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you th h‘bmeform, He has no
quality of youth in y but such as.
you have seen to-day. Touch him

upon money, and you touch no booby
then. He really is a dolt, I suppose,
inotherthings;h&ti‘itmxwmhis 2
one very well."

“m money in her own right
in any case?” ¢

“Ay! she has money in her own
right m any case. You have done so
well to-day, Sophronia, that T answer
the question, though you know I ob-
ject to any such questions.  You have

done so well to day, Sophronia, that
you must be tired. Get o bed.”

n | Fledgeby's father

. | money as she could, and to

.

 CHAPTER V.
| MERGURY FPROMPTING.

ing comparatively rich. Fledgeby's
mother's family was the Snigsworth
family. BShe had even the high
honour to be consin to Lord Sni
worth—so times removed that
the noble Earl would have had no
compunction in removing her one
time more and ing her clean
outside the cousinly pule; but cousin
for all that.

Amonst]ﬁf‘i &r;;t:;tﬂmmal trans-
actions wit ‘sfather, mﬁ“‘
by's mother had raised money of him
at a great disadvantage on a certain
reversionary interest. The reversion

ing in soon after were married,

hold of the

cash for his separate use and benefit.

This led to subjective differences of

Eﬂ:;ion, nob to say ohjective inter-

of boot-jacks, kgammon

and other such domestic mis-

siles, between Flodgubi's father and

Fledgeby's mother, and those led to

Fledgeby’s mother spendin e’:g::b‘;?’h

s

father doing all he couldn’t to restrain

her. Fledgeby's childhood had been,

uence, a stormy one; but

the winds and the waves had gone

down in the grave, and Fledgeby
flourished alone. \




168 OUR MUTUAL FRIEND.

_Helived in chambers in the Albany,
. did Fledgeby, and maintained a spruce
appearance. But his you! fire
was all composed of sparks from the
grindstone; and as the sparks flew
off, went out, and never warmed any-
thing, be sure that Fledgeby had his
tools at the grindstone, and turned it
with a wary eye.
Mr. Alfred o came round to
the Albany to breakfast with Fledge-
by. Present on the table, one scanty
pot of tea, one scanty loaf, two scanty
ts of butter, two scanty rashers of
, bwo pitiful eggs, and an abun-
dance of handsome china bought a
second-hand bargain.
_“What did you think of Geor-
giana?” asked Mr. Lammle.
“Why, I'll telfl‘e{ou,” said Fledge-
by, very deliberately,
“ Do, my boy.”
“ You misunderstand me,” said
Fledgeby. “I don’t mean I'll tell
you eltae "I mean I'll tell you some-

% Eell me anything, old fellow !

“Ah, but thgmmﬁu b.
me again,’” sai eby. I mean
1 foil ou noting st

Mr. Lammle sparkled at him, but
frowned at him too.

“ Look here,”” said Fledgeby.
“Youn're deep and you're ready.
‘Whether I am deep or not, never
mind. Iam not ready. But I can
do one thing, Lammle, I can hold my
?gngue. And I intend always doing
i

“You are a long-headed fellow,
Fledgeby.”

“ May be, or may not be. If I am
ashort-fongued fp.li)w, it may amount
to the same thing. Now, Lammle, I
am never going to answer questions.”

% My dear fellow, it was the simplest
question in the world.”

“ Never mind. It seemed so, but
things are not always what they seem.
I saw a man examined as a witness in
Westminster Hall. Questions put to
him seemed the simplest in the world,
but turned out to be anything rather
than that, after he had answered 'em.

his If he had held his tongne

he got into.”
“If T had held my tongue, you

my question,” remarked Lammle,
darkening.

% Now, Lammle,” said Fascination
Fledgeby, calmly feeling for his whis-
ker, it won't do. I won't be led on
info & discussion. I can't manage a
discussion. ;But I can manage to hold
m, e.'

Jf‘&n?" Mr. Lammle fell back
ifiation. I ghould think

you could! Why, when these fellows
of our acquaintance drink and you
drink with thﬂ;em, the a‘ﬁmm talkative
b get, more gilent you get.
ﬁlpdm they let out, the more ?’au

kﬂﬂ%m."

“I don't object, Lammle,” returned
Fledgeby, with an internal chuckle,
“to being understood, though I object
to being questioned. That certainly
i the way I do it.”

% And ‘when all the rest of us are

iscussing our ventures, none of us
ever know what a single venture of
yours is!”
“ And none of you ever will from
me, Lammle,” replied Fledgeby, with
another internal chuckle; “ that cer-
tainly s the way I do it.”

“ Why of course it is, I know!”
rejoined Lammle, with a flourish of
frankness, and a laugh, and stretching
out his hands as if to show the uni-
verse a remarkable man in Fledgeby.
¢Tf I hadn’t kmown it of my Fledge-
by, should T have proposed our little
go:r;}fct of advantage, to my Fledge-

¥
. “Ah,” remarked Fascination, shak-
ing his head slyly. “But I am not
to be got ab in that way. I am not
vain. That sort of vanity don’t pay,
Lammle. No, no, no. Compliments
only g:ske me hold my tongue the
more.

Alfred Tammle pushed his plate
away (no great sacrifice under the
circumstances of there being so little
in it), thrust his hands in his pockets,

Very well. Then he should have held

leaned back in his chair, and contem-

he would have kept out of scrapes that

would never have seen the subject of
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roper, and I have spoken when I
ﬁmught proper, and there's an end of
that. And now the question is,"" pro-
ceeded Fledgeby, with the greatest
reluctance, “w-ifl you have another

Bl

“No,Iwon’t,” said Lammle shortly.
“ Perhaps you're right and will find
ourself better without it,”" replied
¥‘ascimstion, in greatly :mEmved
have

o spirits.  ““To ask you if you'

another rasher would be unmeaning
flattery, for it would make you thirsty
all day. Will you have some more
bread and bufter '
“No, I won't,” repeated Lammle.
“Then I will,” said Fascination.
And it was not a mere retort for the
sound’s sake, but was a cheerful cogent;
consequence of the refusal; for if
Lammle had applied himself again to
the loaf, it would h];a.ve been so heavﬂtg
visited, in Fled 's opinion, as
d.emau;l absﬁnaggejfrrom bread, on his
for the remainder of that meal ab
ast, if not for the whole of the next.
Whether this young gentleman (for
he was but three-and-twenty) com-
bined with the miserly vice of an old
man, any of the open-handed vices of
a young one, was a moot point; so
very honourably did he ket:_p his own
counsel. He wassensible of the value

to dress well; but he drove a

if | of appearences as an investment, and
Tiked
b

for ew moveable about
mmwem?m his back to the
china on his breakfast-table; and
every bargain, by representing some-
bagl;'}:s rugiﬁr s{rmabody's loss, ac-
quired a peculiar ¢harm for him. It
was a part of his avarice to take,
within narrew bounds, long odds at
races; if he won, he drove harder
bargains ; if he lost, he half starved.
himself until next time. Why money
should be so precious to an Ass too dull
and mean to exchangeit for any other
satisfaction, is strange; but there 18
no animal go sure to get laden with it,
as the Ass who sees nothing written
on the face of the earth and sky but
the three letters L. 8. D.—not Lux-

, | ury, Sensuality, Dissoluteness, which,

they often stand for, but the three
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dry letters. Your concentrated Fox
is seldom comparable to your concen-

trated Ass in money- 3

Fascination feigned to be
4 young gentleman living on his
means, but was known secretly to be
a kind -of outlaw in the bill-broki
line, and to put money out at hi
interest in various ways. His circle
of familiar acquuintance, from Mr.
Lammle round, all had & touch of the
outlaw, as to tb.oué}g;mga 1:31
merry greenwood o bery Fo
lyin.E on the outskirts of the s};ﬁ
Market and the Stock Exchange.

“T suppese yow, Lammle,” sai
Fledgeby, eating his broad and butter,
“always did go in for female society ?"’

“ Always,” replied Lammle, gloom-
ing :.msirmxbly under his late treat-
maen

“ Came natural to you, ¢h ?” said

ity saad by. “But Geor—
is thurzight name Georgina or Geor-

Fﬁ‘b}', itating very slowly.
e you have—when you catch it—
the Bearlatina. And you can come
down from & balloon in & parach—
no you ecan’t though. Well, sy
Georgeute—I mean iana.”

“Iwaagumg'd%'ohdmmnkby of gt
ans, sir," sai , not at
to be reminded of his havi
orgotten it, “that she don’t seem to

my
the don

be violent. Don t seem to be of the
-I l - -lm i!r.)'

p“ﬂwhlﬂ:llpnﬂmmsofﬂmdovﬂ,

M. Aid

“Of eonn’e- you'll say so,"” roplied

Fledgeby, s moment
his'interest was touched by another.
“But you kmow, the real ~out is
this:—what I say, not what you say.
I say—having my late governor and

r late. er in my eye—that

't to be of the
m ”

w'l[r.lmdema

bally, by nstore and b | prac-
said | tice. %fnuﬁm}nnf_
fronts :

o p—r—"
no means urpose here,
he now directed o wnwf:: loné:minzg
Fledgeby's small eyes e effect

the treatment. Satisfied by
what he saw there, he burst into a
violent 1 and struck his hand

passion
upon the making the china ri
|t ] o

“You are & very offensive follow,

sir,” exied le, rising. “You
are a highly offensive scoundrel.

.| What do yon mean by this beha-
viour £

“T say!" remonstrated Fled A
it Fisgsty

“You are a very offensive follow
sir,” repeated Mr. Lammle. “ You
are a highly offensive scoundrel 1"
hy“I youknow ! urged Fledge-

“Why, you eoarse and
vagabond l'm& Mr. Lammle, look-
ing fiercely about him, “if your ser-
vant was here to give me sixpence of
your money to my boots cleaned
afterwards—for you are not worth the
expenditure—TI'd kick you."”

SN uyauiwﬂn't,"P eaded Fledge-
bfv. I am sure you'd think better
P hi" i hat, Mr. Fl
“1 toll you wi . Fled, R
said Lammle, advancing ongﬂyyhﬁz.
‘“Since youw presume to contradict
me, I'll assert myself a little
me your nose !'*
edgeby covered it with his hand

ving | instend, and said, retreating, I beg

you won'g 1"

-~—
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Bt o i j yeelf disagreeable,” said
-Gmmayau_mit: Tepeated m@%:ﬂﬁmlmuhh?dﬁ?:,”

“ Say no more, say no more !’ Mr,
[mmmie repeated m & mn cent
tone. “Give me your"—Fledgeby
started—* hand."”

shoock hands, and on M.

Lammle's part, in particular, there

. For, he was

ensued b
e of o dastard as the

quite as m

| other, and had been in oqual

danger
of fnllm.g into the second place for
good, when he took heart just in
ﬁmz’dmﬂgmmby%gdge information con-
veyed to hi 8 eye.
- The breakﬁ.stmdedbiaymfwb
understanding. Incessant machina-

tions ware to at work by Mr.
and Murs. Lanmlntlgtlovambobe

| made for Fledgeby, and conquest was

to be insured to him; he on his part

afternoon, nlkm%t: intothe Cityinthe
holiday w h i

a living stream out of it; and
thus, when he into pre-
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seemed to doze in the counting-house
window on the ground-floor giving on
the sleepy street.

Fledﬁeby Imocked and rang, and
Fledgeby rang and knocked, but no
one came. Fledgeby erossed the nar-
row street and looked up at the house-
windows, but nobody loocked down at
Fledgeby. He got out of temper,
crossed the narrow street again, and

ulled the house-bell as if it were the

ouse’s nose, and he were taking a
hint from his late experience. His
ear at the keyholo seemed then, at
last, to give him assurance that some-
thing stirred within. His eye at the
keyhole seemed to confirm his ear, for
he angnldy pulled the house’s nose
again, and pulled and pulled and con-
tinued to pull, until & human nese
appeared in the dark doorway.

“Now you sir!” cried F{edgehy.
“These are nice games "

. He addressed an old Jewish man
in an ancient coat, long of skirt, and
wide of pocket, A venerable man,
bald and shining at the top of his
head, and with long grey hair flow-
ing down af its sides and mingli
with his beard. A man who with a
gm.oefu_l Eastern action of homage
ent his head, and stretched out his
hands with the palms downward, as if

to deprecate the wrath of a superior.
an.i‘I‘i WFlhad;e lﬁﬂit you been h[.:l?ﬂ top”
@ , storming at him.

“Genarou.ay Christian  master,”
m'iad the Jewish man, “it being
heliday, T looked for no one.”

“Holiday be blowed!” said Fledge-
by, entering. “What have you got
to do with holidays? Shut the
door.”

With his former action the old
man obeyed. In the entry hung his
rusty large-brimmed low-crowned
hat, as long out of date as his coant;
in the corner near it stood his staff—
no walking-stick, but a veritable
staff.  Fledgeby turned into the
counting-house, perched himself on
a business stool, and cocked his hat.
There were light boxes on shelves in
the counting-house, and strings of
mock beads hanging up. There

ling [ must be two

were samples of cheap clocks, and
samples of cheap vases of flowers.
Foreign toys,

Perched on the stool with his hat
cocked dnnogrllin hisu!i'lead a;lcl fmﬁ of his

| g, the youth of Fledgeh

my contrasted to advantage %nti
the age of the Jewish man as he
stood with his bare head bowed, and
his (which he only raised in
speaking) on the ground. His cloth-
ing was worn down to the rusty hue
of the hat in the entry, but though
he looked shabby he did not look
mean., Now, Fledgeby, though not
shabby, did look mean.

“You mto, not told sr;.g FI];E; j];ou
were up to, you sir,"” sai G
mﬁs 86 Bead with the brini of

“8ir, T was breathing the air.””
“In the cellar, that you didn't

« Uon my soul T That
pon ! 's & wa
of doing business.” i
“Bir,” the old man represented
with a grave and patient air, “there
i ofl B MM R (1 ) 1ny e
o , and the holiday has
left me alone.”” ]
“Ah! Can't be buyer and seller
too. That's what the Jews say;
ain’t i2”
“At least we say truly, if we say
g0, answered the old man with a

“ Your p&gb need speak the
truth sometimes, for they lie enough,”
remarked Fascination E{ed eby.

“Bir, there i8” returned the old
man with quiet ex i8, “too much
untz‘l.ll,th among all denominations of
men. '

Rather dashed, Fascination Fledge-
by took another seratch at his %u-
tellectual head with his hat, to gain
time for rallying.

“For instance,”” he resumed, as
though it were he who had spoken
last, “ who but you and I ever heard

ofa Jew ¢’

.“.fgﬁ: Jews,” said the old man,
raising: his eyes from the ground
with his former smile. “They hear
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of ﬁour Jews often, and are very
to & Eﬂu EL]
80 Bother that " returned Fledge-
by. “You know what I mean.
Youd persuade me, if you Wv;‘i%
that you are a poor Jew. I
ou'd confess how much you really
id make out of my late governor:
1 should have a better opinion of

you't e : _ L
and mﬁﬁ out his hands as be-

places me, his

chargeher%rmd.to.,. m I am ac-
countable every single bead,
they would laugh. in the
larger money-business, I tell the

“I say, old chap!” interposed
Fledgeby, “I hope you mind what
you do tell "em "’

¢ 8ir, I tell them no more than I
am about to repeat. When I tell
them, ‘I cannof gomme this, I
cannot answer for the other, I must
see my principal, I have not the
money, I am & poor man and it does
not rest with me,’ they are so unbe-
lieving and so impatient, that they
sometimes curse me in Jehovah's
name."”

¢ That's deuced good, that is!”
said Fascination Fleﬁgoby.

“And at other times they say,
‘Can it never be done without these
tricks, Mr. Riah ? Come, come, Mr.
Riah, we know the arts of your
people’—m ple !—* 1f the money
18 to be lent, fetch it, fetch it ; if it s
not to be lent, keep it and say so.
They never believe me.”

“ That's all right,” said Fascina-
tion Fledgeby.

“They say, ‘We know, Mr. Riah,
we know. We have but to look af
you, and we know.'"

“(0h, a good 'un are you for the
post,’ thought Fledgeby, “and a

od 'un was I to mark you out forit !
%ﬂmaybe slow, but Iam precious sure.”

Not a sy]jz.hle of this reflection
shaped itself in any serap of Mr.

.| Fledgeby’s breath, lest it should tend

to put his servant's price up. DBut
looking at the old man as he stood
quiet with his head bowed and his
eyes cast down, he felt that to relin-
quish an inch of his baldness, an inch
of his grey hair, an inch of his coat-

. | skirt, an inch of his hat-brim, an

inch of his walking-staff, would be to
relingquish humn of pounds.

“ Look here, Riah," said Fledgeby,
mollified by these self-approving con-
siderations. “I want to go a little
more into buying-up queer bills.
Look out in that direction.”

¢ 8ir, it shall be done.”

¢ Casting my eye over the accounts,
I find that branch of business pays
pretty fairly, and I am game for ex-
tending it. I like to knmow geople'a

borrowers——""

affairs likewise. So look out.”
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“Bir, T will, promptly.”

“Put it about in the right quarters,
that you'll buy queer bills by the
lump—by the pound weight if that's
all—supposing you gee your way to &
fair chance on looking over the parcel.

And there's one thing more. Come | with
'his long black skirt, a very gaber-
dine, overhanging each successive

to me with the books for periodieal
inspection as usual, at eight on Mon-
day morning.”

inh drew some folding tablets

from his breast and noted it down.

“Tlftts.:i's a.lll,I wg:egdto say at the
present time,"” continu in
a grudging vein, as he got %g'bytha
stool, “ except that I wish you'd take
the air where you can hear the bell,
or the knocker, either one of the two
or both. By-the-bye, howdo you take
the air at the top of the house? Do
yo:ﬁx?stick your head ontof a chimney-
po ”

“ Sir, there are leads there, and I
have made a little garden there.”

“To ;’H’y your money in, you old |1

“A thumbnail's space of garden
would hold the trgaaum I :
master,” said Riah. % Twelve -
lings a weelk, even when they are
an old man's wages, bury them-
selves.”

“I should like to know what you
really are worth,"" returned Fledgehy,
with whom his growing rich on that
stipend and gratitude was a very con-
;:nientlﬁct]u;on. "Bum ! Let's

ve a look at your mn on the
tiles, before I gayi"

The old man took a step back, and
he?itaﬁed. g

¢ Truly, sir, I have company there.”

“Have you, by Gaoli'ga:)!‘” said
Fledgeby. “I suppose you happen
to kmow whose premises these are f”

i “Sir, they are yours, and I am
your servant in them.”

“0Oh! I thought you might have
overlooked that,"”” retorted Fledgeby,
with his eyes on Riah's beard as le
felt for his own; “having company
on my premises, you know "

“(lome up and see the guests, gir.
I hope for your admission that they
can do no p

Passing him with a courteous
r«;ma‘ma1:u:,ei ;pemﬂlly unlike any action
that Mr. ] aﬂgehy could for his life
have imparted to his own head and
hands, the eld man began to ascend
the stairs, As he toiled on before,
his palm upon the stair-rail, and

he might have been the leader
gp‘ mmgxlgﬁmage of devotional
ascent to a prophet's tomb. Not
troubled by any such weak imagin-
ing, Fascination Fledgeby merely
speculated on the time of life ab
which his beard had begun, and
thought once more what a good 'un
he was for the part.

Some final -woadeg steps lmnducted
them, stooping under a low it-
house roof, to the house-top. Ri
stood still, and, furning to his master,

erhaps
5 race, the gentle Jew
ypread ® carpet. Seated on it,
156 no more romantic object than
a blackened chimney - stack over
whjoh some humble m;;%er had been
trained, they Both pored over one
book; both with attentive faces;
Jenny with the sharper ; Lizzie with
ih;akmm@_ - Amnother lignla
ok or two were lying near, and a
common basket of common fruit, and
another basgket fall of strings of beads
and tinsel seraps. A few boxes of
humble flowers and evergreens com-

pleted the garden; and the encom-
pa.ga‘ing' lerness of dowager old
ehmtt::r twirled their cowls and
finf ftheir smoke, rather as if

2

they were bridling, and fanning
themselves, and looking on in a state

of ai i

ing her eyes off the book, to
test her memory of something in it
Lizzie was the first to see herself ob-
served. As she rose, Miss Wren
likewise Becume conscious, and said,
nTeve addressing the great
chief of the premises: *Whoever
{ou are, I can’t get up, because my

ack’s bad and my legs are queer.”
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“This js my master,” said Riah,

ing forward.
pﬂlagntmkm mybody’'s mas-
ter,” observed Miss Wren to her-
gelf, with a hitch of her chin and

his forefinger, “the price is not so
bad. You have got good measure,
Mige Whatis-it.” St

#TryJenny,” sug yo
IaﬂyTgth great calmness, iy

“You have got good measure, Miss
Jenny ; but the price is not so bad.—
And you,” said Fledgeby, turning to
the other visitor, “do you buy any-
thing here, miss ¥

“ No, sir.”

“ Nor sell anything neither, miss?"”

“ No, sir."”

Looking askew at the questioner,
Jenny stole her hand nuptoherfriend’s,

;|and drew her friend down, so that

she bent beside her on her knee.

“We are thankful to come here for
rest, sir,” said Jenny. “You see,
you don’t know what the rest of this
place is to us; does he, Lizzie? It's
the quiet, and the air.”

“The quiet!’ repeated Fledgeby,
with & contemptuous turn of his head
towards the City's roar. “And the
air!” with a ¢ Poof!” at the smoke.

“Ah!” said Jenny. “Butit's so

out | high. And you see the clouds rush-

e cach A M
ffoihe oontents o€ the, Bakkot writ.

ing on above the narrow streets, not
ing them, and you see the golden

. | arrows pointing at the mountains in

the sky from which the wind comes,

and you feel as if you were dead.”
The little creature locked above

gzrr:.dl‘wlding up her slight transparent

“How do you feel when yon are
dead 7" asked Fledgeby, much per-

pl?t%dh, 80 tranquil! * cried the little
creature, mmhn%' “ Oh, so peaceful
and ?0 thtjllnkfni i aﬁ:mi yau‘ﬁear :zhxdo

ople who are alive, crying,
.E:w%ing, and calling to one fno‘l.her
down in the close I streets, and
you seem to pity them so! And such
a chain has fallen from you,and such
a strange good sorro happiness
comes upon you !

Her eyes fell on the old man, who,
with his hands folded, quietly looked

on.

“Why it was only just now,"” said
the little ereature, pointing at him,
“that I fancied I saw him come oub
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of his grave! He toiled out at that
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“And'asgwdaahandsome,"m.

low door so bent and worn, and then | swered

he took his breath and stood upright,
and looked all round him at the =
and the wind blew upon him, and his
life down in the dark was over | —Till
he was called back to life,”” she
Ioolrin? round at Fledgeby with tha
lower look of ess,  “Why did
you call him back £

“Hpe was long enough
anyhow,” grumbled Fledgeby.

# But you are not dead, you know,”
r;;d Jenny Wren. “Get down to

F A

Mr. Fledgeby seemed to think if
rather a good suggast.ion, and with a
nod turned round. As Riah followed
to attend him down the stairs, the
littlumlm‘eatum ca.ll%do:ut;o h:h: Jow
in a silvery tone, 't .
Come back, and be dead ! Amg still
as they went down they heard the
iy, Rale culins e Ral iy
amtly, mg Y
“ Come back and be dead, Uo:gm
and be dead!"
Fled theym ;&g?i.mmdw o

edgeby, )
of thsnn gmﬁ old hat, and mechani-
cally poising the staff, said to the old

31
“That's a handsome girl, that one
in her senses.”

Riah.
« At all events,” observed Fledgeb:
with a dry whistle, *“ 1 li;pe shegait:{é
to any chap up to the

Mﬁg&mings,m msut get the premises
broken open. You look out. Kee
your weather eye awake, and don't
‘make any more acquaintances, how-
ever handsome. f course {cfn; al-
‘q.  keep my name to yourself "

“ Bir, m:lyuﬂy Ido.”

«If they ask it, say it's Pubsey, or

it's Co, or say it's anything you
Tik moz'wnf; ¥
~ grateful servant—in whose

wearer knew nathm.g' it.
Fascination Fledgeby went

‘above, he saw the face of the
ittle creature looking down out of a

and ; to him, like
S s o i, e

ST ¢

CHAPTER VI,

;nmnummuw

Agarxy Mr, Mortimer Lightwood
and Mr. Eu?ma Wrayburn sat to-
gether in the Temple. ?[‘hm evening,
however, they were not together in
the place of business of the eminent

solicitor, but in another dismal set of | the

chambers facing it on the same second-
floor; on whose dungeon-like black
outer-door appeared the legend :
Private.
Mz Eveene WRAYBURN.
~ Me. Morrmuer LieurwooD.

(& Mr. Lightwood's Offices opposite,)

Appearances indicatod that this
esta t was a very recent insti-
g‘iﬁm The white 1Ethim of the in-

ption were extremely white and
extremely to the sense of smell,

chairs was (like Lady Tippins's) a
little foo Mgﬁﬁg to be 'he].im)rud
in, and the earpets and floorcloth
seemed to rush at the beholder’s faco
in the unusual prominency of their
patterns. But the Tem aCCUS-
tomed to tone down both still life

]

and the human life that has much to do
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