BOOK THE SECOND. BIRDS OF A FEATHER.

CHAPTER I.

0F AN EDUCATIONAL CHARACTER.

Tuz school at which young Charl
Hexam had first learned from & boo
—the streets 1

d the t

nankeen bonnet, on the ground that
the turnips did not wear nankeen
bonnets, neither did the sheep who

b- | ate them; who plaited straw and

delivered the dreariest orations to all
comers, éﬁ, all sorts of unseasonable
times. unwieldy young dredgers
and hulking mu :::‘;a referred
to the experiences of Thomas Two-
pence, who, having resolved not to

ils | rob (under circumstances of uncom-

mon atrocity) his icular friend
and benefactor, eighteenpence,
presently came into supernatural
possession of three and sixpence,
and lived a shining light ever after-
wards. (Note, that the benefactor

ed | came to no good.) Several swagger-

. | wise, the adult pupi

ing sinners had written their own
biographies in the same strain; it
always appearing from the lessons
of those very boastful persons, that
you were to do good, not because it
was good, but because were to
make a good thing of it. Contrari-
were taught to
read (if they could learn) out of the
New Testament; and dint of
stumbling over the syllables and
keepin&af;-be:ir bewi eyes on the
partic syllables eoming round to

ir turn, were as absolutely igno-
rant of the sublime hi , 88 if they
had never seen or h i

exceedingly and mfomdinglyﬁ

Mar- | plexing jumble of a school, in
where IJJ.I.n.uk iri

spirits and , red
spirits and Wh:lﬁ j'u:mbled!. jumbled

jumbled jumbl ju;nb'l ﬂé’“’?
ight. And i y every Sun-
E:Ey night. For then, an inclined

plane of unfortunate infants would
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be handed over to the prosiest and
worst of all the teachers with good
intentions, whom nobody older would
endure. Who, taking his stand on
the floor before them as chief execu-
tioner, would be attended by a con-
ventional volunteer boy as execn-
tioner's assistant. When and where
it ﬁmthgzmme the copvat?;.:‘gal
ay'stem a w or Ina Ve
infant in a clssser.:it have its face
smoothed downward with a hot
hand, or when and where the con-
mhaml' Wﬂﬂ:dmmy first beheld
in ion, and became
inflamed with a sacred zeal to ad-
minister it, matters not. It was the
function of the chief axecutioner to
Sonciinthees
o @ at ing i
yawning infants, mtlg:g
whimperi mﬁ.n.f.a,andmoi.hthdx

ruahe, whooping.oongh eves and | wel

stomach d'nordamku i 'were
assembled in High Market the | M.

p'lli?m.
PPoccye hmu : boy
an i y sharp
axgﬁgﬁmaﬂy datu'pina:nioh;aam.
learned it, could i it m'-{-'.:ﬁ
better than the teachers; as being
more knowing than they, and al
the disadvantage in which they
towards the der i
this way it had come
~ Charley Hexam had risen in

EE&%%

jumble, tanght in the jumble, and
{been received from the jumble into a
b t to go and
“ want to go see your
sister, Hexam ?" i
“Ifyml 1 -m.'r; ALt "
1 have half a mind to go withyou.
Where does your sister live f"
“Why, she is not settled yet, Mr.
Headstone. I'd rather you didn't
see her till she's settled, if it was all
the same to you."”
“ Took here, Hexam.” Mr. Brad-
ley Headstone, highly certificated
schoolmaster, drew his
i through one of the
buttonholes of the boy's coat, and
looked at it attentively. “I hope
dﬂ;ﬂ may be good company

%
“ rdo doubt it, Mr. Head-
infants, %’ you t, Mr

#1 did not say I doubted it.”

“No, sir; you didn't say so.”
Dﬁ&q ﬂdﬂm looked at his
it out of the button-
: at it closer, bit the

side of it and looked at it again.
“You see, will be
of us, I?Hmﬁm%mmmb?
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former reluctance or struggle or

O m'd,]m"'nﬁjﬂnﬂ,

w“ § .

By T

shows herself tobe. # 20 pro-
tending about my sister.

T her sat more

Lillll 1 B ieilosinion

fe

demsands of retail dealers —

geogra: there, astron to
htf;e'ngm, p!:ﬂhgacnl economy tnythe

¢ | left —natural history, the physical

scienees, figures, music, the lower
mathematics, and what not, all in
imparted to his countenance a look
of eare; while |
ing snd being q
him a suspicious manner, or & man-
ner that would be better described as
one of lying in wait. There was a
kind of ed trouble in the face.
&lwnsthafwebehngms'_ to a natu-

soemed to be lmtm i
rom his
stock to assure

or so much, had given him a
constrained manner, over and above.
Yet. there was enough of what was
animal, and of w was flery
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year had come and gone since the bird
of '}?y lay dead upon the river-shore,
o for they were two-
fold, as the sexes—were down in
that district of the flat country tend-
ing to the Thames, where Kent and
Surrey meet, and where the railways
still bestride the market-gardens that
will soon die under them. The
schools were newly built, and there
were 80 mﬂ::ty like ﬂ)lftmmall over the
country, one mig ve thought
thnwhoie were but one mm‘l&.
fice with the locomotive gift of Alad-
din's palace. They were in a neigh-
bourhood which looked like o
neighbourhood taken in blocks out of
a box by a child of particularly in-
coherent mind, and set up anyhow ;
he:e.hrgono s]i;ie of a mla]w street ; there,
a o golitary public-house facin
nowhere ; here, er !mﬂnubes
street already in ruins; there, a
church ; here, an immense new ware-

house ; there, a dila; old
country villa; then, a of black
ditch, sparkling cuncumber - frame,

rank ﬂelb m cu.ltlv:t:i h'tche:&
garden, -Spann
canal, and dmmxdar?}t'ﬁuwm and
fog. As if the child had given the
table a kick, and gone to sleep.
But, even among school-buildings,
school-teachers, and school-pupils, all
ing to pattern and nf] -
;&;edint.he i hht!ofthelxtest o8-
according to Monotony, the older
Ettem into which so many fortunes
va been shaped for good and evil,
comes ont. It came out in Miss
Peecher the schoolmistress, watering
her flowers, as Mr. Bradley Headstone
walked forth, It came out in Miss
Peecher the schoolmistress, watering
the flowers in the little dusty bit of
garden attached to her small official

residence, with little windows like
the eyes in and little doors
like the covers of books.

Small, shining, neat, methodical,
and buxom was Miss Peecher; -
cheeked and tuneful of voice. A lit

pincushion, a little housewife, a little
book, a little workbox, a little set of

a little woman, a.l in one. She could
write a little essay on any subject,
exactly a slate long, begmning at the
left-hand hg;: one side and ending
at tha right-hand bottom of the other,
and the essay should be strictly ac-
m rale, If Mr. Bradley
had addressed a written
pmﬁw of marriage to her, she would
ably have replied in a complete
essay on the theme exactly a
slate I""'F" but would certainly have
replied Yes. Forsho loved him. The
decent hair-guard that went round
his neck and took care of his decent
silver watch was an object of envy to
her. BSo would Miss Peecher have
gone round his neck and faken care
of him. Of him, insensible. Because
he did not love Miss Peecher.

Miss Peecher's favourite pupil, who
assisted her in her little household,
was in attendance with a can of water
to replenish her little watering-pot,

Miss Peecher’s affections to feel it

n that she herself should lovo
Y% 8o, there was
adouble ation among the double
stocks and double wallflowers, when
the master and the boy looked over
thelitﬂ;ngaﬁa. el

“A fine evening, Miss Peecher,”
gaid the Master. i

i fine » Mr. Head-
m’%u&m. “ Are you
taking a walk?""
# Hexam and T are going to take a

long walk.”

“ ing weather,” remarked
Miss Peecher, “ for a long walk.”
# Ou;-n is r“o?h business than
mere pleasure,” said the Master.
. Miss Peecher i ing her water-
ing-pot, and very carefully shaking
out the few last over a flower,

as if there were some ial virtue in
them which would it a Jack's
beanstalk before morning, called for

; . &
replenishmenit to her pupil, who had
been r to the boy.

“ Good. Miss Peecher,” said
“ Good -night, Mr. Headstone,”

tables and weights and measures, and

the Hnlhm
said the
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in te of | they eay, remember. Difference be-
pu?nplxgg?pg h:::husdbmmthm hﬁsmdm gmﬁy he says and they say? Give
custom of stretching out an arm, as if | it me.

“ If you please,

i
they were going to see
It i

But that can’t 'b:." moss M.

Dbrother himself.” As she said it, she
unhooked her arm. :

-, | shore towards Millb

- Mary Anne immediately hooked
her right arm behind her in her left
hand—an attitude absolutely neces-
to the situation—and 2
- is indicative mood, present
tense, third singular, verb
active to say. Other is indicative
mood, present tense, third person
plural, verb active to say."” =

“ Why verb active, Anne?

“ Because it takes a pi T
it in the objective case, Peecher.
“Very good inds

Miss Peecher, with encouragement.
“In fact, could not %betturm m
fo to apply it, an ime,
Amorgﬁt %tys t;md, Miss Peecher
finished the watering of her flowers,
and went into her little official resi-
dence, and took a refresher of the
principal rivers and mountains of the
world, their breadths, depths, and
heights, before settling the measure-
ments of the body of a dress for her
own personal occupation.

Bradle; Heammm sand Ohn'd]e};
Hexam e Burrey side o
bridge, and made the Middlesex

In this re-

ion are a certain littla street called
E‘humh Street, and a cerfain little
blind square, called Smith Square, in
the centre of which last retreat is a

hideous church with four towers
at tza four corners, generally resem-
bling some petrified monster, frightful
and gigantic, on its back with its legs
in the air. found a tree near
bby in & corner, and a blacksmith's
forge, and & timber yard, and a
dealer's i;l olgo :Im:mtl at a trqsty
portion of a boiler a great iron
wheel or so meant by lying half-
buried in the dealer’s fore-court, no-
body seemed to know or to want to
know. Like the Miller of question-
able jollity in the song,

: Thaﬁcu.r
«1 felt convinced of i returned | for Nobody, no not they, and Nobody

Miss Peecher, smiling
pray,

Aﬂe?rm?inﬁgthemundofthis

time.

Mmdmtingthntthmwul
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deadl&kind of repose on it, more as
tfi:ﬁug it had taken huf;.numthm
en into a natural rest,

at the point where the .u;{:'ﬂﬁ
square joined, and where there were
some little quiet houses in a row.
To these Charley Hexam finally led
the way, and at one of these sto

must be where my sister|of

lihvu. sir. This Edwhm she came
8 temporary ing, soon after
father's death.” g

“How often have you seen her
sinn%s; only

“ ¥ twice, sir,” returned
the boy, with his former reluctance;
“!Jut"émt'a as much her doing as

“ How does she support herself? "

“She was always a fair needle-
woman, and she keeps the stockroom
of a seaman’s outfitter.”

“Does she ever work at her own
lodging here 2"

* Sometimes; but her regular hours
and tion are at their
place of business, I beliove, sir. This
1s the number."”

The kmocked at a door, and

the house.
“Who eclse is at home?” asked

Hexam, staring.
“Nobody’s at home at Hmeent.”
returned the child, with a glib asser-

tion of her dignity, * the per-
son of mdzguuym, thatdjd l;f:ru
want, young man P

& iI:an to leemyhaiuter."

¥ ¥ Yo men have sisters,”
returuodﬂm:ﬁd." “Give me your

q figure, and the
queer but not ugly little face, with
its bright grey eyes, were so sharp,
“that the sharpness of the manner

seemed unavoidable. As if, being
turned out of that mould, it must be

y
“ Ah, indeed f ' said the person of
the house. “I thought it might be.
leiaif;al";iglbalinin ut &
quarter of an hour, Iam very fond
your sister. She's my particalar
friend. Take a mt.yAnd this

can't very well do it myself, because
my back's so bad, and my lelgaueso
queer." 2
complied in silence, and the
Tittle went on with its work of

cardboard and thin wood, Tﬁ:ﬁmuﬂy
scissors

It
“Ha! ba! What else do I make?
You're a schoolmaster, but you can’t
tell me.*

inting to a comer of the little
E)mai, "wiéh straw; but I don't

“Well done you!" cried the per-
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son of the house. “I mlrtomake
Up my waste.  Bub my straw really
does to . business. Try
again. 4o 1 make with my
et
“Amﬂmm-
mats! Tl give d;w 8 ?&
m lovo with, o.B bocause she's Beau-
& + T took herto the
i Bos Bour, and 1 treated

day before yesterday. Doll I work
for lost a =bird."” The

of the house gave another ].i.ttle]):ug-b‘
and then nodded her head several
times, as who should moralise, *“Oh
this world, this world!""

“Are you alone all day?" asked
Bradley Emdmmo “Don't any of
the neighbouring children——F»"

“Ah, lud!" cried the person of the
house, with a little scream, as if the
word had pricked her. “Don't talk
of children. I can't bear children.
I know their tricks and their man-
ners.” She said this mﬁmm

hat | little shake of her right fist close

her eyes.

Perhaps it scarcely required the
teacher-habit to perceive that
doll's dressmaker was inclined to be
bitter on the difference between her-

master and pupil understood it so.

g ot g e
, always playing :

Evsnys ahp-ukmg;;ng on the

pavement and it for their

4

a '8 hole, and imitating a
pempu::lbeokthdle’gs. Oh! Iknow
their tricks and their manners.

g

gneezing and inflamed,
the &muﬁha keyhole. Just as they,
with their tricks and their manners,

mock a person through a person's

An uncommonly emphatic shake of
her little fist close before her eyes
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seemed to ease the mind of the person
of the house; for she added with re-
covered eomposure, “No, no, no. No
ch;ln‘i’re.n for me. Give me grown-
ups

this @ creature, for her poor
figure ed no clue to if, and her
face was at once so young and so old.
Twelve, or at the most thirteen, might
be near the mark.

“I always did like grown-ups,” she
‘went on, “and always kept company
with them. 8o sensible. Sit so quiet.
Don't go prancing and capering about!
And 1 mean always to keep among
none but grown-ups till I marry. I
suppose I must make up my mind to
marry, one of these days.”

She listened to a step outside that
caught her ear, and there was a soft
Imock at the door. Pulling at a handle
within her reach, she said with a
pg:gsed laugh: “Now here, for in-
stance, is a grown-up that’s my par-
ticular ﬁ-ier%?l " s.nI:l Lizzie Hyazn,m

in a black dress entered the room.
“ Charley! You!”
Taking him to her arms in the old

way—of which he seemed- a little
ashamed—she saw no one else.

‘There, there, there, Liz, all right,
my dear. See! Here’'s Mr. Head-
stone come with me."

Her eyes met those of the school-
master, who had evidently expected
to see a very different sort of person,
and a murmured word or two of salu-
tation passed between them. She
was & little flurried by the unex-
pected visit, and the schoolmaster was
not at his ease. But he never was,
quite. J

“I told Mr. Headstone you were
not settled, Liz, but he was so kind as
to take an interest in coming, and
so I brought him. How you
look !

Bradley seemed to think so.

“Ah!  Don't she, don't she?”
cried the person of the honse, resum-
ing her occupation, though the twi-
light was falling fast, “I believe
you she does! But go on with your

II: was difficult to guess the age of |fin

‘;'IIHI. one two }llree.
oo ~Nie,
.lnjti d.on;l?um.ind me; ™
—npointi this improm rthyme
wiiipl‘:m & points o? hermm fore-
‘%?.didn't expect a visit from you,
Charley,” said his sister. “I sup-
posed that if you wanted to see me
you would have sent' to me, appoint-
me to come somewhers near the
school, as I did last time. I saw my
brother near the school, sir,” to Brad-
ley Headstone, “ because its easier for
msh?%th‘ere, than for him to come
here. I work about midway between
tlhB twa i 73

“You don't see much of one an-
other,” said Bradley, not improving in
respect of ease.

“No,” With a rather ead shake of
herhead. “Charley always does well,
Mr. Headstone ?”

“He could not do better. Iregard
his course as quite plain before him.”

“I hoped so. I am go thankful.
So well done of you, Charley dear!
It is better for menot to come (except
when he wantsme) between him and
his ‘ ou think so, Mr.
Headstone P
Conscious that his pupil-teacher was
Iooki hf:;‘hia.mwar, and that he
hims suggested the hoy’s keep-
ing aloof &omuf'hu sister, nowyseen ?‘Er
the first time face to face, Bradley
Headstone stammered :

_“Your brother is very much occu-
pied, you know. He has to work
hard. One eannot but say that the
less his attention is diverted from his
work, the better for his future. "When
he shall have established himself, why
then—— it will be another thing
thm ” i '

Lizzie shook her head again, and
returned, with a quiet smile: “I
always advised him as you advise him.
Did I not, Charley #

“Well, never mind that now,” said

* Very well, Charley. I want for

no

<chat, one and all:

“You have your own room here ?*’

the boy. “How are you getting
o‘]l?l] ‘
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“Ohyes. Upstairs. Andit'squiet,
and pleasant, and airy.” 3

* And she alwn.}r' has the use of this
room for visitors,” said the person of
the honse, serewing up one of her little
bony fists, like an opera-glass, and
looking throug};xt, with her eyes and
her chin in t. quaint accordance.
“Always this roo&m 1;or visitors;
haven't you, Lizzie dear 7"

It hapggx’ed that Bradley Headstone
noticed & very slight action of Lizzie
Hexam’s hand, as though it checked
the doll'sdressmaker. Andithappened
that the latter noticed him in the same
instant ; for she made a double eye-

1ass of her two hands, looked at him
ugh it, and cried, with a waggish
shake df'hcrx(;j ﬁﬂfg 3 “Ahal Caught

u Spying : .
yoltsgnight, have fallen out so, any
way; but Bradley Headstone also
noticed that immediately after this,
Lizzie, who had not taken off her
bonnet, rather hurriedly gﬂpouad
that as the room was getting dark they
should go out into the air. . They
went out; the visitors saying good-
night to the doll's dressmaker, whom
they left, leaning back in her chair

ith her arms crossed, singing to her-
gelf in a sweet thoughtful little voice.
“T1'1l gaunter on by the river,” said
adley, * You wxﬁ be glad to talk

i $
""As his uneasy figure went on before
them among the evening shadows, the
' his sister petulantly : i
you goi to settle
?:I' G%;Tf?an sort. of
place, Liz? T thought you were going
P ioi R e e
“I am very well where I am,

Chm'lay.” 3
“ Very well

P oW came uutggsl:t
into su company as t little
witchns?n b . g ¢

“ By chance af firsf, as it seemed,
Charley. But I think it must have

been by something more than chance,
for that child——You remember the
bills upon the walls at home? '

¢ Confound the bills upon the walls

at home! I want to forget the hills
upon the walls at home, and it wounld
be better for you to do the same,”
grumbled the boy. * Well, what of
them ? "

¢This child is the grandehild of the
old man."”

“What old man ?”

“The terrible drunken old man, in
the list slippers and the nighteap.”
The boy asked, rubbing his nose in
a manner that half expressed vexation
at hearing so much, and half curiosity
to hear more: * How came you to
make that out?
are!”

“The child's father is employed by
the house that employs me; that's
how I came to know it, Charley. The
father is like his own father, a weak
wretched trembling ereature, falling to
pieces, never sober. - Buba good work-
man too, at the work he does. The
mother is dead. Thispoor ailing little
creature has come to be what she is,
surrounded by drunken people from
her - cradle—if she ever had one,
Charley.”

. %I don't see what you have to do
with her, for all that,” said the boy.
“Don’t you, Charley? "

The boy looked duﬁ'edly at the
river., They were at Millbank, and
the river rolled on their left. His
sister gently touched him on the
shoulder, and pointed toit.

“ Any compensation—restitution—
never. mimiF t.; word, you know my
meaning. Father's grave.

. But he did not respond with any
tenderness. After a moody silence he
broke out in an ill-used tone:

“It'll be a very hard thing, Liz, if,
when I am trying my best to get up
in the worid, you pull me back.”

W0t Lin. Why cev't

4 ou, Liz. can't you
let by;s,onza be bygones ¢ Y"Vhy' can't
you, as Mr. l:[eagskgme said to me this
very evening about another matter,
leave wellalone ? 'What we have got
to do is, to turn our faces full in our
new direction, and keep straight on.

¢ And never look back ? Not even
to try to make some amends 7"

What a girl you
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ey Yo?m“fi. Toemer peenhnm“'" o ety
Y» Wi It
was all very well when we sat before
the fire—when we looked into the
hollow down by the flare—but we are
looking into the real world, now.”

“hi wewmloolldngintothamsl
world then, Charley!"

“T understand what you mean
that, but you are not justified in it.
don’t want, as I raise myself, to shake
you off, Liz. I want fo carry you up
with me. That's what I want to do,
and mean to do. I know what I owe
you, I said to Mr. Headstone this

evening, ‘After all, my sister
;?hm.‘ g“fell, then. {)on't pslﬁlt
me back, and hold me down., That's
all I'“k!bl:.nd surely that's not un-
conscionable.”

She had kept a steadfast look upon
him, and !:gtmwsmd with com-

P 4T wn ‘nok hewe/sblféhily; Charloy:
To myself, T could not be too
far thst river.”
to“Nuruou!dyIc:thtoo far l‘rouf: it
please me. us quit of it
equally. Why slmu]ﬁf“ u linger
abouhtanymethml?yggi}:lgta
Wid; ; from it, I think,
“T can't get awa; it;, ink,"
said Lizzie, i J‘thafr hand across

—+tailor, I something of
thawrt:anﬂnm‘ crooked antic of
a child, or old person, or whatever it
is, and then you talk as if you were
drawn or driven there. Now,do be
more -

practical.

She had been practical mnuﬁmth
: him, in ing and striving for him;
' her hand his

a4 pcm my word, Liz" &nwin§
the back of his hand across them, “

mean to be a brother to you,
and to prove that I kmow what [ owe
you. I say is, that T hope you'll

cies a little, on my
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the bhoy's attention. As the gentle-
man passed, the boy looked at him
narrowly, and then siood still, looking
after him.

“Who is it that you stare after ?"

asked Bradley.
“Why!" said the boy, with a con-
fused and frown uj his

pon
ﬁac]g, Tt is that Wrayburn one! ”‘Lhe
bgymal the boy had scruti-

nized the
ko i, 2. i
W

what in the world bmughg him here!
«Thonghhagi;i it as if his wonder

were past—at the same time resuming

the walk—it was not lost the

masterthat he looked over his

after ing, and that the same per-

and ine frown was
ey etede
“You don't appear to like your
friend, Hexam '
#T pon't like him,” said the boy.
“Why not "
ﬁ“He kholdofmebythechﬂ'?;
a.lleuo' us i inent way,
; 'hlnavlavermwhim,"m{dthe

gain, why £**
nothing, Or—it’s much the
pALLBE aometh.ingl'ha pened
1 ?}yu‘mtad:dn't ppen

h knows your sister #"
it that time,”” said the

ly pondering.
Thel lost himself that he
m‘;gd it adley ﬁdmdgu?:: 3,:
: e by side, withou
attempt til the question

n he nodded

“You were going to tell me some-
thing about that person. What did
yun%yhismmnm?”

“Wra Mr. Engene Wray-
burn. He is what call a bar-
rister, with nothing to The first
time he came to our old place was
when my father was alive. He came
on business; not that it was Ads busi-
ness—he never had any business—he
was ht by a friend of his."”

“And the times P**

“There was only one other time
that I know of. WKon my father was
killed by nccident, ha chanced to be
one of the finders. He was
about, I su ing liberties wi
people’s chins; but
somehow. He bronght the news home
to my sister early in the

gwnght

. ose—your sister—'" with
a ennos:?hrmk both before and after
the we “has r;ﬁmmd hardly any
teaching, Hexam

“ Hardly any, sir."”

“Racrificed, no donbt, fo her futher's
objections. I remember them in your
case. Yet—your sister — scarcely
locks or speaks like an ignorant per-
son.”

¢ Lizzie has as much thought as the
best, Mr. Headstone. Too much, per-
haps, without teaching. I used to call
the fire at home, her books, for she
was always full of fancies—sometimes
uite wise fancies, considering—when
sat looking at it.”
“T don’t like that,” said Bradley
Headstone.
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His pupil was a little ised b;
this striklp in with so'm:dnnx
decided and emotional an objection,
but took it as a proof of the master's
intercst in himself. It emboldened
him to say : '
. “I have never brought myself to

mention it openly to you, Mr, Head-
stone, and you're my witness that I
couldn’t éven make up my mind to
take it from you before we came out
to-night ; but it's a painful thing fo
think that if I get on as well as you
hope, I shall be—I won't say dis-
graced, because I don't mean dis-

—Dbut—rather put to the blush
if it was known—by o sister who has
been v good to me."”

L ;:x said Bradley Headstone in
a slurring way, for his mind scarcely
seemed to touch that point, sosmoothly
did it glide to another, “ and there 13
this m’bﬂiﬁ to consider. Someman
who waried his way might come
to admire—your si and might
2;011 in time bring himself to t.l;mk

marrying — your sister— and it
would be a sad drawback and a heavy

rm.lty upon him, if, overcoming in
is mind o© inequalities of condi-
tion and other considerations agai
it, this inequality and this considera-
tion remained in full force.”

f “'Th.&t‘a much my own meaning,
sir.’

“ Ay, ay,” said Bradley Headstone,

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND.

“ That's true, sir. Sometimes since
Lizzie was left free by father's death,
1 have thought that such a young
woman might soon acquire more than
enough to pass muster. And some-
times I have even thought that per-
hi'E' Miss Peecher——""

For the purpose, I would ad.
visea Nor Miss Peecher,” Bradley
Headstone struck in with a recur-
rence of his late decision of man-
ner.

one afterwards, until it ended at the
school-house. . There, one of neat
Miss Peecher's little windows,, like
ﬂ:aquhneedles,m_iﬂnminnted,
and - @ corner mear it sat Mary
Anne watching, while Miss Peecher
ab the table stitched at the neat
little body she was m?hng up by
buwnmrﬂm or her own
% . Miss Peecher and

i 'S were not much
in the unscholastic art of

gf

“but you spoke of a mere brother. out &
Now, the case I have supposed would | again hailed.
be & much case; because an “Yes, Mary

admirer, a husband, would form the
conneetion voluntarily, besides being
obliged to proclaim it: which a bro-
ther i8 not. Aftér all, you know, it
must be said of you that you couldn’t
h;lxlg.yome]f : while it would be said
of hi

with that he
cou.]d.n’l: o

L
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