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CHAPTER II.

STILL EDUCATIONAL.

of the house, doll's
and manufacturer of or-

Tus
pincushions and ipers,
i ] pen-wi

:aﬂ:n;lr uaint little low arm-chair,
singing inilm dark, until Lizzie came
bnc['lz( The of the house had
attained dignity while yet of
very tender years indeed, through
th; the only trustworthy person in
#Well, Lizzie-Mizzio-Wizzie, "'said

‘bnu.kﬁ" offin her song. “What's
ﬁ:’m ofdoorsP?Pg

“ What's !,he n]:ws in doors ?f." re-
turned Lizzie, playfully smoothing
the bright long gu.r hair which grew

{ hhfxnﬁa.nt and beautiful on the
m of the doll's dressmaker.

“Let me see, said the blind man.
the last news is, that 1 don’t

et

went on, “as I sat at work to-day,
what a thing it would be if I shos
be able to have your company till I
am married, or at least cou.rteg Be-
cause when I am courted, I shall
make Him do some of the things that
you do for me. He couldn’t brush
my hair like you do, or help me up
and down stairs like you do, and he
couldn't do anything like you do;
but ho could take my worlzo home,
and he could call for orders in his
clumsy way. And he shall too. I'W
trot him about, I can tell him ("

Jenny Wren had her personal vani-
ties—happily for her—and no inten-
tions were stronger in her breast than
the \*a}'iotlil.]a tnalsmnn% tm'meu:ki:lllm that
were, in the of time, to be in-
flicted upon * him."

“ Wherever he may happen to be
Zﬁtatg;men or whoever he may

ppen to be,” said Miss Wren, “ 1
know his tricks and his manners,
mg.l give him warning to look
ou L]

“Don't think

you u are rather
hard upon him#”

her friend,

. | emiling, and smoothing her hair.

“ Not a bit\," ] tha m Miﬂ
‘Wren, with an air of vast experi-
ence. “My dear, they don’t care for
you, those fellows, if you're not hard
u ‘em. Bu‘tni was saying If I

ould be able to have company.
Ah! What a large Ifl  Ain't it ?’

“I have no intention of parting
company, Jm{]-;;t, -

b 't sa; or i i
rectly." g e

"Xmlsohttlo' 10 be relied upon "'
“You're more to bo relied upon
than silver and gold.” Asshe said
it, Miss Wren suddenly broke off,
her eyes and her chin,
-y Ry prodigiously knowing.

“Who comes liere ?
“ A Grenadier,
“What does he want?
“ A pot of beer.
L
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And nothing else in the world, my
dear!" e

A man’s figure paused on pave-
ment at the gc:’:ter door. “Mr, FKu-
gene Wrayburn, ain't it?” said Miss

Wren.
“Ro I am told,” was the answer.
“You may come in, if you're

“] am not good,” suid Eugene,
“but I'll come in."”

He gave his hand to Jenny Wren,
and he gave his hand to Lizzie, and
he sux:uFll leaning by the door at Lig-
zie's side. He had been strolli
with his cigar, he said (it was smok
ont and gone by this time), and he
had strolled round to return in that
direction that he might look in as he

Had she not seen her brother
to-night ¢

“ Yes,” said Lizzie, whose manner
was u little troubled.

Gracions condescension on  our
brother's part! Mr. Eugene Wray-

burn thought he had passed my |i

n on the bridge yon-
g:ng\ﬁ:)washis friend with him F

“The schoolmaster.”

“To be sure. Looked like it."

Lizzie sat so still, that one could
not have said wherein the fact of
her manner being froubled was ex-
pressed ; and yet one could not have
doubted it. gene wo§ as easy as
ever; but perhaps, as she sat with
her eyes cast down, it might have
beon rather more perceptible that his
attention was concentrated upon her
{for certain moments, mtgn;titufmncen—
tration upon an j or any
short time ever w{w, elgewhera.

“I have nothing to report, Lizzie,”
said Eugene, * Buf, having pro-
mised you that an eye should be
always kept on Mr. Riderhood
throngh my friend Lightwood, I like
o]'.;»caaa%onaﬂy to renew mn{:d assurance
that I keep my promise, keep my
friend up to the mark.”

“1 ghould not have doubted if,

{ Generally, T confess myself a
man to be doubted,” returned Eu-
gene, coolly, “ for all that.”

« Why are you ? " usked the sharp
Miss Wren.
¢ Beeause, my dear,” said the airy
Fugene, *“1 am a bad idle dog.”
“Then why don't you reform and
be a good Xog?" inquired Miss
Wren.
¢ Beca dear,” returned Eu-
-“_m?:yno ody who makes it

in & lower voice, but onlyuifit.
were & graver matter; not at all to
the exclusion of the person of the

house. :
“T have thought of it, Mr. Wray-
but

1 hnv: not been able to
make up my mind to accept it."”"
et Tits 1 said Engene.

4 1 think not, Mr. Wraybwrn. I

& ide!”” Eugene.

“Why, what else is 1t? The thing
is worth nothing in itself. The thing

to have ity wmm would never have
#0 devoted yourself to brother's
having it. en why not haye it:

%
i._
g
:

Jenny here would profit by if too?
If I ged to be the teacher, or
RS oo to that. T miehs
congruous ! as to that, 1 mig!
as well he on the other side of the
lobe, or not on the globe at all,
wouldn't shame, or be ashamed
, your thankless brother. True

=

! ike doctors, to look at
h.nv’l!ruapridw would go to
work and do it. You know that,
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well enough, for you know that your
own true pride would do it to-mor-
Tow, if you had the ways and means
which false pride won't let me sup-
ply. Very well, I add no more than
this. Your false pride does wrong
to yourself and does wrong to your
dead father.””

“ How to my father, Mr. Wray-
burmn ' m:&,mﬂl an anxious

gty ] er for tht;

£; passing appearance o
earnestness, complete conviction, in-
Jjured resentment of msp&eio;hgene—

vice. How else could he be di
pointed ? T
“Itf won't break my heart'
lnughed Eugene; “it won't stay by
me eight-and-forty hours ; but I’ am
genuinely disappointed. I had set
my fancy on doing this little thing
for you and for our friend Miss
Jenny., The novelty of my doing
anything in the least useful had its
charms. I see, now, that I might
have managed it better. I might

conse- | have affected to do it wholly for onr

ﬁ-iamlifMisu J'n1§ mighgir Evﬁ got
m up, mo as cne
Boy?ni L up, s ug
can’t make flourishes, and I would
rather be disappeinted than try.”

If he meant to follow home what
was in Lizzie's thoughts, it was shil-
fully done. If he followed it by
mere fortuitous coincidence, it was
done by an evil chance,

“ It opened out so naturally before
me,"” said Eugene, “The seemed
80 thrown into my hands by accident!
I happen fo be originally brought
into contact with you, Lizzie, on those
two oceasions that you know of. I
happen to be able to promise you that
a watch shall be kept upon that fulse

posites | accuser, Riderhood. I to be

able to give you some little comsola-
tion in the darkest hour of your dis-

be- | tress, by_mmgém ou that I don't

believe him. same occasion
I tell you that I am the idlest and
lﬂﬂltofhwym‘s,huﬁthatI_m'ba‘Mur
than none, in a case I have noted
down with my own hand, and that

E:rn lms be always sure of my hest
Ip, and incidentally of Lightwood's
too, in youwr efforts to clear your
futher. , it gradually takes my
fancy that I may help you—so easily !

to clear father of that other
blame which I mentioned a fow
minutes ago, and which is a just and
real one. 1 hope I have explained
myself, for I am heartily sorry to

; | bave distressed you. I hate to claim

to mean well, but I really did mean
honestly and simply well, and I want
you to know it.”

“J have never doubted thas, @fr,
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Wrayburn,” said Lizzie; the more
repentant, the less he claimed.
“1 am very glad to hear if.

setting up a doll, Miss Jenny,” ha
said.
“You had better not,”” replied the

Though if you had quite understood | dressmaker:

my whole meaning at first, I think
you would not haverefused. Do yon
think you would '

*“I—I don't kmow that I should,
Mr. Wrayburn."

“Well! Then why refuse now
you do understand it ?**

“It’s not easy for me to talk to
vou," returned Lizzie, in some con-
tusion, “for you see all the conse-
quences of what I say, as soon as I
say it.”

“Take all the consequences,”
laughed Fugene, “and take away my
disappointment. Lizzie Hexam, as
I truly respect you, and asI am your
t'riemiy and a poor devil of a gentle-
man, 1 protest I don't even now
understand why you hesitate.”

There was an appearance of open-
ness, trustfulness, unsuspecting gene-
-rosity, in his words and manner, that
won the poor girl over; and not only
won her over, but again caused her
to feel as though she had been in-
fluenced by the opposite qualifies,
with vanity at their head.

“I will not hesitate any longer,
Mr. Wrayburn. I hope you will not
think the worse of me for having
hesitated at all. For myself and for
Jenny—jyou let me answer for you,
Jenny dear P

The little creature had been lean-
ing back, attentive, with her elbows
resting on the elbows of her chair,
and her chin upon her hands. With-
out changing her attitnde, she an-
swered “Yes!" go suddenly that it
rather seemed as if' she had chopped
the monosyllable than spoken it.

“For myself and for Jenny, I
thankfully wo%pt your kind offer.”

“ Agreed! Dismissed!” said Eu-
gene, giving Lizzie his hand before
lightly waving it, as if he waved the
whole subjectaway. “I hope it may
not be often that so much is made of
go little."

Then he fell to talking playfully
with Jenny Wren. “I think of

« Why not?”
¢#You are sure to break it. All

you children do.”

“ But that makes good for trade,
on know, Miss Wren,"l returned
ugene. “Much as people’s break-

ing promises and contracts and bar-
eains of all sorts, makes good for my
trade.”

T don't know about that,” Miss
Wren retorted ; ¢ but you had better
by half set up a pen-wiper, and turn
industrious, and use it.”

“Why, if we were all as indus-
trious as you, little Busy-Body, we
shonld begin to work as soon as we
could erawl, and there would be a
bad thing!”
l't;Dcrea.tum,D e g

ittle a flush suffusing
her face, “bad for your backs and
your legs £

“No,no, no," said Eugene; shocked
—to do him &mﬁm—at the thought
of trifling with her infirmity. * Bad
for business, bad for business. If we
all set to work as soon as we could
use our hands, it would be all over
with the doll's dressmakers.”

“There's ing in that,” re-
plied Miss Wren; *“you have a sort of
an idea in your sometimes.”
Tgu:ln, ina tone; “Talking
of ideas, my Lizzie,” were sitti
side by side us the; 1ﬂvﬁmt at ﬁgtg.
“ T wonder how it gappens that when
I am work, work, working here, all
alone in the summer-time, I smell
flowers."

“As a commonplace individual, I
should Bafz';" Eugene suggested lan-
guidly—for he was growing weary of
the person of the house—* that you
smell flowers because you do smell
flowers.” )

“No I don’t,” said the little crea-
ture, resting one arm upon the elbow
of her chair, resting her chin upon
that hand, and locking vacantly be-
fore her; “this is not a flowery
neighbourhood. It's anything but
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that. And yet, as T sit at work, I
smell miles of flowers. I smell roses,
till T think I see the rose-leaves
lying in heaps, bushels, on the floor.
I smell fallen leaves, till I put down
my hand—so—and expect to make
them rustle. I smell the white and
the pink May in the hedges, and
all sorts of flowers that I never was
among, For I have seen very
flowers indeed, in my life.”

“ Pleasant faneies fo have, Jenny
dear!” gaid her friend: with a
glance to A . as if she

would have asked him whether they
were given the child in ompensation

the childr nﬁh bours ; they
never m tremble all over, by
sotting u noises, and they
NEVEr Mo uch numbers of
them too - white dresses, and

bright slanting rows, and say altoge-
ther, ¢ Who is this in pain!® Who is
thﬁs ni pain!’ When T told them
who it was, " Answi ¢ Come
and play with m.'%sﬁd, ‘I
never play! I can't play!’ they
swept about me and took me up, and

made me light. Then it was all de-
licious ease and rest till they laid me
down, and said, all together, ¢ Have
%l:mrigencc, and we will come again.’

enever they came back, I used to
know they were coming before I saw
the long bright rows, by hearing
them ask, all together a long way off,
¢ Who is this in pain! who is this in

few | pain !’ And I used to cry out, ‘O my

blessed children, it's poor me. Have
pity on me. Take me up and make
me light!” "

By degrees, as she progressed in
this remembrance, the hand was
raised, the late ecstatic look returned,
and she became quite beautiful. Hav-
ing so P:msed for a moment, silent,

! | with a listening smile upon her face,

Shﬁ' looked round and recalled her-
self.

“ What poor fun you think me;
don’t you, Mr. Wrayburn? You
may well look tired of me. But it's
Baturday night, and I won't detain

ou,”

**That is to say, Miss Wren," ob-
served Kugene, quite ready to profit
by the hint, *you wish me to go ?"

“Well, it's Saturday night,” she
returned, “and my child's coming
home. And my child is a trouble-
some bad child, and costs me a world
of seolding. I would rather you
didn't see my child.”

%A doll 2"’ said Eugene, not under-
standing, and looking for an explana-
tion.

But Lizzie, with her lips only,
shaping the two words, “Her fi-
ther,” he delayed no longer. He
took his leave immediately. At the
corner of the street he stopped to
light another cigar, and possibly to
ask himself what he was doing other-
wise. If so, the answer was indefi-
nite and vague. Who knows what

@ | he is doing, who i careless what he

does !

A man stumbled against him as he
turned away, who mumbled some
maudlin apology. Leoking after this
man, Bugene saw him go in at the
door by which he himself had just
come out,



150 OUR MUTUAL FRIEND.

On the man's stumbling into the
room, Lizzie rose to leave it.

“Don't go away, Miss Hexam,”
he gaid in a submissive manner,
speaking thickly and with difficulty.
“ Don't fly from unfortunate man m
shattered state of health. Give poor
invalid honour of your company. It
ain't—ain’t eatching."

Lizzie murmured that she had
something to do in her own room,
and wens away up stairs. i

“How's my Jenny?" said the
man, timidly. “How's my Jenny
‘Wien, best of children, object dearest
affections broken-hearted invalid.”

To which the person of the house,
stretching out her arm in an attitude
of command, replied with irrespon-
sive asperity : “Go along with you!
Go along mto your corner! Get
into your corner direetly !"

The wretched spectacle made as if
he would have offered some remon-
strance ; but not venturing to resist

the person of the house, thought |fath

better of it, and went and sat down
on a particular chair of disgrace.

# Oh-h-h!” eried the person of the
house, pointing her litfle finger,
“You bad old boy! Oh-h-h you
naughty, wicked creature! What do
yon mean by it?"”

The shaking figure, unnerved and
disjointed from head to foot, put out
its two hands a little way, as making
overtures of peace and reconciliation.
Abject tears stood in its eyes, and
stained the blotched red of its cheeks.
The swollen lead-coloured under-lip
trembled with a shameful whine.

‘ The whole indeeorous threadbare

ruin, from the broken shoes to the
prematurely-grey scanty hair, gro-
velled. Not with any sense worthy
to be called a sense, of this dire
roversal of the places of parent and
child, but in a pitiful expoestulation to
be let off from a scolding.

“71 know your tricks and your
manners,’” cred Miss Wren. 1
know where you've been to!" (which
indeed it did not require discern-
ment to discover). “Oh, you dis-

(RL]

graceful old chap !

The very breathing of the figure
was contemptible, as it laboured and
rattled in thet operation, like a blun-
dering clock.

¢ Blaye, slave, slave, from morning
to night,” pursued the person of the
house, © and all for this! Wihat do
you mean by 2

There was something in that em-
phasized ©What,” which ebsurdly
frightened the figure. As often as
the person of the house worked her
way round to it—even as soon as ho
gaw that it was coming—he collapsed
in an extra degree.

] wish you had béen taken up,
and locked up,” said the person of
the homse. “I wish you had been
poked into cells and black holes, and
run over by rats and spiders and
beetles. I know their tricks and their
manners, and they'd have tickled you
nicely. Ain't you ashamed of your-
self £

“Yes, my dear,” stammered the

£
¢Then,” said the person of the
house, terrifying him by a grand
muster of her spirits and forces before
recurring to the emphatic word,
“ What do yon mean by it ?”
 Circumstances over which had
no control,” was the miserable crea-
ture's plea in extenuation.
“ "1l circumstanca you and confrol
too,” retorfed the person of the
ouse, speaking with vehement sharp-
ness,“ifgon' in that way. I'll
ive you in charge to the police, and
ave yon fined five shillings when
you can't paﬁrmd then I won't pay

the momey and you'll be
transported for life. How should you
like to be transported for life #”

* Shouldn’t it. Poor shattered

invalid. Troublenobody long,” cried
the wretched .

% Come, eome !" said the person of
the house, ing the table near her
in a busin ¢ manner, and shaling
her head and her chin; *you know
what you've got to do. Put down
your money this instant.”

The cbedient figure began to rum-
mage in its pockets.
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¥ Spent a fortune out of your wages,
I'll be bound !"* saidﬂ!gﬁmﬁonuf the
ini:?e “ Put it here! : you've got
eft! Ew farthmﬂ }
Such a %ruj.;a.ueu as he made of col-
lecting it from hisdog’s-eared pockets;

of expecting it in this pocket, and not | going,

finding it ; of not expecting it in that
pockag and passi:gxft over; of find-
ing no pocket where that other pocket
ought to be!l y

* Is thisall P demanded the
of the house, when & 1
of pence and shillings la
table, Y. o ful

“Got no more” was the rue
answer, with an accordant shake of
the head. »e ] ¥ Rr.

“ Lot me make sure. on oW
o got_to do. Turn all

upon its way, he evaded it by com-

e i
i’;‘:—f:wm ) shufile hea

pl
vi
thro

little while afterwards Lizzie came
down.

“8hall we have our supper, Jenny
dear £

“Ah! bless us and save us, we
need have something to k us
ing,"" returned Miss Jenny, -
ging her shoulders.

Lizzie laid a cloth npon the little
bench (more handy for the person of
the house than an ordinary table),
and put upon it such plain fare as
they were accustomed to have, and
drew up a stool for herself.

“ Now for supper! What are you
thinking of, Jenny darling £

“1 was thinking,” she returned,
coming out of a deep study, “what I
would do to Him, if he should turn
out a drunkard."”

% 0h, but he won't,”” said Lizzie.
“You'll take care of that, before-
hand.”

“] ghall try to take care of it be-
forehand, but he might deceive me.
Oh, my dear, all those fellows with
their tricks and their manners do de-
ceive!” With the little fist in full
action, “And if so, I tell you what
I think I'd do. When he was asleep,

. | I'd make a spoon red hof, and I'd

have gome beiling liquor bubbling in
a B and I'd take it out hiss-
ing, I'd open his mouth with the
other hand—or perhaps he'd sl
with his mouth ready open—and I’
pour it down his throat, and blister

; |1t and choke him."”

“I am sure you would do no such
horrible thing,” said Lizzie.

“Bhouldn't I? Well; perhaps I
ghouldn't. But I should like to!"

“I am equally sure you would
not."”

“Not even like to? Well, you
generally know best. Only you

. | haven’t always lived among it as I

have lived—and your back isn't bad
and your legs are not queer.”

As they went on with their supper,
Lizzie tried to bring her round to
that prettier and better state. But,
the charm was broken. The person
of the house was the person of a
house full of sordid shames and cares,
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with an upper room in which that
abased figure was infecting even in-
nocent sleep with brutality
and degradation. The doll's dress-
maker had become a little quaint
shrew ; of the world, worldly; of the

, earthy.
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Poor doll’s dressmaker! How often
so dragged down by hands that should
have raised her up; how often so

isdi when losing her way on
the eternal road, and asking guid-
ance! Poor, poor little doll's dg.mss-
maker! :

CHAPTER III.

A PIECE OF WORK.

DBrirawnia, sitting meditating one
fine day (perhaps in the attitude in
which she is presented on the cop
coinage), discovers all of a sudden
that she wants Veneering in Parlia-
ment. It occurs to her that Veneer-
ing isa “representative man”’—which
cannot in these times be doubted—
and that Her Majesty’s faithful Com-
moens are incomplete without him.
So, Britannia mentions to a legal
gentleman of her acquaintance that
if Veneering will “put down” five
thousand pounds, he may write a
couple of initial letters after his name
at the extremely cheap rate of two
thousand five hundred per letter. It
is clearly understood between Britan-
nia and the legal gentleman that no-
body is to take u];]] the five thousand
pounds, but that being put down they
will disappear by magical conjuration
and enchantment,.

The legal gentleman in Britannia’s
confidence going straight from that
lady to Veneering, thus commissioned,
Vﬂmeﬁn% declares himself highly
flattered, but requires breathing time
to ascertain “whether his friengu will
rally round him.” Above all things,
hesays, it behoves him to be clear, at
a crisis of this importance, “ whether
his friends will rally round him.”
The legal gentleman, in the interests
of his client, cannot allow much time
for this purpose, as the lady rather
thinks she knows somebody prepared
to put down six thousand pounds;
but he says he will give Veneering
four hours.

Vencering then says to Mrs.
Veneering, “We must worl,” and
throws himself into a Hansom cab.
Myrs. Veneering in the same moment
relinquishes baby to Nurse; presses
her aquiline hands upon her brow,
to arrange the throbbing intellect
within ; orders out the carringe; and
repeats in a distracted and devoted
manner, compounded of Ophelia and
any self-immolating female of anti-
quity you may prefer, “We must

work.”

Veneering having instructed his
driver to charge at the Public in the
streets, likethe Life-Guards at Water-
loo, is driven furiously to Duke Strect,
Saint James's. There, he finds T'wem-~
low in his lodgings, fresh from the
hands of a secret artist who has been

dui]?g gom ing to his hair with
yolks of eg ; requiring
that Twuglzg"l;yw slm]fmfgim two hours
after the applicati allow his hair
to stick ht and dry gradnally,

he is in an o iate state for the
receipt of mimgl?t‘;nigwenco ; look-
ing equally like the Monument on
Fish Btreet Hill, and King Priam on
a_certain ineendiary occasion not
wholly unknown as a neat point from
the classies.

“My meg%nlow," says Veneer-
ing, grasping his hands, “as the
dearest and oldest of my friends—"

(*“Then there can be nomore doubt
about it in future,” thinks Twemlow,
“ alnd Iml l’}

“—Are you of opinion that your
cousin, Lord Snigsworth, would give
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