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CHAPTER IX.

TWO PLACES VACATED.

gsr down by the omnibus at the
comner of Saint Mary Axe, and trust-
Sne to her feet and her crutch-stick
yithin its precincts, the dolls' dress-
 maker proceeded to the place of busi-
pess of Pubsey and Co. All there
was sunny and quiet externally, and
shady and quict internally. Hiding
herself in the entry outside the glass
door, she could see from that post of
| ebservation the old man in his spec-
tacles sitting writing at his desl.

# Boh!” cried the dressmaker, pop-
ping in her head at the glass-door.
" . Wolf at home ¢

The old man took his glasses off,
and mildly laid them down beside

him. * Jenny, is it you? I
‘thought you had given me up.”
~ % And so I had given up the
{reacherous wolf of the forest,”” she
yeplied ; “but, godmother, it strikes
‘me you have come back. T am nob
gf: gure, because the wolf and you

ange forms. I want to ask you a
question or two, to find out whether
you are really godmother or really
wolf. May I?7"

“«Yes, Jenny, yes.” But Riah

Janced towards the door, as if he
'I%hnu.ght his principal might appear
there, unseasonably.

“Tf you're afraid of the fox,” said
Miss Jenny, “youn may dismiss
present expectations of secing thab
animal, He won't show hi
abroad for many a day.”

« What do you mean, my child B

] mean, godmother,” replied Miss
Wren, sitting down beside the Jew,
¢ethat the fox has canght a famous
flogging, and that if his skin and
bones are not tingling, aching, and
smarting at this present instanf, no
fox did ever tingle, nche, and smart.”
Therewith Miss Jenny related what
had come to pass in the Albany,
omitting the few grains of pepper.

“Now, godmother,”” she went on,
T narticularly wish to ask you what

himself

has taken place here, since I left the
wolf here? Because I have an idea
about the size of a marble, rolling
about in my little noddle, First and
foremost, are you Pubsey and Co., or
aro you either? Upon your solemn
word and honour.”

The old man shook his head.

“ Secondly, isn't Fledgeby both
Pubsey and Co. £"

The old man answered with a ro-
luctant nod.

My idea,” exclaimed Miss Wren,
“ 5 now about the gize of an orangeo.
But before it gets any bigger, wel-
come back, dear godmother [

The little creature folded her arms
about the old man's neck with great
enrnestness, and lissed him. *1
humbly beg your forgiveness, god-
mother. I am truly sorry. I ought
to have had more faith in you, But
what could T suppose when you said
nothing for yourself, you know *
don’t mean to offer that as a justifica-
tion, but what could I suppose, when
you were a silent party to all he
gaid # It did look bad; now didn't
it £

“Tt looked so bad, Jenny," re-
sponded the old man, with gravity,
“that 1 will straightway tell you
what an impression it wrought upon
me. I was hateful in mine own
eyes. I was hateful to myself, in
being so kateful to the debtor and to
you. But more than that, and worse
than that, and to pass out far and
broad beyond myself—I reflected that
evening, sitting alone in my garden
on the housetop, that T was doing
dishonour to my ancient faith and
race. I reflected—clearly refiected
for the first time, that in bending my
neck to the yoke I was willing to
wear, I bent the unwilling necks of
the whole Jewish people. For it is
not, in Christian countries, with the
Jews as with other peoples. Men
say, ¢ This is a bad Greek, but there
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are good Greeks,
Turk, but there are good Turks.
Not so with the Jews,
what peoples are {

us as samples of the best; they take

the lowest of us as presentations of

the highest; and they say ¢ All Jews
are alike. TIf, doing what I was
content to do here, because I was
grateful for the past and have small
need of money now, I had been a
Christian, I counld have done it, com-
promising no one but my individual
self. But doing it as a Jew, I could
not choose but compromise the Jews
of all conditions and all countries,
It is a little hard upon us, but it is
the truth. I would that all our
people remembered it! Though I
have little right to say so, seeing that
it came home so late to me.”

The dolls’ dressmaker sat holding
the old man by the hand, and looking
thuug‘%thﬂlry mﬂhis face.

“Thus I reflected, I say, sitting
that evening in my garde:y:t on the
housetop. passing the paihful
scene of that day in review before
me many times, I always saw that
the poor gentleman believed the
story readily, because I was cne of
the Jews—that you believed the
story readily, my child, because I
was one of the Jews—that the story
itself first came into the invention of
the originator thereof, because I was
one of the Jews, This was the re-
sult of my having had yon three be-
fore ma, face to face, and sceimg the
thing vm%{ presented as upon a

erefore I perceived that
the obligation was upon me to leave
this service. But, Jenny, my dear,”
said Riah, breaking off, T pro-
mised that you should pursue your
questions, and T ohstruct them."”

“On the contrary, godmother;
my idea is as large now as a pump-
Yin—and you know what & pumpkin
i, don't you? So you gave. notice
that you were going ? Does that
come mnext?’ asked Miss Jenny,

en find the |
bad among us easil enongh—among

ga bad not easily
found P—but they take the worst of
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This is a bad

“Iindited a letier to my master,
Yes. To that effoct.”

“And what said T;’ngljng-Toss-
ing - Aching - Sereaming - Seratching -
Smnrter?"h;akad Miss Wren, wélt.h
an unspeakable enjoyment in the
utterance of those mf:lmble titles
and in the recollection of the pepper.

“He held me to certain months of
servitude, which were his lawful
term of notice. They expire to-
morrow.  Upon their expiration—
not befors—T had meant to set my-
self right with my Cinderella.”

“My idea is getting so immense
now,” cried Miss Wren, clasping her
temples, ““that my head won't hold
it!  Listen, godmother; T am going
to expound. Tittle Eyes gﬂmt’s
Sereaming-Seratching-Smarter) owes

a heavy grudge for going.
i?tnﬂe Eyes casts about how best fo
E&y you off. Little Fyes thinks of

izzie. Little Eyes says to himself,
‘Ill find out where he has placed
that girl, and T'll betray his secret
because it's dear to him.” Perhaps
Lit}:.le Eyes thinks, I'll make love
to her m; too;’ but that I can't
swann—eﬁetge rest [ can. 8o, Little
Eyes comes to me, and I go to Little
Eyes. That's the way of it, And
now the murder 's all out, I'm sorry,”
added the dolls’ dressmaker, rigid
from head to foot with eneroy as she
shook her little fist before her eyes,
“that T didn’t give him Cayenne
pepper and chopped pickled Capsi-
cum !

This expression of regret bein
but mrﬁaiPy intelligible togﬁr. Rmhg,
the old man reverted to the injnries
Fledgoeby had received, and hinted
at the necessity of his at once going

to tend that beaten cur.
“ Godmother, mother, god-
mother!” eried Miss Wren, irri-

tably, “I really lose all patience

with Jml' One would think you be-

Lieved in the Good Samaritan, How
it bedso inconsistent ?”M

enny dear,” began the old man,

gently, E:1}. is the cuostom of our

people to help—*

can
“w

with a look of close attention.

“Oh] Bother your people!" in-

" Miss Wren, with a toss of

terposod . le don't
her head. “If your i:“ﬁnd help
.knqw. better it's a pity they ever gD,E
MI"%“. nt. Over and above that,

Jorii ¢he wouldn't take your

Thelo if vou offered it. Too much
md.mwms to keep it close
g_wmdmkeapyonoutof
1 18 “y-” n . -
] were still debating this
They han & shado;v darkened thg

v, and the glass door was opene
missongs who brought o loiex
e m:iou!ly addresﬁ, “ Riah.
which he said there was an

. Riawm, -
ont?Your S;ccount;;she 'bfmgt“ﬂ
- . t up place,
s o
by bearer. Go. You are;i autun-
o ¢ il dog of a Jew. Ge‘?%‘:"

" The dolls’ dressmaker found it de-
licious to trace the screaming an
;i ing of Little Kyes in the dis-

fr rting o i il S
= it i at 1
mvmm;:eiomet (to the great as-
fonishment of the messenger) while
 4he old man got his few goods fo-

1N in a k bﬂg. Thﬂ!i done,
mttam of the upper windows
~ closed, and the office blind
down, they issued forth upon the
steps with the attendant messenger.
There, while Miss Jenny held the
bag, the old man locked the house
door, and handed over the key to
him; who at once retired with the

same. <

“ Well ther,” said Miss
Wren, a8 & ey remained upon the
stops together, looking at one another.
“And 're thrown upon the

somewhat suddenly.
~ #Where are yo
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pulled | tvaller living, to be

Tt wounld appear 0 Jenny, and
u going fo seek
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The old man smiled, but looked

bout him with a look of having lost
Bis oy 1 tide, which: did nek oot
the doli’-a’ dressmaker.

@ Varﬂy, .}'tmny," gaid ]13, “the
question i8 to the purpose, and more
easily asked than answered. But as
I have experience of the ready good-
will and good help of those who have
given occnpaﬁontolamlflhmk:[

ill seek them out for e
w]J‘E()n foot 7 asked Wren,
ith a chop.
m"As;'I"paai&theoldmm “Have
I not my staff ? "’

Tt was exactly because he had his
staﬁ',mdprasanyedno un.inl t an as-
Eﬁgﬁ,thntsha his making

OO . -
o Phe bost thing you can do,” said
Jenny, for the time being, at all
‘events, is to come home with me,
godmother. Nobody 's there but m
bad child, and Lizzie's lodging stanc
empty.”” The old man when satis-
ﬁecf znt no inconvenience could be
entailed on any onel'b his dwtzll:-

: ily complied; and the
pm]zmnmue, 1% 00?.191& once more

d | went through the streets together.

Now the bad child having been
strictly charged by his t to
remain at home in her al of
course went out; and, being in the
vory last stage of mental decrepitude,
went out with two objects ; firstly, to
establish a claim he conceived ﬁn-
an’ -

solf to have upon any hnnenpﬁueded vith
thr of rum for n :
andem y, to bestow some maud-
lin remorse on Mr. T Wray-
burn, and see what profit came of 1t.
Stumblingly mung 1 these two de-
i they by meant rum, the

[ ng of which he was
capable—the ed creature stag-
gered into Covent Garden Market
and there bivouacked, to have an
attack of the trembles succeeded by
an attack of the horrors, in a door-

way.
’Eh.is market of Covent Grarden was
ite out of the creature’s line of road,
but it had the attraction for him

your fortune P’ asked Miss Wren.
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which it has for the worst of the
solifary members of the drunken
tribe. It may be the companionship
of the nightly stir, or it may be the
companionship of the gin and beer
that slop about among carters and
hucksters, or it may be the com-
panionship of the trodden vegetable
refuse which is so like own
dress that perhaps they take the
Market for a great wardrobe; but be
it what it may, you shall see no such
individual drunkards on doorsteps
anywhere, as there. Of dozing
women- especially, you
shall come upon such specimens there,
in the morning sunlight, as you
might seek out of doors in vain
through London. Such stale vapid
rejected cabbage-leaf and cabbage-
stalkk dress, such damaged-orange
countenance, such squashed dFj;ul}:t of
humanity, are open to the day no-
where else. So, the attraction of the
Market drew Mr. Dolls to it, and he
had out his two fits of trembles and
horrors in a doorway on which a
woman had had out her sodden nap
a few hours before,

There is a swarm of young savages
always flitting about this same place,
creeping off with fragments of orange-
chests, and mouldy litter—Heaven
knows info what holes they can con-
vey them, having no home !—whose
bare feet fall with a blunt dull soft-
ness on the pavement as the police-
man hunts them, and who are (perhaps
for that reason) little heard by the
Powers that be, whereas in top-boots
they would make a deafening clatter.
These, delighting in the trembles and
thehorrors of Mr. Dolls, as in a gratui-
:iou.u dmm.a]; flocked a.‘nhu:;c];f1 him in his

oorway, butted at him, lea at
him, and pelted him. Henoa;pgghen
he c{:ar]ge ?‘ut oftinhi?tinva]id retirement
and shook off ed frain, he
was much beapatbarer;,g gnd in worse
case than ever. But, not yet at his
worst ; for, going into a publie-house,
and being supplied in stress of busi-
ness with: his rum, and seeking to

and admonithed not to try that again,
by havingapailof dirty watercastover
him. This application superinduced
another fit of the trembles; after
which Mr, Dolls, as finding himself
in good cue for making a call on a
professional friend, addressed himself
to the Temple.

There was nobody at the chambers
but Young Blight. That discreet
youth, sensible of a certain incon-

ity in the association of such a
client with the business that might
be coming some day, with the best
intentions temporised with Dolls, and
offered a shilling for coach hire home.
Mr. Dolls, accepting the shilling,
prompily laid it out in two three-

nnyworths of conspiracy against
E?s ]J'Efﬁmd twt:n threepennyworths of
raging ntance. Returning to
the Chm:%gem with which burden, he
was descried coming round into the
comrt, by the wary young Blight
watching from the window: who
instantly closed the outer door, and
left the miserable object to expend
his fury on the panels.
The more the door resisted him, the
more erous and imminent became
| that bloody conspiracy agninst his life.
Force of police arriving, he recognised
inthem the conspirators, and laid about
him hoarsely, fiercely, staringly, con-
vulsively, foamingly. A humble
machine, familiar to the conspirators
and called by the expressive name of
Stretcher, being unavoidably sent for,
he was rendered a harmless bundle of
torn rags by being strapped down
upon i, with veice and conscious-
ness gone out of him, and life fast
going. As this ine was borne
out at the Temple gato by four men,
the poor little dolls’ dressmaker and
her Jewish friend were coming up
the street.
 Let us see what it is,” cried the
dressmaker. “Let us make haste
and look, godmother.”
The brisk little crutch-stick was
but too brigk. “Oh, gentlemen, gen-
tlemen, he belongs to me!”
“Belongs to you ?” said the head

vanish without payment, he was
collared, found penniless,

of the party, stopping it.

. 1 -mohﬂddon'tknowmal"
"~ The head of the party mkadsss such

“0h dear gentlemen, he's my
%:&withoim leave. My poor
: boy! and he don’t know me,
.don’t knowme! Oh, what ah_ﬂ.l]. I
o." cried the little creature, wildly
ing her hands together, * when

;

&E

g

he might) to the old man for
wuhn&ht;g o whispered, as the
_dolls’ dressmaker bent over the ex-
hausted form and vainly tried to
~ extract some sign of recognition from
‘jts * It's her drunken father.”
~ Asthe load was put down in the
 gtrect, Riah drew the head of the
. party aside, and whispered that he
'mht the man was dying. “No,
~ gurely not?” returned the other.
But he became less confident, on
looking, and directed the bearers to
~ % pring him to the nearest doctor’s

h‘_

" Thither he was bronght; the win-
dow becoming from within, a wall of
faces, deformed into all kinds of
- ghapes through the agency of globular
Ted bottles, green bottles, blue bottles,
and other coloured bottles. Aght_nsﬂ;r
light shining uponhim that he didn’t
need, the beast so furious but a few
‘minutes gone, was quiet enough now,
with a strange mysterious wrnting on
his face, reflected from one of the

eat bottles, as if Death had marked
Bim : “ Mine.”

The medical testimony was more
precise and more to the pnrfosa than
it sometimes is in a Court of Justice.
¢ You had better send for something
to cover it. All's over.”

Therefore, the police sent for some-
thing to cover it, and it was covered
. and borne through the streets, the

people falling away. After it, went

the dolls’ dressmaker, hiding her face
in the Jewish skirts, and clinging to
them with one hand, while with the
other she plied her stick. It was
carried home, and, by reason that the
staircase was very DAITOW, it was pub

set aside to make

s :
S S there, in the midst

room for it—an

down in the parlour—the little work- | patien
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their eyes, lay Mr. Dolls with no
speculation in his,
Many ﬂ.nunaz dolﬂi-; had to be
ily dressed, before money was
%:.ﬂ.&ﬁ dressmaker’s ket t.% got
mourning for Mr. . Asthe old
man, Riah, sat by, helping her in
gmall ways as he could, he
found it difficult to make ouf whether
she really did realise that the deceased
had been her father.
«Tf my poor boy,” she would say,
“had been brought up better, he
might have done better. Not that I
reproach myself. I hope Ihave no
cause for that."
“ None indeed, Jenny, I am very
certain.”
 Thank you, godmother. It cheers
me to hear yousayso. But youseeitis
0 hard to bring up & child well, when
you work, work, work, all daf ‘When
he was out of employment, I couldn’t
always keep him near me. He got
fractions and nervous, and I was
obliged to let him go into the streets.
And he never did well in the streets,
he never did well out of sight. : How
often it happens with chi o
“Too op even in this sad
sense !”’ thonght the old man.
“How can I say what I might
have turned out myself, but for my
back having been so bad and my
legs so queer when I was ymmg‘i
the dressmaker would go on. “I
had nothing to do but work, and so
I worked, I cm;laﬂn’t lalsl(id Bﬁ‘ut
m r unfortuna co 2
an%%ﬁ;umaﬂ out the worse for him."”
« And not for him alone, Jenny.”
«Well! I don't know, godmother.
He suffered heavily, did my unfor-
tunate boy. He was very, very ill
sometimes:. And I called him a
quantity of names;' shaking her
head over her work, and dropping
tears, “Idon't know that his going
was much the womqt.i:?r me.
If it ever was, let us forget i
“You a:i:e’s. good girl, you are a
iont girl’
¢ As for patience,” she would repk

¢not much of tha

with a 3 ¢
of the dolls with no epeculation in | godmother. If T had been patient,
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should never have called him names,
But I hope I did it for his good, And
besides, I folt my responsibility as a
mother so much. T fried reasoning,
and reasoning failed. I tried coax-
ing, and ing failed, I tried

kmnow, with such a charge upon my
hands. Where would have been my
duty to my poor lost boy, if I had
not tried ing!"

With such talk, mostly in a cheer-
ful fone on the part of the industrious
little creature, the day-work and the
night-work were beguiled until
enough of smart dolls had gone forth
to bring into the kitchen, where the
working-bench now stood, the sombre
stuff' that the occasion reguired, and
to bring into the house the other
sombre preparations. . “ And now,”
said Miss Jenny, “having knocked
off my rosy-cheeked young friends,
T'llknock off my white-cheeked self.”
This referred to her making her own
dress, which at last was done. “Tha

disad of making for your-
self,"maa Jenny, as she ?{lgood
upon a chair to look at the result in
the glass, “is, that you can't ¢
anybody else for the job, and the
advantage is, that you haven't to
out to try on. Humph! Very fair
indeed! If He could see me now
(whoever he is) I hope he wouldn't
repent of his bargain !

he simple ements were of
her own making, and were stated to
Riah thus:
. “I mean to go alone, other,
in my usual carriage, and you'll be
g0 kind #s keep house while I am
gone. It's not far off. And when T
return, we'll have a cup of tea and a
chat over future arrangements. Tt's
a very plain last house that T have
been able to give my poor unfortu-
nate boy; but he'll accept the will
for the deed, if he knows anything
about it; and if he doesn't know
anything about it,” with a sob, and
wiping her eyes, “why, it won't
matter to him. I see the service in

nothing into this world, and it is
certain we can take nothing out. It
comforts me for not being able to
hire a lot of stupid undertaker's
things for my poor child, and seem-
ing as if I was trying to smuggle 'em
out of this world with him, when of
course I must break down in the
attempt, and bring 'em all back
again. As it is there’ll be nothin'g
to bring back but me, and that's
quite consistent, for I shan't be
brought back some day !
that previous ing of

him in the streets, the ed old
fellow seemed to be twice buried.
He was taken on the shoulders of
half-a-dozen blossom-faced men, who
shuffled with him to the churchyard,
and who were preceded by another
Dblossomed-faced man, (s a
stately stalk, as if he were a Police-
man of the D(eath) Division, and
ceremoniously pretending not to know
his intimate acquaintances as he led
the pageant. Yet, the dacle of
cmly;| one little moumc:'paﬁobb]jng
after caused man ieople to turn
their heads with a {oo of interest.

At last the troublesome deceased
was got into the ground, to be buried
no more, and the stately stalker
stalked back before the solitary dress-
maker, as if she were bound in
honour to have no notion of the way
thloma. Those Furies, the conven-
ionaliti ing thus a he
s ]Imﬁs, being ppeased,
“I must have a v ghort :
godmother, before I e:h?eer upegr
"' said the little creature, coming
m. “Because after all a child is a
ch.}ld, you knlow."

t was a longer than might
have been expectedm Howbeit,g it
wore itself out in a shadowy corner,
and then the dressmaker came forth,
and washed her face, and made the
tea. “ Yon wouldn't mind my cutting
out something while we are at tea,
would you?"" she asked her Jewish
friend, with a coaxing air,

% Cinderella, dear child,” the old
ted, LS

the Prayer-book says, that we brought

‘f.:tﬂ?” 1, “will you never
T

" %hﬂ?ﬂ it correct in my mind.”

. pow. Itsa

I I, ::@xﬁamﬁon of his professing another

i« Wh odmother,” replied the
" dmmakr,%‘you must know that we

~ came into my head while I was weep-

«Qh! It's not work, cutting out
o jsn't,” said Miss Jenny,
m busy little scissors alrea

nipping at some paper. “ The tru
odmother, I want to fix it while

« Have you seen it to-day then ?”

asked Riah. E

Ty dmother. Saw it just
Tesa lice, that's what it
s, Thing our clergymen wear, you
know,” explained Miss Jenny, in

Afaith. :
- “And what have you to do with
‘that, Jenny £

- Professors who live upon our taste
~ and invention, are ob to keep our
; always open. nd you lmow
_fmdy t I have many extra
ex to meet just now. So, it

ing at my poor boy's grave, that
ﬁﬂthingyiupmy way might be done

. with a clergyman.”
- “What can be done ?"" asked the

“old man.

. “Not a funeral, never fear!” re-
turned Miss Jenny, anticipating his ob-
ection with anod. “ The public don't
 to be made melancholy, I know
~very well. T am seldom called upon
to put my young friends info mourn-
“ing; not into real mourning, that is;
Court momj:nlf they are rather proud
of But a doll elergyman, n}idear,
- —glossy black curls and whiskers—
uniting two_of myﬁv_oun friends in
matrimony,” said Miss Jenny, shak-
ing her forefinger, “is quite another
! ir. If yon don't see ﬂ'l.?ﬁ!! three
~ at the altar in Bond Street, in a jiffy,
. my name’s Jack Robinson !
ith her expert little ways in sharp
action, she had got a doll into whitey-
brown paper orders, before the meal
was over, and was displaying it for
the edification of the Jewish mind,
when a knock was heard at the street-
door. Rish went to open if, and
presently came back, ushering in,
. with a grave and courteous air that
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The gentleman was a sf to
the dressmaker; but Wet;;u.nger the
moment; of his casting his eyes upon
her, there was something in his man-
ner which brought to her remem-
brance Mr. Eugene Wrayburn.
“Pardon me,” said the gentle-
man, “You are the dolls' dress-
maker ?" {

#I am the dolls’ dressmalker, sir.””
“ Lizzie Hexam's friend £ " .

# Yes, sir,” replied Miss Jenny, in-
stantly on the defensive. “And
Hexam's friend.”

Here is a note from her, entreat-
i ou to accede to the request of
lﬁrg. ortimer Lightwood, the bearer.
Mr, Riah chances fo know that T am
tell you so.”

Riah bent his head in corrobora-
tion.

*Will you read the note £ ]
“Tt's very short,” said Jenny with
a look of wonder, when ghe had read

it.

“There was no time to make if
Ionger. Time was so very precious.
My dear friend, Mr. Eugene Wray-
burn is dying.”

The dressmaker clasped her hands,
and uttered a little piteous qr{.

“Is dying,” repeated Lightwood,
with emotion, “at some distance
from here. He is sinking under
injuries received at the hands of a
V‘dlﬂjll who attacked him in the dark.
I come ight from his bedside.
He is almost always insensible. In g
short restless interval of sensibility, or
partial sensibility, I made out that he
asked for you to be brought to sit by
him. y relying on my own
interpretation of the indistinet sounds
he made, I caunsed Lizzie to hear
them. e were both sure that he
asked for you.”

The dressmaker, with her hands
still elasped, looked affrightedly from
the one to the other of her two com-

panions. .

“If you delay, he may die with his
request ungratified, with his last wish
—enhruxutgi to me- -we have long been

sat so well upon him, a gentleman.

much more than brothers—unfulfilled.
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I alm‘[’l break down, if I try to say
more,

In a few moments the black-bonnet
and the crutch-stick were on duty,
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the
the g
side by side in a chaise with Mortimer
Lightwood, was posting out of town,

Jew wasleft in possession of
and the dolls’ dressmaker,

CHAPTER X.

THE DOLLS' DRESSMAKER DISCOVERS A WORD.

A pargexep and hushed room;
the river outside the windows flow-
ing on to the vast ocean; a figure on
the bed, swathed and bandaged and
bound, lying helpless on its back,
with its two useless arms in splints at
its sides. Only two days of usage so
(i sone a8 el S i
this scene, that it he [
p;'.ed two days ago by the recollections
ol

e had scarcely moved since her
arrival.  Sometimes his eyes were
open, sometimes closed. When they
were open, there was no meaning in
their unwinking stare at one spot
struight before them, unless for a
moment th:f brow knitted into a fiint
ex m of anger, or . Then,
Mumm mer Lightwmdw k to
him, and on occasions he would be so
far roused as to make an attempt to

ounce his friend's name. But,

an instant consciousness was gone
iFn.i.n, and no spirit of Eugene was in
's erushed outer form.

Efﬁey provided Jenny with mate-
rials for pl{in her work, and she had
;el‘ii.ttle table p uintt.hghfo;téruf hczﬁ

Sitting there, wi Ti
;l;cozeror hair falling over the chair-

'k, they lgw.gped might attract
wonla ey Tk M o
wo - a er brea
when h:];gcnad his eyes, or she saw
his brow knit into that faint expres-
sion, so evanescent that it was a
ghape made in water. B‘ntls,yelhn

not heeded. The “they” here
mentioned, were the m attend-
unt; Lizzie, who was there in all her
intervals of rest ; and Lightwood, who
‘never left him,

The two days became three, and
the three 'aflys became fouﬁu Ai
length, quite unexpectedly, he sai
mnthin[.lg in a whisper. "

“ What was it, my dear Eugene 2

“Will you, Mortimer—""

“Will E—-?"

—*Bend for her 7"

“ My dear follow, she is here.”

Quito unconscious of the leng

er,

little dressmaker stood up at
foot of the bed, humming her
g, and nodded to him briqhﬂy.
“I can't shlkn_th hands, Jenny,’ ﬁg
Eﬂﬁme. with something of his
look; “but I am very glad to sce
mll

Mortimor repeated this to her, for
it only be made out by bend-
him and closely watching
his_attempts to say it. In a little
while, he added :

“ Ask her if she has scen the chil-
tm]gérﬁ@gm ooul‘gd ngt understand

nei o enny herself,
until he added : :

“Ask her if she has smelt the
flowers."

understand him now!"” Then, Light-
wood yielded his place to her quick
approach, and she said, bending over
the bed, with that better look : * You
mean my long bright slanting rows
of children, who used to bring me
case and rest? You mean the chil-
dren who used to take me up, and

make me light £
smiled, “ Yes."
ot | not seen them since I saw
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