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“That's about what it is a'ready,
ou seo,” muttered Riderhood in a
ower and a different voice: “a coat

over you, a coat over you!"

e sleeper moving an arm, he sat
down again in his chair, and fei
to watch the storm from the window.

It was a d spectacle, but not so
gmndumep his eyes, for half a
minute together, from stealing a look
at the man upon the bed.

It was at the concealed throat of
the eleeper that Riderhood so often
looked so curiously, until the sleep
seemed to deepen into the stupor of
the dead-tired in mind and body.
Then, Riderhood came from the win-
dow cautiously, and stood by the bed.

“Poor man!” he murmured in a
low tonet,chv;:;tlh a crafty face, and a
very watchful eye ready fi
leat hg should ssart wp;  this here
<oat of his must make Eim uneasy in

and m:}]:;;‘ khi{n mrﬂ-e comfortable #
Ah! I thi ought to do i
man. I think 1 will.” N

He touched the first button with a
very cautious hand, and a step hack-
ward. But the sleeper remaining in
profound unconsciousness, he touched
the other buttons with a more as-
sured hand, and perhaps the more
lightly on that account. Softly and
slowly, he opened the coat and drew
it back.

The gling ends of a bright-
red neckerchief were then disclosed,
and he had even been at the Jpains of

dipping of it in mfmI:n hquﬁ.he-to
ve 2 a Ce O
 bskphend B;am weht. Wik & Syach.

erplexed face, Riderhood looked
g‘om it to the sl y and from the
sleeper to it, and y crept back

to his chair, and there, with his hand
to his chin, sat long in a brown study,

his sleep. Shall I loosen it for him,

looking at both.

CHAPTER IL

THE GOLDEN DUSTMAN RISES A LITTLE.

Mz. and Mrs. Lammle had come

to breakfast with Mr. and Mrs. Bof- | Lamml

fin. They were not absolutely unin-
vited, but had pressed themselves
with so much cy on the golden
couple, that evasion of the homour
and pleasure of their company would
have been difficult, if desired. Th
were in a charming state of mmﬁu{
were Mr. Mrs. , and
almost as fond of Mr. and Mrs. Bof-
fin as of one another,

“ My dear Mrs. Boffin,” said Mrs.
Lammle, “if imparts new life to me,
to see my Alfred in confidential com-
munication with Mr. Boffin. The
two were formed to become intimate.
So much simplicity combined with
so much force of charscter, such na-
tural sagacity united t& such amiabi-
lity gentleness—those are the
ishi characteristics  of

both.

This being said aloud, gavo Mr.
ammle an opportunity, as he came
mth Mr. Boffin grlom the window to

@ breakfast table, of taking up his
dear and honoured wife. ks

“My Sophronia,” said that gen-
tleman, “your too partial estimate of
your iuubami's character——""

“No! Not too partinl, Alfred,”

the lady, tenderly moved;
“never say that.”

 “My child, your favourable opi-
nion, then, of your husband—yeu
don’t object to that phrase, darling?”

% gow can I, Alfred 2"

“Your favournble opinion, thenm,
my Precious, does less than justice
E Mzr. Boflin, and more than justice

me."

“To the first charge, Alfred, T
plead guilty. But to the second, oh
no, no! "

*Less than justice to Mr. Boffin,
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L use it Mr. 1 4§
on my lower ; more than jus-
tice to me, Sophronia, se it re-
ﬁmﬁmﬂml&]&oﬁnl“@“
f“wl. Mr.Boiﬁn IS forbears

more than I

“Far more tha you could for
yourself,
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heads and shoulders and brought
into it.

¢ But is not my husband saying in
effect,” asked Mrs. Lammle, therefore,
with an innocent air, of Mr. and Mrs.
Boffin, “that he becomes unmindful

his own temporary misforfunes in
gfis admiration of another whom he is

Mr.
chest effective on a variety of occa-
sions, manceuvred his capacious ghirt
front into the largest demonstration

e Ei?ilgla,mdthmmﬂingmhrw.ion

thus:
ia, darling, Mr. and Mrs.
Boffin will remind you of the old
adage, that self-praise is no recom-
Se]hli'mpruse,"‘ Alfred? Do

same £"

“No, my dear child, I mean that
you cannot fail to remember, if you
refloct for a singlehmoment. that ;rhat

u are com) me
e
you have yourself confided to me as
Eognnrnfeﬂmg in the case of M,

0 .
(“1 shall be beaten by this
" Mrs. Lammle Fﬁly whis-
to Mrs. Boffin. “I am afraid
must admit it, if he presses me, for
it's ingly true.”

Be white dints began to come
and go about Mr, Lammle’s nose, as
he observed that Mrs. Boffin merely
looked up from the teapot for a
moment with an embarrassed smile,

DD
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which was no smile, and then looked
down again,

“Do you admit the charge, So-
phronia?"” inquired Alfred, in a
rallying fone,

“Really, I think,” said Mrs.|lw

Lammle, still gaily, “I must throw
myself on the protection of the
Court. Am I Dbound fo answer that
question, my Lord?” To Mr.
Boffin.

“You needn’'t, if you don't like,
ma'am,” was his answer. “It's not
of the least consequence.”

Both husband and wife glanced at
him very doubtfully. His manner
was grave, but nol coarse, and derived
some dignity from a certain repressed
dislike of the tone of the conversation.

Again Mrs. Lammle raised her eye-
brows for instruction from her hus-
band. He replied in a slight nod,
Y Try 'em again."

“To protect myself inst the
suspicion of covert self-laudation, my
dear Mrs. Boffin," said the ai n?M'_m
Lammle “therefore, T mua%&:g!
how it was.”

“No. Pray don't,”” Mr. Boffin
interposed.

Mrs. Lammle turned to him laugh-
ingly. “The Court objects?**

“ i[n.‘a.m.," said Mr. Boffin, “the
Court (if T am the Court) does object.
The Court objects for two reasons.
First, because the Court don't thinlk
it fair, Secondly, because the dear

. old lady, Mrs. Court (if I am Mr.)
gets distressed by it.”

A veryremarkablewavering between
two beannheu'lfgs—betweendhe; pr&)giﬁn.-
tory ing there, and her defiant
bearing at My, Twemlow's—was
observable on the part of Mrs. Lammle
asshesaid : * What does the Court not
consider fair £

“Letting you go on,” replied Mr.
Boffin, nodding h?s head soothingly,
as who should say, We won't be harder
on you than we can help; we'll make
thoe best of it.  * It's not above-board
and it's not fair. ‘When the old lady
is uncomfortable, there's sure to be
good reason for it. I see she is un-

comfortable, and I plainly see thisis

you

the good reason wherefore, Have you
d, ma'am £ "

Mrs, Lammle, seltling into her
defiant manner, pushed her plate
away, looked at her husband, and
ughed; but by no means gaily.
“Have wyou breakfasted, sir P
inquired Mr. Boffin,

“Thank you,” replied Alfred,
showing all his teeth, *1f Mrs. Boffin
will oblige me, I'll take another cup
of tea."”

He spilled a little of it over the
chest which ought to have been so
effective, and which had done so little;
but on the whole drank it with some-
thing of an air, though the coming
and going dints got ufmost as large,
the while, as if they had been made
by pressure of the teaspoon. A
thousand thanks,” he then observed.
#1 have breakfasted.”

“Now, which,” said Mr. Boffin
softly, taking out a pocket-book,
“which of you two is Cashier 7"

“ Bophronia, my dear,” remarked
her husband, as he leaned back in his
chair, waving his right hand towards
her, while he hung his left hand by
the thumb in the arm-hole of his waist-
coat: *“if shall be your department.”

“I would rather,” said Mr. Boffin,
“that it was your husband’s, ma’am,
because—but never mind because.
I would rather have to do with him.
However, what I have to say, I will
say with as little offence as ible :
zt'{ can say it without any, I shall be
heartily glad. You two have done
me & Service, & great service, in
doing what you did (my old lady
knows what it was), and I have put
into this envelope a bank note for a
hundred pound. I consider the ser-
vice well worth a hundred pound, and
I am well pleased to yfﬁ money.
Would you dome the g:ﬂmr to take 1t,
and likewise to accept my thanks P

‘With a haughty action, and without
looking towards him, Mrs. Lammle
held out her left hand, and info it Mr.
Boffin put the little packet. When
she had conveyed it to her bosom,
Mr. Lammle had the appearance of
feeling relieved, and breathing more
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{recly, as mot havin been quite
certamj“ that the h pounds were
his, until the note had been safely
transferred out uéolh'.-Bgﬁnﬂkﬁei"
ing into his own Sophronia’s. |
W
offin, addressi 2 y
have had some general ides, sir, of
replacing Rokesmith, in course of
time P ;

« Tt is not,” assented with
ngﬁmg'.ﬂe a.nﬂ:grea-t of
nose, “* _m’m"

Mr. Boffin, addressing Bophmmnl__',
“you have been so kind as to take
T L o of turning tho
question over whether {:ru ightn’t
ane of these days have her in charge,
# Whether you mightn't be a

%%w “her, ma'am ?”
i, Tamunle disdsited o regly,
m in I think I may say, that's
ot mpossl nﬁ%r’: asked
“Tt is m Alfred, smiling
assent as before, *“ not saible.
“Now,” said Mr. gently,

it won't do. I don’t wish to say a | Mrs

gingle word that might be-afterwards
remfembmd- as unpleasant; buf if
won't do.”

¢ Hophronia, my love,” her husband
repeated in a ing manner, ¢ you
hear? It won't do.” y

«No,” said Mr, Boffin, with his
voice still dropped, *“it really won't.
You positively must excuse us. If
you'll go your way, we'll go ours, and
g0 I hope this affair ends to the satis-
faction of all parties.”

Mrs. Lammle gave him a look of a

ing exemption from the category; hut
said n

“The 'lJaa‘t'thing we can malke of the
affair,” said Mr. Boffin, *is a matter
of business, and as a matter of busi-
ness it's brought to a conclusion. *You
ave done me a t service, a very
o service, mg? have paid for it.
 any objection to the price 7"’
;&hrmanﬂ.yﬂrg Lammle looked at
one another across the table, but
neither conld say that there was. Mr.
TLammle § his shoulders, and
Mis. Lammle gab rigid,

«Very good” said Mr, Boffin.
“We hope (my old lady and me)
that you'll give us eredit for taking
the p{ninaut. and honestest shorteut
that could be taken under the circum-
stances. We havatalrll;e&g: o;:; wdgl
a deal of ecare (my ol ly me),
and we have f;ﬂt that at all to lead
you on, or even at all o let you gg

.l on of your own selves, wouldn't

the right thing. So I have openly
'v you to uidcrstnnd that—" Mr.
ht for a new turn of
speech, but conld find none so expres-
give as his former one, repeated in o
confidential tone, “—that it won’t do.
If I could have put the case more
tly I would; but I hope I
ven't put it very unpleasantly ; at
at all events I haven't meant to. So,”
said Mr. Boffin, wagl of peroration,
% wishing you in the way you
We now gnzcluda with the obmﬁﬁn“ﬂ
that perhaps you'll go it."”
Mr. rose with an im:
langh on his side of the table, and
. Lammle roge with a disdainful
frown on hers. At this moment a
hasty foot was heard on the staircase,
and Georgiana Podenap broke into
the room, unannounced and in tears.
“Qh, my dear Suphroh ni;l;';d(:r:’ed
(leorgiana, wringing her hands as
she ran up to embrace her, *to think
that yon and &&lfregio should betmt%i‘ﬁ-
(0) oor dear Sophronia, to
thg’tm{ls should have had a Sale ab
your house after all your kindness fo
me! Oh, Mr. and Mis. Boffin, pray
forgive me for this intrusion, but you

decidedly dissatisfied party demand-

don't know how fond I was of So-
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phronia when Pa wouldn't let me 50
there any more, or what I have felt
for Sophronia since I heard from Ma
of her having been brought low in
the world. You don’t, you can't,
ﬁu never can, think, I have

in awake at night and cried for
myg&)?d Sophronia, my first and only
me ”

Mrs. Lammle's manner changed
under the poor silly girl's embraces,
and she turned extremely pale: direct-
ing one ap ing look, to Mrs.
Boffin, and then to Mr. Boffin. Both
understood her instantly, with a more
delicate subtlety than much better
educated people, whose perception
came less directly from the heart,
could have brought o bear upon the

case.

«I haven't a minute,” said poor
little Georgiana, “to stay. I am
out shopping early with and 1
said I a headache and got Ma fo
leave me outside in the phaeton, in
Piceadilly, and ran round to Sackville
Street, and heard that Sophronia was
here, and then Ma came to oh
such a dreadful old stony woman
the country in a turban in Portland
Place, and I said I wouldn't uj
with Ma but would drive raumglu
leave cards for the Boffing, which is
taking a liberty with the name; buf
oh my goodness I am distracted, and
the 's at the door, and what
would Pa say if he knew it!"”

“Don't ye be timid, my dear,” said
Mrs. Boffin. *“You came in to see

“Qh, no, I didn't,”” cried Geor-
giana. “It's very impolite, I know,
but I came to see my poor Sophronia,
my only friend. OZ Fuhow 1 felt the
separation, my dear SBophronia, before
I kmew you were brought low in the
world, and how much more I feel it
now!"

There were actnally fears in the
bold woman's eyes, as the soft-headed
and aofbhcarteg girl twined her arms
about her neck.

« But I've come on business,” said

Georgiana, sobbing and drying her

reticule, “and if I don’t despatch it
I shall have comahfor mﬁid ,anda]l}

gracions | what wo say i
knew of Sackville Street, and what
would Ma say if she was kept waitin
on the doorsteps of that dmd.ﬁﬁ
turban, and there never were such
pawing horses as ours unsettling my
mind every moment more and more
when I want more mind than I have
got, by pawing up Mr. Boffin's street
where they have no business to be.
Oh! where is, where is it? Oh! I
can’t find it!”" A1l this time sobbing,
and searching in the little reticule.

“ What do you miss, my dear?"
asked Mr. Bogm stepping Kmmrd
“QOh! it's little enough,” replied

i “because Ma always
treats me as if I wasin the nursery
(T am suro I wish I was!), but I
hardly ever spend it, and it has
mounted n:s to fifteen pounds, So-
phronia, I hope three five- d
notes are better than nothing, though
so little, #o little! And now I have
found that—oh, my $wdnoast there's
the other gone next! Oh no, it isn't,
hereitis!™

With that, always sobbing and

mub;;f in the reticule, Georgiana
produced a necklace.
“Ma says chits and jewels have no
business together,” pursned Geor-
inng, “and ]\;.hat’s the reason v{“i;y {
ve no trinkets ex this ; but
my aunt Hac:rg:imon was of
a rent opinion, because she loft
me this, though I used to think she
might just as well have buried it, for
it's always kept in jeweller's cotton.

say, and of use at last, and you'll sell
it, dear Sophronia, and buy things
with it."

% Give it to me,” said Mr. Boffin,
genﬂyltahn' g it. ‘;I‘l.l see that it's
Iru 1 ﬂ]q O I 0 -’I

“Ohl!r are you such a friend of
Sophronin's, i{r. Boffin £ eried
Georgiana. “ Oh, how good of you!
Oh, my gracious! there was some-

ing else, and it's gone out of my
head! Oh no, it isn't, I remember

face, and then searching in a little

what it was. My grandmamma's

However, here it is, I am thankful to
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still standing on her side of the tab
and Mr, Lammle on his side, afable)

“I'll take care,” said Mr. Bo.ﬂin,
showing t.hp money and the neck-
lace, “that these are soon given
back.”

Mrs. Lammle had taken up her
from a side table, and stood

 with it on the pattern of

the damask cloth, as she sketched
on the pattern of Mr. Twemlow's

wall.
ﬁ ¢ ghe md,.wtummgher'l g
. Boflin 7" i ing her
head fowards him, but not her eyes.
“No," said Mr. Boflin,

of _hﬁl’ &mﬂ,‘ * Mrs. Lammle ex-
plained, in a measured voice, and
with an emphasis on her last word.
“No,” he returned. “I may

nothing to thag:u.ng lady herself.”
¢ . Boffin,” said Mrs.
Lammle, still sketching, and seeming
to bestow great pains upen it,
aro not many people, I think, who,
under the circumstances, wuul(i have
been so considerate and sparing as
you have been to me just now. Do
you care to be thanked
. “Thanks are always worth hay-
ing,"” said Mrs. Boffin, in her ready
nature.

“Then thank yon both.”
“ Bophronia,” asked her husband,
mt:‘ch.lﬂy, ¢ are you sentimental "

Well, well, my sir,"" Mr.

. | Boffin “it's a very good

to think of another person,
and it's a very thing to be
thought well of dy another person.

little | Mrs. will be none the worse

for it if she is.”
“ Muchobliged. But I asked Mrs.

Lammle if she was,”

Bhe stood sketching on the table-

or
cloth, with her face clouded and set,
and was silent.

“Because,” said Alfred, “I am

disposed to be sentimental myself, on

your appropriation of the jewels
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and the money, Mr. Boffin. As our

little Gieorgiana said, three five-pound | must.”
better than

notes are and if
vou sella

with the prod

i)
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“You know we do; you know wo
“There is no fear
be eased of it, if I did. But it

‘“If you sell it,” was Mr. Boffin's | will be all left bebind. Tt ie all left

comment, as ho ut it in his pocket.

Alf]::t’followe?l it with his looks
and greedily pursned
until van.hhm? into Mr.
waisteoat Then he

-

Bhe still

She walked to the window, flinch-
ing under his

# gou have had no former cause of

looked out [not
mmoment,mmndqdh hlgg.;,dly

behind. Are you ready, Alfred 2"
“ What the deuce have I been

the notes | waiting for but you, Sophronia
Boffin’s| “Let usgothen. Tam
directed | delayed our di

oxasperated and half| She Eamdmo;{tm and he followad

sorry I have
ified de -

ouriosity

future. It isnot worth our noticing. (saw of thm'to the contrary;
Wagouhmdmn,wi&thomuy they set eyes on the Lammles never
we have earned here 7 more.

CHAPTER ITII.

THE GOLDEN DUSTMAN SINES AGAIN.

Tue evening of that day being one
dﬁnmdingermﬁngs S nger,
Boffin kissed Mrs. Boffin after a

communication, and, in

trotting along,
he occasionally glanced at that com-

panion with the look of a man who
was ing the remark, “You
don't mean it !

Mr. Boflin and his stick went on
alone together, until they arrived nt
certain mw‘:ﬁnwhms they wounld
be likely to in with any one
coming, at about the sume time, from
Clerkenwell to the Bower., Here
ll't:ﬁd,mdﬂr.lloﬁnmﬁed

“It wants five minutes, good, to
me’u;ipcrinhnant,"nidhe. “I'm
rather early,”

But Venus was & punctual man,
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