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and the hoys too. Gt your wind ?
Iam off!”

At what a rate he went, to breathe
the schoolmaster ; and how he then
lounged and loitered, to put his
patience to another kind o Wwear ;
what preposterous ways he took, with
no other object on earth than to dis-
appoint and punish him ; and how he
wore him out by every pieee of in-
genuity that his eccentric humour
could devise; all this Lightwood

worn, with the exhaustion of deferred
hope and consuming hate and anger
in his face, white-lipped, wild-eyed,
draggle-haired, seamed with jealo
and anger, and ring himself wi
the conviction that he showed it all
and they exulted in it, he went
them in the dark, like a hagga‘g
head ended in the air: so com-
pletely did the force of his expression
cancel his figure.

Mortimer Lightwood was mot an

noted, with a feeling of astonishment’ extraordinarily impressible man, but

that so careless a man could be so
wiry, and that so idle a man could

this face impressed him. He spoke
of it more than once on the remainder

take so much trouble. At last, far|of the way home, and more than onee

on in the third hour of the plea-
sures of the chase, when he had
brought the poor dogging wretch
round again into the City, he twisted
Mortimer up a few dark entries,
twisted him into a little square court,
?ster‘iﬂnhlim sharp round again, and

ey ost ran against Bradle
Haa,ij;ltcne. .

“And you see, as I was sayi
Mortimer,” remarked Eugene m:
with the utmost coolness, as though
there were no one within hearin
but themselves: “and you see, as
was  saying—undergoing grinding
torments.”

It was not too strong a phrase for
the occasion. Looking like the
hunted, and not the hunter, bafied,

when they got home.
They been a-bed in their re-
spective rooms two or three hours,
_'Evhﬁn Eugene ;vus partly awakened
y hearing a footstep going about,

and was fully awakenegl b? i
Lightwood standing at his bedside.

- LNi_o‘alm:.g» wrong, Mortimer 7"
“No.'t ’

“What fancy takes you, then, for
walking about in the night #
I am horribly wakeful:”
“How comes that about, I won-
dm. I »”
i I cannot lose sight of
that fellow’s face.”
“0dd ! eaid Eugene, with a light
iﬁfh, “T ean.” And turned over,
[ fell asleep again.

CHAPTER XI.

IN THE

Tuere was no sleep for Bradley
Headstone on that nigh?when Fugene
Wrayburn turned so easily in his
bed; there was no sleep for little
Miss Peecher. Bradley consumed
the lonely hours, and consumed him-
self, in haunting the spot where his
careless rival lay a-dreaming; little
Miss Peecher wore them away in
listening for the return home of the
master of her heart, and in sorrow-
fully. presaging that much was amiss

DARE.

with him. ¥et more was amiss with
him than Miss Peecher's simply
arranged little work-box of thoughts,
fitted with no Téoomy and dark re-
cesses, conld hold.  For, the state of
the man was murderous.

The stato of the man was murder-
ous, and he kmew it. More ; he irri-
tated it, with a kind of perverso
pleasure akin to that which a sick
man gometimes has in irritating a
wound upon his body. Tied up all
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day with his disciplined show upon
hilyr;q subdued to ﬂli);m performance of
his routine of educational dt’a'lho::g,m ei:
ircled by a gabbling crow ]

ﬁ’ﬁe aty ight like an ill-tamed wild
animal, .nlierhisd;'!lymstmnt h:.t;
it was his compensation, not hi
trouble, to gi:’a a glance towards his
state at night, dom

its being indulged. If great criminals
told the trtﬁk}—ghioh, being great
very ravely fell of their s les
against the crime. Their struggles
are towards it. 3 b;fa%lgldth
opposing waves, fo gain the ¥y
sgore, not to recede from it. This

perfectly comprehended that he
Rated il sivbwith Kiw shrongest and

worst forees, and that if he tracked | susp

him to Lizzie Hexam, his so doing
wg;ldm'm lmn’nelf with her,
or serve her. Alihamhaw ‘:‘.’“"

to the end ‘he might in-
gﬁ:’mu with the sight of the

detested ‘in her company and
favour, in her place of ent,.
And he knew as well what act of his

would follow if he did, as he Jmew
that his mother had horne him.
Granted, that he may not have held
it necessary to malke 88 mention
to himself of the one * truth
any more than of the other.

knew equ zwdlﬂmthafed

his wrath and and that he
accumulated g;owmﬁm and Bet;f-
justification, being made the
- g the reckless and

ightly t of the :
and st-lhl always going mliw:th mei;-
nite endurance, paing, an ver-
ance, could his dark umﬁ doubt
whitharé:e went? o i

Baffled, exasperated, and weary,
he lingered opposite the Temple gate
when it closed on Wrayburn and
Lightwood, debal with himself
should he go home for that time or
should he watch longer. Possessed
in his jealousy by the fixed idea that
‘Wrayburn was in the secref, if it
were not altogether of his contriving,
Bradley was as confident of getting

sticking to him, as he would have
been—and often had been—of master-
ing any piece of study in the way of
his voeation, by the like slow persis-
tent pmcasia. A n}at’nnnc;f mpld:tl;lglag&
ions and & in ,it ha
:arved lnmuggﬁl and should serve
him again.

Thafamspicion crossed him as he
rested in a doorway with his eyes
upon the Temple gate, that perhaps
sho was even concealed in that set of
Chambers. It would furnish another
reason for Wrayburn's ﬁu.rponelesa
walks, and it might be. He thought
of it and thought of i, until he re-
solved to steal up the stairs, if the
gate-keeper would let him through,
and listen. So, the gard head
ended in the air flitted across the
road, like the of one of the
many heads hoisted upon neigh-
bouring Temple Bar, and stopped
before the watchman. .

The watchman locked at if, and
asked: “Who for ¢

¢ Mr., Wrayburn.”

“Tt's very late.”

“He came back with Mr. Light-
wood, I know, near upon two hours
ago. Buf if he has gone to bed, I'll
put a paper in his letter-box. I am
a ted-f!

xF‘T‘;’:.ue watchman said no gmm,u;bg
opened the gate, though ra
dgﬁnbtfn]ly. Seagl.:.g. however, that the
visitor went straight and fast in the
right direction, he seemed satisfied.

The haggard head floated up the
dark staircase, and softly descended
nearer fo the floor outside the outer
door of the chambers. The doors of
the rooms within appeared to be
standing open. There were rays of
candlelight from one of them, and
there was the sound of a footstep go-
ing about. There were two voices.
The words they uttered were not dis-
tinguishable, but they were both the
voices of men. In a few moments
the voices were silent, and there was
no sound of footstep, and the inner
light went out. If Lightwood could
have seen the face which kept him

the better of him at last by sullenly

awuke, staring and listening in the
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darkness ontside the door as he spoke
of it, he might have been less dis-
posed to sleep through the remainder
of the night.

“Not there,” said Bradley; “but
she might have been.” The head
arose fo its former height from the
ground, floated down the staircase
again, and passed on to the gate. A
man was standing there, in parley
with the watchman.

*Oh!” gaid the watchman. “Here
he 181"

Perceiving himself to be the ante-
cedent, Bradley locked from the
watchman to the man.

“This man is leaving a letter for
Mr. Lightwood,” the watchman ex-
plained, showing it in his hand;
“and I was mentioning that a per-
son had just gome up to Mr. Tight-
wood’s bers. It might be the
same 'busing;ss perhaps P

“No,” said B ; ing at
the man, who was a e g];nn::%jm.

“No,”” the man assented in a surly
way ; “my letter—it’s wrote by my
daughter, buf it's mime—is about my
business, and my business ain't no-
body else’s business.”

As Bradley out at the gate
with an undecided foot, he heard it
shut behind him, and heard the foot-
step of the man coming affer him.

“*SBeuse me,” said the man, who
appeared to have been drinking, and
rather stumbled at him than touched
him, to attract his attention; * but
might you be acquainted with the

other Governor £

“ With whom ?** asked Bradley.

*'With,"” returned the man, point-
ing backward over his right shoulder
with his right thumb, “the T"other
Governorf”

. “1 don’t know what you mean."”

©  “Why look here,” hooking his pro-
position on his left~hand fingers with

the forefinger of his right. * There's

two (overnors, ain't there? One

and one, two—Lawyer Li

my first finger, ho's one, ain’t he

\gell; might you be acquainted with

my middle finger, the T"other?*

said Bradley, with a frown and a
distant look before him, “as I want
to know.”

“Hooroar!" cried the man. “ Hoo-
roar T'other t'other Governor. Hoo-
roar T"otherést Governor! Iam of
your way of thinkin'."”

“Pon’t make such a noise at this
dead hour of the night. Whatare you
talking about 7’

“ Look here, T"otherest Governor,”
replied the man, becoming hoarsely
confidential.  The T"other Governor
he's always joked his jokes agin me,
owing, a8 I believe, to my being a
honest man as gets my living by the
sweat of my brow. Which he ain't,
and he don't.”

“What is that to me 7"

“Totherest Governar,” returned
the man in a fone of injured inno-
cence, “if you don't care to hear no
maore, don’t hear nomore. Youhegun
it. You said, and likeways showed
pre in, a8 you warn't by no
mtz m]yto him. ButIdon’t
seek to force my company nor yet
my opinions on mo man. am @
honest man, that's what T am. Put
me in the dock anywhere—I don't
care where—and T says, < My Lord, T
am @ honest man.' Put me in the
witness-hox anywhere—I don't care
where—and I says the same to his
ip, and T kisses the book. I
don’t kiss my coat-cuff; I kisses the
book.”

It was not so much in deference {o
these strong testimonials to character,
as in his restless casting about for
any way or help towards the dis-
covery onwhich he was concentrated,
that B Headstone replied: “You
needn't take offence. I didn’t mean
to stop you. ¥ou were too loud in
the street; that was all.,”
mdaﬂf od, mollified oo roach
0 | and mysterious,
“I know wot it is to be loud, and I
kmow wot it isto be soft. Nat'rally
I do. Tt would be a wonder if I did
not, bm:gg the Chris'en name of
! 3§ ich took it arter my own

'ﬁ:,whidamkitﬁ’omhisown

“T kmow quite as much of him,” | fath

er, though which of our fam'ly

———
S

-
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fust took it mat'ral I will notin any
undertakin’

ways mislead by in’ to
o+ el wgl??ng that your elth
may be better than your looks, which
yourimn'damu:ftbe e if it's
on the footing of your out.” )
face rev too mueh of his mind,

Bradley made an effort to clear his
brow. "It might be worth kmowing
what this gtrange man's business was
with Li,ghgood, or Wi g
both, at | an unseasonable .
o seb himself to find out, for the

man might prove to be a messenger | enough

of the night ?'’ asked Bradley, eyeing
him m?hgd.lutmst %

“That and to get u writing to be
fust-hand Lock-keeper. A recom-
mendation in writing being looked for,
who else ought to give it to me? As
I says in the letter in my daughter's
hmfwithmymm:k ut to it to make
it good in law, Who but you, Lawyer

Iﬂgm i ht to hand over thi
mmm:.ug and who but you ought

to goin for on my account
agin the Steamer Tar (as T says
under mark) T have had frouble

r of you and your friend.
i ood, had

between those two. If yon, Inwyerni.xﬂg od, hac
“ Temple late,” he | backed me true, and if
rm%&%m emp'a'nhuwof &QT’G&H%MEDR me

-
ease. .

“Wish I may die,” eried Mr. Ri-

derhood, with & hoarse laugh, “if|the

: ’ to say the self-same
wm‘d&l wm;:.'@ Mm Governor!
“Tt chanced o with me,” sid

Bradley, looking disconcertedly about

thi of other parties brought me
mznps?ft bgm];d,m asked 1;m:"gmn to
bring me nor steamer
never asked 'em to ib?dl mean to be

paid for the life as the steamer|

«Was that your business at Mr.

down correct (I says under my mark),
i mmél Tl of haink e
time, ving &
barge-load of bad names chucked at
| being forced to eat my
words, which is a unsatisfying sort of
food wotever a man's appetite! And
when youn mention the middle of the
ight, T'otherest Governor,” growled
ﬁ. Riderhood, winding up his mo-
notonous summary of his wrongln,
“throw your eye on this here bundle
under my arm, and bear in mind that
I'm a-walking back to my Lock, and
that the Temple laid upon my line of
m?!

he had observed the speaker a

“Do yon know,” said he, after a
pause, during which they walked on
side by side, *that I believe I could
tell your name, if I tried ?*’

“Prove your opinion,” was the
answer, ied with a stop and
a stare. “Try.”

 Your name is Riderhood.”

“T'm blest if it ain't,” returned
that eman. * But I don't know

n'll

“That's quite another thing,” said
Bradley. “Ineversupposed youdid.”
As Bradley walked on mec s
the Rogue walked on at his side m
tering. 'Thepurport of the muttering

Lightwood's chambers in the middle

wa.s'.g “that Rogue Riderhood, by
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George! seemed to be made public
property on, now, and that every
man seemed to think himself free to
handle his name as if it was a Street
Pump.” The purport of the medi-
t&t:lnfwu:“ ere is an instrument,

use it ¢’
angh ;yt-ohnleall Ma.ll:.ml?ai tnmeh

up-hill towards Hyde Park Corner;
Headstone waiting on the

ing him to indicate the course. So
slowwere the schoolmaster’s hts,

. and so indistinct his purposes when
they were but tributary to the one
absorbing purposo—or rather when,
like dark trees under a stormy sky,
on.l{llmu‘.l the long vista at the

of which he saw those two figures

of Wrayburn and Lizzie on which
his eyes were fixed—that at least
half-mile was traversed befare

five-and-twenty mile and odd, if
like—up lhwa:.yﬁ," was the snﬂ

“How is it called P"
« Plashwater Weir Mill Lock.”
“Buppose I was to offer you five

.hmw what ]t:h‘;n?" -
. then, I'd take it," said Mr,
Riderhood.

The schoolmaster his hand in

his pocket, and uced two half-
crowns, and them in Mr.
Riderhood's palm : who stopped at a
convenient doorstep to ring them

know very well as no man in his
right senses would suppose as any-
think would make me give it up agin
when I'd once got it. But what do
you want for it ¥

“I don’t know that I want any-
thing for it. Or if I do want any-
ﬂﬁr:cﬁ for it, I don't know what it is.”
Bradloy gave this answer in a stolid,
vacant, and self-communing manner,
which Mr. Riderhood found very ex-

ﬂﬁ:%;su ]m:va no goodwill towards
rayburn,” said Bradley, coming
to the name in a reluctant g:i forced
way, as if he were dragged to it.

“ 0."

 Neither have 1.”

Riderhood nodded, and asked : “Is
itfuaI-thatP"mf ':Jm.

“It'sas m or that as anythi
else. It's ing to be e

with, on a subject
much of one’s his."”

“It don't with you," returned
Mr. bluntly. “No! It
don't, T"otherest Governor, and it’s
no use a-lookin’ as if you wanted to
make ouf that it did.” I tell you it
rankles in you. It rankles in you,
rusts in you, and gnom you.”

“Bay that it does s0,” returned
Bradley with quivering lips; “is
there no cause for it 7"’

“ Cause h, I'1l bet a pound !
mm;m 7
“Haven't you yourself declared
that the fellow has heaped
tions, insults, and affronts on you, or
something to that effect? He has
done the same by me. He is made of
venomous insults and affronts, from

bo_ll?,t'bdma acknowledging their re-
cei

“There's one thing about you,
T’ otherest Governor," said Riderhood,
faring on ““as looks well and

the crown of his head to the sole of
his foot. Are{;‘uao ful or so
stupid, as not to know that he and the
other will treat your application with

goes fur. You're a ready-money | contempt, and light their cigars with
man. Now;” when he had care- | it?” "

fully pocketed the coins on that side

of hi which was furthest

his new friend ; * what's this for 2
“ For you."

“Tshouldn’t wonder if they did, by

from | George!"” said Riderhood, turning

“1f they did! They will. Let me

ani::'l W]ay,hg;dfonrse I know that,” |ask you a question. I know au'::t-
Rider. ﬂsmwnswmthmg thing more than your name al
that was self-evident. “0’ course 1| you; Iknewaommiingnbuuxm
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Hexam. When did you last set eyes

upon his daughter #"
“When did I last set eyes upon
his daughter, T’ otherest Governor ¢

us the other quickened in his

“Yes, Not to kahher. To
#ee her—an; i

The Rogue had tho clue he
wanted, though he it with a
clumsy hand.
at the ionate

y death. *

#You know her well, I ht ¥

«1 should think I did! No one
better.” i

“And you know him as well 2"

“ him P

8 3 l‘lkd- M_v

off his hat and rubbing his

g:mhud, as he directed a dull look at
is .

Gaffer was towed
Bradley could have hidden a re-
served piece of i from_the
ve

sharp of a 4
class, b:{?a could not veil the

Rogue | Riderhood

too #"" asked Bradley after a struggle.
“Qr did he make a show of being
kind to her?"
“He made a show of being most
uncommon kind to her,” said Rider-
hood. By George! now I—"
His flying off at a tangent was in-
i natural. Bradley looked
N Non T think of it smid Mr
W of 1 Bal 0
o) evasively, for he was sub-

this icion or pretence of one (for
pe e e
it), was a line's beyond the
mark the sch had “reache

The

ight never be used.
mﬁdﬂlﬂy he stood still, and asked
point-blank if he knew

where she was? Clearly, he did not
know. He asked Ridarhood_lf 1
would be willing, in case any intelli-
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gence of her, or of Wrayburn as
seeking her or associating with her,
should fall in his way, to eommuni-
cate it if it were paid for? He would
be very willing indeed, He was
“agin ‘em both,” he gaid with an
oath, and for why? ‘'Cause the

had both stood befwixt him and his
%Ctﬁnghisﬁﬁngbyfhamqu

TOW.

“It will not be long then,” said
Bradley Headstone, after some more
discourse to this effect, * before we
see one another again. Here is the
country road, and here is the day.
Both have come upon me by surprise.”’

¢ But, T"otherest Governar,” urged
Mr. Riderhood, “I don’t kmow
where to find you.”

“If is of no consequence. I know
where to find you, and I'll come to
your Lock."”

““ But, T'otherest Governor,”" urged
Mr. Riderhood again, “no luck never
come yet of a dry aecquaintance.
Let's wet it, in a mouthful of Tum
and milk, Totherest Giovernor.”

Bradley assenting, went with him
into an early public-house, haunted
by unsavoury smells of musty hay
and at;.::m:gaw, where . i
carts, ' men, gaunt dogs,
fowls of a beEbmed,gnand m'tg:l
human nightbirds fluttering home to
To0st, were solacing themselves after
their several manners ; and where not

one of the nighthirds hovering about
the sloppy bar failed to discern ata
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glance in the passion-wasted night-
bird with respectable feathers, the
worst nightbird of all.

An inspiration of affection for a
half. carter %;;ing his way
led to Mr. Riderhood’s being elevated
on & high heap of baskets on a wag-
gon, EJn:nu:inp; his journey recum-
bent on his back with his head on
his bundle. B: then turned to
retrace his steps, and by-and -by struck
off through little-traversed ways, and
by-and-by reached school and home.

p came the sun to find him washed
and brushed, methodically dressed in
decent black coat and waistcoat, de-
cent formal black tie, and per-
and-salt panfaloons, with his decent
gilver watch in its pocket, and its
decent hair-guard round his neck: a
scholastie huntsman elad for ﬂ‘xiebﬁald,
with his fresh pack yelping and bark-
ing around him.

ot more really bewitched than
the miserable creatures of the much-
times, who accused them-

selves of impossibilities under a con-
tagion of horror and the stromgly
e influences of Torture, he

S B phidon ot by Evil Spirits

in the night that was newly gone.
He had been 1

spurred and whip;
sweated. If a rmrm

might have taken fright and run aw
from the master. g "

CHAPTER XIT.

MEANING MISCHIEF.

ing from without, was Mr.
Lamml

e, for he had tha-nir;)fhw
dull enough within, and looked griev-
ously discontented.

TO0Im,
sunny side of Sackville Street, that
any of the family tradespeople glane-
ing through the blinds might have
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