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the man as has come through drown-
ing can never be drowned? I can't
be drowned.”

“]I can be!” returned B vy, in
a desperate, clenched voice. “ L am
resolved to be, T'11 held you living,
and "1l hold yondead. Comedown!™

Riderhood” went over into the
smooth pit, buckward, and Bradley

Headstone upon him. When the
two were found, lyi under the
ooze and scum ind one of the
rotting gates, Riderhood's hold had
relaxed, probably in falling, and his

eyes were staring upward. But he

was girdled still with Bradley's iren

ﬁﬁ.uﬂthﬁ rivets of the iron ring
tight.

CHAPTER XVL

PERSONS AND THINGS IN GHENERAL,

Mgz, and Mrs. John Harmon's first
delightful occupation was, fo set all

matters right that had atmiud inan
way wrong, or that mig

protection,
her association with Mrs, E

Wra}rbum, and beeanse of Mrd. Eu-
gene's old association, in her turn,
with the dark side of the story. 1t
followed that the old man, asa
good and serviceable friend to both,
;ta: not to be dmela.lhlzed. Nor even
Inspector, as having been fre-
panned nto an industrious hunt on
# false scent. It may be remarked,
in connection with thatworthy officer,
afterwards

that a rumonr

ghortly
ed the Force, to the effect that
o had confided to Miss Abbey Pot-
terson, over a jug of mellow flip in
the bar of the Jally Fellowship
Porters, that he “didn’t stand to lose
a farthing " through Mr. Harmon's

had | wood's offices, would appease his

Mr. Inspector) had pocketed the
éovmmutmwzud.
In all thei of such

t, co

would, or should, have strayed :‘mmg;
way wrong, while their name was in
al o. In tracing out affairs for

ible, | dram which is poetically named An

derived much assistance from their
eminent solicitor, Mr. Mortimer
Lightwood; who laid about him
fessionally with such unwonted
and intention, that & piece of
work was vigorously pursued as soon
as cut out; whmbﬂ oung Blight
was acted on s by transatlantic

Eye-Opener, and found hi star-
ing at real cli i

ng
window. The m{hﬂityfoflf:.h
proving very useful as to a few hints
towards the disentanglement of Eu-
e's affairs, Lightwood applied
gsel‘ f with infinite zest to attack-
L
who, in danger
of being blown into the air by cer-
tain, ive fransactions in which
he been engaged, and having
been sufficiently flayed under his
beating, eame to a parley and asked

ntﬁmr. The harmless Twemlow
by the conditions entered
-t.o,ﬂmng{.ha]itﬂathoughtit. Mr.

{i
Riah unaceountably melted ; waited
in person on him over the stable-
in Duke Streef, Bt. James's, no
onger ravening but mild, to inform
him that payment of inferest as here-
tofore, but henceforth at Mr. Light-

Jewish rancour ; and de with

g | the secret that Mr. John had

advanced the money and become the

Thus was the sublime
a

ereditor.
n | Bnigsworth’s wrath averted, and thus

did he snort no
moral grandeur at
column in the print over the fire
place, than was normally in his (and | of
the British) constitution. !
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“that you'd loll a little,”
“How!” repeated Mrs. Wilfer.

” “idm s -
%1 am incapable of ig_--l
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self, T am obli
tll(!ﬂnanf mhmﬁlm‘"h m whm
Here, Mr. Sampson, with the view

f 5 ¥ ELT
‘ceeded in doing, said with an

ablo smilo: “ Alftor all, you know,
ma'am, weo know it's there.” And

ent. | immediatoly folt that he had com-
himsalf.

“We know it’ " sai
Wilfer, v ‘sthnel gaid Mrs,
* ¥, George,” remonstrated
= I v % »

lwntem!dlm;‘mmm_[_"

*Goit!” cried Mr. Sampeon, be=
o o b
JER Lot Wkt

“What you may mean, George
Sampson, by omni fivi
expressions, 1 cannot pretend to
imagine. Neither,” said Miss La-
vinia, “Mr. George Sampson, do I

wmhtuunagma. It is enough for

Mt:“howmmyownheartmt

am going to—"' having impru-

W_MMLW&

providing & way out of it, Miss La-

R e

i ,' . weak oons
o

=

howaover, derived some

appearance from disdain,
_“Oh. MI” : Mr.

with bitterness. ¢ Thus it ever is

I never——""

s mean to say,” Miss
T

‘E

Al
i
g
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then taunt me with my moderate
Isitgenerous? Isit kind?" | see

The dﬁately lady, Mrs, ?&lnf!:r, per- [ me
ceiving her opportunity o vmns
a fow rammkspg*nm Ee throne, here
took up the almm

“Ny, " ﬂ!B m -
cannot; perlm min-epmsen
the intentions of & u]nld of mine,

“ Let him alone, Ma,” Miss Lavvy
in with haughtiness. “Itis
in to me what he says or
doaa."

“ Nay, Lavinia,” quoth Mrs. Wil-
ler, "t.{n touches the blood of the|the

y. If Mr. George Bampson
attnbutes, even to my youngest
daughter——"

(“I don't see why you should use
the word ‘even,’ Ma,” Miss Lavvy
interposed, “becanse I am quite as
important as any of the others.”)

“Peace!” said Mrs. Wilfer, so-
Jemnly. “I repeat, if Mr. George
Sampson attributes, to n:]y yom
daunghter, grov motives,
tributes them eq to the mother

ofm yaumt uht«ar. That
y‘ tes thegm, and de-

mlmds of . George Sam a8 a
of honou.r, what. wonld

ve? I maybe m:staken—nothing

is more likely —but Mr. Georgoe
Sampeon,” proceeded Mrs. Wilfer,
majestically wnvmg her floves, “ap-
pears to me to be in a firste
class equipage. Mr George Samp-
son appears fo me to be on his way, | vinia
his own admission, to a residence

t may be termed Palatial. Mr.

(George pson appears to me to be | bo
invited to participate in the—shall I | Mr
say the— fion which has des- | the

cended on the family with which he
is ambitious, shall I say to Mingle F
‘Whence, then, this tons on

et S
connec an I hope
she 3;1’11 still remain the same La-

donable if T feel sengitive, when T
see o disposition on her part to take
short ?'"

* 1f you are not satisfed with your
pouhon, sir,” observed Miss Lavi-
nia, with much politeness, “we can
I| set you down at any turning you ma
please to indicate fo my sister's
coachman.” :
“Dearest Lavinia,” wurged Mr.
Ba.m!mm, pathehcally, “I adore

“Thenlf u can't do it in a
more agreeable manner,” retmmed

lady, “I wish you
woulﬁ’t."
“IL also,” pursued Mr. Sampson,

m@t you, ma'am, to an extent
W] must ever be below
merits, I am well aware, but still up
hodeodog i g ol
vinin, with a
ma'am, who feels the noble sacrifices
you make for him, but is goaded
to madness,” Mr. Sampson
m his forehead, “when he

Patmg with the rich
and influential.

“When you have to compete with
the rich and influential, it will pro-
bahly be mentioned to you,” said

:ﬁviy, “in good time. Af
least, it if the case is my case.”

Mr. Sampsonimmediatel
his fervent opinion that this was
“more than human,” and was
hmuqht upon his knees at Miss La-

e was ﬁm mwmﬁllﬁg addition in-
ensable to the anjoyment of
mot.her and daughter, to bear
h.ﬂta cnphve, into

he had mentioned,

&nd t‘vo him through the same,
at once a living witness of their
, and a bright instance of their
escension. Ascending the stair-
case, Miss Lavinia permitted him to
walk at her side, with the air of
saying : “Notwithstanding all these
surroun I am yours as vet,
George. How long it may last is
another question, but I am yours as
yet. She also benignantly inti-

vinia asof old? And is it not par- | mated

to him, aloud, the nature of
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the objects upon which he looked,
and to which he was unaccustomed
as, *“ Exotics, s "A.uamry
,” “ Anormolu clock,
and the like. ‘While, throngh the
whole of the decorations, Mrs. Wil-
fer led the way y with the bearing of a
Savage Chief, wl')ho would feel hm?ixlf
eompromised manifesting the
slightest token gf surprise or admi- | remain
ration.

Indeed, the bearing of this im-
pressive woman, throughout the day,
was a pattern to all impressive women
under similar circumstances. She
renewed the acquaintance of Mr.
and Mrs. Boffin, as if Mr. and Mrs,
Boffin had said of her what she had
said of them, and as if Time alone
could qu:t.e wear her injury out. She

every servant who ap-
'prusched. her, as her sworn enemy,
expressly intending to offer her af-|than
fronts with the dishes, and to
forth outrages on her moral feeli gs
from the decanters. She sat erect at
table, on the right hand of her son-
in-law, as in

suspocting
thevwnds,anduboamgu with
ohmlar;’émt

mtm: foreo of

towarda a lady of good
};on wlmmr:;i . Lthun,muﬁghﬂn
ow ugo, Even w]
vy whier U Tsfines o
g champagne,
il.l:azﬁlt;n-m—luw some of do-
she infused into the nmhvay:u%‘ﬂ
Arctic suggestions of her ha
been an unappreciated b]m.ng to
since her papa's days, and
also of thatganﬂam:.ln st:)l}vmghem
a frosty impersonation o frosty
race, as struck cold to the eoles
of mlfst?ffe o]l; the haar&zm. i In-
exha cing uced, staring,
and andantly mm;lpi;g weak and
smile shortly, no sooner be-
held , than it was stricken spas-
modie anli inconsolable. "When
took her leave at last, it would have
peen hard to say whether it was

herself, or of leaving the inmates of
$ho hauso toe immedints exseution,

et, Jo m enj it all
merrily, and told his wx‘g.esvhmhe
and ghe were alone, that her natural

'8 dtmghm lhould emr
in the faith that she
wuld not be her mother's.

This vigit was, as has been said, &
great event. Anotlwr event, not
grand, but deemed in the houss a
special ome, occurred at about the
fama parind mdthmmthoﬂm
interview between Mr. . Sloppy and
Miss Wren.

The dolls’ dressmaker, being at
work for the Inexhaustible upon
i‘u]l-d:muidn]lmtwomlarger

e | citodh s ull o B St W

“ Come in, sir,"" said Miss Wren,
who was working at her bench.
* And who may you be ?"

Mr. 8l introduced himself by
name and

“Ohindeed!"” eried Jenmy. “Ah!
I have been ing fi to know-
ing youw Iheani your distinguishi-

W yﬂ'll,lﬁﬂ pm inned Slﬂ'p o
“T am sure I am to hear it, Eﬁt
I tlontl:now how."

somebody into & mud-
cn.rt," said Miss Wren.

“Oh! That way!"” cried Sloppy.

“Yes, Miss,” And threw back E.is
head and laughed.
“ Bless us!™ exclaimed Miss Wren,
with a start. * Don't open your
mouth as wide as that, young man,
or it'll cafch so, and not shut again
me day.

opened it, if poam'hlft
mdacr, amepb it open until his
langh was out.

¥ 've like the giant,” said
Miss \Wl'e;::{w"il when he came home in

she | the land of Beanstalk, and wanted

J.Qk‘;w hp good looking, Miss?
" as a s. "
asked Sloppy.

with the air of going to the scaffold
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“ No,” said Miss Wren. “ Ugly.”
Her visitor glanced vound the

room—which had many comforts in | paying

it now, that had not been in it hefore
——fmt}, suid: * This is.o pretty place,

“ Glad you think so, sir,” returned
Miss Wren. “And what do you
think of Maf”

The of Mr. Sloppy being
savamlyhm by the question, he

twisted & button, grinned, and fal-

tered.

“ Quf with it!"” said Miss Wren,
with an arch lock. *Den’t you
think me a queer little comicality ¥
In shaking head at him after

king the question; sho shook her

Wl

“Qh!” cried Sloppy, in a burst of
admiration. “ What a lot, and what
a eolour "

Miss Wren, with her usual expres-
sive hiteh, went on with her work.
But, left her hair as it was ; not dis-
pleased by the effect it had made.

“You don't live here alone; do
you, Miss ¢ asked Sloppy.

“No," said Miss Wren, with a
chop. “Live here with my fairy

“With;"" Mr. Sloppy couldn’t make
it out; “with who did you say,
Miss 2"

“Well!"” replied Miss Wren, more
geriously. “'With my second father.
Or with my first, for that matter.”
And she shook her head, and drew a

“If you had known a poor
I used to have here,” she added,
“you'd have understood me. But

w dil.dn't, and you can’'t. All the

etter!”

“ You musf have been taught ali

time,"” said , glancing at
1t.(t‘:;gm'rzqr cigdo]]s% “bﬂ
cama work 80 ﬂﬂﬂz
ﬁggithsuchx;ap‘:g?mﬂ; et
“Never was a stitch, young
man !’ returned the ker, toss-
ing her head. “Just gv and
bled, till I found out to do it.

: n‘:ilﬁgough at first, but betternow." | s

here have I, said )

tone, “been a-learning and a-learn-
ing, and here has Mr, Boffin been a-

ing and a-paying, ever so long!”!
“] have heard what your tradeis,”
observed Miss Wren ; “it's cabinet-

Mr. Bloppy nodded. ¢ Now that
thanom&iadumwiﬂi,itia. i
tell you what, Miss. I should like fo
make you something,"

“Much obliged. But what?"
“ 1 could make you,” said Sloppy,
surveying the room, * I could make
a handy set of nests to lay the
m in. I could make you a
handy little set of drawers, to keep
our gilks and thrends and sernps in.
%x I could turn you a rare handle
for that erutch-stick, if it belongs to
him you call your father,”

“lyt- belongs to me," returned the
little creature, with a guick flush of
her face and neck. “I am lame.”
Poor Eleppy Madtoo.fortha{a
e i e bk thine
it. Ho sai
ihfhew;yafam:mthaifcouldha

“1 am very it's yours,
becanse I'd rather c;‘ﬁmant it for
you than for any one else. Please
may I look at it "

Miss Wren was in the act of hand-
ing it to him over her bench, when
she paused. “But you had better

B

“ Tt seems to me that you hardly
want it at all,” said Sloppy-
The little dressmaker saf down

the nests and
the drawers,” said , after mea-
suring the handle on sleove, and

in something of a selfs
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Mrs. Higden and Johnny a comic
song myself, with ¢Spoken’ in it.

Though that's not your sort, I'lL|

wabm‘il

* You are a very kind young man,”
roturned the dressmaker; “a veally
ot T p e
offer.— won't mind,"”
s suppose d,

as an shrug-
ging her shoulders ; “und if he does,
he may "
“ Meaning him that call your
father, Miss " asked X
“XNo, no,” replied Wren.

id Sloppy. And
seemed to turn thoughtful and a little
troubled. “I never th of him.
‘When is he iss £

This tickled Mz, as an ex-
inarily good and he threw

back his head and ‘with mea-
sureless enjoyment. At the sight of
him langhing mthntuhtm'd-wn{,the

care of her, and there's my hand, and
thank you again.' 5

“ I'll take maore care of her than if
(she was a gold image,” said 8 Y
“and there’s both my hands, ;
and I'll soon come back again,”

But, the greatest event of all, in
the new life of My, and Mrs. John
Harmon, was a vigit from Mr. and
Mrs. Eugene Wrayburn., Sadly wan
SE ks T E
gene, Wi on ‘s
arm, and leaning heavily upon a
stick. But, he was daily gmwing
§ and better, and it was de-
R it nh baunch, St il

e m i by-
and-by. It was a grand event, i;{.
deed, when Mr. and Mrs,
Wrayburn came to stay at Mr. and
Mrs. John Harmon's house: where,
by the way, Mr. and Mrs. Boffin (ex-
quisitel: y, and daily cruising

cried Miss | about, to look at sh were like-
i indaﬁn.itﬁ;).'

wise stayt
To Mr. e Wrayburn, in con-
fidence, dni‘ﬁex': John Harmon im-

here | part what she had known of the state

of his wife's affections, in his reckless
time. And to Mrs, John Harmon, in
burn impart that, please God,

should see how his wife had changed

“1 make no protestations,’’ said
Eugeno; “—who does, who'maua
FHTBeE wosla o st
& WO yl)u - 70, ”
interposed his wife, ing to resume
her nurse’s place ﬂm&r he

| never got on well without her: “that

on our w day he told me he
almost thought the best thing he
could do, was to dis ?”

“As I didn't do it, Lizzie,” said
Eugene, “I'll do that better thing
you suggested—for your Baka."] ;
That same afternoon, Eugeno lying
on his couch in his own room
stairs, Lightwood came to chat wi
him, while Bella took his wife out for
aride. * Nothing short of force will
make her go,” Eugeno had said ; so,

Bella had playfally forced her,
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“ Dear old fellow,” Bugene be
with Lightwood, reaching up hi
hand, “you couldn't have come at &
better time, for my mind is full, and
I want to empty it. First, of my

present, before I touch upon my fu- | same

turee. M. R. F,, who is a much
¥otmgercnvn1iu than I, and a pro-
essed admirer of beauty, was so
affable as to remark the other day
(he paid us a visit of two days up the
river there, and much objected to the
accommodation of the hotel), that
Lizzie ought to have her portrait
inted. ich, coming from M.
F., may be considered equivalent
toa % tie mw&:md M
“You are getting well,” said Mor-
timer, with ng:m.i.lo.
“ Really,” said Eugene, “T mean
$0w e 1 o b sollie o ket
owed it w i e claret
for which hepeu.ﬂcd, nmf I paid) in
is mouth, and sayi.ng, “‘My dear gon,
why do you drink this I;mi?' it was
tantamount—in him—to a paternal
benedmhed 'onulun our :fnion, aommTh-
ied with a ﬂ.nh tears. e
%::lizessofh{. F. is not to be
measured by ordinary standards,”
“ True enough,” said Lightwood.
“That's all,” pursued Eugene,
“that I sghall ever hear from M. R. F.
on the subject, and he will continue
to saunter through the world with
his hat on one side. My marriage
ing thus solemnly recognised at the
y altar, I have no further trouble
on that score. Next, you really have
done wonders for me, Mortimer, in
easing my money-perplexities, and
with such & guardian and steward
beside me, a8 the preserver of my

l.iiefI am hardly strong yet, you see, | ci
for

am not man enough to refer to
her without a trembling voice—she
is so inexpressibly dear to me, Mor-
timer !}, the little that I can call my
own will be more than it ever has
been. It need be more, for you know
what it ﬂl:w.ys has been in my hands,

N 7
“Worse than nothing, I fan
Fugene. My own small inoumec&
devoutly wish that my grandfather

had left it to the Ocean rather than
to me!) has been an offective Some-
thing, in the way of preventing me
from turning to at Anything., And
Ithit_l_l: yours has been much the

“There spake the voice of wisdom,"
said Eugene. “We are shepherds
both. In turning to at last, we turn
to in earnest. Let us say no more of
that, for a few years to come. Now,
I have had an idea, Mortimer, of

taking myself and my wife to one of
the mlmgas,and wurii.ng at my vo-
cation there.”

“]T should be lost without you,
Eugene ; but you may be right."

“ No,"” said e, emphatically.
“Not right. Wrong !"

He said it with such a lively—
almost angry—flash, that Mortimer
thowed himself greatly surprised.

- Ymthhkﬁsthmpcd head of
mine is excited ?'" Hugenoe went on,
with a high look; “not so, believe
me. I can say to you of the health-
ful music of my pulse what Hamlet
said of his. l{y blood is up, but
wholesomely up, when I think of it.
Tell me! Shall I turn coward to
Lizzie, and sneak away with her, as
if I were ashamed of her! Where
wounld your friend’s part in this world
be, Miﬂ.imer, if ghe had turn
coward to him, and on immeasurably
better occasion "

“ Honourable and staunch,” said
Lightwood. *And yet, Eugene—"

“ And yet what, Mortimer ?"

o yet, are you sure that you
might not feel (for her sake, I say
for her sake) angmslight coldness
tqwardg her on part of—So-

“Oh! You and I may well stumble
at the word,” returned Eugene,
laughing. “Do we mean our Tip-
pins#”

“ Perhaps we do,” said Mortimer,

laughing also.

u‘gﬂlgl we po!"” returned Eugene,
with great animation. “We may
hide behind the bush and beat about
it, but we po! Now, my wife is
something nearer to my heart, Mor=-
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timer, than Tippins is, and I owe her
a little more t 1 owe to Tippins,
and I am rather prouder of her than
I over was of Tippins. Therefore, I
will fight it out to the last gasp, with
her and for her, here, in the open
field. When I hide her, or strike for
her, faint-heartedly, in a hole or a
corner, do you, whom I love next best
upon earth, tell me what I shall most
righteously deserve to be told :—that
she would have done well to turn me
?n‘.'m]'] with her fm &a::‘fghh when I
y bleeding to inm
dastard face.” Wi Wi

The glow that shone upon him as
he spoke the words, so irradiated hi
features, that he looked, for the time,
as though he had never been muti-
lated. is friend

as Eu-
gene would have hmllﬁond,
and they discoursed of the future
until Lizzie came back. After re-

suming her place at his side, and

his | laughed and kissed

temderly touching his hands and his
head, ugﬂ Smdhjng

“ Eugene, dear, you made me go
out, but I ought to have stayed with

Ezu. You are more flushed than
h" been for many days. wﬁz‘
Vo

“ And talking to Mr. Lightwood,”
said Lizzie, turning to him with a
smile. “ But it cannot have been
Society that disturbed you.”

“ Faith, my dear love!' retorted
Eugene, in his old airy manner, as he
3 , “I rather
think it was Society though 1"

The word ran so much in Mortimer
Lightwood’s ts as he went
home to the Temple that night, that
he resolved to take a look at Bociety,

which he had not seen for a consider-
able period.

CHAPTER THE LAST.

THE VOICE OF SOCIETY.

Bemoves Mortimer Lig
therefore, to answer a dinner
ﬁvom‘Mr.t‘hmd Murs. :':geging, re-

uesting the honor signif
&at Mr. Mnrtims?&.ightwmd wmﬁ
Igr:ehnha_‘;)py to have the other honour.

that t mystery how people can
cmtns::nw live beyond their means,
and having over-jo bed:ﬁ: jobberies
as deputed to niverse
bylaﬁ.mr electors of Pocket

Chiltern Hundreds, that the legal
gentleman in Britannia's confidence
will again acoept the Pocket Breeches

Thousands, and that the Vi i
will retive to Calais, there m
ﬁm‘?'aneenng '8 diam crud; in which
r. Veneering, a8 a good husband,
has from time fo ﬁmgi.n\reatedcun-
siderable sums), and to relate to Nep-
tune and others, how that, before
Veneering retived from Purliament,
the House of Commons was com
of himself and the six hun and
fifty-seven dearest and oldest friends
he had in the world. It shall like-
bjma g L o e B i
possi @ same at Soci
will discover thaifeif, always did ﬁ
spise Vencering, and distrust Veneer-
ing, and that when it went to Ve-
neering’s to dinner it always had
misgivings—though very secretly at
the time, it would seem, and in a per-
fectly private and confidential man-
ner.

The mext week's books of the
Insolvent Fates, however, being not
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