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mendation to the Home Office (which
Mr, I ap to think
highly sensible), to offer a reward for
the solution of the mystery. Within
eight-and-forty hours, a reward of
One Hundred Pounds was proelaimed,
together with a free pardon fo any
porson fzr persons not the aﬁnﬂl
i or perpetrato 80
fem? due form. -

This Proclamation rendered Mr,
Inspector additionally studious, and
ciused him to stand meditating on
river-stairs and causeways, and to go
lurking about in boats, putting this
and that together. But, i
to the success with which you put

this and that together, you get a wo-

man and a fish apart, or a Mermaid
in combination. And Mr, Inspector
could turn out nothing better than a
Mermaid, which no Judge and Jury
would beligve in. Ly

Thus, like the tides on which it had
been borne to the knowledge of men,
the Harmon Murder—as it came to
be popularly called—went up and
dm.ndagbedamlﬂowod. now in
the town, now in the country, now
among palaces, now among hovels,
now among lords and ladies and gen-
tlefolks, now among labourers and
hammerers and ballast-heavers, until
at last, after a long interval of slack
water it got oub to sea and drifted
away. |

CHAPTER IV.

THE R. WILFER FAMILY.

Recrvarp 'Wirren is a name with
rather a grand sound, suggesting on

g [
dows, and gene: the De Wilfers
who came over whz the Congueror.
For, it is a remarkable fact in genea-
logy that no De Any ones ever came
ov%r “?im Anybody else. =2
ut, Reginald Wilfer y
were of such common-place extraction
and its that their forefathers
had tions modestly sub-
gisted on the Docks, the Excise Office,
and the Custom House, and the exist-
ing R. Wilfer was a poor clerk. So
poor a clerk, throngh having a limited
salary and an unlimited family, that
he had never yet attained the modest
object of his ambition : which was,
to wear a complete new suit of clothes,
hat and boots included, at one time.
His black hat was brown before he
could afford a coaf, his pantaloons
were white at the seams and knees
before he could buy a pair of boots,
his boots had worn out before he
conld treat himself tonew pantaloons,
and by the time he worked round

to the hat again, that shining modern
article roofed-in an ancient ruin of
various periods.

efim g
ever :

bepholaugr? a8 a portrait of Wil-
fer. His chubby, mwﬁ f:mwnt
aj ‘was a reason being
n]wly'l treated with condescension
when he was not down. A

atnbauttepo'h ﬂn::;.n it have
been surprised up
to gupper. 8o boyish was he in his
cnrve?and i his old

sido, might have been unable to with-
stand the tem of caning him
on the spot. short, he was the
conventional cherub, after the sup
sititions shoot just mentioned, rather
grey, with signs of eare on his ex-
pression, and in decidedly insolvent
He was shy, and unwilling to own
to the name of Regi a8 being too
aspiring and self-assertive a name.
In his signature he used only the
initial R., and imparted what it really
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Blirting the border of this desert, b

the way he took, when the light of
ita kiln-fires made lurid smears on the
l?g’d. R. Wilfer sighed and shook his

“Ah me!" said he, “what might
bave been i ok what Sal"” | ©
_ With which commentary on human
life, indicating an i of it not
exclusively his own, he made the best
of his way to the end of his journey.
Mrs, Wilfer was, of course, a fall

ular | woman and an angular, Her lord
moment | being  cherubie, she was necessaril

majestic, according fo the principle
Evhhmh matri:f inlly unites contrasts.

e WaS mu iven to tying up her
haadinapocket—?mdha&:}j'kngﬁed
under the chin, This head-gear, in
conjunction with a pair of gloves worn
within doors, she seemed to consider
a8 at once a kind of armour against
misfortune (invariably assuming it
when in low spirits or difficulties),
and as o species of full dress. Tt was
therefore with some sinking of the
:giril; that her husband d her

us heroically attired, putting down
her ecandle in the little and
coming down the doorsteps through
the ILittle front court to open the gate

. | for him.

former| So ing had
the house-deve; or B Wit Someed

on the staring at it, and cried :

# Hal—lpa ?"*

“Yes," said Mrs. Wilfer, “the man
came himself with a pair of pincers,
and took it off, and took it away., He
said that as he had no expectation of
ever being paid for it, and as he had
an order for another Lantes’ Scxoorn
door-plate, it was better (burnished
upl fr!}r tf:e mi:msta of all es.'l'm

er] it was, my dear; what
do yon think?™

“You are master here, RB. W.," re-
turned his wife. “It is as you think;
not as I do. Perhaps it might have
been better if the man had taken the

here | door too.”

“ My dear, we couldn’t have done
without the door.”

“ Couldn’t we ?"

“Why, my dear! Could we?"
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Tt is as you think, R, W.; not as
Ido"W those submissive words,

ceeding], fi and face, but
with myugrat tg:;.ﬁ potulant ex-
pression in her face and in her
shoulders (whinh in her sex and at|two
her age &re Very ive of dis-
mm).mtpla ughts with a

ounger mﬂm youngest | ful
thhaﬂggdWﬂIm- Not to en-

cumber this bytelhnguﬂ't}m
Wilfers in and casting them up
in the gross, it is enough for the
thattherestwmwh&tm ed
“out in the world,” in various ways,
that they were Miany. So many,
when one of his dutiful children
alledmtoseehnm.R.Wﬂfer o=
seemed to say to himself,
l&ﬂim«mhlmthmehc,“o,h!hemn
amiherofem'”bcfom

E;

EE

“Wﬁ Piggywiggies,"” said R. W,
“how de do to-night? What 1 was
thinking of, my dear,” to Mrs. Wilfer
already seated in a corner with folded
ﬁll::es, *was, that as we have let our
rsowall and as we have now
‘mpil‘ m)}rhm;:ﬂ'yimuld teach

even if pu o
mﬂkm‘;nmdhehawoftwe
of the highest respecta-
who were in search of a suitable
and he took a cani,”

interposed Mrs. W

monotony, as if she were madms an
Act of Parliament aloud. “Tell your
%Bﬁthir"whathar it was last Monday,
“Buf we never heard any more
of th, ma,” said Bella, tha elder

gir

“In addition to which, my dear,”
her husband urged, “if you have no
Pw put two young persons

father, Bo.llg whether the milkman
mu':l]:{o dear, it is the
“ is the same
“Nzlthmi,"wdﬂn.
with the snme mp:mnvemnnotony
“ Pardon me!”
“I mean, my dear, it is the same
a8 to spuce. As fo space. If
you have no in which to put
ow-creatures, how-
ever eminently respectable, which I
donotdnuht,whmmthoumth—
fellow-creatures to be accommo-
dated? I it no further than

love—from a follow-creature point of
view, my Ay

“T have more to say,” re-
turned Mrs. 'W , With a meek
renunciatory action of her gloves.

adding alond, “Ituu ou think, R. W.; not as
Row_dadg,B‘J "' or Susan, as the | I do.” :

Here, the huffing of Miss Bella and
the loss of three oémm at a
swoop, aggravated coronation
of an t,lad.‘bw
lady’s jer an

aeaaaﬂ’thatahla. her sister
went. downonherkueehh up,

"mrlﬂalh:![:nﬁﬂu-

o~ T mpﬂhﬁp,m
dear?” suggested B.W. 4
b I;a:dan me,” said IﬁlsWi]&r

m "

It was one of the worthy woman's
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];.thnn,ta'n:to'ﬂnhhnnkinmd.
or twoon
“Butyouonght to feel for me, you

s pa’
i ey Lo LT

08, say yon ought to. If
they had ouly left me alone and told
me nothing about it, it would have
mattered much less. Buf that nasty
Mr. Lightwood feels it his duty, as
ho says, fo writo and tell me what is
innmoformn,mdﬂmnlamob-

Hﬁ:‘ rid of G Sampson.”
} vinia, rising to the surfuce
with the last dranghtman rescued, in-
terpolad,“Youncmmsdiurngo

d did I say I did, miss?"
Thm,pout.mg with the curls
in her mouth ; « Sampeon wns
very fongl’ofndme. andnd&
very mu 1 wﬂhevur-
e T did'to hisr :

ou were rude h to him,”
Invmnagun

“And did I say I wasn't, miss?
Ty T
aboul y sa

Sampsonmbeﬂierthmno!

%on didn't show him that you
t.houghb oven that,” Lavinia again

mt sed.
oumaohxtandnl\tﬂa:ﬁmt,”
mtvm Bella, “or you wouldn't
make such a dolly speech. What did
youe:peetmatodo? Wait till you
are & woman, and don’t talk about
what you don't understand. You
only show your ignorance!” Then

| whimpering again, and at intervals
| biting the curls, and stopping to look

how much was bitten off, “It's a
shame! There never was sucha hard
case! I shouldn't care so much if it
wasn't so ridiculous, It was ridicu-
lous enough to have a stranger coming
over to marry me, whether he liked
it or not. It was ridieulous enough
to know what an embarmssing moet-
ing it would be, and how we never
could to have an inclination
of our own, either of us. It was

ridiculous enough to know I shouldn’t
like him—how cowld I like him, left
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to him in a will, like a dozen of spoons,
with everything cut and dried before-
hand, like orange chi;lla. Talk of
orange flowers indeed! I declare
again it's a ghame! Those ridiculous
points would have been smoothed
away by the money, for I love money,
and want money—want it dreadfully.
I hate to be poor, and we are de-
gradingly poor, offensively poor,
miserably poor, beastly poor. But
here I am, left with all the ridiculous
parts of the situation remaining, and,
added to them all, this ridiculous
dress! And if the truth was known,
when the Harmon murder was all
over the town, and people were specu-
Iating on its being suicide, I dare say
those impudent wretches at the clubs
and places made jokes about the
miserable creature’s having preferred
a watery grave to me, It's likel
enough they took such liberties;
shouldn’t wonder! T declaro it's
very hard case indeed, and I am a
most unfortunate girl. The idea of
being a kind of widow, and never
having been married! Andtheidea of
beingaspoor aseverafterall, and going
into black, besides, for a man I never
saw, and should have hated—as far as
he was concerned—if I had seen!”

The young lady's lamentations
were choked at this point byaknuckle,
Eknocking at the haﬁ?apan door of the
Toom. e knuckle had knocked two
or three times already, but had not
been heard.

“Who is it?" said Mrs. Wilfer,
in her Act-of-Parliament manner.
“Enter!”’

A gentleman coming in, Miss Bella,
with a short and sharp exclamation,
scrambled off the hearth-rug and
massed the bitten curls together in
their right place on_her neclk.

“The servant girl had her key in
the door as I came up, and directed
me to this room, telling me I was ex-
pected. I am afraid I should have
asked her to announce me.”

#Pardon me,” returned Mrs. Wil-
fer. “Not at all. Two of my daugh-
ters. R. W., this is the gentleman
who has taken your first-floor. He

| ever you please, and I am going to
Egmitumhm 3

was g0 good as to make an appoint-
ment for to-night, when you would
be at home.” _

A dark gentleman. Thirty af the
utmost. An expressive, one might say
handsome, face. A very bad manner.
In the last degree constrained, re-
served, diffident, troubled. His eyes
were on Miss Bella for an instant, and
then looked at the ground as he ad-
dressed the master of the house.

“Hecing that I am quite satisfied,
Mr. Wilfer, with the rooms, and with
their gituation, and with their price, I
suppose 8 memorandum between us
of two or three lines, and a?afment

down, will bind the i wish
to send in furniture m delay.”

Twoor three times during this short
address, the cherub addressed had
made chubby motions towards a chair.
The gentleman now tock it, laying a
hesitating hand en a corner of the
table, and with another hesitating
hand lifting the crown of his hat to
his lips, and drawing it before his
mol‘lflﬂ‘l‘h tl R. W.,” eaid

“The gentleman, W eal
Mrs, Wilfer, ¢ proposes to take your
apartments fry the quarter. A quar-
ter's notice on either side."

“8hall I mention, sir,” insinuated
the landlord, expecting it to be re-
ceived as a matter of course, ‘“the
e 8

’u e e
after a pause, “thats.mfeg’;oaismb
necessary; neither, to say the truth,
is it convenient, for I am a stranger
in London. d‘[ mﬂ:]r& no reference
from you, and per] therefore, you
will r{sqmm none Ezm me. '.[%m.t
will be fair on both sides. Indeed, I
show the greater confidence of the
two, for T will pay in advance what-

trust my 8,
if you were in embarrassed circum-
stances—this is merely suppositi-
tious——""

Conscience causing R. Wilfer to
colour, Mrs. Wilfer, from a corner
(she always got into corners
came to the rescue with a -to
L Pﬂ’fﬂcﬂy:’
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— Why then I—might lose it.”
s Wiy W R. Wilfer,

ut narrowly. He

figure bending
, pa? Here, in
ﬁ: l?::ked at the
hair, ing the
looked af the free

m your landlord’s

name ? Yes, cer-|p

As there was nothing more to do
but pay eight sovereigns in earnest of
the bargain, pocket the agreement,
appoint a time for the arrival of his
furniture and himself, and go, Mr.
Rokesmith did that as awkwardly as
it might be done, and was escorted by
his landlord to the outer air. 'When
R. Wilfer returned, candlestick in
hand, to the bosom of his family, he
found the bosom agitated.

* Pa,"” said Bella, “wo have gota
Murderer for a tenant.”

“Pa,” said Lavinia, “ we have got
a Robber.”

“To see him unable for his life to
look anybody in the face!"” said Bella.
“Thereneverwagsuch an exhibition.”

his | “ﬁ&d&aﬁ,” said their father, “he
isa

dent gentleman, and I should
say particularly so in the society of
girls of your age.”

“ Nonsense, our age!” cried Bella,
impatiently. *“What's that gotto do
with him ?"

“ Besides, we are not of the same
age ~—which age?” demanded La-
vinia.

“ Never you mind, Lavvy,” retorted
Bella; “you wait till you are of an
age to ask such questions. Pa, mark
my words! Between Mr. Rokesmith
and me, there is a natural antipathy
and a deep distrust; and something
will come of it!"

“My dear, and girls,” said tho
cherub-patriarch, “between DMr.
Rokesmith and me, there is & matter
of eight sovereigns, and somethi
for supper shall comse of it, if you'
agree upon the article.”

This was a neat and happy turn to
give the subject, treats being rare in
the Wilfer household, where a mo-
notonous appearance of Dutch-cheese
at fen o'clock in the evening had been
rather frequently commented on by
the dimpled shoulders of Miss Bella.
Indeed, the modest Dutchman him-
self seemed conscious of his want of
variety, and generally came before
the family in a state of apologetic
iration. After some discussion
on the relative merits of veal-cutlet, 4

sweet-bread, and lobster, a decisi
x |
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was pronounced in favour of veal-
cutlet. Mrs. Wilfer then solemnly
i:lastedhmelfdhpr_hmdm_hiﬁ
gloves, as a preliminary sacrifico
to preparing the frying-pan, and R.
W.himwlfwmtmttoﬁ”xnl;huatho
viand. He soon i

the same in a fresh ubhagbﬂ that

where it coyly embraced a rasher of
ham. ious g:ndl were not
long in riging from the frying-pan on
thtn;gﬁm,orinmhmtheﬁ:ﬂight
danced in the mellow ofacol;gﬁ
of full bottles on the table, to play
appropriate dance-music,

cloth was lnid by Lavvy.|i

Bella, as the acknowledged ornament
of the family, employed both hor
hands in giving her hairan additional
wave while sitting in the easiest
chair, and occasionally threw in a
direction touching the supper: as,
¢ Very brown, ma;" or, toher sister
« Put the saltcellar straight miss, and
don't be a dowdy little puss.”
Meantime her father, chinking Mr.
Rokesmith’s gold as he sat expectant
between his knife and fork, remarked

tablecloth to lock at.

I hate our landlord!"” said Bella.
Dut observing a fall in her father’s
face, he wan:nsnd gat down by him
at the ta began touching u
hishair with the handle of a fork. f:
momdthegirl’ssp&;l:way_sto

her attention.
“Yon d::rnvz to have a h«;uuof
our OWn ; 't you, pa £

TORE dont s densrve. ob: Detdee. ban

this money going to the Monster
that swallows up so much, when we

all want—Everything. And if yon | morning
W you

gay (a8 you wantto say ; 1 kno

want to say so, pa) ‘that’s neither

do you sup he did it
&

since his will was

e to say, my dear.
L e ol o SR e s mber
ince bi to light, I

answer, ‘ Maybe not, pa—very likely
—but it’s one of the oonnﬁuanoesaf
ing poor, and of thoroughly hating

and to be poor, and that's my
case.” Now, you look lovely, pa; why
Q:i'lp wear your hair like

‘mention himself as he ism)(, what

. As

doubt if I ever exch
words with the old If it
was his whim to surprise us, his whim
succeaded. For he mly did it."”
“ And I was my foot and
, when he first fook notice
of me; was 17" said Bella, contem-
“You were ping: your little

gk

hair, having to

mdla’fewinchesof ing-glass 1"

“You eanggl:d(}mg-n pson
are.”

g
=
g
g
g
:

with if, 113:113, a8 your means of

“You low little thing. Caught

o e

iss, till

your own time for ou.td:mg——upmp' Myou
'3 ‘w " mu
Lavvy, with a toss of her head.

“What did =
N g

ilfer ~ sa}',‘mial Hier 4
lzut that he': vy ﬂﬂﬂllg!:iﬂ equally fo repeat

or to explain, ly laj
ovarher@mi{bdredngmtoamlﬂn?n?
on the miseries of being ) A8 8X=
Ty s
£0 ou not.
dress by, only a box to
at instead of a cor ious dressing-
table, and being obliged to take in sus-
picious lodgers. On the last grievance
a8 her climax she laid great stress—
and might have laid greater, had she
mwnttl}ah.f Mr. Juliuvg Handford
a twin brother upon earth, Mr.
John Rokesmith was the man.

BOFFIN'S

CHAPTER V.

BOWER,

weather was dry, he furled that faded

article, tied it round with a piece of
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