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ried all T could, and brought no one |
back with me, lest you should die of
the shock of stran g

*“Am I not deas g

“I cannot understand what you
say. Your voice is 8o low and broken,

that T cannot hear you. Do you hear
m?:l‘utl

“Do you mean Yes P"

& Yus.l!

“T was

o
and 1 heard a groan, and found you
Iying here.” %

“Did you ask what work ? At the
paper- "

“ Where is it £*

“Your face is turned to the
sky, and you can't see it. It is close
by. You can ses my face, here,
betwmywaml'lho-lky?"

“« Yes,! M

“ Dara I lift you £

nNot' L

“Notmliﬁmhndﬁogetit
on my arm? I_-w‘lldoitb; very
gentle degrees. Youshall y fool
it

"« Not yet. Paper. Letter."
« This papae i yous breast "
“ Bless ye!"

It:o'[mﬂg?“ ﬂ r‘l'?i.u' i
“ Bless ye!™ f
She reads it with surprise, and

looks down with a new
and an added interest on the motion-
beside.

less face she kneels beside.
names. I have
heard them often.” *‘I

“I know these
“Will you send it, my dear "

321

“T eannot l;ludorstnnd you. Let
me wet your lips again, and your
forehead. There. Opourlhi.ng,;;oor

thing!" These words through her
fmmp‘pin tears. * What Kwas it
that you me?  Wait till I
bnn%lil]:lf' ear quite close.”

“ you send it, my dear #"

“Will I send it to the writers?
Is that your wish?  Yes, certainly.”

“You'll not give it up to any one
but them "

hNo‘"

“As you must grow old in time,
and come to your dyi hour, my
dear, you'll not give it up to any one
but them ¢"

“No. Most solemnly."

“Never to th]a Parish ?” with a
convulsed struggle. '

“No. Most solemnly.”

“Nor let the Parish touch me, nor
yet so much as look at mef” with
another struggle.

“No. Faithfully.”

A look of thanlkfulness and triumph
ights the worn old face. The eyes,
which have been darkly fixed upon
the :E, turn with meaning in them

the compassionate face from
which the tears are dropping, and a
nmﬂek is on the aged lips as they
ask:

“ What is your name, my dear £**

“ My nsmey?a Lizzie Hexam.”

“I must be sore di Are
you afraid to kiss me ¢

The answer is, the ready pressure
of her lips upon the cold but smiling
mouth.

“Bless yo! Now lift me, my love.”

Lizzie Hve.;am very softly raised the
weather-stained grey head, and lifted
her as high as Heaven,

CHAPTER IX.

SOMEBODY BECOMES THE SURJECT OF A FPREDICTION.

“¢WE GIVE THEE HEARTY THANKS
FOR THAT IT HATH PLEASED THER TO
DELIVER THIS OUR BISTER OUT OF THE
MISERIES OF THIS SINFUL WoRrLp,' "

So read the Reverend Frank Milvey

in anot uilh-oubl.ed voice, for ht: heart

misgave him that all was not quite

right between us and our sister—or
X
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say our sister in Law—Toor Law—
and that we sometimes read these
words in an awful manner, over our
Sister and our Brother too.

And Bloppy—on whom the brave
deceased had never turned her back
until she ran away from him, know=-
ing that otherwise he would not be
separated from her—Sloppy could not
in his conscience as yet find the hearty
thanks required of it. Selfish in
Sloppy, and yet excusable, it may be
humbly hoped, because our sister had
been more than his mother.

The words were read above the
ashes of Betty Higden, in a corner of
a churchyard near the river; in a
churchyard so ohsenre that there was
nothing in it but grass-mounds, not
so much as one single tombstone. Tt
might not be to do an unreasonably
great deal for the diggers and hewers,
in a registering age, if we ticketed
their graves at the common charge;
50 that a new generation might know
which was which : sothat the soldier,
sailor, emigrant, coming home, shonld
be able to identify the resting-place
of father, mother, playmate, or be-
trothed. For, we turn up our eyes
and say that we areall alike in death,
and we might turn them down and
work the saying out in this world, so
far. It would be sentimental, perhaps
But how say ye, my lords and gen-
tlemen onourable boards, shall
we not find good standing-room left
for a little sentiment, if we look into
our crowds ?

Near unto the Reverend Frank Mil-
vey as he read, stood his little wife,
J uin Rokesmith the Secretary, and
Bella Wilfer. These, over above
Sloppy, were the mourners at the
lowly grave. Not a penny had been
added to the money sewn in her dress:
what her hon%i;tlﬁlﬁiﬁt had so long
projected, was ed.

“T've took it in my head,” said
Sloppy, laying it, inconsolable, against
the church door, W was done:
“T've took it in my wretched head
that I might have sometimes turned
s little harder for her, and it cuts
me deep to think so now."”

The Reverend Frank Milvey, com-
forting Sloppy, expounded to him how
the hest of us were more or less re-
miss in our turnings at our respective
Mangles—some of us very much so—
and how we were all a halting, failing,
feeble, and inconstant crew.

“ She warn't, sir,” said Sloppy,
taking this ghostly counsel rather
in behalf of his late benefactress. *“Let
us speak for ourselves, sir. She went

h with whatever duty she had
to do. She went through with me,
she went through with the Minders,
she went through with herself, she
went through with everything,. O
Mrs. Higden, Mrs. Higden, you was
a woman and a mother and a mangler
in a million million "

‘With those heartfelt words, Sloppy
removed hig dejected head from the
church door, and took it back to the

ve in the corner, and laid it down
E:m and wept alone. “Not a v

grave,” said the Reverend F:
ilvey; brushing his hand across his
eyes, “ when it has that homely figure
on it. Richer, I think, than it could
be made by mest of the sculpture in
Westminster Abbey!"
left him undistorbed, and
passed out at the wicket-gate. The
water-wheel of the paper-mill was
audible theu:neﬁ and seemed.th:.a havaha
softening influence on the bright
wintry scene. They had an'i.v:):%ut
a little while before, and Lizzie
Hexam now told them the little she
could add to the letter in which she
had enclosed Mr. Rokesmith's letter
and had asked for their instructions.
This was how she had heard
the m, and what had afterwards
and how she had obtained
leave for the remains to be placed in
that sweet, fresh, empty store-room of
the mill from which they had just ac-
companied them to the churchyard,
and how the last request had been
re]jgiousl}f observed.

“T could not have dome it all, or
nearly all, of myself,” said Lizsie.
T should not have wanted the will ;
‘but I ghould not have had the power,

ﬁwithauﬁ our managing partner.”

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND. 593

“ Burely not the Jew who received
us?" sa.iX Mrs. Milvey.
Doy B e e 8
and, in jesis, “ why notf "’
“The gentleman eorhfuly is &
Jew,” said Lizzie; “and the lady,
his wife, is o Jewess, and I was first
brought to their notice a Jew.
But I think there cannot be kinder
people ;n the world.” Lol ey
“But suppose they con
rou ! ™ sugsgatbedlfu.%uy. brist-
f;.u.g in her good little way, as aclergy-
man’s wife.
“To do what, ma’am?" asked Liz-
smile.

zie, with a modest

- “To make you change your reli- |

gion,” said Mrs. Milvey.

“They have never asked me what

igion i hey asked me what
g them.

m“;*%mmgmmﬁ

to a place of e here. But

favourable. There are of
talkers about, my love, and she
will soon. 4

‘While this discourse was inter=
changing, both Bella and the Secre-
tary observed Lizzie Hexam with

attention. Brought face to
ce for the first time with the
daughter of his supposed murderer,
it was natural that John Harmon
should have his own secret reasons
for a careful scrutiny of her counte-
nance and manner, Bella knew that
Lizzie's father had been falsely ac-
‘cused of the crime which had had so
great an influence on her own life
and fortunes; amd her interest,
though it had no seeret springs, like
that of the Secretary, was equally
natural. had expected to see
something very different from the
real Lizzie Hexam, and thus it fell
out: that she became the unconscions
means of bringing them together.
For, when 7 had walled on

y | whoro Linzic had o lodging with an

'?;inm small street; L;lm‘ﬂ;}{d?hy
g engaged in pursuing the wvil-
1ﬁgat§hildﬂl;an,andherin i f.

whether were in danger of he-
coming cb%.mn of Israel; and the
Bﬁvamnd]i‘mnkbaingangnged—m

say the truth—in evading that branch n

of his spiritual functions,
out of sight surreptitiously.
Bella at length said : !
“Hadn’t we better talk about the
oommm.mn?ga have undertaken, Mr.

“By dlhwms.” said the Secre-
“i- 08¢, faltered Bella, ¢ that

we m cominissi 'oneléfror we

shouldn’t beth be here £

“L suppose so,’ was the Secre-

tary’s answer.
*'When I to come with

| Mr. and Mrs. Mi vey," said Bella,

“Mrs. Boffin urged me to do so,in
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order that I might give her my small
report—it's not worth anything, M,
Rokesmith, except for its being a
woman's—which indeed with you
may be a fresh reason for its being
worth nothing—of Lizzie Hexam.”

“Mr. Boffin,”” said the Becretary,
“directed me to come for the same
p‘ll‘mse."

As they spoke they were leaving
tho little street and emerging on the
wooded landscape by the river.

“You think well of her, Mr.
Rokesmith "' pursued Bella, con-
seious of making all the advances,

¢ think highly of her.” -

“T am so glad of that! Something
qnit? refined in her beauty, is there
not y 12

* Her appearance is very striking.” | us

* There is a shade of sadness upon
her that is quite touching. At least
I-—I am not setting up my own poor
opinion, you know, ME" Rokesmith,”
said Bella, excusing and explaining
herself in a pretty shy way; “I am
consulting youn."

I noticed' that sadness. I hope
it may not,” said the Secretary in a
lower voice, ‘‘be the result of the
false accusation which has been re-
tracted.”

When they had passed on a little
further without speaking, Bella, after
stealing a glance or two at the Secre-
tary, suddenly said :

“Oh, Mr. Rokesmith, don't be
hard with me, don't be stern with
me; be magnanimous! I want to
talk with you on equal terms."

The Secretary as suddenly
brightened, and returned: “Upon
my honour I had no thought but for
you. I forced myself to be eccn-
strained, lest you might misinterpret
my being more natural. There. It’s
gone.”

“Thank you,” said Bella, holding
out her little gatxﬁd.s “ Forgive ma.l”'

“No!" cried the Secretary, eagerly.
“Fargiveme I” For there were tears

in her eyes, and they were prettier in

his sight (though they smote him on
the heart rather reproachfully«too)
than any other glitter in the world.

When they had walked a little for-
ther :

“You were going to speak to me,”
said the Secretary, with the shadow
so long on him quite thrown off and
cast away, ‘‘about Lizzie Hexam. So
was I going to speak to you, if I
could have begun.”

“ Now that you een begin, sir," re-
turned Bella, with a look as if she
italicised the word by putling one of
her dimples under it, “ what were you
going to say £

“You remember, of course, that in
her short letter to Mrs. Boffin—short,
but containing everything to the pur-

pose—she stipulated that either her-

name, or else her place of residence,
muﬁt be kept strietly a secret among

Bella nodded Yes.

1t is my duty to find out why she
made that stipulation. ' I have it in
charge from Mr. Boffin to discover,
and I am very desirous for myself to
discover, whether that retracted accu-
sation still leaves any stain upon her.
I mean whether it pi'&ces her at any
disadvantage towards any one, even
towards herself.” -

*“Yes," said Bella, nodding thought-
fully; “T understand. That :e%.ms
i censiderate,”
aynot have noticed, Miss
1e has the same kind of
, that you have in her.
are atfracted by her

ner, nhet%qthutedb yours.”
“T eertainly have not noticed it,"”
B in ‘italicising with

“And 80, resumed the Secretary,
“if you would speak with her alone
before we go away from here, I feel
quite sure that a natural and easy
confidence would arise between you.
Of course you would not be asked to

betray it; and of course you would

the dim W&mﬁ?nﬁould have given .
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not, if you were. But xf you do not
object to put this question to her—to
ascertain for us her own feeling in
this one matter—you can do so at a
far greater advantage than I or any
else could. Mr. Boflin is anxious on
the subject. And I am,” added the
Secretary after a moment, “for a
special reason, very anxious.””
IM‘a::I shall be happy, Mr. Rokesmith,"”
returned Bella, “fo be of the least
use ; for I feel, after the serious scene
of bo-dW{&MI am useless enough in
this world.”
“Don't say that,” urged the Secre-
tu:?{)h, but I mean that,” said Bella,
raising her eyebrows. P
o N% one is useless in this world,”
the Secretary, * who lightens

retorted eretary A%
the burden of it for any one else.
“But I assure you I don't, Mr.

% Not for your father 2
i DW,_ g, self-for

“Ttis
said the

However, she y
purpose ; she éven said something to

a different 08¢
€ Mr. Romitm so long

since we spoke together maturally,
that I am embarrassed in i g,'
another subject. Mr. Boflin. You

know I am very gnﬂf}l to him;
don’t you? Youknow I feel a true
respect for him, and am bound to him

_ by the strong ties of his own gene-

rosity ; now don't you £
¢ Unquestionably. And also that

ou are his favourite o ion,"”
2 “That makes it,” midpgl]a., 80
very diflicult to speak of him. But
—— Does he treat you well 7’
“You see how he treats me,” the
Secretary answered, with a patient
and yet prond air.

“Yes, and I see it with pain,” said
Bella, very energetically.

The Secretary gave her such a
radiant look, that if he had thanked
her a humfmd. times, he could not
have gaid as much as the look said.

# I see it with pain,” repeated Bella,
“and it often makes me miserable.
Miserable, because I cannot bear to
be supposed to approve of it, or have
any indirect share in if. Miserable,
because I cannot bear to be forced to
admit to myself that Fortune is spoil-
ing Mr. Boffin.”

¢ Miss Wilfer,” said the Secretary,
with a beaming face, “if you could
know with what delight T make the
discovery that Fortune i not spoiling
you, you would know that it more
than compensates me for any slight at
any other hands.”

“Oh, don't speak of me," said Bella,
giving herself an impatient little slap
with her glove. “g?ou. don't know
me as well as—"

“As you know yourself ?” sug-
gested the Secretary, finding that she
stopped. * Do you know yourself ¢’

“ I know quite enough of myself,"”
said Bella, with a ing air of
being inclined to give hersell up as a
bad job, “and I don’t improve upon
acquaintance. But Mr. Boffin,"”

*That Mr. Boffin's manner to me,
or consideration for me, is not what it

t | used to be,” observed the Secretary,

“must be admitted. It is too plain to
be denied.”

“ Are you disposed to deny it, Mr.
Rokesmith P asked Bella, with a
look of wonder.

“QOught I not to be glad to do so,
if I could: though it were only for my
own sake?"”

“Truly,” returned Bella, *it must -
try you very much, and—you must
please promise me that you won'f
take ill what T am going to add, Mr.
Rokesmith £’

T promise it with all my heart."

% _—And it must sometimes, I should
think,” said Bella, hesitating, ‘a little
lower you in your own estima-
tion 7’ :

Assenting with a movement of his
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head, though not at all lookin g asif
he did, the Secretary replied :

““1 have very strong reasons, Miss
Wilfer, for bearing with the draw-
backs of my position in the house we
both inhabit. Believe that they are
i gl
through a series of
faded out of m
m‘m mth is calculated

pathy as calel to rouse
my pﬂde,nym there are other considera-
tions (and those you do not see) urging
m{;; m&l endurance. The latter
m B mgar",

“Ithink I have noticed, Mr. Roke-
smith,” suid Bella, looking at him
with euriosity, as not guite maki
him out, “that you repress yoursel
and 'fl'orce yourself, to act a passive

“You are right. Inpmnm‘y[ndf
and force myself to act a tis
.I.mb-

not in tameness of spirit
mit.m}dhsveawﬂlsd&m i
“ ‘ 7 1} -
! " good one, I hope,
'3 a ona, Ihﬂpﬂ." he an-
swered, looking steadily at her.
“Sometimes I have fancied, sir,”
said Beolla, tumiag away her eyes,

“that your great re for Mrs,
Boffin is & very pow motive with
g

“Youn are right again; it is. I
would do my&gﬁﬂf? her, bear any-
thing for her. are o words to
express how I esteem that good, good
woman.'

“As I do too! l{lyIukInu one

ing more, Mr. Rokesmith ?

« Anything more,"”

“ Of course 3;2;: 800 that she really
suffers, when My, Boflin shows how
he is changing "

1 see it, every day, as you see it,
and am grieved to give her | 2}

“To give her pain " said !
repeating the phrase guickly, with
her eyebrows raised.

“T am generzlly the unfortunate
cause of it."”

“ Perhaps she says to you, as she
often says to me, that he is the best
of men, 1n spite of all,”

strange fatalities, |
place in life. If|
such a gracious and | her

“I often overhear her, in her
honest and beautiful duv:&in? to him,
saying sotoyou,” returned the Secre-
tury, with l‘.h?l‘:'me steady look, “ but
amm that she ever says so
’ m”

Bella met the steady look for
moment with a wistful, musing little

ppher (of the very best
‘who was moralising on Life,
- R
i ; a job, as she
hldpﬂ'g:zlybeenincﬁnedtogiw

herself.
uthnlIﬂwt,thnyhad a very
wilk. The trees were bare

i

of j, and the river was bare of
g a3 ; but the gky was not bare
of its beautiful blue, and the water
-ﬁt,mdadoiicimwindm

with the stream, touching the surface
erisply. Perhaps the old mirror was
gg made by human hands,
m. _ﬂlthnima.gmithndiujta

fear for the vi children, there
being a Christian school in the village,
and mo ical interference

worse J

with it than to plant its garden. So,
they got back to the village as Lizzie
Hexam was coming from the paper-
mill, and Bella detached herself to
speak with her in her own home.

“Iam afrmiditisa poor room for
you,” said Lizzie, with a smile of
wolcome, as she offered the post of
honour by the fireside,

“Not so poor as you think, my

dear,” returned Bella, “if you knew
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e newtome,” said Lizzie,

“1o be visited by a lady so nearly of

my own age, and 80

to
i

1t's o pleasure to me
“I havenothing

S
whi was on, “that the
subject must be a painful one to you,

but I am mixed up in
Idnn‘tknow'vhzu

it or suspect it—Iam

o o
aﬁm',

it also ; for— | face.

- may know
way

girl who was to have been married to

stairs, | the unfortunate gentleman, if he had

veofme. Sol

been pleased to ap) : L
& subject withont

was dragged into

my consent, and you were dragged

into it without your consent, and

| there is very little to choose between
g 11

us!

4T had no doubt,” said Tizaie,
“M&:mﬁsMimWﬂfer
have heard named. Can you

| tell me who my unknown

is "

“Unknown friend, my dear ' said
Bella.

“Who caused the charge i
poar father to be con and
sent me the written s

Bella had never of him. Had
no notion who he was.

I should have been glad to thank
him,” returned Lizzie. *“He hus
done & deal for me. I must

I | hope that he will let me thank him

some day. You asked me has it

anything to do—
“Tt or the accusation itself,” Bella
put in.

song] ‘there was a TO-
solution in g:'{oldul ‘hands, not lost
on Bella's bright eyes.

“ Have you lived much alone ?”
“Yes. It's nothing new to
es. > new to me.
T used to be always alone many hours
togathu,h-ﬁagand in the night,
when poor father was alive.”

1“}'0:1 have a brother, I have been
w ” ;

“I have a brother ; but he is not
friendly with me, He is a vory good
hoy though, and has raised himself
Byhi!-in“fnutry. I don't complain of
hm "

As she said it, with her eyes upon
the fire-glow, there was an instan-
taneous escape of distress into her
Bella scized the moment fo
touch her hand.

¢ Lizgie, 1 wish you would tell me
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whether you have any friend of your
own sex and age.”

_“T have lived that lonely kind of
lifa, that I have never had one,” was
the answer.

“ Nor I neither,” said Bella. “Not
that my life has been lonely, for I
could have sometimes wished it lone-

lier, instead of having Ma going on
like the Tragic Muse with%
ache in mujestic corners, and Imrv'}r

| being spiteful—though, of course,

am very fond of them both. T wish
B;u could make a friend of me, Lizzie.

you think you ecould? I have no
more of what they call character, my
dear, than a canary-bird ; but I know
I am trustworthy.”

The wa playful, affectionate
nature, giddy for want of the weight
of some sustaining and capri-
cious because it was always fluttering
among little things, was yet a cap-
tivating one. To Lizzie it was so
new, 80 » &t once so womanly
and so childish, that it won her com-
pletely. And when Bella said agai
“Do you think you could, Lizzie?’
with  her eyegmwn raised, her
head inﬁuiringly on one side, and
an odd doubt about it in her own
bosom, Lizzie showed beyond all
question that she thought she could.

“Tell me, my dear,” said
“what is the matter, and why you
vai?; s ly began, by f

ie presently , by way o
Brelude, “You must have many
vers—'" when Bella checked her
with a little scream of astonishment.

“My dear, I haven't one!”

“Not one?”

“Well! Perhapsone,” said Bella.
“I am sure I don't know. I jad
one, but what he may think about it
at the present time I can't say. Per-
haps I have half a one (of course, I
don't count that Idiot, Samp-
son). However, never mind me. I
want to hear about you."

“There is a certain man,” said
Lizzie, “a passionate and angry man,
who says he loves me, and who I
must believe does love me. He is the
friend of my brother. I shrank from

him within myself when my brother
first brought him to me ; but the last
time I saw him, ho terrified me more
than [ cansay.” Thereshe Mpf[l_:l_

“Did you come here to escape from
him, Lizgie 7"

“ 1 eame here immediately after he
s0 alarmed me."

“ Are you afraid of him here?”

“1 am not timid generally, but I
am always afraid of him, Tam afraid
to see a newspaper, or to hear a word
spoken of what is done in London,
lest he "lhnuld have done some

violence.
“Then aro not afraid of him
for yow dear f" suid Bella, after

ering on the
“I should be even that, if T met
him about here. I look round for
him always, as I pass to and fro at
= afraid of
“ Are i anything he
z:onh:ilmdf in London, my

but I don't think of that.”
“;Tllm it would almost ‘;e:;u, dear,”

i qu. !“u' ere must

bod, else;"

Lizzia put her hands before her
face for a moment before replying :
““The words are always in my ears,

blow he struck upon a stone
wall as he said them, is always be-
ore my eyes. I have tried hard to
think 1t not worth remembering, but
I cannot make so little of it. His

of her arms round
Lizzie's waist, and then asked quietly,
in a soft voice, as they both looked at
the fire :

“Killhim! s this man so jealous,
then ?" i

“Of a gentleman,” said Lizzie.
“—1 hardly know how to tell you—
of a gentleman far above me and m
way of life, who broke father's dea
to me, an,c} has shown an interest in
me
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“Does he love you?”

Lizzio shoak her head.

“Does he admire you £*'

Lizzie ceased to shake her head,
sn_uli ressed her hand npon her living
girdle. ;

“Is it through his influence that
you came here "'

“Oh, no! And of all the world I |

wouldn't have him know that I am
here, or et the least clue where to
find me

“ Lizzie, dear! Why?" asked
Bella, in amazement at this burst.
But then quickly added, rea
Lizzie's face: “No, Don’t say why.
That was a foolish question of mine.
Isee. Isee”

X Lt ':-'€. : u
hope I may dﬁh‘mm , out.”
soothingly, “ this weakness, Lizzie, in
ﬁvnuruf{mwhdiim;?m&yoht."

“No. I don't want to wear that
out,” ws:otha flushed re :ri ';:ﬁrdo
1 want believe, nor eve,

i of it. What

should Imhyﬂlﬂ,m\lhﬂw much

Bella's t:xdpmudn little éghmws
remonstrated with the fire for some
shorttim:beﬁumu&o;* joined :

“ Don't think press
Lizzie; but wouldn't you j’ﬂxu'n
peace, and hope, and even in free-
dom? Wouldn't it be better not to

recollections, encouragemen:
‘| and best obj that I carry through

live a secret life in hiding, and not to
be shut out from your natural and
wholesome p ¢ Forgive
asking you, would that be no gain P’
“ Does a woman's heart that—that

clasped the girdle of her arms, ex-
;nmly to give herself a penitential
poke in the side.

my . I should lose my belief
that if I had been his equal, and he
had loved me, I should have tried
with all my might to make him better
and happier, a8 he would have made
me, I d lose almost all the value

that I put the little learning 1
have, which is all owing to him, and
which T the difficulties of,

leave off prizing the remembrance
that he has done me nothing but good
since I have known him, and that he
has made a nhlngn within me, like—
like the change in the grain of theso
hands, which were coarse, und eracked,
and hard, and brown when I rowed
on the river with father, and are
softened and made supple by this new
work as you see them now.”

They trembled, but with no weak-
ness, a8 she showed them.
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“ Understand me, my dear;"” thus

ﬂ:inkmyl.ifem:z'be'b‘ntawm-y

mlmfmud itand glad of it.
Iam g'ou and glad to some-
thing for him, even though it is of no
service to him, and he will never know
of it or care for it.”

I .
1 hope that they never . But
WO not have the ]:;:{af them
taken out of my life, for anything m
life can give me. I have tald you
everything now, my dear. If it comes
a!:tﬂnamngetomto have parted
Eﬁhﬁlfmnﬂtmy.éhndﬁo

of ever parting with a single
F;";gﬂfit.smmautbah:ayon:‘ine
in; but you came in, and my mind

¢ More deserving of it #""
Lizzie, with an incredulous l':ﬂnz.m‘i
“I don't mean in respect of keep-
ing it,” said Bella, *“ because any one
should tear me to bits before getti
at a syllable of it—though there's no

| X foole

obstinate asa Pig. What I mean is,
Lizgie, that I am a mere impertinent
piece of conceit, and you shame me,"”

Lizzie put up the pretty brown hair
that came tumbling down, owing to
the energy with which Bella shook
Smsmond, My e

us e i ear "

“QOh, it's all v y'well to call me
your dear,” said B with a pettish
whimper, “and T am glad to be ealled
80, I have slight enough claim
b‘h&v-- ut I ax such a nasty little

“giy dear!” urged Lizzie again.

“Buch a shallow, cold, wac;‘rl;ldly,
Limited little brute!" said Bella,

inging out her last adjective with

¢

“Do you think,” inguired Lizzie
oW m [ Dt ]
better F "

.(IR - hﬂw httﬂr though ?u
said “Do you really believe
you know better? Oh, I should be
80 glad if you did know better, but T
am so much afraid that 1 must
Jmow best!”

_Lizzio asked her, laughing out-
right, whether she ever saw her own
face or heard her own voice ?

“y mgus s0,” returned Bella,
_ the glass often encugh,
and I chatter like a Magpie.”
“I]ﬂ__.t..:m your ﬁ.ee,‘gﬁl heard
Your voice, at any rate,” said Lizzie,
“and they have tempted me to say
to you—with a certainty of not
mm—-wht:t I thougg: I
never su any ona, 088
that Took 9"~
% B Mope it doosn’t,” pouted
in something
laugh and a

“T used once to see pictures in the
fire," said Lizzie, playfully, “to
pleaso my brother. Shu.ﬁ I tell you
what I see down there where the fire
is glowing P

y had risen, and were standing

getting gthehmﬂl,theﬁmebcingmme

ing ; each had drawn an
arm around the other to take leave.

merit in that, for I am naturally as
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“Shall T tell you,” asked Lizzie,

“what I see down there P

“Qan you believe, Mr. Rokesmith,"”
said B “that I feel as if whole

“Timited Iittle b?” years had passed since I went into
Bella, with her ﬂmﬂ IMG Hexam's cottage P

worth winning,

*“We have crowded a good deal

and well won. A heart that, once|into the day.” he returned, *“ and you

fire and water for | were much
and | You are over-tired.”

in the churchyird.
“No, I am not at all tired. T havo

ted.
i (i " th | not quite what I mean. I
Girl's heart ?”” asked Bella, wi % ng:‘ﬂ;d

feel as if a great

; brows.
“imm “And the figure moftimshd gone by, 'hutt.h::

verend and: nﬂ.hmk,an ;
Sloppy and Bella and the Secretary, | forit. As Bella could not run easily
set out to walk to it. Few rustic | so wrapped up, the Secretary had to

ullat:dtheSwmwybu;&

hind.

e in:ﬁhlkwiﬂll.isﬁs,

-

as i!;mh‘l‘md hap
you know.
“ For good, 1
“T hope so,"” Bella.
“You are cold ; I felt you tremble.
Pray let me put this of mine
about youw y I fold it over this
sho without injuring your
dress? Now, it will too heavy
and too long. Let me carry this end
over my arm, a8 you have no arm to
ve me."”
‘i'Ym;'l ghe had though. How she
t it out, in her muffled state,
gumhowa; but she got it out
was—and sli

S e
B.
| ﬁahﬂ! al and interest-

. Rokesmith,
she gave me her full confi-

dence.”

" #“Bhe could not withhold it,” said

the Becretary.
By, dogotns Bt 5 W vienaed
: as
at him, “to sy to me just what ghe
said about it 1"
“1 infer that it must be because I

“That if you were inclined to win
her confidence—anybody's confidence
—you were sure to do it.”

e’['he railway, at this point, know-
ingly shutting a eye and
d | opening a red one, they had to run

help her. en she took her oppo-

be- | site place in the carriage corner, the

brightness in her fuce was so charm.-
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ing to behold, that on her exclaiming,
* What beautiful stars and what a
glorious night!” the Secrotary said
“Yes," but seemed to prefer to see
the night and the stars in the light
of her lovely little countenance, to
i looking out of window.

O boofer lady, fascinating boofer

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND.,

tor of Johnny's will! If I had but
the right to pay your legacy and to
take your receipt!—Something to
this purpose surely mingled with the
blast of the train as it cleared the
stations, all knowingly shutting up
their green eyes opening their
red ones when they propared to let

lady! If I were but legally execu- | the boofer lady pass.
CHAPTER X,
SCOUTS OUT.

# Axp so, Miss Wren,”" said Mr, Eu. | throat and play at dice in your
gene Wrayburn, I cannot persuade | stomach! Boh, wicked child ! Eee-
you to dress me a doll ¥ baa, black sheep ! "*

“No,” replied Miss Wren, snap- On her accompanying each of these

pishly ; “if you want one, go and
buy one at the shop.”

*And my charming young E:ﬂ-
daughter,” said Mr. Wrayburn, plain-
tively, ‘“down in Hertfordshire—"

(** Humb ire you mean, I
think,” interposed Miss Wren.)

“—is to be put upon the cold
footing of the general public, and is
to derive no advantage from my
private acquaintance with the Court
Dressmaler ?

“If it's any advantage to your
charming godchild—and oh, a ‘pre-
cious godfather she has got!”—re-
plied Miss Wren, pricking at him in
the air with her needle, ‘“to be
informed that the Court Dressmaker
knows your fricks and your manners,
you may tell her so by post, with my
compliments.”

Miss Wren was busy at her work
by candle-light, and ]&ﬂ- Wrayburn,
half amused and half vexed, and all
idle and shiftless, stood by her bench
looking on. Miss Wren's trouble-
some child wa.fl in ﬂ“'in e_lt;rnar in deep
disgrace, and exhibiting great
wmeduess in the shivarﬁ]g stage
of prostration from drink,

“Ugh, you disgraceful boy!” ex-
claimed Miss Wren, attracted by the
sound of his chattering teeth, “I1
wish they’d all drop down your

reproaches with a threatening stamp
of the foot, the wretched creature
protested with a whine,

& ¥ five shillings for you in-
deed "’ Miss Wren pmceedecf; “how.
many hours do you suppose it costs
me to earn five shillings, you in-
famous boy —Don't cry like that,
or I'll throw a doll at you. Pay five
shillings fine for you indeed. ~Fine
in more ways than one, I think! I'd
give the dustman five shillings to

mn§ym off in the dust cart.”
“ No, no," pleaded the absurd crea-
ture, * se!”

“He's enough to break his mo-
ther's heart, is this boy,” said Miss
Wren, half appealing” to Fugene.
“I wish I had never brought him up.
He'd be sharper than a serpent's
tooth, if he wasn't as dull as ditch
wattt:ry. briﬁli’o:t him. There's a
pretty obj 4 parent's eyes !

Assuredly, in his vl;:irso t-hn?swinish
state (for swine at least fatten on
their guzzling, and make themselves
good fo eat), he was a pretty object
for any d

“ A muddling
child,”” said Miss

and a swipey ol
Wren, rating him
with great severity, ¢ fif for nothing
but to be preserved in the liquor that
destroys him, and putin a great glass
bottle as”.a sight for other ewipey
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