BOOK THE THIRD.

A LONG LANE.

CHAPTER 1.
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in Saint Mary Axe—which is not a

very lively spot—with a sobbing gas- |

light in the counting-house window,

md.n

the door, Riah went into the
was lost to the eyes of Saint :

Axe. But the eyes of this history can
follow _him westward, by i

£
raw dark staircase, as many of his
ancestors had probably sat down in
ns, taking what befell him as
it might befall.

After a time, when he had grown
80 cold as to be fain to hlow upon his
fingers, he arose and knocked
his staff again, and listened i
and again sat down to wait. i
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he repeated these actions before his
listening ears were greeted by the
voice of Fledgeby, calling from his
bed, “Hold your row!—I'll come
and open the door directly!” But,
in lieu of coming directly, he fell into
& sweet sleep for some quarter of an
hour more, during which added in-
terval Riah sat upon the stairs and
waited with perfect patience,
M.rAt 1 . e door stood open, and
X igeby's retreatin, % drapery
plunged into bed again. Followi
1t at a distance, Eﬂ
passed info the bed-chamber, where

a fire had been sometime lighted, and
urning briskly.

“ Why, what time of night do
mean to call it #" inquired Fledgeby,
and presenting a comfortable ram
of ghoulder to the chilled ﬂgmpa?f

* 8ir, it is full half-past ten in the

“The deuce it is! Then it must

uvmfo 'ﬁr_sl

“Andmvg,%m?”

:;ismg the moisture from his beard
1 tg:ey hair as he stood on the
'thbh 1 f enj

w, a plunge o

by sothied Bimaelf sl

“ Any snow, or sleet, or slush, or

“No, gir, no. Not quite so bad as
that. The streets are pretty clean.”
turned Fledgeby, disappointed in his
desire to hten the contrast be-
you're always bragging about some-

ing. Got the books there 7"

are

“ All right. I'll turn the general
subject over in my mind for a minute
unm;)tyyourbagmdgetmdy
for me.”

With another comfortable le'llﬁ

was b
turning away beneath the clothes,
the old man,
m
be precious foggy £’
“Chill and bitter,” said Ri
i han&kemhief,n:h
verge o , with his eyes on the
anything of that sort #** he asked.
ty cleas
“You needn’t brag about it,” re-
tween his and the streets. “But
% here, sir.”
or two, and while I'm about it you
Mr. Fledgeby fell asleep again.,
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old man, having obeyed his directi
sat down on the edge of a chair, ::::
folding his hands before him, gra-
dually yielded to the influence of the
warmth, and dozed. He was roused
].J{ M. Flatgeb "5 & ing erect
the foot e in kish
slippers, rose-coloured Turkish trou-
sers E:t cheap from somebody who
had cheated some other somebody
out of them), and a gown and cap to
ould ha 'lnlnmtﬁ;mﬁtﬁm o
ve left nof to esired,
if he bad been further fitted out with
chair, a lantern, and a

o
 bunch of matches.

_ “Now, old 'un!" cried Fascina-
tion, in his light raillery, * what
are you up to next, sitting

there with your shut? You
ain't asleep. Catch a weasel at it,
and catch a Jew !”’

* T'ruly, sir, I fear I nodded,” said

you!" returned Fledgeby,
. cunning look. “A telling
move with a good many, I dare say,
but it won't put me off my
Not a bad notion though, if you want
fo ook indifrent inu‘?riving o Yows
gain. are a s
ﬂﬂ.-muhuokhis , gently

ating the imputation, and sup-
prossed & and moved to the table
at which Mr. Flodgetl? was now

a cup of
coffee from a

“Now!” said Fledgeby. “Fork
out your balance in hanﬁ,yund prove
by ﬁgm hﬁwmmke it out that
it sin’t more, of all, light that
candle.” ed,

Rinh 01!;' and then taking a
bag from his breast, and referving to
the sum in the accounts for which
they made him responsible, told it
out upon the table. Fledgeby told it
again with great care, and rang every

5
5
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“T suppose,” he said, taking one
up to eye it closely, “.ytm haven't

been lightening any of these; but
its & trade of your 's, you
ow. You

al;weu.t-
ing a pound means ; don't ¥
mg‘ uch as you an, ﬁr,’%

“the old man, with his hands under |t

opposite cuffs of his loose sleeves, as
he stood at the table, deferentially
observantof the ‘s face.. f‘l_f?z

I take the to say something
“You miymw graciously

ot O il
mwﬁuﬁhmmy
“T don't find it worth my while

to cut things so fine as to into
:ha“mﬁ“,g? Fuacinaton coaly an-

were | the voice of

]
g
g
g
3

sent !
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“ In parcels as set forth,” returned
the old man, looking over his master's
shoulder ; *or the lump."”
“Half the Imn% will be waste~
per, one knows beforehand,” said
Eadgaby. " ou get it ak
waste-paper price P }i‘hlt's the ques-
ml'
Riah shook his head, and Fledgeby
cast his small eyes down the list.
They presently an to twinkle,
511 he no sooner bemn}:; conscious
their twinkling, than he looked up
over his shoulder at the grave face
above him, and moyed ;:akmfﬂ;
-piece. Making a o
i there with his back to the old
man, warming his knees,
ing the list at his leisure, and often
returning to some lines of it, as though
they were particularly interesting.
At those times he glanced in the
chimmey-glass to seq what note the
old man took of him, He tock none

his employer's suspicions, stood with
his eyes on the ground. ;

Mr. Fledgeby was thus amiably en=
gaged when a step was heard at the
outer door, and the door was heard to
i “Hark! That's your
fop e e o e 28

35 can't have it
Then tha. steywas heard within, and
Mr. Alfred Lammle

called aloud, ** Are yon anywhere here,
Fledgeby ¢ To which Fledgeby,
after cautioning Riah in . low voice
to tale his cue as it should be given
him, replied, “Here I am!" and

ed his bedroom door.

ggnstllemm is o:lxy an;b?y and Co.
of Saint Mary Axe, that I am trying
to make terms for an unfortunate

honoured bills. Buf really Pubsey
and Co. are so strict with their debtors,
and so hard to move, that I seem to
be wasting my time. Can't I make
any terms with you on my friend's
. Riah?’ i

“I am but the representative of

another, sir,” returned the Jew in

in parcels ; are they ?"

low voice. T do as I am bidden by

P Comein.” said Fledgeby. “This *

friend with in a matter of some dis- |
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my principal. It is not my eapital

# How do you know it?** demanded

that is invested in the business. It | Lammle.

i;n;o‘t. my profit that arises there-
“Ha ha! lnughed Fledgeby.

“Lammlo ?

“Ha hal” Lammle.
“Yes. Of course. e know."

“ Devilish good, ain't it, Lammle £’

said , unspeakabl
by“mmoh. % -
Alwa same, al
same ! 3&1 ﬂ;(':_r'_...n
“Rinh, Pubsoy, and Co., Saint
A”," Fl&lgﬁby .

under his coat-skirts, and  all his
whiskers in the other.
“Halloa!"” said Fledgeby. “There's

“ Because you show it," replied

mle; *there & something wrong;
the whole thing’s wrong.”
“I suy!"™ remonstrated Fascina-

tion very 'nlowly, and sitting

amused | with his hands on his knees to stare

ab his glowering friend with his back
oy

%1 tell you, Fledgeby,” repeated
Lammle, with a sweep of his right
u-;"hwhnlethmg‘gwmg. he

s up.”
’?!w;g game's upf” demanded
Fles , a8 slowly as before, and
more sternly.

fler refle .
tented brow, * semebody been
giving you a bad character.”
"Qlﬁ said Lammle, with a

sions, to

Mhinyae. A certain remem-

et
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opera Rﬂﬂmm&
to0k it thoughtfally Detween  his

thumb and and pondered ;
Lammle eyeing him with
fartive

“Waflyleg'ﬂ 3 ﬁm
won't improve I

If we ever find out who it, we'll |

mark that person. There's nothing
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in the next room, for they are gri
Regular flayers and grinm:den?y‘
dear Lammle,” repeated Fledgeb:
with a peculiar relish, *“and ﬂ.ley'ﬁ
gkin you by the inch, from the nape

| more to be said, t that you un- | friend!” g
4 dﬂﬂo&bbm Hr. ? ’ .nm
vent your doing." at the of this affectionate
“ And that ‘undertook to do|adjuration, demanded why the devil
what ight have dome by this | he ever should fall into the hands of
ﬁme.i;;gu ‘made a prompter use | Pubsey and Co. ?
of ci e, snarled Lummle. “To confess the fact, I was made
“ Hah! That, { : eby, | a uneasy,” said the candid
with his hands in the Turlkish “by the manner in which
sers, * is matter of opinion.” that Jew looked at you when he heard
“ My, "F‘--ﬂ;lmh.inﬁnrnml"th'hﬁam
a bullying tone, “am I tounderstand | But it may have been the heated
that you y way reflect upon me, | fancy of a friend. Of course, if you
ar hint m with me, in|are sure that you have no
this affair P ® g T security out, which you may not be
** gnid | Wi quiheqnalhmaebni,‘:::xwhich
can have got into his it must
ﬁ“hﬁn fancy. Still, I didn't like
tain white dints coming and going in
i nose, looked as if some
o h‘ were pi it.
, watching a

there for a smile, looked very

me, fi::ythnhmmmmmch-

ing.
“ But T musta’
100 Ton” st Flotapy

t him waiti
% ou' ey valiiaonte triond
revenge it on my
How's your clever and
able -&P Vghmwm

more 80,” answered Lammle, ¢ if

here. Many | there had been more go in you #"

and you may be, or you not be.
But whatever you do, ‘dom’t
—don't—don't, T of you—ever
fall into the hands of and Co.

“0Oh! —8he lays it upon me,
then ? " - =

“Mr. Fledgeby, I not have
mywordsnﬁucons};med."

 Don’t break out, Lammle,” urged

—
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Fledgeby, in a submissive tone, “ be-
cause there's mo oceasion. I only
asked a question. Then she don't
lay it upon me? To ask another
question."

[13 §G, sir."oo& '

“ Ve ' said  Fledgeby,
pla.inlyrysae:ig.g that she did. “H}
compliments to her. Good-bye!"

They shook hands, and e
strode out pondering. Fledgeby saw
him into the fog, and, returning fo
the fire and musing with his face to
it, stretched the legs of the rose-

gridiron before you'd own to it—and
that cheque I'll write.”

When he had unlocked a drawer
and taken a key from it to open an-
other drawer, in which was another
key that opened another drawer, in
which was another key that opened
another drawer, in which was the

|cheque book ; and when he had

written the cheque; and when, re-
ing the key and drawer

he placed his cheque book in

safety in; he beckoned the old

man, with the folded cheque, to come

coloured Turkish trousers wide apart, | and tak

and meditativalgr bent his knees, as if |-

he were going down upon them.
“You have a pair of whiskers,
Lammle, which I never liked,” mur-
mured Fledgeby, “ and which money
can't produce; you are boastful of
your manners and your conversation ;
you wanted to my nose, and youn
have let me in for a failure, and your
wife says I am the cause of it. I'll
bowl you down. I will, tho I
have no whiskers,”” here he rubbed

1 e it.
“0ld ’'un,” said Fledﬁ;:y, when
the Jew had put it in his pocket-
book, and was putting that in the
breast of his outer garment; ‘“so
much at t for my affairs. Now
a ward about affairs that are mot
exactly mine. Where is she f"”

With his hand not yet withdrawn
from the breast of his garment, Riah
started and paused.

%0ho!” said Fledgeby. ¢ Didn't
mjiﬂ! ‘Where have you hidden

the places where they were due, “and | her ?

no manners, and no conversation!”
Having thus relieved his noble
mind, he collected the legs of the
Turkish trousers, straightened him-
self on his knees, and called out to
Riah in the next room, ‘Halloa,
you sir!" Af sight of the old man
re-entering with a gentleness mon-
strously in contrast with the charac-
ter he had given him, Mr. Fledgeby
was so tickled in, that he ex-
claimed, laughing, “Good! Good!
Upo::t“my goul it is wuncommon

“Now, old 'un,” proceeded Fledge-
by, when he had had his langh out,
“ you'll buy up these lots that I marlk
with my ngenml—there‘s a tick there,
ang % ti f.hc;ra,s.nd ntickﬁph:tl_-me—
an Wi wopence you' r-
wards ggsrn B 5 3;‘l:l.uma Chris-
tians like the Jew you are. Now,
next you'll want a cheque—or you'll
say you want it, though you've
capital enough somewhere, if one

only knew where, but you'd be pep- |

pered and salted and grilled on a

Showing that he was taken by sur-
prise, the old man looked at his
master with some passing confusion,
which the master highly enjoyed.

T8 she in the house I pay rent
and faxes for in Saint Mary Axe "
W I;"ledgehy.

“Ts gshe in your garden up a-

of that house—gone up to be dem

or whatever the game isP' asked

Fledgeby.
¢ No, sir.”

“Where is she then P

Riah bent his eyes upon the
ground, as if considering whether he
could answer the question without
breach of faith, and then silently
raised them to Fledgeby's face, asif
he eould not.

“Come!” said Fledgeby. “I
won't press that just now. But I
want to know this, and I will know
gzgg_’ mind you. What are you up

The old man, with an apologetic
action of his head and hands, as not
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eomprechending the master's mean-
J:Jlg, addressed to him a look of mute
inguiry. 435

“You can't be a gallivanting
dodger,” said eby. * For you're
a ‘regular pi sorrows, you
know—if you do know any
thyme— whose trembling limbs have
borne him to'—et cetrer. You're
one of the Patriarchs ; you're a shaky
old card; and you can't be in love
with this Lizzie?”" o

“ 7 Li q

Oh, sirl" ?‘x;poatuh Riah.

“Qh, sir, sir, it

“Then why,” retorted dgeb;
with e S e of W bl

“don’t you out with your reason for
:ﬁ\?ﬂg your spoon in the soup at

«Sir, T will tell you the truth.
But (your pardon for the stipulation)
it is in sacred confidence ; it is strictly
upon honour.

“ Honour too!” cried Fledgeby,
with a mocking lip. « Honour among

“ Tt is upon honour, sir #** the other
still stipulated, with respectful firm-
NESS. pil- 4

“Oh, certainly, Honour bright,”

aaid]?ladis'h S Bl
The ol y -never bidden to sit
down, stood with an earnest hand
laid on the back of the young man’s
b
a a tal

ﬁoﬁity, ready to check him off and
cm](l:?mtﬁp * said  Fledgeb

“Cut away, i %
« Start with yoRRmEGNRll

¢ 8ir, I have no motive but to help
the halle'le:g:;aby i

Mr. F TERS
the 1”Bie;lsli;lgu to wﬁ%ﬁ%ﬁiﬁiﬂe
statemen ve rise in breast,
Ez;ﬂ‘& pxo%:'gmusl' y long derisive

“How I came fo know, , and much
to esteem and to respect, this damsel, I
mentioned when you saw her in my
poor garden on the house-top,” said
E e you?” said Fledgeb

“Did you?f" sal dis-
trastfully, . “Well, perhaps you did,
though.”

“ The better I knew her, the more
interest I felt in her forfunes. They
gathered to a crisis. I found her
beset by a selfish and ungrateful
brother, beset by an unacceptable
wooer, beset by the snares of a more

owerful lover, beset by the wiles of
er own heart.” ¥

“She took to one of the chaps
then ¢ "'

“Bir, it was only natural that she
ghould inclineg towards him, for he
had many and t  advantages.
But he was not of her station, and to
marry her was not in his mind. = Perils
were closing round her, and the circle
was fast darkening, when I—being as
you have said, sir, too old and broken
to be suspected of any feeling for her
but a father's—stepped in, and
counselled flight. f id, ‘My
daughter, there are times of moral

er when the hardest virtuous
resolution to form is flight, and when
the most heroic bravery is flight.’ She
answered, she had had this in her
thoughts ; but whither to fly without
help she knew mot, and there were
none to help her. I showed her
there was one to h.elP her, and it was
1. And she is gone.”

“What did you do with her?"
asked Fledgeby, feeling his clieek.

“T placed her,” said the old man,
“at a distance;”’ with a grave smooth
outward sweep from one another of
his two open hands af arm’s length ;
“at a distance—among certain of cur
Eeopla, where herind wouldserve

er, and where she could hope toexer-
cise it, unassailed from any quarter.”

Fledgeby's eyes had come from the
fire to notice the action of his hands
whenhe said “at a distance.” Fledge-
by now tried (very msuccessfu]lij to
imitate that action, as he shook his
head and said, “P her in that
direction, did you? Oh, you circular
old dodger!”

With one hand across his breast
and the other on the easy chair, Riah,
without justifying himself, waited for
further questioning. But, that it was
hopeless to question him on that one
reserved point, Fledgeby, with his
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mﬁneyeatooneartogethar, saw full
we

“ Tizzie,” said Fledgeby, looking |broug

at the fire again, and then looking up.
“ Humph, Lizzie. You didn’t me
the other name in your garden atop
of the house. T'1l be more communi-
cative with you. The other name’s
Hexam."

li:iLz:h Ee]::: his head in assent.

“ Loo re, you sir,"” eaid Fledge-
by. “gfhat;e a notion I know some-
thing e inveigli chap, the
powerful one. Has hh;lgmythmg to
do ﬁmaw ki
., “Nominally, Ibeli&veithiﬂeslhng' i

“I thought so. Name anything
like Lightwood ¢

“ Sir, not at all like,”

“Come, old "un,” said Fledgehy,
meeting his eyes with & wink, *say
the name."

“ Wrayburn.”

“By Eupitar! " erieid 2
“ That one, is it ? Ithoughm
be the other, but I never dreamt of
that one. I shouldn’t object to
baulking either of the pair, dodger,
for they are both conceited emough;
but that one i as'cool a customer as
ever I met with. Glota beard besides,
and presumes upon it. Well done,
old 'un! Go on and J-4

Brightened by mm
.commendation, Riah asked were there
more instructions for him ?

“No,"” said Fl , “you may
toddle now, Judah, and grope
on the orders you have got.” Dis-
missed with those pleasing words, the
:Eiﬁ:ﬁﬂkﬁshrm hat and staff,

@ great presence: more as
if he were some superior creature
benignantly blessing Mr. Fledgeby,
than the poor d nt on whom he
sot hisfoot. Left alone, Mr, Fledgeby
locked his cuter door, and came back
to hiz fire.

“Well done you!” said Fascina-
tion to himself. < Slow, {:nmaybo;
sure, you are!’ This he twice or
thrice repeat;d with ‘much cagg-

ency, as he again dispersed the
egs afc{ha Turkish fromsers and bent
the knees,

abqut
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“ A tidy shot that, I flatter i
he then soliloguised. “ And a Jew
ht down with it! Now, when
I heard the story told at Lammle's, T
didn’t make & jump at Rinh. Nota
bit of it; I got at him by degrees.”
Herein lie was quite accurate; if being
his habit, net to jump, or leap, or
malke an npward spring, at anythi
in life, but to crawl at everything.

T got at him,” pursned Fledgeby,
feeling for his whisker, “by degrees.
It Lammles or Zour Laghtwoods

1 got at him anyhow, they would
have asked him the question whether
ke hadn't something to do with that
gal'sdisappearance. I knew a better
way of going to work. Havi
behind the hedge, and put him in the
wﬂ:ﬁwkn ot athim and brought
im down plump. Oh! It don't
count for much, being a Jew, in a
match against me! "

Another dry twist in place of a
smile, made his face erooked here.

“As to Christians,” proceeded
Fledgeby, *“look out, fellow-Chris-
hm.pub.wlaﬂfv you that lodge in
gw Street! 1 have got the run of

1eer Street now, and you shall see
some games there. To work a lot of
power ever you and you not know it,

& as ﬁxmkﬂume!
money upon. But when it comes to

wmﬁt out of you into the
'b?:, s something like!”

With this apostrophe Mr. Fledgeby
_edto&ivesthim--

hm T8 ents, and
invest himsalf with (Tmm attire
Pending if&iﬁh opmﬁ}tl)ln, and his
morning ablutions, and his anoin
of hhnéf‘!;‘thg: 133?i infallti’;l.;
preparation  f roduction
Ixuriant and glossy hair upon the

human’ countenance (quacks heing
the only sages he believed in besides

8 y the murky fog closed about
him and shut him up in its sooty
embrace. If it had never let him out
any more, the world would have had
1o irreparable loss, but could have
ﬁﬁi{&pﬂam& him from its stock on
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