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hood, falling out of his path, * was,
your handsome words relating to the
reward.”

“When I claim it,”" said the man,
in a tone which seemed to leave some
such words as * you dog,” very dis-
tinetly “you shall share
lLI’

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

iment, sed out of the sho
ut, to Pﬁmmt he said good-n.igll:i
e

The honest man who gained his
living by the sweab of his brow re-
mained in a state akin to stupefac.
tion, until the footless glass and the
unfinished bottle conveyed themselves
into his mind. From his mind he
conveyed them into his hands, and so
conveyed the last of the wine into his
stomach. When that was done, he

awoke to a clear Bellrcs ﬁontlin'?t Poll
Pmotgxmso v e with
what passed. Thtguxﬁs,notto

bo remiss in his duty as a father, he
threw a pair of sea-boots at Pleasant,
which she ducked to avoid, and then
iod.

: thing, using her hair for
& pocket-handkeschiof

CHAPTER XTIT.

A BOLO AND A DUERTT.

Tur wind was blowing so hard
when the visitor came out at the
door 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 since 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 recall no more. Did we go by
this alley ? Or down that little lane?™
He tried both, but both confused
him equally, and he came strayi
back to the same spot. I remember
there were poles pushed out of upper
windows onwhich clothesweredrying,
and I remember a low public-house,
and the sound flowing down a narrow
passage belonging to it of the scrap-

ing of & flddle and the shuffling of
feet. But here aro all these things
in the lane, and here are all these
things in the alley. And I have no-
thing elss in my mind but a wall, a
liuk%aﬂny, a flight of stairs, and a

Eaﬁi:g a new &oﬁru?dbut made
nothing of it; walls, 00rWAYS,
flights of stairs and rooms, were too
abundant. And, like most people so
puzzled, he again and again R::cnbed
& Mﬁﬂund himself at the
point from which he had mﬂn.
“This is like what I have in
narratives of escape from prison,”
:;id he, “where the little m{:k-of

o fugitives in the night always
seems to take the sha m§f the great
round world, on which they wander ;
as if it were a secret law.”

Hero he ceased to be the onkum-
headed, oakum-whiskered man on
whom Miss Pleasant Riderhood had

E

ying | looked, and, allowing for his being

still wrapped in o nautical overcoat,
hecame s like that same lost wanted
Mr. Julius Handford, as never man
was like another in this world. In
the breast of the coat he stowed the

bristling hair and whisker, in a mo-
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ment, as the favouring wind went

with him down & solitary place that

it had swept clear of passengers. Yet
in that &Bl:m moment he was the

Secretary also, Mr. Boffin's Beu-amrm?
For John Rokesmith, too, was as like
that same lost wanted Mr, Julius
Handford as never man was like an-
other in this world.

T have no clue to the scone of my
death,” said he. © N’%th matters
now. But having )
by venturing here at nﬂ,m
have been glad to track some' of

the way.” With which

inheritance that found me abroad, I
came back, shrinking from my father’s
money, shrinking m my father's
memory, mistrustful of being forced
on a mercenary wife, mistrustful of
my father's intention in ing
that marriage on me, mistrustful that

I was already ing avaricious,
i ul that I was ing in
titude to the two dear noble honest

iends who had made the only sun-
light of my childish life or that of
my heartbroken sister. I came back,
timid, divided in my mind, afraid of
myself and everybody here, knowing
of nothing but: edness that my
father's wealth had ever brought
about. Now, stop, and so far thmk

yard | it out, John Harmon. Is that so?

their greatest perplexity. I will try
to pin myself to mine. Don't evade
it, John Harmon; don't evade it;
think it out!

“When I came back to England,
attracted to the country with which
I had none but most miserable asso-
ciations, by the accounts of my fine

That is exactly so.

“On board serving as third mate
was George Radfoot. I kmew nothing
of him. His name first became known
to me about a week before v;a mﬂedf‘
through my being accosted by one o
the ship-agent’s clerks as ‘Mr. Rad-
foot” It was one day when I had

e aboard to look to my prepara-
él"glr:m, and the clerk, coming behind
me as I stood on deck, tapped me on
the shoulder, and said, tll;l[r Radfoot,
look here,' mfm;;: g to some papers
that he had in his hand. And my
name first Becamo known to Radfoot,
through another clerk within a day
or two, and while the ship was yet in
ﬁiumon the shoulder and beginning,
‘Ibeg your pardon, Mr. Harmon——'
I believe we were alike in bulk and
stature but not otherwise, and ﬂn}t
we were not strikingly alike, even in

those res‘fecm, when we were together
and could be compared.

“ However, & sociable word or two
on these mistakes became an easy
introduction between ns, and the
weather was hot, and he helped me
to a cool cabin on deck ide his
own, and his first school had been at
Brussels as mine had been, and he
had learnt French as I had learnt it,
and he had a little history of himself
to relate—God only knows how much

of it true, and how much of it false—
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that had its likeness to mine. Ihad
been a seaman too. So we got to be
confidential together, and the more

casily yet, bocause he and every one

on board had lmown by g ru-

mour what I was making the voyage
ees | fion or two, purporting to refer only

to England for: By such ﬂﬁﬁmﬂ
and means, he came gﬁhaknw

of my uneasiness of mind, and of
setting at that time in the divection
of desiring to see and form some judg-
ment ofmya]]nbtaiw}ia, before she
could possibly lmow me for myself;
also to try Mrs. Boffin and give hera
glad surprise. 8o the plot was made
out of our getting common sailors’
dresses (as he was able to g:ﬁdame
about London), and 4 ng ‘our-
;elovgs indBBlla Wilfer's mmﬁ

ood, and trying fo i

in her way, am%. oy ~whatever
chanee might favour on the spot, and
seeing what came of it. If nothing
came of it, I should be mo worse off,
and there would merely bea short de-

S
i

Yes. are all accurately right
“His | ize in all this we
that for a time I was fo be lost. It
might be for a day or for two days,
but I must be lost sight of on landing,
or there would be recognition, anti-
cipation, and failure. The e, I
disembarked with my wvalise ﬁlm

hand—as Potterson the steward

Mr. Jacob Kibhble W-
waited for him in the dark by that
very Limehouse Churchwhich is now

me.

“As T had alwaysshummed the port
of London, I only kmew the church
through his pointing ouf its spive
fmmu o?gj . Perhm EtoI n%‘h:
recall, if it were any goo
way by which I weitgt.o it alm?;y From
the river; but how we two went from
it to Riderhood's shop, T don’t know—
any more them I know what turns
wa %:Ejk and Tienblwwa made, after
we it. e way was purposely
confused, no doubt. ¥

“But let me go on thinking the
facts out, and avoid confusing them

with my speculations, Whether he
took me by a siraight way or a
erooked way, what is that to the pur-
pose mow P Bteady, John Harmon,
“When we stopped at Riderhood’s,
and he asked that scoundrel a ques-

to the lodging-honses m which there
was accommodation for us, had I the
least suspicion of him ? Nome. Cer-
tainly none until afterwards when I

| held the clue. I think he must have

ot from Riderhood in & r the
or whatever it was, after-
wardsstupefied me, but I am far from
sure. All T felt safe in charging on
him to-night was old companion-
ip in villainy between them. Their
isguised intimacy, and the cha-
zacter I now know Hiderhood to bear,
made that not atall adventurous. Bub
I am not clear about the drng. Think-
ing out the eircumstances en which I
found my suspicion, they are only
two. (One: Iremember hischanging
a small folded paper from one pocket
to amother, after we camo out, which
he had not touched before. Two: I
nw'k;h)w t‘;ﬂﬁa:thoodff.a 111;:2- been
previo ar con=
eerned inyﬂm robgle’;*y of an unlucky

|seaman, to whom some such peison

had been given.

It is my conviction that we can-
not have gone n mile from that shop,
before we came to the wall, the darkc
‘doorway, the flight of stairs, and the
room. The night was parficularly
dark and it rained hard, As Tthink
the eircumstances back, I hear the
rain splashing on the stone pavement
of the passage, which was not under
cover. The room overlooked the
river, or a dock, or a creek, and the
fide was ont. Being possessed of the
time down to that point, I know by
the hour that it must have been
aboutlow water; but while the eoffes
was gotting ready, I drew back the
curtain (a dark-brown curtain), and,
looking out, knew by the kind of re-
flection below, of the fow neighbour-
ﬁ@m that they were reflected in

idal mud.

¢ He had carried under his arm a
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canvas bag, ining a suit of his
clothes, T m of outer
clothes with me, a8 I was to buy
e s T
mon,'—I can ] B

I am i under  this good
waterproof coat. on these clothes
of mine. You may find on trying
them that they will answer your pur-
pose to-morrow, as well as the

you mean to buy, or better. e
you change, T'11] the hot coffee.
When he came I had his
clothasﬁotg, snd ﬂmm_‘!ﬂ:- 11);:‘;:
man ‘him, mﬁ '
jacket, like a steward, who put the

I am certain. k=

« Now, I pass to sick and deranged
impressions; they are so strong, that
I rely upon them; bub there aro
spaces between them that I know no-

thing about, and they are not per-
VAt hy iy e of .

grulh'at f!ﬁil We had a struggle

by the neck:
like myself in my

clothes on a:& .
been, for ing T knew, s silence
of da,ays, weeks, m ; feu-s, was
broken by a violent wrestling of men
all over the room. The figure like
myself was assailed, and my valise

wood-cutter and his axe, and had some
dead idea that I was lying in a forest.

“This is still correct? Still cor-
rect, with the exception that I cannot
possibly express it to myself without
using the word I. But it was not I.
There was no such thing ag I, within
my knowledge.

“It was only affer a downward
glide through something like a tube,
and then a great noise and a spark-
ling and a crackling as of fires, that
the consciousness came upon me,
¢This is John Harmon drowning!
John Harmeon, gle for your li
John Harmon, ecall on Heaven and
save yourself!’ I think T cried it
out alond in a fﬂ!ﬂ,‘t agony, and then
a heavy horrid unintelligible some~ -
thing vanished, and it was I who was
struggling there alone in the water.

“1 was very weak and faint,
frightfully oppressed with drowsi-
ness, and driving fast with the tide.
Looking over the black water, I saw
the lights racing past me on the two
banks of the rivar.dais if t.heydware
eager to be gone and leave me dying
in the da'rle;.g The tide was running
down, but I knew nothing of up or
down then. When, guiding myself
safely with Heaven's assistance be-
fore the fierce set of the water, I ab
last caught at a boat moored, one of
a tier of boats at a causeway, I was
sucked under her, and came up, only

wod | just alive, on the other side.

¢ Was I long in the water? TLong
enough to be chilled to the hearf, but
I don't know how long. Yet the
cold was merciful, for it was the cold
night air and the rain that restored
me from & swoon on the stones of the
causeway. They naturally supposed
me to have toppled in, drunk, when I
crept to the public-house it belonged
to; for I had no notion where I was,
and could mnot articulate—through
the poison that had made me insen-
sible having affected my speech—and
1 supposed the night to be tho pre-
vious night, as it was still dark and
raining. But I had lost twenty-four

heard the blows, I thought of the

hours. g
«] have checked the calculation
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often, and it must have bLeen two
nights that I lay recovering in that
public-house. me see. Yes. I
am sure it was while I lay in that
bed there, that the thought entered
my head of turning the danger I had
passed through, to the account of
being for some time supposed to have
disappeared mysteriously, and of
proving Bella. The dread of our

i on one another, and per-

being

the fate that seemed to
Eam on my father's riches—
the fate that they should lead to no-
thing but evil—was strong upon the
moral timidity that dates from my
childhood with my poor gister.

“ As to this hour I cannot under-
s‘tandelt:;t ﬂ:ids.}l of the }"ire;"‘1 where I
recov o shore, being the o
gite gide to that on which I wn.sp
gpared, T shall never understand it
now. Even at this moment, while I
leave the river behind me, go%
home, I cannot conceive that it ro
between me and that spof, or that
the sea is where it is. But this is not
l. i itont;ttg:mismkinga
eap to the present timo,

‘?I could not have done it, but for the
fortune in the waterproof belt round
my body. Not a great fortune, forty
and pounds for the inheritor of a
hundred and odd thousand! But it
was enough. Without it, I must
have disclosed myself. Without it, I
could never have gone to that Ex-
nheﬂfuer Coffee House, or taken Mys,
Wilfer's lodgings.

“ Some twelve days I lived at that
hotel, before the night when I saw
the corpse of Radfoot at the Police
Station. The inexpressible mental
h?rrtgr that I laboured ;u:dor, as one
of the consequences of the poison,
makes the interval scem gantly
longer, but I know it eannot have
been longer. That suffering has
gradually weakened and we ed
since, and has only come upon me
starts, and T hope T am free from it
now; but even now, I have some-
times to think, constrain myself, and
stop before speaking, or I could not
gay the words I want to say.

“ Again I ramble away from think-
ing it out to the end. It is not so far
to the end that I need be tempted
to break off. Now, on straight !

“1 examined the newspapers every
day for tidings that I was missing,
but saw none. Going out that night
to walk (for I kept refired while it
was light), T found a crowd assembled
round a placard posted at Whitehall.
It described myself, John
a8 found dead and mutilated in the
river under circumstances of strong
m{:il‘ion, described my dress, de-
seril

the papers in m; ];oohats, and
stated where Iwmysnﬁ or recogni-
tion. In a wild incauntions way I
hurried there, and there—with the
horror of the death I had escaped,
before my eyes in its most appalling

added fo the inconceivable
horror tormenting me at that time
when the poisonous stuff was strongest
on me—I ived that Radfoot
been murdered by some unknown
hands for the money for which he
would have murdered me, and that
probably we had both been shot into
the river from the same dark place
into the same dark tide, when the
stream ran deep and strong.

“That night I almost gave up my
mystﬁ, though I suspected no one,
could offer no information, knew abso-
lutely nothing save that the murdered
man was not 1, but Radfoot. Nextda;
while I hesitated, and next day whi
I hesitated, it seemed as if the whole
country were determined to have me
dead. The Inqguest declared me dead,
the Government proclaimed me dead ;
1 could not listen at my fireside for five
minutes to the outer noises, but it was
borne into my ears that I was dead.

“ 8o John ﬁa.mmn died, and Julius
Handford disappeared, and John Roke-
smith was born. John Rokesmith's
intent fo-night has been to repair a
wrong that he could never have ima-
E::.:d ible, coming to his ears

ugh the Lightwood talk related
to him, and which he is bound by
every consideration to rema:lﬁl In
that intent John Rokesmith per=
severe, a8 his duty is.

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND. 233

“Now, is it all thought out? All
to this time ? Nothing cmitted ? No,
nothing. But this time ? _Tn
think it out through the future, is a
harder though a much shorter task

than to think it out tha}nut
John Hummhdﬁ% ohn
Harmon come to life ¢

"ITf why ? I.fno,T:hy P
“ A& w m m

of one far beyond it, who may have a
living mother. To enlighten it with
the lights of a stone passage, a flight
of stairs, a brown window-curtain,
and a bla:fsk man. To come into poaé
session of my fi 's money, an

with it ‘to buy a beantiful
creature whom I love—I cannot help
it ; reason has nothing to do with it;
I love her against reason—but who
would as soon love me for my own
sake, as she would love the at
the corner, What a use the
money, and how worthy of its old

“Now, h&sm~mm why

John Harmon should not come to life.

Because he has passivelyallowed these

dear old o into

possession of the pr d use
with i

and tarnish on the money. Because

they have d Bella, and
w‘iﬁf ide for dﬁm there
is affection enough in her nature, and
w::romghhsnougk in her heart, to de-
velop into something enduringly good,
undgrfl.wmﬂiﬁm&mn. Kmn&a
her faults have been intensified by
her place in my father’s will, and she
}': u.Fmady" ; imoﬁ; Because
ET & - Hﬂmm
:llfmr wh:td}behw' ‘heard from hs:iown
ips, Wo ‘& shocking moe !
of which both she and I must dwfy:;
be conscious, and which would degrade
her in her mind, and me in mine, and
each of us in the other's. Because if
John Harmon comes to life and does
not her, the falls into
the very hands that it now.
“What would I have? Dead, I
have found the true friends of my life-

time still as true as tender and as
faithful as when I was alive, and
making my memory an incentive to
good actions donein myname. Dead,
I have found them when they might
have slighted my name, ﬂn?[msscd
greedily over my inwa to ease and
wealth, li i y the way, like
single-hearted children, to their
love for me when I was a poor
frightened child. Dead, I have heard
from the woman who would have been
my wife if 1 had lived, the revolti
truth that I should have
her, caring nothing for me, as a Sultan
buys a slave.

“ What would Thave? If the dead
g S E S
i use
ofv:inegd has fs:"nd amore disinterested
fidelity on earth than IP Is not that
enough for me? If I had come back,
these noble creatures would have wel-
comed me, wept over me, given up
everything tome with joy. Ididnos
come back, and they have passed un-
spoiled into my place. Let them rest
in it, and let rest in hers.
! "hw ha,tth course for me St::g;ry TIIS:S.

0 live the same quiet ife,
carefully avoiding chances of recog-
nition, until they shall have become
more accustomed to their altered state,
and until the great swarm of swin-
dlers under many names shall have
found newer prey. By that time, the
method I am establishing h all
the affairs, and with which I will
every day take new pains to make
them bot{ familiar, will be, I may
hapc,h; machine in a;ch wc_:;r]ring cmiei*
as that can keep it going.
know I m but ask of their gene-
rosity, to have. When the right time
comes, I will ask no more than will
replace me in my former nﬁﬂ.ﬁh of life,
and John Rokesmith shall tread it as
contentedl!ﬁ;ﬁs he may. But John
Harmon come back no more.

“That I may never, in the days fo
come afar off, have any weak mis-
giving that Bella might, in any con-
tingency, have taken me for my own
sake if I had plainly asked her, I will
plainly ask her: proving b
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question what I already know too
well.  And now it is all thouf.\‘ht- out,
from the begmnmg to the end, and

8o di wgadhudthahvmg-
dmdn::?{eu, in thus commy
with himself, that he had regard
neither the wind nor the way, and had
resisted the former as instinctively as
hehnd'pmuﬂdthehbter Dut being
now come into the City, where there
was a coach-stand, he stood irresolute
whether to to his lodgings, or to
first to Mr. Boffin's house. Ha
ecided to round by the house,
arguing, as he carried his overcoab
upon his arm, that it was less likely
to attract notice if left there, than if
taken to Holloway : both Mrs. Wilfer

at house; ho found
that Mr. and Mrs. Boffin were out,
but that Miss Wilfer was in the
drawi Miss Wilfer had re-
muined at home, in consequenco of
not feeling very well, and had in- | sir
qmredmthae‘vmmgrflir Rolke-
smith were in hig room.

Wﬂfﬂ' nndgylmhmnow"
Miss Wilfer's compliments came

down in return, and, if it were not
too much trouble, would Mr. Roke-
smith be g0 kind as to come up before
he went ?

It was not too much trouble, and
Myr. Rokesmith came up.

Oh, she looked very she

e L T

hlippmmhmhhnrlwmg n]]yfal.lm.
a8 we]l as lovenhble!

““ Dear me! Are you not well, Mr.
ROY lh?;; oll. T to
Y a8, quito wi WA BOITY
hmr,wh&nlmmain,thstwim
noﬂAmmnoﬂ;mg I had a head-
ache—gone now—and was not quite

fit for a hot thmtm, £0 I stayed at
home. T asked you if you were not
well, becanse you 1 80 white.""

“DoI? Ihnvnhadabusyew
&Smumg [ ]uwagttamnn 'beiluru

o a little shining jewel of
a table, and her book and hgrwnrk
beside her. Ah! what a dxﬂ‘aunt
Aviotis Igyy eiriage & ik s

2 i3
place upon that ottoman, and draw
his arm about that waist, and say, “ L
hope the time has been long without
me? What a Home you
look, my darling!"

But, t.ho present John Rokesmith,
far removed from the late John Har-
mon, remained shndmgltadls!nnm
A little distance in respect of space,
but a glmt distance in respect of

“ Mr. anembh,"mﬂ]!aﬂa,hk—
her work, and inspecting it all
mu&thewmen,“lwmhd to say
something to you when I could have
the o ty,-as an explanation
why I was rude to you the other day.
Yonhavanongmmthmki.ﬂofnm.

The little way in which she
a.thnn, alf sensitively

lm be .&"ﬁi&bym

¢ been m
]&thahnmon.

“Ycruduntknowhov'lﬂlﬁiﬂ:
ofyn:[\‘:,-lﬂllmWiBw y
upmlouzfy:;lﬁ' Rokesmith, w
you believe that in. Inog-
lect and my | home.”

“Do I sof”

“Y‘on dﬁf. gir, ab any rate,” ro-

“I took the of
ym.l. of n Mmﬂn into wh
wou had fallen—insensibly and natu-
Ttwasnomorethan that.”

) e P

mlutmly doupl%,
Mwmyml{m E;
Because I wish to sce you always at

‘here, sir, and you know how I

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND, 235

ylrl;t:’best. Baml—-shalllgo

u have said more
I g:g that you will not
you have any gmammty
, ¥ou will say no more.
mi'ha late .Tohn Hs.rxnon. looking at
with the downcast

Ieyt!s, and at the al?mck breathing as
it stirred the fi

of bright brown
hair over the beautiful neck, ‘would | Forgive
bnblyhareremamodmlent
“Iwmht.ospoaktoyou,mr"md
Bella, “once for all, and I don't
know how to do it. T have sat here

you,auddatmmmg tﬂmkt@}'w!
and fee]mgthntlmnﬂt I beg for o
moment's time.""

He remained silent, and she re-
mamed with her face averted, some-
es making a slight movement as if
shnwunldtm speak. At length
ghe did so.

“You know how I am situated

s!

situated at home. T must speak
you for myself, since there is no
;l:outmost:whomleanm uk:todom

is not generous in you, it is
honourable in you, to gmduct your-
self towards me as you do.”

“ Is it ungenerous or dishonourable
to be devoted fo you; fascinated by

?Ul

“ Preposterous!” gaid Bella.

The late John Harmon might have
thought it ruthwnm«mpmm and
loﬂtiwurd G;aol 2

“T now o hged to on,”
pursued the Seeretary, “thg:gh it
were only in_self-explanation and
self-defence. T hope, Miss Wilfer,
that it is not

an hunutdnwmntoy
“An htlmstdeolxnhon"’ repeated

Bella, with emphasis,
::{s:ut 44 Bella
uest, gir,” said De
taking tﬂh;:qm a touch of kindly
rosentment, “that I may not be ques-
tioned. You must excuse me if T
decline to be cross-exnmined.”

c.haoultll'al I ask y, m*
aritable,
what your own em mh‘
Bwevw,lmvawenﬂnt
But what T have declared, Iﬁ.—k..'
stand by. I cannot recall the
iof my earnest and deep attachment
you, and I do not recall it.” )
“1 reject it, sir,” said Bella.
“T should be blind and deaf if T
were nob ared for the reply,

g fnr:tmmes its
“Whatpanhhment&"ukedBena
“Is present. endurance none ?

But -mm, I did not mean to
You take ad hlga"nf hasty
“You Sigis il a
word of mine,” said Belln with a
little sting of self. “to muko
me seem—I don't know what. I
spoke without consideration when I
used it. If that was bad, T am sorry ;
mmnmmuon.
Bt o o, | b i oy
ma’

M oﬂhlthatweenm,mwand

”3!
“ Now and for ever,” he repeated.
“Yes. qunalto you, sir,” pro-
cended Bella, with spirit,
mﬁo me. L to yon
tion in this house to make myﬁ
mhiedmingmd
b otriniing podevinsiseds .&“
bmuﬂmhﬁmmu.
“%I:lr:n{dﬂnniﬂ"bnv, lied
- "mp:
Bella. “In nnydzl?it is mof your

fault if you hive mot, Mr. Roke-
smith."”
“T hope you are wrong in fhat

un mm. I should be sorr}'
o justified it. T think
nnt For the future there is no up-
ion. Itisall over.”
#T am much relieved to hearlxt,"
gaid Bello. “T1 have far othoer views
in life, and why should you wasto

our own £
3 “Mine!” said the Secretary. “My

life!”
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His curious tone caused Bella fo
glance at the curious smile with
which he said it. It was gone as he

lanced back. “Pardon me, Miss
ilfer,)” he proceeded, when their
eyes met; “you have used some hard
words; for which I do not doubt you
have a justification in your mind,
that I do not understand. Ungene-
rous and dishonourable in what r”'

«] would rather not be asked,”
said Bella, haughtily looking down.

“T would rather not ask, but the
question is imposed upon me. Kindly
explain ; or if not kindly, justly.”

“QOh, sir!” said Bella, raising her
eyes to his, after a little struggle fo
forbear, “is it generous and honour-
able to use the power here which
your favour with Mr. and Mrs. Boffin
and your ability in your place give
you, against me?”’

“ Against you P

“Is it generous and honourable to
form nmgﬁ: for gradually bringing
their influence to bear upon a suit
which I have shown you that I do
not like, and which I tell you that T
utterly reject?"

The late John Harmon could have
horne a good deal, but he would have
been cut to the heart by such a sus-
picion as this.

% Would it be generous and honour-
able to step into your place—if you
did so, for I don't know that you
did, and T hope you did not—antici-
pating, or knowing beforehand, that
I should come here, and designing to
take me at this disadvantage ?"'

“This mean and cruel disadvan-
tage,” said the Becretary.

“Yes,” assented Della.

The Secretary kept silence for a
little while ; then merely said, * You
are wholly mistaken, Miss Wilfer;
wonderfully mistaken. I eannot say,
however, that it is your fault. If I
deserve better things of you, you do
not know it.” )

« At least, sir,” retorted Bella, with
her old indignation rising, “you know
the history of my being here at all.
T have heard Mr. Boffin say that yon

are master of every line and word of

that will, as you are masfer of all hig
affairs. And was it not enough that
I should have been willed away, like
a horse, or a dog, or a bird; but must
you too begin to dispose of me in
your mind, and speculate in me, as
soon as I had ceased to be the talk
and the laugh of the town? Am I
for ever to be made the property of
strangers 7"’

¢ Believe me,”” returned the Secre-
tary, “youare wonderfully mistaken.”

4T ghonld be glad to know it,"
answered Bella,

¢ T doubt if you ever will. Good-
night. Of course I shall be careful
to conceal any traces of this interview
from Mr. and Mrs. Boffin, aslongas 1
remainhere. Trust me, what youhave
complained of is at an end for ever.”

“T am glad I have spoken, then,
Mr. Rokesmith. It has been painful
and difficult, but it is done. If I have
hurt you, I hope you will forgive me.
I am inexperienced and impetuous,
and I have been a little spoilt; but 1
really am not so bad as I daresay I
appear, or as you think me.”

He quitted the room when Bella
had said this, relenting in her wilful
inconsistent way. Leftalone,shethrew
herself back on her ottoman, and said,
#I didn’t know the lovely woman
was such a Dragon!” Then, she
got up and looked in the glass, and
said to her image, “You have been
positively swelling your features, you
little fool!” Then, she took an im-
patient walk to the other end of the
room and back, and said, * I wish Pa
was here to have a talk about an
avaricious marriage; but he is better
away, poor dear, for I know I should
pull his hair if he was here.” And
then she threw her -work away, and
threw her book after it, and sat down
and hummed o tune, and hummed it
out of tune, and quarrelled with it.

And John Rokesmith, what did he?

He went down to his room, and
buried John Harmon many additional
fathoms deep. He took his hat, and
walked out, and, as he went to Hollo-
way or anywhere else—not at all
minding where—heaped mounds upon

—— —
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mounds of earth over John Harmon's
grave. His walking did not bring him
home until the dawn of day. And so
busy had he been all night, piling and
piling weights npon weights of earth
above John Harmon's grave, that by

that time John Marmon i
under a whole A.'lpi:ia mgah]"md i
the Sex_tan Rokesmith am’nm
mountaing over him, lightening his
labour with the dirge, “ Cover him

crush him, keep him down!" »

CHAPTER XIV.

BETRONG OF PURPORE.

Tae sexton-task of piling earth
above John Harmon all night long,
was not conducive to sound sleep;
but Rokesmith had some broken
morning rest, and rose thened
in his purpose. It was all over now.
No ghost should trouble Mr. and Mrs.
Boftin's peace; invisible and yoiceless,
the ghost should look om for a little
while longer at the state of existence
out of which it had departed, and
then should for ever cease to haunt
the scenes in which it had nq,%ee.

He went over it all again. He had
lapsed into the condition in which
he found himself, as many & man
lapses into many a condition, without
perceiving the accumulative power of
its separate circumstances. When
in the distrust engendered by his
wretched childhood and the action for
evil—never yet for good within his
knowledge then—of his father and
his father's wealth on all within their
influence, he conceived the idea of his
first deception, it was meant to be
harmless, it was to last but a few
hours or days, it was to involve in it
only the girl so capriciously forced
upon him, and upon whom he was so
capriciously forced, and it was
honestly meant well towards her.
For, if he had found her unhappy in

the pmspectoftha.tmnma%‘ iage (through
her heart inclining to anoths { ma.u%r
for any other cause), hewould seriously
have said: ¢ This is another of the
old perverted uses of the misery-mak-
ing money. I will let it go fo my
and my sister's only profeetors and
friends.” 'When the snare into which

tion as that he found himself placarded
by the police authorities upon the
London walls for dead, he confusedly
accepted the aid that fell upon him,
without considering how firmly it
must seem fo fix the Boﬁmingneir
accession to the fortune. When he
saw them and knew them, and even
from his vantage-ground of inspection
could find no flaw in them, he asked
himself, ¢ And shall T come to life to
dispossess such people as these?”
There was no good to set against the
Extt;:;ﬁ of them to that hard proof.
e heard from Bella’s own lips
when he stood tapping at the door on
that night of his taking the lodgings,
that the marriage wou.l% have been on
her part thoroughly mercenary. He
had sincetried her,in hisown unknown
person and supposed station, and she
not only rejected his advances but
TeSEn them., Was it for him to
have the shame of buying her, or the
meanness of Fumshmg her? Yet, by
coming fo life and accepting the con-
dition of the inheritance, he must do
the former; and by coming to life and
rejecting it, he must do the latter.
Another consequence that he had
never foreshadowed, waa the implica-
tion of an innocent man in his sup-
posed murder. He wounld obtain
complete retractation from the aceuser,
and set the wrong right; but clearly
the wrong co never have been
done if he had never planned a decep-
tion. Then, whatever inconvenience
or distress of mind the deception cost
him, it was manful repentantly fo
accept a8 among its consequences, and

he fell so outslripped his fivst inton-

make no complaing.
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