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with all the .
stock of love that had
examined or cortificated

If her faithfal slato had had the latent

never been
out of her.

uﬁlﬂﬁ y and
its pencil those of invisible ink, man

a little treatise calculated to utoma{
the pupils would have come bursting
through the dry sums in school-tim

under the wum%rin!mof Miss
Peocher'gbosom. oftentimes when
school was not, and her calm leisuro
and calm little house were her own,

ek p g el e
an 'y deserip-
tion of how, mm evening
at dusk, two figures might have been
observed in themarket-garden ground
round the corner, of whom one, being
a manly form, bent over the other,
being a womanly form of short stature-
compactness, and
in a low voice the words, “Emma
Peecher, wilt thou be my own ?** after
m - the ymh”sf
upon orm’s
shoulder, and the nightingales funed
up. h all unseen, and unsus-
pected by pupils, Bradley Head-
stone even pervaded the school
exercises. Was Geography in ques-
tion? He would come triumphantly
fl nﬁ out of Vesuvius and Zina
I}J:ﬂ of the lava, and would boil un-
harmed in the hot springs of Iceland,
and would float majestically down the
Ganges and the ﬁila. Did History
chronicle a king of men?
him in pepper-and-salt pantaloons,
with his watch-guard round his neck.

E

Were copies to be In
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capital B's and H’s most of i
under Miss Peecher's tuitig)h;e mgn-ls
half a year ahead of every other letter
in the alphabet. And Mental Arith-
metie, adgmnmtem d by Miss Peecher
often devoted itself to iding
Bradley Headstone with a wardrobe
of fabulous extent: fourscore and four
neck-ties at two and ninepence-half-
nny, two gross of silver watches at
our pounds fifteen and sixpence,
siyne?nty-four 'g]a.ok hats at eighteen
hi ; am similar
ﬂué‘ttilesg-s, may super-
The vigilant watchman, usin  hi
daily  opportunities of turning ﬂhf:
eyes in Bradley's direction, soon
‘apprized Miss Peecher that Bradley
was more preoccupied than had heen
his wont, and more given to strollin
about with a downeast and reserye
face, furning something difficult in
his mind that was not in the seholastic
syllabus. Putting this and that to-
‘g‘-etlael;,—mmbin.ing under the head
“‘this,” present appearances and the
intimacy with Charley Hexam, and
ranging under the head ‘“that” the
visit to hie sister, the watchman re-
ported toﬂ}éisstrl;eanhar his strong sus-
icions e sister
aztgm oiét. was at the
wonder,” said Miss P
she sat making up her waaée;her’ o
on a half-holiday afternoon,” * what
thi_}r callf;:am’s sigter "’
ary e, at her needlework
attendant and attentive, held her arm

up.

& Wen, m‘.y Amla ?u

“She is named Lizzie, ma’am,”

**Bhe can hardly be named Lizzie,
I think, Mary Anne,” refurned Miss
ftmher:‘ E a tunefully instructive
Mary Anno?” G mae,

Annelaiddown
Hooked hersolf et ia v
catechization, and replied: « 0, it is
a corruption, Miss Peecher,”

Who gave her that name #* Migs
Peecher was going on, from the mere
force of habit, when she checked her-
self, on Mary Anne's evincing theo-

her godfathers and her moth
and said ; “I mean of what namﬁ
it a corruption ? "
s
' e. ether
there were mﬁas in the early
Christian Church must be considered
very doubtful, very doubtful.” Miss
Peecher was exceedingly sage here.

“Egeahng' correctly, we say, then
that Hexam’s sister is calledylaizzie :
not that she is named so. Do we not,
Anne?”’

“ We do, Miss Peecher.”

“And where,” pursued Miss
Peecher, complacent in her little

arent fiction of conducting the
examination in & semi-official manner
for Mary Anne’s benefit, not her own,
“where does this Dgﬁ woman, who
u-e_q]led but not Lizzie, live ?
now, before answering,”

“In Church Street, Smith Square,
by Mill ma'am."”
“In Church Street, Smith Square,
by Mill Bank,” ted Miss Peecher,
as if possessed beforehand of the book
in which it was written. “ Exactly
s0. And what occupation does this
oung woman pursue, Mary Anne?

e time.""

“ Bhe has a place of trust at an out-
fitter's in the City, ma’am."”
*Oh!" said Miss Peecher, ponder-

ing on it; buf smoothly added, in a
confirmatory tone, “ At an outfitter’s
in the City. Ye-es?”
“And (ﬂiprlaym’mm Anne
was proceeding, w iss Pe
stared. ¢ i
“T mean H Miss Peecher.”
“I should think you did, Mary
Anne. I am glad to hear you do.
And Hexam——?g"

* Bays,” Mary Anne went on, “that
he is not pleased with his sister, and
that his sister won't be guided by his
advice, and persists in being guided
by somebody else’s; and that—""

* M, one coming across the
garden!"” exclaimed Miss Peecher,
with a flushed glance at, the looking-
glass. “You have answered very
well, Mary Anne. You are form-

logical impatience to strike in with

ng an excellent habit of arranging

-
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iom thoughts clearly. That will

The discrect Mary Anne resumed
her seat and her mi.gﬁﬁ, and stitched,
and stitched, and was stitching when
the schoolmaster’s shadow came in
before him, announcing that he might
be instantly expected. )

“ Good évening, Miss Peocher,” he
said, pursuing the shadow, and
its place. 13

“(ood evening, Mr. Headstone.

Anne, a chair.” "

“Thank you," said Bradley, seat-
ing himself in his constrained manner.
“Thig is but a flying visit. T have
looked in, on my way, to ask a kind-
ness of you as a neigl i:an-" )

“Did yon say on your m Mr.
Headstone £ asked l%ﬂ? 2 .

“On my way to—where I am
8 e Street, Smith by

“ !

Mill Bank,” repeated Miss Peecher,
in her own thoughts.

“ Charley Hexam has gone o get
a boutlfl 01{] two hewwﬂﬁ. m‘}u will

ba e back before me. As we
g:va nfy house empty, I took the
liberty of telling him I would leave
the key here. WO'I!H you kindly
allt‘w(v} me to 11015{2?;; L4 ¥

 Certainly, Mr. Mﬂt‘fm ( . Going
for an evening wallk, sir?”

« Partly for a walk, and partly for—
on business.” B

« Business in Church Street, Smith
Square, by Mill Bank,” repeated Miss
Peecher to herself.

“ Having said which,” pursued
Bradley, laying his doar-key on the
table, “I must be alrcady going.
There is nothing I can do for you,
Miss Peecher £ |

“Thank you, Mr. Headstone. In
which direction "

« In the direction of Westminster.”

« Mill Bank,” Miss Peecher re-

peated in her own hts once |i

again. * No, thank you, Mr. Head-
stone ; I'1l not trouble gon’."
«You couldn’t trouble me,” said
the schoolmaster. :
« Ah!" returned Miss Peecher,

trouble me!” And for all her quiet
manner, and her quiet smile, she was
full of trouble as he went his way.
She was right touching his destina-
tion. He held as stmight-a. course for
the house of the dolls” dressmaker as
the wisdom of his ancestors, exem-
lified in the construction of the in-
ening streets, would let him, and
walked with a bent head hammering
at one fixed idea. It had been an
immovyeable idea since he first set eyes
upon her. It seemed to him as if all
that he could suppress in himself he
had suppressed, as if all that he could
restrain in himself he had restrained,
and the time had come—in a rush, in
a moment—when the power of self-
command had departed from him.
Love at first sight 18 a trite expression
quite sufficiently discussed; enough
that in certain smouldering natures
like this man’s, that passion leaps
into a blaze, and makes such head as
fire does in a rage of wind, when
other passions, but for its mastery,
could be held in chains. As a multi-
tude of weak, imit:.;i:&e natures I::g
always lying by, y to go
uponyt.he next wrong idea that may
be broached—in these times, generally
some form of tribute to Somebody for
something that never was done, or, if
ever done, that was done by Somebody
o li ]::he;e o read th
may lie or years, y on the
touzh of a.nyinst.a.nyt-to burst into flame.
The scmmlx]aater went énn Way,
brooding rooding, and a sense
of being vanquished in a mg%}:
might have been pieced out of
worried face. Truly, in his breast
there lingered a resentful shame to
find himself defeated by this passion
for Charley Hexam's sister, though
in the very self-same moments he was
concentrating himself upon the object
of bringing the passion to a successful

issue.

He appeared before tho dolls’ dress=
maker, sitting alone at her work.
«Qho!" thought that sharp young
personage, “it's you, is it? I know
your tricks and your manners, Iy
friend !

theneh not aloud ; “but you ean
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“ Hexam's sister,” snd.Bndle;r
. “mncgmhumeyet?
“You are a juror,”
tux"nfd“u ‘am;t mﬂe&n,,fml
‘ wait, if you
want to speak to her."”
“Do you?" returned Miss Wren.
“8it down. I hope it's mutual.”
distrustfully at

the work, and t.rymgtocouquar
doubt and hu:lhd'

“T hope ¥ ou don’t that
vhbwﬂlheummphﬁpgﬁnx W

“']:hm' Don't call her that, I
can't bear you to call her that;” re-
turned Miss Wrzr;, snapping her
ﬁmﬂml\‘lﬂ.’ﬁ,’ wm
¢ for I don't like Hexam.”

“Indeed P "

“No.” Miss Wren wrinkled her

a a
much about you."”
“Bntlwunetmm.i.twutha

returning to the accusation, a li
m.]und “ Won't yousay, someof us "
returned the

little
creature, one of you, but you.
Hah! Now loo thnln.dy thagw
This is Mrs. Truth. thmr—
able. Full-dressed.’”
Bradley lmaed at the doll she
hservati

# T see Hexam's sister.”
“You don't say so!” retorted Miss
Wren, hi chin. “But on

Bndhy;:hd{ml;m i mwﬁm
over | present, angry with what was
not ent; “for her own sake.”

_ Mrs. T.!" excluimed the

“ For her own sake,” repeated
, Warming, “and for her
s,nd,eaapexﬂncﬂydm-

her face to

“ Here's a y disinterested

o1 ,'” said the know-

m \ an,“oomn to talk with

{m. for your own sake and your

there "Mtohe dmpartylmm

oug no

sent af anything so uﬁrzo

:::ynerw andso,d‘you‘m
thl.ld nyatau:srm

third pl:sl "

Lizzie the hand which the

do]la -d.rmher held out to her for

supported awa,
but%ltherm&hmlﬂ
quiring smile, and made no other

mov:
“ The third party hobbles awfully,

: you know,‘zrrhm she'’s left to herself,”

“her back being so
tr retire gimf':él.lqmgl' e
Ccan 658 ou
help her, Lizzie,” ’ 4
“She can do no better than stay
where she is,” returned Lizzie, re-
lmsmg the hand and laying her own
lightly on Miss Jann 's curls, And

have come here for.”

thento Bradley: “FrmnCha.rIey.m?'

undecided ; “the truth m,ﬂut
lmvmg no secrets from me (to
my belief), has uw-&

of mattartome.
He came to a Lizzie

asked : “Whatmath-,d:?"
“I tho ht,

e e |

to the company. That done, she fell
into her former attitude.

I fully acknowledge that.”
He appeared to have
himself by having got so far. At all
events he went on with much greater
Ligzie | firmness and force of cmphash
though with a cunous disposition to
teeth, and with a curious

hand in the clenlzlgms pfmdofh:n left,
in in

It for the W@ like the action of one who was being
on her eyes, it m phymﬂyhmt,andmmnﬂmgw
superfluous as fo m

4 H0
to enter m -ﬁo
Iy e vl R
your having put aside. ‘brother's

s for you, and given the prefer-
o Eon tn hone o M e
name is Mr, Eugene W; T

He made\‘.hnpﬂini #h’ng
cmtmnufthemnkﬂ
g:syluokat dmnh

e last.

Nothing being said ho&ﬁr

side, he had to 'begin
gl m and began
“Your hrother's Were Com-

municated to me wh ha ﬂxdi had
them in his thoughts, pmz of
fact he spoke to me abouf

T was last here—when In‘mwalk
ing back together, and when I—when
the impression was halium me of | time

are nb ol hs.b:tua]]y to: m

0o keep it down. to
:dumto)onrhmﬂmr He has taken
the matter so much to heart that he
hummonstmwd( my he
remonstrated) . Eugene
‘Wrayburn, if that be the name. He
i ite 1 y. As any

burning red to white, and from white
bwktob md,md so for the
lnhnf y white.
i resolved to come here
s,ppedtoyou. I resolved

hEB seert ix:shmstﬁr
ere mi ave boenmmmng
in it, but ti little dressmaker here | to

oume here alone, and entreat you
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to retract the course you have chosen,
and instead of con ding in a mere
stranger—a person of most insolent
baf:www“ brotigrr and others
= ur bro and your
brother’s frieﬁ." b
Lizzie Hexam had changed colour
when those changes camo over him,
and her face now ressed some
anger, more dislike, even a touch
of fear., But she answered him very
steadily.
“I cannot doubt, Mr.
that Em visit is well meant, You
have been 80 good a friend to Char
that I have no right to doubt it.le{
have nothing to tell Charley, but that
I accepted the help to which he so
much objects before he made an
&}r me; oIr certainly mm
ew of any. It was consideratel
anddalimt.af;v offered, and zhmwmg
reasons that had weight with me
which should be as dear to Charley
as tome. I have no more to say to
Charley on this subject.”
His lips trembled and stood a
us he followed this repudiation of hi
self, and limitation of her words to
Y ehout
have told Charley, if he
had come to me,” she mﬁh.;ed, a8
though it wero an after-thought, “that

“Thank you, Mr. Headstone."

“But I fear,” he pursued, after &
pause, furtively ing at the seat
of his chair with ome hand, as if he
would have wrenched the (;]mjr to

“There is only one thing more I
had to say, bub it is the most import-
ant. m‘ i8 & reason against this
matter, there is a personal relation
concerned in this matter, not yet ex-

plained to_ It might—I don’t

say it would—it might—induce you

to think . To proceed un-

hwmmi"m of

the n. Will you please come

to the anderstanding that there shall
another interview on the subject?"”
p ey, Mr. Headstone 2’
“y 1" he 3

Jenny and I find our teacher very | cumst

able and very patient, and that she
takes great pains with us. So much
gn,thatva ve said to her we

in a very little while to be able to go
on by ourselves. Charley knows about
) and I should also have told
him, for his satisfaction, that ours

comes from an institution where|i

teachers mrﬁnhrl brought up.”
“I should hke laoyuk ugou,"pnaid
Bradley Headstone, grinding his
words slowly out, as though they
came from a rusty mill; “T should like
to ask you, if I may without offence,

whether you would have objected— | i

no; rather, I should like to say, if I
0 4 without offence, that I wish I

had the oiporhmity of coming
here with your brother and devoting
my poor abilities and experience to
your service,”

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND. 217

deadly white, was moved as by a
stroke of pain., Then he was gone.
The dolls’ dressmaker sat with her
attitude uncl
by which he until
Lizzie pushed her bench aside and sat
down near her. Then, Lizzie

e :
o Dol i o chope

“Not 80 " “roturned Miss

J
fire.”” With those w y e
turn loosened her friend's darle

and it dropped

her bosom, in two rich masses. Pre-

ing the door|in

admire the contrast, Jenny so man-
aged a mere touch or two of her
nimble hands, as that she herself luL.
g u cheek on one of the dark folds,
seemed blinded by her own clustering
curls to all but the fire, while ﬂm'ﬂqa
handsome face and brow of Lizzie
were revealed without obstruction in
the sober light.
th“m n.sh%aw a talk,” méﬁ Jenny,
# ghout Mr. Eugene Wrayburn."
Something sparkled down among
the fair hair resting on the dark hair;;
and if it were not a star—which it
couldn't be—it was an ;ya; a%g if it
were an eye, it was Jenny Wren s
eye, brigh?md watchful as the bird's
whoso name she had taken. -
“Why about Mr. Wrayburn?
Lizzie asked.
« For no better reason than because
I'm in the humour. I wonder whether
he's rich !"
“No, not rich."
4 Poor £
1 think so, for a gentleman.”
“Ah! To be sure! Yes, he's a
gentleman. Not of our sort, is ho "
A shake of the head, a thoughtful
shake of the head, and the answer,

; | softl sxolen,“Ohno,ohno!”
leszra olls' dressmaker had an arm

round her friend's waist. Adjusting
the arm, she slyly took the opm
tunity of blowing at her own
where it fell over her face; then the
eye down there under lighter shadows
sparkled more brightly and appeared
more Wal
“When He turns up, he shan’t be
a gentleman; I'll very soon send him

king, if he is. However, he's not

. Wrayburn ; I haven’tcaptivated
him. I wonder whether anybody has,
Uit e very likaly.”

“1t18 w "

“Jait ve;u; likalny I wonder who!"”

“Jg it not very likely that some
lady has been taken by him, and that
he may love her dearly # "

¢ Perhaps. I don't know., What

. | would you think of him, Lizzie, if
of its own weight over | yon were a lady £

« a lady!” she repeated, laughing.

tending to compare the colours and | “ Such a fancy!”
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“Yes. But say: just asa fancy,
andiorinshnna."

“I a lady! a poor girl who
nsedtomwpoar&aﬂ:xm river.
1, who had rowed poor father out
andhomnanthﬁ;gnightw}:&nl
saw him for the time. who
was made so timid hislooh‘nqnt

me, that I u went out!’
(“He djoltoog at you, even that

ight, tho b 4
nigl t.hsnl{g}m?mm a lady

«] a lady!"” Lizsie went onin a
low voice, with her eyes upon the fire,
1, with poor father's grave not even
cleared of und stain and
shame, and he trying to clear it for
me! Ialady!” :

«Only as a fancy, and forinstance,”
iss Wren.

@ Too much, Jenny dear, oo much !
My fancy is not able to get that far.”
As the low fire gleamed upon her, it
showed her ing, mournfully and
R Baa kil ol and I

“But I am in
must be humoured, I::;mtnm
have had a
child. Look in the fire, as I to
hear you tell how you used to do
when you lived in that old
house that had once been a win
Look in the—what was its name when
you told forfunes with your brother
that I don't like 2"’

4 The hollow down by the flare £

“ Ah! That's the name! You can
find a lady there, J know."

« More easily than I can make one
o e

©
up, as the musi gﬂelmk&duwught-
fully down. “ Well #* said the dolls’
Swgrmkar, “We have found our

"',’

Vizzie nodded, and asked, “Shall
she be rich #"

# She had better ba,uha'lx):!."

«S8he is very vich. Shall be
handsome "’

« Even you can be that, Lizzie, so
ghe ought to be.”

«8ha is very handsome.”

« What does she say about;, him #"
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asked Miss Jenny, in a low voice:

throu, an interveni
silence, of the face looking down al
the fire. X
“Bheilﬂllvluhbepchthﬂtha
emoney. Sheisglad,glad
beautiful, that he may b

:

in. Lay me
tgooutof my
Imakm;hadwrnndkecp
me.” turning away
ghe said in a whisper to her-
ie, my poor Lizzie!
(he Jong yight. slniing. rows, 12d

: ting rows, an

come for her, not me. ;lﬁawuntahelp
more than I, my blessed children!”

Bﬁl:s had lh'etchil her hll:)noi-ﬂ u
Wik l‘dghm'm better 2B

m and foldcd
them round Lizzie's neck, and rocked
herself on Lizzie's breast.
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