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CHAPTER VI.
CUT ADRIFT.
Tue Six Jolly Fellowship-Porters, | of old trees; Inots started out of it ;
already mentioned us a tavern of o | and here and there it seemod to twist

dropsical appearance, had long settled
down into a state of hale irFﬁrmjty.
In its 1;thola oonlt;f.ution it had not
a straight floor, and hardly a straight
| Tiue; bat ihad outiasted, xnd cleacly
WO Biat outlast, many a better-
trimms ing, many a sprucer
public-house. y, it was a
narrow lopsided wooden jumble of
corpulent windows heaped one upon
another as you might heap as many
toppling oranges, with a crazy wooden
verandah imEand.ing over the water ;
indeed the whole house, inclusive of
im over the water, but seemed

to have got into the condition of o | i

{faint-hearted diver who has paused
80 long on the brink that he will
never go in at all.

This i

deseription t@m to the
river-frontage of the Jolly Fel-
lowship-Porters. The back of the
establishment, though the chief en-
trance was there, g0 contracted, that it
merely represented in its connection
with the front, the handle of a flat-
iron set upright on its broadest end.

This handle stood at the bottom of & | ger

high water, when the Porters had a
ft;?tﬂy wash the linen ml:jegt;ed to
operation might usually be seen
drying on lines stretched across the
un-mmssnglbed—chmm.hm.

e wood fi 1 the chimney-

itself into some likeness of bou ha.

had an air of being in its own way
garrulous its early life. Not
without reason was it often asserted
II"y the regular frequenters of the
orters, that vh.enofﬂm light shone

ing delusion that they were in the
bar itself o

For the rest, both the fap and
lour of the Six Jolly Fellowship-
orters gave upon the river, and had
red curiains mﬂtehing the noses of
the regular customers, and werve pro-
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far have your room than your corh-

y; but if you were as welcome

ere as you are mot, you shouldn’t
even then have another drop of drink
here this night, after this present
pint of beer. 8o make the most of
IL”
“ But you know, Miss Potterson,”
this was mggestad very meekly
though, “if 1 behave myself, you
can't help serving me, miss."”

“ Om’t 11" said Abbey, with in-
finite ex on.

“ No, Miss Potterson; because, you
see, the law——"'

“1 am the law here, my man,
returned Miss Abbey, ©and I'll soon
ml:\ilinmmd that, if you doubt it
“ ”

1 never suid T did doubt it at all,
Miss Abbey.”

tomer’s halfpence into the till, and,
seating h&ualf in her ﬁ:::g:d chair,
resumed the newspaper been
reading. She was a tall, upright,
well-favoured woman, though severe
of countenance, and had more of the
air of a schoohmistress than mistress
of the 8ix Jolly Fellowship-Porters.
The man on the other side of the half-
door, was a waterside-man with a

ninting leer, and he eyed her as if
he were one of her pupils in disgrace.

“ You're cruel upon me, Miss
- 12." d her

Miss Potterson rea newspaper
Wi:ih mtél-aibad brows, and took no
notice nn ] whmpered.:

“Miss Potterson! Ma'am! Might
1 have half a word with you F"

Deigning then to turn her eyes
sideways towards the suppliant,
Miss Potterson beheld him knuckling
his low forehead, and ducking at her
with his head, as if he were asking
lenve to ﬂ;:]% himself head foremost
over the half-door and alight on his
fect in the bar. S

“Well £” said Miss Potterson, with
a manner a§ short as she hersclf was
long, “say your half word. Bring
it out.” *

“Miss Potterson! Ma'am! Would
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you ’sxcuse me taking the liberty of | faction? Becaunse my luck was bad;

asking, is it my character that you
take objections to F'*

“ Certainly,” said Miss Potterson.

“ I8 it that you're afraid of- 5

“I amnotai-u.id of you,” interposed
Miss Potterson, “if you mean that."

“ But I humbly don't mean that,
Miss Abbey.”

“Then what do yon mean ?"

“You really are 8o cruel hard up-
onme! What I was going to make
inquiries was no more than, might
you have any apprehensions—least-
ways beliefs or suppositions—that the
company's property mightn't be al-

er to be considered safe, if I
used the house too regular?”

“ What do you want to know for

“Well, Miss Abbey, tfully
meaning no offence to you, it would
be some satisfaction to & man’s mind,
to understand why the Fellowship-
Porters is not to be free to such as me,
and is to be free to such as Gaffer.”

The face of the hostess darkened
with gome shadow of perplexity, as
she replied : “ Gaffer has never
where you have been.’

“8i ing in Quod, Miss? Per-
haps not. Buthe may have merited
it. He may be suspected of far worse

“Wh suspecta him?

o »

“ Many, perhaps, One, beyond all
doubts. I do.”

“ ¥ou are not much,” said Miss
Abbey Potterson, knitting her brows
again with disdain.

“But I was his pardner. Mind
you, Miss Abbey, I was his pardner,
As such I know more of the ins and
outs of him than any person living
does. Notice this! I am the man
that was his pardner, and I am the
man that suspects him."

“Then,” suggested Miss Abbey,
though with a deeper shade of per-
plexity than before, * you criminate
yourself."”

“No I don’t, Miss Abbey.
how does it stand ? It stands this
way. When I was his pardner, I
couldn't never give him satisfaction.
Why couldn't I never give him satis-

For | ad

because I couldn’t find many enough
of 'em. Howwashisluck ? Always
good. Notice this! Always good!
Ah! There's a many games, Miss
Abbe}', in which there's chance, but
there's a many others in which there's
skill too, mixed along with it.”

“ That Gaffer has u skill in ﬁndinF
what he finds, who doubts, man ¢"
asked Miss Abbey,

“A gkill in purwiding what he
ﬁnds,porhnpl:,e:;‘aid Riderhood shak-

ing his evil

%ﬁﬂﬂ Abbey knitted her brow at
him, I?a he dn:kl&y lﬁﬁr{:ﬁ at her.

o u'reout upon theriver pretty
nigh sgzry tide, and if you want to
ﬁnﬂﬁ; man orwvmn mlth; n;lr::s.
you' %ﬂnﬂy our luc i
Abbey, by knockin% f man or woman
on the head aforchand and pitching
em m‘ll

“Gracious Lud!” was the in-
voluntary exclamation of Miss Pot-
terson.

“Mind you!™ returned the other,

over the half-
door to his words into the bar;
for his voice was as if the head of his

boat's mop were down his throat;
“1 say so, Miss Abbey! And mind
you! I'll follow him up, Miss Abbey !
And mind ! T'll bring him to
book at last, if it's hence,
I will! Who's he, to be favoured
along of his daughter? Ain’t I got
a danghter of my own!"

‘With that flourish, and seeming to .

have talked himself rather more drunk
and much more ferocious than he had
begun E being, Mr. Riderhood
took u pint pot and swaggered
off Gt:.ﬂ‘ o tap-momnt them,.
€r wWas n but a t
strong muster of Miss Abbey’s m
were, who when occasion
required, the greatest docility.
%{: b:lguk's striking ten, and Miss
Y's appearing at the door, and
dressing a certain person in a faded
swlet'jw._kst, with “Gwrge Jones,
your time's up! T told your wife
you should be punetual,” Jones sub-

misgively rose, gave the company

' »;waim'*@' ml' ﬁ ubain looking in
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At half-

iying, * Willi i
" and Jom;;t.han,

8 vigilan
abated by this submission,
her ; for, looking
on Mmgml faces of her
i ing two other young
 need of admonition, she thus
it: “Tom Tootle, it's time

Miss Abbey good-night, and Miss
Abbey wished good-nl%ght to all, ex-
cept Riderhood. The sapient pot-
boy, looking on officially, then

and | the eonvietion borne in upon his sonl,

that the man was evermore outcast
and excommunicate from the Six Jolly
Fellowship-Portors.

“You Bob Glibbery,” said Miss
Ab to this pot-boy, “run roand
to Hexam's and tell his daughter

and | Lizzie that I want to speak fo her.”

With exemplaryswiftness Bob Glib-
bery depu.rl.es, and returned. Lizzie,
following him, arrived as one of the
two female domestics of the Fellow-
ship-Porters arranged on the snug
ittle table by the bar fire, Miss Pot-
terson’s supper of hot sausages and
mashed potatoes.

“ (Come in and sit %r;l;lown, girl,”
said Miss Abbey. “ you eat a
bit #"

“No thm}k you, Miss. I have had

my su '

S‘r‘I ﬁe\fe had mine too, I think,"
gaid Miss Abbey, pushing away the
untasted dish, *and more enough
of ‘“I I am put out, fL:.zxt:.e; -

‘T am very sorry for i iss.""

“Then wl?;, in the name of Good-
ness,”” quoth Miss Abbey, sharply,
“do you do it?"

“J do it, Miss!"

! “Thm? there. Don't look asto-
nished. I ought to have begun with

a word of explanation, but it's my
way to make short cuts at things.
I always was a pepperer. You Bob
Glibbery there, put the chain upon
the door and get ye down to your

su A
% an alacrity that seemed no

wise. | less referable to the pepperer fact than

: | father, and doi

to the supper fact, Bob obeyed, and
his boots were heard descending to-
wards the bed of the river.

“ Lizzie Hexam, Lizzie Hexam,"”
then began Miss Potterson, “how
often have I held out to you the
opportunity of getﬁ:;ig? clear of your
well £

“ Very often, Miss."” ]
“Very often? Yes! And I might

aswell have spoken to the iron funnel
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of the stron steamer
that mﬁeﬁp- orters."

“ No, Miss,” Lizzie pleaded, *Dbe-
cause that would not be thankful,
and I am."”

“] vow and declare T am half
ashamed of myself for taking such an
interest in g:_n:,“ gaid Miss Abbey,
E:ttu’ h ﬂvl , “for T don't believe I should

it if you were not good-looking.
ain't you ugly P
ie merely answered this difi-
cult question with an apologetic
glance.

“ Howeyer, you ain't,”” resumed
Miss Potterson, *so it’s no use goi
into that. I must take you as liu::ﬁ

Ol ‘Ihéch indeed 1:; what I've

one. An mean to say you are
still obsﬁmlgg?’ i

“ Not obstinate, Miss, I hope.’

i h
“Firm (I suppose you ecall it)

then P
“Yes, Miss. Fixed like.”
“Never was an obstinate person
yet, who would own to the word!”
remarked Miss rubbin
her vexed nose: “I'm sure I would,
if T was obstinate ; but I am a pep-
, which is different. Lizzie
Lizzie Hexam, think again.
Do you know the worst of your
father "
!h:Do It::lmw the wol;st of father!"
re , openi er eyes.
“Dopeaynu hmw:ﬁe suspicions to
which your fath-r makes himself
liable ? Do you know the suspicions
g?'?m actually about, against
bi;Iut.ﬁ con;f‘,omm of ;rh:]:sho ha-
ly oppresse girl
heavily, and she slowly cast down

hﬂf‘g’m: Lizzie, Do you know?” |thi
urged Miss -

Abbey.

_* Please to me what the sus-
picions are, Miss,'" she asked after a
silence, with her eyes upon the ground.

“It's not an thing fo tell a
daughter, but it must be told. Itis
thought by some, then, that your
father helps to their death a few of
those that he finds dead.

sure was a false suspicion, in place of
the expected real and ‘true one. so
lightened Lizzie's breast for the mo-
ment, that Miss Abbey was amazed
i Xly, ehook h imad', dhﬁ
eyes er and,
T of thlutmyh, almost Inighed.
“They little know father who talk
l.ika‘ tg:o:.;.lhi i thought Miss
11 " wg - 7
Ab&)ey,

“yory quietly. She takes it

with nthﬂq.&ry qj;ietmml")
“ And perhaps,” said Lizzie, as a
recollection flashed upondhur, “it is

some one who has a against
father ; some one who
father

come mear,
in my own thmghh,em]d’hdarhood

The relicf of hearing what she felt | sch
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get the matter in

“The F' ips,” returned Miss
Abbey, * has itself to look to, as well
as others. It has been hard work to
establish order here, and make the
Fellowships what it is, and it is daily
and nightly hard work to it so.
The Fellowships must not have a
taint upon it that may give it a bad
name. I forbid the house to Rider-
hood, and I forbid the house to
Gaffer. I forbid both, equally. I
find from Riderhood and you to-
gether, that themdn;s :\:;pmom
against both men, and I'm going
to take upon myself to decide be-
twixt them. They are both tarred
with a dirty brush, and I ean’t have
the Fell ips tarred with the same
brush. That's all 7 know."”

“Good-night, Miss!"” said Lizzie

“] can believe a good deal," re-
turned thestately Abbey, “so I'lltry
to believe that too, Lizzie."

No su: didiﬁlsPothrmnhka

| tat. mighty snd culy half her sl

tumbler of hot Port Negus. And the

f‘.’im““smi“"“"“’““‘m pdirg
eyes,

red unt noses, and

black like ﬂ:i:m_in

her, as sho went forth, disenchanted
Lizzie Hexam of that first relief she
had felt. The night was black and
shrill, the river-side wilderness was
melancholy, and there was a sound

.| of casting-out, in the rattling of the

iron-links, and the grating of the
bolts and staples under Miss Abboy’s
hand. Asshe came beneath the lower-
ing eky, a sense of being involved
in & murky shade of Murder dro;

upon her; and, as the tidal 8 of
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the river broke at her feet without
her seeing how it gathered, so, her
thoughts startled her by rushing out
of an unseen void and striking at her

heart.
Of her father's being groundlessl
suspected, she felt sure.g ure. Sure}?

And yet, repeat the words inwardly as

often as she would, the attempt to
reasonlout and pmlyte that she was

sure, always came after it and failed.
L Riderhood had done the deed, and
sntrapped her father. Riderhood had
not done the deed, but had resolved
in his malice to turn against her
father, the appearences that were
ready to his hand to distort, Equally
and swiftly upon either putting of
the case, followed the frightful pos-
sibility that her father, being inno-
cent, yet might come to be believed
guilty, She had heard of people
suffering Death for bloodshed of which
they was afterwards proved pure, and
those ill-fated persons were not, first,
in that dangerous wrong in which
her faﬁpr stood. Then at the best,
the beginning of his being set apart,
whispered against, and avoided, was
a certain fact. It dated from that
very night. And as the great black
river with its shores was scon
lost to her view in the gloom, so, she
stood on the river's brink unable to
see into the vast blank misery of a
life suspected, and fallen away from
by good and bad, but knowing that
it lay there dim before her, stretching
away to the great ocean, Death,

_0|na thing only was clear to the
girl's mind.  Acenstomed from her
very babyhood promptly to do the
thing that eould be domne—whether
to keep out weather, to ward off cold,
to postpone hu.nfgar, or what not—
she started out of her meditation, and
m;%ome.

e room was quiet, and the lam
burnt on the t&bl%. etfn the bunk iup
the corner, her brother lay asleep.
She bent over him, softly kissed him
and ﬁa.me to the table, ]

“By the time of Miss Abbey's
closing, and by the run of the t.iﬁe,

Father.at Chiswick, wouldn't thinl
of coming down, till after the turn,
and that's at half after four. I'I1
call Charley at six. I shall hear
the church clocks strike, as T sit
here.”

Very quietly, she placed u chair
'befom the scanty fire, and sat down
in it, drawing her shawl about her,

“ Charley’s hollow down by the
flave is not there now. Poor Charley!’

The clock struck two, and the clock
struck three, and the clock struck
four, and she remained there, with a
woman’s patience and her own pur-
pose. When the morning was well
on between four and five, she slipped
off her shoes (that her going about
might not wake Charley), trimmed
the fire sparingly, Eut water on to
boil, and set the table for breakfast.
Then she went up the ladder, lamp
in hand, and came down again, and
]gjhded about and about, making a
ttle bundle. Lastly, from herpocEet,
and from the chimneypiece, and from
an inverted basin on the highest
shelf, ahefbcmught‘ halfpence, a fow
sixpences, fewer shillings, and fell
laboriously and noiselessly countinbg
them, and setting aside one little heap.
She was still so engaged, when she

was startled by :

“Hal-loa!” From her

sitting up in bed. e

“You made me jump, Charley.”

: “Jum%! Didn’t you make “me

jump, when I el my eyes a

moment ago, L saw you sitting

there, like the ghost of & girl-miser,

in the desd of the night.” i

“It's not the dead of the night,

Chl?}le);. t]Iflt’m:ni]gl;:h m;} inthemorning.”
s 1t though ¥ But wha

up t-?,_Liz P"'I']g o

“Stilltellingyourfortune,Charley.”

“It seems to be a precious small

one, if that's it,"” said the boy. “What

are you putting that little pile of

money by itself for 7"

“ For you, Charley.”

“What do you mean £’

“ Get out of bed, Charley, and

il must be one. Tide's running up.

you.”

over him, His head was soon in a
and staring at her through a storm of

YOVT never,” towelling at himself as

© to her face

washed and dressed, and then I'11 tell
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Her composed manner, and her low
distinet voice, always had an influence

Basin of water, and out of it again,

3if he were his bitterest enemy, *saw
such a girl as you are. What 18 the

F‘fz’m you almost ready for break-
Charley £
ﬁ"f’You cu?l? pour it ont. Hal-loa! I
gay? And a bundle?”
% And a bundle, Charley.”
. & Youn don’t mean it's for me too ?”
. #Yes, Charley ; I do, indeed.”
More serious of face, and more
glow of action, than he had been, the
soy completed his dressing, and came
sat down at the little breakfast-
table, with his eyes amazedly directed

« You see, Charley dear, I have
made up my mind that this is the
right time for your going away from
us, Over and above all the blessed
ehange of by-and-bye, you'll be much
; er, do much {Jetter, even so
‘soon as next month. Even so soon as
next week.”

- “How do you know I shall ?”’
&1 don’t quite know how, Charley,
but I do.” ]?\1 spite of her unchanged
~mgnnerofspeaking,and herunchanged
-appearance of composure, she scarcely
trusted herself to loglk at-hhim, but
kept her eyes employed on the cutting
ﬁhm his bread, and on
‘the mixing of his tea, and other such
itfle preparations. “ You must leave
father to me, Charley—I will do what
I can with him—but you must go.”
% “You don't m%hzr;?n c:;;gmny,
think,"” grum 0¥, wing
lm]  bread and butter about, in an ill-

* She made him no answer.
“I tell you what,” said the boy,
ing out into an angry

, “you're a selfish jade,

&y&m thinlk there's not enough for
hree of us, and you want to get rid

dfiﬁm."

then I believe too, that T am a selflsh

jade, and that I think there’s mot

enough for three of us, and that I
want to get rid of you."”
It was only when the boy rushed
at her, and threw his arms-round her
neck, that she lost her self-restraint.
But she lost it then, and wept over
him.
“Don’t ery, don't ery ! I am satis-
fied to go, Laz; I am safisfied to go.
1 know you send me away for my
ood.”
8% O, Charley, Charley, Heaven
above us knows I do!”
“Yes, yes. Don't mind what I
gaid. Don't remember it. Kiss me.”
After a silence, she loosed him, to
dry her eyes and regain her strong
quiet influence.
“Now listen, Charley dear. We
both know it must be done, and I
alone know there is good reason for
its being done at once. Go straight
to the school, and say that you and I
agreed upon it—that we can’t over-
come father's oppesition—that father
will never trouble’ them, but will
never take you back. You are a
credit to the school, and you will be
a greater credit to it yet, and they
will help you to get a living.
what clothes you haye brought, and
what money, and say that T will send
some more money. If I can get some
in no other way, I will ask a little
help of those two gantlomen who
camo here that night."”
T say!" cried her brother, quickly.
% Don't you have it of that chap that
took hold of me by the chin! Don't
you have it of that Wrayburn one!”

Perhaps a slight additional tinge of
red flashed up into her face and brow,
as with & nod she laid a hand upon
his lips to keep him silently atten-
tive.

« And above all things, mind this,
Charley! Be sure you always speak
well of father. Be sure you always

ive father his full due. You can't
Ejeny that because father has no learn-~
ing himself he is set against it in {.?;;
but favour nothing else against him,

“If you believe so, Charley,—yes,

and be sure you say—as you know—
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that your sister is devoted to him.
And if you should ever happen to

hear an said against father that
is new to you, it will not be true. Re-
member, ley! Itwill not botrue,”

The bc&ylnokod at her with someo
doubt an

, but she went on
again without heeding it.

“ Above all things remember! It
will not be true. I have nothing
more to say, Charley dear, except, be
ﬂ and get learning, and onl

ink of some things in the old life
here, as if you had dreamed them in
?}a?lg;ll’l"“ night. Good-bye, my

Though so young, she infused into
ng i ]:mrdg’a love that was
far more like a mother’sthan a sister’s,
and before which the boy was quite
Lo:n]a]d down.thm: holdi her]:.o

is breast with a passionate cry, he
took up his bundle and darted out at
the door, with an arm across his eyes.

The white face of the winter day
came sluggishly on, veiled in a frosty
mist; the shadowy ehips in the
i to sub-

Lizzie, looking for her father, saw
him coming, and stood u the
causewany that he might see her.

He had nothing with him but his
boat, and came on a A knot of
those amphibious human-creatures
who appear to have some m ious
power of ing a i out
of tidal water by looking at it, were
gathered together about the cause-
way. _As her father's boat grounded,

became contemplative of the
mud, and dispersed themselves. 18123

“8it close to the fire, father, dear,
while I cook your breakfast. It'sall
ready for cooking, and only been
waiting for you. You must be
frozen.”

“Well, Lizzie, T ain’t of a glow;
that's certain. And my hands seemed

nailed h to the sculls. See
how dead are!” i
suggestive in their colour, and per-

ing SRR At

o R ) ot «

Where's that boy f"

m;,‘?ti;-g.i; you'll put it in while I
bit of meat. If the river

“ What's gone with that boy F™

“Father, if ' 'ﬁ‘u‘? your
breakfast, I'll sit by and you."

L U =
an 0 or . en cut
at his piece of hot m'l’:" with his
case-knife, and eating :

“Now then. Y 's gone with
that boy ?"'

“ Don't be angry, dear. It scems,
futher, that, he has quito a gift of

learning.

¢ Unnat'ral mﬂ r!"” said
the parent, shaking his knife in the
air,.

% —And that having this gift, and
not being equally good at other
things, he has muf; shift to get some

heggar!® said the
<A ing you have
father, and not

a burden on you, he

e up his mind to ﬁo
une out of learning. He
away this morning, father, and
eried very much at going, and he
you would forgive him."”
Let him never come a nigh me

ask me my forgiveness,” said the
, againyﬂn?;glmiﬁng his words
the knife,

his

“Let him never
within sight of my eyes, nor
i within reach of my arm. His

father ain't good enough for
n. He's disowned his own father.
8 own father therefore, disowns
ﬁremm':’d ever, as a unnat'zal

pushed away his plate.
th the natural need of a strong
th man in anger, to do somethi

e, he now clutched his knife
ind, und struck downward with

# the end of e snmeadu;ﬁ
bence # havglrtru

o go than to stay. But let
%w-mheh Let him never
“his head inside that door. And

never a word more in
you'll disown your own
, likewise, and what your father
h%':'e']l have to come fo say
ow I see why them men
aloof from me. They

her, don’t! I ean't bear to
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see you striking with it. Put it
down!™

He looked at the knife; but in his
astonishment he still held it.

¢ Father, it's too horrible. O put
it down, put it down 1"’

Confounded by her a ce and
exclamation, he tossed it away, and
stood up with his open held
out before him.

“What's come to you, Liz? Can
you think T would strike at you with
a knife "’

“ No, father, no; you would never
hurt me,”
“ What shonld T hurt #**

-

Thera bei non;t'.;aﬂ, he hand:
caught up the empty bottle, TAD
out at thgdoor

He returned as hurriedly as he had

with the bottle still empty.

ﬁ: ied down by her, took her head
on his arm moistened her lips
r’ﬂl nhliﬂie water into ':::el 3

i is fingers: saying, )
upﬁdluokad around, now over r.h{a
ghoulder, now over that :

¢ Have we got a in the house ?
Is there summ’at deadly sticking to
my clothes? What's let loose upon
us? Who loosed it "

B



	page 1
	page 2
	page 3
	page 4
	page 5

