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OHAPTER VIIL

A TEW GRAINS OF FPEPPER.

Trm dolls’ dressmaker went mno
more to the business- i
FPubsey and Co. in Si. Axe,
ok B0 ety s Wroo
she supposec inty and h: i~
tical ghameter of Mr. Rinh. She
often moralised over her work on the
trigks and the manners of that vener-
able cheat, but made her little pur-
chases elsewhere, and lived a secluded
life. After much consultation with
herself, she decided not to put Lizzie
Hexam on her guard against the old
man, arguing that the disappointment
of finding him out would come upon
her quite soon enough. Therefore,
in her communication with her friend
by letter, she was silent on this theme,
and principally dilated on the back-
glidings of her bad child, who every
day grew worse and worse. {.a

* You wicked old boy,” Miss Wren
would say to him, with a menacing
forefinger; “you'll force me to run
away from you, after all, you will;
and " then you'll shake to bits, and
there'll be nobody to pick up the
pieces "

At this foreshadowing of a desolate
decease, the wicked old boy would
whine and whimper, and would sit
shaking himself mto the lowest of
low spirits, until such time as he
could ghake himself out of the house
and shake another threepennyworth
imto himself. But dead drunk or
dead sober (he had come to sucha

8 that he was least alive in the

tter state), it was always on the
conseience of the paralytic scarecrow
that he had befrayed hissharp parent
for sixty ! yworths of rum,
which were gone, and that her
gharpness would infallibly deteet his
having dome it sooner or later. All
things considered, therefore, and ad-

of

leaves had entirely faded, leaving him
to lie upon the thorns and stalks.

On a certain day, Miss Wren was
alone at her work, with the house-
door set open for coolness, and was
fro in a small sweet voice a
mo y which mght
have been the m&ongof the daIl.[lughe
was dressing, bemoaning the brittle-
ness and meltability of wax, when
whom should ghe descry standing on
% pﬁvement, looking 1n at her, but

“I tho it was you?” gaid
Fledgehy, coming up the two steps.

¢ Did you 2’ Biss Wren retorted.
“And I thought it was you, young
man. Quite a coincidence. You're
not mistaken, and I'm not mistaken.
How clever we are 1"

“Well, and how are you?" said

Fladlge :
“1am pretty much as usual, sir,”
replied Miss Wren. A very nnfop-
tunate pavent, worried out my lifo
 and senses by a very bad child.
_mﬂﬁgeby‘s emall eyes opened so
\nﬁa that the might va for
‘ﬂ“ﬂ{' eyes, as he stared
about him for the very young person
whom he supposed i ques-
3 you're not a pavent,” said
Miss Wren, “and consequently it's
of no use talkir.« to you upon a family
subject. To what am I to attribute
the honour and favour #*'
XL
guaintance,” . @ i
Miss Wren, stopping tst; bite her
Flmind, looked af him very know-

“We never meet now,” said
Flﬂdg'ﬂ‘ s b§' ,sa:‘ddo we P’

‘No,” said Miss Wren, choppi
off the word. -

dition made of the state of his bhody
to the state of his mind, the bed on
which Mz, Dolls reposed was a bed of
roses from which the flowers and|

“8o 1 had a mind,” pursued
F!:hdgeby, “:tn come and’h.ave-atajj;
with you about our dodg:ing- friend
the child of Israel.”

%8 fe gave you my address ; did

" asked Miss Wren.
it out of him,”” said Fledge-
sz.t&atmnmer.
‘ou seem to see a good deal of
* yemarked Miss Wren, with
distrust. “ A good deal of

seem to see, considering.”
2 fes, I do,” said Fledgeby. “ Con-
”

s yon, i tho e
v, bending over the doll on which
I ercised, * done

! Been interceding with him
this time, and sticking to him
said Miss Wren, busy with

r work. -
“Bticking to him is the word,”

Miss Wrﬁbg pursued her oecupation
; a concentrated air, and asked,
an interval of silant?ind\zstry:
Are you in the army #**
Kotyexa.ctl y" said Fledgeby,

flattered by the question.
Navy?” asked Miss Wren.
| #N_ng,” said Fledgeby. He qua-
: these two negatives, as if he
were not nhaulntelgr Jﬁ?l either service,
but was almost in both.
% What are you then #” demanded
Miss Wren. ]
~ %1 am a gentleman, I am,” said

~ up her mouth with an appearance of
conviction. * Yes, to be sure! That
accounts for your having so much
time to give o interceding. But only
to think how kind and friendly a
gentleman you must be!”

Mr. Fledgeby found that he was
~ gkating round a board marked Dan-
: us, and had better cut ont a fresh
. frack. “Let's get back fo the dod-

smmt of the dodgers,” aud he.
. &YWhat's he up to in the ease of your
- friend tho handsome gal? He must
~ have some object. What's his object?
 (Qannot undertake to say, sir, I
am sure!” returned Miss Wren, com-

T
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¢“He won't acknowledge where
she's gone,"” said Fledgeby; “and I
have a fancy that 1 should like to
have another look at her. Now I
know he knows where she is gone.”
¢ (annot undertake to say, sir, T
am sure!" Miss Wren again rejoined.
“ And you know wi:ll)m she is

ne?” hazarded Fledgeby. 0
e Cannot undertake to say, sir,
really,” replied Miss Wren.
Tg:: quaint little chin mef Mr.
Fledgeby's with such a baflling
hitch, that that agreeable gemtleman
was for some time at a loss how to
resume his fascinating part in the
dialogue. At length he paid:

“Miss Jenny |—That's your name,
if T don't mistake " 2 ]

“ Probably you don’t mistake, sir,”’
was Miss Wren's cool answer; “be-
canse yon had it on the best anthority.

Mine, you know."” |
“Miss Jenny! Imstead of comin
up and bei let’s come out an

look alive. It'll pay better, I assure

you,” said Fledgeby, bestowing an
inveigling twinkle or two upon the
dressmaker. “Yowll find it pay

better.” :

« Perhaps,” said Miss Jenny, hold-
ing out her doll at arm’s and
critically contemplating the effect of
her art with her scissors on her lips

and her head thrown back, as if her
interest lay and not in the con-
versation; “perhaps you'll explain

ur meaning, young man, which is
Greek to me.— uumgmﬂ}a.va_anuﬂier
tonch of blue in your trimming, my
dear.”” Having addressed the lest
remark to hm client, Miss Wren
proceeded to snip at some blue frag-
ments that 5{ before her, among
fragments of all eolours, and to thread
a needle from a skein of blue silk.
“Look here,” said Fledgeby.—
“ Are you attending ?” )
“T am attending, sir,” replied Miss
‘Wren, without the slightest appear-
ance of so doing. “Anothea tuw’:;h of
blue in your trimming, my dear.
“Well, look here,’” said Fledgeby,
rather discouraged by the eircum-

J"pouedl.

stances under which he found himself
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pursuing the conversation. “Ifyou're
attending —*

(*Light blue, my sweet ynlmg
lady,” remarked Miss Wren, in o
sprightly tone, * being best suited to
your fair com and your flaxen

curls.

1 sny, if you're attending,” pro-
cooded Bladgaby; “i€11) ey betser in
this way. lmd ina dfumgemdabou;

our an
Pt ami’ Co. fata n%rmna}
pmnu orevem ting it for nothing.'

“Ahal” m%ztghtgﬁe dresamalgar
“PBut you are not so roundabout,
Little Eyes, that I don’t notice your
answering for Pabsey and Co. after
all! Little Eyes, Little Eyes, you're
too cunning by half."”

“ And I take it for granted,” pure
sued Fledgeby, t.hat to get the most
of your materials for nothing would
Im well worth your while, Miss

gou may take it for granted,”
returned the dﬂﬁ:ﬁ;&kﬂl‘ aimh man
knowing nods, it's always w
worth my whila to make money.’

“Now,” said Fledgeby approv-
ingly, *you manswmgtnamsi'bh
purpose. = Now, coming
and lnokmg alive ?DSO I make so ﬁ'oa,
Miss Jenny, as to offer the remark,
that you and Judah were too thick
together to last. You can’t come to
be intimate with such a deep file as
Judah without 'begmnmg to sec A
little way into wmi‘m Jmow," said
Flndge'by with a

1 must own,” returned the dress- | Mr
maker, with her eyes gn her work,
““that wmnotgnod endxatpro-
mt"!

“ I know you're not good friends at
present,” said Eﬁd‘ﬁ “1 Jmow
all about it. I sho d]{kztopayn&'
Judah, by not letting him m-hm

own dmp wa]:n in

most things he'll get i hool orby

erook, but—hang it El—don‘t let

bhim have his own deep way in
ev ing. That's too much,” Mr.
Fledgeby said this with some display
of i

t warmth, as if he was
counsel in the cause for Virtue.
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« How can I prevent his having his
own way P began the dressmaler.

“Deep way, I called it,” said

e own deep way, in any-
thing £

“I'll tell you,” eaid Fledgeby. “I
like to hear you ask it, because it's
looking alive, It's what T should ex-
pect to find in one of your l:fwmu.s
understanding.  Now, candi

“EhP" cried Miss Jan;{

T said, now candidly,”” Mr. Fledge-

a little put out.
“exi hled’ X

"‘I should be glad tl:)nnoounbmmma
him, mmﬂ% deome
t.h = mmmdsomethglg

are. ou ma; d.epen upon it,
Judah means sox{athmg there. Ho
hasa motive, and of course his motivo
is & dark motive. Now, whatever his
nmunu,rt’ 8 necessary to his motive”
s constructive powers
were not to the avoidance of
some tautology here—** that it should
from me what he has done
mth
know : What

E‘:ltbyou, who
m done with her?
I ask no more. And is that asking
?:ﬁh w;:?n you understand that it

Miss Jenny Wren, who had cast
her eyes upon the bench again after

her last interruption, sat looking at it,
needle in hand but not working, for
some moments. She then bri ¥ Te-

gumed her work, and said, with a side-
long Fglance of her eyes and chin ab
1 b?',
“ Where d’'ye live £
“Albany, Piccadilly,”

& thz‘n are you at home £

“When you like.”

“ Breakfast-time ?”’ said Jenny, in
her abruptest and shortest manner.

“No better time in the day,” said

“Ill]':)okmu you to-morrow,
young man. ose two ladies,"”
pointing to dolls, * have an appoint-
ment in Bond Smata.ttanm]?r
When I've dropped "em
drive round to you.." With a weird

replied

iss Jenny pomtad to
u her equipage.
sﬁve

ng two dabs at him with her
as if she put out both his eyes.
! H’vm. T understand,” returned

ppms and smp
,&II. tchmg and sm

d clipping, fall to work at ‘ppmgt
.- ;nmsmg muttering

Can't make
'aa und the wolf in a
: thtle Eyes and the
ngnimt one ancther? Can't
ake it out. My poor Lizzie, have
ey both designs against you, cither
Bl bt
and the wo
to true to Go, and

L@o bsef;“ to Co,
and Co to Pubsey? &n'tmnka:t
~ out, W'ha.t said Little Eyes? ‘Now,
candidly ? Ah! However the cat
Jjumps, Ae's a Imr That's all T ean
make outat present; but you may go
10 bed in the A]bmy, Piccadilly, with
that for your pi]low, young man!"
Thereupon, the little dressmaker
agl.{n dabbed out his eyes tely,
a loop in the air of her
th:l'euﬂ daﬂly ca it into a
knot with her needle, seemed to bow- | op
string him into the bargain.
For the ferrors undergone by Mr.
~ Dolls that ave when his httla

‘mfmi:‘ﬁ‘;::?

ul!foundout,uoﬂmasuhechmgeﬂ
her attitude, or turned her oyes to-
wards him, there is no adequate name.
Moreover it was her habit to shake
her head at that wretched old boy
whenever she caught his eye as he
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shivered and shook. What are popu-
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larly called “the trombles” being in
full foree upon him that evaumg.ind

ularl

“the hmnrs,"hehnRop {a.:l
of it; which was not mnde bemr
his being so remorseful ns frequontl;
to moan “Bixty throepennorths.
This imperfect sentence not being at
all intelligible as a confam;?sél}nt
soundi 08 tuan r for

dmdmgmummm new diffi-
cnltlaa by occasioning his' parent to
pou.neo at himin o more than usually

gnappish manner, and to cmu'whulm
him with bitter

What wasa time for Mr. Dolls,
oouldnntfsﬂhbaabadﬁmefwﬂm
dolls’ dressmaker. However, she was
on the alert next morning, and drove
e|to Bond B and set down the two
ladies pun y, and then directed
her equipage to conduct her to the
Albany. Arrived at the doorway of
the house in which Mr. Fledgeby's
mbmthem nhoh.:ound adlr::{

i re in a trav

holdm:;g in her hand—of ;]l.nmgthmgs in
the world—a gentloman's hat.

“You want some one?"” said the
lady in a stern manner.

“I am gomgnp-shmutu}{r

I"led#

on un.nnot do that at this mo-

mﬁl There is aﬁrsanﬂemu with
am waiting gantlsmm.

His business with Mr. Fledgeby will

very soon be and then you

can goup. Until the gentleman comes

down, must wait here.”

Wh.lﬁm . and afterwards,
the lady kept between her
and the h:smn, as bl§ Thto

going o
L t{ bein.g of a u&p'tm to stop
wi &nd Iookmg htﬂ
dressmaker still.

"W&EP Why do you listen?"
T am not listening,"” said the dress-
“What do you hear?” askod the

hd‘?il it a kind of ﬁplathmng some=
where #"’ said the dressmaker, with

an inquiring look. -
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““Mr. Fledgeby in his shower-bath,
perhaps,” remarked the lady, smiling.
3 ““ And somebody s beating a carpet,

thjn 1{ P’l

“Mr. Fledgeby's carpet, I dare

say,” replied the smiling lady.
ﬁiss Wren had a reamnn.'g'!y good | Mr

eye for emiles, being well a
bc-ﬂmmont.heﬁa:bnfheryoung
friends, thongh their smiles mostly
ran smaller than in nature. Buf she
had never seen so singular a smile as
that upon thislady’s face. It twitched
her nostrils open in a remarkable
manner, and contracted her lips and
eyebrows. It was a smile of enjoy-
ment too, thongh of such a fierce kind
that Miss Wren thought she would
rather not enjoy herself than do it in
that ‘;& 3 T
“Well!” gai 8 watching
her. “Whatnow?” =
“TI hope there’s nothing the mat-
ter!" said the dressmalker.
“Where P inquired the lady.
'W"I don't -hlowbwhat];a," sau'l BMtjsIE
about her. * Bu
ne;:?hmm odd noises. Don'f
on th?'x;nk I had better call some-
Bialy ity
2 e with a signi t
frown, and dravging closer.
On this hint, the dressmaker re-
linquished the idea, and stood looking

at the I&di[aa hard as the lady looked | ajar.

at her. eanwhile the dressmaker
listened with amazement to the odd
noises which still continued, and the
lady listened too, but with a coolness
in which there was no trace of amaze-

ment,

Soon afterwards, came a slamming
andl:!angiang of doors ; and the‘.lt}; came
running down-stairs, a gentleman
with whiskers, and out gf breath,
who It;eemed 1i;t:b'he red-hot.

& our business done, Alfred ¢
J'm;ulmﬁ the lady. -

“Very thorough]i done,” replied
the gentleman, as took his hat
from her.

“You can go up to Mr. Fledgeby
as soon as you like,"” said the lady,
moving haughtily away.
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#0h! And you can take these
three pieces of stick with you,”
added the gentleman politely, *and
say, if you please, that they come
from Mr. Lammle, with his
compliments on leaving FEngland.

. Alfred Lammle. Be so good as
not to forget the name.”

The three pieces of stick were threo
broken and frayed fragments of a
stout lithe cane. Miss Jenny taking
them wonderingly, and the gentle-
man repeating with a grin, * Mr.
Alfred le, if you' ﬁn’m good.
Compliments, on leaving England,”
the hdgﬂﬁnd gentleman walked away
quite deliberately, and Miss Jenny
and her crutch-stick went up-stairs.
“ Lammle, Lammle, Lammle 7** Miss
Jenny repeated as she panted from
stair to stair, “ where have I heard
that name ! Lammle, Lammle? T

knmow! Saint Mary Axe!”

‘With a gleam of new intellizgence
in her shm&; the dolls’ dress-
maker pulled at Fledgeby’s bell.

No
ong angwered ; but, from within the
chambers, there proceeded a con-
tinuous gpluttering sound of a highly
singular and unintelligible nature.

*Good gracious! Ts Little Eyes
choking ' cried Miss Jenny.

Pulling at the bell again and
getting no reply, he p
outer door, and found 1t standing
jar. No one being visible on her
opening it wider, and the splutteri
continuing, she took the liberty of

ing an inner door, and then be-
held I:Ee ex i spectacle of
Mr. Fledgeby in his shirt, a pair of
Turkish trousers, and a Turkish cap,
rolling over and over on his own
carpet, and spluttering wonderfully.
“0Oh I.md!"g-amf Mr. Fledgeby.
“0Oh my eye! thief! %m
strangling. Fire! ghmyaye! A
glass of water. Give me a glass of
water. Shut thedoor. Murder! Oh
Lord!”. And then rolled and splut-
t&adnmmmowe than evero.th 5
g into another room, Miss
Jenny got a glass of water, and
ht it for igeby's relief : who,

gasping, spluttering, and rattling in

his throat betweenwhiles, drank some
i ?w, and laid his head faintly on

- “0Oh m; 1" eried Fledgeby,
stru ]ingyselzaaw. “It's salt and

| It's up my nose, and down
 my throat, and in my windpipe.

' :%hl Ow! Ow! Ow! Ah—h—h
. —h!” And here, crowing fua.rfullas,

his eyes starting out of his head,
peared to be contending with every
mortal disease incidental to poultry.
“And Oh my Eye, I'm so sore!”
d Fledgeby, starting over on his
in a spasmodic way that caused
gsmaker to retreat to the wall.
I emart so! Do put something
my back and arms, and legs and
ers, Ugh! It'sdown my throat
and can't comeup. Ow! Ow!
{ Ah—h—h—h! Oh I smart
1" Here Mr. Fledgeby bounded
and bounded down, and went
over and over again.

The dolls' dressmaker looked on
mtil he rolled himself into a corner
h his Turkish slippers uppermost,
then, resolving n the first place
address her ministration to the
and snuff, gave him more water
slapped his back, But, thelatter
: lication wia‘lab ngm;:nsa.sumeas,d
- cauging Mr. Fle SO, an

o ery out, “Oh myS;yaI don’t sla
me! I'm covered with weales and
. gmart so!”

However, he gradually ceased to
choke and crow, saving ab intervals,
and Miss Jenny got him into an easy-
chair : where, with his eyes red and
watery, with his features swollen, and
with some hglf-dozen livid bars across
his face, he presented & most rueful
sight.

‘' What ever possessed you to take
salt and snuff, young man?”’ inquired
Qliss Jenny. L

“1 didn't take it,”” the dismal youth
replied. *If was crammed my

mouth.” ] 4
¢ Who crammed it P asked Miss

Jenny.

"‘]{a did,” answered Fledgeby.
#The agsassin, Lammle. He rubbed
it into my mouth and up my nose
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and down my throat—Ow! Ow ! Ow!
Ah—h—h—h! TUgh!—to prevent
my cri'ing out, and then cruelly as-
saulted me.”

“With this?” asked Miss Jermy,
ghowing the pieces of cane.

“ That's the weapon,” said Fledge-
by, eyeing it with the air of an ae-
quaintance. “He broke i over me.
Oh, I smart so! How did you come
by it 2"

“When he ran down-stairs and
joined the lady he had left in the
Ln]l with his hat"—Miss Jenny
b

egan.

!‘;‘ngh 1” groaned Mr. Fledgeby,
writhing, “she was holding his hat,
was she? I might have lmown she
was in it.”

“When he came down-stairs and
joined the Indy who wouldn't let me
come up, he gave me thé pieces for
you, and I was to say, *With Mr.
Alfred Lammle's compliments on his
leaving England.’” Miss Jenny said
it with such spiteful satisfaction, and
such a hitch of her chin and eyes as
might have added to Mr. Fledgeby's
miseries, if he could have noticed
either, in his bodily pain with his
hand to his head,

“Shall T go for the police?” in-
quired Miss Jenny, with a nimble
st.nrtstow?rdlg tlt:f do:’ll; ol Fledge

“Stop! No,don't!" eri -
by. “Don’t, please. We had better
keep it quiet. 'Will you be so good
asighnt the door? Oh, I do smart "
so 1"
hit Insmu.‘lsag,n yﬁmﬂedgeb? | sovvm

o : came
wallowing out of the easy-chair, and
took another roll en the carpet.

“Now the door’s shut,” said Mr.
Fl , sitti in anguish, with
his Turkish cap on and half off,
and the bars on his face gatti:;g
bluer, *“do me the kindness to 1
at my back and shoulders. The
must be in an awful state, for
hadn't got my dressing-gown om,
when the brute came rushing im.
Cut my shirt away from the collar;
there's a pair of scissors on that table.
Oh!” groaned Mr. Fledgeby, with
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his hand to his head again. “ How
I do smart, to be sure |

“There ' inquired Miss Jenny,
alluding to the back and shoulders.

*Oh Lord, yes!" moaned Fledge-
by, rocking himself. ¢ And all over!
Everywhere !

The busy little dressmaker quickly
snipped the shirt away, and laid bare
the results of as furious and sound
a threshing as even Mr. Fledgeby
merifed.  “You may well smart,
young man!" exclaimed Miss Jenny,
And stealthily rubbed her little han
behind him, and poked a few ex-
ultant pokes with her two forefingers
over the crown of his head.

“What do you think of vi
and brown paper?” inquired the
suffering Fledgeby, still rocking and
moaning. “Does it look as if vinegar
and brown paper was the sort of ap»
plication ¥' y

“Yes,” said Miss Jenny, with a
silent chuckle. “It looks as if it
ought to be Pickled.”

Mr. Fledgeby collapsed under the
word * Pi " and groaned ng;in.
“My kitchen is on this floor,” he
said ; “you'll find brown paper in a
dresser-drawer there, and a bottle of
vinegar on a shelf. Would you have
the kindness to make a few plasters
and put'em on? It can’t be kept
t00 quiet.’

*One, two—hum—five, six. You'll
want six,"” said the er.

“There's smart encugh,” whim-
pered Mr. I"Ied‘g?by, _groaning and
wri again, * for sixty.

Miss Jenn: ired to the kitchen,
scissors in found the brown
paper and found the vinegar, and
skilfully cut out and steeped six lnrgo
plasters. ‘When they were all lyin
ready on the dresser, an idea oce
to her as she was about to gather

%u&nk," said Miss Jenny, with
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a silent langh, “he ought to have a

little ? Just a fow grains? I
thmkpiﬂgaryaung man's tricks and
manners make & claim upon his
friends for a little pepper ?"

Mr, Pledgu]l{l evil star showin,
on the chimney-

her

piece, she climbed upon a chair, and
got it down, and sprinkled all the
plasters with a judicious hand. She
then went back to My, Fl by, and
stuck them all on him: Mr. Fledzeby

uttering a sharp howl as each was

put in its place.
“There, young man!” said the
dolls' dressmaker. “Now I hope you

feel pretty camiomgol‘” .

Apparently, Mr. Fledgeby did not,
for he cried bywayof answer, “Oh—h,
how I do smart!”

Miss Jenny got his Persian gown

him, inguished his ¢

crookedly with his Persian cap, and
helped him to his bed: upon which
he climbed groaning. “Business be-
tween you and me being out of the
question to-day, young min, and my
time precions,” said Miss Jenny
then, “I'll make m scarce. Are
ynna%mfumhls mef;"

“Ohm !' eried Mr, Fledgeby.
“No, I ug\’ﬁt’.'e Oh—h—h! how Ibg;
smart !

The last thing Miss Jenny saw, as
she looked before closing the
room door, was Mr. Fledgeby in the
v Mo 1 & pat
over ea or i
in its native element. She then shut
the bedroom door, and all the other
doars, mdﬁo i dAoJ;-n-ahm and
emerging from the into the
busy streets, took omnibmyfor Saint
Mary Axe: pressing on the road all
the y ies whom she
could see from the wimliaow, and maf];-

thﬂm UNCONnsc1ous -ﬂgum T
!dlﬁh, while she m y cut them
out and basted them.
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