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t right from lt'-
;iﬁ_ %Ie heerd it all,

The other man repea

¢'s all about it. Ask tlﬂs
Tﬁﬁd iee it all. He knows.

ted, ** That’s all about it.”’

‘6 2 | inquirEd. 4
( Iﬁ?ﬁtgﬂ ]l,?g J'r*c:g;nufned the first man. ‘‘Her

shoes was the worse, and her clothes was the worse,

but she warn’t—not as I see.”’

ith her arms '
ey;[‘sh:pml E;:ﬂéng::;n‘g Her husband had turned his

' ace her ; and kept his hammer-

?'El?; Ealzitéﬂlfﬁ;g ittﬁ;mtfxble, as {f it were in readiness
tL execute his threat if she leobeyed h1m.k_ :

““ T hope you will not object to my asking you
wife.”” said I, *‘ how the lady lupked? e

«“ Come then!” he gruffly cried to her. Xlou
hear what she says. Cut it short, a‘?d tell her.

““ Bad,” replied the woman, Pale and ex-

hausted. Very bad.” ,
““ Did she speak much?”’ 8
‘ Not much, but her voice was hoarse.
She answered, looking all the while at her husband

fnﬂ%ﬁ she faint?” said I. “Did she eat or

drink here ?”’ _
““ Go on!”’ said the husband, in answer to her look.

‘“ Tell her, and cut it short.”’

** She had a little water, Miss, and Jenny fetched
her some bread and tea. But she had hardly
touched 1t.”’

" And when she went from here’—I was pro-
ceeding, when Jenny’s husband impatiently took me
up

* When she went from here, she went right away
Nor’ard by the high road. Ask on the road if you
doubt me, and see if it warn’t so. Now, there’s the
end. That’s all about it.”

I glanced at my companion ; and finding that he
had already risen and was ready to depart, thanked
them for what they had told me, and took m y leave,
The woman looked full at Mr. Bucket as he wont
out, and he looked full at her.

* Now, Miss Summerson,” he said to me, a8 we
walked quickly away. * They’ve got her ladyship’s
watch among ’em. That’s a positive fact.”’

" You saw it ?”’ I exclaimed.

“Just as good as saw it,”” he returned. ** Else
why should he talk about his * twenty minutes past,’
and about his having no watch to tell the time by ?
Twenty minutes! He don’t usually cut his time so
ﬁn’ﬂ; ﬂ.?i that. NIf he comes to half hours, it’s as much
a8ne does. Now, you see, either her ladvshi ave
him that watch, or he took it. I think s}};e gI:LEe 1t

. Now, what should she g1 eit him f
should she give it him for 2’ b Sl
several

~He repeated this question to himself
times, as we hurried On; appearing to balance

be_i:v;:leen 8 variety of answers that argse in his
mind.

. SO time could be spared,”’

which 18 the only thing that can’t be spared in this
case—I might get it out of that woman ; butit’stoo
doubtful a chance to trust to, under present circums-
stances. They are up to keeping a close eye upon
her, and any fool knows that a poor creetur like her,

| eafieitu ?;:::?t }iuked and d brume_d from

will stand by the hy
]k:l:];r)’; l1;'.'hri:1[1:1g]:iti;]:linx:k and thin. There’s
ack, It it
S wuma.n.”ﬂ 2 pity but what we had
it exceedingly ; for sghe

I regretted
grateful felt sure would have resisted no en.

and I
,of mine,

crossed, and her |

1

l

possi
go.
please me,

1 0
%:gllgclg, Baronet, on these Roughs, and I TE 8
see my way to the usef.ulness of 1t at prgaﬁa‘ni;__‘II Nﬂ:@
So far, our road, Miss Summerson, 18 for ard—
straicht ahead—and keeping everything quiet I”>

We called at home once more, that I might senda
hasty note to my guardian, and then we Tf:"?if_'- .
back to were we had left the carriage. Thq ho ;ﬁ"ﬁ
were brought out as soon as we were seen coming, and
we weré on the road again in a few minutes. _ e

It had set in snowing at daybreak, and it ._E.-,
snowed hard. The air was so 'bhlck with the k. 36
ness of the day and the density of the fall, _thf!vt_i.
we could see but a very little way in any dlreé,;,-.,_
tion. Although it was extremely cold, the snow
was but partially frozen, and it chm'ned-—mth_-a#;f
sound as if it were a beach of small shells-—umi%31-1::',:',:-'»i
the hoofs of the horses, into mire and water. They
sometimes slipped and floundered for a mile togethep,
and we were obliged to come to a standstill to rest

ble that her husband got the watch to leg “1
R

't come out altogether so plain a Ly
S dﬂﬂbut it’s on the cards. Now I don’ tn]:eﬁg [
laying out the money of Sir Leicestap

don’y

rest =3
them., One horse fell three times in this ﬁrsf,;_:ﬂ-
stage, and trembled so, and was so shaken, that th&f?}
driver had to dismount from his saddle and lead him
at last.

1 could eat nothing, and could not sleep; and I
grew so nervous under these delays, and the Blow_.‘--;j:-
pace at which we travelled, that I had an unreason- e
able desire upon me to get out and walk. Yieldingto
my companion’s better sense, however, I remained
where I was. All this time, kept fresh by a certain
enjoyment of the work in which he was engaged, he 588
was up and down at every house we came to; ad-
dressing people whom he had never beheld before, =
as old acquaintances ; running in to warm himself
at every fire he saw; talking and drinking and
shaking hands, at every bar and tap ; friendly with ol
every waggoner, wheelwright, blacksmith, and toll-
taker ; yet never seeming to lose time, and always
mounting to the box again with his watchful, steady =
face, and his business-like ** Get on, my lad!”’ R

When we were changing horses the next time, he
came irom the stable yard, with the wet snow en.
crusted upon him, and dropping off him—plashing =~
and crashing through it to his wet knees, as he had
been doing frequently since we Jeft Saint Albans—
and spoke to me at the carriage side. o

" Keep up your spirits, It's certainly true that
she came on here, Miss Summerson. There’s not a

doubt of the dress by this time, and the dress has been
seen here.”’

" Still on foot?”’ said i

“ Still on foot. T think the gentleman
w : 0
tioned must be the point she’s ﬂ.gi'ming at ; i;:l ;ini

don’t like his living down in h
country, neither,”’ °f OWn part of the

know so little,”” said I.

one else nearer here, of whom I
Thatis true. But whatever
fall a erying my dear

I1.

¥
"
L]

There may be some
never heard,”’

,you do

uration ;: and
» hever to have been free
ch I then labored.
misgivings that
th : was the same as
€ roadside people, but he looked
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graver when he sat by himself on the box. I saw
his finger uneasily going across and across his mouth,
during the whole of one long weary stage. I over-
heard that he began to ask the drivers of coaches
and other vehicles coming towards us, what pas-
sengers they had seen in other coaches and vehicles
that were in advance. Their replies did not en-
courage him. He always gave me a re-assuring beck
of his finger, and lift of his eyelid as he got upon the
box again ; but he seemed perplexed now, when he
said, *‘ Get on, my lad !”’

At last, when we were changing, he told me that
he had lost the track of the dress so long that he
began to be surprised. It was nothing, he said, to
lose such a track for one while, and to take it up
for another while, and so on ; but it kad disappeared
here in an unaccountable manner, and we had not
come upon it since. This corroborated the appre-
hensions I had formed, when he began to look at
direction-posts, and to leave the carriage at cross
roads for a quarter of an hour at a time, while he
explored them. But, I was not to be down-hearted,
he told me, for it was as likely as not that the next

stage might set us right again.

" The next stage, however, ended as that one ended ;
we had no nmew clue. There was a spacious inn
‘here, solitary, but a comfortable substantial build-
ings, and as we drove in under a large gateway,
before I knew it, where a landlady and her pretty
daughters came to the carriage door, entreating me
to alight and refresh myself while the horses were
making ready, I thought it would be uncharitable to
refuse. They took me up-stairs to a warm room,
and left me there.

It was at the corner of the house, I remember,
looking two ways. On one side, to a stable-yard
open to a bye-road, where the ostlers were un-
harnessing the splashed and tired horses from the
muddy carriage; and beyond that, to the bye-road
itself, across which the sign was heavily swinging :
on the other side, to a wood of dark pine trees.
Their branches were encumbered with snow, and
it silently dropped off in wet heaps while I stood at
the window. Night was setting in, and its bleak-
ness was enhanced by the contrast of the pictured
fire glowing and gleaming in the window-pane. As
I looked among the stems of the trees, and followed
the discoloured marks in the snow where the thaw
was sinking into it and undermining it, I thought
of the motherly face brightly set off by daughters
that had just now welcomed me, and of my mother
lying down 1n such a wood to die.

I was frichtened when I found them all about me,
but T remembered that before I fainted I tried very
hard not to do it ; and that was some little comfort.
They cushioned me up, on a large sofa by the fire:
and then the comely landlady told me that I must
travel no further to-night, but must go to bed. But,
this put me into such a tremble lest they should de-
tain me there, that she soon recalled her words, and

ompromised for a rest of half-an-hour.
N Apguod endearing creature she was. She, and her
I was to take

fair girls all so busy about me, _
ilziesouﬂ;rﬂ.ﬁld broiled fowl, while Mr. Bucket dried

himself and dined elsewhere ; but I could not do 1t,
when a snug round table was presently spread by the
fireside, though 1 was very unwilling to disappoint
them. However, I could take some toast and some
hot negus ; andas I really enjoyed that refreshment,
it made some recompense.

Punctual to the time, at
carriage came rumbling under the

they
h:* l{imlneaﬁ, and safe (I assured

any more. After I had got in and had

the half-hour’'s end the
gateway, and

taken a

down. warmed, refreshed, comforted |
R them) not to faint

grateful leave of them all, the youngest daughter—
a blooming girl of nineteen, who was to be the first
married, they had told me—got upon the carriage
step, reached in, and kissed me. I have never seen
her from that hour, but I think of her to this hour
as my friend.

The transparent windows with the fire and light,
looking so bright und warm from the cold darkness
out of doors, were soon gone, and agaln we were
crushing and churning the loose snow. We went
on with toil enough ; but the dismal roads were not
much worse than they had been, and the stage was
only nine miles. My companion smoking on the
box—I had thought at the last inn of begging him
to do so, when I saw him standing at a great fire in
a comfortable cloud of tobacco—was as vigilant as
ever; and as quickly down and up again, when we
came to any human abode or any human creature.
He had lighted his little dark lantern, which seemed
to be a favourite with him, for we had lamps to the
carriage ; and every now and then he turned it upon
me, to see that I was doing well. There was a fold-
ing window to the carriage-head, but I never closed
it, for it seemed like shutting out hope.

We came to the end of the stage, and still the
lost trace was not recovered. 1 looked at him
anxiously when we stopped to change; but I knew
by his yet graver face, as he stood watching the
ostlers, that he had heard nothing. Almost in an
instant afterwards, as I leaned back in my seat, he
looked in, with his lichted lantern in his hand, an
excited and quite different man.

““What is it?” said I, starting. ‘‘Is she
here 7’

‘““No, no. Don’t deceive yourself, my dear.
Nobody’s here. But 1've gotit!”

The erystallised snow was in his eyelashes, in his
hair, lying in ridges on his dress. He had to shake
it from his face, and get his breath, before he spoke
to me.

‘“ Now, Miss Summerson,’”’ said he, beating s
finger on the apron, ‘‘ don’t you be disappointed at
what I’m a going to do. You know me. I'm
Inspector Bucket, and you can trust me. We've
comne a long way; never mind. Four horses out
there for the next stage up! Quick!"

There was a commotion in the yard, and a man
came running out of the stables to know ‘““if he

meant up or down 7"’

‘“ Up, I tell you! Up! An’tit English? Up!”

‘“ Up?”’ said I, astonished. ‘‘To London! Are
we going back?”’

‘“ Miss Summerson,”” he answered, ‘‘back.
Straicht back as a die. You know me. Don’t be
afraid. I’ll follow the other, by G—"

‘““ The other?’’ I repeated. *‘* Who?"’

‘“ You called her Jenny, didn’t you? I’ll follow
her. Bring those two pair out here, for a crown a
man. Wake up, some of you!™

““ You will not desert this lady we are in search
of ; you will not abandon her on such a night, and
in such a state of mind as I know her to be in!"’ said
I, in an agony, and grasping his hand.

‘“You are right, my dear, I won't. But IT'll
follow the other. Look alive here with them
horses. Send a man for’ard in the saddle to the
next stage, and let him send another for’ard again,
and order four on, up, right through. My darling,
don’t you be afraid !’

These orders, and the way in which he ran about
the yard, urging them, caused a general excite-
ment that was scarcely less bewildering to me than
the sudden change. But in the height of the con-
fusion, a mounted man galloped away to order the
relays, and our horses were put to with great speed.
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““ My dear,” said Mr. Bucket, jumping to his
seat, and looking in again—‘‘ You’ll excuse me if
I'm too familiar—don’t you fret and worry your-
self no more than you can help. I say nothing
else at present ; but you know me, my dear ; now,
don’t your”’

I endeavoured to say that I knew he was far
more capable than I of deciding what we ought to
do; but was he sure that this was right? Could I
not go forward by myself, in search of —1I grasped
his hand again in my distress, and whispered it to
him—of my own mother ?

“My dear,”’ he answered, ‘“ I know, I know, and
would I put you wrong do you think? Inspector
Bucket. Now you know me, don’t you?”

What could I say but yes!

‘“Then you keep up as good a heart as you can,
and you rely upon me for standing by you, no less
than by Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet. Now, are
you right there ?’’

“* All right, sir!”’

““ Off she goes, then. And get on, my lads!”’

We were again upon the melancholy road by
which we had come tearing up the miry sleet and
thﬁa.wing snow, as if they were torn up by a water-
wheel.

BLEAK

CHAPTER LVIII.
A WINTRY DAY AND NIGHT.

STILL impassive, as behoves its breeding, the Ded-
lock town house carries itself as usual towards the
street of dismal grandeur. There are powdered

~heads from time to time in the little windows of

the hall, looking out at the untaxed powder falling
all day from the sky; and, in the same conserva-
tory, there 1s peach blossom turning itself exotically
to the great hall fire from the nipping weather out
of doors. Itis given out that my Lady has gone
down into Lincolnshire, but is expected to return
presently.

Rumour, busy overmuch, however, will not go
down into Lincolnshire. It persists in flitting and
chatbering about town. It knows that poor unfor-

‘tunate man, Sir Leicester, has been sadly used. It

hears, my dear child, all sorts of shocking things.
It makes the world of five miles round, quite merry.
Not to know that there is something wrong at the
Dedlocks’ is to augur yourself unknown. One of
‘the peachy-cheeked charmers with the skeleton
throats, is already apprised of all the principal cir-
cumstances that will come out before the Lords, on
Sir Leicester's application for a bill of divorce.

At Blaze and Sparkle’s the jewellers, and at
wheen and Gloss’s the mercers, it is and will be for
several hours the topic of the age, the feature
-of the century. The patronesses of those establish.
ments, albeit so loftily inscrutable, being as nicely
weighed and measured there as any other article of
the stock-in-trade, are perfectly understood in this
new fashion by the rawest hand behind the counter,

Qur people, Mr. Jones,” said Blaze and Sparkle
% the hand in question on engaging him, *‘our
people, sir, are sheep—mere sheep. Where two or
three marked ones go, all the rest follow. Keep

those two or three in your eye, Mr. Jones, and you | h
een and Gloss to | i

have the flock. So, likewise, Sh
their Jones, in reference to knowing where to hayve
the fashionable people, and how to
(Sheen and _qussl) choose, into fashion,
unérring principles, Mr. Sladdery the librarian

indeed the graa!:‘farmer of gorgeous sheep, ad’n?ﬁi
this very day, " Why yes, sir, there certainly are
reports concerning Lady Dedlock, very current
indeed among my high connection, sir. You see,

HOUSE. e ———————————————————— e ——. l'
ioh connection must talk about something, sip; =
'E{ihihtl;gslonl}’ to get a subject into vogue with onaor

I could name, to make it go down with

two ladies i
le. Just what I should have done with
in Mo e case of any novelty you had

ladies, sir, in th T
félfimt; me to bring in, they have done of them.

Ives in this case through knowing Lady Dedlo'o,];;-f_ﬁ
zsl.f]; being perhaps a little innocently jealous of hep

too, sir. You'll find, sir, that this topic will be ==
very popular among my hi ]

. I!..|
been a speculation, sir,

it would have brought

oney. : : o

| ltiingyright,' sir; for I have made 1t my business tolh

study my high connection, and to be able to wind it
&N

bring what they | H
On similar | th

gh connection. If it had
And when I say so, you may trust to my

up like a clock, sir.” _ : .
PThus rumour thrives in the capital, and will not &

go down into Lincolnshire. By half-past ﬁ?ﬂ_ post
meridian, Horse Guards’ time, it has even elicited = =
a new remark from the Honorable Mr. Stables, which =
bids fair to outshine the old one, on which he has = =
so long rested his colloquial reputation. This spark- ~ =
ling sally is to the effect that although he always ==
knew she was the best groomed woman in the stud, =
he had no idea she was a bolter. It is immensely =
received in turf-circles. e

At feasts and festivals also: in firmaments she %
has often graced, and among constellations she out-
shone hut yesterday, she is still the prevalent sub-
ject. What 1s 1t? Who is 1t? When was ifp 8
Where was 1t? How was it? She is discussed by
her dear friends with all the genteelest slang in = =
vogue, with the last new word, the last new
manner, the last new drawl, and the perfection of
polite indifference. A remarkable feature of the =
theme is, that it is found to be so inspiring that
several people come out upon it who never came
out before—positively say things! William Bufty
carries one of these smartnesses from the place
where he dines, down to the House, where the Whip
for his party hands it about with his snuff-box, to ¢
keep men together who want to be off. with sach
effect that the Speaker (who has had it privately A
insinuated into his own ear under the corner of his
wig) cries “* Order at the bar !’ three times without
making an impression.

And not the least amazing circumstance connected
with her being vaguely the town talk is.that people
hovering on the confines of Mr. Slu.cfdery’a high
connection, people who know nothine and ever did
know nothing about her, think it essential to their
reputation to pretend that she is their topic too :
and to retail her second-hand with the last nev;
word and the last new manner and the last new B
drawl, and the last new polite indifference and ﬁ o
the rest of it, all at second.} day i
equal to new. in infer n f1;11.1:1‘:1 but considered
stars. If there b Aot
science, among these little dealers how noble in
Ll;iggeilzlppmt the feeble sisters on such majestic

S0 goes the wint :
sion. How wit}:lllilnriyt ?ﬂﬂy outside the Dedlock man-

e window, when he L

weather ; and hijs headeatgd
could see the driving snow
1t as it falls, throughout th
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keeper, sitting by him, knows what he would write, |

and whispers ‘‘ No, he has not come baock yet, Sir
Leicester. It was late last night when he went.
He has been but a little time gone yet.”’

He withdraws hig hand, and falls to looking at
the sleet and snow again, until they seem, by being
long looked at, to fall so thick and fast, that he is
obliged to close his eyes for a minute on the giddy
-whirl of white flakes and icy blots.

He began to look at them as soon
The day is not yet far spent,
to be necessary that her rooms should be prepared
for her. It is very cold and wet. Let there be
good fires. Let them know that she is expected.
Please see to it yourself. He writes to this purpose
on his slate; and Mrs. Rouncewell with a heavy
heart obeys.

" For 1 dread, George,”’ the old lady says to her
son, who waits below to keep her company when
she has a little leisure ; *“ I dread, my dear, that my
Lady will never more set foot within these walls.”’

" That’s a bad presentiment, mother.”’

' b I\;fﬂr yet within the walls of Chesney Wold, my
ear.’’

" That’s worse. But why, mother !”’

“When I saw my Lady yesterday, George. she
looked to me—and I may say at me too—as if the
(ﬂitep on the Ghost’s Walk had almost walked her

own.’’

“Come, come! You alarm yourself with old-
story fears, mother.”’

" No Idon’t, my dear. NoIdon’t. It’s going on
for sixty year that I have been in this family, and
1 never had any fears for it before. But,it’s breaking
up, my dear ; the great old Dedlock family 1s break-
ng up.’”’

“* I hope not, mother.”’

"I am thankful T have lived long enough to be
with Sir Leicester in this illness and trouble, for I
know I am not too old, nor too useless, to be a
welcomer sight to him than anybody else in the
place would be. But the step on the Ghost’s Walk
will walk my lady down, George ; it has been many
a day behind her, and now it will pass her, and oo
GI.'[ 73

as 1t was light,
when he conceives it

" Well, mother dear, I say again, I hope not.”

"“Ah, so do I, George,” the old lady returns,
shaking her head, and parted her folded hands.
** But if my fears come true, and he has to know it,
who will tell him !”’ '

‘* Are these her rooms?”’

" These are my lady’s rooms, just as she left
them.”’ ;

" Why, now,’”’ says the trooper, glancing round
him, and speaking in a lower voice, ‘‘I begin to
understand how you come to think as-you do think,
mother. Rooms get an awful look about them
when they are fitted up, like these, for one person
you are used to see in them, and that person is
away under any shadow : let alone being God knows
where.”’

- He 1s not far out. As all partings foreshadow
the great finai one,—so empty rooms, bereft of a
familiar prescnce, mournfully whisper what your
room and what mine must one day be. My lady’s
state has a hollow look, thus gloomy and abandoned :
and in the inner apartment, where Mr. Bucket last
made his secret perquisition, the traces of her
dresses and her ornaments, even the mirrors accus-
tomed to reflect them when they were a portion of
herself, have a desolate and vacant air. Dark and

and the chairs within the warm glass screéns that
let their ruddy light shoot through to the furthest
corners, there isa heavy cloud upon the rooms which
no hght will dispel. WolW
The old housekeeper and her son remain umtil
the preparations are complete, and then she réturns
upstairs. Volumnia has taken Mrs. Rouncewell’s
place in the meantime : though pearl necklaces and
rouge pots, however calculated to embellish ‘Bath,
are but indifferent comforts to the invalid under
present circumstances.. Volumnia not being sup-
posed to know (and indeed not knowing) what 1s
the matter, has found it a ticklish task to offer ap-
propriate observations; and consequently has sup-
plicd their place with distracting smoothings of the
bed-linen, elaborate locomotion on tiptoe, vigilant
peeping at her kinsman’s eyes, and one exasperatin
whisper to herself of ‘“ He is asleep.” In disproof

dignantly written en the slate T am not.”

l Yielding, therefore, the chair at the bedside to the

quamnt old housekeeper, Volumnia sits at a table
a little removed, sympathetically sighing.  Sir
Leicester watches the sleet and snow, and listens
for the returning steps that he expects. In the esirs
of his old servant, looking as if she had stepped out
of an old picture-frame to attend a summoned Ded-
lock to another world, the silence'is fraught with
echoes of her own words, *“ Who will tell him 1?? |
He has been under his valet’s hands this morti-
ing, to be made presentable ; and is aswell got ap
as the circumstances will allow. He is propped
with pillows, his grey hair is brushed in its nususl
manner, his linen is arranged to a nicety, and ke is
| wrapped in a responsible dressing gown.

necessary—Iless to hislown dignity now perhaps, than
for her sake—that he should be seen disturbed, and
as much himself, as may be. Women will talk, and
Volumnia, ‘though a Dedlock, is no
case,
prevent her talking somewhere else.

He is very

of mind and body, most courageously.
The fair Volumnia being one of

minent peril of seizure by the dragon Boredom,

series of undisguisable yawns. Finding it 1Impos-
sible to suppress those yawns by any other process
than conversation, she compliments Mrs. Rouncewell
on her son; declaring that he positively is one of
the finest figures she ever saw, and as soldierly a
looking person she should think, aswhat’s his name,

Waterloo.
Sir Leicester hears this tribute with so much sur-

that Mrs. Rouncewell feels it necessary to explain,

"* Miss Dedlock don’t speak of my eldest son, Sir
Leicester, but my youngest. I have found him.
He has come home.”’
Sir Leicester breaks silence with a harsh ery.
" George? Your son George come home, Mrs.
Rouncewell 7"’

** Thank

The old housekeeper wipes her eyes.
God. Yes, Sir Leicester.”
Does this discovery of some one lost, this return

of some one so long gone, come upon him asa strong

confirmation of his hopes? Does he think, ** Shall

His eye- '
glass and his watch are ready to his hand. It is

exceptional '
He keeps her here, there is little doubt, to

soon indicates the approach of that monster with a.

prise, and stares about him in such a confused Way, |

of which superfluous remark, Sir Leicester has an-

5

ill; but he makes his present stand against distress

those sprightly .
girls who cannot long continue silent without im- |

her favourite Life Guardsman—the man she doats |
on—the dearest of creatures—who was killed at '

cold as the wintry day is, it is darker and colder in
these deserted chambers than in many a hut that
will barely exclude the weather ; and though the
gervants beap fires in the grates, and set the couches

I not, with the aid I have, recal her safely after

this ; there being fewer hours in her case than there
are years in hisf’’

It 1s of no use entreating him; he is determined

l
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to speak now, and he does. In a thick crowd o
nuunp;s, but still intelligibly enough to be under-

stood.
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““ Why did you not tell me, Mrs. Rouncewell pri
““Tt happened only yesterday, Sir Leicester, and
I doubted your being well enough to be talked to of

Leicester, that I am not much to boast of.”

¢ and a faithful one.”’

“ You have been a soldier,”” observes Sir Leicester, =

%

bk,
M

l A é : Y (1 f a h "‘Li:. ]
Bu%hez?&lenf ?h'he giddy Volumnia now remembers with |  George Illﬂ_;leEthIS il:l]l]l;:r;rgﬂl;t;wﬁ]y 3 lﬁ; 1?; def' tdi;f E:;
her little scream that mobody was to have known gpeig, SirnIéEéﬁist l;lr‘és o T o 5
of his being Mrs. Rouncewell’s son, and that she | cipline, ﬂﬁﬂd oot sags. Sit Leicester, whose ¢t SN

was not to have told. But Mrs. Rouncewell pro-
tests, with warmth enough to swell the stomacher,
that of course she would have told Sir Leicester as

soon as he got better. |
“ Where 1s your son George, Mrs. Rouncewell ?

asks Sir Leicester. T

Mrs. Rouncewell, not a little alarmed by his dis-
regard of the doctor’s injunctions, replies, in Lon-
don.

*“ Where in London?”’ -

Mrs. Rouncewell i1s constrained to admit that he
18 in the house. .,

“Bring him here to my room.
directiy.”’

The old lady can do nothing but go in search of
him. Sir Leicester, with such power of movement
as he has, arranges himself a little to receive him.
When he has done so, he looks out again at the
falling sleet and snow, and listens again for the re-
turning steps. A quantity of straw. has been
tumbled down in the street to deaden the noises
there, and she might be driven to the door perhaps
without his hearing wheels.

He is lying thus, apparently  forgetful of his
newer and minor surprise, when the housekeeper
returns, accompanied by her trooper son. - Mr.
George approaches softly to the bedside, makes his
bow, squares his chest, and stands, with his face

Bring him

flushed, very heartily ashamed of himself. again, as he says these words. ‘1

"*Good Heaven, and it is really George Rounce- | "I was about toadd,’”” he presently goeson, “T
well !” exclaims Sir Leicester. - *“ Do you remember | was about to add, respecting this attack, that it was
me, George ? unfortunately simultaneous with a slight misunder- =

The trooper needs to look at him, and to separate
this sound from that sound, before he knows what
he has said ; but doing this, and being a little helped
by his mother, he replies : | -

“I must have a very bad memory, indeed, Sir
Leicester, if I failed to remember you.’’

" When I look at yon, George Rouncewell,”” Sir
Leicester observes with difficulty, *‘ I see something

ufel ai E]P}’ at Chesney Wold—I remember well—very
well.”’

He looks at the trﬂupér until tears come into his

eyes, and then he looks at the sleet and snow again,
I a.si: your pardon, Sir Leicester,’’ says ‘the
trooper, *‘ but would you accept of my armsto raise
you up. You would lie easier, Sir Leicester. if you
wq?ld allow me to move you.” s & 1%
If you please, George Rouncewell ; if you will
be n}t: good.” |
. The trooper takes him in his' arms like a child
lightly raises him, and. turns him with his face more
towards the window. “ Thank you. You have
our mother’s gentleness,’”” returns Sir Leicester
and your own strength. Thank you.’”’ ,
GeI;JIf :_lgn_s tiin him with his hand not to g0 away,
s En Eg:tm y remains at the bedside waiting to he

“Why did you wish £ ) 2
Leicester some time to ngll; fﬁi‘:es}'? It takes Sir

. “Traly I am not much to boast of. Sir Le;

and I—I should still, S; ' S e oieeater,
80 indisposed—which T h elcester, if you was not
should still hope for the

f .
0l et avor of bein

‘ allowed t
OwWn 1n general, 4

That involves explana-

ope you will not be long—I |},

“*You
George Rouncewell.”’

Sir Leicester.’’

““I am sure you are. In addition to my

No.
Something that deadens—'" mak‘i‘ng an eudeuvﬁuE
to pass one hand down one side ; *‘ and confuses—

touching his lips.

of the two), and looked at one another
Chesney Wold, arise before them both, and soften

both. _
Sir Leicester, evidently with a great determina-

himself among his pillows a little more. George,

and places him as he desires to be. - ** Thank you,
(George. You are another self to me.
often carried my- spare gun at Chesney Wold,

circumstances, very familiar.”” He has put Sir

him up, and Sir Leicester is slow in drawing it away

standing between my Lady and myself. I do not
mean that there was any difference between us (for
there has been none), but that there was a mis-
understanding of certain circumstances important
only to ourselves, which deprives me, for a little
while, of my Lady’s society.. She has found it
necessary to make a journey,—I trust will shortly
return. Volumnia, do I make myself intelligible
The words are not quite under my command, in the
manner of pronouncing them.”’
Volumnia understands him perfectly ; and in truth
he delivers himself with far greater plainness than
could have been supposed possible a minute ago.
The effort by which he does 80, 18 written in the
“Nnﬁi]iﬂ}m I;.)n% ﬂluburring expression of his face.
1ung but the stren I
ki % ity _e gth of lus[ purpose enables
" Therefore, Volumnia, I desire to sav in
pr?isen'ce——and In the presence of my Glﬁ ret:f'ig::
it_u friend, Mrs. Rouncewel] whose truth and fide-
ity N0 one can question—and in the presence of her
ism}n George, who comes back like a familiar recol-
é:i: 1on of my youth in the home of my ancestors at
iesney Wold—in case I should relapse, in cnseﬂ’I

should not recover, in

case I should lose both my

bEtEer things—

silently ; Volumnia

e e freshes;. bloom 03
, r with his a
lihfﬂ a little bent, respectfully at?elftivﬂelfl it

erefore I desire to ga
‘ e I Y, and to call you all to
w1tneaa—-begmmng, Volumnia, with youri&lf, most

are much attracted towards him, *‘ far from well,

““Tam very sorry both to hear it and to see itl-:_-"--_ 9

older malady, I have had a sudden and bad attack,

George, with a look of assent and sympathy,
makes another bow. The different times when they %

were both young men (the trooper much the younger = =
down at =

tion to say, in his own manner, something that is on =
his mind before relapsing into silence, tries to raise = =8

You have

(George. You are familiar to me in these strange = =

Leicester’s sounder arm over his shoulder in lifting

speech and the power of writing, though I hope for

observant of the action, takes him in his arms again =~
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solemnly—that I am on unaltered terms with Lady
Dedlock, That I assert no cause whatever of com-
plaint against her. That I have ever had the
strongest affection for her, and that I retain it un-
diminished. Say this to herself, and to every one.
If you ever say less than this, you will be guilty of
deliberate falsehood to me.”’

Volumnia tremblingly protests that she will
observe his injunctions to the letter.

the full power to do it if I were so disposed, as youm
see—no act I have done for her advantage and hap-
piness,”’

His formal array of words might have at any
other time, as it has often had, something ludicrous
in it ; but at this time it i1s serious and affecting.
His noble earnestness, his fidelity, his gallant shield-
ing of her, his generous conquest of his own wrong
and his own pride for her sake, are simply honor-
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““ My Lady is too high in position, too handsome,
too accomplished, too superior in most respects to
the best of those by whom she 1s surrounded, not to
have her enemies and traducers, I dare say. Let it
be known to them, as I make it known to you, that
being of sound mind, memory, and understanding,
I revoke no disposition I have made in her favor, I
abridge nothing I have ever bestowed upon her.‘ |
am on unaltered terms with ber, and I recal—having

' able, manly, and true.

THE MORNING.

Nothing less worthy can be
seen through the lusire of such qualities in the com-
monest mechanic, nothing less worthy can be seen
in the best-born gentleman. In such a light both
aspire alike, both rise alike, both children of the
dust shine equally.

Overpowered by his exertions, he lays his head
back on his pillows, and closes his eves: for not
more than a minute; whken he agein resumes his
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tohing of the weather, and his attention to &
:;:ﬂied géounds.. In the rendering of those htiﬁa
services, and in the manner of their acceprance, the
trooper has become installed as necessary to hm&.
Nothing has been said, but it is quite understood.
He falls a step or two backward to be out of sight,
and mounts guard a little behind his mother s ch{u:.
The day is now beginning to decline. The mis ;
and the sleet into which the snow has all resolve
itself, are darker, and the blaze begins to tell muﬁe
vividly upon the room walls and furniture. The
gloom augments; the bright gas springs up int i
streets ; and the pertinacious oil lamps which ye

hold their ground there, with their source of life

half frozen and half thawed, twinkle gaspingly,
like fiery fish out of water—as they are. The world,
which has been rumbling over the straw and pulling
at the bell ¢ to inquire,’” begins to go home, begins
to dress, to dine, to discuss 1ts dear friend, with all
the last new modes, as already mentioned.

Now, does Sir Leicester become worse ; restless,
nneasy, and in great pain. Volumnia, lighting a
Jandle (with a predestined aptitude for doing some-
thing objectionable) is bidden to put it out again,
for it is not yet dark enough. Yet it is very dark
too : as dark as it will be all night. By and by she
tries again. No! Put it out. It is not dark enough

et.
4 His old housekeeper is the first to understand that
he is striving to uphold the fiction with himself that
it 1s not growing late.

‘“Dear Sir Leicester, my honored master,’’ she
softly whispers, ‘I must, for your own good, and
my duty, take the freedom of begging and praying
that you will not lie here in the lone darkness,
watching and waiting, and dragging through the
time. Let me draw the curtains and light the
candles, and make things more comfortable about
vou. The church-clocks will strike the hours just
the same, Sir Leicester, and the night will pass
away just the same. My Lady will come back, just
the same.”

“I know 1t, Mrs. Rouncewell, but I am weak—
and he has been so long gone.”’

““ Not so very long, Sir Leicester,
four hours yet.”

" But that is a long time. O it is a long time!”’

He says it with a groan that wrings her heart.

She knows that this is not a period for bringing
the rough light upon him ; she thinks his tears too
sacred to be seen, even by her. Therefore, she sits
in the darkness for a while, without a word ; then
gently begins to move about ; now stirring the fire,
now standing at the dark window looking out.
E‘mally he tells her, with recovered self-command,

As you say, Mrs. Rouncewell, it is no worse for
being confessed. It is getting late, and they are
not come. Light the room !””  When it is lighted
ii:n:} the weather shut out, it is only left to him to

1sten., |

But they find that, however dejected and ill he is,
he brightens when a quiet pretence is made of
looking at the fires in her rooms, and being sure
that everything is ready to receive her. Poor pre-
tence as it is, these allusions to her being expected
keep up hope within him.

Midnight comes, and with it the same blank, The
carriages in the streets are few, and other late
sounds in that neighbourhood there are none unless
& man so very nomadically drunk as to Btrijl.y into
the frigid zone goes brawling and bellowing along
the pavement. Upon this wintry night it is so still
that listening to the intense silence s like lookiné

_ali itnhtfgnse darkness. Ifany distantsound be audible

Not twenty-

| feeble light in th

case it departs through the gloom like a

at, and all 18 heavier than before,

The corporation of servants are dismissed to bed

not unwilling to go,
flight), and only Mrs.
watch 1n

tardily on—or ra
gether, at between

o restless craving on :
- nnot see 1t.

weather, now he cann

pntrnlliﬁg regularly every half hour to the rooms so

lv looked after, extends hi
Ezlc;ifuiuy:;ks about him, and brings back the best

report he can ma
still falling, and even
ankle-deep in icy sludge.

him to know more about the

‘o in her room up aretired landing on the
e : past the end of the = ==

staircase—the second turning 0
carving and gilding—a cousinly room containing a
fearful abortion of a portrait of Sir Leicester,

banished for its crimes, and commanding

for they were up all last.

Rouncewell and George keep.
Sir Leicester’'s room. As the night la.gaf' T
ther when it seems to stop alto.. =
two and three o’clock—they find.

ke of the worst of nights ; thesleet =8
the stone footways lying i
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Hence George,
his march to the hall- =

in the day g

a solemn yard, planted with dried-up shrubs like

antediluvian specimens of black tea—is a prey to
horrors of many kinds. Not last nor least among

them, possibly, is a horror of what may befal e

her little income, in the event, as she expresses
it, *‘of anything happening ™ to Sir . Leicester.
Anything, in this sense, meaning one thing only,
and that the last thing that can happen to the
consciousness of any baronet in the known world.

An effect of these horrors is, that Volumnia
finds she cannot go to bed in her own room, or
sit by the fire in her own room, but must come
forth with her fair head tied up in a profusion of
shawls, and her fair form enrobed indrapery. and
parade the mansion like a ghost: particularly
haunting the rooms, warm and luxurious, pre-
pared for one who still does not return. Solitude
under such circumstances being not to be thought
of, Volumnia 1s attended by her maid, who, 1m-
pressed from her own bed for that purpose, ex-
tremely cold, very sleepy, and generally an injured
maid as condemned by circumstances to take office
with a cousin, when she had resolved to be maid
to nothing less than ten thousand a year, has not a
sweet expression of countenance.

The periodical visits of the trooper to these
rooms, however, in the course of his patrolling,
1s an assurance of protection and company, both
to mistress and maid, which renders them very
acceptable in the small hours of the night. When-
ever he is heard advancing, they both make some
little decorative preparation to receive him ; abt
other times, they divide their watches into short
scraps of oblivion, and dialogues, not wholly free
from acerbity, as to whether Miss Dedlock,
sitting with her feet upon the fender. was or was
not falling into the fire when rescued (to her great
dlﬁpleasur.e) by her guardian genius the maid.

" How is Sir Leicester, now, Mr. George ?’’ in-
R %ITOIUSI’I?HI% adjusting her cowl over her head.

Y, Sir Leicester 1s much the same, miss.

He is very low and ill :
: and he even w. oo
sometimes,’’ J anders a ligtle

“Has he asked for me?”
tenderly.,

" Why no, I can’t sav he s : z i
my hearing, that is to E:s;y'n s, miss. Not within

.. This is a truly sad time, M. George.”’ |

(14 It . . 4 ’ -
bedpy  ndeed, miss. Hada’t you better go to

" You had a deal better
quoth the maid, sharply.

But Volumnia answers No! No!

inquires Volumnia

She mn.y' be

g0 to bed, Miss Dedlock,” |

, 8he may be wanted at a moment’s notice.

d forgive herself ¢* if anything wae
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to happen ”” and she was not on the spot.
clines to enter on the gquestion, mooted by the maid,
how the spot comes to be there, and not in her own
room (which is nearer to Sir Leicester’s): but
staunchly declares that on the spot she will remain.
Enlummn. further makes a merit of not having

closed an eye ’—as if she had twenty or thirty—
though 1t 1s hard to reconcile this statement with
her having most indisputably opened two within five
minutes.

But when it comes to four o’clock, and still the
same blank, Volumnia’s constancy begins to fail her,
or rather 1t begins to strengthen; for she now con-
siders that it is her duty to be ready for the morrow,
when much may be expected of her; that, in fact,
however anxious to remain upon the spot, it may
be required of her, as an act of self-devotion, to
desert the spot. So, when the trooper reappears
with his ** Hadn’t you better go to bed, miss?’’ and
when the maid protests, more sharply than before,
* You bad a deal better go to bed, Miss Dedlock !”’
she meekly rises and says, ‘‘ Do with me what you
think best !’’

Mr. George undoubtedly thinks it best to escort
her on his arm to the door of her cousinly chamber,
and the maid as undoubtedly thinks it best to hustle
her into bed with mighty little ceremony. Accord-
ingly, these steps are taken ; and now the trooper,
in his rounds, has the house to himself.

There is no improvement in the weather. From
the portico, from the eaves, from the parapet, from
every ledge and post and pillar, drips the thawed
snow. It has crept, as if for shelter, into the lintels
of the great door—under it, into the corners of the
windows, into every chink and crevice of retreat,
and there wastes and dies. It i1s falling still ; upon

-the roof, upon the skylight ; even through the sky-

light ; and drip, drip, drip, with the regularity of
the Ghost’s Walk, on the stone floor below.

The trooper, his old recollections awakened by
the solitary grandeur of a great house—no novelty
to him once at Chesney Wold—goes up the stairs
and through the chief rooms, holding up his light at
arm’s length., Thinking of his varied fortunes
within the last few weeks, and of his rustic boy-
hood, and of the two periods of his life so strangely
brought together across the wide intermediate
space ; thinking of the murdered man whose image
is fresh in his mind ; thinking of the lady who has
disappeared from these very rooms, and the tokens
of whose recent presence are all here ; thinking of
the master of the house up-stairs, and of the fore-
boding * Who will tell ham !”” he looks here and
looks there, and reflects how he might see something
now, which it would tax his boldness to walk up to,

" lay his hand upon, and prove to be a fancy. DButit

is all blank ; blank as the darkness above and below,
while he goes up the great staircase again; blank
as the oppressive silence. £

¢ A1l is still in readiness, George Rouncewell ?

¢ Quite orderly and right, Sir Leicester.”

¢ No wowd of any kind 7"’

The trooper shakes his head.
¢“ No letter that can possibly have been over-

oked 7"’
5 But he knows there is no such hope as that, and
lays his head down without looking for an answer.

Very familiar to him, as he said himself some
hours ago, George Rouncewell lifts bim into easier
positions through the long remainder of the blank
wintry night ; and equally familiar with his unex-
pressed wish, extinguishes the light, and undraws
the curtains at the first late break of day. The day
comes like a phantom. Clold, colorless, and vague,

it sends a warning strea

k before it of a deathlike!

- o il

She de- | hue, as if it cried out, ‘‘ Look what I am bringing

‘Who will tell him !”?

E— e ——

CHAPTER LIX.
ESTHER’S NARRATIVE.

IT was three o’clock in the morning when the
houses outside London did at last begin to ex-
clude the country, and to close us in with streets,
We had made our way along roads in a far worse
condition than when we had traversed them by day-
light, both the fall and the thaw having lasted ever
since ; but the energy of my companion had never
slackened. It had only been, as I thought, of less
assistance than the horses in getting us on, and it
had often aided them. They had stopped exhausted
halfway up the hills, they had been driven down
streams of turbulent water, they had slipped down
and become entangled with the harness ; but he and
his little lantern had been always ready, and when
the mishap was set right, I had never heard any
variation in his cool *‘ Get on, my lads !”’

The steadiness and confidence with which he had
directed our journey back, I could not account for.
Never wavering, he never even stopped to make an
inquiry until we were within a few miles of London.
A very few words, here and there, were then
enough for him; and thus we came, at between
three and four o’clock in the morning, into Isling-
ton.

I will not dwell on the suspense and anxiety with
which I reflected all this time, that we were leaving
my mother farther and farther behind every minute.
I think I had some strong hope that he must be
right, and could not fail to have a satisfactory
object in following this woman; but I tormented
myself with questioning it, and discussing 1t, during
the whole journey. What was to ensue when we
found her, and what could compensate us for this
loss of time, were questions also that I could not
possibly dismiss ; my mind was quite tortured by
long dwelling on such reflections, when we stopped.

We stopped in a high-street, where there was a
coach-stand. My companion paid our two drivers,
who were as completely covered with splashes as if
they had been dragged along the roads hike the
carriage itself ; and giving them some brief direc-
tion where to take it, lifted me out of 1it, and into
a hackney-coach he had chosen from the rest.

““ Why, my dear,”” he said, as he did this. ** How
wet you are!”’

I had not been conscious of it. But the melted
snow had found its way into the carriage; and I
had got out two or three times when a fallen horse
was plunging and had to be got up; and the wet
had penetrated my dress. I assured him 1t was no
matter ; but the driver, who knew him, would not
be dissuaded by me from running down the street to
his stable, whence he brought an armful of clean
dry straw. They shook it out and strewed it well
about me, and I found it warm and comfortable. -

‘“ Now, my dear,”’ said Mr. Bucket, with his head
in at the window after I was shut up. ** We're
a going to mark this person down. It may take a
little time, but you don’t mind that. You're pretty
sure I’ve got a motive. Ain’t you 7"’

I little thought what it was—little thought in
how short a time I should understand it better;
but I assured him that I had confidence in him.

““So you may have, my dear,”” he returned.
“ And I tell you what! If you only repose half as
much confidence in me as I repose in you, after what
I've experienced of you, that’ll do. Lord! you're no
trouble at all. 1 never see a young woman in
any station of society—and I’ve seen many elevated

you, who watch there !
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g : ‘o vou have conducted
ones too—conduct herself 11 Ili 3’ oy bed

ourself, since you was ¢ , X Bs
p know, that’s what you are,
%'ou re a pattern, you KnO¥, o

i mly; _
Bﬂ?Idtg]ItII.' ]E;clieﬁniﬂgery glad, as indeed I was, to

have been no hindrance t0 him ; and that I hoped I

should DO 0N BOT. 1 hen  yousg lady i

: 's game, and as game as she’s mild,
:ﬂ;,?; &EEIEEEI;, and more than I expect. She then
becomes a Queen, and that’s about what you are
Fﬂ%?flﬁf:these encouraging words—they really were
encouraging to me under those lonely and anxious
circumstances—he got upon the box, and we _01111*33
more drove away. Where we drove, I mneither
knew then, nor have ever known since; but we
appeared to seek out the narrowest and worst streets
:n London. Whenever I saw him directing the
driver, I was prepared for our descending into a
deeper complication of such streets, and we never
failed to do so. : :

Sometimes we emerged upon a wider thoroughfare,
or came to a larger building than the generality,
well lighted. Then we stopped at offices like those
we had visited when we began our journey, and I
saw him in consultation with others. Sometimes he
would get down by an archway, or at a street corner,
and mysteriously show the light of his little lantern.
This would attract similar lights from various dark
quarters, like so many insects, and a fresh consul-
tation would be held. By degrees we appeared
to contract our search within narrower and easier
limits. Single police officers on duty could now tell
Mr. Bucket what he wanted to know, and point to
him where to go. At last we stopped for a rather
long conversation between him and one of these
men, which I supposed to be satisfactory from his
manner of nodding from time to time. When it
was finished he came to me, looking very busy and
very attentive,

" Now, Miss Summerson,’’ he said to me, ‘‘ you
won't be alarmed whatever comes off, I know. It’s
not necessary for me to give you any further caution,
than to tell yon that we have marked this person
down, and that you may be of use to me before I
know it myself. I don’t liketo ask sucha thing, my
dear, but would you walk a little way ?”’

Qi'lgﬂurai I got nuttdirﬁetly, and took his arm,
ain't so easy to keep your feet,”’ sai
Bucket ; ** but takg time.” s Qo b

Although I looked ahout me confusedly and
hurriedly, as we crossed a street, I thought I

]ﬁpew the place. ‘‘ Are we in Holborn?’ I asked
1m,

“ Yes,” said Mr. Bucket. ¢ ]
s Do you know this

:: It looks like Chancery Lane."’
And was christened so, my dear,” said Mr.

. Bucket.

We turned down it: and as we went, shuffli
through the sleet, I heard the clocks Btrilllié Ea&%l;gt
Ezeid Wéehpassed on insilence, and as quickly as we
t?; o &:1 such a foothold ; when some one coming
cloak, stopped and stood aside to gi

give me room.
:.]:i H;I;li E;Jment Ifhea.rd an exclamation of wnc::ndeI;:
| name, . '
vo]i:ie Sl rom Mr. Woodcourt. Iknew his
Was 80 unexpected, and so—I don’t kno
to call it, whether pleasant or painful—-t: ::El;:
upon 1t after my feverish wand
the midst of the night, that 1 could not

the tears from my eyes. keep back

us on the narrow pavement, wrapped ina | A

ering journey, and in b

It was like hearing his | th

‘s ar Miss Summerson, that you should hg
out :l:tl {lgg hour, and in such weather ! :
He had heard from my guardian of my having been
called away on some uncommon business, and said
< to dispense with any explanation. I told him
that we had but just left a coach, and were going— AL
but then I was obliged to look at my companion. = =
¢ Why, you see, Mr. Woodcourt ;”’ he had caught
the name from me ; ** we are a going at present into
the next street.—Inspector Bucket. s
Mr. Woodcourt, disregarding my remonatra:nceg- Bl ¢
had hurriedly taken off his cloak, and was putting j j;;;}:‘\q
about me. °‘That’s a good mc&ve, Soo,"" soad M, S8
cet, assisting, ** a very good move. A
Bl}?ﬁﬂ} I go with you?’’ said Mr. Woodeourt. I
't know whether to me or my companion. S
dnﬂ %Vhy, lord!”’ exclaimed Mr. Bucket, fiﬂ;klng ﬁhq_,_rlfj
answer on himself. ‘° Of course you may. Rk *_._.1'.-»}:‘
It was all said in ::.i monis.lenti ﬂlil{d they took me be.
tween them, wrapped in the cloak. o g
““ T have just left Richard,” said Mr. Woodcourt, A
‘T have been sitting with him since ten o’clock last =
night.”’ | Rk
““ O dear me, he is ill !”’ ] oy
““ No, no, believe me ; not ill, but not quite well, = =
He was depressed and faint—you know he gets so
worried and so worn sometimes—and Ada sent to
me of course; and when I came home I found her
note, and came straight here. Well! Richard =
revived so much after a little while, and Ada wasso
happy, and so convinced of its being my doing,
though God knows I had little enough to do with
it, that I remained with him until he had been fast =
isleep some hours. As fast asleep as she isnow, I =~
ope!”’ Qg4
His friendly and familiar way of speaking of =
them, his unaftected devotion to them, the grateful
confidence with which I knew he had inspired my. =
darling, and the comfort he was to her; could I
separate all this from his promise to me? How
thankless I must have been if it had not recalled the
words he said to me, when he was so moved by the
change in my appearance : *‘ I will accept him as a
trust, and it shall be a sacred one !”’
3 We now turned into another narrow street.
Mr. Woodcourt,”” said Mr. Bucket, who had
eyed him closely as we came along, ‘‘ our business
takes us to a law-stationer’s here; a certain M.
Snagsby’s. ‘What, you know him, do you?’ He
was so quick that he saw it in an instant.
Yes, I know a little of him, and have called
upon him at this place.”
- Indeed, sir?” said Mr. Bucket.  Then will
gvﬂi}:lhbe sﬂfgnod as to let me leave Miss Summerson
Cu Ior a mom ]
“’?11,' ]cllywith g ent, while I go and have half a
e last police officer with whom he had conferred
was standing silently behind us. I was not a.w:re of

1t until he struck in. on X
erying. » O my saying I heard some one
“.I.t’ﬂ

“Don’t be alarmed. miss *’
VY, Jou see,” said Mr. Bucket, ‘the girl’s
sub]ecttto fits, ;mc'l has ’em bad upon her to-ﬂgi;'ht.
cer?;a‘(iixsl iﬁ?;rt;?g clrcﬁﬂtfi? it is, for I want
10n out o ]
bE; Pﬁuglif to reason somehow.”’ Girh 40 she
v all events, they wouldn’t be u et. if 1t
ffﬂg’];l 1"' for her, Mr. Bucket,” said the ?}tl{er, man.
Tt l‘fegmja & Prettyh:rall all night, sir.’”

; 8 true,’’ returned, ¢ icht’s

urnt out. - Show Foﬁra a momente.” My Has

All this passed in a whis
_ . per, a door or two from
e house in which T could fa,i’ntly hear crying and

o
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4
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| moaning.  In the little round of light produced for
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the purpose, Mr. Bucket went up to the door and | (Mr. Woodcourt, would you be so good as see to her,

knocked. The door was opened, after he had
knocked twice ; and he went in, leaving us standing
in the street.

““ Miss Summerson,'’ said Mr. Woodcourt ;  if
without obtruding myself on your confidence, I
May remain near you, pray let me do so.”’

** You are truly kind,”’ T answered. ‘‘I need wish
to keep no secret of my own from you ; if I keep
any, it is another’s.”

‘I quite understand. Trust me, I will remain
near you only so long as I can fully respect it.”’

““I trust implicitly to you,”” I said. ‘I know
and deeply feel how sacredly you keep your pro-
mise.’’

(ter a short time the little round of licht shone
out again, and Mr. Bucket advanced towards us
in it with his earnest face. ‘' Please to come in,
Miss Summerson,”’ he said, ‘‘ and sit down by the
fire. Mr. Woodcourt, from information I have
received I understand you are a medical man,
Would you look to this girl and see if anything can
be done to bring her round. She has a letter some-
where that I particularly want. It’s not in her
box, and I think it must be about her; but she is
so twisted and clenched up, that she is difficult to
handle without hurting.”

We all three went into the house together;
although it was cold and raw, it smelt close too
from being shut up all night. 1In the passage,
behind the door, stood a scared, sorrowful-looking
little man in a grey coat, who seemed to have a
naturally polite manner and spoke meekly.

“ Down-stairs, if you please, Mr. Bucket,”’ said
he. *‘The lady will excuse the front kitchen; we
use it as our workaday sitting-room. The back is
Guster’s bed-room,, and in it she’s a carrying on,
poor thing, to a frightful extent!”

We went down-stairs, followed by Mr. Snagsby,
as I soon found the little man to be. In the front
kitchen, sitting by the fire, was Mrs. Snagsby, with
very red eyes and a very severe expression of face.

““ My little woman,’’ said Mr. Snagsby, entering
behind us, ¢ to wave—not to put too fine a point
upon it, my dear—hostilities, for one single moment,
in the course of this prolonged night, here 18
Inspector Bucket, Mr. Woodcourt, and a lady.”

She looked very much astonished, as she had
reason for doinz, and looked particularly hard at
me. g

¢ My little woman,”’ said Mr. Snagsby, sitting
down in the remotest corner by the door, as if he
were taking a liberty, ‘*it 1s not unlikely that you
may inquire of me why Inspector Bucket, Mr.
Woodcourt, and a lady, calluponusin Cook’s Court,
Cursitor Street, at the present hour. I don't know.
I have not the least idea. If I was to l:::e informed,
I should despair of understanding, and 1 d rather not

told.” P, . :
beﬁoelappeared <o miserable, sitting with his head

] that 1
on his hand, and I appeared so unwelcome,
:I;,a going to offer an apology, when Mr. Bucket took

imself. :
the matter on himse v gasl hey ‘¢ the best thlﬂg

¢« Now, Mr. Snagsby,’ :
you can do, 18 to go along ‘ﬂﬁth Mr. Woodcourt to

look after your Guster

“ Guster, Mr. Bucket 1" eried Mr. S‘nagsby.
‘e Gtﬁ%: ;;:, E;u on. I shall be charged with that
neﬁtﬁnd to hold the candle,” pursued Mr. Bucket

without correcting himself, ¢ or hold her, or make

yourself useful 1n any way you're asked. Which

| 0 QA0 ; fﬂr ou're
3 'qa not a man alive more ready to do; you

; ity,
o, man of urbanity and suavity ¢ael for another.

got the sort of heart that can

&

and if you can get that letter from her, to let me
have it as soon as ever you can?)’’

As they went out, Mr. Bucket made me sitdown in
a corner by the fire, and take off my wet shoes,
which he turned up to dry upon the fender ; talking
all the time.

““Don’t you be at all put out, miss, by the want
of a hospitable look from Mrs. Snagsby there,
because she’s under a mistake altogether. She’ll
find that out, sooner than will be agreeable toa lady
of her generally correct manner of forming her
thoughts, because I’'m a going to explain it to her.”
Here, standing on the hearth with his wet hat and
shawls in his hands, himself a pile of wet, he turned
to Mrs. Snagsby. °‘ Now, the first thing that I say
to you, as a married woman possessing what you
may call charms, you know—" Believe me, if all
those endearings, and cetrer ° — you’re well
acquainted with the song, because it’s in vain for
you to tell me that you and good society are
strangers—charms—attractions, mind you, that
ought to give you confidence in yourself—is, that
you’'ve done it.”’

Mrs. Snagsby looked rather alarmed, relented a
little, and faltered, what did Mr. Bucket mean?

““ What does Mr. Bucket mean?’’ he repeated
and I saw by his face, that all the time he talked he
was listening for the discovery of the letter—to my
own great agitation; for I knew then how impor-
tant it must be ; T’ll tell you what he means, ma’am,
Go and see Othello acted. That’s the tragedy for
you."’

Mrs. Snagsby-consciously asked why.

“Why?”’ said Mr. Bucket. *‘° Because you'll
come to that, if you don’t look out. Why, at the
very moment while I speak, I know what your
mind’s not wholly free from, repecting this young
lady. But shall I tell you who this young lady 1s?
Now, come, you're what I call an intellectual
woman—with your soul too large for your body, if
you come to that, and chafing it—and you know me,
and you recollect where you saw me last, and what
was talked of in that circle. Don’t you? Yes!
Very well. This young lady is that young lady.”

Mrs. Snagsby appeared to understand the refe-
rence better than I did at the time.

‘“ And Toughey—him as you called Jo—was
mixed up in the same business, and no other ; and
the law-writer that you know of, was mixed up in
the same business, and no other ; and your husband,
with no more knowledge of i1t than your great
grandfather, was mixed up (by Mr. Tulkinghorn
deceased, his best customer) in the same business,
and no other ; and the whole bileing of people was
mixed up in the same business, and no other. And
yet a married woman, possessing your attractions,
shuts her eyes (and sparklers too), and goes and
runs her delicate-formed head against a wall. Why,
I am ashamed of you! (I expected Mr. Woodcourt
might have got it, by this time.)"’

““ Ts that all P’ said Mr. Bucket, excitedly. ** No.
See what happens. Another person mixed up in
that business and no other, a person in a wretched
state, comes here to-night, and is seen a speaking to
your maid-servant ; and between her and your maid-
servant there passes a paper that I would give a
hundred pound for, down. What do youdo? You
hide and you watch ’em, and you pounce upon that
maid-servant—knowing what she’s subject to, and
what a little thing will bring ’em on—in that sur-
prising manner, and with that severity, that, by the
Lord, she goes off and keeps off, when a Life may
be hanging upon that girl’s words!”’

He so thoroughly meant what he said now, that I
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' ily clasped hands, and felt the room
e Y But it stopped. Mr.
hand, and

turning away from me. _ *
Woodcourt came in, put a paper into his
went away again.

‘“ Now, Mrs. Snagsby, the only amends you can
make,”’ said Mr. Bucket, rapidly glancing at it,
““js to let me speak a word to this young lady in | p
And if you know of any help that
you can give to that gentleman in the ne;t kitchen
there, or can think of any one thing that’s likelier
than another to bring the girl round, do your

private here.

swiftest and best!’” In an instant she was gone,
and he had shut the door. ‘‘ Now, my dear, youre
steady, and quite sure of yourself ¢’

“* Quite,’’ said I.

““ Whose writing 1s that ?’ 1

It was my mother’s. A pencil-writing, on a
crushed and torn piece of paper, blotted with wet.

Folded roughly like a letter, and directed to me, |

at my guardian’s. :

““ You know the hand,” he said; ‘‘and if you are
firm enough to read it to me, do! But be particular
to a word.”’ :

It had been written in portions, at different times.
I read what follows—

““I came to the cottage with two objects. First,
to see the dear one, if I could, once more—but only
to see her—not to speak to her, or let her know that
I was near. The other object, to elude pursuit, and
to be lost. Do not blame the mother for her share.
The assistance that she rendered me, she rendered
on my strongest assurance that it was for the dear
one’s good. You remember her dead child. The
men’s consent I bought, but her help was freely
given.’’ :

? ’

“‘I came.” That was written,” said my com-
panion, ‘‘ when she rested there. It bears out what
I made of it. I was right.”

The next was written at another time.

*“I have wandered a long distance, and for many
hours, and I know that I must soon die. These
streets! I have no purpose but to die. When I
lett, I had a worse; but I am saved from adding
that guilt to the rest. Cold, wet, and fatigue, are
suilicient causes for my being found dead; but I
shall die of others, though I suffer from these. It
was right that all that had sustained me should give

way at once, and that I should die of terror and my
gonscience.’’

““ Take courage,’”’ said Mr. Bucket. *‘There’s
only a few words more.”’

Those, too, were written at another time. To all
appearance, almost in the dark.

“I have done all I could to be lost. I shall be
soon forgotten so, and shall disgrace him least, I
have nothing about me by which I can be recoe.
nsed. This paper I part with now. The plage
where I shall lie down, if I can yet get so far, has
been often in my mind.”  Farewel]. Forgive,”’

Mr. Bucket, supporting me with his ar
et, : m, lowered
me gently into my chair. *‘ Cheer up ! Dul:’t

think me hard with you, my dear, hut, as soon as

:::Eyyﬂu feel equal to it, get your shoes on and be

I'did as he required; but I was left there a long

time, praying for my unhappy mother. T}
all occupied with the poor girl, and T he;i{iwﬁi?

aking to her

Ry T A
] as it was important to address her gently
Ezlfhg?:;ilt it best that I should ask her for whaﬁeﬁggé?
snformation we desired to obtain. There Wﬂﬁmg
doubt that she could now reply to questions, if she
were soothed, and not alarmed. The questions, My,
Bucket said, were, how she came by the letter, what
assed between her and the person who gave her the
letter, and where the person went. Holding my '
mind as steadily as I could to these points, I went =
into the next room with them. Mr. quﬁco‘: -%%{ﬁ
would have remained outside, but at my solicitatio Yin
WE:I‘he poor girl was sitting on the floor where :EZELE‘.‘;
had laid her down. They stood around her, though =
at a little distance, that she might have air, She ==
was not pretty, and looked weak and pOOr ; '5‘:'.-_‘:'-?_'
she had a plaintive and a good face, though it was
still a little wild. I kneeled on the ground beside = &
her, and put her poor head on my shoulder ;
upon she drew her arm round my neck, and ﬂt
into tears. : s
‘ My poor girl,” said I, laying my .face
her forehead; for indeed I was crying too, and

trembling ; ‘it seems cruel to trouble you now,; but = =

!
-

more depends on our knowing something about this

letter, than I can tell you in an hour.” o
She began piteously declaring that she didn’t =
mean any harm, she didn’t mean any harm, Mrs. =
Sﬂﬂgﬂby : v TR
‘“* We are all sure of that,”” said I.
tell me how you got it.”’ e
‘“Yes, dear lady, I will, and tell you trune. I’II
tell true, indeed, Mrs. Snagshy.’’ I
"I am sure of that,”” said I. ‘‘And how was'
it 7 Syl
“I had been out on an errand, dear lady—long
after 1t was dark—quite late; and when I came
home, I found a common-looking person, all wetand = ©
muddy, looking up at our house. When she saw
me coming in at the door, she called me back, and =
said did I live here? and I said yes, and she said '
she knew only one or two places about here, but
had lost her way, and couldn’t find them. O what &
shall T do, what shall I do! They won't believe
me! She didn’t say any harm to me. and I didn’t =
say any harm to her, indeed, Mrs. Snagsby.”’ e
It was necessary for her mistress to comfort her: &
which she did, I must say, with a good deal of con-
trition : before she could be got beyond this. =
g: %e:?? ey gntfi:lﬁnd' iihﬂie ]Ellaces’” oy 1y
,; Llried the girl, shaking her head. “Not
Couldn’t find them. And she was so faint I:;&f?? 3
LG&egeaﬂdhm?lablg, O so wretched! that 1% -‘-‘f"i’f,.
en her, Mr. ) : gl
hﬂ]-f%}ﬂrﬂwn, ’f[ knuwttf’t’gﬁby’ you’'d have given her
"~ Well, Guster, my girl.” sq; Wi
knﬁ‘zﬂg what to say, © I iJUPEMIdHI:]lJc}eGlc? t“’ i noisfr
lookin?rd }:ﬁi she was 8o well spoken,”’ said the L:,__;':_-e'
5 EL me with Wlde.open eves, ‘“ that it made ik
@ person’s heart bleed. And so sha said to me, did
I know the way to the R Sy e S
asked her which ' ying-ground ? . And e
] which burying-ground# And she saidi
poe poor burying-ground, ~ And 801 fold her T had @
psﬁihaespmﬁﬂlgﬁl mF.B;If, and 1t was according trO’i |
ground uof very firaﬁﬂmﬂhe waeant & poor huryings Sl

here, where the Pt
archway, and a step, and an w1 oL, IETE WAS A1 EEEE

iron gate,’”’ 3 i

- faiv IJ}::EE%E& her face, and _EDGtT]Ed her to go on; ﬂ;,
which T r. Bucket received this with a lﬁﬁk-'?'-?ﬁg

Wwaich 1 could not separate fr . | NN R

*“ O dear, dear!” Irixi Lletlill O e 0% Alawen, PR

5 L erie b : "3 i

back with her hands, °e vhe girl, pressing her hair' ©

EE L

‘““ But pray %
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frightened me so, Mrs. Snagsby. O I am fright']

ened again. Hold me !”’

"* You are so much better now,”’ said I.
pray tell me more.”’ :

“Yes I will, yes I will! But don’t be angry
i‘iﬁlﬁl} me, that’s a dear lady, because I have been so

Angry with her, poor soul !

** There! Now I will, now I will. So she said,
could I tell her how to find it, and I said yes, and I
told her; and she looked at me with eyes like almost
as if she was blind, and herself all waving back.
And so she took out the letter, and showed it me,
and said if she was to put that in the post-office, it
would be rubbed out and not minded and never
sent ; and would I take it from her, and send it,

- and the messenger would be paid at the house?

And so I said yes, if it was no harm, and she said
no—no harm. And so I took it from her, and she
said she had nothing to give me, and I said I was
poor myself and consequently wanted nothing,
And so she said God bless you! and went.,”

‘“ And did she go——?"’ :

““Yes,” cried the girl, anticipating the inquiry,
‘“ yos | she went the way I had shown her. Then
I came in, and Mrs. Snagsby came behind me
from somewhere, and laid hold of me, and I was
frichtened.”’ _

Mr. Woodcourt took her kindly from me. Mr.
Bucket wrapped me up, and immediately we were
in the street. Mr. Woodcourt hesitated, but I
said, *‘ Don’t leave me now!”’ and Mr. Bucket
added, ** You'll be better with us, we may want
you ! don’t lose time!”’ _ :

I have the most confused impressions of that
wallk. I recollect that it was neither night or day ;
that morning was dawning, but the street-lamps
were not yet put out ; that the sleet was still falling,
and that all the ways were deep with it. I recollect
a few chilled people passing in the streets. I recol-
lect the wet housetops, the clogged and bursting
sutters and water-spouts, the mounds of blackened
ice and snow over which we passed, the narrowness
of the courts by which we went. At the same time
I remember, that the poor girl seemed to be yet
telling hér story audibly and plainly in my hearing ;
that T could feel her resting on my arm ; that the
stained house fronts put on human shapes and
looked at me : that great water-gates seemed to be
opening and closing in my head, or in the air; and
that the unreal things were more substantial than
theﬁiei}.-st we stood under a dark and miserable
covered way, where one lamp was burning over an
iron gate, and where the morning faintly struggled
in. The gate was closed. Beyond it, was a burial-

ound—a dreadful spot in which the night was
g:ry slowly stirring ; but where I could dimly lsge
heaps of dishonored gl'lraves% andd ;ltlmﬁziﬂlsjsen;?il eli?

es, with a Iew du S J
Eryingltﬂg, 1::1?15 on whose Jvallghﬂ. thltck hi?lf];? br:ﬁe
ke a disease. On the B5LEP gate,
Eggn.ﬁ?l ‘n the fearful wet of such a place, vi:};ﬂﬂ;
oozed and splashed down everywhere, 1 sl:;.w, wi s
cry of pity and hltirgrur, a woman lying—Jenny,
* the child.
m{iﬂ;'e:nai'urward, but the:?‘_EtﬂPPEd me, and Mfﬁ'-
Woodcourt entreated me, with 1::1[1& g;ﬁteig Eﬁnﬁ ?
aess, even with teurs, before L ment b 0, L
fﬁfﬂ 10 did so, as I thought. I did so,as I am

Bt Miss Summerson, you’ll anderstand me, if you

They changed clothes at the

cottage.”’

** Pray,
|

— =
— -

They changed clothes at the cottage. I could
repeat the words in my mind, and I knew what they
meant of themselves ; but I attached no meaning to
them in any other connection.

‘““ And one returned,’’ said Mr. Bucket, ** and one
went on. And the one that went on, only went on
a certain way agreed upon to deceive, and then
turned across country, and went home. Think a
moment !”’

I could repeat this in my mind too, but I had
not the least idea what it meant. I saw before me,
lying on the step, the mother of the dead child.
She lay there, with one arm creeping round a bar of
the iron gate, and seeming to embrace it. She lay
there, who had so lately spoken to my mother. She
lay there, a distressed, unsheltered, senseless crea-
ture. She who had brought my mother’s letter, who
could give me the only clue to where my mother was ;
she, who was to guide us to rescue and save her
whom we had sought so far, who had come to this
condition by some means connected with my mother
that I could not follow, and might be passing
beyond our reach and help at that moment; she
lay there, and they stonped me! I saw, but did
not comprehend, the solemn and compassionate look
in Mr. Woodcourt’s face. I saw, but did not com-
prehend, his touching the other on the breast to
keep him back. I saw him stand uncovered in the
bitter air, with a reverence for something, Butmy
understanding for all this was gone.

I even heard it said between them :

** Shall she go?”’

** She had better go.
first to touch her.
ours,’’ |

I passed on to the gate, and stooped down. I
lifted the heavy head, put the long dank hair aside,
and turned the face. And it was my mother, cold
and dead. |

Her hands should be the
They have a higher right than

CHAPTER LX,
PERSPECTIVE,

I PROCEED to other passages of my narrative.
From the goodness of all about me, I derived such
consolation as I can never think of unmoved. I
have already said so much of myself, and so much
still remains, that I will not dwell upon my sorrow.
I had an illness, but i1t was not a long one; and
I would avoid even this mention of it, if I could
quite keep down the recollection of their sympathy.

I proceed to other passages of my narrative.

During the time of my illness, we were still
in London, where Mrs. Woodecourt had come, on my
guardian’s invitation, to stay with us. When my
guardian thought me well and cheerful enough to
talk with him 1n our old way—though I could have
done that soomer, if he would have believed me—
I resumed my work, and my chair beside his.
He had appointed the time himself, and we were
alone,

““ Dame Trot,”” said he, receiving me with a kiss,
‘“ welcome to the Growlery again, my dear. 1 have
a scheme to develope, little woman. 1 purpose
to remain here, perhaps for six months, perbaps for
a longer time—as it may be. Quite to settle here
for a while, in short.’’

* And 1n the meanwhile leave Blealk House ?’’ said
i i

‘“ Aye, my dear! Bleak House,’”’ he returned,
““ must learn to take care of itself.”’

1 thought his tone sounded sorrowful ;: but, look-
ing at him, I saw his kind face lighted up by its
pleasantest smile. _

‘“ Bleak House,”” he repeated ; and his tone did
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not sound sorrowful, I found, ‘‘ must learn to take
care of itself. It is a long way from Ada, my dear,
and Ada stands much in need of _yﬂu.::

““ Tt is like you, guardian,’’ said I, ‘ to have been
takine that into consideration, for a happy surprise
to both of us.” _ -

““Not so disinterested either, my dear, if you
mean to extol me for that virtue ; since, if you were
generally on the road, you could be seldom with
me. And besides; I wish to hear as much and as
often of Ada as I can, in this condition of estrange-
ment from poor Rick. Not of her alone, but of him
too, poor fellow.”’ _ _

‘“ Have you seen Mr. Woodcourt, this morning,
guardian?’’ _

“T see Mr. Woodcourt every morning, Dame
Duiden.”

““ Does he still say the same of Richard F”’ _

““ Just the same. He knows of no direct bodily
illness that he has; on the contrary, he believes
that he has none. Yet he is not easy about him ;
who can be ¢’

My dear girl had been to see us lately, every
day : sometimes twice in a day. But we had fore-
seen, all along, that this would only last until I
was quite myself.. We knew full well that her
fervent heart was as full of affection and gratitude
towards her cousin John as it had ever been, and
we acquitted Richard of laying any injunctions
upon her to stay away; but we knew on the other
hand that she felt it a part of her duty to him, to be
sparing of ber visits at our house. My guardian’s
delicacy bad soon perceived this, and had tried to
convey to her that he thought she was right.

** Dear, unfortunate, mistaken Richard,”’ said I.
* When will he awake from his delusion !”’

‘““ He 1s not in the way to do so now, my dear,”’
replied my guardian. ‘' The more he suffers, the
more averse he will be to me : having made me the
principal representative of the great occasion of his
suffering.’’

I could not help adding, ‘‘ So unreasonably!”’

*“Ah, Dame Trot, Dame Trot!”’ returned my
gun.rd.lan, ““ what shall we find reasonable in Jarn-

yce and Jarndyce! Unreason and injustice at the
top, unreason and injustice at the heart and at the
bottom, unreason and injustice from beginning to
end—if it ever has an end—how should poor Rick,
always hovering near it, pluck reason out of it?
He no more gathers grapes from thorns, or figs from
thistles, than older men did, in old times.”’ |

His gentleness and consideration for Richard,
whenever we spoke of him, touched me so, that I
was always silent on this subject very soon.

“*1 suppose the Lord Chancellor, and the Vice
Chancellors, and the whole Chancery battery of
great guns, would be infinitely astonished by such
unreason and injustice in one of their suitors,”
pursued my gunardian. ‘‘ When those learned
gentlemen begin to raise moss-roses from the

powder they sow in their wigs, I shall .
astonished too !”’ el begin to be

He checked himself in
windoi~ t9 look where
th?‘bﬂck of my chair instead.

- Well, well, little woman! To g0 on, my dear.
This rock we must leave to time, chance, and hope-
ful msrcumatn.nc . We mustnot shipwreck Ada upon
1. She cannot afford, and he cannot afford, the re-
movest chance of another separation from a friend.
Therefore, I have particularl begged of Wood-
court, and 1 now particularly beg of you, my dear
not to move this subject with Rick. Let it rest:

Next week, next month, next year, sooner or later
ke will see me with cl ] ' ;
ilh clearer eyes, I can wait.”’

glancing towards the

had already discussed it with him, I con.
fes.E;c% ;In.nd so, I thought, had Mr. Woodcourt. =
«“So he tells me,”” returned wmy guardian,
« Very good. He has made his protest, and Dame
Durden has made hers, and there is nothing more
to be said about 1t. ‘guw, I come to Mrs. Wood.
court. How do you liKe her, my dear? Y
In answer to this question, which was oddly =
abrupt, I said I liked her ver]v; much, and thought
she was more agreeable than she used to be. 3
“T think so too,”” said my guardian. **
pedigree? Not so much of Morgan-ap—what’s .
me P’ RPN,
n“Thﬂt was what I meant, I acknowledged ; though =
he was a very harmless person, even when we had
had more of him. ‘ A ek
““ Still. upon the whole, he is as well in his native = =

. . v 4 TRGE _ ﬁ
mountains,”’ said my guardian. ‘' agree mth:ﬁt
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you. Then, little woman, can. I do lletter for ‘Q
time than retain Mrs. Woodcourt here? i
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No. And yet—— 45 e
My guardian looked at me, waiting for what I ha.d%q 0
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to say. .
I had nothing to say. At least I had nothing in = =%
my mind that I could say. I had an undefined un-ﬂ _ :
pression that it might have been better if we had = =
had some other inmate, but I could hardly haveex- =
plained why, even to myself. Or, if to myself, " =8
certainly not to anybody else. A ;}F ;
““You see,’”’ said my guardian, ‘‘ our neighbour- =
hood is in Woodcourt’s way, and he can come hereto = =
see her as often as he likes, which is agreeable to = %
them both ; and she is familiar to us, and fond of ==
UU.” o
3 Yes. That was undeniable. I had nothing to say =~
against 16, I could not have suggested a better
arrangement ; but I was not quite easy in my mind.
Esther, Ksther, why not? Esther, think !
‘““It 1s a very good plan indeed, dear guardian,
and we could not do better.”’ R
** Sure, little woman?”’ -
Quite sure. I had had a moment’s time to think,
since I had urged that duty on myself, and I was
quite sure, |
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" Good,” said my guardian. ‘‘ It shall be done,
Carried unanimously.”’
" Carried unanimously,
with my work. b X
It was a cover for his book-table that I happened
to be ornamenting. It had been laid by on the -
night preceding my sad journey, and never resumed,

o e M Rl

” I repeated, going on =

the wind was, and leaned on | h

I showed it to him now, and he admired it hi e
After I had explained the pattern to him, al?lighlajlri 1
the great effects that were to come out by-and-by R
thought T would go back to our last theme. G
You said, dear guardian, when we spoke of Mr. =
Woodcourt before Ada left us, that you thought

he would give a long trial to anoth s
Hf%yuul.}ﬁfn et n o el 0 er country. g

€8, little woman; pretty often.”’
** Has he decided to do so PJ: i

““ T rather think not.”’

““Some other prospect L ' '

“’Rs%;:ﬁaid I prospect 1as opened to him, pe o
Y By—yes—perhaps,”’ returned m guardian,

Regl_;lomng his answer in g very delibergte manner.

ut half a year hence or 80, there is a medical

( place in Yorkshire

attendant for the poor to be appointed at a certain h
: It is a thriving pisce, plea-
3 Streams and streets, town and

and moor: and
: seems to present an
opening for such a man, | mean, a rEn.n whose

hopes and aims ma i '
; y sometimes lie (as most men’s
io?ihmis do, I dare say) above the ordinary level,
ut %0 whom the ordinary level will be high enough

« santly situated
| country, mill
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‘after ail. if it should prove to be a way of usefulness
/ and good service leading to no other. All geﬂ;_‘;‘?uﬂ
'~ gpirits are ambitious, I suppose ; but the ambi dmrf‘
~ that calmly trusts itself to such a ynad; mstf_l dﬂI

spasmodically trying to fly over Iti‘:ls of the kin

care for. It is Woodcourt’s kind.”

¢ And will he get this appointment? I asked.

“ Why, little woman,” returned my gllﬂl'dlﬂ-il-
smiling, *“ not being an oracle, I cannot confidently
say ; but I think so. His reputation stands very
hizh ; there were people from that part of the coun-

in the shipwreck ; and, strange to say, I believe
the man has the best chance. You must not suppose
it to be a fine endowment. It 1s a very, very com-

monplace affair, my dear; an appointment to a

eat amount of work and a small amount of pay;
but better things will gather about 1if, 1t may be
airly hoped.”’

fJTllfehpgur of that place will have reason to 'blesﬁ

the choice, if it falls on Mr. Woodcourt, guardian.

““ You are right, little woman; that I am sure
they will.”’

V{’e said no more about it, nor did he say a word
about the future of Bleak House. But it was the
frst time I had taken my seat at his side in my
mourning dress, and that accounted for it I con-
sidered. :

I now began to visit my dear girl every day, in
the dull dark corner where she lived. The morning
was my usual time ; but whenever I found I had an
bour or so to spare, I put on my bonnet and bustled
off to Chancery Lane. They were both so glad to
see me at all hours, and used to brighten up so when
they heard me opening the door and coming in (being
quite at home, I never knocked), that I had no fear
of becoming troublesome just yet.

On these occasions I frequently found Richard
absent. At other times he would be writing, or
reading papers in the Cause, at that table of his, so
covered with papers, which was never disturbed.
Sometimes I would come upon him, lingering at the
door of Mr. Vholes’s office. Sometimes I would
meet him in the neighbourhood, lounging about, and
biting his nails. I often met him wandering in
Lincoln’s Inn, near the place where I had first seen
him, O how different, how different !

That the money Ada brought him was melting
away with the candles I used to see burning after
dark in Mr. Vholes’s office, I knew very well. It
was not a large amount in the beginning; he had
married in debt ; and I could not fail to understand,
by this time, what was meant by Mr. Vholes’s
shoulder being at the wheel—as I still heard it was.
My dear made the best of housekeepers, and tried
hard to save; but I knew that they were getting
poorer and poorer every day. i

She shone in the miserable corner like a beautiful
star, She adorned and graced it so, that it became
another place._ Paler than she had been at home
and a little quieter than I had thought natural when

- 8he was yet so cheerful and hopeful, her face was

S0 unshadowed, that I half believed she was blinded

by her love for Richard to his ruinous career

I went one day to dine with them, while I
under this impression. As I turned i;u-,o Sy ‘E%S
Inn, T met little Miss Flite coming out élulmt; 3
neen to make g stately call upon thge w ds e
gjlmﬁ: as she still called them, and h:,uiIL tc‘ieril:':zc{ ﬂ:}];

ghest gratification from that ceremony. Ada had

i My dEH.I‘ !,. Ehﬂ began “s S d . .
L] l r
doyoudo! So glad to see you, UA;dI?;}éEEg:E "E&:

eresting Jarndyce wards? To be

to visit our 1int B doar. ‘el

sure! Our beauty is at

[ med to see you.” : RO Y
DEfl’?]fen Richard is not come in yet? said I.

late.l‘; :
e ﬂ.’ E :
¢ He has had a long dﬂ;}' in
with Vholes. Youndon't
like Vholes. Dan-gerous
¢ T am afraid you see
now 2’ said I.t %
huur?g d%ﬂgssk;zow what I told you of the attraction
on the Chancellor’s table? _ ‘
self he is the most constant suitor 1n court.
begins quite to amuse our ht};le party.
friendly little party, are we not?
It was miserable to hear this
lips, though it was no surprise.
““In short, my valued friend,

man !’

equal patronage and mystery, ““T must tell you a

secret. I have made him my executor.
constituted, and appointed him.
Ye-es.”

““ Indeed ?” said I.

assign. (Our Chancery phrases, my love.)

his attendance.”

It made me sigh to think of him.

““I did at one time mean,”” sald Miss Flite,
echoing the sigh, ‘‘to nominate, constitute, and
appoint poor Gridley. Also very regular, my
charming girl. I assure you, most exemplary !
But he wore out, poor man, so I have appointed his
successor. Don’t mention 1it.
dence.’’

She carefully opened her reticule a little way, and

appointment of which she spoke.

** Another secret, my dear. I have added to my
collection of birds.”’

pleased her to have her confidence received with an
appearance of interest,

She nodded several times, and her face became
overcast and gloomy. “‘Two more, I call them
the Wards in Jarndyce. They are caged up with
all the others. With Hope, Joy, Youth, Peace,
Rest, Life, Dust, Ashes, Waste, Want, Ruin,
Despair, Madness, Death, Cunning, Folly, Words,
Wigs, Rags, Sheepskin, Plunder, Precedent,
Jargon, Gammon, and Spinach !”’ |

The poor soul kissed me, with the most troubled
look I had ever seen in her: and went her way.

Her manner of running over the nam f '
as 1f she were afraid 0% gl

own lips, quite chilled me.

This was not a cheering preparation for mv visit
and I could have dispensed with the comgany of
Mr. Vholes, when Richard (who arrived wivain &
minute or two after me) brought him to share our
dinner. Although it was a very plain one, Ada and
Richard were for some minutes both out of the room
together, helping to get ready what we were to eat
ind drink. Mr. Vholes took that opportunity of

olding a little conversation in a low voice with me.

He came to the window whore I Y
began upon Symond’s Inn. sy slttmg{ and

" A dull place, Miss Sum merson, for a life that 18

LR

not an official one,” said My, Vholes, smearing the

am olad of that, for I was afraid of being a little o de
‘ ome in.’’ returned Miss Flite.
8. 905 ¢ ::ﬂurt. I left him there, A
like Vholes, I hope? Don’t
Richard oftener than avar_.._f‘:'- f;j_'
returned Miss Flite, ** daily and : "'.: '
My dear, next to mya !f;:-_?
He P
Ve-ry SN
from her poor mad

pursued Miss |
Flite, advancing her lips to my ear, with an air of

Nominated, &
In'my will]" SSSuts

““ Ye-es,” repeated Miss Flite, in her most s
genteel accents, * my executor. administrator, and 8=
I have /IS
reflected that if I should wear out, he will be able = =8
to watch that judgment. Being so very regular in =

This is in conifi-  NESEE

showed me a ‘folded piece of paper inside, as the

"“Really, Miss Flite?”” said I, knowing how it

hearing them even from her
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glass with his black glove to make ;t clearer for |

IIIE.l,

: There is not much to see here,”” said I.
1 Nor to hear, miss,” returned Mr, Vholes.

A little music does occasionally stray in ; but we
are not musical in the law, and soon eje,r:t AR |
hope Mr. Jarndyceis as well as his friends could
wish him ¢’

I thanked Mr. Vholes, and said he was quite
vt 1 |

"1 have not the pleasure to be admit cr
the number of his friends myself,”’ sa.:':::ll I:E'd T}Lhri?:sa
““ond I am aware that the gentlemen of our pro:
fession are sometimes regarded in such quarters
with an unfavorable eye. Our plain- course, lioy-
ever, under good report and eyil report, and all
kinds of prejudice, (we are the victims of pre-
judice) 18 to have everything openly carried on.
How do you find Mr. C looking, Miss Summer-

)

sonr

** He looks very ill. Dreadfully anxious.”’

** Just s0,”” saad Mr. Vholes.

He stood behind me, with his long black ficure
reaching rearly to the ceiling of those low rooms :
feeling the pimples on his face as if they were orna-
ments, and speaking inwardly and evenly as though
there were not a human passion or emotion in his
nature.

** Mr. Woodcourt is in attendance upon Mr, C, I
believe ?’’ he resumed. -

* Mr. Woodcourt is his disinterested friend,” I
answered. .

*“ But I mean in professional attendance, medical
attendance.”’

; ** That can do little for an unhappy mind,” said

¢ Just s0,”” said Mr. Vholes.

So slow, so eager, so bloodless and gaunt, I felt as
if Richard were wasting away beneath the eyes of
this adviser, and there were something of the
Yampire in him,

*“Miss Summerson,” said Mr. Vholes, very
slowly rubbing his gloved hands, as if, to his cold
sense of touch, they were much the same in black
kid or out of it, ** this was an ill-advised marriage
of Mr. C’s.”’ : i o

I begged he would excuse me for discussing if.
They had been engaged when they were both very
young, I told him (a little indignantly), and when
the prospect before them was much fairer and
brighter. When Richard had not yielded himself
to the unhappy influence which now darkened his
hf‘e“Just so,”” assented Mr. Vholes again. **Still,
with a view to everything being openly carried on,
I will, with your permission, Miss Summerson,
observe to you that I consider this is a very ill-
advised marriage indeed. I owe the opinion, not
only to Mr. C’s connexions, against whom I should
naturally wish to protect myself, but also to my
own reputation—dear to myself, as a professional
man aiming to keep respectable ; dear to my three
girls at home, for whom I am striving to realise
some little independence ; dear, I will even say, to
my aged father, whom it is my privilege to

‘t.il :
Eu?‘pftl would become a very different mr;F-mge, Ia.

happier and better marriage, ano ler mar-
:::;}31 altnI;fI?ather, Myr. Vholes,” said I, ‘“if Richard
were persuaded to turn lﬁis l_rﬁcli:l on the fatal pursut
' u are engaged with num, |
m;;]:.m}%’ﬁgles, with'l?b noiseless -.:_nugh—nr *rntlmﬁ
W:Lspﬂintn one of his black gloves, inclined his head
g3 if he did not wholly dispute even that. 5

¢ Miss Summersgon,”’ he said, ‘‘it may be so; an

I freely admit that the young lady who has taken
Mr. C’s name upon herself in so ill-advised a manner
—Yyouwill Iam sure not quarrel with me for throwing
out that remark again, as a duty I owe to Mr. C’s
connexions—is a highly genteel young lady. Busi-
ness has prevented me from mixing much with
general society, in any but a professional character ;
still T trust I am competent to perceive that she is
a.]:ughl_y genteel young lady. As to beaulz, I am
not a judge of that myself, and T never did give
much attention to it from a boy ; but I dare say the
young lady is equally eligible, 1n that point of view.
She is considered so (I have heard) among the clerks
n the Inn, and it is a point more in their way than
In mine. In reference to Mr. C’s pursnit of hig
interests——?

" O! His interests, Mr. Vholes !”’
. " Pardon me,” returned Mr., Vholes, going on
in exactly the same inward and dispassionate
manner, ** Mr., C takes certain interests under
certain wills disputed in the suit. Ttis a term we
use. In reference to Mr. C’s pursuit of his interests,
I mentioned to you, Miss Summerson, the first time
I had the pleasure of secing you, in my desire that
everything should be openly carried on—I used those

‘words, for I happened afterwards to note them in

my diary, which is producible at any time—I men-
tioned to you that Mr. C had laid down the principle
of watching his own interests; and that when a
client of mine laid down a principle which was not
of an immoral (that is to say, unlawful) nature, it
devolved upon me to carry it out. I have carried
1t out; I do carry it out. But I will not smooth
things over, to any connexion of Mr. C’s. on any
account. As open as I was to Mr. Jarndyce, I am
to you. Iregardit in the light of a professional
duty to be so, though it can be charged to no one.
I openly say, unpalatable as it may be, that I con-
sider Mr. C’s affairs in a very bad way, that I con-
sider Mr. C himself in a very bad way, and that I
regard this as an exceedingly ill-advised marriage.—
Am I here, sir? Yes, I thank you; Iam here, Mr.
C, and enjoying the pleasure of some agreeable con-
versation with Miss Summerson, for which I have
to thank you very much, sir!”’

He broke off thus, in answer to Richard, who
addressed him as he came into the room. By this
time, I too well understood Mr. Vholes’s serupulous
way of saving himself and his respectability, not to
feel that our worst fears did but keep pace with his
client’s progress.

We sat down to dinner, and I had an opportunity
of observing Richard, anxiously. I was not dis-
turbed by Mr. Vholes (who took off his gloves to
dine), though he sat opposite to me at the small
table ; for I doubt if, looking up at all, he once re-
moved his eyes from his host’s face. I found
Richard thin and languid, slovenly in his dress.
abstracted in his manner, forcing his spirits now
and then, and at other intervals relapsing into a
dull thoughtfulness. About his large bright eyes
that used to be so merry, there was a wanness and
a restlessness that changed them altogether. I
cannot use the expression that he looked old. There
18 a ruin of youth which is not like age: and into
such a ruin, Richard’s youth and youthful beauty
had all fallen away.

He ate little, and seemed indifferent what it was -
shewed himself to be much more impatient than he
used to be; and was quick, even with Ada. I
thought, at first, that his old light-hearted manner
was all gone; but 1t shone out of him sometimes,
as 1 had occasionally known - little momentary
glimpses of my own old face to look out upen me
from the glass. His laugh had not qute left him
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sither; but it was like the echo of a joyful sound,

' rowful. :
m%etth?lz 1;::1;:3:1;3:-“ ever, in his old affectionate

have me there; and we talked of the old
“tlﬁyéatglﬁasuntly. These did not appear to be inte-
resting to Mr. Vholes, though he ucea_-smnally made
a gasp which I believe was his smile. He rose
shortly after dinner and said that with the per-
mission of the ladies he would retire to his office.
““ Always devoted to business, Vholes !’ cried

Richard.

¢ Yes, Mr. C,”” he returned, ‘‘the interests of

' re never to be neglected, sir. They are
E{E:gusnt in the t}mughts of a professional man
like myself, who wishes to preserve a good name
among his fellow practitioners and society at large.
My denying myself the pleasure of the present agree-
able conversation, may not be wholly irrespective of
your own interests, Mr. C.””

Richard expressed himself quite sure of that, and
lighted Mr. Vholes out. On his return he told us,
more than once, that Vholes was a good fellow, a
safe fellow, a man who did what he pretended to do,
a very good fellow, indeed! He was so defiant
about it. that it struck me he had begun to doubt
Mr. Vholes. _

Then he threw himself on the sofa, tired out;
and Ada and I put things to rights, for they had no
other servant than the woman who attended to the
chambers. My dear girl had a cottage piano thm?,
and quietly sat down to sing some of Richard’s
favorites; the lamp being first removed into the
next room, as he complained of its hurting his
eyes.

FI sat hetween them, at my dear girl’s side, and
felt very melancholy listening to her sweet voice. I
think Richard did too; I think he darkened the
room for that reason. She had been singing some
time, rising between-whiles to bend over him and
speak to him ; when Mr. Woodcourt came in. Then
he sat down by Richard ; and half playfully, half
earnestly, quite naturally and easily, found out how
he felt, and where he had been all &n.y. Presently
he proposed to accompany him in a short walk on
one of the bridges, as it was a moonlight airy night ;
and Richard readily consenting, they went out to-
gether.

They left my dear girl still sitting at the piano,
and me still sitting beside her. When they were
gone out, I drew my arm round her waist. She put
her left hand in mine (I was sitting on that side),
but kept her right upon the keys—going over and
over them, without striking any note,

"* Esther, my dearest,’’ she said, breaking silence.
** Richard is never so well, and I am never so easy
about him, as when he is with Allan Woodccurt.
We have to thank you for that,”

I pointed out to my darling how this could scarcely
behggcause Mr. Woodecourt had come to her cousin
John’s house, and had known us all there ; and be-
cause he had always liked Richard, and Richard had
always liked him, and—and so forth.

All true,”” said Ada; ““ but that he is such a
devoted friend to us, we owe to you.’’
I thought it best to let my dear girl have her
Wﬂryhﬂ-ﬂd to say no more about it. So I said as
much. I said 1t lightly, because I felt her trem-

isther, my dearest, I want to be a good wife
:1 :B,}T‘ very good wife indeed. You shall teau]:;

Iteach! I 8aid no more; for I noticed the hand
that was fluttering over the keys, n.micla lme:n' tﬂl;na.t

it was not I who ought to speak . t ’
who had something to say to Ef:. Bk

¢ ried Richard, I was not insensible
to wmﬂflﬂg ﬁgfﬂgre him. I had been perfectly happy
for a long time with you, and I had n?ivei}- k?u}n |
any trouble or anxiety, s loved and carﬂE tgr ; but
I understood the danger he was in, dear lsther.

¢“ T know, I know, my da.rlin 2

b were married, I _ e hoj
thnt?ﬁﬂ;lﬂﬂ be able to convince him of his mis-

. that he might come to regard it In a new way
;?;k;'y tll:gsbnnd, ind not pur:ue it all the more
desperately for my sake—as he does. Butif I had
not had that hope, I would have married bim just

Fsther. Just the same Bk
thEIlnE T}?: hn?nentnry firmness of the hand that was

hever still—a firmness inspired by the utterance of

these last words, and dying away with them—I saw
the confirmation of her earnest tones. S
“ You are not to think, my

No one can understand him better than I do.

greatest wisdom that ever lived in the world could S

carcely know Richard better than my love does.””
; She ipnke so modestly and softly, and her trem-
bling hand expressed such agitation, as it moved to
and fro upon the silent notes!:
irl ! :
s I see him at his worst, every day. I watch him

in his sleep. I know every change of his face. But

when I married Richard I was quite determined,

Esther, if Heaven would help me, never to show

him that I grieved for what he did, and so make
him more unhappy. I want him, when he comes

home, to find no trouble in my face. I want him, j
when he looks at me, to see what he loved 1n me,

I married him to do this, and this supports me.”

I felt her trembling more. I waited for what was
yet to come, and I now thought I began to know
what 1t was. -

““ And something else supports me, Esther.”

She stopped a minute.
her hand was still in motion.

*“I look forward a little while, and I don’t know
what great aid may come to me. When Richard

turns his eyes upon me then, there may be some- 1

thing lying on my breast more eloquent than I have

been, with greater power than mine to show him his B,

true course, and win him back.”

Her hand stopped now. She clasped me in her

arms, and I clasped her in mine.
“*If that little creature should fail too, Esther, I
still look forward. I look forward a long Whiie,

| through years and years, and think that then, when

I am growing old, or when I am dead perhaps, a

beautiful woman, his daughter, happily married, =

may be proud of him and a blessing to him. Or that
a generous brave man, as handsome as he used to
be, as hopeful, and far more happy, may walk in the

sunshine with him, honoring his grey head, and aly

saying to himself, ¢ I thank God this is my father!
ﬁ?c}’b}' a fatal inheritance, and restored through

O, my sweet girl, what a heart was that which
beat so fast against me!

" These hopes uphold me, my dear Esther,and I =~

know they will. Though sometimes even they de-

art from me, before a dread that arises when I 19

ook at Richard.”

. Itried to cheer my darling. and ask |
1t was? Sobbing and weepini: ;ﬁﬁ ;ﬂpﬁgd I:mr Wil

"' That he may not live to see his child.”

>

i

ghﬂ.d some little hope

dearest Esther, that fl'
I fail to see what you see, and fear what you fear. A

My dear, dear :

Stopped speaking only; ;:l'
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CHAPTER LXI.
A DISCOVERY.

Tae days when I frequented that mi

which my dear girl brightened, can liear*:g Efﬁg??;
my remembrance. I never gee it, and I never wish
to see it, now ; I have been there only once since :
but 1n my memory there is a mournfu] glory shining
on I&he plaé:e, which will shine for ever 4 7

ot a day passed, without m ﬂin

course. At first I found Mr, gkigl‘npn?a ilﬁif'z (?If
two or three occasions, idly playing the piano and
talking In bis usual vivacious strain. Now besides
my very much mistrusting the probabilitj; of his

being there without making Richard poorer, I felt

as if there were something in hi :
too inconsistent with what I kne:r 3? iﬂzﬂgegﬁﬁ?ﬂ%
Ada’s life. T clearly perceived, too, that Ada
shared my feelings. I therefore resolved after
much thinking of it, to make a private visit to M
Skimpole, and try delicately to explain mfﬂelf'
My dear girl was the great consideration that made
maI bold. A

set off one morning, accompanied by Ch
for Somers Town. As I appr{?n,ched tge hnil:yi
was strongly inclined to turn back, for I felt what
a desperate attempt it was to make an impression
on Mr. Skimpole, and how extremely likely it was
that he would signally defeat me. However. I
thought that being there, I would go through with
it. 1 knocked with a trembling hand at Mr. Skim-
pole’s door—literally with a hand, for the knocker
was gone—and after a long parley gained admission
from an Irishwoman, who was in the area when I
knocked, breaking up the lid of a water-butt with a
poker, to light the fire with.
~ Mr. Skimpole, lying on the sofa in his room, play-
ing the flute a little, was enchanted to see me. Now,
who should receive me, he asked? Who would 1
prefer for mistress .of the ceremonies? Would I
have his Comedy daughter, his Beauty daughter, or
his Sentiment daughter? Or would I have all the
daughters at once, in a perfect nosegay ¢

I replied, half defeated already, that I wished to
speak to himself only, if he would give me leave.

““My dear Miss Summerson, most joyfully! Of
course,’’ he said, bringing his chair near mine, and
breaking into his fascinating smile, ‘‘ of course it’s
not business. Then it’s pleasure !”’

I said it certainly was not business that I came
upon, but it was not quite a pleasant matter.

““ Then, my dear Miss Summerson,’’ said he, with
the frankest gaiety, ‘‘don’t allude to it. Why
should you allude to anything that is not a pleasant
matter? I never do. And you are a much

leasanter creature, in every point of view, than I.

ou are perfectly pleasant; I am imperfectly
pleasant ; then, if I never allude to an unpleasant
matter, how much less should you! So that’s dis-
posed of, and we will talk of something else.”’

Although I was embarrassed, I took courage to
intimate that I still wished to pursue the subject.

‘“ T should think it a mistake,’’ said Mr. Skimpole,
with his airy laugh, ‘‘if I thought Miss Summerson
capable of making one. ButI don’t!™

 Mr. Skimpole,”’ said I, raising my eyes to his,
T have so often heard you say that you are un-

uainted with the common affairs of life—"’

‘ Meaning our three banking-house friends, L, S,
and who’s the junior partmer? D/?”’ said Mr,
Skimpole, brightly. *‘ Not anidea of them !’

‘‘ _That, perhaps,’”’ I went on, ‘‘ you will excuse
my boldness on that account. I think you ought
most seriously to know that Richard is poorer than

he was,”’

BLEAR HOUSE.
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“Dear me!” said Mr.
thﬁy tell me.”’

~ And in very embarrassed circumstances.’’

Parallel case exactly !”” said Mr. Skimpole, with
a Eiﬁehgl_lted countenance.

Lhis at present naturally causes Ada much
secret anxiety ; and as I think she is less anxious
when no claims are made upon her by visitors, and
as Richard has one uneasiness always heavy on his
mind, it has occurred to me to take the liberty of
saymg that—if you would—not 4

I was coming to the point with great difficulty,
when he took me by both hands, and, with a radiang
fﬂ?e and in the liveliest way, anticipated it.

" Not go there? Certainly not, my dear Miss
Summerson, - most assuredly not. Why should 1
20 thgre? When I go anywhere, I go for pleasure.
I don’t go anywhere for pain, because 1 was made
for pleasure. Pain comes to me when it wants me.
Now I have had very little pleasure at our dear
Richard’s, lately, and your practical sagacity de-
monstrates why. Our young friends, losing the
youthful poetry which was once so captivating in
them, begin to think, this is a man who wants
pounds.” So I am ; I always want pounds ; not for
myself, but because tradespeople always want them
of me. Next, ouryoung friends begin to think, be-
coming mercenary, ‘this 1s the man who had
pounds,—who borrowed them’; which I did, I
always borrow pounds, So our young friends, re-
duced to prose (which is much to be regretted), de-
generate in their power of imparting pleasure to me.
Why should I go te see them therefore? Absurd!”’

Through the beaming smile with which he regarded
me, as he reasoned thus, there now broke forth a
look of disinterested benevolence quite astonishing.

** Besides,”’ he said, pursuing his argument, in his
tone of light-hearted conviction, *‘ if I don’t go any-
where for pain—which would be a perversion of the
intention of my being, and a monstrous thing to do—
why should I go anywhere to be the cause of pain?
If I went to see our young friends in their present
ill-regulated state of mind, I should give them
pain. The associations with me would be disagree-
able. They might say, ‘this is the man who had
pounds, and who can’t pay pounds,’ which I can’t,
of course ; nothing could be more out of the question!
Then, kindness requires that I shouldn’t go near
them—and I won’t.”

He finished by genially kissing my hand, and
thanking me. Nothing but Miss Summerson’s fine
tact, he said, would have found this out for him.

I was much disconcerted ; but I reflected that if
the main point were gained, it mattered little how
strangely he perverted everything leading to it. I
had determined to mention something else, however,
and I thought I was not to be put off in that.

‘“ Mr. Skimpole,’’ said I, * I must take the fiberty
of saying, before I conclude my visit, that 1 was
much surprised to learn, on the best authority, some
little time ago, that you knew with whom that poor
boy left Bleak House, and that you accepted a
present on that occasion. I have not mentioned it
to my guardian, for I fear it would hurt him un-

necessarily ; but I may say to you that I was much

surprised.”’
“pNuP Really surprised, my dear Miss Summer-

son ?”’ he returned, inquiringly, raising his pleasant
eyebrows.

‘“ Greatly surprised.’’

He thought about it for a Little while, with =
highly agreeable and whimsical expression of face;
then quite gave it up, and said, in his most engaging
manuer:

Skimpole. ‘“ So am I,
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“You know what a child I am. Why sur-
prised 7’ ; :

I was reluctant to enter minutely into that
question ; but as he begged I would, for Le was
really curious to know, I gave him to understand, in
the gentlest words I could use, that his conduct
seemed to involve a disregard of several moral
obhigations. He was much amused and mt’eresf:ed
when he heard this, and said, ** No, really?”’ with
ingenious simplicity. :

** You know I don’t pretend to be responsible. I
never conlddo it. Responsibility is a thing that has
always been above me—or below me,” said Mr.
Skimpole, I don’t even know which; but, as I
understand the way in which my dear Miss Sum-
merson (always remarkable for her practical good
sense and clearness) puts this case, I should imagine
it was chiefly a question of money, do you know?

I incautiously gave a qualified assent to this.

“Ah! Then youn see,”” said Mr. Skimpole, |

shaking his head, ““ I am hopeless of understanding
it.”’

I suggested, as I rose to go, that it was not right
to betray my guardian’s confidence for a bribe.

' My dear Miss Summerson.’” he returned, with a
candid hilarity that was all his own, ‘I can’t be
bribed.”

** Not by Mr. Bucket 7"’ said 1.

* No,” said he. ““Not by anybody. I don’t
attach any value to money. 1 don’t care about it.
I don’t know about it, I don’t want it, I don’t keep
it—I1t goes away from me dicectly. How can I be
bribed #*’

I showed that I was of a different opinion.
though I had not the capacity for arguing the ques-
tion.

*On the contrary,” said Mr. Skimpole, “I am
exactly the man to be placed in a superior position,
in such a case as that. I am above the rest of man-
kind, in such a case as that. I can act with philo-
sophy, in such a case as that. I am not warped by
prejuéices, as an Italian baby is by bandages. Tam
as free as the air. I feel myself as far above sus-
picion as Ceesar’s wife.”

Anything to equal the lightness of his manner, and
the pla impartiality with which hé seemed to
convince himself, as he tossed the matter about like
aﬁ::ﬂ of feathers, was surely never seen in anybody
else !

" Observe the case, my dear Miss Summerson.
Here 18 a boy received into the house and put to
bed, in a state that I strongly object to. The boy

In bed, a man arrives—like the house that
Jack built. Here is the man who demands the boy
who is received into the house and put to bed in a
statethat I stronglyobjectto. Hereisabank-note pro-
duced by the man who demands the boy who is re-
ceived into the house and put to bed in astate that
I strongly object to. Here is the Skimpole who
accepts the bank-note produced by the man who de-
mands the boy who is received into the house and
put to bed in a state that I strongly object to.
Those are the facts. Very well. Should the Skim.
pole have refnsed the note ? Why should the Skim.
pole have refused the note? Skimpole protests to
Bucket ; “ what’s this for? I don’t understand it, it
18 of no use to me, take it away.’
treats Skimpole to accept it.  Are there reasons
why Skimpole, not being warped by prejudices,
should accept 1t? Yes, Skimpole perceives them.
What are they? Skimpole reasons with himself,
this 1s a tamed lynx, an active police officer, an in-
tellisent man, a person of a peculiarly directed
energy and great subtlety both of conception and
execution, who discovers our friends and enemies

Bucket still en- {1
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for us when they run away, recovers our property
for us when we are robbed, avenges us comfortably
when we are murdered. This active police officer
and intelligent man has acquired, in the exercise of
his art, a strong faith in money ; he finds it very
useful to him, and he makes it very useful to society.
Shall I shake that faith in Bucket, becanse I want
it myself ; shall T deliberately blunt one of Bucket’s
weapons ; shall I possibly paralyse Bucket, in his
next detective operation? And again. If it is
blameable in Skimpole to take the note, it is blame.
able in Bucket to offer the note—much more blame.
able in Bucket, because he is the knowing man.
Now, Skimpole wishes to think well of Bucket;
Skimpole deems it essential, in its little place, to
the general cohesion of things, that he should think
well of Bucket. The State expressly asks him to
trust to Bucket. And he does. And that’s all he
does !’

I had nothing to offer in reply fo this exposition,
and therefore took my leave. Mr. Skimpole, how-
ever, who was in excellent spirits, would not hear
of my returning home attended only by ** Little
Coavinses,”” and accompanied me himself, He
entertained me, on the way, with a variety uf_de-
lightful conversation ; and assared me, at parting,
that he should never forget the fine tact with which
I had found that out for him about our young
friends. _

As 1t so happened that I never saw Mr. Skimpole
again, I may at once finish what I know of his his-
tory. A coolness arose between him and my gmar-
dian, based chiefly on the foregoing grounds, and on
his having heartlessly disregarded my guardian’s
entreaties (as we afterwards learned from Ada) in
reference to Richard. His being heavily in my
guardian’s debt, had nothing to do with their sepa-
ration. He died some five years afterwards, and left
a diary behind him, with letters and other materials
towards his Life; which was published, and which
showed him to have been the victim of a combination
on the part of mankind against an amiable child.
It was considered very pleasant reading, but I
never read more of it myself than the sentence on
which I chanced to light on opening the book. It
was this. *“‘ Jarndyce, in common with most other
men 'I have known, is the Incarnation of Selfish-
ness. '

And now I come to a part of my story, touching
myself very nearly indeed, and for which I was quite
unprepared when the circumstance ocenrred. at-
ever little lingerings may have now and then revived
In my mind, associated with my poor old face, had
only revived as belonging to a part of my life that
was gone—gone like my infancy or my childhood. I
have suppressed none of my many weaknesses on
that subject, but have written them as faithfully as
my memory has recalled them. And I hope to do,
and mean to do, the same down to the last words of
these pages: which I see now, not so very very far
before me.

The months were gliding away ; and my dear girl,
sustained by the hopes she had confided to me, was
the same beautiful star in the miserable corner.
Richard, more worn and haggard, haunted the Court
day after day; listlessly sat there the whole day
ong, when he knew there was no remote chance of
the suit being mentioned : and hecame one of the
stock sichts of the place. I wonder whether any of
the gentlemen remembered him as he was when he
first went {here.

So completely was he absorbed in his fixed ides,
that he used to avow in his cheerful moments, that
he should never have breathed the fresh air now

but for Woedcourt,”” It was only Mr. Woodcourt

r
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_ o 1ﬂm ﬁmﬂd occasionally
~ few hours at a time ; and

~ with Charley in a coach :

_ rouse him, even when he
sunk into a lethargy of mind and body that alarmed

- us greatly, and the returns of which became more
frequent as the months went on.

- right in saying that he only pursued his errors the

My dear girl was

more desperately for her sake. I have no doubt
that his desire to retrieve what he had lost, was
rendered the more intense by his grief for his young
wife, and became like the madness of a gamester.

I was there, as I have
When I was there at night, I generally went home
sometimes my guardian
would meet me in the neighbourhood, and we would
walk home together. One evening, he had arranged

I usnally did, quite punctually to the time, for I
was working for my dear girl, and had a few stitehes
more to do, to finish what I was about ; but it was
within a few minutes of the hour, when I bhundled
up my little work-basket, gave my darling my last
Kiss for the night, and hurried down-stairs. Mr.
‘Woodcourt went with me, as it was dusk.

When we came to the usual place of meeting—it
was close by, and Mr. Woodecoart had often aceom.
panied me before—my guardian was not there. We

~ waited half an hour, walking up and down ; but
there were no signs of him. We acreed that ke |

was either prevented from coming, or that he had
come, and gone away ; and Mr. Woodcourt proposed
to walk home with me.

It was the first walk we had ever taken together,
except that very short one to the usual place of
meeting. We spoke of Richard and Ada the whole
way. Ididnot thank him,in words, for what he had

done—my appreciation of it had risen above all |

words then—but I hoped he might not be without
some understanding of what I felt so strongly.

Arriving at home and going up-stairs, we found
shat my guardian was out, and that Mrs. Woodconrt
was out too. We were in the very same room into
which I had brought my blushing girl, when her
youthful lover, now her so altered husband, was the
choice of her young heart; the very same room,
from which my guardian and I had watched them
going away through the sunlight, in the fresh bloom
of their hope and promise. |

We were standing by the opened window, looking
down into the street, when Mr. Woodcourt spoke to
me. I learned in a moment that he loved me. I
learned in a moment that my secarred face was all
unchanged to him. I learned in a moment that
what I had thought was pity and compassion, was
devoted, generous, faithful love. O, too late to
know it now, too late, too late. That was the first
ungrateful thought I had. Too late.

“* When I returned,’”” he told me, ** when I came
back, no richer than I went away, and found you
newly risen from a sick bed, yet so inspired by
sweet consideration for others, and so free from a

hought —"’
aelgﬂél: ME Woodcourt, forbear, forbear!’ I
entreated him. “I do not deserve your high
praise. I had many selfish thoughts at that time,
l”
mﬁﬁ?en knows, beloved of my life,”’ said he,
*‘that my praise is not a lover’s praise, but the
truth. You do not know what all around you see
in Esther Summerson, how many hearts she touches
and awakens, what sacred admiration and what love

< !
~ she wins.”’

““Q, Mr. Woodecourt,” cried I, **it is a great
thing to win love, it is a great thing to win love! I

. o & d of it, and honored by it; and tl_le hearing
:'? iil:nl:'::maa me to shed these tears of mingled joy

mentioned, at all hours. |
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divert his attention, for a | and

. to meet me at eight o’clock. T could not leave, as |

i
|
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sorrow—joy that I have won it, sorrow that T
have not deserved it better ; but I am not free to
think of yours.”

I said it with a stronger heart: for when he
praised me thus, and when I heard his voice thrill
with his belief that what he said was true, I
aspired to be more worthy of it. It was mot too
late for that. Although T closed this unforeseen
page in my life to-night, I could be worthier of it
all through my life. And it was a comfort £5 me,
and an impulse to me, and I felt a dignity rise up
within me that was derived from him, when I thought
so. He broke the silence.

"1 should poorly show the trust that T have in
the dear one who will evermore be as dear to me as
now,” and the deep earnestness with which he said
1%, at once strengthened me and made me weep,
" 1f, after her assurance that she is not free to
think of my love, I urged it. Dear Esther, let me
only tell you that the fond idea of you which I took
abroad, was exalted to the Heavens when I came
home. I have always hoped, in the first hour when
I seemed to stand in any ray of good fortunme, to
tell you this. I have always feared that I should
tell it to you in vain. My hopes and fears are both
fulfilled to-night. I distress you. I have said
enough.’’

Something seemed to pass into my place that was
like the Angel he thought me, and T felt so sorrow-
ful for the loss he had sustained! I wished to help
him in his trouble, as I had wished to do when he
showed that first commiseration for me.

““ Dear Mr Woodcourt,”’ said I, ** before we part
to-night, something is left for me to say. I never
could say it as I wish—I never shall—but——""

I had to think again of being more deserving

| of his love, and his atfliction, before I could go on.

“—I am deeply sensible of your generosity, and I
shall treasure its remembrance to my dying hour.
I know full well how changed I am, I know you are
not unacquainted with my history, and I know
what a noble love that is which is so faithful. What
you bave said to me, could have affected me so
much from no other lips; for there are none that
could give it such a value to me. It shall not be
lost. It shall make me better.”

He covered his eyes with his hand, and turned
away his head. How could I ever be worthy of
those tears?

““If, in the unchanged intercourse we shall have
together—in tending Richard and Ada; and I hope
in many happier scenes of life—vou ever find any-
thing in me which you can honestly think is better
than it used to be, believe that it will have sprung
up from to-night, and that I shall owe it to you.
And never believe, dear dear Mr. Woodcourt, never
believe, that I forget this night ; or that while my
heart beats, i1t can be insensible to the pride and joy
of having been beloved by you.”" s

He took my hand, and kissed it. He was liks
himself again, and I felt still more encouraged.

““I am induced, by what you said just now,”” said

I, ** to hope that you have succeeded in your endea-~

vour ¢’ :

“I have,”” he answered. *° With such ?ﬁlﬂ
from Mr. Jarndyce, as you who know him seo |
can imagine him to have rendered me, I have
succeeded.” _ : P A

*“ Heaven bless him for it,”” said I him
my hand; *‘ and Heaven bless you in a'll you do!”

““T shall do it better for the wish,™ he answered ;
“ it will make me enfter on these new duties, as on

nother sacred trust from you." '

e Ah! Richard!” I exclaimed involuntarily,
““ what will he do when you are gone !"

E
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T am not required to g0 yet ; I would not desert

' Miss Summerson, even if I were.”’
hghg E::her t]fin; I felt it needful to touch upon,

" T knew that I should not be
ﬁiﬁeﬁifl i{fe Ilﬁie I could not take, if I reserved

it. . :

5 court,” said I, ¢ you will be glad to
kmﬁ;.ﬂ“ﬁg- lips ‘before I say Good-night, that
in the future, which is clear and bright before me, I
am most happy, most fortunate, have nothing to

to desire.”’ _ _
re.glrze;;; indeed a glad hearing to him, he rephid.

¢ From my childhood I have been,’ said I, *‘ the
object of the untiring goodness of the best of human
beings ; to whom I am so bound by every tie of at-
tachment, gratitude, and love, that nothing I could
do in the compass of a life could express the feelings
of a single day.” 2

““T share those feelings,”” he returned; ' you
speak of Mr. Jarndyce.” \

‘“ You know his virtues well,”” said I, ‘‘ but few
can know the greatness of his character as I know
it. All its highest and best qualities have been
revealed to me in nothing more brightly, than 1n
the shaping out of that future in which I am so
happy. And if your highest homage and respect
had not been his already,—which I know they are,
—they would have been his, I think, on this assur-
ance, and in the feeling it would have awakened 1n
you towards him for my sake.”’

He fervently replied, that indeed indeed they
would have been. I gave him my hand again.

** Good-night,” I said ; ‘‘ good-bye.”’

““ The first, until we meet to-morrow ; the second,
as a _i%].rewell to this theme between us for ever?”’

is ES.”

*“ Good-night ; good-bye !’

He left me, and I stood at the dark window watch-
ing the street. His love, in all its constancy and
generosity, had come so suddenly upon me, that he
had not left a minute when my fortitude gave way
zti,ra.m, and the street was blotted out by my rushing

ars.

But they were not tears of regret and sorrow.
No. He had called me the belovgg of his life, and
had said I would be evermore as dear to him as I
was then ; and I felt as if my heart would not hold
the triumph of having heard those words. My first
wild thought had died away. It was not too late
to hear them, for it was not too late to be animated
by them to be good, true, grateful, and contented.
How easy my path ; how much easier than his !

e

CHAPTER LXII.
ANOTHER DISCOVERY.

I HAD not the courage to see an ]

o y one that night., I
had not even the courage to see myself, forgI was
afraid that my tears might a little reproach me. I

need of any light to read my guardian’s letter b f

kn . I took 1t from the place };;rhg-é
, and repeated its contents by its own clear
d love, and went to sleep with

the;r.t, atlli‘ai. were ] W
early, that 1 had goc] f{; il

lesson before brau.k%aat; élllalsrlzg'ﬂl(va%z
in the least improved in the old defectiy

) came through e article

it with gTE.t'lt ﬂ,p-l € Thﬂ

. and we were altogether notable. When my
gunisd?ﬁna appeared, he said, *' Why, Etﬂe woman,
vou look fresher than your flowers!”’ And Mrs.
Woodcourt repeated and translated a passage from
the Mewlinwillinwodd, expressive of my being like
o mountain with the sun upon it. :

This was all so pleasant, that I hope it made me
<till more like the mountain than I had been before.
After breakfast, I waited my opportunity, and
peeped about a little, until I saw my guardian in his
own room—the room of last night—by himself.
Then I made an excuse to go In with my housekeep-
ing keys, shutting the door after me. :

‘ Well, Dame Durden?’’ said my guardian ; the
post had brought him several letters, and he was
writing. ** You want money ! 2

““ No, indeed, I have plenty in hand.

pla

y et
““ There never was such a Dame Durden,” said =

: . e
my guardian, ‘* for making money last.

He had laid down his pen, and leaned back in hig =

chair looking at me. I have often spoken of his =
bright face, but I thought I had never seen it look

so bright and good. There was a high happiness

upon it, which made me think, ‘‘ he has been doing

some great kindness this morning.” .
‘““ There never was,”” said my guardian, musing

as he smiled upon me, ‘such a Dame Durden for

making money last.”’

He had never yet altered his old manner. I loved

it, and him, so much, that when I now went up to
him and took my usual chair, which was always put
at his side—for sometimes I read to him, and some~ = =

times I talked to him, and sometimes I silently
worked by him—I hardly liked to disturb it by lay-
ing my hand on his breast.
disturb 1t at all.

‘“ Dear guardian,” said I, *‘I want to speak to =
you. Have I been remiss in anything ?”’ N

** Remiss 1n anything, my dear !”’

‘“ Have I not been what I have meant to be, since
—I brought the answer to your letter, gnardian ?”’

love.”’

T am veryglad indeed to hear that,” I returned.
You know, you said to me, was this the mistress

of Bleak House? And I said, yes.”

‘“Yes,” said my guardian, nodding his head. - He il
had put his arm about me, as if there were some-

thing to protect me from; and looked in my face,
smiling. A
"* Since then,” said I, *‘ we have never spoken on

the subject except once.”’

" And then I said, Bleak Ho prse ;
fast ; and so it was, my dear.”’ use was thinning

“ And I said,” T timidly reminded him, * but its

mistress remained.”’

He still held me, in the same protectine manner
n.ng g;tﬂh the méll:ne bright& giondnis in his face. 3t
r guardian,’” said I, *‘ I know how voun have
if]elt all that has happened, and how conaidfiate you
ave been. As so much time has passed, and as you
spoke only this morning of my being so well again,
ﬁerhaps you expect me to renew the subject. Per-
aps I ought to do so. I will be the mistress of
BlEaSkeaH’?nia whetn you please,”’ |
» De returned gaily, ‘“‘w
there must be between gl'.'lﬂ !]irlI I hnh:at ﬁasyﬂﬂg
else, poor Rick excepted—it’s a large exception—in
myh mml;i When you came in, I was full of it.
en shall we give Bleak House its mistress, little

| woman p”’

i
" When you pleage *’
** Next mnntll:lj?” i
Next month, dear gnardian.”’
day on which I take the happiest and best

e

But I found I did not =

““You have been everything I could desire, my |
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more exulting and more enviable than

II-HIM inlthe Eill'ld-—i_:h; day OE which I g?:ay Efél:i
ouse its little mistress—sghall 1

then,’’ said my guardian. PASEN ons,

I put my arms round his neck and ki :
just as I had done on the day when I brgieg%ltht?;
answer.

A servant came to the door to a
Bucket, which was quite unnecess;rl;ﬂu%;: ]I}E};
Bucket was already looking in over the servant’s
shoulder. * Mr. Jarndyce and Miss Summerson *’
said he rn.t}zer out of breath, with all apologies for
mtm}dmg, i szL. you allow me to order up a person
that’s on the stairs, and that objects to be left there
in case of becoming the subject of observations in
his absence? Thank you. Be so good as chair
that there Member in this direction, will you ?”
said Mr. Bucket, beckoning over the bannisters,

This singular request produced an old man in a
black skull-cap, unable to walk, who was carried
up by a couple of bearers, and deposited in the
room near the door. Mr. Bucket immediately got
rid of the bearers, mysteriously shut the door. and
bolted it. :

" Now you see, Mr. Jarndyce,”” he then began,
putting down his hat, and opening his subject with
e flourish of his well-remembered finger, ‘‘ you know
me, and Miss Summerson knows me. This gentle-
man likewise knows me, and his name is Smallweed.
The discounting line is his line principally, and he’s
what you may call a dealer in bills. That’s about
what yow are, you know, ain’t you?’’ said Mr.
Bucket, stooping a little to address the gentleman in
question, who was exceedingly suspicious of him.

He seemed about to dispute this designation of
himself, when he was seized with a violent fit of
coughing.

** Now, Moral, you know?”’ said Mr. Bucket, im-
proving the accident., *‘* Don’t you contradict when
there ain’t no occasion, and you won’t be took in
that way. Now, Mr. Jarndyce, I address myself to
you. Uve been negociating with this gentleman on
behalf of Sir Leicester Dedlock, Baronet ; and one
way and another I've been in and out about his
premises a deal. His premises are the premises
formerly occupied by Krook, Marine Store Dealer
—a relation of this gentleman’s, that you saw in his
lifetime, if I don’t mistake "’

My guardian replied ‘‘ Yes.”’

**Well! You are to understand,”” said Mr.
Bucket, ** that this gentleman he come into Krook’s
property, and a good deal of Magpie property there
was. Vast lots of waste paper among the rest.
Lord bless you, of no use to nobody !”’

The cunning of Mr. Bucket’s eye, and the mas-
terly manner in which he contrived, without a look
or a word against which his watchful auditor could
protest, to let us know that he stated the case
according to previous agreement, and could say

 much more of Mr. Smallweed if he thought it

advisable, deprived us of any merit in quite under-
standing him. His difficulty was increased by Mr.
Smallweed’s being deaf as well as suspicious, and
watching his face with the closest attention. :
‘““ Among them odd heaps of old papers, this
gentleman, when he comes into the property, natu-
rally begins to rummage, don’t you see ?’’ said Mr.

Bucket.
‘““ To which? Say that again,’”’ cried Mr. Small-

weed, in a shrill, sharp voice. ol
24 i rumma.gé,” repeated Mr. Bucket. ‘‘ Being

a prudent man, and accustomed to take care of
your own affairs, you begin to rummage amony the
papers as you have come into ; dpn t you?

step of my life—the day on which I shall be a man |

L

:: Of course I do,”’ cried Mr. Smallweed.

2501 course you do,”’ said Mr. Bucket, conversa-
al'ﬂnﬂ-lly, and much to blame you would be if you

1dn’t. d so you chance to find, you know,”’
Mr. Bucket went on, stooping over him with sn air
of cheerfu_l raillery which Mr. Smallweed by no
means reciprocated, ‘‘ and so you chance to find,
you know, a paper, with the signature of Jarndyce
toit. Don’t you ?’’

Mr. Smallweed glanced with a troubled eye at us,
ﬂﬂf} B’l'lldgmg_ly nodded assent.

. And coming to look at that paper, at your full
leisure and convenience—all in good time, for you're
not curious to read it, and why should you be !—
whnt, do.you find it to be buf a Will, you see.
That’s the drollery of it,”’ said Mr. Bucket, with
the same lively air of recalling a joke for the enjoy-
ment of Mr. Smallweéd, who still had the same
crest-fallen appearance of not enjoying it at all ;

Ehat do you find it to be, but a Will #”’

. I don’t know that it’s good as a will, or as any-
thing else,’” snarled Mr. Smallweed.

Mr. Bucket eyed the old man for a moment—he
had slipped and shrunk down in his chair into a
mere bundle—as if he were much disposed to pounce
upon him ; nevertheless, he continued to bend over
him with the same agreeable alr, keeping the corner
of one of his eyes upon us. '

** Notwithstanding which,” said Mr. Bucket,
** you get a little doubtful and uncomfortable in
your mind about it, having a very tender mind of
your own.”’

" Eh? What do you say I have got of my own?”’
asked Mr. Smallweed, with his hand to his ear.

‘“ A very tender mind.”’

“Ho! Well, go on,” said Mr. Smallweed.

"“And as you've heard a good deal mentioned
regarding a celebrated Chancery will case, of the
same name ; and as you know what a card Krook
was for buying all manner of old pieces of furniter,
and books, and papers, and what not, and never
liking to part with ’em, and always a going to teach
himself to read ; you begin to think—and you never
was more correct in your born days—*‘ Ecod, if I
don’t look about me, I may get into trouble recard-
ing this will.”’

'* Now, mind how you put it, Bucket,” cried the
old man anxiously, with his hand at his ear.
" Speak up ; none of your brimstone tricks. Pick
me up ; I want to hear better. O Lord, I'm shaken
to bits!”’

Mr. Bucket had certainly pickéd him up at a
dart. However, as soon as he could be heard though
Mr. Smallweed’s coughing, and his vicious ejacula-
tions of **O my bones! O dear! I’ve no breath
in my body! I'm worse than the chattering,
clattering, brimstone pig at home!”” Mr. Bucket
proceeded in the same convivial manner as before.

**So, as I happen to be in the habit of coming
about your premises, you take me into your confi-
dence, don’t you?”’

I think it would be impossible to make an admis-
sion with more 1ill-will, and a worse grace, than Mr.
Smallweed displayed when he admitted this ; render-
ing it perfectly evident that Mr. Bucket was the
very last person he would have thought of taking
into his confidence, if he could by any possibility
have kept him out of it.

““And I go into the business with you,—very
pleasant we are over it ; and I confirm you in your
well-founded fears, that you will-get-yourself-in-to-
a-most precious line if you don't come out with that
there will,”” said Mr. Bucket, emphatically; and
accordingly you arrange with me that it shall be
delivered up to this present Mr. Jarndyce, on no con-
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ditions. If it should prove to be valuable, you
trusting yourself to himP for your reward ; that’s
bout where it is, ain’t 167"

2 ‘O‘uThat’s what was agreed,”” Mr. Smallweed

S ith the same bad grace. |
aﬂ?ﬁ?;ed Eu:;equence of which,’”” said Mr. Bucket,

ismissine his agreeable manner all at once, and
gzi?gsi:azgstricﬂ? business-like, “yﬂu’ve_ got that
will upon your person at the present time: ﬂ.l_:ld
the only one thing that remains for you to do is,
just to Out with 1t !” e

Having given us one glance out of the watching
corner of his eye, and having given his nose one
triumphant rub with his fﬂre-ﬁnger:, Mr. Bucket
stood with his eyes fastened on his confidential
friend, and his hand stretched forth ready to take
the paper and present it to my gmardian. It was
not produced without much reluctance, and many
declarations on the part of Mr. Smallweed that he
was a poor industrious man, and that he left it to
Mr. Jarndyce's honor not to let him lose by his
honesty. Little by little, he very slowly teok from
a breast-pocket a stained discolored paper, which
was much singed upon the outside, and a -little
burnt at the edges, as if it had long ago been
thrown upon a fire, and hastily snatched: off again:
Mr. Bucket lost no time transferring this paper,
withthe dexterity of a conjuror, from Mr. Small-
weed to Mr. Jarndyce. As he gave it to my
guardian, he whispered behind his fingers:

““ Hadn't settled how to make their market of it. |

Quarrelled and hinted about it. Ilaid out twenty
pound upon it. First, the avaricious grandchildren
split upon him, on account of their objections to his
living so unreasonably long, and then they split on
one another. Lord! there ain’t one of the family

that wouldn’t sell the other for a pound or two. | denoted by these marks of fire, it is not cancelled.

except the old lady—and she’s only: out of it
because she’s too weak in her mind to drive a bar-
galn.ll '

" Mr. Bucket,”” said my guardian aloud, ** what-
ever the worth of this paper may he to any one,
my obligations are great to you: and if it be of
any worth, I hold myself bound to see Mr. Small-
weed remunerated accordingly.’” *

" Not according to your merits you know,’” said
Mr. Bucket, in friendly explanation to Mr. Small.
weed. ““ Don’t yon be afraid of that. According
to its value.”

““That is what I mean,’ said my guardian:
" You may observe, Mr. Bucket, that I ' abstain
from examining this paper myself. The plain truth
13, I have forsworn and abjured the whole business
these many years, and my soul 1s sick of it,
Miss Summerson and I will immediately place the
paper in the hands of my solicitor in the cause, and
its existence shall be made known without delay to
alli other parties interested.’”’ ’

" Mr. Jarndyce can’t say fairer than that, you
upt_lerstﬂ.rtd,” observed Mr. Bucket. to his fellow
ﬂSltOI'.’ “And it being now made clear to you that
nobody’s a going to be wronged—which must be a
great relief to your mind—we may proceed with the
ceremony of chairing guu home again,’”’ ¥k

He unbolted the oor, called in the bearers.

wished us good morning, and with a look full of
Esﬁfj and a crook of his finger at parting, went

€ went our way t00, which was ' ’
Inn, as quickly ag ;ﬂasible. Mr. %{ % Iunm:rlq ;
engaged ; and we found him at his table in his dust
room, with the nexpressive-looking hooks, and the
piles of papers. Chaiyg having been plac:ad for us
by Mr. Guppy, Mr. Kenge expressed the surprise
and gratification he felt gt the unusual sight of Mr.

| dvee in his office. He turned over his double
-gjﬂlﬁ?:: as he spoke, and was more Converag.hon

I than ever. o D
K?P %igpg? * said Mr. Kenge, *“ that the genial in-

of e,
Eu;?z;ﬂ have induced Mr. Jarndyce,”” he bowed to
him.  “‘to forego some little of his animosity

—sghall I sny,whichftake the%r p.lﬂ';?,, ,in Fha state
ista of the pillars of our protessionr” "
ﬂ?{‘:} fint incll]:ned to think,”’ returned my gua.rdlap;
‘¢ that Miss Summerson has seen too much of thg
effects of ‘the Court and the Cause to exert any in-
fluence 1n their favor. Neyertheiess, they are a
part of the occasion of my being here. Mr. Kenge,
before I lay this paper on your desk and have done

hands,’’ o
He did so shortly and distinctly.

guardian,' ‘O fie!”” said Mr. Kenge. '

perused this?”’ |
““Not' I!" returned my guardian.

appears to be all in the Testator’s handwriting., It

¥ | good as to take a chajp here

1s duly executed and attested. And even if intended
to be cancelled, as might possibly be supposed to be

Here 1t 18, a perfect instrument 1’

" Well!”” said my guardian,
me r’’ : |
Mr. Guppy!” cried Mr. Kenge. raising his
vuicg.——“ I beg your pardon, Mr. Jurndyce.”

“f ir' kB o

“Mr. Vholes of Symond’s Inn. My
ments. - Jarndyce and Jarndyce.
with him.”

Mr. Guppy disappeared. |

“You ask me what is this to you, Mr. Jarndyce,
If you had perused this document, you would have
seen that it reduces your interest considerably,
though 'still leaving it a very handsome one,” said
blandly. ' ¢‘ You would further have seen, that the
interests of Mr. Richard Carstone, and of Miss Ada

Clare, now Mrs. Richard Carstone, are very mate-

riail_? advanced by it,”’

. " Kenge,” said my guardian, ““if all the flourish-
ing wealth that the suit brought into this vile court

of Chancery could fall to my two young cousins, 'I

Jarndyce?”

O really, My Jarndyce ! Prejudice. preiud;
ly, Mr. . | , udice.
My dear sir, this is g very greu.t] cnuntrg,eja; ?ery

system, a very great system,
- My guardian said
rived,

prﬂfessiouul eminence,

How do you do, Mx, Vholes? Wil you be so

this paper ¢’ bY me, and look 0?31‘

A
}%
4

W

P,

with it, let' me tell you how it has come into my

compli-
Glad to speak |

believe that any good is to come of Jarndyce and

ey
S L

; :

Miss Summerson,”” he bowed to me,
12

towards a Cause and towards a Court which are

““It could not,
sir,”” said Mr. Kenge, ‘“have been stated more =&
plainly and to the purpose, if it had been a case __a.i;f_b R
law.”” ¢ Did you ever know English laﬁ, or equity
either, plain and to the purpose?’’ said my e

At first he had seemed to attach much importance = =
to the paper, but when he saw it he appeared more =
interested, and when he had opened and read a little 3
of it ithrough his eye-glass, he became amazed.
**Mr. Jarndyce,”” he said, looking off it, *‘ you have = i,

“ But, my dear sir,”” said Mr. Kenge, ‘“it is &

lWr‘Vill of .a later date thar any in the suit. It

“ What is that to =

Mr. Kenge, waving his hand persuaslvei}' and. o

He was modestly impressed by Mr. Kenge’s |

! , and $0. 0 ¢
l ll;ea.d it every word. He was not emii:;d E;eﬁfbut oy
€ was not excited by anything. When he had well
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window, and shading his mont}h with R ki;ltgv: i}l:mka than he has seen

d | asks a workman does he know the name of Rounce.-

:gﬂc}?s;:vgiﬁ:tlgggeliegfﬁgéd Itu d

said before he had said Spuye
e ool Tniigea VTt
& Mrt E::egilﬁgétiinaﬁ osed of

ool Tl danr
finished, they came back to My, s el a
°P ?:k %Vﬂéll{ﬁd' But this is a i[: Kenuﬁi :S' i
ment, Mr. Vholes?” said Mr. ﬁe;{;:‘m kable docu-

Mr. Vholes said, *° Very much so 7’
sa;t;li'][li ﬂﬁiﬁ;’;,lmpf}‘*““t document, Mr, Vholes 2’

Again Mr. Vholes said, Very much so.”

** And as you say, Mr. Vholes, when the '
in the paper next Term, this document wiﬁnﬁgenﬁ
unexpected and interesting feature in it ** said Mr
Kenge, looking loftily at my guardian, !

Mr. Vholes was gratified, asg smaller practitioner
striving to keep respectable, to be confirmed In any
opinion of his own by such an authority,

' And when,”’ asked my guardian, rising after a
pause, during which Mr. Kenge had rattled his
money, and Mr. Vholes had picked his pimples
*“ when 1is next Term ¢’ ;

" Next Term, Mr. Jarndyce, will be next month,’’ F

said Mr. Kenge. *‘‘Of course we shall at once pro-
ceed to do what is necessary with this document,
and to collect the necessary evidence concerning it ;
and of course you will receive our usual notification
of the Cause being in the paper.”’

** To which I shall pay, of course. my usual atten-
tion.”’

** Still bent, my dear sir,” said Mr. Kenge,
shewing us through the outer office to the door,
*“ still bent, even with your enlarged mind, on echo-
ing a popular prejudice? We are a prosperous
community, Mr. Jarndyce, a very prosperous com-
munity. We are a great country, Mr. Jarndyee,
we are a very great country. Thisisa great system,
Mr. Jarndyce, and would you wish a great country
to have a hittle system? . Now, really, really !

He said this at the stair-head, gently moving his
right hand as if it were a silver trowel, with which
to spread the cement of his words on the structure
of the system, and consolidate it for a thousand

nges,

CHAPTER LXIII.
STEEL AND IRON.

GEORGE’S shooting-gallery is to let, and the stock
18 sold off, and Genrge himself is at Chesney Wold,
attending on Sir Leicester in his rides, and riding
very near his bridle-rein, because of the uncertain
hand with which he guides his horse. But not to-
day is George so occupied. Heis journeying toﬁda{
into the iron country farther north, to look abou

him. ;

As he comes into the iron country farther north,
such fresh green woods as those of Ches:_mﬂ' Tl‘il?:old
are left behind ; and coalpits and ashes, hig Ehim-
nies and red bricks, blighted verdure, scorching

: ' f smoke
fires, and a heavy never-lightening cloud o h,
beco;:nﬂ the features of the scenery. bﬂﬁ?ﬂ?ﬁ] ,S::‘l;d

objects rides the trooper, looking a
n.l*F]rn.ya looking for something he has cum}f to fti;lgil
At last, on the black canal bridge of a busy :

Fe e fires re
with a clang of iron in it, and more fires and mo

sounded | th

—

e e

yet, the trooper, swart with
e dust of the coal rosds, checks his horse, and

We-ill thereabouts ?

" Why, master,” quoth the workman, ““do I
know my own name ?”’

" "Tis so well known here, is it, comrade?”’ asks
e trooper.

. Rouncewells? Ah! you're right.”’

... And where might it be now ?’’ asks the trooper,
W1P}1 a glance before him.

" The bank, the factory, or the house ?’’ the work-
man wants to know.

" Hum ! Rouncewells is so areat apparently,”
mutters the trooper, stroking his chin, *‘that I
have as good as half a mind to go back again. Why,
d don’t know which I want. Should I find Mr.
R?PPce?vell at the factory, do you think 7’

. Tain’t easy to say ‘where you'd find him—at
this time of the day you might find either him or
his gon there, if he’s in town ; but his contracts
take him away.”

And which is the factory? Why, he sees those
ch1mmes——t_he tallest ones! Yes he sees them.
Well ! let him keep his eye on those chimnies, going
on as straight as ever he can, and presently he’ll
see ‘em down a turning on the left, shut in by a
great brick wall which forms one side of the street,
That’s Rouncewells.

The trooper thanks his informant, and rides
slowly on, looking about him. He does not turn
back, but puts up his horse (and is much disposed
to groom him too) at a public-house where some of
Rouncewell’s hands are dining, as the ostler tells
him. Some of Rouncewell’s hands have just
knocked off for dinner time, and seem to bhe invading
the whole town. They are very sinewy and strong,
are Rouncewell’s hands—a little sooty too.

He comes to a gateway in the hrick wall, looks in,
and sees a great perplexity of iron Iving about, In
every stage, and in a vast variety of shapes ; 1n bars,
in wedges, in sheets ; in tanks, in boilers, in axles,
in wheels, in cogs, in cranks, in rails ; twisted and
wrenched into eccentric and perverse forms. as
separate parts of machinery ; mountains of it broken-
up, and rusty inits age ; distant furnaces of it glow-
ing and bubbling in its youth ; bright fireworks of it
showering about, under the blows of the steam
hammer ; red-hot iron, white-hot iron, cold-black
1ron ; an iron taste, an iron smell, and a Babel of
iron sounds.

" This i1s a place to make a man’s head ache,
too!” says the trooper, looking about him for a
counting-house. “* Who comes here? This is very
like me before I was set up.  This ought to be my
nephew, 1if likenesses run in families. Your ser-
vant, sir.”’

** Yours, sir.

‘“ Excuse me.

believe "’

(4 YEE"I‘I
““I was looking for your father, sir.

have a word with him.” _ ey
The young man, telling him he is fortunate in his
choice of a time, for his father is there, leads the
way to the office where he is to be found. ** Very
like me before I was set up—devilish like me !”’
thinks the trooper, as he follows. They come to a
building in the yard: with an office on an upper
floor. At sight of the gentleman in the office, Mr.

(George turns very red.
% ‘i%fhnt name shall I say to my father?’’ asks the

oung man. : _ : :
¢ Gegrge,, full of the idea of iron, in desperation

Are you looking for any one ?”
Young Mr. Rouncewell, I

I wished to

answers ** Steel,”” and is so presented. He is lef$



BLEAK HOUSE,

316

— S —

alone with the gentleman] in the nﬁ'lltif, Wh;n
table with account-books before nfl,ﬁ By
sheets of paper, blotted with hosts o bg'ur ¥
drawings of cunning shapes. It is a bare ofow,
with bare windows, looking on the 1ron view b
Tumbled together on the table are some piece:s

iron, purposely broken to be tested, at vayépus
perit;ds of their service, 1 vn_rmus-& trilapa:él :}eksé
There is iron-dust on eve g; an ﬂe b
is seen. through the windows, rolling heav yfou

the tall chimnies, to mingle with the smoke from a

lon of other chimmies. 2
mgﬂlma?nsl]ﬁb{;our service, Mr. Steel,”” says the

gentleman, when his visitor has taken a rusty

chair. _ _
2 11,”” George replies, leaning
¢ Well, Mr. Rouncewell, N A e o

1th his left arm o : : :
if.grlzzr: ﬁcngl;tand very chary of meeting his brother’s
eye ; *“ I am not without my expectations, that in the

ent visit I may prove to be more free than
ﬂﬁiome. I have EEi‘FEd as a Dragoon in my day ;
and a comrade of mine that I was once rather par-
tial to, was, if Idon’t deceive myself, a brother of
yours. I believe you had a brother who gave his
family some trouble, and ran away, and never did
any good but in keeping awayr’’ : :

‘“ Are you quite sure,”’ returns the 1ronmﬂ:’ster, in
an altered voice, ‘‘ that your name 1s Steel ? :

The trooper falters, and Iopks at 'him. His
brother starts up, calls him by his name, and grasps
him by both hands. :

** You are too quick for me!” cries the trooper,
with the tears springing out of his eyes. ‘‘ How do
youdo, my dearoldfellow. I never could have thought
you would have been half so glad to see me as all this.
dHow do you do, my dear old fellow, how do you

O !II

They shake hands, and embrace each other, over
and over again ; the trooper still coupling his ** How
do you do, my dear old fellow ;”’ with his protestation
that he never thought his brother would have been
half so glad to see him as all this !

"*So far from it,”’ he declares, at the end of a
full account of what has preceded his arrival there,
"* I had very little idea of making myself known. I
thought, if you took by any means forgivingly to
my name, I might gradually get myself up to the
point of writing a letter. But I should not have
been surprised, brother, if you had considered it
anything but welcome news to hear of me.”’

We will show you at home what kind of news
we think it, George,”” returns his brother. *‘This

18 a great day at home, and yon 1d
arrived, you bronzed old s 1-:1jr o K hsu?

d soldier, on a better.
make an agreement with my son Watt to-day,

that on this day twelvemonth he shall ma
pretty and as good a girl as you have seen 1;1;1}' tfﬁ
your travels, She goes to Germany to-morrow
1;wﬂ;.h one of her nieces, for a little polishing up in

er education, make a feast of the event, and
FGEI wﬂé be made the hero of it.’’ i

r- xeorge 18 80 entirely overcom '

Prospect, that he resists the{:rﬂpﬂsed lfoitufr ﬁittll:};:sali

: :
bﬂl.‘rc':iﬁﬂtnesa., Being overborne, however by his
er and his nephew—concern ]

— —

L 48 are suited to
the }:ug‘nar' fortunes of
. George is much dis.
omplishments of his
beauty of Rosa, his

ing whom helh

its at a [ niece that is to be ; and by the affectionate salutas
?iltasgmé tions of these young ladies, which he receives in a

sort of dream. He 1is sorely taken aback, too, by
the dutiful behaviour of his nephew ; and has g
woful consciousness upon him of_ being a scape-
grace. However, there is great rejoicing, and a very
hearty company, and infinite enjoyment ; and Mr,

George comes bluff and martial through it all; and 3

his pledge to be present at the marriage and give
away the bride, 1s received with universal favor,
A whirling head has Mr. George that night, when
he lies down in the state-bed of his brother’s house.
to think of all these things, and to see the images of

muslins) waltzing, after the German manner, over

his counterpane. e |
The brothers are closeted next morning in the

George squeezes his hand and stops him.
more than brotherly welcome, and a million times

tions. But my plans are made.

arms, and looking with indomitable firmness at his

me?’’
" I am not sure that I understand you, George,’
replies the ironmaster.

scratch me? She must be got to do it, somehow.””
" Scratch you out of her will, I think vou
meanrpy’’ |

folding his arms more resolutely yet, ** I mean—to—
scratch me?”’

" My dear George,” returns his brother, *‘is

process ¢’

" Quite! Absolutely! T couldn’t be guilty of
the meanness of coming back without it. I should
never be safe not to be off again. I have not
sneaked home to rob your children, if not yourself,
brother, of your rights. I, who forefeited mine
long ago! If I am to remain, and hold up my head
I must be scratched. Come. You are a man o
celebrated penetration and intelligence, and you can
tel‘l me how it’s to be brought about."

' I can tell you, George,” replies the ironmaster,
deliberately, ‘“ how it is not to be brought about,
which I hope may answer the purpose as well.
Look at our mother, think of her, recal her emo-
tion when she recovered you. Do you believe there
15 & consideration in the world that would induce
her to take such a step against her favourite son ?
Do you believe there is any chance of her consent,
to balance against the outrage it would be to her
(loving dear old lady !) to propose 1t ? If you do, you
| aré wrong. No, George! You must make up your

mind to remain unscratched. I think,”’ there is an
amused smile on the ironmaster’s face, as he watches
tis brother, who is pondering, deeply disappointed,
I think you may manage almost as well as if tha
thing were done, though,”’ i
‘: EQW, l};rotg:ler P2 |
cing bent upon it, you can dispose by will of
anything you have the mﬁfortune topinherig, in any
way you 1’11:3, you know.,”’
That’s true!” says the trooper, pondering
again. ' Then he wistfully asks, with his hand on his

brother’s. . Would you mind tioning that
 brother, to your wife gnd family P’Ewn o :

his nieces (awful all the evening in their floating

ironmaster’s room ; where the elder is proceeding,
in his clear sensible way, to show how he thinks he W
may best dispose of George in his business, when &

" Brother, I thank you a million times for your
more to that for your more than brotherly inten-
Before I say a =
word as to them, I wish to consult you upon one
family point. How,’” says the trooper, folding his

brother, “ how is my mother to be got to scrateh
"I say, brother, how is my mother to be got to
" Of course I do. In short,” says the trooper,

it so indispensable that you should undergo that e
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““ Not at all.”

** Thank you. You wouldn’t object to say, per-
haps, that although an undoubted vagabond, I ﬂI:n a

vagabond of the harum scarum order, and not of the
mean sort ¢’

The ironmaster, repressing his amused smile,
assents,

" Thank you. Thank you.
mind,” says the trooper, with
s he unfolds his arms, and puts a hand on each

%eg ;.l : though I had set my heart on being scratched,
00 !

It’s a weight off my
a heave of his chest

The brothers are very like each other, sitting ;

face to face; but a certain massive simplicity, and
absence of usage in the ways of the world, is all
on the trooper’s side.

““ Well,”” he proceeds, throwing off his disappoint-
ment, *‘ next and last, those plans of mine. You
have been so brotherly as to propose to me to fall in
here, and take my place among the products of your
perseverance and sense. I thank you heartily.
It’s more than brotherly, as T said before ; and I
thank you heartily for it,”” shakine him a long time
by the hand. *‘ But the truth is, brother, T am a—
I am a kind of a Weed, and it's too late to plant me
in a regular garden.”’

“My dear George,”’

_ _ returns the elder, concen-
trating his strong

steady brow upon him, and

smiling confidently ; *‘ leave that to me, and let me |

try.”’

George shakes his head. “ You could do it, I
have not a doubt, if anybody could ; but it’s not to
be done. Not to be done, sir! Whereas it so falls
out, on the other hand, that I am able to be of some
trifle of use to Sir Leicester Dedlock since his ill-
ness—brought on by family sorrows: and that he
would rather have that help from our mother’s son
than from anybody else.”

*“ Well, my dear George,’’ returns the other, with
a very shight shade upon his open face, ‘‘if you
prefer to serve in Sir Leicester Dedlock’s household
brigade——"’

** There it is, brother !’’ cries the trooper, check-
ing him, with his hand upon his knee again:
““there 1t18! You don’t take kindly to that idea;
I don’t mind it. You are not used to being
officered ; I am. Everything about you isin perfect
order and discipline ; everything about me requires
to be kept so. We are not accustomed to carry
things with the same hand, or to look at’em from
the same point. I don’t say much about my
garrison manners, because I found myself pretty
well at my ease last night, and they wouldn’t be
noticed here, I dare say, once and away. DBut 1I
ghall get on best at Chesney Wold—where there’s
more room for a Weed than there is here ; and the
dear old lady will be made happy beslgies. There-
fore, I accept of Sir Leicester Dedlock’s proposals.
When I come over next year to give away the bride,
or whenever I come, I shall have the sense to keep
the household brigade in ambuscade, and not to
manceuvre it on your ground. I thank you heartily
again, and am proud to think of the Rouncewells as
they’ll be founded by you.” 3

““ You know yourself, George,” sa s“the elder
brother, returning the grip of his hand, *‘and per-
haps you know me better than I know myself. Take
your way. So that we don’t quite lose one another

] e your way."’ )
Eg&ull&; %]éﬂl'yﬂf that !y-” returns the trooper. ‘‘ Now,
before I turn my horse’s head homewards, brother,
I will ask you—if you'll be so good—to look over a
letter for me. I brougbt it with me to send fr?n:i
these parts, as ClLesney Wold might be a painfu
name just now to the person it’s written to, I am

| not much accustomed to correspondence myself, and

I am particular respecting this present letter,
because I want it to be both straightforward and
delicate.”’ _ _

Herewith he hands a letter, closely written in
somewhat pale ink but in a neat round hand, to the
ironmaster, who reads as follows :

““Miss ESTHER SUMMERSON,

'* A communication having been made to me by
Inspector Bucket of a letter to myself being found
among the papers of a certain person, I take the
liberty to make known to you that it was but a few
lines of instruction from abroad, when, where, and
how to deliver an enclosed letter to a young and
beautiful lady, then unmarried in England. I duly
observed the same,

" I further take the liberty to make known to you,
that it was got from me as a proof of hand-writing
only, and that otherwise I would not have given it
up as appearing to be the most harmless in my pos-
iess:;m, without being previously shot through the

eart.

"I further take the liberty to mention that
iIf I could have supposed a certain unfortunate
gentleman to have been in existence, I never could
and never would have rested until I had discovered
his retreat, and shared my last farthing with him,
as my duty and my inclination would have equally
been. But he was (officially) reported drowned, and
assuredly went over the side of a transport-ship at
night in an Irish harbour, within a few hours of her
arrival from the West Indies, as I have myself heard
both from officers and men on board, and know to
have been (officially) confirmed.

I further take the liberty to state that in my
humble quality as one of the rank and file, I am,
and shall ever continue to be, your thoroughly de-
voted and admiring servant, and that I esteem the
qualities you possess above all others, far beyond the
limits of the present dispateh.

*“1 bave the honour to be,
" GEORGS."”

““ A little formal,’’ observes the elder brother, re-
folding it with a puzzled face.

‘* But nothing that might not be sent to a pattern
young lady ?’’ asks the younger.

‘“ Nothing at all.”’

Therefore it is sealed, and deposited for posting
among the iron correspondence of the day. This
done, Mr. George takes a hearty farewell of the
family party, and prepares to saddle and monunt.
His brother, however, unwilling to part with him so
soon, proposes to ride with him in a light open
carringe to the place where he will bait for the
night, and there remain with him until morning :
a servant riding, for so much of the journey, on the
thorough-bred old grey from Chesne Wold. The
offer being gladly accepted, is followed by a pleasant
ride, a pleasant dinner, and a pleasant breakfast, all
in brotherly communion. Then they once more
shake hands long and heartily, and part; the
ironmaster turning his face to the smoke and fires,
and the trooper to the green country. Early in
the afternoon, the subdued sound of his heavy
military trot is heard on the turf in the avenue,
as he rides on with imagingry clank and jingle of
accoutrements under the old elm trees.

CHAPT'ER: IL'X TV,
ESTHER’S NARRATIVE,

SooN after I had had that conversation with my
guardian, he put a sealed paper in my hand one
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morning, and said, ¢ This is for next month, my
dear.” I found in it two hundred pounds.

I now began very quietly to make such prepara-
tions as I thought were necessary. Regulating my
purchases by my guardian’s taste, which I knew
very well of course, I arranged my wardrobe to
please him, and hoped I should be highly successful.
I did it all so quietly, because I was not quite
free from my old apprehension that Ada would be
rather sorry, and because my guardian was SO
quiet himself. I had no doubt that under all the
circumstances we should be married in the most
private and simple manner. Perhaps I should only
have to say to Ada, ‘ Would you like to come and
see me married to-morrow, my pet?”’ Perhaps our
wedding might even be as unpretending as her own,
and I might not find it necessary to say anything
about it until it was over. Ithought that if I were
to choose, I would like this best.

The only exception I made was Mrs. Woodcourt.
I told her that I was going to be married to my

rdian, and that we had been engaged some time.
She highly approved. She could never do enough
for me ; and was remarkably softened now, in com-

parison with what she had been when we first knew | y

her. There was no trouble she would not have

taken to have been of use to me; but I need hardly

say that I only allowed her to take as little, as
tified her kindness without tasking it.

Of course this was not a time to neglect my
guardian ; and of course i1t was not a  time for
neglecting my darling. So I had plenty of occu-
pation—which I was glad of ; and as to Charley,
she was absolutely not to be seen for needlework.
To surround herself with great heaps of it—baskets
full and tables full—and do a little, and spend a
great deal of time in staring with her round eyes
at what there was to do, and persuade herself that
she was going to do it, were Charley’s great
dignities and delights,

Meanwhile, I must say, I could not agree with
my guardian on the subjeet of the Will, and I had
some sanguine hopes of Jarndyce and Jarndyce.
Which of us was right will soon appear, but I
certainly did encourage expectations. In Richard,
the discovery gave occasion for a burst of business
and agitation that buoyed him up for a little time ;
but he had lost the elasticity even of hope now, and
seemed to me to retain only its feverish anxieties.
From something my guardian said one day, when
we were talking about this, I understood that my
marriage would not take place until after the Term-
time we had been told to look forward to; and I
thought the more, for that, how rejoiced I should be
ifI could be married when Richard and Ada were g
little more prosperous.

The Term was very mnear indeed, when my
guardian was called out of town, and went down into
Yorkshire on Mr. Woodcourt’s business. - He had
told me beforehand that his presence there would he
necessary. I had just come in one night from my
dear girl’s, and was sitting in the midst of all my
new clothes, looking at them all around me, and
thinking, when a letter from my guardian was
brought to me. It asked me to join him in the
country; and mentioned by what stage-coach my
place was taken, and at what time in the morning I
should have to leave town. It added in a postscript
that I would not be many hours from Ada.

I expected few things less than
time, but I was ready for

off as appointed early next morning, I travelled all

day, wondering all day what I could be wanted for | standing stil

at such a distance ; now 1 thought it might be for

—

88 a journey at that |
1t in half-an-hour, and set |

but T never, never, never near the truth.

purpﬂsﬂ;ight when I came to my journey's end,

gu? iL Efiﬁ'olllmd my guardian waiting for me. This was

' » towards evening I had begun to

?ege(r;]{l; Eﬁﬁﬁé 2:; as his letter was a very short one)
that he micht be ill. However, there h; was,ha_,g
well as it was possible to be; and when Isn.ﬁ:d tm
enial face again at 1ts }Jnghtest and best, I sai _du
1%1 self he has been doing some other great kin -
neyas Not that it required _mucl; penetration to say
that; because I knew that his being there at all was

‘ f kindness. |
MSE?IJEI' was ready at the hotel, and when we wergiy

ble he said : : |
al?fl%‘ﬁfltif curiosity, no doubt, little woman, o

know why I hayve brought you here oL
‘“ Well guardian,’

self a Fatima, or you a

curious about 1t.””

' ’ - ” I-|:- ,. '_I
‘“ Then to ensure your night’s rest, my love,” he A

d, gaily, ‘I won’t wait until to-morrow to
Egltlu;l;i. QI h'g.ve very much wished to express to
Woodcourt, somehow, my sense of his humanity to
poor unfortunate Jo, his inestimable services to my
oung cousins, and his value to us all. When 1t
was decided that he should settle here, it came into
my head that I might ask his acceptance of some
unpretending and suitable little place, to lay his own
head in. I therefore caused such a place to be,
looked out for, and such a place was found on very
easy terms, and I have been touching it up for him
and making it habitable. However, when I walked
over it the day before yesterday, and it was reported
ready, I found that I was not housekeeper enough to
know whether things were all as they ought to be. So
I sent off for the best
possibly be got, to come and give me her advice and
opinion. And here she is,”’ said my guardian,
** laughing and crying both together !”’

Because he was so dear, so good, so admirable. I
tried to tell him what I thought of him, butT could
not articulate a word.

** Tut, tut !”’ said my guardian. *° You make too
much of it, little woman. Why how you sob, Dame
Durden, how you sob !”’

' It is with exquisite pleasure, guardian—with a
heart full of thanks.”’

" Well, well,”” said he. ‘T am delighted that you
approve. I thought you would. I meant it asa
pleasant surprise for the little mistress of Bleak
House.”

I kiss&r}ihim, and dried my eyes. " I know now !’
3:12('1115"’ I have seen this in your face a long

*No; bhave you really, my dear?” sai |
** What a Dame Durder. it is tnyren,d a facg?’lg i

He was so quaintly cheerful that I could not long
he otherwise, and was almost ashamed of having
heen otherwise at all. When I went to bed, I eried
I am bound to confess that T cried ; but I hope it
was with pleasure, though I am not quite sure it

was with pleasure, I p

le{zﬂr twice over. *peated every word of the
most beautiful summer morning ded

and after breakfast we went . -6 Bucceeqedy

house of which I was to e v in arm, to see the

Ing opinion. Wae entere§
1n a side wall, of

' a flower-garden by a eate
i which he had the key ; indg‘bha‘
rst thing I saw, Wwas, that the beds and flowers

were all laid out accordine
beiia and flowers at homre. T 55

‘You aee[ my dear,”

looks: *

y ’ m
this purpoBe, and now I thﬂug‘ht T Iﬂlg‘h b he fuk thﬂ't | bnrrowadk;;?::lqs thﬂre ﬂﬂllld bﬁ no bEttel' Plﬂn, {

“said I, * without thinking my-
Blue Beard, I am a little

ittle housekeeper that could

ive my mighty housekeep-
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We went on by a pretty little orchard, where the
cherries were nestling among the green leaves, and
shadows of the apple-trees were sporting on the
grass, to the house itself,—a cottage, quite a rustic
cottage of doll’s rooms ; but such a-lovely place, g0
tranquil and so beautiful, with such a rich and
smiling country spread around it ; with water spark-

~ ling away into the distance, here all ‘overhung with

summer-growth, there turning. a humming mill ; at
1us nearest point glancing through a meadow by the
cheerful town, where cricket-players were assem-
bling in bright groups, and a flag was flying from a
white tent that rippled in the sweet west wind. And
still, as we went through the pretty rooms, out at
the little rustic verandah doors, and underneath the
tiny wooden colonnades, garlanded with woodbine
jasmine, and honeysuckle, I saw, in the papering on
the walls, in the colors of the furniture, in the
arrangement of all the pretty objects, my - little
tastes and fancies, my little methods and inventions
which they used to laugh at while they praised
them, my odd ways everywhere. =

I could not say enough in admiration of what was
all so beautiful, but one secret'doubt arose in my
mind, when I saw this. I thought, O would he be
the happier for it! Would it not have been better
for his peace that I should not have been so brought
before him? Because, although I was not what he
thought me, still he loved me very dearly, and it
might remind him mournfully of what he believed
he had lost. I did not wish him to forget me,—
perhaps he might not have done so, without these
aids to his memory,—but my way was easier than
his, and I could have reconciled myself even to that,
so that he had been the happier for it.

‘“ And now, little woman,”’ said my guardian,

‘whom T had never seen so proud and jovful as in

showing me these things, and watching my appre-
ciation of them, ‘* now, last of all, for the name of
this house,” |

‘“ What is it called, dear guardian ?”’

““ My child,’” said he, ** come and see.”

He took me to the porch, which he had hitherto
avoided, and said, pausing beiore we went out :

““ My dear child, don’t you guess the namer”’

‘“No !""said I.

We went out of the porch; and he showed me
written over it. BLEAK HOUSE.

He lead me to a seat among the leaves close by,
and sitting down beside me, and taking my hand in
his, spoke to me thus:

-

¢ My darling girl, in what there has been between
us, I have, I hope, been really solicitous for your
happiness. When I wrote you the letter to which
you brought the answer,”’ smiling as he referred to
it, *“ I had my own .too much in view; but 1 had
yours too. Whether, under different circumstances,
I might ever have renewed the old dream I some-
times dreamed when you were very young, of mak-
ing you my wife one day, I need not ask myself. I
dlg renew it, and I wrote my letter, and you brought
your answer. You are following what I say, my
'ehflilgjas'cnld, and I trembled violently : but not a
word he uttered was lost. As I sat looking fixedly
at him. and the sun’s rays descended, softly shining
througi: the leaves, upon his bare head, I felt as if
the brightness on him must be like the brightness of
th*e‘ %];iiliﬁe, my love, but do not speak. It is for
me to speak now. When 1t was that I began to
doubt whether what I had done would really make
you happy, is no matter. Woodcourt came home,

had no doubt at all.”
nnf cIlif:;:d him round the neck, and hung my head

upon his breast, and wept. *‘ Lie lightly. confi-
dently, here, my child,’”’ said he, pressing me gently
to him. ‘I am your guardian and your father

| now. Rest confidently here.’’

Soothingly, like the gentle rustling of the leaves :
and genially, like the ripening weather: and
radiantly and beneficently, like the sunshine ; he
went on.

** Understand me, my dear girl. I had no deubt
of your being contented and happy with me, being
so dutiful and so devoted ; but I saw with whom you
would be happier.. That I -penetrated his secret
when Dame Durden was blind to it, is no wonder ;
for I knew the good that could never change 1n her,
better far than she did. Well! I have long been
in Allan Woodecourt’s confidence, although he was
not, until yesterday, a few hours before you came
here, iIn mine. But I would not have my Esther’s
bright example lost ;' I would not have a jot of my
dear girl’s virtues unobserved and unhonored; I
would not have her admitted on sufferance into the
line of Morgan ap Kerrig, no, not for the weight in
gold of all the mountains in Wales !”’

He stopped to kiss me on the forehead, and I
sobbed and wept afresh. For I felt as if 1 counld
not bear the painful delight of his praise.

** Hush, little woman ! Don’t ery; thisis to be
a day of joy. I have looked forward to it,”’ he said,
exultingly, ** for months on months! = A few words
more, Dame Trot, and I have said my say. Deter-
mined not to throw away one atom of my Esther’s
worth, I took Mrs. Woodcourt into a separate con-
fidence, ‘Now madam,” said I, ‘I clearly per-
ceive—and indeed I know, to boot—that your som
loves my ward. I am further very sure that my
ward loves your son, but will sacrifice her love to a
sense of duty and affection, and will sacrifice it so
completely, so entirely, so religiously, that you
should never suspect it, though you watched her
night and day.” Then I told her all our story—ours—
yours and mine. ‘ Now, madam,’ said I, * come you,
knowing this, and live with us. Come you, and ses
my child from hour to hour; set what you see,
against her pedigree, which is this, and this’—for I
scorned to mince it—"* and tell me what is the true
legitimacy, when you shall have quite made up your
mind on that subject.” Why, honor to her old Welch
blood, my dear!”’ eried my guardian, with enthn-
siasm. ‘* I believe the heart it animates beats ne
less warmly, no.less admiringly, no less lovingly,
towards Dame Durden, than my own !”’ |

He tenderly raised my head, and as I clung to
him, kissed me in his old fatherly way again and
again. What 'a light, now, on the protecting
manner I had thought about ! |

*“ One more last word. When Allan Woodcourt
spoke to you, my dear, he spoke with my knowledge
and consent—but I gave him no encouragement, not
I, for these surprises were my great reward, and I
was too miserly to part with a scrap of it. He was
to come, and tell me all that passed; and he did.
I have no more to say. My dearest, Allan Wood-
court stood beside your father when he lay dead—
stood beside your mother. This is Bleak House.
This day I give this house its little mistress; and
before God, it is the brightest day in all my life !

He rose, and raised me with him. We were no
longer alone. My husband—I have called him by
that name full seven happy years now—stood at my
side

““ Allan.”” said my guardian, ‘‘ take from me, a
willing gift, the best wife that ever a man had.
What more can I say for you, than that I know you
deserve her! Take with her the little home she
brings you. You know what she will make it,
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- N Miss Summerson has menfioned to you perhaps,

Allan; you know what she has made its namesd e that something has passed between us on formor

: o1 etimes, and what do I ,
Let me share its felicity somet R oasiona et

sacrifice? Nothing, nothing. caslo i et e
" again; and now the tears were [ ‘‘ Miss Summerson, . my " I
in%ies léz::,da?ﬁe“:;fd E:,ra softly : : g?hff, 1:’1515 made a communication to that
“ Est dearest, after so many years, there | effecs to me. ¥
isa kiand Eu?;{ting in this too. I know that my | ** That,’ said Mr. Guppy, ‘‘makes t3_1:|:11;r1t!:er9.
mistake has caused you some distress. . Forgive | easier. Sir, 1 hm:ve come out of my artic es_at_
your old guardian, in restoring him to his old place [ Kenge and Carboy's, and I believe with satisfaction
in your affections ; and blot it out of your memory. | to all parties. I am now admitted (after under-
Allan, take my dear!” going an examination fhn? s enough tﬂtl}:ﬂfgﬁr a.dma};
3 i > -
f der. the oof of | blue! touching a pack of nonsense that he don't
e nrinir i (e palighl Suitat want to lcnu*?v) on the roll of attornies, and have

d stopping in the sunlight outside, and : I« !
ifliﬁib ﬁl?eerfrﬂq; towards us, said : | taken out my certxﬁqafi?, if 1t would be any satis-
4 T shall be found about here somewhere. It's a | faction to you to see 1t. £ :

b West wind, little woman, due West! Let no one “ Thank you, Mr. Guppy,’’ returned my guardian.

i thank me any more; for I am going to revert to | ‘I am quite willing—I bﬁ;lle‘FEI use a legal phrase
{ my bachelor habits, and if anybody disregards this [ —to admit the certificate.”’ .
warning, I'll run away, and never come back !”’ Mr. Guppy therefore desisted from taking some-
thing out of his pocket, and proceeded without it.
What happiness was ours that, day,' what joy, ‘“T have no capital myself, but my mother has a
what rest, what hope, what gratitude, what bliss! | little property which takes the form of an annuity ;**

a We were to be married before the month was out ;| here Mr. Guppy’s mother rolled her head as if she
but when we were to come and take possession of | never could sufficiently enjoy the observation, and

}*._ our own house, was to depend on Richard and | put her handkerchief to her mouth, and again
-4 Ada. | winked at me; ‘“‘and a few pounds for expenses
;_i We all three went home together next day. *‘As | out of pocket in conducting business, will never be
: soon as we arrived in town, Allan went straight to | wanting, free of interest. Which is an advantage,
see Richard, and to carry our joyful news to-him | you know,” said Mr. Guppy, feelingly.
and my darling. Late as it was, I meant to go to| ‘‘Certainly an = advantage,”’ returned my
| her for a few minutes before lying down to sleep : | guardian. .
| but I went home with my guardian first; to make | ‘I have some connexion,”’ pursued Mr. Guppy :
his tea for him, and to occupy the old chair by his| *and it lays in the direction of Walcot Square’-
side ; for I did mot like to think of its being empty [ Lambeth. I have therefore taken a ouse in that
80 Soon. | | locality, which, in the opinion of my friends, is a
When we came home, we found that a young | hollow barguain (taxes ridiculous. and use of ﬁ.xi'.uras
man had called three times in the course of that one | included in the rent), and intend setting up pro-
day, to see me ; and that, having been told, on the | fessionally for myself there, forthwith.”
occasion of his thlrfl call, that I was not expected to| Here Mr. Guppy’s mother fell into an extra-
Eatnrn before ten o’clock at night, he had left word, ! ordinary passion of rolling her head, and smilin
ca:gafhggei?zllgscﬂ%ﬁ? uat then.”” He had left his | waggishly at anybody who would look at her %
. : GUPPY. ' * It’s a six roomer, exclusi ' ‘20 {mad
3 ;:.tﬂs I 2:113“:&5”¥ :{J:il;l:iﬂd n_nttlae oh]e;;:ﬁi of tlhedse Mr. Guppy, ‘““and in the 031;;11&1"0;1‘ nl‘ft'lt;:};re?si’emiﬂ:l 2
, 8 always associated something ludi- | commodious tenement. When I ' :
crous with the visitor, it fell' out that in lauchine friends. I ref Inci =0 msnsion’,
about Mr. Guppy I told my - guardian of his old | who ISE; li e Er RRncipey t*{: my friend Jobling,
propoRals. st B wubreatlite s ol 1 believe has knpwn me,”’ Mif Guppy looked :
th?t”;hs'ﬂii o 8 rdian, **we i:itiflfz}tuinl?'f?; [ﬁf}uﬁlﬂ With @ sentimental air, *“from boyhood's ;
ceive this hero.”” So instructions were given tl : . : |
Mr. Guppy should be shown in, whenghe c?l.:l?; meﬁ{: }}giﬂlfisonﬁrmd this, with . sliding move- j

again; and they were scarcely given when he did
come again. "* My friend Jobling will render me his assistance

He was embarrassed when he fou : in the capacity of clerk ive i '
g;th _mPa, but recovered hjmlslelff aﬁgnsii:in y‘%a:glﬁ: iEid Mer. Gupgy ey II!:I’ I:;léltlzlrutiglelill?e;lilsﬂe ?il:rs:in
sire’’ 2 e ouse, when her present quarter i
_‘: How do you do, sir?” returned my guardian. Road shall have ceased n{.lnd ex;il:_le 3'{91%1{;1 Street
Thank‘yuu! sir, I am tolerable,”’ returned My quently there will be no want of soci ¢ jte
Guppy. “ Will you allow me to introduce mj; friend Jobling is naturally uristnurai??li Yo T
:ﬂﬂther,_Mrs* Guppy of the Old Street Road, and and besides being acquainted with thﬁbmf}yv tMtEt;
m.‘f ﬁrtlﬁtﬂar friend, Mr. Weevle. That is to Sy of the upper circles, fully backs me in the inte“;'en e o
y Iriend has gone by the name of Weevle, but his | - #m now developing.”’ et |
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uame is really and truly Jobling.,’’ Mr. Tohl: ‘ _
M 1 g f L. Obhng Eﬂ,ld o certainly »? .
ali sgt %1;?3?&11 begged them to be seated, and they | little from the elbow of Mr. léu?py’iﬂ‘“rgﬂ:ﬂgdrew a

' m v B 4 ‘ el NGW, 1 llﬂ."?& no 1 : .
ony, said Mr. Guppy to his friend, after an | you being in the c;fg?lz?:etgf mﬁ?:smsn wodli g
. 1

k : ‘6 :
awkward silence, ** Will you open the case P’ sald Mr, Guppy * Ay

“Do ¢ 7 . . ’
tarty, it yourself,”” returned the friend, rather as to keep still). th&?ﬁi‘géﬁ;i}éég:,g be so good
; image was

“Well 1 eles formerly imprint .
» Mr. Jarndyece, sir,”” Mr. Guppy, after ala pmpogﬂ.l nlfnriifr{}augi 7 8rt, and that I made s

:i‘g:‘g?{]’n?ﬂﬂ;zif::ﬂgg?éhbegnﬁ ; Yo the great diver-| *‘ThatI have heard
Mr. Jobling with her o} she displayed by nudging | * Circumstances,”
¢ibow, and winking at me in | which I had no’ P tre) o4, Mr. Guppy y - over

& most remarkable manner : ¢ 1 ha : a
. : d an ;20 ﬂﬂ_ﬂtl‘ﬂl but !
should see Miss Summerson by herself, aildde ﬂwtl.l;t:::;u{ z&akepelcll t@m o, Miae o Of that im?"{;:a fﬂinﬂ? tﬁﬁ,

returned my guardian.
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MJ’ guardian patted
mﬂnﬂd much amuﬂad_ me on the shoulder, and

Now, sir,” said Mr. Gupp
~ that state of mind _myself, };;hat I wish for a
reciprocity of magnanimous behaviour. I wish to
grp‘ra to Miss Summerson that I can rise to a
eighth, of which perhaps she hardly thought me
capable. I find that the image which I did suppose

-

““I have got into

H

" Very magnanimous, indeed, sir,” observed my
guardian,
» * Well, sir,”” returned Mr. Guppy, with candor,

my wish is to be magnanimous. I do not consider
that in making this offer to Miss Summerson, I am
by any mesns throwing myself away ; neither is
that the opinion of my friends. Still there are cir-
cumstances which I submit may be taken into account
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THE MAUSOLEUM AT CHPSNEY WOLD,

had been eradicated from my art, is nof eradicated. | as a set-off against any little drawbacks nf mine

Its influence over me is still tremenjous ; and yield- |

ing to it I am willing to overlook the circumstances
over which none of us have had any control, and to
renew those proposals to Miss Summerson which I
had the honor to make at & former period. I be
to lay the ouse in Walcot Square, the business, an
myself, before Miss Summerson for her ac-

coptance.’’
L

|

mélc}l so a fair and equitable balance arrived
at.

“I take upon myself, sir,” said my guardian,
laughing as he rang the bell, *““to reply to your
proposals on behalf of Miss Summerson. She is
ve}{ sensible of your handsome intentions, and
wis

shes you good evening, and wishes you well.”
Oh !’ said Mr. Guppy, with a blank look. * Is
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ety
that tantamount, sir, to acceptance, or rejection, or

consideration?’’
“ To decided rejection,

my guardian. looked incredulously at his friend, and

nthlfiz'.n?;%}g who suddenly turned very angry, and

. and the ceiling. ; 2
“’tﬁlﬁ,{f‘eﬂifnmid he. * Then. Jobling, if you

was the friend you represent yourself, I should

think you might hand my mother out of the gang-

way, instead of allowing her to remain where she
. ,’ a trﬁ'd.”
mr]:ﬁgv rﬁrs. Guppy positively refused to come out
of the gangway. She wouldn’t hear of it. ** Why,
get along with you,”’ said she to my guardian,
 what do you mean? Ain’t my son good enough
for you? You ought to be ashamed of yourself.
(et out with you!”’ DA
it l\iy good lady,” returned my guardian, ‘* 1t 18
hardly reasonable to ask me to get out of my own
oom.”’ :
it I don’t care for that,”’ said Mrs. Guppy. “ Get
out with you. If we ain’t good enough for you, go
and procure somebody that 1s good enough. Go
along and find ’em.” _
I was quite unprepared for the rapid manner

i1 which Mrs. Guppy’s power of jocularity
merged into a power of taking the profoundest
uﬂ"izrgg. along and find somehody that’s good
enough for you,” repeated Mr. Guppy. “G'{:.t
out!” Nothing seemed to astonish Mr. Guppy's
mother so much, and to make her so very indig-
nant, as our not getting out. ‘“ Why don’t you get
out ?’’ said Mrs. Guppy. ‘° What are you stopping

here for?" .

“ Mother,”’ interposed her son, always getting
before her, and pushing her back with one shoulder,
as she sidled at my guardian, ** will you hold your
tongue ?’’

‘“ No, William,”’ she returned; **1 won’t! Not
unless he gets out, I won’t !”’

However, Mr. Guppy and Mr. Jobling together
closed on Mr. Guppy’s mother (who began to be
quite abusive), and took her, very much against her
will, down-stairs; her voice rising a stair higher
every time her figure got a stair lower, and insisting
that we shouldimmediately go and find somebody who
was good enough for us, and above all things that
we should get out.

if you please,”’ returned

CHAPTER LXV.

BEGINNING THE WORLD.
TaE Term had commenced, and my guardian found
an intimation from Mr. Kenge that the Cause
would come on in two days. As I had sufficient
hopes of the will to be in a flutter about it, Allan
and I agreed to go down to the Court that morning,
Richard was extremely agitated, and wags g0 weak
and low, though his illness was still of the mind,
that my dear girl indeed had sore ocecasion to be
supported. But she looked forward—u very little
way now—to the help that was to come to her, and
never drooped.

It was at Westminster that the Cause was to
come on. It had come on there, I dare say, a
hundred times before, but I could not divest myself
of an idea that it might lead to some result now.

We left home directly after breakfast, to be at
Westminster Hall in good time ; and walked down
there through the lively streets—so happily and
str‘zngely 1t seemed !—together. .

s we were going along, planning what we shoul
do for Richard and Ada, I heard somehody nalling
* Esther! My dear Esther! Esther!” And there

i 1
i 'Ir
o 1.*

iy

out of the

—b , with her head
&anﬂclo?fg{fii li{ﬂ}aycs{rripge which she hired now to

i
' her pupils (she had so man ), as if 1
E}? 1Lb~?$1§t1;i. tfg emlglrﬂ.ce me at a hundzeu yha.rdgf b
s.ﬂt h o. T had written her a mnote to te . ha"fi of
d{f gﬁft-m}, guardian had done, but had not ha 3 3
a ént to go and see her. _Of course Wf tatutem.e_f _;L..:.*
mﬂ?:. and the affectionate girl was In that s % ﬂ‘: A
E&n;tu}e and was SO overjoyed to talk about the =

L
i

¥ ol . |
) h"“\, '*Ihr

¥

nicht when she brought me the flowers, and was so

altocether, calling me all kinds of precious names,
[ -

by letting her say and °

carriage and calm her down, by (s b 0E
leased as Caddy ; and I was as

pleased as either of ot
Oaddy, who looked |
AT
' ome quarter of an JAGH
This made us 8 q that
B

we found suc 4
what was passing within, It =
appeared to be something droll, for occasionally
. '~._'_.-'1-'= i )
was pushing and striving to get nearer. tap-
for there were several

pockets, and quite doubled themSelves mp with
laughter, and went stamping about the pafamﬂﬂ#_’;.?}}{% 4

' He said, really no he did not, nobody ever did ; but
as well as he could make out, it was over.

determined to squeezé MYy face (bonnet and all) =

5 RSN

and telling Allan I had done I don’t know what for
do exactly what she liked. Allan, standing at ﬂlﬂ"'
away as I did, rather than that I came off, langhing,

after us out of the cnach-windoiﬁ?
as long as she could see B
when we came to Westminster Hall we found %
h an unusual crowd in the Court of = =

Chancery that it was

i

there was a laugh, and a cry of *‘ Silence ! t\‘i
peared to 4
young counsellors in wigs and whisxers on the

between her hands, and go on in a wild manner
her. that I was just obliged to get into the little “ %
A :
R T them: and I wonder that I got = .
and red, and anything but tidy, and looking after =
hour Iﬂ:tre, nd r;‘.‘.- ¢
the day’s business was begun. Worse than that,
full to the door, and we Mﬂdép 3
neither see nor hear |
appeared to be something interesting, for eve one
be something that made the professional =
gentlemen very merry,
A% 1'41';

outside of the crowd, and when one of them tﬂlﬂi‘?‘;ﬁ

e
.
|

the others about it, they put their hands in their = =

0 'L ]
. 3

il
Mies

of the hall. | (g
i

We asked a gentleman by us, if he knew wh:iﬁ”ﬂi :
cause was on? He told us Jarndyce and _Jar:;dyga;.’%ﬁ
We asked him if he knew what was doing 1n 1t¢

ol
1
s
ra

i
for 1}:11& day? we asked him. No, he said ; over for = |
good.
Over for good ! R
When we heard this unaccountable answer, we
looked at one another quite lost in amazement. =
Could it be possible that the Will had set things
right at last, and that Richard and Ada were going  {
to be rich? It seemed too good to be true. Alas
1t was ! |
Our suspense was short; for a break up soom
took place in the crowd, and the people came
streaming out looking flushed and hot, and bringing
a quantity of bad air with them. Still, they wereall
exceedingly amused, and were more like people '
coming out from a Farce or a Juggler than from a
court of Justice. We stood aside, watching for any
countenance we knew ;: and presently great bundles
of papers began to be carried out—bundles in bags,
bundles too large to bhe got into any bags, immense
E“EEEE of papers of all shapes and no shapes, whieh
ﬂlE E_Em‘ﬂl'ﬂ staggered under, and threw down for
]lﬁ' ime being, anyhow, on the Hall pavement,
while they went hack to bring out more. Kven
these clerks were laughing. We glanced at the =
P“]'Jpﬁl'ﬂi and seeing Jarndyce and Jarndyce every-
where, asked an official- ooking person who WS

standing in the midst of them, whether the cause

L

Jut lagt 1"’

was over. ‘‘Yeg,”” he said; *‘ it was all up with it

and burst out laughing too. |
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‘had seen so much of his gradual
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out of court with an affable digni !
ut o gmity upon him,
t:l:rem&:gl'] to Mr. Vholes, who was dﬂfereﬁtial, ;Illd
led his own }:mg.. Mr. Vholes was the first to
Here is Miss Summerson, sir,”’ he said.

'“.A_Ild M]‘. Wﬂﬂdﬂﬁurt;"

O indeed! Yes. Trulv!” sai

: ! : " sald Mr. Kenge,

E.Emg his hat to me Witi polished pﬂliteennési.
ow do you do? Glad to see you. Mr. Jarndyce

No. He never came there. T reminded h:

‘ X 1 ed him.,

‘ Really,” returned Mry. Kenge, ‘“it is as well

that he is not here to-day for his—sh |
Iy good friend’s absancay r s—shall I say, in

~ larity of opinion P—might 'hn.ve been strengthened,

his indomitable singu-

perhaps; not
Btr.;?n gthened.”’
‘I‘Pra.y what has been done to-day?’’ asked Allan.
beg your pardon?’ said Mr, Kenge, with

reasonably, but micht have been

- excessive urbanity.

:: What has been done to-day ?”’
% What has been done,”” repeated Mr. Kenge.
“Quite so. Yes. Why, not much has been done :

not much, We have been checked—brought up

suddenly, I would say—upon the—shall I term it

threshold ?*’

" Is this Will considered a genuine document

- 8ir?”’ said Allan ; ¢ will you tell us that ?”’

““ Most certainly, if T could,” said Mr. Kenge ;

~ ““but we have not gone into that, we have not gone
into that.”

“ We bave not gone into that,”’ repeated Mr.
Vholes, as if his low inward voice were an echo.

* You are to reflect, Mr. Woodcourt,”” observed
Mr. Kenge, using his silver trowel, persuasively and
smoothingly, *‘that this has been a great cause,
that this has been a protracted cause, that this has
been a complex cause. Jarndyce and Jarndyce has
been termed, not inaptly, a Monument of Chuncery
practice.”’

" And Patience has sat upon it a long time,’’ said
Allan.

** Very well indeed, sir,” returned Mr. Kenge,
with a certain condescending laugh he had. ** Very
well! You are further to reflect, Mr. Woodcourt,”’
becoming dignified to severity, ‘‘that on the
numerous di&culties, contingencies, masterly fic-
tions, and forms of procedure in this great cause,
there has been expended study, ability, eloquence,
knowledge, intellect, Mr. Woodcourt, high intellect.
For many years the—a—I would say the flower of
the Bar, and the—a—I would presume to add, the
matured autumnal fruits of the Woolsack—have
been lavished upon Jarndyce and Jarndyce. If the
public have the benefit, and if the country have the
adornment of this great Grasp, it must be paid for,
in money or money s worth, sir.” _

“ Mr. Kenge,”’” said Allan, appearing enlightened
all in a moment. ‘‘ Excuse me, our time presses.

Do I understand that the whole estate is found to

been absorbed in costs?”’
hﬂﬁﬂH:m! I believe so,”” returned Mr. Kenge.

¢ Mr. Vholes, what do yow say?”
T beliove s0,” said Mr. Vholes A
¢ And that thus the suit lapses and melts away ¥
¢ Probably,”’ returned Mr. Kenge. Mr.

« pProbably,” said Mr. Vholes.

“ My dearest life,” whispered Allan, ‘* this will

ichard’s heart ! s LT
breT&]:}:BIE1;1;I;T cuch a shock of apprehension in his

s1ohard so perfectly, and 1 too
face, and be knew ' el dﬂcng:, that what

d to me in the fulness of her

irl had sal _
gﬁa%eo%:nﬁwe sounded like a knell in my ears.

At this juncture, we perceived Mr. Kenge coming [

could yield us.

" In case you should be wanting Mr. C, sir,”’ said
Mr. Vholes, coming after us, ‘‘ you’ll find him in
court. I left him there resting himself a little.
Good day, sir; good day, Miss Summerson.” As
he gave me that slowly devouring look of his, while
twisting up the strings of his bag, before he
hastened with it after Mr. Kenge, the benignant
shadow of whose conversational presence he seemed
afraid to leave, he gave one gasp as if he had
swallowed the last morsel of his client, and his black
buttoned-up unwholesome figure glided away to the
low door at the end of the hall.

"My dear love,” said Allan, ‘“‘leave to me,
for a little while, the charge you gave me. Go
home with this intelligence, and come to Ada’s by-
and-by !’ |

I would not let him take me to a coach, but
entreated him to go to Richard without a moment’s
delay, and leave me to do as he wished. Hurrying
home, I found my gnardian, and told him gradually
with what news I had returned. * Little woman,’’
sald he, quite unmoved for himself, ‘“to have
done with the suit on any terms, is a greater bless-
ing than I had looked for. But my poor young
cousins !”’

We talked about them all the morning, and dis-
cussed what it was possibleto do. In the afternoon
my guardian walked with me to Symond’s Inn, n.ut:i
left me at the door. I went up-stairs. When my

darling heard my footsteps, she came out into the -

small passage and threw her arms round my neck
but she composed herself directly, and said that
Richard had asked for me several times. Allan had
found him sitting in a corner of the court, she told
me, like a stone figure. On being roused, he had
broken away, and made as if he would have spoken
In a fierce voice to the judge. He was stopped by
his mouth being full of blood, and Allan had brought
him home.

He was lying on the sofa with his eyes closed,
when I went in. There were restoratives on the
table ; the room was made as airy as possible, and
was darkened, and was very orderly and quiet.
Allan stood behind him, watching him gravely.
His face appeared to me to be quite destitute of

color, and, now that I saw him without his seeing

me, I fully saw, for the first time, how worn away

he was.
him look for many a day.
I sat down by his side in silence.

his old smile, ‘““Dame Durden, kiss me, my
dear!”’ |

It was a great comfort and surprise to me, to find -

him in his low state cheerful and looking forward.
He was happier, he said, in our intended marriage,
than he could find words to tell me. My husband
had been a guardian angel to him and Ada, and he

blessed us both, and wished us all the joy that life
I almost felt as if my own heart

would have broken, when I saw him take my hus-

band’s hand and hold it to lus breast. _
We spoke of the future as much as possible, and

he said several times that he must be present at our

marriage if he could stand upon his feet. Ada would
contrive to take him, somehow, he said. °“*Yes,
surely, dearest Richard!” But as my darling an-
swered him thus hopefully, so serene and beautiful,
with the help that was to come to her so near,—I
knew—I knew !

It was not good for him to talk too much; and
when he was silent, we were silent too. Sitting be-
side him, I made a pretence of working for my dear,
as he had always been used to joke about my being

| busy. Ada leaned upon his pillow, holding his hea

But he looked handsomer than I had seen.

Opening his
eyves by-and-by, he said, in a weak voice but with.

[
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woon her arm, He dozed often; and whenever he

o voke without seeing him, said, first of all, ‘* Where |

.~ Woodcourt ?”’ |
Evening had come on, when I lifted up my eyes,

and saw my guardian standing in the little hall.
‘““ Who is thyﬂ,t%ul)ame Durden ?”’ Richard asked me.
The door was behind him, but he had observed in
my face that some one was there,

T looked to Allan for advice, and as he nodded
‘“Yes.”” bent over Richard and told him. My

ardian saw what passed, came softly by me in a
moment, and laid his hand on Richard’s. *‘ O sir,”’
said Richard, *‘ you are a good man, you are a good
man !”’ and burst into tears for the first time.

My guardian, the picture of a good man, sat down
in my place, keeping his hand on Richard’s.

‘* My dear Rick,” said he, ‘‘the clouds have
cleared away, aud 1t is bright now. We can see
now. We were all bewildered, Rick, more or less.
Wkat matters! And how are you, my dear boy ?”’

“I am very weak, sir, but I hope I shall be
stronger. I have to begin the world.”

** Aye, truly ; well said!”’ eried my guardian,

“I will not begin it in the old way now,’’ said
Richard with a sad smile. ‘I have learned a lesson
now, sir. It was a hard one; but you shall be as-
sured, indeed, that I have learned it.”’

" Well, well,” said my guardian, comforting him ;
“* well, well, well, dear boy !”’

"I was thinking, sir,”’ resumed Richard, ** that
there 18 nothing on earth I should so much like to
see as their house—Dame Durden’s and Woodcourt’s
house, If I could be moved there when I begin to
recover my strength, I feel as if I should get well
there, sooner than anywhere."’

" Why, so have I bheen thinking, too, Rick,”’
said my guardian, ‘‘ and our little woman likewise :
she and I have been talking of it, this very day. I
dare say her husband won’t object. What do you
think ¢’

Richard smiled ; and lifted up his arm to t
hiEI, as he stood behind the head Ef his cﬂuuhﬁ g

I say nothing of Ada,” said Richard, *‘but I
think of her, and have thought of her very much
Look at her! see her here, sir, bending over this
Eﬂlﬂw when she has so much need to rest upon it

erself, my dear love, my poor gir] !”’

He cigsped her in his arms, and none of us spoke
He gradually released her ; and she looked upon us.
ﬂné looked up to Heaven, and moved her e i

""When I get down to Bleak House.”” said
Richard, ‘I shall have much to tell you, a’ir, z;.ud
;*Eg ;P;lll hayve much to showme. You will go, won'’t

: %I}ldgibtedly, dear Rick,”

ank you ; like you, lik ” gsaid Ri
" But it’s all like yﬂu‘T Tl:ua:;'E ]f;:rla’ b::;ldttﬁli?]hmd.
h?W you planned it, and how you remembereg ml[i
Esther’s familiar tastes and ways. It will b 1'111;
coming to the old Bleak House again,”’ S

And you will come there too, I h ’
| ¢ ope, Rick.
am a solitary man now, you know, nndpit wilﬁkbe i{ t'll

charity to come to me. A chari
) ; 1ty to come t
iniy lllﬂve " he repeated to Ada, as he gentl?r Iims?ee(i
hi: H;l:d :i'{etti]l}:]eji- Eniden hair, and |
1ps. e vowed withi
her if she wepe Joft alone.) by

“It was all & troubl :
claspi ed dream?”’ gaid R;
ulﬁ’n% both my guardian’s hands eag:i*ly S,
u Agdhang more, Rick ; nothing more.””
anil o Jou, being a good mman, can pass it as guch
give and pity the dreamer, and be lenjent and

enﬁom% when he wakeg '’
Bi P"ee can, Whatam I but anothey dreamer,

put a lock of it to h
mmself to cherish | 1

, T will begin the world !’ said Richard, with a

licht in his eyes.
lgMy hushand drew a
and I saw him solemn
ardian, |
e When shall I go fro

sant country where the o
have strength to tell what Ada has

where I shall be able to recall my many

lindnesses, where I shall prepare myself :
E l:iltclientu m}: unborn child ?’’ said Richard. ** When

shall I go?”’

little nearer towards Ada,

been to me
faults and

turnec}i my gudﬂ,rdf'{m. S
‘“ Ada, my darling _ 2o
He sgugh{ to raise himself a little. Allan raised

was what he wanted. |
““ T have done you many wrongs, my own. I have

fallen like a poor stray shadow on your way, 1 have
married you to poverty and trouble, I have scattered
our means to the winds., You will forgive me all

this, my Ada, before I begin the world "’ [
A smile irradiated his face, as she bent to kiss

drew his arms closer round her neck, and with one

this! The world that sets this right.

she had given her birds their liberty.

CHAPTER LXVI.
DOWN IN LINCOLNSHIRE,

altered days, as there 1s upon a portion of the fami
history. The stor

some who could have spoken out, to hold their

soon dies away. It is

but whence she was brought home. to be laid

the echoes of that solitary place, or how she dai?t‘i}qlg
all mystery. Some of her old friends, prinoipa.lly:to
be found among the peachy-cheeked charmers with

toyed
charmers reduced fo flirtine w! |

| ] g with grim Death, after
losing all their other beaux—did g;nce occu.ai,onally

s4y, when the World assembled togeth th
wondered the ashes of the Dedlnckfﬁntigbeggnﬂ:ﬁg

very calmly, and have never been k '
; . nown to vbject.
. Ull: f{}?m among the fern in the hollow, and ivind-
i El esyt 5 b}‘ldlﬂ-l‘ﬂﬂ.d among the trees, comes some-
e n?m ui lonely Spot the sound of horses’ hoofs.
g yt e seen Sir Leicester—invalided. bent
oET most blind, but of g worthy presence yet—
lia”l])g "H'lth & stalwart man beside h 4
Efﬂrzl tlﬁ-rem. When they come to g certain spot
® mausoleum door, Sir Leicester’s accus-

Leicester, pullin '
: g off h
moments hefore they ridelzw]'?; '

ar rages yet with th '
Rhds i, 4 e auda
nlgt;;lﬂelz nﬁ unugrtmr} Intervals, andcgﬁi thtJlrthin
i 00lly ; ﬂmkermg like an unstead fir 2
Foen 150 sald to be, that when Sir ol

i i Lincolnghire for good, Mr. Boythorn
[ manifest desire to abandon his ri‘iht of

ly lift up his hand to warn my
this place, to that plea-
Fdl tiﬂlﬁfﬂ-l‘ﬂ, where I shall

to bea

_ 13
“Dear Rick, when you are strong enough, g b
AR L)

AL A ~'.
o g

him so that she could hold him on her bosom : Whlﬂh;ﬁg

him. He slowly laid his face down upon her bosom,

parting sob began the world. Not this world, O not

s

When all was still, at a late hour, poor cra.zed ;
Miss Flite came weeping to me, and told me that

T'aerE i1s a hush upon Chesney Wold ir t.heael
goes, that Sir Leicester paid

peace ; but 1t is a lame story feebly whispering and
creeping about, and any brighter spark of life it shows
known for certain that the
handsome Lady Dedlock lies in the mausoleum in the
park, where the trees arch darkly overhead, and
the owl is heard at night making the woods }ing;

the skeleton throats, did once occasionally say, asthey
in o ghastly manner with large fans—like

im, constant to

t
omed , horge 8tops of his own accord, and Sir
, 18 still for a few

| The
Leicester came

i ._4
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mausoleum, never rose against the rofanation '
| of her
company, But the deud-and-gons Dedlocks take it
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emaatet_- conceiving to be a concession to his

ly Mr. Boythorn continues to
the disputed thorough-

118 bird upon his head) to hold forth
vehemently against Sip Leicester in };he ﬂanctt?;ry

of his own home ; similarl , also, he defies hi

of old in the little church, by test:ifying ﬂ.elflﬂ%:;clln ufliIf
FoLsclousness of his existence. But it 18 whispered
that when he is most ferocious towards his old foe
he is really most considerate ; and that Sir Leicester.
in the dlg'nlt}_r of being implacable, little Supposes
how much he is humoured. As little does he think
how near together he and his antagonist have
ﬂuﬂ'ered! In the fortunes of two sisters; and his
antagonist, who knows it now, 18 not the man to
tell him. So the quarrel goes on, to the satis-

faction of both.

In one of the lodges of the Park ; the lodge
within sight of the house where, once upon a time,
when the waters were out down in Lincolnshire, my
Lady used to see the Keeper’s child ; the stalwart
man, the trooper formerly, is housed. Some relics
of his old calling hang upon the walls, and these it
18 the chosen recreation of a little lame man about the
stable-yard to keep gleaming bright. A busy little
man he always is, in the polishing at harness-house
doors, of stirrup-irons, bits, curb-chains, harness-
bosses, anything in the way of a stable-yard that
will take a polish: leading a life of friction. A
shaggy little damaged man, withal, not unlike an
old dog of some mongrel breed, who has been con-
siderably knocked about. He answers to the name
of Phil,

A goodly sight it is to see the grand old house-

keeper (harder of hearing now) going to church on
~the arm of her son, and to observe—which few do,
for the house is scant of company in these times—
the relations of both towards Sir Leicester, and his
towards them. They have visitors in the high
summer weather, when a grey cloak and umbrella,
unknown to Chesney Wold at other periods, are
seen among the leaves; when two young ladies are
occasionally found gambolling, in sequestered saw-
pits and such nooks of the park; and when the
smoke of two pipes wreathes away into the fragrant
evening air, from the trooper’s door. Then is a fife
heard trolling within the lodge, on the inspiring topic
of the British Grenadiers; and, as the evening closes
in, a gruff inflexible voice 1s hea.rc! to say, while two
men pace together up and down, ‘‘ But I never own
to it before the old girl. Discipline must be main-
tained.”’ _ 1t

he greater part of the house is shut up, and 1t 1s

a igiﬁ']gusﬁ nﬂ longer ; yet Sir Leicester hni!da h:ﬁ
shrunken state in the long drawing-room Ior a
that, and reposes in his old place before my L.ﬂdy 8
picture. Closed in by night with br‘i’f‘f} tﬂmfﬂﬁf{;
and illumined only in that part, the hght o 3
drawing-room seems gradually mutrﬁﬁng 2;19
dhrindling unbil e e i extingaished for S
‘ : and 1t wi e all extl

fﬂigagg;lt; and the damp door in the llnfu;SUli?ﬂ
“which shuts so tight, and looks so obdurate,

d.and received him, _ :
hn‘t’iﬁﬂﬁﬁn, growing with t}mdﬂ1ghli; ofﬂt;u:; Izan];:cﬁg
as to the red in her face and ye :irlw ass Jo s
it ds to Sir Leicester in the g
iv:r]hlﬂte;mr&auisa driven to various artifices to cunpaal
he% 'nwns: of which the chief and most Eﬁcamﬂus
18 thjé insertion of the pearl necklace between her

- —,

rosy lips. Long-winded treatises on the Buffy and
Boodle question showing how Buffy is immaculate
and Boodle villainous, and how the country is lost
by being all Boodle and no Buffy, or saved by being
all Buffy and no Boodle (it must be one of the two,
and cannot be anything else), are the staple of her
reading. Sir Leicester is not particular what it is,
and does not appear to follow it very closely ;
further than that he always comes broad awake the
moment Volumnia ventures to leave off, and,
sonorously repeating her last word, begs with some
displeasure to know if she finds herself fatigued ?
However, Volumnia, in the course of her bird-like
hopping about and pecking at papers, has lighted
on & memorandum concerning herself, in the event
of ** anything happening > to her kinsman, which
18 handsome compensation for an extensive course
Ef reading, and holds even the dragon Boredom at
ay.

The cousins generally are rather shy of Chesney
Wold in its dulness, but take to it a little in the
shooting season, when guns are heard in the planta-
tions, and a few scattered beaters and keepers wait
at the old places of appointment, for low spirited
twos and threes of cousins. The debilitated cousin,
more debilitated by the dreariness of the place, gets
into a fearful state of depression, groaning under
penitential sofa-pillows in his gunless hours, and
protesting that such fernal old jall’s—nough t’sew
fler up—frever,

The only great occasions for Volumnia, in this
changed aspect of the place in Lincolnshire, are
those occasions, rare and widely-separated, when
something is to be done for the county, or the coun-
try, in the way of gracing a public ball. Then,
indeed, does the tuckered sylph come out in fairy
form, and proceed with joy under cousinly escort to
| the exhausted old assembly-room, fourteen heavy
miles off ; which, during three hundred and sixty-
four days and niglits of every ordinary year, is a
kind of Antipodean lumber-room, full of old chairs
and tables, upside down. .Then, indeed, does she
captivate all hearts by her condescension, by her
girlish vivacity, and by her skipping about as in the
days when the hideous old general with the mouth
too full of teeth, had not cut onme of them at two
guineas each. Then does she twirl and twine, a pas-
toral nymph of good family, through the mazes of the
dance. Then do the swains appear with tea, with
lemonade, with sandwiches, with homage. Then is
she kind and cruel, stately and unassuming, various,
beautifully wilful. Then is there a singular kind of
parallel between her and the little glass chandeliers
of another age, embellishing that assembly-room ;
which, with their meagre stems, their spare little
drops, their disappointing knobs where no drops are,
their bare little stalks, from which knobs and drops
have both departed, and their little feeble prismatic
twinkling, all seem Volumnias. A

For the rest, Lincolnshire life to Volumnia is a
vast blank -of over-grown house looking out upon
trees, sighing, wringing their hands, bowing their
heads, and casting their tears upon the window-
panes in monotonous depression. A labyrinth of
grandeur, less the property of an old family of
human beings and their ghostly likenesses, than of
an old family of echoings and thunderings which
start out of their hundred graves at every sound,
and go resounding through the bulildmg: A waste
of unused passages and staircases, in which to drop
a comb upon a bedroom floor at night is to send
a stealthy footfall on an errand through the house.
A place where few people care to go about alone;
where a maid screams if an ash drops from the fire,
takes to crying at all times and seasons, becomes the
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victim of a low disorder of the spirits, and gives
arning and departs. _ 3
er’TII‘-hus; Chesne$ Wold. With so much of itself
abandoned to darkness and vacancy; with so little
change under the summer shining or the wintry
lowering ; so sombre and motionless always—no flag
fying now by day, no rows of lights sparkling by
night; with no family to come and go, no visitors
to be the souls of pale cold shapes of rooms, no stir
of life about it ;—passion and pride, even to the
strancer’s eye, have died away from the place in
Lincolnshire, and yielded it to dull repose.

CHAPTER LXVII.
THE CLOSE OF ESTHER'S NARRATIVE.

FuLL seven ha ears I have been the misiress
of Bleak Hﬂuse.pp%‘l{re few words that I have to add
to what I have written, are soon penned; then I,
and the unknown friend to whom I write, will part
for ever. Not without much dear remembrance on
my side. Not without some, I hope, on his or hers.

They gave my darling into my arms, and through
many weeks I never left her. The little child who
was to have done so much, was born before the
turf was planted on its father’s grave. It was a
boy ; and I, my husband, and my guardian, gave
him his father’s name.

The help that my dear counted on, did come to
her ; though it came, in the Eternal wisdom, for an-
other purpose. Though to bless and restore his
mother, not his father, was the errand of this baby,
its power was mighty to do it. When I saw the
strength of the weak little hand, and how its touch
could heal my darling’s heart, and raise up hope
within her, 1 felt a new sense of the goodness and
tenderness of God.

They throve; and by degrees saw my dear girl
Eass into my country garden, and walk there with

er infant in her arms, I was married then. I was
the happiest of the happy.

It was at this time that my guardian joined us,
and asked Ada when she would come home ?

** Both houses are your home, my dear,’’ said he,
*“ but the older Bleak House claims priority. When
you and my boy are strong enough to do it, come
and take possession of your home.”’

Ada called him *‘ her dearest cousin, John.”” But
he said, No, it must be guardian now. He was her
guardian henceforth, and the boy’s; and he had an
old association with the name. So she called him
guardian, and has called him guardian ever gince.
The children know him by no other name,—I say
the children ; I have two little daughters.

It is difficult to believe that Charley (round-eyed
still, and not at all grammatical) is married to a
miller in our neighbourhood ; yet s0 1t is; and even
now, looking up from my desk as I write, early in
the mormng at my summer window, I ‘see the ver
mill beginning to go round. I hope the miller will
not spoil Charley; but he is very fond of her, and
Charley is rather vain of such a match—for he 18
well to do, and was in great request. So far as my
small maid ig concerned, I might suppose Time to
have stood for seven years as still as the mill did
half an hour ago; since little Emma, Charles

7 % ) y 8
gi1ster, is exactly what Charley used to be. As to
Tom, Chﬂ:ﬂel”a brother, I am really a.fra.i:i to sa
Bhﬂ-F he did at school in cyphering, but I think it wa};

ecimals, He ig apprenticed to the miller, what-

éver it was; and ig g good bashful fell ]
falling in love with somebody, and beineg :EL;:;{E

Caddy Jellyby passed her very 1 ' |
t h
us, and was a dearer creature th?;l :v?er ;Ulljfadrﬂfy}:tl;llil;?

' life.

dancing in and out of the house with the childreﬁ,

' never given a dancing-lesson in her
i El(llﬁndlzlﬂd keeps Eér own little carriage now,
instead of hiring one, and lives full two miles
further westward than Newman Street. She works
very hard, her husband %n excellent one) being

lame, and able to do very little. Still, she 1s more

than contented, and does all she has to do with all

her heart. Mr. Jellyby spends his evenings at her

se with his head against the wall, as he
Es::l };1{? 130 in her old one. I have heard that Mus.
Jellyby was understood to suffer great mortificas
tion, from her daughter’s igmoble marriage and
pursuits ; b | | _ _
has been disappointed in Borrioboola Gha, .wlnchl
turned out a failure in consequence of the King of

Borrioboola wanting to sell everybody—who sur-

vived the climate—for Rum ; but she has taken up
with the rights of women to sit in Parliament, and

Caddy tells me it is a mission involving more corre-
apundyence than the old one. I had almostforgotten

Caddy’s poor little girl. She is not such a mite

ut I hope she got over it in time. She

now ; but she is deaf and dumb. I believe there %

never was a better mother than Caddy, who IEﬂrrl':} MY

in her scanty intervals of leisure, innumerable de

and dumb arts, to soften the affliction of her

child.
As if I were never to have done with Caddy, I am

reminded here of Peepy and old Mr, Turveydrop.

Peepy is in the Custom-house, and doing extremel
well. Old Mr. Turveydrop, very apoplectic, sti

exhibits his Deportment about town ; still enjoys

himself in the old manner; is still believed in, in

the old way. He is constant in his patronage of

Peepy, and is understood to have bequeathed hima
favorite French clock in his dressing-room—which

18 not his property.

With the first money we saved at home, we added |

to our pretty house by throwing out a little
Growlery expressly for my guardian; which we

maugurated with great splendour the next time he

came down to see us. I try to write all this lightly,
because my heart is full in drawing to an end; but

way. |
I never look at him, but I hear our poor dear
Richard calling him a good man. To Ada and her

pretty bey, he is the fondest father; to me, he is

what he has ever been, and what name can I give
to that! He is my husband’s best and dearest
friend, he is our children’s darling, he is the object
of our deepest love and veneration. Yet whife |
feel towards him as if he were a superior being, I
am so familiar with him, and so easy with him, that
I almost wonder at myself. T have never lost my

hair at his side. Dame Trot, Dame Durden,

c
y | Little Woman !—all just the same as ever; and I

answer, Yes, dear guardian l—just the same.

I have never known the wind to be in the East
for a single moment, since the day when he took

! Ire -
him, once, that the wind seemed never inmggg E}E}Ia.:g i

No, truly ; it had finally departed | 2

me to the porch to read the name,

now : and he said,
from that quarter on that very day.

I think my darling girl is more beautiful than e
een in her face—for it .~

have purified even its “
. ) l o
innocent expression, and to haye given it a diviner

ever. The sorrow that has b
18 not there now—seems to

quality,

her, in the black dress that she still WE&rE,-'teachiﬂg';f i

" i S
were ao_guoc’l to know that she re;ef:]?::: 1&1-“&1:;&:

my Richard, I feel—it is difficult

old names, nor has he lost his; nor do I ever, when .
he is with us, sit in any other place than in my old .

when I write of him, my tears will have their :
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1 call him my Richard !
two mamas, and I am one.

We are not rich in th
prospered, and we haye
walk out with my hushan , but T hear the people
bless him. I never go into

) a house of any decree
but I hear the praises, or see them in gmtgful g;eaf
I never lie down

ab night, but I know that in the
course of that day he hgs alleviated pain, and

soothed some fellow-creature ; :
I know that from the heds 810 the time of need.

recovery, thanks have ofte

: _ n, often gone up, in th
last hour, for his patient miniﬂtraﬁcﬁzt. Is.pnut::it::l thig
to be rich?

The people even praise Me as the doctor’s wife.
The people even like Me as I go about, and make

80 much of me that I am quite abashed. T owe it
all to him, my love, my pride! They
his sake, as I d

sake.

A night or two ago,

paring for my darling and my guardian and little
Richard, who are coming Yo-morrow, I was sittin
out in the porch of all places, that dearly memorable
porch, when Allan came home.
precious little woman, what
And I said, ‘‘ The moon is

But he says that he has

are you doing here?’’
shining so brightly,

e bank, but we have always |
uite enough. I never |

of those who were past even if I had retained them.”’

_ like me for ;
0 everything I do in life for his

after bustling about pre-

- pets are ve
g  beautiful, and that my husband is very handsome,

So he said, ““ My

—m o — —

Allan, and the night is so delicious, that T have beer
sitting here, thinking,” _ :

““ What have you been thinking about, my dear?”
said Allan then.

"* How curious you are!”” said I. *‘I am almost
ashamed to tell you, but I will. I have been think-
ing about my old looks—such as they were.”’

"* And what have you been thinking about them,
my busy bee ’’ said ‘Allan.

““I have been thinking, that I thought it was im-
possible that you could have loved me any better.

(x4

——>Such as they were?’’ said Allan, laughing.
** Such as they were, of course.”’

““My dear Dame Durden,” said Allan, drawing

my arm through his, ““do you ever look in the
glass?”’

" You know I do: you see me do it.’’

"* And don’t you know that you are prettier than
you ever were?’’

I did not know that: I am not certain that I
know it now. But I know that my dearest little
ry pretty, and that my darling is very

and that my guardian has the brightest and most
benevolent face that ever was seen ; and that they

can very well do without much beauty in me—even

- supposing——,
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CADBURY’s Cocoa closely: resembl *ﬁf
Milk in the large proportion of Flesh-
forming and Strength-sustainingelements }
it contains. It is very easily .digested, {

and imparts new life and vigour to those |
of delicate constitution. It is “a perfect §

food,” entirely free from drugs or any {!
admixture.
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The Editors of THE LANCET, June 10, 1900, say :— “ IH
L' 7 Eﬂf.‘i'
i “We are glad to find that Messrs, Cadbury
li‘ draw attention to the fact that there are strong 'f
' ll grounds for objection to the addition to cocoa of |.
| 1 ccrtain foreign substances. This resourse ' is i
'” | quite unnecessary and, indeed, pernicious, hi f'i X
! especially having regard to the fact that cocoa ill
alone is an excellent food as well as a stimulant, J;;:
i having a salutary action wupon the nerve 1||
!"; centres,” | ’-'
iﬂ - lb_ ; ¢
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