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because you used to be so different.
Say good-bye!"”

“(Good -bye,” said DMr. Boflin,

shortly.
9 Ify I knew which of your hands
was the least spoilt, I would ask you
to let me touch it,” said Bella, “ for
the last time. But not because I re-
pent of what T have said to you. For
I don't. It'strue!™

" the left hand,” said Mr.
Boffin, holding it out in & stolid man-
ner; “it's the least used.” -

“ You have been wonderfully good
and kind to me,” said Bella, “and I
kiss it for that. You have been as
bad as bad could be to Mr. Roke-
smith, and I throw it away for that.
%‘h&n}f you for myself, and good-

6!

Yo Good-bye,” said Mr. Boflin as
Dbefora.

Bella caught him round the neck

and kissed him, and ran out for

€Ver.
She ran up-stairs, and sat down on
the floor in her own room, and eried

abundantly. Bub the day was de-
clining and she had no time to lose.
She opened all the places where she

kept her dresses; selected only those
she had brought with her, leaving all
the rest ; and made a great misshapen

bundle of them, to be sent for after-
wards, :

“T won't take one of the others,”
said Della, tying the knots of the
bundle very tight, in the severity of
her resolution. “I'll leave all the
presents behind, and begin again en-
tirely on my own account.” That
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the resolution might be thoroughly
carried into practice, she even changei
the dress she wore for that in which
she had come to the grand mansion.
Even the bonnet she put on was the
bonnet that had mounted into the
Boffin chariot at Holloway.

% Now, I am complete,” said Bella.
“It's a little ing, but I have
steeped my eyes in cold water, and I
won't cry any more. You have been
a pleasant room fo me, dear room.

Adien! Wo shall never see each
other again.”
With a ing kiss of her fingers

to it, she softly closed the deor, and
went with a light foot down the greal
staircase, pausing and listening as she
went, that she might meet none of
the houschold. o one chanced to
be about, and she got down to the
hall in quiet. The door of the late
Secretary’s room stood open. She

eped in as she passed, and divined
g:xm the emptiness of his table, and
the general appearance of things,
that he was already gone. Softly
opening the at hall door, and
softly closing 1t upon herself, she
turned and kissed it on the outside—
insensible old combination of wood
and iron that it was !—before she ran
away from the house at a swift pace.

“That was well done!” panted
Bella, slackening in the next street,
and subsiding into a wall. *If I had
left myself any breath to ery with, T
should have cried gn.m_ ow poor
dear darling little Pa, you are going
to see your lovely woman unex-
pectedly.”

CHAPTER XVI.

THE FEAST OF THE THREE HOBGOBLINS.

Tue City looked unpromising
enough, a8 Bella made her vl:ay along
its gritty streets. Most of its money-
mills were slackaninfamﬂ, or had left
off grinding for theday. Themaster-
illers had already departed, and the

journeymen were departing. There

was a jaded aspect on the business
lanes and courts, and the very pave=
ments had a weary appearance, cone
fused by the tread of a million of feet.
There must be hours of night to
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temper down the day's distraction of
so foverish a place, ‘Asyet the worry
of the newly-stopped whirling and
grinding on the part of the money-
mills seemed to li in the air, and
the quiet was more like the prostra-
tion of a spent giant than the repose
of one who was renewin, hissmm(ith-
thIr Bella thought, l::w glnnt‘rs g:

e my Bank, e 1
would 'bgehttz have an haur’asmgudnnin
there, with a bright copper shove
among the money, still she was not
in an avaricions vein, Much im-
proved in that respect, and with
cerfain half-formed images which
had little gold in their composition,
dancing before her bright eyes, she ar-
rived in the drug-flavoured region of
Mincing Lane, with the sensation of
having just opened a drawer in a
chemist's shop.

The counting-house of Chicksey,
Veneering, and Stobbles was pointed
out by an elderly female accustomed
to the care of offices, who dropped
upon Bella out of a public-house,
w:pih.ng her mouth, and accounted for
its humidity on natural principles
well known to the hynimfmn m?:]eg
by explaining that she had looked in
at the door to see what o’clock it was.
The counting-house was a wall-oyed
Emund-ﬂmr by a dark gateway, and
potaiog T il s T e

it, co be any pre-
cedent in the Ci forherga{n in
and aski for R. Wilfer, w
whom should she see, sitting at one
of the windows with the plate-glass
sash raised, 'tj:kt R'al?:ﬂfﬁr himself,
preparing to tuke a slight refection.

On approaching nearer, Bella dis-
cerned that :,he g?nﬁm had ltha
a; ce of a cottage-loaf
ahd @ pa

sometimes do when they are all gone
—a quiet tea."

Looking round the office, as if her
father were a captive and this his
cell, Bella hugged him and choked
him 1}0 her heart's content.

“I never was so surprised, m
dear,” said her father. “I ooull]n'};
belicve my eyes. Upon my life, I
thought they had tnfm to lying!

idea of your coming down the
Lane yo f! Why didn't you
send the footman down the Lane, my
dw PFI

“I have brought no footman with
me, Pa.”

“Oh, indeed! Butyouhavehrought
the elegant turn-out, my love ?**

“ No, Pa.”

“You never can have walked, my
dear P"

“Yes, I have, Pa.”

He looked so very much astonished,
that Bella could not make up her
mind T;: break it to him just yet.

= uence is, that your
lovely woman }aels a little faint,yunl.l
::a." very much like to share your

The. loaf and the penny-
worth mm been set forth gn
a sheot of paper on the window-seat,
The cherubi ket-knife, with the
first bit of the loaf still on its point,
lay beside them where it had been
hastily thrown down. Bella tock the
bltwimipuﬁtinhermouth. “My
dear child,” said her father, *tho
idea of Soupzm‘aking of such lowly
fare! But, at least, you must have
%Tmlm!mdygmown ‘orth.
One moment, my dear. i
is just over the way and mundn;g
corner.”

Regardless of Belln's dissuasions

yworth of milk, Simul-|he ran out, and quickly returned
taneonsly with this on her | with the new supply. “My dear
her father discovered her, and | child,” he said, as he spread it on

mvoked the echoes of Mincing Lane | another piece of

to exclaim “ My gracious me!"

r her,
“the idea of a spl):npgid——!" and

He then came cherubically flying | then looked at her and
out without a hat, and embraced her, | short 7 9 o

and handed her in. “ For it's after
hours and I am all alone, my dear,”

he explained, “and am having—as I | sumed,

b \i’hnt's the matter, Pa "
“—of a splendid female,” he re-

more slowly, *“putting up
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with such accommodation as the pre-

sent !l—1Is that a new dress yon have
n, dear " i

’ “ﬁ,l’a,nnu{dm Don't you

remember it ' :

“ Why, I thought I remembered it
my dear £* Y

“You should, for you bought it,
Pa.”

“Yes, I thought I bought it, my
dear !”” said the cherub, giving him-
self a little shake, as if to rouse his
faculties.

“ And have mgrown #o fickle
%ntdgrq?q?n't your own taste,

Y/ Well, my love,” he returned,
swallowing a bit of the cottage-loaf

with erablo effort, for it scemed
to stick by the way : ©I should have
thought it was Ly mﬂlciently
splendid for circumstances.
“ And "'_ Bﬁnﬂy m
conxingly to his side, instead of re-

tainly Not to the second. Respecting
T
the r: ;

ﬁmﬁ“ i ; and if there's

between the day, and domestic——"

« Bliss,” suggested Belln, sorrow- | him,

fully. : ,
wAnd domestic Bliss,” said her
father, quite contented to accept the

A Bella kissed him, “And it is in
this dark, dingy place of captivity,
poor dear, that you passall the hours
of your life when you are not at
home £

’ | playful,

there, or on the road here, my love.
Yes, You see that little desk in the
m?!!

mi‘?ln the dark corner, m]boﬁ;
from the light and from the neo?
The ahub%gm desk of ull the desks?"”
“Now, does it really strike you in
that point of view, my dear " said
her y surveying it nm.shm.ll'y
with his head on one side: “that:
mine. That'sealled Rumty’s Perch.

« Whose perch?"” asked Bella, with

t indignation.
m?numty's. You see, being rather

*They're hyfnld&”&mydm?
they're pla t11111 3 ey d they'ro
an T am, an
Jue you%t does it matter?ﬂﬂ?l‘.
might be Surly, or Sulky, or fifty
i ble tlzl’nga that I really
mlﬂm to be m}gmed. O’But
R ! Lor, why not Rumty "
n'II‘?)tyinﬂ.io’h a heavy disappointment
on this swoet nature, whi been,

through all her ices, the object
; dhmmogﬁﬁm,me'mdndmt-
Cer- | tion from infancy, Bella felt to be

the hardest task of her hard day. “I
should have done better,"” she thought,
“to tell him at f:nnh;tm.h}.:l‘g have
done better to now,
when he had some slight w%i
he is g::a happy again, and I
make him wretched. a

He was falling baek on his loaf and
milk, with the pleasantest composure,
and Bella her arm a little
closer about him, and at the same
time sticking up his h‘::lr 1;I\nt.h 1‘\3
irresistible propensit, ¥ wi
im, founded on ’bhg habllat of her
whole life; had ared herself to
say: “Pu, dear, don't be cast down,
but I must tell you something dis-
agreeable!” when he interrupted her
in an unlooked-for manner.

# My gracious me ! "' he exclaimed,
invoking the Mincing Lane echocs 18
before, “This isvery extraordinary!

% What is, Pat"

% Not at home, or not on the road

(5 w‘hy here's Mr. Rokesmith now! »,
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“No, no, Pa, no,” cried Bells,

greatly fluried. ¢ Surely not.”
“Yes, there is! TLook here!”

“We'll break it to you gently,
deavest Pa,” said Bella,
“ My dear,” returned the cherub,

Seoth to say, Mr. Rokesmith not looking at them both, “ you broke so

only passed the window, but eame
into the counting-house. And mnot
only came into the counting-house,
but, finding himself alone there with
Bella and her father, rushed at Bella
and caught her in his arms, with the
rapturous words, “My dear, dear
girl; my gallant, generous, disinter-
ested, courageous, noble girl 1" And
not only that even (which one might
have thought astonishment enough
for one dose), but Bella, after hang-
ing her head for a moment, lifted it
up and laid it on his breast, as if that
were her head's chosen and lasting

restini-uplaee!

“ ew you would come to him,
and I followed vou,” said Rokesmith.
My love, my life! You ane mine?”

To which Bella responded, “ Yes, T
AM yours if you think me worth talk-
ing!” And after thal, seemed to
shrink to next to nothing in the
clasp of his arms, partly because it
was such a strong one on his part,
and partly because there was such a
yielding to it on hers.

The cherub, whose hair would have
done for itself, under the influence of
this amazing ?ectacle, what Bella
had just now done for it, staggered
back into the window-seat from which
he had risen, and surveyed the pair
with his eyes dilated to their utmost.

“ But we must think of dear Pa,”
said Bella; T haven't told dear Pa;
let us speak to Pa.” TUpon which
they turned to do so.

“I wish first, my dear,” remarked
the chernb faintly, *that you'd have
the kindness to sprinkle me with a
little milk, for I feel as if T wag—
Going.”

much in the first—Gush, if I may so
express myself—that I think I am
equal to a good large breakage now.”

“ Mr. Wilfer,” said John Roke-
smith, excitedly and joyfully, “ Bella
takes me, though T have no fortune,
even no present occupation ; nothing
but what I can get in the life before
us. Bella takes me!

Yes, I should rather have inferred,
my dear sir,” returned the cherub
feebly, “that Bella took you, from
what I have within these few minutes
remarked."”

“You don’t know, Pa,"” said Bella,
“how ill T have used him #"

“ You don't know, gir," said Rolke-
smith, ““what a heart she has!”

% You don't know, Pa,” said Bella,
“what a shocking creature I was
growing, when he saved me from
myself ! "

* You don’t know, sir,” said Roke-
smith, “what a sacrifice she has mado
for me!”

“My dear Bella,” replied the
chernb, still thetically scared,
“and my dear ?;hn Rokesmith, if
you will allow me so to call you—""
“Yes do, Pa, do!" urged Bella.
“Tallow you, and my will is his law
Isn't it—dear John Rokesmith "
There was an engaging shyness in
Bella, coupled with ug’-:ngaging ten-
derness of love and confidence and
pride, in thus first calling him by
name, which made it quite exensable
in John Rokesmith to do what he
did. 'What he did was, once more to
give her the appearance of vanish-
ng as aforesaid.

“1 think, my dears,” observed the
cherub, *that if you could make it

In fact, the good little fellow had | convenient to sit one on one side of
become alarmingly limp, and his|me, and the other on the other, we
senses secemed to be rapidl e;c:ﬁ: should get on rather more consecu-

ing, from the knees u

tively, and make things rather plainer.

sprinkled him with kisses instead of | John Rokesmith mentioned, a while

milk, but gave him a little of that
article to drink; and he gradually

;%0, that he had no present occupa-
n‘l‘ 3

revived under her caressing care.

“None,"” said Rokesmith.
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«No, Pa, none,” said Bella.

% From which I argue,” proceeded
the cherub, “that he has left Mr.
Bom‘i’n?"P And »

¢ Yea, Pa. Bl -

“Stop a bit, my dear. I wish to
lead up to it by degrees, And tha’i’i
M. Boffin has not treated him well?

“ Has trant&dhjmmastqhmdull s
dear Pa!” crisd Bella, with a ﬂ.u{-
ing face.

“Of which,” ed the cherub,
erxjouinmgf' pat,mng:r:'!uth his hand, “a
certain mercenary yo person
tantly related to myself could not
approve ? Am I leading up to it
n‘%z:m ot approve, sweet Pa,”

T s
saidBella,withEteaxful laugh and

j kigs.
i J‘D‘gglon which,” pursued the cherub,
¢the certain mercenary yo per-
son distantly related to myself, hav-
ing previonsly observedand mentioned
to myself that prosperity was spoiling
Mr, Boffin, fe?t that she must not
gell her sense of what was right and
what was wrong, and what was true
.and what was false, and what was
just and what was unjust, for any
price that could be paid to her by
any one alive? Am I leading up to
it xight £ "
- ith another tearful laugh Bella
j kissed him again.
Joq‘ffluni therefore—and thewﬁor_a,"
the cherub went on in a glowing
voice, as Bella's hand stole gradually
up his waistcoat to his meck, “this

erCenary yo person distantly
fi;lat,ad to myyﬁ refused the price,
took off the splendid fashions that
were part of it, put on the compara-

son distantly related to myself, more
in this dress than if she had come to
me in China silks, Cashmere shawls,
and Golconda diamonds. T love this
young person dearly. I say to the
man of this young on's heart, ont
of my heart and with all of if, * My
blessing on this engagement betwixt
ou, and she brings you a good
fort‘lme when she brings you the
poverty she has mcepteg or your
sake and the honest truth's !’ :
The stanch little man's voice failed

dis- | him as he gave John Rokesmith his

hand, and he was silent, bending his

face low over his daughter. But, not

for long. He m looked up, saying

in a sprightl : :

€ mgnm{, my dear child, if you
think you can entertain John Ro o=
smith for a mmIt;ta and zmgﬁ
run over fo the Dairy, and fe

a cottage-loaf and a drink of mz"l'k,

that we may all have tea together.

It was, as Bella gaily said, like the
su vided for the three nursery
hobgoblins at their house in the forest,
withount their thunderous low growl-
ings of the alarming discovery,
“Somebody's been drinking my
milk!” It was a delicious reﬁmut;
by far the most delicions that Bella,
or John Rokesmith, or even R, Wilfer,
had ever made. The uncon enial
oddity of its smrroundings, with the
two brass knobs of the iron safe of
Chicksey, Veneering, and Stobbles
staring from a corner, like the eyes of
some dull \ir:Fm, only made it the
more delightful,

“T'y think,” eaid the cherub, look-
ing round the office with akable
enjoyment, “that anything of a tender

tively poor dress that I had last given | nature should come off here, is what

her, and trusting to my

tickles me, To think that ever I

her in what was right, came straight | should have seen my Bella folded in

to me, Have Iled up toit?”

the arms of her future husband, Aere,

Bella’s hand was round his neck | you know !"

by this time, and her face was on it.

Tt was not until the cottage-loaves

“The m young person and the milk had for some time dis-

Ercenary
distantly related to myself,
good fs.{rher, ¢ did well! The mer-

** gaid her a.ppeared, and the foreshadowings of

night were creeping over Mincing

cenary Y“““E person distantly related | Lane, that the cherub by degrees bg

to myself did not trust tome in vain!

came a little nervous, and

T admire this mercenary young per- | Bella, as he cleared his throat:
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“ Hem !—Have you thought at all | like this 2 laying her round checl

about your mother, par P’
“Yes, Pa.” i

“And your g i
stance, my denrs;e;&er Tavey S

her plump left arm, and losin
sight of her pen in waves of hair, ig
=|a highly unbusiness-like manner.
Though John Rokesmith seemed to

“Yes, Pa. I think we had botter like it,

not enter into particulars at home., I

So,. the three hobgoblins, having

think it will be quite enough
1 gh to say |effaced all traces of thei
that T had a difference with Mr, ivfi;pq up the erumbs, m:a?ﬂﬁ?

Boffin, and have left for good.”
. John Rokesmith being

cing Lane to walk to Holloway ;

acquainted | and if two of the hobgoblins didn't

with your Ma, my love,” gaid her wish the di i i
father, after some slight hesitation, | was, th: dthljtlzln {ifoﬁg'z-oieﬁnasv:;? gmai:c%

“Ineed have no delicacy in hinting

before him that
find your Ma a little wearing.”’

mistaken, Indeed, that modest spirit

ou may perhaps | deemed himself so much in the wily

of their deep enjoyment of the

“ A little, patient Pa ?”’ gaid Belly Jjourney, that he apologetically re-

with a tuneful laugh ; the tunefuller | marked; I

for 80 loving in its tone,
“Well! We'll say, strictly in con-
ﬁdance’ a.moqg ourselves, wearing ;
wewon'tqualifyit,” the &mbmugy
admitted. S And your sister's tem-
per is wearing.”
:: f‘;lsn’t mind, Pa."
you must pre; ourself,
you lmo\?, my mcw$ aj;id her
father, with. mue gentleness, ¢ for
our looking very poor and meagre at
home, and being at tho best but very
uncomfortable, ~after Mr, Boffin's
house,”
“Idon’t mind, Pa. T coul
m‘l&?il hrizrd_er trials—for Johi’Pgar
€ closing words were not so soft]
and blushingly said but that John
heard them, and showed that he
heard them by again assisting Bella
to another of those mysterious dis-
PRVl said
elll” gaid the cherub gaily
ﬁnd not  expressing disnppﬂ::sl:
when you—when you come back
from retirement, my love, and re-
appear on the surface, I think it will
be time to lock up and go.”’

If the counting-house of Chicksey:
Veneering, and Stobbles had oyoe
‘been shut up by three happier people
glad as most people were to ghut it
up, they must have been superlatively
happy indeed. But first Belly

mounted upon Rumty’'s Perch, and times

said, “Show me what you do here all

gt Sy
b sl 5 absence
sk i e
deserted, Bolla bogun a seica of din

al which
W threatened to last

“I think, John,” the cherub hinted
at last, “that g ¥ou can spare me ttg‘r}
Yyoung person distantly rel -
sel:g,ﬁlf take her ir:l."y ey
I can’t spare her,” answered

¥ | John, “but I must lend her to you.

—My Darling!” A word of magie
wh:ci cau];g Bella instantly to d%;-
Rplfﬁﬁl' asmllil

*“Now, dearest Pa,” gaid Bella,
when she became visible, “put your
hand in mine, and we'll run home ag
fast as ever we can Tun, and get it
ov?‘r.M Ngw, Pa, Oncel—»

. My dear,” the cherub faltered,
‘mvr;tgl something of a craven air, ¢ T
mothgmg Jfo observe that if your
“You mustn't hang back, sir, to
ﬁam Jtime,” eried Bella, putt’ing “out
her right foot; “do you see that, sir?
That's the mark; come up to the
mark, sir. Onece! 'Twice! Three
I away, Pal” Off she
skimmed, beu.tmg’ the cherub along,

day long, dear Pa. Do you write

Hor ever stopped, nor suflered him to

-
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stop, until she had pulled at the bell.

¥ Wil B taking | to Bella’s
“Now, dear Pa,” said ella, g atit,exclaimingagain: ¢

him by both ears as if he were a
pitcher, and conveying his ﬁge to her
rosy lips, * we are in for it 1’

liss Lavvy came out to open the
gate, waited on by that attentive

rossible lowered her eyes
ress, and stooped to look
hy,Bella!"
¢« Yes, Lavvy, I know what I have
ing to tell Ma when
u interrupted. I have left Mr.
offin’s house for g_ooq, Ma, and T

The T

cavalier and friend of the family, Mr. | have come home again.’

Gas Sampson. * Why, it's never

rEe 4
Bella!" exclaimed Miss

- 3 &1 i t'wo in an aw
ing back at the sight. And then mreﬁrmad ,:x*;g her corner of state back-

bawled, “ Ma! Here's Bella!™
This uced, before they could
ot into the house, Mrs, Wilfer. Who,

Mrs. Wilfer spake no word, but,

vvy start- | having glared at her oﬂ's&riug for a

1 silence,

ward, and sat down: like a frozen
article on sale in a Russian -n_mrket.
«Tn ghort, dear Ma,” said Bella,

standing in the portal, received them taking off the depreciated bonnet and

with ghostly gloom, and all her other
appliances of ceremony.

“ My ¢hild is welcome, thongh un-
looked for,' said she, at the time pre-
senting her cheek as if it were a cool
slate for visitors to enrol themselves

“You too, B. W., are wel-|all

come, though late. Does the male
domestic of Mrs. Boffin hear me
there#”” This deep-toned inquiry
was cast forth into the night, for re-
sponse from the menial in guestion.
«There is mo one waiting, Ma,
dear,”’ said Bella.
“’There is no one waiting ?" re-
peated Mrs, Wilfer, in majestic ac-
e
0 ear.
A aifgnig'ed shiver pervaded Mrs.
Wilfer's should_er;: and gl(:vas, i;\la ;;hn
should say, “ An Enigma!” and then
she mmge’:d at the head of the pro-
cession to the family keeping-room,
where she observed :
¢ Unless, R. W.:" who started on
being solemnly turned upon: * you
have taken the precaution of making
some addition to our fr supper
on_ your wa home, it will Ezava ut
a distasteful one fo Bella. 1d neck

of mutten and a lettuce can ill com- | La

pete with the luxuries of Mr. Boffin's
board.”
« Pray don’t talk like that, Ma
dear,” said Bella; ¢ Mr. Boflin's
board is nothing to me.”
But, here Miss Lavinia, who had
been intently eyeing Bella’s bonnet,
struck in with % Why, Bella 1"

shaking out her hair, “T have had a
very serious difference with Mr. Boffin
on the subject of his treatment of a
member of his household, and it's a
final difference, and there's an end of

“And T am bound to tell you, my

dear,’ added R. W., submissively,

*that Bella has acted in a truly brave
spirit, and with a truly right feelmq.
And therefore I hope, my dear, you'll
not allow yourself to be greatly dis-
appointed.” ;

“ George ! " said Miss Lavvy, ina
sep warning voice, founded
on her mother's ; “ George Sampson,
speak! What did I tell you about
those Boffins "' ) c 2

Mr. Sampson, perceiving his frail
bark to be labouring among shoals
and breakers, thought it safest not to
refer back to any particular thing
that he had been told, lest he should
refer back to the wrong thing. ‘With
admirable seamanship he got his bark
into d.ee}: water by murmuring, * Yes
indeed.'

“Yes! T told George Sampson, as
George Sampson tells you,” said Miss
, “that those hateful Boffins
would pick a quarrel with Bellu, as
goon a8 her novelty had worn off.
Have they done it, or have they not ?
Was I right, or was I wrong? And
what do you say to us, Bella, of your
Boffins now #"

« Lavvy and Ma,” said Bella, “T
say of Mr, and Mrs, Boffin what L
always have said ; and T always shall

" YBS, LﬂVVY, I know.”
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say of them what T always have said.
But nothing will induce me to quarrel
with any one to-night. I hope you
are not sorry to see me, Ma dear,”
kissing her; “and I hope you are not
sorry to see me, Lavvy,” kissing her
too; “and as I notice the lettuce Ma
mfuned, on the table, I'll make the

Bella setting herself about
the tnnah ﬁ:&yw.i?égs im ive
countenance followed her ]:n glur}
ing eyes, presonting a combination o
ﬁ'gcs pl;pulnr sign of the Saracen's
Head, with a piece of Dutch clock-

and ing to an imagina-
tive mind that from the composition
of the salad, her daughter might pru-
dently omit the vinegar But no word
isme(f from the majestic matron’s lips.
And this was more terrific to her hus-
band (as perhaps she knew) than any
flow of eloquence with which ehe
could have edified the company.

“ Now, Ma dear,” said Bella in due
course, ““the salad’s ready, and it's

past supper-time.”

lﬁ'u.leIfer rose, but remained
speechless. “ George!" paid Miss
Lavinia in her voice of warning,
“ Ma’s chair!” Mr. Sam: flew to
the excellent lady’s back, and fol-
lowed her up close, chair in hand, as
she stalked to the banquet. Arrived
at the table, ehe took her rigid seat,
after favouring Mr. Sampson with a
glare for himself, which caused the
young gentleman to retire to his
place in much confusion.

The cherub not presuming to ad-
dress so tremendous an object, trans-
acted her supper through the agency
of a third person, as * Mutton to your
Ma, Bella, my dear;" and ¢ Lavvy, I

-dare say your Ma would take some
lattucei.flﬁ:::wmw put it on her
plate.” Wilfer's manner of re-
ceiving those viands was marked b

petrified absence of mind; in whi

state, likewise, she of them,
occasionally laying down her knife
and fork, as saying within her own
spirit, “ What 15 this 1 am doing ?"

and glaring at one or other of the | La

party, as if in indignant search of

information. A magnetic result of
such glaving was, that the person
il esiond 4 b ot

¥y to ignorant
of the fact: wmah;::b ml?d.ar,wiih-
out beholding ilfer at all,
must have known at whom she was
glaring, by seeing her refracted from

countenance of the beglared one.

Miss Lavinia was extremely affable
to Mr. Sampson on this special occa-
gion, and took the oEportunity of in-
forming her sister why,

“It was not worth troubling you
about, Bella, when you were in a
sphere so far removed from your
family as to make it a matter in which

u could be expected to take very

ittle interest,”” said Lavinia with a
toss of her chin; “ but George Samp-
son i paying his addresses to me.”

Bella was glad to hear it. Mr.
Sampson became thoughtfully red,
and felt called upon to encirele Miss
Lavinia's waist with his arm; but,
encountering a large pinin the youn
lady's belt, scarified a finger, u
a exclamation, and attracted
the lightning of Mrs. Wilfer's glare.

o 18 getting on very well,”
said Miss Lavinia—which might not
have been supposed at the moment—
“and T dare say we shall be married,
one of these days. I didn't care to
mention if.-when yon were with your
Bof——"" here Miss Lavinia checked
herself in a bounce, and added more
placidly, “when you were with Mr.
and Boffin ; but now I think it
sisterly to name the oimmtnnm."

g you, La . Icon-
gratulate yow.” S

“Thank you, Bella. The truth is,
George and I did discuss whether I
should tell you ; but I said to George
that you wouldn't be much interested
in so paltry an affair, and that it was
far more likely you would rather de-
tach yourself E'om us altogether, than
have him added to the rest of us.”

“That wasa mistake, dear Lavvy,”

said Bella.

“1t turns out to he," replied Miss
vinia ; “but circumstances have

changed, you know, my dear. George

[
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is in a new situation, and his pros
peets arve

so yesterday, when you would have

botss

Lavvy#” inquired Bella, with &

m‘ .
T didn't uyﬂl:il ever felt timid,
ella," o 2

you presume £
i

Ma,
for goodness' sake. A girl who is
oldgrwu;;htoba ygaged, is quite
old enough to object to be stared ut as
if she was a Clock.™ 5

¢ Audacious one !” said Mrs. Wil-
fer. “Your grandmamms
addressed by one of her dangl]
any age, would have insisted on
retiring to o dark apartment.”

andman

i - |back in her chair, “wouldn't have
ver; d indeed. I should | sat staring people out of countenance,
noth&vahndyiio:oqur&sa to tell you | 1 think

“§She would 1" said Mis. Wilfer.
“Then it's a pity she didn’t know

. m ¥
ghwmh:ip“; but Im bold | better,” said Lavvy. “And if my

wasn't in her dotage

grandmamma b1 4
timid, | when she took to insisting on people’s
& you el retiring to dark

ts she ought

1 . A pretty exhibition my
i must have :'mniﬁ;;1 of her-
self! I wonder whether she ever

yeople's retiving info the
sted on ﬁw 8 did,

Jaul's; and i

erooked
Wilfer strode dy ¢
“You rebellious spirit! You mu-
tinous child! T'cll me this, Lavinia.
If, in violation of your mother’s sen-
timents, you had condescended to
allow yourself to be patronised by the

{ Boﬂins,andifyonhnd'm

those halls of slavery—"'

“That's mere nonsense, Ma,” said

Vinia.

“ How!" exclaimed Mrs. Wilfer,
with sublime severity. :

“Halls of n].n.\rox'yi Ma, is mere
stuff and nonsense,’” returned the
unmoved Irrepressible.

“ I eay, ptuous child, if iou
had come the neighbo of
Portland Place, bm%ur the

of patronage and af by its

ics in glittering garb to visit

me, do you think my deep-seated
ings could have boen ex in

"

“ dmamma,”  refurned |1
Lu.wy’: foiding her arms and leaning

ooks
% Al T think about it, is,” returned
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Lavinia, “that I should wish them
expressed to the right person.”

“ And if,” pursued her mother, “if,
making light of my warnings that
the face of Mrs. Boffin alone was a
face teeming with evil, you had clun,
to Mrs. Boffin instead of to me, an
had after all come home rejected by
MMrs, Boflin, trampled under foot by
Mrs. Boffin, and cast out by Mrs,
Boflin, do you think my feelings
could have been expressed in looks?"

Lavinia was about replying to her
honoured parent that she might as
well have dispensed with her looks
altogether then, when Bella rose and
gaid, ¢ Good-night, dear Ma. I have
had a tiring day, and I'll go to bed.”
Thisbrokeuptheagreeableparty. Mr.
George Sampson shortly afterwards
took his leave, accompanied by Miss
Lavinia with a candle as far as the
hall, and without a candle as far as
the garden gate; Mrs, Wilfer, wash-
ing her hands of the Boffins, went to
bed after the manner of Lady Mac-
beth; and R. W. was left alone
among the dilapidations of the supper
table, in a melancholy attitude.

But, a light footstep roused him
from his meditations, and it was
Bella's. Her pretty hair was hang-
ing all about her, and she had trip-
ped down softly, brush in hand,
;E(Iia barefoot, to say good-night to

“ My dear, you most unquestion-
ably are a lovely woman,” said the
cherub, taking up a tress in his hand.

“TLook here, sir,” said Bella;
“when your lovely woman marries,
you shall have that piece if you like,
and she'll make you a chain of it.
Would you prize that remembrance
of the dear creature?’

¢ Yes, m ious."”

“Then gom have it if you're
good, sir. 1 am very, w sorTy,
dearest Pa, to have brought home all
this trouble.”

# My pet,”" returned her father, in
the simplest good faith, *“don’t make
yourselt uneasy about that. Tt
really is not worth mentioning, be-
cause things af home would have

taken pretty much the same furn any
way. If your mother and sister
don't find one subject to get at times
a little wearing on, they find another.
We're never out of a wearing sub-
ject, my dear, 1 assure you. 1 am
afraid you find your old room with
Lavvy, dreadfully inconvenient,
Bella ¢

“No I don't, Pa; I don't mind.
Why don't I mind, do you think,
Pap™

“Well, my child, you used to com-
plain of it when it wasn't such a
contrast as it must be now. Upon
my word, I can only answer, because
you are so much improved.’

“ No, Pa. Because I am so thank-
ful and so happy ! "’

Here she choked him until her
long hair made him sneeze, and then
she laughed until she made him
laugh, and then she choked him
again that they might not be over-
heard.

¢ Listen, sir,”” said Bella, ¢ Your
lovely woman was told her fortune
to-night on her way home. Ifwon't
be a large fortune, because if the
lovely woman’s Intended gets o
certain appointment that he hopes to

soom, she will marry on a hundred
and fifty pounds a-year. But that's
at first, and even if it should never
be more, the lovely woman will make
it quite enough. But that's not all,
sir, In the fortune there's a certain
fair man—a little man, the fortune-
teller said — who, it seems, will
always find himself near the lovely
woman, and will always have kept,
expressly for him, such a peaceful
corner in the lovely woman's little
house as never was. Tell me the
name of that man, sir.”

“Is he a Knave in the pack of
cards?”" inquired the cherub, with a
twinkle in his eyes.

“Yes!” cried Bells, in high glec,
choking him again. “He's the
Knave of Wilfers! Dear Pa, the
lovely woman means to look forward
to this fortune that has been told for
her, so delightfully, and to cause it

to make her a much better lovely

U
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woman than she ever has been yet. | exclaimed Bella; then putting out
“What the little fair man is expected | her small white bare foot, “That's
to do, sir, is to look forward fo it|the mark, sir. Cometothe mark. Put
also, by saying to himself when he|your boot against it. We keep to it

i8 in 0‘3:_ i
I see at last !’

“T see land at last!”" repeated her |runs away, so
ther. 0y e
“There's adear Kaave of Wilters!"" |and so happy !

over-worried, | together, mind! Now, sir, you may

kiss the lovely woman before she
t{mkful and so happy.
ir little man, so thanlkful

CHAPTER XVII.

A SOCIAL CHORUS

luly due fo their roputation,
:]alasﬂn that m@% a time some of
B]‘m&@i e mh;‘_i.ﬁ: e Ci*Ym X

his-
ves,
when Veneering's
But it is certain that neither Mr,
nor Mrs. Veneering can find words
to wonder in, and it becomes neces-
sary that they give to the oldest and
aemin&;t friends they have in the
world, a wondering er.

For it is by this time noticeable
that, whatever befals, the Veneeri
must give a dinner upon it. Lady
Tippins lives in a chronic state of in-

r |new faces over

vitation to dine with the Veneerings,

- |and in & chronic state of inflamma-

tion arising from the dinners. Boots
and Brewer about in cabs, with
no other in le business on earth
than fo beat up people to come and
dine with the Veneerings. Veneer-
ing pervades the legislative lobbies,

t|intent upon entrapping his fellow-

legislators to dinner. Mrs. Veneer-
ing dined with five-and-twenty bran-
night ; calls upon
them all to-day ; sends them every
one & dinner-card to-morrow, for the
week after next; before that dinner
is digested, calls upon their brothers

- | and sisters, their sons and daughters,

their nephews and nieces, their aunts

and uncles and cousins, and invites

widens, it is to be observed that all the

by | diners are consistent in appearing to

go to the Veneerings, not to dine with
Mz, and Mrs. Veneering (which would
seem to be the last thing in their
minds), but to dine with one another.

Perhaps, after all, —who knows P—
Veneering  may this dining,
though ive, remunerative, in
t it makes champions.
Mr. Podsmap, as a representative
man, 18 not alone in ecaring very par-
ticularly for his own dignity, if not
for that of his acquaintances, and
therefore in angrily supporting the
acquaintances who have taken ouf

his Permit, lest, in their being les-
]
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