dressing it are.”’
“You low little thing. Caught
Sampson with ! Don't
talk a catching miss, $ill
your own time for i you
call it comes.””

“Perhaps it has come,” muttered
Lavyy, with a toss of her head.

s S B
£0y, miss

vy deo.l.\ma:iﬁ ing equally to repeat
or o explain, Bella gradually lapsed
over her hair-dressing into a soliloquy
on the miseries of being y B8 6X=
emplified in baving mm

human ou,nnthingbgooutin.notbhm

dress by, only a box to

at instead of a commodions dressing-
table, and being obliged to take in sus-
picious lodgers. On the last grievance
as her climax she laid great stress—
and might have Inid greater, had she
lmown that if Mr. Julius Handford
had a_twin brother upon earth, Mr.

John Rokesmith was the man.

BOFFPIN'S

CHAPTER V.

BOWER.
Dbeeame a foot-warmer, the unfolded

vendish | clothes-horse displayed a choice col-

lection of halfpenny ballads and be-
came a screen, and the stool planted
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yarn, and laid it cross-wise under the
trestles: where it looked like an un-
wholesomely-forced lettuce that had
lost in colour and crispness what it
had gained in size.

He l:l.al;d g&hbliahed.lﬁil right to the
corner, by imperceptible prescription.
Ho had never varied his

L] never

inch, but had in the beginning diffi- |i

dently taken tho corner upon which
the side of the house gave. A howl-

ing corner in the winter time, a dusty | i

corner in the summer time, an unde-
sirable corner at the best of times.
Shelterless fragments of straw and
paper ﬁ: up revolving storms there,
when main street was at peace ;
ot sghiod; e iundaring 40d
or came ering
jolting round it, making it muddy
when all else was clean.

On the front of his sale-board hung
a little placard, like a kettle-holder,
bearing the inscription in his own
small text :

Errands

Un with

Delity

fm'iulmd Gentlemen
remain

Your humble Serct:

Silas Wegg.

He had not only settled it with him-
self in the course of time, that he
was errand-goer by appointment to
the house,at the corner (thouihal?e
received such commissions not a
dozen times in %w tl{)eu Gaﬂlsy
as some servant's , but also
thuthemw;n mofthezause’areé
tainers owed vassalage to it an

was bound to leal and loyal interest
in it. For this reason, he always
spoke of it as “Our House,"
though his knowledge of its affairs
was mostly speculative and all wrong,
claimed to be in its confidence. On
similar grounds he never beheld an
inmate at any one of its windows but

E

* « Aynt Jane," “ Uncle Par-
hm;"__.?nvins no authority whatever

a] ce. But, this once done, was
quite satisfactory, and he rested
gnaded, that he imew his way about
prderegg g o g
in the hi to two
g?:cexhngumh' ishers before the main
door—which secemed to request all
lively visitors to have the Lmdmm
to put themselves out, before enter-

ing.

Assuredly, this stall of Silas Wegg's
was the hardest little stall of all the
sterile little stalls in London. It
gave you the face-ache to look at his
apples, the stomach-ache to Took at
his oranges, the tooth-ache to look at
his nuts. Of the latter commodity
he had always a grim little heap, on

or no—it was an easterly corner—
the stall, the stock, and &a kvoveper.
were all as dry as the Desert. Wegg
was a knotty man, and a close-grain=-
ed, with a face Medontom
hard material, that had just as

play of n as a watchman's
rattle. he laughed, certain
jerks occurred in if, and the rattle

sprung. Sooth to say, he was so

g lid : d
gats; but with bright, euger child-

y-inquiring, grey eyes, under hi
ragged eyebrows, nn):l broad-brimmhols

sot | hat. A very odd-looking old fellow

alto .

“ -
you are again," ted
L Ty
where are you Have you Iat.e?r
ighbour

very | come to in this

or do you own to another neighbour-
ol gy bt by
cumstances, or is it wasting th -
tions of a bow on you ? Oamnlulfpll
specnlate ! I'll invest a bow in you.”

“Which Mr. Wegg, ha
his i box, ccenlingly i, ss o

- y
ger p for
some other dev infant.
Iute was acknowledged with :The o
4 “f:,iwms, sir! Morning! Morn-
* Calls me Sir!" said Mr. Wi
to “Ho won't answer. A
bo‘w I”)
‘ Morning, morning, morning 1"

ol TR s

=i eig,ﬁs before,

“

in his moble, Getde Daaras
Way, th.::gl: ‘th. o .
7 nare with great good-humour.
house, gir, geveral times i
ofthshstweakwm.??mmww
“Om_-houaa,’;’fapeatad the other.

“Yes,” said Mr. Wegg, nodding,
as the other pointed the c?umsy ferg-
finger of his right glove at the corner

“Oh! Now, what” pursued the
old fellow, in an inquisitive manner,

his knotted stick in his left
arm as if it were a baby, “what do
you now £

8, It b
“It's job work tha
1 53 J t I do for our

Bilas, drily, and

= e adp8 ¥
With reticence ; “it’s not yet brought

to an exact allowance.”

“Oh! It'snot yot brought to an



30 OUR MUTUAL FRIEND.

exact allowance? No! It's not yet
bm}?ght.h an exact allowanoo. Jh!
—Mornmng, morning, morning
l:A ears to be rather a cracked
. o Silas, qualifyi
his former good opinion, as the other
ambled off. But, in & moment he
was back again with the question :
“ How you get your wood

leﬁ: - 2
remel i, L e skt

«Well! Thaven't gob o keep it

" My, wegg made answer, in
a sort of desperation occasioned by
i ity of the question.

“ Ho hasn't,” repeated the other to
his knotted stick, as he gave it a hug ;
“he hasn't_got—ha!—ha !—to keep
it warm! Did you ever hear of the
name of Boffin ¢

“No,” said Mr. Wegg, who was
growing restive under this examina-
tion. I never did hear of the name
of Boffin."

“ Do you like it

«“Why, no,"” retorted Mr. Wegg,

in & ing desperation; “
can"l: say do.”

“Why don't you like it £

“«T don't know why 1 don't,” re-
torted Mr. Wegg, & i

- l”

“but I don't at all.’ ol
“Now, I'll tell you somethin
that'll make you sorry for that,” said

the stranger, smiling. “My name's
Doffin.” '

“I can't help it!" returned Mr.
Wegg. Implying in his manner the
offensive ad\riﬁon, “and if I could, T
wouldn't.”

“PBut there’s another chance for
you,” said Mr. Boffin, smiling still,
“Do you like the name of Nico-
demus? Think it over, Nick, or
Noddy."

“Tt is mot, sir,” Mr. Wegg re-
joined, as he snft duwa on his stool,
with an air of gentle resignation,
combined with melancholy candour ;
« it isnot a name as I could wish any
one that T had s respeet for, to call
me by ; but there may be that

j%ﬁm-—l don't lmow why,” Mr.
egg added, anticipating another
question.

“ N Boffin,”” said that gentlo-
man. “Noddy. That's my name,
Noddy—or mek-—Boﬂin. ‘What's
your name " -
+Silas Wegg.—1I don’t,” said Mr.
‘Wegg, bestirring himself to take the
o as “T don't
know why Silas, and I don’t know
whyN‘V ad sid Mr. Boffin,

4 Now, L £
hugging his stick closer, I want to

a sort of offer to you. Do you
remember when you first see me £
The wooden leg looked at him with
a meditative eye, and also with a
softened air as deserying possibility
of profit. “Let me think. I ain’t
quite sure, and yet I generally take
a powerful sight of notice, too. Was
it on a Monday morning, when the
butcher-boy had been to our house
for orders, and hought a ballad of me,
which, being unacquainted with the
tune, I run it over to him ?”

“Right, Wegg, right! But he

ht more than one.”

“ Bg'w\%amsir,habuuht
several ; and “wishing to lay out hi
money to the best, he took my opinion
to guide his choice, and we went over
the collection together. To be sure

g |we did. Here was him as it might

be, and here was myself as it might
be, and there was you, Mr. Boffin, as
you identically ave, with your self-
same stick under your very same arm,
and your very same back towards us.
To—be—sure !” added Mr. Wegg,
looking a little round Mr. Boffin, to
take him in the rear, and identify
this last extrao coincidenco,
‘ your wm-g solf-same g

“ What do you think I was doing,

oy P

«] should judge, sir, that you
might be glancing your eye down
the street."”

“No Wegg. I was a listening.”

“Was vyou, indeed ?” said Mr.
Wegg, dubiously.

“Not in a dishonourable way,

would not view it with the same ob-

Wegg, because you was singing to

. |  that's something, too.”
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- you wouldn't sing | That's what I thought to myself, that
er in the strect, you | morning,” od Mr, 1
1h | ing farwa.rE“t.l:u Flofitn, Toxai-

describe, uncramped

that I did so | by the clothes-horse, as an are

as his right arm could make; ¢

“But I| Print is open to him;’* And it is,

el
“Why, truly, sir,” Mr, W, 3
mitted with modesty; “I ko

couldn't show me the pi of
liuhprint,_thatlwouﬁ;’c:be

g
equnltomllmngandthmw:ng.
::Onthaspot " gaid Mr. Boffin.
(}nthsa L

“Iknow'dit! Then consider this.
Here am T, & man without a wooden
Ieg= an:lya’aa}lrrinﬁuhuttome."
“Indeed, sir?” Mr. Wegg re-
turned with inereasing self-com:
emcﬁ “Education neglected #’
:h eg—lected !‘" repeated
wi en?lmnn. “That ain’tno
forit. 1 don't mean to say but what
if you showed me a B, I could so far
Eragguchmgefurtt,a to answer

“ Come, sir,"” said Mr, W,
ing in a little mmagum;'ﬁ,

“It's something,” answered Mr.
Boffin, “but T'll take my ocath it
N Pahete

bt it's not as much as co
bR s it et
Mr. Wegg '
“Now, loock here. I'm reti
from business. Me and Mrs. Boﬁinm—‘1
Henerietty Boffin—which her father's
name was Hemery, and her mother's
name was Hetty, and so yomit—
we live on a compittance, the
will of a diseased governor.”

, “Man alive, don't T tell you? A
lato for 1 o bagi sbareling e
ate for me gin shovelling and
sifting at alphabeds and g'mmgmnr-
books. I'm getting to be a old bird,
nndemttotakeitmsy. But I
want some —some fine bold
reading, some splendid book in a
Fuo;mgmg" |E;:[)1-%‘;I%ano:r‘s-—Blmw of wol-

: ¥y meaning gorgeous,
but misled by association of ideas) ;

““as’ll reach right down your pint of
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view, and take time to go by you.
How can I get that \"cgg?
By,"” ta him on the breast with
the of his thick stick, “paying
a:lcgn trul quaijﬁedtt:odo it, s0
m an grmr say pence) to
come and do it.” )

“Hem! Flattered, sir, I am sure,”
said Wegg, beginning to regard him-
self in quite & new light. “ Hem!
'I-‘hli’n is the offer you mentioned,
Bir ”n

“IYa. I)oyuuh’keitg;

i am 1 .- i l[r—

8 considering t,

hour, shan’t part us. The hours are
our own to choose, after you've
e for the day with your house
here. I live over Maiden-Lane way
—out Holloway direction—and you've
only got to go East-and-by-North
when you've finished here, and you're
there. Twopence half-penny an
hour,” said hklr:g a piece of
the stool to work the sum on the top

uns and a short'un—twopence A
penny ; two short'uns is a long'un
and two two long'uns is four uns
—making five long'uns ; six nights a
week at five long’uns a night,’” scor-
ing them all down “and
you mount up to

B

sir) H

‘ Per week, you know."

“Per week. Yes. As to the
smo'n.ntw of strain upon the intellect
now. Was you thinking at all of

2"’ Mr. Wegg inquired, musing.

“Wonld it come dearer?” Mr.

asked.

* 1t would come dearer,”” Mr. Wegg
returned. *¥or when a person comes

uns. | meet you at once, free and

to grind off poetry night after nigh
it is but right he should axpectmtgb%
paid for its weakening effect on his
miu%" tell the truth, Wi
“To 0] iy ol
said Boﬂin.}:?ilwsm't i _ag'g;r
poetry, except in so fur as this:—If
you was to happen now and then to
fealﬁ::uelf in the mind to tip me
and Boffin ono of yourhaflxd.s,
why then we should drop intopoetry.”
“1 follow you, sir,” said Wegg.
“But not being a regular musical
i I be loath to en-
gage m for that; and therefore
when I dropped into poetry, I should
a.n_ktokeomﬂdﬂdin the light of a

At this, Mr. Boffin's eyes sparkled,
and he shook Bilas earnestly by the
‘hand ulsmhuﬁn that it wasmorethan
he could have and that he took
it v%:indlyhdeeﬁ.

L t do you think of the terms,
;ngf" Mr. Boffin then demanded,
anxiety hard reserve of man-
ner, and who had begun to understand
his man very well, replied with an
air; as if he were saying something

yfenmus'mdgmat:
“ Mr. Boffin, I never bargain.”
‘8o I should have thoughtof you!”

——Done, for double the money !”
pagrd-fButiﬁu?} e sented,
or conclusion, but assen
with the “You know better
what it ought to be than I do, Wegg,”
?&nd again shook hands with him upon

¢ Could youbegin tonight, Wegg 2"
he then demanded, iy s
“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Wegg, careful
to leave all the eagerness to him.
“I see no difficulty if you wish it.
You are provided with the needful
implement—a book, sir £’

“Bought him at a sale,” said Mr.
Boffin. “Eight wollumes. Red and

gold. TPurple ribbon in every wol-
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Boffin

with

come

know him 7"’
3, sir 7" inquired  shoulder with the greatest enthusiasm,

eht have know'd
gaid Mr. DBoffin
¢ His name is
- Off-The-Rooshan-

went over

and with much
Mr. Wegg,

an air of

into itasa

d meet with

. |the mose with a

A guroaivnd it necessary to forestall any
loubt

| said Boffin, clapping him on the

the place where you| pu‘tr%_l:t. I shall expect you, Wegg,"

“most jyfully. 1 shallhaveno
orpntieJnca h’;]l ou come. m
now opening of me. This
night, a literary man—with a wooden
leg—" he bestowed an admiring look
upon that decoration, as if it tly
enhanced the relish of Mr. Wegg's
attainments—* will begin to lead me
ii new life! My fist agnml, ’Wegg.
forning, morning, morning !’

Left alone at his stall as the other
ambled off, Mr. Wegz subsided into
his a small pocket-

screen, produced
. | handkerchief of a penitentially-scrub-

bing character, and took himself b
thoughtful

Also, while hestill grasped that feature,
he directed several thoughtful looks
down the strect, after the retiring

. | figure of Mr. Boffin. But, profound

gravity sat enthroned on Wegg's

this was an opportunity to im-
proved, and that here might be money
to be got beyond present ealculation,
still ‘h?on mm?nimd himself by m;
admiss new engagemen

was at all out of his way, or involved
the least element of ridiculous,
Mr. Wegg would even have picked a
handsome quarrel with any one who
should have challenged his deep ac-

P
y | quaintance with those aforesaid mﬁ:

volumes of Decline and Fall. .
vity was unusual, portentous, an

mm{umhle, not because he admitted

any doubt of himself, but because he

douk lc;f wwii;il ﬁ:ﬁ. And
erein he ranged very nu-
merous class of impostors, who are
quite as determined to keep up ap-
pearances to themselves, as to their
neighbours.

A certain loftiness, likewise, took
possession. of Mr. Wegg; a conde-
scending sense of being in request as |
an official expounder of mysteries.
It did not move him t.o‘oommmul.
greatness, but rather fo littlenesd, in-

D
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somuch that if it had been within the
possibilities of things for the wooden
meagure to hold fewer nuts than usual,
it would have done so that day. But,
when night came, and with her veiled
eyes beheld him stumping towards
Bofiin's Bower, he was elated too.
The Bower was as difficult to find,
as Fair Rosamond's without the clue.
Mr. Wegg, having reached the quar-
ter indicated, inquired for the Bower
half a dozen times without the least
guecess, until he remembered to usk
for Harmony Jail, This occasioned
a, quick change in the spirits of a
hoarse gentleman and a donkey,
whom he had much perplexed.
“Why, yer mean Old Harmon's, do
yer?"" said the hoarse gentleman, who
was driving his donkey in a truck,
with a carrot for a whip. “Whydidn’t
yer niver say so? Eddard and me is
a i{;ﬁix-n' by Aim! Jump in,”
. Wegg complied, and the hoarse
ntleman invited his attention to
@ third person in company, thus ;
“ Now, you look at Eddard's ears.
What was it as you named, agin?

Whisper."
Mr, ?Vegg- whispered, ** Boffin's
wer.

“Fiddard! (keep yer hi on his ears
cut away to (goﬂ?ns"s Bower!" Ed2
ward, with his ears lying back, re-
mainﬁlél d;;mic:oveable. ¥ Sk

o ! er hi on his ears
cut away to O geﬁ;mn.&”

Edward instantly pricked up his
ears to their ntmost, and rattled off
at such a pace that Mr. Wegg’'s con-
versafion was jolted out of him in a
most dislocated state.

“Was-it-Ev-verajail?" asked Mr.
Wegg, holding on.

“Not a proper jail, wot you and
me would get committed to,” returned
his escort; ““they giv’ it the name,
on accounts of Old Harmon living
solitary there.”

“ And-why - did - they - callitharm -
Ony " asked Wegz. \

“ (n accounts of hisnever agreeing
with nobody. Like a speeches of
chaff. Harmon's Jail; Harmony
Jail, Working it round like.”

« Doyouknow - Mist - Erboff -in "
asked Wegg.

«T ghould think so! Everybody
do about here. EhL}:lqu ii—)t:lowbaT (l)x‘ién
(Keep yerhi on his ears. v
Boffin, Eddard !”

The effect of the name was so very
alarming, in respect of causing a tem-
porary disappearance of Edward's
head, casting his hind hoofs in the air,
greatly accgemﬁng the pace and in-
creasinging the jolting, thatMr. Wegg
was fain to devote his attention exclu-
sively to holding on, and to relinquish
his desive of ascertaining whether
this homage to Boflin was to be con-
sidered mmplimenlmgr or the reverse.

Presently, Edward stopped at a
gateway, and Wogg discreetly lost
no time in slipping ouf at the back
of the truck, The moment he was
landed, his late driver with a wave of
the carrot, said “ Supper, Eddard!"™
and he, the hind hoeofs, the truck, and
Edward, all seemed to fly into the air
together, in a kind of apotheosis.

ushing the gate, which stood ajar,
‘Wegg looked into an enclosed space
rhers NS el
igh a e gky, and where the
pa%hway to the Bower was indicated,
as the moonlight showed, between
two lines of broken crockery set in
ashes. A white figure advancing
along this path, proved to be nothing
more huﬂtllly than Mr. Boffin, easily
attired for the pursuit of knowledge,
in an undress garment of short white
smock-frock. Having received his
literary friend with great cordiality,
he conducted him to the interior of
the Bower and there ted him
to Mrs. Boffin:—a m of a
rubicund and cheerful aspect, dressed
(to Mr. Wegg's consternation) in a
low evening of sable satin, and
a large black velvet hat and feathers.
 Mrs. Boffin, Wegg,”” said Boffin,
‘ig a highflyer at Fashion. And
her make is such, that she does it
credif. As to myself, I ain’'t yet as
Fash'nable as I may come to be.
Henerietty, old lady, this is the
gentleman that's a going to decline
and fall off the mpire,"”

de, o3
- *“Do you understand it, Wegg ?*
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“Why, in a general way, sir,”
Mr. Wogg was beginning slowly and
knaw_l;lgly, with his h&?d gtuck on
one gide, as evasive e do i
when the other cut hHJ::l:lhnrt :'begm,

“You don’t understand it, Wegg,
and I'll explain it. These arrange-
ments is made by mutnal consent

. | between Mrs. Boftin and me. Mrs.

Boffin, as I've mentioned, is a high-
flyer at Fashion ; at present I'm not.
I don't go higher than comfort, and
comfort of the sort that I'm equal to
the enjoyment of. 'Well then. Where
would be the good of Mrs. Boffin and
me quarrelling overit? We never
did quarrel, before we come into
Boffin’s Bower as a property; why
%nné;d ]\;han we have come into

offin’s Bower as a property P So
Mrs. Boffin, she keeps ltjxr;her part of
the room, in her way ; I keep up my
part of the room in mine. In con-
sequence of which we have at once,
Sociability (I should go melancholy
mad without Mrs. Boffin), Fashion,

. | and Comfort. If I get by degrees to

be a high-flyer at Fashion, then Mrs.
Boffin will by degrees come for'arder.
If Mrs. Boffin should ever be less of a
dab at Fashion than she is at the pre-
sent time, then Mrs. Boffin's
would go back’arder. If we should
both continnyas we are, why then Aere
weare, and give us a kiss, old lady.”
Mus. Boffin, who, perpetually smil-
ing, had approached and drawn her
plump arm through her lord’s, most
i complied. Fashion, in the
;;—E f:l:'t?d hlackw velvet hat and
ers, trie prevent it; but
deservedly crushed in the andaavog::
% So now, Wegg,” said Mr. Boffin,
wiping his mouth with an air of much
refreshment, “ yon begin to know us
ag we are. This is a ing spot,
is the Bower, but you must get toap-
preciate it by degrees. It's a spot to
find out the ments of, little by little,
and a new'un every day. There's a
serpentining walk up each of the
mounds, thmives you the yard and
neighbourh changing every mo-
ment. When you get to the top,
there’s a view of the neighbouring
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premises, not to be surpassed. The
mises of Mrs. Boffin's late father
Canine Provision Trade), you look
down into, as if they was your own.
And the top of the High Mound is
crowned with a lattice-work Arbour,
in which, if you don’t read out loud
manya'hookmf.hn,ay.wd
as a friend, drop many a time into

too, ﬁahwtbemy&ult. ‘Now, | Mr.

poetry
what'll you read on #”

“ Thanlk you, sir,”” returned W
asaff.hmwnre new in

moist, does i,
. Boffin, with in-

ensm
“N-no, sir," replied Wegg, coolly,

“I should hnrd.lﬁ describe it #o, sir. | j

it. Mellers )t,
u thﬂ word I should employ, Mr.
Boffin."”

El:woodmmu%?t andht:?ﬁhpt
exac wil de]jg m
ndng?ﬁﬂmhu mi'nd. f

ore METCENATY o
the many ways in which this connec-
tion was to be turned to account,
never obscured the foremost idea na-
tural to a dull o ing man, that
he must not make himself too cheap.

Mrs, Boflin's Fashion, as a less
ambledaﬁyfhantheidolnmally
worshipped under that name, did not
forbid for herli guest,
orubnglf mdtha 10 his
h.hng

moﬂmr thing I
When you come in here of an even-

ing, and look round you, and notice | pi

anything on a shelf that lm];peuto
cateh your fancy, mention it.”

‘Wegg, who had been gng
on h:f spectacles, imm "3
them down, with the sprightly ob-
servation :

“You read my thoughts, sir. Do

my oyes deceive me, or is that object
upyt.here a—a pie? It can’t be a

“Yes, it's a pm. Wegg,"” m hed
Mr. Boflin, with a glance o
discomfiture at the Decline nnd ]s‘

“ Have 1 lost my smell for fruits, -

isita & sir P" asked Wegg.
L It’np?.v;lﬁe’ and ham pie,” said

Boffin.
“1s it indeed, sir? And it would
, | be hard, gir, to name the pie that is a
better pie than a weal and hammer,”
nﬂ-‘w , nodding his head

“E&wmn,w %5

“Thank h]ﬁ?Boﬁil, I til:link
b § at vitation. I wouldn't

. uﬁw-, at the nt

too, especially when a
thm ham, i mdlw c{m iy
s is to the organ,

is very mellering to the organ.” Mr.
'Wuggdldnotuy what o an, but

Bo, the 'bmughtclown d
;mm an
the worthy Mr. Boffin exercised his
patience until Wegg, in the exercise
gii’.llxlinhxfem& mgﬁmaamu
: profiting oppor-
mgfomw althnugh
ble to
(Miz: Boftin) con-
con-
$ hﬂnr)umn.
thntmstesdof saying, in a compara-

unmeaning manner, to a visitor,
"%mmmmm .

7

upFli
ol alwum}n:l‘
“Y’n& L your eye along the

vea,and,i! see ou
o yml tnythmgy

Boffin and Lady, is the first
e of the first wla;llume of the
and Fall of—"" here he
lmkad hard at the book, and stopped.

"« What's the matter, Wegg?”
% Why, it comes into my mind, do
- know, sir,” said Wegg with an

nlhl;sﬁmknm(ha
it again looked hard at the book),
at you made a little mistake this
. nllmathintwtw:

only something put i
’a’ud.ylpt.hmkyonnﬂ

?ﬂ

ring andmdmgvarof eig

, when a bright thought

him.m diffi-
me ina

‘- Buffice it to ob-

e had better drop it."
g thus came out of his
with quite a chivalrous
llllyﬂmt., but by dint of
ih & manly delicacy, “In

us: who,

sir, we had |
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under the uﬁ]lntwn of Commodi-

ous, was held by Mr. Doflin to have
beer: quite unworthy of his Englssh
origin, and “not to have acted u

his name” in his government o the
Roman people. ith the death of
this p Mr. Wegg terminated
his ﬁmg; fore which
consummation so total eclipses

of Mrs. Boffin's candle behind her

“ The difference, | fini

that wasn’t stunning emougb, Vittle-
us (and well named t00) cats six mil-
lions’ worth, English money, in seven
months! Wegg takes it easy, but
Bls;fn-:n},'-m:-ul to & old bird like my-

these are scarers. And even now
that Commodious is strangled, I don’t

y | see o way to our bettering ourselves.”

Mr. Boffin added as he turned his
pensive towards the Bower and
shook his “1 didn’t think this
morning there was half so man
Scarers in Print. But I'm in for it
now!"”
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