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fusal at that time.) TI've up
there—never mind, though.”

He had raised the candle at arm's
Eflh towards one of the dark

ves, and Mr, Wegg had turned
to look, when he broke off.

“The old gentleman was  well
known all round here. There used
to be stories about his having hidden
nl.l kinds of property in those dust

mounds. I suppose there was no-

e:ﬁ. Prohnbly you know,
“Notl:.mg in ‘em.” says Wi
who has never heard a wonl of
before,
“Don’t let me detain you. Good
ives

2

ight! "
unfortunate Mr. Venus
him a shake of the hand with a

of his own head, and drooping down
in his chair, pmcaoda to polu'lgu
out more tea. Mr. Wegg, looking
back over his shoulder as he pulls
the door open by the strap, notices
that the movement so shakes the
crazy shop, and go shakes a momen-
tary flare out of the candle, as that
the babies—Hindoo, African, and
Bntuh—t.ha “ human warions,” the

French gentleman, the green glass-
J:ledcnts,l.ha theduchfand
the rest of collection, show

for an instant as if pa:llytumlly
animated; while even poor little
Cock Robin at Mr. Venus's elbow
turns over on his nmooent side.
Nexf moment, Mr. Wogg is stumping

unc}ielr the gaslights an.g through the

mu

CHAPTER VIIL.

MR. BOFFIN IN CONSULTATION.

‘Whosoever had gone out of Fleet
stme‘h into the Temple at the date of
, and had wandered dis-

mnnhte about the Temple until he
stumbled on a dismal churchyard,
.Ialhndlooked up at the dismal win-
dows commanding that churchyard

until at the most dismal window of
them all he saw a dismal boy, would
in him have beheld, at one grand
comprehensive swoop of the eye, the
ﬁ clerk, conveyancing clerk,

'k, every refinement and

clerk, junior clerk, com-
dnpr&mmt of elerk, of Mr. Mortimer

Lightwood, erewhils called in the
ne! eminent solicitor.

Mr. Boffin having been several
times in communication with this

much ing the death of the
amia ertinax: who only last
night had left the Imperial a in
a state of great confusion, 'byfa]lmg
auchmbothﬂfm’yofﬂlepmahn&n

“Morm.n ” mommg s
said l{r.ﬂ?dggl, ma wave of his
a8 the office was
B Sgaseay
name was Blig f. “Governor m ?”
“ Mr. nghtwood ve you an ap-
pointment, sir, I ! 4

“I don't want him to give if, ¥

hww," returned l(r Bolﬁn “ I']l
y my wa{ , my boy.
= No doubt, sir. onld you walk

in? Mr. Lightwood ain’t in at the
g:ﬁunﬁ moment, but I expect him

very shortly, Would you take
a seat in Mr, nghtwoods room, sir,
while I look over our Appointment
Book #"'  Young Blight madeapirﬂt
show of fetching from his desk a long
thin mannnmpt volume witha brown
Haper cover, and running his finger

the day's nppointments, mur-
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muring, “Mr. A Mr. Baggs, Mr.
Mr. Dngg,.’l{r. Faggs, Mr.
i Mr. Boflin. Yes, sir, quite

time, sir. Mr. be in

of a sensitive
was to consider it y
to himself t his master
had no elients.
“How long have you been in the

law, now #** h::hud . Boffin, with
a pounce, in his usual inquisitive way.
“T've been in &nm]qav,now,n{,
about three

“Must have been as good as born

right. You are a little before your | the boy.
Lightwood will

.| he had the homour to

“ What's the whole that you eould
wish #"'
“ Fifteen shillings a week,” said

"Abc;nt“haw long mi ht it mm

ou now, at a average ra

g:rbol:lndge?" kel My Botte,
after surveymng ml.llta.t'umm

The boy answered that he had not
Letth‘ worked out that little calcu-
tion.

“T guppose there's nothing to
vent yvngmngmfor:t?"md
Boflin.

The virtually replied that as
e 4 a Briton

pect that there i

to pmanthmmgontmth it.
“Would a couple of pound help

younpat all " asked Mr. Boffin.

On this head, Blight had no
duubtwhatmw Erg‘;ﬁnmade
h:.mnplm.toi Mmof money,

Then Mr. his stick at
humr,h'namn explain
hgbthoqmee to'hin. mgxtg

in it 1" gaid Mr. Boffin, with admira- | came

tion. Do you like it #"*
“T don't mind it much,”

Young Blight, heaving a m‘g]:,u if
its bitterness were
“Ealf hat I o P"W
“ w] " :
young Blight.

a;'x‘:.f‘t '*".f’”"% ‘i M. Both,

wﬂhout uphm

WSM weariness was chronic,
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with his exposition that, all

of law having been at
ied with, will of Harmon de-
ceased havi buenpmﬂd,daathof
Harmon next inheriting having been
roved, &e., and so forth, Court of
%h&melyhanng been moved, &c.,
and so forth, he, Mr. Lightwood, had

adviser, I should say that if the
circumstance of ita too much,
eril upon your mind, you have
ven of consolation oﬁ:n to lym

that you can easily
And if you should be apprehensive of
the trouble of doing so, there is the
further haven of consolation that an ﬁ;

honour, | number of people will take the troub

fird
.E

215
gsé
=
:
it
£

overnor and Company of the
England, again &e. and so

what is particularly eligible
H:Boﬂin.i,thst:t
ves 1o trouble. There are no
hm&ge,nomn!stoxemm
upon in bad times

ke
E

3 (whwhhanextwmelydmwnyod’

getﬁng yourt;x;.\;fb:oto the news-
psm 10 ¥0 maparboded

utll:m .]1 to some other
man, hopeyon excuse my press-
ing yon tha that

mgu phical bores.”

very closel mnfm‘ﬁ“‘““ﬁ“’“"
cast his per-

y'ﬁrst at the ceiling, and

“'th]," he remarked, “I domn’t
Imow what to say about it, I am sure.
I was a'most as well as I was. Ii's

great lot to take care of.”

off your handa.”

“Well! I don’t quite see it,”" re-
torted Mr. Boffin, still perplaxad.
“That's not satisfactory, you know,

whaif yo:;;u a-gaying.” e
“ ] “hﬁ utm
Boffin #" ﬁ%m, raising his
eyebrows.

“] used to find it so,"” answered
Mr. Boflfin, with a wistful look.
% While I was foreman at the Bower
—afom it was the Bower—I con-

(uying it, I'm sure, without disre-
spect to his memory), but the business
was & pleasant one to look after, from
before daylight to past dark. It's
a'most a pity,” said Mr. Boffin,

bing his ear, “that he ever went

, | rubi
and made so much money. Tt would
have been

for him if he hadn't
up to it. You may
depend upon it,” making the
covery all of a sudden, *that e found
it a lot to take care of 1"

. Lightwood coughed, not con-

pasimet M2, Dol < why, Lovd e
why, save
us! when we come to take it to
bit by bit, where's the satis-
mnm of the money as yet?
‘When the old man does right the
poor after all, the poor boy gets
no of it. He gets made away
ith, at the moment when he's lifting
(ummya;gﬂ:emmdm
to his Lips.

take m-@!i&.!” the dear boy, me and Mrs
“EhP" said that gentleman Boffin have stood out the old

“ Bpeaking now,” returned Morti- | man times out of number, till he has
:hﬂ'. :fﬂﬁﬂsmmﬁbhmh- called us ﬂmehem&hyhu
a private individual, and not | tongue to. ve seen after

ith. ity of a Mis. Boffin has given him her mind
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respecting the claims of the nat'ral
affections, cateh off Mrs. Boffin’s bon-
net (she wore, in general, a black
straw, perched as a matter of con-
venience on the top of her head), and
send it spinning across the yard. I
have indged. And once, when he
did this in a manner that amounted
to personal, I should have given him
a rattler for himself, if Mrs, Boffin
hadn’t thrown herself betwixt us, and
received flush on the temple. Which
dr& 3131-, Mr. Lightwood, Drop-
ped her.
Mr. Lightwood murmured “ Equal
honor—DMrs. Boffin's head and heart."
“You understand ; I name this,”
pursued Mr. Boffin, “to show you,
now the affairs are wound up, that
me and Mrs. Bofin have ever stood,
as we were in Christian honor bound,

the children’s friend. Me and Mrs. | him

Boffin stood the poor girl's friend ;
mo and Mrs, Boilin stood the poor
boy's friend ; me and Mrs: Boffin up
and faced the old man when we mo-
mently expected to be turned out for
our %rzins. As to Mrs, Boffin,” said
Mr. Boffin, lowering his voice, she
mightn't wish it mentioned now she's
Fashionable, but she went so far as
to tell him, in my presence, he was a
{linty-hearted rascal.”

Mr. Lightwood murmured “ Vigor-
ous Saxon spirit—Mzrs. Boffin's an-
cestors — bowmen — Agincourt and
Cressy.”

**Lhe last time me and Mrs. Boffin
saw the poor boy,” said Mr. Boffin,
warming (as fat usually does), with e
tendency to melt, “he was a child of
seven year old. For when he come
back to make intercession for his
sister, me and Mre. Boflin were away
overlooking a country contract which
was to be sifted before carted, and he
was come and gone in a single hour,
I say he was a child of seven year
old. He was going away, all u{one
and forlorn, to that foreign schoo
and he come into our place, situate up
the yard of the present Bower, to
have a warm at our fire. There was
his little scanty travelling clothes

scanty box outside in the shivering
wind, which I wus going to carry for
him down to the steamboat, as the
old man wouldn't hear of allowing
a sixpence coach-money. Mrs. Boffin,
then quite & young woman and a
pictur of a full-blown rose, stands
him by her, kneels down at the fire,
warms her two open hands, and falls
to rubbing his checks ; but seeing the
tears come into the child's eyes, the
tears come fast into her own, and she
holds him round the neck, like asif
she was profecting him, and cries to
me, ‘I'd give the wide wide world, I
would, to run away with him!" I
don’t say but what it cut me, and
but what it at the same time height-
ened my feeli of admiration for
Mrs. Boffin. poor child clings
to her for awhile, as she clings to
, and then, when the .old man

you!" and for a moment rests his
heart against her bosom, and looks up
at both of us, as if it was in pain—in
agony. Such alook! 1 went aboard
with him (I %ave him first what little
treat I thought he'd like), and I left
him when he had fallen aslesp in his
berth, and I came back to Mrs.
Boffin.  But tell her what T would
afznht;: Iflusd left him, i‘.‘hall went for
nothing, for, according to her thoughts,
he never changed that lonk't}:as; he
had Jooked up at us two. But it did
one piece of good. Mis. Boffin and
mehadnouhi?dafourown, and had
sometimes wished that how we had
one. But not now. ¢We might
both of us die, says Mrs. Boffin,
‘and other eyss_mj‘ght see that lonely
look in our child.” 8o of a night,
when it was very eold, or when the
wind roared, or the rain dripped
heavy, she would wake sobbing, and
call out in a fluster, * Don’t vou ses
the poor child's face? O shelter the
poor child I'—till in course of years

L, | it gently wore out,as many things do."”

“My dear Mr. Bofiin, everything
wears to rags,” said Mortimer, with a
light laugh.

“I wont go 8o far as to say every-

upon him. There was his little |

thing,"” returned Mr. Boffin, on whom

calls, he says I must go! God bless
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is manner seemed to grate, ¢ because
?h}zre's so‘:e ﬁﬁngsthagg_navef found
among the dust. Well, sir. - So Mrs.
Boflin and me older and older
in the old man’s service, living and
working pretty hard in it, till the old
mﬂuisd‘i)socwemddeadmh;sbe@.
Then Mrs. Boffin and me seéal up his
Thox, always standing on the table at
the side of his bed, and having fre-
quently heerd tell of the Temple as a
spot where lawyer's dust is contracted
for, I come down here in search of a
lawyer to advise, and I see your

ung man up at this present eleva- | stag

ion, chopping at the flies on the
o o eoill with his penkmife, and I
ive him a Hoy! not then having
E.:a leasure of your acquaintance,

dgy that means come to gain the
honor. Then you, and the gentleman
in the uncomfortable neckeloth unﬁ?r
the little archway in Saint Paul's

Oh‘?r‘%mﬂ’__amm; ' observed
Lightwood.

#] understood it was another
pame,” said Mr. Boffin, pausing,
« But you know best. Then you and
Doctor Scommons, you go to work,
and you do the thing that's proper,
and you and Doctor 8. take steps for
finding out the poor boy, and at last

find out the poor boy, and me
you do po
and Mrs. Boffin often exchange the
observation, ¢ We shall see him again,
under happy circumstances.” Bub it
was never to be; and the want of
satisfactoriness is, that after all the
money never gets to him.” ]

“But it ggta,” ked Light-
wood, with a languid inclination of
the head, “into excellent hands.”

]t gets into the hands of me and
Mis. Boffin only this very day and
hour, and that's what I am working
round to, having waited for this day
and hour @' purpose. Mr. Light-
wood, here has been a wicked cruel
murder. By that murder me and
Mrs. Boflin mysteriously profit. For
ion and conviction of

«\r, Boffin, it's too much.”
«Mr, Lightwood, me and Mrs.
Boffin have fixed the sum together,
and we stand to it."! VL v
“But let me rersen o you,
returned Lightwood,  speaking now
with professional profundity, and not
with individual imbecility, that the
offer of such an immense reward is a
temptation to forced suspicion, forced
construction of circumstances, strained
accusation, a whole tool-box of edged
tools.” .
“Well,” said M& Boffin, a hgﬂ?
ered, “that's the sum we put o
one gidn for the . Whetherit
ghall be openly declared in the new
notices that must now be put aboutin
our names—"" y
“In your name, Mr. Boffin; in
our name.” f
4 « Very well; in my name, which
is the same as Mrs. Boffin's, and
means both of us, is to be e_mmdamd
in drawing 'em up. But thisis the first
instruction that f. as the owner of the
, give to my lawyer on com-
ing into it.”
% Your lawyer, Mr. Boffin,” re-
turned Lightwood, making a very
short note of it with a very rusty pen,
“has the gratification of taking the
instruction. There is another
«Thero is just one other, and no
more. Make me as compact a little
will as can be reconciled with tight-
ness, leaving the whole of the pro-
perty to ‘my beloved wife, Hene-
rietty Boffin, sole executrix.’ Make
it as short as you cam, using those
words; but make it tight. -
At some loss to fathom Mr. Boffin's
notions of & tight will, Lightwood
felt his way.
L) bag-y our pardon, but profes-
sional profundity must be —exact.

When you say tight—"
nI ‘};m ﬁght," M‘.l‘. Bﬁﬁn eX=-
plained.

« Exactlyso. And nothing can be
more landable. But is the fightness
to bind Mys. Boffin to any and what

43 ?u
Oﬂlil‘dﬁt;ggn Mrs. Boffin 2" interposed
her husband, “No! What are you
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thinking of! What I want is, to camel, for instance, is an excessively

make it all hers so tight as that her | tem: person ; but he has several
perate e e

hold of it can’t be loosed.”

deli G s
he dld'xlz'h look so—“tu know hfrl.l

“Thankee, sir, thankee,” returned
that ﬂamnn.,“Andhowdoyw

« A——not particularly,” returned

“Too dry for you, eh? Well, T
suppose it wants some years of stick-
'y’ eyl i g

n .
gyl @ wor at

“1 beg " returned
Ex n‘t{? uctant smile, “but
you excuse my mentioning that
Talwa; pmbestag:mtbeingmimed
to the bees P )
Lo ?obyo;; 1" gaid Mr. Boffin.
“1 object on m?lo, " said Eu-
I"u a 1 ¥

“ As a what?’' asked Mr, Boffin.

““ Asatwo-footed creature;—I object
on principle, as ntwo-fooﬁa&oruhn,
to being ¢ refarred to insects
and four-footed creatures. I object

to entertain himself with,

“ Hers freely, to do what she likes | and I have only one. Besides, I am

not fitted up with a eonvenient cool
- AL

§ ou know,"” Mr.
= .uthuszslmtu;-mm,

"Enuﬂ{. And may I represent
to you tha it'!iandiciZu.st.oa&ythe
bee ? For the whole case is assumed.

i

Conceding for a moment that there is
any between a bee and a
man in a and pantaloons (which

I deny), and that it is settled that the
e et e o (i
whatiebatalees® Toimitete! O
to avoid P i

you they overdo it? They work
S
incessantly bori

: upon them—that don't
Eau think they overdo it? And are
uman labourers to have no holidays,
because of the bees?  And am I never
Sesint: ?O;M’ et mognaiek
in conventional school-
master and bt

| moralist, I protest i
S
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there was a deal of unsatisfactoriness mﬂd yonIo ject to turn aside into

R A

ind, when he became aware that ho
ﬁ;];ﬂymkedmd observed by

teel appearance.

“Now. then " sid Mr. Boffi,
stopping short, with his meditations
brought to an abrup check, “ what's
the next article? ”

“] beg your ;udon, M. Boffin.

« My name too, eh? How did you
come by it? I don't know you.'

“No, sir, you don't know me.

Mr. Boffin looked full at the man,
and the man looked full af him.

“xo,"aidﬂr-m,ﬂhﬁsm
at the pavement, a8 if it weremade of
faces and he were trying to match the
man's, “1 dow't lmow'ynu."

“T am nobody,” ssid he stranger
“and mot likely to be known;

Mr. Boffin's wealth——"

«QOh! that's got about already, has
it 7’ muttered Mr. Boffin.

“_And his m;l;:c manner of
acquiring it, make hi icuous.
i pointed out to me the other

“Well,” said Mr. Boffin, “I should
say I was a disappintment to you when
I ‘was pinted out, if your politeness
would allow you to confess it, for I
am well aware I am not much to look
at. What might you want with me?
Not in the law, are you ?"

“No, gir.” 1

% No information to give, for a re-
ward P

“ No, sir.”

There may have been a momentary
mantling in the fnoao’lﬂleﬂ}ﬂn"he
made the last answer, but it passed

“IfT don’t mistake, you have fol-
e T e
ﬁr-n?ms: haven't you?” demanded

“Yes" -
e

“ hﬂ
will
you, Mr. Boffin, I will tell you.

“yf

Wtu"

nature,

a subdued voice. E
casily, and his voice was agrecable in
albeit

%Imlmmf‘“

g are un?a
hyylou‘;-tum, nﬁnﬂt nﬁd"’ trust
youwﬂlnot,uam.mo!‘anopan

ink it is called Clif-

ford’s Inn—where we Mtnhﬂhw onb
he was still jogging another better than in ToRnng

- . et i f | street P X

Piong Moo Birokin this coibun of | strek ™ "
he proposes a game atskittles, or meets

: before I tock
i Hoarsy of llowing youn i

ollowing you, trying to
speak to you,

make up my mind to
il ympwant into your lawyer's.
Then I waited outside till you came

(“Don't quite sound like skittles,

tleman, nor
}'" mgfm Boffin, “but
thore's no knowing.")

i
!
1k

But his

suspect that I mean to fatier
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)’0\:, but will believe that all T mean
18 to excuse myself, these being m
only excuses for m'y present 1.*.1&1‘113-r
sion."”
(“How much?” thought DMr.
Boffin, . “It must be coming to
money. How much ?')
“You will probably change your
manner of living, Mr. Boffin, in your
changed circumstances, You will
probably %t?m? :D larger house, have
many ma arrange, and be
beset by numbers of correspondents.
If you w:?uld. try me as your Secre-

“As_ what?” cried Mr. Boffin,
with his eyes wide open.
“Your i

“Well,” said Mr. Boffin, under
his breath, “ that's & queer thing !"
“Or,” pursued the stranger, won-
dering at Mr. Boffin's wonder, “if
rou would try me as your man of
usiness under any name, I know
you would find me faithful and
grateful, and T hope you would find
me useful. You may naturally thi
that my immediate object is money.
Not so, for I would willingly serve
you a year—two years—any term
you might appoint — before that
should begin to be a consideration
between us.”
“Where do you come from ?”
asked Mr. Boﬂ'.in.y .
B wﬁ:ie," reE:med the other,
Eiemes.”s 8§ eye, “ from many coun-
Mr. Boffin’'s acquaintance with
the names and situations of foreign
lands being limited in extent and
Ei;}lm;ewa.hn;i:mfumsed in quality, he
shay uesti
elastic model. < 5 g
 From—any particular place 7"
I have been in many pﬁlcas."
“What have you been?”
Alr. Boffin. : .
Herefaga.;mil he made no great ad-
vance, for the repl “T ha
bmnBa st]i}dent nﬁl g’ tr::a'aller.” e
¢ But if it ain't a liberty to plump it
out,” said Mr. Boffin, * what do yl')ou
do for your living 7"
- “I have mentioned " returned the

other, with another look at him, and
a smile, “what I aspire to do. I
have been superseded as to some
slight intentions I had, and I may
say that I have now to begin life.”

. Not very well knowing how to geot
rid of this applicant, and feeling the
more embarrassed because his manner
and appearance claimed a delicacy in
which the worthy Mr. Boffin feared
he himself might be deficient, that
i;.:ﬁtlaman gt!ia.nced intotﬂtha mouldy

ittle on, or cat-preserve, of
Clifford's Inn, asit was that day, in
search of a suggestion. Sparrows
were there, cats were there, dry-rot
and wet-rot were there, but it was
not otherwise a m:ggesﬁva spot.

“ All this time,” said the stranger,
producing a little pocket-book and
taling out a card, “I have not
mentioned my name. My name is
Rokesmith. I lodge at one Mr.
Wilfer's, at Holloway."

Mr. Boffin stared agai

“ Father of Mmam Wilfer £
said he. )

“My landlord has a dsughter
named Bella. Yes; no doubt.'
Now, this name had been more or
less in Mr. Boffin's thoughts all the
morning, and for days re, there-
fore he said

“That's singular, too!” uncon-
sclouslg staring again, past all bounds
of good manners, with the card in his
hand, *Though, by-the-bye, T sup-
pose it was one of that family that
pinted me out "’

“No. I have never been in the
streets with one of them,”

“Heard me talked of among em,

thoug_h 2t

“No. 1 my o

and have held sce gm‘;nmm
nimgcn with them.,”

“Odder and odder!” said Mr,
Boffin.  “ Well, sir, to tell you the
truth, I don’t know what to say to
you.

“Say nothing,” returned Mr.
Rnkgmnith L ,w me to call on
you in a few days. I am not so un-
conscionable as to think it likely that
you would accept me on trust at first

. ever be in want of any gentleman as
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sight, and take me out of the very
street. Let me come to you for your
further opinion, at your leisure.’’

“ Thnt.?;n;‘air, ang I don't object,”
said Mr, Boffin; “but it must be on
condition that it's fully understood
that I no more know that I shall

Secretary—it was Secretary you said;
wasn't it £

“ Yes."

in Mr. Doffin’s eyes opened
wide, and he stared at the applicant
from head to foot, repeating, * Queer!
—You're sure it was S ?
Are you P

«] am sure T said so0."”

—%As Secretary,” repeated Mr.
Boffin, meditating upon the word ;
«T no more know that I may ever
want a Secretary, or what not, than
1 do that I shall ever be in want of
the man in the moon. Me and Mrs.
Boffin have not even settled that we
ghall make any change in our way
of life. Mrs. Boffin's inclinations
certainly do tend towards Fashion;
but, being alrendgsat up in a fashion-
able way at the Bower, she may not
make further alterations. However,
gir, as you don’t press yourself, I
wish to mee;ﬁousofaraasa 'lfg,by
all means at the Bower if you
Jike. Call in the course of a week or
two. At the same time, I consider
that I onght to*name, in addition to

have in my employment a literary
man—ith a wooden leg—as I have
no thoughts of parting from.”

wy et to hear I am in some

gort anticipated,” Mr. Rokesmith

answered, evidently having heard it
with surprise; “but perhaps other
duties might arise ?**

“You see,” returned Mr. Boffin,
with a confidential sense of dignity,
“as to my literary man’s duties,
they're clear. Professionally he de-
clines and he falls, and as a friend he

drops into poetry.”

\Efaithoutpnc;aserving that these duties
seemed by no means clear to Mr.
Rokesmith's astonished comprehen-
sion, Mr. Boffin went on :

« And now, sir, I'll wish you good-
day. You can call at the Bower any
time in a week ortwo. It's not abovea
mile or so from you, and your landlord
can direct you to it. But as hema
not know it by its new name of Boi-
fin’s Bower, say, when you inquire
of him, it's Harmon's ; will you "’

“Harmoon's,"” ated Mr. Roke-
smith, seeming to have caught the
gound imperfectly, “ Harmarn's. How
do you spell it "

“Why, as to the spelling of it,”
returned Mr. Boffin, with great pre-
sence of mind, “that's your look out.
Harmon's is all you've got tosay to

him. Morning, morning, morning "

And so departed, without looking

what I have already named, that I

OHAPTER IX.

MR. AND MRES. BOFF

Berarive himself straight home-
ward, Mr. Boffin, without further let
or hindrance, arrived at the Bower,
and gave Mis, Boflin (in a walking
dress of. black velvet and feathers,
like a mourning coach-horse) an ac-
count of all he had said and done
since breakfast.

¢ This brings us round, my dear,”
he then pursued, “to the question we

IN IN CONSULTATION.

left unfinished : namely, whether
there's to be any new go-in for .
Fashion.”

«Now, I'll tell you what I want,
Noddy," said Mrs, Boffin, smoothing
her dress with an air of immense en-
joyment, “T want Society."”

“ Fashionable Society, my dear?”
offin, laugh-

“Yeg!" cried Mra. ls :
es.

ing with the glee of a child.
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