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CHAPTER XII.
MORE BIRDS OF PREY.

Rogus Rmmermoon dwelt and | parted, before succumbing to dropsical
dukinl’.-imehomgiol: M&a itions of snuff and gin, incom-
?ﬂﬂb& tible equally with coherence and

and builders, existence.
thnnﬂ-lnﬂa,uinalﬁnddlhhl Whlgdehastenedl’lmt.ﬂwhta
hold stored full of waterside charae- | Mrs. Riderhood might possibly have
ters, some no better than himself, been able at some time to exylain,
Some very much better, and mone|and possibly not. Her daughter
much worse. The Hole, albeif in & |had no information on that point,
Pleasant she found herself, she

o Justice to be- Asaomsdogahaveyitintha blood,
next i -and ‘aeeursed | or are trained, to worry certain crea-

character to & false ome. tures to a certain point, so—not to
Had it not been for the dan make the compari i
whom h.eoﬁ:e:. i P x* El— Rﬁ:nhood had 1t in the
might have found a | blood, or had trained, to
mere grave as to any means it would | seamoen, within certain 1 as her
Feldhmufgatﬁngnﬁm; i Show her & man in a blue
leasant Riderhood had some little | jacket, and, figuratively ing,
Emhonand L she pinned him instantly
ole. Upon the smallest of small | things considered, she was not of an
scales, she was an pawn- | evil mind or an unkindly disposition.
broker, keeping what was y | For, observe how many things were
g to be considered according to her

cles of property with | P] Riderhood & Wedding i

arti o i easant I a ing in

her as security, m&- the street; and she only sa.w‘two

twenticth year of life, Pleasant was | people taking out a regular license

already in srﬂﬁhmdth-::g to quarrel and fight. Show her a
that

of trade. Her deceased mother Ohristening, and she saw o little

established the business, and on heathen personage ha a quite
parent’s demise she had a superfluous name upo‘zxmit,
a gecrot capital of fifteen to |inasmuch as it would be commonly

ishing herself in it; the exist- | addressed by somo abusive epithet :
ence of such capital in & pillow being which little perso: was not in the
the last intelligible ial com- | least wanted by anybody, and would
munication made to her by the de- |be nbawdpndybangedontof every-
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body's way, until it should grow big
enough to shove and bang. Show
her a Funeral, and she saw an un-
remunerative ceremony in the nature
of o black masquerade, confarring a
temporary gentility on the performers,
at an immense and repre-
senting the only ever
given by the deceased. Show her a
live father, and she saw but a d
cate of her own father, who from her
S o0 i hanghog w ity % Nk
0 uty to her,
which duty was &l'gnys mcgrpombeti
in the form of a fist or a leathern
strap, and being di
her. All things considered, therefore,
Pleasant Riderhood was not so very,
very bad. There was even a touch
of romance in her—of such romance
as could ereep into Limehouse Hole
—and maybe sometimes of & summer
evening, when she stood with folded
arms at her shop-door, looking from
the reeking street to the sky where
the sun was setting, she may have had
some vaporousvisions of far-off islands
(oot being geoprephically pertoalar)
not bein -
Evhmitgw begoodty;rmmwiﬂ)l
a congenial groves of

Pleasant’s Eden.

Not on a summer evening did she
come to her little shop-door, when a
certain man standing over agai
the house on the
ona cold shrewd windy evening, after

dark. Pleasant Riderhood shared
with most of the lady inhabitants of

the Hole, the iarity that her
hair was a knot, constantly
coming down ind, and that she

never could enter upon any under-
taking without first twisting it into
&a. At that particular moment,

ing newly come to the threshold to
take a look out of doors, she was
winding herself up with both hands
after this fushion. And so prevalent
was the fashion, that on the occasion

ite side of the | of
street took notice of her. That was | smooth.

of a fight or other disturbance in the

Hole, ladies would be seen flock-

ing from all universally

twisting their back-hair as they camo

; mdmn{ of them, in the hurry
momen

combs in their mouths

&

burnt L £ were, as sharply
?Idw ‘..".5;.. nnmintzlmls
00S6N088 ¥ 1 as he esat
hmelfdmg L his left arm care-
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taking her observant stand on ome
side of the fire.

“I don't rightly know my plans
yet,” returned the man. a
i S Y:m ain't looking for a Leaving

1o 8%

“No," said the man.

“No,” assented Pleasant,  you've
got too much of an outfit on you for
that. But if you should want either,
this is both.”

“ Ay, ay!” nﬁﬁem]gllnmg
round the place. “I know, I've
here before.”

“Did you Leave anything when

youwere befoia‘_?"n%umt,

with a view to principal and interest.
“No." The man shook his head.

i “I;mpwﬁymmw
ere "

“‘)Vhatdii' u do here when you
were here hamyl:u!gﬂoﬁ' Pleasant.
“For I don’t remembe

gh
cume o;f my g
lately B

“No. Been in

6 sick bay sin

“Then, to be sure, that accounts
for your hands."

'he man with a keen look, a quick
smile, and a change of manner, caught
her up. “You're a good observer.
Yes. That accounts for my hands.”

Pleasant was somewhat disquieted
by his look, and returned it suspi-
ciously. tNh'ot otu:ly was his change of
manner, thoug sudden, quite
collected, but hl!% mlgnar,
which he resumed, had a certain sup-
pressed confidence and sense of power

in it that were half th:uiminﬁ
“Will your father be long ¥ he

inquired. '
“Idon't know. I can'tsay.”

i “Aual ou sup! : hhl;lm at home,
it would seem that he has just gone
out? How's that #”’ #

“1 supposed he had come home,”
Pleasant explained.

“Oh! You supposed he had come
home? Then he has been some time
out ? How's that 2"

“T don't wan't to deceive you,
Father's on the river in his boat."”

“ At the old work?" asked the man.

“1 don't know what you mean,”

been | said Pleasant, shrinking a sta‘p back.

“ What on earth d'ye want 2’

“T don't want to hurt your father.
I don’t want to say I might, if I
chose. I want to speak to him. Not
much in that, is there ? There shall
be no secrets from you ; you shall be
by. And plainly, Miss Riderhood,
there’s nothing to be got out of me,
or made of me. I am not good for
the Leaving Shop, I am not good for
the Boarding-House, I am not good
for anything in your way to the ex-
tent of sixpenn'orth of h ce.
Put the idea aside, and we get
on er.”

“But you're a seafaring man "
argued Pleasant, as if that were a
- ient reason lf:a: his bei
or something in her way.

“Yesand no. I hs.vg'been, and I
may be again. But I am not for yon.
Won't you take my word for it £

The conversation had arrived at a
crisis to justify Miss Ploasant’s hair
in tumbling down. It tumbled down
accordingly, and she twisted it up,
Iooking from under her bent forehead
at the man. In faking stock of his
familiarly worn rough-weather nau- .
tical clothes, piece by piece, she took
stock of a formidable knife in a sheath
at his waist ready to his hand, and of
a whistle hanging round his neck,
and of a short ju, knotted club
with a loaded head that peeped out of
a pocket of his loose outer jacket or
frock. He sat quietly looking at her;
but, with these uﬁ\pendagas partially
revealing themselves, and with a
quantity of bristling cakum-coloured
head and whisker, he had a formid-
able appearance. b
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“Won't youtake my word for it #"
he asked again.

Plensant answered with a short
dnmb nod. He rejoined with another
short dumb nod. Then he ﬂ-up
and stood with his arms fol in
front of the fire, looking down into it
oocasion;llox, as she stood with her
mi:mt]:a folded, leaning against the side
o chimney-piece,

“To wile awuietha time till your
father comes,” said,—“ pray is
there much robbing and m i
of seamen about the water-side now P

(1 0,” said -

[13 Any P’l

* Plonsant with a grave look shook
her head ; importing that sho under-
stood the process, but decidedly dis-
approved. :

% Pair trade is one thing,” said
ghe, “but that's another. No one
has & right to caxrry on with Jack in
that way.” *

unzunﬁment does you credit,”
returned the man, with a grim smile;
and added, in a mutter, * the more so,
as I believe it's not your father's.—
Yes, 1 had & bad time of it, that time,
I lost ¥

“ Complaints of that sort are some- | asked

times made, about Rateliffe and Wa
g’g' and up that way. Buf w
we how many are true f"*
“To be sure. And it don't seem
necessary.’”

uTm;’ what I say,” observed |

Pleasant. * Where's reason for
it? Bless the sailors, it ain't as if
they ever could keep what they have,
& ;’ut it'"nght. Their

“ You're ri money may
be soon got out of them, without vio-
lence,” said the man.

“Of course it may,"” said Pleasant;
“and then they ship again, and get
more. And the best thing for 'em,
too, to ship again as soon as ever
they can be brought to if. They're
never so well as when they're
afloat.”

11l tell you why I uk.”&nmed
the visitor, lookin :&ﬁﬂm e fire.
“1 was once bag t way myself,
and left for dead.” X

“No?"” said Pleasant. *Where
did it happen £’

“ Tt happened,” returned the man,
with a ruminative air, as he drew his
right hand across his chin, and dipped
thg other in I.l:e pocket of his ro]v.:g:
outer coat, i pened somew!
about hers as T ﬁon I don't think
it can have been a mile from here,”

“ Were you drunk?” asked Plea-

sant.
«T was mnddled, but not with fair

drinking. I had not been drinking,

thirty shillings a weck for board that
would be dear at five, and likewise
conducted the Leaving business u

mmpmdhﬁaqtﬁhble principles ;
yet she had that tenderness of con-

of humanity,

you understand. A mouthful did it.”
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But, she was here intarrupted by derhood, in the same sharp g
Eer father's voice exclaiming angrily, | you're capable of it.” i

Ncw:, Poll Parrot!" by her| Theman put hishand in his ot,
father's hat bei heayily flung from | took out & govereign, and
his hand and her face. Ac- | the favour of Miss Pleasant that she
customed to such occasional mani- |would fetch a bottle. “With the
festations of his sense of parvental | cork undrawn,” he added, emphati-
duty, Pleasant merely wiped her u-ll%lookingnthm-fsther.
face on her hair (which of course had | “T'll take my Alfred David,” mut-
she twisted it !anﬂ Mr. Riderhood, slowly relaxing

mhadaﬁt?ﬁ:,‘:tha:; yglp know a
move. ? N—n—no,
1 4 d']?z;t know yon."m wy, i

man replied, “No, you don't
ko me” A 1t sood look-
ing at one ily enough,
“ﬁIThm mﬂ ; .

o '8 lasses on the
shelf,” gaid Ri ethoocftahiadangh s
; -“Gﬁvemclriﬂ}smw;iﬁhonta foot. I
- m; e sweat of

i S g s oo
3 it 3 ;| This had & m self-denying ap-
at now? Ain’t you got nothing to do | pearance ; but it soon turned out that

Hole, when hea
2 ‘:im. ted by verbal or fistic
a Poll

but fold your arms and stand a Poll | as, b reason of the impossibili

Wlﬂghﬁ’?” | I!n.nd{ngtheglnasuprightwhi!e

A Let alone,” urged the man, | was anythi in it, it required fo be
[ihamonl -lpuhngtoma." emptied as soon as filled, Mr. Rider-
“TLet her foo!” retorted Mr. | hood managed to drink in the propor-

Riderhood, eyeing him all over. Dg | tion of three to one

you know she's my daughter #"' ‘With his Fortunatus’s goblet ready

“ Yes.” in his hand, Mr, Riderhood sat down

“ And don't you know that I won't | on one side of the table before the
have no Poll Parroting on the part of | fire, and the strange man on the
my deughter? No, nor yet that I|other: Pleasant ing a stool
::;;t;h&ﬁ?mﬁn ﬂ'omThbatweenthela&ta‘r the fireside.
g Pl.wyyou and | The background, composed of hand-

“How can I tell you until you
aro silent P'" returned the other
fiercely.

. Well,” said Mr. Riderhood, quail-
fod e pucpomede MR oo oot
or the % 4
Pa].lAPr:rmt - ut don't

A u thirsty, £’ the man
asked, iny‘:he sdme ﬁm shart way,
after returning his look. i

“ Why nat'rally,” said My, Rider-
hood, "ain'tidnylﬂlintyf” (In-
dignant at the absurdity of the ques-

“\)V'hutwi]lyoud.rinkl”'dmmd.d
the man.
“Bherry wine,” returned Mr. Ri-

isteners ; especially where a shiny
}:ln;k mn'weetﬁin suit and hat hung,
ooking very a clumsy mariner
with his back to the mmsp{n , who
mwcumuiooverhw,t{nthe
Elufsed for the purpese with his coat
‘pulled on, and his shoulders up

to his ears in the uncompleted action.
The visitor first held the bottle
against the light of the candle, and
next exam the top of the cork.
Satisfied that it had not been tam-
m with, he slowly took from his
_ a rusty clasp-knife, and,
with a corkserew in the handle, opened
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the wine. That done, he looked at

«You don't mean to tell a honest

the cork, unscrewed it from the cork- | man—" he was recommencing with

scrow, laid each separately on the

table, and, with the end of the sailor's | ey

knot of his neckerchief, dusted the
inside of the neck of the bottle. All
this with t deliberation.

At first Ri ood had sat with his
footless glass extended at arm's length
for filling, while the m deliberate
stranger seemed absorbed in his pre-
parations, But, ﬁmﬂ] his arm
revertod home to him, his glass
was lowered and lowered until he
rested it upuideddown upo th;at:t'lgle.
By the same degrees [ on
be{sama concentratad on the kmife.
And now, as the man held out the
bottle to fill all round, Riderhood
stood up, leaned over the table to
Inok closer at the knife, and stared
from it to him.

“What's the matter?" asked the |o

man.
“Why, I know that knife!” said
Riderhood.
“Y“’o{wned tz hy:: :lno;::!d his
H . s
emanrl filled it. Bsd:ﬁmod

lnss,
fmpﬁedittothelasf. drop aud began |

again.
E:“Tl'uﬂ; there knife—""
«8top,” said the man composedly.
T was going to drink to your
danghtar. Your health, Miss Rider-
h "

“That knife was the knifo of a sea-
man nnmm:!‘ Radfoot.”

“It was.

“'Phat seaman was well belmown
to me."”

“ Heo was."

“What's come to him ¢
“PDeath has come to him. Death

is ampty glass in his hand, when his
me beé,at.liesfucimated'by thestranger’s
outer cont. He leaned across the
table to see it nearer, touched the
sleave, turned the cuff to look at the
alesmh':ﬁngétheman,m his perfect
composure, o ering not the least ob-
jection), and exclaimed, “It's my
Lauﬂf a8 this here coat was Gmrge
Radfoot's too !
“Youare right. He wore it the
1ast time you ever saw him, and the last
time' you ever will see him—in this
world.”
“1t's my belief you mean to tell me
to my face you killed him!"” exclaimed
Riderhood ; but, nevertheless, allow-
ingn;h:f glass :;I be filled again.

d & in“’
m"’;vwmnd t;:lgl:ther, lean-

ing forward scross the table, and

speaking in a low impressive voice.

as h he would fling his glass in
the man's face. The man not wincing,
and merely lhhl:;\f his forefinger
half knowingly, menacingly, the
piece of honesty thought better of it
and sat down again, putting the glass
down too.

“And when you went to thab

lawyer yonder in the Temple with
that invented ,'" said the stranger,

im in an ugly shape. He | in anexasperatingly comfortablesortof
f:ou]‘::\dtg ::? the man,“g“{'ery ible | confidence, * oum%.ght have had your
after it.” strong i of a friend of your

« Arter what?” said Riderhood, | own, you kmow, I think you had,
with a frowning stare. you know."” L) .

« After he was killed."” “Me my suspicions? Of wha

«Killed. 'Who killed him?"* friend P ; !

Only answering with a ,the| “Tell me again whose knife was
man filled the footless glass, and Rider- | this?"" demanded the man. oo
hood emptied it: looking amazedly| “It was possessed by, and was
ﬁumh.i.lgaughterwhiavtﬁhr. wopmtyof-—hmsslhnvomdomen:
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tion on,” gaid Riderhood,

e\‘ading the actoal mention o

name.

“Tell me again whose coat was

this ¢

*That there article of clothing
ays belonged to, and was wore
by—him as I have made mention
on,” was again the dull Old Bailey

lilkew

evasion.

credit

L of k
cleverly out of the way. Bn:ﬁg

was small cleverness in Ais

“I's Mya;flnhimﬁm

out of the way. Theecleverness woul

have been, to have got back for one
single instant to the light of the

sun.”

! me that Ge

se!fg:o mywthny}dng‘ ?mﬁ

ou
George Radfoot got

lost sight of, and was no more thought

of. 'What's that for a sailer ¢

Why

there's fifty such, out of sight and out
of m.ind,tentim;s.u long as hir.::

through entering in different
re-shipping when the out'ard

names,

voyage

o g

is made, and what not—a turni up
to light every day about here, and no
matter made of it. Ask my daughter.
You could go on Poll Parrofing enough
with her, when I warn't come in:
Poll Parrot a little with her on this
pint. You and your suspicions of
my suspicions of him! What are my
suspicions of you? You tell me
George Radfoot got killed. Iask you
who done it and how you know it?
You carry his hﬁfcm{fyouwmhis
coat. I ask you how you come by
‘em ? Hand over that there bottle!™
Here Mr. Riderhood a.gf:ea.md to
}x:bourh}mdnr a virtnous delusion that
it was his own pro . “And you,”
he added, tumingpgtfvﬁ.u daughfir, as
he filled the footless glass, “if it
warn't wasting good sherry wine on
jou, I'd chuck this at you, for Poll
“arroting with this man. It's along
of Poll Parroting that such like as
him gets their suspicions, whereas I
gets mine by argueyment, and being
nat'rally a honest man, and sweating
away at the brow as a honest man
ought.” Here he filled the footless
goblet again, and stood chewing one-
half of its contents and looking down
into the other as he slowly rolled the
wineabout intheglass; while Pleasant,
;vhosu ayiupathetic hair had come
own on her being apostrophised, ve-
od it, much m the stgle of the

mn?
reason |tail of a horse when proceeding to

market to be sold.

“Well? Have youfinished #”’ asked
the strange man.

“No," said Riderhood, “I ain’t.
Far from it. Now then! I want to
know how George Radfoot come by
E: ;ilcjm.th, and how you come by his
“If you ever do know, you won't
know now."

‘ And next I want to know,” pro-
ceeded Riderhood, *whether you
mean to charge that what-you-may-
call-it murder—"

“Harmon murder, father,” sug-
gested Pleasant.

“No Poll Parroting!” he voei-
ferated, in return. “ Keep your

mouth shut!—I want to know, you
[}
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gir, whether you charge that there

mmc on George Ra foot”“
wEE you ever do know, you won't
w now."”

“ Perhaps you done it :
said Riderhood, with a i
action.

anmwﬁ: head, thﬂ;e
B ¥ “ mys-
mtas of thu.gr'n;;n. I alone
ur trumped-up story
mg be true. 1 alone know that
1t m

yousomnchofwhtlknﬂv,lﬂlm
more.’

Mr. Riderhood, with his crooked
eyo upon his visitor, meditated for

way to him! Don't get into mare
father ! ge

“Will Eou leave off a Poll Parrot-
ing, I ask youP" cried Mr, Rider-
hood, hs]f beside himself between
the two. Then, pmphahngly and
erawlingly : “You sir! You han't
mdwhat you want of me. Is it
fhir, is it worthy oifyomelf. tallk
of my defying you afore ever you say
you want of me "’

“I don't want much,” said the
man. “This accusation of
must not be left half made ﬁnfh
unmade. What was done for the
blned-mmy must be thoroughly un-

“Wa]l but Shipmate—""
“Don’t call me Shipmate,"” eaid

ma moments, aml then refilled refilled his | the man.

“Captain, then,” urged Mr. Rider-
‘hood ; ““there! You wan't object to
Captain. It's a honourable title, and
g fully look it. Captain! Ain't

mnudea.d? Now I ask you fair,

ail .lm’t Gaffor dead "

“Well,"” returned the other, with

o, 'immuoe, yes, ho is dead. ‘What

“Don't know that, if ot
didn’t do thg deed, whatymuy;g
eould tell is worth from five to ten
thousand pound ?*" asked Riderhood.

er | then #”’
|, **Can words hurt a dead man, Cap-

ain? I only ask you fair.”
“They can hurt the memory of a

“1 know it very well, and when I

claim the money you sba]lshu’eil"

The honest man paused, and
a little nearer to
].ittlefnrﬂmrhumthadour

“1 know it mgaa
qmeﬂy, “ a8 well aat know tlutyoli
and Ge(ﬂx’ﬂ MOO wera O'Ilﬂm

dark business;

ther in more than one

and asweﬂaslknowthstym,."
eonspired

Roger Riderhood,
anogmnocen man for bloodmymsf
and as well as T know that T can—
and that 1 swear I will l—give you
up on both scores, and be pmof
inst you in my own person, ﬂ
'j'oud me!”
% Father!"” cried . Pleasant, ﬂm
the door. “Don't defy him! Give

evmtornta ﬁubagmnmg
i '- in the body as well as the spirit, and

“Measing Gaffer, Captain
A er, - "”
# Of whom else are we ing P

tnme:khefmhm

spurned him off.  “I have heard
f ¢ hterandn.nm. Iukfor

: Mt,tioor?p‘ng mﬂ hﬂi:therfor
permission s cst man
nnlahdnth 4

the davil don t you unawar
ﬂle ? You can Poll Parrot
. when you wmin't wanted to

you perwerse jade |

encouraged, Pleasant ex-

plained that there were only Lizzie,
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the daughter in question, and the
youth. Both very mhhls, she
added.

“1t is dreadful thab
should attach to them," the 'nlb
tor, whom the

consideration rend
S0 un Mhmnﬂgﬂdb
andﬁi':fy ! Un-

muttering, ¢
1 ? How could it be fore- and
OTesten OW |

seen 1" Then he and

¢ Governors both, wot I informad I
still inform; wot was took down

‘hold to ' No. 1 says, fran.k nnr.l
open—nn ah'u.ﬂhng', mind you, Ca
ared | T ha;:I g e f it it £
've at 0 mayn't
hvammmmmyaa
n.nd that, a:iddI won't men.rtoth:ck-

gﬂd opimions than do it .A.nd.ao
as I know," concluded Mr. Rider-
hood, by way ofpmofmd.eudance
to character, “I have actiwally for-

fe:ladthegondupnmaufmml

Persons—even if
I understand y:: ms—m
sooner do it than be forswore. Thers;
1f that. 8 conspiracy, call me conspira-

“You shall gign,” said the visitor,
ta]ung very little heed of this ora-
tion, “a statement thnt it was_all
utterly false, and the irl shall
have it, I will bring Ltw:l me for
yuur ngnat.urs, when I omm again.'

Ga ?"inq R:derhﬁ
uslygettmgbetwemhmmd
m?“gghe enough fi
BOOTL or
shall mﬁdinppointyon;mba
afraid.”
u be inclined to leave

any nmm.(v.nuaphm-?
“No,no’r.atall. I have no such

say & man ‘shall’ sign this and that
and t'other, Captain, you order him
abuntmagnndmtohny. Don't
it seem so to yourself '

The man stood still, and angrily
fixed him with his eyes.

# Father, father!”” entreated Plea-
sant, from the door, with her dis-
eniugnd hand nartnua]y trembling
at her lips; “don't! Don't get into
trouble any more!”

“Hear mo out, Coptain, hear me
out! All I was wishing to mention,

afore tools your
e e e e
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hood, falling out of his path, * was,
your handsome words relating to the

e .
“When I claim it,” said the man,
in a fone which seemed to leave some

such words as “ you dog,” very dis- |i
ﬁm:t.lyundemmoi,“yw‘nhall share

it'”

Looking steadfastly at Riderhood,
he onee more suid in a low voice, this
time with a grim sort of irati
of him as a perfect pieco of evil,
“ What a liar yon are!” and, i
his head twice or thrice over the com-

he said good-night

gxma'tn:, ﬂ;}t out of the shop.
indly.
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The homest man who gained his
hvmg by the sweab of his hrow re-
mmndzx a state akin to stupefac-
tion, until the footless glass and the
unfinished bottle conveyed themselves

stomach. When that was done, he
awoke to a clear perception that Poll
ble with

be remiss in his duty as a father, he

threw & pair of sea-boots at Pleasant,

which she ducked to avoid, and then

cried, poor thing, using her hair for
handkerchief.

CHAPTER XIIT.

A BOLO AND A DUETT.

Ter wind was blowing so hard|i
when the visitor came out at the| feet.

oor into the darkness and dirt

of Limehouse Hole, that it almost
blew him in again. Doors were
slamming violently, lamps were
flickering or blown out, signs were
rocking in their frames, the water of
the kennels, wind - dispersed, flew
about in drops like rain. Indifferent
to the weather, and even preferring
it to better weather for its clearance
of the streets, the man looked about
him with a scrutinizing glance.
“Thus much I know,” he murmured.
“T have never been here gince that
night, and never was here before that
night, but thus much I recognise. I
wonder which way did we take when
‘we came out of that shop. We turned
to the right as I have turned, but I
can no more. Did we go b;f
this alley ? Or down that little lanef"
Heo tried both, but both confused
him equally, and he came straying
back to the same spot. “I remember
there were poles pushed out of upper
windows on which clothesweredrying,
and I remember a low publie-house,
and the gound flowing down a narrow

passage belonging to it of the scrap-

thh;w  the alley. And I have no-
ing elsg in my mind but a wall, &
dark doorway, a flight of stairs, and a

room.”
Eﬂ'jﬁg% a new ﬁreﬁﬁ:&dbut made
nothing of it; walls, OOrWaYS,
of stairs

said he, “where the little track. of
the fugitives in the night always
to take the shape of the great
world, on which they wander ;
if it were a secret law.”
he ceased to be the oakum-
oakum-whiskered man on
it8 Pleasant Riderhood had
and, allowing for his being
in
th
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I

a nautical overcos
at eame lost w
ord, as never man
r in this world. In
the coat he stowed the
ir and whisker, in a mo-
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