happier than her | SN
Lady, as her Lady has often thought, why does she AR
falter in this manner, and look at her with such’ /a8,
strange mistrust ?”’ R
" What is the matter? Sit down and take your
breath.”’ i
" O, my Lady, my Lady. I have foundmy son— & A S
my youngest, who went away for a soldier so long‘"'_=_’;j;:
ago. And he is in prison.” R

i

e
f AR

] z |

“* For debt ¢’ . w:~r‘
O no, my Lady; I would have paid any debt,! S
and joyful.”’ 3 %E' |
" For what is he in prison, then g

e ET". i
- q I* -r-

" Charged with a murder, my Lady, of which he S

3 as innocent as—as I am. Accused of the murder i
of Mr. Tulkinghorn.” e
What does she mean by this look and this ime e
ploring gesture? Why does she coma so close? " “\a
What is the letter that she holds ? i

~ Lady Dedlock, my dear Lady, my kind Lady!

You must have a heart to feel for me, you must N
have a heart to forgive me. I was in #lis family: S s
before you were born. I am devoted to it. But (S
think of my dear son wrongfully accused.’’

"* I do not accuse him.”’

" No, my Lady, no. But others do, and heisin = %
prison and in danger. O Lady Dedlock. if you can s
say but a word to help to clear him, say it ! ~

What delusion can this be? What power does
she suppose is in the person she petitions, to avert %
this unjust suspicion, if it be unjust? Her Lady’s |
gﬁﬂ?ﬁiﬁfﬂmﬂ eyesregard her with astonishment, almost ' &

ear, |
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Wold y Lady, I came away last night from Chesney

to find my son in my old age, and the step ¥
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ust: Hush!™ The housekeeper 1
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wh::’es ;t;?tt};;ea:thqcé % ]::Drﬁ of it, I don’t believe
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lady, but you go your own way always without help, | stances over which I had no controul, communicated

and you are not familiar with your friends; and all
who admire you—and all do—as a beautiful and
slegant lady, know you to be one far away from
themselves, who can’t be approached close. My
I.‘“'dg.= you may have some proud or angry reasons
for disdaining to utter something that you know ; if
so, pray, O pray, think of a faithful servant whose
whole life has been passed in this family which she
dearly loves, and relent, and help to clear myson! My
Lady, my good Lady,” the old housekeeper pleads
with genuine simplicity, ‘I am so humble in my
place, and you are by nature so high and distant,

that you may not think what I feel for my child; |

but I feel so much, that I have come here to make
so bold as to beg and pray you not to be so scornful
of ‘us, if you can do us any right or justice at this
fearful time.”’

Lady Dedlock raises her without one word, until
she takes the letter from her hand.

“ Am I to read this?”’

‘“ When I am gone, my Lady, if you please; and
theln remembering the most that 1 consider pos-
sible.”’

** T know of nothing I can do. I know of nothing
I reserve, that can affect your son. I have never
accused him.”’

‘* My Lady, you may pity him the more, under a
false accusation, after reading the letter.”

The old housekeeper leaves her with the letter in
her hand. In truth she is not a hard lady natu-
rally ; and the time has been when the sight of the
venerable ficure sueing to her with such strong

" earnestness would have moved her to great compas-

sion. But, so long accustomed to suppress emotion,
and keep down reality ; so long schooled for her own
purposes, in that destructive school which shuts up

~the natural feelings of the heart, like flies in amber,

and spreads one uniform and dreary gloss over the
aood and bad, the feeling and the unfeeling, the
sensible and the senseless; she has subdued even
her wonder until now.

She opens the letter. Spread out upon the paper
is a printed account of the discovery of the body, as
it lay face downward on the floor, shot through the
heart : and underneath is written her own name,
with the word Murderess attached.

[t falls out of her hand. How long it may have
lain upon the
where it fell. when a servant stands before her
announcing the young man of the name of Guppy.
The words have probably been repeated several
times, for they are ringing in her head before she
begins to understand them.

“* Let him come in!”’

He comes in. Holding the letter in her hand,
which she has taken from the floor, she tries to col-
Jeot her thoughts. In the eyes of Mr. Guppy she 18
the same Lady Dedlock, holding the same prepared,
proud, chilling state. |

““ Your Ladyship may not be at first disposed to
excuse this visit from one who has never heen very
welcome to your Ladyship—which he don’t com-
plain of, for he is bound to confess that there never
has been any particular reason on the face of
things why he should be; but I hope when I men-
tion my motives to your Ladyship, you will not find

fault with me,”’ says Mr. Guppy-

“ 1o so.”’ :
¢ Thank your Ladyship. I ought first to explain

to your Ladyship,” Mr. Guppy sits on the edge of
a ohair. and puts his hat on the carpet at his feet,
“ that Miss Summerson, whose 1mage as I formerly
mentioned to your Ladyship wasat one period of
my life imprinted on my art until erased by circum-

ground, she knows not ; but it lies |

to me, after I had the pleasure of waiting on your
Ladyship last, that she particularly wished me to
take no steps whatever in any matter at all relating
to her. And Miss Summerson’s wishes being tc me
a law (except as connected with circumstances over
which I have no controul), I consequently never ex-
pected to have the distinguished honor of waiting
on your Ladyship again.”

And yet he is here now, Lady Dedlock moodily
reminds him.

*“ And yet I am here now,’” Mr. Guppy admits.
‘‘ My object being to communicate to your Lady-
ship, under the seal of confidence, why I am here.”

He cannot do so, she tells him, too plainly or too
briefly.

*“ Nor can I,”” Mr. Guppy returns, with a sense
of injury upon him, ** too particularly request your
Ladyship to take particular notice that it's no per-
sonal affair of mine that brings me here. I have no
interested views of myown to serve in coming here.
If it was not for my promise to Miss Summerson,
and my. keeping of it sacred,—I, in point of fact
shouldn’t have darkened these doors again, but
should have seen ’em further first.”

Mr. Guppy considers this a favorable moment for
sticking up his hair with both hands.

“Your Ladyship will remember when I mention
it, that the last time I was here, I run against a
party very eminent in our profession, and whose loss
we all deplore. That party certainly did from that
time apply himself to cutting in against me in a
way that I will call sharp practice, and did make it,
at every turn and point. extremely difficult for me
to be sure that I hadn’t inadvertently led up to
something contrairy to Miss Summerson'’s wishes.
Self-praise is no recommendation ; but 1 may say
for myself that I am not so bad a man of business
neither,”’

Lady Dedlock looks at him in stern inquiry. Mr.
Guppy immediately withdraws his eyes from her
face, and looks anywhere else.

‘“ Indeed, it has been made so hard,”” he goes on,
““‘to have any idea what that party was up to in
combination with others, that until the loss which
we all deplore, I was gravelled—an expression
which your Ladyship, moving in the higher circles,
will be so good as to consider tantamount to knocked
over. Small likewise—a name by which I refer to
another party, a friend of mine that your Ladyship
is not acquainted with—got to be so close and
double-faced that at times it wasn’t easy to keep
one’s hands off his ed. However, what with the
exertion of my humble abilities, and what with the
help of a mutual friend by the name of Mr. Tony
Weevle (who is of a high aristocratic turn, and has
your Ladyship’s portrait always hanging up in his
room), I have now reasons foran apprehension, as to
which I come to put your ladyship upon your guard,
First, will your Ladyship allow me to ask you
whether you have had any strange visitors this
morning ? I don’t mean fashionable visitors, but
such visitors, for instance, as Miss Barbary’s old
servant, or as a person without the use of his lower
extremities, carried up-stairs similarly to a Guy?”

““No!"’

““ Then I assure your Ladyship that such visitors
have been here, and have been received here.
Because I saw them at the door, and waited ab the
corner of the square till they came out, and took
half-an-hour’s turn afterwards to avoid them.”

« What have I to do with that, or what have
you? I do not understand you. What do you

mean "’
““ Your Ladyship, I come to put you on your
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ks = : _ begins to fall in a thousand frag-
| Very | and now the arch | | , i
d. There may be no occasion for it. | ach crushing and mangling piecemeal !
g:lllr Then I have only done my best to keep my m?lff:,sflctegrible impression steals upon and over-

: o Miss Summerson. I strongly suspect
E}ﬁ;ﬁliﬁh;t Small has dropped, and from what W%
have corkscrewed out of him) that _thuse letters
was to have brought to your Ladyship were not de-
stroyed when I supposed they were. That if there
was anything to be blown upon, it s blown upon.
That the visitors I have alluded to have been here
this morning to make money of it. And that the
money 18 made, or ﬂlﬂkll_lg.h .

Mr. Guppy picks up his hat and rises. ,

“ Your Ladyship, you know best, whether there’s
anything in what I say, or whether there’s nothing.
Something or nothing, I have acted up to Miss
Summerson’s wishes in letting things alone, and in
undoing what I had begun to do, as far as possible;
that’s sufficient for me. In case I should be taking
a liberty in putting your Ladyship on your guard
when there's no necessity for it, you will endeavour,
I should hope, to outlive my presumption, and I
shall endeavour to outlive your disapprobation. I
now take my farewell of your Ladyship, and assure
you that there’s no danger of your ever being waited
on by me agam.” _

She scarcely acknowledges these parting words
by any look ; but when he has been gone a little
while, she rings her bell.

** Where is Sir Leicester 2"’ .

Mercury reports that he is at present shut up in
the library, alone.

"* Has Sir Leicester had any visitors this morn-
lng P'Il

Several, on business. Mercury proceeds to a
description of them, which has been anticipated by
Mr. Guppy. Enough ; he may go.

So! All is broken down. Her name is in these
many mouths, her hushand knows his wrong, her
shame will be published—may be spreading while
she thinks about it—and in addition to the thunder-
Yolt so long foreseen by her, so unforeseen by him,
she is denounced by an invisible accuser us the
murderess of her enemy.

Her enemy he was,
wished him dead, Her enemy he is, even in his
grave. This dreadful accusation comes upon her,
like a new torment at his lifeless hand. And when
she recalls how she was secretly at his door that
night, and how she may be represented to have sent
her favorite girl away, so soon before, merely to
release herself from observation, she shudders as if
the hangman’s hands were at her neck.

She has thrown herself upon the floor, and lies
with her hair all wildly scattered, and her face
buried in the cushions of a couch, She rises up,
hurries to and fro, flings herself down again, and
rocks and moans. The horror that is upon her, is
unutterable. If she really were the murderess, it
could hardly be, for the moment, more intense.

For, as her murderous perspective, before the
doing of the deed, however subtle the precautions for
its commission, would have been eclosed
gigantic dlla_tiau of the hateful figure, preventing
fﬁr from Seeing any consequences beyond it ; and as
. 108€ consequences would have rushed in, in an un-
Imagined flood, the moment the figure was laid low
h always happens when a murder is done ; 80,
> on the watch

f some mortal
stroke would but fal] on this old man andﬁnlﬁnhi;

from my way !”’ it was but wishing that all Le held
against her 1n his hand might be flung to the winds,
and channg-aown-m many places. So, too, with the
wicked relief she has felt in his deat

death but the key-store of g gloomy arch removed,

ore her,

and she has often, often, often, |

up by a | An

i hat from this pursuer, living or dead
ﬂgg:fn?: r:uEd imperturbable before her in his
well-remembered shape, or mot more obdurate and
imperturbable in his coffin-bed,—there is no escape
but in death. Hunted, she flies. ;
of her shame, her dread, remorse, and misery, over-
whelms her at its height ; and even her strength of
self-reliance is overturned and whirled away, like a

leaf before a mighty wind.

She hurriedly addresses these lines to her husband, _"_ 2 ‘

seals, and leaves them on her table.

“If T am sought for, or accused of, his murder,
believe that I am wholly innocent. Believe no other

good of me ; for I am innocent of nothing else that

you have heard, or will hear, laid to my charge.

on that fatal night, for his dis-
SR ialats After he had left me, = .

closure of my guilt to you.

I went out, on pretence of walking in the garden

where I sometimes walk, but really to follow him, =&
and make one last petition that he would not pro-
tract the dreadful suspense on which I had been %

racked by him, you do not know how long, but
would mercifully strike next morning. Yy
““I found his house dark and silent. I rang
twice at his door, but there was no reply, and I
came home,

““I have no home left.
more. May you, in your just resentment, be able to

forget the unworthy woman on whom you have
wasted a most generous devotion—who avoids you,
only with a deeper shame than that with which she
hurries from herself—and who writes this last

adieu !”’

She veils and dresses quickly, leaves all lier jewels
and her money, listens, goes down stairs at a moment
when the hall is empty, opens and shuts the great
door ; flutters away, in the shrill frosty wind. |

e — T —

CHAPTER LVI.

PURSUIT.

IMPASSIVE, as behoves its high breeding, the Ded-
lock town-house stares at the other houses in the
street of dismal grandeur, and gives no outward sign
of anything going wrong within. Carriages rattle,
doors are battered at, the world exchanges calls ;
ancient charmers with skeleton throats, and peachy
cheeks that have a rather ghastly bloom upon them
seen by daylight, when
creatures look like Death and the Lady fused to-
gether, dazzle the eyes of men. Forth from the

frigid Mews come easily-swinging carriages guided P

by short-legged coachmen
into_ dow:ijlr hammercloths
usclous Mercuries, bearing sticks of state, and
wearing cocked hats broadwise ; & spectacle for the

in flaxen wigs, deep sunk

The bedlnck town-house changes not

: ext
and hours pass before its emlted%ulneas isfiigi':ﬂ:]; |
within. But Volumnia the fair, being subject to

the prevalent complaint of boredo '

that disorder attacking her spirits wnilt:h Tﬂ?ﬂf nﬁl:;lg_'
lence, ventures at length to repair
change of scene., Her

producing no response, she opens

seeing 1o one there, takes v a0d: peeps, a3

_ possession.
The sprightly Dedlock is reputed, in that grass-

W %'rnwn city of the ancients, Bath, to be stimulated { |

Y an urgent curiosity, wh;j

: : ch impels her on. -
venient and inconvenient > QIvALL o

occasions to sidle about

The complication

I will encumber you noe ‘-'

indeed these fascinating '

; and up behind mount e

tothe library for
gentle tapping at the door SR
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with a golden glass at her eye, peering into objects
of every description. Certain it is that she avails
herself of the present opportunity of hovering over ‘
her kinsman’s letters and papers, like a bird : takin
a short peck at this document, and a blink with her
head on one side at that document. and hopping
about from !JHJJIE to table with her gl;ms at her E}'be
in an inquisitive and restless manner. In the course
of these researches she stumbles over somethine:
and turning her glass in that direction. sees her
kinsman lying on the ground like a felled tree

Volumnia’s pet little scream acquires a consider-
able augmentation of reality from this surprise, and
the house is quickly in commotion. Servants tear
up and down stairs, bells are violently rune. doctors
are sent for, and Lady Dedlock is soughl;t in all
directions but not found. Nobody has seen or heard
her since she last rang her bell. Her letter to
Sir Leicester 1s discovered on her table ;—but it is
doubtful yet whether he has not received another
missive from another world, requiring to be person-
ally answered; and all the living languages, and
all the dead, are as one to him.

They lay him down upon his bed, and chafe, and
rub, and fan, and put ice to his head, and try every
means of restoration. Howbeit, the day has ebbed
away, and 1t 1s night in his room, before his ster-
torous breathing lulls, or his fixed eyes shew any
consciousness of the candle that is occasionally
passed before them. But when this change begins,
it goes on; and by and by he nods, or moves
his eyes, or even his hand, in token that he hears
and comprehends.

He fell down, this morning, a handsome stately
gentleman ; somewhat infirm, but of a fine presence,
and with a well-filled face. He lies upon his bed,
an aged man with sunken cheeks, the decrepit
shadow of himself. His voice was rich and mellow ;
and he had so long been thoroughly persuaded of
the weight and import to mankind of any word he
said, that his words really had come to sound as if
there were something in them. But now he can
only whisper; and what he-whispers sounds like
what it is—mere jumble and jargon.

His favorite and faithful housekeeper stands at
his bedside. It is the first fact he notices, and he
clearly derives pleasure from it. After vainly
trying to make himself understood in speech, he
makes signs for a pencil. So inexpressively, that
they cannot at first understand him; it is his old
housekeeper who makes out what he wants, and
brings him a slate.

After pausing for some time, he slowly scrawls
upon it, in a hand that is not his, ** Chesney
Wold ¢’

No, she tells him: he is in London. He was
taken ill in the library, this morning. Right
thankful she is that she happened to come to London,
and is able to attend upon him.

‘“ Tt is not an illness of any serious consequence,
Sir Leicester. You will be much better to-morrow,
Sir Leicester. All the gentlemen say so.” This,
with the tears coursing down her fair old face.

After making a survey of the room, and looking
with particular attention all round the J}}ed where
the doctors stand, he writes ** My Lady.

‘“ My Lady went out, Sir Leicester, before you
were taken ill, and don’t know of your illness yet.

He points again, in great agitation, at the two
words. They all try to quiet him, but he points
again with increased agitation. On their looking
at one another, not knowing what to say, he takes

the slate once more, and writes ** My Lady. For
And makes an imploring

God’s sake, where?"’ |

moan,

-

It is thought better that his old housekeeper
should give him Lady Dedlock’s letter, the contents
of which no one knows or can surmise. She opens
1t for him, and puts it out for his perusal. Having
read it twice by a great effort, he turns it down so
that it shall not be seen, and lies moaning. He
passes 1nto a kind of relapse, cr into a swoon ; and
1t 18 an hour before he opens his eyes, reclining on
his faithful and attached old servant’s arm. The
doctors know that he is best with her; and, when
not actively engaged about him, stand aloof.

The slate comes into requisition again; but the
word he wants to write, he cannot remember. His
anxiety, his eagerness, and affliction, at this pass,
are pitiable to behold. It seems as if he must go
mad, in the necessity he feels for haste, and the in-
ability under which he labors of expressing to de
what, or to fetch whom. He has written the letter
B, and there stopped. Of a sudden, in the height
of his misery, he puts Mr. beforeit. The old house-
keeper suggests Bucket. Thank Heaven! That’s
bis meaning.

Mr. Bucket is found to be down-stairs, by appoint-
ment. Shall he come up?

There is no possibility of misconstruing Sir
Leicester’s burning wish to see him, or the ﬁesire
he signifies to have the room cleared of every one
but the housekeeper. It is speedily done ; and Mr.
Bucket appears. Of all men upon earth, Sir
Leicester seems fallen from his high es.ate to place
his sole trust and reliance upon this man.

** Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet, I'm sorry to
see you like this. Ihope you'll cheer up. I'm sure
you will, on account of the family credit.”

Sir Leicester puts her letter in his hand, and looks
intently in his face while he reads it. A npew in-
telligence comes into Mr. Bucket’s eye, as e reads
on ; with one hook of his finger, while that eye is
still glancing over the words, he indicates, ** Sir
Leicester Dedlock, Baronet, I understand you.”

Sir Leicester writes upon the slate. *‘Full
iorg(%veness. Find—"" Mr. Bucket stops his

and.

‘““ Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet, I'll find her.
But my search after her must be begun out of hand.
Not a minute must be lost.”

With the quickness of thought, he follows Sir
Leicester Dedlock’s look towards a little box upon
a table.

‘“ Bring it here, Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet ?
Certainly. Open it with one of these here keys?
Certainly. The littlest key? To be sure. Take
the notes out? So I will. Count ’em? That’s
soon done. Twenty and thirty’s fifty, and twenty’s
seventy, and fifty’s one twenty, and forty's one
sixty. Take ’em for expenses? That I'll do, and
render an account of course. Don’t spare money?
No, I won't.”’ :

The velocity and certainty of Mr. Bucket’s inter-
pretation on all these heads is little short of mira-
culous. Mrs. Rouncewell, who holds the light, 1s
giddy with the swiftness of his eyes and hands, as
he starts up, furnished for his journey.

““ You're George’s mother, old lady ; that’sabout
what you are, I believe?”’ says Mr. Bucket, aside,
with his hat already on, and buttoning his coat.

““Yes, sir, I am ]{is distressed mother.”

‘“ So 1 thought, according to what he mentioned
to me just now. Well, then, I'll tell you some-
thing. You needn’t be distressed no more. Your
son’s all right. Now don’t you begin a-crying:
because what you've got to do is to take care of Sir
Leicester Dedlock, Baronet, and you won't do that
by cr}*ing. As to your son, he’s all right, I tell
you; and he sends his loving duty, and hoping
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pace, yet thoughtfully bringing hi

DLEAK HOUSE.

286

—________————-—

yﬂu'rﬂ the same,

vour son. He ccenducted himself in a game way,
t00, on that occasion; and he’s a fine-made man,
and you're a fine-made old lady, and you’re a mother
and son, the pair of you, as might be showed for
models in a caravan. Sir Leicester Dedlock,
Beronet, what you’ve trusted to me, I'll go through
with. Don’t you be afraid of my turning out of my
wav, richt or left; or taking a sleep, or a wash,
or ﬁ.,shave, ’till I have found what I go in search of.
Say everything is as kind and forgiving on your
part ? Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet, Iwill. And
I wish youn better, and these family affairs smoothed
over—as, Lord ! many other family affairs equally
has been, and equally will be, to the end of time.”

With this peroration, Mr. Bucket, buttoned up,
goes quietly out, looking steadily before him as if
he were already piercing the night, in quest of the
fugitive.

His first step is to take himself to Lady Dedlock’s
rooms, and look all over them for any trifling 1ndi-
cation that may help him. The rooms are in dark-
ness now ; and to see Mr. Bucket with a wax-light
in his hand, holding it above his head, and taking a
sharp mental inventory of the many delicate objects
80 curiously at variance with himself, would be to
see 1 sicht—which nobody does see, as he is particu-
lar to lock himself in.

** A spicy boudoir this,”” says Mr. Bucket, who
feels in a manner furbished up in his French by the
blow of the morning. ** Must have cost a sight of
money. Rum articles to cut away from, these;
she muyst have been hard put to it !”’

Opening and shutting table-drawers, and looking
into caskets and jewel-cases, he sees the reflection
of himself in various mirrors, and moralises
thereon.

}

*One might suppose I was a moving in the |’

fashionable circles, and getting myself up for Al-
mack’s,” says Mr. Bucket. ‘‘I begin to think I
g}:t}jst be a swell in the Guards, without knowing
1t.

; Ever looking about, he has opened a dainty little
caest in an inner drawer. His great hand, turning
over some gloves which it can scarcely feel, they are
so light and soft within it, comes upon a white
hagdﬁerchief .

~Hum ! Let’s have a look at 5ow.,”’ says Mr.
Bucket, putting down the light. y“'Whutyshqud
you be kept by yourself for? What’s your motive ?
Are you ber Ladyship’s property, or somebody elses ?
You've got a mark upon you, somewheres or an-
other, I suppose ?”’
He ﬁuﬂs 1t as he speaks, *‘ Esther Summerson.”’
Oh!” says Mr. Bucket, pausing, with his fincer:
at ]Elllils ear. 1“tCumhi, I’ll take yow.” 7
€ completes his observations as quiet
carefully as he has carried them on, lequ.ves lgvglf;q
thing else precisely as he found it, glides away after
~ome five minutes in all, and passes into the street.
With a glance upward at the dimly lighted windows

the nearest coach-stand. picks '
d , picks out the hovse f
money, and directs to be driven to the %hggﬁlﬁlé

Gallery. Mr. Bucket does not clai -.
tifie judge of horses ; but he lﬂyg I:}III:; :?1 Jelsc it |

on the principal events ; '
e g 1?11 vents 1n that line, and

that when he sees a h

1ttle money

enerall
owledge of the subject in thegremarkj:

2 horse as can go, he knows him.
owledge is not at fault in the present ig::-

Clattering over the stones at a dangerous

His kn

He's discharged honorable ; that’s
about what ke is ; with no more imputation on his
character than there is on yours, and yours is a tidy
one, I'll bet a pound. You may trust me, for I took

(away in a drawer of Lady Dedlock’s, quarter of an

e sets off, full swing, to | If

| hear on every slinking creature whom he passes in =

the midnight streets, and even on the lights inupper

- dows where people are guiyg or gone to bt?:d, an )
::;ual? the turnings that he rattles by, and alike on
the heavy sky, and on the earth where the snow lies
thin—for something may present itself to assist him, i
anywhere—he dashes to his destination at such a
speed, tha

t when he stops, the horse half smothers
him in a cloud of steam.

LY

¢ Unbear him half a moment to freshen him up, f‘;-f"'

, aCk.” .“,:E

ﬂnl(-ilé ihx?g l?p the long wooden entry, and finds th“ﬁ__.?’::
r smoking his pipe. o
tr?t?e thought I should, (George, afte,r what yq:_;_}_ *;
have gone through, m}:l llsluz I haven’'t a word torrf: ¥
are. Now, honor! o save a woman, Miss
Eél:lmmersun that was here when Gridley dJed—tha_!{ A
was the name, I know—all right !—where does ahg ;
li"i’ﬁ?” . ' ﬂ.-.'f,-" |
The trooper has just come from there, and gives " =&
him the address near Oxford Street. _ L
““ You won't repent it, George. Good night !’ e
He is off again, with an impression of having seen =
Phil sitting by the frosty fire, staring at him open-"#=
mouthed ; and gallops away again, and gets outina ==
cloud of steam again. | R
Mr. Jarndyce, the only person up in the house, ig =&
just going to bed ; rises from his book, on hearing =
the rapid ringing at the bell; and comes down to =
the door in his dressing-gown. < Ciae
“Don’t be alarmed, sir.”” In a moment, his =
visitor is confidential with him in the hall, has shut
the door, and stands with his hand upon the iock, =
**I've had the pleasure of seeing you before. In- =
spector Bucket. Look at that handkerchief, sir, =
Mics Esther Summerson’s. Found it myself, put

3

hour ago. Nota moment to lose. Matter of life ,°
or deYath. You know Lady Dedlock?”’
e ES : 1) _.:' ._'ﬂ'.g;
" There has been a discovery there, to-day.
Family affairs have come out. Sir Leicester Ded-
lock, Baronet, has had a fit—apoplexy or paralysis
—and couldn’t be brought to, and precious time has
been lost. Lady Dedlock disappeared this afternoon, =
and left a letter for him that looks bad. Run your =
eye over it. Here it is!”’
Mr. Jarndyce, having read it, asks him what he
thinks? by
o I,dun’t know. It looks like suicide. Anyways B
there_s more and more danger, every minute, of its
drawing to that. I’d give a hundred pound an ‘Z' .
to have got the start of the present time. 'E'
Mr. Jarndyce, I am employed by Sir Leicester
lock, Baronet, to follow her and find her, and take =
ﬁﬁ; }Illifﬂzglvﬁnﬁf_. I have money and full powefﬁ
ant something else. : Ny
sy else. I want Mlss. Summer- ¢
Mr. Jarndyce, in a ¢ ' e
Summerson?” 1 Cled Voice repeats ¢ Miss S

" Now, Mr. Jarndyce :** L
i : yce ;' Mr. Bucket has r - hig
£aca with the greatest attention all a,lo'ng; X Ieﬂsghlﬂ} :
Eﬂ F}fu 4s & gentleman of a humane heart, and under
cCLDbressing circumstances as don’t often happen.
| 2 B

ever delay was dangerous, it’s d Tt

' angerous anow;
:31% }ff ever you couldn’t afferwards furg?:a your- L
or causing iti: tllllm 18 the time. Eight or ten

ell you, a hundred R

pearat” e been lost since Lady Dggilo?}i:&dmmnﬁﬁi &
- Bam. charged to find her, T am Inspector

esides all the rest that’s heavy on her, |
If T fol as she believes, suspicion -&f?
o'ow her alone, she, being in igno-

of
¥5,

%, -
o

s keen eyes to!

Dedlock, Baronet, has
driven to desperation.
il
Tt

I 1'.'-.:"'

il
iy
1 =
]
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But if;I fﬂlf}?ghgefieﬁ:::ﬁ;ﬁgzngfﬁth ua 3?’~‘3111121;g",I lady, | tumnlt of alarm, hurry and distress, that in svite
answeriig tondernces Lo T el o i ies dodh that | of every effort I could make to subdue my agitation,

ghe has @ & N0 question, and I|I did not se o]
gay no more than that—she will give me credit for mind until fﬁﬁ-;{ﬂﬁfﬁfgeﬂfuy B 5

being friendly. Let me come up with her, and be| But, I s itions

able to have thedh{il’d upon her of putting that young | without wﬁ?ﬁ&EdCiﬁgle?mEf Eiyuﬂn:%P;fEI?EL{
lady for ﬂr@, an Il save her and prevail with her | down to Mr. Bucket, who :Wﬂ,s the perso;l entrusted
if she 18 1111;’&. Lecti me come up with her alone—a | with the secyet. In taking me to him my guardian
harder mat Er—ﬂlil] I'll do my best ; but I don’t | told me this and also ExpTained how 1t was that he
answer for what the best may be. Time flies; it's | had come to think of me, Mr. Bucket, in a low

vetting on for ome o’clock. .When one strikes, voice, by the li bt S8
there’s another hour gone; andit’s worth athousand me, in t:lze ]hali,gha? cl'g’dlsjng'r %ﬁ::drf; ?Ilcoaﬁ%(él-e’hifg dle?t:

pound now, instead of a hundl‘ﬂd*’f | upon her table ; and, I suppose within ten minutes
This 18 all true, and the pressing nature of the | of my having’bein;;' arnﬁged Iw"ifms sitting beside
case cannot be questioned. Mr. Jarndyce begs him | him, rolling through the streets.

to remain there, while he speaks to Miss Summerson. Hi ; . : :
Mr. Bucket says he will; but, acting on his usnal whe;shlza:x?}fllai:{etrsl Ttiwmteigﬁtaidggee;t cg:ﬁlﬁffﬂi
principle, does no such thing—following up-stairs | depend on my being able to answer, without con-
instead, ?ind : EGDH:IE,'I 11: man 1 sight, So he fusion, a few questions that he wished to ask me.
T gm%ﬁn h“r Ing about in the gloom of These were chiefly, whether T had had much com-
the staircase, while they confer, In a very little | munication with my motber (to whom he only
time, Mr. Jarndyce comes down, and tells him that | referred as Lady Dedlock); when and where I had
Miss Summerson will join him directly, and place [ spoken with her last; and how she had become
herself under his protection, to accompany him | possessed of my handkerchief. When I had
where he pleases. Mr. Bucket, satisfied, expresses | satisfied him on these points, he asked me particu-
high approval ; and awaits her coming, at the door. | larly to consider—taking time to think—whether,
There, he mounts a high tower in his mind, and | within my knowledge, there was any one, no matter
looks out, far and wide. Many solitary figures he | where, in whom she might be at all likely to
perceives, creeping through the streets; many |confide, under the circumstances of the last
solitary figures out on heaths, and roads, and lying necessity. I could think of no one but my gnardian.
under haystacks. But the figure that he seeks, is But, bye and bye, I mentioned Mr. Boythorn. He
not among them. Other solitaries he perceives, in | came into, my mind, as connected with his old
nooks of bridges, looking over; and in shadowed | chivalrous manner of mentioning my mother's
places down by the river’s level ; and a dark, dark, | name; and with what my gunardian had informed
shapeless object drifting with the tide, more solitary | me of his engagement to her sister, and his uncon-
than all, clings with a drowning hold on his atten- Edij]ljls connexion ﬂl’itl{i her ungappy 3tory. ¢
tion. ly companion had stopped the driver while we
‘Where -is she? Living or dead, where is she? hEldyt]liﬁ conversation, tlfn.t we might the better
If, as he folds the handkerchief and carefully puts | hear each other. He now told him to go on again :
1t up, it were able, with an enchanted power, to | and said to me, after considering within himself for
bring before him the place where she found it, and | a few moments, that he had made up his mind how
the night landscape near the cottage where it |to proceed. He was quite willing to tell me what
covered the little child, would he descry her there? | his plan was; but I did not feel clear enough to
On the waste, where the brick-kilns are burning [ understand it.
with a pale blue flare ; where the straw-roofs of the We had not driven very far from our lodgings,
wretched huts in which the bricks are made, are | when we stopped in a bye street, at a publie-looking
being scattered by the wind ; where the clay and | place lighted up with gas. © Mr. Bucket took me in
water are hard frozen, and the mill in which the | and sat me in an arm-chair, by a bright fire. It
caunt blind horse goes round all day, looks like an | was now past one, as I saw by the clock against the
instrument of human torture ;—traversing this | wall. Two police officers, looking in their perfectly
deserted blighted spot, there is a lonely figure with | neat uniform not at all like people who were up all
the sad world totself, pelted by the snow and driven | night, were quietly writing at a desk ; and the place
by the wind, and cast out, it would seem, from all seemed very quiet altogether, except for some
companionship. It is the figure of a woman, too; beating and calling out at distant dans under-
but it is miserably dressed, and no such clothes ever ground, to which nobody paid any attention.

t at the great door, of | A third man in uniform, whom Mr. Bucket
Eﬁ:l %zgiiggfglil;esi];ﬂnl.l ok . called and towhom he whispered his instructions,

e ——

i went out; and then the two ntheri advisebtil tﬂci

ether, while one wrote from Mr. Bucket’s subdue
CHAPTER LVII, ﬁictutiﬂn. It was a description of my mother that
ESTHER'S NARRATIVE. they were busy with ; for Mr. Bucket brought it to

1t was done, and read it in a whisper. It
D g to bed and fallen asleep, when my | me when s done,

glu]::din; Ollsgocked at the door of 111?=I room and [ Was very accu ﬂte md%di; had attended to it
begged me get up directly, On my hurrying to” The second officer, who had attended to i1t so

: he | closely, then copied it out, and then called in
speak to him and learned what had happened, Ao Enothﬁr man in uniform (there were several in an

‘ | ation, that ; in ¢
tﬂtdem ﬁ’ 3: f]t;m{;:: : Ogiicgie:; OntﬂfSiI:-reIIf:fcester’Ded* outer room) who took it up and went away with it.
l i‘ B‘Th Et mother had fled: that a person [ All this was done with the greatest dispatch, and

it t& n:iyu * who was empnv;ered to convey | without the waste of a moment ; yet nobody was at
’:T::Ml nnwtﬂ.e {}ml‘le :t lussur&ﬂ“EE of affectionate pro- |all hurried. As soon as the paper was sent out upon
" t.‘er ! f“ oriveness. if he could possibly find | 1ts travels, the two oflicers resumed their former
hec s gnth E :rf[.g'wensm; ht for to accompany him, | quiet work of writing with neatness and care. Mrf.
im;ail 'h i o t.g ties might premifupun Bucket thoughtfully came and warmed the soles o
Sy LRI e v 1 | his boots, first one and then the other, at the fire.

' ' ' ' to this genera : | 2
g‘elrr%ﬂ;fe ]?.[mmffgleli%t- Eﬁtmleﬂl;iggt’rhrgwn intog;uch u.: *“ Are you well wrapped up, Miss Summerson?




BLEAK

HOUSE.

268

——————

met mine. ‘‘It’s a despe-

[ , as his eyes a de
e avtel 68 o g lady to be out 1n.

harp night for a youn

m}e gulﬂ(irphim I cared for no weather, and was
armly clothed. ‘

w?lﬂj;niy bee a long job,”’ he observed ; ‘ but so

that it ends well, never mind, miss.”’ Rt
““1 pray to Heaven 1t may end well !"’ said I.

He nodded comfortingly. ‘‘You see, whatever
+ vou zo and fret yourself. You keep

you do, don’t you g .
vourself cool, and equal for anything that may
i . and it’ll be the better for you, the better
happen ; an
for me, the better for L&df DEdIDEk,. and the better
for Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet.™

He was really very kind and gentle ; and as he stood
before the fire warming his boots, and rubbing his
face with his forefinger, I felt a confidence in his
sagacity which re-assured me. It was not yet a
quarter to two, when I-heard horses’ feet and
wheels outside. ** Now, Miss'Summerson,’’ said he,
““ we are off, if you please!” 4

He gave me his arm, and the two officers cour-
teously bowed me out, and we found at the door a
phaeton or barouche, with a postilion and post
horses. Mr. Bucket handed me in, and took his
own seat on the box. The man‘in uniform whom he
had sent to feteh the equipage, then handed him up
a dark lantern at his request; and when he had
siven a few directions to ‘the driver, we rattled
AWALY. | : -

I was far from sure that I was not in a dream.
We rattled with great rapidity through such a laby-
rinth of streets, that I soon lost all 1dea where we
were ; except that we had crossed and re-crossed the
river, and still seemed to be traversing a low-lying,
waterside, dense neighbourhood of narrow thorough-
fares, chequered by docks and basins, high piles of
warehouses. swing-bridges, and masts of ships. At
length we stopped at the corner of a little slimy
turning, which the wind from the river, rushing up
it, did not purify ; and I saw my companion, by the
light of his lantern, in conference with several men,
who looked like a mixture of police and sailors,
A zainst the mouldering wall by which they stood,
there was a bill, on which I could discern the words,
“FounDp DROWNED ;’’ and this, and an inseription
about the Drags, possessed ‘me with the awful sus-
picion shadowed forth in our visit to that place.

I had no need to remind myself that I was not
there, by the indulgence of any feecling of ‘mine, to
mcrease the difficulties of the search, or to lessen its
hopes, or enhance its delays. I remained quiet :
but what I suffered in that dreadful spot; I never
can forget. And still it was like the ‘horror of a
dream.. A man yet dark and muddy, inlong swollen
sodden boots and a hat like them, was called out of
a boat, and whispered. with Mr. Bucket, who went
away with him down some slippery steps—as if to
look at something secret that he had to show. They
came back, wiping their hands upon their coats,
after turning over something wet! but thank God
1t was not what I feared !

After some further conference, Mr. Bucket (whom
everybody seemed to know and defer to) went in
with the others at a door, and left me in the car-
riage ; while the driver walked up and down by his
horses, to warm himself. The tide was coming in
as I judged from the sound it made; and I could
hear it break at the end of the alley, with a little
rush towards me. ‘It never did so—and I thought it
did so, hundreds of times, in what can have been at
the most a quarter of an hour, and probably was
less—but the thought shuddered through me that it
w:itilrd cﬁ.at kmg' mother at the horses’ feet,

. Bucket came out again, exhorting the others
to be r1g113.u|:, darkened his lﬂ.l!lt’:AE'l""L,IL and once more

| Not that 1

{ houses and handed me

¢ Don't you be alarmed, Miss S,?m.
t of our coming down here,” he

Ec
: : e. “I only want to have every-
said, turning to m to know that it is in train by

thing 1n tI‘i].iﬂg {Lﬂd 429
s ' celf. Get on, my lad!
looking after 1t myse .o OO Y e Bad o

¥4 n,red to re . -
A had taken note of any pm'twulﬂ.r objects

d state of mind, but judging from the
Egtei of the streets. We called at
tation for a minute, and crossed
the river.again. During the whole of this time,
and during the whole. search, mny F”“’l"lﬂa‘m.m?'
wrapped up on the box, never relaxed 1n his vigi-
lance a single moment ; but, when we crossed the
bridee he seemed, if- possible, to be more on the
alert than before. He stood up to look over the
parapet ; he alighted, and went back after a shadowy
female ficure that flitted past us ; and he gazed 1nto
the profound back pit of water, :ﬂth n face that
made my heart die within me. The river had a
fearful look, so overcast and secret, creeping away
<o fast between the low flat lines of shore : so heavy
with indistinct and awful shapes, both of substance
and shadow : so deathlike and mysterious. , I have
seen it many times since then, by sunlight and by
moonlight, but never free from the impressions of
that journey. In my memory, the lights upon the
bridge are always burning dim ; the cutting wind 18
eddying round the homeless woman whom we pass ;
the monotonous wheels are whirling on; and the
licht of the carriage lamps reflected back, looks
palely in upon me—a face, rising out of the dreaded
water.

Clattering and . clattering through the empty
streets, we came at length from the pavement on to
dark smooth roads, and began to leave the houses
behind us. After a while, I recognised the familiar
way to ‘St. Albans. At Barnet, fresh horses were
ready for us, and we changed and went on. It was
very cold indeed; and the open country was white
with snow, though none was falling then.

““* An old acquaintance of yours, this road, Miss
Summerson,’’ said Mr. Bucket, cheerfully.
“"Yes,”” I returned. ‘' Have you gathered any
intelligence ?’

" None that can be quite depended on as yet,”
he answered : *‘ but 1t’s early times as yet.”’

He had gone into every late or early public-house
where there was a light (they were not a few at that
tume, the road being then much frequented by
drovers), and had got down to talk to the . turnpike-
keepers. I had heard him ordering drink, and
chinking money, and making himself agreeable and
merry everywhere ; but whenever he took his seat
upon the box again, his face resumed its watchful
steady look, and he always said to the driver in the
same business tone, ‘ Get on, my lad !”’

_ Wq:h all these stoppages, it was between five and
sIX o’clock and we were yet a few.miles short of
Saint Albans, when hi': came ﬂ?tt of one of these
uses ana ! : na cup o _

Drink it, Miss Summersgn it?ﬁ do
You're beginning to get more ,
your’’

e o Lhored b
he returned ; *‘and Tord | l:‘lruciun?iﬁnneg i lirshy
loud, my dear. It’sall right. She’s o 0]? tapgn.k

I don’t know what jovful e ] o1 A-adad,
was going to make, but he pat oo I made, or
at‘:!lped myself, ; ® Put up hus finger, and I |

" Passed through here : : |
eight or nine. Ighea.rd ;}n}f:: tfi::i: : ?E};Ilnng’ dRcis
toll, over at Highgate, bat couldn't make quite saee,

raced ner all along, on and off. Picked her up at

took his seat.
merson, on accoun

in my pertur
general char
another office or s

) you good.
yourself now, ain’t

)
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her at another; but she’s

‘e. Take hold of this cup and
before us now, safe i o

saucer, Ostler. Now, if you wasn
the butter trade, look out and see 1f you can catch

' ; two
half-a-crown in your t’other hand. One, .
i‘?hree, and there you are! Now, my lad, try a

gallop ! aint Albans, and alighted a

LN e soon in © ) 1 a
littleeb:gre day, when I was just beginning to ar-

1izht
nee and comprehend the occurrences of the night,
:f:ldb really to kl:elieve that they were not a dream.
Leaving the carriage at the posting-house, and or-
dering tresh horses to be ready, my companion gave

me his arm, and we went towards home.
‘¢ As this is your regular abode, Miss Summerson,

» he observed, *“T should like to kmow
i%it]ﬁif-’ you’ve been asked for by any stranger an-
swering the description, or ' whether Mr. J arndyce
has. I don’t much expect it, but it might be.””

As we ascended the hill; he looked about him with
a sharp eye—the day was now breaking—and re-
minded me that I had come down it one night, as 1
had reason for remembering, with my little servant
and poor Jo: whom he called Toughey.

I wondered how he knew that. _

““ When you passed a man upon- the road; just
yonder, you know,”’ said Mr. Bucket.

Yes, I remembered that too, very well.

““ That was me,’” said Mr. Bucket.

Seeing my surprise, he went on: |

““1 drove down in a gig' that afternoen; to look
after that boy. You might have heard my Wheels
when you came out to'look after him yourself, for I
was aware of you and your little maid going up,
when I was walking the horse down. Making an
inquiry or two about him in the town, I soon heard
what company he was in; and was. coming among
the brick-fields to look for him, when I observed yo
bringing him home here.” -

‘“ Had he committed any erime ?’” I asked.

‘“None was charged against him,’ said Mr,
Bucket, coolly lifting: off his hat; *“but I suppose
he wasn’t over-particular. ‘No. * What I wanted
him for, was in connexion with keeping this very
matter of Lady Dedlock quiet. “He had been
making his tongue more free than welcome, as to a*
small accidental service he had been paid for by the
deceased Mr. Tulkinghorn; and 1t wouldn’t do, at
any sort of price, to have him playing those games.
So having warned him out of London,.I made an
afternoon of it to warn him to keep out of it now
he was away, and go farther from it, and maintain
& bright look out that I didn’t catch. him coming
back again.”

** Poor creature!”” said 1.

“*Poor enough,’”’ assented Mr. Bucket, ‘‘and
trouble enough, and well enough away from London,
or anywhere else. I 'was regularly turned on m
back when I found him taken up by your establish-
ment, I do assure you.’’

I asked him why? *“ Why, my dear?’’ said Mr.
Bucket. ** Naturally there was no end to his
tongue then. He might as well have been born
with a yard and a half of it, and a remnant over.”’

Although I remember this conversation nOW, my
head wasin confusion at the time, and my power of
attention hardly did more than enable me to under-

———

one place, and dropped

stand that he entered into these particulars to |

divert me. With the same kind intention. mani-
festly., he often spoke to me of indifferent things,
while his face was busy with the one object that we

had in view. He still pursued this subject, as we*

turned in at the garden gate.
““Ah!” said Mr. Bucket. “ Here we are, and a
mice retired place it is. Putsa man in mind of the

{ me where Toughey was.

ase in the Woodpecker tapping. that was
L smoke which so gracefully curled, *
%‘?Jgﬁiebézr};;ewmh the kitchen,ﬁre, and that denoteg ®
gﬂud cervants. But what you've always gott? be o
careful of with servants, is, who comes to see em;
you neyer know what they’re up to, if you don’t “H§
know that. And another thing, my dear. When-
ever yonu find & young man behind the kitchen door E
you give that young man in charge on suspicion of g ?!
being secreted 1n a dwelling-house with an unlawful b
p“ﬁ?ﬂﬁm now in front of the house; he looked - 2
attentively and closely at the gravel for fuotpnntsi.r.;:
before he raised his eyes to the windows. B
¢ Do you generally put that el@erly young gentle-
man in the same room, when he’s on a visit here, 50
Miss Summerson?’’ i

he inquired, glancing at Mr. =
Skimpole’s usual chamber. , ’
3 Ypﬂu know Mr. Skimpole !*

| country ho

> said T Vi
‘“ What do you call him again "’ returned Mr. == i
Bucket, bending down his ear. Skimpole, 1s 1t ¢ 3
I've often wondered what his name might be. "\:
Skimpole. Not John, I should say, nmor yet
Jacu%?” EERRTE “ .-_7{
i b ﬂrﬂ ,” D 11]1. : . J : f
“ Harold. Yes. -He’s a queer bird is Harold,”” 8
said Mr. Bucket, eyeing me with great expres- ==
sion. -
‘‘ He is a singular character,” said 1.
‘“ No idea of money,”” observed Mr. Bucket.— :;-1
¢ He takes it'though !”’ &
I involuntarily returned for answer, that I per- =
ceived Mr. Bucket knew him. | o o
*“ Why, now I'll tell you, Miss Summerson,’” he =
rejoined. ‘‘ Your mind will be all the better for = =
not running on one point too continually, and I'll =
tell you for a change, It was him as pointed outto
I made up my mind, that %
night, to come to the door and ask for Toughey,1f
that was all ; but, willing to try a move or so first, “‘:-f‘t‘i,
1f any such was on the board, I just pitched up a ?,3
morsel of gravel at that window where I saw a :r;
shadow. "As soon as Harold opens it and I have
had a look at him, thinks I, you're the man for me.
So I smoothed him down a bit, about not wanting = !
to disturb the family after they was gone to bed,
and about its being a thing to be regretted that =
charitable young ladies should harbor vagrants; and =~
then, when I pretty well understood his ways, I = |
sald I should consider a fypunnote well bestowedifI
could relieve the premises of Toughey without
causing any noise or trouble. Then says he, lifting
up his eyebrows in the gayest way, ‘it’s no use
mentioning a fypunnote to me, my friend, because
I'm a mere child in such matters, and have no idea
of money.” Of course I understood what his taking
1L 80 easy meant ; and being now quite sure he was

(.
s

. * iy

. d

--_"

y | the man for me, I wrapped the note round a little

stone and threw it up to him. Well! He laughs
and beams, and looks as innocent as you like, and
says, © But I don’t know the value of these things.
th}t am I to do with this?’ *Spend it, sir,’ says
1. *But I shall be taken in,’ he says, ‘ they won't
give me the right change, I shall lose 1t, it’s no use
to me.” Lord, you never saw such a face as he
carried it with - Of course he told me where to
ﬁn{i Tnug&w ) ;nd I found him.”’
regarded this as very treacherous on the part of

Mr. Skimpole towards my dian, and as Eassing
thﬁ usual bounds of his childish innocence. )
2 BBuunt}s, my dear?”’ returned Myr. Bucket.

Lounds? Now, Miss Summerson, I'll give you s
plﬁce of advice tim.t your husband will find useful |
Suen you are happily married, and have got &

N T ——— T e TR

GRS

| family about you,

Whenever a person says to you



surprise was not diminished by my inquiries.
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money, look well after your own money, for they
are dead certain to collar it, if they can. Whenever

4 person proclaims to you * In worldly matters I’'m
a child,” you consider that that person is only a

erying oft from being held accountable, and that

you have got that person’s number, and it’s
Number One. Now I am not a poetical man
myself, except in a vocal way when 1t goes round
& company, but I’'m a practical one, and that’s my
experience., So’s this rule. Fast and loose in one
thing, Fast and loose in everything. I never knew
it fail. No more will you. Nor no one.- With
which caution to the unwary, my dear, I take the
liberty of pulling this here bell, and so go back to
our business.”’

I believe it had not been for a moment out of his
mind, any more than it had been out of my mind,
or out of his face. The whole household were
amazed to see me, without any notice, at that time
in the morning, and so mcumpunie&; and thlaqir

0

one, however, had been there. It could not be

doubted that this was the truth.

**Then, Miss Summerson,’”’ said my companion,
“* we can’'t be too soon at the cottage where those
brickmakers are to be found. Most inquiries there
I leave to you, if you’ll be so good as to make ’em.
The naturalest way is the best way, and the natu-
ralest way 1s your own way.’’ 03

We set off again immediately. On arriving at
the cottage, we found it shut up, and apparently
deserted ; but one of the neighbours who knew me,
and who came out when I was trying to make some
one hear, informed me that the two women and
their husbands now lived together in another house,
made of loose rough bricks, which stood on the
margin of the piece of ground where the kilns were,

and where the long rows of bricks were drying. |

We lost no time in repairing to this place, which
was within a few hundred yards; and as the door
stood ajar, I pushed it open. o

There were only three of them sitting at break-
€ast ; the child lying asleep on a bed in the corner.
It was Jenny, the mother of the dead child, who
was absent. The other woman rose on seeing me ;
and the men, though they were, as usual, sulky and
silent, each gave me a morose nod of recognition.
A look passed between them when Mr. Bucket
followed me in, and I was surprised to see that the
woman evidently knew him. :

I had asked leave to enter, of course. Liz (the
only name by which I knew her) rose to give me
her own chair, but I sat down on a stool near the
fire, and Mr. Bucket took a corner of the bedstead.
Now that I had to speak, and was among people
with whom I was not familiar, I became conscious
of being hurried and giddy. It was very difficult to
begin, and I could not help bursting into tears.

“ Liz,”’ said I, “I have come a long way in the
night and through the snow, to Inquire atter -a

dy—"

o “?’Who has been here, you know,” Mr. Bucket
struck in, addressing the whole group, with a com-
posed propitiatory face ; ** that's the lady the young
lady mears. The lady that was here last night, you
kn‘?wﬂnd who told 7ow as there was anybody here "’
inquired Jenny’s husband, who had made a surly
stop in his eating, to listen, and now measured him
with his eye. _ _

¢+ A person of the name of Michael Jackson, in a
blue welveteen waistcoat with a double row of
mother of pearl buttons,” Mr. Bucket immediately

answered.

that they are as innocent as can be in all concerning |

L ——

‘“ He had as good mind his ¢wn business, whoever
he 1s,”” growled the man.

‘“He’s out of employment, I believe,’”’ said Mr.
Bucket, apologetically for Michael Jackson, ** and
so gets talking.”

The woman had not resumed her chair, but stood
faltering with her hand upon its broken back, look-
ing at me. I thought she would have spoken to me

privately, if she had dared. She was still in this

attitude of uncertainty, when her husband, who
was eating with a lump of bread and fat in one
hand, and his clasp-knife in the other, stuck the
handle of his knife violently on the table, and told
her with an oath to mind her business at any rate,
and sit down.,

“*TI should like to have seen Jenny very much,’’
said I, ““for I am sure she would have told me all
she could about this lady, whom I am very
anxious indeed—you cannot think how anxious—to

ﬂgertake. Will Jenny be here soon? Where 1s
she ?”’

The woman had a great desire to answer, but
the man, with another oath, openly kicked at her
foot with his heavy boot. He left it to Jenny’s hus-
band to say what he chose, and after a dogged
silence the latter turned his shagey head towards
me.

“I’'m not partial to gentlefolks coming into my
place, as you’ve heer’d me say afore now, I think,
miss. I let their places be, and it’s curous they
can’t let my place be. There’d be a pretty shine
made if I was to go a wisitin them, I think,
Howsever, I don’t so much complain of you as of
some others ; and I'm agreeable to make you a civil
answer, though I give notice that I'm not a going
to be drawed like a badger. Will Jenny be here
soon? No she won’t. Where is she? She’s gone
up to Lunnon.”’

** Did she go last night ¢’ I asked.

““Did she go last night? Ah! she went last
night,”’ he answered, with a sulky jerk of his head.

‘* But was she here when the lady came? And
what did the lady say to her? And where is the
lady gone? I beg and pray you to be so kind as to
tell me,” said I, ‘*for I am in great distress to
know.”

*“* If my master would let me speak, and not say a
word of harm—’"’ the woman timidly began.

**Your master,”” said her husband, muttering
an. imprecation with slow emphasis, ** will break
your neck if you meddle with wot don’t concern
J'ﬂ'u"!

After another silence, the husband of the absent
woman, turning to me again, answered me with his
usual grumbling unwillingness.

‘“Wos Jenny here when the lady come? Yes,
she wos here when the lady come. Wot did the
lady say to her? Well, I'll tell you wot the lady
said to her. She said* You remember me as come
one time to talk to you about the young lady as had
been a wisiting of you? You remember me as give
you somethink handsome for a hankercher wot she
had left?’ Ah, she remembered. So we all did.
Well, then, wos that young lady up at the house
now ¢ No, she warn’t up at the house now. Well,
then, lookee here. The lady was upon a journey all
alone, strange as we might think it, and could she
rest herself where you’'re a setten, for a hour or so.
Yes she could, and so she did. Then she went—it
might be at twenty minutes past eleven, and 1t
might be at twenty minutes past twelve ; we ain’t
got no watches here to know the time by, nor yet
clocks. Where did she go? I don’t know where
she go’d. She went one way, and Jenny went
another ; one went right to Lunnun, and t'other



