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«] have attended to what you have already
qid, have L not ?  ‘What else have I been doing
all to-night 2

w Attend, I tell you” (in a raised voice), *“to
what T am going to say. Keep close to that idiot
itl. Keep her under your thumb. You have
her fast, and you are not to let her go. Do you
hear ?”

«] hear you.”

«] foresee there is money to be made out of
this, besides taking that fellow down a peg. We
owe cach other money, you know,”

Mrs. Lammle winced a little at the reminder,
put only enough to shake her scents and essences
anew into the atmosphere of the little carriage,
as she settled herself afresh in her own dark
corner.

CHAPTER XII.
THE SWEAT OF AN IIONEST MAN’S BROW.

Mzr. MorTiMER Licutwoop and Mr. Eugene
Wrayburn took a coffee-house dinner together in
Mr. Lightwood’s office.  They had newly agreed
wset up a joint establishment together. They
had taken a hachelor cottage ncar Hampton, on
the brink of the Thames, with a lawn, and a
loat-house, and all things fitting, and were to
float with the stream through the summer and
the Long Vacation.

It was not summer yet, but spring; and it was
wt gentle spring cthereally mild, as in Thom-
sn’s Seasons, but nipping spring with an cast-
aly wind, as in Johnson’s, Jackson’s, Dickson’s,
Smith'’s, and Jones’s Scasons.  The grating wind
siwed rather than blew; and as it sawed, the
saw-dust whirled about the saw-pit.  Ivery street
was & saw-pit, and there were no top-sawyers;
every passenger was an under-sawyer, with the
sw-dust blinding him and choking him.

That mysterious paper currency which circu-
fates in London when the wind blows, gyrated
here and there and every where.  Whenee can
it come, whither can it go? It hangs on cvery
hnsh, flutters in every tree, is caught flying by
the clectric wires, haunts every inclosure, drinks
at every pump, cowers at every grating, shud-
ders npon every plot of grass, seeks rest in vain
behind the legions of iron rails. In Paris, where
mothing is wasted, costly and luxurious city
thourh it be, but where wonderful human ants
treep ont of holes and pick up every serap, there
tno such thing. There, it blows nothing but
dust.  There, sharp eyes and sharp stomachs
reap even the cast wind, and get something out
of it,

The wind sawed, and the saw-dust whirled.
The shrubs wrung their many hands, bemoaning
that they had been ovér-persuaded by the sun to
bud; the young leaves pined; the sparrows re-
pented of their early marriages, like men and
women; the colors of the rainbow were dis-
ternible, not in floral spring, but in the faces
of the people whom it nibbled and pinched.
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And cver
whirled.

When the spring evenings are too long and
light to shut out, and such weather is rife, the
city which Mr. Podsnap so explanatorily called
London, Londres, London, is at its worst., Such
a black shrill city, combining the qualitics of a
smoky house and a scolding wife; such a gritty
city; such a hopeless city, with no rent in the
leaden canopy of its sky; such a beleaguered
city, investad by the great Marsh Forces of Essex
and Kent. | So the two old school-fellows felt
it to be, as, their dinner done, they turned to-
ward the fire to smoke. Young Blight was gone,
the coffec-house waiter was gone, the plates and
dishes were gone, the wine was going~—but not
in the same dircetisii.

“The wind sounds up here,” quoth Eugene,
stirring the/fire, ‘“as if we were keeping a light-
house. I wish we were.”

“Don’t you think it would bore us?” Light-
wood asked,

¢Not mare than any other place. And there
would be no Circuit to go. DBut that’s a sclfish
consideration, personal to me.” ‘

‘¢ And no clients to come,” added Lightwood.
“Not that|that’s a sclfish consideration at all
personal to|me.”

“If we were on an isolated rock in a stormy
sea,” said Hugene, smoking with his eyes on the
fire, * Lady Tippins couldn’t put off to visit us,
or, better still, might put oft’ and get swamped.
People couldn’t ask one to wedding breakfasts.
There would be no Precedents to hammer at,
exeept the plain-sailing Precedent of keeping the
light up. [t would be exciting to look out for
wrecks.”

“But otherwise,” suggested Lightwood, ““there
might be a|degree of sameness in the life.”

I have|thought of that also,” said Iiugene,
as if he reglly had been considering the subject
in its varions bearings with an eye to the busi-
ness; ‘‘but it would be a defined and limited
monoteny. | It would not extend beyond two
people.  Now, it’s a question with me, Morti-
mer, whether a monotony defined with that pre-
cision and [limited to that extent might not be
more endurable than the unlimited monotony of
onc’s fellow-creatures.”

As Lightwood laughed and passed the wine
he remarked, ¢ We shall have an opportunity, in
our boating summer, of trying the question.”

¢« Animperfect one,” Fugene acquiesced, with
a sigh, ““but so we shall. I hope we may not
prove too much for one another.”

«“Now, tegarding vour respected father,” said
Lightwood, bringing him to a subject they had
expressly appointed to discuss: always the most
slippery cel of cels of subjects to lay hold of.

“Yes, regarding my respected father,” as-
sented Eugene, scitling himself in his arm-chair.
«T would rather have approached my respected
father by candle-light, as a theme requiring a
little artificial brilliancy; but we will take him

he wind sawed, and the saw-dust

| by twilight, enlivened with a glow of Wallsend.”
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He stirred the fire again as he spoke, and hav-
ing made it blaze, resumed :
“ My respected father has found, down in the
parental neighborhood, a wife for his not-gener-
ally-respected son.”
“With some money, of course?”
“With some money, of course, or hg
not have found her. My respected father—Iet
me shorten the dutiful tautology by substituting
in future M. R. ., which sounds military, and
rather like the Duke of Wellington.”
“What an absurd fellow you are, Engene!”
“Not at all, T assure you. M. R. F. having
always in the clearcst manner provided (as he
calls it) for his children by prearranging from
the bour of the birth of each, and sometimes
from an carlier period, what the devoted little
vietim’s calling and course in life should be, M.
R. F. prearranged for myself that I was to be
the barrister I am (with the slight addjtion of
an enormous practice, which has not agerued),
and also the married man I am not.”
“The first you have often told me.”
“The first I have cften told you.  Chpnsider-
ing mysclf sufficiently incongruous on my legal
ceminence, I have until now suppressed
mestic destinv.  You know M. R. Ir|
as well as T do.  If you knew him as yell as I
do he would amuse vou.”
“TFilially spoken, Lugene!”

would

¢ Perfectly so, believe me; and with every ;

sard M.
help it
urse the
s would

sentiment of affectionate deference tov
R. ¥. But if he amuses me, I can't
When my cldest brother was born, of e
rest of us knew (I mean the rest of 1
have known, if we had been in existenee) that
he was heir to the Family Imbarrasgments—
we call it before company the Family Lstate.
But when my second brother was going to be
born by-and-by, ¢this,” says M. R. T%, tis a lit-
tle pillar of the church.”  Tas born, and be-
came a pillar of the church; a very shjaky one.
My third brother appeared, considerab]y in ad-
vance of his engagement to my mother; but M.
R. F., not at all put out by surprise, instantly
declared him a Circumnavigator. Whs pitch-
forked into the Navy, but has not cir¢umnavi-
gated. I announced myself, and was| disposed
of with the highly satisfactory results ¢mbodied
before you.  When my vounger brother was
half an hour old, it was scttled by M. R. T
that he should have a mechanieal geni And
so on. Therefore I say that M. R. I, amuses
me.”

“Touching the lady, Eugene.”

“There M. R. F. ceases to be am
cause my intentions are opposed to tou
Indy.”

“Do you know her?”

“Not in the least.”

“Hadn't you better see her ?”

“My dear Mortimer, vou have studied my
character.  Could I possibly go doyvn there,
fabeled *LricmLe.  Ox view,” and jmect the
lady, similarly labeled?  Any thing| to carry

18,

1sing, be-
ching the

my do- :
but not

out M. R. F.'s arrangements, I am sure,
greatest pleasure—except matrimony, |
possibly support it? I, so soon bored
stantly, so fatally ?” '

“But you arc not a consistent fellow
gene.” ’

¢In susceptibility to boredom,” returneg that
worthy, “Iassure you I am the most consisteps
of mankind.”

“Why, it was but now that you were dwoli.
ing on the advantages of a monotony of two ™

“In a light-house. Do me the justice to pe.
member the condition. In a light-house.™

Mortimer laughed again, and Eugene, having
laughed too for the first time, as if he found him-
self on reflection rather entertaining, relapsed
into his usual gloom, and drowsily said, as he
enjoyed his cigar, *“No, there is no help for it
one of the prophetic deliveries of M. R, F. mu.
forever remain unfulfilled.  With every disposi.
tion to oblige him, he must submit to a failure.”

It hiad grown darker as they talked, and the
wind was sawing and the saw-dust was whirling
outside paler windows. The underlying chureh-
yard was already settling into deep dim shade,
and the shade was creeping up to the house.
tops among which they sat.  * As if,” said La.
gene, “as if the church-vard ghosts were rising.”

He had walked to the window with his cizar
in his mouth, to exalt its flavor by comparing
the fireside with the outside, when he stopped
midway on his return to his arm-chair, ani
said

¢« Apparently one of the ghosts has lost it
fway, and dropped in to be directed.  Look at
"this phantom !

Lightwood, whose back was toward the daos,
turned his head, and there, in the darkness of
! the entry, stood a something in the likeness ef'a
‘man: to whom he addressed the not irreievant
! inquiry, “ Who the devil are you?”

I ask your pardons, Governors,” replicd the
ghost, in a hoarse double-barreled whixper, ¢ but
might cither on you be Lawver Lightwood ™

“What do vou mean by not knocking at the
door?” demanded Mortimer.,

¢ I ask your pardons, Governors,” replicd the
Ughost, as before, ““but probable you was not
Faware vour door stood open.”

“What do you want?”

Ilercunto the ghost again hoarsely replied, it
its double-barreled manner, I ask your par-
l dons, Governors, but might onc on you be Law-
ver Lightwood ¥

“QOne of us is." said the owner of that nams

“All right, Governors Both,™ returned tvh\-‘
ghost, carefully closing the room door; ™ ‘tickier
business.” \

Mortimer lighted the candles. They shf)\l\'tu
i the visitor to be an ill-looking visitor wita &

squinting leer, who, as he spoke, fumbled at :nj
! old sodden fur cap, formless and mangy. thd!
HMooked like a furry animal, dog or eat, pupp¥ or
kitten, drowned and decaying.
i “Now,” said Mortimer, ““what s it

with the
Coulq |
S0 con-

.

P
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s zovernors Both,” returned the man, in what !
ne meant to be a wheedling tone, ““w hl(,h on vou i
might be L‘uvyer Lightwood ?” i

“Tam.

w Lawyer Lightwood,” ducking at him with
o servile air, “Iam a man as gets my living,
and as sceks to get my living, by the sweat of
my brow. Not to risk being done out of the
areat of my brow, by any chances, I should
wish afore going fm ther to be swore in.”

“] am not a swearer in of people, man.”

The visitor, clearly any thing but reliant on
Mis assurance, doggedly muttered ¢¢ Alfred Da-
vid.”

«“[s that your name ?"" asked Lightwood.

“ My name ?” returned the man. *“No;
want to take.a Alfred David.”

(Which Xugene, smoking and contemplating
lim, interpreted as meaning Affidavit.)

T tell you, my good fellow,™ said Lightwood,
with his indolent Inugh, ¢ that I have nothing to
do with swearing.”

“He can swear af you,” Eugene explained ;
dand so can 1. But we can’t do more for you.”

Much discomfited by this information, the vis-
itor turned the drowned dog or cat, puppy or kit-
wen, about and about, and looked from one of
fhie Governors Both to the other of the Govern-
ars Both, while he deeply considered within him-
At length he decided :

“Then T must be took down.”

“Where?” asked Lightwood.

“Ilere,” said the man.  “In pen and ink.”

“Tirst, et us know what your business is
thomt,”

“It’s about,” said the man, taking a step for-
ward, dropping his hoarse voiee, and shading it
sith his hand, *“it’s about from five to ten thou-
and pound reward.  That's what it's about,
Itsabout Murder. That’s what it’s about.”

“Come nearer the table.  Sit down. Will
o have a glass of wine 2”

*Yeg, T will,” said the
becive you, Governors.”

It was given him. Making a stiff arm to the
dlow, he poured the wine into his mouth, tilted
itinto his right cheek, as caying, ¢ What do you
think of it 2 tilted it into his left check, as say- |
g, “What do gor think of it?” jerked it into
His stomach, as sayving, ¢ What do you think of
" To conclude, smacked his lips; as if all
free replied, ““We think well of it.”

“Will you have another 27

“Yes, T will,” he vepeated, ““and T don’t de-
mive yon, Governors.”  And also repeated the
“her proceedings.

“Now,” hegan Lightwood,
name ¢

“Why, there von’re rather fast, Lawver Tight-
wood, " h(‘ 101»110(1 in a remonstrant manner.
Don't vou see, Lawver Lightwood?  There |
fowre g little bit fast. I'm going to earn from
e to ten thousand pound hy the sweat of my

ows and as a poor man dmng justice to the |

“eat of my brow, 1s itlikely I ean afford to part

I

self.

man; ““and I don't

“what's vour

' Riderhood

cery and his

"derhood,

with so mu
down 2"

th as my name without its being took

Deferring to the man’s sense of the binding
powers of pen and ink and paper, Lxghmood

nodded ace

to take those spells in hand.
them to the
daid Lightivood, ‘““what's vour name?"

“NO\\',”
But furtt
sweat of thi
1 shoul
ulated, ‘““to
witness tha

will the T’9
me his name

Eugene,
tossed him

Iy, the mar

it up in a

slowly:
“NO\V,”

“if you hay

arations, my

that your s
hurried, wh
“ Roger
< Dwelliy
“ Limc’u
¢ Calling]
Not quitg
previous tw
tion, ** Wat
“Any t]
put in,
ather |
marked. wi
the Vother
STover nn
“Onee.™

“On sus
¢ Of sea
“IWherchy
and tried te
“AVith t
gene.
“T gt
Riderhood.
Tagene |
with his ey

writing, T
negligently
CNow I

over and u
way (if it h
give inforn
Iarmon M
found: the
commonly
shore, 1s t}
hand and n
The two
more seriot

—-

as he

pourcd down like rain,”

t me be took down again,
when he had turned the drowned cap

eptance of Eugence’s nodded proposal
Eugene, bringing
table, sat down'as clerk or notary.
er precaution was still due to the
s honest fellow's brow.
1 wish, Lawyer Lightwood,” he stip-
have that T'other Governor as my
t what 1 said 1 said. Consequent,
ther Governor be so good as chuck
and where he lives?”
cigar in mouth and pen in hand,
iis card.  After pelling it out slow-
made it into a little roll, and tied
end of his neckerchief still more

said Lightwood, for the third time,
¢ quite completed your various prep-
friend, and have fully ascertained
pirits are cool and not in any way
at’s your name ?”
Riderhood.”
we-place 27
s Hole.”
or occupation ?”
co glib with this answer as with the
o0, Mr. Riderhood gave in the defini-
erside charaeter.”
iing against you?” Eugene quictly
wrote.
alked, Mr. Riderhood evasively re-
th an innocent air, that he helieved
Governor had asked him summa’t
trouble ?” said Eugene.

(Might happen to any man, Mr.
ndded incidentally.)
icion of—2"
nan's pocket,” said Mr, Riderhood,
I was in reality the man's best friend,
take care of him.”
1 sweat of vour brow 2" asked Ilu-

said Roger

eancd back in his chair, and smoked
05 negligently turned on the inform-

pen ready to reduce him to more
irhtwood also smoked, with his eves
turned on the informer.

" caid Ri-

wder, and had brushed it the wrong
wd o right way) with his sleeve. 1
ation that the man that done the
wrder is Gatter Hexam, the man that
wady,  The hand of Jesse Hexam,
alled Gaffer on the river and aleng
¢ hand that done that deed. His

o other.”

friends glanced at one another with
s faces than they Ead shown yet.
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¢t Tell us on what grounds you make thjs ac-
cusation,” said Mortimer Lightwood.

“Qn the grounds,” answered Riderhood, wip-
ing his face with his sleeve, ¢“that Twas Gaffer's
pardner, and suspected of him many a long day
and many a dark night.  On the grounds that I
knowed his ways. On the grounds that Ijbroke
tk.e pardnership because I see the danger ; which
I warn you his daughter may tell you another
story about that, for any think I can say, but
you know what it’ll be worth, for she'd tall you
lies, the world round and the heavens brgad, to
gave her father. Onthe grounds that it’s weell un-
derstood along the caus’ays and the stairs that he
done it.  On the grounds that he’s fell off from,
beeause he done it.  On the grounds that I will
swear he done it.  On the grounds that you may
take me where you will, and get me sworn to it.
7 don't want to back out of the consequenges. 1
have made up my mind. Take me any wheres.”

¢t A1l this is nothing,” said Lightwood

¢ Nothing ?”” repeated Riderhood, indjgnant-
Iy and amazedly.

¢« Merely nothing. Tt goes to no more than
that you suspect this man of the crime{ You
may do so with some reason, or you may do so
with no reason, but he can not be convigted on
your suspicion.”

¢“Jlaven’t I said —1I appeal to the Tother
Governor as my witness—haven't I said from
the first minute that I opened my moutly in this
here world-without-end-everlasting chair” (he
cvidently used that form of words as pext in
force to an affidavit), ““that I was willing to
swear that he done it?  Ilaven't I saidl, Take
me and get me sworn to it? Don't ] say so
now? You won’t deny it, Lawver Lightwood ?”

“Surely not; but you only offer to gwear to

your suspicien, and I tell you it is not|enough’

to swear to your suspicion.”

“Not cnough, ain't it, Lawyver Lightwood ?” |

he cautiously demanded.
“Positively not.”’
“And did I say it was enough?  Now, T ap-
peal to the T'other Governor.  Now, fair! Did
I say so?”
“IIe certainly has not said that hel had no
more to tell,” Lugene observed in a lpw voice
without looking at him, “*whatever hg seemed
to imply.”’
¢« Hah!” eried the informer, trinmphgatly per-
ceiving that the remark was generally in Dis
fuvor, though apparently not closely undlerstand.
ing it.  “*Fortmate for me I had a witness!™
#Go on then,” said Lightwood. 1 Say out
what vou have to say. No after-thought.”
“Let me be took down then!™ erieql the in-
former, cagerly and anxiously.  ‘“Let me be
took down, for by George and the Driggin I'm
a coming to itnow! TDon’t do nothing to keep
back from 2 honest man the fruits of the sweat
of his brow! I give information, then, that he
told me that he done it Is that enough ?”
“Take care what you say, my friend,” re-
turned Mortimer.

“Lawyer Lightwood, take care, you, whyt 1
say; for I judge yow'll be answerable for foljey.
ing .it u.p'." Thcn', slo'wly and emphaticaljy
beating it all out with his open right hanq o
the palm of hisleft; ‘I Roger Riderhood, Lime.
‘us Hole, Waterside character, tell vou, Lay.
yer Lightwood, that the man Jesse Hexam,
commonly called upon the river, and along.
shore Gaffer, told me that he done the deed
What's more, he told me with his own lipe thay
he done the deed.  What's more, he said that
he done the deed.  And I'll swear it

“Where did he tell you so ?”

¢ Qutside, " replied Riderhood, always beating
it out, with his hicad determinedly set askew, and
his eyes watchfully dividing their attention pe.
tween his two auditors, ¢‘ outside the door of the
Six Jolly Fellowships, towards a quarter arter
twelve at midnight—but I will not in mv con.
science undertake toswear to so fine a matter as
five minutes-——on the night when he picked wy,
the body. The Six Jolly Fellowships stands on
the spot still.  The Six Jolly Fellowships wont
run away., If it turns out that he wamn't at the
Six Jolly Fellowships that night at midnighs,
I'm a lar.”

“What did he say?”

Tl tell you (take me down, T'other Gov.
ernor, I ask no better). e come out first: |
. come out last. .~ I might be a minute arter him:
i I might be half a minute, T might be a quarer
“of a minutc; I can not swear to that, and there.
fore T won't. That's knowing the obligations
“of a Alfred David, ain’t it?”

b «Goon.”

“T found him a waiting to speak to me.  1l»
‘savs to me, ‘Rogue Riderhood—for that's the
name I'm mostly called by—not for any mean-
"ing in it. for meaning it has none, but becawse
} of its being similar to Roger.”

I ¢ XNever mind that.”

«'Scuse me, Lawyer Lightwood, it's a pavt
Pof the truth, and as such I do mind it, and
'must mind it and T will mindit. ¢ Regue Rider
lood,” he says, ‘words passed berwist us en
{the river to-night.”  Which they had; ask his
“daughter! ¢TI threatened vou,” he say, ‘to chop
i vou over the fingers with my boat's stretcher; ¢r
{ take a aim at your brains with my boat-hook.
|1 did so on accounts of your looking too har:
“at what T had in tow, as if you was suspicions
"and on accounts of vour holding on to the zur-

wale of my boat.” T says to him, ¢ Gatfer, 'I
fknow it.” - Ile savs to me, ‘Rogue Riderberd.
' vou are a man in a dozen'—I think he said in s
«:scoro, but of that T am not positive, £0 take th-
Iowest figure, for precious be the obligations
fa Alfred David. ¢ And,” he says, *when ¥
{fellow-men is up, be it their lives or be it their
twatches, sharp is ever the word with you. ”:!')1
{ You suspicions ?” T savs, ‘Galfler, 1 hful; an
L what's more, I have.” Ie falls a shaking. 2%
! he savs Of what 2 T says, €Of foul play.
falls a shaking worse, and he says, < There
i foul play then. T done it for his money. Don
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petray T !’ Those were the words as ever he
“sed.ﬂ

“There was a silence broken only by the fall of
the ashes in the grate. An opportunity which
(e informer improved by smearing himself all
over the head and neck and face with his
Jrowned cap, and not at all improving his own
appearance.

wWhat more ?” asked Lightwood.

«Of him, d’ye mean, Lawyer Lightwood ?”

«(Of any thing to the purpose.”

«Now, I'm blest if I understand you, Gov-
crnors Both,” said the informer, in a creeping
manner : propitiating both, though only one had
goken. ¢ What? Ain’t that enough ?”

«Did you ask him how he did it, where he
Jidit, when he did it ?”

“Tar be it {from me, Lawyer Lightwood! 1
va3 s0 troubled in mind, that I wouldn’t have
knowed morg, no, not for the sum as I expect to
arn from you by the sweat of my brow, twice
wid! I had put an end to the pardnership. I
had cut the connecticn. I couldn’t undo what
was done ; and when he begs and prays, ¢ Old
pardner, on my knees, don’t split upon me!’ I
mly makes answer, ¢ Never speak another word
1 Roger Riderhood, nor look him in the face !’
and I shuns that man.”

Having given these words a swing to make
dem mount the higher and go the further, Roguc
Riderhood poured himself out another glass of
sine unbidden, and seemed to chew it, as; with
the half-emptied glass in Lis hand, he stared at
he candles. :

Mortimer glanced at Eugene, but Eugene sat
slowering at his paper, and wonld give him no
wsponsive glance.  Mortimer again turned to
the informer, to whom he said:

“You have been troubled in your mind a long
lime, man ?”

Giving his wine a final chew, and swallowing
it, the informer answered in a single word :

“Iages!”

“When all that stir was made, when the Gov-
emment reward was offered, when the police
were on the alert, when the whole country rang
vith the erime ! said Mortimer, impatiently.

“Hah ! Mr. Riderhood very slowly and
warsely chimed in, with several retrospective
nods of his head.  “Warn't I troubled in my
mind then !

SWhen conjecture ran wild, when the most
Stravagant suspicions were afloat, when half a
dhzen innocent people might have been laid by
the heels any hour in the day !” said Mortimer,
ahmost warming.

“Iah ! Mr, Riderhood chimed in, as before,
*Warn't T troubled in my mind through it all !
1 “But he hadn't,” said Iugene, drawing a
2dy's head upon his writing-paper, and touch-
g it at intervals, ‘“the opportunity then of
“rming so much money, you sce.”

“The T’other Governor hits the nail, Lawyer
Lightwood! It was that as turned me. I had
many times and again struggled to relieve my-

self of the trouble on my mind, but I couldn't
get it off. "X had once very nigh got it off to
Miss Abbey Potterson which keeps the Six Jolly
Fellowships—tthere is the 'ouse, it won't run
away-—there Jlives the lady, she ain’t likely to be
struck dead gfore you get there—ask her !—but
I couldn't do it. At last, out comes the new
bill with your own lawful name, Lawyer Light-
wood, printed to it, and then I asks the question
of my own intellects, Am I to have this trouble
on my mind fforever? Am I never to throw it
oft?  Am I glways to think more of Gaffer than
of my own salf? If he’s got a daughter, ain’t 7
got a daughter 2"

¢ And echp answered— ?" Eugene suggested.

““You have,” said Mr. Riderhood, in a firm
tone.

¢ Incidentally mentioning, at the same time,
her age?” inquired Eugene.

“Yes, governor, Two-and-twenty last Octo-
ber. And then I put it to myself, ¢Regarding
the money. |It is a pot of money.” Foritids a
pot,” said Mr. Riderhood, with candor, ‘“and
why deny itp”

“Tlear!” from Eugene, as he touched his
drawing.

¢¢Jt is a pot of money; but is it a sin for a
laboring man that moistens every crust of bread
he earns with his tears—or if not with them,
with the coldls he catches in his head—is it asin
for that mar to earn it? Say there is any thing
again earning it.” This I put to myself strong,
as in duty bpund : “how can it be said without
blaming Lawyer Lightwood for offering it to be
carned ?”  And was it for me to blame Lawyer
Ligntwood? No.”

“No,” sald Eungene.

“Certainly not, Governor,” Mr. Riderhood
acquicsced. | *“So I made up my mind to get
my trouble off my mind, and to earn by the sweat
of my brow what was held out to me. And
what's more)” he added, suddenly turning blood-
thirsty, ¢ Imeanto have it! Andnow Itell you,
once and away, Lawyer Lightwood, that Jesse
Ilexam, comimonly called Gaffer, his hand and
no other, dane the deed, on his own confession
tome. An{l I give him up to you, and I want
him took. [I'his night!”

After andther silence, broken only by the fall
of the ashes|in the grate, which attracted the in-
former’s att¢ntion as if it were the chinking of
money, Mortimer Lightwood leaned over his
friend, and gaid in a whisper:

«“T suppore I must go with this fellow to our
imperturballe friend at the police-station.”

“ Y suppose,” said Eugene, ¢ there is no help
for it.”

“Do vou|believe him 27

«T believe him to be a thorough rascal.  But
he may tell jthe truth, for his own purpose, and
for this oceasion only.”

¢ Tt doest't look like it,”

¢ ITe docku’t,” said Kugene. *“But neither
is his late partner, whom he denounces, a pre-
possessing person. The firm are cat-throat Shep-
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herds both, in appearance. 1 should like tp ask

him one thing.”
The subject of this conference sat leeri

what was said, but fcigning abstraction
“ Governors Both” glanced at him.

¢ You mentioned (twice, I think) a da
of this Hexam’s,” said Eugene, aloud.
don’t mean to imply that she had any
knowledge of the crime ?”

The honest man, after considering—yp
considering how his answer might affe
fruits of the sweat of his brow—replied,
servedly, ¢“No, I don’t.”

¢ And you implicate no other person ?”

“Tt aint what I implicate, it's what (affer
implicated,” was the dogged and determined an-
swer. ‘I don’t pretend to know more than that
his words to me was, ‘I done it Those was
his words.”

«“] must sce this out, Mortimer,” whispered
Eugene, rising. ¢ How shall we go?”

““TLet us walk,” whispered Lightwood,
give this fellow time to think of it.”

Having exchanged the question and answer,
they prepared themselves for going out, and Mr.
Riderhood rose.  While extinguishing the can-
dles, Lightwood, quite as a matter of course, tock
up the glass from which that honest gentlemaun
had drunk, and coolly tossed it under thejgrate,
where it fell shivering into fragments.,

¢ Now, if you will take the lead,” said Light-
wood, “Mr. Wrayburn and T will follow}, You
know where to go, I suppose?”

¢ 1 suppose I do, Lawyer Lightwood.”

“Take the lead, then.”

The water-side character pulled his dpowned
cap over his cars with both hands, and making
himself morc round-shouldered than nature had
made him, by the sullen and persistent slouch
with which he went, went down the stairs, round
by the Temple Church, across the Temyjle 4nto
Whitefriars, and so on by the water-side streets,

““ Yook at his hang-dog air,” said Lightwood,
following.

Tt strikes me rather as a hang-man aj
turned Eungene.  ““lic has undeniablel inten-
tions that way.”

They said little else as they followegl. Ile
went on before them as an ugly Fate might have
done, and they kept him in view, and would have
heen glad enough to lose sight of him, |But on
hie went before them, always at the same dis-
tance, and the same rate.  Aslant agapnst the
hard implacable weather and the rough wind,

“and

he was no more to be driven back than hurvied

forward, but held on like an advancing Destiny.
There came, when they were about midway on
their journey, a heavy rush of hail, which in a
few minutes pelted the streets clear, and jwhiten-
cd them. It made no difference to him. A
man's life being to be taken and the price of it
got, the hailstones to arrest the purpose must
lic larger and deeper than those.
through them, leaving marks in the fast{melting

Ie jerushed
! . .- )
the circumstance that Riderhood w

slush that were mere shapeless holes; one Might
have fancied, following, that the very i‘ashio;ofL
humanity had departed from his feet.

The blast went by, and the moon contendeg
with the fast-flying clouds, and the wild disqy.
der reigning up there made the pitiful tumults
in the streets of no account. It was not tha;
the wind swept all the brawlers into places of
shelter, as it had swept the hail still lingeripe
in heaps wherever there was refuge for n : b“:
that it scemed as if the streets were absorbed 1y
the sky, and the night were all in the ajr,

¢If he has had time to think of it,” said Fy.
gene, ‘“he has not had time to think better of ;.
—or differently of it, if that’s better. There i,
no sign of drawing back in him; and as T reeql.
lect this place, we must be close upon the corner
where we alighted that night.”

In fact, a few abrupt turns brought them to
the river-side, where they had slipped abou:
among the stones, and where they now slipped
more ; the wind coming against them in slant:
and flaws, across the tide and the windings of
the river, in a furious way. With that habi;
of getting under the lee of any shelter which
water-side characters acquire, the water-side
character at present in question led the way to
the lee side of the Six Jolly Fellowship Porters
before he spoke.

““Look round here, Lawyer Lightwood, at
them red curtains. It's the Fellowships, the
ouse as I told you wouldn’t run away, And
has it run away ?”

Not showing himself much impressed by this
remarkable confirmation of the informer’s evi-
dence, Lightwood inquired what other business
they had there?

“T wished you to sce the Fellowships for
vourself, Lawyer Lightwood, that you migh
judge whether I'm a lJiar; and now Il sce
Gaffer’s window for myself, that we may know
whether he’s at home.”

With that he crept away,

“IIe'll come back, I suppose?’ murmured

Lightwood.
“Ay! and go through with it,” murmurcd
Eugene.

Ile came back after a very short interval in-
deed.

¢ Gaffer's out, and his boat's ont. ITis dangh-
ter's at home, sitting a-looking at the fire. Bxf:
there's some supper getting ready, o Gaffer
expected. I can find what move Lie's upoi
casy cnough, presently.”

Then he beckoned and led the way again, and
they came to the police-station, still as clean awl
cool and steady as before, saving that the flame
of its Inmp—being but a lamp-flame, and mn’..f
attached to the Force as an outsider—Hickerd
in the wind.

Also, within doors, Mr. Inspector was at !
studies as of vore. 1le recognized the friends
the instant they reappeared, bat their reappear

ance had no effect on his composure.  Not ¢¥¢8
as thelr con-

s
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ductor moved him, otherwise than that as he
took a dip of ink he seemed, by a scttlement of
pis chin in his stock, to propound to that per-
sonage, without looking at him, the question,
«1Vhat have you been up to, last?”

Mortimer Lightwood asked him, would he be
s good as look at thosc.notes? Handing him
Lngene’s.

Having read the first few lines, Mr. Inspector
monnted to that (for him) extraordinary pitch
of cmiotion that he said, **Does cither of you
wwo gentlemen happen to have a pinch of snuff
about him 2 Finding that neither had, he did
quite as well without it, and read on.

«Jave you heard these read ?” he then de-
manded of the honest man.

“No,” said Riderhood.

“Then you had better hear them.”
read them aloud, in an official manner.

“ Are these notes corrcet, now, as to the in-
formation you bring here and the evidence you
mean to give ?” he asked, when he had finished
reading,

“They are.
M. Riderhood, ¢“ag I am.
than that for 'em.”

“I1 take this man myself, Sir,” said Mr. In-
gector to Lightwood. Then to Riderhood, ““Is
he at home? Where is he? What's he doing ?
Youwhave made it your business to know all about
him, no doubt.”

Riderhood said what he did know, and prom-
ied to find out in a few minutes what he didn’t
know.

“Stop,” said My, Inspector; “not till T tell
vou.  We mustn't look like business, Would
wou two gentlemen objeet to making a pretense
of taking a glass of something in my company
at the Fellowships?  Well-conducted house, and
highly respectable landlady.”

They replied that they would be happy to
shstitute a reality for the pretense, which, in
the main, appeared to be as one with Mr. In-
Siector’s meaning.

“YVery good,” said he, taking his hat from
is peg, and putting a pair of handeufts in his
pocket as if they were his gloves.  ““ Reserve!”
Reserve saluted. ¢ You know where to find
me?”  Reserve again saluted.  ““ Riderhood,
vhen you have found out concerning his com-
iy home, come round to the window of Cosy,
tp twice at it, and wait for me. Now, gentle-
hen,”

As the three went out together, and Riderhood
sbuched off from under the trembling lamp his
Sparate way, Lightwood asked the officer what
he thought of this?

)Ir. Inspector replied, with due generality and
feticenee, that it was always more likely that a
Man had done a bad thing than that he hadn’t.
hat he himself had several times ¢ reckoned
W" Gatfer, but had never been able to bring
him to o satisfactory eriminal total. ~ That if this
ory was true, it was only in part true. That
the two men, very shy characters, would have

And so

They arc as correct,” returned
I can’t say more

been jointly
this man ha
self and get the money.

¢ And I think,” added Mr. Inspector, in con.
clusion, ¢“that if all goes well with him, he's in
a tolerable way of getting it. But as this is the
Fellowships, gentlemen, where the lights are, I
recommend [dropping the subject.  You can't do
better than be interested in some lime works
any where down about Northfleet, and doubtful
whether some of your lime don't get into bad
company- as |it comes up in barges.”

“You hegr, Eugene?” said Lightwood, over
his shoulder. “You are deeply interested in
lime.”

“Witheut lime,” returned that unmoved bar-
rister-at-law, “my existence would be unillum-
inatcd by a ray of hope.”

and pretty equally ““init;” but that
1 ““spotted” the other, to save him-

CIIAPTER XIIL

TRACKING THE BIRD OF PREY.

lime merchants, with their escort,
dominions of Miss Abbey Potterson,
to whom their escort (presenting them and their
pretended bpsiness over the half-door of the bar,
in a confidential way) preferred his figurative
request that “a monthful of fire” might be
lighted in Cpsy.  Always well disposed to assist
the constituted anthorities, Miss Abbey bade
Bob Gliddery attend the gentlemen to that re-

Tue two
entered the

treat, and p
light, Of't
leading the
speedily acc
leap out of 2

omptly enliven it with fire and gas-
1is commission the bare-armed Bob,

way with a flaming wisp of paper, so

uitted himself] that Cosy seemed to
dark sleep and embrace them warm-

ly the moment they passed the lintels of its hos-

pitable door.
“They b

Inspector, as

haps you gop

wn sherry very well here,™ said My,

a picce of localintelligence.  ** Per.

1lemen might like a bottle 27

The answer being By all means, Bob Gliddery

received his
departed iy

gendered by

law,

instructions from M. Inspector, and
a becoming state of alacrity en-
revercnee for the majesty of the

“It'sacertain fact,” said Mr. Inspector, ¢ that

this man we
indicating ]
shoulder, *¢
other man %
barges, and
n conscquel
proves, but
onc of the
vaguely ind
over his sl
over yonder.

Then prot
unprepared

CWell vp

it's a certain fact.
opposite sex of my acquaintance,”
ieating Miss Abbey with his thumb
oulder, ¢ down away at a distance,

have received our information from,”
diderhood with his thumb over his
has for some time past given the

bad name arising out of your lime

that the other man has been avoided

rce. I don’t say what it means or

I had it firs<t from

1"

ably Mr. Inspector was not quite

for their visit that evening? Light-
wood hinted.

u see,” said Mr. Inspector, it was

a question

of making a move.

It's of no usc
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