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mounds of earth over John Harmon's
ve. His walking did not bring him
me until the dmm of day. Andso
bmyhadhe‘baenaﬂmght»pﬂms'ﬂd
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that time John Harmon lay buried
under a whole Alpine range ; and still
the Sexton Rokesmith accumulated
mountainsg over him, lightening his

piling weights upon weights of earth |labour with the dirge, * Cover him,
abO\ngahn Hnmms grave, that by | crush him, keep him down!"
CHAPTER XIV.

BETRONG OF PURPORI.

Tor sexton-task of piling earth
above John Harmon all night long, | b
was not conducive to sound sleep;
but Rokesmith had some broken
morning rest, and rose stren,
in his purpose. It was all over now.
No ghost should trouble Mr, and Mrs.
Boflin's peace; invisible and voiceless,
the ghost should look on for a little
while longer at tho state of existence
out of which it had departed, and
then should for ever cease to haunt
the scenes in which it had no Eaee

He went over it all again. had
lapsed into the condition in wbmh
he found himself, as many a man
lapses into many a condition, without
perceiving the accumulative power of
its separate circumstances. When |her
in the distrust engendered by his
wretched uh.lldhood. and the action for

evil—never for good within his
knowledge Iim—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 if
only the g’lrl 80 oa;mmnujl} forced
upon him, and hu Was 80
capriciously fme% it was
honestly meant towards her.
Hn prospeotof Slatiiee (00 .

o

b D olining SR mae ox
for:myothar causg hewould seriously
hlr;;o mgrtezl‘ Th.lsafmthemfher oﬁe
[ uses ~mak-
mgmey. I will let ;n::yﬁo my
and my sister's only protectors and
friends.,”” When the snare info which
ho fell so oulsbripped his first inten-

han as that he found himself placarded
Londnn walls for dead, he

accepted the aid that fell uﬁdlum.
must seem to fix the Boffins in their
accession to the fortune. When he

from his mhﬁ -ground of inspection
could find no flaw in them, he asked
le as these?”
to set the

o had
heard from Bella's own lips
when he stood tapping at t-ha door un
e vt 1
ﬂmttha marringe have bae.l:l on
part thoroughly mercenary. He
erson and su posed station, and she
got onl m;egted his advances but
havethashamofbuymghw or the
meanness of er? Yet, by
dition of the inheritance, he must do
the former; and by to life and
never foreshadowed, was the implica-
tion of an innocent man in his sup-
st e wrong Tgh ot il
an ight; but clearly
coul

done if he had never planned a decep-
tion. Then, whatever inconvenience
him, it was manful repentantly to
accept as among 1t: consequences, and

y the police authorities 'upon tha
without considering how
saw them and knew them, and even
himself, * And shall I como to life to

of them to that m

that night
had sincetried her, in hisownunknown
resented them. Was it for him to
coming to life and mephns the con-
g iy
posed murder., He wounld obtan
the wrong never have been
or distress of mind the deception cost
make no complain
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Thus John Rokesmith in the

“] ecan emsily believe it, Mr.

morning, and it buried John Harmon | Wilfer.

still many fathoms deeper than he
had been buried in the night.

Going out earlier than ho was
accustomed to do, he encountered the
cherub at the door. The cherub’s
way was for a certain space his way,
and they walked together.

Tt was impossible not to notice the
change in cherub’s appearance.
The cherub felt va conscious of it
and modestly remarked : “A present
from my danghter Bella, Mr. Roke-
smith."

The words gave the Becretary a

stroke of pleasure, for he remembered | i

the fi §unds, and he still loved
the g:-tLy ‘o doubt it was very weak
—it always is very weak, some autho-
ritics hold—but he loved the girl.

“T don't know whether yon happen
to have read many books of African
Travel, Mr. Rokesmith?™ said R. W.

T have read several.”

- you know, there's usually

a

Buik oe T o itk oF hindires
or or or

name the sailors may have happened

to give him."

“ Where ?** asked Rokesmith.

* Anywhere. An}gvham in Africa
I mean. Pretty we evorywl:.ere,f.
may gay ; for black _‘ are cheap
—and 1 thjnk."—“ua;gty” W., with
mafologdac air, “nasty.

“ am much of your opinion, Mr.
W_ﬂferI . You i:sm going ttg sn.lzi—?_"

“1 was. to say, the king is
generally gamd in a London hat
only, or & Manchester pair of braces,
or one epauls or an uniform coat
with his in the sleeves, or some-
e

“ ¢ .

50, -

“In confilence, I assure you, Mr.
Rokesmith,” observed the cheerful
cherub, “that when more of my
family were at home and to be pro-
vided for, I used to remind m:
immensely of that king. Yon have
no iden, as a single man, of the diffi-
culty Thave had in wearmg'mm than
one good article af a time,

orsK?:rgg , OF @ hn?

“T gnly mention it,” said R. W. in
the warmth of his heart, “as a proof
of the amisble, delicate, and con-
siderate affection of my daughter
Bella. If she had been a little spoilt,
T counldn’t have thought so very much
of it, under the circumstances. Butno,
not & bit. And she is 8o very pretty!
I hope you agree with me in finding
her very pretty, Mr. Rokesmith ¢ "

o inly I do. Every one
must.”

“f g0’ said the cherub.

“ Miss Wilfer could have no better
friends than Mr. and Mys. Boffin."

“ Impossible!”" said the gratified
cherub. “Really I begin to think
ﬂu’n%s are very well as are. If
Mr. John Harmon had Lived——""

“He is better dead,” said the Secre-

X i’fo,Iwun’tgosofu-aa to say
that,"” | the cherub, a liftle re-
nst the very decisive

against
andnn;d:ymg ing fone ; “buthe mightn't
have suited Bella, or Belln mightn’t
have suited him, or fifty things,
whereas now I hope she can choose
dence in me of spy;‘inng on the sub-
jeet, you will excuse my asking—has
ahu—-g;}hapa—choﬂen £ faltered the
“Oh no!" returned R. W.
“Young ladies sometimes,” Roke-
smith hinted, * choose without men-
tioning their chpice to their fathers,”
« Not in this case, Mr. Rolkesmith.
Betweoen my daughter Bella and me
there is a leagne and cove-
nant of dence. It was ratified
only the other day. The ratification
dates from—these,” said the cherub,
iving a little pull at the lappels of
Eu coat and the pockets of his frou-
sers. “ Ohno, she has not chosen. To
be sure, young George Smpwu,inem

days when Mr. John Harmon—

b i
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“Who I wish had never been
born!" said the Secretary, with a
gloomy brow. 2 .

R. &W looked at him with surprise
as thinking he had contracted an un-
acmun.hﬁﬁ spite against the poor
decensed, and continued, “In the
d.nya when Mr. John Harmon was
being sought out, young Goorge
Sampson was hovering
ahout Bella, and Bella let him hover.
But it never was seriously thought of,
and it's still less than ever to be
thought of now. For Belln is am-
bitious, Mr. Rokesmith, and T think
I moy predict will m fortune.
This time, see, she have the
person the before her
together, and will be able to make
her choice with her eyes open. This
is my road. I am very sorry to part
company so soon. Good morning,
sir!™

Th his ,
ke B e e
this conversation, and, arriving at the
Boflin n}xmion,tomd%

or

1 should thank indly, sir,”"
said Betty, «if I m@w:mhh%bﬁ
as have a word or two wi’ you.”

She should have as words ns
she liked, he told her; took her
into his room, and made her sit
dow% ing S ir,”" said

“"Tis concerning Sloppy, sir,” sai
Betty. “And that's how I come
here by myself. Not wishing him to
Eknow what I'm a-going to say to y-mﬁ
1 the start of him early an

‘fdug" wonderful

“You have T re-

tured Rokesifh, =You are as

yo;;nﬁﬂ-ﬂl’:&m."- el
etty Higden gravel 00 er

head. “I am stra: ﬁgm time of

life, sir, but not young, the

“ Are you thankful for not being
young £’ e
“Yes, gir. was / it
woulda]]ﬂhave txlaibe be ;
again, and the end would be &
way off, don’t you see? Mmmex
mind me; 'tis concerning Sloppy.”

“ And what about him, Betty ¢*

“"Jis just this, sir. It gyﬁ't be
reasoned out of his head b any
St

rig our an -
together. Now he can’t. To give
himself up to being put in the way
of nrning & good living and getting
om, ll'zz must give me up. Well; he
won' "

‘j&rﬂpocthﬁnﬁn-it,"midl%ake-
smth.

“Do ye, sir? I don’t know but
what T do myself. Still that don't
make it right to lét him have his
way. 8o as he won't give me up,
I'm a-going to give him up.”

uﬂow’ g
hi:;’:m a-going o run away from
‘With an astonished look at the in-
domitable old face and the hn}h‘-’
eyes, the Secretary repeated, “Run
aw&&om_lmn?"

“Yes, sir,” said , with one

‘nod. And in the nod and in the firm
‘set of her
'of.?nrponnﬂtbbudonbtad.

mouth, there was a vigour

Come, " said the Seerctary.
“We must about this. Let us

‘take our time over if, and i:rytog;

at the true senso of

“Nw‘;nlnobk{ae my dear,” re-
excuse for being so fnmilnr,yg:rl:

 case and

being of a fime of life a'most %g be
grandmother twice over. ow,
{:“k:o here. 'Tis a poor living and
a hard as is to be got out of this work
that I'm now, and but for
Sl I don’t know as I should have
held to it this long, Butitdidﬁ[u.st
keep us on, the two % ow
that I'm alone—with even Johnny
%Dne—rd far sooner be upon my
eet and tirmg of myself out, then
a-sitting folding and folding by the
fire. And P11 tell you why. There's
a dendness steals over me at tim
that the kind of life favours and
don't like. Now, I scem to have
Johnny in my arms—now, his mother
—now, his mother's mother—now, I
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seem to be a child myself, a-lying
onee again in arms of my own
mother—then I get numbed, thought
and senses, till I start out of my seat,
afeerd that I'm a growing like the
poor old people that they brick up in
the Unions, a8 you may sometimes
see when they let 'em out of the four
walls to have a warm in the sun,
crawling quite scared about the
streets. 1 was a nimble girl, and
have always been a active body, as I
told your lady, first time ever I see
her good face. T can still walk
twenty mile if I am put toit. I'd
far better be a-walking than a-getti
pumbed and dreary. I'm a g
fair knitter, and can make many
little things to sell. The loan from
your lady and gentleman of twenty

illi to fit out a basket with,
would be a fortune for me. Trudg-
ing round the country and tiring of
myself out, I shall keep the deadnese
off, and get my own bread by my own
labour. And what moro can 1
want £" ;

“ And thi:fil your plan,” m;f.l't.ha
Secretary, “for running away

“Sm me a better! My deary,
show me a better! Why, I know
very well,” said old Betty Higden,
“and you know very well, that your
lady and gentleman would set me up
like a queen for the rest of my life,
if so be that we could make it right
among us to have it so. But we can't
make it right among us to have it so.
I've never took charity yet, nor yet
has any one belonging to me. A
it d be forsaking of myself in-
deed, and forsaking of my children

dead and , and forsaking of their
children and gone, to set up a
contradiction now at last.”

“ It might come to be justifiable
and mvoiﬂlg&o;: t?d., last,” Ssnlalcrz;
ta entl with a slig
stgaascm th}; word. :

«T hope it never will! It ain't
that I mean to give offence by being
anyways promfl’ said the old crea-
ture simply, “but that I want to be
of a piece like, and helpful of myself

“ And to be sure,” added the Secre-
as a comfort for her, ¢ 5"31’??
i ,beeagatlyflwk_:ing ftt.:)rward to his
opportunity of being you what
ygg have been to him.”
«Tyost him for that, sir!™ said
Betty, cheerfully. “Though he had
need to be something quick about it,
forI'm a-getting to be an old one. But
T'm a strong one too, and travel and
weather never hurt me yet! Now,
be so kind as speak for me to your
lady and gentleman, and fell ‘em
what I ask of their good friendliness
to let me do, and why I ask it."”
The Secretary felt that there was

no saying what was urged by
this old heroine, and he pre-
sently repaired to Mrs. Boffin and

recommended her to let Betty Hig-
den have her way, at all events for
b - g wouldldb;d ﬁ];reagm‘l)
satis 1o your )
e R B o yeovide fo b,
but it may be a duty to respect this
independent spirit.” Mrs, Boffin was
not W‘ i the consideration
set before her. She and her husband
had worked too, and had brought
their simple faith and honour clean
mto:!hﬂlm% If they owed a
duty to Betty ﬁgﬂﬂ- of a surety
&u:y ; ne,

smith back to his room, and shone
upon her with the light of her radiant
fnugid:gnnted all else, I think I
WO t run away."” '
“"T'would come easier to Sloppy,”’
said Mrs. Higden, shaking her head.
“"Twould come easier fo me too.

But "tis as you please.”’

“ When 'mlg you go "'

“Now,” was the bright and ready
answer. “To-day, my deary, to-
morrow. Bless ye, I am used to it.
I know many pumts of the country
well. 'When nothing else was to be
done, I have worked in many a mar-
ket-garden afore now, and in many &
hop- ho.”

“1i I give my consent to your go-
ing, Betty—which Mr. Rokesmith

right through to my death.”

thinks T ought to do—"
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Betty thanked him with teful
curtsatt{ )

¥
“—We must not lose sight of you.
We must not let you out of our
Imowledge. We must all about
yUu.‘.
“Yes, my deary, but not through
letter-w:iﬁgg, because letter-writing
—indeed, writing of most sorts—
hadn't much come up for such as me
when I was . But I shall be
to and fro. No fear of my missing a
ivi yself a sight of
your revi ides,” said
Betty, with gogmal good faith, “I
shall have a debt to pay off, by littles,
naturally that would bring me

and 24
back, if nothing else would.”

“ Must it be done?” asked Mrs. sl

still reluctant, of the Secre-
“T think it must.”
After more

the mﬂnﬁ}:;ﬁor to knock a broken
piece of ture together, in a sur-
prising manner. As to eonstructing
toys for the % out of nothing,
he had done that « And once as
many as a dozen people had got to-
gether in the lane to see the neatness
with which he fitted the broken picces
of a foreign monkey's musical instru-
ment. *“That's well,” said the Sec-
mmg. “1t will not be hard to find
a trade for him,”

John Harmon being buried under

mountains now, the that
very same day set Mm finigh
his affairs and have done with him.
He drew up an ample declaration, to
be mgned by Rogue Riderhood (know-
ing he could get his signature to it,
by making him another and much
shorter evening ecall), and then con-
sidered to whom should he give the
document? To Hexam’'s son, or
daughter # Resolved :i)eed.ily, to the
daughter. But it would be safer to
avoid aemns the daughter, because
the son had seen Julins Handford,
and—he could not be too careful—
there might possibly be some com-
ginson of notes between son and

ughter, which would awaken
umbering suspicion, and lead to
consequences. “I might even,” he
reflected, * be apprehended as havinF
been concerned in my own murder !

agreed | Therefore, best to send it to the

daughter under cover by the post.

Plensant Riderhood had undertaken

to find out where she lived, and it

wis not necessary that it should be

attended bﬁl';z single word of explana-
, straight.

f|tion. So

But, all that he knew of the
daughter he derived from Mrs. Bof-
fin's accounts of what she heard from
Mr. Lightwood, who seemed to have
a reputation for his manner of relat-
ing a story, and to have made this
story quite his own. It interested
him, and he would like to have the

ul [ means of knowing more—as, for in-

stance, that she received the exonera-
ting paper, and that it satisfied her—
by opening some channel altogether
independent of Lightwood: who like-
wise had seen Julius Handford, who
had publicly advertised for Julius
Handford, and whom of all men he,
the Secretary, most avoided. ¢ But
with whom the common course of
things might bring me in a moment
facw to face, any day in the weck, or
anﬂ_ hour in the day."”
ow, to cast about for some likel

means of opening such a channel.
The boy, Hexam, was training for
and with a schoolmaster. The Sec-

retary knew it, becauso his sister's
R
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share in that disposal of him seemed
to be the best part of Lightwood's
necount of the y. This young
fellow, Bloppy, stood in need of some
instruction. If he, the Becretary,
engaged that schoolmaster to impart
it to him, the channel might he

a The next point was, did
. Baffin know the schoolmaster's
name? No, but she knew where the
gchool was. Quite enough. Promptly
the Becretary wrote to the master of
that school, and that very evening
Bradley Headstone answered in per-
son.

The Becretary stated to the school-
master how the object was, to send to
him for certain occasional evening in-
struction, a youth whom Mr. and
Mrs. Boffin wished to help to an in-
dugtrious and useful place in life.

The schoolmaster was willing to un- | the

deiaky e charge o euch s popl
mn W,
trme?The shoclnastr saed o
W

H“Mu 1 aek, sir,” said Brac

endation

“You should know that I am not
the principal here. Iam Mr. Boffin's
Secretary. Mr. Boffinisa
who inherited a property of which
youmay have heard some public men-
tion ; the Humon pro e

4 Mr. Harmon," said Bradley : who
would have been a great deal more at
aloss than he was, if he had known
to whom he : “was murdered,
and found in the viver.”

“Was murdered and found in the
ﬁvm, ”

kil

“No,” 1 the Becretary,
amilm%, “it was not he who recom-
mended yon, Mr., Boffin heard of
vou through a certain Mr, Lightwood.
T think you know Mr. Lightwood, or
Jmow of him " .

# T know ag much of him as I wish
to kmow, sir. Ihave no i
with Mr. Lightwood,
nene. 1 have mo objection to Mr.
Lightwood, but I have a

I desire

friends—in short, to one of Mr. Light-

-9

wool’s friends. His great friend,”
He could hardly get the words out,
even then and there, mh{ilm-::ifdfid he
g:it]l gﬁnﬁa pains of repression),
when the careless and us

- of E e Wrayburn rose

mind.
r Secretary saw there was a
 foeling here on some sore point,
y have made a diversion

but for Bradley’s holding to

“] have no objecti
the friend

EG)

55
E"
i

E.

night when he was striving a,
 dru; drink, there was a

gone with to view the body,
ﬁ&ﬁhhmmo@ and what he

“ Pray, Mr. Headstone, what is the
%a 3 tw
a diversion, “of young 's
«Her mamo js Lizzie,” said tho

ster, with a strang contrac-
fon of s whol foc.

“8he is & young woman of a re-

markahle chavacter; is ghe not £*
“Sheis sufficiently remarkable to be

very saperiorto M, Wrayhurn
be that,” said the schoolmaster ; “and
I hope you will not think it im-

put the two names together #

* By mere aceident,” returned the
Recretary. % Observing that DMr.
‘Wrayburn was a di subject
with you, I tried to get away from
it: though not very successfully, it
would appear.” i)

“Il}o youknow Mr. Wrayburn, sir?
| “No."

“Then perhaps the names cnnnob
be put togeth*rpaou the authority of

objection to some of Mr. Lightwood's | any representation of his#”
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“The sister," said
rating his words ov

of anger. . g
“]1 am very thitp

sepa-
y, and

king as if he were repenting
mﬁ“msm“mﬁamﬂm
roproach that repels & man of un-
hpeaghlﬂechmw,whoh“m
in his own
station. I will not say, raising her
tahisownshﬁon;In);, i
in it. The sister labours
reproach, unless she should unfor-
tunately make it for herself. When
such a man is not deterred from re-

g

garding her as his equal, and when
ho has convinced hi that thero
is no blemish on her, I think the fact

must be taken to be pretty expressive.”
th;‘AndthmiaMam?” i

E

i
E
B
i
g
¥
]

any marked e.hn.:gninthﬁx manner.
'I‘heﬁﬁngout old' mgdan

was favourable to this, as keeping
Beliaongxgwd‘ thsmd interested, and as

oocupying the general :

“I think,” said Rolesmith, whon
the e;].}lstooal mhar, while she
¥ or tidy —except
who was busily helping oncﬁpur Beﬂi'k:mea
atmhﬂronwhichixstocd;“fhlt
at might a letter in
et pocket; M. Higtony wiieh T
would write for you and from
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here, merely stating, in the names of
Mr. and Mrs. Boffin, that they are
your friends ;—I won’t say patrons,
because they wouldn't like it.’

“No, no, mo,” said Mr. Boffin;
“no patronizing! Let's keep out of
that, whatever we come to.”

“There's more than enough of
that about, without us; ain’t there,
Neddy P said Mrs. Boffin.

“I believe ﬂou, oldlady ! "’ returned
the Golden Dustman. * Overmuch
indeed !"

“But people sometimes like to be
Es.tmnized; don't they, sir?” asked

ella, looki

king up.

“Idon't. And if they do, my dear,
they ought to learn better,” said Mr.
Boflin.  “Patrons and Patronesses,
and Vice-Patrons and Vice-Patron-
esses, and Deceased Patrons and De-
ceased Patronesses, and Ex-Vice-Pa-
trons and Ex-Vice-Patronesses, what
does it all mean in the books of the
Charities that come pouring in on
Rokesmith as he sitsamong’em pretty
well up to his neck! Mr. Tom
Noakes gives his five shilli ain't
he a Patron, and if Mrs. Jack Styles
gives her five shillings, ain't she a
Patroness 7 'What the deuce is it all
about? If it ain't stark staring impu-
dence, what do you call it ?"

“Don't be warm, Noddy,” Mrs.
Boffin urged.

“Warm!" eried Mr. Boffin. “It's
enough to make a man smoking hot,
I can’'t go anywhere without being
Patronized. don't want to be Pa-
tronized. If I buy a ticket for a
Flower Show, or a Music Show, or
any sort of Show, and pay pretty
heavy for it, whyam I to be Patroned
and Patronessed as if the Patrons and
Patronesses treated me? If there's
a good thing to be done, can’t it be
done on its own merits? If there’s
a bad thing to be done, can it ever be
Patroned and Patronessedright ? Yet
when a new Institution’s going to be
built, it seems to me that the bricks
and mortar ain’t made of half so
much consequence as the Patrons and
Patronesses; no, nor yet the objects.
I wish somebody would tell me

whetherother countries get Patronized
to anything like the extent of this
one ! as to the Patrons and
Patronesses themselves, I  wonder
they're not ashamed of themselves.
They ain’t PiIN]s, or BMEB? ashes, or
Invigorati ervous ences, to

be edtlil:ze{hat way !”
ving delivered himself of these
remarks, Mr. Boffin took a frof, ac-
ding to his usual custom, and
back to the spot from which

he had started.

“ As to the letter, Rokesmith,” said
Mr. Boffin, “you're as right as a
trivet. Give her the letter, make her
take the letter, put it in her pocket
by violence. She might fall sick.—
You know you might fall sick,’” said
Mr. Boffin. “Don't deny it, Mrs.
ngdeq,'-hﬁt:_i“your obstinacy ; you know

ou might."”

% Old Betty laughed, and said that
she would take the letter and be
thankful.

“That's right ! said Mr. Boffin.
“Come ! That's sensible. And don’t
be thankful to us (for we never
thought of if), but to Mr. Rokesmith.”

The letter was written, and read to
her, and given to her.

“Now, how do you feel P” gaid
Mr. B “Do you like it 7"’

“The letter, sir?” said Betty.
« Ay, it's a beautiful letter!”

“No, nio, 1o ; not the letter,”” said
& Bo?._n;;_ “the idea. hAre you

sure you're strong enough to carry
out t.g; idea 2" 7 y

¢ I'shall be stronger, and keep the
deadness off better this way, than
any way left open to me, sir.”

“ Don't say than any way left open,
you know,” urged Mr. Boffin; “be-
cause there are ways without end. A
housekeeper would be acceptable over
yonder at the Bower, for instance.
Wouldn’t you like to see the Bower,
and know a retired literary man of
the name of Wegg that lives there—
with a wooden leg ? "

Old Betty was proof even against
this temptation, and fell to adjusting
her black bonnet and shawl.

“T wouldn't let you go, mow it
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comes to this, after all,”’ said Mr.
Boffin, “if I didn’t hope that it may
make a man and aworkman of Sloppy,
11 as short a time as ever a man
2 workman was made yet. Why,
wgailhave you got there Betty ? Not
@ doll?”

It was the man in the Guards who
had been on duty over Johnny’s bed.
The soli old woman showed w]l:at.
it was, an it up quietly in her
dress, ‘I‘heg:l,uhahei pgmbefuﬁy took
leave of Mrs. Boffin, and of Mr.

Doffin, and of Rokesmith, and then
put her old withered arms round
Bella's young and blooming neck, and

and | said, repeating Johnny's words: “A

kiss for the boofer lady.”

The Secretary looked on from a
doorway at the boofer lady thus en-
circled, and still looked on at the
boofer lady standing alone there,
when the determined old figure with
its steady bright eyes was trudging
through the streets, away from par-
alysis and pauperism,

CHAPTER XV,

THE WHOLE CASE 80 FAR.

Braprey Heavstone held fast by
that other interview he was to have
with Lizzie Hexam. In stipulating
for it, he had been impelled by a
feeling little short of desperation, and
the feeling abided by him. It was
very soon affer his interview with
the Secretary, that he and Charley
Hexam set out one leaden evening,

oticed by Miss Peecher, to
At hbervic oo

“That dolls' dressmaker,” said
Bradley, “is favourable neither to
me nor to you, Hexam.”

“A pert orooked little chit, Mr.
Headstone! I knew she would put
herself in the way, if she could, and
would be sure to strike in with some-
thing impertinent. Itwason that ac-
gunt that {t osed our going to the

ity to-night an meeting my sister.”

"y Bo xfgm id,” said %mﬂey,
getting his ves on his nervous
handsas he wng]fked‘ 80 I supposed.”

“ Nobody but my sister,” pursued
Charelxeg, “would have found out such
an inary companion. She
has done it in a ridiculous fancy of
giving herself up to another. She
told me so, that night when we went
there.”

“ Why should she give herself up
to the dressmaker ?” asked Bradley.

#Q0h!"” said the boy, colouring,

“One of her romantic ideas! I
tried to convince her so, but I didn’t
succeed. However, what we have got
to do is, to succeed to-night, Mr.
Headstone, and then all the vest fol-
Iows.,’

“ You are still sanguine, Hexam.”

“Certainly I am, sir. Why, we
have everything on our side.”

“ Except your gsister, perhaps’”
thought Bradley. But he only gloom-
ily thought it, and said nothing.

“ Everything on our side,” repeated
the boy with boyish confidence. *Re-
spectability, an excellent conneetion
for me, common gense, ing !

“To be sure, your sister has always
shown herself a devoted sister,” said
Bradley, willing to sustain himself on
even that low ground of hope.

“ Naturally, Mr. Headstone, I have
a good deal of influence with her.
And now that you have honoured me
with your confidence and spoken to
me first, I say again, we have every-
thing on our side.”

And Bradley thought n.ga.m, ¢ Ex-
cept your sister, perhaps.’

A grey dusty withered evening in
London city has not a hopeful aspect.
The closet{ warehouses and offices
have an air of death about them, and
the national dread of colour has an
air of mourning. The towers and
steeples of the many house-encom-
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