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;:hﬂl" break down, if I try to say
re.

In a few moments the black-bonnet
and the crutch-stick were on duty,
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the Jew wasleft in possession of
the and the dolls’ dressmaker,
side by side in a chaise with Mortimer
Lightwood, was posting out of town.

CHAPTER X.

THE DOLLS' DRESSMAKER DISCOVERS A WORD.

A parkexep and hushed room;
the river outside the windows flow-
ing on to the vast ocean; a figure on
the bed.ﬁswathad and bandaged and

1, lying helpless on its back,
with its two useless arms in splints at
its sides. Only two days of usage so
familiarised the little dressmaker with
this scene, that it held the place oceu-
pied two days ago by the recollections

ofﬁeearu.

had scarcely moved since her

arrival.  Sometimes his oyes were
in

i

moment thef'bmw knitted into a faint
expression of anger, or su
Mortimer Lightwood wm to
him, and on oceasions he would be so
far roused as to make an attempt to
pronounce his friend's name.
m an instant consciousness was gone

, and no spirit of Eugene was in
j?; e's crushsgd outer form.

_ They provided Jenny with mate-
rials for pl{ing her work, and she had
;olittla table pla.t;ad ab Lhi: lfwht Ofrih.c;;

Sitting there, w er

miwofhul:r ing over the chair-
'k, they ight attract
his notice. T:“!Exithn n::::;s object, she
would sing, just above her breath,
when he his eyes, or she saw

his brow knit into that fai
sion, so evanescent that it was a
shape made in water. Bu‘l.uyef,lm
not heeded. The ** here
mentioned, were the m ‘attend-
ant; Lizzie, who was there in all her
intervals of rest ; and Lightwood, who

ise. Then, | you.

The two days became three, and
the threo days beeame four. At
length, quite unexpectedly, he said
L Wl et 1 e T

g was it, m ef"”

“Will !lorti{ncr—-"

“Wm _F"

—* Send for her "

My dear fellow, she is hore.”

Mortimer could not understand
this, neither could Jenny herself,
until he added :

“Oh! I know!"” cried Jenny. «I

and himnow!"” Then, Light-
:roodyxeld:d;dmplam to her quick
'.P]Ilﬂlch. md.bandm.gover
thobad,wilthth%t'betteru 'lic:k: “You
mean my long brig ing rows
of children, who used to gnngg me
case and regt? You mean the chil-
drén who used to take me up, and
make me light ?"

never left him.

o smiled, “ Yes."

ve not seen them since I saw

hardly ever in pain now.”
was o protty fancy,” said Eu-

ut T have heard my birds sing,"
the little creature, ““ and I have
my flowers. Yes, indeed I
! Knd both were most beauti-
most Divine "'
- #Stay and help to nurse me,” said
gene, quictly. * I should like you
Ave t%e fancy here, before 1 die.”
She touched his lips with her hand,
| shaded her eyes with that same
nd as she went back to her work
her little low song. He heard

. T never see them now, but I

ong with evident u until
allowed it gradually to sink away
p silence.
i Mortimer."
& My dear Eugéne.”

 “Tf yon can give me anything
keapyma here for only a fow mi-
"

# T keep you here, Eu.g!?lw g1

. %To prevent my awny
don’t know where—for I begin to
sensible that I have just come
and that I shall lose mysclf
fin o ao,dmrbay | L

could be given him with safet
wero u.lg:uya at hand, ready),
iendjngoverhimommm..m
about to caution him, when he said :
“Don't tell me not to spealk, for I
o If you knew the harass-

where are thoseendless places,
ﬁ ortimer ? T};ﬂy must be at an im-
1ist e "
 He saw in his friend’s face that he
was losing himself; for he added after
‘a moment: “Don’t be afraid—I am
‘not gone yet. What was it "
B« ouwﬁmm:e']ilme;:hmethmg,
Engene. y poor dear fellow, you
~ wanted to say something to your old
 friend—to the friend who has always
loved you, admired you, imitated you,
: himself upon you, been no-
m& ithout you, and who, God
kmows, would be here in your place
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Mortimer gave him such stimulants | 1

461

“Tut, tut!"” said E with a
tender glance as the o put his
hand before 'his face. “I am not

worth it. I acknowledge that I like
it, dear boy, but I am not worth it.
This attack, my dear Mortimer ; this
murder—”" =
His friend leaned over him with
renewed attention, saying : “You and
1 suspect some one.”

¢ More than But, Morti-
mer, while I lie here, and when I lie
here no lomger,‘iim to ?wmth::
the pm?atutor never broug
justice.’

“ Eugene ?"' v:
¢ Her innocent reputation
be ruined, my friend. She would

Knnmhu‘l, not he. I have wronged
er enough in hﬁ:ct; I have wronged
collect what
made of good intentions. i
of 'blad intentions too. Mortimer, I
am

to you. It was not the schoolmaster,
B Do you hear
me ¥ 3 itgumttha]')o:wl-
mssta!,'Bﬂd-ll% eadstone. !
hear me ? times ; it x
not the schoolmaster, Head-
stone."’

“Dear follow, I am wandering
Away. Bh-ymﬁa-mothar moment,
if you can.”
| E‘M‘wood lifted mhia;d h.iit l.it::
neck, and put a wine-g
Hsnﬂind.w ‘

4T don't know how long ago it
was done, whether weeks, dnys, or

L ﬂheoould!"
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hours. No matter. There is inquiry
°“£’ﬁt= and pursuit. Say! Is
no

“Yes-”
h “'b( by it;hdi%n’gaﬁ
er be brought in i
her. The ugt man, brought to jus-
tice, wo pof;un her name, "Let
ished. Lizzie

all! Pro-

 Eugene, I do. T promise you!"”

In the act of turning his eyes grate-
fully towards his friend, he wanderod
away. His eoyes stood still, and

into that former intent un-
meaning stare.

Hours and hours, days and nights,
he remained in this same condition.
There were times when he would
calml to his friend after a
pe:m)I unconscicusness, and woul

something. Before it could be given
him, he would be gone again,
The dolls’ dmgﬁk

relaxed.
She would regularly change the i

or the i m{mhinhea&,m
wonld her ear at the pillow be-

tweenw ]Jaiam.ngfornn faint
xo::dut-hntéell&om i mh:’;wani;
erings. was amazing
how many hours at a time she wonld
remain beside him, in a crouching
attitude, attentive to his slightest
moan. Ashe could not move a
he could make no sign of distress;
but, through this close watching (if
ngh no secret sympathy ar power)
the little creature attained an under-
; standing of him that Lightwood did
not i would often

and“ldthe i:i.ne:ﬁ'ble man; and she
would change thedressing of a woun

ormasaﬁgaﬁnm.armhh&ea.:,r
alter the pressure of the bedclothes
on him, with an absolute cartainty of

doing right. The natural Hﬁm.
a.:;%nlifacyoflouchwhinh be-
come very refined by practice in her
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volved in this; but her perception
was at as 3
The one word, Lizzie, he m
millions of times. In a certain phase
of his distressful state, which was the
worst tanthhg:. who tended him, he
would roll his head upon the pillow,
incessantly repeating the name in a
hurried and impatient manner, with
the misery of a disturbed mind, and
the monotony of « machine. Equally,
when he lay still and staring, he
would repeat it for hours withont
cessation, but then, always in a tone
of subdued warning and . Her
moa and her touch upon his
or face would often stop this,
and then they learned to expect that
he would for some time remain still,
with his eyes closed, and that he
would be eonscious on them.
But, the heavy di intment of
their ved by the welcome
silence of thelbldmm—m that his
spirit would glide away aguin and be
}:st,inthammmtofyﬁbnirjoythaz

was
This nent rising of o i
man -ﬁ'omﬁwthe dee s-'ln:: s:ni;umg
was dreadful to the

him

g:fnnl] the change stole u
it limme dreadful to hi
His desire to impart something that

was thereby shortened. As the man
rising from the deep would disappear
the sooner for fighting with the water,
80 he in his desperate struggle went
down again.

vy bty
ying e, i
had just stolen out ufm
1 her occupation, he uttered
“M dsa';-n]?.ﬂu& I am here.”

y ugene, T am here.
“How long is this to Mor-
timer?" o

Lightwood shook his head. “Still,
Eugene, you are no worse than you
were. ’

miniature work, no doubt was in-

“But I know there’s no hope. Yet

. it may last long enough for
t%oizlub{ do me one last service, and for

me to do one last action. Keep me
' here a few moments, Mortimer. »
_ here &

P 4 friend gave him what aid he

eonld, and encouraged him to believe
' wa?::nom oompoa%d, _tlmu'il;
~gven then his eyes were losing
ﬁ?anion they s’;: rarely recovered.

‘Hold me here, dear fellow, if you
ean. _Bb?"my wandering away. I
i ]

@ Not yet, not yet. Tell me, dear
p what is it I shall do #”
~ “Keep me here for only a single
minute. I am going away again.
" Don't let me gomﬁeu‘ me speak
}M BtOP DﬁHtOP ma‘;‘bﬂ mlt
%My poor Eugene, @
“IXDlJ . uftrysﬁnrd If you
- only knew how hard! Don't let me
“wander till T have spoken. Give me
~ a littlo more wines" 1
Lightwood complied. Eugene, with
a most pathetic e against the
-uneconsciousness that was over
_]ﬁm’a.ndwithaloukofa ‘ﬂm‘
affected his friend profoundly, said :
~ “You can leave me with Jenny,

[
that
i’uI am going! You can't hold me.”
% Tell me in & word, Engene!”
His eyes were fixed and the
only word that came his lips
was the word millions of times re-
Lizsie, Liazie, Lissie.
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“I can. Stoop down.”
Haltmad,md she whispered in
is ear. e whispered in his ear
one short word of a single

i started,

 Oh, God bless you, Mortimer!"
“Hush! Don't be agitated. Don’t

. Hear me, dear Engene, Your
mind will be more at peace, lying
here, if you make Lizzie your wife.
You i me to speak to her, and
tell her so, and entreat her to be

wife. You ask her to kneel at
is bedside and be married to you,
that your may be com-

I' m?l’

“Yes. God bless you! Yes™
¢ Tt ghall be done, Bugene,
it to me. I sball have to go away
for some fow hours, to give effect to
your wishes. You see this is un-
avoidable P P »

“ Dear friend, T said 80.” :

“Troe. But I had not the clue
then. Ewdoyouﬂ:inkldgoht?"
saw Miss at the foot of the
‘bed,lonk:lnge::{lm with her elbows
on the bed, and her head upon her
hands. There was a trace of his
whimsical eir upon him, as he tried
to smile at her. S

“Yes, indeed,” said Lightwood,
“the discovery was hers. Observe,

my dear Eugene ; while I am away
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you will know that I have discharged
Ty trust with Tizzie, by finding her
here, in my present place at your
bedside, to leave you no more.
final word before I go. This is the
right course of a true man, E 0.
And-T solemnly believe, with all my
soul, that if Providence should merci-
fully restore you to us, you will be
blessed with a noble wife in the pre-
server of your life, whom you will
dearly love.”

“ Amen. Iam sure of that. But
I shall not come through it, Morti-
mer."

“ You will not be the less hopeful
or less strong, for this, Eugene.”

“No. Touch my face with yours,
in case I should not hold out till you
come back. I love you, Mortimer.
Don’t be uneasy for me while you
are gone. If my dear brave girl
will take me, I feel persuaded that I

A | this
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shall live long enough to be married,
dear fellow.”

Miss Jenny gave up altogether on
is parfing taking place between the
friends, and sitting with her back
towards ttl'm bed ]::n* the bow]t:r aﬁﬁde
by her bright hair, wept heartily,
though no;:égleasly. Mortimer Light-
wood was soon gone. As the evening
light lcugtheneg the heavy reflections
otg the trees in the river, another
figure came with a soft step into the
sick room.

Ts he conscious ?** asked the little
dressmaker, as the figure took its
station by the pillow. Tor, Jenny
had given place to it immediately,
and could not see the sufferer’s face,
in the dark room, from her new and
removed position.

‘“He is conscious, Jenny,” mur-
mured Eugene for himself, “He
knows his wife,”

CHAPTER XI.

EFFECT IS GIVEN TO THE DOLLS DRESSMAKER'S DISCOVERY.

Mgzs. Joux Roxesmire sat at
meedlework in her neat little room,
beside a basket of neat little articles
«of clothing, which presented o much
of the appearance of being in the
dolls’ dressmaker’s way of business,
that one might have supposed she
was going to set up in opposition to

Miss Wren. Whether the Complete | mal:

British Family Himsewifa had im&
parted sage counsel anent them, di
not a , but probably not, as that
cloudy oracle was nowhere visible,
For certain, however, Mrs.
TRokesmith stitched at them with so
dexterous a hand, that she must have
taken lessons of somebody. Love is
in all things a most wonderful teacher,
and perhaps love (from a pictorial
point of view, with nof on but
a thimble), had been i i
branch of needlework to Mrs. John
Rokesmith.

It was near John's time for coming

John | herself

home, bt as Mrs. John was desirous
to finish a special triumph of her
skill before dinner, she did not go out
tomeet him. Placidly, though rather
consequentially smiling, she sat stitch-
ing away with a regular sound, like
a sort of dnn]iled little charming
Dresden-china elock by the very best
er.

A Imock at the door, and a ring at
the bell. Not John ; or Bella would
have flown out to meet him. Then
who, if not John ? Bella was asking
the question, when that flut-
tering little fool of a servant flut-

tered in, saying, “ Mr. Lightwood !
Oh good ious !
Bella but time to throw a

handkerchief over the basket, when
Mr. Lightwood made his how. There

this | was something amiss with Mr. Light-

wood, for he was strangel ve
and looked ill. i

‘With a brief reference to the happy
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