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of his grave! He toiled out at that
low door so bent and worn, and then
he took his breath and stood upright,

“ And as good as handsome,” ane

swered
At all events,” observed Fledgeby,

and looked all round him at the with a dry whistle, ** I hope she ain’t
and the wind blew upon him, and his | bad enough R iy cap up L g
fastenings,

life down in the dark was over!—Till
he was called back to life,"’ she a
looking round at Fledgeby with
lower look of

you call him back ¥

your
“Why did | make any more
" ever handsome.

get the  premises

broken open. You look ouf. Kaep

weather eye awake, and don't
unintances, how-
f course you al-

“He was long enough coming, ﬂgthupmynnmeto,younalf?"

anyhow,” grumbled Fledgeby.
A But’yw are not dead, you know,”

Mr. Fledgeby seemed to think it
rather a good suggesﬁon, and with a
nod turned round. As Riah followed
fo attend him down the stairs, the
little creature called out to the Jew
in a silvery tone, * Don't be long
Come and be dead !" still
as they went down they h the
T el i B
“ Gomé back und bo dead, Come back
and be dead!”

manmn: ’
“That's a handsome girl, that one
in her senses.”

“If
said Jemny Wren. “Get down to %ﬁ'
His

|

, assuredly I do.
they ask it, say it's Pubsey, or
8 Co, or pay it's anything you
wpﬁdulit e t—i hose
i BETVAN! in W
is deep, strong, and
his head, and ac-
: now put the hem of his
coat to his lips: though so lightly
that the wearer knew noﬂ:inﬁ of it.
Thus, Fascination Fledgeby went
his way, exulting in the artful clever-
ness with which he had turned his

mmhh%way up stairs.
to sound in his ears agai mﬁ, look=-

£

A RIDDLE WITHOUT AN ANSWEIL.

Agary Mr. Mortimer Lightwood
and Mr. E o Wrayburn sat to-
gether in the Temple. is evening,
however, they were not together in
the place of g.um ess of the eminent
solicitor, but in another dismal set of
chambers facing it on the same second-

floor; on whose dm;g:on—hke black | Li
outer-door appeared the legend :

Prrvate.
Mz, Fveene WRAYBURN.
Mg. Morrimer LicaTwooD,

A ces indicated that this
estal 1ent was a very recent insti-
tution. The white letters of the in-

ple,
tomed fo tone down both the still life

(82" Mv. Lightwood's Offices opposite.)

und the human life that has much to do
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with it, would soon get the better of
all that,
“Well 1" gaid on one side

of the five, ¥ I feal tolerably comfort-
:Lzll)!c. I]}?pe%uphnktmwmydn

 Why shouldn't he?” asked Light-
wood, from the other side of the

“To be sure,” pursued Fngene,
LY G e i

may be in an easy frame of mind."
\Wo shall pay him," said Mor-
timer,

SamamC ey

feature of our establishment which
you rashly disparage.”” With that,
taking up a candle, he conducted hig
chum into the fourth room of the
setog‘ie clﬂ.ambers—a little narrow room
—W Was v completely and
neatly fitted as fyﬁmhen. ")éea!" q
m.ld Eugene, “miniature flour-barrel,
far, “shoppiag.boacly oulio-sndl
Jjars, chopping- coffen - mi
dresser glﬁgaiﬂy furnished with
grockm-{, saucepans and pans, roast-
ing jack, a charming keftle, an ar-
%?lmy of t511'13]1-(;070511:3. The moral
influence of these objects, in forming
the domestio vzrtue&}, may have an
immense t':pﬂuance npgn me; nob
upon you, for you are a ho

but u me. In fact, ’fﬂlﬁm
idea that T feel the domestic virtues
already forming. Do me the favour
to step into my bedroom. Secrétaire,
you see, and abstruse set of solid
mahogany pigeon-holes, one for every
letter of the alphabet. To what use
do I devote them? I receive a bill
—say from Jones. T docket it neatly
at the secrétaire, Joxes, and I put 1t
into pigeon-hole J. It's the next
thing to a receipt and is quite as satis-
factory to me. And I very much wish,
Mortimer,"” sitling on his bed, with
the air of a philosopher lecturing a
disciple, *that my lo mi
induce gow to cultivate habits of
punctuality and method; and, b
means of the moral influences wi
which I have surrounded you, to
encourage the formation of do-
mestic virtues."

Mortimer laughed again, with his
usual commentaries of * How ean you
besoridicn long’ 1" and “ t }
an absurd fellow you are!” but when
his laugh was out, there was some-
ing serious, if not anxious, in his
fuce. Despite that icious assump-
tion of lassitude and indifference,
which had become his second nature,
ho was strongly attached to his friend.
He had foungud himself upon Eugene
when they were yet boys at school;
and at this hour imitated him no less,

admired him no less, loved him ng <E
mmmmﬂdopuwdm/&:
Bl
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“Eungene,” said he, “if T could find
you in earnest for a minute, I would
try to say an earnest word fo you.”

“ An earnest word P’ repeated En-
ene. *The m(]:{rn.l Siunﬂuemlzen are
eginning to work. on,’

“ Well, T will,” rﬁt‘umyed the other,

% though youn are not earnest yet.”

“In this desive for earnestness,”
murmured Eugene, with the air of
one who was medifating deeply, 1
trace the happy influences of the li
flour-barrel and the coffee-mill. Gra-
ﬂyiﬂg-” ;

# Eugene,” resumed Mortimer, dis-
yegarding the light interruption, and
laying a hand upen Eugene's shoul-

der, as he, Mortimer, stood before |

him seated on his bed, “*you are with-
holding something from me."”

Eugene looked at him, but said
nothing.

“Al this Ef: summer, you have
been withholding something from
me. Before we entered on our boat-
ing vacation, you were as bent upon
it as I have seen you upon anything
ginee we fivst rowed together. But
you cared very little for it when it
eame, often found it a fie and a drag

;}mn you, and were constantly away. ( sery
ow

it was well enough half-a-dozen
times, a dozen times, twenty times, to
sagﬂtho me in your own odd manner,
which I know so well and like so
much, that your disappearances were
precautions against our boring one
another; but of course after a short
while T began to know that they
covered something. T don't ask what
it is, as you have not told me; but

the fact is so. Say, is it not 2"
© “] give you my word of honour,
Mortimer," returned Eugene, after a
serious of a few moments, “that
I don’t ﬁ.” :

¢ Don’t know, Engene ?"

“Upon my soul, don't knmow. I
Jmow less about myself than about
most people in the world, and I don't
know."”

“You have some design in your
mind #"*

“Have I? I don't think I have.”

% At any rate, you have some sub-

jeet of intevest there which used not

to be there £
«] really can't say,” replied
Eugene, ing his head blankly,
after Pmming again fo reconsider.
# At times I have thoughf yes; at
other times T havethoughtno. Now,
1 have been inclined to pursue such
a subject; mow I have felt that it
was absurd, and that it tired and
me. Absolutely, I can’t

em
little . Frankly and faithfully, Iwould
T could.”

Bo ing, he clapped a hand, in
his hﬁfﬂ ﬁgm friend’s shoulder, as
 he rose from his seat upon the bed,
and said : y

% You must take your friend as he
is,, ¥You know what I am, my dear
Mortimer. You know how dread-
fully suseeptible I am to boredom.
You know that when I became

of a man to find m an
embodied co:[lundrumh, ]i':rt;];;eg EYE:;E
to the last degree i
 ouf, what I meant. ych Imow that
at length I gave it up, and declined
to guess any more. Then how can I
mlygwa you the answer that I
 have not discovered? The old nur-
v form runs, *Riddle-me-riddle-
me-reg, praps you can't tell me
R

] 'pon my life, I can’t.

Sa'-lmigf ghnt was fantastically
true to his own knowledge of this
u careless Eugene, mingled
with the answer, that Mortimer could
not, receive it as a mere evasion.
Besides, it was given with an en-

iging air of openness, and of special
% of the one friend he valued,
from hisveckless indifference.

““Come, dear boy!"” said Fugene,
“Tet us try the effoct of smoking.
If it tens me at all on this
question, I will impart unreservedly.”

They returned to the room the
had come from, and, finding it h
md' a window. Having lighted

heiv cigars, they leaned ouf; of this
window, smoking, and looking down
at the moonlight, as it shone into the
court below i

“No en]ighienmmt," resumed
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after cortain minutes of
ﬁﬁiﬁ?’ ‘sxmwlyawmg
Soax. Yomes; it

T

2
say.

at the doorway., “When the
emerge,” said Kugene, you

see me bring them both down; " and
so prepared two pellets for the pur-

pose.
Ho had nof reckemed on their
seoking his name, or Lightwood's.
But either the one or the other
wonld seem to De in question, for
now there came a knock af the door.
“I am on duty to-night,” said Mor-
;:unar, “* staI){r you whera you are,
ugene.” Requiring no persuasion,
he stayed there, smoking quictly,
and not at all curious to know who
knocked, until Mortimer spoke to
touched him. Then, drawing in his
head, he found the visitors to be
ym:lﬁmsater 13{ bl
sch ; both standing facing
him, and both recognized at a glance.
“ You recollect this young fellow,
Eugene ? said Mortimer.
“r"lﬁw 1:3}} at him,” returned
) coplly. O 88, yes.
I rﬁcZI};lac;hm %% s den i
-3 not been about to at
that former action of takinghjlz?%y
the chin, but the boy had suspected
him of if, and had thrown up his
arm with an angry start. Laugh-
ingly, Wrayburn looked to Light-
wood for an explanation of this odd

“He says he has something to
: “Slil.,rely it must be to you, Mor-

“Bo I thought, but he says no.
Heo says it is to you.”' -
“Yes, I do say sn,” interposed the
boy. “And I mean to say what I
want to suy, too, Mr. Fugene Wray-
burn !

Passing him with his eyes as if
there were nothing where he stood,
Eugene looked on to Bradley Head-
stone. With consummate indolence,
he turned to Mortimer, inguiring:
“And who may this other person

posts [be £ 7"

“T am Charles Hexam's friend,”

said Bradley; “I am Charles Hexam's
choolmaster.”
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“My good sir, you should teach|
%‘3'" pupils better manners,” returnci |
ué;ene. i S bt

0mpos smoking, he leaned an
elbow on thg chimneypiece, ai the
side of the: M #nd Toked 46 the
schoolmaster. It was a cruel look,
in its cold disdain of him, as a crea-
ture of no worth. The echoolmaster
looked at him, and that, too, was a
o

a

piy oot o gt

V remarkably, neither Eugene
Wrayburn nor Bradley Headstone
looked at all at the boy. Through
the ensuing dialogue, those two, no
matter who spoke, or whom was ad-
dressed, looked at each other. There
was some secret, eure perception be-
tween them, which set them against
one another in all ways.

“In some high respects, Mr. Eugene
Wrayburn," said Bradley, answering
him with pale and quivering lips,
“the natural feelings of my pupi

are stronger than my A
“In most respects, I dare say,” re-
plied Eugene, cnjoying his

¥ though whidhs Meh o Tow i of
no importance. You have my name
very correetly. Pray what is yours?'
%1t cannot concern you much to
knov{‘.nl:n t;;:posed En strik
“True,” inf -
ing sharply and cutting hﬁ\m&mﬁ at
his mistake, “it does not concern me
at all to know. I can say School-
master, which is a most respectable
title,. You are nglns}i Schoolmaster.”
Tt was not the dullest part of this
goad in its of Bradley Head-
stone, that he made it himself in
a moment of incautious anger. He
tried to set his lips so as to prevent
ft.:::f quivering, but they quivered

“Mr. Eugene Wraybum,'" said
the boy, “I wunt a word with you.
I have wanted it so mmuch, that we
have looked out your address in the
book, and we have been to your
office, and we have come from your

office here.
“You have given yourself much

trouble, Schoolmaster,” observed Eu-
ge, blowing the feathery ash from
jis cigar, mﬂ ve“"l hope it may prove
Temun: ve.

« And I am glad fo speak,” pur-
gned the boy, “in presenco of Mr.
Lightwood, %emu.sa it was through
Mr. Light.wnod that you ever saw

my sister.

%d_r a mere moment, Wrayburn
turned his eyes aside from the school-
master to note the effect of the last
word on Mortimer, who, standing on
the opposite side of the fire, as soon
as the word was spoken, turned his
face townrds the fire and looked down

mgmlhﬂy it throngh Mr.
“ Simils it was n, <
Lightwood , you ever gm her
n.gnin,fur’-ywverewith him on the

ht ?n my father was found,
:1%'6' found you with her on the
next day. BSince then, you have scen

sister You have seen m
?&um and oftemer. And

Hﬂ'pﬂ-! want to know why 7"

“'Was this worth while, School-

He said it so &mggly in {'1115
that e
Wm%g the mmmupectable

hm-anl of the respectable watch
:o;&l hsvomd it round hia throat
another word did Eugene deem it

worth while to utter, but stood lean-
:@:ﬁ.lﬁs head his hand, smoking,

looking ‘bably at th
el ﬂflﬂ hany mt?:‘;; hi:
i until Bradley
was igh mad. %

“Mr. Wrayburn,” proceeded the
baoy; “Wm{onlyknow this that
I have charged upon you, but we
kmow more. Tt has not yet come to
my sister's knowledge that we have
found it out, but we have. We had
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by Mr. Head-

‘schemes notlm;frnnt about such things as

(As the boy sneered, the Master
and Eugene blew off the

feathery ash again.)

—‘?‘gnt I ngact to it; and that's
enough. I am more important to my
gister than he thinks. As I raise
myself, I intend to raise her; she
knows that, and ghe has to look to me
for her prospects. Now I understand
all this very well, and so does Mr.
Headstone, My sister is an excellent
girl, but she has some romantic

your Mr. Eugene Winyburns, but
about the death of myy&t.har and
other matters of that sort. Mr, Wray-
burn encourages those notions to
himself of im and so she
thinks she ought to be grateful to him,
and perhaps even likes to be. Now
I don't choose her to be grateful to
him, or to be }i:ntefn}. to anybody but
me, except Mr. Headstone. And I
tell Mr. Wrayburn that if he don't
take heed of what I say, it will be
over in his memory, make sure o
it. 'Worse for her!”

A pause ensued, in which the
schoolmaster looked very awkward.

“May I suggest, Schoolmaster,”
said remoying his fast-
waningm&omhis lips to glance
at it, “that you can now take your

pupil awn&.::

“ And Lightwood,” added the
boy, with a burning face, under the
flaming aggravation of getting no sort
of answer or attention, I hope you'll
take notice of what I have said to
{::r md' and of what :;Jur ﬁ-iendd

me say, wo y word,
whatever he pretméatotha contrary.
You are bound to take notice ofl?t',
Mr. Lightwood, for, as I have already
mentioned, you first brought your

friend into my sister’s company, and *

but for you we never should have seen
him. knows none of us ever
wanted him, any more than any of us
will ever miss him. Now Mr, -
stone, as Mr. E e Wrayburn has
been obliged to what I had to
say, and couldn’t help himself, and as
I have said it out to the last word, wo
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have done all we wanted to do, and
may go.”

“Go down stairs, and leave me a
moment, Hexam,” he returned. The
boy complying with am i

look and as much mnoise as he could | stone.

make, swung out of the room; and
Lightwood went to the window, and
leaned there, looking out.
i Lo
ler your " gail
B to Eugenme, speaking in a
carefully weighed and measured tone,
or he could not have spoken at all.
“ T nssure Schoolmaster,” re-
plied Eugene, “I don’t think about
Ol

¥
“That's not true,” returned the
better.”

: u know X
“That's coarse,” Eugene retorted ; |

“hut you don't know better."
“Mr. Wrayburn, at least I know

very well that it would be idle to set

myself against yon in insolent words
g mert Tt
j out :
tushnmaJ::t mmﬁw
knowledge in half an hour, but
¢an throw him aside like an i 3

“ Possibly,” remarked

“But 1 am more than a lad,” said
Bradley, with his clutching hand,
“and 1 wirs be heard, sir.”

"hawhoohm,”sﬁdhﬁ
“yon are always being heard.

t to content you."

“ But it does not content me,” re-
plied the other, white with passion.
“Do you &n that aman, in form-
ing hamself for the duties I discharge,

in watching and ing him-

lelfdaﬂytodiluhsmw , dis-
misses & man's nature P’

“I suppose you,” said Eugene,

“judging from what I see as I look |i

at 'ou,toberathatoopmm' te
fm‘"n ood schoolmaster.” As he
spoke, liua tossed away the end of his
“ Pagsionate with you, sir, I admit
I am. Passionate with you, sir, T
for being. But I have

not Devils for my pupils.”

“ For your Teachers, I should

& ir, my name is Bradley Head-

"
“ Ag youn justly said, my good sir,
your name caunot concern me. Now,
what more?"
#MThis more. Oh, what a misfor-
tune is mine,” cried B‘ra,d.lay, break-

ﬁn-“ an the
hewo;

sir, I did so with the purpose ot
adding, 28 a man whom you should
not be permifted fo put aside, in caso
you put him aside as a boy, that his

in his di oval of your visits to his
m:m objection to your
officiousness—and worse—in what you
havetaken todoforher.”

“Ts that " asked Eugene.

“No, sir. T determined to tell yon
that you are not justified in these pro-
* his % and that they are injuricus
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you her schoolmaster as well
as her brother's ~—Or perhaps you

do with me. T will support hi
and, if meod be, require mﬂ
for him. My hand and heart are in
this cause, and are open to him.”

'Ismmwa’mid&mschmhnm

“Inﬂwnwannmufyourmbu'eyo&
revile me with the meanness ofn?z

e|birth. I hold you in contempt for
| But if you don't by this visit,

aut%)aﬁctmaooo ingly, you will find me
a8 Dy m ﬁgnn]t as
Icouldhgifldemnedmwﬁ:ha

- hoen
‘obseure | second thought on my own account.”

-Wﬁhammowywmud
stiff manner, as Wrayburn 80
easily and calmly on, he went out
with these words, and the heavy door
closed like a furnace-deor upon his
red and white heats of rage.

“A  curions monomanine,” said
Eugens. “The man seems to be-
Lieve that everybody was acquainted
with his mother |

ing still at

the window, 5 whih be tad I

ed | delicacy withdrawn, Eugene
to him, and he fell to slowly pacing

the room.

> tea,
pledge myself to make to her.”
st Mo, Ul S G w0,
R aam sorty for il Hod to Ghink
O Etow blind, dear boy " inquired
his unmoved friend. ¥

“What were words that

| nightiat tho rivor-sido public-house?”

said vod, ing. “What
was m on MQ? Did X
feel like a dark combination of traitor
and pickpocket when I thought of
that girl £

“I seem to remember the express
l_ilII!,]; said Eugene. b

“ How do you feel when you think
of her just now
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His friend made no direct reply,
but observed, after a fow whiffs of
his cigar, “ Don’t mistake the situa-
tion. There is no better girl in all

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND.

#T concede both admissions to my
honourable and learned friend.”

“Then what is to come of itp
What m?you doing ¥ Where are

this London than Lizzie Hexam. |you

There is no better among my people at
home ; no better mrmF ﬂ':ur people.”

* G*mntqd. mivg'hnlt: ollows 7

“There," e, looking
after him dubiously as he pe;ced away
to the other end of the room, “you
put me upon  guessi the
riddle that g have given up.?'mg

“ Eugene, do you design to capture
and desert this girl 2"

€ My dear fellow, no.”

“ Do you design to marry her "

“ My dear fellow, no."”

“ Do youn design to E‘nme her ?*

“My dear fellow, I don't design
anything. I have no design what-
ever., 1 am incapable of designs, If
T conceived a design, I should speedily
abandon if, exhausted by the opera-
ﬁon ”

= bh Eugene, Eugene !

“ My dear Mortimer, not that tone
of melancholy I entreat.
“What can I do more than tell you all
1 know, and acknowledge my ignor-
ance of all glgcn't know ! hich, dgea
that little song go, which, under

tence of being cheerful, is by far
K: most lugubrious I ever heard in
my life ?
* Away with melanchaly,
Ni ul changes
o:r life and human f:llny%
But merrily merrily sing
Falla!?
Don’t let us sing Fal la, my dear
Mortimer (which is comparatively
unmeaning), but let us sing that we
give up guessing the riddle alto-

“Are you in communication with
this girl, Eugene, and is what these
people

“ My Mortimer, one would
think the r had left be- ;
hind him a ecatechizing infection. :
You are ruffied by the want of
another cigar. Take one of these, T
_ ight it at mine, which is
in perfect order. Bo! Now do me
the justice to observe that I am doing
all I can towards self-improvement,
and that you have a light thrown on
those household implements which,
when you only saw them as in a glass

f, you were ily—I must say
—inclined to depreciate. Sen-
sible of my deficiencies, I have sur-
rounded myself with moral influences
expregsly meant to promote the for-
mation of the domestic virtues. To
those influences, and to the improvi

affectionately, now standing near
him, so that they both stood in one
little cloud of smoke ; “ I would that
answered my three questions!
%ﬁ is to come of it ? t are
you doing # Where are you going #”
“ ny d?l_;rhﬂMortimer," re-
turned Engene, fnnmx}q awa
the smoke with hisylmnd or thg
exposition of his frankness of
and manner, “believe me, I
would answer them instantly if I
could. But fo enable me toav;)so, I
must first have found out the trouble-

me, riddle-me-ree, perhaps
you can’t; tell me what lhisn?:rbe?
—No, upon my life I can’ give
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