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comes to this, after all"” said Mr.
Boffin, “if I didn't hope that it may
make a man and a workman of Sloppy,
in as ghort a time as ever & man and
2 workmsn was made yet. Why,
what have you got there Betty ? Not
4 doll P

It was the man in the Guards who
had been on duty over Johnny's bed.
The solis old woman showed what

it was, and put it up quietly in her
" Then, she wfuﬁyé took
o

dress. gra/
leave of Mrs, Boffin, and My,
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Boffin, and of Rokesmith, and then
put her old withered arms round
Bella’s young and blooming neck, and
said, repeating Johnny's words: A
kiss for the boofer lady.”

The Becretary 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 B0 FAR.

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

not unnoticed by Miss Peecher, to
have this lew accom-
plished. y !

¢ That dolls’ dressmaker,” said

Bradley, “is favourable neither to
me nor to you, Hexam.”

4 crooked little chit, M.
Headstone! T 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-

count; that ].I]Zt our going to the
City to-night and meeting my sister.”

“Bo I  said Bradley,
getting his on his nervous
hands as he ed. 8o T supposed.”

“ Nobody but my sister,” pursued
Charley, * would have found out such
an extraordi 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.

“Oh!” said the boy, colouring,

“ One of her romantic ideas! I
tried to convinee her so, but I didn’t
succeed. However, what we have got
to do is, to suecceed to-night, Mr.
Headstone, and then all the rest fol-
].OWB.”

“You are still sanguine, Hexam."”

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

“ Except your sister, n}mrhapﬁ,”
thought Bradley. But he only gloom-
ily thought if, and said nothing.

“ Everything on our side,”” repeated
the boy with boyish confidence. “Re-
spectability, an excellent connection
for me, common sense, everything! "

“To be sure, your sister has always
shown herself a devoted sister,” said
Bradley, willing fo 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 again, « Ex-
cept your sister, perhaps.” i

A grey dusty withered evening in
Londen city has not a hopeful aspect.
The clo 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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passed churches, dark and dingy as
the sky that seems descending om
them, are no relief to the general
loom ; a sun-dial on a church-wall
as the look, in its useless black
sha.lle, of having failed in its business

enterprise and stopped pa
aver ; maln.nehniy waifs mmys of |

housckeepers sWeep me-
lanchofapwmfs um;s of papers
and pmsmbotha kenmels, and other
more melancholy waifs &ildld strays
explore them, searching and stooping:
a:x;ﬁ poking for anything to sell. pThe
set of humanity outward from the
City is as a set; of prisoners departing
from gaol, and dismal Newgate seems
uiteas fit a stronghold for the mighty
Eurc'l Mayor as his own state-dwelling.
On such an evening, when the City
grit gets into the hair and eyes and
skm, and when the fallen leaves of the
City trees grind down in

comcra wheels of wind, the

“Yes it is,” said the boy, petu-
lantly. * It‘s in my way, and my

18 X
et e s 00
kil hol ooked at him with a
kind of appeal. He avoided her eyes,
for | under tence of saying, ¢ Come
along, . Headstone.”  Bradley
walked at his side—not at hers—and
the brother and sister walked hand in

(hand. The court brought them to a

churchyard ; a paved square court,
with a raised b?lll;k of earth about
Treast Iugh. in the middle, enclosed
by iron rails. Here, conveniently
and healthfully elevated above the
level of the living, were the dead, and
the tmtonas, gome of the latter
inclined from the perpen-
y if t;]_f;y ware ashamed of

Thy - paced the whole of this place
a eonstrained and uncomfort-
able m when the boy stopped

schoolmaster and the pupil emerged | and

upon the Leadenhall Street regiom,
spying eastward for Lizzie. Being
something foo soon in their a:m.va.l,

they lurked at a corner, for | you,
her to appear. 'The best-looki
among us will not look very we

lurking at a corner, and Bradley came
out of that disadvantage very poorly
indeed.

% Here sha comes, Mr. Headstone !
Let us go forward and meet her.”

As they advanced, she saw them
coming, and seemed rather troubled.
But she greeted her brother with the
usual warmth, and touched the ex-
tended hand of Bradley.

“ Why, where are you going,
Charley, dear?” she asked him then.

“ Nuwham. ‘We came on purpose
to meet you."”

“To meet me, Charley ?*

“Yes. We are going to wallk with
ou. But don't let us take the great
eading streets where every one walks,

and we can’'t hear ourselves spealk.
Lot nus go by the quiet backwa: tﬂ
Here's a large paved court by
t:]ll.u‘ch1 and qumt, too. Letus go up
here

& Bnt it's not in the way, Charley.”

"IMM:‘ Headstono has some-

thmg to say to you. I don’t wish to
! tion either to him arto

stroll. ﬁﬂ. come back. ¥ know o
. way what Dr, Hemlstoue
. to eay, and I very

p;smgﬂn, a5 I hope—and ind aed
41 onﬂ—iﬂu}t—yun will. I needn’t
tell you, Lizzie, that I am under
great 3 to Mr. Headstone,
and that mverynnxmus for Mr.
Headstone to succced in all he undeor-

AsT and as, indeed, T
don't doubl—you must be.”

i y”" returned his sister,
detai hml as he withdrew 1t.
“X thi had Vetter stay. 1
think Mr. tone had batter not
say what he thinks of sayin,

“Why, how do you k:now what it

e PehapeT domtt it
ut—

¢ Perhaps you don't ¢ h"o, Liz, T
should think net. If you knew what
it was, you wonld give me'a very
different answer. ere; let go; be
sepgible. T wonder you don't re-
membar that Mr. Head.ﬁt.ona is look-

ing on.”
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She allowed him to e him-
self from her, and he, saying,
"Nuw,luz,ba a rational gxrlandu
good sister,”” wallked away. She re-
mained atmdmg alone with Bradley
Haadstone,ami it was not until she
raised her

“T gaid,” z]zek'hagnn, “when T saw
you last, thatm wuh:ommg
unexplained, might perhaps
influence you. I have come this
evening fo explain it. T hope you
W'].l].]ll}tjudg'ﬂ of me b myhes:tat—
ing manmer when T You
see me at my greatest
It is most unfortunate e mnfortunate for me that 1
wish you to see me st my best, and that
I know you see me at my worst."

She moved slowly on when he
ﬁ;uuad , and he moved slowly on beside

“Tt secms egot to begi gy
mymg 50 -. u €
resumed, “but I gay to you

my own ears, below
what I want ﬁy,mddtﬂemntfrom

I can’t help it.
Wruin of me.”
ke mﬁmm s
of the last e on;
action of his] % thay

my!alﬁ" sel! - have no govern-
ment of myndi'm you are near
- And you are
0 now. I have

you sineo I first

was a wretched

d.a}'furme' 'Eha_tim & wretched,

for him mingled | m

him, and she said

me, I am grieved to

have done you a.ny harm, but I have
never meant it

“ There!™ he' eried, Ty.

“Now, I seem to have ed
you, instead of revealing gproa:the
state of my own mind! :Bem- with
me. Iam always wrong when you
are in question. It is my doom.”

Struggling with himself, and by

times looking wp at the deserted

windows of the houses as if there

could be anything written in their

es that would help him,

eg the whole pavement af her
mde before he spoke again.

“T must try to give expression to
what i3 in my mind; it shall and
must be spoken. Though you see me
8o eonfounded—though you strike me
80 helpless—TI ask you to believe that
there are many people who think well
of me; that there arve some E:aple who
hlghlyesteamma that I have in my
way won a station ‘which is considered
worth winning,” .

“Burely, Mr. Headstone, I do
believe it., Burely I have always
known it from Charley.”

“T ask you to believe that if T were
to offer m}; home such as it is, my
station such as it is, my affections
such as they are, fo any one of the
best considered, and best qualified,
and most distingnished, among the
young women engaged in my calling,
they would probably be accepted.
Even readily aceep tﬁlf ¥

“T do not E{oubt it,”" said Lizzie,
with her eyes upon the ground.

“I have sometimes had it in my
thonughts fo make that offer and fo
settle down as many men of my class
do: T on the ome side of a school, my
wife on the other, hoth of us interested
in the same work.”

“Why have you not done sof"
nsked Lizzie Hexam. “Why do you
not do so ?”

“ Far better that T never did! The
only one grain of comfort T have had
these many weeks,” he said, always
ﬁpaa.kmg passionately, and when

Bm}) hatic, repeahng tha.t former
$ actmu

hig hands, which was like
flinging his heart's blood down hefor¢
her in drops upon the pavement
stones; “the only one grain of
comfort I have had these many weeks
is, that I never did. For if T had,.
and if the same gpell had come upon
me for my ruin, I know I should
have broken that tie asunder as if it
had been thread.” h
She glanced at him with a glance:
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of fear, and a shrinking gesture, He
answered, as if she had spoken.

“No! It would not have been
voluntary on my part, any more than
1t is voluntary in me to be here now.
You draw me to you. If I were shut
up in a strong prison, you would draw
me out. I should break through the
wall to come to you. If I were lying
on a sick bed, you would draw me
—to stagger to your feet and t:ﬁ
there."”

The wild energy of the man, now

uite let loose, was absolutely terrible.

e stopped and laid his hand upon a
piece of the coping of the burial-
mtmd enclosure, as if he would have

odged the stone.

“No man knows till the time
comes, what depths are within him,
T'o some men it never comes ; let them
rest and be thankful! To me, you
brought it; on me, you forced it;
and the bottom of this raging sea,”
striking himself upon
“ has been heaved up ever since.”

“Mr. Headstone, I have heard
enough. Let me stop you here. It
will be better for you and better for
me. Let us find my brother.”

“Not yet. It and must be
spoken. I have been in torments
ever since I stopped short of it before.
You are alarmed. It is another of
my miseries that I cannot speak to
E_;:o: speak of you without stumb-

at ev

syllable, unless I let the | he

check go altogether and run mad.
Here is a man lighting the lamps.
He will bo gone directly. I entreatof
you let us walk round this place again.
ou have no reason to loo]i( alarmed
I can restrain myself, and I will.”
She S‘ielded to the entreaty—how
could she do otherwise !—and they
paced the stones in silence. One by
one the lights leaped up, making the
cold grey church tower more remote,
and they were alone again. He said
no more until they had regained the

spot where he had broken off; th
the stone. In saying what he said

then, he never looked at her; but
looked at it and wrenched at it.
L

“You know what I am going to
say. Ilove you. What other men
may mean when they use that ex-

ion, I cannot tell ; what 7 mean
u,] that I am under the influence of
gome tremendous attraction which I
have resisted in vain, and which over-
masters me. You could draw me to
fire, you could draw me to water, you
i draw me to the gallows, you
could draw me to any death, you
could draw me to anything I have
most avoided, yﬁudgu d draw me tg
exposure and di This an
gmn of my thoughts, so that
I am fit for nothing, is what I mean
?mﬁs the ruin of me. But
if you return a favourable
answer to my offer of myself in mar-
riage, you could draw me to any
very good—with equal force.
y eirey ces are quite easy, and
would want for nothing. vy
{ 2 stands quite high, and
would be a shield for yours. If you
saw me at my work, able to do it
well and in it, you might
me fo take a sort of pride in
—1 would try hard that you
should. wg.taw;:*t co?sidamﬁommI
¥ ?ﬂ ought of against this
offer, I have conquered, and I make
it with all my heart. Your brother
favours me to the utmost, and it is

w we might live and work
E anyhow, it is certain that
ld have my best influence and
supporf. I don'f know that I could
say more if I tried. I might only
weaken what is ill enough said as it

I only add that if it is any claim

is.
;lon you to be in earnest, I am in

thorough earnest, dreadful earnest.”
The powdered mortar from under
the stone at which he wrenched,
rattled on the pavement to confirm
his words.
3£bw_',

! Iimplore you, before you
answer me, to walk roynnd this pme
once more. It will give you a
minute’s fime to think, and me a
minute’s time to get some fortitude

together.”
Again she yielded to the entreaty,

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND. 240

and again came back to the
same placa,msgnh he worked at
the stone. L

ilfﬂ i!.," h&ﬂl'd. ,'u h_ilattemhon
ap[;gfrenﬂy engrossed by it, * yes, or
no g

“ Mr. Headstone, I thank sin-
cerely, I thank Y, ax
hope” you may find a worthy wife
Intngum long and be very happy. But
it is no.”

Bontion s, 35 e i dme 1 e
roflection ; no weeks or days
asked, in the same hait-suffocated
way.

“ None whatever."” .

“Are you quite decided, and is
there no chance of any change in my
ﬁwcnfr?" e 3 . Head

“7T am o decided T. -
stone, and I am bound to answer I
am certain there is i

“Then,” said he, suddenly chang-
ing his tone and turning to her, and
bringing his clenched hand down

he said ; “
much I need it.”

The wor of his face as sho
shrank from it, glancing round for

do, might have extorted a cry from
her in another instant; but all af
once he sternly it and fixed
it, as if Death ad done so.

“There! You see I have recovered
myself. Hear me out.”

‘With much of the of
courage, a8 she' recalled self-

for | impetuous

from accountability to this man, she
released her arm his grasp and
stood looking full at him. She had
never been so handsome, in his eyes.
A shade came over them while he
looked back at her, as if she drew the
very light out of them to herself.

“This time, at least, I will leave

ing unspid,” he went on, folding

his hands before him, clearly to pre-

vent s being betrayed into any

gesture ; “this last time

at least I will not be tortured with

after-thoughts of a lost opportunity.
Mr. Eugene Wrayburm."”

“ Was it of him you spoke in your
ungovernable rage and violence "
Lizzie Hexam demanded with spirit.

He bit his lip, and looked at her,
and gnid never a word.

“Was it-P:l;I.r. ‘Wrayburn that you

He bit his 1i i d looked at
o p again, an a
her, and said never a word.

“ You asked me to hear you ont,
and you will nof speak. Let me find

3 | my brother.”

“Stay! I threatened no one.”

Her look dropped for an instant to
his bleeding hand. He lifted it to
his mouth, wiped it on his sleove, and
agunin folded it over the other. *Mr.
Eugene Wrayburn,” he repeated.

“ Why do you mention that name

in and again, Mr. Headstone '

“ Because it is the text of the little T
have left to say. Observe! There
are no threats in it. If I utter a

. | threat, stop me, and fasten it upon

me. Mr. Eugene Wrayburn.”

A worse threat than was conveyed
in his manner of uttering the name,
could hardly have him.

“He haunts you. You accept
favours from him. You are willing
enough to listen to Aém. I know if,
as wail as he does."”

“Mr. Wrayburn has been con-
siderate and good to me, sir,” said
Lizzie, proudly, “in connection with
the death and with the memory of my
poor father.”

“No doubt. He is of course a very
considerate and a very good man, Mr.

reliant life and her right to be free

Eugene Wrayburn.”
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said
eould not

“Oh yes he is. There
take. eismuuhtoma."

“ What can he be to

“ He can be & rival mamg
othm Hm;;t:l:g, mtmedlm
wrthabmg “it is
in you to speak to me in this way.
But it makes me able fo tell you that
I do not like you, and that I nover
have liked you from the first, and
that no other living creature has any-
ﬂ;mgtod.nthhtbe effeet you have

me for yourself.”

Hm bent for a moment, as if
under a weight, and he then Tooked
up again, moistening his lips. “I
was going on with little I had
left to say. I knew all this about
Mr. Eugene Wrayburn, all the while
you were dmawing me to you. I
strove against the kn but
quite in vain. It made no co
in me, 'With Mr, Enngmybm

yunmil-

in my mind, T went on. With Mr. | to-night,

“He is nothing to I think,” | the
Lizzie, withga.n u:m;mhnn she | It h‘g under that fellow’'s feot, and

vement. “Remembeor that?
i-f"tlmﬂ.ﬂ upon it and exults above

“He does not! " said Tizzic.

“He does!" said Bradley. I
have stood before him face to face,
and he erushed me down in the dirt
of his contempt, and walked over
me. Why? Because he knew with
Ww]mt was in store for me to-

L  Mr. Headstone, you talk quite
Oh, q

collectedly. I know what
I say too well. Now I have said all.
T have used no threat, remember; I
W done no more than show you
the case stmds — how the case

ds, go far,”

* At this moment her brother saun-
tered into view close by. She darted
o him, and caught him by the hand.
ey followed, and Iaid his heavy
wmﬂm bg’s opposite shoulder.

“Charley I am going
m T must wallk homa by myself
and get shut up in my room

E Wraybm in my mind, I |without being spoken to. Give me
ﬁ h&n ith M. | half an hour's :b.l:,ort, and let me be,
Eugcns Tay mind, T [t find me at my work in the
huvehoanaatamdnmﬂI ve been |n . I ehall be at my work in
sl th fo % g Bandi, Iy a
you give those names fo my| Clasping hi e uttered a
thanking you for your propesal and Mmbmkm ery, und went
d.et]mmglt,lslt-y fault, Mr. Head- | his ﬁ The brother and sister
stone F*' said Lizzie, compassionating | were lef mmg at one another near

the bitter struggle he mu.!d not con-
ceal, almost as much as she was re-
pelled and alarmed by it.

“I am net comp " he ro-
turned, “I am hngtheme
Ihultovmaﬂn my self-respect

yhmlmhnxttadtﬂbedmwnto\ou

a7 S B Rl apt
mi B0
llesynow o e A

% And it lies under his feef,”" said
Bradley, unfolding his hands in spite
of himself, and ﬂumely motioning
w:ththamboth towards the stones of

a lamp in the solitary churchyard,
and thsmﬁmd::}ded and k-
(irel

"ImMﬂnﬂmhumour for con-
sl nonsense of any
meboy “ What have
you been doing ?  Why has Mr.

cadstone gone from us in that

“ He asked me—yon know ho asked
me—to be his wife, Charley.”

“WellP" paid the boy, impa-
tiently.

i

3
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“And T was obliged to tell him
that I eould not he his wife.”

. Yt:;wﬁﬁ? obliged to tell him,”
repea angrily, between
his teeth, mdh?mly her
away. “Yo wara to tell

him! Doyoul:ncvﬂut is worth | you.

fifty of you 2"
“I myaﬂ{mqﬂh&y but
I carmot marry
“You mean thltymm
ahntty&m can't o !”
on/ esarvalll.rﬁ '
“I mean that I do not like him,
&rlq,andmlvﬂmm

:)er andghur “&ohurdl llm.t.hmc
man; org 1™
y adhon L vy, o, T
am 1
do put me out m”ﬁwg:}y ﬁr
Headstone is y devoted to
He has me in the strongest
manner that he has never been his
old self for one si minute since T
first brought him to see you. DMiss
Peecher, our schoolmistress—pretty
and | and young, and all that—is known to
be very much attached to him, and
he won't so mumeh as look at her or
hear of her. Now, his devotion to
you must be a disinterested one;

the |mostn't it? If he married Miss

Peecher, he would be a great deal
better off in al] worldly respects,
B has bl 15 oo by i, hus B
n "
KRt
- we! * sad
“thatMM favour, and
a great thing. Icomein. Mr.
Headstone has always got me on, and
he has a good deal in his
of eourse if he was my brother-in-lnw
he wouldn't get me on less, but would
get me on more: Mr. Headstone

! | comes and confides in me, in a very

delicate way, and says, ‘I hope my

for | marrying your sister would be agree-

able to you, Hexam, and useful to
you?’ I eay, ¢ There's no in the
world, Mr. Headstone, that I counld
be better pleased vlth.' Mr. Head-
stone says, ‘Then I may mly upon
k | your intimate of me for
{Im‘ good word with your sister,

exam?' And I say, ‘C&rtamly
Mr. Headstone, and naturally T have

ote |a good deal of influence with her.

i‘org-sthngmm mwm.
thing for him. hﬁam&,
he drew her arm through his.
“\aw come, Liz; h‘tlni us
let us be
talkthmoverlihabwﬁbm&ﬂﬁm
W:lll ou listen 10 me £’ g

Charley!" shoreplied fhrough

So T have; hn.vm’tl Lig?"
“Yea, Chnrley
“Well said!

Now, you ses, we
begin to' get on, 4 ;

the moment we
'begm to be ma]lx ing it over,
lile brother and sister. Very well.
Then yow come in. As Mr. Head-
stone s wife you would be occupying
fable station, and iwe

wou]d be holding a far better p
in aocm:fd than you hold now, and
you would at length get quit of the
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river-side and the old disagrecables
belonging to it, and you would be rid
for good of dolls' dressmakers and
their drunken fathers, and the like of
that. Not that I want to disparage
Miss Jenny Wren : I daresay she is
all very well in her way; but her
way is not your way as Mr. Head-
stone’s wife. Now, you see, Liz, on
all three accounts—on Mr, Head-
stone's, on mine, on yours—nothi

could be better or more desirable.”

They were walking slowly as the
Doy s};fake, and here he stood still, to
see what effect he had made. His
sister's eyes were fixed upon him;
but as they showed no yieRlc' , and
a8 she remained silent, he walked her
on again. There was some discom-
fiture in his tone as he resumed,
though he tried to conceal it.

“ Having so much influence with
you, Liz, as T have, perhaps I should
have done better to have had a little
chat with you in the first instance,
before Mr. Headstone spoke for him-
solf. But really all this in his favonr
scemed so plain and undeniable, and
I knew you to have always been so
reasonable and sensible, that I didn’t
consider it worth while, Very likely
that was a mistake of mine. How-
ever, it's soon set right. All that
need be done to sef it right is for you
to tell me at once that I may go home
and tell Mr. Headstone that what has
taken ]}:Iace is not final, and that it
will all come round by-and-by.”

He stopped again. The pale face
looked anxiously and lovingly at him,
but she shook her head.

% G{m't you speak £ said the boy

Y.

“1 am very unwilling to speak,
Charley. If I must, I must. I can-
not authorise you to say any such
thing to Mr. Headstone: I eannot
allow you to say any such thing to
Mr. Headstone. Nothing remains to
be said to him from me, after what T
have said for good and all, to-night.”

“ And this girl,” criedhtha boy, con-
temptuously throwing her off again,
s CEE.B herself a sister! "

“ Charley, dear, that is the second

time that you have almost struck me.
Don't be hurt by my words. I don't
mean—Heaven forbid ! —that you in-
tended it ; but you hardly kmow with
what a sudden swing you removed
yourself from me.”

“ However!" said the hoy, taking
no heed tili;s the mmonstr?&ceél;nd

ursuing his own mortifie isap-
goiutment, “1 know what this mennl.:s,
and you shall not disgrace me.”

Tt means what I have told you,
Charley, and nothing more.”

“ That's not true,”” said -the boy in
a violent tone, “and you know it's
not. It means your precious Mr.
Wrayburn ; that’s what it means.”

o ley! If you remember any
old days of ours together, forbear !’

“ But you shall not disgrace me,”
doggedly pursued the boy. “I am
del:ermmei' that after I have climbed
up out of the mire, you shall not pull
me down. You can't disgrace me if
T have nothing to do with you, and T
witl have nothing to do with you for
e Gharioy ! On h ik

many a night like
this, and many a woms:zight, I have
sat on the stones of the street, hushing
you in my arms. Unsay those words
without even saying you are sorry
for them, and my arms are open to
you sfill, and so 18 my heart.”

“ T'll not unsay them. I'll say them
again, You are an inveterately bad
girl, and a false sister, and I have done
with you. For ever, I have done with
you!”

He threw up his ungrateful and
ungracious hand as if it set up a
barrier between them, and flung him-
self upon his heel and left her. She
remained impassive on the same spot,
silent and motionless, until the strik-
ing of the church clock roused her,
and she turned away. But then,
with the: breaking up of her immo-
bility came the breaking up of the
waters that the cold heart of the
selfish boy had frozen. And “Oh, that
I were lying here with the dead!"
and “ Oh, Charley, Charley, that this
should be the end of our pictures in
the fire!” were all the words she
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said, ag she laid her face in her hands
on the stone coping.

A figure passed by, and passed on,
but stopped and looked round at her.
It g'a.a the figure of an old man with
a bowed head, wearing a large-
brimmed low-crowned hat, zw.d a
long-skirted coat. After hesitating
a little, the turned back, and,
advancing with an air of gentleness
and compassion, said :

G me, young woman, for
speaking to you, {ut you are under
some distress of mind. I cannob pass
upon my way and leave you weeping
here alone; as if there was nothing in
the place. Can I help you? CanT
do anything to give you comfort £’

Sheé raised her head af the sound
of these kind words, and answered
gladly, “Oh, Mr. Riah, is it you?”

i )gy daughter,” said the old man,
“1 stand amazed! I spoke as toa

stranger. Take my arm, take my | “

arm. What grieves # Who has
done this? Poor girl, poor girl!”

“ My brother has q ed with
me,” sobbed Lizzie, “and renounced
ma-)?

“He is a thankless dog,” said the
Jew, angrily. “Lethim go. Shake
the dust from feet and let him go.
Come, da: ~ Come home with
me—it is but across the road—and
take a;n]éb:.loe time to recover your

eace make yo 8 seemly,
gnd then I will bﬁmmwmpmy
through the streets. it is past
your usual time, and will soon be late,
and the way is , and there is
much company out of doors fo-night."”

She accepted the support he offered
her, and they slowly passed out of the
churchyard. They were in the act
of emerging into the main thorough-
fare, when another  loitering
discontentedly by, @ looking up
the street and down it, and all about,
started and exclaimed, “Lizzie! why,
where have you been? Why, what's
the matter ¢

As Eugene Wrayburn thus ad-
dressed her, she drew closer to tho
Jow, and bent her head. The Jew
having taken in the whole of Eugene

at one sharp glance, cast his eyes upon
the ground, and stood mute.

“ Tizzie, what is the matterp”

% Mr. Wrayburn, I cannot tell yon
now. I cannot tell you to-night, if I
ever can tell you. Pray leave me.”

¢ But, Lizzie, I came expressly to
join you. T came to walk home with
you, having dined at a coffee-house
in this neighbourhood and kmowing

our hour. And I hdve been linger-
ing about,” added Eugene, “like a
bailiff ; or,” witha look at Riah, “an
old clothesman.”

The Jew lifted up his eyes, and took
in Fugene once more, at another
glance,

“ Mr. Wrayburn, pray, pray leave
me with this protector. And one
thing more. Pray, pray be careful
of yourself.”

“ Mysteries of Udolpho!™ said
Eugene, with a look of wonder.

ay I be excused for asking, in this
elder?y entleman’s presence, who is
this kind protector "’

A trustworthy friend,” said Lizzie.

“T will relieve him of his trust,”
returned Eugene.  But you must
tell me, Lizzie, what is the matter "’

“Her brother is the matter,” said
the old man, lifting up his eyes again.

“Qur brother the matter?’” re-
turned Eugene, with airy contempt.
¢ Qur brother is not worth a thought,
far less a tear. What has our bro-
ther done 2

The old man lﬂ.’tedl u hisweyes
again, with one grave look at Wray-
b%lr;ll:’a.nd one 8::; glance at Lizm};},
ag she stood looking down. Both
were so full of meaning that even
Eugene was checked in his light
career, and subsided info a thought-
ful “ Humph!"

‘With an air of perfect patience the
old man, remaining mute and keep-
ing his eyes cast down, stood, retain-
ing Lizzie's arm, as though, in his
ha.%it of passive endurance, it would
be all one to him if he had stood there
motionless all night. -

“If Mr. Aaron,” said Eugene, who
soon found this fatigning, *will be

good enough to relinquish his charge
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to me, he will be quite free for any
engagement he may have at the
Synagogue. Mr. Aaron, will you
have the kindness P

But the old man stood stock still.

“Good evening, Mr. Aaron,” said
Eugena,poh “we need not detain
you. E to_Lizzie, “Is
our ﬁ-xand. Mr Aamna little deaf?”

“My hearing is very good, Chris-

Fenﬁgmm;, ﬁm{] old man,
y, “put T h

only one

desiring me to leave
tl-us damse bafom 1 have conveyed
her to her home. If she requests if,
Twill doit. Iwilldoitforno one else.”

“May I ask why so, Mr. Aaron £*" |1
said Eugene, quite undisturbed in his
eilse.

‘“Excuse me. If she asks me I
will tell her,” replied the old man.
“1 will tell no one else.”

“I do not ask you,” said Lizzie,
“and I beg you fo take me home.
Mr, Wrayburn, I have had a bitter
trial to-night, and I you w:i]l
not think $ ST or m:
Tious, or am nei
Tam wretched ngra.y remember wh&'s
I said to you. Pray, pray take care,”

“My dear Lume " he returned, in
a low voice, bandmg over her on the
otherside; “of what? Of whom £”

“0Of any one you have lately seen
and made angry.”

He anmppegﬁs fingers and langhed.
“Come,” said he, “since no better
may be, Mr. Aaron and I will divide
this trust, and gee you home together.
Mr. Aaron on that gide; I on this.
If perfectly agreeable to M. Aaron, | himself,
the escort now proceed.”

He kmew his power over her. He
Imew that she wounld not insist upon
his leaving her. He knew that,
fears for him being aroused, she woulcl
be uneasy if he were out of her sight.
For all his seeming levity and care-
lessness, he knew whatever he chose
to know of the thoughts of her heart.

And going on at her side, so gaily,
regrm]]uss of all that had been urged
against him ; sosuperior inhis sallios
and ae]f-posseﬂsmn to ﬁ;;afloomy oon-
straint of her suitor the selfish
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petulance of her brother; o faithful
to her, as it seemed, when he: OWIL
:t‘.iock was fmthlhenis what an immense
vantage, W an  overpow
influence, were his that mg-ht' 5
to the mest, poor girl, that she had
heard him vilified for her sake, and
that she had suffered for his, and
where the wonder that his oceasional
tones of serious inferest (sotting off
his carelessness, as if it wers assumed
to calm her), that his lightest touch,
his lightest look, his very presenco
beside her in the dark commeon street,
were like glimpses of an enchanted
ww:]d, which it was natural for jea-
ousy and malice and all meanness to
be unable to bear the brightness of,
and to gird at as bad spirits might.
N more being said of repair-
ing fo Riah's, they went direct to
Lizzie's lodging. A little short of
the house-door she parted from them,
and went in alone.
t:h:m Am,h& tug?nthdar Eugetge, when
y were in the strect,
“with many thanks for your com-
pany, it rmains for me unwillingly

to oy
" returned the other, “ T give
yuu.goo&-mght, ‘and T wish that you
wem not g0 thaughtless."
“ Mr. returned FEugene,
“T give you good-night, and I wish
{for you are a little dull) that you
were not 80 hitful.”

Buf now, that his part was played
out for ‘ﬂse avanmg and when in
umzﬁ' back upon the Jew he

the stage, he was thoughtful

“How did Lightwood's

catechism gun$” he murmured, as

ha stopped to light his cigar. “What

o | im0 scin s s
oing are you going ? Wi

;h&ll soon know now. Ah!” witha

eavy sigh,

The heavy sigh was repeated as if
by anecho, an hour afterwards, when
Riah, who had been siting on some
dark steps in a corner over against
the house, mmd ‘ﬁeﬁf his mtt;ent
way; Bﬂeﬂ.mg jit o streets 1
hamtdmss hkﬁtha ghost of &
deparfed Time.
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