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daughter for what had befallen in the night, and
gencrally that he took every thing upon himself,
Mortimer Lightwood stumbled in his sleep to a
cab-stand, called a cab, and had entered the army
and committed a capital military offense and
peen tried by court-martial and found guilty
and had arranged his affairs and been marched
out to be shot, before the door banged.

Iard work rowing the cab through the City
to the Temple, for a cup of from five to ten
thousand pounds value, given by Mr. Boflin;
and hard work holding forth at that immeasura-
ble Iength to Fugene (when he had been rescued
with a rope from the running pavement) for
making off in that extraordinary manner! Dut
he offered such ample apologics, and was so very
penitent, that when Lightwood got out of the
cab, he gave the driver a particular charge to be
carcful of him. Which the driver (knowing
there wvas no other fare left inside) stared at
prodigiously.

In short, the night’s work had so exhausted
and worn out this actor in it, that he had be-
come o mere somnambulist.  Ile was too tired
to rest in his sleep, until hie was even tired out
of being too tired, and dropped into oblivion,
Late in the afternoon he awoke, and in some
anxicty sent round to Engene’s lodging hard by
to inquire if he were up yet?

Oh yes, he was up.  In fact, he had not been
to bed. Ile had just come home. And here
he was, close following on the heels of the mes-
sage.

“Why what Dloodshot, draggled, disheveled
spectacle is this!” cried Mortimer.

“ Are my feathers so very much rumpled ?”
sl Isugene, coolly going up to the looking-

glass.  ¢“They are rather out of sorts. Dut
consider.  Such a night for plumage!”

“Such a night ?”’ repeated Mortimer, ¢ What
hecame of you in the morning ?”

“My dear fellow,” said Iugene, sitting on
his bed, ¢“I felt that we had bored one another
so long, that an unbroken continuance of those
relations must inevitably terminate in our flying
to opposite points of the earth, I also felt that
[ had committed every crime in the Newgate
Calendar.  So, for mingled considerations of
fricndship and felony, I took a walk.”

R ——

CITAPTER XV.

TWO NEW SERVANTS.

Mr. and Mrs. Boflin sat after breakfast, in
the Bower, a prey to prosperity.  Mr. Boflin's
face denoted Care and Complication.  Many
disordered papers were before him, and he looked
at them about as hopefully as an innocent civil-
in might look at a crowd of troops whom he
Was required at five minutes’ notice to manceu-
vre and review.  ITe had been engaged in some
Aiempts to make notes of these papers; but be-

an exceedingly distrustful and corrective thumb,
that busy member had so often interposed to
smear his notes, that they were little more legi-
ble than the various impressions of itself; which
blurred Iiis nose and forchead. It is curious to
consider,| in such acase was Mr. Boffin’s, what a
cheap article ink is, and how far it may be made
to go. As a grain of musk will scent a drawer
for many years, and still lose nothing appreci-
able of its original weight, so a halfpenny-worth
of ink would blot Mr. Boffin to the roots of his
hair and|the calves of his legs, without inserib-
ing a line on the paper before him, or appearing
to diminijsh in the inkstand.

Mr. Boffin was in such severe literary difficul-
ties that his eves were prominent and fixed, and
his breathing was stertorous, when, to the great
relief of Birs. Boflin, who observed these symp-
toms with alarm, the vard bell rang.

¢3IVho's that, I wonder!” said Mrz. Boflin.

Mr. Boffin drew a long breath, laid down Lis
pen, looked at his notes as doubting whether he
had the pleasure of their acquaintance, and ap-
peared, on a sccond perusal of their counte-
nances, to be confirmed in his impression that
he had not, when there was announced by the
hammer-headed young man:

¢ Mr.Rokesmith.”

“Oh!P said Mr. Boffin.  “QOhindeed! Our
and the Wilfers’ Mutnal Friend, my dear. Yes.
Ask him| to come in.”

AMfr. Rpkesmith appeared.

ce8it down, Sir,” said Mr. Boffin, shaking
hands with him. ¢ Mys. Boffin you're already
acquainted with. ¢ Well, Sir, I am rather un-
prepared| to sce you, for, to tell you the truth,
['ve been o busy with one thing and another
that I've/ not had time to turn your ofter over.”

¢That's apology for both of us: for Mr. Bof-
fin, and for me as well,” said the smiling Mrs.
Bofiin. |““DBut Lor! we can talk it over now;
can’t us 7"

Mr. Rokesmith bowed, thanked her, and said
he hoped so.

¢ Let me sce then,” resumed Mr. Boffin, with
his hand to his chin.  “It was Seeretary that
vou named ; wasu't it?"”

" ] said Seeretary,” assented Mr. Rokesmith.
¢« Tt rather puzzied me at the time,” said Mr.
Boflin, f¢and it rather puzzled me and Mrs.
oflin when we spoke of it afterward, because
(not to |make a mystery of our beliel) we
have always believed a Secretary to be a picee
of furnifure, mostly of mahogany, lined with
green bajze or leather, with a lot of little draw-
ers in it.| Now, you won’t think I take a liberty
when I mention that you certainly ain’t that.”

¢ Certinly not,” said Mr. Rokesmith. But
he had used the word in the sensc of Steward.

“Why, as to Steward, you see,” returned Mr.
Boflin, with his hand still to his chin, *the odds
are that Mrs. Boflin and me may never go upon
the water.  Being both bad sailors, we should

;want a Steward if we did; but there's generally

m 2 troubled (as men of his stamp often ave) with { one provided.”
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Mr. Rokesmith again explained ; defining the
duties he sought to undertake, as those of gen-
eral superintendent, or manager, or overlooker,
or man of business.

¢t Now, for instance—come!” said Mr, Boflin,
in his pouncing way.
ployment, what would you do ?”

I would keep exact accounts of all the ex-

penditure you sanctioned, Mr. Boffin.  I|would
write your letters, under your direction.  Twould
transact your business with people in your pay

or employment. I would,” with a glance and a
halfismile at the table, ¢ arrange your papers—"

Mr. Boffin rubbed his inky ecar, and Jooked
at his wife.
¢ —And so arrange them as to have them al-

ways in order for immediate reference, with a
note of the contents of each outside it.”

“T tell you what,” said Mr. Boffin,|slowly
crumpling his own Dblotted note in his hand;
“if you'll turn to at these present papers, and
sce what you can make of 'em, I shall know bet-
ter what I can make of you.”

No sooner said than done. Relinquish
hat and gloves, Mr. Rokesmith sat down
at the table, arranged the open papers i
orderly heap, cast his eyes over cach in
sion, folded it, docketed it on the outside,
in a sccond heap, and when that secon
was complete and the first gone, took fi
pocket a piece of string and tied it togeth
a remarkably dextrous hand at a running
and a loop.

“Good!” snid Mr. Boffin.  “Very
Now let us hear what they're all aboug
vou he so good ?7

Johm Rokesmith read his abstracts [aloud.
They were all about the new house. Iecora-
tor’s estimate, so mnch., Furniture estimate,
so much, Istimate for furniture of |oflices,
¢o much. Coach-maker’s estimate, so| much,
Ilorsc-dealer’s estimate, so much.  ITarness-
maker’s cstimate, so much.  Goldsmitlis esti-
mate, so much.  Total, so very much.| Then
came correspondence.  Acceptance of Mr. Bof-
fin’s offer of such a date, and to such an cffect.
Rejection of Mr. Boflin’s proposal of suchia date,
and to such an effect.  Concerning Mr. Boflin's
scheme of such another date to such another ef-
feet.  All compact and methodical.

¢ Apple-pic order!” said Mr. Boffin, after
checking oft each inseription with his hand, like
a man Dbeating time.  ““ And whatever pou do
with your ink, 7 can’t think, for you're as clean
asa whistleafter it.  Now, as to a letter. |Let's,”
said Ar, Boflin, rubbing his hands in hig pleas-

ng his
quictly
nto an
succes-
Iaid it
1 heap
om his
er with
reurve

;-will

antly childish admiration, ¢“let's try g letter
next.”
“'To whom shall it be addressed, Mr. Doflin 27

¢ Any one.  Yourselfl”

Mr. Rokesmith quickly wrote, and th
aloud :

¢ ¢ Mr. Boffin presents his complim
Mr. John Rokesmith, and begs to say
has decided on giving Mr. John Rokes

en read

ents to
hat he
mith a

“If you entered my em-.

good !

trial in the capacity he desires to fill. My, Bof
fin takes Mr. John Rokeemith at his w ord,

postponing to some indcfinite period the con~1d-
cration of salary. It is quite understood thyy
Mr. Boffin is in no way commiitted on that point,
Mr. Boffin has muc]v to add, that he relies ¢
Mr. John Rokesmith’s assurance that he wil] pe
faithful and serviceable. Mr. John l\okemnm
will please enter on his duties immediately,’?

“IWell! Now, Noddy!” cried Mis. Imﬁ,n
clapping her lmnds, “That s a zood one !

Mr. Boflin was no less delighted; indeed, iy
his own bosom, he regarded both the compositicy
itself and the dcwcc that had given birth to it,
as a very remarkable monument of human ip.
gemut).

“ And I tell you, my deary,” said Mrs, Bofin,
¢ that if you don’t close with Mr. Rokesmith: now
at once, and if you ever go a muddling vourself
again with things never meant nor made for vou,
vow'll have an apoplexy—Dbesides iron-moul‘ding
vour linen—and vow’'ll break my heart.”

Mr. Boflin embraced his spouse for these words
of wisdom, and then, congratulating John Roke-
smith on the brilliancy of his achievements, gave
him his hand in plulge of their new relations.
So did Mrs. Boffin.

¢ Now,” said Mr. Boffin, who, in his frank-
ness, felt that it did not hecome him to have o
gentleman in his empleyment five minutes with-

" out reposing some confidence in him, “ youmust
i . . . . .
: be let a little more into our affuirs, Rokesmith.

I mentiened to you, when I made your acquaint-
ance, or I might better say when you made miie,
that Mrs. Boffin’s inclinations was setting in the

way of Fashion, but that T didn’t know how
fashionable we might or might not grow, Well!

Mrs. Boflin has carried the day, and we're go-
ing in neck and crop for Fashion.”

T rather inferred that, Sir,” replied Jolin
Tokesmith, ¢ from the scale on which yournew
establishment s to be maintained.”

““Yes,” said Mr. Doflin, “it'stobea
The fact is, my literary man named to me that
a2 house with which he is, as I may say, connect-
cd—in which he has an interest—"

“As pxopmtv 2" inquired John Rokesmith.

“Why no,” said Mr. Doflin, ““mnot exactly
that: a sort of f-unilv tie.’

¢« Association 3 the Seeretar v suggested.

“ AL said Mr. Boflin, “l’mh.q». Any-
how, he named to me that the house had
board up, ¢"This Eminently Aristoeratic Man<ic
to be let or sold.  Me and Mrs. Bofiin wet i
look at it. and finding it beyoud a doubt Fui-
nently Aristoeratic (though a trifle high and
dull, which after all may be part of the s
thmﬂ') took it. My htcmn’ man was so friendiy
as to drop into ac}mrmmw picee of poctry ¢ that
occagion, in which he comphmcntcd M, Botlin
on coming into possession of—how did it go, B!
dear?”

Mrs. Boflin replied :

«¢The gay, the gay and festive scené,
The halls, the h ails of dazzling light. ™

Spanker
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“That’s it! And it was made neater by there
really being two halls in the house, a front ‘un
and a back 'un, besides the servants’.  He like-
wise dropped into a very pretty picce of poetry to
pe sure, respecting the extent to which he would
pe willing to put himself out of the way to bring
Mrs. Boffin round, in case she should ever get
Jow in her spirits in the house.  Mrs. Boffin has a
wonderful memory. Will yourepeat it, my dear?”

Mrs. Boffin complied, by reciting the verses in
which this obliging offer had been made, exactly
as she had received them.

“PE tel thee how the maiden wept, Mrs. Boffin,

“When her trae love wag slain ma‘am,

“And how her broken spirit slept, Mrz. Boffin,

“And never woke again ma’am.

“ Pl tell thee (if agreeable to Mr. Doffin) how the.steed
drew nigh,

“And Ieft his lord afurs

“And if my tale (which I hope Mr. Boffin might excuse)
zhould make you sigh,

“I'll strike the light guitar, »

“Correet to the letter!” said Mr. Boflin.
“And I consider that the poetry brings us both
i, in a beautiful manner.”

The effect of the poem on the Seeretary being |
evidently to astonish him, Mr. Botlin was con-!
firmed in his high opinion of it, and was greatly |
pleased.

¢ Now, you sce, Rokesmith,” he went on, ““a
literary man—ewith a wooden leg—is liable to:
I shall therefore cast about for com-!

jealousy.
fortable ways and means of not calling up Wegg's
Jjealousy, but of keeping you in your department,
and keeping him in his.”

“Lor!"” cried Mrs. Boflin. < What I say is,
the world’s wide enough for all of us!”

Y80 it is, my dear,” said Mr. Boflin, “when |
not literary.  DBut when so, not so.  And I am
hound to bear in mind that I took Wegg on at a
time when I had no thought of being fashiona-:
e or of leaving the Bower. To let him feel
himscif any ways slighted now would be to be .
guilty of a meanness, and to act like having .
one’s head turned by the halls of dazzling light.
Which Lord forbid!  Rokesmith, what shall we ;
say about your living in the house?” |

“In this house ?”

“No, no. I have got other plans for this:
house.  In the new house?” :

“That will be as you please, Mr. Boffin. I:
hold myself quite at yvour disposal.  You know -
where I live at present.”

“3Well!” said Mr. Boflin, after considering
the poiut 3 ““ suppose you keep as you are for the
present, and we'll decide by-and-by.  You'll be-
s to take charge at once, of all that’s going on
in the new house, will you ?”

““Most willingly. I will begin this very day.
Will you give me the address?”

Mr. Boffin repeated it, and the Sceretary wrote
it down in his pocket-hook. Mrs. Boflin took
the opportunity of his being so engaged to get a
hotter ohservation of his face than she had yvet
tlen. It impressed her in his favor, for she
Budided aside to Mr, Bofiin, ¢TI like him.” .

)
i

'

Well go
the yard,

“I will see directly that every thing is in
train, Mr. Boffin.” .

“Thamk’ce. Being here, would you care at
all to Jook round the Bower?”

“I should greatly like it.
much ofits story.”

““Conje!” said Mr. Boflin.
Boffin led the way.

A glopmy house the Bower, with sordid signs
on it of having been, through its long existence
as ITarmony Jaily in miserly holding.  Dare of
paint, bare of paper on the walls, bare of furni-
ture, bate of experience of human life.  What-
ever is built by man for man’s occupation, must,
like natyral creations, fulfill the intention of its
existeneg or soon perish.  This old house had
wasted more from desuetude than it would have
wasted from use, twenty vears for one.

A cerain leanness falls upon houses not suffi-
ciently imbued with life (as if they were nour-
ished upon it), which was very noticeable here.
The staipease, balustrades, and rails had a spare
Jook—an air of being denuded to the hone—
which the panels of the walls and the jaunbs of
the doors and windows also bore. The scauty
movables partook of it; save for the cleanliness
of the place, the dust into whicli they were all
resolving would have lain thick on the floors;
and thosg, both in color and in grain, were worn
like old faces that had kept much alone.

The Yedroom where the clutching old man
had lost |his grip on life was left as he had left
it.  There was the old grisly four-post bedstead,
without hangings, and with a jail-like upper rim
of iron apd spikes; and there was the old patch-
work counterpane.  ‘There was the tight-cleuched
old burehqu, reeeding atop like o bad and secret
forechead; there was the cumbersome old table
with twijted legs at the bedside; and there was
the box wypon it, in which the will had lain. A
few old fchairs with patch-work covers, under
which the more precious staff to be preserved
had slowlly lost its quality of color without im-
leasure to any eve, stood against the

I have heard so

And he and Mys.

parting §

wall. 2\ hard family likeness was on all these
things.
«“The|room was kept like this, Rokesmith,”

said Mr.|Boffin, ¢ against the son's return.  In
short, every thing in the house was Kkept exactly
as it came to us for him to see and approve.
Tven nos, nothing is changed but our own room
below stdirs that you have just left.  When the
son camd home for the Iast time in his Jite. and

for the ldst time in his life saw his father, it was

“most likdly in this room that they met.”

Sceretary looked all round it his eyes
a side-door in a corner.

her staircase,” said Mr. Boffin, unlock-
door, **leading down into the yard.
down this way, as vou may like to sce
and it's all in the road. When the
son was g little child it was up and down these

t he mostly eame and went to his fa-
I've

As the
rested onl
“ Ano
ing the

stairs the
ther. Ile was very timid of his father.
seen himy it on these stairs, in his shy way, peor
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child, many a time. Me and Mrs. Boffin have
comforted him, sitting with his little book on
these stairs, often.”

“Ah! And his poor sister too,” sail Murs.
Boffin. ““And here’s the sunny place on the
white wall where they one day measured one
another.  Their own little hands wrote yp their
names here only with a pencil; but the names
arc here still, and the poor dears gone forever.”

“We must take care of the names, old lady,”
said Mr. Boffin.  “We must take care| of the
names.  They sha’n’t be rubbed out in oyr time,
nor yet, if we can help it, in the time after us.
Poor little children!”

¢ Ah, poor little children!” said Mrs. |Boffin.

They had opened the door at the bottom of
the stairease giving on the yard, and thay stood
in the sunlight, looking at the serawl of the two
unsteady childish hands two or three steps up
the staircasc. There was something |in this
simple memento of a blighted childhood,| and in
the tenderness of Mrs. Boffin, that touched the
Seceretary.

Mr. Boffin then showed his new man pf busi-
ness the Mounds, aad his own particular|Mound
which had been left him as his legacy under the
will before he acquired the whole cstate.

¢Jt wounld have been enough for us,” said
Mr. Boflin, ““in case it had pleased |God to

sparce the last of those two young lives gnd sor-
rowful deaths. We didn't want the rest.”
At the treasures of the yard, and at the out-
side of the house, and at the detached huilding
which Mr. Boffin pointed out as the r¢sidence
of himself and lis wife during the mayy yvears
of their service, the Sceretary looked with in-
terest. It was not until Mr. Boffin had shown
him cvery wonder of the Bower twice oper that
he remembered his having dutics to discharge
clsewhere.
“You have no instructions to give me, Mr.
Boflin, in reference to this place?”
¢ Not any, Rokesmith. No.”
“Might I ask, without sceming impertinent,
whether you have any intention of selling it ?”
¢ Certainly not.  In remembrance off our old
master, our old master’s children, and|our old
service, me and Muys. Boflin mean to kdep it up
as it stands.”
The Sceretary’s eyes glanced with so much
meaning in them at the Mounds that M. Boffin
said, as if in answer to a remark:
¢ Ay, ay, that's another thing. I may scll
them, though I should be sorry to sce the neigh-
borhood deprived of ‘em too. It'll logk but a
poor dead flat without the Mounds.  Still I don't
say that I'm going to keep ‘em always there for
the sake of the beauty of the landscape. | There's
no hurry about it; that's all T say at|present.
I ain’t a scholar in much, Rokesmith, but I'm
a pretty fair scholar in dust. I can price the
Mounds to a fraction, and I know how fthey can
be best disposed of, and likewise that they take
no harm by standing where they dol You'll
lock in to-morrow, will you be o kind I’

“Lvery day. And the sooner I can get vou
into your new house, complete, the bettey |
will be pleased, Sir?”

¢“Well, it ain't that 'm in a mortal hygpy »
said Mr. Boffin; *“only when you do pay l)(‘('ixio
for looking alive, it’s as well to know that they
are looking alive. Ain’t that your opinion s -

¢ Quite ! replied the Seeretary ; and so wiyl,.
drew.

¢ Now,” said M. Boffin to himself, subsidine
into his regular series of turns in the yard, *jf
I can make it comfortable with Wegg, m'y af-
fairs will be going smooth.”

The man of low cunning had, of course, e-
quired a mastery over the man of high sin.
plicity. The mean man had, of course, got the
better of the generous man. Ilow long suel
conquests last is another matter; that they are
achiceved, is everyvday experience, not even to
be flourished away by Podsnappery itself, The
undesigning Boffin had become so fur immeshed
by the wily Wegg that his mind misgave him he
was a very designing man indeed in purposing
to do more for Wegg. It scemed to him (s
skillful was Wegg) that he was plotting darkly,
when he was contriving to do the very thing that
Wegg was plotting to get him to do.  And thys,
while he was mentally turning the kindest of
kind faces on Wegg this morning, he was ne:
absolutely sure but that he might somchow de-
serve the charge of turning his back on him,

For these reasons Mr. Boffin passed but anx-
ious hours until evening came, and with it Mr.
Wegg, stumping leisurcely to the Roman Emypire.
At about this peried Mr. Boffin had become pio-
foundly interested in the fortunes of a great
military leader known to him as Bully Sawyers,
but perhaps better known to fame and casier of
identification by the classical student, under the
less Britannic name of Belisarius.  Tven this
general’s carcer paled in interest for Mr. Dofiin
before the clearing of his conscience with Wegs:
and hence, when that literary gentleman had
according to custom caten and drunk until he
was all a-glow, and when he took up his hook
with the usual chirping introduction, *And now
Mr. Boffin, Sir, we'll decline and we'll falll”
M. Boflin stopped him.

“You remember, Wegg, when T first told
vou that I wanted to make a sort of offer ©
you?”

“Tet me
replicd that
face downward.
you wanted to make a sort of offer to me?
let me think™ (as if there were the least neee
sity).  “Yes, to be sure I do, Mr. Boffin. It
was at my corner. To be sure it was! You
had first asked me whether I liked your name.
and Candor had compelled a reply in the negis
tive case. I little thought then, Sir, how famil-
iar that name would come to be!” .

“T hope it will be more familiar still, Wez

you

get on my considering cap, Sir;
aentleman, turning the open Foek
~ - Yoo
“3When vou first told me tint
N Now

! ¢«Do you, Mr. Boftin?  Much obliged toyot:
! Is it vour pleasure, Sir, that we oo

! T'm sure.
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cline and we fall 2”” with a feint of taking up the |

hook. :

« Not just yet a while, Wegg. In fact, Thave !

got another offer to make you.”

Mr. Wegg (who had had nothing else in his .

mind for several nights) took off his spectacles
with an air of bland surprise.

“ And I hope you'll like it, Wegg.”

“Thank you, Sir,” returncd that reticent in-
dividual.  “I hope it may prove so. Onall ac-
counts, I am sure.”” (This, as o philanthropic
aspiration.)

“hat do you think,” said Mr. Boffin, ¢‘of
not keeping a stall, Wegg ?”

“J think, Sir,” replied Wegg, ““that I should
like to be shown the gentleman prepared to make
it worth my while!”

“Ifere he is,” said Mr. Boflin.

Mr. Wegg was going to say, My Benefactor,
and had said My Bene, when a grandilogquent
change came over him.

“No, Mr. Boffin, not you, Sir.
but ‘you.
contaminate the premises which your gold has
bought with sy lowly pursuits. I am aware,
Sir, that it would not become me to carry on my
little traflic under the windows of your mansion.
I have already thought of that, and taken my
measures. No need to be bought out, Sir.
Would Stepney Ficelds be considered intrusive ?
If not remote enough, I can go remoter.  In the
words of the poet’s song, which I do not quite
remember :

Thrown on the wide world, doom'd to wander and roam,
Bereft of my parents, bereft of a home,

A stranger to something and what's hiz name joy,
Behold little Edmund the poor Pensant boy.

—And equally,” said Mr. Wegyg, repairing the
want of direct application in the last line, ““be-
hold mysclf on a similar footing!”

“Now, Wege, Wege, Wegg,” remonstrated
the excellent Boftin.  “You arc too sensitive.”

“T know I am, Sir,” rcturned Wegg, with
ohstinate magnanimity.
my faults.
Htive.”

Any body |
Do not fear, Mr. Boffin, that I shall’

i should put

+ g0 proud ¢

. . t
“ I am acquainted with
I always was, from a child, too sens- -

“But listen,” pursued the Golden Dustmany

“hear me out, Wege.  You have taken it into
vour head that I mean to pension you oft.”

“Prue, Sivy” oreturned: Wegg, still with an
obstinate magnanimity.
with my faults, Far be it from me to deny
them. I have taken it into my head.”

“But I don’t mean it.”

The assurance scemed hardly as comforting
to My, Wegye as Mr. Boflin intended it to be.
Iideed, an appreciable clongation of his visage
mizht have been observed as he replied

“Don't you, indeed, Sir?”

“No,” pursucd Mr. Bofling “beeaunse that

would express, as I understand it, that vou were

“I am acquainted |
{ at the tim|

not going to do any thing to deserve your money.

But vou are; you are.”
“Phat, Siey” replied My, Wegg, eheering up
bravely, s quite another pair of shoes.  Now,

felt his m

i ing be adg

my indepg
Now, I no
Weep for tl
When to Bq
The Lord of
Ncither doeg
From the h
And weep b
present
Company’s
—Please {
¢“Than]
inmeand
both of wh

is, that yo

for us. 1
coals and
in clover ]
“1Iem!
that man,
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thame.

o proceed, Mr. Boffin.”

c‘ce, Wegg, both for your confidence
for your frequent dropping into poetry;
ich is friendly. Well, then; my idea
u should give up your stall; and that I
you into the Bower here, to keep it
t's a pleasant spot; and a man with
candles and a pound a week might be
ere.”

Would that man, Sir—we will say -
for the purposes of argueyment;” Mr.
de a smiling demonstration of great
- here 3 “would that man, Sir, be ex-
throw any other capacity in, or would
capacity be considered extra?  Now
the purposes of argucyment) suppose
to be engaged as a reader: say (for
ses of argueyment) in the evening.
it man's pay as a reader in the even-
led to the other amount, which, adopt-
wnguage, we will eall clover; or would
nto that amount, or clover ?”

" aid Mr. Boflin, * I suppoese it would

ose it would, Sir.  You are right, Sir
v own views, Mr. Boflin.™  HereWegg
halancing himself on his wooden leg,
wer his prey with extended  hamd.
in, consider it done.  Say no more,
word more. My stall and I are for-
d.  The collection of ballads will ‘in
reserved for private study. with the
making poctry tributary”—Wegg was
f having found this word that he said
-ith a capital letter—<* Tributary, to
Mr. Beffin, don’t allow vourself to
ncomfortable by the pang it gives me
m my stock and stall. Similar emo-
mdergone by my own father when
for his merits from his occupation as
n to a situation under Government.
ian name was Thomas. Ilis words
e (I was then an infant, but <o deep
impression on me that I committed
CRIOTY) Were
en farewell my trim-built. wherry,
2 and coat and buadge farewell!
ver more at Chelzen erry
all your Thomas tuke a spell!

er got over it, Mr. Doflin, and so shall

delivering these valedictory observa-
« continually disappointed Mr. Boftin
d by flowrishing it in the air. He
it at his patren, who took it, and
ind relicved of a great weight: ob-
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serving that as they lmd aufmo-cd their joint
affaivs so satisfactorily, he would now be glad to
look into those of Bully Sawyers. Which, in-

deed, had been left overnight in a vefy un-
promising posture, and for whose impending ex-

pedition against the Tersians the weather had
been by no means favorable all day.

Mr. Wegw resumed his <pcct‘1cles therefore.
But Sawyers was not to be of the party that

night; for, before Wegg had found his|place,
Mrs. Boflin’s tread was heard upon the|stairs,

so unusually heavy and hurried, that My, Bof-
fin would have started up at the sound, |antici-
pating some occurrence much out of th¢ com-
mon course, even though she had not alsg called
to him in an agitated tone.
Mr. Boflin hurried out, and found her|on the
dark staircase, panting, with a lighted candle in
her hand.
“IWhat’s the matter, my dear ?”
“T don’t know; I don’t know; but
youw'd come up stairs.”
Much surprised, Mr. Boffin went up stairs
and accompanicd Mrs. Boffin into thefir own
room : g second large room on the same [loor as
the room in which the late proprictor had died.
Mr. Boflin looked all round him, and gaw no-
thing more unusual than various articles pf fold-
ed linen on a large chest, which Mrs. Boflin had
been sorting.
“IWhat is it, my dear? Why, vou're
ened!  You frichtened 27
“fam not one of that sort certainly,” said
Mus. Boflin, as she sat down in a chair tp recov-
cr herself, and took her hushand’s arm; [but it's
very strange!”
“What is, my dear?”
¢ Noddy, the faces of the old man andthe two
children are all over the house to-night.”

T wish

fright-

Ay dear?” exclaimed Mr. Jofiin.  [But not
without a certain uncomfortable sensatign glid-
ing down his back.

“T know it must sound foolish, and pet it is
50.”

“YWhere did vou think vou saw them P

“T don't know that I think I saw them any
where. I felt them.”

¢ Touched them 27

“No. Telt them in the air. T was| sorting

those things on the chest, and not thinking of
the old man or the children, but singing to my-
self, when all in a moment T felt there was a
face arowing out of the dark.”

“What faee?” asked her hushand,
about him,

“Tor o moment 1t was the old man's, and
then it ot younger.  For amoment it ywas both
the children’s, and then it got older.| Tor a
moment it was a strange face, and thep it was
all the faces”

“ And then it was gone ?”

“Yes:; and then it was gone.”

“Where were you then, old lady 2"

“Ilere, at the chest. Well: T got t
of it, and went on sorting, and went o

looking

1¢ betier
singing

i

———
to myself. ‘Lor!" I says, ‘T'll think of some.
thing clse—something comfortable—and put i
out of my head.” So Ithought of the new hoyse
and Miss Bella Wilfer, and was thinking at o
great rate with that sheet there in my hand,
when, all of a sudden, the faces scemed to be
hidden in among the folds of it and I let it drop.™

As it still Iay on the floor where it had ful] len,
Mr. Boflin pxd\cd it up and laid it on the chest,

¢ And then vou ran down stairs?”

“No. I thought I'd try another room, and
¢hake it off. I says to myself, ‘I'll go and walk
slowly up and down the old man's room three
times, from end to end, and then I shall Lave
conquered it.” I went in with the candle in my
hand; but the moment I came near the hed the
air got thick with them.”

¢« With the faces?”

“Yes, and I even felt that they were in the
dark behind the side-door, and on the little stair-
case, ﬂo'mnn' away into the yard. Then I call-
ed you.”

Mr. Boffin, lost in amazement, looked at Mrs,
Bofiin.  Mrs. Boffin, lost in her own ﬂnttm-d
inability to make this out, looked at My, Bofiin,

“1 tlnnL, my dear,” said the Golden ])h.\‘
man, “Tll at once get rid of Wegg for the
night, because he's coming to inhabit the Dow-
er, and it might be put into his head or some-
body else’s, it he heard this and it got abou.
that the house is haunted. Whereas we know
better. Don’t we?”

7 never had the feeling in the house be-
fore,” said Mrs. Bofing *and I have been
about it alone at all hours of the night. T have
been in the house wiren Death was in it, and I
have been in the house when Murder was a new
part of its adventures, and I never had a frizht
in it yet.”

“ And won't again, my dear,” said Mr. Dol
fin. ““Depend upon it, it comes of thinking and
dwelling on that dark spot.”

“Yes: but why didn't it come before#”
Mrs. Doffin, ‘

This draft on Mr. Bofin’s philosophy could
only be met by that gentleman with the remars
that every thing that is at all must begin at
some time. Then, tucking his wife's arm under
his own, that she might not be Ieft by herscll t
be troubled again, he descended to release Weze
TWho, being something drowsy after hix plentiful
repast, and constitutionally of a shirking tem-
perament, was well cnourrh pleased to stamp
away, without doing what he had come to do,
and was paid for doing.

Mr. Boftin then put on his hat, and Mrs, Dol
fin her shawl; and the pair, further provided
with a bunch nt keys and alighted lantern, went
all over the dismal house — dismal every where
but in their own two rooms—from coliar to
cock-loft. Not resting satisfied with giving that
much chase to Mrs. Doflin’s fancies, they pur-
sted them into the vard and outbuildings, and
under the Mounds,  And setting the lantertd
when all was dene, at the foot of one of the

.‘1>de
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ylounds, they comfortably trotted to and fro for |

an evening walk, to the end that the murky
cobwebs in Mrs. Boffin’s brain might be blown
away.

«There, my dear I said Mr. Boflin when they
came in to supper.  “That was the treatment,
vou sce. Completely worked round, haven’t
5‘011 ? .
“Yes, deary,” said Mrs. Boflin, laying aside
her shawl.  ¢I'm not nervous any more.
the house the same as ever. But—"

“Lh!” said Mr. Boflin.

“But T've only to shut my eyes.”

¢ And what then ?”

“Why then,” said Mrs. Boffin, speaking with
her eyes closed, and her left hand thoughtfully
touching her brow, ¢ then, there they are! The
old man’s face, and it gets younger.  The two
children’s faces, and they get older. A face
that I don’t know. And then all the faces!”

Opening her eyes again, and secing her hus-
hand’s face across the table, she leaned for-
ward to give it a pat on the check, and sat
down to supper, declaring it to be the best face
in the world.

————
CITAPTER XVIL
MINDERS AND RE-MINDERS.

T Secretary lost no time in getting to work,

and his vigilanee and method soon set their

mark on the Golden Dustinan’s aftuirs.
earnestness in determining to understand the
lengtly and breadth and depth of every picce of
work submitted to him by his employer was as
special as his dispateh in transacting it Ie ac-

I'm:
pot o bit troubled now. 1'd go any where about |

1lis |

tinctly

cepted no information or explanation at second-

hand, but made himself the master of every
thing confided to him.

One part of the Secretary’s conduct, underly-
ing all the rest, might have been mistrusted by
aman with a better knowledge of men than the
Golden Dustman had.  The Sceretary was as
far from Dbelng inquisitive or intrusive as Seere-
tary could be, but nothing less than a complete
uuderstanding of the whole of the affairs would
content him. It soon beeame apparent (from
the knowledge with which he set out) that he
must have been to the oftice where the Harmon
will was registered, and must have read the will.

IIe anticipated Mr. Boflin’s consideration wheth- 1 house.
er he should be advised with on this or that  travelec
topic, by showing that he already knew of it and | tary, w

understood it,  ITe did this with no attempt at
toncealnient, seeming to be satizfied that it was

part of his duty to have prepared himself at all

attainable points for its utmost discharge.

This might—Iet it be repeated—have awak-
ened some little vague mistrust in a man more
worldlv-wise than the Golden Dustman. On
the other hand, the Sceretary was discerning,
disereet, and silent, though as zealous as it the
atfuirs had been his own.

!
i
1
i
|
|
{

f

“than th

for
"death o
‘ ¢est man
1Ie showed no love |

of patronage or the command of money, but dis-
preferred resigning both to Mr. Boffin.
5 limited sphere, he sought power, it was
cr of knowledge; the power derivable
from a perfect comprehension of his business.
As o1} the Sceretary’s face there was a name-
less cloud, so on his manner there was a shadow
cqually [indefinable. It wasnot that he was em-
barrassed, as on that first night with the Wil-
fer fanfily; he was habitually unembarrassed
now, and vet the something remained. It was
not that his manner was bad, as on that occa-
sion ; it was now very good, as being modest,
graciouf, and ready. Yet the something never
left it. | It has been written of men who have
undergone a cruel captivity; or who have passed
througli a terrible strait, or who in seclf-pres-
ervation have killed a defenseless fellow-creat-
ure, that the record thereof has never faded from

If, in hi
the pow

their equntenances until they died.  Was there
any such record here?
He egtablished a temporary office for himself

in the new house, and all went well under his
hand, with one singular exception.  Ile mani-
festly objected to communicate with Mr. Bof-
fin's solicitor. Two or three times, when there
was some slight oceasion for his doing so, he
transferred the task to Mr. Dofiin; and his eva-
sion of] it =oon became so curiously apparent,
that Mr. Boflin spoke to him on the subject of
his reluetance.

“Jtigso,” the Seerctary admitted. T would
rather pot.”

IIad jhe any personal objection to Mr. Light-
wood ?

1 dpn't know him.”

ad be suttered from lawsunits ?

“Not more than other men,” was his short
answer,

Whas | he prejudiced against the race of Iaw-
vers?

¢*No| DBut while I am in vour emplovyment,
Sir, T would rather be excused from going be-
“tween the lawyver and the client.  Of course if

vou pregs it, Mr. Boflin, T am ready to comply.
But I slhould take it as a great favor ift vou would
not press it without urgent oceasion.”

Now,| it could not be said that there vas urg-
ent occhsion, for Lightwood retained no other

n his hands than such as still lingered
ruishied about the nndiscovered eriminal,
i as arose out of the purchase of the
Many other matters that might have
to him now stopped short at the Secre-
der whose administration they were far
peditionsly and satistactorily disposed of
v would have been it they had ot into
Blight's domain.  This the Golden Dust-
man quite understond. Iven the matier immedi-
ately infhand was of very little moment as requir-
ing personal appearance on the Secretary’s part,
it amounted: to no more than this:—The
F Hexam rendering the sweat of the hon-
s brow unprofitable, the honest man had
shufilingly declined to moisten his brow fur no-

affairs i
and lan
and sud

more ¢y
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