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«ereey,.the dark, deep underhanded plotting,
;‘,rittc;l in Mrs. Boffin's countenance, make me
sudder.”

As an incontrovertible proof that those bale-
¢l attributes were all there, Mrs. Wilfer shud-

dered on the spot.

——————

CHAPTER X.
A MARRIAGE CONTRACT.

TuERE is excitement in the Vencering man-
son. The mature young lady is going to be
married (powder and all) to the mature young
centleman, and she is to be married from the
Vencering house, and the Vencerings are to
sive the breakfast.  The Analytical, who ob-
jects as a matter of principle to every thing that
ncears on the premises, necessarily objects to the,
match ; but his consent has been dispensed with,
and & spring-van is delivering its load of green-
house plants at the door, in order that to-mor-
row's feast may be crowned with flowers.

The mature young lady is a lady of property.
The mature young gentleman is a gentleman of
property.  Ile invests his property. lIle goes,
in a condescending amatcurish way, into the
City, attends meetings of Dircectors, and has to
do with traflic in Shares.  As is well known to
the wise in their generation, traffic in Shares is
the one thing to have to do with in this world.
Ilave no antecedents, no established character,
w cultivation, no ideas, no manners; have
Shares,  IHave Shares enough to be on Boards
of Direction in capital letters, oscillate on mys-
werions husiness between London and Paris, and
he preat. Where does he come from ? Shares.
Where is he going to? Shares.  What are his
tstes? Shares. Ilashe any principles? Shares.
What squeezes him into Parliament?  Shares.
Perhaps he never of himself achieved success in
any thing, never originated any thing, never
produced any thing ? Sufficient answer to all;
Shares, O mighty Shares!  To set those blar-
mgimages so high, and to cause us smaller ver-
min, as under the influence of henbane or opi-
um, to ery out, night and day, “Relicve us of
owr money, scatter it for us, buy us and scll us,
rin s, only we bescech ye take rank among
the powers of the carth, and fatten on us!”

While the Loves and Graces have been pre-
}jnring this torch for Hymen, which is to be kin-
dhed to-morrow, Mr. Twemlow has suffered much
i his mind. It would seem that both the ma-
e vonng Jady and the mature young gentle-
@an must indubitably be Vencering's oldest
friends,  Wards of his, perhaps ?  Yet that can
‘arcely be, for they are older than himself.
\cnwsrinj_: has been in their confidence through-
"t and has done much to lure them to thic al-|
. He has mentioned to Twemlow how he
Wid to Mys, Vencering, “Anastatia, this must
¢a mateh.”  Ile has mentioned to Twemlow :
ww hie regards Sophronia Akershem (the ma- |
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He has answered, ‘“Not exactly.”
Sophronia was adopted by his mo-
¢ has answered, ‘‘Not precisely so.”
s hand has gone to his forehead with

qQ or three weeks ago, Twemlow, sit-
his newspaper, and over his dry toast
tea, and over the stable-vard in Duke
James’s, received a highly-perfumed
t and monogram from Mrs. Vencer-
nting her dearest Mr. T.) if not partic-
aged that day, to come like a charm-
nd make a fourth at dinner with dear
nap, for the discussion of an interest-
v topicy the last three words doubly
I and pointed with a note of admira-
d Twemlow, replying, “ Not engaged,
than delighted,” goes, and this takes

car Twemlow,” says Vencering, “your
onse to Anastatia’s unceremonious in-
truly kind, and like an old, old {riend.
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Apparently, Podsnap has been so
ipont in a short time, as to believe that
- intimate in the house many, many.
In the friendliest manner he is
imself quite at home with his back to
excenting a statuctte of the Colossus
Twemlow has before noticed in his
v how soon the Vencering guests be-
cted with the Veneering fiction. Not,
that he has the least notion of its be-
n ease.

friends, Alfred and Sophronia,” pur-
cring the veiled prophet: “our friends
d Sophronia, you will be glal to hear,
fellows, are going to be married.  As
wmd I make it a tamily atfuir the entire
of which we take upon ourselves, of
r first step is to communicate the fact
ity friends.

» thinks Twemlow, with his eves on
¢then there are only two of us, and
ther.”)

hope,” Veneering goes on, ‘“to have
- Tippins to meet you; but she is al-

rs,

¥,

equest, and is unfortunately engaged,”

" thinks Twemlow, with his eyes wan-
then there are three of us, and she's
kA

imer Lightwood,” resumes Veneering,
-ou both know, is out of town; but he
his whimsical manner, that as we ask
bridegroom’s best man when the cere-
es place, he will not refuse, though he
¢ what he has to do with it.”

* thinks Tweinlow, with his eyes roll-
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ing, ‘“then there are four of us, and Je's the
other.”™)
““Boots and Brewer,” oblserves Veneering,
“whom you also know, I lhave not asked to-
day; but I reserve them for the occasion.”
(““Then,” thinks Twemlow, with his eyes shut,
““there are si~" Dut here collapses and does
not completely recover until dinner is over and
the Analytical has been requested to withdraw.)
“We now come,” says Vencering, ‘fto the
point, the real point, of our little family consult-
ation. Sophronia, having lost both father and
mother, has no one to give her away.”
“Give her away yourself,” says Podsnap.
“My dear Podsnap, no. For three reasons.
Firstly, because I couldn't take so much upon
myself when I have respected family friends to
remember.  Sccondly, because I am not|so vain
as to think that I look the part. Thirdly, be-
cause Anastatia is a little superstitious/on the
subject, and feels averse to my giving away any
body until baby is old enough to be married.”
“What wonld happen if he did?” IPodsnap
inquires of Mrs. Vencering.
“My dear Mr. Podsnap, it's very foolish I
know, but I have an instinctive preseptiment
that if Ilamilton gave away any body clse first,
he would never give away baby.” Thus Mrs.
Venceering; with her open hands pressed to-
gether, and cach of her cight aquiline| fingers
looking so very like her one aquiline npse that
the bran-new jewels on them seem necegsary for
distinction’s sake.
“But, my dear Podsnap,” quoth Vencering,
“there 4s a tried friend of our family who, I
think and hope you will agree with me, Hodsnap,
is the friend on whom this agrecable duty alimost
naturally devolves. That friend,” saying the
words as if the company were about a hundred
and fifty in number, *“is now among us, That
friend is Twemlow.,”
¢ Certainly I” From Podsnap.
‘“'That friend,” Vencering repeats with greater
firmness, ‘“is our dear good Twemlow.| And [
can not sufliciently express to vou, my dear
Podsnap, the pleasure I feel in having this opin-
ion of mine and Anastatia’s so readily confirmed
by vou, that other cqually familiar and tried
friend who stands in the proud position—I mean
who proudly stands in the position—or|I ought
rather to say, who places Anaststin and mysclf
in the proud position of himself standing in the
simple position—of baby’s godfather.”  And, in-
deed, Vencering is much relieve:d in mind to find
that Podsnap betrays no jealousy of Twemlow's
clevation.
So it has come to pass that the spring-van is
strewing flowers on the rosy hours angl on the
staircase, and that Twemlow is surveying the
ground on which he is to play his distinguished
part to-morrow. He has already been to the
chureh, and taken note of the various|impedi-
ments in the aisle, under the auspices of an ex-
tremely dreary widow who opens the pews, and
whose left hand appears to be in a state|of acuie

T T——
rheumatism, but is in fact voluntaril_v doubleg
up to act as a money-box.

And now Veneering shoots out of the Study
wherein he is accustomed, when contemplativ,,
to give his mind to the carving and gilding of the
Pilgrims going to Canterbury, in order 1o show
Twemlow the little flourish he has prepared g,
the trumpets of fashion, describing how that o
the seventeenth instant, at St. James’s Chure,
the Reverend Blank Blank, assisted by the Doy,
erend Dash Dash, united in the bonds of mayy;.
mony, Alfred Lammle, Esquire, of Sackyil,
Street, Piccadilly, to Sophronia, only daughe:
of the late Horatio Akershem, Esquire, of York.
shire. Also how the fair bride was married frgp,
the house of Hamilton Vencering, Esquire, ¢f
Stucconia, and was given away by Melvin Twen.
low, Esquire, of Duke Street, St. James's, secar
cousin to Lord Snigsworth, of Snigsworthy Park,
While perusing which composition, Tweml
makes some opaque approach to perceiving thu
if the Reverend Blank Blank and the Reverend
Dash Dash fail, after this introduction, to ie-
come cnrolled in the list of Vencering's deares;
and oldest friends, they will have none but ther-
selves to thank for it.

After which, appears Sophronia (whom Tiwem.
low has scen twice in his lifetime), to theuk
Twemlow for counterfeiting the late Horat
Akershem Esquire, broadly of Yorkshire. And
after her, appears Alfred (whom Twemlow ha
scen once in his lifetime), to do the same and w
make a pasty sort of glitter, as it he were coi-
structed for candle-light only, and had been I2
out into daylight by some grand mistake. And
after that, comes Mrs, Vencering, in a pervad:
ingly aquiline state of figure, and with transpar-
ent little knobs on her temper, like the lish
transparent knob on the bridge of her now

b

“IWorn out by worry and excitement,” as s
tells her dear Mr. Twemlow, and reluetantly re-
vived with curagoa by the Analytical. And afi
that, the bridemaids begin to come by railroa
from various parts of the country, and to come
like adorable reeruits enlisted by a sergeant v
present ; for, on arriving at the Vencering déjo
they are in a barrack of strangers. ]
So Twemlow goes home to Duke Street. &
James’s, to take a plate of mutton broth with »
chop in it, and a look at the marriage-service. &
order that he may cut in at the right place t~
morrow ; and he is low, and feels it dull.ev:
the livery stable-vard, and is distinctly awarc u
a dint in his heart, made by the most mlorul':-:
of the adorable bridemaids.  For, the poor littie
harmless gentleman once had his faney, like the
rest of us, and she didn't answer (as she ofted
does not), and he thinks the adorable bridcm:u;l
is like the fancy as she was then (which she 1
not at all), and that if the fancy had not mfxr;
ried some oune clse for money, but had marne
him for love, e and she would have been huI“{‘-"'
(which they wouldn't have been), and that sac
has a tenderness for him still (whereas her ml-'.‘-_"f‘
ness is a proverh). Brooding over the fire, it
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pis dried little head in his dried little hands,
qnd his dricd little elbows on his dried little
knees, Twemlow is melancholy. ¢ No Adorable
1o bear me company here!” thinks he. ,¢No
Adorable at the club! A waste, a waste, a
saste, my Twemlow!”  And so drops asleep,
and has galvanic starts all over him,

Betimes next morning, that horrible old Lady
Tippins (relict of the late Sir Thomas Tippins,
knighted in mistake for somebody clse by Iis
Majesty King George the 'l‘h'u'dz who, while
performing the ceremony, was gmcwus!y pleased
w0 observe, ¢ What, what, what? Who, who,
who? Why, why, why?”’) begins to be dyed
and varnished for the interesting occasion. She
has a reputation for giving smart accounts of
things, and she must be at these people’s early,
mv dear, to lose nothing of the fun. Where-
sout in the bonnet and drapery announced by
her name, any fragment of the real woman may
Le eoncealed, Is perhaps known to her maid;
hut vou could easily buy all you see of her, in
Bond Street; or you might scalp her, and peel
Ler, and serape her, and make two Lady Tip-
pinses out of her, and yet not penetrate to the
«enuine article.  She has a large gold eye-
dass, has Lady Tippins, to survey the proceed-
mes with,  If she had one in each eve, it might
keep that other drooping lid up, and look more
initorm. Bat perennial youth is in her arti-
ficial flowers, and her list of lovers is full.

“Mortimer, you wretch,” says Lady Tippins,
aming the eye-glass about and about, ““where
s vour charge, the bridegroom ?”’

“Give you my honor,” returns Mortimer, €I
don't know, and T don’t care.”

“Miserable!  Is that the way you do your
duty 77

“Beyond an impression that he is to sit upon
my knee and be seconded at some point of the
wlemnitics; like a principal at a prize-fight, I
ware you I have no notion what my duty is,”
retrns Mortimer.,

Engene is also in attendance, with a pervad-
Mz air upon him of having presupposed the
“remony to be a funcral, and of being dizap-
pinted, The scene is the Vestry-room of St.
Tames’s Chureh, with a number of leathery old
eisters on shelves, that might be bound in
Ludy Tippinses.

But,hark! A carriage at the gate, and Mor-
“er's man arrives, looking rather like a spu-
fus Mephistopheles and an unacknowledged
:Yw:mbcx" of that gentleman’s family. Whom
baly Tipping, surveying through her eye-glass,
“teiders @ fine man, and quite a catch; and of
“iome Mortimer remarks, in the lowest spirits,
#he approaches, T helieve this is my fellow,
“afeund him 1 More carriages at the rate,
@100 the rest of the characters. Whom
?;m]y Tippins, standing on a cushion, surveying
;j”")ll;:h the eve-glass, thus checks off: ¢ Bride;
»“'_"~:Entl-f‘nrry if a day, thirty shillings a vard,
‘ ‘HI':('U.H pound. pocket-handkerchief a present.
Uewtmaids s kept down for fear of outshining

bride, consequently not girls, twelve and six-

pence a

yard, Veneering’s flowers, snub-nosed
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atic perseverance, as has always heen their man-
ner; and the pokey unknowns are exceedingly
benevolent to one another in invitations to take
glasses of Champagne; but Mrs. Podsnap, arch-
ing her mane and rocking her grandest) has a
far more deferential audience than Mrs, Ve-
neecring ; and Podsnap all but does the honors.
Another dismal circumstance is, that Vencer-
ing, having the captivating Tippins on ope side
of him and the bride’s aunt on the other, finds
it immensely difficult to keep the peace. For,
Mecdusa, besides unmistakingly glaring petrifac-
tion at the fascinating Tippins, follows cvery
lively remark made by that dear creature with
an audible snort: which may be referable to a
chronic cold in the head, but may also be refer-
able to indignation and contempt. And this
snort being regular in its reproduction, at length
comes to be expected by the company, whp make
embarrassing pauses when it is falling due, and
by waiting for it, render it more emphatjc when
it comes. The stony aunt has likewise| an in-
jurious way of rejecting all dishes whereof Lady
Tippins partakes: saying aloud when they are
proffered to her, ¢ No, no, no, not forme, Take
it away !”  As with a sct purpose of implying a
mizgiving that if nourished upon similar meats
she might come to be like that charmer, which
would be a fatal consumination.  Aware of her
encemy, Lady Tippins tries a youthful jsally or
two, and tries the eye-glass; but, from the im-
penctrable cap and snorting armor of the stony
aunt all weapons rebound powerless.
Another objectionable circumstance|is, that
the pokey unknowns support each other/in being
unimpressible. They persist in not being fright.
ened by the gold and silver camels, and|they are
banded together to defy the elaborately chased
ice-pails.  They even scem to unite jn some
vague utterance of the sentiment that the land-
lord and landlady will make a pretty good profit
ont of thig) and they almost carry themselves like
customers. Nor is there compensating fnfluence
in the adorable bridemaids; for, having very
fittle interest in the bride, and none jat all in
one another, those lovely beings become, cach
onc on her own account, depreciatingly contem-
plative of the millinery present 3 while the bride-
groom’s man, exhausted, in the back of his chair,
appears to be improving the oceasion by peniten-
tially contemplating all the wrong he has ever
done ; the difference between him and his friend
Eugenc, being, that the latter, in the bpek of Ais
chair, appears to be contemplating all ghe wrong
he would like to do—particularly to the present
COT“IH\H)’.
In which state of affairs, the usual ceremonies
rather droop and flag, and the splendid cake
when cut by the fair hand of the bride has but
an indigestible appearance. = Howevar, all the
things indispensable to be said are eaifl, and all
the things indispensable to be done are done (in-
cluding Lady Tippins's vawning, falling asleep,
and waking insensible), and there §s hurried
preparation for the nuptial journey to the Isle of

Wight, and the outer air teems with brass bangs
and spectators. In full sight of whom, the‘m:
lignant star of the Analytical has I’TC-Ol'dainc“d.
that pain and ridicule shail befall him. ¥,
standing on the doorsteps to grace the departure
is suddenly caught a most prodigious thump (n
the side of his head with a heavy shoe, whic ,
Buffer in the hall; Champagne-flushed ang wild
of aim, has borrowed on the spur of the momc-n.:
from the pastry-cook’s porter, to cast after 1,
departing pair as an auspicious omen.

So they all go up again into the gorgegy:
drawing-rooms—all of them flushed with pregl.
fast, as having taken scarlatina sociably—ang
there the combined unknowns do maligngy:
things with their legs to ottomans, and take 4
much as possible out of the splendid furnitur,.
And so, Lady Tippins, quite undetermine]
whether to-day is the day before vesterday,
the day after to-morrow, or the wecek after ir-xr,
fades away; and Mortimer Lightwood and Ex.
gene fade away, and Twemlow fades away, ard
the stony aunt goes away—she declines 10 fude,
proving rock to the last—and even the voknows
are slowly strained off, and it is all over.

All over, that is to say, for the time beine,
But there is another time to come, and it come:
in about a fortnight, and it comes to Mr. ani
Mrs, Lammle on the sands at Shanklin, in iz
Isle of Wight.

Mr. and Mrs. Lammle have walked for some
time on the Shanklin sands, and one may s»
by their footprints that they have not walkei
arm in arm, and that they have not walkedi
a straight track, aud that they have walked iz
a moody humor; for the Indy has prodded i
tle spirting holes in the damp sand before b
with her parasol, and the gentleman has trailed
his stick after him. As if he were of the Meyl-
istopheles family indeed, and had walked with2
drooping tail.

«“Do vou mean to tell me, then, Sophronia—"

Thus he begins after a long silence. when
Sophronia flashes fiercely, and turns upon lxi!!_l-

“Pon’t put it upon me, Sir. I ask you.
you mean to tell me?” .

Mr. Lammle falls silent again, and they wa
as before. are

he,

Mrs. Lammle opens her nostrils ®
bites her under-lip; Mr. Lammle takes his ot
gerous whiskers in his left hand, and, brinz-
them together, frowns furtively at his belove.
out of a thick gingerous bush. ]

“Do J mean to say!” Mrs. Lammle atier:
time repeats, with indignation.  © Puttiner 1000
me!  ‘The unmanly disingenuousness!” .

Mr. Laummle stops, releases his whiskers &%
looks at hier.  ¢“The what 2"

Mrs. Lammle haughtily replies, without -
ping, and without looking back. <The mess
ness.” 7
ITe is at her side again in a pace or two. ¥
he retorts, “That is not what you said. Y*
said disingenuousness.”

“What if I did?”

«¢There isno “if” in the case.

You did.”
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«7 did, then. And what of it ?” on the brown cliffs but now, and behold they are
«iWhat of it?”’ says Mr. Lammle. ¢ Have |only damp carth. A taunting roar comes from

vou the face to utter the word to me "

«The face, too!” replied Mrs. Lammle, star-
ing at him with cold scorn. ¢ Pray, how dare
vou, Sir, utter the word to me?”
© «J never did.”

As this happens to be true, Mrs. Lammle is
"thrown on the feminine resource of saying, ““I
Jon’t care what you uttered or did not utter.”

After a little more walking and a little more
slence, Mr. Lammle breaks the latter.

“You shall proceed in your own way. You
claim a right to ask me do I mean to tell you.
Do I mean to tell you what?”

“That you are a inan of property ?”

“No.”

«Then you married me on false pretenses ?”

Go he it. Next comes what yqu mean to
sav. Do you mean to say you are a woman of
property 27

“No.”

«Then you married me on false pretenses.”

“If you were so dull a fortunc-hunter that
vou deceived yourself, or if you were so greedy
and grasping that you were over-willing to be
deceived by appearances, is it my fault, you ad-
yenturer 27 the lady demands, with great as-
perity.

“Jasked Veneering, and he told me you were
rich.”

“Yencering ! with great contempt.
what does Veneering know about me!”

“Was he not your trustee ?”

“No.
on the day when you frandulently married me.
And his trust is not a very difficult one, for it is
only an annuity of a hundred and fiftcen pounds.
think theve are some odd shillings or pence, if
vow are very particular.”

Mr. Lammle bestows a by no means loving
look upon the partner of his joys and sorrows,
and he mutters something ; but checks himself.

“Question for question. It is my turn again,
Mis, Lammle.  What made you suppose me
man of property 27

“You made me suppose you o. Terhaps you
will deny that you always presented yourself to
me in that character 27

“But you asked somebody, too.
Lammle, admission for admission.
sumehody 27

“Iasked Veneering.”
~“Aud Veneering knew as much of me as he
iew of you, or as any body knows of him.”

¢ And

a

Come, Mrs.
You asked

I have no trustee but the one you saw |

[

After more - silent walking, the bride stops.
1

short, to say in @ passionate manner:
IS . - v . P ]
Inever will forgive the Veneerings for this!”
LI\ . .
Neither will T,” returns the bridegroom.

~in his fag
- me, forso

With that they walk again; she, making'

thos . . o

'h(_’-‘(‘ angry spirts in the sand : he, dragging that
f‘qccted tail, The tide is low, and scems to
“‘:l"l‘r thrown them together high on the bare
,M}/)yp.

ad flouts them. ‘There was a rolden surface

“tened on
“her whol
Leasily.

A gull comes sweeping by their heads.
_Get up.”

the sea, 4
another, t
to join in

resumes,
ing you fi

i

would ha
Myrs. Lam
eries the

double-ed

nd the far-out rollers mount upon one
o look at the entrapped impostors, and
impish and exultant gambols.

ou pretend to believe,” Mrs. Lammle
sternly, ‘“when you talk of my marry-
or worldly advantages, that it was with-
unds of reasonable probabiiity that I
ve married you for yourselt?”

n there are two sides to the question,
mlc. What do you pretend to believe ?”
¢So yau first deccive me and then insult me !
lady, with a hcaving bosom.

“Not at all. I haveoriginated nothing. The
ged question was yours.”

minec!” the bride repeats, and her par-

“DO }

n the ba

‘e Agai

“Was

asol breaks in her angry hand.

i

as i the
within tl
and ther
she has n

IIis celor has turned to a livid white, and om-
nous marks have come to light about his nosc,
finger of the very devil himself had,
¢ last few moments, touched it here
But he has repressive power, and
one.

w it away,” he coolly recommends as

0

“Thro

to the parasol; ¢ you have made it uscless; you

look ridid

1

from her

ulous with it.”

ipon she ealls him in her rage, “ A de-
illain,” and so casts the broken thing
as that it strikes him in falling. The

Where
iberate v

finger-marks are something whiter for the in-

stant, but

he walks on at her side.

She byrsts into tears, declaring herself the
wretchedest, the most deceived, the worst-used,

0
courage
o
why,int
tion, he d
under the
she cries
and makg
she sits

i

fex at on

s

!

vhich th
tunce.

i
1

speak rer

1

f women. Then she says that if she had the
o kill herself she would do it. Then
rim vile impostor.  Then she asks hin,
he disappointment of his base specula-
oes not take her life with his own hand,
present favorable circumstances. Then
again.  Then she is enraged again,
s some mention of swindlers.  Tinally,
own crving on a block of stone, and is
known and unknown humors of her
ce.  Pending her changes, those afare-
aid marks in his face have come and gone, now
rere now there, like white stops of a pipe on
¢ diabolical performer has played a
lso his livid lips are parted at last, a3
¢ breathless with running.  Yet he is

she calls

n all the

A

f he wer

not.
¢“Now

get up, Mrs
sonably.”
s upon her stone, and takes no heed of

. Lammle, and let us

She «it
Hm.

“Get yp, I tell you.”

Raising her head, <he looks contemptuously
e, and repeats, ¢ You tell me!  Tell

sth 17

She affects not to know that his eyes arce fas-
her as she droops her head again; but
o figure reveals that she knows it un-

oh of this. Come!

bl

“ Fnot Do you hear?
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Yielding to his hand, she rises, and they

walk

again; but this time with their faces turned to-

ward their place of residence.

¢ Mrs. Lammle, we have both been deceiving,
and we have both been deceived. We have both

been biting, and we have both been bitten.

a nut-shell, there’s the state of the case.”
““You sought me out—"
“Tut! Let us have done with that,

know very well how it was.

and I talk about it, when you and I can’
guise it? To proceed.
cut a poor figure.”

“Am I no one?”

¢ Some one—and I was coming to vou,
had waited a moment. You, too, are
pointed and cut a poor figure.”

“An injured figure!”

In

We

Why should you

t dis-

I am disappointed, and

if you
disap-

“You are now cool cnough, Sophrouia, to
sec that you can’t be injured without my being

cqually injured; and that thercfore the
word is not to the purpose.
I wonder how I can have been such a fogl
take you to so greai an extent upon trust|

mere

Wilien I lookl back,

as to

1

““And when I look back—""the bridg cries,
interrupting.
¢ And when yvou look back, you wonder how

you can have been—you'll excuse the word 2”

i

¢ Most certainly, with o much reason.]

¢¢—Such a fool as to take me to so great an

extent upon trust.
on both sides.

can not get rid of me.. What follows 2”

But the folly is committed
I can not get rid of vouy; you

¢“Shame and misery,” the bride bitterly re-

plics.

“ I don't know. A mutual understand

ng fol-

lows, and I think it may carry us through.

Iere I split my discourse (give me vour
Sophronia) into three heads, to make it
and plainer.  Firstly, it's enough to have
done, without the mortifieation of being |k
to have been done.
fact to ourselves.  You agree
“TE it i possible, I do.”
“Tossible!  We have pretended well
to onc another.
the world? Agreed.

?19

Veneerings a grudge, and we owe all other

arm,

shorter

been
nown

So we agree to keep the

rnough
Can’t we, united, pretend to
Sceondly, we owe the

peo-

ple the gradge of wishing them to be taken in,

as we ourselves have been taken in.  Agreed 27
“Yes. Agreed.”
¢“We come smoothly to thirdly. You have
called me an adventurer, Sophronia.  So I am.

In plain uncomplimentary Iinglish, so I am.
So are you, my dear.  So arc many people.
We agree to keep our own seerety, and to work
together in furtherance of our own schenes.”
“WWhat schemes?”
¢ Any scheme that will bring us money. By

our own schemes; I mean our joint interest.

Agreed ?”
She answers, after a little hesitation,
pose so.  Agreed.”

‘1 sup-

“ Carried at onee, you sce ! Now, Sophronia,

only half a dozen words more,

We know one |

another perfectly. . Don’t be tempted intg 1y, i;:
ting me with th_e past knowledge that you hava
of me, because it 1s identical with the past know]h.
edge that I have of you, and in twitting me You
twit yourself, and I don’t want to hear voy gq;;
With this good understanding establisheq be
tween us, it is better never done.  To wing up
all:—You have shown temper to-day, Sophroniy
Don't be betrayed into doing so again, beeagse
I have a Devil of a temper myself.”

So the happy pair, with this hopefal marrige
contract thus signed, sealed, and delivereq, ;Q_
pair homeward. If, when those infernal ﬁﬁger-
marks were on the white and breathless couy.
nance of Alfred Lammle, Esquire, they denoted
that he conceived the purpose of subduing i
dear wife Mrs. Alfred Lammle, by at once di-
vesting her of any lingering reality or pretense
of self-respect, the purpose would seem to have
been presently executed.  The mature vouny
lady has mighty little need of powder now, fur
her downeast face, as he escorts her in the ligh:
of the setting sun to their abode of bliss,

PRICES AND INVESTMENTS,
« EVERYTHING is so Zigh!" laments every.

body who has anything to buy.—* Frr,.
thing is so high!” remarks, apologetically, ¢+
ervbody who has anything to sell.—¢ Nuthing
is Aigh,” explain certain theoretical financiers:
¢ the trouble is that our Currency is fowr; with
a gold dollar you can buy as much us you ever
could.”

The crror of these theorists—so far as they
arc not disloyally bent upon crippling the Gos-
ernment by depreciating the funds—lies in tiis
that they look upon Gold as the one immovabic
thing in the universe: as the great fixed si
around which cverything revolves. Dt t
sun, so far from being fixed, is itself a moviug
body. The value of gold, like that of evers-
thing else, rises and falls in accordance with
the inexorable law of supply and demand.

Lvervthing is high, as everybody knows. ani
as evervbody but theorists asserts, simply be-
cause we are at war and not in peace. W:x.r-
prices are, always have been, and always “'vlﬂ
be, high prices; because war increases the de-
mand for everything, while it diminishes th
supplv.  War takes the farmer from his plow.
and the price of corn goes up.  War takes
shoemaker from his bench, and the price @
shoes goes up.  War takes a portion of ever?
class of workmen from their usual work. amd
the price of labor goes up. At this momet
fullv one-third of the producers of the loval
States are directly or indirectly engaged in IEN
war. A large portion arc in the ficld or on i
sea. as soldiers or sailors. Many are engizse
in producing implements of war or military Sﬂl*l
plics —ships, guns, clothing, equipments, A
the like. All these men have been withdr®®
bv the war from their avocations. The I'®
ducts of their former industry have been dimit-
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