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AN ANNIVERSARY OCCASION.

pared
animals at livery. For whereas, on
hand, he has no atfendant

juini:snnc_leﬁﬂ:jubltawoﬂimgmmly
agrecabile ?&ﬁ by th
1ble even 1o up by the

at his chamber-door, so

of . ing off o
shell every forenoon, and needing to
keep in a retired spot nndil the new
erust hardens,

Howbeit, Twemlow doth at length
invest himself with collsr and cravat
and wristbands to his knuckles, and
roeth forth to brealdfast. And to
Dreakfast with whom but his near
neighbours, the Lammles of Sackville
Street, who have imparted to him
that he will meet his distant kins-
man, Mr. Fledgeby. The awful
Snigsworth might taboo and prohibit
Fleﬁgeby,but the peaceable Twemlow

veasons, “If he ¢s my kinsman T
didn't make him so, and to meet a
man is not to know him.”’

It is the first anmiversary of the
happy iage of Mr. and Drs.
Lammle, and the celebration iz a
breakfast, becaunse a dinner on the
desired seale of sumptuosity cannot
be achieved within less limits than
those of the non-existent palatial
residence of which so maﬁ‘v;vpeople
are madly envious. Bo, emlow

; | trips with not a little stiffness across

Piccadilly, sensible of having once
been more upright in figure and less
in danger of being kmocked down by
swift vehicles, To be sure that was
in the days when he hoped for leave
from the dread Smigsworth to do
something, or be something, in life,
und before that magnificent Tartar
iasued the ukase, “ As he will never
distinguish himself, he must bea poor
gentleman-pensioner of mine, and let
him hereby consider himself pen-
sioned.”

Ah! my Twemlow! Bay, lLittle
{eeble grey personage, what thonghts
are in thy breast to-day, of the Fancy
—s0 still to call her wio bruised thy

f| heart when it was green and thy head

brown—and whether it be better or

| worse, more painful or less, to believe

in the Fancy to this hour, than to
Jmow her for a greedy armour-plated
crocodile, with no more eapacity of
imagining the delicate and sensitive
and tender spot behind thy waistcoat,
than of going straight at it with a
Initling-needle. Say lilkewise, my
Twemlow, whether it be the happier
lot to be a poor relation of the great,
or to stand in the wintry slush giving
the hack horses to drink out of the
ghallow tub at the coach-stand, into
which thou hast so nearly set thy un-
certain foot. Twemlow saysnothing,
and goes on.

As he approaches the TLammles™

door, drives uwp a litile ona-];gv:ﬁ
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carriage, containing Tipping the
divine. * Tippins, letting down the
window, playfully extols the vigilance
of her cavalier in being in waiting
there to hand her out. Twemlow
hands her out with as much polite
gravity as if she were anything real,
and they proceed upstairs: Tippins
all abroad about the legs, and seeking
to express that those unsteady articles
are only skipping in their native
buoyaney.
And dear Mrs. Lammle and dear
Mr. Lammle, how do you do, and
whenareyougoing down to what's-its=
name place—Guy, Earl of Warwick,
you know—what is it F—Dun Cow—
to claim the flitch of bacon? «And
Mortimer, whose name is for ever
blotted out from my list of lovers, by
reason first of fickleness and then of
base desertion, how do you do, wretch ?
And Mr. Wrayburn, you here! What
can you come for, because we are all
very sure beforehand that you arenot
going to talk! And Veneering, M.P.,
how are things going on down at the
House, and when will you turn out
those terrible people for us? Amnd
Mrs. Veneering, my dear, can it posi-
tively be true that you go down to
that stifling place night after night
to hear those men prose? Talki
of which, Veneering, why don't you
prose, for you haven't opened your
ips there yet, and we are dying to
hear what you have got to say to us!
Miss Podsnap, charmed to see you.
Pa, here? No! Ma, neither? Oh!
Mvr. Boots! Delighted. Mr., Brewer!

This s a gathering of the clans. [

Thus Tippins, and surveys F1 b
and uutgﬁm through gﬁdenedg%eus{
murmuring as she turns about and
abouf, in her innocent giddy way,
Anybody else I know? No, I think
not. obody there. Nobody there.
Nobody anywhers!

Mr. Lammle, all a-glitter, produces
his friend Fledgeby, as dying for the
honour of presentation to Lady
JTippins. Fledgeby presented, has
the air of going to say something,
has the air of going to say nothing,
_ has an air successively of meditation,

of resignation, and of desolation,
backs on Brewer, makes the tour of
Boots, and fades into the extrema
background, feeling for his whisker,
as if it might have turned up since
he was there five minutes ago.

But Lammle has him out again
before he has so much as completely
ascertained the bareness of the land,
He would seem to bein a bad way,
Fledgeby; for Lammle represents
him as dying again. He is dying
now, of want of presentation {o
Twemlow.

Twemlow offers his hand. Glad to
see him. * Your mother, sir, was a
connection of mine.”

“1 believe so,” says Fledgeby,
“but my mother and her family were
two."”

. “Are you staying in town ?"" asks
vaamlovg. i

“1 always am,” says Fledgehy.

“You like town,” says Twemlow.
But is felled flat by Fledgeby's taking
it quite ill, and replying, No, he don’t
like town. Lammle tries to break
the force of the faull, by remarking
that some people do not like town.
Fledgeby retorting thathenever heard
of any such case but his own, T'wem-
low I%Jles down again heavily.

¢ There is nothing new this morn-
ing, I suppose 7" says Twemlow, re-
turning to the mark with great spirit.

Fledgeby hasnot heard of anything.

*No, there's not a word of news,”
s

NE 8.
“Not a particle,” adds Boots.
“Notanatom,' chimes in Brewer.
Somehow the execution of this little
concerted piece appears to raise the
enermiﬁta as with o sense of duty
one, sets the company a-going.
Everybody seems more equal than
before, to the calamity of being in
the society of everybody else. Even
Eugene standing ina window, moodily
swinging the tassel of a blind, gives
it a smarter jerk now, as if he found
himself in better case.
Breakfast announced. Everythi
on table showy and gaudy, but wi
& self-assertingly temporary and no-
madic air on the decorations, as hoast-

_ is always understood e ini-
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ing that they will be much more
showy and gaudy in the palatial resi-
dence. My, Lammle's own pur‘:wu—

lar servant behind his chair; the
Analytical behind Veneering's chair ;

them his story of the man from some-
where, which afterwards became so
horribly interesting and vulgarly
popular.

“Yes, Lady Tippins,”’ assents Mor-
timer; “as they say on the stage,
Evenso!™

“Then we expect you," retorts the
charmer, * to sustain your reputation,

. | and tell us something else."

“Lady Tippins, I exhausted my-
self for life that day, and there is
nothing more to be got out of me.”

Mortimer parries thus, with a sense

£ | upon him that elsewhere it is Eugene
; | and not he who is the jester, and that
of | in these circles where Eugenie persists

in being speechless, he, Morfimer, is
but the double of the friend on whom
he has founded himself.

“But,” quoth the fascinating
Tippins, “I am resolved on ﬁt}hﬂg
something more out of you. itor
what is this I hear about another dis-
appearance P’

A it is you who have heard it,”
refurns Lightwood, “ perhaps you'll

us.'
“Monster, away!" retorts Lady

of | Tippins. “ Your own Golden Dust-

man referred me to you.”
Mr. Lammle, striking in here, pro-

under | elaims aloud that there is a sequel to

the story of the man from somewhere.
Silence ensues upon the proclamation.
“T assure you,"” says Lightwood,

. | glancing round the table, “I have

nothing to tell.” But Eugene ad-

ted, | ding in & low voice, “There, tell if,

tiated, that that faithless lover must
be planted at table opposite to Lady
Tippins, who will then strike conver-
sational fire out of him. In a pause
Tippins, contemplating Mortimer,
pacl:a]]s ﬁt it t{:.sat omde:;'?‘enni
ings' in a

Wi aso sy all hegc it &0

tell it! * he corrects himself with the
addition, *Nothing worth mention-

ln .P?

%oots and Brewer immediately per-
ceive that it is immemaly worth men-
tioning, and become aﬁ])ﬂely clamor-
ous. Veneering is visited by a
ion to the same effect. But it
18 understood that his attention isnow
rather used up, and difficult to hold,
that being the tone of the House of
Commons,

“Pray don’t be at the trouble of
composing yourselves to lis ten,” says
Mortimer Lightwood, “because I

shall have finished long before you
8
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have fallen into comfortable atﬁtndea.[ Although a8
% surface,
y interrupts

w lt‘! Ek&‘,“ im .
Eungeno, “the chi '8 narrative :

S tell you astory
g;({‘:nﬁr-n!‘ﬁw.'lbegm-
I'utanymmr .

Of Jack and his brother,
And now my story is done.’
—Glot on, and get it over!”

Eugene says this with a sound of
vexation in his voic, leaning back in
his chair and looking balefully at
Lady Tqm, who nods to him a8
her dear , and playfully insimu-
ates that she (a self-evadent
tion) is Beauty, and he Beast.

4 refevence,” proceeds Morti-
mer, “which I suppose fo be made
by my honourable and fair enslaver
me.ia to the following circum-

Hg’ﬁu&mm:g“
mamn,
late Jesse Hexam, otherwise
Gaffar, who will be remembered to
have found the body of the man from
somewhers, mysteriously received,
she knew net from whom, an explicit
retractation of the charges made
“against her father by another waber-
side of the name of Rider-

i

E
2

little Rogue Riderhood—1I am tempted
into | remembering
the wolf who would have

had devoured g;gr:r?ood:s fathes | ands e

to Mr. Boffin, my client. ¥on will

|
|

as usnal on the
is not quite as
ensy as below it. With an air
of not minding Engene at all, he feels
that the subjoct is nct'altogatharn
gafe one in that connection.

«The natural curiosity which forms

of the l::;ﬁtpomb i

of ' or ecies,
and whose name, T H::'E!,tqrm .é'phoke—
smith—but it doesn't in the least
matter—say A:hchnke—‘t:tgut him-

Hexam. Artichoke professes his
readiness so to do, endeavours to do
go, but fails.”
“ Why fails P** asks Boots.
& How fails P asks Brewer.
! % Pardon me,” returns Lightwood,
‘must postpone the reply for ome
B s Siling gy
climax. icho! ing & ;
my elient refers the task to me: his
moebaingto advance the interests
fhe object of his search. I proceed
to put myself in communication with

M:‘Imlnppmtopmm
means,” with a glance at
siof ing myself in com-

municaion with her; but I fail too,

because she has vanished.”

Vanished "' is the general echo.

[

"w, says Mortimer.
“No ws how, nobody knows
knows where. And so

of leaving Baby. Veneering, M.P.,
wishes to be 'i.l{furmed (m‘l‘im-
| thing of n second-hand airof secing the

excuse the phraseology of the shop, | Right Honourable Gentleman st the

head of the Home Department in his

place) whether it is intended to be

conveyed that the person
has been spirited away or otherwise

» o real; too much

: mtobeﬂla;toommy]m

m“?bﬂﬂﬁ'hhltmmw“u ¢

suggesting a bite. He thanks you,

friend ad of hi dear friends, for your kindly greet-

nd of his|ing, and hopes to receive ey

he als in which | may be mﬁanex_!;ofﬂwse&ht.

his dear | ful occasions—in a residence better

friends ] r, whose | suited to your elaims on the rites of

&Mmﬁ when Imgntn.hty He will never that

e “ﬁ at WIhsﬂﬂtﬂwmIﬁa.
, 1

the foreme o W‘I T .wﬂl"hmumm at

He

and suitability. Thank you! So-
phronia and he are fond of the society
of young people ; but he is not sure
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that their house would be a good
house for young people proposing to
remain single, since the contempla-
tion of its domestio bliss might induce
them toplchu.&ia :ﬂn minds. He will
not apply any one pw_ H
certainly not to their darl}nlg little
Georgiana. Againthankyou! Neither,
by-the-bye, will he :ﬁl it to his
friend Fledgeby. He  Veneer-
ing for the feeling manner in which
" lM"b fmhe l-mlda thatn tle
Fledgeby, for gentle-
man i.ny the hi t estimation.
Thank you. In fact ( un-
expactec{ly to Fledgeby), the better
ou kmow him, the more you find i
zjm that you desire to know.
thank you! In his dear Sophronin's
pame and in his own, thank pu!
Mrs. Lammls has sat quite still,
with her eyes cast down upon the
table-cloth. As Mr. Lammle's address

time she really is to speak to

1 ¥ \y s { sn.u his
other next neighbour, and she spealks |
in a low voice.

“Mr. Twemlow.”

friend | Mrs.

m
Again | in
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tern of whisker he would prefer to
produce out of himself by friction, if
the (enie of the cheek would only
answer to his rubbing.

In the drawing-room, groups form
as usual. Lightwood, Boots, and
Brewer, flutter like moths around
that w wax candle—guttering
down, and with some hint of a wind-
i in it—Lady Tippins. Out-
m cultivate Veneering, M.P., and
Veneering, W.ALP. Lammle
gtands with folded arms, Mephisto-
phelean in o corner, with Georgiana
and F]adgeb{. Mrs. Lammle, on a
sofa by a table, invites Mr. Twem-
low's attention to a book of portraits

M. Toven :
r. Twemlow takes his station on
a settee before her, and Mrs. Lammlo
shows him a portrait.
~ #You h.n.vgo reason to be rised,’
she says softly, “but I wish you
wouldn't look so."”

| Disturbed Twemlow, making an
-effort not to look so, looks much more

B0,
YT think, Mr, Twemlow, you never
saw that distant connection of yours

% No, never.
‘% Now that you do see him, you
‘gee what he is. You are not proud
of him "'

. 4T say the truth, Mrs. Lammle,
. w”

ALY |4 knew more of him, you

SRl be loas inclined to acknowledge

‘him, Here is another portrait. What

come up stairs £’ do you think of it ?" )
“Asen y. I shall be honoured.” _ has just ce of mind
“ Don’t; seem todo 8o, if you please, | enough to m{'kdw : “Very like!

and don't think it inconsistent if my | Uncommonly like!”

manner should be more careless than |  “You have noticed, perhaps, whom

my words. I may be watched.”
. in i 3

H y astonished, Twemlow
pntshishmdtohinfmheqd,gmﬁ
ladies go up stairs. The

gsoon saunter after them. >

hmdavowdth%inmml'b ng an

observation © B W

Brewer's whisk and Lammle's

he favours with his attentions ? You
notice where he is now, and how en-
"

Ve, But Mr. Lammle—v

She darts a look at him which he
cannot comprehend, and shows him

Vi pomt' it not 2"

g HRLR!

“Oﬁ.gmingi" says Tw %

“ 8o like as to be almost a carica-
ture f—Mr. Twemlow, it is impossible

whiskers, and considering which pat-

myself to

t.hailm

mmmethnmum::ill} y | another- book up, turns the 1
my confidence—that

i, o though o
repec o
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to_ tell you what the struggle in m
mind hag BBk T ool bring | traits
to you as I do now.
It is only m the conviction that I
may trust you never to betray me,

as if you had sworn it.”

“ Madam, on the honour of a poor | father

gentleman——'"

M.,

udmwmd i
: “ A:I:I.d ex—" But emlow,
in his state, cannot com-
mand the w and trails off into
& manﬂ ”." :

“ . mllw ,‘ulﬂl l -
have weight with her pom; ,:1’2

“ Thank you. T

thﬂ-t-chm!"-’ >
“ That child ¢

L

She will 1

i
"

you will respect
aili avais| -

can desire no more.
I implore you to save

a. She will be sacrificed.

261

. ﬂﬂphmniasahmy, dea& what

are owing " "
Public charaoters. Alhedrr ™ |
“ Show him the last of me.”
“Yes, Alfred.”
Bhe puts the book down, takes
eaves,
and presents the portrait to Twem-

W
“That is the last of Mr. Lammle.
Do you think it gocfif—Wm her
against me. deserve it, for
1 have been in the scheme ﬁml:'tha
first. It is my husband’s scheme,
your connection’s, and mine. I tell
you this, only to show you the neces-
sity of the poor little foolish affection-
ate creature’s being befriended and
rescued. You will not repeat this to
and spare my h bt;nd. F mthmg”hr'
! my hus or,
this celebration of to-day is all a
mockery, he is my hushand, and we
must live,—Do you think it like £
‘Twemlow, in a stunned condition,
feigns to the portrait in his
hand with the original, looking to-

last | wards him from his Mephistophelean

blinded father. You know how much

he makes of : 5
time. Warn hi ”m e oo

‘“ But warn him against whom 7"’

o H mu .

By great fortune Tweml
mcm?m a stimulant at this uri::i:;
instant. The sti is Lammle's
voice.

corner.

“ Very well indeed I"" aro at length
the words which T'wemlow with great
difficulty extracts from himself.

‘I am glad you think so. On the
whole, I m, consider it the best.
}‘ha others are so dark. Now here,
or instance, is another of Mr,
Lammle——"" i

“But I don’t understand ; T don't

Mrs. |see my way,” Twemlow stammers,

as he falters over the book with his
glasa at his eye. “How warn her

—I—am getting lost."”

““Tell him I am & match-maker; *
tell him I am an artful and designing
woman; fell him you are sure his '
daughter is best out of my house and
my company. Tell him any such
things of me; they will all be true.
You know what a puffed-up man he
is, and how easily you can cause his
vanity to take the alarm. Tell him
as much as will give him the alarm

and make him careful of her, and

ther, and not tell him # Tell him |
how much? Tell him how little? T |
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spare me the rest. Mr. Twemlow,
feel my sudden in your
eyes; familiar as I am with my degra-
dation in my own eyes, I hm.ly!aol
the change that must have eome u
. memyum.mthu]utfawm

.ﬁ:*;.i“;i‘.&,...m
ﬁk gmm 1 o3

L)

E
AE
Bk

., you lmaw h(Jw

3
i

d
¢
i

ﬁ
-;?%
%E{é

have given me. I can
no more, for I see that I
If you would set i
the assurance
terpose with the father
harmless girl, close that book
yo&tmtumithmu;:lﬂ
what youn mean,
ummvhm—ﬂfrem
ow thinks the last one the

quite agrees with you and me.”

ES
E:ga
2=
Evi

l?&?}

1 e
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break Lady Tippins rises to
and. M. Yn’;en'ns Silwe. Tt
leader. the moment,

-

P
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