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hook. Cast off! Pull you, Lizzie.

Pull homo,’:ainca you won't let your

father pull.

Tizzie shot ahead, and the other
boat fell astern. Lizzie's father,

had in tow, lunged itself at him
gometimes in an awful manner when
the boat was checked, and sometimes
seemed to try to wrench itself away,
though for most part it followed

composing himself into the easy atti- | submissively. A might
tude of one who had asserted the |have ied that the passing
high moralities and taken an un-|over it were like faint

assailable position, slowly lighted a
pipe, and smoked, and took a survey
of what he had in tow. What he

[ £ ion on & sightless
s o b
and Had no fancies.

CHAPTER IIL
THE MAN FROM SOMEWHERE.

Mn. and Mrs. Veneering were
bran-new people in a bran-new house
in a bran-new quarter of London.

new, their plate was now, their car-
riage was new, their harness was

new, their horses were new, their|i

pictures were new, they themselves
were new, they were as newly mar-
ried as was lawfully com e with

their having a bran-new baby, and if

they had set up a great-grandfather,

observablein the furniture, wasobserv-
able in the Veneerin o surface
smelt a little too much of the work-
shop and was a trifle stickey.

ere was an innocent piece of
dinner-furniture that went upon easy
castors and was kept over a livery
stable-yard in Duke Street, Saint
James's, when not in use, to whom
the Venecrings were a source of

blind confusion. The name of this
article was Twemlow. Being first
cousin to Lord Snigsworth, he was
in frequent requisition, and at many
houses might be said to represent the
dmmiai:.hle in its normal state. Mr.

with T'wemlow, and then put leaves
in him, or added s to him.
Sometimes, the of

he found himself fmmt}ﬂl.e centre,
and the nearer to the sideboard at

pe, | one end of the room, or the window-
‘| curtains at the other.

But, it was not this which steeped
the feeble soul of T'wemlow in confu-
sion. This he was used to, and could
take soundings of. The abyss to
which he cm find no bottom, and
from w]:gch started forth the
sing and ever- of
his life, was thmhh quostion
whether he was Ven 's oldest
friend, or newest friend. the ex-
cogitation of this problem, the harm-

less tleman had devoted many
anxious hours, both in his lodgings

om, favourable to medita-

i y, where Veneering then
; the man who made

v&ﬂ there) were f{h:
eneering’s most

feotion and tender confidence.
come about, that Mr.
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the staircase with a mournful air—as
who should say, “ Here is another
wrotched creature come to dinner;
such is life!"—announces, “ Mis-ter
Twemlow !

Mrs. Veneering welcomes her sweet
Mr. Twemlow. Mr. Veneering wel-
comes his dear T'wemlow. Mrs. Ve-
neering does not expeet that Mr.
e S e
or insipi as es,
but so old a friend must please look
at baby. “Ah! You know the
b st e T

ums,”" says Mr. Veneering,
emotionally at that ne'%r article,
“when you begin to take notice.”
He then begs to make his dear
Twemlow known to his two friends,

y | Mr. Boots and Mr. Brewer—and
clg;.rcg has no distinet idea which is
: | W

But now a fof:\rfnl circumstanee

0CQUTE.
“Mis-ter and Mis-sis Podsnap !
* My dear,” says Mr. Vencoring to
Mzrs. Veneering, with an air of much

. | friendly inferest, while the door

stands open, “the Podsnaps.”

a freshness on appeari
with his wife, instantly deserts l;lg
wife and darts at Twoemlow with ;

“How do you do? So glad fo
know you. ing house you have
here. Fhﬂp& we are notlate. So glad
of this opportunity, I am sure!"

‘When the first shock fell upon
him, Twemlow twice skipped back in
his neat little shoes and his neat little
silk stockings of & bygone fashion, as
if impelled to leap over a sofa behind
him; but the large man closed with
him and proved too strong.

“Let me,” says the man,
“trying to attract the attention of his
wife in the distance, “have the plea-
sure of presenting Mrs. Podsnap to
her host. She will be,” in his fatal
freshness he seems to find perpetual
verdure and eternal youth in the
phrase, “she will be so glad of the
opportunity, I am sure!"”

the meantime, Mrs. Podénap,

unable to originate a mistake on her

Pt
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own account, because Mrs. Veneer-
ing is the only other lady there, does
her best inhgahwny of h.;bu;d;:mely
supportin, usband’s, i

towards 3{\'. Twemlow with a 'l:tikalil.;lE
tive countenance and remarking to
Mrs, Veneering in a feeling manner,
firstly, that she fears he been
rather bilious .of late, and, Bem‘]i:-z;
E the baby is already very li

It is questionable whether any man
quite reli bainﬁrnﬁmkmﬁrany
other man; buf, ._Taneering hav-
ing this very evening set up the

shirt-front of the young Antinous (in | throug

new mh:dhwmbric jusbocm:yhame),
is mot at all complimented i
i to be Twemlow, who is dry
weazen and some thirty years
older. Mrs. Veneering re-
sents the imputation of being the
wife of w. As to Twemlow,

he is so sensible of being a much | men

hetter bred man than Veneering,

that he considers the large man an | him,
offensive ass.
In this complicated dilemma, Mr. | Brewer,

eneering the
Mg gl g e

assures that i personage
that he is deli to see him: who
in his fatal instantly replies:

“Thank yow. I am ashamed to
say that I cannot at this moment
o T

, L am sure!”

Then upon Twemlow,
whohohﬂ baukwilf;l:mal}ra?faeb!e
might, he is haling him off to present
him, as Veneering, to Mrs, Podsnap,
- when the arrival of more un-
ravels the mistake. erenpon,
having re-shaken hands with Veneer-
ing as Veneering, he re-shakes hands
with Twemlow as Twemlow, and
winds it all up to his own perfect
satisfaction saying to the last-
named, * Ridiculous opportunity—
but so glad of it, I am sure!”

Now, T'wemlow having
this terrific experience, having like-
wise noted the fusion of Boots in
Brewer and DBrewer in Boots, and
baving further cbserved that of the

remaining seven guests four discreet
characters enter with wandering eyes
and wholly decline to commit them-
selves as to which is Veneering, until
Veneering has them in his grasp ;—
Twemlow having profited by these
studies, finds his brain wholesomely
hardening as he aches the con-
clusion that he y i8 Veneering's

with Boots and Brewer. Isappealed
to, at the fish stage of the banquet,
by Veneering, on the di quess
tion whether his cousin Bnigs-
worth iz in or gubof town? Gives it
téhathu::hm iso?to{rm “iﬁt

nigswo Park #? Veneering in-
quiis;. B AtySniga-m-thy," Twemlow
rojoing. Boots and Brewer regard
this as a man to be cultivated ; and
Veneering is clear that he is a remu-
nerative nrﬁde.mdllmnhk&me t:lgo:;:-
tainer goes round, like a
Analytical Chemist: alwaylmzinz
to say, after “Chablis, girp”—
“ You wouldn't if you knew what
it's made of.”

The great looking-glass above the
sideboard, reflects table and the
company. Reflects the new Veneor-
ing crest, in gold and eke in silver,
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thawed, o camal of
) oy fD

the bunch of false hair behind,

und | pleased to patromise Mrs. Venceri

for Veneer-

opposite, who is pleased fo b
Eamt.ronm;ad. Raﬂe};hvlem-bnin“}.[or.e

ar,’” another of Veneering’s old-
est ﬁ;iands; who never was in the
house before, and appears not to
want to come in, who sits discon-
solate on Mre. Vencering's left, and

dark, | who was inveigled by Lady Tippins

tory, Sl
shand'sveilis over her-

(a friend of his boyhood) to eame to
these people’s and and who
won't talk. Reflects Eugene, friend

; | of Mortimer; buried alive in the

back of his chair, behind a shoulder

reflects Boots and Brewer, and two
other stuffed Buffers interposed be-
tween the rest of the company and
possible accidents.

The Vencering dinners are excel-

i lent dinners—or new me wouldn't
. | come—amd all goes Notably,

Lady Tippins has made a series of
experiments on her digestive func-
tions, so extremely complicated and
m , that if they could be pub-
with their results it micht
benefit the human race. Hawi
taken in provisions from all parts
the this hardy old crmser has
lnst touched at the North Pole, when,
as the ice-plates are being removed,
the following words fall from her:
. “I assure you, my dear Veneer-

mg—

(Poor T'wemlow’s hand approaches
his forehead, for it would seem now,
that Lady Tippins is going to be the

; | oldest friend.

“1 assure you, my dear Veneer-
ing, that it is the oddest affair! Like
the advertising people, I don't ask
you to trust me, without offering

. | & respectable referemce. Mortimer

there, is my reference, and knows all
about it."”
Mortimerraiseshisdrooping eyelids,
and slightly opens his mouth. Buta
fuint smile, expressive of * What's

the nse !’ passes over his face, and
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he drops his eyelids and shuts his
mouth.

“ Now, Mortimer,” says Lady Tip-
pins, rapping the sticks of her closed
green fan upon the kmuckles of her
left hand—which is particulaxly rich
in knuckles, “I insist upon your tell-
ing all that is to Dbe told about the
man from Jamaica."”

“@Give you my honour I mever
heard of any man from Jamaica, ex-
cept the man who was a brother,”
replies Mortimer.

“Tobago, then.”

“ Nor yet from Tobago.”

“Txcept,” Eugene strikes in: so |

that the mature young
lady, who ia.s forgotten all about
him, with a start takes the epaulette
out of his way : “except our friend
who long lived on rice-pudding and
isinglass, till at length to his some-
thing or other, his physician said
something else, and a leg of mutton
somehow ended in daygo.”

A reviving impression goes round

the table that Eugene is coming out.
An unfulfilled impression, for he goes

n -
“Eow, my dear Mrs. Veneering,"
quoth Lady Tippins, “I appeal to
you whether this is not the basest
conduct ever known in this world?
1 carry my lovers about, two or three
at a time, on condition that they are
very obedient and devoted ; and here
is my old lover-in-chief, the head of
all my slaves, throwing off his alle-
giance before company! And here is
another of my lovers, a rough Cymon
at present, certainly, but of whom I
hu(fmost hopeful expectations as to
his turning out well in course of time,
pretending tlﬁat ha] ca(!i‘t't remnm'b:;'
his nursery rhymes! On purpose
aNnoy me, furyhl.g Ikmows how I doat
upon them!"
A grisly little fiction concerning
her lovers is Lady Tippins's point.
She is always attended by a lover or
two, and she keeps a little list of her
lovers, and she is always booking a
new lover, or striking out an old
lover, or putting a lover in her black
list, or promofing & lover to her blue

list, or adding up her lovers, or other-
wise posting her book. Mrs. Veneer-
iIIg is gharmed ]JY the hum?u_r, and
go is Veneering. Perh:ﬁa it is en-
hanced by a cerfain y: Owtﬁlﬂy in
Lady Tippins's throat, like the legs
of scrate poultry.

«T banish the false wretch from
this moment, and I strike him out of
my Cupidon (my name for my Ledger,
my dear) this very night. But I am
resolved to have the account of the
man from Somewhere, and I beg ﬁou
to elicit it for me, my love,” to Mra.
Veneering, *“as I have lost my own
influence, Oh, you pe jured man!”
This to Mortimer, a rattle of
her fan. ?

“Wo are all very much inferested
in the man fmmargcmawhm,” Ve-
neering ohserves.
f'I‘]:len'l‘.hﬁ iour Btuﬁ'ers, taking heart
o e all four at once, say :
gTﬁcDel y interested o

i Q 7 Bxlflbﬁdl ”»

“ Dramatic!"

# Man from Nowhere, ik
And then Mrs. waor
TLady Tipping's winning wiles are
contig%llrlrg-—folds her hands 'in the
manner of a supplicating child, turns
toherleftneighbour, and says, ¢ i
Pay! Man from Tumwhere !’ At
which the four Buffers, again myste-
riously moved all four at once, ex-
claim, * You can't resist!”

“Upen my life,” says Mortimer,
languidly, “I find it immensely em-
barrassing to have the eyes of
upon me to this extent, and my only
consolation is that ouw:.ll. all of
you execrate Lady Tippins in your
secret hearts when you find, as you
inevitably will, the man from Some-
where a bore. Sorry to destroy ro-

lace, the name of which eseapes me,
ut will suggest itself to werybud?:
else here, where they make the wine.”
Eugene suggests * Day and Mar-
ﬁnla b1}

L iTo, not that place,”” returns the
unmoved Mortimer, *that's where
they make the Port. My man comes

mance by fixing him with a local
habitation, but he comes from the
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from the country where they make
the Cape Wine. But look here, old
fellow ; it's not at all statistical and
it’s rather odd.”
It is always noticeable at the table
« of the Veneeri that no man
troubles himself much about the Ve-
neerings themselves, and that any
one who has anything to tell, gene-
Eﬂl{y tells it to anybody else in pre-

nee.

“The man,”” Mortimer goes on,
addressing Eugene, “ whose name is
Harmon, was only son of a tremen-
dous old rascal who made his money
by Dust.”

“Bedﬁalvabaepa and a bell P’ the
gloom o inquires.

i “Anyﬂ :ﬁder and basket if you
like. By which means, or by others,
he | rich as a Dust Contractor,
and lived in a hollow in a hilly coun-
fry entirely composed of Dust. On
his own small estate the growling old
vagabond threw up his own mountain
range, like an old voleano, and its
ol formation was Dust. Coal-
sty rough dust and sifted d
%m&r of Dust.” s
A passing remembrance of Mrs.
i sering, here induces Mortimer to
next half-dozen words to
which he wanders away
tries Twemlow and finds he
% answer, ulfimately takes up
the Buffers, who receive him

8.  Having begun (as was
prendering these attentions
ife of his bosom, he next
[ at leisure to bestow a
ition on the claims of
‘He chose a husband
y to his own satisfac-
in the least to hers, and
ﬂﬁﬂ% gpon her, as her

on't know how

girl respectfully intimated that she
was secretly engaged to that popular
character whom the novelists and ver-
sifiers call Another, and that such g
marriage would make Dust of her
heart and Dust of her life—in short,
would get her up, on a very extensivo
scale, in her father's business. Im-
mediately, the venerable parent—on
a cold winter's might, it is said—
anathematised and turned her out.”

Here, the Analytical Chemist (who
has evidently formed a very low
opinion of Mortimer's sborﬁ con-
cedes a little claret to the Buffers;
who, again mysteriously moved all
four at once, screw it slowly into
themselves with a peculiar twist of
enjoyment, as they cry in chorus,
“ Pray go on.”

“The pecuniary resources of An-
other were, as they usually are, of a
va:t-ylign_ibe%omg. I believe I am
not using too Ng an expression
when I say that Afother was hard
up. However, he married the young
lady, and they lived in a humble
dwelling, probably possessing a porch
ornamented with honeysuckle and
woodbine twining, until she died. I
must_refer you to the Registrar of
the District in which the humble
dwelling was situated, for the certi-
fied cause of death ; but early sorrow
and anxiety may have had to do with
ity though they :::g not appear in
the ruled 03 printed forms.
Indisputably this was the case with
Another, for he was so cut up by the
loss of his young wife that if he out-
}dx;ie“i'haraywitwasaamuchasha

_ There is that in the indolent Mor-
timer, which seems to hint that if
good society might on any account
allow itself to be impressible, he, one
of good society, might have the wealk-
ness to be impressed by what he here
relates. Tt is hidden with great pains,
but it is in him. The gloomy Hu-
gene too, is not without some kindred
touch; for, when that appalling Lady
Tippins declares that if Another had
survived, he should have gone down

af the head of her list of lovers—and



emboldened by suc-

: “When

cess, !
“ T!:zsother day. Ten or twelve
months ago.” :
Same Buffer ires with smart-
ness, “ What of 7 herein perighes

L o
mountains, with some sort of a dwell-
i at its foot, to an old servant

: e,
e
cause 00
because of t{l.t subtle influence in
nature which impels humanity to
embrace the Wd
looking at anything, rather than the
person who it.

% __Tixcept that the son’s inherif-
ing is made conditional on his mar-
%gagirléh:lho at the date of the

ceed to a very large fortune,
take a wife.” g

~ mot
 that by special testam

entary
~ would then go to the old servant
above mentioned, passing over and
excluding tho son ; also, that if the
son had not been living, the same old
- pervant would have been sole resi-
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become of the very large fortune, in
the event of the marriage condition

being fulfilled? Mortimer replics,
clause it

Don Juan; why don’é take
note from the OOmmand:.{::a g Upt
which, the chemist advances it under
the nose of Mortimer, who looks round
at him, and Bays :

“'What's this £

Analytical Chemist bends and whis-

pers.
“ Who 27 says Mortimer.

W .
Mortimer stares at him, and unfolds

the paper. Reads it, reads it twice,

turns it over fo look at the blank out-
side, reads it a third time.

ki w:.tl‘: my:lﬁl;ad "
ge ith an face
mundtlgzht:ﬁe: ¢ this is the conclu-
sionof the story of the identical man."”
“ &]m_l:ly married £’ one guesses
guesses,
¥ Codicil among the dust?*’ another

marknblyn

CHAPTER IIT.

neering stair-
following them forth
: turned info a

gs liberally gilded, and
0 see the messenger who

] Epm‘. He was a
b . Mortimer

| eome up in & cab, and the cab’

ANOTHER MAN.

“My father, Jesse Hexam,"

“Ts'it he who found the body #”

3 Yﬂ. gir.”

“What is your father ¢"

The boihmimtad, looked -
fully at the pilgrims as if they had
m;:ﬁlg: n P?:.itﬁe dmt.he ty, then

ing a plait in right leg
of his trousers, “ He gets his living
hbm.l!

“1s it far "’

“Ishi:rhich hr‘r; aslked the b&jg
upon his guard, upon
road to Canterbury. i

“16ua" gootiah sirteh, siry 1

“It's a i sir.

8 waite
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